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Exchange

By J. F. BONE

How could any race look so
ferocious and yet be peace-
ful — and devise so nasty a

weapon?

1

COULDN’T help listening

to the big spaceman sitting
alone at the corner table. He
wasn’t speaking to me—that
was certain—mnor was his flat,
curiously uninflected voice di-
rected at anyone else. With
some surprise I realized that
he was talking to himself.
People don’t do that nowa-
days. They’re adjusted.

He noted my raised eye-
brows and grinned, his square
teeth white against the dark
planes of his face. “I'm not
psycho,” he said. “It’s just a
bad habit I picked up on
Lyrane.”

“Lyrane?” I asked.

“It hasn’t been entered on
the charts yet. Just discover-
ed.” His voice was inflected
now. And then it changed
abruptly. “If you must know,
this is ethanol—C,H,O0H—
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and I drink it.” He looked at
me with an embarrassed ex-
pression in his blue eyes. “It’s
just that I'm not used to it
yet,” he explained without ex-
plaining. “It’s easier when I
vocalize.”

“You sure you're all right?”
I asked. “Want me to call a
psychologician?”

“No. I've just been certified
by Decontamination. I have a
paper to prove it.”

I&But/_”

“Draw up a chair,” he in-
vited. “I hate to drink alone.
And I'd like to talk to some-
body.”

I smiled. My talent was
working as usual. I can’t walk
into a bar without someone
telling me his life history.
Nice old ladies buttonhole me
at parties and tell me all about
their childhoods. Boys tell me
about girls. Girls tell me about
boys. Politicians spill party
secrets and pass me tips.

Something about me makes
folks want to talk. It’s a tal-
ent and in my business it’s an
asset. You see, I'm a freelance
writer. Nothing fancy or sig-
nificant, just news, popular
stuff, adventure stories, prob-
lem yarns, romances, and mys-
teries. I'll never go down in
history as a literary great, but
it’s a living—and besides I
meet the damnedest charac-
ters.

So I sat down.

“I guess you’re not conta-
gious if you’ve been through
Decontamination,” I said.

112

E LOOKED at me across

the rim of an oversized
brandy sniffer—a Napoleon,
I think it’s called—and wag-
gled a long forefinger at my
nose. “The trouble with you
groundhogs is that you're al-
ways thinking we spacers are
walking hotbeds of contagion
all primed to wreck Earth.
You should know better. Any-
thing dangerous has about
as much chance of getting
through Decontamination as
an ice cube has of getting
through a nuclear furnace.”

“There was Martian Fe-
ver,” I reminded him.

“Three centuries ago and
you still remember it,” he
said. “But has there been any-
thing else since Decontamina-
tion was set up?”

“No,” 1 admitted, “but that
was enough, wasn’t it? We
still haven’t reached the pre-
Mars population level.”

“Who wants to?” He sipped
at the brownish fluid in the
glass and a shudder rippled
the heavy muscles of his chest
and shoulders. He grinned
nastily and took a bigger
drink. “There, that ought to
hold you,” he muttered. He
looked at me, that odd embar-
rassed look glinting in his
eyes. “I think that did it. No
tolerance for alcohol.”

I gave him my puzzled and
expectant look.

He countered with a gesture
at the nearly empty brandy
glass. I got the idea. I signaled
autoservice—a conditioned re-
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flex developed over years of
pumping material out of
spacemen—and slipped my ID
into the check slot of the robot
as it rolled up beside us and
waited, humming expectantly.

“Rum,” the spaceman said.
“Demerara, four ounces.”

“You are cautioned, sir,”
the autoservice said in a flat
mechanical voice. “Demerara
rum is one hundred fifty proof
and is not meant to be ingested
by terrestrial life-forms with-
out prior dilution.”

“Shut up and serve,” I said.

The robot clicked disapprov-
ingly, gurgled briefly inside its
cubical interior and extruded
a pony glass of brownish
liquid. “Sir, you will undoubt-
edly end up in a drunkard’s
grave, dead of hepatic cirrho-
sis,” it informed me virtuous-
ly as it returned my ID card.
I glared as I pushed the glass
across the table.

“Robots,” I said contemptu-
ously. It was lost on that me-
tallic monstrosity. It was al-
ready rolling away toward
another table.

The spaceman poured the
pony glass into his Napoleon,
sniffed appreciatively, sipped
delicately and extended a
meaty hand. “My name’s Hal-
sey,” he said. “Captain Roger
Halsey. I skipper the Two Two
Four.”

“The Bureau ship that land-
ed this morning?”

He nodded. “Yeah. I’'m one
of the Bureau’s brave boys.”
There was a faint sneer in his

CULTURAL EXCHANGE

voice. “The good old Bureau
of Extraterrestrial Explora-
tion. The busy BEE.” He fail-
ed to pronounce the individual
letters. “You're a reporter,
aren’t you?” he asked sud-
denly.

“How’d you guess?”

“That little trick of not an-
swering an introduction. Most
of you sludge pumpers do it,
but I never knew why.”

“Libel and personal privacy
laws,” I said. “If you don’t
know who we are, you can*t
sue.”

He grinned. “Okay. I don’t
care. Keep your privacy. All
I want is someone to talk to.”

I smiled inwardly.

“Think my job’s exciting?”
he asked. “Skipper of an ex-
ploration ship. Poking my nose
into odd corners of the Galaxy.
Seeing what’s over the hill.”

“Of course,” I said.

“Well, you’d be wrong
ninety-nine times out of a
hundred. It’s just a job. Most
of it is checking—or did you
know that only one sun in ten
has planets, and only one in
ten thousand has a spectrum
that will support human life,
and that only one in ten thou-
sand planets has Earthlike
qualities? So you can imagine
how we felt when we ran
across Lyrane.” He grimaced
wryly. “I had it on the log as
Halsey’s Planet for nearly two
weeks before we discovered it
was inhabited.” He shrugged.
“So the mame was changed.
Too bad. Always did want to
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have a planet named after me.
But I’ll make it yet.”

I clucked sympathetically.
Capt. Halsey sighed, and this
is what he told me.

II

TS a beautiful world, Ly-
rane is. Like Earth must
have been before it got clut-
tered up with people. No
cities, no smoke, no industrial
complexes—just green plains,
snowy mountains, dark for-
ests, blue seas, and white polar
caps all wrapped in cotton
clouds swimming in the clear-
est atmosphere you ever saw.
It made my eyes ache to look
at it. And it affected the crew
the same way.

We were wild to land. We
came straight in along the
equatorial plane until we hit
the Van Allen Belt and the
automatics took over. We
stopped dead, matched intrin-
sics and skirted the outer
band, checking the radiation
quality and the shape of the
Belt. It was a pure band that
dipped down at the poles to
form entry zones. There was
not a sign of bulges or indus-
trial contaminants.

Naturally we had every-
thing trained on the planet
while we made our sweeps—
organic detectors, radar, spec-
troanalytic probes — all the
gadgets the BEE equips us
with to make analysis easy
and complete. The readings
were so homelike that every
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man was landsick. I wasn’t
any different from the rest of
them, but I was in command
and I had to be cautious about
setting the Two Two Four
down until we’d really wrung
the analytic data dry.

So, while the crew grumbled
about hanging outside on a
skyhook, we kept swinging
around in a polar orbit until
we knew that world below us
like a baby knows its mother.
It checked clean to five decimal
places, which is the limit of
our gadgetry. Paradise, that’s
what it was—a paradise un-
trod by human foot. And
every foot on the ship was
itching.

“When we gonna land,
Skipper?” Alex Baranov ask-
ed me. It was a gross breach
of discipline, but I forgave
him. Alex was the second en-
gineer, an eager kid on his
first flight out from KEarth.
Like most youngsters, he
thought there was romance in
space, but right now he was
landsick. Even worse than
most of us. And, like most
kids, he’d leap where angels’d
dread to walk on tiptoe.

“We’ll land,” I assured him.
“Youw’ll be down there pretty
soon.”

He hurried off to tell the
others.

We set the ship down in the
middle of one of the continen-
tal land masses in an open
plain surrounded by forest
and ran a few more tests be-
fore we stepped out, planted
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the flag, and claimed the place
for the Confederation. After
that we had an impromptu
celebration to thoroughly en-
joy the solid feel of ground
under our feet and open sky
overhead. 1t lasted all of five
minutes before we came to
our senses and posted a guard.

It was five minutes too long.
Alex Baranov had a chance to
get out of sight and go explor-
ing, and, like a kid, he took it.
We didn’t miss him for nearly
ten minutes more, and in fif-
teen minutes a man can cover
quite a bit of territory.

“Anyone see where he
went?” 1 asked.

“He was wearing a menti-
com,” one of the crew offered.
“Said he wanted to look
around.”

“The idiot!” I snapped. “He
had no business going off like
that.”

“Nobody told him not to,”
Dan Warren said. Dan was
my executive officer, and a
good hand in case of trouble,
but he left the command deci-
sions to me, and of course I
figured that everybody knew
the cardinal rule of first land-
ings. The net result was that
Alex had disappeared.

I went back into the ship
and broke out another men-
ticom.

“Alex!” I broadcasted. “Re-
turn to ship at once!”

“I can’t, Skipper,” Alex’s
projection came back to me.
“I’'m surrounded.”

“By what? Where?”

CULTURAL EXCHANGE

“They look sorta human—
bigger than us. I'm near the
edge of the forest nearest the
ship. I can’t do anything. I
didn’t bring a blaster.” There
was panic in his thoughts.
And then suddenly I saw two
hairy bipeds flash across
Alex’s vision. Both of them
were carrying spears. The
nearest one jumped and lung-
ed. The scene dissolved in a
blaze of red panic and the pro-
jection cut off as though some-
one had turned a switch.

I had a fix now and turned
to face a knob of forest jutting
out into the plain. Near the
forest’s edge 1 saw a flurry of
movement that vanished as I
watched.

“Break out a 'copter,” I or-
dered.

“Why?” Warren asked, and
then I realized that I alone of
all the crew had seen what
had happened to Alex.

I told them.

HE search, of course, was

unproductive. I didn’t ex-
pect that it would be anything
else. I was pretty certain that
Alex was a casualty, I'd felt
people die while wearing men-
ticoms, and the same blank
sense of emptiness had blotted
out Alex. It was a bad deal all
around. I liked that kid.

But Alex’s death had pro-
vided data. This world was in-
habited and the inhabitants
weren’t friendly. So I had the
erew stake out a perimeter
which we could energize with
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the ship’s engines, and acti-
vated a couple of autoguards
for patrol duty. Alex wasn’t
a pleasant thought, but we
weren’t equipped to retrieve
bodies. So I wrote him in the
log as missing and let it go at
that.

I had to correct the entry a
week later when Alex came
walking up to the perimeter
as large as life and just as
healthy, wearing a mild sun-
burn, a sheepish expression,
and nothing else.

The autoguard announced
his coming and I headed the
delegation that met him. I
read him the riot act, and
after I'd finished chewing on
him he was pinker than ever.

“Okay, sir—so I was a
fool,” he said. “But they didn’t
hurt me. Scared me half to
death, but once they realized
I was intelligent there was no
trouble. They were fascinated
by my clothes.” Alex grinned
ruefully. “And they're pretty
strong. They peeled me.”

“Obviously,” 1 said coldly.

“They have a village back
in the woods.” He pointed
vaguely behind him. “It’d pay
to take a look at it.”

“Mister Baranov,” I said.
“If I don’t throw you in the
brig for what you’ve done, it’s

only because you may have.

brought back some informa-
tion we can use. What are
these natives like? What did
they do to you besides making
you a strip-tease artist? What
cultural level are they? How
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many of them do you estimate
there are? What do they look
like? Get up to the ship and
report to Lieutenant Warren
for interrogation and draw
new clothing.” I had the same
half exasperated, half angry
tone that a relieved mother
has when one of her young-
sters returns home late but
unharmed.

ALEX must have recognized
it, because he grinned as
he went off.

I contacted Warren on the
intercom. “Dan,” I said, “Ba-
ranov’s back—apparently un-
harmed. I want him given the
works. When you've gotten
everything you can get, have
a man detailed to watch him.
If he so much as looks suspi-
cious, heave him in the brig.”

Warren’s answering projec-
tion had a laugh in it. “Always
cautious, hey, Skipper? Okay,
I’ll see that he. gets the busi-
ness.”

It turned out that Alex
didn’t have much real infor-
mation except for a descrip-
tion of the natives, their vil-
lage, and their attitude toward
him. It was about what you'd
expect from a kid, interesting
but far from helpful.

The delegation of natives
showed up a half hour later.
They came walking across the
open space between the ship
and the forest as though they
hadn’t a care in the world.
Four of them—big hairy hu-
manoids, carrying spears.
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They were naked as animals.
Not that they needed clothes
with all that hair, but just the
same their appearance gave
me a queasy feeling—Ilike I
was looking at man’s early an-
cestors suddenly come to life.

If you can imagine a furry
humanoid seven feet tall, with
the face of an intelligent go-
rilla and the braincase of a
man, you'll have a rough idea
of what they looked like—ex-
cept for their teeth. The ca-
nines would have fitted better
in the face of a tiger, and
showed at the corners of their
wide, thin-lipped mouths, giv-
ing them an expression of
ferocity.

They came trotting straight
across the plain, moving with
grace and power. All external
signs pointed to them being a
carnivorous, primitive race.
Hunters, probably. The mus-
cles of my scalp twitched as
some deep-buried instinet in-
side ’me whispered, “Competi-
tion!”

I’VE met plenty of human-
oids, but these were the
first that roused any emotion
other than curiosity. Perhaps
it was their fierce appearance,
or the bright, half-contemptu-
ous intelligence in their eyes,
or the confident arrogance in
their approach, or merely that
they looked more like us than
the others I had met. What-
ever it was, it was strong, and
I had the impression that the
feeling was mutual.
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“Stop!” 1 said as they ap-
proached the periphery.

“Why should we?” the fore-
most native replied in perfect
Terran.

“Because that barrier’ll
burn you to a nice crisp cinder
if you don’t.”

“That’s a good reason,” the
native said, nodding.

Then the delayed reaction
took over and the shock nearly
floored me, until I saw that
he was wearing Alex’s men-
ticom. Well, that explained the
language and the feeling of
mutual distrust—and it could
explain why I thought Alex
had died back there in the jun-
gle. A mental communicator
snatched from its wearer’'s
head can give that impression.

But it raised an entirely
new set of questions. Where
did this savage learn to oper-
ate the circlet and how did he
recognize its purpose? I guess
I wasn’t too smart, because
the native was tuned to me
and I wasn’t shielding my
thoughts at all.

He chuckled—it sounded
like the purr of a cat. “We are
not stupid, Earthman.”

“So I see,” I said uneasily.

“] am K’wan, chief of this
segment, 1 wish to know why
you are here.”

“To survey your world. We
are members of the Bureau of
Extraterrestrial Exploration.
It is our job to make surveys
of planets.”

“Why i

“For trade, -colonization,
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and exploitation,” I answered.
There was no sense in giving
him a dishonest explanation.
With him wearing that com-
municator, it would have done
no good to try.

“And what have you de-
cided about us?”

“That’s not our job. We just
investigate and report. What
happens next is not our affair.
But if you’re worrying—don’t.
There are plenty of worlds
available without bothering
inhabited places. Since you
are intelligent, we would prob-
ably like to trade with you, if
you have anything to trade—
but that, of course, is up to
you. We never intrude where
we are not wanted, as long as
we are treated with respect.
If we are attacked, however,
that is a different story.” It
was the old respect-and-threat
routine that worked with
primitive races. But I wasn’t
at all sure it was working
now.

“Strange,” K’wan said. “I
would have sworn you were
a predatory race. You are
enough like us to be our little
cousins.” He scratched his
head with a surprisingly hu-
man gesture, “In your posi-
tion I would have attacked to
show my power and inspire
respect. Perhaps you are tell-
ing the truth.”

“A predator can grow soft
when he has too much prey,”
1 said.

“Aye, there is truth in that.
But what is too easy and how
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much is too much? And does
a man change his habits of
eating just because he is fat?”

“You can find out.”

“I do not think that would
be wise,” the native said. “Al-
though you are physically
weak, you sound confident.
Therefore you are strong. And
strength is to be respected. Let
us be friends. We will make an
agreement with you.”

I SHOOK my head. “It is not
our place to make agree-
ments, We only observe.”

“You have not done much of
that,” he said pointedly. “You
sit here and send your ma-
chines over our seas and for-
ests, but you do not see for
yourselves. You cannot learn
this way.”

“We learn enough,” I said
shortly.

“We have talked of you at
our council,” K’'wan continued,
“and we think that you should
know more before you depart.
So we have come to make you
an offer. Let four of your men
come with me, and four of
mine will stay with you. We
will exchange—and you can
see our ways while we see
yours. That would help us un-
derstand each other.”

It sounded reasonable. An
exchange of hostages—or call
it a cultural exchange, if you'd
prefer. I told him that I'd
think it over and to come back
tomorrow. He nodded, turned,
and together with his retinue
disappeared into the jungle.
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E HASHED K'wan’s

proposal over at a board
meeting that night and de-
cided that we’d take it. The
exact status of Lyranian cul-
ture worried us. It is a cardi-
nal rule never to underesti-
mate an alien culture or to
judge it by surface appear-
ances. So we organized a team
that would form our part of
the “cultural exchange.”

I would go, of course. If
K’wan could visit us, I could
hardly stay back. Alex was
selected partly because he was
an engineer, mostly because
he’d been over the ground
before. Ed Barger, our ecolo-
gist, and Patrick Allardyce,
our biologist, made up the re-
mainder of the party. I’d have
liked to take the padre and
Doc, but Doc was more valua-
ble at base, and if I could have
only four men, I wanted fight-
ing men.

“Now,” I said, “we’ll take
along a tight-beam communi-
cator. Coupled to our menti-
coms, it should be able to
reach the ship and put what
we see and what happens on
permanent record.” Then I
turned to Dan Warren. “If
anything goes wrong, don’t try
to rescue us. Finish your ob-
servations and get out. You
understand ? And get those ex-
change natives into Interroga-
tion. Condition them to the
eyeballs with cooperation dog-
ma. We may need some
friends here when the second
echelon makes a landfall.”

CULTURAL EXCHANGE

Warren nodded. I didn’t
have to elaborate.

The native village was
about what I expected from
our reconnaissance flights. It
was beautifully camouflaged.
You couldn’t tell it from the
rest of the forest except that
the trees were larger and were
hollow—apparently hewn out
with patient care to make a
comfortable living space in-
side. Lyranians lived in one
place, if what I could see of
their dwellings was any crite-
rion. 1 wanted to look inside,
but K’wan hustled us down the
irregular “street” that wound
through the grove of giant
trees until we finally came to
the granddaddy of them all, a
trunk nearly forty feet in
diameter.

K’wan gestured at the tree.
“Your house while you are
here. We made it for you
Earthmen.” His voice came
over my menticom and was
duly recorded on the ship,
since we were in constant con-
tact, giving our impressions
of the place. So far it was
strictly SOP.

“Thanks,” I said. “We ap-
preciate it.” I was really
touched at this tribute. K’'wan
had probably evacuated his
own house to furnish us quar-
ters where we could be to-
gether. The size of it indicated
that it must be the chief’s
residence. But like all primi-
tives he had to lie a little and
the fiction of making this place
for us was a way of salvaging
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pxide in the face of our tech-
nological superiority.

He walked inside and we
followed, expecting to find a
gloomy hole—but instead the
room glowed with a soft light
that came from the walls
themselves. The air was cool
and comfortable, a pleasing
contrast to the heat outside.

“What the—" I-began, but
Allardyce was already peering
at the walls.

“A type of luminous fun-
gus,” he said. “A saprophyte.
Lives on the wood of this tree
and gives off light. Clever.”

I shut my mouth and looked
around. There were other
rooms opening off this one and
along one wall a knobby imita-
tion of a staircase led upward
to a hole overhead.

“Hmmm, a regular sky-
scraper,” Ed Barger com-
mented, noting the direction
of my gaze. “Well, we should
not be crowded, at any rate.”

I had been noticing some-
thing was wrong without re-
alizing it. You know the feel-
ing you get when you’ve lost
something, but can’t quite re-
member what it was. Then my
neurons made connections and
I realized that the communi-
cator and the menticom were
both as dead as if we were in
a lead box.

Quietly I moved to the door
—and Dan’s voice hammered
in my ears: “Skipper! Answer
me! What’s wrong?”

“Nothing, Dan,” I said. “We
just went into the quarters
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they assigned us. Something
about them blocks transmis-
sion and reception. We're all
fine.”

“Oh.” Dan sounded relieved.
“For a minute I was wor-
ried.”

“One of the boys’ll call in
every two hours,” I assured
him. “If you don’t hear from
us then, it’ll be time to do
something.”

“Okay, Skipper, but what'll
I do?”

“That’ll be your decision,”
I said. “You’ll be ranking offi-
cer.”

Dan’s chuckle was humor-
less. “Thanks, but I hope we
keep on hearing frem you.”.

“Don’t worry—you will.
These people look worse than
they really are. At least they
have been nice so far.”

“They’d better stay that
way,” Dan replied grimly.

It was my turn to chuckle.
“Keep calm and keep your
blasters dry. I'm going inside
now. You’ll hear from us 1in
two hours.”

D BARGER looked at me a
trifle oddly as I came

through the doorway. “A
while ago you were laughing
at that story K'wan was tell-
ing us about making this
house for us. I caught your
undertone.”

“Sure. What about it?”

“Well, I’'m not so sure he
was lying.”

‘lHuh?”

“Take a look around you.”
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- I did. It was a nice room,
considering its origin—low
benches around the wallg, a
table and four chairs in the
center, a soft, thick floor cov-
ering that was a pleasure to
the feet.

“See anything unusual?”
Ed asked.

“No,” I said.

“"What about those bench-
es?”

“They’re part of the walls,”
I said, “cut out of the tree
when it was hollowed out.”

“Cut to our size?”

I did a double take. Barger
was right. The Lyranians
were seven feet tall and long-
legged, but the benches were
precisely right for human sit-
ting, and the table in the cen-
ter was only three feet above
the gray floor. Suddenly I
didn’t feel so good.

“And those rooms—there
are four of them—scaled to
people our size?”

I shrugged. “So they modi-
fied the joint for us.”

“You still don’t get it. This
place is lLving. It's growing.
Nothing here except those
chairs isn’t part of this tree,
and I'm not sure that they
weren’t. Besides, how did they
kngw that there’d be four of
us?”’

“They could have been hope-
ful, or maybe four is their
idea of a delegation. Remem-
ber there were four of them
that visited us, and they sug-
gested that four of us visit
them.”

CULTURAL EXCHANGE

“It's obvious,” Allardyee
added, “that this place has
been made for us. K'wan
wasn’t lying.”

Barger shook his head, “I
still don’t like it. I think we’d
better get out of here. If they
are as good biologists as this
tree indicates, they’re a Class
VI civilization at least—and
we’re not set up to handle lev-
els that high.”

“I don’t think that’s neces-
sary,” Allardyce said. “They
don’t seem unfriendly, and un-
til they do, we're better off
sitting pat and playing the
cards as they’'re dealt. We can
always warn the ship in case
anything goes wrong.”

“Don’t be jumpy,” Alex
broke in. “I told you they were
all right. They grew the place
for me. It’s just grown a little
since.”

I made a noncommittal
noise.

“It's true,” Alex said.
“While I was here I needed
quarters and nobody wanted
me in with them. They have
some custom about not letting
strangers in their houses after
sunset. So they took a sapling
and sprayed it with some sort
of stuff and by the next-after-
noon I had a one-room house.”

“Where did you stay that
first night?” I demanded.

Alex shrugged. “In one of
the trees down the street,” he
said, pointing through the
door. “It was some sort of a
storage warehouse. No air
conditioning and blacker than
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the inside of the Coal Sack. It
rains pretty bad at night and
they had to give me some
shelter.”

He was right on time with
his last statement, because the
skies opened up and started to
pour. The four-hour evening
rain had begun. It had fasci-
nated us at first, the regular-
ity with which the evening
showers arrived and left, but
our meteorologist assured us
that it was a perfectly natural
phenomenon in a planet with
no axial tilt.

“But growing a tree in a
day is fantastic,” 1 said.
“What’s more, it’s unbelieva-
ble, a downright—"

“Not so fantastic,” Allar-
dyce interrupted. “This really
isn’t a tree. It’s a cycad—re-
lated to the horsetail ferns
back on Earth. They grow
pretty fast anyway and they
might grow faster here. Be-
sides, the Lyranians could
have some really potent
growth stimulants. In our
hydroponics stations we use
delta-gibberelin. That’ll grow
tomatoes from seed in a week,
and forage crops in three days.
It could be that they have
something better that’ll do the
job in hours.”

“And one that makes a tree
grow rooms?” I scoffed.

LLARDYCE nodded. “It’s
possible, but I hate to
think of the science behind it
—it makes me feel like a blind
baby fumbling in the dark—
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and I'm supposed to be a good
biologist.” He shivered. “Their
science’ll be centuries ahead
of ours if that is true.”

“Not necessarily,” Barger
said. “They could be good bi-
ologists or botanists and no-
thing much else. We've run
into that sort of uneven cul-
ture before.”

“Ha!” Allardyce snorted.
“That shows how little you
know about experimental bi-
ology. Anybody able to do with
plants what these people do
would have to know genetics
and growth principles, bio-
chemistry, mathematics, engi-
neering and physics.”

“Maybe they had it once
and lost most of it,” I suggest-
ed. “They wouldn’t be the first
culture that’s gone retrograde.
We did it after the Atomic
Wars and we were several
thousand years recovering.
But we hadn’t lost the skills—
they just degenerated into
rituals administered by witch
doctors who handed the for-
mulas and techniques down
from father to son. Maybe it’s
like that here. Certainly these
people give no evidence of an
advanced civilization other
than these trees and their na-
tive intelligence. Civilized peo-
ple don’t hunt with spears or
live in tribal groups.”

Barger nodded. “That’s a
good point, Skipper.”

“Well, there’s no sensc
speculating about it; maybe
we’ll know if we wait and
see,” Allardyce summed up.
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I set sentries, three hours
on and nine off, to keep Dan
informed of our situation, and
since rank has its privileges,
I took the first watch. We were
all tired from our walk
through the woods; the others
turned in readily enough. I
was sufficiently worried about
the hints and implications in
the native culture to keep alert
—but nothing happened. I
checked in with Dan back at
the ship and went to awaken
Alex, who had drawn the sec-
ond watch, and turned in to
the bedroom allotted to me.
Normally I can sleep any-
where, but I kept thinking
about houses grown from trees
and upholstery grown from
fungus, about spear-carrying
savages who understood the
working principle of a men-
ticom.

It was all wrong and my
facile explanation of a regress-
ed culture didn’t satisfy me.
Superior technology and sav-
agery simply didn’t go to-
gether. Even in our Interreg-
num Period, islands of culture
and technology had remained,
and men hadn’t reverted to
complete savagery. But there
were no such islands on this
world—or none that were ap-
parent.

Such enclaves couldn’t have
escaped our search mecha-
nisms, which are designed
precisely to locate such things.
And besides, an advanced bi-
ological technology would have
no need for hunting or spears.

CULTURAL EXCHANGE

They could grow all the food
they needed. Any damn fool
knew that. Then why the noble
savage act? For if our analysis
was right, it must be an act.
Why were they trying to hood-
wink us? The only answer was
that there was a high civiliza-
tion here that was being delib-
erately hidden from us. The
only mistake they had made
was in underestimating us—
the old story of civilized men
sneering at savages, but in
reverse.

The trees, therefore, must
be such old and primitive tech-
niques that they thought noth-
ing of them, deeming them so
inconsequential that even sav-
ages like us would know of
them and not be suspicious.
At that, they probably didn’t
have too much time after they
detected us orbiting and in-
tending to land. And if that
were true, there could be only
one place where their civiliza-
tion was hidden.

I TRIED to get to my feet,

to warn the others—but I
couldn’t move and no sound
came from my flaccid vocal
cords. I was paralyzed, help-
less, and K’'wan’s amused
thought floated gently into my
brain. “I told the others that
you humans were an advanced
race, but they couldn’t believe
an obviously warlike species
that depended upon machinery
could be anything but savages.
And your man Alex confirmed
their beliefs, So we tried to
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meet you on your own ground
—savage to savage, as it were.
It seems as though we weren’t
as good at being savages as we
thought.” And K’wan stepped
through an apparently solid
section of tree trunk that
parted to let him pass!

This tree was nothing but a
mousetrap, and we were the
mice! Why hadn’t one of us
carried the discussion a bit
further? Any idiot should
know that biological agents
were fully as deadly as physi-
cal ones. And these people
were self-admittedly predato-
ry. Contempt at my stupidity
was the only emotion that fill-
ed my mind—that we would
be trapped like a flock of
brainless sheep and led bleat-
ing happily to slaughter. Raw
anger surged through me,
smothering my fear in a red
blanket of rage.

K’'wan shook his head.
“Your reaction works against
you. It’s primitive—and, I
think, dangerous. We cannot
risk associating with a race
that eannot control them-
selves. You have developed too
fast—too soon. We are an old
race and a slow race, and our
warlike days are far behind
us. The council was right.
Something must be done about
you or there will be more of
your kind on Lyrane—hard,
driving, uncontrolled, violent.”
He sighed—a very human
sigh—half regret, half resig-
nation.

“And you promised no harm
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would come to us if we came
with you,” I thought bitterly.

“I said you would come to
no harm, nor will you. You'll
just be changed a little.”

“Like Alex?”

“Yes'"

“What did you do to him?”

He grinned, exposing his
long tusks. “You’ll find out,”
he said. He sounded just like
a villain in a cheap melo-
drama.

He took the menticom cir-
clet off my head and all com-
munication stopped. Two oth-
er Lyranians stepped through
the wall, lifted me and carried
me out like a shanghaied
drunk from a spaceport bar.
I wasn’t particularly sur-
prised at the laboratory that
lay behind the wall. After all,
an observation eage had to
have its laboratory facilities.

These were good — very
good indeed. Even though I
knew hardly anything about
biological laboratories, there
was no doubt that here were
the products of an advanced
technology. I hated to admit
it, but it looked as though we
had run into what we had al-
ways feared but had never
found—a civilization superior
to ours. From the windowless
appearance of the place, it was
probably underground, and
K’wan’s look and nod seemed
to confirm my guess.

They laid me out on a table,
took blood and tissue samples
and proceeded to forget me
while they ran tests and analy-
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ses. I kept trying to move, but
it wasn’t any use.

A group of about a dozen
oldsters came in, looked at me
and went away. The council,
I guessed.

In a surprisingly short time
K’wan came back, distinguish-
able by the menticom circlet.
He was holding something
that looked like a jet hypo in
his hand. The barrel was full
of a cloudy red liquid that
swirled sluggishly behind the
confining glass.

“This won’t hurt,” he said,
his thoughts amplified by the
circlet.

He lifted my arm, examined
it and nodded. There was a
high-pitched, sibilant hiss as
he touched the trigger of the
syringe and I felt a brief sting
near my elbow.

“There—that’s that!” he
said. “Now we’ll take you back
and get the others.”

I swore at him coldly and
viciously.

He smiled.

Alex helped lay me back on
rmy bed in the tree house. He
looked down at me and grin-
ned. It wasn’t a pleasant grin.
It reminded me of a crocodile.

NAKED, I was standing on
an endless sandy plain. Off
in the distance the Two Two
Four stood on her landing
jacks, a tall, needle-pointed
tower of burnished silver
metal. The sun beat down
from a cobalt sky burning my
bare back as I trudged pain-
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fully across the hot shifting
sand, My feet, scorched and
blistered, sent agony racing
through me with every step I
took toward the tall silver col-
umn that seemed to recede
from me as fast as I ap-
proached. My throat was
choked with dust and my
mind filled with fear and pain.

I had to reach the ship. I
had to. Yet I knew with dread-
ful certainty that I would not.

He came at me from a hol-
low in the sandy ground, a
huge, furry Lyranian—bigger
than any I had seen. His white
tusks glittered in the sunlight
as he leaped at me.

Twisting, I avoided him and
turned to run. To fight that
mountain of fanged flesh was
futile. He could rip me apart
with one hand. But I moved
with viscid slowness, stum-
bling through the shifting
sands.

In a moment he was upon
me, clutching with his huge
hands, snapping at my throat
with his tusked mouth. Fear
pumped adrenalin into my
system and I fought as I had
never fought before, break-
ing his holds, throwing jar-
ring punches into his fanged
face as he clawed and bit at
me.

With a violent effort I broke
away and ran again toward
the safety of the distant ship.
For a moment I left him be-
hind as he scrambled to re-
gain his feet and came run-
ning after me. He was on me

125



again, hands reaching for my
throat. I couldn’t get away.
And again we fought, batter-
ing and clawing at each other,
using fists, feet and teeth,
biting and gouging. His
strength was terrible and his
hot, fetid breath was rank in
my nostrils. With a grunt of
triumph he tripped me and I
fell on my back on the blaz-
ing sand. I screamed as my
back struck the searing sur-
face, but he held me helpless
and immovable, pinned be-
neath his massive, crushing
weight.

And then he began to eat
me!

I felt his sharp fangs sink
into my shoulder muscles and
meet in my flesh, With a rush
of frantic strength I threw
him off again and again, ran
stumbling across the plain.
Once more he caught me and
again we fought.

It went on endlessly—the
fight, the temporary break-
away, the flight, the pursuit,
and the recapture, I wondered
dully why no one on the ship
had seen us. Perhaps they
were looking in the wrong di-
rection, or perhaps they
weren’t even looking, If I sur-
vived this and found that they
hadn’t been on watch—I
snarled and slammed my fist
into the Lyranian’s face.

Both of us were covered
with blood, but he was visibly
weaker. It was no longer a
fight; we were too exhausted
for that. We pawed at each
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other feebly, and I could de-
tect something oddly like fear
in him now. He couldn’t hold
me—but neither could I finish
him,

I gathered my last remain-
ing strength into one last
blow. My torn fist smashed
into his bloody face. He top-
pled to the ground and I fell
beside him, too spent to move.
I lay there panting, watching
him.

He rose to his hands and
knees and came crawling to-
ward me, trembling with
weakness, I felt his smother-
ing weight pinning me as he
fell across me. He twisted
slowly, his fanged mouth
gaping to bite again. His
jaws closed on my arm. I was
done—beaten—too weary and
bruised to care. He had won.
But his teeth couldn’t break
my skin, Like me, he was fin-
ished.

We lay there as the sun
beat down, glaring at each
other with fear and hate. And
suddenly — over us — loomed
the familiar faces of my crew
and the tall tower of the Two
Two Four.

Somehow I had reached the
ship and safety!

AWOKE. I was bathed

with sweat. My muscles
were aching and my head was
a ball of fire. I looked around.
Everything seemed normal.
My menticom was on my head
and I was lying on the bed in
the tree house. Painfully I
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rose to my feet and staggered
into the main room.

“My God! Skipper, you look
awful!” Allardyce’s voice was
sharp with concern. “What’s
wrong ?”

“I don’t know,” I muttered.
“My head’s splitting.”

“Here, sit down. Let me
take a look at you.” Allardyce
produced a thermometer and
stuck it in my mouth.
“Mmmm,” he said worriedly.
“You've got fever.”

“lI feel like I've been
through the mill,” 1 said.

“We’d better get back to
the ship. Doc should have a
look at you.”

I wanted nothing more than
the familiar safety of the
ship, away from these odd na-
tives and exotic diseases that
struck despite omnivaccina-
tion. And we should get back
before the others fell sick.

“All right, Pat,” I said.
“Contact Dan. Have him send
the big ’copter. We'll leave at
once.” I discounted the expe-
rience of last night as delir-
ium, but just to make sure, 1
checked with Allardyce and
Barger when they came in.

“Obviously fever,” Barger
said. “Nothing happened to
me like you describe.”

“Nor to me,” Allardyce
said.

I nodded. They were right,
of course, unless the Lyranian
in their dreams had eaten and
absorbed them. Then—but
that was sheer nonsense. I
was being a suspicious fool.

CULTURAL EXCHANGE

But that dream—all of it—
had been damnably real.

We made our excuses to
K’wan as the ’copter fluttered
down into a nearby clearing.

“I'm sorry about this,”
K'wan said apologetically,
“but T never thought of the
possibility of diseases. We are
all immune. We do have some
biological skill, as you've
surely guessed, but our en-
gineering technology is far in-
ferior to yours. We thought
it would be better not to let
you know about us until we
had a chance to observe you.
But you undoubtedly have
seen enough to deduce our
culture.” He grinned—a fe-
rocious grimace that exposed
his long tusks. “I suppose we
are rather bad liars. But then
we're not accustomed to de-
ception.”

“T understand,” I said.
“You had no way of knowing
what we were really like. We
could have been the advance
guard of a conquering space
armada. You showed great
courage to open relations with
us.”

“Not as great as yours. We
had the opportunity of exam-
ining your man Alex. You had
only his untried opinions to
go by.”

The 'copter came down with
a flutter of rotor blades, and
I shook hands with K’'wan.
For a moment I was tempted
to call Dan and tell him to
turn our hostages loose, but
on second thought decided
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that could wait. I slipped my
menticom off. There was no
point in broadcasting my
thoughts, and without the
gadget K’'wan couldn’t inter-
cept them unless they were
directed. After all, we were
a minority on this world and
Earth didn’t even know where
we were yet. A ship can cross
hyper-space far more easily
and quickly than the most
powerful transmitter can
broadcast across normal
space. It would be a thousand
years before Earth could hear
from us by radio, even if they
could distinguish our mes-
sages from stellar interfer-
ence. While I felt oddly
friendly, there was no reason
to take chances, especially if
there was any truth in that
dream.

“You will be leaving soon?”
K’'wan asked. “You and the
ship?”

“Yes,” I said. “We have
done all we can do here.”

I looked up at him. He was
standing there—holding the
menticom in his hand—yet I
understood him!

I didn’t let the astonish-
ment show on my face,
nor the shock that coursed
through my mind when the
Lyranian in my brain tried
vainly to scream a warning!
Instead I took the circlet and
turned to go.

“Remember what you are
to do; the others will help,”
K'wan said.

“I will remember,” I re-
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plied. You’re damn well right
Il remember, 1 thought grim-
ly.
The Lyranian was supposed
to wreck the ship.

E WAVED farewell as 1
turned to enter the ’cop-
ter. “Our thoughts go with
you for your success,” he said.
The Lyranian in my brain
screamed and struggled, but 1
held him easily. I was his mas-
ter, not he mine. There would
be no sabotage on the Two
Two Four. He wouldn’t wreck
my ship.

“Dan,” 1 said as we went
into orbit, “did Alex come
aboard?”

“Of course.”

“Where is he?”

“Down in the engine room,
I suppose, or in his bunk. It’s
not his watch.”

“Maybe you’d better check.
But before you do—"

He waited for me to con-
tinue, and finally I was able
to.

“Put Allardyce, Barger,
and myself in the brig,” I
said. “Set a guard over us
with instructions to shoot if
we try to make a break. Then
get Alex, if he’s aboard.
Frankly, I don’t think you'll
find him. They didn’t need a
ship’s commander, a sociolo-
gist or a biologist, but they
did need an engineer. Now get
going. This is an order!”

Warren stiffened. “Yes,
sir—sorry, sir!”

Inside my skull, the Lyran-
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ian came to life—struggled
briefly—and then quit. Bar-
ger, Allardyce and I spent the
rest of the trip home in the
air-conditioned, radiation-re-
sistant, germproof, dustproof,
escape-resistant brig. Alex, of
course, wasn’t aboard. There
aren’t many places on a star-
ship where a man can hide,
aﬁd the crew searched them
all.

Even so, I kept worrying
about the ship’s safety all the
way back. It was a miserable
trip. I suppose it was just as
miserable for the Lyranians in
my two companions who kept
worrying about how to de-
stroy us. It didn’t do them any
good either. They never got a
chance, and ultimately we
reached Decontamination.

Barger and Allardyce are
up there now. The medics
think they can erase the Ly-
ranians with insulin shock,
but it’ll take time. Mine, be-
ing a nice, tame one, was con-
sidered to be more valuable in
me than out. We're going to
have to know a lot about Ly-
rane in a hurry if we’re going
to do anything about those
people, and my Lyranian can
tell us plenty.

But I’ll bet we’ll find things
different on Lyrane when we
go back. They’ll have at least
ten years, and with the brains
they’ve got—and Alex’s brain
to pick—they’ll do just fine
from an engineering point of
view. I’ll bet they’ll even have
spaceships.

CULTURAL EXCHANGE

From what I can gather
from my alter ego, they
checked Alex’s brain and
didn’t like what they saw.
That’s the trouble with ro-
mantics. They always re-
member the wars and the
fighting, never the stodgy,
peaceful interims. But you
simply don’t spring that sort
of stuff on a culture like Ly-
rane’s, And 1 suppose my
anger didn’t help things any,
but if not for that anger and
my primitive bull-headedness,
we might not be here

III

CAPT. Halsey hurriedly,
downed the rum. “Skip-
pers are picked because
they’re tough-minded and au-
thoritarian. In space you need
it occasionally. Fortunately I
lived up to specifications. A
peaceful sort like my Lyran-
ian just couldn’t take it—for-
tunately.”

“Fortunately ?” I asked.

“Sure. What else? Possibly
those natives we conditioned
would help our case, possibly
not. And in the meantime the
Lyranians would suck Alex
dry. And with the Two Two
Four gone it’"d be maybe a
couple of hundred years be-
fore we ran into them again,
and by then they’d really be
ready—loaded for bear with
itchy trigger fingers—and we
just might have a war on our
hands. As it is we'll send out
a battle fleet to give some au-
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thority to our negotiators so
no one will get hurt. They just
shouldn’t have picked Alex as
typical of us. With his atti-
tude and our weapons, they
naturally got a lot of wrong
ideas.”

“Wrong?” I prompted the
skipper.

Halsey chuckled. “Yes,
that’s what I said—wrong
ideas,” he said in that remote
second voice. “Just because
you’ve forgotten self-defense
doesn’t mean that other peace-
ful civilizations don’t remem-
ber it.”

END

Underwater Water Manipulators

A vast area some 47 times larger than the United States exists on earth.
Comparatively, it’s unused, unexplored. Economically, it’s vital to the
continued development of this planet. Potentially, it’s accessible—much
more so than anything in space.

Yet, in reality its atmosphere turns to solid rock in the most important
areas during parts of every year. And even where it remains fluid, the
“atmosphere” is as unbreathable as the moon’s vacuum; its gravity as
light as Mars’; its pressure as heavy as Jupiter’s.

It is, of course, the 140 million square miles of terrestrial real estate
covered with water and ice. .

Underwater manipulation, like “planetary” engineering of science fic-
tion, takes place in a completely alien environment and has problems
unlike anything on earth. The question of keeping water liquid in sub-
freezing winter at low cost is answered by these underwater manipulators.
Year-around water commerce is part of the promise.

Not only have underwater researchers found out how to keep water
from freezing economically in 20 to 80 below zero weather, but also are
developing new piers, aerators, wave control methods, propellers, under-
water tools . . . as reported by Industrial Research. Largely as a result
of IGY explorations, scientists are looking to the seas to solve problems
now becoming unsolvable on land or on the water’s surface: new sources
of oil, manganese, cobalt, copper, gold, and other resources; water trans-
portation impervious to storms; undetectable military installations; un-
limited (by acreage) farms for both crops and seastock.

The potential is as vast as the imagination.
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You can paint
an original picture
like this, using real
artists’ oil paints...
the

Vis-Alens

Trade Mark
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JUST AS A TEACHER by
your side, this entirely new
and original method shows
you in actual size and color
how and what to do. You
compare your progress,
step-by-step, with the easy-
to-follow VIS-A-LENS, and
before you realize it, you
are actually painting.

A choice of subjects avail-
able—get yours now—
Price includes Vis-A-
Lens, 12x16 inch Art °°
Board, 6 tubes Oil A.95
Paint, Oil, Turpentine,
2 Brushes, 16 page In-
struction Book.
VIS-A-LENS is sold by Aldens,
Montgomery Ward, Sears, Roe-
buck & Co. and leading depart-
ment stores, coast to coast. If :
your local stores do not have it, o LS ; é ﬁ
ask them to order an assortment. sl
Address inquiries to:

Vis-a-lens, Inc., 530 E. Bainbridge St., Elizabethtown, Penna.



oW SAVE HUNDREDS OF DOLLARS
== ON HOME IMPROVEMENTS!

THE FAMII.V
DO-IT YOURSELF with
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Finishing Basements
Finishing Afttics
Essential Repairs
Built-ins

Painting

Refinishing
Landscaping

Patios and Terraces

Barbecues

Don’t put off those vital home repairs and improvements another day!
Do-it-yourself with the aid of THE FAMILY HANDYMAN, the magazine that

tells you “how’” in language you can understand!

Imagine changing that drab kitchen, converting the basement to a game
room, glamourizing your outdoor patio—or any other luxurious im-

provement . . all are now possible at very little cost to you!

THE FAMILY HANDYMAN tells you everything you need to know. Large,
clear drawings show every detail of construction. Easy-to-follow, step-
by-step instructions make it as simple as ABC. Professionally-written
articles give you valuable pointers on how to save work, buy and save

on proper materials and get a professionly-perfect job!

Get THE FAMILY HANDYMAN today! It will become an invaluable part
of your workshop library!

AT NEWSDEALERS EVERYWHERE FOR THE LOW, LOW PRICE OF ONLY 35c.
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