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“WE’RE GOING TO FIND
OUT MORE, AND THEN
WE’RE GOING TO FIGHT!

It was enough to curdle the blood. Haendl
was proposing to fight—against the invulner-
able, the almost godlike Pyramids!

Haendl stood up. “Tropile, that’s what this
is all about!”” He gestured around him. “Guns,
tanks, airplanes—it’s going to be us against
them. Never mind the Sheep; they don’t
count. It’s going to be Pyramids and Wolves,
and the Pyramids won’t win. And then—"

He was glowing, and the fever was con-
tagious. Tropile felt his own blood begin to
pound. Haendl hadn’t finished his “‘and
then—", but he didn’t have to. It was obvious.
And then the Earth would go back to its
own solar system, and an end to the five-
year cycle of frost and hunger.

And then the Wolves would rule a world
worth ruling.
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Roget Germyn, banker, of Wheeling, West
Virginia, a Citizen, woke gently from a Citi-
zen s dreamless sleep. It was the third-hour-
rising time, the time proper to a day of
exceptional opportunity to appreciate.

Citizen Germyn dressed himself in the
clothes proper for the appreciation of great
works—such as viewing the Empire State ruins
against stormclouds from a small boat; or walk-
ing in silent single file across the remaining
course of the Golden Gate Bridge. Or—as
today; one hoped that it would be today—
witnessing the re-creation of the Sun.

Germyn with difficulty retained a Citizen’s
necessary calm. When the rekindling of the
Sun was late one was tempted to meditate on
improper things: would the Sun in fact be
re-created? What if it were not? He put his
mind to his dress. First of all he put on an old
and storied bracelet, a veritable identity brace-
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let of heavy silver links and a plate which was
inscribed:

PrC JOE HARTMANN
Korea 1953

His fellow jewelry-appreciators would have en-
vied him that bracelet—if they had been capa-
ble of such an emotion as envy. No other ID
bracelet as much as two hundred and fifty
years old was known to exist in Wheeling. His
finest shirt and pair of light pants went next to
his skin, and over them he wore a loose parka
whose seams had been carefully weakened.
When the Sun was re-created, every five clock-
years or so, it was the custom to remove the
parka gravely and rend it with the prescribed
graceful gestures ... but not so drastically
that it could not be stitched together again.
Hence the weakened seams. This was, he
counted, the forty-first day on which he and
all of Wheeling had donned the appropriate
Sun-re-creation clothing. It was the forty-
first day on which the Sun—no longer white,
no longer blazing yellow, no longer even bright
red—had risen and displayed a color that was
darker maroon and always darker.

It had, thought Citizen Germyn, never grown
so dark and so cold in all of his life. Perhaps it
was an occasion for special viewing? For surely
it would never come again, this opportunity to
see the old Sun so near to death. . . .

One hoped.

Gravely Citizen Germyn completed his dress-
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WOLFBANE 3

ing, carefully thinking only of the act of dress-
ing itself. Apparel-donning was by no means
his specialty, but he considered when it was
done that he had done it well, in the tradi-
tional flowing gestures, with no flailing, at all
times balanced lightly on the ball of the foot.
It was all the more perfectly consummated in
that no one saw it but himself.

He woke his wife gently, by placing the
palm of his hand on her forehead as she lay
neatly, in the prescribed fashion, on the Wom-
an’s Third of the bed.

The warmth of his hand gradually pene-
trated her layers of sleep; her eyes demurely
opened.

“Citizeness Germyn,” he greeted her, mak-
ing the assurance-of-identity sign with his left
hand.

“Citizen Germyn,” she said, with the as-
surance-of-identity inclination of the head which
was prescribed when the hands are covered.

He retired to his tiny study to wait.

It was the time appropriate to meditation on
the properties of connectivity. Citizen Germyn
was skilled in meditation, even for a banker; it
was a grace in which he had schooled himself
since earliest childhood.

Citizen Germyn, his young face composed,
his slim body erect as he sat, but in no way
tense or straining, successfully blanked out,
one after another, all of the external sounds
and sights and feelings that interfered with
proper meditation. His mind was very nearly
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vacant except of one central problem: Con-
nectivity.

Over his head and behind, out of sight, the
cold air of the room seemed to thicken and
form a blob; a blob of air.

There was a name for those blobs of air;
they had been seen before; they were a known
fact of existence in Wheeling and in all the
world. They were recognized as something
associated with meditation on connectivity.
They came. They hovered. Then they went
away . . . and often did not go away alone.

If someone had been in the room with Citi-
zen Germyn to look at it, he would have seen
a distortion, a twisting of what was behind the
blob, like flawed glass, a lens; like an eye. And
they were called Evye. '

Germyn meditated . . . |

The blob of air grew and slowly moved. A
vagrant current that spun out from it caught a
fragment of paper and whirled it to the floor;
Germyn stirred; the blob retreated as his med-
itation, for a moment, was disturbed.

Germyn, all unaware, disciplined his thoughts
to disregard the interruption, to return to the
cen(tlral problem of connectivity. The blob hov-
ered . . .

From the other room, his wife’s small, thrice-
repeated throat-clearing signaled to him that
she was decently dressed. Germyn got up to
go to her, his mind returning to the world.

Meditation, for that time, was over.

The Eye overhead spun restlessly for a mo-
ment. It moved back and forth indecisively, as




WOLFBANE 5

a man might pace along a train platform when
someone with whom he expected to share a
journey did not show up.

Then it disappeared.

Some miles east of Wheeling, Glenn Tropile,
a Jack of every trade who secretly wondered
whether he was a human being, awoke on the
couch of his apartment.

He sat up, shivering. It was cold. Damned
cold. The damned sun was still damned bloody
dark outside the window, and the apartment
was soggy and chilled.

He had kicked off the blankets in his sleep—
why couldn’t he learn to sleep quietly, like
anybody else? Lacking a robe, he clutched
them around him, got up and walked to the
unglassed window.

It was not unusual for Glenn Trepile to
wake up on his couch. This happened because
Gala Tropile had a temper and was inclined to
exile him from her bed after a quarrel. He
knew he always had the advantage over her
for the whole day following the night’s exile.
Therefore the quarrel was worth it. An advan-
tage was, by geﬁnition, worth anything you
paid for it . . . or else it was no advantage.

He could hear her moving about in one of
the other rooms and cocked an ear, satisfied.
She hadn’t waked him. Therefore she was about
to make amends. A little itch in his spine or
his brain—it was not a physical itch, so he
couldn’t locate it; he could only be sure that it
was there—stopped troubling him momentar-
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ily; he was winning a contest. It was Glenn
Tropile’s nature to win contests, and his na-
ture to create them.

Gala Tropile, young, dark, attractive, with a
haunted look, came in tentatively carrying cof-
fee from some secret hoard of hers.

Glenn Tropile affected not to notice. He
stared coldly out at the cold landscape. The
sea, white with thin ice, was nearly out of
sight, so far had it retreated as the little sun
waned and the spreading polar ice caps hoarded
more and more of the water of the seas.

“Glenn—"~

Ah, good! Glenn. Where was the proper
mode of first-greeting-one’s-husband? Where
was the prescribed throat-clearing upon enter-
ing a rocm? Assiduously he had untaught her
the meticulous ritual of manners that they had
all of them been brought up to know; and it
was the greatest of his many victories over her
that sometimes, now, she was the aggressor,
she would be the first to depart from the for-
mal behavior prescribed for Citizens. Deprav-
ity! Perversion! Sometimes they would touch
each other at times which were not the appro-
priate coming-together times, Gala sitting on
her husband’s lap in the late evening, per-
haps, or Tropile kissing her. awake in the morn-
ing. Sometimes he would force her to let him
watch her dress—no, not now, for the cold of
the waning sun made that sort of frolic un-
attractive; but she had permitted it before;
and such was his mastery over her that he
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knew she would permit it again, when the Sun
was re-created. . . .

If, a thought came to him, if the Sun was
re-created.

He turned away from the cold outside and
looked at his wife.

“Good morning, darling.” She was contrite.

He demanded jarringly: “Is it?” Deliber-
ately he stretched, deliberately he yawned,
deliberately he scratched his chest. Every
movement was ugly. Gala Tropile quivered
but said nothing.

Tropile flung himself on the better of the
two chairs, one hairy leg protruding from un-
der the wrapped blankets. His wife was on her
best behavior—in his unique terms; she didn’t
avert her eyes. “What've you got there?” he
asked. “Coffee?”

“Yes, dear. I thought—"

“Where'd you get it?”

The haunted eyes looked away. Good again,
thought Glenn Tropile, more satisfied even
than usual; she’s been ransacking an old ware-
house again. It was a trick he had taught her,
and like all of the illicit tricks she had learned
from him a handy weapon when he chose to
use it. It was not prescribed that a Citizeness
should rummage through Old Places. A Citi-
zen did his work, whatever that work might
be—Dbanker, baker or furniture repairman. He
received what rewards were his due for the
work he did. A Citizen never took anything
that was not his—no, not even if it lay aban-
doned and fated to spoil.
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It was one of the differences between Glenn
Tropile and the people he moved among.

I've got it now, he exulted; it was what he
needed to clinch his victory over her. He spoke:
“I need you more than I need coffee, Gala.”

She looked up, troubled. “What would I
do,” he demanded, “if a beam fell on you one
day while you were scrambling through the
fancy groceries? How can you take such chances?
Don’t you know what you mean to me?”

She sniffed a couple of times. She said bro-
kenly: “Darling, about last night—I'm sorry—"
and miserably held out the cup. He took it
and swallowed the coffee thoughtfully. Then
he set it down. He took her hand, looked up
at her, and kissed the hand lingeringly.

He felt her tremble. Then she gave him a
wild, adoring look and flung herself into his
arms.

A new dominance cycle was begun at the
moment he returned her frantic kisses.

Glenn knew, and Gala knew, that he had
over her an edge—an advantage; the weather
gauge; initiative of fire; percentage; the can't-
lose vigorish. Call it anything, but it was life
itself to Glenn Tropile’s kind. He knew, and
she knew, that having the advantage he would
press it and she would yield—on and on, in a
rising spiral. He did it because it was his life,
the attaining of an advantage over whomever
he might encounter; because he was a Son of

the Wolf.

* * *
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A world away a Pyramid squatted sullenly
on the planed-off top of the highest peak of
the Himalayas.

It had not been built there. It had not been
carried there by man or man’s machines. It
had come in its own time for its own reasons.

Did it wake on that day, the thing atop
Mount Everest? For that matter, did it ever
sleep? Nobody knew. It stood or sat, there,
approximately a tetrahedron. Its appearance
was known; constructed on a base line of some
thirty-five yards, slaggy, midnight-blue in color.
Human beings had toiled up Everest’s grim
slopes to learn that much. Almost nothing else
about it was known to mankind.

It was the only one of its kind on Earth;
though men thought (without much sure knowl-
edge) that there were more, perhaps many
more, like it on the unfamiliar planet that was
now Earth’s binary, swinging around the min-
iature Sun that now hung at their common
center of gravity. But men knew very little
about that planet itself, for that matter, only
that it had come out of space, and was now
there.

Time was when men had tried to give a
name to that binary, more than two centuries
before, when it first appeared. “Runaway
Planet.” “The Invader.” “Rejoice in Messias,
the Day Is at Hand.” The labels might as well
have been belches; they were sensefree; they
were x's in an equation, signifying only that
there was something there which was unknown.
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“The Runaway Planet” stopped running when
it closed on Earth.

“The Invader” didn’t invade; it merely sent
down one slaggy, midnight-blue tetrahedron
to Everest.

And “Rejoice in Messias” stole Earth from
its sun—with Earth’s old moon, which it con-
verted into a miniature sun of its own.

That was the time when men were plentiful
and strong—or thought they were; with many
huge cities and countless powerful machines.
It didn’t matter. The new binary planet showed
no interest in the cities or the machines. They
didn’t show any interest in Earth’s weapons,
either—no, not even when the worst and most
deadly of them were deployed against the in-
vaders. The invaders simply went about their
business.

Whatever that was.

For four billion years and more the Earth
had rolled decorously around the Sun, always
in its proper place between the orbits of Venus
and Mars, always with its captive Moon for a
companion. There was no reason that should
ever change.

It did change, though. Something reached
out from the interloper planet and changed
everything. That something, whatever it was,
took hold of the Earth as it sailed around the
Sun, and the Earth left its ancient round and
followed after, Moon and all. At first the mo-
tion was very slow. Then it quickened.

In a week astronomers knew something was
happening. In a month the old Sun was per-
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ceptibly farther away, tinier, less warming.
There was panic about that—added to all the
other panics that swept the globe.

Then the Moon sprang into flame.

That was a problem in nomenclature, too.
What do you call a Moon when it becomes a
Sun? It did, though. Just in time, for already
the parent Sol was visibly more distant, and in
a few years it was only one other star among
many.

When the inferior little sun was burned to a
clinker they—whoever “they” were, for men
saw only the one Pyramid—would hang a new
one in the sky; it happened every five clock-
years, more or less. It was the same old moon-
turned-sun; but it burned out, and the fires
needed to be rekindled. The first of these suns
had looked down on an Earthly population of
ten billion. As the sequence of suns waxed and
waned there were changes; climatic fluctua-
tion; all but immeasurable differences in the
quantity and kind of radiation from the new
source.

The changes were such that the forty-fifth
such sun looked down on a shrinking human
race that could not muster up a hundred
million.

A frustrated man drives inward; it is the
same with a race. The hundred million that
clung to existence were not the same as the
bold, vital ten billion.

The thing on Everest had in its time re-
ceived many labels, too: The Devil, The Friend,
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The Beast, A Pseudo-living Entity of Quite
Unknown Electrochemical Properties.

All these labels were also «’s.

If it did wake that morning it did not open
its eyes, for it had no eyes—apart from the
quivers of air that might or might not belong
to it. Eyes might have been gouged; therefore
it had none; so an illogical person might have
argued—and yet it was tempting, to apply the
“purpose, not function” fallacy to it. Limbs
could be crushed; it had no limbs. Ears could
be deafened; it had none. Through a mouth it
might be poisoned; it had no mouth. Inten-
tions and actions could be frustrated; appar-
ently it had neither.

It was there; that was all.

It and others like it had stolen the Earth
and the Earth did not know why. It was there.
And the one thing on Earth you could not do
was hurt it, influence it, or coerce it in any
way whatever.

It was there—and it, or the masters it rep-
resented, owned the Earth by right of theft.
Utterly. Beyond human hope of challenge or
redress.




Citizen and Citizeness Roget Germyn walked
down Pine Street in the chill and dusk of—
one hoped—a Sun Re-creation Morning.

It was the convention to pretend that this
was a morning like any other morning. It was
not proper either to cast frequent hopeful
glances at the sky, nor yet to seem disturbed
or afraid because this was, after all, the forty-
first such morning since those whose specialty
was Sky-Viewing had come to believe the Re-
creation of the Sun was near.

The Citizen and his Citizeness exchanged
the assurance-of-identity sign with a few old
friends and stopped to converse. This also was
a convention of skill divorced from purpose;
the conversation was without relevance to any-
thing that any one of the participants might
know, or think, or wish to ask. Germyn said
for his friends a twenty-word poem Kg had
made in honor of the occasion and heard their

13
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responses. They did line-capping for a while
until somebody indicated unhappiness and a
wish to change by frowning the Two Grooves
between his brows. The game was deftly ended
with an improvised rhymed exchange.

Casually Citizen Germyn glancec% aloft. The
sky-change had not begun yet; the dying old
Sun hung just over the horizon, east and south,
much more south than east. It was an ugly
thought, but suppose, thought Germyn, just
suppose that the Sun were not re-created to-
day? Or tomorrow or—

Or ever.

The Citizen got a grip on himself and told
his wife: “We shall dine at the oatmeal stall.”

The Citizeness did not immediately reply.
When Germyn glanced at her with well-masked
surprise he found her almost staring down the
dim street, at a Citizen who moved almost in a
stride, almost swinging his arms. Scarcely
graceful.

“That might be more Wolf than man,” she
said doubtfully.

Germyn knew the fellow. Tropile was his
name. One of those curious few who made
their homes outside of Wheeling, though they
were not farmers; Germyn had had banker’s
dealings with him. :

“That is a careless man,” he said, “and an
ill-bred one.” They moved toward the oatmeal
stall with the gait of Citizens, arms limp, feet
scarcely lifted, slumped forward a little. It was
the ancient gait of fifteen hundred calories per
day, not one of which could be squandered.
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There was a need for more calories. So many
for walking, so many for gathering food. So
many for the economical pleasures of the Citi-
zens, and so many more—oh, many more,
these days!'—to keep out cold. Yet there were
no more calories; the diet the whole world
lived on was a bare subsistence ration. It was
impossible to farm well when half the world’s
land was part of the time drowned in the
rising sea, part of the time smothered in fall-
ing snow. Citizens knew this and, knowing,
did not struggle—it was ungraceful to strug-
gle, particularly when one could not win. Only
the horrors known as Wolves struggled, splurg-
ing calories, reckless of grace.

Wolves! Why must there be Wolves? Why
must those few, secret, despicable monsters
threaten the whole fabric of civilized behavior?

Of course, Roget Germyn himself had once
been a Wolf—at least, a Cub. Everybody
started out that way. That was what children
were. You began by wailing when you were
hungry and taking whatever there was to take.
Little kids weren't expected to understand the
rules of conduct. Certainly they were not
equipped to understand how vital those rules
were to survival itself.

Form follows function. The customs of Citi-
zen Germyn’s world developed out of urgent
need. That tiny Sun, né Moon, produced only
enough warmth for marginal survival. There
was not enough food to go around. There was
not enough of anything to go around; so every-
one was carefully schooled, from the age of
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two onward, to eat sparingly, move slowly,
contemplate instead of act. Even what one
contemplated was carefully prescribed. It was
not wise to daydream about food or new clothes
or the pleasures of the marriage bed. Such
dreams led to desires. Desires were hard to
control. The best things to contemplate were
sunsets, storm clouds, stars, the gracefully ser-
endipitous trickle of a single raindrop down a
windowpane—no one was ever impelled to
desire a raindrop. Best of all was to meditate
on connectivity. When you thought about how
everything was connected to everything else—
was a part of everything else—was everything
else, why, then the mind emptied itself. There
-was no “wanting~ when you meditated on con-
nectivity. There was no thinking. There was
only being.

A well-brought-up Citizen could spend thou-
sands of hours out of his life in such medit-
ation—hours that were by definition saved from
eating, acting, doing, lusting—any of those so
very undesirable things.

The things that Wolves did.

One could go even farther. It sometimes
happened that a Citizen would attain the ulti-
mate. Non—acting rose to become non-wanting,
and then non-thinking . . . and then, perhaps,
he would attain the final grace:

Non-being.

When you attained non-being you simply
disappeared, with a clap of nearby thunder.
And all who were left behind would praise
your memory—tepidly, and with dignity.
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That was how Citizens should behave. That
was how everyone did behave— ’

Except Wolves.

It was unseemly to think too much of Wolves.
It led to anger, which was very wasteful of
calories. Citizen Germyn tumeziyhis mind to
more pleasant things.

He allowed himself his First Foretaste of
the oatmeal. It would be warm in the bowl,
hot in the throat, a comfort in the stomach.
There was a great deal of pleasure there, in
weather like this, when the cold plucked
through the loosened seams and the wind came
up the sides of the hills. Not that there wasn’t
pﬁeasure in the cold itself, for that matter. It
was proper that one should be cold now, just
before the re-creation of the Sun, when the
old Sun was smoky red and the new one not
yet kindled.

“—Still looks like Wolf to me,” his wife was
muttering.

“Cadence,” Germyn reproved his Citizen-
ess, but took the sting out of it with a Quirked
Smile. The man with the ugly manners was
standing at the very bar of the oatmeal stall
where they were heading. In the gloom of
mid-morning he was all angles, and strained
lines; his head was turned awkwardly on his
shoulder, peering toward the back of the stall
where the vendor was rhythmically measuring
grain into a pot; his hands were resting helter-
skelter on the counter, not hanging by his
sides.

Citizen Germyn felt a faint shudder from
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his wife. But he did not reprove her again, for
who could blame her? The exhibition was
revolting.

She said faintly, “Citizen, might we dine on
bread this morning?”

He hesitated and glanced again at the ugly
man. He said indulgently, knowing that he
was indulgent: “On Sun Re-creation Morning,
the Citizeness may dine on bread.” Bearing in
mind the occasion, it was only a small favor,
and therefore a very proper one.

The bread was goo£ very good. They shared
out the half-kilo between them and ate it in
silence, as it deserved. Germyn finished his
first portion and, in the prescribed pause be-
fore beginning his second, elected to refresh
his eyes upward.

He nodded to his wife and stepped outside.
Overhead the Old Sun parceled out its last
barrel-scrapings of heat. It was larger than the
stars around it, but many of them were nearly
as bright. There was one star in Earth’s sky
which was brighter than the dying fire on the
old Moon, but it happened to be in the other
half of the heavens at this time. When it was
visible, people looked at it wistfully. It was
the Earth’s parent star, receding always be-
hind them.

Germyn shivered slightly in the dusky morn-
ing air. Wheeling, West Virginia, was a splen-
did place to be in the summer, when a New
Sun was bright. Harvests were bountiful, the
polar caps released their ice and the oceans
returned to drown the coastal plains. It was
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less good to be in these mountains when the
OIld Sun was dying. It was cold.

Cycle after cycle, as each Sun aged, Citizen
Germyn and his Citizeness ritually debated
the question of whether they should remain in
Wheeling or join the more adventurous mi-
grants in their trek to sea level, and the slightly
warmer conditions along the coasts. Since they
were model Citizens, the decision was always
to remain—one wasted fewer calories that way.
And of course the New Sun always came just
when it was most needed—always had before,
at least.

He was saved from pursuing that thought
when a high-pitched male voice said: “Citizen
Germyn, good morning.”

Germyn was caught off balance. He took his
eyes off the sky, half-turned, glanced at the
face of the person who had spoken to him,
raised his hand in the assurance-of-identity
sign. It was all very quick and fluid—almost
too quick, for he had had his fingers bent
nearly into the sign for female friends; and this
was a man. Citizen Boyne; Germyn knew him
well; they had shared the Ice Viewing at Niag-
ara a year before.

Germyn recovered quickly enough, but it
had been disconcerting.

He improvised quickly: “There are stars,
but are stars still there if there is no Sun?”
It was a hurried effort, he grieved, but no
doubt Boyne would pick it up and carry it
along; Boyne had always been very good, very
graceful.
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Boyne did no such thing. “Good morning,”
he said again, faintly. He glanced at the stars
overhead as though trying to unravel what
Germyn was talking about. He said accusingly,
his voice cracking sharply: “There isn’'t any
Sun, Germyn. What do you think of that?”

Germyn swallowed. “Citizen, perhaps you—"

“No Sun, you hear me!” The man sobbed,
“It’s cold, Germyn. The Pyramids aren’t going
to give us another Sun, do you know that?
Theyre going to starve us, freeze us; they're
through with us. We're done, all of us!” He
was nearly screaming. All up and down Pine
Street people were trying not to look at him,
some of them failing.

Boyne clutched at Germyn helplessly. Re-
volted, Germyn drew back—Dbodily contact!

It seemed to bring the man to his senses.
Reason returned to his eyes. He said, “I—"
He stopped, stared about him. “I think I'll
have bread for breakfast,” he said foolishly,
and plunged into the stall.

Strained voice, shouting, clutching, no man-
ners at all!

Boyne left behind him a shaken Citizen,
caught half-way into the wrist-flip of parting,
staring after him with jaw slack and eyes wide,
as though Germyn had no manners either.

All this on Sun Re-creation Day!

What could it mean? Germyn wondered fret-
fully. Was Boyne on the point of— Could
Boyne be about to—

He drew back from the thought. There was
one thing that might explain Boyne’s behav-

S R ee——
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ior. But it was not a proper speculation for one
Citizen to make about another.

All the same—Germyn dared the thought—
all the same, it did seem almost as though
Citizen Boyne were on the point of, well,
running amok.

At the oatmeal stall, Glenn Tropile thumped
on the counter.

The laggard oatmeal vendor finally brought
the bowl of salt and the pitcher of thin milk.
Tropile took his paper twist of salt from the
top of the neatly arranged pile in the bowl. He
glanced at the vendor; his fingers hesitated;
then quickly he ripped the twist of paper into
his oatmeal and covered it to the permitted
level with the milk.

He ate quickly and efficiently, watching the
street outside.

They were wandering and mooning about,
as always—maybe today more than most days,
since they hoped it would be the day the Sun
blossomed flame once more.

Tropile always thought of the wandering,
mooning Citizens as they. There was a “we”
somewhere for Tropile, no doubt, but Tropile
had not as yet located it, not even in the
bonds of the marriage contract. He was in no
hurry. At the age of fourteen Glenn Tropile
had reluctantly come to realize certain things
about himself; that he disliked being bested;
that he had to have a certain advantage in all
his dealings, or an intolerable itch of the mind
drove him to discomfort. The things added up
to a terrifying fear, gradually becoming knowl-
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edge, that the only “we” that could properly
include him was one that it was not very wise
to join.

He had realized, in fact, that he was a Wolf.

For some years Tropile had struggled against
it—for Wolf was a bad word, the children he
played with were punished severely for saying
it, and for almost nothing else. It was not
proper for one Citizen to advantage himself at
the expense of another; Wolves did that. It
was proper for a Citizen to accept what he
had, not to strive for more; to find beauty in
small things; to accommodate himself, with
the minimum of strain and awkwardness, to
whatever his life happened to be. Wolves were
not like that; Wolves never Meditated, Wolves
never Appreciated, Wolves never were Trans-
lated. That supreme fulfillment, granted only
to those who succeeded in a perfect medita-
tion on connectivity—that surrender of the
world and the flesh by taking leave of both—
that could never be achieved by a Wolf.

Accordingly, Glenn Tropile had tried very
gard to do all the things that Wolves could not

0.

He had nearly succeeded; his specialty, Wa-
ter Watching, had been most rewarding; he
had achieved many partly successful medita-
tions on connectivity.

And yet he was still a Wolf; for he still felt
that burning, itching urge to triumph and to
hold an advantage. For that reason, it was
almost impossible for him to make friends
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among the Citizens and gradually he had al-
most stopped trying.

Tropile had arrived in Wheeling nearly a
year before, making him one of the early set-
tlers in point of time. And yet there was not a
Citizen in the street who was prepared to
exchange recognition gestures with him.

He knew them, nearly every one. He knew
their names and their wives’ names; he knew
what northern states they had moved down
from with the spreading of the ice, as the sun
grew dim; he knew very nearly to the quarter
of a gram what stores of sugar and salt and
coffee each one of them had put away—for
their guests, of course, not for themselves; the
well-bred Citizen hoarded only for the enter-
tainment of others. He knew these things be-
cause there was an advantage to Tropile in
knowing them. But there was no advantage in
having anyone know him.

A few did—that banker, Germyn; for Tropile
had approached him only a few months before
about a prospective loan. But it had been a
chancy, nervous encounter; the idea was so
luminously simple to Tropile—organize an ex-
pedition to the coal mines that once had flour-
ished nearby; find the coal, bring it to Wheel-
ing, heat the houses. And yet it had sounded
blasphemous to Germyn. Tropile had counted
himself lucky merely to have been refused
the loan, instead of being cried out upon as
Wolf.

* * *
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The oatmeal vendor was fussing worriedl
around his neat stack of paper twists in the salt
bowl.

Tropile avoided the man’s eyes. Tropile was
not interested in the little wry smile of self-
deprecation which the vendor would make to
him, given half a chance; Tropile knew well
enough what was disturbing the vendor. Let it
disturb him. It was Tropile’s custom to take
extra twists of salt; they were in his pockets
now; they would stay there. Let the vendor
wonder why he was short.

Tropile licked the bowl of his spoon and
stepped into the street. He was comfortably
aware under a double-thick parka that the wind
was blowing very cold.

A Citizen passed him, walking alone: odd,
thought Tropile. He was walking rapidly, and
there was a look of taut despair on his face.
Still more odd. Odd enough to be worth an-
other look, because that sort of haste, that sort
of abstraction, suggested something to Tropile.
They were in no way normal to the gentle
sheep of the class They, except in one particu-
lar circumstance.

Glenn Tropile crossed the street to follow
the abstracted Citizen, whose name, he knew,
was Boyne. The man blundered into Citizen
Germyn outside the baker’s stall, and Tropile
stood back out of easy sight, watching and
listening.

Boyne was on the ragged edge of break-
down. What Tropile heard and saw confirmed
his diagnosis. The one particular circumstance
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was close to happening; Citizen Boyne was on
the verge of a total lack of control. The cir-
cumstances had a name, borrowed from the
language of a now uninhabited Pacific island
where simple farmers, pushed too far, would
turn rogue, slashing and killing with their cane-
cutting knives.

It was called “running amok.”

Tropile looked at the man with amusement
and contempt. Amok! The gentle sheep could
be pushed too far, after alll He had seen it
before; the signs were obvious.

There was sure to be an advantage in it for
Glenn Tropile; there was an advantage in any-
thing, if you looked for it. He watched and
waited. He picked his spot with care, so that
he could see Citizen Boyne inside the baker’s
stall, making a dismal botch of slashing his
quarter-kilo of bread from the Morning Loaf.

He waited for Boyne to come racing out . . .

Boyne did.

A yell—loud, piercing: It was Citizen Ger-
myn, shrilling: “Amok, amok!” A scream. An
enraged wordless cry from Boyne, and the
baker’s knife glinting in the faint light as Boyne
swung it. And then Citizens were scattering in
every direction—all of the Citizens but one.

One citizen was under the knife—his own
knife, as it happened; it was the baker himself.
Boyne chopped and chopped again. And then
Boyne came out, like a roaring flame, the
bread knife whistling about his head. The gen-
tle Citizens fled panicked before him. He struck
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at their retreating forms, and screamed and
struck again. Amok!

It was the one particular circumstance when
they forgot to be gracious—one of the two,
Tropile corrected himself as he strolled across
to the baker’s stall. His brow furrowed; be-
cause there was another circumstance when
they lacked grace, and one which affected him
more nearly.

He watched the maddened creature, Boyne,
already far down the road, chasing a knot of
Citizens around a corner. Tropile sighed and
stepped into the baker’s stall to see what he
might gain from this. Boyne would wear him-
self out; the surging rage would leave him as
quickly as it came; he would be a sheep again,
and the other sheep would close in and cap-
ture him. That was what happened when a
Citizen ran amok. It was a measure of what
pressures were on the Citizens that at any
moment there might be one gram of pressure
too much, and one of them would crack. It
happened all the time. It had happened here
in Wheeling twice within the past two months;
Glenn Tropile had seen it happen in Pitts-
burgh, Altoona and Bronxville.

There is a limit to pressure.

Tropile walked into the baker’s stall and
looked down without emotion at the slaugh-
tered baker; Tropile had seen corpses before.

He looked around the stall, calculating. As a
starter, he bent to pick up the quarter-kilo of
bread Boyne had dropped, dusted it off and
slipped it into his pocket. Food was always

§
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useful. Given enough food, perhaps Boyne
would not have run amok. Was it simple hun-
ger they cracked under? Or the knowledge of
the thing on Mount Everest, or the hovering
Eyes, or the sought-after-dreaded prospect of
Translation, or merely the strain of keeping up
their laboriously figured lives? Did it matter?
They cracked and ran amok, and Tropile never
would, and that was what mattered.

He leaned across the counter, reaching for
what was left of the Morning Loaf—

And found himself staring into the terrified
large eyes of Citizeness Germyn.

She screamed: “Wolf! Citizens, help me!
Here is a Wolfl”

Tropile faltered. He hadn’t even seen the
damned woman, but there she was, rising up
from behind the counter, screaming her head
off: “Wolf, Wolfl”

He said sharply: “Citizeness, I beg you—"
But that was no good. The evidence was on
him, and her screams would fetch others.
Tropile panicked. He started toward her to
silence her; but that was no good, either. He
whirled. She was screaming, screaming, and
there were people to hear. Tropile darted into
the street, but they were popping out of every
doorway now, they were appearing from each
rat’s hole in which they had hid to escape
Boyne. “Please!” he cried, angry and fright-
ened. “Wait a minute!” But they weren’t wait-
ing. They had heard the woman, and maybe
some of them had seen him with the bread.
They were all around him—no, they were all
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over him; they were clutching at him, tearing
at his soft, warm furs. They pulled at his pock-
ets, and the stolen twists of salt spilled accus-
mgly out. They ripped at his sleeves, and
even the stout, unweakened seams ripped open.
He was fairly captured
“Wolfl” they were shouting. “Wolfl” It

drowned out the distant noise from where
Boyne had finally been run to earth, a block
and more away. It drowned out everything.

It was the other circumstance when they
forgot to be gracious: When they had trapped
a Son of the Woll.




Engineering had long ago come to an end.
Engineering is possible under one condition
of the equation:
Total Available Calories _ Artistic-Techno-

Population. logical Style
When the ratio Calories-to-Population is large—
say five thousand or more, five thousand daily
calories for every living man—then the Artistic-
Technological Style is big. People carve Mount
Rushmore; they build great foundries; they
manufacture an enormous automobile to carry
one housewife half a mile for the purchase of
one lipstick. Life is coarse and rich where C:P
is large. At the other extreme, where C:P is
too small, life does not exist at all. It has been
starved out.

Experimentally, add little increments to C:P
and it will be some time before the right-hand
side of the equation becomes significant. But
at last, in the 1,000-1,500 calorie range, Artistic-
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Technological Style firmly appears in self-
perpetuating form. C:P in that range produces
the small arts, the appreciations, the peaceful
arrangements of necessities into subtle rela-
tionships of traditionally-agreed-upon virtue.
Japan, locked into its Shogunate prison, picked
scanty food from mountainsides and beauty
out of arrangements of lichens and paper. The
small, inexpensive sub-sub-arts are character-
istic of the 1,000-1,500 calorie range.

And this was the range of Earth; the world
of a hundred million men, after the planet was
stolen by its new binary.

Some few persons inexpensively pursued the
study of science with pencil and renewable
{)aper, but the last research accelerator had
ong since been shut down; the juice from its
hydropower dam was needed to supply mea-
ger light to a million homes and to cook the
pablum for two million brand-new babies. In
those days, one dedicated Byzantine wrote the
definitive encyclopedia of engineering (though
he was no engineer). Its four hundred and
twenty tiny volumes exhausted the Gizeh pyr-
amid and its unknown contractor, the Wall of
Shih-Hwang Ti, the Gothic builders, Brunel
who changed the face of England, the Roeblings
of Brooklyn, Groves of the Pentagon, Duggan
of the Anti-Ballistic-Missile System (before C:P
dropped to the point where war became
vanis?lingly implausible), Levern of Operation
Up. But this encyclopedist could not use a
slide rule without thinking, faltering, jotting
down his decimals.
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And then the magnitudes grew less.

Under the tectonic and climatic battering of
the great abduction of Earth from its primary,
under the sine-wave advances to and retreats
from the equator of the ice sheath as the small
successor Suns waxed, waned, died and were
replaced, the ratio C:P remained stable. C
had diminished enormously; so had P. As the
calories to support life grew scarce, so the
consuming mouths of mankind grew fewer in
number.

The forty-fifth small Sun shone on no engi-
neers.

Not even on the binary. The Pyramids, the
things on the binary, the thing on Mount Ev-
erest, were not engineers. They employed a
crude metaphysic based on dissection and
shoving.

They had no elegant field theories. All they
knew was that everything came apart and that
if you pushed a thing it would move. If your
biggest push would not move a thing, you
took it apart and pushed the parts, and then it
would move. Sometimes, for nuclear effects,
they had to take things apart into as many as 3
X 10° pieces, and shove each piece very
carefully.

By taking-apart and shoving, then, they
landed their one space ship on the burnt-out
sunlet that had once been Earth’s familiar
Moon. You could not say that the Pyramids
were late in the re-creation of the Sun. The
Pyramids were never late. That was impossi-
ble to them, for they had no sense of time at
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all. They knew “when” things must be done,
because they possessed a planet-sized network
of instruments, actuators and ancillary devices
of every sort. When the mean global tempera-
ture of the Earth dropped below a certain
pre-set value, a sensor reported the need to
rekindle the Moon. Then it was done. The
yramids did not concern themselves with

gddly little details such as the movement of
Earth’s air masses. It happened that Australia
and Africa were exceptionally balmy that year,
so the global average was slow to drop . ..
and the calculations of the Skywatchers there-
fore wrong.

But now it was “time” and the space ship
was sent out.

Inside it were eleven men and women, along
with a few other, very different living things.

These were not exactly passengers. “Fit-
tings” was a better word. Since they had long
since lost any awareness of language, or even
of self, words did not concern them.

Centuries ago, other human beings had
lalumphed across the Moon in clumsy space-
suits, radioing congratulatory messages back
to Earth like happy tourists. In the two hun-
dred years and more since human beings had
last been able to get into space under their
own power, many hundreds of humans (and
others) had visited the satellite. None of those
had been tourists, either. They had done just
what the present batch did.

They restarted the nuclear fires which turned
the Moon into an almost-star. To do this was
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quite difficult, even with the machines and
instruments that had accompanied them from
the binary planet. Among other things, it was
necessary for them to die.

Even for the instruments of the Pyramids,
kindling a nuclear fire on the surface of the
Moon was not easy. There was really nothing
there to burn. The Moon was made out of
rock and dust—and now of slag as well; its
elements were not the kind that would readily
fission or fuse. But when the devices of the
Pyramids had sufficiently taken-apart-and-
shoved, neutrons crowded protons out of cores,
nuclei crumbled, energy was released. Enough
energy so that the new Sun would burn for
five years or so before it needed relighting.

So the space ship touched down, briefly, on
a hillock on the Moon that was no longer
burning, but only intolerably hot.

The space ship deposited a detachable cap-
sule containing the eleven human beings (and
others) and the necessary machinery for taking
apart and shoving. Then the space ship quickly
departed, to avoid what would follow.

Where the capsule touched the hot slag,
heat flowed in. The human beings did not
notice. They were only aware that their tasks
must be performed very quickly now.

They performed them, racing against the
mounting heat that would soon cook them to a
point where they could no longer function;
and the New Sun was re-created.

A point of new flame appeared on the sunlet’s
surface. The eleven human beings had time to
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scream briefly before they died. Then the point
of flame went from cherry through orange into
blue-white, and began to spread.

At the moment of the Re-Creation of the
Sun there was general rejoicing on the Earth.
Wherever people survived, in shadowy rem-
nants of cities called Khartoum and Chicago
and Beijing, the Citizens smiled with con-
trolled joy at the sky.

Not quite everywhere, though. In Wheel-
ing’s House of the Five Regulations, Glenn
Tropile waited unquietly for death. Citizen
Boyne, who had run amok and slaughtered
the baker, shared Tropile’s room and his doom,
but not his rage. Boyne with demure pleasure
was composing his death poem.

“Talk to me!” snapped Tropile. “Why are
we here? What did you do, and why did you
do it? What have I done? Why don’t I pick up
a bench and kill you with it? You would’ve
kill(?,(’l me two hours ago if I'd caught your
eye

There was no satisfaction in Citizen Boyne.
The passions were burned out of him; he po-
litely tendered Trophile a famous aphorism:
“Citizen, the art of living is the substitution of
unimportant, answerable questions for impor-
tant, unanswerable ones. Come, let us appre-
ciate the new-born Sun.”

He turned to the window, where the spark
of blue-white flame in what had once been the
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crater of Tycho was beginning to spread across
the charred moon.

Tropile was child enough of his culture to
turn with him almost involuntarily. He was
silent. That blue-white infinitesimal up there
growing slowly—the one-ness, the calm rap-
ture of Being in a universe that you shaded
into without harsh discontinua, the being one
with the great blue-white gem-flower blossom-
ing now in the heavens that were no different
stuff than you yourself—

He closed his eyes, calm, and meditated on
connectivity.

He was being Good.

By the time the fusion reaction had covered
the whole small disk of the sunlet, a quarter-
hour at the most, his meditation began to
wear off, as it generally did for Glenn Tropile.
That was good, he thought, as it seemed to
exempt him from the worrisome possibility of
Translation. He had no desire simply one day
to disappear.

All the same, he sometimes felt just a touch
of regret.

Tropile shrugged out of his torn parka, not
bothering to rip it further. It was already grow-
ing warm in the room. Citizen Boyne, of course,
was carefully opening every seam with grace-
ful rending motions, miming great smooth ef-
fort of the biceps and trapezius.

But the meditation was over, and as Tropile
watched his cellmate he screamed a silent Why?
Since his adolescence that wailing syllable had
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seldom been far from his mind. It could
be silenced by appreciation and meditation.
Tropile was so good at his specialty of Water
Watching that several beginners had asked
him for instruction in the subtle art, for all
his notorious oddities of life and manner. He
enjoyed Water Watching. He almost pitied
anybody so single-mindedly devoted to, say,
Clouds and Odors—great games though they
were—that he had never even tried Water
Watching. And after a session of Watching,
when one was lucky enough to observe the
Nine Boiling Stages in classic perfection, one
might slip into meditation and be harmonious,
feel Good.

But what did one do when the meditations
failed—as they had failed him? What did one
do when they came farther and farther apart,
became less and less intense, could be in-
spired, finally, only by a huge event like the
renewal of the Sun?

One went amok, he had always thought.

But he had not; Boyne had. He had been
declared a Son of the Wolf, on no evidence
that he could understand. But he had not run
amok.

Still the penalties were the same, he thought,
uncomfortably aware of an unfamiliar itch—not
the inward intolerable itch of needing-the-
advantage, but a realized sensation at the base
of his spine. The penalties for all gross crimes—
Wolfhood or running amok—were the same,
and simply this: They would perform the Lum-
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bar Puncture. He would make the Donation of
Fluid.
He would be dead.

The Keeper of the House of the Five Regu-
lations, an old man, Citizen Harmane, looked
in on his charges—approvingly at Boyne, with
a beclouded expression at Glenn Tropile. It
was thought that even Wolves were entitled to
the common human decencies in the brief
interval between exposure and the Donation
of Fluid. The Keeper would not have dreamed
of scowling at the detected Wolf or of interfer-
ing with whatever wretched imitation of med-
itation-before-dying the creature might prac-
tice. But he could not, all the same, bring
himself to offer even an assurance-of-identity
gesture.

Tropile had no such qualms.

He scowled at Keeper Harmane with such
ferocity that the old man almost ran away.
Tropile turned an almost equally ugly scowl
upon Citizen Boyne. How dared that knife-
murderer be so calm, so relaxed!

Tropile said brutally: “They’ll kill us! You
know that? They’ll stick a needle in our spines
and drain us dry. It hurts. Do you understand
me? They're going to drain us, and then they're
going to drink our spinal fluid, and it’s going
to hurt.”

He was gently corrected. “We shall make
the Donation of fluid, which is proper for Citi-
zens who have grossly misbehaved. That is



38 Frederik Pohl and C .M. Kornbluth

all,” Citizen Boyne said calmly. “Is not the
difference intelligible to a Son of the Wolf?”

True culture demanded that that remark be
accepted as a friendly joke, probably based on
a truth—how else could an unpalatable truth
be put in words? Otherwise the unthinkable
might happen. They might quarrel. They might
even come to blows! A person might be hurt
that way!

The appropriate mild smile formed on Tro-
pile’s lips, but harshly he wiped it off. They
were going to stab him in the spine with a
great catheter and kill him. He would not
smile for them! And the effort was enormous.

“I'm not a Son of the Wolfl” he howled,
desperate, knowing he was protesting to the
one man of all men in Wheeling who didn’t
care, and who could do least about it if he did.
“What's this crazy talk about Wolves? I don't
know what a Son of the Wolf is, and I don't
think you or anybody does. All I know is that I
was acting sensibly. And everybody began howl-
ing! Youre supposed to know a Son of the
Wolf by his unculture, his ignorance, his vio-
lence. But you chopped down three people,
and I only picked up a piece of bread! And I'm
supposed to be the dangerous one!”

“Wolves never know they're Wolves,” sighed
Citizen Boyne. “Fish probably think theyre
birds, and you evidently think you're a Citi-
zen‘é”Would a Citizen speak as you are speak-
ing’

“But they're going to kill us!”

A
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“Then why aren’t you composing your death
poem?”

Glenn Tropile took a deep breath. Some-
thing was biting him.

It was bad enough that he was about to die,
bad enough that he had done nothing worth
dying for. But what was gnawing at him now
had nothing to do with dying.

The percentages were going the wrong way.
This pale Citizen was getting an edge on
him.

An engorged gland in Tropile’s adrenals—it
was only a pinhead in Citizen Boyne’s—trickled
subtle hormones into his bloodstream. He could
die, yes—that was a skill everyone had to
acquire, sooner or later. But while he was
alive, he could not stand to be bested in an
encounter, an argument, a relationship. It was
not in Glenn Tropile’s makeup to allow any-
one to defeat him, in anything, without a fight.
Wolf? Call him Wolf. Call him Operator, or
Percentage Player; call him Sharp Article; call
him Gamesman.

If there was an advantage to be derived, he
would derive it. It was the way he was put
together.

He said, stalling for time to scheme, “You're
right. Stupid of me, I must have lost my
head!”

He thought. Some men think by poking
problems apart, some think by laying facts
side-by-side to compare. Tropile’s thinking was
neither of these, but a species of judo. He
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conceded to his opponent such things as
Strength, Armor, Resource. He didn’t need
these things for himself; to every contest the
opponent brought enough of them to supply
two. It was Tropile’s habit (and definitely a
Wolfish one, he Ead to admit) to use the oppo-
nent’s strength against him, to break the op-
ponent against his own steel walls.

He thought.

The first thing, he thought, was to make up
his mind: He was Wolf. Then let him be Wolf;
he wouldn’t stay around for the spinal tap, he
would go from there. But how?

The second thing was to make a plan. There
were obstacles. Citizen Boyne was one of the
obstacles. Harmane, the Keeper of the House
of the Five Regulations, was another.

Where was the pole which would permit
him to vault over these hurdles? There was,
he thought, always his wife, Gala. He owned
her; she would do what he wished—provided
he made her want to do it.

Yes, Gala. He walked to the door and
shouted to Citizen Harmane: “Keeper! Keeper,
I must see my wife. Have her brought to me!”

It was impossible for the Keeper to refuse;
he didn’t. He called gently, “I will invite the
Citizeness,” and toddled away.

The third thing was time.

Tropile turned to Citizen Boyne. “Citizen,”
he said persuasively, “since your death poem
is ready and mine is not, will you be gracious
enough to go first when they—when they
come?” ,



WOLFBANE 41

Citizen Boyne looked temperately at his
cellmate and made the Quirked Smile.
“You see?” he said. “Wolf.” And that was

true; but what was also true was that he couldn’t
refuse.



Half a world away, the midnight-blue Pyra-
mid sat on its planed-off peak as it had sat
since the days when Earth had a real Sun of
its own.

It was of no importance to the Pyramid that
Glenn Tropile was about to receive a slim
catheter into his spine, to drain his sap and his
life. It didn't matter to the Pyramid that the
spinal fluid would then be swallowed by his
fellows, or that the pretext for the execution
was an act which human history used not to
consider a capital crime. Ritual sacrifice in
whatever guise made no difference to the Pyr-
amid. The Pyramid saw them come and the
Pyramid saw them go—if the Pyramid could
be said to “see”. One human being more or
less, what matter? Who bothers to take a cen-
sus of the cells in a hangnail?

And yet, the Pyramid did have a kind of
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interest in Glenn Tropile, and in the human
race of which he was a part.

Nobody knew much about the Pyramid, but
everybody knew that much. They wanted
something—else why would they have both-
ered to steal the Earth?

And that they had definitely done.

The year was 2027 A.D., a true date to live
in infamy. There were other years that human
beings had chosen to remember—1941; 1066;
1492—but nothing, ever, with consequences
so vast as the year 2027, no, not since those
earliest and forgotten dates when the first am-
phibian crawled out of the sea or the first
hairy biped picked up a tool. Twenty twenty-
seven topped them all. The Runaway Planet
had slipped feloniously into the solar system,
intent on burglary, and ever since it had been
making off with its plunder.

Courageous human beings had blasted out
into space to investigate. Three shiploads of
them had actually landed on the Pyramid planet
(they didn’t know that was what it was, then.)
They didn’t even report, really. The first mes-
sage back, right after touchdown, was, “It
seems, ah, very barren.” There wasn't any
second.

Perhaps those landings were a mistake. Some
thought so. Some thought that if the human
race had cowered silent under its blanket of
air the Pyramids might have run right through
the ecliptic and away.

However, the triumphal “mistake” was made,
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and that may have been the first time a human
eye saw a Pyramid.

Shortly after—though not before the radio
message was sent—that human eye winked
out forever; but by then the damage was done.
What passed in a Pyramid for “attention” had
been attracted. The next thing that happened
set the wireless channels between Palomar and
Pernambuco, between Greenwich and the Cape
of Good Hope, buzzing and worrying, as as-
tronomers all over the Earth reported and
confirmed and reconfirmed the astonishing fact
that our planet was on the move. Rejoice in
Messias had come to take us away.

A world of ten billion people, some of them
brilliant, many of them brave, built and flung
the giant rockets of Operation Up at the in-
vader: Nothing. :

The two ships of the Interplanetary Expedi-
tionary Force were boosted up to no-gravity
and dropped onto the new planet to strike
back: Nothing.

Earth moved spirally outward.

If a battle could not be won, then perhaps a
migration. New ships were built in haste. But
they lay there rusting as the sun grew small
and the ice grew thick; because where was
there to go? Not Mars; not the Moon which
was trailing along; not choking Venus or crush-
ing Jupiter.

The migration was defeated as surely as the
war, there being no place to migrate to.

One Pyramid came to Earth, only one. It
shaved the crest off the highest mountain there
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was, and squatted on it. An observer? A war-
den? Whatever it was, it stayed.

The Sun grew too distant to be of use, and
out of the old Moon the Pyramid-aliens built a
new small sun in the sky—a five-year sun, that
burned out and was replaced, again and again
and endlessly again. It had been a fierce strug-
gle against unbeatable odds on the part of the
ten billion; and when the uselessness of strug-
%le was demonstrated at last, many of the ten

illion froze to death, and many of them
starved, and nearly all of the rest had some-
thing frozen or starved out of them; and what
was left, two centuries and more later, was
more or less like Citizen Boyne, except for a
few, a very few, like Glenn Tropile.

Gala Tropile stared miserably at her hus-
band. “—Want to get out of here,” he was
saying urgently. “They want to kill me. Gala,

ou know you can’'t make yourself suffer by
etting them kill me!”

She wailed: “I can’t!”

Tropile looked over his shoulder. Citizen
Boyne was fingering the textured contrasts of
a golden watch-case which had been his fath-
er s—and soon would be his son’s. Boyne’s
eyes were closed and he wasn’t listening.

Tropile leaned forward and deliberately put
his hand on his wife’s arm. She started and
flushed, of course; he could feel her trembling.

“You can,” he said, “and what’s more, you
will. You can help me get out of here. I insist
on it, Gala, because I must save you that
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pain.” He took his hand off her arm, content.
He said harshly: “Darling, don’t you think I
know how much we've always meant to each
other?”

She looked at him wretchedly. Fretfully she
tore at the billowing filmy sleeve of her sum-
mer blouse. The seams hadn’t been loosened,
there hadn’t been time. She had just been
getting into the appropriate Sun Re-creation
Day costume, to be worn under the parka,
when the messenger had come with the news
about her husband.

She avoided his eyes. “If you're really
Wolf . . .”

Tropile’s sub-adrenals pulsed and filled him
with confident strength. “You know what I
am. You better than anyone else.” It was a sly
reminder of their curious furtive behavior to-
gether; like the hand on her arm, it had its
effect. “After all, why do we quarrel the way
we did last night?” He hurried on; the job of
the rowel was to spur her to action, not to
inflame a wound. “Because we're important to
each other. I know that you would count on
me to help if you were in trouble. And I know
that you'd be hurt—deeply, Galal—if I didn’t
count on you.”

She sniffled and scuffed the bright strap
over her open-toed sandal.

Then she met his eyes.

It was the after-effect of the quarrel, of
course; Glenn Tropile knew just how heavily
he could count on the after-spiral of a quarrel.
She was submitting.
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She glanced furtively at Citizen Boyne and
lowered her voice. “What do I have to do?”
she whispered.

In five minutes she was gone, but that was
more than enough time; Tropile had at least
thirty minutes left. They would take Boyne
first, he had seen to that. And once Boyne was
gone—

Tropile wrenched a leg off his three-legged
stool, and sat precariously balanced on the
other two. He tossed the loose leg clattering
into a corner.

The Keeper of the House of the Five Regu-
lations ambled slack-bodied by and glanced
into the room. “Wolf, what happened to your
stool?”

Tropile made a left-handed sign: no impor-
tance. “It doesn’t matter. Except it is hard to
meditate, sitting on this thing, with every mus-
cle tensing and fighting against every other to
keep my balance. . . .’

The Keeper made an overruling sign: please-
let-me-help . “It’s your last half hour, Wolf,” he
reminded Tropile. “T'll fix the stool for you.”
He entered and slammed and banged it to-
gether, and left with an expression of mild
concern. Even a Son of the Wolf was entitled
to the fullest appreciation of that unique op-
portunity for meditation, the last half hour
before a Donation.

In five minutes he was back, looking solemn
and yet glad, like a bearer of serious but wel-
come tidings. “It is the time for the first Do-
nation,” he announced. “Which of you—"
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“Him,” said Tropile quickly, pointing. Boyne
opened his eyes calmly and nodded. He got to
his feet, made a formal leavetaking bow to
Tropile, and followed the Keeper toward his
Donation and his death. As they were going
out Tropile coughed a minor supplication. The
Keeper paused. “What is it, Wolf?”

Tropile showed him the empty water pit-
cher—empty, all right; he had emptied it out
the window.

“My apologies,” the Keeper said, blushing,
and hurried Boyne along. He came back al-
most at once to fill it. He didn’t even wait to
watch the ceremonial Donation.

Tropile stood watching him, his sub-adrenals
beginning to pound like the rolling boil of
Well-Aged Water. The Keeper was at a disad-
vantage. He had been neglectful of his charge—
a broken stool; no water in the pitcher. And a
Citizen, brought up in a Citizen’s mores of
consideration and tact, could not help but be
humiliated, seek to make amends.

Tropile pressed his advantage home. “Wait,”
he said winsomely to the Keeper. “I'd like to
talk to you.”

The Keeper hesitated, torn. “The Donation—"

“Damn the Donation,” Tropile said calmly.
“After all, what is it but sticking a pipe into a
man’s backbone and sucking out the juice that
keeps him alive? It’s killing, that’s all.”

Crash, crash, crash. The Keeper turned lit-
erally white. Tropile was speaking blasphemy,
and he wasn’t stopping.
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“I want to tell you about my wife,” Tropile
went on, assuming a confidential air. “You
know, there’s a real woman. Not one of those
frozen-up Citizenesses, you know? Why, she
and I used to—" He hesitated. “You're a man
of the world, aren’t you?” he demanded. “I
mean, you've seen life.”

“I—suppose so,” the Keeper said faintly.

“Then you won’t be shocked, I know,”
Tropile lied. “Well, let me tell you, there’s a
lot to women that these stuffed-shirt Citizens
don’t know about. Boy! Ever see a woman'’s
knee?” He sniggered. “Ever kiss one, with—"
He winked—"with the light on? Ever sit in a
big arm-chair, say, with a woman in your lap?
—all soft and heavy, and kind of warm, and
slumped up against your chest, you know,
and—~ He stopped and swallowed; he was
almost making himself retch; it was hard to say
these things. But he forced himself to go on:
“Well, she and I used to do those things.
Plenty. All the time. That’s what I call a real
woman.”

He stopped—warned by the Keeper’s sud-
den change of expression, glazed eyes, stran-
gling breath. He had gone too far. He had
only wanted to paralyze the man, revolt him,
put him out of commission; but he was over-
doing it; he jumped forward and caught the
Keeper as he fell, fainting.

Callously Tropile emptied the water pitcher
over the man.

The Keeper sneezed and sat up groggily.
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He focused his eyes on Tropile, and abruptly
blushed.

Tropile said harshly: “I wish to see the new
sun from the street.”

The request was incredible! The Keeper
could not possibly allow dangerous liberties to
a guest; that was not Citizenship, since the job
of a Keeper was to Keep. But Tropile’s filthy
mouth had unsettled Citizen Harmane.

He floundered, choking on the obscenities
he had heard. He was torn between two courses
of action, both all but obligatory, both all but
impossible. Tropile was in detention regarding
the Fifth Regulation. That was all there was to
it—looked at from one point of view. Such
persons were not to be released from their
quarters: the Keeper knew it, the world knew
it, Tropile knew it.

It was an obscenity almost greater than the
lurid tales of perverted lust, for Tropile had
asked something which was impossible! No
one ever asked anything that was impossible
to grant—for no one could ever refuse any-
thing; that was utterly graceless, unthinkable.

One could only attempt to compromise. The
Keeper stammeringly said: “May I—May I let
you see the new sun from the corridor?” And
even that was wretchedly wrong; but he had
to offer something. One always offered some-
thing. The Keeper had never since babyhood
given a flat “no” to anybody about anything.
No Citizen had. A flat “no” led to hard feel-
ings, strong words—imaginably, even blows.
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The only flat “no” conceivable was the enor-
mous, terminal “no” of an amok. Short of that—
One offered. One split the difference. One
was invariably filled with tepid pleasure when,
invariably, the offer was accepted, the differ-
ence was split, both parties were satisfied.

“That will do for a start,” Tropile snarled.
“Open, man, open! Don’t make me wait.”

The Keeper reeled and unlatched the door
to the corridor.

“Now the street!”

“I can’t!” burst in an anguished cry from the
Keeper. He buried his face in his hands and
began to sob, hopelessly incapacitated.

“The street!” Tropile said remorselessly. He
felt himself wrenchingly ill; he was going against
custom that had ruled his own life as surely as
the Keeper’s.

But he was Wolf. “I will be Wolf,” he
growled, and advanced upon the Keeper. “My
wife,” he said, “I didn't finish telling you.
Sometimes she used to put her arm around
me and just snuggle up and—I remember one
time—she kissed my ear. Broad daylight. It
felt funny and warm, I can’t describe it.”

Whimpering, the Keeper flung the keys at
Tropile and tottered brokenly away.

He was out of the action. Tropile himself
was nearly as badly off; the difference was that
he continued to function. The words coming
from him seared like acid in his throat. “They
call me Wolf,” he said aloud, reeling against
the wall. “I will be one.”

He unlocked the outer door and his wife
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was waiting, the things he had asked her to
bring in her arms.
Tropile said strangely to her: “I am steel
and fire. I am Wolf, full of the old moxie.”
She wailed: “Glenn, are you sure I'm doing
the right thing?” He laughed unsteadily and
led her by the arm through the deserted streets.



Citizen Germyn, as was his right by position
and status as a connoisseur, helped prepare
Citizen Boyne for his Donation. There was
nothing much that needed to be done, actu-
ally. This made it an elaborate and lengthy
task, according to the ethic of the Citizens; it
had to be protracted, each step was surrounded
by fullest dress of ritual.

It was done in the broad daylight of the new
Sun, and as many of the three hundred citi-
zens of Wheeling as could manage it were in
the courtyard of the old Federal Building to
watch.

The nature of the ceremony was this: A man
who revealed himself Wolf, or who finally crum-
bled under the demands of life and ran amok,
could not be allowed to live. He was haled
before an audience of his equals and permit-
ted—with the help of force, if that should be
necessary, but preferably not—to make the

53
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Donation of Spinal Fluid. Execution was mur-
der; and murder was not permitted under the
gentle code of Citizens. So this was not execu-
tion. The draining of a man’s spinal fluid did
not kill him. It only insured that, after a time
and with much suffering, his internal chemis-
try would so arrange itself that he would die.

Once the Donation was made the problem
was completely altered, of course; suffering
was agreed to be a bad thing in itself. So, to
save the Donor from the suffering that lay
ahead, it was the custom to have the oldest
and gentlest Citizen on hand stand by with a
sharp-edged knife. When the Donation was
complete, the Donor’s head was lopped off.
It was done purely to avert suffering. There-
fore that was not execution either, but only
the hastening of an inevitable end. The dozen
or so Citizens whose rank permitted them to
assist then solemnly dissolved the spinal fluids
in water and ceremoniously drank the potion
down, at which time it was proper to offer a
small poem in commentary. All in all, it was a
perfectly splendid opportunity for the second
purest form of meditation (other than those on
connectivity) by everyone concerned.

Citizen Germyn, whose role was Catheter
Bearer, took his place behind the Introducer
Bearer, the Annunciators, and the Questioner
of Purpose. As he passed Citizen Boyne,
Germyn assisted him to assume the proper
crouched-over position; Boyne: looked up grate-
fully and Germyn found the occasion proper
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for a Commendatory Half-Smile. The Ques-
tioner of Purpose said solemnly to Boyne:

“It is your privilege to make a Donation
here today. Do you wish to do so?”

“I do,” said Boyne raptly. The anxiety had
passed; clearly he was confident of making a
good Donation; Germyn approved with all his
heart.

The Annunciators, in alternate stanzas, an-
nounced the proper pause for meditation to
the meager crowd, and all fell silent. Citizen
Germyn began the process of blanking out his
mind, to ready himself for the great opportu-
nity to Appreciate that lay ahead. A sound
distracted him; he glanced up irritably. It
seemed to come from the House of the Five
Regulations, a man’s voice, carrying. But no
one else appeared to notice it. All of the watch-
ers, all of those on the stone steps, were in
somber meditation.

Germyn tried to return his thoughts to where
they belonged. . . .

But something was troubling him. He had
caught a glimpse of the Donor, and there had
been something—something—

He angrily permitted himself to look up
once more to see just what it had been about
Citizen Boyne that had attracted his attention.

Yes, there was something. Over the form of
Citizen Boyne, silent, barely visible, a flicker
of life and motion. Nothing tangible. It was as
if the air itself were in motion. . . .

It was—Germyn thought with a bursting
heart—it was an Eye!
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The veritable miracle of Translation, it was

about to take place here and now, upon the
erson of Citizen Boyne! And no one knew it

Eut himself!

In this last surmise Citizen Germyn was
wrong.

True, no other human eyes saw the flawed-
glass thing that twisted the air over Boyne’s
prostrate body; but there was, in a sense,
another witness some thousands of miles away.

The Pyramid on Mount Everest “stirred.”

It did not move; but something about it
moved, or changed, or radiated. The Pyramid
surveyed its—cabbage patch? Wrist-watch
mine? It would make as much sense, it may
be, to say wrist-watch patch or cabbage mine;
at any rate; it surveyed what to it was a place
where intricate mechanisms grew, ripened and
were dug up at the moment of usefulness,
whereupon they were quick-frozen and wired
into circuits.

Through signals perceptible to it, the Pyra-
mid had become “aware” that one of its mech-
anisms was now ready.

The Pyramid’s blood was dielectric fluid. Its
limbs were electrostatic charges. Its philoso-
phy was, Unscrew it and push. Its motive was
survival.

Survival today was not what survival once
had been, for a Pyramid. Once survival had
merely been gliding along on a cushion of
repellent charges, streaming electrons behind
for the push, sending h-f pulses out often
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enough to get a picture of their bounced re-
turn integrated deep inside oneself.

If the picture showed something metaboliz-
able, one metabolized it. One broke it down
into molecules by lashing it with the surplus
protons left over from the dispersed electrons;
one absorbed the molecules. Sometimes the
metabolizable object was an Immobile and
sometimes a Mobile—a vague, theoretical, friv-
olous classification to a philosophy whose basis
was that everything unscrewed. If it was a
Mobile one sometimes had to move after it;
that was the difference.

The essential was survival, not making idle
distinctions.

However, the Pyramids had learned, quite
a long time ago, that some distinctions were
very useful to make. For example, there was
the difference between things that were merely
metabolizable and things which, very handily,
were assimilable. Quite a lot of effort could be
saved if things could simply be “wired” into
the places where they were needed, intact.

Well, more or less intact.

This planet was rich in assimilable things.
These things had proven well suited to being
incorporated right into the functions of the
Pyramids’ elaborate devices, with hardly any
processing at all bar the suppression of unnec-
essary “needs” or “desires.”

It was for this reason that the Pyramids had
bothered to steal the planet in the first place.

So the Pyramid on Mount Everest sat and
waited.
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It was not lonely in its isolation—no Pyra-
mid had ever learned how to be “lonely.” For
that matter, it was not really alone, either,
since its directives came from the binary planet,
with which—with all of which, fellow-Pyramids
and self-acting devices and all—the Pyramid
on Mount Everest was continuously in con-
tact. It sent its h-f pulses bouncing and scat-
tering out. It scattered them additionally on
their return. Deep inside, the more-than-
anamorphically distorted picture was reinte-
grated. Deeper inside still, it was interpreted
and evaluated for its part in survival, in the
sense that the Pyramids had come to under-
stand survival.

“Survival” included the need for the com-
plex components—a human being might have
thought of them as “servomechanisms”—which
ﬁould be assimilated, and which grew wild

ere.

The planet was, in fact, very rich in these
components, and they had a useful habit of
“ripening” —which is to say, of becoming per-
fect for the Pyramids’ use—on their own. This
occurred, however, at irregular and unpre-
dictable intervals. Therefore the Pyramid on
Mount Everest was obliged to maintain a con-
stant surveillance, planet wide, for the perfect
moment of plucking.

(Of course, the components being harvested
did not know they were ripening to be plucked.
A wrist-watch on a jeweler’s shelf doesn’t know
it is waiting for a shopper to buy it. The shop-
per has no interest in the previous state of the
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wrist-watch, either. So it was with the Pyra-
mids and the useful devices they harvested on
Earth.)

So when its surveillance showed a compo-
nent was ripe, the Pyramid plucked it. It used
electrostatic charges. When the charges formed
about a component about to be plucked, they
distorted the refractive index of the air. Hu-
man beings called this an “Eye.”

The Pyramid now found that a component
was ripe for plucking.

A world away from Mount Everest, in Wheel-
ing, West Virginia, Citizen Boyne had attained
the rapture of total emptying of the mind. The
electrostatic charges over his head swirled into
an Eye.

There was a sound like the clapping of two
hands, or a small thunder-crash.

The Citizens of Wheeling knew that sound
well. It was the miniature thunderclap of air
slapping together, as it filled the space that
had been occupied by the kneeling, meditat-
ing form of Citizen Boyne, raptly awaiting his
Donation of Fluid.

The three hundred Citizens of Wheeling
were jerked out of their own meditations by
the sound. They gasped in envy and admira-
tion (and perhaps, a Ettle, in fear) as they saw
that Citizen Boyne had been Translated.

Or, put in a different context, that Citizen
Boyne had become ripe and therefore was
harvested.




Glenn Tropile and his sobbing wife lay down
for the night in the stubble of a cornfield. Gala
Tropile ultimately fell asleep, still whimpering
softly in her dreams. Her husband found sleep
harder.

Numbed by contact with the iron chill of
the field—it would be weeks before the new
Sun warmed the earth enough for it to begin
radiating in turn—Tropile tossed restlessly. He
closed his eyes and tried meditation; it would
not work; unwanted visions flashed across his
mind. He opened them and tried to meditate
that way. Sometimes the heavenly blankness
came best when you simply chose to ignore
the visual world. . . .

Not this time; when Tropile opened his eyes
he saw a bright star just over the horizon. It
had not been in the sky lately, but Tropile
recognized it at once.

60
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It was the binary planet. It was the home of
the Pyramids.

Tropile shivered with more than cold. No
one liked to see that planet in the sky. To look
at it was to remind oneself of all the evils that
it had brought. To speak of it was unpardon-
able. Even before the littlest children had
learned that one didn’t ask for more food or
point to another child’s genitals, they learned
that one never mentioned the binary planet,
however bright it might appear in the sky.

Its evil was lessened, microscopically, by
the fact that it had no light of its own. Like
any planet; like Mars or Jupiter or all the lost
others, it shone only by reflection of the light
from the nearest self-luminous body, in this
case, Earth’s sunlet. So it was brightest when
one could stand its hideous presence best—at
the time of the Re-Creation of the Sun. And
when the old and dying Sun was faint, and
everyone was fearfuf, and strained, it could
hardly be picked out at all.

That was only a very small mercy, but the
basic fact of human life was that there weren'’t
any large ones any more.

Tropile shut his eyes on the unwelcome
sight and tried again to sleep. Even when it
came it was fitful. He dreamed. He did not
enjoy his dreams, because in them he was
Wolf.

Half-waking, he knew it was true. Well, let
it be so, he told himself again and again; I will
‘I?V?IIWolf; I will strike back at the Citizens, I

B AL L et e e e e
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Always the thought trailed off. He would
exactly what? What could he do?

Migration was an answer—go to another city.
With Gala, he supposed. Start a new life,
where he was not known as Wolf.

And then what? Try to live a sheep’s life, as
he had tried all his years? And there was the
question of whether, in fact, he could manage
to find a city where he was not known. The
human race was migratory, in these years of
subjection to the never-quite-understood rule
of the Pyramids. It was a matter of insolation.
When the new Sun was young, it was hot, and
there was plenty of warmth; it was possible to
spread north and south, away from the final line
of permafrost which, in North America, came
just above the old Mason-Dixon line. When
the Sun was dying, the cold spread down. The
race followed the seasons. Soon all of Wheel-
ing would be spreading north again, and how
was he to be sure that none of Wheeling’s
cit%zens might not turn up wherever he might
gor

He was not to be sure, that was the answer
to-that.

All right, scratch migration. What remained?

He could—with Gala, he guessed—live a
solitary life, on the fringes of cultivated land.
They both had some skill at rummaging the
old storehouses of the ancients.

It took skill. Plundering the old supermar-
kets was not only bad manners—terminally
bad—it was also dangerous. You could die of
poisoning if you didn’t know what you were
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doing. Over the centuries, nearly all of the
most interesting canned goods had decayed
themselves into lethal and repellent mixtures.
However, that did not mean there was noth-
ing there. For reasons known only to them-
selves, the ancients had seen fit to take some
kinds of foodstuffs which kept well enough by
themselves, and go on to seal them into
vacuum-tight cans. Crackers. Pasta. Unleav-
ened bread—yes, there were lots of things
still there.

So it was possible.

But even a Wolf is gregarious by nature;
and there were bleak hours in that night when
Tr?pile found himself close to sobbing with his
wife.

At the first break of dawn he was up. Gala
had fallen into a light and restless sleep; he
called her awake. “We have to move,” he said
harshly. “Maybe they’ll get enough guts to
follow us. I don’t want them to find us.”

Silently she got up. They rolled and tied the
blankets she had brought; they ate quickly
from the food she had brought; they made
packs and put them on their shoulders, and
started to walk. One thing in their favor: They
were moving fast, faster than any Citizen was
likely to follow. All the same, Tropile kept
looking nervously behind him.

They hurried north and east, and that was a
mistake; because by noon they found them-
selves blocked by water. It was impassable.
They would have to skirt it westward until
they found a bridge or a boat.

A N
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“We can stop and eat,” Tropile said grudg-
ingly, trying not to despair.

They slumped to the ground. It was warmer
now; Tropile found himself getting drowsier,
drowsier— He jerked erect and stared around
belligerently. Beside him his wife was lying
motionless, though her eyes were open, gaz-
ing at the sky. Tropile sighed and stretched
out. A moment’s rest, he promised himself.
And then a quick bite to eat, and then on-
ward. . . . He was sound asleep when they
came for him.

There was a flutter of iron bird’s wings from
overhead.

Tropile jumped up out of sleep, awakening
to panic. It was outside the possibility of be-
lief, but there it was: In the sky over him,
etched black against a cloud, a helicopter. And
men staring out of it, staring down at him.

A helicopter!

But there were no helicopters, or none that
flew—if there had been fuel to fly them with—if
any man had had the skill to make them fly. It
was impossible! And yet there it was, and the
men were looking at him, and the impossible
great whirling thing was coming down, nearer.

He began to run in the downward wash of
air from the vanes. But it was no use. There
were three men, and they were fresh, and he
wasn't. He stopped, dropping into the fight-
er’s crouch that is pre-set into the human body,
ready to do battle. They didn’t want to fight.
They laughed. One of them said amiably, “Long
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past your bedtime, boy. Get in. We'll take
you home.”

Tropile stood poised, hands half-clenched
and half-clawed. “Take—"

“Take you home. Yeah.” The man nodded.
“Where you belong, Tropile, you know? Not
back to Wheeling, if that's what is worrying
you.”

“Where I~

“Where you belong.” Then he understood.

He got into the helicopter wonderingly.
Home. Then there was a home for such as he.
He wasn’t alone, he needn’t keep his solitary
self apart; he could be with his own kind.
“How,” he began, rummaging through the long
list of questions he needed to put, and settling
for, “How did you know my name?”

The man laughed. “Did you think you were
the only Wolf in Wheeling? We keep our eyes
open, Tropile. We have to; that’s what Wolves
are like.” And then, as Troplle opened his
mouth for another question, “If you're won-
dering about your wife, I think she must have
heard us coming before you did. I think we
saw her about half a mile from here, back
along your track. Heading back to Wheeling
as fast as she could go.”

Tropile nodded. That was better, after all;
Gala was no Wolf, though he had tried his
best to make her one.

One of the men closed the door; another
did something with levers and wheels; the
vanes whooshed around overhead; the heli-
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copter bounced on its stiff-sprung landing legs
and then rocked up and away.

For the first time in his life Glenn Tropile
looked down on the land.

They didn’t fly high—but Glenn Tropile had
never flown at all, and the two or three hun-
dred feet of air beneath him made him faint
and queasy. They danced through the passes
in the West Virginia hills, crossed icy streams
and rivers, swung past old empty towns which
no longer had even names of their own. They
saw no one.

It was something over four hundred miles
to where they were going, so one of the men
told him. They made it easily before dark.

Tropile walked through the town in the eve-
ning light. Electricity flared white and violet
in the buildings around him. Imagine! Elec-
tricity was calories, and calories were to be
hoarded.

There were other walkers in the street. Their
gait was not the economical shuffle with pen-
dant arms. They burned energy visibly. They
swung. They strode. It had been painted on
his brain in earliest childhood that such walk-
ing was wrong, reprehensible, silly, debilitat-
ing. It wasted calories. These people did not
look debilitated, and they didn’t seem to mind
wasting calories.

It was an ordinary sort of town, apparently
named Princeton. It did not have the transient
look to it of, say, Wheeling, or Altoona, or
Gary, in Tropile’s experience. It looked like—
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well, it looked permanent. Tropile had heard
of a town called Princeton but it happened
that he had never passed through it south-
warding or northbound. There was no reason
why he or anybody should have or should not
have. Still, there was a possibility, once he
thought of it, that things were somehow so
arranged that they should not; perhaps it was
all on purpose. Like every town it was under-

opulated, but not as much so as most. Per-
Eaps one living space in five was used. A high
ratio.

The man beside him was named Haendl,
one of the men from the helicopter. They
hadn’t talked much on the flight and they
~didn’t talk much now. “Eat first,” Haendl said,
and took Tropile to a bright and busy sort of
food stall. Only it wasn't a stall, it was a
restaurant.

This Haendl, what to make of him? He
should have been disgusting, nasty, an abomi-
nation. He had no manners whatever. He didn’t
know, or at least didn’t use, the Seventeen
Conventional Gestures. He wouldn’t let Tropile
walk behind him and to his left, though he
was easily five years Tropile’s senior. When he
ate, he ate; the Sip of Appreciation, the Pause
of First Surfeit, the Thrice Proffered Share
meant nothing to him; he laughed when Tropile
tried to give him the Elder’s Portion.

Cheertully patronizing, this man Haend! said
to Tropile: “That stuff's all right when you
don’t have anything better to do with your
time. You poor mutts don’t. You'd die of bore-
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dom without your inky-pinky cults, and you
don’t have the resources to do anything big-
ger. Yes, I do know the Gestures. Seventeen
delicate ways of communicating emotions too
refined for words to express—or too danger-
ous! The hell with all of that, Tropile. I've got
words, and I'm not afraid to use them. Saves
time. You'll learn; we all did.”

“But,” said Tropile, trying frantically to re-
balance the budget of behavior in his mind,
“what about waste? What about the need to
economize on food? Where does it all come
from?”

“We steal it from the sheep,” the man said
brutally. “You'll do it too. Now why don’t you
just shut up and eat?”

Tropile ate silently, trying to think.

A man arrived, threw himself in a chair,
glanced curiously at Tropile and said: “Haendl,
the Somerville Road. The creek backed up
when it froze. Flooded, bad. Ruined every-
thing.”

Tropile ventured: “The flood ruined the
road?”

“The road? No. Say, you must be the fellow
Haendl went after? Tropile, that’s the name?”
He leaned across the table, pumped Tropile’s
hand. “We had the road nicely blocked,” he
explained. “The flood washed it clean. Now
we have to block it again.”

Haendl said: “Take the tractor if you need
it.” The man nodded and left. Haendl said,
“Eat up, we're wasting time. About that road.
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We keep them blocked up, see? Why let a lot
of Sheep in and out?”

“Sheep?”

“The opposite,” said Haendl, “of Wolves.”

Haendl explained. Take ten billion people,
and say that out of every million of them,
one—just one—is different. He has a talent
for survival; call him Wolf. Ten thousand of
him, in a world of ten billion.

Squeeze them, freeze them, cut them down.
Let old Rejoice-in-Messias loom in the terrify-
ing sky and so abduct the earth that the hu-
man race is decimated, fractionated, reduced
to what is in comparison a bare handful of
chilled, stunned survivors. There aren’t ten
billion people in the world any more. No, not
by a factor of a thousand. Maybe there are as
many as ten million, more or less, rattling
around in the space their enormous Elder Gen-
erations made for them.

And of these ten million, how many are
Wolf?

Ten thousand.

“You understand, Tropile. We survive. I don't
care what you call us. The Sheep call us
Wolves, and me, I kind of like to call us
Supermen. But we survive.”

Tropile nodded, beginning to understand.
“The way I survived the House of the Five
Regulations.”

Haendl gave him a pitying look. “The way
you survived thirty years of Sheephood before
that. Come on.”

It was a tour of inspection. They went into a
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building, big, looking like any other big and
useless building of the ancients, gray stone
walls, windows with ragged shards of glass.
Only inside it wasn’t like the others. Two sub-
basements down, Tropile winced and turned
away from the flood of violet light that poured
out of a quartz bulls-eye on top of a squat steel
cone. “Perfectly harmless, Tropile, you don’t
have to worry,” Haendl boomed. “Know what
youre looking at? There’s a fusion reactor down
there. Heat. Power. All the power we need.
Do you know what that means?” He stared
somberly down at the flaring violet light of the
inspection port. “Come on,” he said abruptly.

Another building, also big, also gray stone.
A cracked inscription over the entrance read:
“—ORIAL HALL OF HUMANITIES.” The
sense-shock this time was not light, it was
sound. Hammering, screeching, rattling, rum-
bling. Men were doing noisy things with metal
and machines. “Repair shop!” Haend! yelled.
“See those machines? They belong to our man
Innison. We've salvaged them from every big
factory ruin we could find. Give Innison a
piece of metal—any alloy, any shape—and one
of those machines will change it into any other
shape and damned near any other alloy. Drill
it, cut it, plane it, weld it, smelt it, zone-melt
it, bond it—you tell him what to do and he’ll
do it. We got the parts to make six tractors
and forty-one cars out of this shop. And we've
got other shops—aircraft in Farmingdale and
Wichita, armaments in Wilmington. Not that
we can’'t make some armaments here. Innison

.
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could build you a tank if he had to, complete
with one-oh-five millimeter gun.”

Tropile said: “What's a tank?”

{-’I’aendl only looked at him and said: “Come
on!

Tropile’s head spun dizzily and all the spec-
tacles merged and danced in his mind. They
were incredible. All of them.

Fusion pile, machine shop, vehicular ga-
rage, aircraft hangar. There was a storeroom
under the seats of a football stadium, and
Tropile’s head spun on his shoulders again as
he tried to count the cases of coffee and canned
soups and whisky and beans. There was an-
other storeroom, only this one was called an
armory. It was filled with . . . guns. Guns that
could be loaded with cartridges, of which they
had very many; guns which, when you loaded
them and pulled the trigger, would fire.

Tropile said, remembering: “I saw a gun
once that still had its firing pin. But it was
rusted solid.”

“These work, Tropile. You can kill a man
with them. Some of us have.”

“Kill—"

“Get that Sheep look out of your eyes,
Tropile! What's the difference how you exe-
cute a criminal? And what’s a criminal but
someone who represents a danger to your
world? We prefer a gun instead of the Dona-
tion of the Spinal Tap, because it’s quicker,
because it’s less messy—and because we don’t
like to drink spinal fluid, no matter what imag-
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i’nary therapeutic or symbolic value it has. You'll
earn.

But he didn’'t add “come on.” They had
arrived where they were going.

It was a small room in the building that
housed the armory, and it held, among other
things, a rack of guns.

“Sit down,” said Haendl, taking one of the
guns out of the rack thoughtfully and caressing
it as the doomed Boyne had his watch-case. It
was the latest pre-Pyramid model rifle, anti-
personnel, short-range. It would not bunch a
cluster of shots in a coffee can at much more
than two and a half miles.

“All right,” said Haendl, stroking the stock.
“You've seen the works, Tropile. You've lived
thirty years with Sheep; you've seen what they
have and what we have; I don’t have to ask
you to make a choice. I know what you choose.
The only thing left is to tell you what we want
from you.”

A faint pulsing began inside of Glenn Tropile.
“I expected we'd be getting to that.”

“Why not? We're not Sheep. We don't act
that way. Quid pro quo. Remember that, it
saves time. Youve seen the quid. Now we
come to the quo.” He leaned forward. “Tropile,
what do you know about the Pyramids?”

“Nothing,” Tropile said promptly.

Haendl nodded. “Right. They're all around
us and our lives are beggared because of them.
And we don’t even know why. We don’t know
what they are. Did you know that one of the
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Sheep was Translated in Wheeling when you
left?”

“Translated?” Tropile listened with his mouth
open while Haendl told him about what had
happened to Citizen Boyne. “So he didn’t make
the Donation after all,” he said.

“Might have been better if he had,” said
Haendl. “We don’t know. Still, it gave you a
chance to get away. We had heard—never
mind how just yet—that Wheeling'd caught
itself a Wolf, so we came after you. But you
were already gone.”

Tropile said, faintly annoyed: “You were
damn near too late.”

“Oh, no, Tropile. We're never too late. If
you don’t have enough gumption to get away
from Sheep, you're no Wolf; simple as that.
But there’s this Translation; we know it hap-
pens; but we don’t even know what it is. All
we know, people disappear. There’s a new sun
in the sky every five years or so. Who makes
it? The Pyramids. How? We don’t know that.
Sometimes something floats around in the air,
and we call it an Eye. It has something to do
with Translation, something to do with the
Pyramids. What? We don’t know that.”

“We don’t know much of anything,” inter-
rupted Tropile, trying to hurry him along.

“Not about the Pyramids, no.” Haendl shook
his head. “Hardly anyone has ever seen one,
for that matter.”

“Hardly— You mean, you have?”

“Oh, yes. There’s a Pyramid on Mount Ev-
erest, you know. That’s not just a story, it’s
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true. I've been there, and it’s there. At least,
it was there five years ago, right after the last
Sun Re-creation. I guess it hasn’t moved. It
just sits there.”

Tropile listened, marveling. To have seen a
real Pyramid! Almost he had thought of them
as legends, contrived to account for such es-
tablished physical facts as the Eyes and Trans-
lations, as children account for gifts at Ecksmass
with Kringle-San. But this incredible man had
seen it

“Somebody dropped a H-bomb on it, way
back,” Haendl went on, “and the only thing
that happened is that now the North Col is a
crater. You can’t move it. You can't hurt it.
But it’s alive. It has been there, alive, for a
couple of hundred years; and that’s about all
we knol:»v about the Pyramids. Right?”

“Right.”

Haendl stood up. “Tropile, that’s what all of
this is all about!” He gestured around him.
“Guns, tanks, airplanes—we want to know
more! We're going to find out more, and then
we're going to fight.”

There was a jarring note, and Tropile caught
at it, sniffing the air. Somehow—perhaps it
was his sub-adrenals that told him—this very
positive, very self-willed man was just the slight-
est bit unsure of himself. But Haendl swept
on and Tropile for a moment forgot to be
alert.

“We had a party up Mount Everest five
years ago,” he was saying. “We didn’t find out
a thing. Five years before that, and five years
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before that—every time there’s a new sun,
while it is still warm enough to give a party a
chance to climb up the sides, we send a team
up there. It’s a rough job. We give it to the
new boys, Tropile. Like you.”

There it was. He was being invited to attack
a Pyramid.

Tropile hesitated, delicately balanced, trying
to get the feel of this negotiation. This was
Wo%f against Wolf; it was hard. There had to
be an advantage—

“There is an advantage,” Haendl said aloud.

Tropile jumped, but then he remembered:
Wolf against Wolf. Haendl went on: “What
you get out of it is your life, in the first place.
You understand you can’t get out now. We
don’t want Sheep meddling around. And in
the second place, there’s a considerable hope
of gain.” He stared at Tropile with a dreamer’s
eyes. “We don't send parties up there for
nothing, you know. We want to get something
out of it. What we want is the earth.”

“The earth?” It reeked of madness; but this
man wasn't mad.

“Some day, Tropile, it’s going to be us against
them. Never mind the Sheep, they don’t count.
It's going to be Pyramids and Wolves, and the
Pyramids won’t win. And then—"

It was enough to curdle the blood. This man
was Eroposing to fight, and against the invul-
nerable, the almost godlike Pyramids, at that!

But he was %lowing, and the fever was con-
tagious. Tropile felt his own blood begin to
pound. Haendl hadn’t finished his “and then—",
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but he didn’t have to. The “and then” was
obvious: And then the world takes up again
from the day the wandering planet first came
into view. And then we, somehow, learn how
to drive this old planet right back to its own
solar system. Andp then we put an end to the
five-year cycle of frost and hunger. And then—

And then the world would be worth living in
again, and it would be Wolves who would rule
it.

“By God, Haendl,” cried Glenn Tropile, “I
believe it can happen!”

Haendl merely smiled and nodded.

“T'll do it!” Tropile amplified. He raced on,
“Let’s see, every new expedition to Mount
Everest tries some new weapon against the
Pyramid, right? Okay. What's left? We know
nukes won’t work. I suppose if that’s true then
no chemical explosion could do any damage to
it. What about acids? Subsonic vibrations? What
about, I don’t know, some kind of germ war-
fare? I can see that I'll want to talk to the
people who have been on the previous expedi-
tions right away—"

He stopped in midflight. The smile on
Haendl’s face had taken on a disturbingly lac-
quered appearance, as though the man were
trying to preserve it. The voice was overhearty,
too: “Tll get you all the transcripts of their
radio reports, Tropile.”

Tropile studied him carefully for a moment.
When he spoke his voice was quite calm.
“Which means, I guess,” he said, “that none
of those people got back alive to talk to, right?
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But you said you'd actually seen the Pyramid
yourself.”

“Well, I did!” said Haendl, and then added
lamely, “Through a telescope, from the five-
thousand-foot base camp.”

“I see,” said Tropile mildly.

Then he laughed.

What difference did it make, anyway? If this
whole enterprise was really all very silly, it
was also, at least, a new kind of thing to think
about. Its promises might be false. But they
also might not be—or it might be possible to
find something real amid all the dreamy hopes
and self-deceptions. Glenn Tropile was Wolf.
He would do his best to find a way of getting
an advantage in any circumstances. If one thing
failed he would try another, and this was some-
thing new to try.

Besides, it was the only game in town.

Tropile grinned at Haendl. “You can put
away the gun, friend. You've signed me up.”



The year began again, a year that ran for
one thousand, eight hundred and twenty-five
days on the calendar, for forty-three thousand
and eight hundred hours on the clock. First
came some thirty days of spring, during which
the renewed sunlet poured heat into the ice
and oceans and rocks, which greedily absorbed
it. Ice melted, oceans warmed, and rocks at
last were no longer frozen to the touch but
gently warm.

Ten million citizens stirred to spring; once
more they had survived. Farmers scratched
the ground again, charcoal burners ritually
sealed their kilns and put their hands to car-
pentry or roadmending for a while, and fifteen
hundred devotees of the Ice Cult started their
pilgrimages from all over North America to
see the breakup at Niagara.

Then after thirty days it was summer, long
and sweltering. Plants burst forth for reaping

78
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and the farmers swiftly stirred their soil and
lanted again, and reaped again, and planted
or the last time. The coastal cities as usual
were inundated by the spreading floods from
the polar caps, furnishing refined pleasure to
those who fancied Submergence. A fine year,
they told one another; a vintage year—the flat
top of the Lever Building vanishing from sight
under a sunset blaze!

And through the spring and summer Glenn
Tropile learned how to be a Wolf.

The way, he glumly found, lay through su-
pervising the colony’s nursery school. It wasn’t
what he had expected, but it had the advan-
tage that while his charges were learning, he
was learning too.

One jump ahead of the three-year-olds, he
found that the “wolves,” far from being preda-
tors on the “sheep,” existed with them in a far
more complicated ecological relationship. There
were Wolves all through sheepdom; they leav-
ened the dough of society.

In barbarously simple prose a primer said:
“The Sons of the Wolf are good at numbers
and money. You and your friends play money
games almost as soon as you can talk, and you
can think in percentages and compound inter-
est when you want to. Most people are not
able to do this.”

True, thought Tropile sub-vocally, reading
aloud to the tots. That was how it had been
with him.

“Sheep are afraid of the Sons of the Wolf.
Those of us who live among them are in con-
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stant danger of detection and death—although
ordinarily a Wolf can take care of himself against
any number of Sheep.” True, too.

‘It is one of the most dangerous assign-
ments a Wolf can be given to live among the
Sheep. Yet it is essential. Without us, they
would die—of stagnation, of rot, eventually of
hunger.”

It didn’t have to be spelled out any further.
Sheep can’t mend their own fences.

The prose was horrifyingly bald and the chil-
dren were horrifyingly—he choked on the word,
but managed to form it in his mind—compe-
titive. The verbal taboos lingered, he found,
after he had broken through the barriers of
behavior.

But it was distressing, in a way. At an age
when future Citizens would have been learn-
ing their Little Pitcher Ways, these children
were learning to fight. The perennial argu-
ment about who would get to be Big Bill
Zeckendorf when they played a strange game
called “Zeckendorf and Hilton” sometimes
ended in bloody noses.

And nobody—nobody at all—meditated on
connectivity.

Tropile was warned not to do it himself.
Haend]l said grimly: “We don’t understand it,
and we don’t like what we don’t understand.
We're suspicious animals, Tropile. As the chil-
dren grow older we give them just enough
practice so they can go into one meditation
and get the feel of it—or pretend to, at any
rate. If they have to pass as Citizens they’ll
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need that much. But more than that we do not
allow.”

“Allow?” Somehow the word grated; some-
how his sub-adrenals began to pulse.

“Allow! We have our suspicions, and we
know for a fact that sometimes people disap-
pear when they meditate. There’s that much
truth in the sheep talk about Translation. We
don’t want to disappear. We judge that it is
not a good thing to disappear. Don’t meditate,
Tropile. You hear?”

But later, he had to argue the point. He
picked a time when Haendl was free, or as
nearly free as that man ever was. The whole
adult colony had been out on what they used
as a parade ground—once it had been a “foot-
ball field,” Haendl said. They had done their
regular twice-a-week infantry drill, that being
one of the prices one paid for living among the
free, progressive Wolves instead of the dull
and tepid Sheep. Tropile was mightily winded,
but he cast himself on the ground near Haendl,
caught his breath and said: “Haendl, about
Meditation.”

“What about it?”

“Well, perhaps you don’t really grasp it.”
He searched for words. He knew what he
wanted to say. How could anything that felt as
good as Oneness be bad? And wasn’t Transla-
tion, after all, so rare as hardly to matter? But
he wasn’t sure he could get through to Haendl
in those terms. He tried: “When you meditate
successfully, Haendl, you're one with the uni-
verse. Do you know what I mean? There’s no
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feeling like it. It's indescribable peace, beauty,
harmony, repose.

“It’s the world’s cheapest narcotic,” Haendl
snorted.

“Oh, now, really—"

“And the world’s cheapest religion. The
stone-broke mutts can’t afford gilded idols, so
they use their own navels. That's all it is. They
can't afford alcohol; they can’t even afford the
muscular exertion of deep breathing that would
throw them into a state of hyperventilated
oxygen drunkenness. So what’s left? Self-
hypnosis. Nothing else. It’s all they can do, so
they learn it, they define it as pleasant and
good, and they're all fixed up.”

Tropile sighed. The man was so stubborn.
Then a thought occurred to him, and he pushed
himself up on his elbows. “Aren’t you leaving
something out? What about Translation?”

Haendl glowered at him. “That’s the part
we don’t understand.”

1 “But surely, self-hypnosis doesn’t account
or—

“Surely, it doesn’t!” Haendl mimicked sav-
agely. “All right. We don’t understand it, and
we're afraid of it. Kindly do not tell me Trans-
lation is the supreme act of Un-willing, Total
Disavowal of Duality, Unison with the Brahm-
Ground or any such schlock. You don’t know
what it is; and neither do we.” He started to
get up. “All we know is, people vanish. And
we want no part of it; so we don’t meditate.
None of us—including you!”
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It was foolishness, this close-order drill.
Could you defeat the unreachable Himalayan
Pyramid with a squads-right flanking maneuver?

And yet it wasn't all foolishness. Close-order
drill and 3500-calorie-a-day diet began to put
fat and flesh and muscle on Tropile’s body,
and something other than that on his mind.
He had not lost the edge of his acquisitive-
ness, his drive—his whatever-it-was that made
the difference between Wolf and Sheep. But
he had gained something. Happiness? Well, if
“happiness” is a sense of purpose, and a hope
that the purpose can be accomplished, then
happiness. It was a feeling that had never
existed in his life before. Always it had been
the glandular compulsion to gain an advan-
tage, and that was gone, or anyway almost
gone; because it was permitted in the society
in which he now live(f

Glenn Tropile sang as he putt-putted in his
tractor, plowing the thawing Jersey fields. Still,
a faint doubt remained. Squads-right against
the Pyramids?

Stiffly, Tropile stopped the tractor, slowed
the Diesel to a steady thrum and got off. It
was hot—being mid-summer of the five-year
calendar the Pyramids had imposed. It was
time for rest and maybe something to eat.

He sat in the shade of a tree, as farmers
always have, and opened his sandwiches. He
was only a mile or so from Princeton, but he
might as well have been in Limbo; there was
no sign of any living human but himself. The
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northering Sheep didn’t come near Princeton—
it “happened” that way, on purpose. He caught
a glimpse of something moving, but when he
stood up for a better look into the woods on
the other side of the field, it was gone. Wolf?
Real wolf, that is? It could have been a bear,
for that matter—there was talk of wolves and
bears around Princeton; and although Tropile
knew that much of the talk was assiduously
encouraged by men like Haendl, he also knew
that some of it was true.

As long as he was up, he gathered straw
from the litter of last “year’s” head-high grass,
gathered sticks under the trees, built a small
fire, and put water on to boil for coffee. Then
he sat back and ate his sandwiches, thinking.

Maybe it was a promotion, going from the
nursery school to labor in the fields. Haendl
had promised a place in the expedition that
would, maybe, discover something new and
great and helpful about the Pyramids. And
that might still come to pass, because the ex-
pedition was far from ready to leave.

Tropile munched his sandwiches thought-
fully. Now, why was the expedition so far from
ready to leave? It was absolutely essential to
get there in the warmest weather possible—
otherwise Everest was unclimbable; genera-
tions of alpinists had proved that. That warmest
weather was rapidly going by.

Uneasily he put a few more sticks on the
fire, staring thoughtfully into the canteen-cup
of water. It was a satisfyingly hot fire, he
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noticed abstractedly. The water was very nearly
ready to boil.

Half across the world, the Pyramid in the
Himalayas felt, or heard, or tasted—a differ-
ence.

Possibly the h-f pulses that had gone end-
lessly wheep, wheep, wheep were now going
wheep-beep, wheep-beep. Possibly the elec-
tromagnetic “taste” of lower-than-red was now
spiced with a tang of beyond-violet. Whatever
the sign was, the Pyramid recognized it.

A part of the crop it tended was ready to
harvest.

The ripening bud had a name, but names
didn’t matter to the Pyramid. The man named
Tropile didn’t know he was ripening, either.
All that Tropile knew was that for the first
time in nearly a year, he had succeeded in
catching each stage of the nine perfect states
of water-coming-to-a-boil in its purest form.

It was like . . . like . . . well, it was like
nothing that anyone but a Water-Watcher could
understand. He observed. He appreciated. He
encompassed and absorbed the myriad subtle
perfections of time, of shifting transparency, of
sound, of distribution of ebulliency, of the
faint, faint odor of steam.

Complete, Glenn Tropile relaxed all his limbs
and let his chin rest on his breast-bone.

It was, he thought with placid, crystalline
perception, a rare and perfect opportunity for
meditation. He thought of connectivity. (Over-
head a shifting glassy flaw appeared in the
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thin, still air.) There wasn't any thought of
Eyes in the erased palimpsest that was Glenn
Tropile’s mind. There wasn’t any thought of
Pyramids or of Wolves. The plowed field be-
fore him didn’t exist. Even the water, merrily
bubbling itself dry, was gone from his percep-
tion; he was beginning to meditate.

Time passed—or stood still; for Tropile there
was no difference. There was no time. He
found himself almost on the brink of Under-
standing. (The Eye above swirled wildly.)

Something snapped. An intruding blue-bottle
drone, or a twitching muscle. Partly Tropile
came back to reality, almost he glanced up-
ward, almost he saw the Eye . . .

It didn’t matter. The thing that really mat-
tered, the only thing in the world, was all
within his mind; and he was ready, he knew,
to find it. Once more!

He let the mind-clearing unanswerable ques-
tion drift into his mind:

If the sound of two hands together is a
clapping, what is the sound of one hand?

Gently he pawed at the question, the sym-
bol of the futility of mind—and therefore the
gateway to meditation. Unawareness of self
was stealing deliciously over him.

He was Glenn Tropile. He was more than
that. He was the water boiling . . . and the
boiling water was he; he was the gentle warmth
of the fire, which was—which was, yes, itself
the arc of the sky. As each thing was each
other thing; water was fire, and fire air; Tropile
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was the first simmering bubble and the full
roll of well-aged water was Self, was—

The answer to the unanswerable question
was coming clearer and softer to him. And
then, all at once but not suddenly, for there
was no time, it was not close, it was. The
answer was his, was him, the arc of sky was
the answer, and the answer belonged to sky—to
warmth, to all warmths that there are, and to
all waters, and— and the answer was— was—

Tropile vanished. The mild thunderclap that
followed made the flames dance and the col-
umn of steam fray; and then the fire was steady
again, and so was the rising steam. But Tropile
was gone.



Haendl plodded angrily through the high
grass toward the dull throb of the Diesel.

Maybe it had been a mistake to take this
Glenn Tropile into the colony. He was more
Citizen than Wolf—no, cancel that, Haendl
thought; he was more Wolf than Citizen. But
the Wolf in him was tainted with sheep’s blood.
He competed like a Wolf; but in spite of ev-
erything he refused to give up some of his
sheep’s ways. Meditation. He had been cau-
tioged against meditation. But had he given it
up

He had not.

If it had been entirely up to Haendl, Glenn
Tropile would have found himself out on his
ear, back among the Sheep, or else dead.
Fortunately for Tropile, it was not entirely up
to Haendl. The community of Wolves was by
no means a democracy, but the leader had a
certain responsibility to his constituents, and
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the responsibility was this: He couldn’t afford
to be wrong. Like the Old Gray Wolf who
protected Mowgli, he had to defend his ac-
tions against attack; if he failed to defend, the
pack would pull him down.

And Innison thought they needed Tropile—
not in spite of the taint of the Citizen that he
bore, but because of it.

Haendl bawled: “Tropile! Tropile, where are
you?” There was only the wind and the thrum
of the Diesel. It was enormously irritating.
Haendl had other things to do than to chase
after Glenn Tropile. And where was he? There
was the Diesel, idling wastefully; there the
end of the patterned furrows Tropile had
plowed. There a small fire, burning—

And there was Tropile.

Haendl stopped, frozen, his mouth opened
to yell Tropile’s name.

It was Tropile, all right, staring with con-
centrated, oyster-eyed gaze at the fire and the
little pot of water it boiled. Staring. Meditat-
ing. And over his head, like flawed glass in a
pane, was the thing Haendl feared most of all
things on Earth. It was an Eye.

Tropile was on the very verge of being Trans-
lated . . . whatever that was.

Maybe at last this was the time to find out
what that was! Haendl ducked back into the
shelter of the high grass, knelt, plucked his
radio communicator from his pocket, urgently
called. “Innison! Innison, will somebody for
God’s sake put Innison on!” Seconds passed,
voices answered; then there was Innison.
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“Innison, listen! You wanted to catch Tropile

in the act of meditation? All right, you've got

him. The old wheat field, south end, under

the elms around the creek. Got it? Get here

gast,‘”lnnison—there’s an Eye forming above
im!

Luck! Lucky that they were ready for this,
and only by luck, because it was the helicop-
ter that Innison had patiently assembled for
the attack on Everest that was ready now,
loaded with instruments, planned to weigh
and measure the aura around the Pyramid—
now at hand when they needed it. That was
luck, but there was driving hurry involved
too; it was only a matter of minutes before
Tropile heard the wobbling drone of the cop-
ter, saw the vanes fluttering low over the
hedges, dropping to earth behind the elms.
Haendl raised himself cautiously and peered.
Yes, Tropile was still there, and the Eye still
above him! But the noise of the helicopter had
frayed the spell; Tropile stirred; the Eye wa-
vered and shook—

But did not vanish.

Thanking what passed for his God, Haend]l
scuttled circuitously around the elms and joined
Innison, furiously closing switches and point-
ing lenses, at the copter. . . .

They saw Tropile sitting there, the Eye grow-
ing larger and closer over his head. They had
time—plenty of time; oh, nearly a minute of
time. They brought to bear on the silent and
unknowing form of Glenn Tropile every in-
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strument that the copter carried. They were
waiting for Tropile to disappear—
He did.

Innison and Haendl ducked at the thunder-
clap as air rushed in to replace him.

“We've got what you wanted,” Haendl said
harshly. “Let’s read some instruments.”

Throughout the Translation high-tensile mag-
netic tape on a madly spinning drum had been
hurtling under twenty-four recording heads at
a hundred feet a second. Output to the re-
cording heads had been from every kind of
measuring device they had been able to con-
ceive and build, all loaded on the helicopter
for use on Mount Everest—all now pointed
directly at Glenn Tropile. They had, for the
instant of Translation, readings from one mi-
crosecond to the next on the varying electric,
gravitational, magnetic, radiant and molecular-
state conditions in his vicinity.

They got back to Innison’s workshop and
the laboratory inside it in less than a minute;
but it took hours of playing back the magnetic
pulses into machines that turned them into
scribed curves on codrdinate paper before
Innison had anything resembling an answer.

He said: “No mystery. I mean, no mystery
except the speed. Want to know what hap-
pened to Tropile?”

“I do,” said Haendl.

“A pencil of electrostatic force maintained
by a pinch effect bounced down from the ap-
proximate azimuth of Everest—God knows how
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they handled the elevation—and charged him
and the area positive. A big charge; clear off
the scale. They parted company. He was
bounced straight up; a meter off the ground, a
correcting vector was applied; when last seen
he was headed fast in the direction of the
Pyramids’ binary. Fast, I say. So fast that I
would guess he'll get there alive. It takes an
appreciable time, a good part of a second, for
his protein to coagulate enough to make him
sick and then kill him. If they strip the charges
off him immediately on arrival, as I should
imagine they will, he'll live.”

“Friction—"

“Be damned to friction,” Innison said calmly.
“He carried a packet of air with him and there
was no friction. How? I don’t know. How are
they going to keep him alive in space, without
the charges that hold the air? I don’t know. If
they don’t maintain the charges, can they beat
light speed? I don’t know. I tell you what
happened, I can’t tell you how.”

Haendl stood up thoughtfully. “It’s some-
thing,” he said grudgingly.

“It’'s more than we've ever had—a complete
reading at the instant of Translation!”

“We'll get more,” Haendl promised. “In-
nison, now you know what to look for. Keep
looking for it. Keep every possible detection
device monitored twenty-four hours a day. Turn
on everything you've got thatll find a sign of
imposed modulation. At any sign—or at any-
bogy’s hunch that there might be a sign—I'm
to be called. If I'm eating. If I'm sleeping. If
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I'm enjoying the pangs of love. Call me, you
hear? Maybe you were right about Tropile;
maybe he did have some use. Maybe he'll
give the Pyramids a bellyache.”

Innison, flipping the magnetic-tape drum to
rewind, said thoughtfully: “It’s too bad they've
got him. We could have used some more
readings.”

“Too bad?” Haendl laughed sharply. “Maybe
not, Innison. This time they've got themselves
a Wolf.”

The Pyramids did have a Wolf—a datum
which did not matter in the least to them.

It is not possible to know what “mattered”
to a Pyramid except by inference. But it is
possible to know that they had no way of
telling Wolf from Citizen.

The planet which was their home—Earth’s
binary—was small, dark, atmosphereless and
waterless. It was honeycombed and packed
with a myriad of devices.

In the old days, when technology had fol-
lowed war, luxury, government and leisure,
their sun had run out of steam; and at about
the same time the Pyramids had run out of the
Components they imported from a neighbor-
ing planet. They used the last of their Compo-
nents to implement their stolid metaphysic of
dissection and pushing. They pushed their
planet.

They knew where to push it.

Each Pyramid as it stood was a radio-
astronomy observatory powerful and accurate
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beyond the wildest dreams of Earthly radio-
astronomers. From this start, they built in-
struments to aid their naked senses. They went
into a kind of hibernation, reducing their ac-
tivity to a bare trickle except for a small “crew,”
and headed for the star. They had every rea-
son to believe they would find more Compo-
nents there, and they did.

Tropile was one of the newest of them, and
the only thing which set him apart from the
others was that he was the most recent to be
stockpiled.

The religion, or vice, or philosophy he prac-
ticed made it possible for him to be a Compo-
nent. Meditation derived from Zen Buddhism
was a windfall for the Pyramids, though of
course they had no idea at all of what lay
behind it, and of course they did not “care.”
They knew only that at certain times certain
potential Components became Components
which were no longer merely potential—which
were, in fact, ripe for harvesting. It was useful
to them that the minds they cropped be ut-
terly blank—it saved the step of blanking them.

Tropile had been harvested at the moment
his inhibiting conscious mind had been cleared,
for the Pyramids were not interested in him as
an entity capable of will and conception. They
used only the raw capacity of the human brain
and its perceptors. They used Rashevsky’s Num-
ber, the gigantic, far more than astronomical,
expression that denoted the number of switch-
ing operations performable within the human
brain. They used “subception,” the phenome-
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non by which the human mind, uninhibited
by consciousness, reacts directly to stimuli—
shortcutting the cerebral censor, avoiding the
weighing of shall-I-or-shan’t-1 that precedes
every conscious act.

They were—Components. It is not desir-
able that your bedroom wall switch have a
mind of its own; if you turn the lights on, you
want them on. So it was with the Pyramids.

A Component was needed in the industrial
complex which transforms catabolism products
into anabolism products.

With long experience gained since their
planetfall, Pyramids received the tabula rasa
that was Glenn Tropile. He arrived in one
piece, wearing a blanket of air. Quick-frozen
mentally at the moment of inert blankness his
meditation had granted him—the psychic
drunkard’s coma—he was cushioned on repel-
lent charges as he plummeted down, and in-
stantly stripped of surplus electrostatic charge.

At this point he was still human; only asleep.

He remained “asleep.” Annular fields they
used for lifting and lowering seized him and
moved him into a snug tank of nutrient fluid.
There were many such tanks, ready and wait-
ing.
The tanks themselves could be moved, and
the one containing Glenn Tropile did move, to
a metabolism complex where there were many
other tanks, all occupied. This was a warm
room—the Pyramids had wasted no energy on
such foppish comforts in the receiving center.
In this room Glenn Tropile gradually resumed
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the appearance of life. His heart once again
began to beat. Faint stirrings were visible in
his chest as his habit-numbed lungs attempted
to breathe. Gradually the stirrings slowed and
stopped; there was no need for that foppish
comfort, either; the nutrient fluid supplied all.

Tropile was “wired into circuit.”

The only literal wiring, at first, was a tem-
porary one—a fine electrode aseptically intro-
duced into the great nerve that leads to the
rhinencephalon—the “smell brain,” the area
of the brain containing the pleasure centers
which motivate human behavior. (More than a
thousand Earthly Components had been spoiled
and discarded before the Pyramids had lo-
cated the pleasure centers so exactly.) While
the Component Tropile was being “program-
med~ the wire rewarded him with minute
pulses that made his body glow with animal
satisfaction when he functioned correctly. That
was all there was to it. After a time the wire
was withdrawn, but by then Tropile had
“learned” his entire task. Conditioned refiexes
had been established. They could be counted
on for the long and useful life of the Com-
ponent.

That life might be very long indeed; in the
nutrient tank beside Tropile’s, as it happened,
lay a Component with eight legs and a chitin-
ous fringe around its eyes. It had lain in such a
tank for more than a hundred and twenty-five
thousand Terrestrial years.

* * *
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The Component was then placed in opera-
tion. It opened its eyes and saw things; the
sensory nerves of its limbs felt things; the
muscles of its hands and toes operated things.

Where was Glenn Tropile?

He was there, all of him; but a zombie-
Tropile. Bereft of will, emptied of memories.
He was a machine and part of a huger ma-
chine. His sex was the sex of a photoelectric
cell; his politics were those of a transistor; his
ambition that of a mercury switch. He didn’t
know anything about sex, or fear, or hope. He
only knew two things: Input and Output.

Input to him was a display of small lights on
a board before his vacant face; and also the
modulation of a loudspeaker’s liquid-born hum
in each ear, certain ﬁavors, many twinges of
pressure, heat or pain.

Output from him was the dancing manipula-
tion of certain buttons and keys, prompted by
changes in Input and by nothing else.

Between Input and Output he lay in the
tank, Glenn Tropile, a human Black Box which
was capable of Rashevsky’s Number of switch-
ings, and of nothing else.

He had been programmed to accomplish a
specific task—to shepherd a chemical called 3,
7, 12-trihydroxycholanic acid, present in the
catabolic product of the Pyramids, through a
succession of more than five hundred separate
operations until it emerged as the chemical,
which the Pyramids were able to metabolize,
called Protoporphin IX.

He was not the only Component operating
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in this task; there were several, each with its
own program. The acid accumulated in great
tanks a mile from him. He knew its concentra-
tion, heat and pressure; he knew of all the
impurities which would affect subsequent re-
actions. His fingers tapped, giving binary-coded
signals to sluice gates to open for so many
seconds and then to close; for such an amount
of solvent at such a temperature to flow in; for
the agitators to agitate for just so long at just
such a force. And if a trouble signal disturbed
any one of the 517 major and minor opera-
tions, he—itP—was set to decide among alter-
natives:

—scrap the batch in view of flow conditions
along the line?

—isolate and bypass the batch through a
standby loop?

—immediate action to correct the malfunc-
tion?

Without inhibiting intelligence, without the
trammels of humanity on him, the intricate
display board and the complex modulations of
the input signals could be instantly taken in,
evaluated and given their share in the decision.

Was it—her?—still alive?

The question has no meaning. It was work-
ing. It was an excellent machine, in fact, and
the Pyramids cared for it well. Its only con-
sciousness, apart from the reflexive responses
that were its program, was “the sound of one
hand alone”: zero, mindlessness, Samadhi,
stupor.

It continued to function for some time—until
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the required supply of Protoporphin IX had
been exceeded by a sufficient factor of safety
to make further processing unnecessary—that
is, for some minutes or months. During that
time it was Happy. (It had been programmed
to be Happy when there were no uncorrected
malfunctions of the process.) At the end of
that time it shut itself off, sent out a signal that
the task was completed; and was then laid
aside in the analogue of a deep-freeze, to be
reprogrammed when another Component was
needed.

No. It was of utterly no importance to the
Pyramids that this particular Component had
not been stamped from Citizen but from Wolf.



Roget Germyn, of Wheeling a Citizen, found
himself thinking of Glenn Tropile much more
than he would have liked.

It was not seemly for a Citizen’s thoughts to
keep flashing back to a cried-upon Wolf. It
wasn't even sense. At this time of all times he
should have devoted a seemly proportion of
his thoughts—actually, nearly all of themm—to
his work, for this was the time when Germyn’s
occupation of banker was both very demand-
ing and very enjoyable.

It was always that way in the first weeks
after the birth of a New Sun. It was the time
when even the soberest Citizen might permit
himself to dream largely. Six months from now,
when the first big harvests were already in
and the earliest of the second ripening for the
granaries, that was the time when a banker
needed to be extremely conservative. Saving
was the order of the day then. So Germyn

100
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would delicately remind his clients, deferen-
tially counseling them to put away rather than
spend, borrow only if they must, save, save,
for the hard times that surely lay ahead.

Then the hard times would begin to come.

The crops would dwindle. Then Germyn
would have to try harder than ever to find the
words, the properly indirect and mannerly
words, to keep ﬁis investors from drawing on
their hoard before they had to.

Then the Old Sun would begin to die, and
the harvests went from slim to zero. That was
the long-drawn-out time when everyone’s sav-
ings melted slowly away. Stretch it out if you
can, he would say—as persuasively as a proper
Citizen could. Make it last. Always keep a
reserve in your account—for if you spend too
much too fast, not only will you risk running
out of reserves before the Re-Creation of the
Sun, but you will perhaps drive up prices, and
then everyone will suffer.

And then the New Sun would be born, and
the world would bloom again. Like now. And
if Germyn had done his work well, his bank
would still have funds on deposit to make
loans—to finance new ventures—to plant more
farmland—to hope.

It was the best time of year for bankers, as
well as for everyone else. It was the only time
when anyone dared hope at all.

So when Germyn came home one night, he
was vastly pleased with his work and his world.
He was mulling over the words of mild exulta-
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tion with which to share his pleasure with his
wife when he opened the door.

The exultation did not last.

He contemplated his wife from behind his
hand, unwilling to believe what reason and
evidence told him was true.

Possibly the events of the past few days had
unhinged her reason, but he was nearly sure
that she had eaten a portion of the evening
meal secretly, in the serving room, before call-
ing him to table.

He felt sure that it was only a temporary
aberration; she was, after all, a Citizeness,
with all that that implied. A—a creature, like
that Gala Tropile for example, someone like
that might steal extra portions with craft and
guile. You couldn’t live with a Wolf for years
and not have some of it rub off on you. But
not Citizeness Germyn.
iy There was a light thrice-repeated tap on the

oor.

Speak of the devil, thought Roget Germyn
most appropriately; for it was that same Gala
Tropile. She entered, her head downcast, look-
ing dark and haggard and—well, pretty.

He began formally, “I give you greeting,
Citi—~

“They’re here!” she interrupted in desper-
ate haste. Germyn blinked. “Please,” she
begged, “can’t you do something? They're
Wolves!”

Citizeness Germyn emitted a muted shriek.

“You may leave, Citizeness,” Germyn told
her shortly, already forming in his mind the
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words of gentle reproof he would later use.
“Now, what is all this talk of Wolves?” He
realized with a pang that his words were al-
most as gracelessly direct as her own. So com-
pletely had his wife and Tropile’s erased the
sweetness of his day at the bank.

Gala Tropile distractedly sat down in the
chair her hostess had vacated. (Sat without
being invited! Not even in a guest chair! How
far gone the woman was!) “Glenn and I ran
away from you,” she began drearily, “after—
you know—after he decided he didn’t want to
make his Donation? After he escaped from the
House of the Five Regulations? Anyway, we
ran as far as we could, because Glenn said
there was no reason he should just sit still and
let you all murder him just because he helped
himself to a few things.” Germyn was shud-
dering as he listened to that tale of horrors,
but what she said next made him sit straight
up in shock. “And then—you won’t believe
this, Citizen Germyn—and then, when we
stopped to rest, a day’s march away, an air-
craft came!”

Citizen Germyn didn’t. “An aircraft!” He
allowed himself a frown. “Citizeness, it is not
well to say things which are not so.”

“I saw it, Citizen! There were men in it,
and one of them is here again. He came look-
ing for me with another man, and I barely
escaped him. I'm afraid!”

“There is no cause for fear, only an opportu-
nity to appreciate,” Citizen Germyn said
mechanically—it was what you told your chil-
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dren. But within himself, he was finding it
very hard to remain calm. That word, Wolf—it
was a destroyer of calm, it was an incitement
to panic and hatred! He remembered Tropile
well, and there was Wolf, to be sure. The
mere fact that Citizen Germyn had doubted
his Wolfishness at first was now powerful cause
to be doubly convinced of it; he had post-
poned the day of reckoning for an enemy of all
the world, and there was enough secret guilt
in his recollection to set his own heart thump-
ing.

“Tell me exactly what happened,” said Citi-
zen Germyn, in words that the stress of emo-
tion had already made far less than graceful.

Obediently Gala Tropile said: “I was return-
ing to my home after the evening meal and
Citizeness Puffin—she took me in after Citi-
zen Tropile—after my husband was—"

g “I understand. You made your home with
er.

“Yes. She told me that two men had come
to see me. They spoke badly, she said, and I
was alarmed. I peered through a window of
my own home, and they were there. One had
been in the aircraft I saw! And they flew away
with my husband.”

“It is a matter of seriousness,” Citizen
Germyn admitted doubtfully. “So that then
you came to me?”

“Yes, but they saw me, Citizen! And I think
they followed. You must protect me, I have no
one else!”

“If they be Wolf,” Germyn said calmly, “we
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will raise hue and cry against them. Now, will
the Citizeness remain here? I go forth to see
these men.”

There was a graceless hammering on the
door.

“Too late!” cried Gala Tropile in panic. “They
are here!”

Citizen Germyn went through the ritual of
greeting, of deprecating the ugliness and pov-
erty of his home, of offering everything he
owned to his visitors; it was the way to greet a
stranger.

The two men lacked both courtesy and wit;
but they did make an attempt to comply with
the minimal formal customs of introduction.
He had to give them credit for that; and yet it
was almost more alarming than if they had
blustered and yelled.

For he knew one of these men.

He dredged the name out of his memory. It
was Haendl. This man appeared in Wheeling
the day Glenn Tropile had been scheduled to
make the Donation of the Spinal Tap and had
broken free and escaped. He had inquired
about Tropile of a good many people, Citizen
Germyn included; and even at that time, in
the excitement of an Amok, a Wolf-finding
and a Translation in a single day, Germyn had
wondered at his lack of breeding and airs.

Now he wondered no longer.

But the man made no such overt act as
Tropile’s terrible theft of bread, and Citizen
Germyn postponed the raising of the hue and
cry. It was not a thing to be undertaken lightly.
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“Gala Tropile is in this house,” the man
with Haendl said bluntly.

Citizen Germyn managed a Quirked Smile.

“We want to see her, Germyn. It’s about
her husband. He—uh, he was with us for a
while and something happened.”

“Ah, yes. The Wolf.”

The man flushed and looked at Haendl.
Haendl said loudly: “The Wolf. Sure he’s a
Wolf. But he’s gone now, so you don’t have to
worry about that.”

“Gone?”

Haendl said angrily: “Not just him, but four
or five of us. There was a man named Innison,
and he’s gone too. We need help, Germyn.
Something about Tropile—God knows how it
is, but he started something. We want to talk
to his wife and find out what we can about
him. So will you get her out of the back room
where she’s hiding and bring her here, please?”

Citizen Germyn quivered. He vent over the
ID bracelet that once had belonged to the late
PFC Joe Hartmann, fingering it to hide his
thoughts. He said at last: “Perhaps you are
right. Perhaps the Citizeness is with my wife.
If this were so, would it not be possible that
she was fearful of those who once were with
her husband?”

Haendl laughed sourly. “She isn’t any more
fearful than we are, Germyn. Let me tell you
something. I told you about this man Innison
who disappeared. He was a Son of the Wolf,
you understand me? For that matter—  He
glanced at his companion, licked his lips and
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changed his mind about what he had been
going to say next. “He was a Wolf. Do you
ever remember hearing of a Wolf being Trans-
lated before?”

“Translated”” Germyn dropped the ID brace-
let. “But that’s impossible!” he cried, forget-
ting his manners completely. “Oh, no. Trans-
lation comes only to those who attain the mo-
ment of supreme detachment, you can be sure
of that. I know. I've seen it with my own eyes.
No Wolf could possibly—"

“At least five Wolves did,” Haendl said
grimly. “Now you see what the trouble is?
Tropile was Translated—I saw that with my
own eyes. The next day, Innison. Within a
week, two or three others. So we came down
here, Germyn, not because we like you peo-
ple, not because we enjoy it. But because
were scared. What we want is to talk to
Tropile’s wife—you too, I guess; we want to
talk to anybody who ever knew him. We want
to find out everything there is to find out
about Tropile, and see if we can make any
sense of the answers. Because maybe Transla-
tion is the supreme objective of life to you
people, Germyn, but to us it’s just one more
way of dying. And we don’t want to die.”

Citizen Germyn bent to pick up his cher-
ished identification bracelet and dropped it
absently on a table. There was very much on
his mind.

He said at last: “That is strange. Shall I tell
you another strange thing?”
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Haendl, looking angry and baffled, nodded.

Germyn said: “There has been no Transla-
tion here since the day the Wolf, Tropile,
escaped. But there have been Eyes. I have
seen them myself. It—" he hesitated, and
shrugged—"it has been disturbing. Some of
our finest Citizens have ceased to Meditate;
they have been worrying. So many Eyes, and
no one taken! It is outside of all of our experi-
ence, and our customs have suffered. Polite-
ness is dwindling among us; even in my own
household—"

He coughed and went on: “No matter. But
these Eyes have come into every home; they
have peered about, peered about, and no one
has been taken. Why? Is it something to do
with the Translation of Wolves?” He stared
hopelessly at his visitors. “All I know,” he
said, “is that it is very strange, and therefore I
am worried.”

Haendl boomed: “Then take us to Gala
Tropile. Let’s see what we can find out!”

Citizen Germyn bowed. He cleared his throat
and raised his voice just sufficiently to carry
from one room to another. “Citizeness!” he
called.

There was a pause and then his wife ap-
peared in the doorway, looking concerned.

“Will you ask if Citizeness Tropile will join
us here?” he requested.

His wife nodded. “She is resting. I will
suggest to her that it would be pleasant to
speak together. . . .”

But that Citizeness Germyn did not do.
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As she turned, there was a sound of two
hands loudly clapping from the other room.

All four of them jumped, and stared. Then
the nearly self-admitted Wolf, Haendl, ran for
the door and the others followed.

The thunderclap had been real, though not
of any human hands. Air had rushed in to fill a
void. The void had been the volume of space
that once had been occupied by Citizeness
Gala Tropile.

Roget Germyn turned pale. This woman—
this Wolf-tainted woman, surely in no state for
the grace of meditation—she had been Trans-
lated, too!



10

On the binary planet, the former Wolf (and
also former human being) named Glenn Tropile
had been reprogrammed.

In some ways, the Earth had been a disap-
pointment to the Pyramids. True, it was won-
derfully rich in Components, and the Com-
ponents seemed perfectly willing to reseed
and recultivate and reproduce themselves in-
definitely. There were not as many as there
once had been, to be sure, but you couldn’t
knock a wrist-watch mine that kept on gener-
ating new wrist-watches. Moreover, these par-
ticular Components were high-grade goods.
They were of a usefully high order of complex-
ity, suitable for programming into almost any
area of Pyramid concern: calculation, manufac-
ture, repair, processing, data storage, what-
ever. It was also true that these particular
Components had the delightful habit of ripen-
ing themselves for the greatest ease of assimi-

110
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lation; often as not, they arrived on the binary
with their minds wholly blank and ready for
recording upon. (The Pyramids didn’t know
this was called “meditation”, and of course
would not have cared anyway.)

The only thing that was really wrong with
Earthly Components was their unfortunate anat-
omy. Because they were land-dwellers, and
from a planet with an undesirably high surface
gravity at that, they had evolved all that com-
pletely unnecessary investment in skeletons
and muscles and, of course, digestive and
eliminatory systems to support them. The Pyr-
amids liked little Components, with nerve-
endings packed closely on the surface of their
bodies and small but quick limbs (or tentacles
or pseudopods).

(Of course, this was not really a problem for
the Pyramids. There were no problems for the
Pyramids. Take-apart-and-shove was good en-
ough for them. The details they left to the
million million systems and sub-systems that
filled their dead old planet from crust to crust.
Those systems, themselves Component-directed,
were quite able to make do with odd-shaped
Components, though it did involve a certain
amount of rearranging—surgical, for example.)

So the Pyramids dragged their captive planet
out of the Earth’s solar system, questing after
that dream, the planet of perfect Components.
Like any. prudent traveler, they took the Earth
as a sort of picnic lunch to sustain them on the
way. They were not tidy picnickers. They had
strewn half the Galaxy with the discards of
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earlier journeys. Some day, no doubt, they
would have consumed all they wanted from
the tuck basket that was the Earth. Then they
would simply let go of it. There would be no
further Re-Creation of the Sun. In only a wink
of time—a few decades at the most—the planet
would radiate the last of its stored heat, and
drift frozen for all the rest of eternity.

But that moment was not yet.

Now it was the time for navigation. The
Pyramids had taken Earth out past the orbit of
Pluto with a simple shove, slow and massive.
It had been enough merely to approximate the
direction in which, eventually, they would want
to go. There would be plenty of time for refin-
ing the course later, once the spiral had opened
almost to a straight line.

The systems concerned with such things as
navigation knew where they were going, at
least in general terms. There was a star-cluster
reasonably sure to be rich in Componentiferous
planets. It was inherent in the nature of Com-
ponent mines that eventually they played out.
They had always done so.

That didn’t matter. There were always more
mines. If that had not been so it would have
been necessary, perhaps, to stockpile Compo-
nents against future needs. But things being
as they were, it was easier to work the vein
out and move on.

This next hop would be quite a short one for
the Pyramids, no more than a couple of thou-
sand years at the maximum. Nevertheless, the
navigation should be carefully done. Many of
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the navigation systems had been unused for a
long time. Some of them were no longer func-
tioning at optimum levels, because Compo-
nents had failed. (It was the nature of Com-
ponents to fail after a while. The Pyramids
knew this, though they themselves were made
to last forever; they accepted the fact that the
life of a component was seldom more than
some tens of thousands of years.) Other sys-
tems needed new data, small-scale informa-
tion but important, on regions of the Galaxy
not studied before.

This was all old stuff to the Pyramids. They
knew how to handle it. They broke the subject
down to its essentials, separated even those
into component parts. One set of systems
opened great telescopic eyes in all frequencies
to gaze at the astronomical objects before them.
Others began the endless series of parallel-
processed calculations that determined where
to shove, and how hard. Maintenance systems
within all of the others performed check-tests
and identified Components that needed to be
replaced.

When they found a defective Component—
human, reptile, protozoan, plant or whatever—
they turfeg it out and replaced it with a fresh
one out of stores. The used Components
weren't wasted. They simply became soup stock
for feeding the ones that were still in working
order.

This reinforced the chronic need for new
Components. Therefore some stand-by Com-
ponent-seeking systems were reactivated, by
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supplying them, of course, with new Compo-
nents. Finding new components (by issuing
appropriate instructions to the single Pyramid
on Earth’s Mount Everest) was itself far too
complex for a single component, but the Pyra-
mids knew how to handle it. They broke the
problem down to its essentials; separated even
those into many parts. There was, for exam-

le, the subsection of one certain aspect of the
ogistic problem involved which involved lo-
cating and procuring additional Components
to handle the load.

Even that tiny specialization was too much
for a single Component, but the Pyramids had
resources to bring to bear. The procedure in
such cases was to hitch several Components
together.

This was done.

When the Pyramids finished their neuro-
surgery, there floated in an oversized nutrient
tank a thing like a great sea-anemone. It was
composed of eight Components—all human,
as it happened—arranged in a circle, facing
inward, joined temple to temple, brain to brain.

At their feet, where sixteen eyes could see
it, was the display board to feed them their
visual Input. Sixteen hands grasped each a
moulded switch to handle their binary-coded
Output. There would be no storage of the
Output outside of the eight-Component com-
plex itself; it went as control signals to the
electrostatic generators, funneled through the
single Pyramid on Mount Everest, which han-
dled the task of Component-procurement.
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That is, of Translation.

The programming was slow and thorough.
Perhaps the Pyramid which finally activated
the octuple unit and went away was pleased
with itself, not knowing that one of its Compo-
nents was Glenn Tropile.

Nirvana. (It pervaded all; there was nothing
outside of it.)

Nirvana. (Glenn Tropile floated in it as in
the amniotic fluid around him.)

Nirvana . . . The sound of one hand . ..
Floating one-ness . . .

There was an intrusion.

Perfection is complete; by adding to it, it
is destroyed. Duality struck like a thunder-
bolt. One-ness shattered.

For Glenn Tropile, it seemed as though his
wife were screaming at him to wake up. He
tried.

It was curiously difficult and painful. Time-
less poignant sadness, five years of sorrow over
a lost love compressed into a microsecond. It
was always so, Tropile thought drowsily, awak-
ening; it never lasts; what’s the use of worry-
ing over what always happens. . . .

Sudden shock and horror rocked him.

This was no ordinary awakening. No ordi-
nary thing at all, nothing was as it ever had
been beforel!

Tropile opened his mouth and screamed—or
thougﬁt he did. But there was only a hoarse,
faint flutter in his eardrums.

It was a moment when sanity might have
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gone. But there was one curious, mundane
fact that saved him. He was holding some-
thing in his hands. He found that he could
look at it, and it was a switch. A moulded
switch, mounted on a board; and he was hold-
ing one in each hand.

It was little to cling to, but it at least was
real. If his hands could be holding something,
then there must be some reality somewhere.

Tropile closed his eyes and managed to open
them again. Yes, there was reality too; he
closed his eyes and light stopped; he opened
them and light returned.

Then perhaps he was not dead, as he had
thought.

Carefully, stumblingly—his mind his only
usable tool—he tried to make an estimate of
his surroundings. He could hardly believe what
he found.

Item, he could scarcely move. Somehow he
was bound by his feet and his head. How? He
couldn’t tell.

Item, he was bent over and he couldn’t
straighten. Why? Again he couldn’t tell, but it
was a fact. The great extensor muscles of his
back answered his command, but his body
would not move.

Item, his eyes saw, but only in a small area.

He couldn’t move his head, either. Still, he
could see a few things. The switches in his
hands, his feet, a sort of display of lights on a
strange circular board.

The lights flickered and changed their pat-
tern.
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Without thinking, he clicked the lefthand
switch:— Why? Because it was right to do so.
When a certain light flared green, a certain
sequence had to be clicked. Why, again? Well,
when a certain light flared green, a certain
sequence—

He abandoned that problem. Never mind
why; what the devil was going on?

Glenn Tropile squinted about him like a
mollusc peering out of its shell. There was
another fact, the oddness of the seeing. What
makes it look so queer? he asked himself.

He found an answer, but it required some
time to take it in. He was seeing in a strange
perspective. One looks out of two eyes. Close
one eye and the world is flat. Open it again,
and there is a stereoscopic double; the salien-
cies of the picture leap forward, the back-
ground retreats.

So with the lights on the board—no, not
exactly; but something like that, he thought. It
was as though—he squinted and strained—as
though he had never really seen before. As
though for all his life he had had only one eye,
and now he had strangely been given two.

His visual perception of the board was total.
He could see all of it at once. It had no “front”
or “back;” it was in the round; the natural
thinking of it was without orientation; he en-
gulfed and comprehended it as a unit. It had
no secrets of shadow or silhouette.

I think, Tropile mouthed slowly to himself,
I think I'm going crazy.
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But that was no explanation either. Mere
insanity didn’t account for what he saw.

Then, he asked himself, was he in a state
that was beyond Nirvana? He remembered,
with an odd flash of guilt, that he had been
meditating; watching the stages of boiling wa-
ter. All right, perhaps he had been Trans-
lated. But what was this, then? Were the
meditators wrong in teaching that Nirvana was
the end—and yet righter than the Wolves,
who dismissed Meditation as a phenomenon
wholly inside the skull, and refused to discuss
Translation at all? ;

That was a question for which he could find
nothing approaching an answer. He turned
away from it and looked at his hands.

He could see them, too, in the round, he
noted; he could see every wrinkle and pore in
all sixteen of them. . . .

Sixteen hands!

That was the other moment when sanity
might have gone.

He closed his eyes. (Sixteen eyes! No won-
der the total perception!) And after a while he
opened them again.

The hands were there. All sixteen of them.

Cautiously, Tropile selected a finger that
seemed familiar in his memory and, after a
moment’s thought, flexed it. It bent. He se-
lected another. Another—on a different hand,
this time.

He could use any or all of the sixteen hands.
They were all his, all sixteen of them.
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I appear, thought Tropile crazily, to be a
sort of eight-branched snowflake. Each of my
branches is a human body.

He stirred, and added another datum. I
appear also to be in a tank of fluid, and yet I
do not drown.

There were certain deductions to be made
from that. Either someone—the Pyramids?
—had done something to his lungs, or else the
fluid was as good an oxygenating medium as
air. Or both.

Suddenly a burst of data-lights twinkled on
the board below him. Instantly and involun-
tarily, his sixteen hands began working the
switches, transmitting complex directions in a
lightning-like stream of on-off clicks.

Tropile relaxed and let it happen. He had
no choice; the power that made it right to
respond to the board made it impossible for
his brain to concentrate while the response
was going on. Perhaps, he thought drowsily,
perhaps he would never have awakened at all
if it had not been for the long period with no
lights. . . .

But he was awake. And his consciousness
began to explore as the task ended.

He had had an opportunity to understand
something of what was happening. He under-
stood that he was now a part of something
larger than himself, beyoncf doubt something
which served and belonged to the Pyramids.
His single brain not being large enough for
the job, seven others had been hooked in with
it.



120 Frederik Pohl and C .M. Kornbluth

But where were their personalities?

Gone, he supposed; presumably, they had
been Citizens. Sons of the Wolf did not medi-
tate, and therefore were not Translated—except
for himself, he added wryly, remembering the
meditation on Rainclouds that had led him
toe~

No, wait! Not Rainclouds but Water!

Tropile caught hold of himself and forced
his mind to retrace that thought. He remem-
bered the Raincloud Meditation. It had been
prompted by a particularly noble cumulus of
the Ancient Ship type.

And this was od(f Tropile had never been
deeply interested in Rainclouds; had never
known even the secondary classifications of
Raincloud types. And he knew that the An-
cient Ship variety was of the fourth order of
categories.

It was a false memory. It was not his.

Therefore, logically, it was someone else’s
memory; and being available to his own mind,
as the fourteen other hands and eyes were
available, it must belong to—another branch
of the snowflake.

He turned his eyes down and tried to see
which of the branches was his old body. He
found it quickly, with growing excitement.
There was the left great toe of his own body, a
deformed blade twice as thick as it should be;
he had injured it in boyhood, it had come off
and grown back wrong. Good! It was reassuring.

He tried to feel the one particular body that
led to that familiar toe. ‘
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He succeeded, not easily. After a time he
became more aware of that body—somewhat
as a neurotic may become “stomach conscious”
or “heart conscious;” but this was no neurosis,
it was an intentional exploration.

Since that worked, with some uneasiness he
transferred his attention to another pair of feet
and “thought” his way up from them.

It was embarrassing.

For the first time in his life he knew what it
felt like to have breasts. For the first time in
his life he knew what it was like to have one’s
internal organs quite differently shaped and
arranged, buttressed and stressed by different
muscles. The very faint background feel of
man’s internal arrangements, never questioned
unless something goes wrong with them and
they start to hurt, was not at all like the faint
background feel that a woman has inside her.

And when he concentrated on that feel, it
was no faint background to him. It was sur-
prising and upsetting.

He withdrew his attention—hoping that he
would be able to. He was. Gratefully he be-
came conscious of his own body again. Some-
how, he was still himself if he chose to be.

Were the other seven?

He reached into his mind—all of it, all eight
separate intelligences that were combined
within him.

“Is anybody there?” he demanded.

No answer—or nothing he could recognize
as an answer. He drove harder, and there was
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still no answer. It was annoying. He resented
it as bitterly, he remembered, as in the old
days when he had first been learning the sub-
tleties of Raincloud Appreciation. There had
been a Raincloud Master, his name forgotten,
who had been sometimes less than courteous,
had driven hard—

Another false memory!

He withdrew and weighed it. Perhaps, he
thought, that was a part of the answer. These
people, these other seven, would not be driven.
The attempt to call them back to conscious-
ness would have to be delicate. When he drove
hard it was painful—he remembered the in-
stant violent agony of his own awakening——and
they reacted with unhappiness.

More gently, alert for vagrant “memories,”
he combed the depths of the eightfold mind
within him, reaching into the sleeping por-
tions, touching, handling, sifting and associat-
ing, sorting. This memory of an old knife wound
from an Amok—that was not the Raincloud
woman; it was a man, very aged. This faint
recollection of a childhood fear of drowning—
was that she? It was; it fitted with this other
recollection, the long detour on the road south
toward the sun, around a river.

The Raincloud woman was the first to round
out in his mind, and the first he communi-
cated with. He was not surprised to find that,
early in her life, she had feared that she might
be Wol.

He reached out for her. It was almost
magic—knowing the “secret name” of a per-
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son, so that then he was yours to command.
But the “secret name” was more than that; it
was the gestalt of the person; it was the sum of
all data and experience, never available to an-
other person—until now.

Witﬁ her memories arranged at last in his
own mind, he thought persuasively: “Citizen-
ess Alla Narova, will you awaken and speak
with me?”

No answer—only a vague, troubled stirring.

Gently he persisted: “I know you well, Alla
Narova. You sometimes thought you might be
a Daughter of the Wolf, but never really be-
lieved it because you knew you loved your
husband—and thought Wolves did not love.
You loved Rainclouds, too. It was when you
stood at Beachy Head and saw a great cumu-
lus that you went into meditation—"

And on and on.

He repeated himself many times, coaxingly.
Even so it was not easy; but at last he began to
reach into her. Slowly she began to surface.
Thoughts faintly sounded in his mind. Like
echoes, at first; his own thoughts bouncing
back at him; a sort of mental nod of agree-
ment, “Yes, that is so.” Then—terror. A shak-
ing fear; a hysterical rush; Citizeness Alla
Narova came violently up to full consciousness
and to panic.

She was soundlessly screaming. The whole
eight-branched figure quivered and twisted in
its nutrient bath.

The terrible storm raged in Tropile’s own
mind as fully as in hers—but he had the ad-
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vantage of knowing what it was. He helped
her. He fought it for the two of them . ..
soothing, explaining, calming.

He won.

At last her branch of the snowflake-body
retreated, sobbing for a spell. The storm was
over.

He talked to her in his mind and she “lis-
tened.” She was incredulous, but there was no
choice for her; she had to believe.

Exhausted and passive she asked finally:
“What can we do? I wish I were dead!”

He told her: “You never were such a cow-
ard before. Remember, Alla Narova, 1 know
you.

The thought returned from her: “And I know
you. As nobody has ever known another hu-
man being before.”

Then they were thinking together, inextri-
cably: More than conversation. More than
communion. More than love. Remember how
you feared defloration? I remember. And you,
with your fear of impotence on the wedding
night! I remember. Must we be indecent to
each other? I think we must. After all, you're
the first man who ever had a baby. And you're
the first woman who ever sired one. Past
shame, past shyness, into a pool of ourselves.

Tropile’s hands clicked codes as the display
lights shifted. It was so damned queer. He
was he and she was she and together they
were—what? She was good and kind or he
might not have been able to bear it. She had
sheltered that poor blind man in Cadiz for a
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year; during the crop failure at Vincennes she
had bravely gone into the fields and done
unwomanly work for all; she had murdered
her husband in a fit of rage, a short and secret
amok—

“Get away from me!” he screamed. It was
all there in his memory. A scuffed glass paper-
weight, very ancient and the size of a man’s
fist, with swirling streaks of color in it, dim
under the hundred nicks and chips on the
surface, and an inset square plate of porcelain
that said in ornamental Wedgwood blue let-
ters GOD BLESS OUR HOME. His husband
had laid there snoring and the snow had be-
gun sifting down outside the tent wall, and
she had battered, and battered mercilessly,
red-eyed and hissing, consumed with hate and
blood lust. She had done it; how could he
forget the bubbling horror of the face that
kept living and sputtering after the eyes had
been bashed sightless and the jaw hung smashed
in eight places, limber as the backbone of a
snake?

“Get away from me!” he screamed.

She said only: “How?”

He began to laugh, titteringly. Perhaps if he
laughed this twinness with a monster would
not seem so bad. The whole thing was proba-
bly some universal joke of which he had just
seen the point; he would spend the rest of his
life laughing.

“Pervert,  she said to him. “Yes, I killed my
husband, and you perverted your wife, giving
her what she felt was a small living death,
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turning her love into sickness and shame. I
suppose we are well matched. I can live with
you, pervert.”

It came through; it was not part of the joke.
“And I can live with you, murderess,” he said
at last. “Because I know you’re not just mur-
deress. There was Cadiz and Vincennes, too.”

“And for you there were a hundred daily
tendernesses you gave your wife to compen-
sate for evil. You are not so bad, Tropile. You
are a human being.”

“And so are you. But what are—we?”

“We must begin to find out. It is all so new.
We must try to trick ourselves into finding out
what we are, otherwise you and I will always
stand in the way of Us.”

Tropile said: “If I told a story it would be
about the famous Captain Sir Roderick Fland-
ray, Intelligence Corps, Imperial Terran Space
Navy—dark, sardonic, bright with melancholy,
quite impossible, my asinine ideal.”

“And my story would be about doomed Iseult
who flung herself from life into love like a
rock-fanged Cornish coast, the poor fool. Fare-
well to the pleasures of the table and the stool;
the world well lost for a few overrated contrac-
tions. But that is what my story would be
about; I cannot help being what I am.”

They laughed together, and together went
on: “If we told a story it would be about a
circular fire that grew.”

And they jerked back in an ecstasy of terror
at what they had said. |

i
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They were silent for a long time while their
hands clicked and clicked away at the switches.

“I want no more of that,” Alla Narova said
finally. “Or—7?"" She did not know.

“I have never been so frightened in my
life,” Glenn Tropile said, “nor have you. Nor
have we ever been so tantalized by a hint of
meaning. My hero is Lucifer; your heroine is
Ishtar the Young. Ours is a circular fire that
grows.

They were silent for a time, while Tropile
pondered this new self with its new vocabu-
lary and new memories. Was he still Glenn
Tropile at all?

It didn’t seem to matter.

Many clicks later, Alla Narova said wistfully,
“Of course, there is nothing we can do.”

Wolf rose in the heart of the Component
named Glenn Tropile. “Don’t say that,” Tropile
cried, astonished at his own fury.

Diplomatically, she said, “Yes, but really—"

“Really,” he said with a savage bite, “there’s
always something. We just don’t know what it
is.

Another long silence, and then Alla Narova
said, “I wonder if we can wake the others.”
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Haendl was on the ragged edge of a nervous
breakdown. It was something new in his life.

It was full hot summer, and the hidden
colony of Wolves in Princeton should have
been full of energy and life. The crops were
growing on all the fields nearby; the drained
storehouses were being replenished. The air-
craft that had been so painfully rebuilt and
fitted for the assault on Mount Everest were
st{%nding by, ready to be manned and to take
off.

,‘}\lnd nothing, absolutely nothing, was going
right.

It looked as though there would be no expe-
dition to Everest. Four times now Haendl had
gathered his forces and been all ready. Four
ti(rlnes a key man of the expedition had—vanish-
ed.

Wolves didn’t vanish!

And yet more than a score of them had.
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First Tropile—then Innison—then two dozen
more, by ones and twos; no one was immune.
Take Innison, for example. There was a man
who was Wolf through and through. He was a
doer, not a thinker; his skills were the skills of
an artisan, a tinkerer, a jackleg mechanic. How
could a man like that succumb to the pallid
lure of meditation?

But undeniably he had. Translated. Gone!

It had reached a point where Haendl him-
self was red-eyed and fretful. He had set curi-
ous alarms for himself—had enlisted the help
of others of the colony to avert the danger of
Translation from himself. When he went to
bed at night, a lieutenant sat next to his bed,
watchfully alert lest Haendl, in that moment
of reverie before sleep, fall into meditation—
and himself be Translated. There was no hour
of the day when Haendl permitted himself to
be alone; and his companions, or guards, were
ordered to shake him awake, as violently as
need be, at the first hint of an abstracted look
in the eyes or a reflective cast of the features.
As time went on, Haendl’s self-imposed re-
gime of constant alertness began to cost him
heavily in lost rest and sleep. And the conse-
quences of that were: More and more occa-
sions when the bodyguards shook him awake;
less and less rest.

He was very close to breakdown indeed.

On a hot, wet morning a few days after his
useless expedition to see Citizen Germyn in
Wheeling, Haendl ate a tasteless breakfast and,
reeling with fatigue, set out on a tour of in-
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spection of Princeton. Warm rain dripped from
low clouds; but that was merely one more
annoyance to Haendl. He hardly noticed it.

There were upwards of a thousand Wolves
in the Community; and there were signs of
worry on the face of every one of them. Haendl
was not the only man in Princeton who had
begun laying traps for himself as a result of the
unprecedented disappearances; he was not the
only one who was short of sleep. A community
of a thousand is closeknit. When one member
in forty disappears, the morale of the whole
community receives a shattering blow. To
Haendl it was clear, looking into the faces of
his compatriots, that not only was it going to
be nearly impossible to mount the planned
assault on the Pyramid on Everest this year, it
was going to be unbearably difficult merely to
keep the community going.

The whole Wolf pack was on the verge of
panic.

There was a confused shouting behind Ha-
endl. Groggily he turned and looked; half a
dozen Wolves were yelling and pointing at
something in the wet, muggy air.

It was an Eye, hanging silent and feature-
less over the center of the street.

Haendl took a deep breath and mustered
command of himself. “Frampton!” he ordered
one of his lieutenants. “Get the helicopter
with the instruments here. We'll get some
more readings.”

Frampton opened his mouth, then looked
more closely at Haendl and, instead, began to
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talk on his pocket radio. Haendl knew what
was in the man’s mind—it was in his own, too.
What was the use of more readings? From the
time of Tropile’s Translation on, they had had
a perfect superfluity of instrument readings on
the forces and auras that surrounded the Eyes—
yes, and on Translations themselves, too. Be-
fore Tropile there had never been an Eye
seen in Princeton, much less an actual Trans-
lation; but things were different now, every-
thing was different; Eyes roamed restlessly
around day and night.

Some of the men nearest the Eye were
picking up rocks and clods of dirt and throw-
ing them at the bobbing vortex in the air.
Haend]l started to yell at them to stop, then
changed his mind. The Eye didn’t seem to be
affected—as he watched, one of the men scored
a direct hit with a cobblestone. The stone
went right through the Eye, without sound or
effect; why not let them work off some of their
fears in direct action?

There was a fluttering of helicopter vanes,
and the copter with the instruments mounted
on it came down in the middle of the street,
between Haendl and the Eye.

It was all very rapid from then on in.

The Eye swooped toward Haendl. He
couldn’t help it; he ducked. That was useless,
beyond doubt; but it was also unnecessary, for
he saw in a second that it was only partly the
motion of the Eye toward him that made it
loom larger; it was also that the Eye itself was
growing. An Eye was perhaps the size of a
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football, as near as anyone could judge; this
one got bigger, bigger; it was the size of a
roc’s egg, the size of a whale’s blunt head. It
stopped and hovered over the helicopter, while
the man inside frantically pointed lenses and
meters—

Thundercrash.

Not a man this time; Translation had gone
beyond men; the whole helicopter vanished,
man, instruments, spinning vanes and all.

Haendl picked himself up, sweating, shocked
beyond sleepiness.

The young man named Frampton said fear-
fully, “Haendl, what do we do now?”

“Do?” Haendl stared at him absently. “Why,
kill ourselves, I guess.” He nodded soberly, as
though he had at last attained the solution of a
difficult problem. Then he sighed. “Well, one
thing befgre that,” he said. “I'm going to Wheel-
ing. We Wolves are licked; maybe the Citi-
zens can help us now.”

Roget Germyn, of Wheeling a Citizen, re-
ceived the message in the chambers that served
him as a place of business. He had a visitor
waiting for him at home.

Germyn was still Citizen, and he could not
break off the pleasant and interminable discus-
sion he was having with a prospective client
over a potential business arrangement—not rap-
idly. He apologized for the interruption caused
by the message the conventional three times,
listened while his guest explained the plan he
had come to propose in full once more, then
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turned his cupped hands toward himself in the
gesture of denial of adequacy. It was the clos-
est he could come to saying no.

On the other side of the desk, the Citizen
who had come to propose an investment
scheme immediately changed the subject by
inviting Germyn and his Citizeness to a Sirius-
Viewing, the invitation in the form of rhymed
couplets. He had wanted to transact his busi-
ness very much, but he couldn’t insist.

Germyn got out of the invitation by a Con-
ditional Acceptance in proper form, and the
man left, delayed only slightly by the Four
Urgings to stay. Almost immediately Germyn
dismissed his clerk and closed his office for the
day by tying a complex triple knot in a length
of red cord across the open door.

When he got to his home he found, as he
had suspected, that the visitor was Haendl.

There was much doubt in Citizen Germyn’s
mind about Haendl. The man had nearly ad-
mitted to being Wolf, and how could a Citizen
overlook that? But in the excitement of Gala
Tropile’s Translation the matter had been less
urgent than normally; there had been no hue
and cry: Germyn had permitted the man to
leave. And now?

He reserved judgment. He found Haendl
uncomfortably sipping tea in his living room
and attempting to keep up a formal conversa-
tion with Citizeness Germyn. Germyn res-
cued him, took him aside, closed a door—and
waited.

He was astonished at the change in the
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man. Before Haendl had been bouncy, aggres-
sive, quick-moving—the very qualities least
desired in a Citizen, the mark of the Son of
the Wolf. Now he was none of these things,
but he looked no more like a Citizen for all
that; he was haggard, fretful. He looked like a
man who had been through a very hard time.

He said, with an absolute minimum of pro-
tocol: “Germyn, the last time I saw you there
was a Translation. Gala Tropile, remember?”

“I remember,” Citizen Germyn said eco-
nomically. Remember! It had hardly left his
thoughts.

“And you said there had been others since.
Have they still been going on?”

Germyn said: “There have.” He was trying
to speak directly, to match this man Haendl’s
speed and forcefulness. It was hardly good
manners, but it had occurred to Citizen Ger-
myn that there were times when manners,
after all, were not the most important things
in the world. “There were two in the past few
days. One was a woman—Citizeness Baird;
her husband’s a teacher. She was Viewing
Through Glass with four or five other women
at the time. She just—disappeared. I think
she was looking through a green prism at the
time, if that helps.”

“I don’t know if it helps or not. Who was
the other one?”

Germyn shrugged. “A man named Harmane.
He was our Keeper. No one saw it. But they
heard the thunderclap, or something like a
thunderclap, and he was missing.” He thought
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for a moment. “It is a little unusual, I sup-
pose. Two in one week, in one little town—"

Haendl said roughly: “Listen, Germyn. It
isn’t just two. In the past thirty days, within
the area around here and in one other place,
there have been at least fifty. In two places,
do you understand? Here and in Princeton.
The rest of the world—no; nothing much; a
few Translations here and there, but no more
than usual. But just in these two communities,
fifty. Does that make sense?”

Citizen Germyn thought. “—No.

“No. And I'll tell you something else. Three
of the—well, victims have been children un-
der the age of five. One was too young to
walk. And the most recent Translation wasn’t
a person at all. It was a helicopter. Know
what a helicopter is? It's a flying machine,
about the size of this house. The whole damned
thing went, bang. Now figure that out, Germyn.
What's the explanation for Translations?”

Germyn was gaping. “Why—you meditate
on connectivity. Once you've grasped the es-
sential connectivity of all things, you become
One with the Cosmic Whole. But I don’t see
how a baby—or a machine—"

“Tropile’s the link,” Haendl said grimly.
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