
































































































































































































































































































































“Is that the reason?” Cemp de-
manded.
It was.

Cemp hesitated. He  sensed
within himself all that remark-
able complex of sensations that
meant that he was about to change.
This was no time for him to spend
a day or so aboard a V ship.

Yet if he didn’t stay, it would be
tantamount to graating permission
for the execution, sight unseen. And
that, he realized, could not be per-
mitted.

“You have done well,” he commu-
nicated gravely. “I shall come
aboard.”

The entire group of V’s moved
along with him to the lock, huddling
together as the great steel door
rolled shut behind them, closing
them away from the vacuum of
space. The water came in silently.
Cemp could see it exploding into gas
as it poured into the utter emptiness
in the lock, but presently, as the
narrow space filled up, it began to
hold its liquor form, and it roiled
and rushed around everybody’s low-
er extremities.

The feel of it was exquisitely
pleasurable. Cemp’s bones kept soft-
ening automatically, and he had to

fight to hold them hard. But when

the water closed over the upper part
of his body, Cemp let the living bar-
rier that made up his outer skin
grow soft. Because the feel of the
water excited him, now that the
change was so near, he had to exer-
cise a conscious restraint. He want-
ed to suck the warm delightful li-
quid with visible enjoyment through
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the gills that were now being ex-
posed. But it seemed to him that
such a display of exuberance might
give away his condition to the more
experienced V’s.

Around him, the V’s were going
through the transformation from
their space forms to their normal gill
state. The inner lock opened, and
the entire group swam through with
a casual ease. Behind them, the in-
ner lock door slid shut — and they
were inside the ship itself, or rather
in the first of the many big tanks
that made up the interior.

Cemp, using his vision now,
looked around for identifying ob-
jects. But it was the usual dim wa-
tery world with transplanted sea life.
Sea weeds swayed in the strong cur-
rents that —Cemp knew — were
kept in motion by a powerful pump-
ing system. He could feel the surge
of the water at each impulse from
the pumps. As always, he began to
brace himself for that surge, ac-
cepting it, letting it become one of
the rhythms of his life.

I

Cemp had no problems in this
environment. Water was a na-
tural element for him, and in the
transformation from Silkie to hu-
man fish he had lost only a few of
his Silkie abilities. All that Silkie
inner world of innumerable sensa-
tions remained. There were nerve
centers which, both separately and
in combination, tuned in on differ-
ent energy flows. In early days, they
would have been called senses. But
instead of the five to which, for so
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many centuries, human beings had
limited their awareness, the Silkie
could record 184 different kinds of
sense-impressions over a wide range
of intensity.

The amount was on immense
amount of internal “noise”. inces-
santly stimulation poured in upon
him. From his earliest days, control
of what his sense receptors record-
ed had been the principal objective
of his training and education.

The water flowed rhythmically
through his gills. Cemp swam with
the others through a waterv fairy-
land. It was a warm, tropical sea.
As he looked ahead, he saw that the
water universe was changing be-
cause of their approach. The coral
was a new, creamier color. Ten
thousand sea worms had withdrawn
their bright heads into their tiny
holes. Presently, as the group
passed, they began to come out
again. The coral turned orange, then
purple -and orange, then other
shades of colors and combinations.
It was one tiny segment of the sub-
marine landscape.

A dozen fishes in blues and
greens and purples darted up the
canyon. Their wild beauty was ap-
pealing. They were an old life form,
Nature-evolved, untouched by the
magic’ of scientific knowledge that
had finally solved so many of the
mysteries of life. Cemp reached with
webbed fingers for a fish that dart-
ed close to him. It whirled away in
a flurry of momentarily whitened
waters. Cemp grinned happily. and
the warm water washed into his
open mouth — o0 far had he soft-
ened.

THE SILKIE

He was already smaller. There
had been a natural shrinkage from
the tcnse, bony Silkie body. The
pew-forming muscles were contract-
ed. The now -internalized bone
structure was down to a length of
seven feet from a space-maximum
of ten.

Of the thirty-nine V’s. who had
come out to help persuade Cemp 0
board the ship,. thirty-one -- he
learned by inquiry — were among
the common variant types. The eas-
iest state for them to be in was the’
fish condition in which they lived.
They could be humans for brief per-
iods, and they could be Silkies for
periods that varied with these par-
ticular persons from a few hours to
a wecek or so. All thirty-one had
some control of energy in limited
amounts.

Of the remaining eight, three
were capable of controlling very
considerable energy, one could put
up barriers to energy, and four
could be breathers for extended per-
iods of time.

They were all intelligent beings,
as such things were judged. But
Cemp, who could detect on one or
the other of his numerous receptor
systems subtle body odors and tem-
peratures in water and out, and read
meaning into the set of bone and
muscle, sensed from each of them
a strong emotional mixture of dis-
content, anger, petulance and some-
thing even more intense: hatred. As
he ncarly always did with V’s, Cemp
swam close to the nearest. Then,
using a particularly resistant mag-
netic force line as a carrier — it
held its message undistorted for a
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few feet only — he superimposed
the question:
“What’s your secret?”

he V was momentarily star-

tled. The reflex that was tejg-
gered into picking up the message
was 30 on the ready that it put the
answer onto a similar force line
which, at that instant of time, was
passing through its head in Cemp’s
direction.

And Cemp had the secret.

Cemp grinned at the effectiveness
that he could now force a conversa-
tion. He communicated: “No one
threatens V’s individually or collec-
tively. So why do you hate?”

“I feel threatened!” was the sullen
reply.

“Since I know you have a wife —
from. your secret—do you also
have children?”

“Yes.”

“Work?”

“Yes.”

“News, drama. TV?.,..”

“Yes'”

“Sport?”

“I watch it. I don’t participate.”

They were passing through an un-
derwater jungle. Huge, waving
fronds, coral piled high, an octopus
peering at them from the shadows
of a cave, an eel hissing and then
darting away and fish by the dozen
— it was still the wild part of the
ship, where the tropical conditions
of an .earth ocean were duplicated.
To Cemp, who had been nearly a
month in space without a break,
merely swimming here seemed like
great sport indeed.

But all he said was, “Well, friend,

no

that’s all there is for anyone. A
quiet enjoyable existence is the
most that life has to offer. If you're
envying me my police duties, don’t!
I'm inured to it, but I only have a
mating period every ninc and a half
years. Would you care for that?”

The implication in his statement,
that Silkies could only have sex at
intervals of nine years or so, was
not true. But it was a myth that
Silkies and their closest human al-
lies, the Special People, had found
it worthwhile to foster. Normal hu-
man beings particularly seemed to
find great satisfaction in what they
conceived to be a major defect in
the otherwise enviable Silkie.

After Cemp completed his reas-
suring communication, the dark
emotion that had been radiat-
ing from the V took on added hos-
tility. “You’re treating me like a
child,” he said in a grim manner. “I
know something of the logic of lev-
els. So don’t give me any of these
sophistries.”

“It’s still mostly speculation,”
Cemp answered gently. He added,
“Don’t worry, I won't tell your wife
that you’re unfaithful to her.”

“Damn you!” said the V, and
swam off.

Cemp turned to another of his
companions and had a very similar
discussion with him. This one’s se-
cret was that he had twice in the
past year fallen asleep while on duty
at one of the locks connecting the
big ship with outer space.

he third person to whom
Cemp addressed himself was a
female. Her secret, surprisingly,
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was that she thought herself insane.
As soon as she realized that her
thought had come through to him,
the substance of her communication
became hysterical.

She was a graceful being, one of
the breathers — but completely un-
nerved now. “Don’t tell them!” she
telepathed in terror. “They’ll kill
me.”

Before Cemp could more than
consider what an unexpected ally he
had found for himself, let alone de-
cide what made her feel she was in-
sane, the female communicated
frantically: “They’re going to lure
you into one of the shark tanks —"
Her almost human face contorted,
as she realized what she had re-
vealed.

Cemp asked quickly, “What is
their overall purpose?”

“I don’t know. But it’s not what
they said...oh, please?” She was
threshing in the water now, physi-
cally' disorganized. In a moment it
would look odd.

Cemp said hastily, “Don’t worry

—TI'Il help you. You have my
word.”
Her name, he discovered, was

Mensa. She said she was very beau-
tiful in her breather form.

Cemp had already decided that
since she might be useful, he would
have to let himself be drawn into
the shark tank.

It was not obvious when it hap-
pened. One of the V’s who was
capable of energy output swam up
beside him. Simultaneously but
casually the others fell back.

“This way,” said his guide.

Cemp followed. But it was several
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moments before he realized that he.
and his guide were on one side of a
transparent wall, and the rest of the
group were on the other.

He looked around for his com-
panion. The V had dived down, and
was sliding into a cavern between
two rock formations.

Abruptly the water around Cemp
was plunged into pitch darkness.

He grew aware that the V’s were
hovering beyond "the transpar-
ent walls. Cemp saw movement in
the swaying weeds: shadows, shapes,
the glint of an eye, and the play of
light on a grayish body...Cemp
switched to another level of percep-
tion, based on shadow pictures...
and grew alert for battle.

In his fish stage, Cemp could

normally fight like a super-
electric eel — except that the dis-
charge was a beam. No contact was
required for what he could send
forth. The beam had the bright flash
of chain lightning, and was strong
enough to kill a dozen sea monsters.
It was formed outside his body, a
confluence of two streams of oppo-
sitely charged particles.

But this was not a normal time.
The change in him was too immin-
ent. Any fight with a denizen of this
sea in space would have to be with
Jevels of logic, not with energy. That
he dared not waste.

Even as he made the decision, a
shark swam lazily out of the jungle
of waving fronds and as lazily, or
so it seemed came toward him,
turned on its side and, mouth open,
teeth showing, slashed at him with
its enormous jaws.



Cemp impressed a pattern on am
energy wave that was passing
through his brain going toward the
beast. It was a pattern that stimulat-
ed an extremely primitive mechan-
ism in the shark: the mechanism by
which pictures were created in the
brain.

The shark had no defense against
controlled over-stimulation of its
picture making ability. In a flash it
visualized its teeth closing on its vic-
tim, imagined a bloody struggle, fol-
lowed by a feast. And then, sated,
stomach full, it imagined itself swim-
ming back into the shadows, into
the underwater forest in this tiny
segment of a huge spaceship cruis-
ing near Jupiter.

As the overstimulation continued,
its pictures ceased to connect with
body movements at all. It drifted for-
ward and finally bumped, unnotic-
ing, into a coral embankment. There
it hung, dreaming that it was in mo-
tion. It was being attacked through
a logic related to its structure, a
level that by-passed its own gigantic
attack equipment.

...Levels of logic. Long ago,
now, men had titillated themselves
by opening up the older parts of the
human brain, where suggested pic-
tures and sounds were as real as ac-
tual ones. It was the beast level of
logic...not human at all. For an
apnimal like a shark, reality was an
on-off phénomenon, a series of
mechanical  conditionings.  Now
stimulation. Now not. Movement al-
ways, restless motion always —
the endless need for more oxygen
than was available in any one loca-
tion
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aught as it was in a suggested
world of fantasy, the motion-
less shark body grew numb from in-
sufficient oxygen, and started to be-
come unconscious. Before it could
really do so, Cemp communicated
to the watchers: “Do you want me
to kill this game fish?”

Silently, the beings beyond the
transparent wall indicated where he
could escape from the shark tank.

Cemp gave the monster control of
itself again. But he knew it would
be twenty or more minutes before
the shock would wear off.

As he emerged from the shark
tank a few minutes later and re-
joined the V’s, he realized at once
that their mood had changed. They
were derisive of him. It was a puz-
zling attitude on their part, for so
far as they knew they were com-
pletely at his mercy.

Someone in this group must know
why. So—

He saw that they were now in a
tank of very deep water — the bot-
tom was not visible. Small schools
of brightly colored fish skittered by
in the green depths, and the water
seemed slightly colder, more brac-
ing: still delightful but no longer
tropical. Cemp swam over to one of
the V’s who was capable of putting
out energy. As before, he asked:
“What'’s your secret?”

The male V’s name was Gell, and
his secret was that he had several
times used his energy to kill rivals
for the favors of certain females. He
was instantly terrified that his mur-
ders would be found out. But he had
no information, except that the ad-
ministrative officer of the ship, Ri-

IF



ber, had sent them to meet Cemp.
The name was important informa-
tion.

But even more vital was Cemp’s
disturbing intuition that this task of
duty on which he was embarked was
much more important than the evi-
dence had so far established. He
divined that the shark attack was a
test. But for what?

III

Ahead, suddenly, Cemp could see
the city. i

The water at this point was crys-
tal clear. Here were none of those
millions of impurities that rendered
the oceans of earth so often murky.
Through that liquid, almost as trans-
parent as glass, the city spread be-
fore him.

Domed buildings. Duplicates of

the domed undersea cities on earth, '

where real water pressure made the
shape necessary. Here, with artifi-
cial gravity only, water was held in
by the metal walls and had only
what weight the ship’s officers elect-
ed to give it. Buildings could be any
reasonable size, delicately molded
and even misshaped. They could be
beautiful for their own sake and
need not merely have the sometimes
severe beauty of utility.

The building to which Cemp was
taken was a soaring dome with min-
arets. He was guided to a lock,
where only two of the breathers,
Mensa and a male named Grig,
stayed with him.

The water level began to drop.
Air  hissed in. Cemp
formed quickly to his human shape
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trans-

and stepped out of the airlock inte
the corridor of a modern, air-con-
ditioned building. They were all
three in the nude. The man said to
the woman, “Take him to your
apartment. Give him the clothes. As
soon as I call, bring him to Apart-
ment One upstairs.”

Grig was walking off, when
Cemp stopped him. “Whete did you
get that information?” he demanded.

The V hesitated, visibly fright-
ened at being challenged by a Silkie.
The expression on his face changed.
He seemed to be listening.

Instantly, Cemp activated the
waking centers of a portion of the
sensory equipment that he had let
sleep and waited for a response on
one or more. Much as a man who
smells a strong odor of sulphur
wrinkles his nose, or as someone
who touched a red-hot object jerks
involuntarily away, he expected a
sensation from one of the numerous
senses that were now on the ready.
He got nothing.

It was true that, in his human
state, he was not so sensitive as when
he was in the Silkie state. But such
a totally negative result was outside
his experience.

Grig said, “He says...as soon as
you're dressed...come.”

“Who says?”

Grig was surprised. “The boy,” he
replied. His manner indicated: who
else?

As he dried himself, and put
on the clothes Mensa handed
him, Cemp found himself wonder-
ing why she believed herself insane.
He asked cautiously, “Why do V’s
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‘have a poor opinion of themselves?”

“Because there’s something better
—Silkies.” Her tone was angry, but
there were tears of frustration in her
eyes. She went on wearily, “I can’t
explain it, but I've felt shattered
since I was a child. Right now, I
have an irrational hope that you will
want to take me over and possess
me. I wish to be your slave.”

Half-dressed though she was, her
jet black hair still caked and wet,
she had told the truth about her ap-
pearance. Her olive white skin was
formed, her body slim and with
graceful curve. As a breather, she
was beautiful.

Cemp had no alterpative. Within
the next hour, he might need what
help she could give, He said quietly,
“I accept you as my slave.”

Her response was violent. In a
single convulsion of movement, she
ran over to him, writhing out of her
upper garments until they draped
fow on her hips. “Take mel” she
him. “Take me as a woman!”

Cemp, who was married to a
young woman of the Special People,
released himself. “Slaves don’t de-
mand,” he said in a firm tone. “Slaves
are used at the will of their master.
Aad my first demand as your mas-
ter is: open your mind to me.”

The woman drew away from him,
trembling. “I can’t,” she whispered.
*The boy forbids it.”

Cemp asked: “What in you makes
you feel insane?”

She shook her head. “Something
...connected with the boy,” she
said. “I don’t know what.”

“Then you're his slave, not mine,”
said Cemp coldly.
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Her eyes begged him. “Free me!”
she whispered. “I can’t do it myself.”

“Where’s Apartment One?” Cemp
said.

She told him. “You can take the
stairway or the elevator,” she said.

Cemp went by the stairway. He
needed a few minutes, just a few,
to determine his course of action.
He decided —

See the boy! Determine his fate.
Talk to Riber, the administrative of-
ficer of the ship. Punish Riber! Or-
der this ship to a check-in point!

These decisions were hardened in
his mind as he reached the upper-
level and pressed the button beside
the door of apartment one.

The door swung open noiselessly.
Cemp walked in — and there was
the boy.

He was slightly under five feet
tall, as fine looking a human
child as Cemp had ever seen. The
youngster was watching a TV screen
set into one wall of the big room.
When Cemp entered, the boy turned
lazily and said, “I was interested to
see what you would do with that
shark, in view of your condition.”

He knew!

The realization hit Cemp hard.
He braced himself and agreed with-
in himself to die; make no bargains
to avoid exposure; come to his final
decision with even greater care.

The boy said, “You couldn’t pos-
sibly do anything else.”

Cemp was recovering, but cur-
jous. He had set up a complete no-
signal condition within himself. Yet
the boy was reading detailed signals.
How was it done?”
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Smiling faintly, the boy shook his
bead.

Cemp said, “If you dare not tell,
then it isn’t much of a method. I
deduce that if I find it out, I can
defeat it.”

The boy laughed, made a dismiss-
al gesture, changed the subject. “Do
you believe I should be killed?”

Cemp looked into those bright,
gray eyes that regarded him with a
boyish mischievousness, and felt a
qualm. He was being played with by
someone .who regarded himself as
untouchable. Question was, was the
boy fooling himself, or was it real?

“It’s real,” said the youngster.

And if it was real—Cemp’s
analysis continued — were there
built in restraining factors such as
kept Silkies under control?

The boy said curtly, “That I will
not answer.”

“Very well.” Cemp turned away.
“If you persist in that decision, then
my judgment is that you are outside
the law. No person who cannot be
controlled will ever be permitted to
live in the solar system. But I'm go-
ing to give you a little while to
change your mind. My advice: de-
cide to be a law-abiding citizen.”

He turned, and left the apartment.
And at least one important reality
was that he was allowed to do so.

v

Grig was waiting on the hall-
way outside. He seemed eager
to please. Cemp, who wanted to
meet Riber, asked if Riber was a
breather. Riber was not; so Cemp
and Grig took to the water.
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Cemp was guided to an enormous
depth, to where several domes were
fixed to the inner hull of the ship.
There, in a water-filled labyrinth of
metal and plastic, he found Riber.
The administrative leader of the
ship turned out to be a long, strong
fish being, with the peculiar, pro-
truding eyes of the fish state. He was
floating beside a message receiving
machine. In one hand he held the
transmitter for the machine. He
looked at Cemp and turned the
machine on.

He said aloud in the underwater
language: “I think our conversation
should be recorded. I don’t think I
can trust a Silkie to make a fair re-
port on this special situation.”

Cemp acquiesced without an ar-
gument. The interchange began with
Riber making what seemed to be a
completely frank statement. He
said, “This ship and all aboard are
controlled by that remarkable boy.
He is not always here, and so for
the most part we do as we always
have. But those people who went out
to meet you had no way of resisting
his commands. If you can deal with
him, then obviously we shall be free
again. But if you can’t, then we are
his servants like it or not.”

Cemp said, “There has to be some
vulnerable level. Why, for example,
do you do as he wants?”

Riber said, “I laughed when he
first told me what he wanted. But
when I came to, hours later, I re-
alized that I had done everything he
desired while I was unconscious. As
a result, I now do it consciously.
This has been going on for about a
year, earth time.”



Cemp questioned Riber -closely.
That he had continued physical
functioning when he was under the
boy’s control indicated that a shut-
off of normal outside perception was
the principal method of inducing
unconsciousness.

Considering that, Cemp remem-
bered the V whose secret was that
he had fallen asleep while tending
one of the outer locks. At Cemp’s
request, lock attendants were as-
sembled. He interviewed each one
privately with the question: “What’s
your secret?”

Seven of the twenty revealed, in
this unwitting fashion, that they had
slept Wwhile on duty. It turned out to
be that simple. The boy had arrived
at the lock entrance, blanked out
the mind of the attendant, and en-
tered the ship.
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It seemed to Cemp he need ex-
amine no further.
There was a frame, logic. The

problem, which for a time had
seemed to involve some new and in-
tricate kind of telekinetic control,
was beginning to look much more
mundane.

He returned to the woman’s
apartment and put on clothes again.
Mensa went with him to the door.
She whispered, “Don’t you dare
leave this ship without making love
to me. I need to feel that I belong
to you.”

Basically, that was not so, Cemp
knew. She lived by reversals. She
would always want what she did not
have, despise or reject what she had.
But he reassured her that he meant
well by her—and went up again to
Apartment One.
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It secemed to Cemp as he

walked in that the boy’s face
was flushed and that the eyes that
had been so bright were duller.
Cemp said softly, “If I can figure it
out, so can any Silkie. You went to
a lot of trouble. Which tells me you
do have limitations.”

Silkies could approach a vessel,
undetected, if they were prepared
to manipulate energy waves. But the
method was involved, requiring
training.

Cemp said, “Well, you know my
thoughts. Which one is correct?”

Silence.

“Your problem,” said Cemp em-
phatically, “is that the Special People
take no chances with dangerous de-
viates.”

He hoped the boy understood
how ultimately determined the Spe-
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cial People were.

Abruptly, the boy sighed. “I
might as well admit it. I am Tem,
your son. When I realized it was you
approaching the ship, I thought I'd
have a look at my father. The truth
is I became frightened that those
abilities which you found so unusual
would be detected. So I've been out
here in space setting up an operat-
ing base to which I could retreat for
my own protection. But I realize I
need help. I think some changes
should be made in our relationship
with human beings. Other than that,
I'm willing to conform and be re-
educated.”

For Cemp, it was the decisive
clarification. Then and there he
made up his mind. There would be
no execution.

Hastily — for Cemp was a man

1"z



in a hurry — they discussed the sit-
uation. Cemp would have to tell of
this meeting when he got back to
Earth. There was no way by which
a Silkie could conceal the facts from
the perceptive Special People. And
for many months, while he was in
his mating stage, he would have no
control of energy. During that per-
iod the boy would be at the mercy
of a highly prejudiced law.

Tem was disdainful. “Don’t wor-
ry about me. I'm ready for them.”

It was rebel talk, dangerous and
unfortunate. But this was not the
moment to point that out. Such
matters could be left until they got
home.

“You’d better start now,” said the
boy, “but as you’ll see I'll get to
Earth before you do.”

Cemp did not pause to find out
how he would achieve such a mir-
acle of speed. That also would have
to wait.

As Cemp removed his clothes
in Mensa’s apartment, he said
to her with considerable pride, “The
boy is my son.”

Her eyes widened. “Your son!”
she said. “But —” She stopped.

“What’s the matter?”’” Cemp asked.

“Nothing.” She spoke mechanical-
ly. “I was surprised, that’s all.”

Cemp finished dressing, then
went over to her, and kissed her
lightly on the -forehead. He said, “I
sense that you are involved in a love
relationship.”

She shook her head. “Not now.
Not since — ” She paused. She
seemed bewildered.

It was no time to check on a
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woman’s love life. If ever a man was
in a hurry it was he.

When Cemp had gone, the boy
came in. “You almost gave m'
away,” he said in a tone that was
wholly unchildlike.

She cringed. “I'm only a V,” she
pleaded.

He began to change, to grow.
Presently, a fully adult human male
stood before her. He directed to-
ward her energy wave that must
have exerted an enormous attrac-
tion to her, for in spite of the deep-
ening expression of distaste on her
face she swayed toward him. When
she was within a foot of him, he cut
off the wave. She drew back imme-
diately. The man laughed.

But he turned away from her, and
for a few moments then he opened
a communication line to someone
on the planet of a distant star. He
said in a silent interchange:

“I have finally risked confronta-
tion with a Silkie, one of the power-
ful inhabitants of this system. He is
guided by an idea called Levels of
Logic. I discovered that his had to
do with his only offspring, a boy he
has never seen. I distorted his in-
terest in this child in a subtle way.
I think I can now land safely on the
principal planet, which is called
Earth.”

“To distort it, you must have had
to use him as a channel.”

“Yes. It was the one risk I took
with him.”

“What about the other channels
you have used, Di-isarill?”

The man glanced at Mensa. “With
one possible exception, they would
resist any attempt of a Silkie to ex-
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plore their minds. They’re a rebel
group called V’s, and are suspicious
of and hostile to the other peoples
in this system. The exception is a
V woman who is completely under
my control.”

“Why not annihilate her?”

“These people have some kind of
a sensitive telepathic connection,
which they seem to be able to ma-
nipulate but which I have not whol-
ly solved. If she died I think the
others would know instantly. There-
fore I cannot do what I normally
would.”

“What about the Silkie?”

“He is heading to Earth in a state
of delusion. Equally important, he
is due to suffer a physiological
change which will strip him of all
his present offensive and defensive
powers. I intend to let this physical
process run its course — and then
kill him.”

A%

Cemp had relayed the story
through Satellite-Five-R to his
contact, Charley Baxter, at the
Silkie Authority. When he reached
the satellite, and transformed to hu-
man, he found a radiogram from
Charley waiting:for him. It said:

HAVE PICKED UP BOY. AU-
THORITY FORBIDS YOU TO
LAND UNTIL THIS IS ALL SET-
TLED.

“Till you’ve done away with him,
you mean!” Cemp thought angrily.
the official action surprised him:
an unexpected obstacle.
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The commander of the satellite, a
normal intelligent human being,
who had handed him the message,
said, “Mr. Cemp, I have received in=
structions not to let you on any ferry
to Earth until further notice. This
is very unusual.”

“Unusual” was an understatement.
Silkies ordinarily moved freely te
and from Earth.

Cemp made up his mind. “I'm
going out into space again,” he said
in a matter-of-fact tone.

“Aren’t you due for the change?”
The officer seemed doubtful about
letting him go.

Cemp smiled wryly and told the
Silkie joke about such things, about
how Silkies were like some mothers-
to-be who kept having false labor
pains. Off to the hospital they went.
Lay there in bed. At last returned
home. And so, after several false
alarms, baby finally was born in a
taxicab.

“Well, sir,” said the man unhappi-
ly. “You do as you please. But there
aren’t any taxicabs in space.”

“It’s not that instantaneous; yow
can fight it off for hours,” said
Cemp, who had been fighting it off
for hours.

Before he left, Cemp sent a radio-
gram to his wife:

DEAR JOANNE: DELAYED
BY DISPUTE. WILL ADVISE
WHEN TO MEET, BUT SQON.
CALL CHARLEY. HFELL FILL
YOU IN. ALL MY LOVE. NAT.

The coded message would upset
her, he knew. But he did not doubt
that she would met him at their
pre-arranged rendevous, as he
wanted. She would come if onlv to

1ne



find out or behalf ot the Special
People what he was 1p to

Once out 1n space. Cemp neaded
for a point over the South Pole. and
then he began nis entrv

He came in tast Ac:cording to
theory. that was the only way an un-
protected approach shou!d he made.
The poles were relativelv free of
radiation [here. where the mag-
netic field of the planetary bodv was
bent inward right down to rthe
ground, the potent Van Allen radia-
tiop belt was a minimum threat

Nonetheless, there were two per-
fods of severe bombardment. one of
higk energy stripped nuclei. the oth-
er ot X-rays. The X-rays did him
nc narm, and, for the most part, the
stripped nuclei passed right rhrough
his body as if it were a hard vac-
uum. Those nuclei that hit, how-
ever left a small wake of radioac-
tivity. Hastily, Cemp expelled the
more seriously damaged cells. with
that special ability Silkies had of
eliminating damaged parts of their
bodies.

As he entered the atmosphere,
Cemp gradually activated the plan-
et’s magnetic force lines behind him.
Even as they began to glow brightly,
he felt the radar beams from below
bouncing from him. But they were
not a problem now. Radar would
register the movement of his body
and the pyrotechnic display to his
rear as one.phenomenon. The out-
ward appearance was of a meteorite
shooting toward the ground.

His entrance being slantwise in
the direction of Earth’s rota-
tion, his speed of entry was within
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his capacity to absorb, or radiate
from him, the heat of his passage
through the air. At ten miles up, he
slowed even more and came down in
the sea north of Antarctica about a
thousand miles from the lower tip
ot South America. The cold waters
quickly washed from his Silkie body
the radioactive debris that still clung
to the outer bone. He darted along
about five hundred feet up, using
the water as a coolant by slowing
and diving into it whenever he got
too hot. It was a fine balancing of
extremely rapid acceleration and de-
celeration. But he made it to near
where he lived at the lower tip of
Florida in slightly more than forty
minutes, the last five of which were
wholly underwater.

As he surfaced within sight of
the beach. he transformed to his fish
stage, and then — two hundred teet
from shore — to human He had al-
ready seen Joanne’s car parked on
the road behind a sand dune. He did
the overhand crawl to get to shal-
low water. and ran against the surg-
ing waves up the embankment to
where she lay on a blanket, watch-
ing him.

She stood up, a slender, very
pretty woman, blonde and blue-
eyed. Her classically even features
were white and set now; but she
handed him a towel. Cemp dried
himself, and climbed into the clothes
she had brought. A few minutes
later they were in the car; and at
this point she accepted his kiss. But
she still withheld her thoughts, and
her body was rigid with disapproval.

When she finally communicated,
it was verbally and not by direct en-
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ergy. She said, “Do you realize that
if you persist in this you will be the
first Silkie in a hundred years to get
himself punished or executed?”

That she spoke out loud con-
firmed Cemp’s suspicion. He was
now certain that she had reported
his illegal entry to the Silkie Author-
ity, and that people were listening
in to this conversation. He felt no
blame of Joanne. He even surmised
that all the Special People were pre-
pared to help him through this try-
ing period. They were probably also
speeding up the investigation of
Tem, so that the exccution would
be quickly over with.

“What are you going to do, Nat?”
She sounded anxious now, rather
than angry. There was color n her
face for the first time.

At some depth within, Cemp felt
vaguely surprised at how deter-
mined he was. But the awareness did
not trigger any question in him. He
said coolly: “If they kill that boy, I’ll
know the reason why.”

She said softly, “I never realized
that a Silkie could have so much
feeling for his child, whom he has
not seen since birth.”

Cemp was irritated. “It’s not per-
sonal,” he said curtly.

She said with sudden emotion:
“Then you know the reason very
well. This boy evidently has a meth-
od of concealing his thoughts, and
of reading minds— according to
your own account— that even you
could not penetrate. With such a
person, the Special People will not
have their historic protection. It be-
comes a matter of policy.”

“In making my report,” said
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Cemp, “I advised a five year studv
and re-education program for th:
boy. That’s the way it’s going to be.”

he seemed not to hear. She sai!
as if thinking out loud: “Sill-
ies were mutated by humans, on th:
basis of the great biological disco:-
eries of the last half of the twent -
eth century. When the basic lif:
chemical unit, DNP, was isolate:.
major advances in life forms, other
than those naturally spawned in Na-
ture, became possible. Because th:
first transformations were to the fis"
stage, the new beings were calle:
Silkies—after an old song.

“But it had to be done carefully
The Silkie could not be permitted t::
breed as he pleased. So his genes.
which endow him with so man:
marvellous senses and abilities, alsc
contain certain limitations. He car.
be a man, a fish, a Silkie at will.
So long as he does it by body con-
trol, he has nearly all his Silkie abil-
ities in any of these forms. But ev-
ery nine and a half years he has tc
become a human being again, in or-
der to mate. It’s built into him.
where he can’t interfere with it
Silkies who long ago tried to elim-
inate this phase of the cycle wer:
executed. At the time of such =
compulsive change to human form.
he loses all his Silkie abilities, and
becomes fallibly human. That’s th:
great hold we have over him. The:
we can punish him for anything il-
legal he did as a Silkie. Another
hold is that there are no femal-
Silkies. If the issue of a Silkie mat-
ing with a woman of the Specia:
People is a girl, she is not a Silkie
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That, too, is built into his genes —”

She broke off: “The Special Pco-
ple are a tiny, tiny portion of the
main human stream who — it was
discovered — had a spontaneous
ability to read the minds of Silkies.
They used this to establish adminis-
trative ascendancy while there were
still only a few Silkies, and thus they
protected themselves and the human
race from beings who would other-
wise have overwhelmed them.”

She finished in a puzzled tone:
“You've always agreed that such
protection was necessary, for hu-
mean beings to survive. Have you
changed your mind?” When Cemp
did not reply, she urged: “Why don’t
you go to the Silkie Authority and
taik to Charley Baxter? A single
conversation with him will get you
further than any rebellien.” She add-
ed quickly. “Tem is there. So you'll
have to go there anyway. Please,
Nat.”

It wasn’t so much, then, that
Cemp agreed with what she said.
He thought of her suggestion very
distinctly as offering a way of get-
ting inside the building — But he
was not too surprised as his helijet
came down on the roof to see Char-
ley Baxter waiting for him, tall, ra-
ther goodlooking, thin, unusually
pale.

As they rode down in an ele-
vator, Cemp felt himself pass
through in energy screen — which
instantly sealed off the pulsations
from the outside world. And that
was normal enough except for the
force that was driving the screen.
He sensed that the power backing it
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was enormous enough to protect a
city, or even a part of the planet.

Cemp glanced questioningly at
Baxter, and met a pair of sober, ser-
ious eyes. The man said seriously,
“At this point, you may read me.”

What he read in Baxter’s mind
was that his own radiogram about
Tem had caused a hasty examina-
tion of Tem’s record. Result: they
decided the boy was normal, and
that something very serious had
happened to Cemp.

“At no time,” said Baxter, “has
your son been in danger. Now, take
a look at that TV picture. Which
one is Tem? One is.”

They had walked from the eleva-
tor into a large room. On the TV
screen on one wall was a street
scene. Several boys were approach-
ing what must have been a hidden
camera, for they showed no aware-
ness of its presence.

Cemp’s gaze flicked across the
strange faces. “Never saw them be-
fore.” he said.

“The boy to your right is your
son,” said Baxter.

Cemp looked, then turned and
stared at Baxter. And because his
brain had energy relationships that
by-passed mere neuron connections,
he got the whole picture in a single-
flash of understanding. That instan-
taneous comprehension included an-
alytical awareness of how his duty to
protect all Silkie children had been
skillfully twisted by his pseudo son.
It leaped on to a lightning examin-
ation of the energy level that had
signaled to him. Almost immediately,
he realized that the signal was the
only direct contact that had been
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made by the boy on the V ship. In
every other way, the fraudulent Tem
had merely been a recipient of sig-
nals.

He grew conscious of Baxter’s
bright eyes watching him. The man
asked breathlessly: “Think we can do
anything?”

It was too soon to answer that.
Cemp was gratefully realizing how
skillfully he had been protected by
the Special People. It seemed to him
that if he had suspected the truth
at any moment before being taken
behind the energy screen that now
guarded him — the false Tem would
probably have tried to annihilate
him.

Baxter was speaking again. “You
sit down here, and let’s see what the
computer makes of the one signal
you received.”

The computer extrapolated three
structural frames that might fit the
false Tem. Cemp and Baxter stud-
ied the coded messages with amaze-
ment, for they had not actually con-
sidered anything beyond an unusual
V frame.

All three formulated structures
were alien.

A quick analysis established that
two of the three did not require se-
crecy on the part of so powerful a
being as the invader undoubtedly
was. Therefore the third frame, in-
volving a gruesome form of esoteric
sex climaxed by the ritual murder
of one partner by the other, spider-
like, was the most likely.

Baxter’s voice had in it a desire
not to believe. “That picture of their
needing a lot of love objects —
could that be real?” He finished in
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a subdued tone: “I’ll alert all Silkies,
mobilize our other forces — but can
you do anything at once?”

Cemp who had already adjusted
his sensory system to include all
three alien frame was tense and
afraid. He said aloud, “I ask myself
where he would go and of course it
would be to my home. Do you think
Joanne would have gotten there
yet? Was she supposed to head some-
where else?”

He saw that Baxter was shaking
his head...

Cemp hurried through a door that
led to a wide balcony, transformed
to Silkie, did a partial cut-off of
gravity combined with control of
magnetic force lines . . . a man in
a far greater hurry than he had ever
been in before.

He entered the large house by the
sea in his human form, the bet-
ter to run the last few yards and
maneuver in corridors. And because
he had adjusted to the alien sensory
structure his arrival was only part-
ly signaled.

He found Joanne in the master
bedroom, half-undressed.

She had never seemed so attrac-
tive. Her smile, warm, inviting,
friendly, drew him. Some state of
excitement she was in communicat-
ed to him, stirring an impulse so
basic that it was as if a fine irans-
lucent sheath ' dropped over his
senses, blurring his view of reality.
The wornan, almost luminescent in
a fleshly radiance, lay on the pink
bed and his whole being focused on
her. For a long moment, nothing
else existed. They were two people
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intensely in love.

Breathless, astounded by that in-
stant, hideous power, Cemp put his
thought on the possible fate of the
real Joanne, put his attention on
fear for her — and broke the spell.

The rage, hate and violence that
had been building up in him broke
through.

But the magnetically controlled
radiation that Cemp launched at the
creature crackled harmlessly against
a magnetically controlled energy
screen ... Frothing, he plunged at
the being, grabbed at him with his
bare hands.

For seconds they grappled, the
almost nude woman and the wholly
naked Cemp. Then Cemp was flung
back by muscles that were ten times
as strong as his own.

He bounded to his feet, but he
was sobered, thinking again.

He, began to consider the entire
problem of Earth in relation to this
creature and the threat it represen-
ted.

The duplicate of Joanne was
changing. The body in front of
Cemp became that of a man with
the frilly clothes of a woman’s un-
derdress still draped on the lower
part of his body. But there was
pothing feminine in his manner. Eyes
blazing with the infinite violence
potential of the male, the entity
locked gazes with Cemp.

Cemp was feeling a desperate
anxiety for the real Joanne. But it
did not even occur to him to ask
this creature about her. He said, in-
stead, “I want you to leave. We'll
communicate when you’re a million
miles out in space.”
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The handsome human face of the
other broke into a disdainful smile.
“I’ll go. But I sense in you a plan
to learn from me where I come
from. That will never happen.”

Cemp replied in a level tone:
“We’ll see what two thousand Silk-
ies can get out of you.”

The being’s skin glistened with
health, shone with confidence and
power. He said: “Perhaps I should
remind you that we Kibmadine
have achieved a total control of all
the forces that Silkies control only
partially.”

Cemp said, “Many rigidities can
envelop one flexibility.”

The other said in an uncompro-
mising voice, “Don’t attack me. The
price is too high.”

He started to turn away. And
there was a moment, then, when
Cemp had another thought, another
feeling: a reluctance to let this being
go without some attempt to reach
across the abyss that separated
them. Because this was man’s first
contact with an alien intelligence.
For a few fleeting seconds Cemp re-
membered the thousand dreams
that human beings had had for such
a meeting. His hesitation came to its
inevitable end. The infinitely hostile
reality moved in to fill the endless
void between them.

Instants later the alien was out on
the patio, dissolving, changing—and
was gone.

Cemp contacted Baxter and
said, “Line me up with another
Silkie so that he can take over. I'm
really awfully close to my change.”

He was lined up through the
Silkie communications hub with a
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Silkie named Jedd. Meanwhile, Bax-
ter said, “I'm on my way over. I
have been given a lot of governmen-
tal power.” ’

Cemp found Joanne in one of the
spare bedrooms. She lay on the bed,
fully dressed, breathing slowly and
deeply. He sent a quick flow of en-
ergy through her brain. The reflexes
that were stirred reassured him that
she was merely sleeping. He also
picked up some of the alien energy
that was still in her cells. They told
a story that made it instantly ob-
vious why she was still alive: The
Kibmadine had used her living body
as a model for his duplication of
her.

On this occasion at least the crea-
ture had been after bigger game: a
Silkie.

Cemp did not try to rouse the
sleeping woman. But he was great-
ly relieved as he went out onto the
patio, which overlooked a white,
sandy beach and the timeless blue
ocean beyond. He sat there until
Baxter presently joined him.

They had already communicated
mentally, and now Baxter said, “I
sense a doubt in you.”

Cemp nodded.

Baxter asked gently, “What do
you fear?”

“Death!”

It was a feeling deep inside him.

Sitting there, he made up his
mind—for the second time since
he had become involved with the
alien — to die if necessary. And
with that decision, he began to turn
on his receptors, all of them except
that to start, he tuned out local
Earth noise. TV, radio, innumerable
energies from  machines—these
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‘bad to be shut away from him.
Swiftly, then, he began to “hear” the
signals from the plenum.

Long before Silkies it had been
known that space was alive with
messages; the entire sidereal uni-
verse pulsed with an incredible num-
ber of vibrations. Hour on hour and
year by year, Silkies, lived with that
ceaseless “noise”, and most of their
early training was entirely and ex-
clusively directed to the development
of selective sleep and rest and wake-
fulness mechanisms for each recep-
tor.

Now — those that were asleep
awakerred. Those that were at rest
alerted.

His brain came to peak aware-
ness.

He began to sense the uear stars,
the distant stars the clusters the
galaxies. Every star had its only
complex signal. Nowhere was there
a duplication or even a close sim
ilarity.

The universe that he tuned in up-
on was composed entirely of indi-
viduals. Cemp appraised the dis-
tance of each star, the uniqueness of
each signal. Friendly space world!
Every star being exactly and pre-
cisely what it was and wherz it was
gave meaning to the immcnse stel-
lar universe. There was no chaos.
He experienced his own location in
space and time, and it gave him a
certainty of the basic rightness of
things.

vl
He came back from his far-

. flung ranging to about a mil-
lion miles from Earth. There he
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paused to let the signals come in
from all of the space between.

Without opening his eyes, he said
to Baxter, “I don’t read him. He
must have gone around the planet
and put the mass of Earth between
him and me. Are the reflectors
ready?”’

Baxter talked on a phone line
that had been kept open for him.
Previously alerted Telstar and astro-
nomical satellites were placed at
Cemp’s disposition. Through one of
the reflectors, he focused on the in-
vading entity.

Cemp said to the alien, “Above
everything else we want informa-
tion.”

The -other said, “Perhaps I should
tell you our history.”

And so Cemp was given the story
of the eternal lovers, more than a
million beings who moved from one
planetary system to another, and
each time altered themselves to the
form of the inhabitants and estab-
lished a love relationship with them
—a love relationship that meant
death and pain for their love-
objects. Only twice had the lovers
met beings of sufficient power to
make them draw back. In each in-
stance, they had destroyed the en-
tire * system.

Di-isarill finished: “No additional
information is available no matter
what you do.”

Cemp broke contact. A shaken
Baxter said, “Do vou think that was
true information?”

Cemp answered that the thought
it was.

He finished with finality: “Our job
is to find out one thing: Where does
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he come from? And then destroy
him.”

“But how do you propose to do
this?”

t was a good question. His

single clash with the creature
had brought him up hard against a
wall of power.

Cemp sank lower into his settee
and with closed eyes considered the
problem of a race of beings who
had complete control of body
change. Many times in those long
duty watches out in space, he had
pondered such possivilities; for the
cell could grow and ungrow, divide,
split off, fall away and re-form, all
within a few seconds. In the twilight
virus, the bacteria and the cell had
their complex being, the enormous
speed of change had made possible
the almost instantaneous orderly al-
tering of human to Silkie and back
again.

Fhe invader apparently could
change to an infinite number of
forms with equal rapidity, assuming
any body shape at will.

But the logic of levels applied to
the Kibmadine’s every action.

From somewhere behind Cemp,
Baxter said, “Are you sure?” His
voice sounded incredulous.

Cemp had two reactions to the
question: Extreme joy at the hope
that his analysis brought...and the
stronger conviction. He said aloud,
“Yes, logic applies. But for him
we’ll need the closest contact of the
energies involved. Inches would be
better than feet, feet better than
yards. So I'll have to get out there
in person.”
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“Out where?” Baxter asked, al-
most incredulous.

“To his ship.”

“Do you think he has a ship?”

“Of course he has one. Anything
else would be impractical for his
operations.

Cemp was patient as he made his
explanation. He had observed that
even the Special People had exag-
gerated ideas on such matters. They
tended to accept that Silkies were
more capable than they were. But
the logic of it was simple: coming
in toward a sun, one could utilize
its full gravitational pull to get up
speed. Right now the Kibmadine
would be “climbing the ladder” of
the planets, cutting off the sun’s
gravity from behind, opening up to
the pull of Jupiter and the outer
planets.

No sensible being would try to
bridge the distances between stars by
such a method. So there was a ship.
There had to be.

Cemp said, “Order a spaceship for
me, complete with a tank of water
that can be moved.”

“You expect to change before you
get there?”

“It’ll happen any minute.”

Baxter said, amazed, “You intend
to confront the most powerful being
that we can imagine without a single
bit of energy of your own avail-
able?”

“Yes,” said Cemp. “It's the only
way we’ll get him within inches of
the energy source I want installed
in the tank. For heaven’s sake, man,
get started.”

Reluctantly, Baxter reached for
the phone.
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As Cemp expected, he began
his change en route. By the
time he was put aboard the Kibma-
dine ship, he was already in a tank
of water in his first compulsive
change, which was to the fish state.

He would be a class B Silkie for
slightly more than two months.

As Di-isarill came finally to the
tiny ship in its remote orbit beyond
Pluto, he noticed at once that the
entrance mechanism had been tam-
pered with, and he sensed the pres-
ence of Cemp aboard.

In the course of countless millen-
nia his fear reflexes had fallen into
disuse. So he had no anxiety. But he
recognized that here was all the ap-
pearance of a trap.

In a flash, he checked to insure
that there was no source of ener-
gy aboard that could destroy him.
There was none; no relay; nothing.

A faint energy emanated from the
tank. But it had no purpose that Di-
isarill could detect.

He wondered scathingly if these
human beings expected somehow to
work a bluff whereby he would be
impelled by uncertainty to stay away
from his own ship.

With that thought, he activated
the entrance mechanism, entered,
transformed to human, walked over
to the tank that stood in the center
of the tiny ' cabin—and looked
down at Cemp, who lay at the bot-
tom.

Di-isarill said, “If it’s a bluff, I
couldn’t possibly yield to it because
I have nowhere else that I can go.”

In his fish state, Cemp could hear
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and understand human words but
could not speak them.

Di-isarill persisted: “It’s interest-
ing that the one Silkie whom I can-
not read has taken the enormous
risk of coming aboard. Perhaps you
were more affected by the desire I
attempted to rouse in your home
than appeared at the time. Perhaps
you long for the ecstasy and the an-
guish that I offered.”

Cemp was thinking tensely: “It’s
working. He doesn’t notice how he
got onto that subject.”

The logic of levels was beginning
to take effect.

It was a strange world, the

world of logic. For nearly all
of his long history, man had been
moved by unsuspected mechanisms
in his brain and nervous system. A
sleep center put him to sleep. A
waking center woke him up. A rage
mechanism mobilized him for at-
tack. A fear complex propelled him
to flight. There were a hundred or
more other mechanisms, each with
its special task for him, each in it-
self a marvel of perfect functioning
but degraded by his uncomprehend-
ing obedience to a chance triggering
of one or another.

During this period, all civilization
consisted of codes of henor and
conduct and of attempts noble and
ignoble to rationalize the unknown
simplicities  underneath. Finally,
came a developing comprehension
and control of the neural mechan-
isms, one, then another, then many.

The real age of reason began.

On the basis of that reason Cemp
asked himself: Was the Kibmadine
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level lower, or higher, than for
example the shark?

It was lower, he decided. The
comparison would be, if man had
brought cannibalism into civilization
with him. A lower level of logic ap-
plied to that.

The shark was relatively pure
within his frame. He lived by the
feedback system, in a pretty good
balance. He did not age, as humans
did. He grew older — and ionger.

It was a savagely simple system.
Keep in motion: that was the law
of it. What poetry that motion was,
in the wide, deep sea that had
spawned him! But it was— feel
need of oxygen, get excited, swim
faster; cnough oxygen, slow, cruise,
even stop. But not for long. Mov-
ment continuous — life.

Eating, of itself, was lower, more
basic, went farther back into the an-
tiquity of the cell.

And so, the mighty Kibmadine
had brought into their innumerable
forms one pattern that was vulner-
able. one they wouldn’t give up. no
matter how much they controlled
the other basic mechanisms of their
bodies . . .

Di-isari]] was calm as he sped
through space. He sensed that
he had subtly managed to influence
Cemp to the fear of intolerable re-
taliation. . . Unfortunate that the
Silkie had analyzed the Kibmadine
structure so accurately. It made di-
rect reading of Cemp’s feelings and
thoughts difficult.

Not that it mattered. Under other
circumstances, Earth might well
have been a planet to be destroyed.
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But there was no chance at all of
enough Silkies being produced ia
time to save the system from being
conquered.

And so another race would, one
at a time, experience the ecstasy of
being eaten as the culmination of the
act of love.

...What a joy it was to receive
from tens of millions of cells! First
resistance, terror, shrinking; and
then the inversion: every part of the
being craving to be eaten, longing,
begging, demanding —

Di-isarill’s calmness yielded to ex~
citement, as the pictures and the
feelings re-formed in his mind, from
ten thousand remembcred feasts of
love-objects.

“T really
thought sadly.

Too bad they were not brought
up to appreciate in advance the ul-
timate delight of the all-consuming
end of the sex orgy.

It had always bothered Di-isarill
that the preliminaries had to be se-
cret, particularly with beings who
had the ability to transmit thoughts
to others of their kind and thus warn
them. The greatest pleasure always
came when the ending was known,
when part of the love play consist-
ed of reassuring the troubled, trem-
bling being, quieting the pounding
heart.

“Some day,” he told thousands of
love partners, “I shall meet someone
who will eat me. And when that
happens — ”

Always he had tried to persuade
them that he would rejoice as he
was being devoured.

The inversion involved was @&

loved them all,” he



phenomenon of the life condition:
first, resistance, terror, shrinking;
then every part of the being craving
to be eaten, longing, begging, de-
manding. The urge to succumb
could be as powerful as the urge to
survive.

Standing there in front of the
tank, looking down at Cemp, Di-
isarill felt a quickening of emotion
as the conjuration of himself being
caten flitted like a fantasy through
his brain. He had had such pictures
before but never before so strong.

He did not notice that he had
passed the point of no return.

Without thinking, he turned
away from the tank. Cemp
forgotten, he transformed quickly
into a remembered form, long-
necked, with smooth dappled skin
and powerful teeth. He remembered
the form well and lovingly. The
members of the race had been love
objects for the Kibmadine not too
long ago. Their bodies had a par-
ticularly excruciating pleasure nerve
system.

Di-isarill could scarcely wait.

Even as he became the form, his
long neck twisted. A moment later
the teeth, impelled by the merciless
Kibmadine biting drive, cut off an
entire thigh.

The pain was so hideous he
screamed. But in his enchanted brain
the screamt was only an echo
of the countless screams that his bite
had evoked in the past. Now, as
then, the sound excited him almost
beyond endurance. He bit deeper,

champed harder, at faster.

He devoured nearly one half of
his own body before the imminence
of death brought a baby fear from
his own true past. Whimpering,
blindly longing for home, he opened
a line to his contact on the planet
of the far sun where his kind now
dwelt.

At that instant an outside force
surged past him and overwhelmed
his personal communication. As one,
a dozen Silkies loaded an electric
charge on that line, all they believed
it could carry.

The charge that struck the distant
Kibmadine totalled more than 80-
000 volts and over 140,000 am-
peres of electricity. It was so power-
ful it smashed all his reflex defenses
and burnt him in a single puff of
flame and smoke.

As quickly as it had opened, the
line ceased to exist. The Sol system
was now only an anonymous, distant
star.

he tank with Cemp in it was

carried to the ocean. He crawled
out into the sea, breasted the incom-
ing tide.

The bubbling fresh liquid poured
through his gills. As he reached the
deeper water, he submerged. Soon
the thunder of the surf was behind
him. Ahead was a blue sea and the
great underwater shelf where a col-
ony of class B Silkies lived their fish-
like existence.

He would dwell in their domed

cities with them ... for a time.
END
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