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form in on top of the other papers
it contained, locked the case, gave
it to an assistant. “Take him along
to the next stage.”

Stage two was another room al-
most as large as its predecessor and
made to look larger by virtue of
comparative emptiness. Its sole
furnishings consisted of an enor-
mous carpet with pile so heavy it
had to be waded through, also a
large desk of glossy plastic and two
prneumatic chairs. The walls were
of translucite and the ceiling emit-
ted a frosty glow.

In the chair behind the desk re-
posed a swarthy, saturnine individ-
val with lean features and a hooked
nose, His dress was dapper and
a jeweled ring ornamented his left
index finger. His black eyes gazed
speculatively as the prisoner was
marched the full length of the car-
pet and seated in the second chair.
He accepted the leather case, un-
locked it, spent a long time submit-
ting its contents to careful examina-
tion.

In the end, he said, “So it tock
them eight months to get you here
even at supra-spatial speed. Tud
tut, how we grow! Life won’t be
Jong enough if this goes on.
They've brought you a devil of a
distance, eh? And they taught you
our language on the way. Did you
have much difficulty in learn-
ing it?”

“None,” said the prisoner.

“You have a natural aptitude for
languages, I suppose?”’

“1 wouldn’t know.”

The dark man leaned forward, a
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sudden gleam in his eyes. A faint
smell of morocco leather exuded
from him, His speech was
smooth.

“Your answer implies that there
is only one language employed on
your home world.”

“Does it?” The prisoner stared
blankly at his questioner.

The other sat back again, thought
for a moment, then went on, “It is
easy to discern that you are not in
the humor to be co-operative, I
don’t know -why. You've been
treated with every courtesy and
consideration, or should have been.
Have you any complaint to make
on that score?”

“No,” said the prisoner bluntly.

“Why not?” The dark man
made no attempt to conceal his
surprise. “This is the point where
almost invariably I am treated to
an impassioned tirade about kidnap-
ing. But you don’t complain "

“What good would it do me?”’

“No good whatever,” assured the
other.

“See?” The prisoner settled
himself more comfortably in his
chair. His smile was grim.

For a while, the dark man
contemplated the jewel in his ring,
twisting it this way and that to
catch the lights from its facets.
Eventually he wrote upon the
form the one word: “Fatalistic,”
after which he murmured, “Well,
we'll see how far we can get, any-

way.” He picked up a paper.
“Your mame is Harold Harold-
Myra®™

“That’s correct.”
ASTOUNDING SCIRNCE-FICTION
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every time we make a landing we
take the tremendous risk of present-
ing our secrets of space conquest to
people of unknown abilities and
doubtful ambitions. It’s a chance
that has to be taken. You under-
stand that?’ He noted the other’s
curt nod, then went on, “As mat-
ters stand at present, your world
holds two of our best vessels.
Your people, for all we can tell,
may be able to gain a perfect
understanding of them, copy them
in large numbers, even improve on
them. Your people may take to
the cosmos, spreading ideas that
don’t coincide with ours. There-
fore, in theory, the choice is war
or peace. Actually, the choice for
your people will be a simple one:
co-operation or dessication. I hate
to tell you this, but your hostile
manner forces me to do so.”

“Uncommunicative might be a
better word than hostile,” sug-
gested Harold Harold-Myra.

“Those who're not with us are
against us,” retorted Helman,
“We're not being dictatorial ; merely
realistic. Upon what sort of
information we can get out of you
depends the action we take regard-
ing your world. You are, you
must understand, the representative
of your kind. We are quite will-
ing to accept that your people
resemble you to within reasonable
degree, and from our analysis of
you we'll decide whether—"

“We get canonized or vaporized,”
put in Harold,

“If you like.” Helman refused
to be disturbed. He'd now ac-
quired the sang-froid of one con-
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scious of mastery. “It is for you
to decide the fate of your planet.
It’s an enormous responsibility  to
place on one man's shoulders, but
there it is, and you've got to bear
it.  And remember, we've other
methods of extracting from you
the information we require. Now,
for the last time, are you willing
to subject yourself to my -cross-
examination, or are you not?”’

“The answer is,” said Harold
carefully, “not!”

“Very well then,” Helman ac-
cepted it ‘phlegmatically.  He
pressed the spot on his desk. “You
compel me to turn from friendly
interrogation to forcible analysis,
I regret it, but it is your own
choice.” Two attendants entered,
and he said to them, “Take him to
stage three.”

The escorting pair left him in
this third and smaller room and
he had plenty of time to look
around before the three men en-
gaged therein condescended to no-
tice him. They were all in white,
this trio, but more alert and less
automatic than the white-garbed
personnel of the medical examina-
tion room. Two of them were
young, tall, muscular, and hard of
countenance. The third was short,
thickset, middle-aged and had a
neatly clipped beard.

Briskly they were switching on
a huge array of apparatus covering
one wall of the room. The set-up
was a mass of plastic panels, dials,
meters, buttons, switches, sockets
with corded plugs, and multi-
connection pieces. From inside or

ASTOUNDING SCIENCE-FICTION
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“Tut,” said Helman impatiently,
“Your world would join us only of
its own free will. In the second
place, what’s wrong with being
part of the Empire? In the third,
how d’vou know that your opinions
coinncide with those of your fel-
lows? They may think differently.
They may prove eager to come in,”

*“Tt looks like it seeing that
you've got two ships stuck there.”

“Ah, then you admit that they're
forcibly detained

“1 admit nothing. For all I
know, your crews may be sitting
there congratulating themselves on
getting away from the Empire—
while my people are taking steps to
throw them out.”

Helman's lean face went a shade

darker. His long, slender hands
clenched and unclenched while his
disciplined mind exerted itself to
suppress the retort which his emo-
tion strove to voice.

Then he said, “Citizens of the
Cmpire don’t run away from it.
Those who do run don’t get very
far.”

“A denial and an affirmative,”
commented Harold amusedly. “All
in one breath. You can’t have it
both ways. Either they run or
they don’t.”

“You know petfectly well what
1 meant.” Helman, speaking slowly
and evenly, wasn’t going to let this
specimen bait him. “The desire to
flee is as remote as the uselessness
of it is complete.”

“The former being due to the
latter ?”

METAMORPHOSITR

“Not at all!” said Helman
sharply.

“You damn your ramshackie
Empire with every remark you
make,” Harold informed. “I
reckon 1 know it better than
you do."”

“And how do you presume to
know our Empire?” inquired Hel-
man. His brows arched in sarcas-
tic interrogation. “On what basis
do you consider yourself competent
to judge it

“On the basis of history,” Har-
old told him. “Your people are
sufficiently like us to be like us—
and if you can’t understand that
remark, well, I can’t help it. On
my world we're old, incredibly old,
and we've learned a lot from a past
which is long and lurid. We've had
empires by the dozens, though none
as great as yours. They all went
the same way—down the sinkhole.
They all vanished for the same
fundamental and inevitable reasons.
Empires come and empires go, but
little men go on forever.”

“Thanks,” said Helman quickly.
He wrote on the form: “Anarchis-
tic," then, after further thought,
added: “Somewhat of a crack-
pot.”

Harold Harold-Myra  smiled
slowly and a little sadly. The
writing was not within line of his
vision, but he knew what had been
written as surely as if he'd written
it himself. To the people of his
ancient planet it was not necessary
to look at things in order to see
them.

Pushing the form to one side,
Helman said, “The position is that

8





EPUB/image_0011_00.jpeg
powers, including the power to
blow whole worlds apart and desic-
cate them utterly, but that doesn’t
make us disregard caution. After
a wealth of experience covering a
nultitude of planets we've learned
that we're still not too great to be
brought low. Indeed, for all our
mighty power, we can err in man-
ner disastrous to us all. So we step
carefully.”

“Sounds as if someone once put
a scare into you,” commented Har-
old Harold-Myra.

Helman hesitated, then said, “As
a matter of fact, someone did. I'll
tell you about it. Many decades
ago we made a first landing on a
new planet. The ship failed to
take off. Our exploratory vessels
always travel in threes, so a sec-
ond vessel went down to the aid
of its fellow. That didn’t take off
either, But the third ship, wait-
ing in space, got a despairing mes-
sage warning that the world held
highly intelligent life of an elusive
and parasitic type.”

“And they confiscated the bodies
yow'd so kindly provided,” sug-
gested Harold.

“You know all about this life
form?” Helman asked. His fingers
slid toward an invisible spot on the
surface of his desk.

“It’s the first I've heard of
them,” replied the other. “Confisca-
tion was logical.”

“I suppose so,” Helman admitted
with some reluctance. He went on,
his keen eyes on his listener. “They
didn’t get the chance to take over
everyone. A few men realized
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their peril in the nick of time,
locked themselves in one vessel
away from the parasites and away
from their -stricken fellows. There
weren't enough of them to take off,
so- they beamed a warning. The
third ship saw the menace at once;
if action wasn’t taken swiftly it
meant that we’d handed the keys of
the cosmws to unknown powers.
They destroyed both ships with
one atomic bomb. Later, a task
ship arrived, took the stern action
we deemed necessary, and dropped
a planet wrecker. The world dis-
solved into flashing gases. It was
an exceedingly narrow squeak.
The Empire, for all its wealth,
ingenuity and might, could not
stand if no citizen knew the real
nature of his neighbor.”

“A  sticky situation,” admitted
Harold Harold-Myra. “I see now
where I come in—1I am a sample.”

“Precisely.” Helman was jovial
again, “All we wish to discover is
whether your world is a safe
one.”

“Safe for what?”

“For straightforward contact.”

“Contact for what?” Harold
persisted.
“Dear me! I'd have thought a

person of your intelligence would
see the mutual advantages to be
gained from a meeting of different
cultures.”

“T can see the advantages all
right. I can also see the conse-
quences.”

“To what do you refer?” Hel-
man’s amiability began to evapo-
rate,

“Embodiment in your Empire.”

ASTOUNDING SCIBNCE-FICTION
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“Mine’s Helman, by the way.
Remember it, because you may need
me sometime. Now this Harold-
Myra—is that your family name?”

“It is the. compound of my
father’s and mother’s names.”

“Hm-m-m! I suppose that that's
the usual practice on your world”

wYea

“What if you marry
named Betty?”

“My name would still be Harold-
Myra,” the prisoner informed.
“Hers would still be the com-
pound of her own parents’ names,
But our children would be called
Harold-Betty.”

“I see. Now according to this

" report, you were removed from a
satellite after two of our ships had
landed on its parent planet and
failed to take off again.”

“lI was certainly removed from
a satellite. I know nothing about
your ships.”

“Do you know why they failed
to take off?”

“How could I? I wasn't there!”

Helman frowned, chewed his
lower lip, then rasped, “It is I
who am supposed to be putting the
questions.”

“Go ahead then,” said Harold
Harold-Myra.

“Your unspoken thought being,
‘And a lot of good it may do you,””
put in Helman shrewdly. He
frowned again, added the word:
“Stubborn” to the form before
him. “It seems to me,” he went
on, “that both of us are behaving
rather childishly. Mutual antago-
nism profits no one. Why can’t we
adopt the right attitude towards

a girl

MBETAMORPHOSITF

each other? Let’s be frank, eh?”
He smiled, revealing bright den-
tures. “I'll put my cards on the
table and you put yours.”

“Let’s see yours.”
Helman’s  smile
quickly as it had appeared. He
looked momentarily pained. “Dis-
trustful” went down on the form.
He spoke, choosing his words care~

fully.

“I take it that you learned a lot
about the Empire during your trip
here. You know that it is a mighty
organization of various forms of
intelligent life, most of them, as it
happens, strongly resembling yours
and mine, and all of them owing
allegiance to the particular solar
system in which youre now lo-
cated. You have been told, or
should have been told, that the
Empire sprang from here, that
throughout many, many centuries
it has spread over four thousand
worlds, and that it’s still spread-
ing.”

“I've heard all of that,” admit-
ted the other.

“Good! Then you'll be able to
understand that you're no more
than a temporary victim of our
further growth, but, in many ways,
a lucky man.”

“I fail to perceive the luck.”

“You will, you will,” soothed
Helman. “All in good time.”
Mechanically, his smile had re-
turned, and he was making an at-
tempt at joviality. “Now I can
assure you that an organization so
old and so widespread as ours is
not without a modicum of wisdom,
Qur science has given us incredible

vanished as
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man in the chair, the bearded one
said, “You were discovered on a
satellite—yes or no?”

Harold grinned
did not reply.

“Therefore your people know
how to traverse space?”

No reply.

“In fact they can go turther than
to a mere satellite. They can reach
neighboring planets—yes or no?”

No reply.

“Already
neighboring

No reply.

“The truth is that they can do
even better than that—they have
reached other solar systems?”

He smiled once more, enigmati-
cally.

“Your world is a world by
itself ?”

Silence.

“It is one of an association
of worlds?”

Silence. .

“It is the outpost world of an-
other Empire?”

Silence.

“But that Empire is smaller than
ours?”’

No response.

“Greater than ours?”

“Heavens, I've been led to be-
lieve that yours is the greatest
ever,” said Harold sardonically.

“Be quiet!” Omne of the young
ones standing at his side gave him
an irate thrust on the shoulder,

“Or what?”

“Or we'll slap your ears off!”

The bearded man, who had
paused expressionlessly through

reminiscently,

they have
planets ?”

explored
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this brief interlude, carried on
nonchalantly.

“Your kind are the highest form
of life on your planet? There is
no other intelligent life thereon?
You knew of no other intelligent
life anywhere previous to encounter-
ing emissaries of the Empire ?”

The questioner was in no way
disturbed by his victim’s complete
lack of response, and his bearing
made that fact clear. Oceasion-
ally peering at the papers in his
hand, but mostly favoring his lis-
tener with a cold, owlish stare, he
ploughed steadily on. The gques-
tions reached one hundred, two
hundred, then Harold lost count
of them. Some were substitutes
or alternatives for others, some
made cross reference with others
asked before or to be asked later,
some were obvious traps. All were
cogent and pointed. All met stub-
born silence.

They finished at length, and the
bearded one put away his papers
with the grumbling comment, “It’s
going to take us all night to rational-
ize this lot!” He gave Harold a
reproving stare. “You might just
as well have talked in the first place.
It would have saved us a lot of
bother and gained you a lot of
credit.”

“Would
credulous.

“Take him away,” snapped the
bearded man.

One of the young men looked
questioningly at the oldster, who
understood the unspoken query and
responded, “No, not there. Not
yet, anyway. It mightn’t be neces-

it? Harold was in-
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close behind this affair came a low,
steady hum. Before it, centrally
positioned, was a chair.

Satisfied that all was in readi-
ness, the bearded man said to Har-
old, “O.K., be seated.” He signed
to his two assistants who stepped
forward as if eager to cope with
a refusal.

Harold smiled, waved a negligent
hand, sat himself in the chair.
Working swiftly, the three attached
cushioned metal bands to his
ankles, calves, thighs, chest, neck
and head. Flexible metal tubes
ran from the bands to the middle
of the apparatus while, in addition,
the one about his head was con-
nected to a thin, multicore cable,

They adjusted the controls to
give certain readings on particular
meters, after which the bearded

METAMORPHOSITE

one fixed glasses on his nose, picked
up a paper, stared at it myopically.
He spoke to the subject in the
chair.

“I am about to ask you a series
of questions, They will be so
phrased that the answers may be
given as simple negatives or affirma-
tives. You can please yourself
whether or not you reply vocally
-—it is a matter of total indifference
to me.”

He glanced at Harold and his
eyes, distorted into hugeness be-
hind thick-lensed glasses, were
cold and blank. His finger pressed
a button; across the room a
camera whirred into action, began
to record the readings on the vari-
ous meters. .

Disregarding everything else, and
keeping his attention wholly on the
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A pity that they hadn’t snatched
somebody a good deal older.

“Harumph !” he said apropos of
nothing.,

He approached the door, the
other following. The door opened
of its own accord, the pair entered
a big hall, were met by another
official in myrtle green.

“A specimen from a new world,”
said the escort, “for immediate
examination.”

The second official stared curi-
ously at the newcomer, sniffed in
disdain, said, “O.K.—you know
where to take him.”

Their destination proved to be a
large examination room at one end
of a marble corridor. Here, the
official handed over the dispatch
case to a man in white, departed
without further comment. There
were seven men and one woman in
the room, all garbed in white.

They studied the specimen calcu-
latingly, then the woman asked,
“You have learned our language?”

“Yes.

“Very well, then, you may un-
dress. Remove all your clothes.,”

“Not likely!” said the victim in
a level voice.

The woman didn't change expres-
sion. She bent over an official
form lying on her desk, wrote in a
neat hand in the proper section:
“Sex convention uormal.” Then
she went out.

When the door had shut behind
her, the clothes came off. The
seven got to work on the prisoner,
completing the form as they went
along. They did the job quietly,
methodically, as an obvious matter

METAMORPROSITR

of old-established routine. Height:
four-point-two lineal units. Weight :
seventy-seven migrads. Hair:
type-S, with front peaked. No
wisdom teeth. All fingers double-
jointed. Every piece of data was
accepted as if it were perfectly
normal, and jotted down on the
official form. Evidently they were
accustomed to dealing with entities
differing from whatever was re-
garded as the Empire norm,

They X-rayed his cranium, throat,
chest and abdomen from front,
back and both sides and dutifully
recorded that something that wasn’t
an appendix was located where his
appendix ought to be. Down went
the details, every one of them.
Membraned epiglottis. Optical
astigmatism: left eye point seven,
right eye point four. Lapped
glands in throat in liew of tonsils.
Crenated ear lobes.  Cerebral
serrations complex and deep.

“Satisfied? he asked when
apparently they’d finished with
him.

“You can put on your clothes.”

The head man of the seven
studied the almost completed form
thoughtfully,. He watched the
subject dressing himself, noted the
careful, deliberate manner in which
the garments were resumed one by
one. He called three of his assist-
ants, conferred with them in low
tones.

Finally he wrote at the bottom of
the form: “Not necessarily a more

advanced type. but definitely a
variation, Possibly  dangerous.
Should be watched.” Unlocking

the dispatch case, he shoved the
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*Nice guy, Roka,” offered the
official.

“Quite.”

“Specimen,” the official chuckled.
“Always they call ’em specimens.
Whether of human shape or not,
any seemingly high or presumably
intelligent form of life imported
from any newly discovered planet
is, in bureaucratic jargon, a speci-
men. So that’s what you are,
whether you like it or whether you
don’t. Mustn’t let it worry you,
though. Nearly every worthwhile
specimen has grabbed himself a
high official post when his planet
has become part of the Empire.”

“Nothing worries me,” assured
the specimen easily.

“No?”

“No.”

The official became self-conscious.
He picked the dispatch case off the

floor, jiggled it aimlessly around, -

judged its weight, then flopped it
on his lap. The two in front main-
tained grim silence and scowled
steadily through the windshield as
the car swung along a broad ave-
nue.

At good speed they swooped
over a humpback crossing, over-
took a couple of highly colored,
streamlined cars, swung left at the
end of the avenue. This brought
them up against a huge pair of
metal gates set in a great stone
wall. The place would have looked
like a jail to the newcomer if he'd
known what jails look like—which
he didn’t.

The gates heaved themselves
open, revealing a broad drive which
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ran between well-tended lawns to
the main entrance of a long, low
building with a clock tower at its
center. The entrance, another metal
job heavy enough to withstand a
howitzer, lay directly beneath the
tower. The black sedan curved
sidewise before it, stopped with a
faint hiss of air brakes.

“This is it.” The official at the
back of the car opened a door,
heaved himself out, dragging the
case after him. His prisoner fol-
lowed, shut the door, and the sedan
swooped away.

“You see,” said the man in green
uniform. He gestured toward the
lawns and the distant wall. “There’s
the wall, the gate, and a space from
here to there in which you'd be
immediately seen by the patrols.
Beyond that wall are a thousand
other hazards of which you know
nothing. I'm telling you this be-
cause here’s where yow’ll have
your home until matters get set-
tled. I would advise you not to
let your impatience overcome your
judgment, as others have done.
It's no use running away when
you've nowhere to run.”

“Thanks,” acknowledged the
other. “I won't run until T've
good reason and think I know
where I'm going.”

The official gave him a sharp look.
A rather ordinary fellow, he de-
cided, a little under Empire aver-
age in height, slender, dark, thirty-
ish and moderately good-looking.
But possessed of the cockiness of
youth. Under examihation he’d
probably prove boastful and mis-
leading. He sighed his misgiving.

ASTOQUNDING SCIENCRE-FICTION
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OUR MONTHLY CONTEST

The war is over, many men are
back, including tens of thousands of
professional technicians, Many
readers of Science Fiction recently
servicing radar, somar, and similar
equipinents, engineers at home who
were doing research on such de-
vices, are now f{ree to carry on
civilian operations again.

T'd like to point out that Astound-
ing Science Fiction pays cash
money for stories; that we need
stories constantly: that we arc
found with beaming smiles and great
joy when a new, unknown author
shows up with a bell-ringer, and
that we need new authors,

It works like this: each month we
run a contest, open to all comers,
We pay up to $2,000 first prize for
a long novel, and about $300 goes
out every month for a novelette.
For a short story, we pay from $73
to $150, depending on length.

You do not have to be an old-time
author to sell stories: our regular
buying is a wide-open, everybody-
welcome contest. '

Many of our top authors today
sold us the first story submitted—
the first story ever submitted any-
where,

We do not want stories ‘“like”
those of present authors; we want
new angles, fresh ideas, a different,
new, and interesting approach.

While this contest is, in the na-
ture of things, open to all comers,
in practice only regular readers of
Science Fiction are apt to make the

OUR MONTHLY CONTEST

grade. Of those readers, past ex-
perience indicates professional tech-
nical people have a better chance
of becoming permanent top-rankers.

We have no staff writers; every
author is a free-lance,

We don’t recommend writing for
Science Fiction as a full-time career,
but it's a handy source of income
for auxiliaries. You can buy a new
radio with a short story, or a really
fine camera, Or if you're really
patient, you can buy a car with a _
couple of novelettes, or a short
serial. With a long serial you can
get the down payment on a house—
if you can find a house!

Incidentally, most of the authors,
once they get started, tend to find
that writing a story is something
like reading one—it can be as sur-
prising to find which way your
characters take you as to find which
way another authot’s plot twists!

Mechanically, preparation of
manuscript is simple enough. Type
on one side of standard typewriter
paper, double spaced. (We need
room for printers’ marks between
lines.) There’s one more impor-
tant thing: most amateur authors
fail to make the grade by omitting
that very necessary final operation.
We will not pay for a story unless
you send 7t in. Finish it and send
it—don't add dust-catchers in the
overcrowded desk.

If you do send it in, you'll hear
from us in about two weceks or less.

Tue Epitor.
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others like it upon this planet.
There  are from two to twenty
more on every one of four thou-
sand other planets, and a few of
them considerably bigger. The
Empire is the greatest thing ever
known or ever likely to be known.
Now you see what you're up
against.”

““Numbers and size,”” quoth the
other. He smiled faintly and
shrugged. “What of them?”

“You'll learn what!” Roka prom-
ised. He, too, smiled, his teeth
showing white and clean. “An
organization can grow so tremen-
dous that it's far, far bigger than
the men who maintain it. From
then on, its continued growth and
development are well-nigh inevi-
table. It's an
with no immovable object hig
enough to stop it. It’s a jugger-
naut. It's destiny, or whatever
you care to call it.”

“Bigness,” murmured the other.
“How you love bigness.” THe
leaned over the railing, peered into
the chasm. “In all probability
down there is an enemy you've not
conguered yet.”

“Such as what?” demanded
Roka.
“A. cancer bug.” The other’s

eyes swung up, gazed amusedly into
the lieutenant’s. “Eh?”  He
shrugged again. “Alas, for brief
mortality!”

“Move on,” snapped Roka to the
leading guard.

The procession shuffled on, two
guards, then the prisoner, then
Roka, then two more guards.

METAMORPHOSITR

irresistible force-

Reaching the tower at the end of
the track, the sextet took an eleva-
tor to ground level, found a jet car
waiting for them, a long, black
sedan with the Silver Comet of the
Empire embossed on its sides. Two
men uniformed in myrtle green
occupied its front seats while a
third stood by the open door at
rear.

“Lieutenant Roka with the speci-
men and appropriate documents,”
said Roka. He indicated the
prisoner with a brief gesture, then
handed the third man a leather
dispatch case. After that, he felt
in one pocket, extracted a printed
pad, added, “Sign here, please.”

The official signed, returned the
pad, tossed the dispatch case into
the back of the car.

“All right” he
prisoner. “Get in.”

Still impassive, the other got
into the car, relaxed on the rear
seat. Roka bent through the door-
way, offered a hand.

“Well, sorry to see the last of
you. We were just getting to know
each other, weren’t we? Don't get
any funny ideas, will you? You're
here under duress, but remember
that you're also somewhat of an
ambassador—that'll give you the

said to the

right angle on things. Best of
Tuck !
“Thanks.” The prisoner shook

the proffered hand, shifted over as
the green uniformed official clam-
bered in beside him. The door
slammed, the jets roared, the car
shot smoothly off. The prisoner
smiled faintly as he caught Roka’s
final wave.

-
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Building a galactic empire takes time—a very
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They let him pause halfway
along the gangway so that his
eyes could absorb the imposing
scene. He stood in the middle of
the high metal track, his left hand
firmly grasping a side rail, and
gazed into the four hundred feet
chasm beneath. Then he studied
the immense space vessels lying in
adjacent berths, his stare tracing
their gangways to their respective
elevator towers behind which stood
a great cluster of buildings whence
the spaceport control column soared
to the. clouds. The height at
which he stood, and the enormous
dimensions of his surroundings,
made him a little, doll-like figure,
a man dwarfed by the mightiest
works of man.

Watching him closely, his guards
noted that he did not seem especially
impressed. His eyes appeared to
discard sheer dimensions while
they sought the true meaning be-
hind it all. His face was quite
impassive as he looked around, but
all his glances were swift, intelli-
gent and assured. He compre-
hended things with that quick
confidence which denotes an agile
mind. One feature was promi-
nent in the mystery enveloping him;
it was evident that he was no
dope.

Lieutenant Roka pushed past the
two rearmost guards, leaned on the
rail beside the silent watcher, and
explained, “This is ' Madistine
Spaceport.  There are twenty

ASTOUNDING SCIENCE-FICTION





EPUB/image_0002_00.jpeg





EPUB/image_0000_00.jpeg
@
m ‘i
= a
= =
i e~ —
—_— £
| —1 ;
T =
B
| = .
W ——
L -
|
R .
(i A

i/ 4
CE

SCIEN

\

s i

Jaloundl

"





EPUB/image_0003_00.jpeg





EPUB/image_0002_01.jpeg
Aerica finds 2 vew, easy way 1o save





