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COPY RIGHT IN FOR MA TION

The Philip K. Dick MEGA PACK® is copy right © 2013 by Wild‐ 
side Press LLC. All rights re served.

This is ver sion 1.6 (cor rect ing mi nor ty pos). Thanks to Michael
Willis, Phil Smythe, and Eleanor Eliz a beth For man for typo re ports!

* * * *
“Ex hibit Piece” orig i nally ap peared in If Worlds of Sci ence Fic‐ 

tion, Au gust 1954.
“The Crys tal Crypt” orig i nally ap peared in Planet Sto ries, Jan u‐ 

ary 1954.
“Be yond the Door” orig i nally ap peared in Fan tas tic Uni verse,

Jan u ary 1954.
“The De fend ers” orig i nally ap peared in Gal axy Sci ence Fic tion,

Jan u ary 1953.
“Be yond Lies the Wub” orig i nally ap peared in Planet Sto ries,

July 1952.
“Sec ond Va ri ety” orig i nally ap peared in Space Sci ence Fic tion,

May 1953.
“The Eyes Have It” orig i nally ap peared in Sci ence Fic tion Sto‐ 

ries, 1953.
“The Gun” orig i nally ap peared in Planet Sto ries, Sep tem ber

1952.
“The Vari able Man” orig i nally ap peared in Space Sci ence Fic‐ 

tion, Sep tem ber 1953.
“Tony and the Bee tles” orig i nally ap peared in Or bit, vol. 1 no. 2,

1953.
“The Hang ing Stranger” orig i nally ap peared in Sci ence Fic tion

Ad ven tures Mag a zine, De cem ber 1953.
“The Skull” orig i nally ap peared in If Worlds of Sci ence Fic tion,

Sep tem ber 1952.
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“Piper in the Woods” orig i nally ap peared in Imag i na tion: Sto ries
of Sci ence and Fan tasy, Feb ru ary 1953.

“Mr. Space ship” orig i nally ap peared in Imag i na tion Sto ries of
Sci ence and Fan tasy, Jan u ary 1953.

“Strange Eden” orig i nally ap peared in Imag i na tion, De cem ber
1954.
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A NOTE FROM THE PUB LISHER

Philip Kin dred Dick (1928–1982) was an Amer i can nov el ist,
short story writer, and es say ist whose pub lished work is al most en‐ 
tirely in the sci ence fic tion genre. Dick ex plored so ci o log i cal, po lit i‐ 
cal and meta phys i cal themes in nov els dom i nated by mo nop o lis tic
cor po ra tions, au thor i tar ian gov ern ments, and al tered states. In his
later works Dick’s the matic fo cus strongly re flected his per sonal in‐ 
ter est in meta physics and the ol ogy. He of ten drew upon his own life
ex pe ri ences in ad dress ing the na ture of drug abuse, para noia,
schizophre nia, and tran scen den tal ex pe ri ences in nov els such as A
Scan ner Darkly and VALIS.

The novel The Man in the High Cas tle bridged the gen res of al‐ 
ter nate his tory and sci ence fic tion, earn ing Dick a Hugo Award for
Best Novel in 1963. Flow My Tears, the Po lice man Said, a novel
about a celebrity who awak ens in a par al lel uni verse where he is un‐ 
known, won the John W. Camp bell Memo rial Award for best novel
in 1975. “I want to write about peo ple I love, and put them into a
fic tional world spun out of my own mind, not the world we ac tu ally
have, be cause the world we ac tu ally have does not meet my stan‐ 
dards,” Dick wrote of these sto ries. “In my writ ing I even ques tion
the uni verse; I won der out loud if it is real, and I won der out loud if
all of us are real.”

In ad di tion to 44 pub lished nov els, Dick wrote ap prox i mately
121 short sto ries, most of which ap peared in sci ence fic tion mag a‐ 
zines dur ing his life time. Al though Dick spent most of his ca reer as
a writer in near-poverty, ten pop u lar films based on his works have
been pro duced, in clud ing Blade Run ner, To tal Re call, A Scan ner
Darkly, Mi nor ity Re port, Pay check, Next, Scream ers, and The Ad‐ 
just ment Bu reau. In 2005, Time mag a zine named Ubik one of the
one hun dred great est Eng lish-lan guage nov els pub lished since 1923.
In 2007, Dick be came the first sci ence fic tion writer to be in cluded
in The Li brary of Amer ica se ries.
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Wild side Press has pub lished two vol umes of Philip K. Dick’s
short sto ries, The Philip K. Dick MEGA PACK® and The Sec ond
Philip K. Dick MEGA PACK®.

En joy!
—John Be tan court

Pub lisher, Wild side Press LLC
wild side press.com | bcmys tery.com

ABOUT THE SE RIES
Over the last few years, our MEGA PACK® ebook se ries has

grown to be our most pop u lar en deavor. (Maybe it helps that we
some times of fer them as pre mi ums to our mail ing list!) One ques‐ 
tion we keep get ting asked is, “Who’s the ed i tor?”

The MEGA PACK® ebook se ries (ex cept where specif i cally
cred ited) are a group ef fort. Ev ery one at Wild side works on them.
This in cludes John Be tan court (me), Carla Coupe, Steve Coupe,
Shawn Gar rett, He len McGee, Bon ner Menk ing, Colin Azariah-
Kribbs, A.E. War ren, and many of Wild side’s au thors…who of ten
sug gest sto ries to in clude (and not just their own!)

REC OM MEND A FA VORITE STORY?
Do you know a great clas sic sci ence fic tion story, or have a fa‐ 

vorite au thor whom you be lieve is per fect for the MEGA PACK®
ebook se ries? We’d love your sug ges tions! You can email the pub‐ 
lisher at wild side press@ya hoo.com or use the mes sage boards
above.

Note: we only con sider sto ries that have al ready been pro fes sion‐ 
ally pub lished. This is not a mar ket for new works.

TY POS
Un for tu nately, as hard as we try, a few ty pos do slip through. We

up date our ebooks pe ri od i cally, so make sure you have the cur rent
ver sion (or down load a fresh copy if it’s been sit ting in your ebook
reader for months.) It may have al ready been up dated.
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If you spot a new typo, please let us know. We’ll fix it for ev ery‐ 
one. You can email the pub lisher at wild side press@ya hoo.com.
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EX HIBIT PIECE

“That’s a strange suit you have on,” the ro bot pub trans driver ob‐ 
served. It slid back its door and came to rest at the curb. “What are
the lit tle round things?”

“Those are but tons,” George Miller ex plained. “They are partly
func tional, partly or na men tal. This is an ar chaic suit of the twen ti eth
cen tury. I wear it be cause of the na ture of my em ploy ment.”

He paid the ro bot, grabbed up his brief case, and hur ried along the
ramp to the His tory Agency. The main build ing was al ready open
for the day; robed men and women wan dered ev ery where. Miller
en tered a PRI VATE lift, squeezed be tween two im mense con trollers
from the pre-Chris tian di vi sion, and in a mo ment was on his way to
his own level, the Mid dle Twen ti eth Cen tury.

“Gorn ing,” he mur mured, as Con troller Flem ing met him at the
atomic en gine ex hibit.

“Gorn ing,” Flem ing re sponded brusquely. “Look here, Miller.
Let’s have this out once and for all. What if ev ery body dressed like
you? The Gov ern ment sets up strict rules for dress. Can’t you for get
your damn anachro nisms once in awhile? What in God’s name is
that thing in your hand? It looks like a squashed Juras sic lizard.”

“This is an al li ga tor-hide brief case,” Miller ex plained. “I carry
my study spools in it. The brief case was an au thor ity sym bol of the
man age rial class of the lat ter twen ti eth cen tury.” He un zipped the
brief case. “Try to un der stand, Flem ing. By ac cus tom ing my self to
ev ery day ob jects of my re search pe riod, I trans form my re la tion
from mere in tel lec tual cu rios ity to gen uine em pa thy. You have fre‐ 
quently no ticed I pro nounce cer tain words oddly. The ac cent is that
of an Amer i can busi ness man of the Eisen hower ad min is tra tion. Dig
me?”

“Eh?” Flem ing mut tered.
“Dig me was a twen ti eth cen tury ex pres sion.” Miller laid out his

study spools on his desk. “Was there any thing you wanted? If not
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I’ll be gin to day’s work. I’ve un cov ered fas ci nat ing ev i dence to in di‐ 
cate that al though twen ti eth cen tury Amer i cans laid their own floor
tiles, they did not weave their own cloth ing. I wish to al ter my ex‐ 
hibits on this mat ter.”

“There’s no fa natic like an aca demi cian,” Flem ing grated.
“You’re two hun dred years be hind times. Im mersed in your relics
and ar ti facts. Your damn au then tic repli cas of dis carded trivia.”

“I love my work,” Miller an swered mildly.
“No body com plains about your work. But there are other things

than work. You’re a po lit i cal-so cial unit here in this so ci ety. Take
warn ing, Miller! The Board has re ports on your ec cen tric i ties. They
ap prove de vo tion to work…” His eyes nar rowed sig nif i cantly. “But
you go too far.”

“My first loy alty is to my art,” Miller said.
“Your what? What does that mean?”
“A twen ti eth cen tury term.” There was undis guised su pe ri or ity

on Miller’s face. “You’re noth ing but a mi nor bu reau crat in a vast
ma chine. You’re a func tion of an im per sonal cul tural to tal ity. You
have no stan dards of your own. In the twen ti eth cen tury men had
per sonal stan dards of work man ship. Artis tic craft. Pride of ac com‐ 
plish ment. These words mean noth ing to you. You have no soul—
an other con cept from the golden days of the twen ti eth cen tury, when
men were free and could speak their minds.”

“Be ware, Miller!” Flem ing blanched ner vously and low ered his
voice. “You damn schol ars. Come up out of your tapes and face re‐ 
al ity. You’ll get us all in trou ble, talk ing this way. Idol ize the past, if
you want. But re mem ber—it’s gone and buried. Times change. So ci‐ 
ety pro gresses.” He ges tured im pa tiently at the ex hibits that oc cu‐ 
pied the level. “That’s only an im per fect replica.”

“You im pugn my re search?” Miller was seething. “This ex hibit is
ab so lutely ac cu rate! I cor rect it to all new data. There isn’t any thing
I don’t know about the twen ti eth cen tury.”

Flem ing shook his head. “It’s no use.” He turned and stalked
wearily off the level, onto the de scent ramp.

Miller straight ened his col lar and bright hand-painted neck tie. He
smoothed down his blue pin stripe coat, ex pertly lit a pipeful of two-
cen tury-old to bacco, and re turned to his spools.
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Why didn’t Flem ing leave him alone? Flem ing, the of fi cious rep‐ 
re sen ta tive of the great hi er ar chy that spread like a sticky gray web
over the whole planet. Into each in dus trial, pro fes sional, and res i‐ 
den tial unit. Ah, the free dom of the twen ti eth cen tury! He slowed
his tape scan ner a mo ment, and a dreamy look slid over his fea tures.
The ex cit ing age of viril ity and in di vid u al ity, when men were men…

It was just about then, just as he was set tling deep in the beauty
of his re search, that he heard the in ex pli ca ble sounds. They came
from the cen ter of his ex hibit, from within the in tri cate, care fully-
reg u lated in te rior.

Some body was in his ex hibit.
He could hear them back there, back in the depths. Some body or

some thing had got past the safety bar rier set up to keep the pub lic
out. Miller snapped off his tape scan ner and got slowly to his feet.
He was shak ing all over as he moved cau tiously to ward the ex hibit.
He killed the bar rier and climbed the rail ing onto a con crete side‐ 
walk. A few cu ri ous vis i tors blinked, as the small, oddly-dressed
man crept among the au then tic repli cas of the twen ti eth cen tury that
made up the ex hibit and dis ap peared within.

Breath ing hard, Miller ad vanced up the side walk and onto a care‐ 
fully-tended gravel path. Maybe it was one of the other the o rists, a
min ion of the Board, snoop ing around look ing for some thing with
which to dis credit him. An in ac cu racy here—a tri fling er ror of no
con se quence there. Sweat came out on his fore head; anger be came
ter ror. To his right was a flower bed. Paul Scar let roses and low-
grow ing pan sies. Then the moist green lawn. The gleam ing white
garage, with its door half up. The sleek rear of a 1954 Buick—and
then the house it self.

He’d have to be care ful. If it was some body from the Board, he’d
be up against the of fi cial hi er ar chy. Maybe it was some body big.
Maybe even Ed win Car nap, Pres i dent of the Board, the high est
rank ing of fi cial in the N’York branch of the World Di rec torate.
Shak ily, Miller, climbed the three ce ment steps. Now he was on the
porch of the twen ti eth cen tury house that made up the cen ter of the
ex hibit.

It was a nice lit tle house; if he had lived back in those days, he
would have wanted one of his own. Three bed rooms, a ranch-style
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Cal i for nia bun ga low. He pushed open the front door and en tered the
liv in groom. Fire place at one end. Dark wine-col ored car pets. Mod‐ 
ern couch and easy chair. Low hard wood glass-topped cof fee ta ble.
Cop per ash trays. A cig a rette lighter and a stack of mag a zines. Sleek
plas tic and steel floor lamps. A book case. Tele vi sion set. Pic ture
win dow over look ing the front gar den. He crossed the room to the
hall.

The house was amaz ingly com plete. Be low his feet the floor fur‐ 
nace ra di ated a faint aura of warmth. He peered into the first bed‐ 
room. A woman’s boudoir. Silk bed cover. White starched sheets.
Heavy drapes. A van ity ta ble. Bot tles and jars. Huge round mir ror.
Clothes vis i ble within the closet. A dress ing gown thrown over the
back of a chair. Slip pers. Ny lon hose care fully placed at the foot of
the bed.

Miller moved down the hall and peered into the next room.
Brightly painted wall pa per: clowns and ele phants and tight-rope
walk ers. The chil dren’s room. Two lit tle beds for the two boys.
Model air planes. A dresser with a ra dio on it, pair of combs, school
books, pen nants, a NO PARK ING sign, snap shots stuck in the mir‐ 
ror. A postage stamp al bum.

No body there, ei ther.
Miller peered in the mod ern bath room, even into the yel low-tiled

shower. He passed through the din ing room, glanced down the base‐ 
ment stairs where the wash ing ma chine and dryer were. Then he
opened the back door and ex am ined the back yard. A lawn, and the
in cin er a tor. A cou ple of small trees and then the three-di men sional
pro jected back drop of other houses re ced ing off into in cred i bly con‐ 
vinc ing blue hills. And still no one. The yard was empty—de serted.
He closed the door and started back…

From the kitchen came laugh ter.
A woman’s laugh. The clink of spoons and dishes. And smells. It

took him a mo ment to iden tify them, scholar that he was. Ba con and
cof fee. And hot cakes. Some body was eat ing break fast. A twen ti eth
cen tury break fast.

He made his way down the hall, past a man’s bed room, shoes and
cloth ing strewn about, to the en trance of the kitchen.
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A hand some late-thir ty ish woman and two teen-age boys were
sit ting around the lit tle chrome-and-plas tic break fast ta ble. They had
fin ished eat ing; the two boys were fid get ing im pa tiently. Sun light
fil tered through the win dow over the sink. The elec tric clock read
half past eight. The ra dio was chirp ing mer rily in the cor ner. A big
pot of black cof fee rested in the cen ter of the ta ble, sur rounded by
empty plates and milk glasses and sil ver ware.

The woman had on a white blouse and check ered tweed skirt.
Both boys wore faded blue jeans, sweat shirts, and ten nis shoes. As
yet they hadn’t no ticed him. Miller stood frozen at the door way,
while laugh ter and small talk bub bled around him.

“You’ll have to ask your fa ther,” the woman was say ing, with
mock stern ness. “Wait un til he comes back.”

“He al ready said we could,” one of the boys protested.
“Well, ask him again.”
“He’s al ways grouchy in the morn ing.”
“Not to day. He had a good night’s sleep. His hay fever didn’t

bother him. The new anti-hist the doc tor gave him.” She glanced up
at the clock. “Go see what’s keep ing him, Don. He’ll be late to
work.”

“He was look ing for the news pa per.” One of the boys pushed
back his chair and got up. “It missed the porch again and fell in the
flow ers.” He turned to ward the door, and Miller found him self con‐ 
fronting him face to face. Briefly, the ob ser va tion flashed through
his mind that the boy looked fa mil iar. Damn fa mil iar—like some‐ 
body he knew, only younger. He tensed him self for the im pact, as
the boy abruptly halted.

“Gee,” the boy said. “You scared me.”
The woman glanced quickly up at Miller. “What are you do ing

out there, George?” she de manded. “Come on back in here and fin‐ 
ish your cof fee.”

Miller came slowly into the kitchen. The woman was fin ish ing
her cof fee; both boys were on their feet and be gin ning to press
around him.

“Didn’t you tell me I could go camp ing over the week end up at
Rus sian River with the group from school?” Don de manded. “You
said I could bor row a sleep ing bag from the gym be cause the one I
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had you gave to the Sal va tion Army be cause you were al ler gic to
the kapok in it.”

“Yeah,” Miller mut tered un cer tainly. Don. That was the boy’s
name. And his brother, Ted. But how did he know that? At the ta ble
the woman had got up and was col lect ing the dirty dishes to carry
over to the sink. “They said you al ready promised them,” she said
over her shoul der. The dishes clat tered into the sink and she be gan
sprin kling soap flakes over them. “But you re mem ber that time they
wanted to drive the car and the way they said it, you’d think they
had got your okay. And they hadn’t, of course.”

Miller sank weakly down at the ta ble. Aim lessly, he fooled with
his pipe. He set it down in the cop per ash tray and ex am ined the cuff
of his coat. What was hap pen ing? His head spun. He got up abruptly
and hur ried to the win dow, over the sink.

Houses. Streets. The dis tant hills be yond the town. The sights
and sounds of peo ple. The three-di men sional pro jected back drop
was ut terly con vinc ing; or was it the pro jected back drop? How
could he be sure? What was hap pen ing?

“George, what’s the mat ter?” Mar jorie asked, as she tied a pink
plas tic apron around her waist and be gan run ning hot wa ter in the
sink. “You bet ter get the car out and get started to work. Weren’t
you say ing last night old man David son was shout ing about em ploy‐ 
ees be ing late for work and stand ing around the wa ter cooler talk ing
and hav ing a good time on com pany time?”

David son. The word stuck in Miller’s mind. He knew it, of
course. A clear pic ture leaped up: a tall, white-haired old man, thin
and stern. Vest and pocket watch. And the whole of fice, United
Elec tronic Sup ply. The twelve story build ing in down town San
Fran cisco. The news pa per and cigar stand in the lobby. The honk ing
cars. Jammed park ing lots. The el e va tor, packed with bright-eyed
sec re taries, tight sweaters and per fume.

He wan dered out of the kitchen, through the hall, past his own
bed room, his wife’s, and into the liv ing-room. The front door was
open and he stepped out onto the porch.

The air was cool and sweet. It was a bright April morn ing. The
lawns were still wet. Cars moved down Vir ginia Street, to ward Shat‐ 
tuck Av enue. Early morn ing com mut ing traf fic, busi ness men on
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their way to work. Across the street Earl Kelly cheer fully waved his
Oak land Tri bune as he hur ried down the side walk to ward the bus
stop.

A long way off, Miller could see the Bay Bridge, Yerba Buena
Is land, and Trea sure Is land. Be yond that was San Fran cisco it self. In
a few min utes, he’d be shoot ing across the bridge in his Buick, on
his way to the of fice. Along with thou sands of other busi ness men in
blue pin stripe suits.

Ted pushed past him and out on the porch. “Then it’s okay? You
don’t care if we go camp ing?”

Miller licked his dry lips. “Ted, lis ten to me. There’s some thing
strange.”

“Like what?”
“I don’t know.” Miller wan dered ner vously around on the porch.

“This is Fri day, isn’t it?”
“Sure.”
“I thought it was.” But how did he know it was Fri day? How did

he know any thing? But of course it was Fri day. A long hard week—
old man David son breath ing down his neck. Wednes day, es pe cially,
when the Gen eral Elec tric or der was slowed down be cause of a
strike.

“Let me ask you some thing,” Miller said to his son. “This morn‐ 
ing—I left the kitchen to get the news pa per.”

Ted nod ded. “Yeah. So?”
“I got up and went out of the room. How long was I gone? Not

long, was I?” He searched for words, but his mind was a maze of
dis jointed thoughts. “I was sit ting at the break fast ta ble with you all,
and then I got up and went to look for the pa per. Right? And then I
came back in. Right?” His voice rose des per ately. “I got up and
shaved and dressed this morn ing. I ate break fast. Hot cakes and cof‐ 
fee. Ba con. Right?”

“Right,” Ted agreed. “So?”
“Like I al ways do.”
“We only have hot cakes on Fri day.”
Miller nod ded slowly. “That’s right. Hot cakes on Fri day. Be‐ 

cause your un cle Frank eats with us Sat ur day and Sun day, and he
can’t stand hot cakes, so we stopped hav ing them on week ends.
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Frank is Mar jorie’s brother. He was in the Marines in the First
World War. He was a cor po ral.”

“Good bye,” Ted said, as Don came out to join him. “We’ll see
you this evening.”

School books clutched, the boys saun tered off to ward the big
mod ern high school in the cen ter of Berke ley.

Miller re-en tered the house and au to mat i cally be gan search ing
the closet for his brief case. Where was it? Damn it, he needed it.
The whole Throck mor ton ac count was in it; David son would be
yelling his head off if he left it any where, like in the True Blue
Cafe te ria that time they were all cel e brat ing the Yan kees’ win ning
the se ries. Where the hell was it—

He straight ened up slowly, as mem ory came. Of course. He had
left it by his work desk, where he had tossed it af ter tak ing out the
re search tapes. While Flem ing was talk ing to him. Back at the His‐ 
tory Agency.

He joined his wife in the kitchen. “Look,” he said huskily. “Mar‐ 
jorie, I think maybe I won’t go down to the of fice this morn ing.”

Mar jorie spun in alarm. “George, is any thing wrong?”
“I’m—com pletely con fused.”
“Your hay fever again?”
“No. My mind. What’s the name of that psy chi a trist the PTA rec‐ 

om mended when Mrs. Bent ley’s kid had that fit?” He searched his
dis or ga nized brain. “Grun berg, I think. In the Med i cal-Den tal build‐ 
ing.” He moved to ward the door. “I’ll drop by and see him. Some‐ 
thing’s wrong—re ally wrong. And I don’t know what it is.”

* * * *
Adam Grun berg was a large heavy-set man in his late for ties,

with curly brown hair and horn rimmed glasses. Af ter Miller had fin‐ 
ished, Grun berg cleared his throat, brushed at the sleeve of his
Brooks Bros. suit, and asked thought fully,

“Did any thing hap pen while you were out look ing for the news‐ 
pa per? Any sort of ac ci dent? You might try go ing over that part in
de tail. You got up from the break fast ta ble, went out on the porch,
and started look ing around in the bushes. And then what?”
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Miller rubbed his fore head vaguely. “I don’t know. It’s all con‐ 
fused. I don’t re mem ber look ing for any news pa per. I re mem ber
com ing back in the house. Then it gets clear. But be fore that it’s all
tied up with the His tory Agency and my quar rel with Flem ing.”

“What was that again about your brief case? Go over that.”
“Flem ing said it looked like a squashed Juras sic lizard. And I

said—”
“No. I mean, about look ing for it in the closet and not find ing it.”
“I looked in the closet and it wasn’t there, of course. It’s sit ting

be side my desk at the His tory Agency. On the Twen ti eth Cen tury
level. By my ex hibits.” A strange ex pres sion crossed Miller’s face.
“Good God, Grun berg. You re al ize this may be noth ing but an ex‐ 
hibit? You and ev ery body else—maybe you’re not real. Just pieces
of this ex hibit.”

“That wouldn’t be very pleas ant for us, would it?” Grun berg said,
with a faint smile.

“Peo ple in dreams are al ways se cure un til the dreamer wakes
up,” Miller re torted.

“So you’re dream ing me.” Grun berg laughed tol er antly. “I sup‐ 
pose I should thank you.”

“I’m not here be cause I es pe cially like you. I’m here be cause I
can’t stand Flem ing and the whole His tory Agency.”

Grun berg pon dered. “This Flem ing. Are you aware of think ing
about him be fore you went out look ing for the news pa per?”

Miller got to his feet and paced around the lux u ri ous of fice, be‐ 
tween the leather-cov ered chairs and the huge ma hogany desk. “I
want to face this thing. I’m in an ex hibit. An ar ti fi cial replica of the
past. Flem ing said some thing like this would hap pen to me.”

“Sit down, Mr. Miller,” Grun berg said, in a gen tle but com mand‐ 
ing voice. When Miller had taken his chair again, Grun berg con tin‐ 
ued. “I un der stand what you say. You have a gen eral feel ing that ev‐ 
ery thing around you is un real. A sort of stage.”

“An ex hibit.”
“Yes, an ex hibit in a mu seum.”
“In the N’York His tory Agency. Level R, the Twen ti eth Cen tury

level.”
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“And in ad di tion to this gen eral feel ing of—in sub stan tial ity, there
are spe cific pro jected mem o ries of per sons and places be yond this
world. An other realm in which this one is con tained. Per haps I
should say, the re al ity within which this is only a sort of shadow
world.”

“This world doesn’t look shad owy to me.” Miller struck the
leather arm of the chair sav agely. “This world is com pletely real.
That’s what’s wrong. I came in to in ves ti gate the noises, and now I
can’t get back out. Good God, do I have to wan der around this
replica the rest of my life?”

“You know, of course, that your feel ing is com mon to most of
mankind. Es pe cially dur ing pe ri ods of great ten sion. Where—by the
way—was the news pa per? Did you find it?”

“As far as I’m con cerned—”
“Is that a source of ir ri ta tion with you? I see you re act strongly to

a men tion of the news pa per.”
Miller shook his head wearily. “For get it.”
“Yes, a tri fle. The pa per boy care lessly throws the news pa per in

the bushes, not on the porch. It makes you an gry. It hap pens again
and again. Early in the day, just as you’re start ing to work. It seems
to sym bol ize in a small way the whole petty frus tra tions and de feats
of your job. Your whole life.”

“Per son ally, I don’t give a damn about the news pa per.” Miller ex‐ 
am ined his wrist watch. “I’m go ing—it’s al most noon. Old man
David son will be yelling his head off if I’m not at the of fice by—”
He broke off. “There it is again.”

“There what is?”
“All this!” Miller ges tured im pa tiently out the win dow. “This

whole place. This damn world. This ex hi bi tion.”
“I have a thought,” Doc tor Grun berg said slowly. “I’ll put it to

you for what it’s worth. Feel free to re ject it if it doesn’t fit.” He
raised his shrewd, pro fes sional eyes. “Ever see kids play ing with
rock et ships?”

“Lord,” Miller said wretch edly. “I’ve seen com mer cial rocket
freighters haul ing cargo be tween Earth and Jupiter, land ing at La
Guardia Space port.”
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Grun berg smiled slightly. “Fol low me through on this. A ques‐ 
tion. Is it job ten sion?”

“What do you mean?”
“It would be nice,” Grun berg said blandly, “to live in the world

of to mor row. With ro bots and rock et ships to do all the work. You
could just sit back and take it easy. No wor ries, no cares. No frus tra‐ 
tions.”

“My po si tion in the His tory Agency has plenty of cares and frus‐ 
tra tions.” Miller rose abruptly. “Look, Grun berg. Ei ther this is an
ex hibit on R level of the His tory Agency, or I’m a mid dle-class busi‐ 
ness man with an es cape fan tasy. Right now I can’t de cide which.
One minute I think this is real, and the next minute—”

“We can de cide eas ily,” Grun berg said.
“How?”
“You were look ing for the news pa per. Down the path, onto the

lawn. Where did it hap pen? Was it on the path? On the porch? Try
to re mem ber.”

“I don’t have to try. I was still on the side walk. I had just jumped
over the rail past the safety screens.”

“On the side walk. Then go back there. Find the ex act place.”
“Why?”
“So you can prove to your self there’s noth ing on the other side.”
Miller took a deep, slow breath. “Sup pose there is?”
“There can’t be. You said your self: only one of the worlds can be

real. This world is real—” Grun berg thumped his mas sive ma‐ 
hogany desk. “Ergo, you won’t find any thing on the other side.”

“Yes,” Miller said, af ter a mo ment’s si lence. A pe cu liar ex pres‐ 
sion cut across his face and stayed there. “You’ve found the mis‐ 
take.”

“What mis take?” Grun berg was puz zled. “What—”
Miller moved to ward the door of the of fice. “I’m be gin ning to

get it. I’ve been putting up a false ques tion. Try ing to de cide which
world is real.” He grinned hu mor lessly back at Doc tor Grun berg.
“They’re both real, of course.”

* * * *
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He grabbed a taxi and headed back to the house. No one was
home. The boys were in school, and Mar jorie had gone down town
to shop. He waited in doors un til he was sure no body was watch ing
along the street, and then started down the path to the side walk.

He found the spot with out any trou ble. There was a faint shim‐ 
mer in the air, a weak place just at the edge of the park ing strip.
Through it he could see faint shapes.

He was right. There it was—com plete and real. As real as the
side walk un der him.

A long metal lic bar was cut off by the edges of the cir cle. He rec‐ 
og nized it: the safety rail ing he had leaped over to en ter the ex hibit.
Be yond it was the safety screen sys tem. Turned off, of course. And
be yond that, the rest of the level and the far walls of the His tory
build ing.

He took a cau tious step into the weak haze. It shim mered around
him, misty and oblique. The shapes be yond be came clearer. A mov‐ 
ing fig ure in a dark blue robe. Some cu ri ous per son ex am in ing the
ex hibits. The fig ure moved on and was lost. He could see his own
work desk, now. His tape scan ner and heaps of study spools. Be side
the desk was his brief case, ex actly where he had ex pected it.

While he was con sid er ing step ping over the rail ing to get the
brief case, Flem ing ap peared.

Some in ner in stinct made Miller step back through the weak spot,
as Flem ing ap proached. Maybe it was the ex pres sion on Flem ing’s
face. In any case, Miller was back and stand ing firmly on the con‐ 
crete side walk, when Flem ing halted just be yond the junc ture, face
red, lips twist ing with in dig na tion.

“Miller,” he said thickly. “Come out of there.”
Miller laughed. “Be a good fel low, Flem ing. Toss me my brief‐ 

case. It’s that strange look ing thing over by the desk. I showed it to
you—re mem ber?”

“Stop play ing games and lis ten to me!” Flem ing snapped. “This
is se ri ous. Car nap knows. I had to in form him.”

“Good for you. The loyal bu reau crat.”
Miller bent over to light his pipe. He in haled and puffed a great

cloud of gray to bacco smoke through the weak spot, out into the R
level. Flem ing coughed and re treated.
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“What’s that stuff?” he de manded.
“To bacco. One of the things they have around here. Very com‐ 

mon sub stance in the twen ti eth cen tury. You wouldn’t know about
that—your pe riod is the sec ond cen tury, B.C. The Hel lenis tic world.
I don’t know how well you’d like that. They didn’t have very good
plumb ing back there. Life ex pectancy was damn short.”

“What are you talk ing about?”
“In com par i son, the life ex pectancy of my re search pe riod is quite

high. And you should see the bath room I’ve got. Yel low tile. And a
shower. We don’t have any thing like that at the Agency leisure-
quar ters.”

Flem ing grunted sourly. “In other words, you’re go ing to stay in
there.”

“It’s a pleas ant place,” Miller said eas ily. “Of course, my po si tion
is bet ter than av er age. Let me de scribe it for you. I have an at trac‐ 
tive wife: mar riage is per mit ted, even sanc tioned in this era. I have
two fine kids—both boys—who are go ing up to Rus sian River this
week end. They live with me and my wife—we have com plete cus‐ 
tody of them. The State has no power of that yet. I have a brand new
Buick—”

“Il lu sions,” Flem ing spat. “Psy chotic delu sions.”
“Are you sure?”
“You damn fool! I al ways knew you were too ego-re ces sive to

face re al ity. You and your anachro nis tic re treats. Some times I’m
ashamed I’m a the o reti cian. I wish I had gone into en gi neer ing.”
Flem ing’s lip twitched. “You’re in sane, you know. You’re stand ing
in the mid dle of an ar ti fi cial ex hibit, which is owned by the His tory
Agency, a bun dle of plas tic and wire and struts. A replica of a past
age. An im i ta tion. And you’d rather be there than in the real world.”

“Strange,” Miller said thought fully. “Seems to me I’ve heard the
same thing very re cently. You don’t know a Doc tor Grun berg, do
you? A psy chi a trist.”

With out for mal ity, Di rec tor Car nap ar rived with his com pany of
as sis tants and ex perts. Flem ing quickly re treated. Miller found him‐ 
self fac ing one of the most pow er ful fig ures of the twenty-sec ond
cen tury. He grinned and held out his hand.
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“You in sane im be cile,” Car nap rum bled. “Get out of there be fore
we drag you out. If we have to do that, you’re through. You know
what they do with ad vanced psy chotics. It’ll be eu thana sia for you.
I’ll give you one last chance to come out of that fake ex hibit—”

“Sorry,” Miller said. “It’s not an ex hibit.”
Car nap’s heavy face reg is tered sud den sur prise. For a brief in‐ 

stant his mas sive poise van ished. “You still try to main tain—”
“This is a time gate,” Miller said qui etly. “You can’t get me out,

Car nap. You can’t reach me. I’m in the past, two hun dred years
back. I’ve crossed back to a pre vi ous ex is tence-co or di nate. I found a
bridge and es caped from your con tin uum to this. And there’s noth‐ 
ing you can do about it.”

Car nap and his ex perts hud dled to gether in a quick tech ni cal con‐ 
fer ence. Miller waited pa tiently. He had plenty of time; he had de‐ 
cided not to show up at the of fice un til Mon day.

Af ter awhile Car nap ap proached the junc ture again, be ing care ful
not to step over the safety rail ing. “An in ter est ing the ory, Miller.
That’s the strange part about psy chotics. They ra tio nal ize their delu‐ 
sions into a log i cal sys tem. A pri ori, your con cept stands up well.
It’s in ter nally con sis tent. Only—”

“Only what?”
“Only it doesn’t hap pen to be true.” Car nap had re gained his con‐ 

fi dence; he seemed to be en joy ing the in ter change. “You think
you’re re ally back in the past. Yes, this ex hibit is ex tremely ac cu‐ 
rate. Your work has al ways been good. The au then tic ity of de tail is
un equalled by any of the other ex hibits.”

“I tried to do my work well,” Miller mur mured.
“You wore ar chaic cloth ing and af fected ar chaic speech-man ner‐ 

isms. You did ev ery thing pos si ble to throw your self back. You de‐ 
voted your self to your work.” Car nap tapped the safety rail ing with
his fin ger nail. “It would be a shame, Miller. A ter ri ble shame to de‐ 
mol ish such an au then tic replica.”

There was si lence.
“I see your point,” Miller said, af ter a time. “I agree with you,

cer tainly. I’ve been very proud of my work—I’d hate to see it all
torn down. But that re ally won’t do you any good. All you’ll suc‐ 
ceed in do ing is clos ing the time gate.”
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“You’re sure?”
“Of course. The ex hibit is only a bridge, a link with the past. I

passed through the ex hibit, but I’m not there now. I’m be yond the
ex hibit.” He grinned tightly. “Your de mo li tion can’t reach me. But
seal me off, if you want. I don’t think I’ll be want ing to come back. I
wish you could see this side, Car nap. It’s a nice place here. Free‐ 
dom, op por tu nity. Lim ited gov ern ment, re spon si ble to the peo ple. If
you don’t like your job, you can quit. There’s no eu thana sia here.
Come on over. I’ll in tro duce you to my wife.”

“We’ll get you,” Car nap said. “And all your psy chotic fig ments
along with you.”

“I doubt if any of my ‘psy chotic fig ments’ are wor ried. Grun berg
wasn’t. I don’t think Mar jorie is—”

“We’ve al ready be gun de mo li tion prepa ra tions,” Car nap said
calmly. “We’ll do it piece by piece, not all at once. So you may have
the op por tu nity to ap pre ci ate the sci en tific and—artis tic way we
take your imag i nary world and peo ple apart.”

“You’re wast ing your time,” Miller said. He turned and walked
off, down the side walk, to the gravel path and up onto the front
porch of his house.

In the liv ing room, he threw him self down in the easy chair and
snapped on the tele vi sion set. Then he went to the kitchen and got a
can of ice cold beer from the re frig er a tor. He car ried it hap pily back
into the safe, com fort able liv ing room.

As he was seat ing him self in front of the tele vi sion set he no ticed
some thing rolled up on the low cof fee ta ble.

He grinned wryly. It was the morn ing news pa per, which he had
looked so hard for. Mar jorie had brought it in with the milk, as
usual. And of course for got ten to tell him. He yawned con tent edly
and reached over to pick it up. Lan guidly, con fi dently, he un folded it
—and read the big black head lines.

RUS SIA RE VEALS COBALT BOMB
TO TAL WORLD DE STRUC TION AHEAD
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BE YOND LIES THE WUB

They had al most fin ished with the load ing. Out side stood the Op‐ 
tus, his arms folded, his face sunk in gloom. Cap tain Franco walked
leisurely down the gang plank, grin ning.

“What’s the mat ter?” he said. “You’re get ting paid for all this.”
The Op tus said noth ing. He turned away, col lect ing his robes.

The Cap tain put his boot on the hem of the robe.
“Just a minute. Don’t go off. I’m not fin ished.”
“Oh?” The Op tus turned with dig nity. “I am go ing back to the

vil lage.” He looked to ward the an i mals and birds be ing driven up
the gang plank into the space ship. “I must or ga nize new hunts.”

Franco lit a cig a rette. “Why not? You peo ple can go out into the
veldt and track it all down again. But when we run out half way be‐ 
tween Mars and Earth—”

The Op tus went off, word less. Franco joined the first mate at the
bot tom of the gang plank.

“How’s it com ing?” he said. He looked at his watch. “We got a
good bar gain here.”

The mate glanced at him sourly. “How do you ex plain that?”
“What’s the mat ter with you? We need it more than they do.”
“I’ll see you later, Cap tain.” The mate threaded his way up the

plank, be tween the long-legged Mar tian go-birds, into the ship.
Franco watched him dis ap pear. He was just start ing up af ter him, up
the plank to ward the port, when he saw it.

“My God!” He stood star ing, his hands on his hips. Pe ter son was
walk ing along the path, his face red, lead ing it by a string.

“I’m sorry, Cap tain,” he said, tug ging at the string. Franco
walked to ward him.

“What is it?”
The wub stood sag ging, its great body set tling slowly. It was sit‐ 

ting down, its eyes half shut. A few flies buzzed about its flank, and
it switched its tail.
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It sat. There was si lence.
“It’s a wub,” Pe ter son said. “I got it from a na tive for fifty cents.

He said it was a very un usual an i mal. Very re spected.”
“This?” Franco poked the great slop ing side of the wub. “It’s a

pig! A huge dirty pig!”
“Yes sir, it’s a pig. The na tives call it a wub.”
“A huge pig. It must weigh four hun dred pounds.” Franco

grabbed a tuft of the rough hair. The wub gasped. Its eyes opened,
small and moist. Then its great mouth twitched.

A tear rolled down the wub’s cheek and splashed on the floor.
“Maybe it’s good to eat,” Pe ter son said ner vously.
“We’ll soon find out,” Franco said.

* * * *
The wub sur vived the take-off, sound asleep in the hold of the

ship. When they were out in space and ev ery thing was run ning
smoothly, Cap tain Franco bade his men fetch the wub up stairs so
that he might per ceive what man ner of beast it was.

The wub grunted and wheezed, squeez ing up the pas sage way.
“Come on,” Jones grated, pulling at the rope. The wub twisted,

rub bing its skin off on the smooth chrome walls. It burst into the
ante-room, tum bling down in a heap. The men leaped up.

“Good Lord,” French said. “What is it?”
“Pe ter son says it’s a wub,” Jones said. “It be longs to him.” He

kicked at the wub. The wub stood up un steadily, pant ing.
“What’s the mat ter with it?” French came over. “Is it go ing to be

sick?”
They watched. The wub rolled its eyes mourn fully. It gazed

around at the men.
“I think it’s thirsty,” Pe ter son said. He went to get some wa ter.

French shook his head.
“No won der we had so much trou ble tak ing off. I had to re set all

my bal last cal cu la tions.”
Pe ter son came back with the wa ter. The wub be gan to lap grate‐ 

fully, splash ing the men.
Cap tain Franco ap peared at the door.
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“Let’s have a look at it.” He ad vanced, squint ing crit i cally. “You
got this for fifty cents?”

“Yes, sir,” Pe ter son said. “It eats al most any thing. I fed it on
grain and it liked that. And then pota toes, and mash, and scraps
from the ta ble, and milk. It seems to en joy eat ing. Af ter it eats it lies
down and goes to sleep.”

“I see,” Cap tain Franco said. “Now, as to its taste. That’s the real
ques tion. I doubt if there’s much point in fat ten ing it up any more. It
seems fat enough to me al ready. Where’s the cook? I want him here.
I want to find out—”

The wub stopped lap ping and looked up at the Cap tain.
“Re ally, Cap tain,” the wub said. “I sug gest we talk of other mat‐ 

ters.”
The room was silent.
“What was that?” Franco said. “Just now.”
“The wub, sir,” Pe ter son said. “It spoke.”
They all looked at the wub.
“What did it say? What did it say?”
“It sug gested we talk about other things.”
Franco walked to ward the wub. He went all around it, ex am in ing

it from ev ery side. Then he came back over and stood with the men.
“I won der if there’s a na tive in side it,” he said thought fully.

“Maybe we should open it up and have a look.”
“Oh, good ness!” the wub cried. “Is that all you peo ple can think

of, killing and cut ting?”
Franco clenched his fists. “Come out of there! Who ever you are,

come out!”
Noth ing stirred. The men stood to gether, their faces blank, star‐ 

ing at the wub. The wub swished its tail. It belched sud denly.
“I beg your par don,” the wub said.
“I don’t think there’s any one in there,” Jones said in a low voice.

They all looked at each other.
The cook came in.
“You wanted me, Cap tain?” he said. “What’s this thing?”
“This is a wub,” Franco said. “It’s to be eaten. Will you mea sure

it and fig ure out—”
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“I think we should have a talk,” the wub said. “I’d like to dis cuss
this with you, Cap tain, if I might. I can see that you and I do not
agree on some ba sic is sues.”

The Cap tain took a long time to an swer. The wub waited good-
na turedly, lick ing the wa ter from its jowls.

“Come into my of fice,” the Cap tain said at last. He turned and
walked out of the room. The wub rose and padded af ter him. The
men watched it go out. They heard it climb ing the stairs.

“I won der what the out come will be,” the cook said. “Well, I’ll
be in the kitchen. Let me know as soon as you hear.”

“Sure,” Jones said. “Sure.”

* * * *
The wub eased it self down in the cor ner with a sigh. “You must

for give me,” it said. “I’m afraid I’m ad dicted to var i ous forms of re‐ 
lax ation. When one is as large as I—”

The Cap tain nod ded im pa tiently. He sat down at his desk and
folded his hands.

“All right,” he said. “Let’s get started. You’re a wub? Is that cor‐ 
rect?”

The wub shrugged. “I sup pose so. That’s what they call us, the
na tives, I mean. We have our own term.”

“And you speak Eng lish? You’ve been in con tact with Earth men
be fore?”

“No.”
“Then how do you do it?”
“Speak Eng lish? Am I speak ing Eng lish? I’m not con scious of

speak ing any thing in par tic u lar. I ex am ined your mind—”
“My mind?”
“I stud ied the con tents, es pe cially the se man tic ware house, as I

re fer to it—”
“I see,” the Cap tain said. “Telepa thy. Of course.”
“We are a very old race,” the wub said. “Very old and very pon‐ 

der ous. It is dif fi cult for us to move around. You can ap pre ci ate that
any thing so slow and heavy would be at the mercy of more ag ile
forms of life. There was no use in our re ly ing on phys i cal de fenses.
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How could we win? Too heavy to run, too soft to fight, too good-na‐ 
tured to hunt for game—”

“How do you live?”
“Plants. Veg eta bles. We can eat al most any thing. We’re very

catholic. Tol er ant, eclec tic, catholic. We live and let live. That’s how
we’ve got ten along.”

The wub eyed the Cap tain.
“And that’s why I so vi o lently ob jected to this busi ness about

hav ing me boiled. I could see the im age in your mind—most of me
in the frozen food locker, some of me in the ket tle, a bit for your pet
cat—”

“So you read minds?” the Cap tain said. “How in ter est ing. Any‐ 
thing else? I mean, what else can you do along those lines?”

“A few odds and ends,” the wub said ab sently, star ing around the
room. “A nice apart ment you have here, Cap tain. You keep it quite
neat. I re spect life-forms that are tidy. Some Mar tian birds are quite
tidy. They throw things out of their nests and sweep them—”

“In deed.” The Cap tain nod ded. “But to get back to the prob lem
—”

“Quite so. You spoke of din ing on me. The taste, I am told, is
good. A lit tle fatty, but ten der. But how can any last ing con tact be
es tab lished be tween your peo ple and mine if you re sort to such bar‐ 
baric at ti tudes? Eat me? Rather you should dis cuss ques tions with
me, phi los o phy, the arts—”

The Cap tain stood up. “Phi los o phy. It might in ter est you to know
that we will be hard put to find some thing to eat for the next month.
An un for tu nate spoilage—”

“I know.” The wub nod ded. “But wouldn’t it be more in ac cord
with your prin ci ples of democ racy if we all drew straws, or some‐ 
thing along that line? Af ter all, democ racy is to pro tect the mi nor ity
from just such in fringe ments. Now, if each of us casts one vote—”

The Cap tain walked to the door.
“Nuts to you,” he said. He opened the door. He opened his

mouth.
He stood frozen, his mouth wide, his eyes star ing, his fin gers still

on the knob.
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The wub watched him. Presently it padded out of the room, edg‐ 
ing past the Cap tain. It went down the hall, deep in med i ta tion.

* * * *
The room was quiet.
“So you see,” the wub said, “we have a com mon myth. Your

mind con tains many fa mil iar myth sym bols. Ishtar, Odysseus—”
Pe ter son sat silently, star ing at the floor. He shifted in his chair.
“Go on,” he said. “Please go on.”
“I find in your Odysseus a fig ure com mon to the mythol ogy of

most self-con scious races. As I in ter pret it, Odysseus wan ders as an
in di vid ual, aware of him self as such. This is the idea of sep a ra tion,
of sep a ra tion from fam ily and coun try. The process of in di vid u a‐ 
tion.”

“But Odysseus re turns to his home.” Pe ter son looked out the port
win dow, at the stars, end less stars, burn ing in tently in the empty uni‐ 
verse. “Fi nally he goes home.”

“As must all crea tures. The mo ment of sep a ra tion is a tem po rary
pe riod, a brief jour ney of the soul. It be gins, it ends. The wan derer
re turns to land and race.…”

The door opened. The wub stopped, turn ing its great head.
Cap tain Franco came into the room, the men be hind him. They

hes i tated at the door.
“Are you all right?” French said.
“Do you mean me?” Pe ter son said, sur prised. “Why me?”
Franco low ered his gun. “Come over here,” he said to Pe ter son.

“Get up and come here.”
There was si lence.
“Go ahead,” the wub said. “It doesn’t mat ter.”
Pe ter son stood up. “What for?”
“It’s an or der.”
Pe ter son walked to the door. French caught his arm.
“What’s go ing on?” Pe ter son wrenched loose. “What’s the mat ter

with you?”
Cap tain Franco moved to ward the wub. The wub looked up from

where it lay in the cor ner, pressed against the wall.
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“It is in ter est ing,” the wub said, “that you are ob sessed with the
idea of eat ing me. I won der why.”

“Get up,” Franco said.
“If you wish.” The wub rose, grunt ing. “Be pa tient. It is dif fi cult

for me.” It stood, gasp ing, its tongue lolling fool ishly.
“Shoot it now,” French said.
“For God’s sake!” Pe ter son ex claimed. Jones turned to him

quickly, his eyes gray with fear.
“You didn’t see him—like a statue, stand ing there, his mouth

open. If we hadn’t come down, he’d still be there.”
“Who? The Cap tain?” Pe ter son stared around. “But he’s all right

now.”
They looked at the wub, stand ing in the mid dle of the room, its

great chest ris ing and fall ing.
“Come on,” Franco said. “Out of the way.”
The men pulled aside to ward the door.
“You are quite afraid, aren’t you?” the wub said. “Have I done

any thing to you? I am against the idea of hurt ing. All I have done is
try to pro tect my self. Can you ex pect me to rush ea gerly to my
death? I am a sen si ble be ing like your selves. I was cu ri ous to see
your ship, learn about you. I sug gested to the na tive—”

The gun jerked.
“See,” Franco said. “I thought so.”
The wub set tled down, pant ing. It put its paw out, pulling its tail

around it.
“It is very warm,” the wub said. “I un der stand that we are close

to the jets. Atomic power. You have done many won der ful things
with it—tech ni cally. Ap par ently, your sci en tific hi er ar chy is not
equipped to solve moral, eth i cal—”

Franco turned to the men, crowd ing be hind him, wide-eyed,
silent.

“I’ll do it. You can watch.”
French nod ded. “Try to hit the brain. It’s no good for eat ing.

Don’t hit the chest. If the rib cage shat ters, we’ll have to pick bones
out.”

“Lis ten,” Pe ter son said, lick ing his lips. “Has it done any thing?
What harm has it done? I’m ask ing you. And any how, it’s still mine.
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You have no right to shoot it. It doesn’t be long to you.”
Franco raised his gun.
“I’m go ing out,” Jones said, his face white and sick. “I don’t

want to see it.”
“Me, too,” French said. The men strag gled out, mur mur ing. Pe‐ 

ter son lin gered at the door.
“It was talk ing to me about myths,” he said. “It wouldn’t hurt

any one.”
He went out side.
Franco walked to ward the wub. The wub looked up slowly. It

swal lowed.
“A very fool ish thing,” it said. “I am sorry that you want to do it.

There was a para ble that your Saviour re lated—”
It stopped, star ing at the gun.
“Can you look me in the eye and do it?” the wub said. “Can you

do that?”
The Cap tain gazed down. “I can look you in the eye,” he said.

“Back on the farm we had hogs, dirty ra zor-back hogs. I can do it.”
Star ing down at the wub, into the gleam ing, moist eyes, he

pressed the trig ger.

* * * *
The taste was ex cel lent.
They sat glumly around the ta ble, some of them hardly eat ing at

all. The only one who seemed to be en joy ing him self was Cap tain
Franco.

“More?” he said, look ing around. “More? And some wine, per‐ 
haps.”

“Not me,” French said. “I think I’ll go back to the chart room.”
“Me, too.” Jones stood up, push ing his chair back. “I’ll see you

later.”
The Cap tain watched them go. Some of the oth ers ex cused them‐ 

selves.
“What do you sup pose the mat ter is?” the Cap tain said. He

turned to Pe ter son. Pe ter son sat star ing down at his plate, at the
pota toes, the green peas, and at the thick slab of ten der, warm meat.

He opened his mouth. No sound came.
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The Cap tain put his hand on Pe ter son’s shoul der.
“It is only or ganic mat ter, now,” he said. “The life essence is

gone.” He ate, spoon ing up the gravy with some bread. “I, my self,
love to eat. It is one of the great est things that a liv ing crea ture can
en joy. Eat ing, rest ing, med i ta tion, dis cussing things.”

Pe ter son nod ded. Two more men got up and went out. The Cap‐ 
tain drank some wa ter and sighed.

“Well,” he said. “I must say that this was a very en joy able meal.
All the re ports I had heard were quite true—the taste of wub. Very
fine. But I was pre vented from en joy ing this plea sure in times past.”

He dabbed at his lips with his nap kin and leaned back in his
chair. Pe ter son stared de ject edly at the ta ble.

The Cap tain watched him in tently. He leaned over.
“Come, come,” he said. “Cheer up! Let’s dis cuss things.”
He smiled.
“As I was say ing be fore I was in ter rupted, the role of Odysseus

in the myths—”
Pe ter son jerked up, star ing.
“To go on,” the Cap tain said. “Odysseus, as I un der stand him—”
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THE DE FEND ERS

Tay lor sat back in his chair read ing the morn ing news pa per. The
warm kitchen and the smell of cof fee blended with the com fort of
not hav ing to go to work. This was his Rest Pe riod, the first for a
long time, and he was glad of it. He folded the sec ond sec tion back,
sigh ing with con tent ment.

“What is it?” Mary said, from the stove.
“They pasted Mos cow again last night.” Tay lor nod ded his head

in ap proval. “Gave it a real pound ing. One of those R-H bombs. It’s
about time.”

He nod ded again, feel ing the full com fort of the kitchen, the pres‐ 
ence of his plump, at trac tive wife, the break fast dishes and cof fee.
This was re lax ation. And the war news was good, good and sat is fy‐ 
ing. He could feel a jus ti fi able glow at the news, a sense of pride
and per sonal ac com plish ment. Af ter all, he was an in te gral part of
the war pro gram, not just an other fac tory worker lug ging a cart of
scrap, but a tech ni cian, one of those who de signed and planned the
nerve-trunk of the war.

“It says they have the new subs al most per fected. Wait un til they
get those go ing.” He smacked his lips with an tic i pa tion. “When they
start shelling from un der wa ter, the So vi ets are sure go ing to be sur‐ 
prised.”

“They’re do ing a won der ful job,” Mary agreed vaguely. “Do you
know what we saw to day? Our team is get ting a leady to show to the
school chil dren. I saw the leady, but only for a mo ment. It’s good for
the chil dren to see what their con tri bu tions are go ing for, don’t you
think?”

She looked around at him.
“A leady,” Tay lor mur mured. He put the news pa per slowly down.

“Well, make sure it’s de con tam i nated prop erly. We don’t want to
take any chances.”
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“Oh, they al ways bathe them when they’re brought down from
the sur face,” Mary said. “They wouldn’t think of let ting them down
with out the bath. Would they?” She hes i tated, think ing back. “Don,
you know, it makes me re mem ber—”

He nod ded. “I know.”
He knew what she was think ing. Once in the very first weeks of

the war, be fore ev ery one had been evac u ated from the sur face, they
had seen a hos pi tal train dis charg ing the wounded, peo ple who had
been show ered with sleet. He re mem bered the way they had looked,
the ex pres sion on their faces, or as much of their faces as was left. It
had not been a pleas ant sight.

There had been a lot of that at first, in the early days be fore the
trans fer to un der sur face was com plete. There had been a lot, and it
hadn’t been very dif fi cult to come across it.

Tay lor looked up at his wife. She was think ing too much about it,
the last few months. They all were.

“For get it,” he said. “It’s all in the past. There isn’t any body up
there now but the leadys, and they don’t mind.”

“But just the same, I hope they’re care ful when they let one of
them down here. If one were still hot—”

He laughed, push ing him self away from the ta ble. “For get it.
This is a won der ful mo ment; I’ll be home for the next two shifts.
Noth ing to do but sit around and take things easy. Maybe we can
take in a show. Okay?”

“A show? Do we have to? I don’t like to look at all the de struc‐ 
tion, the ru ins. Some times I see some place I re mem ber, like San
Fran cisco. They showed a shot of San Fran cisco, the bridge bro ken
and fallen in the wa ter, and I got up set. I don’t like to watch.”

“But don’t you want to know what’s go ing on? No hu man be ings
are get ting hurt, you know.”

“But it’s so aw ful!” Her face was set and strained. “Please, no,
Don.”

Don Tay lor picked up his news pa per sul lenly. “All right, but
there isn’t a hell of a lot else to do. And don’t for get, their cities are
get ting it even worse.”

She nod ded. Tay lor turned the rough, thin sheets of news pa per.
His good mood had soured on him. Why did she have to fret all the
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time? They were pretty well off, as things went. You couldn’t ex pect
to have ev ery thing per fect, liv ing un der sur face, with an ar ti fi cial sun
and ar ti fi cial food. Nat u rally it was a strain, not see ing the sky or
be ing able to go any place or see any thing other than metal walls,
great roar ing fac to ries, the plant-yards, bar racks. But it was bet ter
than be ing on sur face. And some day it would end and they could
re turn. No body wanted to live this way, but it was nec es sary.

He turned the page an grily and the poor pa per ripped. Damn it,
the pa per was get ting worse qual ity all the time, bad print, yel low
tint—

Well, they needed ev ery thing for the war pro gram. He ought to
know that. Wasn’t he one of the plan ners?

He ex cused him self and went into the other room. The bed was
still un made. They had bet ter get it in shape be fore the sev enth hour
in spec tion. There was a one unit fine—

The vid phone rang. He halted. Who would it be? He went over
and clicked it on.

“Tay lor?” the face said, form ing into place. It was an old face,
gray and grim. “This is Moss. I’m sorry to bother you dur ing Rest
Pe riod, but this thing has come up.” He rat tled pa pers. “I want you
to hurry over here.”

Tay lor stiff ened. “What is it? There’s no chance it could wait?”
The calm gray eyes were study ing him, ex pres sion less, un judg ing.
“If you want me to come down to the lab,” Tay lor grum bled, “I sup‐ 
pose I can. I’ll get my uni form—”

“No. Come as you are. And not to the lab. Meet me at sec ond
stage as soon as pos si ble. It’ll take you about a half hour, us ing the
fast car up. I’ll see you there.”

The pic ture broke and Moss dis ap peared.
“What was it?” Mary said, at the door.
“Moss. He wants me for some thing.”
“I knew this would hap pen.”
“Well, you didn’t want to do any thing, any how. What does it

mat ter?” His voice was bit ter. “It’s all the same, ev ery day. I’ll bring
you back some thing. I’m go ing up to sec ond stage. Maybe I’ll be
close enough to the sur face to—”

“Don’t! Don’t bring me any thing! Not from the sur face!”
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“All right, I won’t. But of all the ir ra tional non sense—”
She watched him put on his boots with out an swer ing.

* * * *
Moss nod ded and Tay lor fell in step with him, as the older man

strode along. A se ries of loads were go ing up to the sur face, blind
cars clank ing like ore-trucks up the ramp, dis ap pear ing through the
stage trap above them. Tay lor watched the cars, heavy with tubu lar
ma chin ery of some sort, weapons new to him. Work ers were ev ery‐ 
where, in the dark gray uni forms of the la bor corps, load ing, lift ing,
shout ing back and forth. The stage was deaf en ing with noise.

“We’ll go up a way,” Moss said, “where we can talk. This is no
place to give you de tails.”

They took an es ca la tor up. The com mer cial lift fell be hind them,
and with it most of the crash ing and boom ing. Soon they emerged
on an ob ser va tion plat form, sus pended on the side of the Tube, the
vast tun nel lead ing to the sur face, not more than half a mile above
them now.

“My God!” Tay lor said, look ing down the Tube in vol un tar ily.
“It’s a long way down.”

Moss laughed. “Don’t look.”
They opened a door and en tered an of fice. Be hind the desk, an

of fi cer was sit ting, an of fi cer of In ter nal Se cu rity. He looked up.
“I’ll be right with you, Moss.” He gazed at Tay lor study ing him.

“You’re a lit tle ahead of time.”
“This is Com man der Franks,” Moss said to Tay lor. “He was the

first to make the dis cov ery. I was no ti fied last night.” He tapped a
par cel he car ried. “I was let in be cause of this.”

Franks frowned at him and stood up. “We’re go ing up to first
stage. We can dis cuss it there.”

“First stage?” Tay lor re peated ner vously. The three of them went
down a side pas sage to a small lift. “I’ve never been up there. Is it
all right? It’s not ra dioac tive, is it?”

“You’re like ev ery one else,” Franks said. “Old women afraid of
bur glars. No ra di a tion leaks down to first stage. There’s lead and
rock, and what comes down the Tube is bathed.”
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“What’s the na ture of the prob lem?” Tay lor asked. “I’d like to
know some thing about it.”

“In a mo ment.”
They en tered the lift and as cended. When they stepped out, they

were in a hall of sol diers, weapons and uni forms ev ery where. Tay lor
blinked in sur prise. So this was first stage, the clos est un der sur face
level to the top! Af ter this stage there was only rock, lead and rock,
and the great tubes lead ing up like the bur rows of earth worms. Lead
and rock, and above that, where the tubes opened, the great ex panse
that no liv ing be ing had seen for eight years, the vast, end less ruin
that had once been Man’s home, the place where he had lived, eight
years ago.

Now the sur face was a lethal desert of slag and rolling clouds.
End less clouds drifted back and forth, blot ting out the red Sun. Oc‐ 
ca sion ally some thing metal lic stirred, mov ing through the re mains
of a city, thread ing its way across the tor tured ter rain of the coun try‐ 
side. A leady, a sur face ro bot, im mune to ra di a tion, con structed with
fever ish haste in the last months be fore the cold war be came lit er‐ 
ally hot.

Leadys, crawl ing along the ground, mov ing over the oceans or
through the skies in slen der, black ened craft, crea tures that could ex‐ 
ist where no life could re main, metal and plas tic fig ures that waged
a war Man had con ceived, but which he could not fight him self. Hu‐ 
man be ings had in vented war, in vented and man u fac tured the
weapons, even in vented the play ers, the fight ers, the ac tors of the
war. But they them selves could not ven ture forth, could not wage it
them selves. In all the world—in Rus sia, in Eu rope, Amer ica, Africa
—no liv ing hu man be ing re mained. They were un der the sur face, in
the deep shel ters that had been care fully planned and built, even as
the first bombs be gan to fall.

It was a bril liant idea and the only idea that could have worked.
Up above, on the ru ined, blasted sur face of what had once been a
liv ing planet, the leady crawled and scur ried, and fought Man’s war.
And un der sur face, in the depths of the planet, hu man be ings toiled
end lessly to pro duce the weapons to con tinue the fight, month by
month, year by year.
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* * * *
“First stage,” Tay lor said. A strange ache went through him. “Al‐ 

most to the sur face.”
“But not quite,” Moss said.
Franks led them through the sol diers, over to one side, near the

lip of the Tube.
“In a few min utes, a lift will bring some thing down to us from

the sur face,” he ex plained. “You see, Tay lor, ev ery once in a while
Se cu rity ex am ines and in ter ro gates a sur face leady, one that has
been above for a time, to find out cer tain things. A vid call is sent up
and con tact is made with a field head quar ters. We need this di rect
in ter view; we can’t de pend on vid screen con tact alone. The leadys
are do ing a good job, but we want to make cer tain that ev ery thing is
go ing the way we want it.”

Franks faced Tay lor and Moss and con tin ued: “The lift will bring
down a leady from the sur face, one of the A-class leadys. There’s an
ex am i na tion cham ber in the next room, with a lead wall in the cen‐ 
ter, so the in ter view ing of fi cers won’t be ex posed to ra di a tion. We
find this eas ier than bathing the leady. It is go ing right back up; it
has a job to get back to.

“Two days ago, an A-class leady was brought down and in ter ro‐ 
gated. I con ducted the ses sion my self. We were in ter ested in a new
weapon the So vi ets have been us ing, an au to matic mine that pur sues
any thing that moves. Mil i tary had sent in struc tions up that the mine
be ob served and re ported in de tail.

“This A-class leady was brought down with in for ma tion. We
learned a few facts from it, ob tained the usual roll of film and re‐ 
ports, and then sent it back up. It was go ing out of the cham ber,
back to the lift, when a cu ri ous thing hap pened. At the time, I
thought—”

Franks broke off. A red light was flash ing.
“That down lift is com ing.” He nod ded to some sol diers. “Let’s

en ter the cham ber. The leady will be along in a mo ment.”
“An A-class leady,” Tay lor said. “I’ve seen them on the

showscreens, mak ing their re ports.”
“It’s quite an ex pe ri ence,” Moss said. “They’re al most hu man.”


