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The years mett away

( os the years always do )

ﬁ your years dwindle down—as
everybody’s must—you'll need more
than affection and companionship.

You'll need a place to live and food to
eat. Which means you—not the family
next door, but you—will need money.

There's only one way for most of us to
get m-:)hr.':_y'—th::tl's to save it

And for most of us, too, the best way
to save money is through U, 5. Savings
- Bonds, -

Because L. 5. Savings Bonds are the

most widely and easily available invest-
ment to every citizen. Every bank sells
them. Every post office sells them,
AND —most important—you can buy
them regularly and automarically.. .which
helps overcome human inerla and re-
luctance to save.

To do 3o, you just sign up for the Pay-
roll Savings Plan where you work, or for
the Bond-A-Month Plan at the bank
where you have a checking account,
Then they really pile up.

Of course, there are other reasons for
buying U. S. Savings Bonds.

They're SAFE. Backed by the credit of
the United States, that's all,

They're PROFITABLE. You get 4 dol-
fars out for 3 put in, alter 10 years,

They're LIQUID. Like water. You can
get your cash out of them at any time. ...
in a few minutes . . . without penalty.

Remember those words “melt away.”
They say better than a volume of statis-
tics that you have less time than you
think, to save,

Save the easy, avtomatic way...with U.S. Savings Bonds

Contributed by rhis magazine in co-operation
with the Magazine Publishers of America as a public service.




FORTUNE-TELLING 1= not one of
the atitributes of I. C, 8. We're much
more concerned with helping those who
need specialized training. Por, regardless
of what the future may bring, trained
men Will continue to hold the Important
positions in business as well as industry.

That's why we strongly recommend
that you prepare yourself noew for
changes that may threaten your occiipa-
tional status. In periods of vocational
unecertainty, training Is always yoar
best protection.

I. C. 8. can help you acquire much of
the technical knowledge you need.
Courses cover more than 400 commercial
and industrial subjects. You study in
your spare time . .. set your-own pace

. progress just as fast as your zr.bilit.ius
nn:i ambition permit, -

Don’t delay your program [or self-
advancement. ©ail this coupon today.
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HIGH SPEED PILE

« The recent announcement of the
high-speed  neutron  pile at Los
Alamos, like many atomic science
announcements, is a little difficult to
evaluate, The Oalt Ridge and Han-
ford piles, the piles at Argonne
National Laboratory in Chicago, and
the Canadian pile at Challk River,
are all different—and to u degree
that’s not inmediately obvious.

The piles at Hanford are, of
course, “factory” piles—commercial-
production jobs, as distinet from
research or laboratory piles. They
were built to produce plutonium, no
knowledge. Thev are water-cooled,
graphite-moderated piles working at
extremelv high-energv levels—imil-
lions of kilowatt-hours, -

At Oalk Ridge is the {irst of the
large-scale laboratory piles; it was
the one which first produced pluto-
nium, and vielded knowledge of
high-energyv-level piles, since it was
operated at kilowatt power levels
hefore the first Hanford pile was
completed. It's a graphite-moder-
ated. air-cooled pile using purified
natural vranium. It's a laboratory
pite, however, designed primarily to
supply  knowledge of plutonium

HIGH SPREDT PILE

manufacture. It has some utilitv as
a research tool, and can produce a
small quantity of radioisotopes, Its
production of wanted isotopes is
very linnted however, since it was
designed for plutonium-production
research.  In plutonium production.
all available neutrons not essential
to maintaining- the chain {ission re-
action must be used in transmuting
U-238 to plutonium, A pile designed
with this i mind will have such
uranium slug spacing, et cetera, as
to barely operate at all ; even a slight
absorption of neutrons in something
other than U-238 will cause a neu-
tron deficiency, and the atomic fire
will go out. Hence, putting in nitro-
gen salts, say, for C-14 production
will lower the available neutrons:
only a very small quantity can be
put in such a pile,

At Argonne National Laboratory,
there 15 a heavy-water moderated
pile; here the heavy-water serves
both as moderator and cooling agent.
allowing fairly high power-level
operation, Since heavy-hydrogen—
in the heavy water—is a far more
efficient moderating agent thay
graphite, more ncutrons are avail-



able 107 reactions otheér than maimn-
taining the fission reaction. Also,
because the water can be pumped,
and wranium slugs moved Ireely
through it,
be varied in a manner impossible
with graphite-block piles. The Ar-
gonne pile'is a far more fAexihle unit,
far more of a research tool, and
more valuable for producing knowl-
edge.

All these piles use purified nat-
ural uranium, containing somewhat
less than 175 U-235 and better than

g J-238. Chalk River, Canada,

has a heavy-water moderated pile
using somewhat enriched uranium;
a slight amount of purified, sépa-
rated 1J-235 is added to the natural
uranium slags used in the pile. Suill
more neptrons can be taken from
this pile for research purposes with-
out quenching the atomic fires. The
heavy-water moderator makes it
flexible, capable of aperation at high-
energy. levels.

Finally, at Los Alamos, an en-
tirely different type of atomic pile
has been set up. . This uses no mod-
erator whatever, and the fuel is pure
U-235 or plutonium, It's purely a
research tool, but an exceedingly
potent one. For one thing, in any
moderated pile only slow neutrons
~—*“moderate” neutrons— are avail-
able. In the unmoderated pile, both
slow and fast neutrons are available
for research work. Second, buge
quantities of neutrons can be ab-
sorhed in experimental material
without damping the fierce reactinn
of pure U-235. This unmoderated
pile represents the most poweriul
atomic research tool in the whole

slug-arrangements can’

uranmim ntneld oaay. 1t 15 NEXIDIC,
almost unlimited in energy level, in
neatron production, atid in control,

It is, incidentally,’ J].unexplu-swe
Making U-235 explode is not a thing
accomplished accidentally; it takes
planning and wvery special mecha-
nism, .‘-"n-l:riding an explosion, on
the other hand, is simple. In an un-
moderated pile, subéritical masses
of U-235 or Pu-239. are brought
near each other—inside massive,
ray-proof shielding.:_.t?’t" course, by
sneans of machinery, . If someone
started the machinery.bringing the
pieces together, and let it run until
they actually made direct contact—
the condition of atomic explosion—
the U-235 itself would see to it
there was no dangerous blast, and
would actually, automatically, cut off
the reaction altogether!

What would happen is easily fore-
seen. As the U-235 masses ap-
proached, the rate of reaction would
mount on an extremely steep expo-
nential curve. It would increase a
miilionfold in millionths of a second,
when short distances were involved.,
But long before the explosive stage
was reached, the enormous energy
production in each of the masses will
raise the temperature to thousands,
then tens of thousands of degrees,
By that time, of course, the uranium
nmiasses will have been wvolatilized
with a gentle pounuff, and distilled
away. And that, of course, means
that the masses have been dispersed

- and scattered into the maximum pos-

sible volume at the minimum pos-
sible cnncentratmu—whmh stops the
reaction.
Tae Eprrow.
ASTOUNDING BCIENCE-PICTION
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NOW YOU SEE IT...

The Alule had to find that Second Foundation., And, be-
caxse of hiz power, the Second Foundation couldn’t leit
him. But becauvse he ruled most of the Galaxy, and had
certain special powers, the Mule wasn't easily stopped—

BY ISAAGC ASIMOYV

fllustrated by Rogera

“After the definite break-up of
the first Galactic Empire, it was
the combination of worlds under
the personal rule of that strange
perscnality known to his times as
*“The Mule' that first presents his-
torv with a unified volume of space
truly imperial in scope. The earlier
comnmercial empire of the Founda-
tion had been diverse and loosely

NOW YOU EEB-IT . . .

knit, despite the impalpable back-
ing of the predictions of psycho-
history. It was not to be com-
pared with the tightly controlled
‘Union of Worlds’ under the Mule,
comprising. as it did one tenth the
volume of the Galaxy and one-
fifteenth of its population—"
“Essays on Historv"
—Ligurn Vier



L

There is much more that Ligurn
Vier has to say on the subject of
the Mule and his Empire but al-
most all of it is not germane to the
isspe at immediate hand, and most
of it is considerably too dry for
' OUF purposes in any case, Maml;r,
he is concerned with the economic
conditions that led to the rise of
the “First Citizen of the Union™—
the Mule’s official title—and with
the economic consequences thereof.

1f, at any time, he iz mildly
astonished over the colossal haste
with which *that strange person-
ality” rose fromn nothing to wvast
dominion in five years, he conceals
it. If he is further sutprised at
the sudden cessdtion of expansion
in favor of a five-year consolidation
of territory, he hides the fact.

We therefore abandon Vier and
continue on our own path for our
own purposes and rake up the his-
tory of the Great Interregnun
—between the First and Second
Galactic Empires—at the end of
that five years of consolidation.

Politically, the Union ‘is quiet,
Economically, it is prosperons. Few
would care to exclrange the peace
of the Mule's steady grip for the
chaos that had preceded. Omn the
worlds which five' years previously
had known the TFoundation, there
might be a nostalgic regret, but no
more. The Foundation's leaders
were dead, where useless; and Con-
verted, where useful.

And of the Converted, the most
useful was Han l‘rm.h:.r, now llﬂu-
tenant ge:neral.

In the days of .the Foundation,
Han Pritcher had been a captain
and a member of. _}he underground
Democratic Opposition.  When the
Foundation fell to the Mule with-
out a fight, Pritcher fought the

Mule. Untl, that is, he was Con-
verted. .
‘the Conversion was not the

ordinary one brought on: by the
power of superiar reason. Han
Pritcher knew that .well enough.
He had been changed because the
Mule was a mutant with mental

. powers quite capable of adjusting

the emotions of ordinary humans

to suit himself, But that satisfied
1111].] completely. That was as it
should be. The very contentment
with the Conversion was a prime
symptom of it, but Han Pritcher
was no longer even curious about
the matter.

And now that he was ratumtng
from his fifth major expedition into
the houndlessness of the Galaxy
outside the Union, it was with some-
thing approaching artless joy that
the veteran spaceman and Intelli-
gence agent considered his approach-
ing audience with the “First
Citizen.” His hhrd face, gouged
out of a dark, graiilless wood that
did not seem to be capable of
smiling without cracking,  didn’t
show jt—but the outward indica-
tions were unnecessary. The Mule
could see the emotions within,
down to the smallest, much as an
ordinary man could see the twitch
of an evebrow. '

Pritcher left his air car at the
old vice-regal hangars and entered
the palace grounds on foot as was

ASTOUXDING SCIENCE-FICTION .



requiredd.  FHle walked one mile
along the arrowed highway—which
was empty and silent.
Iknew that over the squarc miles of
palace grounds, there was not one
guard, not one soldier, not one
armed. man. .

The Mule had need of no protec-

The Mule was his own best, ali-
powerful protector.

Pritcher’s footsteps beat softly
in his own edrs, as the palace reared
its gleaming, incredibly light and
mcredibly
before him in the daring, over-
blown, near-hectic arches that
characterized the architecture of
the Late Empire. It brooded
strongly over the empty grounds,
over the crowded city on the hori-
zomn. . : _

Within the palace was thal one
man—by himself—on whose in-
human mentzl attributes depended
the new aristocracy, and the whole
structure of the Union,

The huge, smooth door swung
massively open at the general's
approach, and he entered. He
stepped on to the wide, sweeping
ramp that moved upward under
him. He rose swiftly in the noise-
less elevator. He stood before the
small plain door of the Mule's own
room in the highest glitter of the
palace spires.

It opened—

Bail Channis was young, and
Bail Channis was Unconverted,
That is, in plainer language, his
emotional make-up had been  un-
adjusted by the Mule. It remained

NOW YO ZEE IT . . .

Pritgher *

strong metallic walls

exactly as it had been formed by
the original shape of its heredity
and the subsequent modifications
of his environment. And that
satisfied him, too.

At not guite thirty, he was in
marvelously good odor in the capi-
tal. He was handsome and quick-
witted—therefore  sticcessful  in
socictv. He was intelligent and
self-possessed—therefore  success-
ful with the Mule. Amnd he was
thoroughly pleased at both suc-
cesses,

And now, for the first time, the
Mule had summoned him to per-
sonal audience,

His legs carried him down the
long, glittering highway that led
tautly to the sponge-aluminum
spires that “had been once the
residence of the viceroy of Kal-
gan, who ruled under the old
emperors; and that had been later
the residence of the independent
princes of Kalgan, who ruled in
their own name: and that was now
the residence of the First Citizen
of the Union, who . ruled over an
empire of his own.

Channis hummed softly to him-

self, He did not doubt what this
was all about. The Second
Foundation, naturally! That all-

embracing bogey, the mere con-
sideration of which had thrown the
Mule back {from- his policy of
limitless expansion into static can-
tion. The official term was
“consolidation.” .

Now there were rumors — you
couldn’t stop rumors. The Mule
was to begin the offensive once

more. The Mule had discovered
' 9.



the whereabouts of the Second
Foundation, and would attack, The
Mule had come to an agreement
with the Second Foundation and
divided the Galaxy. The Mule had
decided the Second Foundation did
not exist and would take over all
the Galaxy,

No use hsting all the wvarieties
one heard in the anterocoms. It was
not even the Arst time such rumors
had circulated. But now they
seemed to have more body in them,
and all the free, expansive souls
who thrived on war, military adven-
ture, and pobtical chaos and
withered in times of stability and
stagnant peace were joyful

Bail Chanmis was one of these.
He did not. fear the mysterious
Second Foundation. For that mat-
ter, he did not fear the Mule, and
boasted of it. Some, perhaps, who
disapproved of one at once so
young and so well-off, waited
darkly for the reckoning with the
gay ladies’ man who employed his
wit openly at the expense of the
Mule's physical appearance and
sequestered life. None dared join
him and few dared laugh, but when
nothing happened to him, his
reputation rose accordingly.

Channis was improvising " words
to the tune he was humming.
Nonsense words with the recur-
rent refrain: “Second Foundation
threatens the Natmn and all of
Creation.”

"He was at the palace.

The huge, smooth door swung
massively open at his approach
and he entered.

to the wide, sweeping ramp that

He stepped on~ established his

moved upward under him. He
rose swiftly in the noiseless eleva-

“tor. - He stood before the small

plain door of the Mule's own room
in the highest glitter of the palace
SPIres.

It opened—

The man who had no name other
than the Mule, and no title other
than First Citizen looked out
through the one-way transpar-
ency of the wall to the light and
lofty city on the horizon.

In the darkening twilight, the
stars were emierging, and not one
but owed allegiance to. him,

He smiled with fleeting bitter-
ness at the thought. The alle-
wiance they owed was to a
personality few had ever seen,

‘He was not a man to logk at,
the Mule—not a man to look at
without dernision. Not miore than
one hundred and twenty pounds
was stretched out into his five-foot-
eight length. His limbs were bony
stalks that jutted out of his scrawni-
ness in graceless angularity. And
his thin faee was nearly drowned
out in the prominence of a fleshy
healk that thrust thrl:f: inches out-
ward.

Omnly his eyes played false with
the general farce that was the Mule.
In their softness—a strange soft-
ness for the Galaxy's greatest

' conqueror—sadness was never en-

tirely subdued.

In the city was to 'E:h: found ali
the gaiety of a luxurious capital on
a luxurious world. He might have
capital on the
Foundation, the strongest of his

ABTOUNDING SCIENCE-FICTION



now-conguered enemies, but it was
far out on the very rim of the
Galaxy. Kalgan, centrally located,
with a long tradition as aristocracy’s
playground, snited him betfer—
strategically.

But in its traditional gaiety, en-
hanced by unheard-of prosperity,
he found no peace.

They feared him and obeyed him
and, perhaps,-even respected him
—from a goodly distance. But
who could look at him without
contempt? Only those he had
Converted. And of what value
was their -artificial loyalty? It
lacked flavor. He might have
adopted titles, and enforced ritual
and invented elaborations, but even
that would have changed nothing.
Better—or at least, no worse—
to be simply the First Citizen—and
to hide himself.

There was a sudden 5urge of
rebellion within him—strong and
brutal. Not a portion of the
Galaxy must be denied him, For
five years he had remained silent
and buried here on Kalgan because
of the eternal, misty, space-ridden
menace of the wunseen; unheard,
. unknown Second Foundation. He
was thirty-two. Not old—but he
felt old. His body, whatever its
mutant mental powers, was physi-
cally weak,

Every star! Every star he could
sce—and every star he couldn't see.
It must all be his! -

Revenge on all. On a humanity
of which he wasn't a2 part. On a
Galaxy in which he didn’t ft.

The cool. overhead warming light
flickered. He could . follow the

NOW YOU 8EE IT . . .

progress of the man who had en-
tered the palace, and simuliape-
ously, as though his smmtant sense
had been enhanced and sensitized
in the lonely twilight, he felt the
wash of emotional content touch
the fibers of his brain,

He recognized the identity with-
out an effort. It was Pritcher.

Captain Pritcher of the one-time
Foiundation. The Captain Pritcher

who had been ignored and passed

over by the bureaucrats of that
decaying government, The Cap-
tam Pritcher whose job as petty

spy he had wiped out and whom
he had lifted from its slime. The
Captain Pritcher whom - he had
made first colonel and then gen-
eral; whose scope of activity he
had made Galaxy-wide. .

The now-General Pritcher who
was, iron rebel though he began,
completely loyal. And yet with
all that, not loyal becausc of bene-
fits gained, not loyal out of grati-
tude, not loyal as a fair return
—but loyal only through the arti-
fice of Conversion,

The Mule was conscious nf that
strong unalterable suriace layer of
loyalty and love that colored every
swirl and eddy of the Em-:-tu:rnahh
of Han Pritcher—the layer he hadl
himself implanted five years beiore.
Far underneath there were the
original traces of stubborn individu-
ality, impatience of rule, idealism
—but even he, himself, could
scarcely detect them any longer,

The door behind him opened,
and he turnerd. The transparency
of the wall faded to opacity, and

= R R



the purple evening light gave way
10 the wHitely Dblazing glow of
atomic PpPoOwer.

Han Pritchet took the seat
indicated. There was neither bow-
ing, nor kneeling nor the use of
honorifics in private audiences with
the Mule, The Mulé was merely
“First Citizen." He was addressed
as “'sir.” You sat in his presence,
and vou could turn your back on
him if it so happened that you
did.

To Han Pritcher this was all
evidence of the sure and confdent
power of the man. He was warily
satished with at.

The Mule said: “Your final re-
port reached me vesterdav, I can't
ileny that I find it somewhat
depressing, Pritcher,”

The general’s evebrows closed
upon each other: “Yes, I imagine
so—but I don’t sce to what other
conclusions I could have come.
There just isnt any Secomd
IFoundation, sir."

And the Mule considered and
then slowly shook his head, as he
had done many a tune before:
“There’s the ecvidence of Ebling

Mis: There is always the evidence
of Ebling Mis.”

It was not a new story. Pritcher
said without qualification: *Mis
may have been the greatest

psychologist of the Foundation,
but he was a baby 'compared to
Hari Selden. At the time he was
investigating Seldon’s works, he
was under the artificial stimnalarion
of your own brain contuol, You

13

tar, He
Sir, he

nwmy have pushed him oo
might have been wrong.

" spust have been wrong.”

The XNule sighed, his lugubrious
face thrust forward on 1its thin
stalk of a neck. “If only he had
lived another minute. " He was on
the point of telling ‘me where the
Second Foundation was, He knew,
I'm telling vou. I need not have
retreated. 1 need not have waited
and waited. So much- time lost.
Five years gone for nothing.”

Pritcher could not have been
censorious over the:weak longing
of his ruler; his controlled mental
make-up forbade that. ' He was dis-
turbed instead; wvaguely uneasy.
He =aid: “DBut what alternative
explanation can there possibly be,
sir?  Five tunes I've gone out.
You yourself haves plotted the
routes. And I've leit" no asteroid
unturned. It was three hundred
vears ago-—that Hari Seldon of the
old Empire supposedly established
two Foundations to act as nuclei of
a new Empire to replace the dying
old one. One hundred vears after
Seldon, the First Foundation—the
one we know-so welis—was known
tlrrough all the Periphery, One
hundred hfty years after Seldon—
at the time of the. last battle with
the old Empire—it was known
throughout the Galaxy. And now
it's three hundred years—and where
ahould this mysterions Second be?
In no eddy of the Galactic stream
has it ‘been heard of.”

“Ebiing Mis said it kept itself
secret.  Omly secrecy can turn its
weakness o strengeh.” :

“Secrecy as deep as tlus is past
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possibility without nonexistence as
well."”
The Muie looked up, large eves

sharp and wary. “Neo. It does
exist.” A bony finger pointed
sharply., “There is going to be a

slight change in tactics.™

Pritcher frowned. *“You plan to
leave "lmlirseIf P I would scarcely
advise it,” :

“No, of course not. You will
have to o out once again—one last
time. But with another in joint

- eommand,”

There was a silence, and Pritch-
er's voice was hard, “Who, sir?”

“There’s a voung man here in
Kalgan. Bail Channis.”

“1’'ve niever heard of himd, sir.”

“No, I imagine not. "But he's
got an agHe mind, he's ambitious—
and he’s no# Converted.”

Pritcher's long jaw trembled for
a bare instant, “I fail to see the
advantage in that.”

“There is one, Pritcher. You're
a resourceful and experienced man,
You have given- me good service.
But you are Converted. Your
motivation is simply an enforced
and helpless loyalty to myself.
When you lost your native motiva-
tions, you lost something, some
subtle drive, that I cannot possibly
replace.”

“I don't feel that, sir,” said
Pritcher, . grimly. *I recall myvself
quite well as I was in the ‘days
when 1 was an enemy of yours, I
feel mone the inferior.”

“Naturally nnt," and the Muale's
mouth twitched irito a smile. “Your
judgment in this matter is scarcely
objective. This Channis, now, is

NOW TOU BEFE IT . ..

"me, Pritcher,
" you cannot show and do not even

ambitious—for himself, He- is
completely trustworthy—out of no
loyalty but to hlmscli He krows
that it is on my coat-tails that he
rides and he would do anything to
increase my power that the ride
might be long and far and that the
destination might be glorious, If
he goes with you, there is just that
added push behind /fis seeking---
that push for himself.”

“Then," said Pritcher, still insist-
ent, “why not remove my own
Conxersion, if you think that will
improve me. I can scarcely be
mistrusted, now.”

“That never, Pritcher. While
you are within arm’s reach, or
blaster reach, of myself, you will
remain firmly held in Conversion,
If I were to release you this min-

ute, I would be dead the next.”

The general’s nostrils flared, I
am hurt that vou should think s0.”

“I don’t mean to hurt you, but
it is impossible for you to realize
what your feelings would be if free
to form themselves along the lines
of your natural motivation, The
human mind resents control. The
ordinary human hypnotist cannot
hypnotize a person against his will
for that reason. I can, because
I'm mnot a hypnotist, and, believe
the resentment that

know you possess is something 1 -
wouldn't want to face.”

Pritcher's head bowed. I utility
wrenched him and left him grayx
and haggard inside. He said with
an effort: “But how cau vou trust
this man. I mean, completely—as
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you can trust me in my Conver-
sion."

“Well, I suppose I can’t entirely.
That is why you must go with him.
You see, Pritcher,” and the Mule
buried himself. in the large arm-
chair against the soft back of which
heé looked like an angularly ani-
mated toothpick, “if he should
stumble on the Second Foundation
_ —if it showld occur to him that an
arrangement with them might be
more profitable than with me—
You understand 7

A profoundly. satisfied
blazed in Fntcher’s eyes,
is better, sir,”

“Exactly, . But remember, he
muathaveafreereinas far as
possible,”

“Certainly.”

“And., .. uh ., .. Pritcher, The
young man is handsome, pleasant,
and extremely charming. Don’t let
him fool you. He's a dangerous
and unscmpu!uus character. Don’t
pet in his way unless you're pre-
pared to meet him pl‘ﬂ-pﬂ'lj’. That’s
all.™

light
“That

The Mule was alone again. He
let the lights die and the wall be-
fore him kicked to transparency
_again., The sky was purple now,

and the city was a smudge of light

on the horizon.

What was it all for? And if he

“awere the master of all there was—
what then? Would it really stop
men like Pritcher from being
straight and ftall, * seif-confident,

strong? Would Bail Channis lose
his looks? - Wonld he h::mseli be
other ﬂmn he was?

14

He cursed his doubts. What was
he really after?

The cool, overhead warning light
flickered. He could follow the
progress of the man who had en-
tered the palace and, almost against
his will, he felt the soft wash of
emotional content touch the fibers -
of his brain,

He recognized the H:teuutjr with-
out an effort. It was .Cliannis,
Here the Mule saw no uniformity,
but the primitive diversity of a
strong mind, untouched and un-
molded except by the manifold
disorganizations of the. Universe.
It writhed in foods and waves.
There was caution on the surface,
a thin, smoothing effect, hut with
touches of r:}'nit:a’i ribaldry in the
hidden eddies of it. And under--
neath there was the strong flow of
self-interest and self-love, with a
gush of cruel hemor here and there,
and a deep, still pool of ambition
underlying all,

The Mule felt that he could reach
out and dam the current, wrench
the pool from its basin and turn it
m another course, dry up one flow

and begin another., But what
of it? Ii he could bend Channis’
curly head in the - profoundest

adoration, would that- change his
own grotesquerie that made him
shun the day and love the night,
that made him a reclugse inside an
empire that was un:anditima]l_?
his?

The door behind h:m opened,
and he turned. The trans;mren:y
of the wall faded to opacity, and
the darkness gave way to the
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whitely blazing artifice of atomic
power.

Bail Channis sat down lightly
and said: "This is a not-quite-
unexpected honor, sir.”

The Mule rubbed his proboscis
with all four fngers at once and
sounded -a bit irritable in his re-
sponse. “\Why, so, young man®”

“A hunch,' I suppose. Unless I
want to admit tl'mt I've ]:I'E'EII listen-
mg to rumors.’

“Rumors?
several doZen
referring to?"

“Those that say a renewal of the
Galactic-Offensive is being planned.
It is a hope with me that such is
true and that I wight play an
appropriate part.”

“Then you think there is a Sec-
ond Foundation

“Why "not? It would make
things so much more interesting.”

“And you find interest in it as
well 77

Whu:h one of the
varieties are you

“Certainly, In the very mystery -

of it! What better subject could
you fnd for conjecture? The
newspaper supplements are full of
nothing else lately—which is proba-
bly significant. The Cosmos had
one of its feature writers compose
a2 weirdie about a world consisting
of beings of pure mind—the Sec-
ond Foundation, you see—who had
developed mental force to energies
large enough to compete with any
known to physical sciente. Space-
" ships could ‘be’ blasted light-years
away, planets could be turned out
of their orbits—"

“Interesting. Yes. But do you

NOW YOU 8RB IT ...

have any notions on the subject?
Do you subscribe to this mind- .
power notion?”

“Galaxy, no! Do you think
ereatures like that would stay on
their own planet? No, sir, I
think the Second Foundation re-
mains hidden becanse it is weaker
than we think.” -

“In that case, I can explain my-
self very easily. How would vou
like to head an expedition to lo-
cate the Second Foundation?”

For a moment Channis seemed
caught up by the sudden rush of
events at just a little greater speed
than he was prepared for, His
tongue had apparently skidded to a
helt in a lengthening silence,

The Mule said dryly: “Well ¥

Channis corrugated his forehead.
“Certainly, But where am I to
go? Have you any information
available

“"General Pritcher will he with
?_nll Fp

“Then I'm not to head it

“Tudge for yourself when I'm
done. Listen, you're not of the
Foundation. You're a native ol
Kalgan, aren’t you? Yes. Well,
then, your knowledge of the Sel-
don plan may be vague. When the
first Galactic Empire was falling,
Hari Seldon and a group of psycho-
historians, analyzing the future-
course of history by mathematical
tools no longer available in these
degenerate times, set up two
Foundations, one at each end of the
Galaxy, in such a way that the
econiomic and sociological forces
that were slowly evolving, would
make them serve as foci for the

15



. count on Hie.

Second Empire.  Hari  Seldon
planned on a thounsand years to
accomplish that—and it would have
_ taken thirty thousand without the
' Foundations. But he couldn’t
I am a mutant and
I am unpredictable by psycho-
history which can only deal with
the average reactions of numbers.
Do vou understand"”

Second Foundation. 5o ! must
know more about it. L}Lnﬁral
IP’ritcher is of the d:.ﬁmt& opinion
that 1t does not exist at all. I know
ortherwise.™ ]

Channis said delicately: “How do
yvou know, sic P

And the Mule's words were sud-

“denly liguid indignation: “‘Because
- minds under iy control have been

But how does

“Pertectly, sir.
that involve me”

“¥oull understand shortly. I
intend to unite the Galaxy now—
and reach Seldon’s thousand-year
goal in three hundred. One
Foundation—the world of physical
scientists—is still flourishing, un-
der me. Under the prosperity and
order of the Union, the atomic
weapons they have developed are
cipable of dealing with anything
in the Galaxy—except perhdps the

1%

interfered with: . Delicately!
Subtly! But not so subtly that I
couldn’t notice. And these interfer-
ences are increasing, and hitting
valuable men at important times.
Do von wonder now that a certain
discretion has kept me motionless
these }‘ears? :

“That is your importance, Gen-
eral Pritcher is the best man left

me, 30 he is no longer safe. Of
course, he does not know that.
But yvou are Unconverted and
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therefore not instanty detectable
as a Mule’s man, You may fool
the Second Foundation longer than
one of my own men would—
perhaps just sufficiently longer.
Do you understand

“Um-m-m. Yes. But pardon
me, sir, if I question you. How
" are these men of yours disturbed,
so that I might detect change in
General Pritcher, in_ case any

occurs. Are they Unconverted
again? Do they become dis-
loyal?” ¢ -

“No. I -told you it was subtle.
It's more disturbing than that,

because it's barder to detect- and
sometimes I have to wait before
acting, wuhcertain whether a key
man is being normally erratic or
has been tampered with., Their
loyaity is left intact, but initiative
and ingenuity are Tubbed out, I'm
left with a perfectly normal per-
son, apparently, but one mmpletcl;.r
useless. In the last year, six have
been so treated. Six of my best.”
A corner of his mouth lifted.
“They're in chatge of training
bases now—and my most earnest
wishes po with them that no emer-
gencies come up for them to decide

upon.

“Suppose, siv . . ., suppose it were
not the Second Foundation. What
if it were another, such as ]murself
—another mutant

“The planning is too careful, too
long range. A single man would
be in a greater hurry. No, it is a
world, and you are to be my weapon
against it,”

Channis’ ecyes shone as he said:
“I’m delighted at the chance.”

NOW IOU BEE IT . ..

But the Mule caught the sudden
emotional upwelling. He said:
“Yes, apparently it occurs to you,
that you will pcrt'urm a Uunique
service, worthy of a unique reward
—perhaps even that of being my
successor. COuite s0. But there
are unique punishments, too, vou
know. My emotional gymnastics
are not confined to the creation of
loyalty alone,”

And the - little smile on his thin
lips was grim, as Channis leaped
out of his seat in horror.

For just an instant, just one,
flashing instant, Channis had felt
the pang of an overwhelming grief
close over himi, It had slammed
down with a physicgl pain that had
blackened his mind ‘unbearably, and
then lifted. Now nothing was left
but the strong wash of anger,

The Mule said: “Anger won't
help . . . yes, you're covering it up
now, aren't you? DBut I can see it.
So just remember—#hat sort of
business can be made more intense
and kept up. I've killed men by
emotional control, and there’s no
death crueler.”

He paused: “That's alll”

The Mule was alone again, He
let the lights die and the wall be-
fore him kicked to tramsparency
again. The sky was black, and the
rising body of the Galactic Lens
was spreading its bespanglement
across the velvet depths of space.

All that haze of nebula was a
mass of stars so numerous that
they meited one into the other and
left n but a cloud of light.

And all to be his—
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And now but one last arrange-
ment to make, and he could sleep.

INTERLUDE

The Executive Council of the
Second Foundation was in sessiom,
To wus they are merely voices.
Neither the exact scene of the
meeting nor the identity of those
present are essential at the point.

Nor, strictly speaking, can we
even consider an exact reproduction
of any part of the session—unless
we wish to sacrifice completely
even the minimum comprehensi-
bility we have a right to expect,

We deal here with psychologists
—and not merely psychologists.
Let us say, rather, scientists with a
psychological orientation, That is,
men whose fundamental conception
of scientific philosophy is pointed
in an entirely different direction
from all of the orientations we
know, The “psychology™ of scien-

tists brought up among the axioms -

deduced from the observational
habits of physical science has only
the waguest .relationship tﬂ PS'f-
CHOLOGY.

Which is about as far as I can go
in explaining color to a blind man
—with myself as blind as the
audience.

The point being made is that the
minds assembled understood thor-
oughly the workings of each .other,
not only by general theory but by
the specific application over a long
period of these theories to particu-
lar individuals. Speech as known
to us was unnecessary. A [ragment
of a sentence amounted almost to

13

‘line—even a

long-winded redundancy. A ges-
ture, a grunt, the curve of a facial
significantly timed
pause yielded informational juice,

The liberty is taken, therefore, of
freely translating a small portion
of the conference into the extremely
specific word-combinations neces-
sary to minds oriented from child-
hood to-a physical science philoso-
phy, even at the risk of losing the
more delicate nuances.

There was one “voice” predomi-
nant, and that belonged to the
individual known simply as the
First Speaker.

He said: “It is appamnﬂy quite
definite now as to what stopped the
Mule in his first mad rush. I can’t
say that the matter reflects credit
upon . . . well, upon.the organiza-
tion of the situation. Apparently,
he almost located us, by means of
the artificially heightened brain-
energy of what they call a
‘psychologist’ on the First Founda-
tion. This psychologist was killed
just before he could communicate
his . discovery to the Mule. The
events leading io that killing were
completely fortuitous for all calcula-
tions helow Pha.se Three. Suppose
you take over.” -

It was the Fifth Speaker ‘who
was indicated by an inflection of the
voice. He said, in grim nuances:
It 13 certain that the situation was
mishandled. We are, of course,
highly vulnerable under mass at-
tack, particularly ‘an attack led by
such a mental phenomenon as the
Mule. Shortly after he first
achieved Galactic eminence with
the conquest of the First Founda-
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whitely blazing artifice of atomic
POwWEr.

Bail Channis sat down lightly
and said: “This is a not-guite-
unexpectecd honor, sir.”

The Mule rubbed his proboscis
with all four fingers at once and
sounded a bit irritable in his re-
sponse. ““\Vhy, so, young man ™

“A hunch, I suppose. Unless I
warnt to admit that I've been listen-
ing to rumors.”

“Rumors? Which one of the
several dozen varieties are you
referring to ™

“Those that say a renewal of the
Galactic Ofensive is being planned.
It 15 a hope with me that such is
true and that I maght play an
appropriate part.”

“Then vou think there 15 a Sec-
ond Foundation

“Why "not? It would make
things so much more interesting.”

“And vou find interest in it as
well 2

“Certainly., In the very mystery
of it! What better subject could
you find for conjecture? The
newspaper supplements are full of
nothing else lately—which is proba-
bly significant. The Cosmos had
one of its feature writers compose
a weirdie about a world consisting
of beings of pure mind-—the Sec-
ond Foundation, you see—who had
developed mental force to energies
large enough to compete with any
known to physical science. Space-
" ships could ‘be’ blasted light-vears
away, planets could be turned out
of their orbits—"

“Interesting. Yes. But do you

NOW YOU s3p® IT ...

have any notions on the subject?
Do you subscribe to this mind-
power notion

“Galaxy, no! Do you think
creatures like that would stay on
their own planet? No, sir. I
think the Second Foundation re-
mains hidden because it is weaker
than we think.”

“In that case, I can explain my-
self very easily. How would vou
litke to head an expedition to lo-
cate the Second Foundation?”

For a moment Channis seemed
caught up by the sudden rush of
events at just a little greater speed
than he was prepared for. Hig
tongue had apparently skidded to a
halt in a lengthening silence.

The Mule said dreyly: “Well2”

Channis corrugated his forehead.
“Certamnly. But where am 1 to
go? Have you any information
available 7

“General Pritcher will be
you—"

“Then I'm not to head it

“Tudge for vyourself when T'm
done. Listen, vou're not of the
Foundation. You're a native ot
Kalgan, arent you? Yes. Well,
then, your knowledge of the Sel-
don plan may be vague. When the
first Galactic Empire was falling,
Hari Seldon and a group of psycho-
historians, analyzing the future
course of history by mathematical
tools no longer available in these
degenerate times, set up two
Foundations, one at each end of the
Galaxy, in such 2 way that the
economic and sociological forces
that were slowly evolving, would
make them serve as foci for the

with
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“Oh— Well, then drap up a chair,
old man, and let’s get into it. I've
been going over your notes. I find
them excellent.”

* “How . . . pleasant that you do.”

“But I'm wondering if you've
come to the conclusions I have,
Have you ever tried analyvzing the
problem deductively? I mean, it's
all very well to comb the stars at
rartdom, and to have done all you
did in five expeditions is quite a bit
of star-hopping. That’'s" obvious,
But have you calculated how long
it would take to go through every
known wotld at this rate?”

“¥es. Several tiines.” Pritcher
felt no urge to meet the young man
halfway, but there was the impor-
tance of filching the other’s mind—
the other's dncontrolled, and hence,
unpredictable, mind. i

“Well, then, suppose we're ana-
lytical about it and trv to demdr:
just what we're locking for >

“The Sccond IFoundation,”
Pritcher, grimly,

“A Foundation of psychologists,”
corrected Channis, “who are as weak
in physical science as the First
Foundation was weak in psychol-
ogv. Well, vou're from the First
Foundation, which I'm not, The
implications are probably obvious to
vou. We must find a world which
rules bv virtue of mental skills, and
vet which is very backwards scien-

saicl

tifically.”
“Is that necessarily so ques-
tioned Pritcher, guietlv. “Chur own

"“Union of Worlds® isn't backwards

acientifically, even though our ruler

owes his strength to his mental
powers.” :
L

“Becanse he has the skilis of the
First Foundation to draw upon,”
came the slightly impatient answer,
“and that -is the only such reservoir
of knowledge in the Galaxv. The
Second Foundation must live among
the dry crumbs of the broken Ga-

Iactic Empire. There are no pick-
ings there.”
“So then you postulate mental

power sufficient to establish their
rule over a group of worlds and
physical helplessness as well 7™

“Comparative physical helpless-
ness. Against the decadent neigh-
boring arcas, they are competent to
defend themselves. Against the re-
surgent forces of the Mule, with his
background of a mature atomic
economy, they cannot stand. Else,
why is their location so well-hidden,
both at the start by the founder.
Hari Seldon, and now by* them-
selves. Your own First IMoundation
madle no secret of its existence and
did not have it made for them, whan
they were an undefended single city
on a lonely planet three hundred
years ago.’”

The smooth lines of Pritcher's
dark face twitched sardonically.
“And now that you've finished your
deep analvsis, would you like a list
of all the kingdoms, republics,
planct states and dictatorships of
one sort of another in that political

-wilderness out there that correspond

to your description and to several
factors hesides 27

“All thizs has been considered
then?’ Channis lost none of his
brashness.

“Vou won't find it here, naturally,
but we have a completely worked
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the Clppcmﬂg Pﬂnphery lx-EH.H}F-
did you. suppose the Mule would
work entirely hit-and-miss®

“Well, then,” and the young man's
voice rose in a burst of energy,
“what of . the Oligarchy of Ta-
zenda £

Pritcher touched his ear thought-
fully, “Tazenda? Oh, I think I
know it. They're not in the Te-
nphe:ry, are they? It seems to me
Jhey’re- fully a third of the way
“towards; the center of the Galaxy.”

“Yes. What of that?™

“The. records we have place the
sSecond, Foundation-at the other end
nf the -Galaxy. Space knows it's
the only ‘thing we have to go on.
Why talk of Tazenda anyway? It's
angular- deviation from the TFirst
Foundation radian is only aboyt one
hundred ten.to oneJmmdred twenty
degrees anyway. Nowhere near one
handred eighty.”

“There’s another point in the
records. The Second Foundation
was established at *Star’s End.” ”

“No such region in the Galaxy
has ever been located.”

“Because it was a local name,
suppressed Jlater for greater se-
crecy. Or maybe one invented for
the purpose by Seldon and his
group. ~ Yet there's.some relation-
" ship between ‘Star’s End’ and “Ta-
zenda,” don’t you think ¢*

“A vague similarity in sound?
Insufficient.”

“Have you ever been there?r”

"-Nﬂ*"

“Yet it is mentioned in your rec-
ords,”

“Whetre? Oh, yes, but that was

¥Oow YO0U SE® IT . ..

merely to tale on food and waler,
There was certainly nothing  re-
markable about the wor

“"Did vou land. at the ruling
planet?s The center of govern-
nient

“*I couldn’t possibly say.”

Channis brooded about it under
the other’s cold gaze.  Then,
“Would yon look ar the Lens with
me for a moment >

“Certainly.”

The T.ens was perhaps the new-
cst feature of the interstellar cruis-
ers of the day. Actunally, it was a
complicated  calculating machine
which could throw on a screen a re-
production of the night sky as seen
irom any giver point ol the Galaxy.

Channis adjusted the co-ordinate
points and the wall lights of the
pilot room were extingmished. In
the dim red light at the control
board of rthe Lens, Channis' face
glowed ruddily. Pritcher sat in the
pilot seat, long legs crossed, face
lost in the gloom.

Slowly, as the induction period
passed, the points of light bright-
ened on the screen. And then they
were thick and bright with the gen-
erously populated siar-groupings of
the Galaxy’s center. .

“This,” explained Channis, *is
the winter night-sky as seen from
Trantor. That is the important point
that, as far as I know, has been neg-
lected so far in your search. All in-
telligent orientation must start from
Trantor as zero point. Trantor was

_the capital of the Galactic Empire.

FEven more so scientifically and cul-
turally, than politically, .And, there-
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fore, the 5lgmhu|me of any d&s::np—-
tive name should stem, nine times®
out of ten, from a Trantorian ori-
entation. You'll remember in this
connection that, although Seldon
was from Santanni, towards the
Periphery, his group worked an
Trantor itself.”

“What 1s it you're trying to show
me " Pritcher’'s level voice plunged
icily into the gathering enthustasm
of the other.

. “The map will explain it. Do you
sce the dark nebula? The shadow
of his arm fell upon the screen,
which took on the bespanglement of
the Galaxy. The -pointing finger
ended on a tiny patch of black that
seemed a hole i the speckled fab-
ric of light. “The stellagraphical
records call it Pelot's Nebula.
Watch it. I’'m going to expand the
image—li -

Pritcher had watched the phenoms-
enon of Lens Image expansion be-
fore but he still caught his breath.
It was like being at the visiplate of
a spaceship storming through a hor-
ribly crowded Galaxy without en-
tering hyperspace.
verged towards them from a com-
mon center, flared outwards and
twmbled off the edge of the screen.
Single points became double, then
globular. Hazv patches dtssulved
into myriad points. And always
that illusion of motion.

Channis spoke through it all,
“¥ou'll notice that we are moving
along the direct line from Trantor
to Pellot’s Nebula. so that in effiect
we are still lookmg at a stellar on-
entation equivalent to that of Tran-
tor. There is probably a shght error

s

the screen.

The stars di--

because of the gravitic deviation of
light that I haven’t the math to cal-
culate for, but I'm sure it can't be
significant.”

The darkness was spreading over
As the rate of magnifi-
cation slowed, the stars slipped off
the four ends of the screen in a re-
gretful leave-taking. At the rims
of the growing nebula, the brilliant
universe of stars shone abruptly in
token for that light which .was
merely hidden behind the swirling
unradiating atom fragments of so-

dium and caleinm that filled cubic

parsecs of s

And Channis pointed again, “This
has been called “The Mouth' by the
inhabitants of that region of space.
And that 1z significant because it is
only from the Trantorian orienta-
tion that it looks like a mouth.”
What he indicated was a rift in the
body of the Nebula, shaped like a
ragged, grinning wmouth in profile,
outlined by the glazing glory of the
starlight with which it was filled.

“Follow 'The Mouth,""” said
Chanms. “Follow *The Mouth’ to-
wards the gullet as it narrows down
to a thin, splintering line of light.”

Again the screen expanded a tri-
fle, until the Nebula stretched away
from “The Mouth” to block off all
the screen but that narrow trickle
and Channis’ finger silently {ollowed

it down, to where it strageled to a

halt,. and then, as his finger con-
tinued moving onward, to a spot
where one single star sparked lone-
somely ; and there his finger halted.
for bevond that was blackness, un-
relieved,.

 **Star's End,” said the young

ABTOUNDING BCIEBNCE-FICTION



man, simply. “The fabric of the
Nebula is thin there and the light
of that one star finds fits way
through in just that one direction—
to shine on Trantor.”

“¥You're trying “to tell me that—"
the voice of the Mule's g‘ﬂﬂﬂl‘ﬂ.l died
in suspicion.

“I'mi not trying, That is Ta?enda
— Star’s End.”

The lights went on. The Lens
flicked off.” "Pritcher reached Chan-
nis- in three long strides, *““What
made you think of this?"

And Channis leaned back in his
chair with a queerly puzzled expres-
sion on his face. It was accidental.
I’'d like to take intellectual credit
for this, but it was only accidental.
In any case, however it happens, it
fits. According to our references,
Tarenda 15 an oligarchy., It rules

twenty-seven inhabited planets: [It-

is not advanced scientifically, And
most of all, 1t is an obscure world
that has adhered to a strict neutral-
ity in the-local politics of that stellar
region, and is not expansmmst. i
think we ought to see it.'

“Have you informed the Mule of
this "

“MNo. - Nor shall we. - We're in
space now, about to make the first

hﬂp‘.’j

Pritcher, in sudden horror, sprang |

to the visiplate. Cold space met his
eyes when he adjusted it. He gazed
fixedly at_ the view, then turned.
Automatically, his hand reached for
the hard, -comfortable curve of thc
butt of his blaster,

“By whose order ?”

“By my order, general”—it was

NOW XOU 2EE IT ...

the first time Channis had ever used
the other’s title—*"while I was en-
gaging you here, You probably felt
no acceleration, because it came at

" the moment I was expanding the

field of the Lens and you undoubt-
edly imagined it to be an illusion of
the apparent star motion,”

"“Why? Just what are you do-
ing? What was the point of your
nonsense about Tazenda, then?”

“That was no nonsense, | was
completely sertous. We're going
there. We left today because we
were scheduled to leave three days
from now. {(eneral, you dont be-
lieve there is a Second Foundation,
and I do. ¥ou are merely following
the Mule’s orders without faith: T,
recognize a serious danger., The
Second Foundation has now had .
five vears to prepare. How they’'ve
prepared, 1 don’t know, but what if
they have agents on Kalgan, If I
carry ahout in my mind the knowl-
edge of the whereahouts of the Sec-
onil Fanndation, they may discover
that. My life might be no longer
safe, and I have a great affection for
my life. Ewven on a thin and remote
possibility such as that,” I would
rather play safe. So no one knows
of Tazenda but you, and you found
out only after we were out in space.
And even so, there is the guestion
of the crew.” Channis was smiling
again, ironically, in obviously com-
plete control of the situation,

Pritcher’s hand fell away from
his blaster, and for a moment a
vague discom fort pierced him. What
kept him from action? What dead-
ened Aim! There was a time when
he was a rebellious and unpromoted
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vaptzin of the First Foundation’s
commercial empire, when it would
have been hémself rather than Chan-
nis who would have taken prompt
and daring action such as that. Was
the Mule right? Was his controlled
mind so concerned with obedience
as to lome initiative? He felt a
thickening despondency drive him
down into a strange lassitude,

‘He said, “Well done! However,
you will consult me in the future
hl:f-.:n: making decisions of this na-
ture.”

The flickering stgual caught his
attention.

“That’s the engine room,” said
Channis. casually. “They warmed
up on five minutes’ notice and 1
asked them to let me koow if there
wos any trouble. Want to hold the
fort ="

Pritcher nodded mutely, and cogi-
tated in the sudden loneliness on
the evils of approaching fifty. The
\risiplate was sparsely starred. The
main body of the Galaxy misted one
end. What if he were free of the
Mule’s influence—

But he recoiled in horror at t[m-

thought.

Chief Engincer Huxlani looked -

sharply at the young, un-uniformed
man who carried himself with the
assyrance of a Fleet officer and
seemned to be in a position of an-
thority. Huxlani, as a regular Fleet
man from the days. his chin had
dripped milk, generally confused au-
thority with specific insignia.

But the Mule had appointed this
rman, and the Mule was, of course,
the last word. The only word for

o

that matter, Not even subconscious-
v did he guestion that, Emotional
control went deep.

He handed Channis the little oval

object without a word,

Channis hefted it, and smiled en-
gagingly,

“You're a Foundation man, aren’t
you, chief 7

“Yes, sir, I served in the Foun-
dation Fleet cighteen years before
the First Citizen took over.”

“me::latian training in chgineer-
mg-

“Calified Technician, Fj:rst Class
—~Central School on Anacreon.”

“Ciood enovogh. And vou found
this on the communication ecircuit.
where I asl:e-:l you to look ™

“Yes, sir.’

“Does it beloner there ™

“No, sir,”

“Then what s it™™

“A hypertracer, sir,”

“That's not enough. I'm not a
Foundation man., What is it2"

“It’s a device to allow the ship
to be traced through hyperspace.”

+ “In other words we can he fol-
lowed anywhere.”

“Yes, sir.”

“All right., It's a recent inveu-
tion, isn't it? It was developed by
one of the Research Institutes sct
up by the First Citizen, wasn’t it?”

“T believe so, sir.”

“And its workings are a govern-
ment secret. Right ™

“*I believe so, sir.”

“Yet here it is. Intriguing.”

Channis tossed the hypertracer
methodically from hand to hand for
a few seconds. Then, sharply, he
held it out, “Take it, then, and put
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it back exactly where you found it
and exactly how you found it. Un-
derstand? And then fm'get this
-incidens " Entirely 1™

The chief choked down his near-
automatic salute, turned sharply and
left.

The szhip bounded through the
Cralaxy;-its path a wide-spaced dot-
ted line‘tlirough the stars, "The dots,
referred - to, were the scant stretches
of terr'to sixty light-seconds spent
in normal space and between them
stretched the hundred-and-up light-
year gaps that represented the
“hops” through hyperspace.

Bail '‘Channis sat at the control
panel of the Lens and felt again the
involuntary surge of near-worship
at the conmtemplation of it. e was
not a Foundation man and the in-
terplay of forces at the twist of a
kunob or the breaking of a contact
was not second nature to him.

Not that the Lens ought quite to
hore even a Foundatiodn wman.
Within " its unbelievably compact

hody were enough electromic cir-.

ciits to pin point accurately a hun-
dred million separate stars in exact
relationship to each other. And as
if that were not a feat in itseli, it
was further capable of translating
any given portion of the Calactic
IField along any of the three spatial
axes or to rotate any portion of the
17ield about a center. :

It was hecause of ‘that, that the
| .ens had performed a near-revolu-
rion ininterstellar travel. Tn the
vounger davs of interstellar travel,

the calenlation of each “hop"
through™ hyperspace meant any
. NOW YOU SEE IT . . .

amount of work from a day to a
week—and the larger portion- of
such work was the more or less pre-
cise calcnlation of “Ship’s Position™
on the Galactic scale of reference,
Essentially that nieant the accurate
observation of at least three widely-
spaced stars, the position of which,
with reference to the arbitrary
Calactic triple-zero, were known.

And it is the word “known,” that
is the catch. To any who know the
star field well from one certain ref-
erence point, stars are as individual
as people. Jump ten parsecs, how-
ever, and not even vour own sun is
recognizable. It may not even be
visible.

The answer was, of course, spec-
troscopic analysis. For centuries,
the main object of interstellar engi-
neering was the analysis of the
“light signature” of more and more
stars in greater and greater detail.
With this, and the growing precision
of the “hop” itself, standard routes
of travel through the Galaxy were
adopted and interstellar travel be-
came less of an art and more of a
science.

And vet, even under the Founda-
tion, however, with improved calcu-
lating machines and the new method
of mechanically scanning the star
field for a known “light signature,”
it sometimes took days to locate
three stars and then calculate posi-
tion in regions not previously fa-
miliar to the pilot.

It was the Lens that changed all
that, For one thing it required only
a single known star. TFor another,
even a space tyro such as Lhm'lm-.
could operate 4.

pots



_ The nearest sizable star at the
moment was Vincetori, according to
“hop™ calculations, and on the visi-
plate now, a’ bright star was cen-
tered. Channis hnpm:l that it was
Vincetori.

The field screen of the Lens was
thrown directly next that of the visi-
. plate and with careful fingers, Chan-
nis punched out the co-ordinates of
Vincetori, He closed a relay, and
the star field sprang to bright view.
In it, too, a bright star was centered,
but otherwise there seemed no rela-
tionship. He adjusted the Lens
.along the Z-Axis and expanded the
Field to where the photometer
showed both centered stars to be of
.equal brightness,

Channis looked for a second star,
sizably bright, on. the visiplate and
found one on the field sereen to cor-
respond. Slowly, he rotated the
screen to similar angular deflection.
He tw isted his mouth and rejected
the result with 2 grimace. Again he
rotated and another bright star was
brought into position, and a third.
And then he grinned, That did it.
Perhaps a specialist with trained re-
lationship perception might have
clicked first try, but he'd settle for
three. ;

That was the adjustment. In the
final step, the two fields overlapped
and merged into a sea of not-quite-
rightness. Most of the stars werc
close doubles, But the fine adjust-
ment did not take long. The double
stars melted topether, one field re-
mained, and the “Ship's Position™
could now be redd directly off the
dials. The eniire procedure had
taken less than half an hour,

28 =

"what you mean.

. about them,

- Channis found Han Pritcher in
his private quarters. The general
was quite apparently preparing for
bed. He looked up.

“Hews?” : :

“Not particularly. '!.T::’H be- at
Tazenda in another hop.”

“I know.”

“T don’t want to b-mher vou if
you're turning -in, but have wvon
looked through the film we picked
up in Cil ¥

Han Pritcher cast a disparaging
look at the article in question, where
it lay in its black case upon his low
bookshelf, “Yes.”

*And what do you think 3

“I think that if there was ever any
scienve to History, it has been quite
lost #n this region of the Galaxy.”

Channis grinned broadly, “I know
Rather barren,
isn't 1™ -

“Not if you enjoy personal cliron-
icles of rulers. Probably unreliable,
I should say, in both directions.
Where history concerns mainly per-
sonalities, the drawings become

. either black or white according to

the interests of the writer. I find
it all remarkably uscless.™

“But there is talk about Tazend:.
That’'s the point I tried to make
when I gave you the film. It's the
only one I could find that even men-.
tioned them.”

“All right. They have gpood rulers
and bad. They've conquered a few
planets, won some battles, lost a
few, There is nothing distinctive
I don’t think much of
your theory, Channis.™”

“But you've missed a few points.
Didnt you notice that they never
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formed coalitions? They always re-
mained completely outside the pol-
itics of this corner of the star
swarm, As you say, they conquered
a few planets, but then they stopped
—and that without any startling de-
feat of consequence. It's just as if
they spread out enough to protect
themselves, but not enﬂugh to attract
attention.”

“Very well”
tional response.
tion to landing.
little lost time.”

came the unemo-
“I have no ohjec-
At the worst—a

“Oh, no.- At the worst—complete .

1f it is the Second Founda-
Remember it would be =z
space-knows-how-many

defeat.
tion.
world of
Mules,”

“What do you plan to do?”

“Land om some minor subject
planet. Find out as much as we can
about Tazenda first, then wuprovise
fromn that.” i

“All right. No objection. 1f you
don’t mind now, T weould like the
light out.” )

Channis left with a wave of his
hand. .

And in the darkness of a tiny
room in an 1sland of driving metal
lost in the vastness of space, Gen-
eral Han Pritcher remained awake,
following the thoughts that led him
through such fantastic reaches,

If everything he had so painfully
decided were true—and how all the
facts were beginning to At-then
Tazenda was the Second Founda-
tion. There was no way out. But
how?y How?

Could it be Tazenda? An ordi-
nary world? One without distine-

NOW YOU SEE IT | . .

tion?. A slum lost amid the wreck-
age of an Empire? A splinter among
the fragments? He remembered, as
from a distance, the Mule's shriv-
eled face and his thin voice as he
used to speak of the old Foundation
psychologist, Ebling Mis, the enc

secret of the Second Foundation,

Pritcher recalled the tension of
the Mule's words: “It was as if
astonishment had overwhelmed Mis.
It was as though something about
the Second Foundation had sur-
passed all his expectations, had
tdriven in a Jdirection completely dif-
ferent from what he mught have
assumed., 1f T could only have read
his thoughts rather than his emo-
tions., Yet the emotions were plain
—and above eueryl:hing else was this
vast surprise.”

Surprise was the keynote. Sﬂme—
thing supremely astonishing! And
now came this boy, this grinning
youngster, glibly joyful about Ta-
zenda and its pndistinguished sub-
normality. And he had to be right.
He had to. ©Otherwise, nothing
made, sense,

Pritcher’s last conscious ‘thought
had a touch of grimness. That
hypertracer- along the Etheric tube
was still there. He had checked it
one hour baclk, with Channis well
out of the way.

INTEREUDE

It was a casual meeting In the
anteroom of the Council Chamber
~—just a few moments before pass-
ing into the Chamber to take up the
business of the day—and the few
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thoughts flashed back and {ferth
guickly.

“Se the Mule is on his way.”

. “That's what I hear, too.
Mighty riskv !

“Not if affairs adhere to the
functions set up.”

“The Mule is not an ordinary man
—and it iz difficult to manipulate
his chosen instruments without de-
tection by him., The ‘controlled
minds are difficult to touch. They
say he’s caught on to a few cases.”

“Yes, I don’t see how that can be
avoided,”

“Uncontrolled minds are easier,
But so few are in p-nﬂﬁ-:rnﬁ of au-
thoritvy under him—"

They entered - the Chami:mt
" Others of the Second Foundation
followed t!lem.

111,

Rossem is one of those marginal
worlds usually neglected in Galactic
history and scarcely ever obtruding
itself upon the notice of men of th:
myriad happier planets,

*In the latter dayvs of the Gala.::ftu:

Ermpire, a few puhtu’:.al prisoners
had inhabited its wastes, while an
observatory and a small Naval gar-
rison served to-keep it from com-
plete desertion. Later, 1n the evil
days of strife, even before the time
of Hari Seldon, the weaker sort of
‘men, tired of the periodic decades of
insecurity and danger; weary of
saclked” planetz and a ghostly suc-
cession of ephemeral emperors mak-
ing their way to the Purple for a
few wicked, frmt!es: rears—these
men f{led the populated centers and

Risky!,

sought shelter in the barren nooks
of the Galaxy.

Along the chilly wastes of Kos-
sem, villages huddled. . Its sun was
a small ruddy niggard that clutched
its dribble of heat to itself, while
snow beat thinly down for ninc
months of the year. The tough na-
tive grain lay dormant in the soil
those snow-filled months, then grew
and ripened in almost panic specd,
when the sun’s reluctant radiation
brought the temperature to nearly
fifty. -

Small, goatlike animals cropped
the grasslands, kicking the -thin
snow aside with tiny, tri-hooved
feet.

The men of Rossem had, thus,
their Lread and their milk—and
when they could spare an animal— _
even their meat. The darkly omi-
nous forests that gnarled their wax
over half of the equatorial region of
the planct supplied a tough, fine-
grained wood for housing. This
wood, together with certain furs and
minerals, was cven worth exporting,.
and the ships of the Empire came
at timies and brought in exchange
farm machinery, atomic heaters.
even televisor sets. The last was not
really incongruous, for the long
winter imposed a lonely hibernation
npon the peasant.

Imperial history flowed past the
peasants of Rosgsem., The trading
ships imight bring news in impatient
spurts; occasionally new fugitives
would arrive—at one time, a rela-
tively large group arrived in a body
and rtemained—and thesze usually
had news of the Galaxy,

It was then that the Rossemites
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learned of sweeping battles and dec-
imated populations or of tyrannical
emperors and rebellious viceroys.
And they would sigh and shake their
heads, and draw their fur collars
closer about their bearded faces as

they sat about the village square in .

the weak:sun and philosophized on
the evil of men,

Then after a while, no trading
ships arrived at all, and life grew
harder: Supplies of foreign, soft
food, of tobacco, of machinery
stopped. Vague word from scraps
gathered on the televisor brought
increasingly disturbing news. And

NOW YOaoU 3sEE IT . . .

hnally it spread that Trantor had
heen sacked. The great capital
world of all the Galaxy, the splen-
did,. storied, unapproachable and in-
comparable home of the emperors
had been despoiled and ruined and-
brought to utter destruction,

It was something inconceivable,
and to many of the peasants of Ros-

“sern, scratching away at their fields,

it might well seem that the end of
the Galaxy was at hand,

And then one day not unlike other
days a ship arrived again. The old
men of each village nodded wisely




and lifted their old eyelids to whis-
per that thus it had been in their
father's time—but 1t wasn't, quite,

This -ship was not an Imperial
_ship. The glowing Spaceship-and-
"Sun of the Empire was missing

from its prow. It was a stubby af-"

fair made of scraps of older ship-sr—
and the men within callead them-
selves soldiers of Tazenda.

The peasants were confused,
They had not heard of Tazendg, hut
they greeted the soldiers neverthe-
less in the traditional fashion of hos-
pitality. The newcomers inquired
_closely as to the nature of the planet,
the number of its inhabitants, the
number of its cities—a word mis-
taken by the peasants to mean
“villages” to the confusion of
concerned—its type of economy an
50 On,

Other Ships came and proclama-
tions were issued all over the world
that Tazenda was now the ruling
world. that tax-collecting stations
would be established girdling the
equator—the inhabited region—that
percentages of grain and furs ac-
cording to certain numerical for-
mulae would be collected annually.

The Rossemiies had blinked sol-
emnly, uncertain of the word
“taxes.” YWhen collection time came,
many had paid, or had stood by in
confusionn  while® the uniformed,
other-worldlings loaded the harvest-
ed corn and the pelts on to the
broad ground-cars,

Here and therc indignant peas-
ants banded together and brought
out ancient hunting weapons—hut
of this nothing ever came. Grum-

30

blingly they had disbanded when
the men of Tazenda came and with
dismay watched their hard struggle
for existence become harder,

But a new eguilibrium was
reached. The Tazendian governor
lived dourly in the village of Gentri,
frorn which all Rassemites were
barred. He and the officials under
him were dim other-world beings
that rarely impinged on the Ros-
semite ken. The tax-farmers, Ros-
semites in the employ of Tazenda,
came periodically, but they were
creatures of custom now-—and the
peasant had learned how to hide his
grain and drive his cattle into the
forest, and refrain from having his
hut appear too ostentatiously pros-
perous. Then with a dull, uncom-
prehending expression he would
greet all sharp questioning as to his
assets by merely pointing at what
they -‘:nnlf.l see,

[tven that orew less, and taxes de-
creased, almnst as 1f Tazenda wear-
tedd of extorting pennies from such
a world.

Trading sprang up and perhap:a
Tazenda found that more profitable.
The men of Rossem no longer re-
ceivex] in exchange the polished cre-
ations of the Empire, but even Ta-
zendian machines and Tazencdian
food was better than the native stuff.
And there were clothes for the
women of other than gray home-
spun, which was a very impertant
thing.

So once again, Galactic history
glided past peacefully enough, and
the peasants scrabbled life out of
the hard soil.
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Narovi blew into his beard as he
astepped out of his cottage. The
first snows were sifting across the
hard ground and the sky was a dull,
overcast pink. He squinted care-
fully upward and decided that no
real storm was in sight. He could
travel to Gentri without much trou-
ble and get rid of his surplus grain
in return for enough canned foods
to last the winter. :

He roared back through the door,
which he opened a crack for the
purpose: “Has the car been fed its
fuel, yunker?” :

A voice shouted from within, and
then Narovi's oldest son, his short,
red beard not vet completely out-
grown its boyish sparseness, joined
him.

“The car,” he said, sullenly, *fis
fueled and rides well, but for the
had condition of the axles, Ivor that
I am of no blame. I have told you
it needs expert repairs.”

The old man stepped back and
surveyed his son through 'lowering
eyebrows, then thrust his hairy chin
outward: “And is the fault mine?
Where and in what manner may 1
achieve expert repairs? Has the
"~ harvest then been anything but
scanty for five years? Have my
herds escaped the pest? Have the
pelts climbed of themselves—"

“Narowi!” The well-known voice
from within stopped him in mid-
word. He grumbled, “Well, well—
and now your mother must insert
herself into the affairs of a father
and his son. DBring out the car, and
see to it that the storage trailers are
securely attached.”

He pounded his gloved hands to-

C NOW YOU SEE IT . ..

gether, and looked upward again.
The dimly-ruddy clouds were gath-
ering and the gray sky that showed
in the rifts bore no warmth. The
sun was hidden.

He was at the point of looking
away, when his dropping eyes
caught and his finger almost auto-
matically rose on high while his
mouth fell open 1n a shout, in com-
plete disregard of the cold air,

“Wiie,”” he called vigorously,
“0ld woman— come here.”

An indignant head appeared at a
window. The woman's eyes fol-
lowed his hnger, gaped. With a cry,
she dashed down the wooden stairs,
snatching up an old wrap and a
square of linen as she went. She
emerged with the linen wrapped in-
securely over her head and ears, and
the wrap dangling from her shoul-
ders, - oz -

She snuffled: “It is a ship from
outer space,”

And Narovi remarked impatient-
ly: “And what else could it be? We
have visitors, old woman, visitors!”

The ship was sinking slowly to a
landing on the bare frozen field in
the northern portions of Narovi's
farm. .

“But what shall we do?" gasped
the woman. “Can we offer these
people hospitality 7 Is the dirt floor
of our hovel to be theirs and the
pickings of last week’s hoecake r*’

“Shall they then go to our neigh-
bors¥" Narovi purpled past the
crimson induced by the cold and his
arms in their sleek fur covering
lunged out and seized the woman's
brawny shoulders,

“Wife of my soul,” he purred,
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“you will take the two chairs from
our room downstairs; you will see
that a fat youngling is slaughtered
and roasted with tubers; you will
bake a fresh hoecake. 1 .po now to

greet these men of power from outer

space . . , and . . . and+" He
paused, placed his great cap awry,
and scratched hesitantly. “Yes, I
shall bring my jug of brewed grain
as well. Hearty drink is pleasant.”

The woman’s mowuth had flapped
idly during this speech. Nothing
came out. And when that stage
passed, it was only a discordant
screech. that issued. .

Narovi lifted a finger, “Old
woman, what was it the village
Elders said a se’nnight since? Eh?
Stir your memory. The Elders went
from farm to farm-—themseives!
Imagine the importance of itl—to
ask us that should any ships from
outer space land, ﬂ'iE}" were to be
informed immediately on the orders
ef the governor, :

“And now shall I not seize the
opportunity to win into the good
graces of those in power? Regard
"that ship. Have vou ever seen its
like? These men from the owuter
worlds are rich, The gov-
ernor himself sends such urgent
messages concerning them that the
Tlders walk from farm to farm in
the cooling weather. Perhaps the
message is sent throughout all Ros-
sem that these men are greatly de-
siredd by the Lords of Tazenda—
and it is on my farm that they are
landing.”

He fairly hopped for anxiety,
“The proper hospitality now—the

mention of my name to the governor
—and what may not be ours?”

His wife was suddenly aware of
the cold biting thiough her thin
house-clothing. She leaped towards
the door, shouting over her shoul-
ders, “Leave then quickly.”

But she was speaking to a man
who was even then racing towards
the segment of the horizon against
which the ship sank.

Neither the cold of the world, nor
its bleak, empty spaces worried Gen-
eral Han Pritcher. Nor the pov-
erty of their surroundings, nor the
perspiring peasant himself.

What did bother him was the
question of the wisdom of their
tactics 7 He and Channis were alone
herce.

The ship, left in space, could take
care of itself in ordinary circum-
stances, but still, he felt unsafe. 1t
was Channis, of course, who was
responsible for this move. He
looked across at the voung man and
caught him winking cheerfully- at
the gap in the furred partition, in
w 11:::]1 a woman's peeping cyes ancd
gaping mouth mnmm:lmniv ap-
peared.

Channis, at least, seemed com-
pletely at ease. That fact Pritcher
savored with a vinegary satisfaction,
His game had not much longer to
proceed cxactly -as he wished it.
Yet, meanwhile their wrist ultra-
wave sender-receivers .were their
only connection with the ship.

And then the peasant host siniled
enormously and bobbed h1s head
several times and said in a voice oily
with respect, “Noble Lords, I crave
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leave to tell you that my eldest son
—a good, worthy lad whom my pov-
erty prevents from educating as his
wisdom deserves—has informed me
that the Elders will arrive soon. I
trust your stay here has heen as
pleasant as my humble means—ior
I am poverty-stricken, though a
hard-working, honest, and humble
farmer, as anyone here will tell you
—could atford.”

“Elders?” said Channis, lightly,
*The chief men of the region here ™

*So they are, Noble Lords, and
honest, worthy men all of them, for
sur entire village is known through-
out Rossem as a ]ust and righteons
spot—though living is hard and the
returns of the fields and f[orests
meager, Perhaps you will mention
to the Elders, Noble Lords, of my
respect and honor for travelers and
it may happen that they will request
a4 new motor:- wagon for our house-
hold. as the old cne can scarcely
creep and upon the remmant of it
depends our livelihood.”

He looked humbly eager and
| [an Pritcher nodded with the prop-
¢rly aloof condescension required of

the role of “Noble Lords™ bestowed:

npon them,

“A report of vour hospitality shall
reach the ears of your Elders.™

Pritcher seized the next moments
of isolation..to speak to the appar-
ently half-sleeping Channis,

“I am mnot.particularly fond of
this meeting of the Elders,” he said.
“Have vou any thoughts on the sul-
jf‘:t}"'

Chanunis seemed surprised.
\What worries you

“It seems we have hetter things

“Nﬂ-

NOW YOU ®REE IT . .

to do than to beconie conspicuous
ltere.” :
Chanmnis spoke hastily, in a low
monotoned voice: It may be neces-
sary to risk becoming conspicuous in
our next moves, We won't find the
tvpe of men we want, Pritcher, by
simply reaching ocut a hand into a
dark bag and groping., Men whb
rule by tricks of the mind need not
necessarily be men in obvious
power. In the first place, the psy-
chologists of the Second Foundation
are probably a very small minority
of the total population, just as ou
vour- own First Foundation, the
technicians and scientists formed a
minority. The ordinary inhabitants
are probably just that—very ordi-
nary. 1he psychologists may éven
be well hidden, and the men in the
apparently ruling position, may hon-
estly think they are the true mas-
ters. Qur solution to that problem
may be found here on this frozen

Jump of a plapet.”

“I don't follow that at all™
“Why, see here, it's obvions
enough. Tazenda is probably a huge
world of millions or hundreds of
millions. How could we identify
the psychologists among them and
e able to report truly to the Mule
that we have located the Second
Foundation? DBut here, on this tiny
pezsant world and subject planet,
all the Tazendian rulers, our host
informs us, are cancentrated in their
chief village of Geniri, There may
be only a few hundred of them
there, Pritcher, and among them
misf be one or more of the men of
the Second Foundation. We will go
there eventually, but let us see the
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Elders lirst—it's a logical step on
the way.”

Thev drew 'Lpﬂr.., easily, as their
black-bearded host tumbled into the
room again, obviously agitated.

“Noble Lords, the Zlders are ar-
riving. [ crave leave to beg vou
once nlore to mention a word, per-
haps, on my behalf—" He almost
vent double in a paroxvsm of fawn-
ing. .

“We shall certainly remember
you,” said Channis. “Avre these your

Elders ™

They '1ppmentlv were.
were three. .

One approached. He bowed with
a dignified respect and said: “We
are honored., Transportation has
been provided, Respected sirs, and
we hope for the pleasure of your
company at our Meeting Hall.”

INTERLUDE

The First Speaker gazed wistfully
at the night sky. \Wispy clouds
skudded across the faint star-
gleams. Space looked actively hos-
tile. It was cold and awful at best
but now it contained that strange
creature, the Mule, and the very
content seemed to darken and
thicken it into ominous threat,

The meeting was over. It had
not been long.: There had been the
doubts and questionings inspired by
the difficult mathematical pt‘ﬂhlﬂm
of dealing with a mental mutant oi
uncertain makeup. All the extreme
permiutations had had to be consid-
ered.

Were they even vet _certaini
Somewhere iu this region of space

g1

There

‘sorbed the new,

—within reaching distance as Ca-
lactic spaces go—was the Mule,
What would he do? 2

It was easy enough to handle his
men, They reacted—and were re-
acting—according to plan.

But what of the Mule Limzeli ?

IV.

The Ellers of this particular re-
gion of Rossem were not ‘exactly
what one might have expected. Thex
were not a mere extrapeolation of
the peasantry; older, more authori-
tative, less iriendly. .

Not at all.

The dignity that ]'m,d marked them
at first meeting had grown in im-
prression till it had reachf:d the mark
oi "being their predominant charac-
teristic.

They sat about their oval talic
like so many grave and slow-moving -
thinkers, Most were a trifle past
their physical prime, though the few
who possessed beards wore thenn
short and neatly arranged. 5till,
enough appeared younger than forty
to. make it gquite obvious that
“Elders” was a term of respect
rather than entirely a literal descrip-
tionn of age.

The two from outer space were
at the hiead of the table and in the
solemn silence that accompanied a
rather frugal meal that seemed cere-
monious rather than nourishing, ab-
CONtrasting atmos-
phere.

After the meal and after one or
two respectful remarks=—too short
and simple to be called speeches—
had been made” by those of the
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Elders apparently held most in es-
teem, an informality forced itself
upon the assembly.

It was as if the dignity of greet-
ing forejgn personages had finally
given way to the amiable rustic gual-
ities of curiosity and friendliness,

They crowded around the two

strangers and the flood of questions

© came.

They asked if it were difficult to
handle a spaceship, how many men
were required for the job, if better
motors could be made for their
ground-cars, if it was true that it
rarely snowed on other worlds as
was said to be the case with Ta-
zenda, how many people lived on
- their world, if it was as large as
Tazenda, if it was far away, how
their clothes were woven and what
gave them the metallic shimmer,
why they did not wear furs, if they
shaved every day, what sort of stone
that was in Pritcher’s ring— _The
list stretched out.

And almost always the questioms
were addressed to- Pritcher as
. though, as the elder, they automati-
cally invested him with the greater
authority. Pritcher found himself
forced to answer at greater and
oreater length, It was like an im-
mersion in a crowd of children.
Their questions were those of utter
and disarming wonder. Their ea-
gerness to know was letely ir-
resistible and would not be denied.

Pritcher explained that spaceships
were not difficult to handle and that
crews varied with the size, from one
to many, that the motors of their
around-cars- were unknown in de-
tail to him but could doubtless be

NOW YTOT 3EW IT . . .

improved, that the climates of
worlds varied almost infinitely, that
many hundreds of millions lived on
his world but that it was far smaller
and more insignificant than the great
empire of Tazendd, that their
clothes were woven ﬂf silicone plas-
tics in which metallic luster was arti-
ficially produced by proper orienta-
tion of the surface molecules, and
that they could be artificially heated
so that furs were unnecessary, that
they shaved every day, that the stone
in his ring was an amethyst. The
list stretched out. He found him-
self thawing to these naive provin-
cials against his will,

And always as he ausw ered there
was a rapid chatter among the Eld-
ers, as though tht:}r debated the in-
formation gained. It was difficult -
to follow these inmer discussions of
theirs for they lapsnd into their own
accented version of the universal
Galactic language that, throngh long
separatmn from the currents of liv-
ing speech, had become archaic.

Almost, one might say, their cart
comments among themselves hov-
ered on the edge of understanding,
but justemanaged to elude the cluich-
ing tendrils of comprehension.

Until finally Channis interrupted
to sav, “Good sirs, vyon must answer
us for a while, for we are strangers
and would be very much interested
to know all we can of Tazenda."

And what happened then was
that a great silence fell and each of
the " hitherto voluble Elders grew
silent. Their hands, which had been
moving in such rapid and delicate:
accompaniment to theiz words as
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though to give them greater scope
and ‘varied shades of meaning, fell
suddenly limp., They stared fur-
tively at one another, apparently
quite willing each to let the other
have all the floor. g

Pritcher interposed quickly, “My
companion asks this in friendliness,
for the fame of Tazenda fills the
Galaxv and we, of course, shall in-
form the governer of the loyalty
and love of the Elders of Rossem.™

No sigh of relief -was heard but
faces brightened. An Llder stroked
his beard with thumb and-forefinger,
straightening its slight curl with a
gentle pressure, and said : “We are
faithful servants of the Lords of
Tazenda.”

Pritcher’s annu}anne at Channis’
bald guestion subsided. It was ap-
parent, at least, thit the age that he
had felt creeping over him of late
had not vet deprived him of his own
capacity for making .smooth the
blunders of others,

He continued : “We do not know,
in our far part of the universe,
muuch of the past history of the
Lords of Tazenda. We presume
they have ruled benevolently here
for a long time.” .

The same Elder who spoke before,

answered. In a soft, automatic
way he had become spokes-
man, He said: “Not the grand-

father of the oldest can recall a
:ime in which the Lords were ab-
sent,

“Il; has been a time of peace ™™’

“It has been a time of peace!”
He hesitated. “The governor is a
strong and powerful Lord wheo
would not hesitate to punish trai-

L

tors. I\Inne of us are traitors, of
course.” *

“He has pum&hbd some in the
past, 1 imagine, as they deserve.”

Again hesitation, “None here have
ever been traitors, or our fathers or
our f[athers' fathers. But on other
worlds, there have been such, and
death followed for them quickly. It
is not good to think of for we are
humble men who are poor farmers
and not concerned with matters of
politics,”

The anxiety in his voice, the uni-
versal concern in the eyes ‘of all of
thein was obvious,

Pritcher said smoothly: “Could
you inform us as to how we can
arrange an mtdlenm with your gov-
ernor.’

-And instantly an element of sud-
den bewilderment &nttrf.-d the sitna-
tion.

For after a long moment, the
elder said: “Why, did you not
know? The governor will be here
tomorrow. He has- expected you.
It has been a great honor for us.
We . . . we hope earnestly that you
will report to him satisfactorily as
to our loyalty to him.”

Pritcher’s smile scarcely twitched.
“Expected us™

The Elder looked wonderingly
from one to the other. “Why . ..
it is now a week since we have been
waiting for youn.”

Their quarters were undoubtedly
luxurious for the world. Priicher
had lived in worse. Channis showed
nothing but mdlfferem:e to exter-
ntals,

But there was an element of ten-
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sionn between them of a different
nature than hitherto. Pritcher felt
the time approaching for a definite
decision and yet there was still the
desirability of additional waiting.
To see the governor first would be
to increase the gamble to dangerous
Jdimensions and yet to win that gam-
ble might multi-double the winnings.
He iclt a surge of anger at the
slight crease between Channi¥’ eye-
hrows, the delicate uncertainty with
which the young man’s lower hip
presented itseli to an upper tooth,
He detested the useless play-acting
and yearmed for an end to it.
_ He said: “We seem to be antici-
pated.”
“Yes,” said Channis, simply,
“Just that? You have no contri-
hution of greater pith to make, We
come here and find that the governor
expects us. Presumably we shall
find from the governmor that Ta-
zenda itself expects us. Of what
value then is ouggentire mission 2

Channis looked up, without en-
deavoring to conceal the weary note
in his voice: “To expect us is one
thing ; to know who we are and what
we came {or, is another.”

“Do you expect to conceal these
things from men of the Second
Foundation ?”

“Perhaps. Why not? Are you
ready to throw your hand in? Sup-
pose-our ship was detected in space,
Is it unusual for a realm to main-
tain frontier observation posts?

Iiven if we were ordinary strangers,

we would be of interest,”

“Sufficient interest for a guvernor
to come to us rather than the .re-
verse ?

NOoOw YOU BERBR IT . . .

Channis shrupgged: “*We'll have
to meet that problem later. Let us
see what this povernor is like.”

Pritcher bared his teeth in-a
bloodless kind of scowl. The sit-
uation was becoming ridiculous.

Channis proceeded with an arti-
ficial animation : “At least we know
one thing. Tazenda is the Second
Foundation or a million shreds of
evidence are unanimously pointing
the wrong way. How do you in-
terpret the obvious terror in which
these natives hold Tazenda? I see
no signs of political domination.
Their groups of Elders apparently
meet frecly and without interierence
of any sort. The taxation they
speak of doesn’t seem at all exten-
sive to ine or efficiently carried
through. The natives speak much
of poverty but seem sturdy and well-
fed. The houses are uncouth and
their villages rude, but are obviously
adequate for the purpose.’

“In fact, the world fascinates me.
I have never seen a more forbid- .
ding one, yet I am convinced there
is no suffering among the popula-
tion ‘and, that their uncomplicated
lives manage to contain a well-
balanced happiness lacking in the
sophisticated populations of the ad-
vanced centers.”

“Are you an admirer of peasant
virtues, then "

“The stars forhid” Channis
seemed amused at the idea. “I mere-
Iv point out the significance of all
this. Apparently, Tazenda is an effi-

" cient administrator—ecfficient in a

sense far different fromn the effi-
Sleney af the old Empire. or aof the
First Yowwlation, or even of our
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own Union. All these have brought
mechanical efficiency to their sub-
jects at the cost of more intangible
values. Tazenda brings happiness
and sufficiency. Don't you see that
the whole orientation of their dom-
ination is different? [t is not physi-
cal, but psychological.”

“Really 7" Pritcher allowed him-
self irony. “And the terror with
which the Elders spoke of the pun-
ishment of treason by these kind-
hearted psychologist administrators?
How does that suit your thesis '

" “Were they the objects of the
punishment? They speak of pun-
ishment only of others. It is as if
knowledge of punishment has been
s0 well implanted in them that pun-
ishment itself need never be used.
The proper mental attitudes are so
ingserted into their minds that I am
certain that not 2 Tazendian soldier
exists on the planet. Don’t you see
all this "

“I'll see perhaps,” said Pritcher,
coldly, “when I see the governor,
And what, by the way, if our men-
talities: are handled ?”

Channis replied with brutal con-
tempt: “¥ou should be accustomed
to fhat’

Pritcher whitened perceptibly,
and, with an effort, turned away.
They spoke to one another no more
that day.

It was in the silent windlessness
of the frigid night, as he listened to
the soft, sleeping motions of the
ather, that Pritcher silentlvy adjusted
his wrist-transmitter to the ultra-
wave region for which Channis'
was unadjustable and, with noiseless

touches of his fingernail, contacted
the ship.

The answer came in [ittle periods
of noiseless vibration that .barely
lifted themselves above the sensory
threshold.

Twice Pritcher asked: “Any
communications at all yet?

Twice the answer came: “None.
We wait always.”

He #ot out of bed. It was cold
in the room and he pulled the furry
blanket around him as he sat in the
chair and stared out at the crowd-
ing stars so different in the bright-
ness and complexity of their
arrangement from the even fog
of the Galactic. Lens that domi-
nated the night sky of his native
Periphery.

Somewhere there between the
stars was the answer to the
complications that overwhelmed
him, and he felt the yearning for
that solution to arrive and .end
things.

For a moment he wondered
again if the Mule were right—if
Conversion had robbed him of the
firm: sharp edge of self-reliance, Or
was it simply age and the fluctua-
tions of these last yedrs?

He didn't really care.

He was tired.

The governor of Rossem arrived
with minor ostentation. His only
companion was the uniformed man
at the controls of the ground-
‘car.

The ground-car itself was of lush
design hut to Pritcher it appeared
inefficient,. It turned clumsily;
more than once it apparently
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balked at what might have been
a too-rapid change of gears., Tt
was pbvious at once from its design
that it ran on chemical, and not on
atomic, fuel,

The Tazendian governor stepped
soitly on 1o the thin layer of snow
and advanced between two lines
of respectiul Elders. Ile did not
look at them but entered quickly.
They followed after him.

Froni the guarters assigned to
thein, the two inen of the Mule's
Union watched., Ide—the governor
—was thickset, rather siocky, short,
unimpressive.

But whar of that?

Pritcher cursed himself for a
[azilure of nerve. His face, 1o be
sire, remained icily calm. There

was no humiliation before Channis

—but he knew very well that his
blood pressure had heightened and
his throat had become dry.

1t was not a case of physical fear,
He was not one of those dull-witted,
mnimaginative men of nerveless
meat who were too stupid ever to
he afraid—but physical fear he
could account for and discount.

But this was different. 1t was
the other fear,

He glanced quickly at Channis.
The voung man glanced idly at the

nails of one hand and poked
leisurely at some triflling wun-
eveIness.

Something  inside Priicher be-

came vastly indignant. What had
Chaymiz to fear of mental
handling ? ‘
Pritcher caught a mental breath
and itried to think back. How had
he been before the Alule had Con-

NOWwW YOoOD BERE IT . ..

verted bim from the diechard
Democrat that he was. It was
hard to remember. He could not
place himself mentally. He could
not break the clinging wires that
bound him emotionally to the Mule,
Intellectually, he could remember
that he had ouce tried to assassinate
the Mule but not for all the strain-
ing he could endure, could he
remember his emotions at the time,
That might be the seli-defense of
his own mind, however, for at the
intuitive thought of what those
emotions might have been—not
realizing the details, but merely
comprehending the dnft of it—his

- stomach grew queazy.

What if the governor tampered
with his mind?

What if the insubstantial. mental
tendrils of 2 Second Foundationer
insinnated itself down the emo-
tional crevices of his makeup and
pulled them apart and rejoined
themm—

There had heen no sensatmn the
first time. There had been no pain,
no mental jar—not even a feeling
of discontinuity., He had always
loved the Mule. If there had ever
been a time long before—as long
before as five short years—when
he had thought he hadn’t loved
him, that he had hated him—that
was jJust & horrid illusion. The
thought of that illusion embarrassed
.

But there had been no pain.

Would meeting the governor
duplicate that? ‘Would all that
had gone before—all his service
for the Mule—all his life’s
grientation—join the hazy, other-



life dream that held the word,
Democracy. The Mule also a
, dream, and only to Tazenda, his
loyalty—

Sharply, he turned away.

There was that strong desire to
retch,

And then Channis® voice clashed
on his ear, “I think this is it,
general.”

Pritcher turned again. -
Elder had opened the door silently
and stood with a dignified and calin
respect upon the threshold.

e said, “His Excellency, Gover-
nor of Rossem, in the name of the
Lords of Tazenda, is pleased to
present his permission for an audi-
ence and request your appearance
before him.”

“Sure thing,"” and Channis tight-
ened his belt with a jerk and
adjusted a Rossemian hood over
his head.

Pritcher’s jaw set. This was the
beginming of the real gamble,

© The governor of Rossem was
not of formidable appearance, For
one thing, he was bareheaded, and
his thinning hair, light brown,
tending to gray, lent him mildness.
His bony eye-ridges lowered at
them, and his eyes, set in a fine net-
work of surrounding wrinkles,
seemed calculating, but his fresh-
cropped chin was soft and small
and, by the universal convention of
followers of -the pseudoscience of
reading character by facial bony
structure, seemed "“weak"
Pritcher avoided the eves and
watched the cluin. He dida't know

An”

%

whether that would be effective—-
if anything would be. '

The governor’s voice was high-
pitched, indifferent: "Welcome to
Tazenda. We greet you in peace.
¥You have eatent"

His hand—long ﬁngt:rs, gnarled
veius—waved almost regally at the
U-shaped table.

They bowed and sat down. The
governor sat the outer side of the
base of the U, they on the inner;
along both arms sat the double row
of silent Elders.

The governor spoke in short,
abrupt sentences—praising the food
as Tazendian importations—and
it had indeed a quality different
if, somehow, not so much better,
than the rougher food of the
Lllders—disparaging Rossemian
weather, referring with an attempt
at casualness to the inttic:ag:its of
space travel, '

Chanmis talked little, Prixcher
not at all,
Then it was over. - The small,

stewed fruits were finished; the
napkins used and discarded, and
the governor leaned back.

His small eyes sparkled. y

“] have inquired as to your ship.
Naturally, I would like to see that
it receives due care and overhaul.
I am told its whereabouts is un-
known.” i

“True,” Channis replied lightly.
“We have left it in space. It is a
large slip, suitable for long jour-
neys in sometimes hostile regions.
and we felt that landing it here
miight give rise to doubts as to our
peaceful intentions. We preferred
to land alone, unarmed.” '
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"z"'h.._?fiendl}' act,” commented the

povernor, without conviction, *“A
large ship, yvou say ™

“Not a vessel of war, ex-
cellency.”

C“Ha, hum. \Where 1s it vou

coine from™

“A small world of the Santammni,

sector, your excellency. It may be
you are not aware of s cxistence
for it lacks bmportance. VWe are
interested  in  establishing trade
relationships.”

“Trade, eh?
vou to sell?”

“Machines of all sorts, excellency.
In return, food, wood, ores—" :

“Ha, bum.” The governor
scemed  doubtful,  “I know little
af these matters. DPerhaps mutual
jprofit may be arranged. Perhaps,
alter'T have examined yvour creden-
tials at length—ior much inlorma-
tion  will be required Dby
vovernment Dbefore matters | may
proceed, you understand-—and after
I have looked over your ship, 1t
wonld be advisable for you to pro-
ceed to Fazenda”

There was no answer to that, and
ihe governor's attitude iced percep-
iy .

“It is necessary that I see your
ship, however.” ,

Channis  said distantly: “The
ship, unfortunately, 1z nndergoing
repairs - at the moment. If wouar
excellency would not object to
giving us forty-eight hwurs, it wili
he at your service,”

“T am not accustomed to wait-
ing. & R B g

For the first time, Pritcher met
the glare of the other, eye to eye,

And what have

NOW ¥YOU SEE IT . . .

‘doubt our honest intentions:

that.

mry .

and his breath exploded softly in-
side him. For a moment, he -had
the sensation qf drowning, but then
his eves tore away.,

Channis did not waver. He said:
“"The ship cannot be landed for
forty-cight hours, excellency. We
are lhwere and unarmed. Can vou

There was a long silence, and
then the governor said grufily:
“Tell me of the world from which
you come.”

That was- all. It passed with
There was no more un-
pleasantness, ‘The povernor, hav-
ing fulfilled his official duty, appar-
ently lost interest and the andience
cdlied a dull death.

And when it was ell over, Pritcher
Found himsel back in their guar-
ters and toolk stock of himself,

Carefullv—holding his breath-—-
he “felt” his emotions. Certainly
he secimed no different to himself,
Init eeondd he feel anv difference?
Had lhe {felt different aifter the
Alule’s Conversion? Had not
evervthing seemed natural? As it
shomild have been?

Ha experimented. :

With celd purpose, he shouted
inside the silent caverns of his |
imined, and the shout was, “The
Second Foundation miast bee dis-
covered and destroved.”

And the emotion that accom-
panied it was lhonest hate. There
was not as much as a lhesitation
immvolved in it :

And then it was in his mind to
substitute the word “Aule”™ for the
phirase “Second TFoundation" and
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» his breath caught at the mere emo-
tion and his tongue clogged.

So far, good..

But had he been  handled
otherwise—more subtly? Had tiny
changes been made? Changes that
he couldn’t detect because their
very existence warped his judg-
ment.

There was no way to tell, :

But he still felt absolute loyalty
to the Mule! If that were un-
changed, nothing else really mat-
tered.

He turmed his mind to action
again. Channis was busy at his end
of the room. Pritcher's thumb-

nail idled at his wrist communica-
tor.

And then at the response that
came he felt a wave of relief surge
over him and leave him weak.

The quiet muscles of his face did

not betray him, but inside Me was

shouting with joy—and when Chan-

nis turned to face him, he knew
that the farce was about over.

INTERLUDE

The two Speakers passed each
other on the road and one stopped
the other.

“1 have
SPCB.ICIE:I'.”

There was a half-apprehensive
flicker in the other's eyes. “Inter-
section point?”

“¥Yes! May we live to sec the
dawn!"

word from the IFirst

V.

There was no sign in any of
Channis’ actions that he was aware
of any subtle change in the atti-
tude of Pritcher and in their
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relations to each other. He leaned
back on the hard wooden bench and
spread-eagled his feet out in front
ot him,

“What did you make ot
governor ¢

Pritcher shrugged: ““Nothing at
all. He certainly scemed no men-
tal genius to me. A very poor
specimen of the Second Foundation,
if that's what he was supposed
to -be”

“I don't think he was, you know.

e

['m not sure what to miake of it
Suppose ‘you were a Second
IFFoundationer,” Channis grew

thoughtful, “what would you do?
Suppose you had an idea of our
purpose here, How would you
handle us?”

“Conversion, of course.”

"T.ike the Mule?” Channis looked
up, sharply. “YWeuld we know if
they frad converted us? 1 wonder—
And what if they were simply
ps:,u:hulug:st:a, but wvery clever
ones.”

“In that case, I'd have us lalled
rather quickly.™

“And our ship?
wagged a forefinger. “We're play-
ing a bluff, Pritcher, old man. It
can only be a bloff. Even if they
have emotional conirol down pat,
we—you and I—are only fronts,
It's the Mule they must fight, and
they're being just as careful of us
as we are of them. I'm assummg
that they know who we are”

Pritcher stared coldly: “What
do” you intend doing "

“Wait.! The word was hitten
off. “Let them come to us,
They're worried, maybe about the

HOW YOU

No." Channis

RER IT ...

ship, but probably abour the Mule,
They bluffed with the governor. It
didn’t work, We stayed pat. The
next person they'll send w4l be a
Second  TFoundationer, and he'll
propose a deal of some sort.”

“aAand then 2 i

“And then we make the deal.”

“I don't think so.”

“Because you think it will double-
cross the Mule? It won't.”

“No, the Mule could handle.
yvour double-crosses, any you could
invent. But I still don’t think so.”

“I3ecause you think then we
couldn’t dcmble -cross the I"mmdau
tioners I

“I’erhapi not.
reason,”

Channis let his gla.m:e drop t-:n
what the other held in This fist,
and said grimly: “You mean that's
the reason.”

But that's 1ot tIn:

Pritcher cradied his blaster,
“That's right. You are under
arrest.”

“Why

“For treason to the TFirst Citi-
zen of the Union.”

Channis’ lips hardened upc-n one
another: “What's going on?”

“Treason! As -1 said. And
correction of the matter,.on my
PH.‘I.'L” .

“Your proof? ©Or evidence,
assumptions, da; dreams? Are you
macl P

“No. Are you?! Do you think
the Mule sends out unweaned

voungsters on ridiculous swash-
buckling missions for nothing? It
was queer to me at the time. DBut
I wasted time in doubting myself.
\Why should he send you/ Decause
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you smile and dress well? Because

you're twenty-cight.”

“Perhaps because I can be trusted, .

Or aren’t you in the market for

!ngua‘i reasons " -
“Or perhaps because you can't
be trusted. Which is logical

enough, as it turns out.™

“Are we matching paradoxes, or
is this all a word game to see who
can say the least in the most
words " , )

And the blaster advanced, with
Pritcher aiter it. He stood erect
before the younger man: “Stand
up !h

Channis did “so, in no particular
hurry, and felt the muzzle of the
blaster touch his belt with no
shrinking of the stomach muscles,

Pritcher said: “What the Mule
wanted was to find the Second
TFoundation. He had failed and [
had failed, and .the - secret that
neither of us can find is a well-
hidden one. 5o there was one out-
standing possibility left—and that
.was to find a seeker who already
knew the hiding-place.™

“Is that I

“Apparently it was. I didn't
know then, of course, but though
my mind must be slowing, it still
. points in the right direction. How
easily we found Star’s End! How
miraculously you examined the

correct: Field Region of the Lens -

from among an infinite number of
possibilihes! And having done so,
how mnicely we ocbserve just the
correct .point for observation!
You clumsy fool! Did you so
underestimate me that no combina-

4

tion of impossible fortuities struck
you as being too much for me to
swallow ™
“Y¥ou mean
successinl =Y
“Too EthLL‘":':Ef'Iﬂ.] by half for am
]G} al man.”
“Because the standnrdu of suc-
cess vou set ue were so low
And the blaster prodded, though
in the face that confronted Chan-
mis only the cold glitter of the eves
betraved the growing anger: “Be-
cause you are in the pay of ths.-
E:-E-:'mld Emmdaucm
“Payv " — infinite
"Pr{wt that.” _
“Or muder the mental influence.™
“Without the Mule's knowledpe -
Richicalons.™ < i
“II7ith  the Mule’s knowledge.
Exactly miv point, my young dul-
lard. [i7ith the Mule's knowledge.
Do you suppose® else that you
would be given a ship to play with*
You led vz to the Second Founda-
tion as vou were supposed to do.”
“I threshh a kernel of something
or other out of this immensity of
chaff. May I ask why.I'm supposed
to be doing all this? ¥ I were a

I've been toc

contempt.

‘traitor,. why should I lead you to

the Second Foundation? Why not
hither and yon through the
Galaxy, skipping gaily, finding no
more than von ever didr” :
“For the sake of the ship. And
because the men of the Second
Foundation quite obviously mneed

.atomic warfare for self-defense.”

“You'll have to do better than
that. Omne -ship won't mean any-
thing to them, and if thev think
they'll learn science from it and
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build atomic power plants next
yvear, they are very, very simple
Second Foundationers, indeed. On
the order of simplicity as yourself,
I should say.”
“You will have the opportunity
io explain that to the Mule”
“We're going back 1o Kalgan?”
“On the contrary. We're staying
here. And the Mule will join us
in fifteen minutes—more or less.
Do you think he hasn’t followed us,
my  sharp-witted, nimble-minded
lump of self-admiration? You
have played the decoy well in re-
verse, You may not have led our
victims to us, but you have cer-
tainly led us to our victims,”
“May I sit down,” said Chan-
nis, “and explain something to you
i picture drawings? Please."
“You will remain standing.”
“At that, T can say it as well
standing. You think the Mule fol-
lowed us because of the hyper-
tracer on the communication
cirenit 2"

The blaster might have wavered.
Lhannis wouldnt have sworn to it.
Fle said: “You don't look sur-
prised. DBut I don’t -waste time
doubting that you feel surprised.
Yes, I knew about it. And now,
having shown you that I knew of
something you didn’t think I did,
I'lIl tell you something you don't
know, that I know you don’t.”

*“Y¥ou allow wyourself too wmany
preliminaries, Channis. 1 should
think your sense of invention was
more smoothly greased. ;

“There's no invention to this.
There figve been traitors, of course,

- XO0oW YOoU ERR IT . . .

or enemy agents, if you prefer that
term. But the Mule knew of that
in a rather curious way. It seems,
you see, that some of his Converted
men had been tampered with,”

The blaster did waver that time.
Unmistakably.

“I emphasize that, Pritcher, It
was why he needed me, I wis an
Unconverted man. -~ Didn’t _he
emphasize to you that he needed an
Unconverted? Whether he gave
yvou the. real reason or not?™

“Try something else, Channis.
If I were against the Mule, I'd
know  it.” (Oudetly, rapidly,
Pritcher was feeling his mind, It
felt the same. It felt the same..
Obviously the man was lying.

“¥ou mean you feel loyal to the
Mule. Perhaps. Loyalty wasn't
tampered with. Too easily detect-
able, the Mule said. But how do
you feel mentally?  Sluggish?
Since you started this trip, have
you always felt normal? Or have
vou felt strange sometimes, as
though you weren’t quite- yourself?
What are you trying to do, bore<f
hole through me without touching
the trigger ™

Pritcher withdrew his blaster
half an inch, “What are yuu try-
mg to say: "

“I say that you've been tampered
with, You've been handled. ., You
didn't see the Mule install that
hyper-tracer.  You didn’t -see any-
one do it. You just found it there,
and assumed it was the Mule, and
ever since you've been assuming
he was following us, Sure, the
wrist receiver von're wearing con-
tacts the ship on a wave length mine



Do vou think I
didn't know that?' He was. speak-
ing quickly now, angrily. His
cloak of indifference had dissolved
mto savagery. “But it's not the
Mule that's coming toward us from
out there. It's not the Mule.”

“Who, 1f not?™

“Well, who do vou supposer I
found that hyper-tracer, the day
we left. But I didn't think it was
the Mule. HAHe had no reason for
indirection at that pomt. Don't
vou see the nonsense of 1t?7  If 1T
were a traitor and he. knew that,
I could be Converted as easily as

isn’t good for.

vou were, and he would have the

secret of the location of the
Second Foundation out of my mind
without sending me half acrosz the
Galaxy., Can wvou keep a sccret
from the Mule? And if 1 didn't
know= then I couldn't lead him

to it. So why send me in either
case? :
“Obviously, that hyper-tracer

must have bheen put there by an
apent of the Second Foundation,
®iat's who's coming towards us
now. And would you have lbeen
fooled 1f vour precions mind hadn't
been tampered with? WWhat kind
of normality bave, yvou that wyou
imagine immense folly to be wis-
dom., [Me Dring a ship to the
Second TIFoundation:  What would
thev do with a shap?

“It's wou they want, Pritcher.
You know more about the Union
than anvone but the Mule, and
vou're not dangerous to them while
he is. That's why they put the
direction of search into my mind,
Of course, it was completely im-

possible for me ta find Tazenda by
random searchings of the Lens,. I
knew that., But I knew there was
the Second Foundation after us,
and [ knew they engineered it.
Why not play their game? It was
a battle of bluffs. They wanted us
and I wanted their location—and
space take the one that couldn't
otitbluff the other.

“But it's we that will lose as
long as you hold that blaster on me..
And it obviously isn’t your idea.
It’s theirs. Give me the blaster,
Pritcher. T know it seemis wrong
to you, but it isn't your mind speak-

mg, it's the Second Foundation
within you.- Give me the blaster,
Pritcher, and we'll face what's

coming now, together,”

Ppll.hr_r faced a growing coniu-
ston in horror. Plauminht}r' Could
he be so wrong? Why this eter-
nal doubt of himself? Why
wasn't he sure? What made
Chanmis sound so plansible?

Plausibility |

Or was it his own tortured mined
fighting the invasion of the alien,

Was he sphit i1 two?

Hazily, he saw Channis stand-
ing hefore him, hand outstretched
—and suddenly, he knew he was
going to give him the blaster.

And as the muscles of his arm
were on the point &f contracting in
the proper manner to do so, the
door opened, not hastily, behind
him—and he turned.

There are perhaps men in the
Galaxy who can be confused for
one another ¢ven by men at their.
peaceful leisure. Correspondingly,
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there may be conditions of mind
when even unlikely pairs may he
mis-recognized. But the Mule
rises above any combination of the
two factors. _

Not all Pritcher’s agony of mind

prevented the instautam:i;m.h nrental ;

flood of cool vigor that engulied
him.

Physically, the Mule could not
dominate any situation. Nor did
he dominate this one,

He was rather a  ruliculous

figure in his layers of clothing that
thickened him past his normality
without allowing him to reach nor-
mal dimensions even so. His face
was uffled and the usually domi-
nant beak covered what was left
in a cold-red prominence,

Probably as a vision of rescue,
no greater incongruity could exist.

He s=zaid: "Keep your Dblaster,
Pritcher.”

Then he turned to Channis, who
had shrugged and seated himself:
“The emotional context here seems
rather confusing and considerably
in conflict. What's this ahout
someone other than myseli follow-
ing you>"

Pritcher  intervened  sharply:
“Was a hyper-tracer placed upon
our ship by your orders, sirr”

The Mule turned cool eyes upon
him, “Certainly. Is it very likely
that any organization m the Galaxy
other than the Union of Worlds
have access to it?”

“"He said—" :

“Well, he’s IIELE general,  In-
direct guotation 1s not necessary.
Have vyou Dbeenp saying anything,
Chanms

NOW YOO sEE IT . . .,

- the tracer wos put there by

“¥es. But mistakes apparently,
gir, It has been my opinion that
S0OINE=
one in the pay of the Semnd
Foundation and that we had been
ledl here for some purpose of theirs,
which I was prepared to counter.
1 was under the further impression
that the general was more or less
in their hands,”

“¥ou sound as 1f vou
no longer.”

“I'm» afraid not. Or it would not
have been yvou at the deoor.”

“Well, then, let us thresh this
out.” The Mule peeled off the
puter layers of padded, and elec-
trically heated clothing., “Do you
mind if I sit down as well? Now
—we are safe here and perfectly
free of any danger of intrusion.
No native of thizs lump of ice will
have any. desire to -approach this
place. T assure you of that,” and
there was a grim earnestness about
his insistence upon his powers, -

Channis  showed Tis  disgust.
“Why privacy? Ts someone going
to serve tea and bring out the
dancing girls ¥

“*Scarcely. What was this theory
of yours, voung man? A Second
Foundationer was tracing yoti with
a device which no one . but I have
and—how did you say vou found
this place "

“Apparently, sir, it seems obvi-
ous, in order to account for known
facts, that certain notiong have
been put into my head—"

“By these same Second Founda-
tioners "

“No one else, T imagine.”

“Then it did not occur to you

think so
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"that if a Second . Foundationer
could force, or entice, or inveigle
you into going to the Second
- Foundation for purposes of his
own—and I assumie you imagined
he used methods similar to mine,
though, mind you., I can implant
only emotions, not ideas—it did not

cccur to you that if he could do .

that there was little necessity to
put a hyper-tracer on vou.”

And Channis looked up sharply
and met his sovereign's large eves
with sudden startle, Pritcher
grunted and a visible relaxation
showed itself in bhis shoulders.

“No,” said Clnﬂm&. “that ha-:[nt
occurred to me.

“Or that if they were obliged to
trace vou, they couldn't feel ca-
pable of directing wvou, and that,
undirected, yon could have precious
little chance of finding your wayv
here as you did. Did that occur
to voun ™’

“That, neither” _

“Why not? Has vour intellectual
level receded to .a so-much-greater-
than-probable degree ™’

“The only answer is a question,
sir. Are you joining General
Pritcher in accusing me of being
a traitor

“You have a defense
I am?"

“Omnly the one I presented to the
general. If I were a traitor and
knew the whereabouts of the Sec-
ond Foundation, vou conld Convert
nme and learn the knowledge di-
rectly, If you felt it necessary to
trace me, then I Thadn't the
knowledge beforehand and wasn't

in case

L

a traitor, So Il answer your para-
dox with another.

“Then vour conclusion ™

“That I am not a traitor.”

“To which I must agree, since
vour argument 1s irrefutable.”

“Then may I ask vou why voun
had ns sccretly {ollowed =7

“llecanse to all the f{acts there
is a third explanation.” Hotli you
and I’ritcher explained some facts
in vour own individual ways, but
not all. I—if vou can spare me
the time—will explain all. And
in a rather short time, so there is
little danger of boredom. Sit
down, Pritcher, and give me your
blaster. There is no danger of
artack on us any longer. None
fram in here and none -from out
there. None in fact ‘even from the
Second  Foundation, Thanks to
you, Channis,” -

The room was lit in the usunal
Rossenman  fashion of electrically
heawed wire. A single bullb was
suspended from the ceiling and in
its dim yellow glow, the three cast
their individual shadows, =

The Mule said: “Since I felt it
necessary to trace Channis, it was-
obvious I expect to gain something
thereby., Since he went to the
Second Foundation with a startling
speed  and  directness,  we  can
rensonably assume that that was
what I was expecting to happen,
Since I did not gain the knowledge
from- hini directly, something must
have been preventing me. Those
are the facts. Channis, of course.
knows the answer. 5o do 1. Do
vou see it, Prrtcher (fa
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And Pritcher
“No, sir.”

“Then- I'll explain. Only eone
kind of man can both koow the
location of the Second Foundation
and prevent me from learning it
Channis, I'm afraid you're a Sec-
ond Foundationer yourself,”

And Channis' elbows rested on
his knees as he leaned forward, and
through stiff and angry lips said:
“What 13 your direct evidence?
Deduction has proven wrong twice

said doggedly:

today,”
“There 15 direct evidence, too,
Channis. Tt was easy enough. I

told wyou that my men-had been
tampered with. The tamperer
- must have been, obviously, some-
one who was a) Unconverted, and
1) {airly close to the center of
things.
entirely unlimited. You were too
successful, Channis. Teople liked
you too much. You goét along too
well, 1 wondered—""

“And then 1 summmoned vou sto
tnlee over this expedition and 1t
dicdn’t set you back. 1 watched
your emotions. It didn’t bother
vou. You overplayed the con-
fidence there, Channis. No man of
real competence could have avoided
a dash of uncertainty at a job like
that. Since your nund did avoid it,
it was either a foolish one or.a
voitrolled one,

It was casy to test the alterna-
tives. I seized your mind at a
matnent of relaxation and filled 1t
with grief for an instant and then
removed it. You were angry after-
wards with such accomplished art
that I could have sworn it was a

XOW YOI 81 IT 0 . .

went hrst,

The field was lar ;¢ but not.

natural reaction, but for that which
For when 1 wrenched
at your emotions, for just one in-
stant, for one tiny instant before
vou cotzld catch yourself; your mind
resisted. It was all I needed to
know.

“No one could have resisted ine,
even for thatr tiny instant, without
control similar to mine.”

Channis’ voice was low and bit-
ter: “Well, then? Now what?”

“And now you die—as a Second
Foundationer, Quite necessary, as
I beliave you realize,”

And once again Channis stared
into the muzzle of a blaster. A
muzzle guided this time by a mind,
not like Pritcher’s capable of off-
hand twisting to suit himseli, but
by one as mature as his own and
as resistant to force as his own.

And the period of time allotted
hiin for a correction of events was
small,

What followed ' thereafter is
difficult to describe by one with
the normal complement of senses
and the normal incapacity for
emotional control,

"Essentiaily, this is what Chan-
nis realized in the tiny space oi
time involved in the pushing of.the
Mule's thumb upen the trigger con-
ract. :

The Mule's current emotional
mgkeup was one of a hard and
polished determination, unmisted by
hesitation in the least. Had Chan-
ms heen sufiiciently interested after-
ward to calculate the time involved
fronm the deternnnmation to shoot to
the arrival of the ddisintegrating
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 energies, he might have realized
that his leeway was about one-fifth
of a second,

That was barely time.

What the Mule realized in that
same tiny space of time was that
the emotional potential of Channis’
brain had surged suddenly upwards
without his own mind feeling any
impact -and that, simultaneoasly, a
flood of pure, thrilling hatred cas-
caded upon him from an unexpected
direction. "

It was that new emotional ele-
ment that jerked his thumb off the
contact. Nothing else could have
done it, and almost topether with
his change of action, came complete
realization of the new situation.

It was a tableau thar endured far
less than the significance adhering
to it should require from a dramatic
standpoint,. There was the Mule,
thumb off the blaster, staring in-
“tently upon Channis. There was
‘Channis, taut, not quite daring to
breathe .vet: And there was
Pritcher, convulsed in -his chair;
every muscle at a spasmodic break-
ing point ; every tendon writhing in
an effort to hurl forward; his face
twisted at last out of schooled
woodenness into an unrecognizable
death mask of horrid hate; and his
eyes only and entirely and su-
premely upon the Mule.

Only a word or two passed be-
tween Channis and the Mule—only
a word or two and that utterly
revealing stream of emotional
conscipusness that remains forever
the true interplay of understand-
ing between such as they. For the
sake of our own limits, it is neces-

sary to translate into words what
went on, then, and thenceforward.

Channiz said, tensely: *“You're
between, two fires, First Citizen.
You can’t control two minds
simultaneously, mot when one of
them is mine—so you have your
choice, Pritcher is iree of your
Conversion now. I've snapped the
bonds. He's the old Pritcher: the
one who tried to kill you once; the
one who thinks you're the enemy
of all that is free and right and
holy ; and he’s the one besides who
knows that you've debased him to
helpless adulation for five years.
I'm holding him back now by
suppressing his will, but if yom
kill me, that ends, and in considera-
bly less time than you could shift
your blaster or even your will—he
will kill you.”

The Mule quite plainly realized
that. He did not move.

Channis continued: “If you tuarn
to place hHim under control, to kill
hith. to do anything, you won't
ever be quick enough to turn again
to stop me.” ]

The Mule still did not move.
Only a soft sigh of realization,

“50,” zaid Channis, “throw down
the blaster, and let us be on even

terms again, and vou can have
Pritcher hack.”
“l made a mistake,” said the

Mule, fAnally. *“It was wrong to
have a third party present when I
confronted you. It introduced one
variable too many. It is a mistake
that must he paid for, I suppose.”

He dropped the blaster carelessly,
and kicked it to the other end of
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the room. Simmitaneously, Pritcher
crumpled into profound sleep.

“He'll be mnormal when he
awakes,” said the Mule, indiffer-
emtly.

The entire exchange from the
time the Mule’s thumb had begun
pressing the trigger-contact to the
time he dropped the blaster had
gccupied just under a second and a
half of time.

But just beneath the borders of
consciousness, for a tiine just above
the borders of. detection, Channis
caught a fugitive emotional gleam
in the Mule’s mind. And it was
still one of sure and confident tri-
umph.

i

Two men, apparently relaxed
and entirely at ease, poles apart
physically—with every nerve that
served as’emotional detector quiver-
ing tensely.

The Mule, for the first time in
long wyears, had insufficient surety
of his own way. Channis knew
that, though he could protect him-
self for the moment, it was an
cffort—and that the attack upon
him was none sach for his opponent.
In a test of endurance, Channis
knew he would lose.

But it was deadly to think of
that. To give away to the Mule
an emotional weakness would be
to hand him a weapon. "~ There was
already that plimpse of something
—a winner's something—in the
Mule’s mind.

To gain time—

Why did the others delay? Was

source of the Mule's
What did his oppo-

NOW YOU BEBE IT . ..

that the
confidence ?

- whirling roughly,

nent know that he didn't? The
mind he watched told nothing. If
only he could read ideas. And
yer —

Channis braked his own mental
There was only
that; to gain time—

Channis said: “Since it is de-
cided, and not denied Ly myself
after our little duel over Pritcher, -
that I am a Second Foundationer,
suppose you tell me why I came to
Tazenda.”.

“Oh, no,” and the Mule laughed,
with high-pitched confidence, *I1
am’ not Pritcher. I need make no
explanations to you. You had
what you thought were reasons.
Whatever they were, your actions

- suited me, and so I inquire no fur-

ther.”

“Yet there must be such gaps in
your conception of the story. Is
Tazenda the Second Foundation
you expected to find? Pritcher
spoke much of your other attempt
at finding it, and of your psycholo-
gist tool, Ebling Mis. He babbled
a bit sometimes under my . . . uh
. «» . slight encouragement. Think
hack on Ebling M:s, First Citi-
zen.'

“Why should I?" Confidence!.

Channis felt that confidence
edge out into the open, as if with
the passage of time, any anxiety
the Mule might be having was
increasingly vanishing.

He said, firmly restraining the
rush of despcratmn “¥ou lack
curiosity, then? Pritcher told me
of Mis' vast surprise at something.
There was hif terribly drastic

urging for speed, for a rapid warn-



ing of the Second Foundation?

Why? Why? Ebling Mis died.
The Second Foundation was.not
warned. And wyet the Second

Iroundation exists.”™

The Mule smiled in real pleasure,
and with a sudden and surprising
dash of cruelty -that Channis {feit
advance and suddeoly withdraw:
“But apparently the Second
Foundation <uas warned. IElse
how and why did-one Bail Chan-
nis arrive on Kalgan to handle my
men and to assume the rather
thankless task of outwitting me.

The warning came too late, that
1s all” .
“Then,” and Channis allowed

pit;.r to drench outward from him,
“vou don't even know what the
Second Foundation :s or anything
of the dﬁv&p:r mcamng of all that
has been going on. '

To gain time!

The Mule felt the other's pity,
and his eyes narrowed with instant
hostility. He rubbed his nose in
his familiar four-fingered gesture,
and snapped: “Amuse yourseli,

then, VWhat of the Second Founda- .

tion "

Channis spoke deliberately, in
words rather than in emotional
symbology. Ile said: “IFrom what

I have heard, it was the mystery
that surrounded the Second Founda-
tion that most puzzled Mis. Hari
meldon founded his two units so
differently. The First Foundation
was a splurge that in two centuries
Jazzled hali the Galaxy. And the
Second was an abyss that was
dark.

L+

“You won't understand why that
was, unless you can once again
feel the intellectual atmosphere of
the days of the dying Fumpire. [t
was a time of absolates, of the great
final generalities, at Jeast i thought,
It was a sign of decayving culture,
of course, that dams had been built
agamst the further development of

ideas. It was Ins revolt agmust
these dams  that made Seldon
famous. It was that one last spark

of youtliful creation in him that lit
the Iimipire in a sunset glow and
dimly foreshadowed the rising sun
of the Second Empire.™

“Very dramatic. 5o what?

“So he created his Foundations
accordigy to the laws of psycho-
history, but who knew better than
he that cven those laws were rcla-
tive. He never created a finished
product. Ifinished products are
for decadent minds. His was an
evolving mechanisin nd the Sec-
ond Foundation was the imstrument
of that evolution, e, Yirst Citi-
zen of your Temporary Union of
Worlds, e are the guardians of
Seldon’s Plan, Only wel”

- "Arye you trying to talk yourself
into courage,” inquired the Mule,
contemptuously, “or are you try-
ing to impress me?  [For the Second
Foundation, BSeldon's DPlan, the
Second Empire all impresses me
not the least, nor touches any spring
of compassion, sympathy, respon-
sibility, nor any other source of
emotional aid you may be trying
to tap in me. And in any case,
poor fool, speak of the Second
FFoundation in the past tense, for
it is destroyed.”
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Channis felt the emotional paten-
tial that pressed upon his mind
rise in intensity as the Mule rose
. from his chair ‘and approached,
He fought back furiously, but
something crept relentlessly on
within him, battering and bending
his mind back—and back.

He felt the wall behind him, and
the Mule faced him, skinny arms
akimbo, lips smiling terribly be-
neath that mountain of nose.

The Mule said: “Your game is
through, Channis. - The game of
all of you—of all the men of what
used to be the Second Foundation.
Used to be! Used to be!

“What were you sitting here
waiting for all this time, with your
babble to Pritcher, when you
might have struck him down and
taken the blaster from him with-
out the least effort of physical
force? You were waiting for me,
weren't you, waiting to greet me
in a situation that would not too
arouse nwy susfiu:mng.

“Too bad for you that 1 needed
no arousal, I knew you. I knew
you well, Channis of the Second
Foundation. .

“But what are vou watting for
now? -You still throw words at me
desperately, as though the mere
souti! of yvour voice would irceze
me to myv seat. And all the while
vou speak, something in your mind
15 waiting and walting and s still
waiting,. But no one is coming.
None of those vou expect—mone of
vour allies. You are alone here,

Channis, and you will remain
alone. Do yout know why?
“It is because your Second

NOW YOU SER IT ...

.-very dregs of the end.

Foundation miscalculated mé to the
I knew
their plan early. They thought 1
would follow you here and be
proper meat for their cooking. You
were to be a decoy indeed—a decoy
for a poor, foolish weakling mu-
tant, so hot on the trail of Empire
that he would fall blindly into an
gbvious pit. But am I their
prisoner?

“l wonder if it occurred to them
that I'd scarcely be here without
my fleet—against the artillery of

unit of which thev are entirely
and pitifully helpless? Did it
cccur to them that I would not
pause for {liscussiﬂn or wait for
events ?

“My ships were launched against
Tazenda twelve hours ago and they
are quite, quite through with their
mission. Tazenda is laid in rumns:
its centers of population are wiped
out. There was no resistance,
The Second Foundation no longer
exists, Channis—and I, the queer,
ugly weakling, am the ruler of the
Galaxy.”

Channis - could do nothing buat
shake his head feebly. “No—
HD_F.JT

“Yes—  Yes—" mimicked the
Mule, " “And if you are the last one
alive, and wou may be, that will
not be for long either.”

And then there followed a short. -
pregnant pause, and Channis al-
most howled with the sudden pain
of that tearing penetration of the
innerniost tissues of his mind,

The Mule drew back and mut-

tered: “Not enough. You do not
pass the test after all. Your
b3



despair is pretense. Your fear is
not the broad overwhelming that
adheres to the destruction of an
ideal, but the puny seeping fear of
personal destruction,”

And the DMule’s weak hand
seized Channis by the throat in a
puny grip that Channis was some-
how unable to break.

*¥ou are my insurance, Channis.
You are my director and safeguard
against any underestimation I may
make.” The Mule's  eyes bore
‘down upon Thim. Insistent—
Demanding—

“Have I calculated rightly,
Channis? Have [ outwitted your
men of the Second Foundation?
Tazenda is destroyed, Channis,
tremendously destroyed; so why
is your despair pretense? Where is
the reality? I mwust have reality
and truth!
Have I penetrated then, not deeply
enough? Does the danger still
exist? Talk, Channis. Where h;we
I done wrong ™

Channis feit the words drag out
of his mouth. They did not come
willingly. He clenched his teeth
against them. He bit his tongue,
e tensed every muscle of his
throat.

And they came out—gasping—
pulled out by force and tearing
his throat and tongue and teeth on
the way.

“Trath,” he s-quaaked “truth—"

“Yes, truth. What is left to be
done?”

“Seldon founded Second Founda-

tion here. Here, as I said. 1 told
no lie. The psychologists arrived

(23

Talk, Channis, tallk.-

" stick—that

and took control of the native
population.”

“Of Tazenda?”  The Mule
plunged deeply into the flooding
torture of the other’s emotional
upwellings—tearing at them bru-
tally. “It is Tazenda I have
destroyved. You know what I want.
Give it to me.”

“Not Tazenda. 1 saeid Second
Foundationers might not be those
apparenily in power; Tazenda is
the figurehead—" The words were
almost unrecognizable, forming
themselves against every. atom of
will of the Second Foundationer,
“Rosseni— Rosseni— Rossem is
the teorld—"

The Mule loosed his grip and
Channis dropped into a huddle of
pain and torture.

“And you thought to fool me?”
said the Mule, sufﬂ;,r,

“You were fooled.”” It was thr
last " dying shred of resistance in
Chaunis,

“But not long enough for votut
and yours. I am in communication

with my Fleet, And after Tarzenda

can come Rossem. But first—"

Channis  felt the excruciatihg
darkness rise against hum, ‘and the
automatic lift of lms arm to his
tortured eyes could not ward it off,
It was a darkness that throttled,
and as he felt his torn, wounded
mind reeling backwards, backwards
into the everlasting black—there
was that final’® picture of the
trinmphant Mule—laughing match-
long, fleshy nose
quivering with laughter.

The sound faded away.” The

.. darkness embraced him lovingly.
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It ended with a cracking sensa-
tion that was like the jagged glare
of a lightning flash, and Channis
came slowly to earth while sight
returned painfully i blurry
transmission through tear-drenched
EyEs. :

His head ached unhearably, and
it was only with a stab of agony
that he could bring up a- hand
to it. :

Obviously, he was alive. Softly,
like feathers caught up in an eddy

of air that had passed, his thoughts

steadied and drifted to rest. He
felt comfort suck in—irom outside.
Slowly, torturedly, he bent his neck
-—and relief was a sharp pang.

For the door was open; and the
[First Speaker stood just inside the
threshold. He tried to speak, to
"shout, to warn—but his tongue
iroze and he knew that a part of
the Mule’s mighty mind still held
him and clamped all speech within
him.

He bent his neck once more.
The Mule was still in the room.
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to greet

He was angry and hot-eyed. He
laughed no longer, but his teeth
were bared in a ferocious smile.

Channis felt the First Speaker's
mental  influence moving gently
over his mind with a healing touch
and then there was the numbing
sensation as it came into contact
with the Mule’s defense for an
instant of struggle and withdrew.

The Mule said gratingly, with a
fury that was grotesque in his
meagre hody: "“Then another comes
me.” His agile mind
reached its tendrils out of the room
—put -ouf— .

“¥ou are alone,” he said.

And the First Speaker inter-
rupted with an acquiescence: “I
am thoroughly alome. It is neces-
sary that I be alone, since it was
1 who miscalculated your future
five years ago. There would be a
certain satisfaction to me in correct-
ing that matter without aid. Un-
fortunately, I did not count on the
strength of wvour Field of Emo-
tional Repulsion that surrounded

" .-;ﬁ%ﬁﬁfi a-""-f"‘g’ Lo Sl _1




this place. [t took me long to
venetrate. I congratulate you upen
the skill with which it was con-
structed.”

“Thank you for nothing,” came
the hostile rejoinder. “Bandy no
compliments with me. Have you
come to add your brain splinter to
that of yonder cracked pillar oi
your realm?” :

The Tirst SpcaLer amiled ;
“Why, the man you call Bail
nis performed his mission

. well, the more so since he was nol
yvour mental equal by far. [ can
see, of course, that you have mis-
treated him, yet it may be that we
may restore him fully even yet
ITe is a brave may, sir. He volun-
teered for this mission although
we were able to predict mathemati-
cally the huge chance of damage
to his mind-—a more fearful alterna-

tive than that of mere physical
crippling.”
Channis’ mind pulsed {utilely

with what he wanted to say and
couldn’t; the warning he wished to
shout and was unable to. He could
only emit that continuous str:a.m
of fear—fear—

The Mule was calm. *“You
know, of course, of the destruction
of Tazenda.,"”

*“I do. The assault by your fleet
was foreseen.” .

Grimly : “Yes, so I suppose, But
not prevented eh?”

“No, not prevented,” The First
Speaker’s emotional symbology was
plain. It was almost a self-horror;

a complete self-disgust: “And the -

fault is much wmore mine than
yours. Who could have imagined
your powers five years ago. ‘e
suspected from the start—I{rom the
moment  you caprured RKalgan—
that you had the powers of emo-
tional control. ‘That was not too
surprising, First Citizen, as I can
oxplain to you.

“Fmotional comact such as you
and I possess is not a very new
development.  Actnally it is implicit
in the human brain. Most humans
can read emotion in a primitive
manner by associating it pragmati- -
cally with facial expression, tone
of voice and so on. A rood many
animals possess the faculty to a
higher degree; they use the sense
of smell to a good extent, and the
emotions involved are, of course,
less complesx.

“Actually, humans are capable
of much more, hut the faculty of
direct emotional contact tended to
atrophy with the development of
speech a million years back., It
has been the gréat advance of our
Second Foundation that this forgot-
ten sense has been restored to at
least some of its potentialities,

“But we are not born with its
full use. A million vears of decay
is a formidable obstacle, and we
must educate the sense, exercise it
as we exercise our muscles. And
there yon have the main difference.
¥ou were born with it

“So mmch we could calculate.
We could also calculate the cffect
of such a sense upon a person in
a world of men who did not pos-
sess it. The seeing man in the
kingdom of the blind— We calen-
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lated the extent to which a
megalomania would take control of
vou and we thought we were pre-
pared. But for two {actors we
were not prepared,

“The first was the great extent
of your sense. [Fe can mduce
emotional  contact  only  when in
eveshot, which is why we are more
helpless against physical weapons
than vou might think., Sight plavs
such an enormous part. Not so
with voun. You are definitely known
to have had men under control, ancl,
further, to have had intimate emo-
tional contact with them when out
of sight and out of earshot. That
wis discovered too late.

“Secondlv, we did not know .of
vour physical shortcomings, particu-
larly the one that seemed se impor-
tant to you. that vyom adopted. the
name of the Mule. We didn't
foresee that vou were not merely
a mutant, bat . steride mutant and
the added psychic distortion due
to vour inferiority complex passed
us by. We allowed only for a
megalomania—not- for an intensely
psychopathic paranoia as well,

“It is myseli that
responsibility for” having missed all
that, for I was ‘the leader of the
Second Foundation when wou cap-
tured Kaloan. When you destroyved
the First Foundation, we found onut

~-but too late—and for that fault
millions have died .on Tazenda.”

“And wou will- correct things
now ' The Mule’s thin lips curled,
his mind pulsing with hate: “What
will vou do? TFatten me? Restore
ime to a mascunlide wvigor? Take
away from my past the long child-

NOW YOU SET IT . . .

‘hood in an alien environnient.

bears the

Do
vou regret my sufferingst Do you
regret sy unhappiness? I bave no
sorrow for what I did in my neces-
sitv. Let the Galaxy protect itseli:
as hest it can, since it stirred not
a whit for myv protection when I
neecded it.” . :
“Your emotions are, of course,”
saicd the First Speaker, “only the
children of your background and
are not to be condemmned—merely
changed. The destruction of Tazen-
da was unavoidable., The alterna-
tive would have been a munch greater
destruction generally throughout the
Galaxy over a period of centuries.
We did our best in our limited way,

"We withdrew as many men from |

Tazenda as we could. We decen-
tralized the rest of the world, Un-
fortunatelv, our measures were of
necessity far from adequate. It lefr
many inllions to die—do you not
regret that?”

“Nat at all—any more than I re-
gret the hundred thousand that mus:
die on Rossem in not more than six
hours.”

“On Rossem:”
Speaker, guickly.

said the First

He turned to Channis who had
forced himself into a half-sitting
posttire, and his mind exerted its
force. Chanms felt the duel of
mincds stram over him, and then
there was a short snappmng of the
bond and the words came tumbling
out of his mouth: “Sir. T have failed
completelv. Fle forced it from me
not ten minutes before vour arrival.
1 could not resist him and I offer
no excuses. e knows Tazenda is

L



not the Second Foundation., He
knows that Rossem is.”

And the bonds closed down upon
hiyn again,

The IFirst Speaker frowned:
see, What is it you are planning
to do

“Do you really wonder? Do you
really find it difficult to penetrate
the obvious? All this time that you
. have preached to me of the nature
of emotional contact—all this time
that vou have been throwing words
such as mepgalomania and paranoia
at me, I have been working, I have
been in contact with my Fleet and it
has its orders. In six hours, unless
T should for some reason counteract
my orders, they are to bombard all
of Rossem except this lome village
and an area of a hundred square
m#Hes about it. They are to do a
thorough job and are then to land
here.

“¥You have six hours, and in six
hours, you cannot beat down my

mind, nor can you save the rest of

Rossem.”

The Mule spread his hands and
langhed agam while the First
Speaker seemed to find difficulty in
absorhing this new state of affairs,

He said: “The alternative?™”

“Why should there even be an
alternative? 1 can stand to gain no
more by any altermative. Is 1t the
lives of those on Rossem I'm to be
chary of ! Perhaps if vou allow my
ships to Jand and submit, all of you,
—all the men on the Second Foun-
dation—to mental control sulficient
to suit myself, [ may countermand
the bombardment orders. Tt may
be worthwhile to put so many men

of high intelligence under my con-
trol. But then again it would be a
considerable effort and perhaps not

worth it after all,, so I'm not par-

ticularly eager to have you agree to
it. What do you say, Second Foun-
dationer? What weapon.have you
against my nund which is as strong
as yvours at least and against my
ships which are stronger than any-
thing vou have ever dreamed of
possessing '

“What have I repeated the
First Speaker, slowly: “Why noth-
ing—except a little prain—snch a
little grain of knowledge that even
yvet you do not possess.’”

“Speak quickly,” laughed the
Mule, “speak imventively. For
squirm as you might, you won't
squirm out of this.”

“Toor nwmtant,” said the First
Speaker, I have nothing to sguirm
out of. Ask wyvourseli—why was

Bail Channis sent to Kalpan as a
decoy—Dail Chanms, who though
voung and brave is almost as much
vour mental inferior as is this sleep--
ing officer of yours, this Han
Pritcher. Why did not I go, or
another of our leaders, who would
be more }'nur match r**

“1*erhaps,” came the supremely
confident reply, “vou were not suf-
hciently-foolish, since perhaps none
of you are my match.”

“The true reason 1s more 1|:|g1-:z|,1
You knew Channis to be a Second
Foundationer. HHe lacked the ca-
pacity to hide that from you. And
vou knew, too, that yvou were his
superior, so you were not afraid to
play his game and follow him as he

‘wished you to in order to outwit
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hira later. Had [ gone to Kalgan,
you would have killed me for I
would have been a real danger, or
had I. avoided death by concealing
my identity, I would yet have failed
in persuading you to follow me into
space. It was only known inferior-
ity that lured you on. And had you
remained on Kalgan, not all.the
force of the Second Foundation
could have harmed you, surrounded
as you were by your men, vuu'r
machmes, and your mental power.”
“My mental power is yet with me,
sqm_rmer” said the Mule, “and my
men and machines are not far off.”

“Truly so, but you are not on
Kalgan. You are here in the King-
dom of Tazenda, logically firesented
to you as the Second Foundation—
very logically presented. It had to
be so presented, for you are a wise
man. First Citizen, and would fol-
low only logic.”

“Correct, and it was a momentary
victory for your side, but there was
still time for me to worm the truth
from your man, Channis, and stili
wisdom in me to realize that such
a truth might exist.”

“And on our side, oh, not-quite-
sufficiently-subtle one, was the real-
ization that you might go that one
_step further and so Bail Channis
was prepared for you,”

“That he most certainly was not,
for.I stripped his brain clean as any
plucked chicken. It quivered bare
and open before me and when he
satd Rossem was the Second Foun-
dation, it was basic truth for I had
ground him so flat and smooth that
not the smidgeon of a deceit could

NOW YOU BEN IT . . .

have found refuge in any micro-

’ EECIPIC EI‘«E'U"I.I:'E'

“True enough, So much the br:l;-
ter for our foresight. For I have
told vou already that Bail Channis
was a volunteer. Do you know
what sort of a volunteer? Before
lre left our Foundation for Kalgan
amdl you, he submitted to emotional
surgery of a drastic nature., Do you
think 1t was sufficient to deceive
vou: Do you think Bail Channis,
mentally untouched, could possibly
deceive you? No, Bail Channis was
himself deceived, of necessity and
voluntarily. Down to the inmost
core of his mind, Bail Channis hon-
estly believes that Rossem is the
Second Foundation.

“And fof three years now, we of
‘the Second Foundation have built
up the appearance of that here in
the Kingdom of Tazenda, in prep-
aration and waiting for you, And
we have succeeded, have we not?
You penetrated to Tazenda, and
bevond that, to Rnssemﬁbut past
that. you could not gao.”

The Mule was upon his feet.
“You dare tell me that Rossem
also, 15 not the Seccond Founda-
tion :

Channis, from the foor, felt his
honds- burst for good, under "a
stream of mental force on the part
of the First Speaker and strained
upright. He let out one long, in-
credulous ery: “You mean Rossem
is not the Second Foundation?™

The memories of life, the knowl-
edge of his mind—everything—
whirled mistily about him in con-
fusion. 2



The First Speaker smiled: “You
see, First Citizen, Channis is as up-
set as you are. Of course, Rossem
is not the Second Foundation. Are
we madmen then, to lead you, our
greatest, most powerful, most dan-
gerous enemy to our own world?
Oh, not

“LLet vour Fleet bombard Ros-
sem, Pirst Citizen, if you must have
it so. Let them destroy all they
can., FFor at most they can kill only
Channis and myseli-—and that will
leave you in a situation improved
not in the least.

“For the Seccond Foundation’s
IExpedition to Rossem which has
beenn here for three years and has
fimctioned, temporanly, as 1ilders
in this village, embarked yesterday
and are returning to Kalgan, "They
will evade yvour Fleet, of course, and
thiey will arrive in Kalgan at'least a
day before you can, which is why 1
tell you all this. Unless 1 counter-
mand my orders, when vou return,
yvou will find a revolting Empire, a
disintegrated realm, and only the
men with you i your Fleet here
will be loyal to vou. They will be

hopelessly outnumbered, And more- -

over, the men of the Second IFoun-
dation will be with your Home
1I7}eet and will see to it that you re-
convert no one. Your Empire is
(one, mutant.™

Slowly, the Miule howed his head,
a5 anger and despair cornered his
mind completely, “Yes., Too late—
Too late— Now I seec it."”

“Now you see it,” agreced the
Ifirst Speaker, “and now- you don’t.”

In the despair of that moment,

when the Mule's wmind lay open,
the First Speaker—ready for that
moment and pre-sure of its nature
—entered quickly. It required a
rather insigmificant fraction of a
second to consummate the change
comipletely.

The Mule Tooked up and said:
*Then I shall return to Kalgan

“Certainly. HMow do you feel?”

“Lixcellently well,” Idis brow
puckered : “Who are your?”

“Does it matter 2 - -

“0f course not.” He dismissed
the matter, and touched Pritcher’'s
shoulder: ““Wake up, Pritcher,
we're going home.™

It was two hours later that Bail
Channis Telt strong enough to walk
by himself. He said: “He won't
ever remember © _

“Never. Fe retains his mental
powers and his Empire—but his
motivations are now cutirely ditfer-
ent. The notion of a Second Foun-
dation is a blank to him, and he is
a man of peace. He will be a far
happier man hencefarward, too, for
the [ew vears of life left him by his
maladjusted physique.  And then,
after hie is dead, Seldon’s DPlan will
o on—isomehiow.”

“And it is true,”” urged Channis,
“it is true that Rossem 1s not the
Second Foundation? I conld swear
—1 tell you T Laowe 3t 15. 1 am vot
mad,"”

“You are not mad, Channis,
merely, as I have said, changed.

Kossem is not the Second Founda-

tion. Come!
home™
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INTERLUDIE

Bail Channis sat in the small
white-tiled room and allowed his
mind to relax. He was content to
live mn the present. There were the
walls and the window and the grass
putside. * They had no names. They
were just things, There was g bed
and a chair and books that devel-
oped themselves idly on the screen
at the foot of his bed. There was
the nurse who brought him  his
food. .

At first he had made efforts to
piece together the scraps of things
he had heard. Such as those two
men talking together,

One had said: *Complete aphasia
now. It's cleaned-.out, and I think
without damage. It will only be
necessary to return the recording
uf his original brain-wave makeup.”

He remembered the sounds by
rote, and for some reason they
seemed peculiar sounds—as if they
ntecant something, But why bother.

Pletter to watch the prettv chang-

g colors on the screen at the foot
of the thing he lay on.

And then someone entered and
did things to him and for a long
time, he slept.

And when that had passed, the
bed was suddenly a bed aml he
knew he was in a hospital, and the
words he remembered made sense.

He sat up: “What's happening ="

The First Speaker was beside
him, “Yot're on the Second IMoun-
dation, and yvou have your mind bhack
—-your original mind.”

“Yes! ¥esr” Channis came to the
realization that he was fifinseff, and
there was incredible trivumph and
jov in that. :

“And now tell ime,’”” said the First
Speaker, “do you know where the
Second Foundation is now ™

And the truth came flooding down
n one enormous wave and Channis
did not answer. Like Ebling Alis
before him, he was conscious of
only one vast, numbing surprise. |

U'ntil he finally nodded, and said:
“By the Stars of the Galaxy—now,

" I know.™

THE EXD.
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Using o highly integrated mind to

power time-travel means you'll never

be away from your “machine”’—but can

liustrated by Cartier

Lone 192-A-10
- . 2014008, 2540 A.D.
Dear Jagl: =
As a member of the Society of
Former Americans, and a telewriter,
vout might be interested in my re-
cent adventures in the Mad Period,
A full account has already appeared
in the Journal of Chrono-History
but it is so cluttered up with un-
avoidable technical jargon as to be

L

) 1 THE HELPING HAND

also mean that certain periods of his-

tory are extremely dangerous fo enter!

-

~ BY BURT
MACFADYEN

unreadable to a nonspecialist such as
vourself. I'm not sure that I under-
stand it either, although [ wrote it.

Well, to gvre right into it, it was
a hot summer day in the “month”
of June, 1985—"A.D.” of course—
when I “arrived.” (I feel a slight
somatic conflict at describing sen-
sum scanning in such fantastic and
meaningless  lanpuage! As  you
know, or otight to, “time” .ds an
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abstraction like “space.”” Both are
organs of sense perception—obser-
ver-functions in the dialectic. The
chronal displacement process, which
you will probably call “time travel-
ing'’ in your telescript, thus involves
merely a sensory re-orientation—
sénsum scanning in the jargon. The
World Encyclopedia will give you
the technical details, if you can read
Karsch symbols.) -

1 had three reasons for heing in
the Twentieth Ccntury { My usual
beat on field trips is the First Cén-
tury Han Pericd in China—most
fascinating.) I had to locate Kirn,
another field worker who had van-
ished in the Twentieth and had not

been reported in any other century.

1 had to check on the strength of
the thalamie-stimulating MacDonald
Rays—a solar radiation | -vond the
ultraviolet. If this radiation was at
peak in the Twentieth, it might ex-
plain why the Mad Period was mad.

But, most important, I had to
check the Loam mystery. It was
L.oam, vou remember, who wrote
the great book "Sanity” which had
such an influence on the Twenty-
first Century " Scottish hermit and
cducator, MacTavish of Inniskilling
—an historical turning peoint. Loam
hegan his great work after escaping
[rom conlimement in 1985, And
there was reason to suspect that his
escape was aided by’a man from the
future.

We had to be certain—that was
obviousky vital.

Wherefore 1 found myself—after
the usual dizzy sensation of hurtling
through a nonexistent void—stand-

ing ankle-deep in dust at a country.

THE HELPING HAND

crossroads., A signpost said,
“Bayeux—30 - kilo” and an old
Frenchman with a woodsman’s ax
on his shoulder was gaping at me,
He stank most abominably—super-
stitious fear.

I said: “Soyes :mnqml. Quel est
le mois?®"

He stammered, ”..i"um.

“Bien. Le vingl-cing, peut-élréf”

“C’est ca. Mais monsiesur—mon-
sieur est nuel”

Naturally I was naked—my
clothes, nonmental matter being in-

le of sensum scanning, were

‘lying on the floor of my office in

the History Building, five hundred
years in his future.

I said: “C'est ¢a—il fail trop
chaud., Mais quelle est Fannée?”

“Quatre-vingt cing—"

“LHxr-nenf gquatre-vingt cing?”

He nodded dumly.

That was fair shdoting—for a
target I'd been forced to use a féte
held in Bayeux on the 20th of June,
19835, 1'd mussed it by plus Ave
days, but that was normal. Since
the Loam mystery was first on my
achedule T had to displace to the
United 5Suutes of America—as it
then was called.

I said, “Mecs mzlle fms,” the old
Frenchman answered automatically,

“Bien venuw—""and so far as he was -

concerned, I vanished back into thin .
air.

With sensory -Eﬂntl'ﬂl of course,
vou can’t displace either in time or
sp-il:e without targets, Nobody can
vize himself into a place he’s never
seen, unfortunately. . And while I
wanted to slip over to Westchester
County, New York State—where



we snspected L.oam was in jail—the
only  space target I had was the
memory of an old photograph of a
hamlet named Roebuck in Massa-
chusetis—a  photograph made in
1996, eleven years too late,

That was what I now mentally
focused on and that was where 1
arrived next-—right in the middle of
a thunderstorm!

L had a spectator here too, 1 saw
—I always regret a witness, for it
invariably gives rise to still another
stipernatural legend. This one was
i lean brown old man in ragped
clothes. He sat on a curb in Roe-
buck’s main street and norsed a
half-full bottle in his hand while he
stared at me.

He looked at me, then at the bot-
tle, said, “Never again,” and
lurched to his feet, throwing down
the hottle. -

I said in Old American: “Just a
minute,” and tapped him on the
shoulder.

He yelped: “No, no, I won't be-
heve it!"” and took to his heels
through the pelting rain, leaving be-
hind hinm: the heavy odor of hys-
teria,

There was no use chasing him,
of course. Rather than accept the
simple fact that a man could ap-
pear out of the air he would cling
to the notion that I was a ghost or
an alcoholic hallucination. The ir-
rationality of this Twentieth Cen-
tury was its outstanding character-
istic,

I wallted down the deserted street
looking for a clothing store. The
rain didn’t bother me, but I was stall
naked and this period labored under
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the influence of Nincicenth Century
Puritanism. The spirit of Cotton
Mather was still abroad in the land.
Nudity was automatically associated
with immorality.

Naked, 1 was actually liable to he
hrown into prison for indecent ex-
posure. Of course, no prison could
hold a Scammer, but it might be awk- .
ward,

"The lashing rain hissed on the
pavement and stung my back, Inter-
m:tt-:nt lightning split the black ak;.r
overhead and thunder grumbled n
the hollows of the air. Most of the
inhabitants, I supposed, were cow-
ering indoors away from the rain
but the fact that a good sixty per-
cent of the stores and buildings were
boarded up rather puzzled e,

I came to a sign which said, in
the old lettering :

General Goods
H. Witwer, Prop.

and turned in. A gnlle of steel
bars covered the door, but a face
appeared when I thumped on the
glass. _

Adter a long stare the door opened
and a body joined the face.

He said, “What kin I do fur ye?”

There was no alternative—--1 had
to lie, although I knew it was dan-
gerous. I said: “l ran my car into
the river and had to strip to swim
out. I need clothes.”

“Reclkkon yvou do,” he granted, un-
locking the grille, “Come in."”

He snapped on the curious ar-

chaic electric lighting of the period

and had another long look at me.
“Big, ain't ye? he said. “Don't
know’s I kin. fit ye but we'll have a
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look,” He started in. behind a long
t&hlﬂ hesitated then said, "Ain’t one
o' these Lﬂanﬁans fmm Alonset,

are ye”

Loamians! This was puzzling.
“No,” I said, “I'ta certainly not a
Loamian. You ha‘lﬂz them around
here?"

He spat. "Snre What'd vou
think #* '

“I wasn't sure.”

He began to paw ‘through stm:ka-
of clothes,

A field worker is always under a
great disadvantage, especially in’ an
unfamiliar period.. I could hardly
follow the old fellow’s colloquial
speech. My own sightly stilted Okl
American had been learned from
tapes, naturally, since nobody in the
Twenty-sixth Century speaks it
And, although I had a’general grasp
of the Twentieth—the four major
wars, thirteen major.revolutions and
twenty minor, the Great Book

irning in "98, the Science Revolt

i "95 and so forth—I was very
sketchy on the little intimate details
with which ordinary social conver-
siation in any time period is largely
cancernerl.

My friend Mr. Witwer turned
and tossed a garnient in myv direc-
tinh. ‘":’r_ kin try that on for size.”
he said, “and cover up your nekkid-
ness. 11l hm‘e to look in the back
ropm—your sizes ain't made much.”

He went through a door and 1
struggled into the ill-ftting, repul-
stve parment. It was a one-piece
affair with buttons 1ip the front and
a curious flap to cover the buttocks.
We habitually go naked. weather
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“back room”

permitting, and the rough synthetic
wool made my skin itch but if this
was what Americans wore in the
Twentieth Century I would have to
bear it without scratching.

Witwer was gone but I could stll
satell him, and suddenly I was aware
that his personal odor had changed
sulaly,  Shortly he came in again,
louked at me {furtively, and went
back to his shelves. His smell was
louder than ever, the smell of fear,
and I knew what he had done in the
as if he had told me
verbally.

I said: “Don't hother—this gar-
ment will suit me very well,”

He looked at me sharply from
under ‘long gray eyebrows and
grunted, *Cain't go about the streets
in long underwear, lcm ye?  Just
wiit a minute,”

The policeman arrived in about
four minutes, '

He was a huge lumbering indi-
vidual in a blue uniform. He was
nearly as tall as I—about two hun-
dred centimeters—which suited my
purpose quite well.

He gave mie the hard stare com-
mon to police officials of all periods,
“This the fella, Harry??"

“That's him” The storekeeper
spat on his own floor again—a dis-
gusting habit, “Got a funny accent
I cain’t place. Claims he ain’t a
Loamian but he’s tanned all owver,
black as an Indian, like he went
nekkid, Says his car went in the
river. Ain’t no river near a road
around here,”

“You done good, Henry,” the po-
liceman said. “Let’s see your iden-
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tity card, bud.” |

“It's 1n the river,” I said.

“$¥hat river?” i

“The Allegheny,” T said, picking
a name at random.

“That's quite a piece irom here”

It did seem rather a long walk,”
I said.

My friend Witwer put in: “lic
thought long underwear was
clothes.”

The policeman puzzled over that
statement. He gave up. He said,
*\ell, you may be all right, but we
vut to check—that’s the law now-
adays. Everybody gotta have a card.
You better come along with me in
the car. And don’t try nuthin’.”

Witwer produced a raincoat ilor
me and unlocked his door. 1 fol-
lowed the policeman inte an ancient
automahile and we moved off down
the street. It was sfill raining.

I have recorded the above dia-
logue rather fully, Jarl, to indicate
the profound irrationality of these
people. Their thought processes
were purely -thalamic, unhindered
Iy any reasoning impulses from the
forebrain. Consider Witwer’s rea-
soning: I had a strange accent and
I had been naked—therefore I was
an enemy, although I had offered
him no harm. Fantastic, isn’t it ?

The rest of the incident was field
worker's routine. I understood the
operation of the automobile' before
we had gone a mile. I put my foot
on the pedal used to stop the car
and took my policeman friend by
the throat. His strength was noth-
ing against mine. Aly thumbs
pressed on his jugular just long

as

_ enough to reuder him unconscious.

I stripped off his uniform and
donned it. I left him at the side
of the road covered with my rain-
coat and drove off rapidly south—
trying to look as much as possible
like an eager policeman in pursuit
of a dangerous crimhinal.

A small worry togged at my
brain as I drove. As you "know,
Jarl, the ability to “move” at will .
througlh “time”™ or “‘space’—those
silly concepts againl—by scnsory
control 1s achieved only by the most
rigorous type of right thinking, The
old mystics were right. The way
to Power is the Lightiold Path.
But within the space of a few min-
utes I had told several minor lies
and done violence on a human,
Furthermore, I was right in the
heart of one of the maddest periods
of history. My actions and my en-
vironment would inevitably dull the
kean edge of my control, :

I wondered if that was what
had happened to Kirn. He had al-
ways been shghtly unstable, for a
field warker. z

I remembered the time I myself
had nearly become lodged in Ren-
aissance Italy as a direct result of
aiding a Borgia. And I recalled
the field worker Nassor, whose ex-
periences in  Sixteenth Century
France made him so neurctic that
stasis set in, and he spent the rest
of his life in that century, writing
silly verses under the name of
Nostradamus,

The occupational hazards of a
chronal missionary, Jarl!

Even to have such thoughts was
an ominous symptom, 50 I cleaned
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them out of my mind and concen-
trated on my problem. All we had
on the Loam affair was a torn, an-
clent clipping on vellowed paper.
I recalled it:

. . - and at roll call Loam was reported
nhssing. An eeric atmosphere of super-,
natural mystery shrouds the whole affair.
Who was the six foot six giant who—so
it is claimed by eyewitmesscs—siepped
throngh the cell wall? i har was he—
ghost or illusien? -And, cqually impor-
tant, who or what was lL.oam himself?
Mad criminal or saint? Confined for
three vears in the Westchester—

And there the fragment ended.
From this, I was to find Loam,
Measurement of the “radicactive
carh-n content of the ink had dated
the fragment as late June, 1985,
And today was the 25th,

A sign flashed past: - -“Winster,
20 miles” and an instrument on the
control board of my borrowed car
began to click loudly. I noticed that
the landscape on either side of the
highway had a wildly tumbled ap-
pearance, as if a giant had stirred it
up with his heel. I halted the car
and 1nvestigated. The instrument
appeared to be a miodification of the
ancient—or rather current—Gieger-
Miiller ionizing radiation counter,

Well, of course, the fact that
T was passing through a radicactive
area didn’t bother me since we are
all naturally immune nowadays, It
was probably a relic- of the third
or fourth global war of the Twenti-
eth Centurv. It possibly explained
whyv the inevitable police pursuit
had not appeared—ifor in that cen-
tury, as in all unstable cultures,
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the state organizations were
quite efficient. But the police would
be unable to follow me throngh what
was to them a lethal area.

Ten miles farther on the counter
had stopped dlicking and my car
had stopped running. I'm not a
technician but it seemed to me that
the foel had given out, so I wook
a sclection uf maps from a smali
cupboard, threw away the police-
man’s shoes, ancd set out on {foot.

I had driven through the thunder-
storm and the air was clear. Dusk
was beginning to shadow the land-
scape. I strode along, my senses
tuned to the thousand clashing odors
of the countryside—no man of the
Twentieth Century, of course, has
our sense of smell—but I had not
gone five miles before I became con-
scious of danger from two different
directions, 3

A faint humming«crept down from
the sky. I saw a growing speck in
the west. It was probably a police
helicopter, but it did not worry me
unduly. The other sensory signal
was more baffling,

This was the scent of dog—but
dog with a subtle difference. It
smelled, in fact, like dog gone mad,
and I didn’t like it. The short hairs
on the nape of my neck bristled.
Then I saw them.

Over the crest of a small hll tlmx
came pouring down towards the
highway, heading straight for me—
a pack of a hondred or more dogs
of all shapes and si1zes. In the lead,
bounding with huge strides, was a
magnificent Great Dane—a vast
brute who nmist have weirhed close
to seventy kilograms.
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‘Now, as you know, Jarl, the sin-
yular rapport which we have towards
dogs is a comparatively recent de-

velopment. I think it appears first

i the Twenty-third Century. It's
probably due to our heightened
sentse of smell.  But whether it
would serve me here, 1 didn’t know
—I was Dbadly mauled once by a
pack of wild dogs in an old Tlindu
village i the First Century. Dut [
knew I couldn’t hght a hundred,
No man can move fast enough.

- 50 I stood quite still and re-
laxed,

The leader was almost on me when
a note of puzzlement crept into his
savage baying. I suppose he ex-
pected me to run jor my life. He
stopped short and the rest of his
nack halted and milled in confusinn,
The big Dane lifted his massive
Dbronzed head and, from a distance of
a dozen paces, analyzed my scent.
{{e looked confused. I didn't smell
richt,

He came closer, cautiously, and
then he let out a piteous yelp—
one of the most pathetic sounds [
have ever heard—and bhegan to inch
towards me on his belly,

The poor brute was trying. to
apologize,

I squatted down on my heels and

torrched noses with him. I think he

thought I was a new type of dog
—halt man, half camine. His pack
gathered round, sitting on theic
haunches, silent and awed and we
had a conference,

My nose told me a lot. These
dogs weré neurotic, every one of
them. Trained for centuries to hunt
with men, they’d been abandoned

by men. Old loyalties iought with
the hunger drive to produce a hope-
less conflict. :

It was clear now why Roebuck
had been hali empty and why the
doors and windows had been pro-
tected with steel bars.

But I had no time for either
philosophy or canine psychiatry. A
spinning shadow drifted across the
highway and I looked up to see the
helicopter—a  strange, ungainly air
machine—land not sixty feet away
by the rq}zul-url:* F

Two-men itn blue uniforms ap-
peared, One called, 0K, don't
try nuthin’{”—aind shot at me, The
hackles on the Great Dane rose and
e looked up at me.

Well, Jarl, my only excuse is
that 1 needed the helicopter and -
that T thought T: could control my
new allies. —

I rose and pointed. *Take them
—Dbut don’t kil 1 said, and in a
second the pack was on them. Their
runs were uscless. They went down,
smothered under an ata'i:lﬂt"[m of
dogs. ,

All except my big Dane. He
stood lonking on like a commanding
general. Then he helped me get
the dogs off their victims, but by
then it was too.late. '

Well, now I was a murderer twice
over. The fact that the police were
the hired killers of the totalitarian
government established in 1981 in
no way absolved me Tor they were
stil humans. And what the inevi-

“table subconscious conflicts would

do to-my sensory control I didn’t
like to think.
At any rate, I had a helicopter.
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I climbed m. The pack leader put
his huge fore paws on the =side of
the macline and pleaded with me.
1 said : *Come on, then,” he jumped
in gladly, and after a briefl study oi
the unfamiliar controls we toolk
off.

O the highway Lelow the pack
lpoked up and howled farewell,

It was well named the 3Alad
Period.

T studied the map Id taken from
the police car. Sure enough, the
town of Monset mentioned by Wit
wer was in Westchester County.
1 located my position and flew to

Aonset through the deepening dusk,
My Dane slept trustingly on the
floor of the machine, his big paws
twitching in dream. I didn’t know
what part he was to play 1n getting
Toam out of jail but I was sure
he would be useful. Improvise, im-
provise, always unprovise—that iz
the field worker’s slogan.

The men we contact in time who
later turn out to be Destiny's kev
figiires, in thelr own current en-
vironments are usually the most
obscure individuals it is possible
to imagine, You will remember the
famons case of MAloses, Jarl. A
historical figure {or threc thousand
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years—afterwards. Dut it took me
twa years in his own time to find
him—an obscure herdsman, thought
to be deranged and given to visions
by the few friends he had.

So it would be with Loam. Of
biographical data on this . great
thinker there is, in our centurv,
nothing whatever. Yet by his influ-
ence on MacTavish of Inniskilling

he ranks with the man who taught

Lao Tse,

It was dark when I reached Mon-
set, so I landed the helicopter in a
small canyon near the darkened
town, walked away from it three
miles and slept in a tree, with my
faithful Dane on guard at the foot
of it. Waking at noon I threw away
the policeman’s coat—the trousers
wereé not so0 distinctive—walked into
town and ate a meal at a small
restaurant. The food was abomin-
able, naturally—in that century they
were still cooking food, thus tough-
ening the fibers and reducing the
vitamin content quite effectively,

The fact that I wore no shoes
seemed to convince the waitress
that I was a person of small repute,
She said, “On the hum, big boy "
I said, “I never wear shoes. Why
do you - ;

*Oh, I dunno,” she said, looking
down at her feet incased in a few

shreds of plastic, mounted on low -

stilts. “Habit, I guess. These shoes
are killin® me. 1f I had any sense,
I'd take 'em off. Maybe you got
something."

But, of course, she didn't take
them off. I bought five kilograms
of meat scraps and bran for my big
Dane, While he was woliing the

78

food hungrily there was a commo-
tion in the street oputside.

“Those crazy Loamians!”
my waitress. . .

I was at the window n a second.

A small band of men straggled
down the center of the street. They
were led by a tall lean man with
white hair and sharp cyes. Some
varried banners bearing such emo-
tioual slogans as’;

said

"RELEASE LOAM NOW!
"LOAM IS THE NEW RE-
DEEBMER!" -
"RELEASE LOAM
STOP THE WAR!™
“LOAM IS S5ENT TO SAVE

AND

usi®

“IN THIS MAD WORILD
ONLY LOAM IS5 SANE

“JOIN THE LOAMIANS AND
FIND PEACE OF MINDY

“GIVE US LOAM THE MAS-
TER!"

And every man was stark naked.

That was the significant detail,

I threw the policeman’s money
to the waitress, stripped off the
policeman’s trousers and Mr. YWit-
wer's underwear, stepped out of
the restaurant and slipped into the
band as they marched past. T re-
lieved an elderly man, who looked
tired, of his sign—it said “WE
WANT LOAM!"—and slouched
to inimize my height, the Dane
following close at myv heels.

The elderly man said, “Are you
with us, brother:®"”

I"said, “I have come from a great

-distance to join you, brother.”

He locked from me to the savage
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dog and his eyes widened. “Isn't
that one of the wild ones "

i.i]t Waﬂ.”

“Then you have the Power, too!”

“Yes, brother,” I said solenmly,

This weird dialogue swas inter-
rupted Dby another appearance of
my friends the security police—
the citizens of that century were
continually  bedeviled Dby these
watchdogs of the state. This time
four small open automobiies hlled
with armed men in black unilorms

appeared from side streets to con-

front the head of our ragred column,
A second four, moving abreast,
came up in our rear, trapping the
hody of the marchers between theun,

Banners were discarded as the
Loamians scattered in panic. The
police started shooting., My elderly
friend” groaned. I IJIL]‘:L‘d him up

and slung him over my shoulder—

T'm  afraid my motives werenr't
" parely altruistic—called the dog to
heel and ran into a narrow
away from the confusion. The al-
ley ended in a low fenve, which 1

hurdled with my ham:lfm_ I set
haim down.

I said. "("]'m:]-..h' Where 13 our
headguarters >’

“This way,” he panted, and we
set off hetween two houses.

Ten minutes spent dodging up
and down alleys brought us to a
half-demolished building. My {riend
picked a way through the rubble
and dropped into a “darlc hole. I
iollowed, calming the Dane, who
was nervous., ‘we went along a low
tunnel, wy friend rapped a signal
on a steel door and a man in a white
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allev’

gown admitted the three of usto a
large low-ceilinged room dimly it
by pasoline lamps. The tall leader
was there. g

Gowns were prodiced and we
slipped them on. My friend said
dramatically, “I bring one who has
the Power!”

The white-haired leader gave me
4 doubtful look. *Let lim prove it.”

1 decided that I had finally found
a rational man. “I have many
powers,” T said. “Which one are
yvou interested inp™ :

“Who are vou and where do vou
cmne from 2”

“My name 15 Nerl,” I saud. “I
come ifrom Lhasa.'

Somebody  said, “A  Tibetan!”
and a murmur went around, Tibet-
ans are always thought to possess
inagical powers by persons who have
never met them,

*Can you speak with the beasts "

“Certainly,” and I murmured to
my Dane. The massive dog went
over to the leader, peered into his
face—the white-haired man did not
flinch, for which I gave him credit
—and then returned to nuzzle my
car. ““The dog says that you are
an honest man,” 1 said, “an-l a true
friemcd of Loam, whom 1 .. .¢c come
to aid.” : -

Another murmur. “The dog is
very shrewd,” said the tall man,
cocking an eyebrow. “What else
can yott do” -

“This,” I said, and displaced
across the intervening space to his
side. To my audience it probably
looked as though I wvanished and
reappeared twelve: feet away.

That got them., “I'd better talk
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to vou alone, I think,” the leader
said. He rose and I followed him
into a small room furmished with a
red and a desk, :

He closed the door and we sat
on the bed. He said, My name is
Jarvis. I was a physicist before
the current war so forgive me if I
seem a bit cynical, How'd you do
that last trick>”

“It’s hard to explain without a
certain development of tensor cal-
culus unknown in this ‘country,” I
sald. "DBut it isn't even new. You
call 1t astral projection-—ghost ap-
pearances and what not,”

“Superstition!” he nodded, con-

temptuously, “Yes, we're a credu-
lous lot—like those crackpots out
there. But T have to work with
those who will follow me. What do
your want "’

*Ay mission is to find Loam.
VWhere is he 7

He gave me a grin, “*In the West-
chester County Asylum for the In-
sane.”

I laughed, The greatest mind of
the Twentieth Centurv—and they
had him in an asylum. The pattern
was familiar. .

ii'."l“"'h}r -?lﬁ

“For preaching sanity, The State
psychiatrists had him committed to
shut him up. Although—" "Jarvis
frowned thoughtfully—"there were
times when he seemed to talk wildly,
irrationally.”

“Let's pet him out!”

“Yes, but how? The guards are
armed and we are not. Besides, we
are sworn uot to take life—that is
the key thought in the Loam

philosophy."
=

I concentrated for abont Ave sec-
onds, *“Is there a wild dog pack
near here ™

“Several.”

“"Good.” -

I called myv Dane and gave him
instructions while Jarvis watched
curionsly, doubtfully. The big dog
left eagerly. “Now,” 1 said, “let
us make plans. What transportation
can we steal"

It was midnight when Jarvis and
I lay in tall grass across the road
trom the huge steel gate of the asy-
Inm on the edge of Monset. A thio
hngernail of moon hung behind the
bulk of the huge building behind
the high wall, Beside me crouched
the Dane and to right and left the
will hunting pack ‘my dog had
rounded up waited under bushes.
I had spoken to each dog individu-
ally this time. I didn’t want any
more killing—for my own sake as
much as anything, I must admit,

Almost everything I had done so
far had been a direct violation of
Twenty-sixth Century IEthics, 1
was heading for a beautiful neuro-
sis.

The gate opened to let a car out.
The guard came forward to close
the gate., 1 nudged the Dane. The
big dog went across the road like |
a terrible shadow and the guard
was knocked_ flat on his back. The
Pane stood on his chest and bayed.

That was the signal. The wild
dogs streamed across the road and
in a few seconds they were all
through the grounds, filling the
night with their hellish howling.
Searchlights went on. The guards
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—-the asylum held political prison-
ers, too—on the walls began shoot-
lﬂg

By that time I had the uncon-
scious gate puard’s uniform off. I
tucked it under my arm and ran

for the main building, dodging the-

moving circles thrown by the search-
lights.

I knew the location of Loam’s
cell from a plan Jarvis had secured.
Most of the guards had been drawn
away outside by the menace and
clamor of the wild dogs. And, of
course, they would never believe
that a savage hunting
e so controlled as to aid in a jail
hreals.

i encountered one guard—which
oave me o set of useful keys—and
then I was in Loam’s corridor. "The
scent of madness 1s not pleasant
and I was heartily wishing I was
put of it when I caught anc}thcr
odor,

It was the odor of a man from
Iy owin time,

Was this the “rint”
through walls?

1 came to Loam’s cell. The fourth
key opened it. The door swung
open—and the scent was sironger
than ever. And at the sight of the
tall man who rose from a chair
in the corner I langhed aload.

Loam was Kirn.

I had been coneentrating so rigor-
ously on the Loam matter that 1
had almost forgotten the feld
worker I had also been sent to find,
But of course this explained his
singular  disappearance—we  had
been looking for a Scanner, not a
citizen. This was why the Loamians

who stepped

TR NRLTING AN

pack could .

marched naked—they were imitat-

ing Kirn. And it explained that silly

“Power” I was supposed to possess
—naturally Loam could talk with
amimals too—we all can,

I said, in Twenty-sixth Century
Damian, “Kirn, it"s me—Nerl! Are
you all right "

- He rubbed his forehead and
stared at me. “Who are you " he
asked—in Old American,

Diissociation! That was why he
hadt never returned. He'd been too
Iong in the Twentieth Centurv. The
slight instability I had always sus-
pected had increased in the neurotic
environment. A perfect split—he'd
lost the keen edge of his mind, part
of his memory, and with it all the
ability to Scan. He was a castaway
five hundred vears in his own past.

Well, there was nothing I or any-
one else could doe about that. 1
couldnt get him back to his own
time—I might have trouble getting
myvself back, .

The immediate job was to get Ly
to his friends outside,

“Get that smock off,” 1 said in
American. “Get theze on. Hurry!”

He looked confused, bt he got
into  the guard’s wumform {fast
enough. The uniform was a bit
small but it would do. “"Here's &
gun,” I said, giving himm the weapon
I'd taken from the gate guard. “*Run
for the main gate—vou'll find Jar-
vis with a %elicopter outside. Go
with him—and don’t {orget vou've
pot a book to write,"” :

“How did vou Lknow that™ he

asked.
“Never mind—run! If anvhbody
CHR



stops you, say you're going to shoot
some dogs.™

He was rational enough to obey
without question. As he vanished
down the corrider I went back into
his cell and closed the door.

It had been my intention, of
course, to simply displace myself
outside—using the road as.a tar-
get—check to see that his escape
was complete and then return to my
awn century. I'd bhad enough of the
Twentieth. Two parts of my as-
signment were finished—a fresh
field worker could check the Mac-
Donald radiation.

S0 I sat down on the hard bed,
visualized the road ourside the asy-
lum, integrated the Karsch symbols
and waited expectantly for the curi-
ous jerk which usually accompanies
a space displacement.

It didn't come. r

The cell stayed around me,

Sweat broke out on my brow and
my heart speeded up. Was I going
to be stuck in the Aad Period, too?
Had the inevitable subconscious con-
flicts engendered by a neurotic en-
vironment dulled my sensory control
to the fatal degree?

I let every muscle go limp and
hreathed with a steady rhythm. DMy
contral wasi't complete—I could
still hear. Doors were being flung
open and closed outside. They
were checking for missing inmates
and prisoners.

I made a stronger effort and the
sounds faded. Darkness and silence
closed in on me as I approached
complete control, Ay heart slowed
down to forty, thirty— From a

Td

great distance I was conscious that
my cell door was. thrown open, I
vized sgam,

Space yielded reluctantly and I

found myself on the road outside

the prison walls.

I was sweating. It had been too
close [or my peace of mind.

I looked up into the night sky in
time to see Jarvig' belicopter moving
intoc the east. So Loam—or Kirn
—had got away all right,

A cold muzzle touched my hand,
My faithful Dane wagged his tail.
I discovered suddenly that my arm
was bleeding, One of the guards
must have taken a shot at nie in the
cell at the last moment. He wonld
see I wasn't Loam.

So I was the “six foot six glant
who stepped through the cell walll”

Strange are the ways of destiny,
Jarl . _

I walked to the canyon where I
had hidden the police helicopter and
flew south while the Dane slept on
the floor. 1T needed rést—and men-
tal peace, I knew I was in no shape
to scan myself back to the Twenty-
sizth Century.

Az we flew I thought about Loam,
or Kirn as we knew lim. He was
stuck there, poor devil. IHe would
never know it, of course. It was
ironical to think that the book he
would write could have been written
by almost anyone in our century—

By the way, Jarl, T hope you won't
be bothered by any silly ideas of
paradox. There isn't any paradox
involved, although 1t would take
Karsch symbols to prove it. Verh-
ally, the nearest I can come is fo
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point a parallel. You'll find an exact -

analogy in an ancient “radic” cir-
cuit—"regeneration”, where part of
the output of an amplifier is fed back

in the right. phase to reinforce the

input. .

THal's what happened in this little
chunk of history. “Sanity,” which
Kirn-Loam was to write, came from
his fragmentary memory of Twenty-
sixth Centuty education. MacTavish
of Inniskilling was the man who
fought to have it adopted. Thus the
use of Kirn-Loam's principles led
to Twenty-sixth Century education,

Just a case of positive feedback,

A gemuine paradox never occurs
—obviously, it can’t.

How did I get back?

Waell, that was a detail. To get
back my full control T needed an
environment resembling our own,
-1 found it in New Mexico after a
few weeks of wandering with the
~Dane. The Zuiii culture was the
only oasis of sanity in that delirious
worled,

These Zufii lived in small villages
along the Colorado River, preserv-
ing an ancient, sober culture in the
midst of social chaos. They lived
without jurisdiction, almost without
authority, as we do, and social con-
trol was by intricate ritual. I learned
the language within a few weeks
and actually became a fjuite popular
kachina priest.

I regained my control—I showed
my fellow priests some of the exer-
cises we use—and one day said fare-
well to my Dane, In exactly zero
time I was back in my office in the
History Building and began to write
my report. The whole affair had
taken about five minutes—our time
—although 1 was six months older.

The MacDonald radiation? Let
somebaody else find out why the Mad

.Period was mad! I hope my next

assignment is something safe, like
the Carboniferous Period.

Y ours,
Nerl.

THE END.

IN TIMES TO COME
Next month we have Alejandro’s third cover—this one another of his purdy

symbolic covers. And he's working on anothér one.

be welcomed.

Doc Smitl’'s “"Childrerr of the Lens” will conclude in the Februsty issue, of
course—and going one month further into the future, there’s a sequel to W

. 2" by Jack Williamson comin
7 with which the title of t

Folded Hands .
will explain the “, ..

Your comments will, of course,

=

ith
up. It'll be our next novel—and
novelette ended !

But the feature novelette next month is by a fellow we've heard from befur::T-

Ted Sturpeon.

There's an ol

It's called ““There Is No Delense™, but it is no? about atomic
' bomb warfare, it does contain a nice propesition, and makes a fasconating
saying “It takes two to make a gquarrel”; that isn't so at all

yarm

The fact that it takes only one to make a quarrel is proven in the beginning of
this yarn—and, at the end, they find it takes nobedy at all to make a quarre] !

THE TI'I“_"I‘.P‘.I"I!'![-I HANID
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ADVENT

BY
WILLIAM
BADE

Whenr men have forgotten the truth—szomebody il invent a

myth, .lend after that wmyth has beern accepted, somebody will
defend it to the death. The other guy's death, of course . . .

IHustrated by Cariler

“But he was wrong,” Hinsie said.
“I locked it up, just to be sure,
At least two books mention that
Lassek was a tanner’s apprentice
as a boy.”

The High Superior leaned Dack
“in his chair, his lined old face
twisting into a bitter scowl as he
looked at Hinsie. He sighed.
“Y¥ou're only a boy,” he said.
“There's a lot you don't know. But
as head of Breck I can’t let vou
break down discipline here, and as
a Tuylan I can’t let you get wrong

idegs as you seem to be doing.” He
stopped and scowled again,

Probably the old tyrant was
going to put him on another fast.
Of course, there were worse things
he could do.

“Hinsie,” the High Superior
said, “vou're young, and what vou
need is discipline. - Young people
easily go astray,  if they're not
watched. I'm putting you on a
fast. Start rtoday. Diread and
water. I'll decide later how long
it’ll last, after I've seen how your
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attitude has improved, Alise, you'll
stav out of the libraryv from now on,
You've just beenn wasting vour
time with those Dooks. Thev're
too advanced for vou. All vou can
(lo with them is find imptous mean-

ings in them that arc not really
there. Now, zo out into the court
and read Tassek until morning
lunch.™

Hinsie didnt move. “Not use
the library?” he said. “But how
can I learn>"

“Head vour lassck, boyv! The

library 15 for men older and wiser
than vou. You can’t mterpret the
old books., You don't know enough
vet, Now

Joining the monastery had heen
a mistalke, Hinsie didn't blame
himself. He had been too voung,
when his father died, to estumate

the chances of the thing properly.-

But it was clear now, after four-
teenn hundred daws, that life arv
Breck was going to be one long
fizht apainst heing pt‘{'ﬁseﬂ into the
monastic mold.

“Now,"” the High Superior said,
“wo out and read vour Lassek”

Hinsie turned, then stopped.
The High Superior’s room, like
all the other rooms in the monas-
teryv, was a gloomy place.  Its two
small, high windows opening into
the courtyard normally let in so
little light that the High Superior
had to do all his reading outside.
But uvow the room was getting
lighter and lighter. Brightness was
streaming in through the windows
from outside.

“What—1'"'
began.

the High Superior

ADVENT

There was shouting outside, start-
ling in the usually serene walls of
Breck. There were running steps
i the corridor and a bearded
superior  stucle  his  head in  the
ckoor.

“It's g god-light!” he shonted.

11-!'

“Come on out! _

“A god-light?” The 1High Supe-
rior pulled up his long gray robe
with Dboth hands and ran for the
door. Hinsie followed. suddenly
dizev with excitement,

The brightness in the courtyard
macde Hinsie's eyves ache. All the
people of the monastery seemexd to
he out there. The brick and stone
walls of the buildings sparlkled, and
the sky—Tuvl, the skyv!—was so
dazzling that it was pure agony to
loole at it. Some warm spivit seemed
to reach down out of heaven aud
caress the skin of Hinsie's face and
arms.  The dark cloth of his noviti-
ate tunic became warm to the touch.

“Tiown!  Down! Al of us!”
The High Superior’s voice was
excited and vurgent. “Down on our
knees and pray.”

Obedience swept across the yard
like s hot breeze. The novices, the
superiors, all knelt with thetr arms
hanging at their sides and their
faces turned blindly upward toward
that blazing open door to heaven.
Hinsie felt the pravel of the vard
cutting 1nto lis knees, and that
hlinding light m his near-closed
eves and that nncanny warmth on
his face.

“Oh, mighty Lords of the Sky,”
the High Superior was intoning,
“we, thy degenerate’ children’s chil-
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dren, are smitter by Thy sign. We
plead for Thy great mercy on our
misdeeds. Oh, grant us wisdom
that we may understand Thy will
and desire. We are but—"
Hinsie’s eyes were beginning to
get used to the glare. He squinted
up at the sky. Only part of it was
especially bright. An indistinct
dividing line ran overhead, on one
side of it ardinary sky-gray, on the
other this most extraordinary bril-
liance. Wryler, in his “History of
the Miraculous,” had described a
similar feature in the god-light of

the 2I46th hundredday. That was
interesting, but did not explain
anything..

The High Superior went on and
on, working up to the point where
he would itmplore the Skylords to
restore humanity now to its divine
heritage. Finally he concluded his
prayer with a fervent, pleading
exhortation that the human race
had surely suffered enough, citing
several examples fromm recent his-
tory to prove his point. Then he
ordered all the people of the
monastery to lie on their faces on
the ground, and pray for their own
souls.

After a while the light dimmed.
When Hinsie locked up, the world
seemed as gloomy as if night were
beginning, although it was only
time for the midmorning meal,

The god-light was over.

The monastery grew all its own
food in an extensive set of gardens
outside the walls. The novices did
the work. A couple of days after
the god-light, Hinsie was out with

78

about a dozen of his fellows, <lear-
ing weeds out of one field.

“I asked Superior Koupal about
it,” a red-headed novice named
Osler said. “He thought that the
Advent might come just any day
now."”

“*The Council of Superiors wasn't
so sure about its being in the near
future,"” another said. “But at
least it was sure that the time has
finally come,” Ile grunted as he
lifted a basket of uprooted weeds,
then went on, “I can’t get over the
good luck we've 'had to be alive
now, of all the ages since the Begin-
ning. When I think that we, of all
the generations of men, have been
selected for the Advent . ..” He
laughed. *“It’s almost hard to be-
Heve.”

“It was foreordained,” the red-
head said. “The earlicst writings
refer to this time as the day of
restoration,” i

Hinsie stood up with a load of
weeds sagging in the front part of
his tunic, held apronlike by the
hem. “I wonder,” he said. ™At
sevenn of the ten god-lights in the
last four thousand some hundred-
days, someone has predicted that
the Advent was at hand. Usually
it was on just that same basis, I
mean, that old writings and tradi-
tions: indicated each of those
periods as the time. I don’t think
it would do to feel too sure that
this time the prediction is right,
despite the fact that it had been
wrong every time so far.”

Red-headed Osler " spat.  “You
make me slightly sick,” he said.
“Hinsie, why can't you catch on
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that yvou're¢ not really smarter than
the whole Council of Superiors?
It shows people how conceited and
stupid vou are, which is all right;
but you'll ‘get vourself into trouble
one oi these davs 11 vou don't watch

out.”

Hinsie smiled forcedly., *1l like
you, too,” he said. e dumped
the weeds into a basket, picked it
up, and walked away. e should
never, mnever have joined the
monastery.

It was perfectly clear to Hinsie
that the god-light, although an
impressive and mysterions thing,
did not preésaze the coming of the
Skylords. Perfectly clear. The
idea was ridiculous. Men had heen
predicting the Advent on an aver-
age of unce a century as far back
as the histories went, and nothing
had ever come of it

Hinsié and Osler and another
novice were making paper when
the news came. - The novices col-
lected rags from the peasants ol
the surroumding country and, when
they had a sufficient supply, pulped
them and made them into’the paper
the superiors nceded for
hooks.

Osler stopped stirring the steam-
ing vat of rags for a monient and
pushed lis red hair back out of his
eves, “Superior Koupal,” he told
the tall novice working with him,

“has_promised to help me make a
special study of the nature of
heaven,” -

“That’s nice of him,” the tall
novice said.

“There ian't nmwch on that n

ADYENRT
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the library,” Hinsie put in, *“We-
ler mentions a couple of =aints
who had visions, and some of Las-
sek’s books tell old traditions about
the world above the sky, Actually,
the different versions vary a lot.

- s0 I don’t think you’ll find out too

miuch.”

“If.you don’t stay quiet,” Osler
remarked, “I'l quiet vou.”

Hinsie shrugged and -put his

attention back to the business of
felting the pulp into paper by means
of fnc fiber screens. Things went
along pretty quietly for a while,
practically the only sounds in-the
room heing the occasional noises of
stirring and seraping that accom-
panied the work,

Suddenly a growing sound of
shouting began outside, many voices
raised i joy and hysterical excite-
ment. Osler and the tall novice
looked at each other, questioningly
and hopefully. Hinste stopped his
work and went uneasily toward the
toar.

Outside in the courtyard, novices
were laughing and shouting and
running around.© One was goiny
back and forth between the siatue
of Breck and the novitiate dormi-
tory Dy means of a series of hand-
springs, He finally collapsed

hiysterically helpless on the ground.

The superiors, their customary
dignity  forgotten, were embracing
each other and the novices and
praying to Heaven, or simply
standing . around so filled with
emotion that they couldn’t do any-
thing at all.

“Is it the- Adyenr:” Osler de-
manded of another novice who was

TS



crawling past on torn and bloody
kuees, lus face turned to the sky,
sobbing and smiling.

“The Advent! The Skylords
have come! A messenger just came
from Beston.” He crawled away,
tears ont his cheeks.

Osler and the tall novice starred
thumping each other on the back,
shouting for joy. Hinsie was Ei—
lent.

A few novices started singing,
an old chorus about *The day
when the Sh;r]ﬂrds come amd carry
us all away. It spread until
everyone, even the superiors, even
Hinsle, was singing it. It was sUp-
posed to be a sad song, but now it
was triuniphant as the battle-shout
of an army charging a hostile wall
of shields and sword-points.

The Skylords lbimd coine.

For a few days evervbody at
Breck went around in a state oi
-hysterical anticipation of the next
world, Nothing happened. The
thought occurred to Hinsie that re-
ports ¢an bhe false and mistaken,
The monastics had been extraor-
dinarily ready to accept this one as
true, But in the following wecks
more reports came in from Deston,
confirming and adding to the first
one. The gods had taken certain
citizens of the city into their
tremendous metal vessel. They had
been seen flyvinr about over the
countryside. Then they had re-
leased the captured mortals swith
the command that- representatives
should assemible from all parts of
the island of Llorda at Beston, to
confer with -them. The High

. disappointed.

Superior of DBreck namurally pre-
paﬂ:d at once to set out w ith a few

superiors  and .'I'_.'I.ﬂfL.ICEb for the
Citv.
Elinsie was excited, Ifere was

the chance of a lifetime, of a thou-
sand lifetimes. Dazens of genera-
tions had passed before, who could
only guess at the accuracy of what
was written in the old books and
saitl in the old rraditions. He could
on to Deston and see for himself.

=0 he asked the Iigh Superior
for permission to g0 along on the
trlp to Beston,

“*My boy,” the old man said, “1I'm
glad to see that vou finally do be-
lieve and have a sincere wish to
submit to the lords of the world,
Lut I'm sorry, I just can’t take yon
along. T've alrcady - chosen the
novices who are most deserving of
that honor, And even if there
were room, I wouldn't take you
anyway, much as I hate to say it
You see, the Skyvlords will un-
doubtedly base their final decision
as to the present fate of the world
on their judgment of the representa-
tives that come to Beston. And
voul . . . well, you have shown very
imipious leanings, I'm sorry.

“Now, I'm busy. Don’t be too
I think you'll get
into heaven all right, if you don™
zo back to your old ways. Good-
h}r-J‘F
" Hinsie went slowly out into the
courtyard and sat down on a stone
bench. For a while, what had hap-
pernied did not affect his emotions.
He just sat there dully staring at
the ground. He would not go to
Beston, then, He would hear the
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reports of the great things that were
going on there, but he would not
see the events themselves.

Oh, he should never have joined
this monastery !

It grew darker graduallv. The
bell rang for dinner. He went to
the dining hall and made short

work of his hard piece of bread and
cup of water. Then he went out
again and sat in the evening gloom.
morosely  surveying  his  probable
future in the monasterv. “Lhere
would be the dislike of the other
. novices aml  the distrust ot the
superiors. The library barred from
him, he wonld o oa In ignorance
abom the things that reallvy mat-
tered. :

It was a black prospect.

S0 after a while he went to the
little factory where the paper was
miacde amd took a stained, ragged
tunic some frueal but pious peasant
had given the monastery as raw
niterial
novitiate gown. - The gate of the
monastery wis guarded, and 1lin-
sic doubted his own ability to force
his way out without raising a row
that would bring pursnit on- his trail
too soui. There was a tree just
inside the wall at one place, andd he
might be able to climb it

The wall was ten feet lngh., Ile
conll not, therefore, scale 1t di-
rectlv.,  The tree proved to be
difficult in itsclf, so large around
that it was hard to climb. He
tricd several times, and failed.
Anv moment. someone might no-

tice that he was missing and start

i search. It would just about
ruin. his already poor position in

ATDWENT

[le exchanged it for his .

the monastery if lic were 10 be
caught trying to escape. The least
alarnming aspect of recapture was
that he would never be given an-
other chance to get out. Violations
of the monastic oath could be
punished with anything from a mild
floggring aml fast to death by tor-
ture.  Trymy to escapc was one
of the more serious offenses.

At last, trembling and breathing
hared, he reached the lowest limb,
It was a fearsome drop from the
lunh to the top of the wall, with «

good chance of breaking a few
bones m the attempt. lle sum-

moned conrage, and let go. Land-
ing with hended knees on the vard-
wide top’ of the wall, he almosr
rolled over the inner edge, but saved
himsel £,

When he was Anally standing on
the firm ground outside the monas-
terv, it was only the knowledge
that pursuit might be starting any
timne that kept him from collapsing.
But he was {ree, with the whole
long., dark night abead of him for
travel.

He macde the most of it, took =
roundahont path to throw off pursu-
ers, aul hefore noon the next dav
wits safely hidden in the waterfront
area of Beston,

THinsie was walking down one of
the city's ancient strects. The
ereat blocks of stone underioot had
come originally  from  the moun-
tains forty miles inlwud, and now
were deep-worn amd eracked. Onee
Beston lind heen the eapital of the
waorld. .

Out of the crowd on the street.

A



one face caught his eye, that of a
hard-looking young man who was
staring at hom.  After a moment,
he recognized the fellow. He was
an old friend of Hinsie's from
childhood days.

“Hello, Thad,” Hinsie smiled.
“It's a long time since I've seen
yvou.” ;

“Yeah. T'll bet you're here to
see about this Skylord bus'ness.”

“Uh huh, What've you been
doing " .

“Pullin’ an oar, most of the
time. I've been around quite a bit
—-just like you and me used to talk
about. Seen the mainland and most
of the islands.”

“I just got into town;” Ilinsie
saidl, ““Where are the Skylords "

“They put their ship down on
the old imperial parade prounds.
It’s an awful big thing—I've seen
it. A big ball made out o' metal,
as big across as the mouth o' the
Tiver,
eyes.” _

“Did you see any of the Sky-
lords

“No. Buat T've heard that they're
things ahout the size of a man, with
red bodies.”

Suddenly it seemed to Hinsie
that he just had to go see all this
for himseli—now!

“I think TI'll go over to the
parade grounds and look the thing
over,” he said,

“O.K. if T come along "

“Sure.” Sd Hinsie and Thad
MacArdle set out across the city.
It was strange, Hinsie thought, to
sce Peston again after so long.
The decayed old capital had scarcely

I couldn’t hardly belicve m”

changed. Walking along, he remem-
bered scenes he had forgotten
—a house where a friend had
lived, a widening of the street
where the children of the neighbor-
hood had played. Those days were
rone,  They seemed like ancient
history,

They climbed a ramp to the top
of the <ity wall. IFrom there they
looked out across the weed-grown
parade ground to the vessel of the
Skvlords., MacArdle’s description
had prepared Hinsie for the sight
to a certain extent, It was still
tremendously impressive., The ship
was a sphere of bright metal,
mountainlike in its bulk. It rose
far above their fifty-foot vantage
point on the wall. Clustered around
the point where it rested on the
ground, was a ring of metal legs,
cach as thick throogh as a man is
tall, bracing it on every side.

“(Gosh,” Hinsie said. “This is
worth it.”

“Worth what "

Hinsie hesitated, then decided
that he could not trust the seaman
with the secret of his escape from
Breck. At least not yet. "“"Coming
all this way to see it,” he said.

“I don't know about all this,™
MacArdle smid. "It sure has rained
bus’ness. Hardly anyone's dain’
anything in the whole city. No-
body's shippin’ anything out of the
harbor. Just a few ships comin’
mn, that’s all that’s goin" on at the
docks.”

“What do most of the people in
the city think about it Hinsie
asked. :

“They were scared, at first.
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There was a regular riot when that
thing came floatin’ down out of the
sky, I saw it. 1 was scared, too.
But now—well, some think one
way, others another. Some of ‘em
are all excited about goin' to
heaven. Most of 'emn are still scared,
or at least don't like it.”

A man came into view walking
around from the far side of the
moetal sphere. He was dPessed. in
close-htting orange clothes. As he
stood looking toward the city, the
realization burned through Hinste
that this must be one of the Sky-
lords.

“Look therel” MacArdle said.

Hinsie naodded silently and
stramned his eyes, His first impres-
sion had been right. The Skylord

did look extraordinanly like a
human being, Except for those
clothes—

The manlike creature in the
orange clothing kept staring toward
the city. All of 2 sudden Iinsie
had the dizzy thought that he was
a religious rebel, a herctical skep-
tic, and was standing there only a
‘few hundred feet from a god who
might be paying personal attention
to him. A scared feeling drained
the strength from bhis arms and

legs,
wd _.lEt:'S

© said.
They hurried down the ramp

and into the streets of the Cdity.

“What's. the matter?™ MacArdle

asked, “You get scared
“Yes,” Hinsie said.

get out of here” he

MacArdle helped Hinsie get a
job at the docks. The frst eve-

ADVENT

ning he was so utterly exhausted,

“s0 aching in joint and muscle, that

he did not even think of continuing
his search-for facts. The next day
was even worse. Hinste wondered
whether he could hold the job long
enough to get the muoney he needexl.
After thar, his body rose to the
emergency, and he started to think
about what he would do next.

He still wasn't fully over the
scare he'd had. He felt sick each
tune he thought about going back
to the ship of the Skylords. So he
waited, and went on working.

The representatives irom the
different parts of Llorda had been
arriving in the city for several days.
Now the conference the Skylords
had ordered took place. It tugned
out ta be a short affair, over in one
morning.  Although there was a
great crowd of people from the city
gathered around the parade grounds
to watch what was going on, Hinsie
did not go. He was afraid. He
had pot himself into a fine mess.
Probably by now the High Superior
considered him hopelessly bad. He
couldn't hope to keep his life if he
were recaptured. Besides having
run away, he was known to be a
skeptic, possible an atheist.

Eleven hundreddays earlier, Hin-
sie had been present at the execu-
tion of Athred the Apostate. He
could still remember the monothe-
ist's 1ace, white but calm, as he
was thrown alive into his grave,
and the sight of the High Superior
gloatingly supervising the men who
shoveled dirt inte it, He himself
was not important enough to de-
serve a-public execution to which



all of Llovda was mmvited, but his

actions to date might carn him the
punishment of burial alive just the
S e, *

Ancther thought was that the
Skylords had a notorions hatred for
infidels, True, Flinsie thougrht that
hali at Ieast of the things people
said of the gods was the product
of htunan noagination.  Just the
same, the story might be truc.

Al things cousidered, it might be
best i he were 10 e on board the
first ship to leave Beston harhor
after the visit of the Skylords,

Around noon, Hinsie was Lving
bed iu the flophonse MacArdle T
“shown ham to, resting drowsifve L
was the midday rest peried.  The
inferiniitent  sound  of a  erict’s
whistle nroused himn, He went over
to the window and looked opt. The
crier caine down the strect,

Tzeeecef! “The mecting of LILF
Slylords with the people of Flovda
18 over!™” Teeceect! “The meeting
with the Skyvlorvds is over! Listen

all! The Skylords have finally cote

10 restore 1s to our divine hoemrase,
Bl the restoradion will ot 1¢ at
vice, Ul Lords of the um erse
have given us o wie to close up
our affairs in this world, When an-
cther peneration has pass=ed, thirty
or foriv lumdred-davs fromy now,
thev'll come baclk and ouce and for
wll restore s o heaven.” Tweeeel!
“Fisten alll™

Flinsic ran downstaivs and pushed
his way through the crowd that was
following the crier. Fle gor close
cuotieln, to hear what the man was
FAVING,

LE]

. . . return to beaven, they will
take with them one hundred mor
tals! Any of us has a chance to be
chosen. I vou want to go, and i
vour soml 1s free from evil-doing
just o to the Imperial parade

crowtels.  The Skvlords will ke a
hundred  moreals.  Yon may  he
onc! Tf vou want to l:u:, oo to e

imperial \mﬂdt cromuds.” Tiweecet!
“Listen aff?”

Hinsie stowd in the streoi,
excitement  blazing  theough i,
What a chance! He had dreamed
of some day fnding  for  cerfain
what that ancient barrier to human
wiwlerstanding, the slev, really was,
tut he hiud never hoped for a chance
T thiss A humtlred generations
of men had lived and died ooder

that perpetual gray barrier, never
kumwing what lay above it.  Proba-
Liv no living mortal konew, ;"'!..11:1
ihis -1

e broshed aside the 1_|n=-"41|}111I:1.
that he was heuding into trouble.
This was worth lLife itsclf., He
hurriedl across the city,  There
were erowds of people hurrving m
the sivme direction. He thought in
acony  that one hundred was a
tervibly small oumber compared to
the hordes who were woing o
apply,

Fle was surpriscd, as he went
thronigh the eity gate, at the smali
uwiher of people actnally out oo

the field. "There were masses ol
them  stoding outside  the walls
watching, but  comparatively  few

ot on the pamde grounds where
the Skylords and their metal ship
were, A metallic maze surrounded
the foot of the ship.
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He paused uncertainly.
he said to a man who was. standing
near the gate, watching, “‘what’s
going on out there?”

“They've got some stuff put up,”

-;Sa?-‘l‘l‘

the man said. “The people that
want to go to heaven go in there.
Some Skylords are there, but I
haven’t been able to see what
they're doing.” :

“Are you going to try to get in?”
Hinsie asked. :

“Me? No! I'm not going off
into the sky to Tuyl knows where
in that thing. Not me!” -

Hinsie shrugged and started
across the field toward the sphere
of metal. Suddenly he was

ADYENT :

knocked flat on the ground by the
impact of several bodics. In a
moment, he was totally helpless,
with at least two men sitting on
his back and others standing around
him.

“Well, Mr. Hinsie,” said the
voice of the High Superior of
Breck, “I guess we've finally found
vou. Another few minutes and
you'd have really turned things up-
side down. To think that I was
actually deceived by vour pretense
of reform.” He sighed. Then:
“Let him up, but hold his -arms.,
We'll find a guard station in the
city where we can leave him, and
then we’ll come back here and see
about getting into heaven,”

It was red-headed Osler who had
hold of Hinsie's -right arm, as the
novices of the High W Superior
hustled him back through the gate
into the city. “I told you you'd

By



get vourseli into trouble,” he said,
and twisted Hinsie’s arm further.

“There’s a guard station just
down this street,” another of the
novices said:

Hinsie felt sick clear through,
Here was the end of his hopes,
The end of his chance to find the
answers to the old questions.
TProbably the end of his life. These .
people wouldn't let him escape a
second time, Oh, why had he ever
joined that monastery,

Suddenlv furious, he jerked his
arms loose and knocked the High
Superior 1in front of him flat on the
pavement. Surprised to find him-
self momentarily free, he broke into
a run, the novices at his heels,
the time he had reached the next
corner, his thoughts had cleared,
-He went around the corner and
down the street toward the water-
front, Ewvervone along the way
starecdd at the. chase, but no one
nter fered.

If it had been two blocks far-
ther, he wouldn't have made it. As
it was, he trotted panting down a
dock, only one of the novices in
close pursuit.” At the end of the
dock, without pausing, he dove into
the water and started swimming.
After a few l?.trnkcb, he looked back
and saw the novices standing on the
end of the dock, helpless with rage
and exhaustion. From inland, they

probably  didn’t know ‘how to
SWIITL, )
Then he noticed that one of

them =ziras in the -water, coming
after him, He saw a wet mass of
red hair moving through the water,
That jinx, Osler! Hinsie started

By~

stroking again., He got a mouth-
ful' of water and choked. That
tiring run hadn’t left him in any
condition to swim half a mile across
thms neck of the harbor. He man-
aged to make slow progress.

Suddenly he noticed a bireme
coming down the harbor toward-
him. He swam to intersect its path.
For an instant there were creaking
sounds and flashing wet oar blades
over his head. Then he caught hold
of the rudder post and held on
with every bit of strength he had.
He looked back and saw Osler
floundering in open water.

Fle*had another chance.

Him®ie duidn't waste any tune.
He hurried back to the parade
prounds as fast as he could walk,
his -tunic still dripping wet.

At that, the people from Breck
rot there before him. They were
waiting by the gate, waiting for hin
to try again. He intended to!

But not directlv. He couldn’t
force his way past them. But he
knew the city better than thev did.
He went half a mile across town
and left the city through another
gate, then made a circuit outside
the wall back to the parade ground.
There was a tremendous crowd of
pn:-«::plﬂ there, watchine what was
going on. But still, there were not
so many actually ﬂuf on the Aeld,
under the bulk of that great mietal
sphere. Maybe he 'still had =
chance. -

If he didn't, there would be mo-
nastic blood splattered on the pave-
ment before nightiall.

Hinsie walked ont onto the field.
Around the ship, there was a pattern
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of enclosures walled by cunningly
woven metal wire. Two orange-
painted posts about ten feet high
plainly marked. the gate. A couple
of Skylords were standing there,
watching the people who came in.

At a distance of a few feet, they
looked extraordinarily like ordinary
human beings dressed in orange
clothes. )

There were a lot oi people wait-
ing in the first section of the enclo-
sure. More than a hundred. Sky-
lards kept coming to the gate that
led-to the next section and taking

people out of this one. There was
l:unmd::mble jostling for positions
near the gate, |

After what seemed a horribly long
time, Hinsie got through the gate,
under the charge of a Skylord.
" “Come this way,” he told Hinsie in
a2 voice that sounded strange, an un-
familiar accent. Hinsie felt weals,
The muscles of his arms were quiv-
EeTing.

“Can you read?”
asked.

Hinsie felt stunned. That line of
quesl':mmng would lead to his con-
nection with the monastery. And
he dared not lie—not to a Skylord.

“I can read,” Hinsie said.

“Where did you learn”
there it was.

“In Breck Monastery, a few miles
from here,” he said,

The Skylord showed po sign of
surprise, He simply asked, “What
have vou read "

“All -sorts of things. Theology,
of course, and history and philos-
uphjr."

"AMYENT

the Skylord

Well,

“So you've read history. Tell me
what was happening on this island,
uh . . . five hundred hundreddays
Egﬂ‘.',

Hinsie told him, in considerable
detail and talking freely once he had
warmed to the subject, of the civil
wars and foreign battles and de-
praved emperors which had led to
the collapse of the Llordan empire,
As he went on, the Skylord began to
look pleased. He finally held up
his hand to stop.

“That's enough,” he '-'.zu-cl “You
seemn to be a rather well-informed
young man,” - Hinsie felt his cheeks
warm.

Another Skylord came up and
said something in a strange language
to the first one. There was a bLrief
exchange, and then the Skylord
who had interrupted pointed back in
the crowd. Hinsie looked that way.
The High Superior of Breck and -
his chmpanions were standing in the
first section of the wire enclosure,
looking at fine,

It didn’t affect himi. He had been
running away from those people
and fearing them for so long that
this final piece of bad Iuck didn't
arouse him emotionally at all. He
just turned wearily to the two Sky-
lords and waited.

The one who had been quest'mn-
ing him before said, “Your name is
Hmste ™

“¥es,” he sighed,

“You seem to have got mto a hit-
tle trouble with those people over
there.”

Hinsie nodded. It was mildly in-
teresting to speculate as to what
they would do with him. They

a7



might turn him over to the monas-
tics, or they might dispmr. of him
themselves.

Probably it would be the latter.

“You've been a skeptic and have
doubted the truth of what they told
you [’

Hinsie nodded again,

“In that case.” the Skylord said,
“wou're just the kind of person we
want. Come along !’

Thev ﬂtuppﬂﬂ beneatli the door
that led up into the ship. Light was
pouring down from within the ship,
bright in the gloom of the ship’s
shadow. The Skylord looked at
Hinsie and suddenly laughed. “Stop
Jeoking so sick.” he said. “You're
not going to get hurt. XNo! I mean
it! You've been accepted as one of
the hundred, that's all.”

“But . . . what about the High
Superior ? The people from Breck ™™
Hinsie was confused,

“We don't want their kiud,” the
Skylord said. " “They wouldn't be
able to grasp the reality of the uni-
verse outside this world’s air enve-
lope. We want people like you, who
will adapt casily to new knowledge.
and who also know enough abow
this world to give us the information
we'll need in our plan of reciviliza-
tion. We don't intend to plant a
base here blind—with no knowledge
of the cultural forces that are in
action.” He smiled,

“Don’t worry, boy,” he said.
“You'll he all right. Now just go up
that ramp. They'll take care of vou
inside the ship,”

A day later, Elingie saw the stars.

TILE ENKD.,

THE ANALYTICAL LABORATORY

With shorl space available this meonth-—it's 2 crowded jssue thiz time—the Lab

wiil simply report:
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George O, Smith 3.2
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“Ole Doc™ I'd classify as fun rather ithin cerebral scicnce-fiction—and its position

testifies that any type of “seience-fiction, well done, will take a first place!
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Perhaps the .tn’;ﬂ-ud' greatest advance science made dur

sng the war was the full-scale development of servo-

mechantsms.

A simple machine, a bow, a waterwheel

or a locomotive, has to be controlled. A gecond-stage

machine controls itself, as radar gun-layer will

geek it's target and then hold itself pointed on that

moving target,

This iz-a basic advance comparable

in importance to the atomic bomb itscif.

SERVOMECHANISMS

BY
LORNE MACLAUGHLAN

A great many widely different
devices may be classibed as servo-
mechamsms—devices as different in
design and purpose as the atttomatic
pilot, the thermostatically controlled
house-heating  system,. and  the
atomie pile. Until recently no sin-
gle name had been agreed upon, and
few people even realized that all
these devices belonged in a single
class. Yet, onice an example of a
servomechanism’ is given and the
ptinciple ~explained, any modern
machine-minded mortal neds his
head and savs ves, of course—he
knew what it was all along!

Perhaps the reason we all feel so

SERVOMECHANISMS

guickly familiar with the servo-
mechanism is because our bodies
incorporate many such devices, such
as the ones which are continually in
operation to hold our temperature
and blood balance constant. Man is
essentially a walking servomechan-
ism, or he would fall flat on his face.
Then, too, the human agency may
form a part of a servomechamsm,
The driver and his car, the pilot
plus aireraft, or the juggler and his
knives- are all servomechanisms,
Thus one mathematician, in writing
on this subject, opens his highly

‘mathematical treatise by suggesting

that Adam plus a well-balanced club
50



may well have formed part of a
servomechanical control which kept
the vocal output of Lve within a
certain range,

In modern eugineering practice
we find that the art of analysis and
more particularlv of synthesis of
servomechanisms is horribly compli-
cated. the more =0 because the ap-
plications are so many and varied,
The simiplest man-made servo—
shor: for servomechanism — may
have differential cquations which
only a million dollar differential ana-
lyzer or electromechanical brain can
solve, The many different techniques
and individual components used by
servo engineers are highly complex
and ingenious.

All tlus should serve to dispel
any notion one niight have that the
servo is just an important bit of
gadgetry. It is important, but it is
not a specific gadget or even, as the
name might imply, a mechanism,
It is o way of deing things, Usu-
ally an engineer wants to control
something, such as the speed of a
motor, the frequency of a radio
transmitter, or the rate of chemical
reachion in a solution, Even if he
builds a static structure, such as a
bridge, he wants it to stay put. If
his control device is to be automatic,
there are just fwo possible general
methods,

One method is the open-cycle type
of control. A house-heating system
wonld have this tyvpe of control if
the furnace were twurned on regu-
larly for ten minutes out of every
hour by some time-operated switch,
The traffic lights at interséctions are
often on open-cycle control, turning

relentlessly red as impatient drivers
honk and fume,

The other method is the closed-
evele or servewmechanical type ol
control.  Applied to a house-heating
system it requires some measuring
device which compares the temper-
ature of the air with the tempera-
ture the thermostat is set for. As
soon u4s the room tempecaturce drops
a fraction of a degree below the de-
sired temperature an electric circuit
is closed and the furnace is operated
until the loss of heat is corrected.
The same principle applied to traffic
control requires vehicle ‘detectors,
which may be electromagnetic, to
lengthen the green period in the di-
rection of heaviest trafhc.

Little reflection is needed to see
that the second method of control
is far superior. The first method,
in the case of the furnace controller,
makes no allowance for irregular
losses of heat, or changes in the
B.T.U, content of the fuel, sq that
we have no guarantee that it will
give even a reasonable range of tem-
perature variation. With the servo
type of control a more or less con-
tinuous check is made to see that
the results of the furnace operation
are satisfactory. In other words,
the output affects the input—we
have a feedback system. Further-
more, we can change the thermostat
setting, and the servo will at once
set about maintaining the new tem-

ture,

If we add the human element to
the open-cycle controller, we can
close the cycle. If our fulnace does
not have automatic thermostatic con-
trol, we can trot downstairs and
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Figure 1. This is a simplified electromechanical circuit diagram for
a position-contrel servomechanism. If the load to be positioned and
the manual control indicator show the same angle, no voltage ap-
pears at the input. If one moves with respect to the other, an input
signal appears at the amplifier, and it drives the motor to correct
the discrepancy until the two are at the same azimuth angle again.

shut off the drait when we feel too
warm, thus forming part of a servo-
mechanism. Usualy, however, the
term is reserved for systems which
are completely automatic.

The “examples of servos which
have been considered so far are for
the most part rather crude, being of
the discontinuous or “off-on"™ wvari-
ety. Most of the better servos are

SERVOMECHANISMS

continuous, and have an output
which follows all input wariations
within reasonable limits, Thus if
the furnace, in the example above,
supplied heat at a rate directly pro-
portional to the temperature differ-
ence, a “tighter” control of the tem-
perature would be possible, with
faster correction of serious changes,
and a smaller tendency to overshoot
the desired temperature value,



Many different kinds of circuit
elements occur in serves, and we
have already mentioned electrical,
mechanical and .thermal elements,
To this list we must add hydraulic,
sottic, and, finally, atomic elements.
For the atomic pile is not a stable
device—it definitely needs control-
ling. To he self-sustaining it must
be held in the delicate balance be-
tween the condirion where not quite
cnough extra neutrons are released
by fission 1o make up for those
which are lost, and the slightly more
active condition where—"THAT'S
ALL, BROTHER.,

" In order to hold the atomic pile
in a steady condition where itz neu-
tron cuiput is at some desired level
a servo incorporating a radiation
detector, a motor and some cadmium
rods is used. The voltage out of the
radiation detector is compared with
the voltage of a standard cell, and
their difference is used to countrol
the meotor, which in turn.pushes the
cadimium rods inte the pile, if the
activity is too high, or withdraws
them if 1 is 100 low., Other cad-
mium reds will drop into the pile
when an electromagnet which holds
them: in place is de-energized, a nec-
essiry Precantion in case of o power
failure. The human agency is re-
served for a last resort,

We can safely say that withouy
the servomechanisin the atomic pile
would be uupr‘uﬂlﬂl true, the
time-constant is greater than the re-
action time of the average human,
A trained operator might conceiv-
ahly stand with one eve on a Geiger
counter meter, and his hand on the
control rheostat of the motor driv-

ox

its bearings,

ing the cadinium rods—he myght—
but he would probally be all alone
at his task. No one would trust
such an arrangement for any length
of time. The servo, really a single-
minded robot, is faster and safer.
One reason for the greater trust-
worthiness of the serwo lies in its
simplicitv. It is designed to do just
one thing. Since it is incapable of
eneezing at the wrong time, or of
suffering from a hangover caused
by nonessential activities we can be

-pretty sure that it will continue to

perform its task as long as it has its
food—mnsually in the form of elec-
trical energy—and sufficient oil on
The servo mayv also
lave an advantage in speed over a
human being. This is a matter of-
design in the case of the scrvo.
Humwans are not subject to much re-

- design, and their time-constants amid

range of power output are fixed by
evolutionary progesses in which the,
machine age has only begun to play

a part.

The essential parrs which po to
make up g servomechanism might
he berter understood if we consider
the gun positioning servo shown in
Figure 1. Here we have a simpli-
fied version of the servo-controlled
antiaircraft pun, with only the azi-
muth control shown. In it we have
two electrical position-indicating de-
vices, one of them a hand-controlled
potentiometer, and the other a load-
controlled potentiometer. The load
which is to be positioned is, of
course, the gun, The potentiomcter
is .a .mechanico-eléctrical transducer
-—it converts mechanical position
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into electrical voltage by means of

a slider and a resistor to which this
slider makes mnta{:t. If the two
potentiometers are in the same an-
gular position, then the two wires
leading from their sliders to the
vacuum tube amplifier will be at the
same electrical potential. Should
their positions be different, there will
be & potential difference, or voltage,
which when fed into the vacuum
tube amplifier will give an output
current which will drive the motor
so as to readjust the position of the
gun to agree with the position uf
the manual control. When this is
accomplished, the signal voltage fed
into the amplifier drops to zero, and
the motor stops. To be more pre-
cise, we should point out that as the
gun is moved into position the volt-
age difference steadily decreéases, so
that the motor tends to slow down
as it approaches its.final position.
In other words, the servo 15 linear,

One important feature in - this,
and in all servos, is that the energy
wsed to move the load does not come
from the input signal, but from some
other source. In this case the en-
ergy is supplied, not from the hand-
controlled potentiometer, but from
the electrical power mains which
feed the motor, and the amplifier
power prsk.

Another important feature in
most servos is the use of transducers
to convert one type of signal, which
may be mechanical, hydraulic, “neu-
tronic,” or what-nut. into another,
Usually the conversion is to and
irom the elcctri:::al form. Electrical

circuit theory is no more Bghly de-

veloped than mechanical circuit the-

BERVOMECHANIEMS

ory, for example, but the technigue
is easier. It is usually simpler to
transmit a signal on a wire than on
a rotating shaft, or by flow of gas
in a pipe. In most cases then, trans-
ducers, such as tachometers, selsyns,
or potentiometers— familiarly called
“pots” by electrical engineers—are
used in servos., Vacuum tube am-
plifiers amplify the electrical signal
voltage, and circuits made of coils,
condensers and resistors modify and
shape it. Then, as in Figure 1 the
signal may be converted into me-
chanical power by some such device
as an electric motor.

This gun-positioning servo is a
“follow-up"” servo, or “power-
booster” servo. A heavy load is
positioned by the miotion of a small
potentiometer—there is a boost in
power. [In fact, this servo acts as
a mechanical amplifier, with 'a feed-
back connection t6 insure accurate
“following.” In practice, the input
signal, rather than being derived
from a hand-controlled pot, may be
the output signal of a fire-control
radar. The radar might have a lo-
bing antenna, pointing its beam now
to the left, now to the right of the
target, with its own servo to move
its antenna 50 as to keep the target
centered. This antenna movement,
rather than the human hand, is used
to move the Input potentiometer,
and thus keep the gun on the target.
Since the reflected ultra-high-fre-
quency power which returns to the
radar antenna may be measured in
micro-microwatts—miHionths of a
millionth of a watt, the total ampli-
fication from this power level to the
point in thé circuit where the gun-
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positioning motor puts out kilowatts
of power in mntechanical form, is
about 10 times—a million hillion
times.

Ancther type of servo i1z the
“zeroing” servo. Suppose that the
load to be moved in Figure 1 15 a
directional radic antenma. Some-
times we mayv want to move the an-
tenna so that it is beamed in a de-
sited azimuthal direction, and then
we have the “iollow-up"” type of
servo discussed above. If the an-
tenna must be held in a fixed posi-
tion, despite gusts of wind and other
disturbing influences, our servo is
a “zeroing” servo. From Figure 1
it may be seen that an undesired
motion of the load will put a signal
into the amplifier, which wil move

the lead back to its original position.
Another zeroing servo is the fixed
temperature bath used by biochen-
ists to duplicate some of the condi-
tions found in the human body
when they experiment with en-
zymes, serums, and antibiotics. Here
the servo must zero the temperature
on 98.6° I'. A popular method to
achieve this is to use the mercury
inn the capillary tube of a special
thermometer to make an electrical
connection when the temperature of
the bath drops due to heat loss. This
conneclion, acting perhaps through
relays or vacuum tubes, causes an
electric heating element immersed
in the bath to heat up and correct for
the loss in heat.

So far, the operation of these
servos scems simple and {oolprooi.

This photograph shows a servo-motor with a tachometer attached.
More accurate control in a serve results if feedback from g tachom-
eter generator is used as a sort of imiteeion electrenic friction.

Enllsman Instrument Divislon of Squars D Compdny.
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A~ closer examination of the se-
quence of operations around the
servo feedback loop,: or better yet,
a2 few experiments in servo design
will bring some disillusionment. A
primary source of trouble is the
inertia of the load. A load such as
the antiaircraft gun of Figure 1 has
considerable mass. Inertia of a
body with respect to an axis’is a
property which is dependent upon
the mass of each part of the baody,
and the square of the distance of
each part from the axis. It is the
property of a flywheel which deter-
mines how long it. will spin. The
gun of Figure 1, if the servo loop
gain or amplification is high enough,
" may be accelerated to such a veloc-
ity that its inertia, or flywheel effect,
will carry it past the desired point
when a correction is being made,
After some initial overshoot, the
gun may settle into the desired posi-
tion—mechanical -driction in the
bearings will help :us here. Then
again, 11 may nel.; For, once it has
gone past the right position, servo
action reverses, or tries to reverse
the motor. When this action suc-
ceeds in returning the motor to-
wards the right. position, enough
velocity may be again attained to
cajise overshoot in. the other direc-
. tion. These overshoots may grad-
ually die away, or they may con-
e, SR :

This last condition is called “hunt-
ing,” and the problem of avoiding
such instabality, or even excessive
overshoots is the designer's chief
problem. Let us examine some of
the obvious solutions to this prob-
lem, If the use of too much gain

SERVOMECEANISAMS

in the amplifier, or too sensitive a

_mwotor 15 found to get the load up to

speed too quickly, we might reduce
this gain or sensitivity. This will
cure the instability and overshoot
troubles, but it will leave us with a
servo which is sluggish and weak,
Thus not only will errors in the load
position be correctéd slowly, but
any extra friction in the bearings
may halt the movement, leaving the
load in the wrong angular position
altogether. :

Another cure for overshoot.has.
been hinted at—we may increase the
friction, and leave the amplifier gain
at a high level. This must be paid
for in the form of a larger motor to
supply the extra energy which is
converted into heat by the friction.
A larger motor means more inertia
—and more expense. More inertia
means overshoot again, unless we
add still more friction—need we go
on? As a matter of fact some im-
provement may often be obtained
by this method, but unless we call
on the research engineer to design
a more powerful motor with a
smaller irertia, it is a rather crude
method. .

Omne of the servo designer’s-favor-
ite tricks in a motor control servo -
is to use a kind of imitation friction
—a kind of friction which slows
down the load just like mechanical
friction, but doesn’t convert any en-
ergy into unwanted heat. - Ordinary
garden variety friction gives a back
torque which is proportional to the
speed of rotation, The imitation
friction is supplied by a tachometer
—really a tiny generator connected



to the motor shaft—iwvhich produces
a toltage proportional to the speed.
This wvoltage is fed back into the
inpit to the motor, or of the ampli-
fier doiving the motor, and 15 so0 con-
nected as to subtract from the volt-
agre whiel 1s already there, and thus
decrease the torque of the motor.
Thus motor torgue 15 not nsed up
by this friction, but is canceled out,
in part., before it really appeared,
=mee the amount of canceling-out
iz proportional to the speed, a. re-
duction of overshoot can be ob-
tainec], hut no increasc in the size of
the motor is needed.

This tachometer feedbacle iz only
onec ol the simplest of the many cir-
ciitt devices used to improve servo
designs.  Shots in the arm will only
vive ko much improvement mm the
human serve, and so it i1s hwere, The
servo designer nmst get a pretty
firm grip on the whole underiving
theory if be wants to jazz his servo

right up to the theoretical Iinur, If-

he iz going to intelligently use the
maximum possible wamount of eled-
tromechoiricn] benzeddrine, he  will
et deeply into the study of circuit
systhesis—the building ap of cir-
cuits,  This s intrinsically much
more difficult than circuit aealvsis,
for it is one thing to analvze a cir-
cuit, amd ruite another to say just
Iiow mneh better a circuit may be
sviithesized. Fortunately for the
progress of servo design in World
War I1 o method of analvsis which
wis also applicable to problems of
svnihesis was already on the shelf.
This niethod was one developed by
Pell Telephone Laboratories engi-
neers and mathematicians to cnable

them 1o deal with an important type
of communication circuit which
they had invented back in the thir-
tics—the negative feedback ampli-
fier.

Now the negative feedback am-
plificr is really a2 kind of all-elec-
tronic serva. The theory developed
by Nyguist and others was based
on the branch of mathematics known
by the rather formidable title of
*“The Mathemnatics of the Complex
Variable.” This theory,.carried over
mto the ficld of servo design dur-
ing the war, gave fine results in the
design of such devices as radar-
controlled  scarchlights and anti-
wireraft zguns, - DBut, Nature being
what she is, evenn this mcthod was
found to have its limitations, Dbe-.
cause il only applies to finear sys-
tems. Thos if any of the tubes or
motors in a servo are overloaded,
the signal at one place in the loop
will not be linearly related to that
in. anuther, and predictions as to
accuracy and speed of response will
not hold trae. Of course designers
try to avoid such difficulties by using
the right size of motors and vacuum
tubes in the right places. This can
be a tricky business, because any
element known to man will overlead
it some power level,

After petting rid of all possibili-
ties of overload, we find that we can
still have a meaner type of non-
lincarity which appears at low sig-
nal amplitudes, if we have any me-
chanically moving parts in  our
servo. Backlash in gears belongs in
this class, as well as “stiction™ or
static friction in bearings. Run-
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ning friction is usually linear, that

is, it demands a torque proportional

to the velocity to maintain steady
motion, The friction should be
zero at zero velocity in keeping with
this relation if we are to have linear-
ity. But there is an added amount
of friction—or stiction—which ap-
pears at very low speeds. Stiction

is fine stuff to have between your

car tires’ and the road—it is the
added friction that you lose when
vour wheels begin to spin—Dbut In
a2 servo it is poisen. At very low
speeds, when the servo-motor has
almost reduced the error to the zero
~yalue which 15 theoretically possible,
stiction will stop the shaft,

If ordinary linear friction can he
added to override stiction, fairly
good linearity can be achieved.
Tachometer feedback is just the
ticket here. Since feedback loops
of this kind are really servos them-
selves, we find the designer using
setvos within a servo to get the

" lnearity whieh will *enable him to

correctly predict the results he will
e, : ;
Even this techmgue may leave the
designer with a Jot of work to do.
[.inear response of all the elements
i a servo means linear differential
equations, which are easier to han-
dle than most kinds, but still diffi-
cult enough in many cases to tie up

The differential analyzer, invented by Dr. Vannevar Bush of M.I.T.
played an important part in servomechanism research., This photo
s.’mws‘G. E.'s version, with three operators at the input tables.
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an expert mathematician for a long
time, Suppose, however, we have
an element in the svstem which is
“essentially” nonlinear, that 1s, one
which is noulinear over its whole
range,  An  exanple m:ght be a
valve in a hvdraulic servo, in which
the relation between valve position
and flow just it linear, and can-
not be made linear., Add such an
element to the servo, and you may
tie up vour mathematician for good

—unless vou let hin wuse a dlﬂﬂh
ential analyz

It must be realized that the dif-
ferential analyzer, which is rightly
termed an electromechanical brain,
can do nothing that the human brain
cannot—it merely works faster. It
can outwork several lhundred ex-
perts, and is not prone to make
slide-rule errors just before lunch-
time, Included among the most im-
portant parts of its innards are

The servo-motors of the A-12 Gyropilot are normally used to move
the controls in response to signals frem the automatic pilot, but
they may also be used to assist the human pilot in flying manually.

s

Gperry (Broscose Co., Jid.
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servomechanisms, This fact, that a

machine full of servos is the best.

device for solving servo problems
indicates as well as anything the
universal importance of this class of
devices.

Even with the differential ana-
lyzer highly trained men are needed
to set the problems up and interpret
the resulis, The machine itself is

_an interconnected system of shafts,
mwotors, and gears, using mechanical
elements for addition, subtraction,
_multiplication and division, and elec-
tromechanical elements for more
complex functions. Removable gears
and couplings must be re-arranged
for each new problem. Lincarly
varying cquantities can be fed in on
an input shaft iy varying its angular
position in steady fashion. Non-

Jinear quantities must be plotted up .

as 1 curve, which is followed by an
operator at an input table, or by a
servo-controlled  photoelectric
vice. The result automatically ap-

pears assa curve, or serics of curves, |

drawn by a mechanically operated
pen. Newer machines are almost
completely electronic, and are there-
fore fasier and more compact.

One of the most important pres-
ent and future uses of servomech-
anisnis is in the automatic piloting
of aircraft, As speeds are pushed
np and up man’s reaction time he-
comes inadequate, and as places get
higger his strength is insufficient,
In fact it Dbecame obvious toward
the end of the last war that man
might well be eliminated as a wholly
inadequate encumbrance in military

aircraft. Even the single-minded-

SRRVOMECHANISMS

de- -

Kamikaze piloé was inferior to the
radar-controlled flying bomb known
as the **bat.” The last months of the
air war in Europe saw valiant but
ineflectual attemipts by piloted air-
craft to handle V-1s5. Not even the
attempt could be made in the case
of the V.2,

The automatically piloted plane
must maintail & predetermined air
speed and attitude, The former is
simple enough unless the air speed
15 to be that which gives greatest
fuel economy, in which case it must
be regularly varied. The attitude of
a plane refers to the angular rela-
tion of the major geometrical axes
of the plane to that of the earth.
This iz mmore comphicated, even over
short distances where great circle
paths neced not be considered, be-
canse there are three axes to con-
sider. The pline must be equipped
with three zeroing servos to remain
in steady flicht. One must adjust
the elevators to prevent pitching, an-
other adjusts the rudder to prevent
vawing, and a third prevents rolling
by adjustment of the ailerons. There
must be some interconnection be-
tween the last two to give the proper
amount of hanking an the turns.

In Sperry’s A-12 Gyropilot, for
example, any deviation in attitude
15 detected by either of two gyro-
scopes. (e, the Grvrosyn, compass,
has <ts own axis borizontal. It re-
sponds to a change in azimuth by
trying to tilt up or down. This sig-
nal operates the rudder servo-motor
and the plane is swung back on the
proper bearing. .Another gyroscope
has its axis vertical, and is used for
both a pitch and a roll reference,
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Two servus operate *elevator and

ailerons ig accordance with signals
from this gyro. The necessary co-
ordination between the rudder and
atleron servos to insure that the
bank angle and rate of turn are m
the ratio determined by the . air
speed is accomplished in the elec-
trical circuits of these servos.

Still another serve is used to ad-
just the elevator trim tab. This
servo operates when the main ele-
vator servo is forced off-center by
shifts in the center of pravity of the
plane as fuel is consumed, or as
passengers move about. Its con-
tinual automatic adjustment insures
that the aircraft i1s ready for hands-
off flight if the control should be
switched from automaltic te manual.

Furthermore, trim-tab adjustment -

does for the elevator servo just what

it does for the human pilot—leaves

it centered and at ease, so that it
can operafe at maximum efficiency
when suddenly called upon.

We will still find more servos
such as the follow-ups used to send
compass indications to  different
parts of the ship. ~Turbo-super-
chargers are
fact a large modern plane may have
as many as a dozen different servos,

One of the main advantages of
the antomatic pilot, its greater speed
of coutrol, shows up when the air
is rough. A plane with a lot of in-
herent aerodynamic stability may be
given its nose even in rough weather.
The passengers will probably give
their all. If the pilot works the con-
trols, he may reduce irregular mo-
tions considerably, but it i1z hard
work. The serve pilot, fast and
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servo-controlled—in

tireless, will do a better job. Some
graphs of yaw angle of a plane in
rough air have been included here
to show the superiority of the
Sperry A-12 automatic pilot over a
highly competent human pilot.

Dr. l.ouis N, Ridenour, writing in
the Atlantic, tells a story of an an-
tomatic pilot that included a pigeon
in the servo loop. Among the many
weird ideas for more accurate bomb-
ing during the war was one in
which a pigeon was trained to peck
at the image of a bomb target and
thus direct-the bomb. When the
bird pecked at an image which was
off-center on the screen, electrical
contacts were closed. The circuits,
which were completed controlled
motors which in,turn operated the
rudder and elevator of the fAying
bomb in which the bird was carried,
kept it zeroed on the target.

Now such a servo as this, though
fantastic to the point of absurdity,
is possessed of all the usual compo-
nents. The load to be controlled is
the homb. It iz a.zeroing tvpe of
servo, as we have already peinted
out. It may be classed as biologic-
electromechanical, and it seems like-
lv that some of the transfer impe-
dances involving the pigeon would
be a bit hard to nail down. The
error-measuring device is the poor
pizeon, whe rides for a fall, while
pecking away at an image that he
associates with the bird seed used
to train him,

The servo designer in this case
even had to overcome the usual
troubles due to hunting. The pig-
eon just didn't peck fast enough to
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Some of the main components of the A-12 Gyropilot are shown here.

However, interconnections, such as those between the vertical gyro,
the servo-amplifier, and the clevator servo-motor are not shown.

Sperry Gyroeape Do, [Re,

make a sullicienty fine-grained
siznal.  Initial experimehts with
marihuana were promising, but this
method of time-constant reduction
sometimes caused the error-detector

EEREVYOAMEBCHMAMNIEME

to fall aslecp, and open the servo
loop. The lack of high freguency
components in the signal from a
single pigeon was finally overcome
by simply using several pigeons, all
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pecking away at once at separate
images.

" Dr., Ridenour has no data on the
final outcome of all this research,
He thinks, however, that this servo
was brought to the stage where oper-
ational problems were being consid-
ered, when the atomic bomb ren-
dered unnecessary such striving
" after increased accuracy.

Let us return to the ordinary pilot
and ordinary types of aircraft. The
modern aircraft desipn is pretty well
threaded through by servo prob-
lems. We have spoken of the au-
tomatic pilot, so useful for steady
flight. But what about the critical
take-off and landing operations—
are they not problems which can be
solved by servo contred? Of one
thing we can be sure—human con-
trol is not sufficient. A very few

cubic centimeters of water spread:

around an airport in the form of fog
can render the most skillful pilot
helpless.

Of course, this problem brings us
smack up against one of the hottest
controversies of modern aviation—
G.C.A. (Ground Controlled Ap-

) versus I, LS. (Instrument
Landing System}),
controversy, it might be well to back
off and take a long look at the situ-
ation, keeping well in mind what
has been said abaut servomechan-
isms.

The basic fact about the servo to
be kept in mind in the discussion- of
this and other applications is that it
can be made to do a better job than
a man on the specific task for which
s was designed. No servo has yet
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In view of this

been contemplated which approaches
the human and his net of built-in
servos in complexity of design and
purpose. Thus we can expect that
for some time to come we wiil be
glad to have the human hand and
brain ready to take over the cohtrols
when something unforeseen hap-
pens in any automatically piloted
plane, whether landing or in steady
flight.

The LL.S. system is not a serve
until it is -tied into an automatic
pilot, such as the A-1Z Gyropilot.
It 13 merely a path, or beam of radio

- waves, which the special equipmeit

in a plane can detect and enable the
pilot to fly down the beam as though
he were flying into a searchlight.
Range markers et cetera are other
necessary details;
. In the past some criticism has
been leveled at this system because
the beam was too broad in the old
V.H.F. — very-high-frequency —
systems, and misleading reflections
could be obtained from buildings
et cetera. This criticism can now.
be disregarded, since microwave
I.L.5S. is available, For a given size
of antenna, the -beam width pets
narrower, as frequency is increased,
whether radar—as in G.C.A.—or
point-to-point communication — as
in ILL.S.—is used., Using micro-
waves, or ultra-high-frequencies,
the beam widths are narrow enough
to be satisfactory in either system.
Now the G.C.A. system is not a
servo either, unless tied in to an
automagic pilot. In this system a
ground radar locates the plane, and
the pilot is informed of his position
with respect to a glide-path by ra-
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dio. Although G.C.A. is not a servo,
itf this simple form, it may contain
several servos—namely automatic
azimuth, elevation and range track-
ers in the radar indicator. We
might note in passing that in Gil-
fillan Bros. new G.C.A. radars these
trackers are trieL:,f affairs, incorpo-
rating electronic “gates” wh:ch mave
along with the signal to help insure
that the tracker will not shift to
gome other plane than the desired

ity memory, to move the “‘gates”
during any period when the sighal
cannot be distinguished from inter-
ference or “clutter.”

So far it is not easy to do more
than list a few points of superiority
of one system or the other. Thus
LL.5. requires a bit mare air-borne

. equipment, and G.C.A. quite a bit

more equipment on the ground.

1.L.S. does not provide as much in-

one. The trackers even have veloc- surance against collision in the air
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Automatic recordings give a comparison between manual and auto-
matic rudder control onn a B-17F fyihg in turbulent air. The upper

portion shows the record for a competent pﬂat,
T'he faster-acting gyropilot gives less yaw angle
the rodder

A-}2 Gyropilot,
varigtion by moving
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the lower for an

but less violently.
Bperry’ Gymasnne F‘r;... Ine,
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with other ships tryving to land. at
the same time, as does G.C.A.

Further comparisons could be
added in great number, particularly
if economic and psychological con-
siderations are to be included. This
is an argument for experts—oexperts
who know last week’s latest techni-
cal developments in each field. Since
we are primarily interested in ser-
. vos, let us consider the two systems
for the case where each is tied in
with an automatic pilot, by listing
the equipment required in each sys-
tem. We will find:

(1) An automatic pilot—both
systems.

- (2) Special air-borne receivers
tied into the automatic pilot—both
systems,

(3) A source of ' microwave
power, on the landing field—both
systems.

(#) A narrow microwave h-ﬂant——
fixed in I.L.5., scanned in G.C.A.
(o) A rada'r receiver om

ground—G,C A, only.

(G) A transmitter on the ground
to send messages to the receiver in
the plane—G.C.A. only.

Broken down in this way, it would
seem that the extra equipment need-
ed in the G.C.A. svstem would mean
that it would lose out in the com-
pletely automatic formm. However,
it gives the advantage that it could
be wused to talk down-: a plane
equipped with ounly a simple re-
ceiver. Also, collisions over the
field, as mentioned above, might be
more easily avoided.

The whole situation begins to take

the

a familiar pattern, Two good sys-
tems, each with undeniable advan™
tages, have appeared in other fields
of engineering. Thus we have the
radio link versus coaxial cable con-
troversy in communications. The
result is usually that each system
will live, and fit into its proper place
as determined by economic and hard
technical facts.

But even if an air-borne radar
landing system—using special land-
ing field reﬂéctﬂrs—shuuld replace
both of the above systems, the future
of the servomechanism is secure.
Greater speed and size will call for
more and more automatic control
features, The air transport of the
future will Ay as though guided by
steel rails, and land automatically,
as though it twere coasting down
hill. This will be done with servos,
and many of these servos will be de-
sipued with the aid of electrome-

“chanical brains with SCTVOS for s;'.r-

napses,

This is what the future—and not
the too distant future—should bring.
The last twenty vears have seen
more improvement in the speed and
accuracy of servos than evolution
has accomplished in the human in
twenty thousand years. Twenty
more years, barring accidents—par-
ticularly the kind of -accidents en-,
gendered in servo-controlled atomic
piles, and carried in servo-controlled
devices moving at supersonic speeds
—should bring that kind of expo-
nential improvement in servos that
we have seen in other electronic and
mechanical devices, o

THE END,
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CHILDREN
OF THE LENS

Third of Four Parts. In the lust gnalysis, it
is neccr simply power of metals and machines

that conunti— but power of mind against wind!

BY E. E. SMITH

© Hlusteated by Rogers

[+ hen the inertialess drive was
perfected and conunerce tiroughout
the Galayy beecame commonplace,
crime became so rampant ‘as to
threaten Ciwilizatioa. Then came
into being the Galactic Patrol, -an
orqanication whose highcst mein-
hers, the Unottachedyg or “Gray”
Lensmen, are of unlimited authority
and range, Lach Lensman is iden-

CEILDERY OF THE LENS

tified Dy Qs Lens, a pseadoliving,
telepathic jewel matched to the cgo
of its owner by the Clrisians, a
race of beings of unthinkable age
and of corresponding power of
wind. The Lens glows seith celor
while worn by ifs owner, but Rills
any other ivho altempts to twear it.

Of all the eighteen-year-old boys
ef Earth, only a few cach year, win
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through the five-year . peried of
eiiminabion and become Lensmien.
Kimball Kinnison graduated Num-
ber One in his class and plunged
immediately into. the twar with Bos-
lonia, an abhorrent, dictatorial cul-
tire diametrically opposed lo cvery
ideal of Civilization, He and War-
sel of Delantia, a winged, some-
what serpentlike reptilian Lensman,
overcame the Overlords of Delgon.
These creatures nalives of the world
nearest Felantia, had been preving
upon the Velantians for ages, tor-
turing them to death and feasting
wpon their Iife-forces. Wounded
and seni o Base Hospital, Kinnison
met and loved Sector Chief Nurse
Clarrissa MacDougall, an auburn-
haired beauty with unusual powers
of mind. -

Kinnison and Worsel guided fh_e-

Grand Fleet of the Galactic Patrol
in crushing the military strength of
Boskonia, but the real heads of the
enenmty remained hidden. Kinnison
weni to Arisia for advanced train-
ing, acquiring the sense of percep-
tion and a superhypnotic ability to
conirol the minds of others; which
abilify, howewver, could not work
through a thought-screen. He be-
came acguainted with Tregonsee of
Rigel IV, a Lensman having the
sense of perception instead of sight,
an oil-drumlike body, and tentacu-
lar arms; also with Lensman Nad-
reck of Palain VII, a frigid-blooded
poison-breather. These four, Kinni-
son, Worsel, Tregonsee, and Nad-
reck, were called Second-Stage
Lensmen because they were the only
ones then able to assinulate the
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exiraordinary powers conferred by-
advanced Arisian training.
They found that Boskone's high

command was in the Second Galaxy, -

and scouted it.- Kinnmison was cap-

tured, blinded, and tortured. His

compantons resened him. His hands
and feet had to be-amputated, but
Phillips, a Poscnian surgeon, having
completed lis vesearches in hormon-
ial newrology, caused new membors
to grow n place of those lost.

Civilication’s CGrand Fleet®™ in-
vaded the Second Galaxy and de-
stroyed two headquarters plancts;
one with o negative-matter bomb of
planetary antimass, the other by
colliston with planets placed in the
inertigless - condition, then fincried.
Boskomia counterattacked;: Tellus
being saved by the "sunbeawm”, a
concentration of all the energy of
the sun into one beam. :

One nameless Arision, whom Kin-
nison spoke of as “Mentor”, look
an inexplicable interest in him. He
never inlerfered, but would some-
fimes give the Lensman advice when
asked via Lens, Kinnison and Clar-
rissa, thinking that the war was
ever, decided ‘to wmarry: but were

- stopped by Mentor. They had more

work to do first.
Boskonia was again aftacking,
with an entirely different technique.

The Big Four discovered that Ly-

vatie IT, a planet of matriarchs, was
a key. Since the malriarchs would
not co-operale wnth any wales or

“qeith nonhuman entities, Kinnison

obtained Mentor's permission and
assistance in making Clarrissa o
Second-Stafe Lensman, A covern
of Overlords upon Lyrane Il was
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found and destroyed; - and upon
Lyrane VIII a base of the Lich, a
race of frigid-blooded, poison-
breailiing, pseudo - fourth - dimen-
stonal monsters—somewchat akin fo
the Palainians—avho dervcloped and
regularly  used the Ihyperspatial
tube. By capturing some of the
Owverlords and Fich and reading
their sninds, they learned that the
Boskonian comsnanders were Kan-
dron of Onlo, an Eich-Bke creature,
and the human-type Alcon, the Ty
rant of Thrale,

Kinnison. iook the personality of
Traska Ganuel, an officer of Alcon's
guard, enforcing his smposture by
power of mind. He Rilled Alcon
and usurped liis ploce; then Rilled
one [Iossten, ostensibly Alcox’s
Primne Minister-—aided, without his
knowledge, by Mentor of Arisia.
Apparently human, because of s
immense hypnotic powers, Fossten
was actually an Arvisian-like crea-
fure. Mentor inade Ksnnison believe
that Fessten twas an Arision who
had gone mmad tn his youih.

Now the Tyrant of Thrale, Kin-
nison turped the planct ovcr to the
Patrol. Nadreck penciraicd Onlo's
defenses by stealth and skifl, and
by hypnotic and psychological means
forced the defenders to Rill ecach
other. Peace came. AKinnizgn niar-
ried Clarrissa. Twentv-odd years
passed,

The Kinnisons had five children:
one son, Christopher, and two pairs
of ideniical-twvin daughters one vear
apart—~Kathryn, Karen, Cawmilla,
and Constance.” Thesc children were
prodigics of a snew and startling
kind; the Ultimates of Civilization.

CHILDREN OF THE LENS

Mental s spread abroad, The
Second-Stage Lensmen deduced
that Boskonia was still trying to
destroy Civilization; this time by
the direct wse of superpotverful
minds. They wwent buck to work,
each in lis oten seay. TV orsel hunted
QOwerlords; Tregonsee and Camilla
Sought the “X" that wwas perpetrai-
ing a cerfain type of crime; Nadreck
lay it wait for Kandron, ex-ruler of
Onlo,

Iinnison was a.bducted wia hiyper-
spatial tube, Kathryn followed along
te tube and, without revealing lier-
self, helped hor fother win, K-
son learned, from a brokeu-dotwn
tneleor miner nanted ddie, that the
Boskonwns dalso lad Lensinen, and
that the matriarchs of Lyrane were
in some way involved. e set out

o find a Boskontan Lensman,

Kathryn had a miner engagement
with a sununer-form Ploeran. For-
sel and Constance conguered an out-
post of the Eich, but enconntered
a thought-zeeapon that they could
not trace or define. Nadreck sei
another trap for Kaudron; and
Karen could not iuterest Iim in the
winter forin of Plooran life.

Mentor geve Kit his final treal-
ment, Clarrissa went to Lyrane II
to find out what the wmatriarcls were
deing, Kinnison becaine Bradlow
Thyron, an outlaw drug-runner, and
pisibed the office of Harkleroy, a
drug baron on the planet Pﬁkﬂyn
IT. Harkleroy attacked him, and in
the battle svas killed by his own men.

At Kinnisow's sigual the Dauntless
hed landed; and as the Gray Lens-
man begins to fight his way out of
Harkleroy's fortress, Major Peter
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FenwBuskirk and a ballalion of
Falerian axmen begin to fight their
weay in.

Part 3
V.

Inch by inch, foot by foot, Kin-
nison fought his way back along
the corpse-littered corridor. Under
the ravening force of the,attacker’s
beams his defensive screens flared
into- pyrotechnic splendor, but they
did not go down. Fierce-driven
metallic slugs spanged and whanged
against the unyielding durewmn of
his armor, but that, too, held.
Ilireum is incredibly massive, un-
believably tough, unimaginably hard
—against these qualities arid against
the thousands of horsepower -driv-
ing that veritable tank and energiz-
ing its screens the zwilniks night
just as well have been shining fAash-
lights at him and throwing cnnfettL
His inwnediate opponents could not
touch him, but the Boskonians were
bringing up reserves that he didn’t
like a little bit: mobile projectors
with whose energies even his
screens could not cope.

He had, however, one great ad-
vantage over his enemies, He had
the sense of perception; they did
not. He could see them, but they
cotild not see.him. All he had to do
was to keep at least one aopaque wall
between them until he was securely
behind the mobile screens, powered
by the stupendous generators of the
Dauntiess, which VanBuskirk and
his Valerians were so earnestly urg-
mg toward him. If a door was

104

handy in the moment of necd, he
used it. If not, he went through
a wall

The Valerians were fighting furi-
ously and were coming fast. Those
two words, when applied to mem-
bers of that race, mean something
starkly mcredible to anyone who has
never seen Valerians in action. They
average little less than seven feet
in height ; something over four hun-
dred pounds in weight; and are
muscled, boned, and sinewed against
a normal gravitational force of al-
maost three times that of Earth.
VanBuskirk’s weakest warrior could
do, in full armor, a standing high
jump of fourteen feet against one
Tellurian gravity:; he could handle
himself and the thirty-pound mon-
strosity which was his space-ax
with a blinding speed and a devastat-
ing efficiency literally appalling to
contemplate. They are the deadli-
est  hand-to-hand fighters  ever
known; and, unbelievable as it may
seeil to any really highly advanced
mtelligence, they did and still do
fairly revel in that form of combat.

The Valerian tide reached the
battlineg Gray Lensman—closed
around him.

“Hi . . . vou lttle . . . Tellurian

. . wart!” Major Peter Van-
Blthklﬂ-.. boomed this iriendly
thought, a vell of pure jov, in ca-
dence with the blows of his utterly
irresistible weapon, His . rhythm
broke—his frichtful ax was stuck.
Not even dureum-inlaid armor could
bar the inward course of those furi-
ously driven beaks; but sometimes
it made 1t fairly difficilt. to get
them out. The giant pulled, twisted
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put one  red-splashed boot on
the hattered breastplate—bent his
mighty back—heaved victously. The
weapon came free with a snap that
would have broken any ordinary
man's arms, but the Valerian's
thought rolled smoothly on: “Ain't
we got funr”

“Ho, 3us, you big Valeriant ba-
hoon!” Kinnison thought back in
kind, “Thought maybe we would
need you and yvour gang—thanks
for the ride. Dut back, now, and
fast!” :

Although the Valerians did not
like to retreat, alter even a success-
ful operation, they knew how to do
it. Hence in a matier of minutes
all the survivors—and their losses
had been surprisingly small—were
hack inside the Daunifess.

“¥Fou picked up my speedster,
IFrank.,” Tt was a statement, not a
riestion,  directed at the young
I.ensman standing beside the Chief
I"lot's board.

“OM course, sir.  They're massing
fast, and without any hostile dem-
onstration, as you said they would.”
He nadded unconcernedly at the
plate, which showed the sky dotted
with warlike shapes.

“No maulers ™

“None detectable as yet."”

“(IX. Original orders stand. At
retection of ofte mauler, execute
Oiperation Able without further in-
structtons. Tell everybody that,
while the announcement of Opera-
tion Able will put me out of control
instantly and automatically, until
such announcement I will give in-
structions, What they will be like
T haven't the fogpiest notion. "It
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depends on what His Nibs upstairs
decides to do—it's his move next.”

As though the last phrase were a
cue, a burst of noise rattled from
the speaker—of which only the
words “Bradlow Thyron™ were in-
telligible to the iin-Lensed members
of the crew. That name, however,
explained why they were not being
attacked—vet. . Kalonia had heard
mch of that intransigent and ob-
durate pirate and of the fabulous
prowess of his ship; and Kinnison
was pretty sure that they were
much more interested in his ship
than in him.-

“I can’t understand youl™ The
Gray Lensman harked, in the poly-
glot language he had so lately
learned. “Talk pidgin!”

“Very well. I see that you are
indeed Bradlow Thyron, as we were
informed. WWhat do vou mean by
this outrageous attack? Surren-
der! Disarmi your men, take off
their armor, and march them out
of vour vessel, or we will blast you
as you lie there—Mendonai, vice
admiral, speaking!"

“1 abase myself.” Kinnison-Thy-
ron did not sneer—exactly—and he
did meline his stubborn head per-
haps one iillimeter: but he made
no move to comply with the orders
so summarily 1ssued. Instead:

“What kind of planet is this, any-
way " e Wemanded, hotly. T
come here to see this louse Harkle-
roy because a friend of mine tells
me that he's a big shot and so in-
terested in miy line that we can do a
lot of business with each other, T
give the lug fair warning, too—tell
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him ‘plain that I've been around
plenty and that if he tries to give
me the works I'll rub lim out like
a pencil mark. 5o what happens?
In spite of what I just tell him he
tries dirty work on me, and 1 zo fo
work on hinr—which he certainly
has got coming to him. Then you
and your flock of little tin boats
come barging in as though I'd
busted a law or something. Who
do you think you are, anywayv?
What license you got to be butting
into a private business deal?”

“Ah, I had not heard that ver-
sion,” Wision came on; the face
upon the plate was typically Kalo-
nian-—-blue, cold, croel, and keen,
“"Harkleroy was warned, you say?
Definitely

“1 warned hun plenty definitely.
Asgk any of the zwiliniks in that pri-
vate office of his. Most of them are
still alive, and they all must of
heard it.” ; .

The plate fogped, the speaker
again  gave out gibberish, The
Lensmen knew, however, that the
commander of the cruisers above
them was indeed questioming the

dead zwilnik’s punards. They knew
that Kinnison’s story was being
corroborated in full,

“You interest me."” The Bos-

konian’s language again became’in-
telligible to the group at large. “We
will forget Harkleroy—stupidity
brings its own reward and the prop-

erty damage is of no present con-’

cern. From what T have been able
to learn of you, you have never be-
longed to that so-called Civilization,
T know for a fact that you are not,
and never have been, one of wus.
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How have yvou been able to sur-
viver And why do you work
alone '

“‘How' is easy enough—by keep-
ing one jump ahead of the other
ruy, like I did with vour pal here,
and by being smart enough to have
rood  engineers put into my ship
everything that any other one ever
had and everything they could
dream up besides. As to “why,'
that's simple, too. 1 don't trust
anybody except myseli. If nobody
except myself ever knows what I'm
going to do, or when, nobody ex-
cept myself is ever going to be able
to stick a knife into me when I
ain't looking—see? 5o far, it's paid
off big. I'm still around, and still
healthy, while them that _trusted
other guys ain't.”

“I see, Crode, but graphic. The
more 1 study yon, the more con-
vinced I hecome that vou would be
a worth-while addition to our
force—"

“Xo deal, . Mendonai,” Kinnison
interrupted, shaking his unkempt
head positivelv. “I never vet took
orders ifrom no boss, and I ain't
going to, never,”’

“You misunderstand me, Thy-
ron.””  The zwilnik was queerly pa-
tient and much too forbearing,
Kinnison’s insulting omission of his
title should have touched him off
like a rocket. “I was not thinking
of vou in any minor capacity, but
as an ally. An entirely independent
altv, working with us in certain mu-
tually advantageous undertakings.™

“Such as?” Kinnison allowed
himself to betray his first sign of
interest. “You may be talking
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sense now, brother, but what’s in it
for me? Believe me, there's got to
be plenty.”

“Liece will be plenty, With the
ability you have already shown, and
with our wvast resources back of
you, you will talge more every week
than you -have been taking in a
year.”

“"Yeali? DPeople like you just love
to do things Iike that for people like
me. What do you figure on getting
out of it?” Kinnison wondered,
and Lensed a sharp thought to his
junior at the board.

“Om your toes, Frank, He's stall-
mg for sﬂmethmg, and I'm betting
it's maulers.”

“None detectable yet, sir.’”

“We stand to gam, of course,”

- the pirate admitted, smoothly. “For

there are certain features
of your wvessel which might—just
possibly, wou will observe, and
speaking only fo mention an exam-
ple—be of some interest to our
naval designers. Also, we have
heard that vou have an unusually
hot battery of primary beams. You
might tell me about some of those
things now ; or at least refocus your

mnstance,

plate so that I can see something=

hesides your not unattractive face.”

“I might not, too. What I've got
here ie my own business, and stays
mine.’*

“T=& that what we are to expect
from vou in the way of co-opera-
tionn 7 The commander’s voice was
still Iow and level, but now bore a
chill of deadly menace.

“Co-operation!” The cutthroat
chief was unimpressed.
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“I’ll mmaybe

tell you a thing or two—eat out of
your dish—after I get good and sold
on your proposition, whatever it 15,
but not one second sooner!”

The commmander glared. “I weary
of this. You probably are not worth
the trouble, after all. I might as
well blast_you out now as later.
You know that I can, of course, as
well as I do.” i

“Do I Kinnison did sneer,
this time. “Act your age, pal. As
I told that fool Harkleroy, this
ain't the first planet I ever sat down
on, and it won't be the last. And
don’t call no maulers,” as the Dos-
konian officer’s hand moved almost
imperceptibly toward a row of but-
tons. “If you do, [ start blasting
as s00n as we spot one on our plates
—and they're full out right now.”

“Vou would start blasting ** The
zwilnik's surprise—almost amaze-
ment—was plain, but the hand
stopped its motion.

“Yeah—ime, Them heaps of
scrap metal you got up there don’t
bother me a bit, but maulers I can’t
handle,” and I ain't afraid to tell
you 50 because you probably know
it already. I can’t stop you from
calling 'em, if you want to, but bend
both ears to this—I can outrun 'em,
and I'll puarantee that you person-
ally won’t be alive to see me run,
Why? Because your ship will be
the first one Il whiff on the way
out. And if the rest of your heaps
stick around long enough to try to
stop me, I'll whiff twenty-tive or
thirty more of them before your
maulers can get close enough so
that I'll have to flit. Now, if your
brains are made out of the same
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kind of thick, blue mud that Harkle-
roy's was, start something!”

This was an impasse. Kinnison
knew what he wanted tbe other to
do, but he could not give him a
suggestion, or even a hint, without
tipping his hand. The officer, quite
evidently, was in a quandary. He
did not want to open fire upon this
tremicindous, this  fabulous  ship.
Even if he could destroy it, such a
course would be unthinkable—un-
less, indeed, the very act of de-
struction would brand as false ru-
mor the tales of invincibility and
invulnerability which had heralded
its coming, and thus would operate
in his favor at the court-martial so
sure to be called. He was very
much afraid, however, that those
ruomors were not  false—a  view
which was supported very strongly
both by Thyron's undispuised con-
tempt for the Boskonian warships
threatening him and by his equally
Frank declaration of his intention to
avoid engagement with crait of
really superior force. Finally, how-
ever, the Boskonian perceived one
thing that did not quite fit.

“If you are as good as you claim
to be, why aren’t yvou doing a flit
right now?” Mendonai asked,
smoothly, *If vou could get away,
1 should think that you'd be doing
it. We've got swuff, vou know,
that's both heavy and fast.”

“Because I don't want to it
that’s why. TUse your head, pal.”
This was better. Mendonai had
shifted the conversation into a line
upon which the Lensman could do
a bit of steering. "I had to leave
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the First Galaxy because it got too
hot for me, and I got no connections
at all, yet, here in the Second., You
folks need certain kinds of stuff
that I've get, and [ need other kinds,
that you've got. 5o we could do a
nice business, if vou wanted to,
That was what I had in mind with
Harkleroy, but he got greedy. I
don’t mind saying that ['d like to
do business with you, but [ just
got bit pretty bad, and I'll have to
have some kind of solid guarantee
that vou -mean business, and not
maonkey business, before 1 take a
chance again. See?”’

“I see. The idea is good, but
its execution may prove difficult.
I could give vou my word, which 1
assure you has never been broken.”

“Don’t make me laugh.,” Kinni-

son  sported.  “Would you take
mine *
“I'he case 1s different. I would

not.  Your point, however, is well .
taken. How about the protection
of a high court of law? T will bring
you an unalterable writ from any
court you name.” :

“Uh-huh,” the Gray Lensman
dissented. ““There never was no
court yet that didn't take orders
from the big shots who kept the fat
cats fat. and lawvers are the crook-
edest crooks in the whole Universe,
You'll have to do better than that,
Fa!.hj ;
“Well, then, how about a lLens-
man? You know about Lensmen,
don't vout”

“A Lensman!” Kinnison gasped.
He shook his head violently. “Are
you completely nuts, or do you think
I am? 1 do know Lensmen—a
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Jieusman chased me from Alsakan
to Vandemar once, and if T hadn’t
had a dose of Hell's own luck, he'd
have got me. Lensmen chased me
out of the First Galaxy—why else
do you think I'm here? Use yvour
hrain, mtster, use your brain!”

*“You're thinking of Civilization’s
Tensmen — particularly of (ray
Lensmen.” The officer was mani-
festly enjoying Thyron's passion.
“Curs—the Bilack Lensmen—are
Jdifferent—entirely different. They
have as much power, or more, but
they use it as it should be used.
They work with us right along. In
fact, they have bheen bumping Gray
l.ensmen off right and left lately.”
“You mean that he could open
up, gfor instance, your mind and
niine, so that we could see that the
other guy wasn't figuring on rmn-
ning in no stacked decks? And
that he'd sitaml by and sort of ref-
eree this business deal we got on the
nre? And do yon know one your-
self—personalhy =

“He could, and “‘nllﬂd, do all that..

YVes, 1 know one personally. His
name is Melasmikov, and his othce
iz on Kalonia III, not an hour's flit
from herc. [ie may not be there
at the moment, but he will come in
if I call. How about it—-shall I
call him now

“Don’t work up a swear. Sounds
like it might waork, if we can figure
vut an approach. I don’t suppose
thar you and him would come out
to me in space P’

““Hardly. After the way vou
have -acted. vou wouldn't expect us
o, would your”

“Jt wouldn’t he very Dbright of -
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you. And since I want to do busi~
ness, I pguess I got to meet you
part way. How would this be?
You pull your ships away, out of
range. My ship takes station rigit
above this here Lengman’s office. 1
go down in myv speedster, like I did
here, and go inside to meet him and
you. IUll wear my armor—and
when I say it's real armor I, ain't
just snapping iy choppers, neither."

“I can sece ouly one slight flaw.”
The Boskonian was really trying to
work out a mutually satisfactory
solution. “The Lensman will open
our minds to you in proof, however,
that we will have no intention of
bringing up our maulers or other
hemr},r stuff while we are in confer-
ence.”’

“Right then he'll show you. th:a.t

youn hadn’t better, too.” Kinnison
arinned, wolfishly,
“What do you mean?” The

otheer demanded.
“I mean that I've got enough

" good big superatomic bombs aboard

to blow the planet apart, and that
the bays’ll drop em all if you start
playing dirty. I’'ve got to take a
little chance, of course, to start do-
ing business, but it's a small one.
If yvou ain’t smart enough to know
that what would happen would be
mighty poor business, your IL.ens-
man will be—especially when it
won't get you any dope on what
makes this ship of mine tick the
way she doecs. And the clincher is
that even if vou bring up every-
thing you've gor, I never did iig-
ure on living forever, and going out
in an atomic-blast of that size, to-
gether with your fleer and half your
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planet and you and your Lensman

and seven hundred million other .

people, is as good a way as I can
think of.”

“If the Lensman’s examination
bears that out, it will constitute an
absolute puarantee,” the officer
agreed. Hard as he was, he could
not concezl the fact that he had
been shaken: “Everything, then, is
satisfactory”

““Un the green,
flit 7"

“We are ready.”

“Call your Lensman, then, and
lead the way. Boys, take her up
stairs ! '

Are vou ready to

XVI,
Karen Kinnison was worried.
She, who had always been so

steady, so sure of herself, had for
weeks been conscious of a gradu-
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ally increasing . . . what as it,
anyway{ Not exactly a loss ol con-
trol ...ac¢ . . a something
that manifested itself in increas-

“ingly numerous fits of senseless—

sheerly idiotic—stubbornness, And
always and only it was directed at—
of all the people in the universe—
her brother. She got along with
her sisters perfectly; their tiny tiffs
barely rippled the surface of any of
their minds. But any time her path
of action crossed Kit's, it seemed,
the profoundest depths of her being
flared into .opposition like explod-
ing duodec. Worse than senseless
and idiotic, it was inexplicable, for
the . feeling which the Five had for
each other was much deeper than
that felt by ordinary brothers and
sisters. j
« She didn't want to Aght with Kit.
She liked him! She liked to feel
his mind en rapport with hers, just
as she liked to dance with him ; their
bodies as completely in accord as
were their minds, No change of
step or motion, however suddenly
conceived and executed or however
bizarre, had ever succeeded in tak-
ing the other by surprise or in mar-
ring by a millimeter the effortless
precision of their performance, She
could do things with Kit that would
tie any other man into knots and
break half ef his bones. All other
men were lumps. Kit was so far
ahcad of any other man in exiit-
ence that there was simplv no com-
parison, If she were Kit she would
give her a going-over that would
- . . or could even he—

At the thought she turned cold
inside. He could not. Even Kit,
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with all his tremendous power,
would hit that solid wall and bounce.
Well, there was one—not a man, but
an entity—who could. He might
kill her, but even that would be
better than to allow the continued
growth within her mind of this
monstrosity which she could neither
control nor understand. VWhere was
she, and where was Lyrane, and

where was Arisia? Good—not too

far off line. She would stop off at
Arisia en route.:

She did se, and made her way to
Mentor's quiet office on the hospital
grounds., She told her story.

“Fighting with Kit was bad
enough,” she concluded, "but when
I start defying you, Mentor, .it's
high time that something was done
about it, Why didn't Kit ever
knock me into a spiral? Why didnt
you work me over? You called
Kit in, with the distinct implication
that he needed more education—
why didn't you pull me in here, too,
and pound some intelligence into
mer '

“Concerning you, Christopher
had definite instructions, which he
obeyed. 1 did not touch you for
the same reason that I did not ask

u to come to me; neither course
would have been of any use,  Your
mind, daughter Karen, is unique.
One of its prime characteristics—
the one, in fact, which is to mnake
you an all-important player in the
drama which is to comwe—is a yield-
lessness very nearly absolute. Your
mind might, just conceivably, be
broken; but it cannot be bent by
any imaginable external force, how-
ever applied. Thus it was inevitable
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from the first that nothing could be
done about the untoward mani-
festations of this characteristic un-
til you yourself should recognize
the fact that vour development was
not complete. It would be idle-for
me to say that during adolescence
you have not been more than a
trifle trying. I was not speaking
idly when I said that the develop-
ment of wyou has been a tre-
mendous task. It is with equal seri-
“pusness, however, that I now. tell
you that the reward is commen-
surate with the magnitude of the
undertaking, It is impossible to
express the satisfaction I feel—the
fulfillment, the completion, the jus-
tification—as you children come,
one by one, each in his proper time,
for final instruction.” :

“Oh—-vyou mean, then, that there’s
nothing really the matter with me?”
Hard- as Karen was, she trembled
as her awful tension eased. “That
I was supposed to act that way?
And can I tell Kit, right away?”

“No need. Your brother now
knows that it was a passing phase;
he shall know very shortly that it
has passed. It iz not that you were
*supposed’ to act as you acted. You
could not help it. Nor could your
brother, nor I. From now on, how-
ever, you shall be completely the
mistress of your own mind. Come
fully, daughter Karen, into mine."”

She did so, and in a matter of
time her “formal education” was
complete.

“There is one thing that I don't
quite understand—" she began, be-
fore she hoarded her speedster.



“Cunsider it, and I am sure that
voun will,” Mentor assured her.
“lixplain it, whatever it is, to me.”

“OX—I'11 try. It’s about Foss-
ten and Dad.” Karen cogitated.
*IFossten was, of course, an ld-
dorian—your making Dad belicve
Lim to be an insane Arisian was a
masterpiece. I see, of course, how
you did that—principally by making
Fossten’s ‘real’ shape exactly like
the one he saw of you in Arisia,
But his physical actions as Foss-

ten—"

“Go on, daughter,
that wyour wvisualization
sound.”

“While acting as Fossten he had

I am sure
will be

to act as a Thialian would liave-

acted,” Kay decided with a rush.
“He was watched everywhere he
went, and knew it. To display his
real powet would have been disas-
trous, Just like you .Arisians,
they have to keep in the baekground
to avoid sctting up an inferiority
complex that will ruine everything
for them. Fossten’s actions, then,
were constrained. Just as they were
when he was Gray Roger, so long
ago—except that then he did make
a point of unhuman longevity, de-
liberately to put an insoluble prob-
lemw up to First-Lensman Samms
and his men., Just as you—jyou
must have . . . you did coach Virgil
Samms, Mentor, and some of you
Arisians were there, as ien!”

“We were, We wrought hriefly
as men, and died as men. Up to
the present moment, no one has
ever been the wiser,™

“But you weren't Virgil Samms,
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please!” Kay alinost begured. “Not
that it would break me if you
were, but even I would much rather
yott hadn’t been.”

“*No, none of us was Samms,”
Mentor assured her. *Nor Cleve-
land, nor Rodebnsh, nor Costigan,
nor even Clio AMarsden.  We
worked with—*‘coached,” as you ex-
press it—those persons and others
from time to time in certain small
imnatters, but we were at no time
integral with any of them. One of
us was, however, Dr. Bergenholm.
The full inertialess space-drive be-
catne necessary at that time, and it
would have been poor technique ta
have had either Rodebush or Cleve-
land develop so suddenly the ability
to perfect the device as Hi::'"gr:ulm]m
clid perfect it.”

“QX. Bergenholm isn't impor-
tant—he was just an mventor. To
et back onto the subject of Foss-
ten: When he was there on the
flagship with Dad, and in position
to throw his full weight around, it
was too late—you Arisinns were
on the job. You'll have to take it
from there, though; I'm out heyond
my dept

“Because you lack data. Nnow,
then, daughter, that the planct Ed-
dore is screened as heavily as is our
own Arisia ; by screens which can be
extended at will to any desired
point in space. In those last min-
utes the Eddorian knew that Kumn-
ball Kinnison was neither alone nor
unprotected. He called instanta-
neously for help, but help did not
come, It could not. Eddore's
screens were being attacked at every
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point by every force generable by
the massed intellect of Arisia; they
were compressed almost to the
planet's surface. If the Eddorians
had weakened those screens suffi-
ciently to have sent through them a
heiping thought, every one of them
would in that instant have perished.
Nor could IFossten escape from the

form of flesh he was then energizing.”

I mysell saw to that.,” Karen had
never before felt the Arisian display
emotion, but his thought was grim
and cold. “From that formy which
your father never did perceive, he
passed into the next plane of ex-
istence.”

Karen shivered. "It served him
right. That clears everything up, 1
think. But are you sure, Mentor,
that you can’t—or rather, shouldn’
—teach me any more than you
have? It's just about time for me
to go, and I feel .. well, ‘incompe-
tent’ is putting it very m:h:l]:, in-
d&d i

“To a mind of such power and
scope as yours, in its present state
_of development, such a feeling is in-
evitable. "Nor can anyone except
yourself do anything about it. Cold
comfort, perhaps, but it is the stark
truth that from now on your devel-
opment is your own task. Yours
alone. As I have already told
Christopher and Kathryn, and will
very shortly tell Camilla and Con-
stance, you have had your last
Ansmn treatment. I will be on call”
to any of vou at any instant of any
day, to aid you or to guide you or
to reinforce you at need ; but of
formal instruction there can be.no
more.”
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Karen left Arisia and drove for
Lyrane, her thoughts in a turmoil.
The time was too short by far; she
deliberately” cut her wvessel's speed
and took a long detour so that the
vast and chaotic library of her mind
could be reduced to some semblance
of order before she landed.

She reached Lyrane 11, and there.
again to all outward secming a
happy, carefree girl, she hugged her
mother rapturously. Notr was this
part of it acting in any sense—as
has been said, those four girls loved
each other and their mother and
their father and their brother with
a depth and fervor impossible to
portray intelligibly in words.

“You're the most wwonderful
thing, Mums!” Karen e:xl:latmed
“It's stmpl‘r marvelous, memg you
again in the flesh.”

“Now why bring that up®” Clar-
rissa had—just barely—become -
customed to working undraped, in
the Lyranian fashion. :

“I didn't mean it that way at all,
and you knowI didn’t.” Kay snick-
ered. “Shame on you—hshing for
compliments, and at vour age, too!™
Ignoring the older woman’s attempt
at protest she went on: “All kidding
aside, Mums, you're a mmighty smart-
looking hunk of woman. I approve
of you exceedingly much. In fact,
we're a keen pair, and I like both
of us. I've got one advantage over
vou, of course, in that I never did
care a particle whether I ever had
a stitch of clothes on or net, any-
where, and you still do, a litte.
But what I was going to ask, thuugh
was how are you doing ™

“Not so well—of course, though,
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I haven't been here very long.™
Clarrissa, forgetting her undressed-
ness, frowned. “I haven't found
[{elen, and I haven’t found out yet
why she retired. . I ecan't quite de-
cide whether to put pressure o
now, or wait a while longer. La-
dora, the new lilder PMerson, 1s . . .
that is, [ don't know— Oh, here she
comes now. 1'm glad—I want you
to meet her.”” | _

If Ladora was glad to meet
Karen, however, she did not show
it. Instead, for an inappreciable in-
stant of time which was neverthe-
losz sufficient for the acquirement
of {nll information, each studied
the other. Like Helen—the former
Dueen of the matridrchy of Lyrane
IT,—Ladora was tall, beautifully
proportioned, flawless of skin and
feature, hard and fine. But so, and
in most respects even more so, to
J.adora’s astonishment and quickly-
mounting wrath, was this pink-
tanned stranger. Iractically instan-
Ctaneously, therefore, she hurled a
vicious mental bolt—only to get the
surprise of her life. She had not
‘yet crossed wills in a serious enough.
way with this strange person, Clar-
rissa, to find out what she had in the
way of equipment, but it certainly
couldn't be much. She lhad never
tried to do her -harn, nor ever
seemed to resent her studied and
arrogant aloofness; and therefore
her daughter, younger and less ex-
perienced, of course, would be easy
enougil prey.

But Iadora’s bolt, the heaviest
she could send, did not pierce even
the outermost fringes of her in-
tended victim’'s defenses, and so vi-
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cions was the alinost simmltancous
counterthrust that it went throngh
the Lyranian's hard-held block in
nothing fat, Inside her bramn, it
wrought such hellishly poignan:
punishment that the matriarch, for-
retting  everything, tried only and
madly to scream. She could not
She could not move a muscle of her
face or of her body., She could not
even fall. And the one brief glimpse
she had into the stranger’s mind
showed it to be such a blaze of in-
candescent fury that she, who had
never feared in the slightest any
living creatare, knew now in full
measure what fear was,

“I'd like to give that alleged brain
of vours a real massage, just for
fun.” Karen forced her emotion to
subside to @ mere seething rage, and
Ladora watched her do it. “DBut
since this whole stinking planet is
my mother’s dish, not mine, she'd
blast me to a cinder—she's done it
before—if I dip in.” She cooled
further—visibly. “At that, I don’t
suppose you're too bad an egg, in
YOUr own polsonous wayv—you just
don’t know any betler, 5o maybe
I'd better warn you, you poor iool,
since you haven’t got sense enough
to see it, that you're plaving with a
live fuse when you push my mother
around like you've been doing.
About one more millimeter of it and
she'll get mad—Ilike I did a second
ago except more so—and vou'll wish
fo Klouno vou had never been born.
She’ll never make 2 sign until she
bBlows up, but I'm telling you that
she's as mmach harder and tougher
than I am as she i3 older, and what
she always does to people who cross
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her I wouldn't want to watch hap-
pen again, even to a snake. Want
to know what she'll do to you first?
She’ll pick you up, curl you iuto a
perfect circle, pull off your arms,
shove both your legs down your
throat to the knees, and roll you
down that chute there into the ocean,
After that T don't know what she'll
do—depends on how much pressure
she develops before she blows up.
One thing, though, she's always
sorry afterward-—why, she even at-
tends the funeral, sometimes, and
insists on paying the expenses!”

With which outrageous thought
she kissed Clarrissa an enthusiastic
good-by. “Told you I couldn’t stay
a minute, Got to do a flit—'see a
man about a dog.” Came a million
parsecs to squecze vou, Mums, but
it was worth it. Clear ether!”

She was gone; and it was a dewy-
eyed and rapt mother, not a l.ens-
man, who turned to the still com-
pletely disorganized Lyranian. Clar-
rissa had perceived nothing what-
ever of what had happened—Ikaren
had very carefully seen to that.

“My daughter,” Clarrissa mused,
as much to herself as to Ladora.
“One of four. The four dearest,
finest, sweetest girls that ever lived.
I often wonder how a woman of my
limitations, of my faults, could pos-
sibly have borne such children,”

And Ladora of Lyrane, humor-
less and literal as all Lyranians are,
took those thoughts at their face
value and correlated their every con-
notation and implication with what
she herself had perceived in that
“dear, sweet” daughter's mind ; with
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what that daughter had done and
had said. The nature and quality
of this hellish person’s “limitations"
and  “fawlts” became eminently
clear, and as she perceived what she
thought was the truth, the Lyranian
literally cringed,

“As you know, I have been in
doubt as to whether or not to sup-
port you actively, as you wish,”
Ladora offered, as the two walked
together across the field, toward the
line of ground-cars. “On the one
hand, the certainty that the safety,
and perhaps the very existence, of
my race will be at hazard; on the
other the possibility that you are
right in saying that the situation will
continue to deteriorate if we do
nothing. The decision has not been
an easy one to make.” Ladora was
no longer aloof. She was just plain
scared. She had been talking against .
time, and hoping that the help for
which she had long since called

Jwould arrive in time. “I have
touched only the outer surfaces of
vour mind. Will you allow me,
without offense, to test its inner
quality before deciding definitely "
she asked, and in the instant of ask-
ing sent out an exploratory tentacle
of thought which was in actuality a
full-driven probe.

“1 will not.” Ladora'’s beam struck
a barrier which scemed to her ex-
actly like the daughter’s, None of
her race had developed anything
like it. She had never seen . . .
yes, she had, too—years ago, when
she was a child, that time in the
assembly . hall—that utterly hated
male, Kinnison of Tellus! This
visitor, then, was not a real person

11



al all, but a female—Kinnison's fe-
male—tlhie Red Lensman, of whom
even Lyrane had heard—and that
pers . . . that ting was their off-
spring!
trable block there might very well be
- =there probably was—exactly the
kind of sind that the offspring had
(lescribed. - A creature who was
physically a personr, but mentally
that inconceivable monstrosity, a
female, might be anything and
oiight do anytlung, Ladora temn-
porized.

“Fxcuse me; I did not mean to
intrude against your will,” she apol-
ogized, smoothly enough,  “Since
vour attitude makes it extromely
difficult for me to co-operate with
vou, I can make no promises as yet.
What is it that you wish to know
lirse s

“I wish to interview your ‘prede-
cessor Elder Yerson, the one we
called Helen.” Strangely refreshed,
it a sense galvanized hy the hrnet
peersomal  visit with lher  dynamic
rdlaughier, it was no longer Mrs,
Iimball Kinmison who faced the
laxranian Cueen, Instead, it was
the Red l.ensman; a [ull-powered
‘Second-5Stage Lenspian who lhad
tually decided that, since appeals
to reason, logic, and common scnse
had no perceptible effect upon this
stiff-necked near-woman, the time
had come to hear down. “IFurther-
more, L intend to interview her now,
and not at some such indelinite fu-
rure time as yvour whim may see fit
1o allow.”

T.adora sent out 2 final desperate
call for help and mustered her every

120

But behind that impene-

force against the imerloper. Fasy
and strong as her mind was, how-
ever, the Red Lensman's was jaster
and stronger. The Lyranian's de-
fensive structure was wrecked in the
instant of its building, the iranti-
cally struggling mind was taken
over in fote. MHelp arrived—use-
lessly ; since, although Clarrissa's
newly enlarged mind had not been
put to warlike use, it was brilliantly
keen and ultimately sure. Nor, in
rimes of stress, did the softer side
o[ her nature pperate to stay mind
or hand. While carrving Lensman’s
[oad she contained no more of ruth
for Civilization’s focs than did
abysmally frigid Nadreck himself.

IHead thrown back, taut and
tense, gold-fecked tawny eyes flash-
ing, she stood there for a moment

.and took on lier shield everything

that.those helligerent persons could
send, More, she returned 1t in land,
plus: and under those withering
hlasts of force more than ane of her
altackers ceased to lite. Then. still
holding her blocl, she and her un-
willing captive raced across the ficld
toward the line of peculiar little
fabric-and-wire machines which
were still the last word in Lyranian
air transport.

Clarnissa knew that the Vyranians
had no modern oifensive or defen-
sive weapons. They did, however,
have some fairly good artillery at
that airport; and she hoped fer-
vently as she ran that she could put
but jets cnough to spoil the aim and
fusing -~luckily, they hadn’t dewvel-
oped proximity fuses yet!—of what
ack-ack they could bring to bear on
her crate during the few minutes
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she would have to use it. Fortu-
nately, there was no artillery at the
small, unimportant airport on which
her speedster lay.

“Here we are. We'll take this
tripe—it's the fastest thing here!”

Clarrissa could operate the tri-
plane, of course—any knowledge or
ability that Ladora had ever had
was now and permanently the Lens-
man's. She started the queer en-
gines; and as the powerful little
plane screamed into the air, hanging
from its props, she devoted what of
her mind she could spare to the
problem of antiaircraft fire, She
could not handle all the guncrews;
but she could and did command the
most important members of most of
them. Thus, nearly all of the shells
etther went wide or exploded too
soon. Since she knew every point
of aim of the few guns with whose
operations she could not interfere,
she avoided their missiles by not
being at any one of those points at
the predetermined instant of func-
tioning,

Thus plane and passengers es-
caped unscathed and in a matter of
minutes arrived at their destination.
The Lyranians there had been
alerted, of course; but they were
few in number and they had not
heen informed that it would take
physical force, not mental, to keep
that red-headed pseudoperson from

boarding her outlandish ship of
space.
In a few more minutes, then,

Clarrissa and her captive, safe in
"the speedster, were high in the
stratosphere, Clarrissa sat” Ladora
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down—hard—in a seat and fastened
the safety straps.

“Stay in that seat and keep your
thoughts to yourself,” she directed,
curtly. “If you don't, you'll never
again either move or think in this
life.”” She opened a sliding door,
put on & couple of wisps of Manar-
kan glamourette, reached for a
dress, and paused. Eyes glowing,
she gazed hungrily at a suit of plain

"gray leather; a costume which she

had not as yet so much as tried on.
Should she wear it, ornot?

She could work efficiently—at
service maximum, really—in ordi-
nary clothes, Ditto, although she
didn’t like to, unclothed. In Gray,
though, she could hit absolute max
i1f she had to. Nor had there ever
been any question of right involved ;
the only barrier had been her own
hypersensitivity.

For over twenty years ahe herself
had been the only one to deny her
right, What license, she was wont
to ask, did an imitation or synthetic
or amateur or “Red” Lensinan have
to wear the garb which meant so
omich to so many? Over those
years, however, it had become in-
creasingly widely known that hers
was one of the five finest and most
powerful minds in the entire Gray
Legion; and .when Co-ordinator
Kinnison recalled her to active duty
in Unattached status, that Legion
passed by unanimous vote a resolu-
tion asking her to join them in
Gray. Psychics all, they knew that
nothing less would suffice; that if
there was any trace of resentment
or of antagonism or of feeling that
she did not intrinsically belong, she
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would never don the uniform which
every adherent of Civilization so
revered and for which, deep down,
she had always so intensely longed.
The Legion had sent her these
Grays. Kit had convinced her that
sha did actually deserve them,

She really should wear them. She
would.

She put them on, thrilling to the
core as she did so, and made the
quick little pesture she had seen
Kim make so many times. Lens-
man’s Seal. No one, however ac-
customed, has ever donned or ever
will don unmoved the plain gray
leather of the Unattached Lensman
of the Galactic Patrol.

Hands on hips, she studied her-
seH mimately and approvingly, both
in the miirror and by means of her
vastly more efficient sense of per-
ception. She wriggled a little, and
giggled inward]:,r as she remembered
deploring as “exhibitionistic” this

same conduct in her oldest daughter,

The Grays fitted her perfectly. A
bit revealing, perhaps, but her fig-
ure was still pood—very good, as a
matter of fact. Not a speck of dirt
or tarnish. . Her DeLameters were
fully charged. Her tremendous
T.ens flamed Dbrilliantly upon her
wrist. She looked—and felt—
readv. She could hit absolute max
in a fraction of a microsecond. If
she had to get really tough, she
would. She sent out a call.

“‘Helen of Lyrane! I know they've
got you around here somewhere,
and, if any of your guards try to
screen out this thought, I'll burn
their brains out. Clarrissa of Sol
III calling. Come in, Helen]”
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“Clarrissa!” This time there was
no interference. A world af wel-
come was in every nuance of the
thought. “VWhere are you?”

“High up, at—" .Clarrissa- gave
her position. “I'm in my speedster,
50 can get to anywhere on the planet
in minutes. More important, where
are you? And whyr”

“In jail, in my own—the Elder
Person’s—office.”” Queens should
have palaces, bhut Lyranec’s ruler did
not, DEverything was strictly utili-
tarian. “The tower on the corner,
remember? On the top floor.
‘“Why' is too long to discuss now—
I'd better tell you as much as pos-
sible of what you should know,
while there is time.”

“*Time? Arc you in danger:”

“¥es. Ladora would have killed
me long ago if it had dared. My
following grows less daily, the Bos-
konians stronger. The guards have
already summoned help. They are
coming now, to take me.”

“That’s what they think!” Clar-
rissa had already reached the scene,
She had exactly the wvelocity she
wanted. She slanted downward in
a screaming dive, “Can you tell
whether they're limbering up any
of’ that ack-ack around the office,
or not 1’

“I don't hﬂhﬂ‘-’e Eﬂ-—I dt}nt feel
any such thoughts.

“OX. Get away from the win.
dow.” If they bhadn't started al-
ready. they never would start, the
Red Lensman was deadly sure of
that.

She came within range—her
range—of the guns. She was in
ABTOUNDING SCIENCE-FICTION



time. Several gunners were run-
ning toward their stations, None of
them arrived. The speedster lev-
eled off and stuck its hard nose into
and almost through the indicated
room; reinforced concrete, steel
bars, and glass showering abroad as
it did so. The port snapped open.
As Helen leaped in, Clarrissa prace-
tically threw I.adora out.

“Bring Ladora back!” Helen de-
manded. *I shall have its life!"

“Nix!" Clarrissa snapped, “I
know everything that she does.
We've other fish to fry, my dear.”

The massive door clanged shut.
The speedster darted {forward,
straight through the solid concrete
wall. That small vessel, solidly buiit
of beryllium alloys, had been de-
signed’ to take brutal punishment.
She took it.

Out in open space, Clarrissd went
free, leaving the artificial gravity at
normal, Helen stood up, took Clar-
rissa’s hand, and shook it gravely
and strongly; a gesture at which
the Red Lensman almost choked.

Helen of Lyrane had changed
~event less than had the IEarth-
woman. She was still six feet tall;
erect, taut, springy, and poised.
. She didn't weigh a pound more than
the one-eighty she had scaled
twenty-odd years ago. Her vivid
auburn hair showed not one strand
of gray. Her eyes were as clear
and as proud ; her skin almost as fine
and firm.

“You are, then, alone?” In spite
of her control, Helen's thought
showed relief. :

“Yes. My hus... Kimball
Kinnison is very busy elsewhere”
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“ehe™ I

Clarrissa understood  perfectly.
Helen, after twenty years of think-
ing things over, really liked her;
but she still simply couldn't stand a
male, not even Kim; any more than
Clarrissa could ever adapt herself
to the Lyranian habit of using the
neuter pronoun “it” when reiferring
to one of themselves. She couldn™.
Anybody ‘who ever got a glimpse of
Helen would_have to think of her as
But enough of this wool-
gathering—which had taken per-
haps one millisecond of time,

“There's nothing to keep us from
working together perfectly,” Clar-
rissa’s thought flashed on, “Ladora
didn’t know much; and yon dé. Se
tell mie all about things, so that we
can decide where to beginl”

XVIL

When Kandron called his minion
in that small and nameless base to
learn whether or not he had suc-
cecded i trapping the Palainian
lL.ensman, Nadreck's relay station
functioned so perfectly, and Na-
dreck was so completely in charge
of his captive’s mind, that the caller
could feel nothing out of the ordi-
nary. Ultra-suspicious though Kan-
dron was, there was nothing what-
ever to indicate that anything had
changed at, or pertaining to, that
base since he had last called its com-
mander. That individual’s subcon-
scious mind reacted properly to the
key stimulus. The conscious mind
took over, remembered, and an-
swered properly a series of trick
questions. =+

These things occurred because the
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‘Base Commander was still alive.
|Iis ego, the pattern and marrix of
‘s personality, was still in existence
and had not been changed. Whar
kandron did not and could not sus-
pect was that that ego was no longer
in control of the commander’s mind,
hram, or body; that it was utterly
unable of its own volidon, either to
think  any iota of independent
thought or to stimulate any single
phy -.:.1-::.11 cell, The Oflonian's ego
wis present—ijust harely present—
bt that was all. It was Nadreck
who, using that ego as a puide and,
in a sense, as a helplessly impotent
ransformer, received the call, XNa-
idireck made those exaclly correct
replies. Madreck was now ready
vo render a detailed and fully doc-
mmented—and  completely menda-
cions—report upon his own de-
strietion !

Nadreck’s  special tracers  were
wlready out, deternnmng line and
intensity.  Strippers and analyxers
were silv at worle on the friuges
of the beam, disscectingr out, isolat-
i, and identifying cach of the
many scraps of ¢xtramenus thought
accompanying the wain  beam.
These side-thouyghts, in fact, -were
Nadreck’s prime concern. The
Second-Stage lensmen had learned
that 1o being—except possibly an
Arisian—~could narrow a beam of
thought down to one single, pure se-
quence.  Only Nadreck, lhowever,
recogimized i those side-bands a
rich field ; only he had designed and
developed mechanisms with which
to waork that field,

The stronger and clearer the
wind, the fewer and less complete
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were the extraneous [rogments of
thonghi: but Nadreck knew tlan
even kandron's brain would carry
guite a few such nongermane ac-
companiments, and {rom each of
those hits he could reconstruct an
entire sequence as accurately as a
competent  paleoutologist recon-
structs a prehistoric anmimal {rom
one fossilized picce of bone,

Thus XNadreck was completely
read}r when the harshily domineer-
ing Kandron asked his first real
question,

“I do not sappose that you have
sitcceeded in killing the lLensman "

“Yes, Your Supremacy, I have™
Nadreck could feel Kandron's start
of surprise; could perceive without
his instruments Kandron's fleeting
thoughts of the hundreds of unsuc-
cessful previous attemipts upon his
life. It was clear that the Onlonian
was not at all credulons.

“Report in detail!™ Kandron or-
dered.

Nadreck did so, alhering rigidly
te the truth up o the moment in
which Iis probes of force had
touched off the Toskonian alarns.
Then: = ]

“Spy-ray  photographs taken at
the mstant of alarm show an inde-
tectable speedster, with one, and
only one oscupant, as Your Su-
premacy anticipated. A careful
study of all the pictures taken of
that occupant shows: first, that he
was definitely alive at that time,
and was neither a projection nor an -
artificial mechanism; and second,
that his physical measurements
agree in every particular with the
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specifications furnished by Your
Supremacy as being those of MNa-
dreck of Palain VIL
- “Since Your Supremacy person-
ally computed and supervised the
placement of those projectors,” Na-
dreck went smoothly on, “you know
that the possibility is vanishingly
small that any material thing, free
or inert, could have escaped destruc-
tion. As a check, I caused to be
taken seven hundred twenty-nine—
three to the sixth power—samples
of the circumambient space, statis-
tically at random, for analvsis,
After appropriate allowances for the
exactly-observed eclapsed times of
sampling. diffusion of droplets and
molecular and atomic aggregates,
temperatures, pressures, and all
other factors known or assumed to
be operating, I determined that there
had heen present.in the center of
action of our beams a mass of
approximately four thousand six
hundred seventy-eight point o one
metric tons, This walue, Your
Supremacy will note, is in close
agreement with the most efficient
mass of an indetectable speedster
designed for long-distance work.”
- That figure was in fact closer than
close.
ment of the actual mass of Na-
dreck’s ship.

“Exact composition
demanded.

Nadreck recited a rapid-fire string
of elements and figures. They, too,
were correct within the experimen-
tal error of a very good analyst.
The Base Commander could not
possibly have known them; but it
was well within the bounds of pos-
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' Kandron

It was an almost exact state- .

sibility that the insidious Kandron
would, Hedid. He was now prac-
tically certain that his ablest and bit-
terest enemy had been destroyed at
last, but there were still 3 few lin-
gering shreds ofdoubt,

“Let me look over your work,”
Kandron directed,

“¥Yes, Your Supremacy.” Na-
dreck the Thorough was ready for
even that extreme test. Through
the eyes of the ultimately enslaved
Base Commander Kandron checked
and rechecked Nadreck's pictures,
Nadreck’s charts and diagrams, Na-
dreck’s more than four hundred
pages of mathematical, physical, and
chemical notes and detertninations;
all without finding a single flaw.

In the end Kandron was ready to
believe that Nadreck had in fact
ceased to exist. However, he him-
self had not done the work. There
was no corpse, If he himself had
killed the . Palainian, if he himself
had actually felt the Lensman’s life
depart in the grasp of his own ten-
tacles, then, and only then, would he
have known that Nadreck was dead.
As it was, even though the work
had been done in exact accordance
with his own instructions, there re-
mained an infinitesimal uncertainty.
Wherefore :

“Shift your field of operations to
cover X-174, Y-240, Z-16. Do not
relax your vigilance in the slightest
because of what has happened.” He
considered briefly the idea of allow-
ing his minion to call him, in case
anything happened, but decided
against it. "Are the men standing
up?”
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“Yes, Your Supremacy, they are
_in very good shape indeed.”

" And so on. “Yes, Your Suprem-
acy, the psychologist is doing a very
fine job. Yes, Your Supremacy

.. V85 ... yes . . yes—"

‘Very shortly after the character-
istically Kandronesque ending of
that interview, Nadreck had learned
everything he needed to know. He
knéw where Kandron was and what
he was doing. He knew much of
what Kandron had doce during the
preceding - twenty years; and, since
he himself figured prominently in
many of those sequences, they con-
stituted invaluable checks upon the
validity of his other reconstructions,
He knew the construction, the arm-
minent, and the various Ingenious
mechanisms, including the locks, of
Kandron's vessel; he knew more
than any other outsider had even
known of Kandron’s private life.
He knew where Kandron was go-
ing next, and what he was going
to do there. e knew in hroad
what Kandron intended to do
thuring the coming century.

Thus well informed, Nadreck set
his specdster into a course toward
the planet of Civilization which was
Kandron’s next objective. He did
not hurry; it was no part of his
plan to interfere in any way i the
horrible program of planet-wide
madness and slaughter which Kan-
dron had in mind. It simply did
not occur to him to try to save the
planet as well as to kill the Onlon-
ian; Nadreck, being Nadreck, took
without doubt or question the safest
and surest course,

Nadreck knew that Kandron
would set his vessel ‘into an orbit
around the planet, and that he would
take a small boat—a fitter—for the
one personal visit necessary to es-
tablish his lines of communication
and control. Vessel and flitter
wonlld be alike indetectable, of
course; but Nadreck found the one
easily enough and knew when the
other lefr its mother-zhip, Then,
using his lightest, stealthiest spy
rays, the Palainian set about the ex-
ceedingly delicate business of buard-
ing the Boskonian craft.

That vundertaking could be made
a story in its own ﬁght, for Kandron
did not leave his ship unguarded.
However, merely by thinking about
his own safety, Kandron had all un-
wittingly given away the keys to his
supposedly impregnable fortress.
While Kandron . was wondering
whether or not the Lensman was
really dead, and especially after he
had Deen convinced that he most
probably was, the Onlonian’s
thoughts had toucled fleetingly
npon a multitude of closely-related
subjects. 1Would it be safe to aban-
don some of the more onerous pre-
cautions he had always taken, and
which had served him so well for
so many vears? And as he thought
of them,.each one of his safeguards .
flashed at least partially into view;
andd for -Nadreck, any significant
part was practically as good as the
whole. Kandron's protective de-
vices, therefore, did not protect.
Projectors, deslgm:d to flame out
against intruders, remained cold.
Ports gpened; and as Nadreck
touched sundry buottons, various in-
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visible beams, whose breaking
would have produced unpleasant
results, ceased to exist. In short,
Nadreck knew all the answers. Ii
he had not been coldly certain that
his information was complete, he
wottld not have acted at all,

Adfter entry, his first care was to
send out spotting ' devices which
would give ample warning in case
the Onlontan should return unex-
pectediy sgon, Then, working in
the service-spaces behind instrument
boards and panels, in junction boxes,
and in various other out-of-the-way
- places, he cut into lead aiter lead,
ran wire after wire, and installed
item after item of apparatus and
equipment upon which he had been
at work for weeks, He fimished his
work undisturbed. He checked and
rechecked the circuits, making ab-
solutely certain that every major one
of the vessel’s controlling leads ran
to or through at least one of the

things he had just installed, With

EHILDR:E_H OF THE LENA

painstaking nicety he obliterated

every visible sign of s visit. He
departed as carefully as -he had
come ; restoring to full efficiency as
he went each one of Kandron's
burglar.alarms, -

Kandron returned, entered his
ship as usual, stored his flitter, and
extended a tentacular member to-
ward the row of switches on his
panel.

“Don’t touch anything, Kandron,”
he was adwvised by a thought as cold
and as deadly as any one of his own;
and upon the Onlonian equivalent
of a visiplate there appeared the
onc likeness which he least ex-
pected and least desired to perceive.

“Nadreck of Palain VII--Star A
Star—THE Lensman!” The On-
lonian was physically and emotion-
ally incapable of gasping, but the
idea 15" appropriate,. “You have,
then, wired and mined this ship.”

There was a subdued clicking of
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relavs. The liergenholin came up
e speed, the speedster spun about
and darted straight away from the
planet under a couple of kilodynes
of drive,

“I am Nadreck of PPalain VII,
ves. Oné of the group of Lensmen
whose collective activities you have
ascribed” to Star-A-Star and the
Lensman. Your ship is, as you have
tleduced, mined. The only reason
you did not die as yvou entered it is
that I wish to be absolulely certain;
and not merely statistically so, that
it 1s actually Kandron of Onlo, and
uot someone else, who dies.”

“That unutterable fool!” Kan-
lron quivered in helpless rage, O,
that I had taken the time and kilied
vou myself!”
© ¥TI{ you had done your own work,

the techniques T used here could not .

have been employed, and yvou might
have been in no danger at the pres-
ent moment,”
equably enough. “My powers are
small, my intellect feeble, and what
might have heen has no present
hearing. I am inclined, however,
tn questign the validity of your con-
vlusions, due to the known fact that
vou have been directing a campaign
against me for over twenty years
withotit success:; whereas I have
succeeded against you in less than
half a year. My analysis is now
complete. You may now touch any
control you please. By the way, you
do not deny that you are ]."-...:i.IlﬂI‘ﬂ-n
of Onlo, do you??

Neither of those monstrous be-
ings asked, suggested, or cven
thought of merey. In neither of

=

Nadreck adimitted, -

their languages was there any word
fur ur concept of such a thing.

“That would be idle. You have
a record of my life patiern, of
course, just as I have one of vours.
But I cannot understand how you
wot throueh that—"

“It is not necessary that vou
should. Do vou wish to close one
of those swirches or shall T

Wandron had been thinking for
minmes, studyving overy aspect of
s predicament,  Koowing Na-
dreck, he knew just how desperate
the sitwation was, However, there
was one very small chance—just
one. The way he had come was
vlear. He knew that that was the
only clegar wav, Wherefore, to gain
an extra mmstant of time, he reached
out wward a switch; but even while |
he was reaching he put cvery ounce
of his tremr_nduu-} s.tren-'rth into a
leapr which hurled him across the
roown toward his flitter,

No luck, One of Nadreck's mi-
nor fentacles was already curled
around a switch, tensed and ready.
Kandron had not moved a foot
when a relay snapped shut and {four
canisters of duodec detonated as
one. Puodecaplvlatomate,  that
frightful detonant whose violence is
exceeded only by that of nuclear dis-
integration itself]

‘There was an appalling flash of
viciously white light, which ex-
panded in microseconds into an
enormous rlobe of incandescent gas,
Cooling and darkening as it expand-
ed rapidly into the near-vacuum of
interplanetary space, the gases and
vapors soon  became  invisible.
Through and throughout the entire
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volume 'of wvolatilization Nadreck
drove analyzers apd detectors, until
it was 2 mathematical certainty that
no particle of material substance
larger in diameter than five microns
remained of either Kandron or his
spaceship. He then called the Gray
Lensman.

“Kinnison. Nadreck of Palain
VII calling, to report that my as-
signment has been completed. 1
have destroyed Kandron of Onlo.”

“GGood! Fine business, ace!
What kind of a picture did you get?
He® must have known something
about the higher echelons—or did
he? Was he just another dead
end &

“T did net go into that.”

“Huh? Why nott” Kinnison de-
manded, exasperation in every line
of his thought. .

“Because it was not included in
the project,”. Nadreck explained,
patiently. “You already know that
one must concentrate in order to
work efficiently. To secure the reg-
pisite minimum of information it
was necessary to steer his thoughts
into one, and only one, set of chan-
nels. There were some foreign
side-bands, of course, and it may be
that some of them touched upon
this new subject which you have
now, too late, introduced . . . no,
there were no such,”

“Dammnation!” Kinmson exploded ;
then by main strength shut himself
up. "X, ace; skip it. But listen,
my spiny and murderous friend.
Get this—engrave it in big type right
on the top-side inside of your thick
skull—what we want is INFOR-

l:'.'liju.-nnmu: OF THE LENS

MATION, not mere liguidation.
Next time you get hold of such a
big shot as Kandron must have been,
don’t kill him until either: first, you
get some leads as to who or what
the real head of the outfit is; or,
second, you make sure that he
doesn’t know. Then kill him all you
want to, but FIND OUT WHAT
HE KNOWS FIRST. Have I
made myself clear this time?”

“You have, and as Co-ordinator
vour instructions should and will
govern, 1 point out, however,
that the introduction of a multi-
plicity of objectives into a problem
not only destroys its unity, but also
increases markedly both the time
necessary for, and the actual per-
sonal danger involved im, its solu-
tion.”

“So what "’ Kinnison countered,
as evenly as he could. “That way,
we may be able to get the answer
some day. Your way, we never
will, DBut the thing’s done—there’s
no use yappiug and yowling about
it now. Have you any ideas as to
what you should do next?”

“No. Whatever you wish, that 1
shall try to do.” i ]

“I'll check with the others.” He
did so, receiving no helpful ideas an-
til he consulted his wife.’

“Hi, Kim, my dear!” came Clar-
rissa’s buovant thought; and, after
a brief but intense greeting: “Glad
you called, INNothing definite enough
vet to report to you officially, but
there are indications that Lyrane
IX may be an important—""

“Wine?” Kinnison interrupted.
“Not Eight again?™

“Nine,” she confirmed. “A new
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itemn.* So [ may be doing a flit over
there one of these days.”

“Uh-uh,” he denied. “Lyrane I'X
would be none of your husiness.
Stay away from it.”

“Says who ?"' she deinanded. "“'We
went into .this once hefore, Kim,
nbout you telling me what I could
and couldn’t do.”

“¥eah, and I came out second

best.” Kinnison grinned. “But now,
as the Co-ordinator, I make sugges-
tions to even Second-Stage Lens-
men, and they follow them—or else.
I, thercfore, suggest officially that
you stay away from Lyrane IX on
the grounds that since it is colder
than a Palainian’s heart, it is defi-
nitely not vour problem, but Na-
dreck's. And personally, I am
adding that if you don't behave
yourself I'll come over there -and
administer appropriate physical
suasion.” '
- “Come on over—that would be
tun!” Clarrissa giggled, then so-
bered quickly. “But seriously, you
win, I guess—this time. You'll
keep me informed 7

“I'll do that. Clear ether, Chris!”
and he turned back to the Palainian.

“. ..50 you see this is your
problem. Go to it, little chum.”

*T go, Kinnison.”

XVIIL.

For hours Camilla Kinnison and

Tregonsce wrestled separately and
{ruitlessly with the problem of the
clusive “X.” Then, after she had
stiudied the Rigellian’s mind in a
fashion which he could neither de-
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tect nor employ, Lannlla broke the
mental silence.

“Uncle Trig, my cunclusmns
frighten me. Can you conceive of
the possibility that it was contact
with my mind, not yours, that made
‘X' run away " _

*“That is the only tenable conclu-
sion. I konow the limitalions of my
own mind, but I have never been
able to guess at the capabilities of
vours. I fear that I, at least, under-
estimated our opponent.”

“I know that I did, and I was ter-
ribly wrong. I shouldn’t have tried
to fool you, either, even a little bit.
There are some things about me
that I just can’t show to most peo-
ple. but vou are different—you’re
suclt a wonderful person!?

*Thanks, Camilla, for your trust,”

" Understandingly, he did not go on

to say that he would keep on being
worthy of it. “I accept the fact that
you liive, being children of two
Second-5Stage Lensmen, are basi-
cally beyond my comprebension.
There arc indications that you do
not as yet thoroughly understand
yourself, You have, however, de-
cided upon a course of action. ”

“Oh—I'm so relieved! Yes, I
But before we go into that,
I lr:aven't been able to solve the prob-
lem of ‘X. More, I have proved
that I cannot solve it without more
data. Therefore, you can't, either.
Check "

“I had not yet reacltf:d that con-
clusion, -but I accept your statement
as truth”

“Omne of those uncommon powers
of mine, to which you referred a
while ago, is a wide range of per-
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ception, from-large masses down to
extremely tipy components. An-
other, or perhaps a part of the same
one, is rthat, after resolving and anae
Iyzing these line details, I can build
up a logical and coherent whole by
processes of interpolation and extra-
polation.”

“l ‘can helieve that such things
would be possible to such a nund as
vours must be. Go on.”

“Well, that is how I know that I
nnderestimated Mr., ‘X" Whoever
or whatever he is, I am completely
unable to resolve the structure of
his thought. I gave you all I got of
it. Look at it again, please—hard.
What can you make of it now?”

“It is exactly the same as it was
hefore; a fragment of a simple and
plain introductory thought to an
andience. That is all”

“That's all I can see, too, and
that's what surprises me s0.”" The
hitherto imperturbable and serene
Camilla got up and began .to pace
the floor. “That thought is appar-
ently absolutely solid ; and since that
is a definitely impossible condition,
the truth is that its structure is s0
fine that I cannot resolve it into its
vcotuponent units. This fact shows
that I am not nearly so competent as
Y thought T was. When you and
Jad and the others reached
point, you each went to Arisia. [

-have decided to do the same thing.”

“That decision seems eminently
5'5“:1‘:!|"

“Thanks, Uncle Trig—that was
what I hoped yvou would say. I have
never been there, you know, and the
idea scared me a little. Clear
ether " ; : =
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There is no need to go into detail
as to Camilla’s bout with Mentor.
Her mind, like Karen's, had had to
mature of itself before any treat-
ment could be really effective; but
once mature, she took as much in
one session as Karthrvn had taken in
all her many. She had not sug-
gested that the Rigellian accompany
her to Arisia; they both knew that
he had already received all that he
could take. Upon her return she
ereeted him as casually as though
she had been gone only a matter of
hours,

“What Mentor did to me, Uncle
Trig, shouldn’t have been done to
It doesn’t show
too much, thoygh, I hope—does 1t "

“Not at all.,” He scanned her

- narrowly, both physically and men-

“l1 can perceive no change in

In peneral, however, you
have changed. You have devel-
ﬂImd.PF

“¥es, more than [ wonld have be-
lieved possible. I can't do much
with my present very poor tran-
scriptioh of that thought, since the
all-important fine detail is missing,
We'll have to intercept another one.
I'll get it all, this time, and it will
tell us.a lot.”

“But you did something with this
one, 1 am sure. There must have
been some developable features—a
sort of latent-image effect?”

“A littte. Practically infinitesimal
compared to what was really there.
Physically, his classification to four
places iz TUUV; guite a bit like
the Nevians, you notice. His home
planet 1s big, and practically covered
Nao real cities, just
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groups of hali-submerged, tempo-
rary structures.  Mentality very
high, but we knew that already.
Normally, he thinks upon a very
short wave, so short that he was
then working at the very bottom of
hiz range. «His sun is a fairly hot
main-sequence-star, ol spectral class
somewhere around F, and 1t's prob-
ably more or less variable, because
there was qguite a distinct implica-
tion of change. Bnt that's normal
enough, isn’t it X"

Within the limitz imposed by the
amwount and kind of data available,
Camilla’s obzervations and analvses
had been. pericet, her reconstruction
flawless. She didd net then have
any idea, however, that “X" was
fact a spring-form Plooran. More,
she did nof even knouw that such a
planet, as Ploor existed, except for
Mentor's one mention of it,

“Of coursc. D'eoples o planets
of variable suns think that such suns
are the only kind fit to have planets.
You cannot reconstruct the nature
of the change®™”

“No. Worse, I can't find ®ven a
hint of where his planet is in space
—but then, I probably couldn’,
anyway, even with a whole, fresh
thought to study.”

“Frobably not. ‘Rigel Four’ would
be an utterly meaningless thought
to anvone ignorant of Rigel: and,
except when making a conscious ef-
fort, as in directing strangers, I
never think of its location in terms
of palactic co-ordinates. I suppose
that the location of a home planet
15 always taken for granted. That
would seem to leave us just about
where we were before in our search

18%

for ‘X, except for your implied
ability to intercept another of his
thoughts, almost at will. Explain,
P]EHEE.”

“Not my ability—ours.” Canulla
smiled, confidenth. 1 couldn’t do
it aloue, netthier could yon, bur be-
tween us L don't believe thar it will
be too difficult. You, with your ut-
terly calm., witerly unshakable cer-
tainty, can drive a thought 1o any
corner of the universe. You can fix
and hold it steady on any indicated
atmn. I can’t do that: or anythung
Iike 1t, but with my present ability
to detect and to analyxe, I am nm
afraidl of missing “X" if we can come
within parsecs of hun. 5o my idea
1s a sort of piggy-back hunting trip:
‘vou to take me for a ride, mentally,
very miuch as Worsel takes Con,
physically. That would waork, don™t

you thinle =™

“Perfectly. | am sure.” The
stolid Rigellian was immensely
pleascd. *“Link wyour mind with

mine, then, and we will set out. [
you have no better plan of actiou
mapped out, I wounld suggest start-
ing at the point where we lost him
and working outward, covering an
expanding -sphere.”

“You know best. 1 will stick to
you wherever you go. I am ready.”

Tregonsee launched his thought:
a thought which, at a velocity not

" to be measured even in multiples of

that of light, generated the surface
of a continuously enlarging sphere
of space. And with that thought, a
very part of it, sped Camilla's in-
comprehensibly delicate, instanta-
neously reactive detector web. The
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Rigellian, with his unhuman perse-
verance, would bave surveyed total
space had it been necessgry; and
the now adult Camilla would have
stayed with him. However, the pa-
tient pair did not have to comb all
of space. In a matter of hours the
girl’s almost infinitely tenuous de-
tector touched, with inlinitesimal
power and for an inappreciable in-
stant of time, the exact thouglht-
structure to which it had been so
carefully atrned.

"HalL'" she ﬂnﬂmd and Tregon-
see's mighty superdreadnought ghot
away alonr the indicated line ar
waximum blast.

“¥ou are not now thinking at
him, of course, hui how sure are
© you that he did not fecl your detec-
tor " Tregonsee asked.

“Positive,” the girl replied. I
conldn’t even ieel it myself until
after 2 million-fold amplification. It
was just a web, you know, not
nearly solid enough for an mialvzer
or a rccorder. I didn't touch lus
mim¢l at all. IHowever, when we get
close enough to work efliciently,
which will be in_about five days, we
will have to touch him. Assuming
that he is as sensitive as we are, he
will fecl us; hence we Will have to
work {ast and aceording to some
definite plan, What are your ideas
as to technigquer”

“{ may offer a suvgestion or twao,
Jater, but I resign leadership to you,
You already have made plans, have
you not '

“Only a framewnrk, T could not
g Into detail without consulting
you. Sin-:l: we agree that it was my
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mind that he did wot like, you will

have to make the first contact.”
“Of course. But since the action

of thought is so nearly instantane-

- ous, are you sure that you will be

able to protect yourself in case he
overcomes me at that first contact?”
If the Rigellian gave any thought at
all to his own fate in such a case, no
trace of it was evident. .

"My screens are good. I am fair-
Iy certain that I could protect both
af us, but it might slow me down a
trifle; and even an instant’s delay
might keep me from getting the in-
formation we' want. It would be
hetter, I think, to call Kit in. Or,
hetter vel, Kay., She can stop a
superatomic bomb. With Kay cov-
ering us botly, we will be free to put
onr full power into the offense.” -

“And ibat offense is to be—1"

“I have no idea. e will work
that cut together.” -

Again they went into a union of
ininds ; cnnqidering, weighing, ana-
hvzing, rr:j-::ctmg, and—a few times
—accepting. And finally, well
within the five-day time limit, they
had drawn up a completely detailed
plan of battle.

How uselessly that time was
spent! Jor that battle, instead of
progressing according to their care-
fully worked-out plan, was ended
almost in the instant of its begin-
ning.

According to plan, Tregonsee
mned his mind to “X's" pattern as
soon as they had come within
working range. He reached out
as delicately as he conld: and his

best was very fine work indeed.
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He might just as well have, struck
with all his power, for at the first
touch of the fringe, extremely light
and entirely innocuous though it
was, the stranger’s barriers flared
into being and there - came back
instantly a mental bolt of such
vicious intensity that it would have
gone through Tregonsee's hardest-
held block as though no barrier had
been there. But that bolt did not
strike Tregonsee’s shield; he did
not even know, until much later,
that' it had been sent. Instead, it
struck Karen Kinnison’s, which
*has already been described.

It did not exactly bounce, nor
did it cling, nor did it linger, even
for a microsecond, to do battle as
expected. It simply wvanished; as
though that minute interval of time
had been sufficient for the enemy
to have recovered from the shock

of encountering a completely un-

expected resistance, to have ana-
Ivzed the texture of the shield, to
have deduced from that analysis
the full capabilities of its owner
and operator, to have decided that
he did not care to have any deal-
ings with the entity so deduced,
and finally, as he no doubt sup-
posed, to have begun to retreat in
good order.

His retreat, however, was not in
good order. Fle did not escape,
this time. This time, as she had

declared that she would be, Camilla”

was ready for anything—literally
anything, Everything she had—
and she had plenty—was on the
trips; tense, taut, and poised.
Knowing that Karen, the Ultimate
of Deiense. was on guard, she was
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wholly free to hurl her every force
in the instant of perceiving the
enemy's poignant thrust, Scarcely
had the=leading element of her
attack touched the stranger's
screens, however, whep those
5creens, ‘X" himself, his vessel and
any others that might have been
accompanying it, and everything
tangible in nearby space, all dis-
appeared at -once in the 1in--
conceivably violent, the ultimately
cataclysmic detonation of a super-
atomic homb.

It may mnot, perhaps, be gener-
ally known that the “completely
liberating” or “superatomic™ bomb
liberates one hundred percent of the
total component energy of two or
more subcritical masses of an un-
stable isotope, in a space of tme
estimated to be sixty-nine hun-
dredths of one microsccond. Its
violence and desructiveness thus
diiter, both in degree and in kind,
iromthose of the earlier type, whicly
liberated only the energy of nu-
clear fission, very much as the
raciation of S-Doradus differs from
that of Earth’s moon. . Its mass
attains, and holds for an appre-
ciable length of time, a temperature
to be measured only in millions of
Centigrad€ degrees; which fact ac-
counts in large part for its utterly
incredible vehemence. :

Nothing inert in its entire sphere
of primary action can even begin
to move out of the way before
being reduced to itz subatomic
constituents and thus contributing .
in some measure to the cataclysm.
Nothing is or becomes visible until
the secondary stage begins; until
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the frightful globe has expanded to
a diameter of some hundreds of
miles and by this expansion has
cooled down to a point at which
some of its radiation lies in the
visible violet. And as for lethal
radiation—there are radiations and
they are lethal.

The battle with “X" had occu-
pied approximately two milliseconds
of actual time. The expansion had
been progressing for a second or

tvo when Karen lowered her
zhield,

“Well, that tinishés that,” she
commented, “T'd better get back

on the job. Did you find out what
you want to know, Cam, or not "

“I got a little in the moment he-
tore the explosion. Not much.”
(Zamilla was deep in study. 1t is
going to be quitcea job of re-
construction. One thing of inter-
est to you, thoagh, is that this *X°
had quit sabotage temporarily and
was on his way to Lyrane IX,
where ‘he had some kind of
wnportant-—'"

“Nine?” Karen asked, sharply,
“Not Fight? I've been watching
LEight, you know—I haven't even
thought of Nine” .

“XNine, definitely, The thought
was clear. You mnght give it a
scan once in a whilee. How is
mother doing ™ -

“She’s doing a grand job, and
that Helen is quite an operator,
too. I'm not doing much—just a
touch here and there—I'll sce what
[ can sec on Nine. I'm not the
‘scanner or detector that you are,
thougin, you - know--maybe you'd
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better come uw:r here too, in
person. Suppose”

“I think so—don't you, Uncle
Trig?” Tregonsee did. “IWe can
do some exploring as we*come, but’
since I have no definite patterns
for web work, we may not be ahle
to do much until we get close.
L]-::a.r ether, Kay!™

“The fine structure is there, and
I can resolve it and analyze it,”
Camilla informed Tregonsee, after
a few hours of intense concentra-
tibn. “There are quite a few clear
extraneous sequences, instead of
the blurred latent images we had
hefore, but there iz still no indica-
tion whatever of the location of his
home planet. I can see his physi-
cal classification to ten places in-
stead of four, more detail as to the
sun’s wvariation, the seasofs, their
habits, and so on. Things that seem
mostly to be of -very little impor-
tance, as far as we are concerned.
I found one fact, though, that is
new and important. According to
my reconstruction, his business on
loyrane IX was the induction of
Boskonian Lensmen—Black T.ens-
mwen, Tregonsce, just as father
suspected " :

“In that case, he must have been
the Boskonian counterpart of an
Arisian, and hence one of the
highest echelon. I am very glad
tmje-::d that vou and Karen relieved
me of the necessity of trying to
handle him myself. Kinnison will
he very glad to know that we have
at last and in fact reached the
top—""

Camilla was paying attention to
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the Rigellian's cogitations with only
a fraction of her mind; most of it
&eingr  .engaged 1n " a  private

conversation withh her brother. J

it

LoD vou see, Kit, he was
meler a subconscious compulsion.
e dwd 1o destroy himself, his shap,
and - everything in it, in - the very
instant of attack by any  mind
defimitely  superior to  his  ownl”
Therefore he couldn’t have been an
Eddorian, possibly, but merely an-
other intermediate, and I haven't
been of much help.”

“Sure wou have, Cam! You
got a lot of information, and some
mivhty good leads to Lyrane X
and what goes on there. I'm on
my way to Lddore now; and by
working down. from there and up

from™ Lyrane IN we can’t go
wromg.  Clear ether, Sis!™

KN,
Constance  Kinnmizon  did  not

waste much time in idle recrinuna-
tions, everr at herseli, INealizing
at last that she was still not fully
competent, and Dbeing able to de-
fine exactly what she lacked, she
went to Arisla for hnal treatment.
She took that  treatinent  and
emerged from it. as her brother and
sisters had emerged, a completely
integrated personality,

She had something of evervthing
the others had, of course, as did
thev all: Lut her dominants, the
characteristics which had operated
to make Worsel her favorite
Second-Stage Lensman, were much
like thoze of the Velantian, Her
mind, like hiz, was quick and facile,

j H ]

vet of extraordinary power and
range, She did not have much ol
her father's flat, driving urge or of
his indomitable will to do; she was
the least able of all the Five to
exert long-sustained extreme effort.
1ler top, however, was vastly higher
than theirs. Like Worsel's, her
armament was  almost  entirely
offensive-—she was {ar and away
the deadliest fighter of them all.
She only of them all had more
than a trace of pure killer instinct:
and when roused to full fHighting
pitch her mental bolts were wea-
pons of as starkly inceoinprehensible
an efectiveness as the sphere of
primmary action of. a superatomic
bomb.

As soon as Counstance had lelt
the Felan, remarking that she was
going to Arisia_to take her medi-
cine, Worsel called a staff meeting
to discuss in detail the matter of
the “Tlell Flole m Space.”  That
conference was neither long nor
heateel ; it was unanimously agreed
that that phenomenon was—must
be — sunply  another undiscovered
cavern of Owverlords. '

In view of the fact that \Worsel
and his crew had been hunting
down and killing Owverlords for
more than twentv years, the only
logical course of action was for
them to deal similarly with one
more, perhaps the only remaining
large group of their hereditary foes,
Nor did any doubt of their ability
to do so enter any one of the
Velantians' mitrneds,

How wrong they werel

They did not have to search for

the “Hell Hole,”” Long since, to
L |
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stop its dreadful toll,*a spherical
cordon of robot guard ships had
been posted to warn all traflic away
from the outer iringes of its
influence, Since - they merely
warned against, but could not
physically prohibit, cntry into the
Jangerous space, Worsel did uot
pay anay attention to the guard
ships or to their signals as the
Felan went through the warning
webh., His ‘plans were, he thought,
well laid. His ship was free. Its
speed, by Velantian standards, was
very low. HKach member of Ius
crew wore a full-coverage thonght-
screen; a similar and vastly more
powerful screen would surround
the whole vessel if one of Worsel's
minor members . were cither to
tighten or to relax its grip npon
a spring-mounted control. Worsel
was, be thought, ready for any-
thing.

But the "Hell MHolé in Space”
wis not a cavern of Overlords,
No sun, no planct, nothing marerial
existed within that spherical volume
of space. ‘That something was
there, however, there ivas no doubt.
Slow as was the Velan's pace, it
was still too fast by far; for in a
matter of minutes, through the
supposedly impervious  thought-

screens, there came an attack of-

utterly malipnant ferocity; an as-
sault which tore at Worsel's mind
in a fashion he had never imagined
possible; a poignant, rending, un-
hearably c¢rescendo force whose
violence seemed to double with
every mile of advance.

The VFelaw's all-encompassing
screen snapped on—uselessly.  [rs

CHILDREN OF THE LEXNS

tremendous power was as un-
opposed as were the lesscr powers
of the personal shields—that
highly inimical thought was coming
past. not through, the barriers. An
Arisian, or one of the Children of
the Lens, would have been able to
perceive and to block thiat band;
no one of lesser mental stature
could.

Strong and fast as Vorsel was,
mentally and physically, he got his
vessel turned around just barely in
time. All his resistance and all his
strength had to be called into play
to maintain his mind's control over
his: hody; to enable him to spin
his ship end for end and to kick
her drive up to maxinm blast. To
his surprise, his agony decreased
with distance as rapidly as it had
huilt up; disappearing entirely well
bhefore the l7e¢lan reached the web
she had crossed such a short time
before.

Groggy, sick, and shaken, hang-
ing slackly from his bars, the Velan-
tian Lensman was roused to action
by the mental and physical frenzy
of his crew. “Ten of themx had
died in the Hell Hole; six more-
were torn to bits before their com- -
mander could muster cnough force
to stop their insane rioting. Then
Alaster Therapist Worsel went to
work: and one by one he brought
the survivors back. They remem-
bered ; but he made those memories
bearable, 3

He then called Kinnison,
“. . . but there didn’t seem to be

‘anything personal about it, as one

would expect from an Owerlord,”
he concluded his brief report.
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“It dul® not concentrate on us,
reach for us, or follow us as we
left. Its intensity seemed to vary
only with distande . . . perhaps
inversely as distance squared—
it -might very well have been
radiated from a center. WWhile
it 'was nothing like anything I ever
felt before, 1 sull think that it
must be an Overlord—maybe a
sort of Second-Stape Qverlord,
just as you and I are Second-Stage
Lensmen. HMHe iz too strong for
me now, just as they used to be
too strong for us before we met
vou. By the same reasoning,
however, 1 am pretty sure that
if you can come over here, you and
I together could figure out a way
of taking hum., How dabout it
“Mighty interesting, and I'd
like to, but I'm right in the middle
of a job,” Kmmson repled, and
went on to explain rapidly what he,
as Bradlow Thyron, had done and
what he still had to do. -“As soon
as I can get away I'll come over,
In the meantime, fellow . old snake,
keep away from there. Do a flit—
find something else to keep you
amused until T can ‘join you.”

Worsel set out, and after a few
days . .. or weeks—idle time means
practically nothing to a Velantian
—a sharply-Lensed thought drove
in.

“Help! A Lensman calling
help! Line this thought and come
at speed to System—" Tlhe mes-
sage ended as sharply as it had
hegun; 1 a flare of agony which,
Worsel knew, meant that that
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Lensman, *whoever he was, had
died. ;

Since the thought, although
broadcast, had come in strong and
clear, Worsel knew that its sender
had been close by, While the
tinie Jiad been very short indeed,
he had been able to get 'a line -of
sorts. Into that line ke “whirled
the Felan's sharp prow and along
it she hurtled at the literally in-
conceivable pace of her "absolute-
maximum drive.” As  the Gray -
Lensman had often remarked, the
Velantian  superdreadnought had
more legs than a centipede, and
now she was using them all, In
minutes, then, the scene of hattle
grew large upon her plates.

The Datrol ship, hopelessly out-
classed, could last” only seconds
longer. Her screens were down;
her very wall shield was dead. Red
pockmarks sprang into being along
her sides as the Boskonian needle-
beamers wiped out her few remain-
ing controls. Then, as the help-
lessly raging Worsel looked on, his
brain seething with unutterable
profanity, the enemy
prepared to board—a  course of
action which, Worsel could see,
was changed abruptly by the {fact
—and perhaps as well by the
terrific velocity—of his own “un-
swerving approach. The conquered
Patrol cruiser disappeared in a
blaze of detonating duodec; the
congueror devoted ‘his every jet to
the task of running away; strewing
his path as he did so with sundry

items of solid and explosive
destruction.  Such  things, how-
ever, whether dirigible or not,
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whether inert or.iree, were old and

simple stuff to the Felan's war-
wise crew. Their spotters and
detectors were full. out, as was

also a ically solid forefan of
annfhilating and  disintegrating
beams.

Thus noune of the Iloskonian's
missiles touched the Felan, nor,
with all lius speed, could he cs-
cape. lFew indeed were the ships
nf space able to step it, parsec for
parsec, with Worsel’s mighty craft,
and tus Iuckless pirate vessel was
not one of them. Up and up the
pursuer rushed; second by second
the intervening distance lessened.
‘Fractors shaot out, locked on, and
pulled briefly with all the force of
their stupendous generators,

Briefly, but long enongh. As
Worsel had anticipated, that sav-
age vank had, in the fraction of
a second required for the Dosko-
ttian commander to recopgnize and
to cut the tractors, been enough to
hrine the two inertialess war craft
practically screen to screen.

“Primaries! Blast!” Worsel
Intrled the thought even before his
tractors snapped. He was in no
mood for a long-drawn-ount engage-
ment. He might be able te win
with his secondaries, his necdles,
s tremendbusly powerful short-
range stuff and his other ordinary
offenzive  weapons, ' but he was
taking no chances. Besides, the
I3oskonians might very well have
primaries of their own by this time,
and if theyv did his only chance was
o nse them frst. His men knew
what to do and would do it with-
* out further orders., A dozen or so

AHILDREXY N} THE LENS&

‘'of those  hellishly  isresistible .
projectors of - sheer destruction
lashed out as ome. .

One! Two! Three! The three
courses of Boskonian defensive
screen  scarcely winked as each,
locally overloaded, tlared- through
the -vizible into the ‘hlack and wem
down. :

Crash! 7The stubborn fabric of
the wall shield offered liitle more
resistance hefore it, oo, went dowil,
exposing the bare metal - of the
Boskoman’s hull—and, as is well
known, any vconceivable material
substance simply wvanishes, trace-
lessly, at the merest touch of such
fields of force as those. ;

Driving projectors carved away
and main batteries silenced, Wor-
sel’s  needdle-beamers  proceeded
systematically to riddle every
control panel and every lifeboat,
to make of the immense space
rover. a completely helpless hulk,

“Hold!” An observer flashed
the thought. “Number Eight slip
is empty—XNumber Kight lifeboat
got away!”

“Damnation !’ ‘Worsel, at the
head of his armed and armored
storming party, as furiously eager
as they to come to grips with the
enemy, paused brieflv, “Trace it—
or can you?"

“T did. My tracers cann hold it
for ifteen minutes, pechaps twenty.
No longer than twenty.”

* Worsel thought intensely., Which
had first eall, ship or liieboat? The
ship, he decided "alniost instantly.
Its resources were vastly greater;
most of its personnel were proba-
bly practically unharmed. Given
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any time at all, they might very well
be able to jury-rig a primary, and
that would be bad—very bad.
Besides, theré were more people
here: and even if, as was distinetly
possible, the Boskonian big shot
had abandoned his vessel and his
crew in an attempt to save his own
life, Worsel had plenty of time.

+ “lTold that lifeboat,” he in-
structed the observer. “Ten
minutes is all we need here™

And it was. The Boskonians—
barrel-bodied, blocky-limbed mon-
strosities resembling human beings
about as much as they did sthe
Velantians—wore armor, . possessed
hand-weapons of pewer, and fought
viciously. Thesy even ' man-
aged to rig a few semiportable

projectors, but none of these were
allowed a single blast. Spy-rav
observers were alert, and needle-
beam operators; hence the fighting
was all at hand to hand, with hand-
weapons only. For. while the
Velantians to a man lusted to” kill,
they had had it drilled into them
for twenty years that the search
for information came first; the
pleasure of killing, second. -
Worsel himself went straught for
the Doskonian captain, his pre-
selected prey. ,That wight had a
couple of guards with him, but
they did not -matter—needle-ray
men took care of them. . He also
had a pair of heavy beam puns,
which he held steadily on the

Velantian., Worsel paused momen-
tarily :

then, finding that his
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streens were adequate, he slammed
the control reom door shut with'a
flick of his tail and launched him-
self, straight and level at his foe,
. with an acceleration of seven
gravities, The captain tried to
dodge but could not.. The fright-
ful impact did not kil him, but
it hurt him, badly. Worsel, on the
nther hand, was scarcely jarred,
Hard, tough, and durable, Velan-
tians arc accustomed from birth to
knockings-about which would pul-
verize human bonces,

Worsel hatted the DBoskonian’s
puns away with two terrific blows
of an armored paw, noting as he
did so that viclent contact with a
steel wall did not do their interior
mechanisms a bit of good. Then,
after cutting off both his ecnemny's
screens and his own, he batted the
Boskomian’s  lhelinet; at first
experimentally, then  with- all his
power. Unfortunately, however, it
held,. So did the thought-screen,
and there were no external con-
trols. That armor was good stuff!

Leaping to the Cﬂlhﬂg, he blasted
his whole mass straight down upon
the breastplate, striking it so hard
this time that he hurt his head.
Still no use. He wedged himsell
hetween two heavy braces, flipped
a loop of tail around the Bosko-
nian’s feet, and heaved. The ar-
mored form flew across the room,
. striick the heavy steel wall, bounced,
and dropped. The bulges of the
armor were flatiened by the force
of the collision, the wall was
dented—NDut the thought-screcen still
held! ‘

Worsel was running out of time,

LHILDREY OF THE ILENB

fast. He, couldn’t treat the thing
very much rougher without killing
him, if he wasn’t dead already. Ide
couldn’t take him aboard; he fiod
to cut that screen lere and now!
He could see how the armor was
put together; but, armwored as he
was, he could not take it apart
And, since the whole ship was
empty of air, e conld not open his
OWIL.

Or could he? Ile could. Ie
could breathe space long enough
to do what had to be done. He
cut off his air, loosened a plate
encugh to release four or five
gnarled hands, and, paying no atten-
tion o his involuntarily laboring
lungs, set furiously to work. He
tore open the DBoskonian’s armor,
snapped off his thought-screen.
‘The creature was not quite dead yet

! He didn’t know a thing,
though, nor Eid any member of his
crew, except . . . ¥ves, one man—
a hig shot—had got away. Who
or what. was he? -~
“Tell mt"’ YWorsel demanded,
with the full power of mind and
Lens, cven while he was exploring
with all his skill and, speed.

“TELI ME

But the Boskunian was dymg
fast. The ungentle treatment, and
now the lack of air, were taking
toll. His patterns were dis-
integrating Iw the second, faster
and - faster.  Meaningless hlurs,
which, under Worsel's vicious
probing, condensed into something

" which seenied to:be a Lens.

A Leéensman? Impossible—,
starkly unthinkable! But jet back
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'—hadn’t. Kim infimated a - while

back that ‘there might be such
things as Black Lensmen?
But Worsel himself wasn't feel-

ing so good. He was only half

conscious. Red, Mack, and purple
spots were dancing in front of
every one of his eyes. He sealed
his suit, turned on s air, gasped,
and staggered. Two of the near-
est Velantians, all of whom had,
of course, bheen en rapport with
him throughout, came rushing to
his aid; arriving just as he
recovered full control.

“Back to the Felen, everybody !’

he ordered, “No time for any
more fun—we've- got to-get that
difeboat!” ‘Then, as soon as he
had been obeyed: “Bomb that
hulk . . . good, . Flit!l”
Owvertaking the lifeboat did not
take long. Spearing it with a trac-
tor and yanking it alongside re-
quired only seconds. For all his
haste, Worsel found in it only
sometling that looked as though
it once might have been a Delgo-
nian Lensman. It had blown it-
self apart with-a grenade. Be-
cause of its reptilian tenacity of
life, however, it was not quite
dead; its Lens still showed an
occasional flicker of licht and 1its
shattered mind was not vet entirely
devoid of patterns. Worsel studied
that mind until all trace of hLife had
vanished, then again rcported to
the Co-ordinator, i
", . .50 you see I guessed wrong.
The Lens was too dim to read, but
he must have been a Black Lens-
man, The only readable thought
in his mind was an extremely fuzzy
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one ot the planet Lyrane IX, I
hate to have hashed the job up so
—especially since I had one chance
in two of guessing right.,”

“Well, no use in squawking now.”
Kinnison paused in thought.. “Be-
sides, he could have done .t
anyway, and would have, You
haven't done so badly, at that
You found a Black Lensman who
15 not a Kalonian, and you've got
confirmation of Boskonian interest
in Lyrane 1X, . What more do you
want? Stick ‘around fairly close
to the Hell Hole, Slim, and as soon
as I can make it, I'll join wyou
there.”

XX,
“Boys, take Ther  upstairs,’

Kinnison-Thyron ordered, and the
tremendous - raider—actually  the

- Dauntless in disgpuise—floated . se-

rencly upward to a station imme-
diately astern of the vice admiral’s
flagship, All three - courses of
multi-ply defensive screen were
out, as were full-coverage spy-ray
blocks and thought-screens.

As the fleet. blasted in tight
formation for. Kalonia III, Vice
Admiral Mendonai  tested the
Dauntless’ defenses thoroughly, and
found them bottle-tight. No intru-
sion wag possible. The only open
channel was that one plate-to-plate,
the other end of which was so
villainously fogged that nothing
cottld be seen except Bradlow Thy-
ron's face. Convinced at last of
that fact, Mendonai sat back and
seethed quietly, his pervasive Kalo-
nian blueness pointing up his grim
and vicious mood.
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He had never, in all his long life,
been insulted s0 outrageously.
Was there anything—anything!—
-he could do about it? There was
not. Thyron, personally, he could
not touch—yet—and the fact that
the outlaw had so brazenly and so
nonchalantly placed his vessel in
the exact center of the DBoskonian
fleet made it pellucidly clear to any
l3oskonian mind that he had nothing
whatever to tear from that fleet.

Wherefore the Kalonian scethed,
and his minions ste ever more
softly and followed with ever-
increasing punctilio the rigid Bosko-
nian code. For the grapevine car-
ries news swiftly; by this time the
whole fleet knew that His Nibs had
heen taking a God-awful kicking
around, and that the first guy who
gave him an cxcuse to blow off
steam would be lucky if he only
wot boiled in oil. .

As the fleet spread out for inert
maneuvering above the Kalonian
stratosphere, Kinnison turned again
to the young Lensman.

“Ome last word, Frank. 1 am
as sure as I can be that I am fully
covered—a lot of smart people
worked on this problem. Never-

theless, something may happen, so .

I will send you the data as {ast as
I get it. Remember what T told
you before—if I get the dope we
need, I'm expendable and it'll be
your job to zet it back to Base, . No
heroics.  Is that clear ?”
. “Yes,-sir.,” The voung J.ensman
rulped. “I hope, though. that it
doesn’t—""

“*So do 1, Kinnison grinned as
- he climbed into his highly special

NPTHILDREK OF THE LENSH

duretum armor, “and the chances are
2 million to .ome that it won't

That’s why I'm going down
there.” '
In their respective speedsters

Kinnison and Mendonai made the
long drop to the ground, and side
by side they went into the office

-of DBlack Lensman Melasnikov.

That worthy, too, wore Llieavy
armor; buat he did not have a
mechanical thought-screen.  Arro-
gantly conscious of his tremendous
power of mind, what did any
Black Lensman need of mechani-
cal shields? Thyron, of course,
did: a fact of which Melasnikov .
became instantly aware, :

“Release your screen,” he di-
rected, brusguely. :

“Not yet, pal—don't be so
hasty,” Thyron advised. “There’re
some things about this here hookup
that I don’t exactly like. We go#
quite a bit of talking 1o do before I
opeir up.” g

“No talk, worm.. Talk, es-
pecially your rmalk, is entirely mnean-
ingless, From you I want, and will
have, the truth, and not talk. CUT
THOSE SCREEXSY

And lovely Rathryn, in  her
speedster not too iar away, straight-
ened, up and sent out a call,

“Kit . .. Ray ... Cam ... Con—
are you frce? They were, for the
moment, “Stand by, please, all of
you. I'm pretty surc something is
guing to happen. Dad can handle
this Mclasnikov easily enough, if
none of the higher-ups step in, but
they probably will. Their Lens-
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men are probably important enough
to rate protection, Check?"”

“Ch'.':l:k.“

“So, as soon as Dad begins to
get the best of the argument, the
protector will step in,” Kathryn
continued, “and whether [ can
handle hini alone or not depends
on how high a higher-up they send
in, So I'd like to have youn all
stand by for a minute or two, just
in case”

How different was Kathryn's
attitude now than 1t had been n
the hyperspatial tube! -And how
well for Civilization that it was!

“Hold it, kids. I've got a
thought,” Kit suggested. ""We've
never done any teamwork since
you became able to handle heavy
stuff, and we'll have to get in some
practice before the big blow-off.
\What say we link up -now, on

this ™

T0h, ves! “Let’s do!” “Take
over, lit!" Three approvals came
as one, and:

"OX,”  came IKathryn's less
enthusiustic concurrence, a moment
later. Naturally enough, she
would rather do it alone if she

could ; but she had to admit that her
brother’s plan was the better.

- Kit laid out the matrix and the
four girls came in. There was a
brief moment of snuggling and fit-
ting ; then each of the Five caught
his breath in awe. This was new
—brand new. Each had thought
himself complete and full; each had
supposetl that much practice and
at least some give-and-take would
be necessary before they could
work efficiently as a group. DPut
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“this!

This was the supposedly
unattainable—perfection -itself )
This was UNITY—full; round;
complete, No practice was or ever
woulld be mnecessary. Not one
micro-microsecohd of doubt or of
uncertaitity wotlld or ever could
exist. This was the UNIT, a thing
for which there are no words in any
written or spoken Ilanguage: a
thing theretofore undreamed-of
save as a purely theoretical concept
in an unthinkably ancient, four-ply
Arisian brain.

“Um.ng.nk,” Kit swallowed a
lunp as big as his fist before he
could tlunk. "This, kids, 15 really
:E-'Qﬂ!c—'-” L]

“Ah, children, you have done it.”
Mentor's thought rolled smoothly
in. “You now understand why I
could not attempt to describe the
Unit to any one of you. This is
the culminating moment of my life
—of our lives, we may now say.
For the first time in more years
thann you can understand, we are
at last sure that our lives have not
been lived in wvain. But attend—
that for which yon are waiting will
soon be here.”

“What 15 it?" “Who®* *“Tell
us how to—""
- “We camuot” Four separate

Arisians_ smiled as one—a .wash of
ineflable blessing and benediction
sulfuded the Five, *We, who made
the U'nit possible, are almost com-
pletely ignorant of the details of
its higher functions. DBut that it
will need no help from our lesser
minds is ‘certain; it is the most
poweriul and the most nearly per-
ASTOUXDING BCIENCE-FICTION



fect creatiom this Universe has
ever seen”” . :

The Arisians wvanished: and,
even before Kimball Kinnison had
released his screen, a cryptic,
utterly untraceable and all-pervasive
foreign thought came in.

To aid the Black Lensman? Lo
study this disturbing new clement?
OOr merely to observe? ©Or what?
‘The only certainty Wwas that that
thought was coldly, clearly, and
bighly inimucal to all Civilization.

Again  everything happened - at
once. Karen's mmpenetrable block
flared into being—ifot instantly, but
mnstantaneously, Constance assein-

hled and hurled, in the samie lack’

of time, a niental bolt of whose size
and power she had never drcamed
herself  capable. Camilla, the
detector-scanncr, synchronized her-
self with the attacking thought and
steered. And Kathrym and Kit,
with all the force, all the will, and
all the drive of human heredity, zot
hehind it and pushed.

Nor was this, any of it, con-
scious individual effort. “The chil-
dren of the Lens were not now five,
but one. Tlis was the Unit at
work ; doing its first job. It is
literally impossible to describe what
happened; but ecach of the Five
knew that one would-be Protector,
wherever he had becn in space or
whenever in time, would never think
again. Seconds passed. The Unit
held tense, awaiting the “riposte,
© No riposte came.

*Fine work, kids!” LKit broke
the linkage and each girl felt hard,
brotherly pats on her back., "That's
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all there is to this one, I gucss—
mmst have been only one guard on
duty. You're good eggs, and I like
you, [How we can operate now ™

“But it was too easy, Kitl”
Kathryn protested. “Too easy by
far for it to have been an Eddo.
vian. We aren’t that good. Why,
1 could haveé handled him alone . . .
I think,” she added, hastily, as she
realized that she, although * an
essential part of the Unit, had as
yvet no real understanding of what
that Unit really was,

“You figpe, you mean!” Con-
stamce jeered. “If that bolt was
as big and as hot as I'm afraid it
was, anything it hit would have
locked easy. Why didn’t you slow
us down, Kit? You're supposed
to be the Big Brain, you know.
s it was, we haven’t the Saintest
idea of what. happened. Who was
he, anyway®™

“Dddn’t have time,” Kit grinned.
“lovervthing got out of hand, All
of us were sort of inebriated by
the exuberance of our own enthu-
siasm, I guess. Now that we know
what our speed is, though, we can
slow down next time—if we want
to. As for your last question, .
Con, you're asking the wrong
guy., Was it an Eddorian, Cam,
or not?™

“What difference does 1I: make ?
Raren asked.

“Om the practical side, none, For
the completion of the picture, mayh:
a lot. Come in, Cam.”

“It was not an Eddorian,”
Cainilta decided. “It was not of
Arisian, or even near-Arisan,
grade. Sorry to say it, Kit, but
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it was another member of that
high-thinking race that you've al-
ready got down on Fage One of
your little black book.”

“T thought it might be. The
missing link between Kalonia and
Eddore, Credits to millos it’s that
dopey planet Ploor that Mentor
was” yowling about.”

“Let's ink up and let the Unit
find it,” Constance suggested,
brightly. “That'd be fun.”

“Act vour aye, baby,” Kit ad-
vised, “Ploor is taboo—you know
that as well as I do. Mentor told
us all not to try to investigate it
—that we'd learn of it in time, so
we probably will. I told him a
while back that T was going to
hunt it up myself, and he told me
that if 1 did he'd tie both my legs
around my neck in a lovers’ knot,
or words to that effect. Sometimes
I'd like to half-brain the old buz-
zard, but everything he has said
so far has dead-centered the beam.
We'll just have to take 3t, and try
to like it."

Kinnison was eminently willing
to cut his thought-screen, since he
could not” work through it to do
what had to be done here. Nor
was he over-confident. He knew
that he could handle the Black
Lensman—any Black Lensman—
but he also knew enough of mental
phenomena. in general and of
I.ensmanship in  particular to
realize that Melasnikov might very
well have within  call reserves
about whom he, Kinnison, could
know nothing, " He knew that he

had lied outrageously to young

148

Frank m regard to the odds applhi-
cable to this enterprise; that
instead of a million to one, the
actuality was one to one, or even
less.

Nevertheless, he was well con-
tent. He had neither lied nor
exaggerated in saying that he him-
self was expendable. That was
why Irank and the Dountless were
upstairs now, Getting the dope

. and getting it back to Base were

what mattered. Nothing else did.
He was coldly certain that he
could get all the information that
Melasnikov had, once he had en-
gaged the Kalemian Lensman mind
to mind. No Boskonian power or
thing, he was convinced, could
treat him rough enough to kill him
fast enough to keecp him from
doing that. And he could and
would shoot the stuff along to Frank
as fast as he got it. And he stood
an even—almost even, apywayv—
chance of petting away afterward.
If he could, QX. If he couldn’t
» . well, that would have to be
OX, too.
Kinnison flipped his switch and
there ensued a conflict of wills that
made the subether boil. The Kalo-
nian was one of the strongest,
hardest, and ablest individuals of
his hellishly capable race; and the
fact that. he believed implicitly in
his own complete invulnerability
operated to double and to quadruple
his naturally tremendous strength.
On  the other hand, Kimball
Kinnison was a Second-Stage Lens-
man of the Galactic Patrol.
Back and back, then, inch by
inch and foot by foot, the Black
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Lensman’s defensive zone was
forced ; back to and down into his
own mind. And there, appallingly
enough, Kinnison found almost
nothing of wvalue, ' ;

#o knowledge of the higher
reaches of the Boskonian organiza-
- tion ; no hint that any real organiza-
tion of Black Lensmen existed;
only the peculiarly disturbing fact
that he had picked up his Lens on
Lyrane IX. And “picked up” was
literal. He had not seen, nor
heard, nor had any dealings of any
kind with anyone while he was
there.

Since both armored figures stood
motionless, no sign of the tremen-
dous actuahty of theirr mental
battle was evident. Thus the
Boskonians were not surprised to
hear their Black Lensman speak.

“"Very well, Thyron, you have
passed this preliminary examina-
tion. I know all that 1 now need
to know. 1 will accompany you to
your vessel, to complete my
investigation  there. Lead the
waj_.‘TT -'

Kinnison did so, and as the
speedster came to rest inside the
Dauntless the Black lensman ad-
dressed Vice Admiral Mendonai
via plate. .

“I am taking Bradlow Thyron
and his ship to the space yards on
Four, where a really comprehensive
study of it can be made. Return
to and complete wvour original
assignment.”

*1 abase myself, Your Supre-
macy, but . . .but I .. .1 discovered
that ship!” Mendonai protested.
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“Granted,” the Black Lensman
sneered. “You will be given full
credit in the report for what you
have done. The fact of discovery,
however, does not excuse your
present conduct. Go—and consider
yourself fortunate that, because of
that service, I forbear from
disciplining* you for your intalerable
insubordination,”

“1 abase myself, Your Supre-
macy. I go” He really did
abase himself, this time, and the
fleet disappeared.

Then, the mighty Dauniless
safely away from Kalonia and on
her course to rendezvous with the
Velan, Kinnison again went over
his captive's mind; line by line and
almost cell by cell. It was still the
same. It was still Lyrane IX and
it still didn’t make any kind of
sense.  Since Boskonians were
certainly not supermen, and hence
could not possibly have developed
their own Lenses, it followed that
they must have obtained them
from the Boskonian counterpart of
Arisia, Hence, Lyrane IX must be
IT—a conclusion which was cer-
tainly fallacious—ridiculous—
preposterous — utterly untenable,
Lyrane IX mnever had been, was
not, and never would be the home
of any DBoskonian super-race.
Nevertheless, it was a defnite -fact
that Melasnikov had got his Lens
there. Alsp, if he had ever had
any special training, such .as any
Lensman must have had, he didn't
have any memory. of it. Nor did
he carry any scars of surgery,
What a hash! How could any-
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body make any sense out of such
a mess as that? y

Ever-watchful Kathryn, eyves nar-
rowed now in concentration, could
have told him, but she did not. Her
visualization was beginning to clear
up. Lyrane was out. 5So was
‘Ploor. The Lenses onginated on
. Eddore; -that was certain. The
fact that their training was sub-
conscious weakened the Black Lens-
men in preciscly the characteristics
requisite for ultimate strength-—
although probably neither the
lddorians nor the Ploorans, with
their warped, DBoskonian sense of
values, realized it
J.ensmen would never constitute a
scrious problem. QX

The time of rendezvous ap-
proached. Kinnison, having at-
tended to the unpleasant but neces-
sary job of résolving Belasnikov
into his component atoms,.turned
to his Lensman-aide.

“Hold everything, Frank, until 1
et back. This won't take Icmgf’

Nor did it, although the out-
come was not at all what the Gray
Lensman had expected.

Kinnison and Worsel, 1n an inert
‘specdster, crossed the Hell Hole's
“harrier web at a specd of only
miles per hour, and then slowed
Jdown. The ship was backing in
on her brakes, with everything set
to hurl her forward under {ull
Irive should either I.ensman Mick
a4 finger. Iinnison could {feel
nothing, even though, bemg en
rapgport with \Worsel, he knew
rhat his fricil was soon sulfering
intensely,

“Let's flit,”
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the Gray lL.ensman

The Black .

suiggested, and threw om the drive,
“I probed my limit, and couldnt
touch or feel a thing. Had enough,
didu’t vou?”

“More than r:m:}ug'h—I couldn’™
have taken much more.’

lzach boarded his ship; atu:l as
the Daguntless and the Felan tore
through space toward far Lyrane,
Kinnison paced his room, scowling
in black. abstraction. XNor would
a mind reader have found his
thoughts either cogent or informa-
tive, -
*Lyrane IX . .. LYRANE IX
.« Liyrane IN . . . LYRANE IX
. and something that I can’t even
feel or perceive, but that kills any-
body and evervbody eclse . .
KI.LONO'S tungsten TEETH and
CURVING CARBALLOY
CLAWSI! 1 17

XK1

Helen's story was short and bit-
ter. Human or near-human Bosko-
niang came to Lyrané II and spread
insidious propaganda all over the
planet. Lyranian matriarchy should
abzndon its policy of isolationism.
Matriarchs were the highest type
of life. Matriarchy was the most
perfect of all existing forms of

government—why Keep on con-
fining it o onc small planet, when

cit shoukd by right be ruling the

entire -€ralaxy? The way rthings
were, tliere was only one Iilder
Person; all other I[_yranians, even
though better qualified (han the
then  incumbent, were nothing—
and so on. ‘Whereas, if things
were as they should Dbe, each
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individual Lyranian person could
be and would be the Elder Person
of a planet at least, and per-
haps of an entire solar systeni—
and so on. And the visitors, ‘who,
they insisted, were no more males
than the Lyranian persons were
females, would teach them. They
would be amazed at how casily,
under DPBoskonian guidance, this
program could be put into eflfect.
Helen fought the mtruders with
every jet she had. She despised
the males of her own race; she
detésted - those of all others.
Believing that hers was the only
existing matriarchal race, especially
since neither Kinnison nor the
Boskonians seemed to know of any
other, she was sure that anv pro-
longed contact *with other cultures
would result, not in the triumph of
matriarchy, but in its fall. She not
only voiced thesc beliefs as she

held them—violently—Dbut also
acted upon them in the same
fashion.

Because of the ingrained

matriarchally conservative bhabit
of Lyranian thought, particularly
among the older persons, Helen
found it comparatively easy to
stamp out the visible manitesta-
tions; and, being in no sense a
sophisticate, she thought that the
whole matter was settled. Instead,
she merely drove the movement
underground, where it grew tremen-
dously. The young, of course,
rebellious as always against the
hide-bound, mossbacked, and re-
actionary- older generation, joined
the subterranean New Deal n
droves. Nor was the older genera-
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tion solid. In fact, it was riddled
by the defection of many thousands
who could not expect to attain any
outstanding place in the world as
it was and who believed that the
Boskonians’  glittering  forecasts
would come true, g
Disaffection spread, then, rapidly
and unobserved ; culminating in the
carefully - planned uprising which
made Helen an Ex-Chief Person
and put her into the tower room
to await a farcical trial and

“l see.,” Clarrissa caught her
lower lip between her teeth. “Very
unfunny. . I noticed that you didn’
mention or think of any of your
persons as ringleaders . , . peculiar
that . you couldnt catch them,
with your telepathy . . . no, natural
enough, at that . . . but there's onc
I want very much to get hold of.
Dan’t know whether she was really
a leader, or not, but she was mixed
up in some way with a Boskonian
Lensman. I never did know her
name. She was the wom . . . the
person who managed your airport
here when Kim and 1 were—"

“Cleoniet Why, I never thought
. « . but it might have, at that . .
ves, as I look back—",

“¥Yes, hindsight 1 a lot more
accurate than foresight;” the Red
Lensman grinned. “I've noticed

. tleath,

that myself, lots of times.”

“It did! "It wvas a leader |” Helen
declared, furiously. *I shall have
its life, too, the jealous cat—the
blood-sucking, back-biting louse

“She's all of that, in more ways
than .you know,” Clarrissa agreed,
grimly, and spread in the Lyranian’s

148



wind the story of Eddie the dere-
lice. “So you see that Cleonie has
got to be our starting-point. Have
vou any idea of where we can find
her 7

*1 haven't seen or heéard anything
of Cleonie lately.” Helen paused
in thought. “If, though, as 1 am
now practically certain, it was one
of the prime movers behind this
brainless brat Ladora, it wouldn't
dare leave the planet for very long
at a time. As to how to find it,
I don’t quite know. Anybody
would be apt to shoot me on sight.
Would you dare fly this fuuny plane
of yours down close to a few of
our citiesr” -

“Certainly. I don’t know of
anything around here that my
screens and fields can't stop.
YWhy

“Because I know of scveral
places where Cleonie might be, and
if I can get fairly close to them,
I can find it in spite of anything
it can do to hide itself from me.
But I dor’t want to get you into
too much trouble, and I don't want
to get killed myself, either, now
that you have rescued me—at least,
until after I have killed Cleonie
and Ladora.”

“QX. What are we waiting for?
Which way, Helen?”

“Back to the city first, for several
reasons. Cleonie probably is not
there, but we must make sure.
Also, I want my guns—"

“Guns? No. Delameters are
better. _I have several spares.” 1In

one fleeting mental contact Clarrissa

taught the Lyranian all there was
1ig0

to know about Delameters., -nd
that feat impressed Helen even
more than did the nature an-:[ power
of the weapon.

“What a mind!” she exclaimed.
“You didn't have any such equip-
ment as that, the last time 1 saw
vou. Or were you . ., . no, you
weren't hiding it."”

“You're right; L have developed
considerably since then, TBut about
guns—what do you waut of one?”

“To kill that nitwit Ladora on
sight, and that snake Cleonie, too,

-as soon as you get done with it.”’

“*But why guns? Why not the
mental force you always used?”

“¥Except by surprise, [ couldn’t,”
Helen admitted, frankly. “All
adukt persons are of jpractically
equal mental strengtlh. I3ut speak-
ing of strength, I marvel that a
craft as small as this should be
able to ward off the attack of one
of those tremendous Boskooian
ships of - space.”

*But she can’t! What made vou
think she could?”

“Your own statcment—or were
you thinking of purely Lyranian
dangers, not realizing that Ladora,
of course, called Cleonic as soon
as you showed your teeth, and that
Cleonie as surely called the Lens-
man or some other Boskonian?
And that they must have ships of
war not too far awayr”

“Heavens, nol It never occurred
tﬂ' mE!ll'

Clarrissa thought hriefly. It
wouldn't do any good to call Kim.
Both the Dauntless and the Felan
were coming, as fast as they could
me.butlttmldheadayursn
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yet before they arrived., DBesides,
he would tell her to lay off, which
was exactly what she was not going
to do. She turned her thought back
to the matriarch.

“Two of our best ships are
coming, and I hope they get here

first. In the meantime, we'll just,

have to work fast and keep our
detectors full out. Anyway, Cleo-
nie won’t know that I'm looking
for her—I haven't eyen mentioned
her to anyone except you.”

. “No?” pessimistically. “Cleonie
knows that I -am locking for i,

and since it knows by now that-

I am with you,. it would think that
both of us were hunting it even if
we weren’'t. But we are nearly
close enough now; I must concen-
trate. Fly around quite law" over
the city, please.” -

“QX, I'll tune in with you, too.
‘“Two heads,” you know.” Clarrissa
learned Cleonie’s pattern, tuned to
it, and combed the city while H:Itn
was getting réady.

“She isn’t here, unless she's
behind one of those thought-
screens,” the Red Lensman re-
marked. “Can you tellf”

“Thought-screens] The Bosko-
nians had a few of them, but none
of us ever did. How can you find

them? Where are they?™
“One there—two over there,

They stick out like big black spots
on a white screen. "Can't you see
them? I supposed that your scan-
ners were the same as mine, but
apparently they aren’t. Take a
quick p-:e!-: at them with the spy—
vou work it like so. If they've got
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spy-ray blocks up, too, we’ll have
to go down there and blast.”

-“Politicians only,” Helen re-
ported, after a moment’s mampu
lation of the suddenly famibar in-
strument. -“They need killing, of
course, ol general principlés, but
perhaps we shouldn’t take time for
that now. The next place to look
is a few degrees east of north of.
here.”

Cleonie was ﬁut, however, in thal;

.city, Nor in the next, nor the next.

But the speedster’s detector screens
remained blank and the two allies,
so0 much alike physically, so differ-
ent mentally, continued their hunt.
There was opposition, of course—
all that the planet afforded—but
Clarrissa’s second-stage mind took

_care of the few items of offenze

which her speedster’s defenses
could not handle, p

Finally two things happened .al-
most at once. Clarrissa found Cle-
onie, and Helen saw a dim and
fuzzy white spot upon the lower
left-hand corner of the detector
plate. ,

“Can’t be ours,” the Red Lens--
man decided instantly. “Almost ex-
actly the wrong direction. Bos-
konians. Ten minutes-—twelve at
most—before we have to flit. Time
enough—1I hdpe—if we work fast.”

She shot downward, going inert
and matching intrinsics at a lack
of altitude which would have been
suicidal for any ordinary pilot. She

- rammed her beryllium-bronze tor-

pedo through the first-foor wall of
a forbidding, almost windowless
building—its many stories of mas-
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sive construction, she knew, would
help no end against the heavy stuff
30 sure to come. Then, while every
hitherto-hidden offensive arm of the
Boskone-coached ILyranmians con-
verged, screaming through the air
and crashing and clanking along the
city's streets, Clarrissa probed and
probed and probed. Cleonie had
locked herself intg a ventable dun-
zeon cell in the deepest sub-base-
ment of the structure. She was
wearing a thought-screen, too, but
she had been releasing it, for an
instant at a time, to see what was
zoing on. One of those instants was
enough—that screen would never
work again. She had been prepared
to kill herself at need ; bhut her full-
charged wecapons emptied them-
selves futilely against a massive lock
and she threw her -vial of poison
across the corridor and into an
empty cell.

So far, so good; but how to get
her out of there? Physical ap-
nroach was out of the question.
There must be somcbody around,
spmewhere, with keys, or hacksaws,
or sledge-hammers, or somcthing,
1Ia—oxyacetylene torches! Very
much against their wills, two Ly-
vanian mechanics trundled a dolly
along a corridor, into an elevator,
‘The elevator went down four ley-
vlg, The artisans began to burn
away a barrier of thick steel bars.

By this time the whole building
was rocking to the detonation of
high explosive. Much more of that
kind of stuff and she would Dbe
irapped by the sheer mass of the
rubble. She was handling six jak-
asg-stubborm people already and
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that Boskonian warship was coming
fast;- she did not quite Lknow
whether she was going to get away
with this or not, -

B somehow, from he un-
plumbed and unplumbable depths
which made her what she so uniquely
was, the Red I.ensman drew more
and cver more power. Kinnison,
who had once made heavy going of
handling two-and-a-fraction Lens-
wen, guessed, but never did-learn
irom her, what his beloved wiie
really did that day,

TEven. Helen, only a few feet
away, could not understand what
was happening. I.eit parsecs be-
hind long since, the Lyranian could
not help in any particular, but could
only stand and wonder., She knew
that. this queerly  powerful Lens-
hearing Jiarth-person—white-faced,
sweating, strung to the very smap-
ping-point as she sat motionless at
her hoard—was exerting some ter-
rible, some tremendous force. She
knew that the heaviest of the cir-
cling ‘hompers sheered away and
crashed. She knew that certain
mobile projectors, a few blocks
away, did not come any closer. She
knew that Cleonie, against every
iota of her mulish Lyranian will,
was coming toward the specdster.
She knew that many persons, who
wished intensely to bar Cleonie's
progress or to shoot her down, were
physically unable to act. She had
no faint idea, however, of how such
work could possibly be done.

Cleonie. came aboard and Clar-
rssa snapped out of ber trance.
The speedster nudged and blasted
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its wav out of the wrecked strong-
hold, then tore a hole through pro-
testing air into open space. Clar-
rissa shook her head, wiped her
face, studied a tiny double dot in
the corner of the plate opposite the
one now showing clearly the Dos-
konian warship, and set her controls.

prising answer., “I liked 1t, so I
adopted it—officially.”

“Oh. That's a compliment, really,
to both Kim and me, Thanks”

The Red Lensman then turned
her attention to her captive, and as
mind fitted itself precisely to mind
her eyes began to gleam in gratified

she
anmounced, “Even though we're
indetectable, they, of course, know
our line, and thev're so much faster
that thex’ll be able to find us., even
on their visuals, before long. On
the other hand, thev must be detect-
ing our ships now, and my guess is
that they won't dare follow us long
enough to do us any harm.  Kkeep
an eve on things, Helen, while I

“We'll make jt—1I  think.™

hnd out what Cleonie really knows.

And while T think of it, what's vour
real name? It isn’t polite to keep
«m calling you by a name that yvou
ever even heard of wuntil vou met
us.” _

“Flelen.” the Lyranian imade sur-
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delight. Cleonie was a real find;
this seemingly unimportant Ly-
ranian knew a lot—an immense lot
—about things that no adherent oi
the Patrol had ever heard before.
And she, Clarrissa Kinnison, would
be the first of all the Grav Lens-
men to learn of them! Therefore,
taking her time now, she allowed
every detail of the queer but fas-
cinating picture-story to imprint it-
self upon her mind.

And Karen and Camilla, to-
gether in Tregonsee’s ship, glanced
at each other and exchanged flash-
ing thoughts. 5Should they inter-
fere? They hadn't had to so far,
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but it beguan to look as though they
would have to, now—it would wreck
therr mother’s mind, if she could
understand. ' She probably could
not understand it, any more than
4 Teonie could—Dbut even if she
could, she had so much more in-
herent stability, even than Dad, that
she might be able to take it, at that.
Nor would she ever leak, even to
Dad—and Dad, Dless hiz tremen-
dous baoots, was not the type to pry.
Maybe, though, just to be on the
safe side, it would be better to

sereenr the stuff, and to edit, of -

necessary, anything about Eddore,
‘the two girls synchronized their
minds all imperceptibly with their
iother’s and Helen’s, and learned.

The time was in the unthinkahly
distant past; the-location was un-
thinkably remote in space. A huge
planet circled slowly about a cool-
ing sun. Its atmosphere was not
air; its liquid was not water, Doth
were noxious; composed n large

part of compounds even yet un-

known to man,

Yet life was there; a race which
was even then ancient. | Not sexual,
this race. Not androgynous, nor
hermaphroditic, but absolutely sex-
less. lizcept for the many who
died by physical or by mental vio-
lence, its members lived endlessly.
Adter many hundreds of thousands
nf years each being, having reached
his capacity to live and to learn,
divided into two individuals; each
of which, although possessing in
tote the parents’ memories, knowl-
edges, skills, and powers, had also a
renewed and increased capacity.
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And, since life was, there bhad
been competition. Competition for
power. Knowledge was desirable
only ‘insofar as it contributed to
power. Power for the immdividual—
the group—the citv, Wars raged—
twfiat wars—and internecine strifes
which lasted while planets canie into
being, grew old, and died. And
finallv, to the few survivors, there
came peace. Since thev could not
kill cach other, they combined their
powers and Imrled them outward—
together they would dominate and
riale  solar  systems—regions—the
(zalaxy itself—the entire macrocos-
mic Universe,

Amorphous, amoeboid, each could
assume at will any imaginable form,
counld cail into being members to
handle any possible tool, Never-
theless, as time went on they .uscd
their bodies less and less. More
and more they used their minds, to
bring across gulfs of space and to
enslave other races. to labor uuder
their direction. By nature and by
choice they were bound to their
own planet; few indeed were the
planets upon which their race could
possiply hive. Also, it was easier to
rejuvenate their own world, or to
move it to a younger sun, than to
enforce and to supecrvise the myvri-
ads of man-hours of slave labor
necessary to rebuild any planet to
their needs. Thus, then, they lived
and ruled by proxy an ever-increas-
ing number of worlds.

Although they had long since
learned that their asexuality was
practically unigue, that bisexual life
dominated the universe, this knowl-
edge served only te stiffen their de-

ABTOUNDING SCIENCE-FICTIOY



" termination to rule, and finally to
change to their own better stand-
ards, that universe. They were still
secking a better proxy race; the
more nearly asexual a race, the bet-
ter. One race, the denizens of a
planet of a variable sun, approached
that idea closely. So did the Ka-
lonians, whose women had only one
function in life—the production of
men.,

Now. these creatures had learned
of the matriarchs of Lyrane. That
they were physically females meant
nothing; to the Eddorians one sex
was just as good—or as bad—as the
other. The Lyranians were strong;
not tainted by the weaknesses
which seemed to characterize all
races believing in even near-equality
of the sexes. Lyranian science had
been trying for centuries to do away
with the necessity for males; in a
few more generations, with some
help, that goal could be achieved
and the perfect proxy race would
have been developed.

It is not to be supposed that this
story was obtained in such straight-
forward fashion as it is presented
here. It was dim, murky, confused,
Cleonie never had understood it.
Clarrigsa understood it better, but
less accurately; for in the version
the Red Lensmarti received, one
minor change was made—in it the
Ploorans- and the Eddorians were
one and the same race! She under-
stood, however, that that actually
unnamed and to her unknown race
was the highest of Boskone, and
the place of the Kalonians in the
Boskonian scheme was plain
enough.

CHILDREN OF THE LENBE

but because T must.

“I am giving you this story,” the
Kalonian Lensman told Cleonte
coldly, “not of my own free will
I hate you
as much as you hate me, What-I
would like to do to you, you may
imagine. . Nevertheless, so that your
race may have its chance, I am to
take you on a trip and, if possible,
make a Lensman out of you. Come
with me.” And, urged by her jeal-
ousy of Helen, her seething ambi-

_tion, and probably, if the truth were

to be known, by an Eddorian mind,
Cleonie went.

There is no need to dwell at
length upon the horrors, the atroci-
ties, of that trip;: of which r.he mat-
ter of Eddie the meteor miner was
only a very minor episode: It will
suffice to say that Cleonie was very
good Boskonian material; that' she
learned fast and passcd all tests
successfully,

“That's all,” the Black Lensman
informed_her then, “and I'm glad to
see the last of you. You'll get a
message when to hop over to Nine.
and pick up vour Lens. Flit—and I
hope. that the first Gray Lensman
you meet will ram his Lens down
your throat and turn -you inside
out.”

“The same to you, brother, and
many of them,” Cleonie sneered,’
“Or, better, when my race supplants
yours as Proxies of Power, I shall
give myself the p]mure of dmng
just that to you. G

“Clarrissa! Clarrissa! Pay at-
tention, ‘please!” The Red Lens-
man came to herself with a start—
Helen had been thinking at her,
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with increasing power, [or seconds.
The Felan’s blunt nose filled half
the plate.

In munutes, then Clarrissa and
her party were in Kinnison's private
quarters in the Dauntless.: There
had been warm mental greciings;
physical demonstrations would conie
later. . Worsel broke in.

“Excuse it, Kim, but seconds
count. Better we split, don’t vou
think? You find out what the score
around here is, from Clarrissa, and
take steps, and I'll chase that Bos-
konian. He's flitting-—fast.”

“QX, Slim,” and the Felan dis-
appeared,

“You remember Helen, of course,
Iximy” Kinnison bent his head, lip-
. ping a quick grin at his wife, who
had spoken aloud. The T.yranian,
trying io unbend, half-otfered her
hand, but when he did uot take it
she withdrew it as enthusiastically
us she had twenty vears before.
“And this is Cleonie, the . . . the
wenclh I've been telling you about,
You knew her before.”

“Yeah. 5he hasn't changed much
-—5Hll as unbarbered a mess as cver,
Lf vou've zot what vou want, Chris,
we'd better—"'

*Kimbhall Kinnison, I demand
Cleonie’s life!” came Helen'’s vi-
brant thought., She had sonatched
one of Clarrissa’s Delameters and
was swinging it into line when she
was caught and held as though in a
vise.

“Sorry, Toots,” the Gray ILens-
man's thought was more than a lit-
tle grim. “Nice Iittle girls don't play
so rough. "Scuse me, Chris, for dip-
ping into your dish. Take over.”
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“Do you really
Kim ¢

“Yes. It's your meat—slice it as
thick or as thin as you p]E‘H‘.ﬂE

“lven tor letting her got’

“Check. ¥What clse could you de?
In a lifeboat—I'll even show the
jace how to run it.”

“(Oh, Kim—"

“Cuartermaster! Kinnison, Please
check Number Twelve lifeboat and
hreak it out. [ am loaning it to
Cleonia of Lyrane I1.”

iean - chut,

XXII,

it had decided long since that it
was his job to scout the platet Ed-
dore. His alone. He had told sev-
cral people that he was.en route
there, and in a scnse he had been,
but he was not hurryving, Once he
started #hat job, he kioew that he
would have to see it through with
absolutely undistutrbed attention, and
therc had been altogether too many
other things popping up. Now,
however, his visualization showed a
couple of weeks of free time, and
that would be enourh. He wasn't
sure  whether he was grown-up
enough yet to do a man’'s job of
work or not, and Mentor wouldn't
teill him. This was the best way to
find out. If so, QX. Tf not, he
would back off, wait, and try again
later. | -

The kids had wanted to go along,
ef course.

“Come on, Kit, Jon’t be a pig!”
Constance started what developed
into the last violemt argument of
their long lives. “let’s gang up on
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it—think what a grand work-out
that would be for the Unit!”

“Uh-uh, Con. Sorry, but it isn't
in the cards, any more than # was
the last time we discussed it,” he
began, reasonably enough,

“We didn't agree to it then,” Kay
cutein, stormily, “and I for one am
not going to agree to it now, You
don't have to do it teday. In fact,
later on would be better. Anyway,
Kit; I'm telling vou right now that
if you go in, we all go, as indi-
viduals if not as' the Umt™

“Act your age, Kay,” he advised.
“Get conscious. This is one of the
two places in the Universe that can't
be worked from a distance, and by
the time you could get here I'll have
the job done. So what difference
does 1t make whether you agree or
not? I'm going in now and I'm
going in alone. Pick that one out
of your pearly teeth!”

That stepped Karen, cold—they
all knew that even she would not
endanger the enterprise by stagm
a useless demonstration against
"Eddore’s defensive sercens — but
there were other arguments, Later,
he was to come to see that his sisters

had some right upon their side, but

he could not see it then. None of
their ideas would hold air, he de-
clared, and his temper wore thinner
and thinner.

“No, Cam—NO! You know as
well as I do that we can't all be
spared at once, either now or at any
tinie in the near-enough future.
Kay's full of pickles, and you all
know it. Right now is the best time
I'll ever have. =~ .

“Seal it, Kat—you can’t be that
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dumb! Taking the Unit in would
blow things wide open. There isn't
a chance that 1 can get in, even
alone, without touching something
off. I, alone, won't be giving too
much away, but the Unit would be
a fare-lit tip-off and all hell would
be out for noon. Or are you ac-
tually nitwitted enough to think
that, all Arisia to the cuntrar}r, we
are ready for the grand showdown

“Hold it, all of you! Pipe down!”™
he snorted, finally. “Have I got to

‘bash in your skulls to make you

understand that I é&n't co-ordinate
an attack against something withomt
even the foggiest idea of what
its" actnal physical setup is? Use
your brains, kids—plrase use your
hram:‘”

* He finally won them over, even

- Karen; and while his speedster

coverisd the last leg of the flight he
completed his “analysis.

He had all the mmformation he
could get—in fact, all that was avail-
able—aned it was pitifully meager
and confusingly contradictory in de-
tail. He knew the Arisians, each of
them, personally; and had studied.
jointly and severally, the Arisian
visualizations of the ultimate foe.
He knew the Lyranian impression
of the Plooran version of the storv
of Eddore. Ploor! Merely a name.
A symbol which Mentor had al-
ways kept rigorously apart from
any Enskc-man actuality. Ploor
must’be the missing link between
Kalonia and Eddore. And he knew
practically everything about it ex-
cept the two really important facts
—whether or not it really was that
link, and where, within cleven thou-
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sand million parsecs, it was in
gpace ! .

He and his sisters had done their
best. 5o had many librarians; who
had found, not at all to his 5urpr|:i5&,
that no scrap of information or con-
jecture concerning Eddore or the
Eddorians was to be found in any
library, however comprehensive or
exclusive. -

Thus he had guesses, hypotheses,
theories, and wvisualizations pgalore;
but none of them agreed and not
one of them was convincing,. He
had no real facts whatever, Mentor
had ihformed him, equably enough,
that sucit a state of affairs was
inevitable because of the known
power of the Eddorian mind. That

state, however, did not make Kit .

Kinnison any too happy as he ap-
proached dread and dreaded LEd-
dore., He was in altogether too much
of a dither as to what, actually, to
expect.

As he neared the boundary of the
star cluster within which Eddore
lay, he cut lis velocity to a crawl.
An outer screen, he knew, sur-
rounded the whole cluster., Ilow
many intermediate protective layers
existed, where they were, ar what
they were like, nobody knew. That
itformation was only a small part
of what he had to have.

His ~far-flung detector web, at
practically zero power, touched the
barrier without giving alarm and
stopped. Ilis speedster stopped.
Everything stopped.

Christopher Kinnison, the matrix
and the key element of the Umt,
had tools and equipment about which
even Mentor of Arisia knew noth-
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structure of the barrier.
‘no attempt to analyze it, knowing

ing in detail; about which, it was

‘hoped and believed, the LEddorians

were mmp'itl:e]y in ignorance, He
reached deep into thc storehouse
toolbox of his mind, arranged his
selections in order, and went to
work.

He built up his detector web, oue
infinitesimal increment at a time,
until he could .just perceive the
He made

that any fabric or structure solid
enough to perform such an opera-
tion would certainly touch off an
alarm. Amnalysis could come later;
after he had found out whether the
generator of this outer screen was a
machine or a living brain,

He felt his way alonz the barrier
—-‘iIuwI].'——Ea:'Efu“j., [Me complete-
Iv outlined one section, stud}'mﬂ the
fg.:hmn in which the joints were
madé and how it must be supported
and operated. \With the uvimost
nicety of which he was capahle he
synchromzed a probe with the al-
most 1mpossibly c:nmple:-. structure
of the thing and slid it along- a
fecder heam into the generator sta-
tion. A mechanism—they didn’t
waste live liddorians, then, any
more than the Arisians oid, on outer
defenses. QX

A precisely tuned blanket str-
rounded his speedster—a Dianket
which merged imperceptibly mto,
and in effect became an integral
part- of, the barrier itself. The
blanket thinned over half oi the
speedster. The speedster crept for-
ward. The barrier—unchanged, un-
affected—was behind the speedster.’
Man and vessel were through!
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Kit breathed deeply in relief ‘and
rested. This didnt prove much, of
course,, Nadreck had dnrm: practi-
cally the same thing. in getting
Kandron—except that the Palainian
would never be able to analyze or to
synthesize such screens as these.
The real test would come later; but
this had been mighty good practice.

The real test with the fifih,
the innermost screen. The others;
while of ever-increasing sensitivity,
complexity, and power, were all gen-
erated mechanically, and hence
posed problems differing only in
degree, and not in kind, from that
of the first. The fifth problem, how-
ever, involving a living and highly
capable brain, differed in both de-
gree and kind from all the others.
The Eddorian would be sensitive to
form and to shape, as well as to
interference. Bulges were out, un-
Tess he could do something about
the Eddorian—and the speedster
couldn’t go through a screen with-
out making a bulge.

Furthermore, this zone had visual
and electromagnetic . detectors, so
spaced as not to let a microbe
through. There were fortresses,
maulers, battleships, and their at-
tendant lesser craft. There were
projectors, ang mines, and automatic
torpedoes with atomic warheads,
and other such things. Were these
things completely dependent upon
the Eddorian guardian, or not? -

They were not. The officers—
Kalonians for the most part—would
go into action at the guardian’s sig-
nal, of course; but they would at
need act without instructions. A

CHILDREK OF THE LENS

nice sefup—a mighty hard nut te,
erack! He would have to use zones

of compulsion. Nothing else would
do,

Picking out the biggest fortress in
the neighborhood, with its corre-
spondingly large field of coverage,
he insinuated his mind into that of
one observing officer after another.
When he left, a few minutes later,
he knew that none of those officers
would initiate any action in response
to the alarms which he would so

. soon set off, They were alive, fully

conscious, alert, and would have re-
sented bitterly any suggestion that-
they were not completely normal in
every respect. Nevertheless, what-
ever colors the lights flashed, what-
ever pictures the plates revealed,

. whatever noises. blared from the

speakers, in their consciciisnesses
would be only blankness and silence,
Nor would recorder- tapes reveal
later what had ‘occurred. An instru-
ment cannot register fluctuations
when its movable member is con-
trolled by a couple of steady fingers.

Then the Eddorian. To take over
his whole mind was, Kit knew, be-
youd his present power. + A partial
zene, though, could be set up—and
young Kinnison's' mind had been
developed specifically to perform the
theretofore impossible., Thus the

- guardian, without suspecting it, sui-

fered an attack of partial blindness
which lasted for the fraction of a
second necessary for the speedster
to flash through the screen. And
there was no recorder to worry
about, Eddorians, never sleeping
and never relaxing their vigilance,
had no doubt whatever of their own
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capabilities and needed no checks
upon their own performances.

Christopher Kinnison, Child of
the Lens, was inside ddore’s inner-
mast defensive sphere. For count-
less cyeles of time the Arisians had
heenn working toward and looking
forward to the chain of events of
which this was the first link, XNor
would he have much time here: he
would have knewn that even if Men-
tor had not so stressed the point,
As long as he did nothing_ he was
safe; but as soon as he started snif-
fing around he would be open to
detection and some IEddorian would
climb his frame in mighty short
order. Then blast and lock on—he
might get something, or a lot, or
nothing at all. Then—win, lose, or
daw—he had to get away., Strictly
nnder his own power, against an
unknown number of the most pow-
erful and the most ruthless entities
ever to live. The Arisian couldn’t
get g here to help him, and neither
could the kids. Nobody could. It
was strictly and solely up to him.

IFor more than a moment his
spirit failed. The odds against him
were far too long., The load was
too heavy; he didn't have lwif
enough jets ro swing it.  Just how
did a guy as smart as Mentor hgure
it that he, a dumb, green kid, stood
a chance agamnst all Iiddore?

He was scared; scared to the
vore of his being; scared as he had
never been before and never would
e again, His mouth felt dry, his
tongue cottony, His fingers shook,
even as he doubled them into fists to
steady them. To the very end of
Ins long life he renmembered - the

L

faliric and the texture of that fear;
remembered how it made him de-
cide to turn back, before it was too
late to retrace his way as unobserved
as he had come.

Well, why not? Who would care,
and what matter? The Arisians?
'_'*_{1115 ! It was all their {ault, send-
ing him in hali-ready. His parents?
They wouldn't know what the score
was and wouldn't care. They would

-he on his side, anyway, no matter

what happened. The kids? The
kids! Klono's Holy Claws!

They had tried to talk him out of
coming in alone. They had [ought
like wildcats to make him take
them alongz. Ide had refused. Now,
if e sneaked hack with his tail be-
tween his legs, how would they take
it? " What would they deo? What
would they ¢hink? Then, later, after
he had, loused up the big job and let
the Arisians 4nd the Patrol and all
Civilization get knocked out—théi
what? The kids would know ex-
actly how and why it had happened.
He couldn’t defend himself, even if
e tried, and he wouldnt try. Did
he have any idea how much sheer,
vitriolic, corrosive contempt those
four red-headed hellions could gen-
erate? Or, even if they didn't—or
as a follow-up—their condescend-
ing, sisterly pity woyld be a thou-
sand million times worse. And what
would he think of himseli? No
soap. It was out. Definitely, The
Eddorians could kill him only once.
(X, )

He drove straight downward,
noting as he did so that his senses
were clear, his hands steady, his
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tongue normally moist. He was
still scared, but he was no longer
paralyzed.

Low enough, he let his every per-
ceptive sense roam abroad—and be-
came instantly too busy to worry
about anvthmg There “¥as an im-
mense amount of new stuff here—
if he only could be granted timc
enough to get it all!

He wasn't. In a second or so, it
seemed, his interference was de-
tected and an Eddorian came in
to investigate. Kit threw every-
thing he had, and in the brief mo-
ment’ ' before the completely sur-
prised denizen died, the young Klo-
vian learned more of the real truth
of Eddore and of the whole Bosko-
nian Empire than all the Arisians
had ever found out. In that one
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Kit, already seated at his controls,
cut in his every course of thought-
screen. They would help a little in
what was coming, but not much—
no mechanical screen then known to
Civilization could block third-level
thought. He kicked in full drive
toward the une small area in which
he and his speedster would not en-
counter either beams or bombs—the

fortress whose sbservers would not

perccive that anything was amiss.
He did not fear physical pursuit,
_since his speedster was the fastest
thingr in space.-

For a second
bad., Another
suspicious and on guard. Kit-blasted

r s0 it was not 5o

him down—learning still more in -

tlie process—but he could not pre-
vent him from radiating a frantic
and highly revealing call for help.
And although the other Eddorians
vould sgarcely realize that such an
astonishing thing as a physical inva-
sion had actually happened, that
fact neither slowed them down nor
made their anger less violent.

ddorian came in,-

. When Kit flashed past his friend-
ly fortress he was taking about all
that he could handle, and more and
more Eddorians were piling on. At
the fourth screen it was worse; at
the third he reached what he was
sure was his absolute ceiling. Nev-
ertheless, from some hitherin un-
suspected profundity oi his being,
he managed to draw enough reserve
force to cndure that hellish punish-
ment for a little while longer.

Hang on,. Kit, hang on! Only
two more screens to go. Maybe only
one. Maybe less. Living Eddorian
brains, and not mechanical gener-
ators, are now handling all the
sereens, of course: but if Mentor's
visnalization is worth a tinker's
damn,-he must have that first screen
knocked down by this time and
must be working on thé second.
Hang on, Kit, and keep on slug-
ging! -

And gnmly—doggedly—rtoward
the end sheerly desperately—Chris-
topher Kinnison, eldest Child of the
Lens, hung on and slugged.

TO BE CONCLUDED,
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