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P1D the Pilot Slowed the ship dmost to astand-till, and peered anxioudly at the green planet below.

Even without instruments, there was no mistaking it. Third from itssun, it wasthe only planet inthis
system capable of sustaining life. Peacefully it swam benegth its gauze of clouds.

It looked very innocent. And yet, twenty previous Grom expeditions had set out to prepare this
planet for invason—and vanished utterly, without aword.

Pid hesitated only amoment, before starting irrevocably down. There was no point in hovering and
worrying. He and his two crewmen were as ready now asthey would ever be. Their com-pact
Displacers were stored in body pouches, inactive but ready.

Pid wanted to say something to his crew, but wasn't sure how to put it.

The crew waited. 11g the Ra-dioman had sent the final mes-sage to the Grom planet. Ger the
Detector read sixteen dids at once, and reported, "No sign of aien activity.” His body sur-facesflowed
cadedy.

NOTICING the flow, Pid knew what to say to his crew. Ever sincethey had left Grom,
shape-discipline had been disgustingly lax. The Invasion Chief had warned him; but gill, he had to do
something about it. It was his duty, since lower castes such as Radiomen and Detectors were notorioudy
prone to Shapel ess-ness.

"A lot of hopes are resting on this expedition,”" he began dowly. "Were along way from home now."

Ger the Detector nodded. 11g the Radioman flowed out of his prescribed shape and molded himself
comfortably to awall.

"However," Pid said gternly, "distance is no excuse for promiscuous Shapel essness.”

Ilg flowed hastily back into proper Radioman's shape.

"Exotic formswill undoubt-edly be caled for," Pid went on. "And for that we have a specia
dispensation. But remember—any shape not assumed strictly in theline of duty isafoul, lawless device
of The Shapeless One!" Ger's body surfaces abruptly stopped flowing.

"That'sall,” Pid said, and flowed into his controls. The ship started down, so smoothly co-ordinated
that Pid felt aglow of pride.

They were good workers, he decided. He just couldn't expect them to be as shape-conscious as a
high-caste Filot. Even the Invasion Chief had told him that.

"Pid," thelnvason Chief had said a their last interview, "we need this planet desperatdy.”

"Yes, dr," Pid had said, stland-ing at full attention, never quivering from Optimum Pilot's Shape.

"Oneof you," the Chief said heavily, "must get, through and set up a Displacer near an atomic power
source. The army will be standing by at this end, ready to step through.”

"WEell doit, gr," Pid said.

"This expedition hasto suc-ceed,” the Chief said, and hisfestures blurred momentarily from sheer
fatigue. "In Strictest confidence, there's considerable unrest on Grom. The Miner casteis on strike, for
ingtance. They want anew digging shape. Say the old oneisinefficient.”

Pid looked properly indignant. The Mining Shape had been set down by the Ancients fifty thou-sand
years ago, together with the rest of the basic shapes. And now these upstarts wanted to change it!



"That'snot dl," the Chief told him. We've uncovered anew Cult of Shapelessness. Picked up dmost
eight thousand Grom, and | don't know how many more we missed.”

Pid knew that Shapelessness was alure of The Shapeless One, the greatest evil that the Grom mind
could conceive of. But why, he wondered, did so many Grom fadl for His lures?

T HE Chief guessed hisquestion. "Fid," hesaid, "'l sup-poseit'sdifficult for you to understand. Do
you enjoy Pilot-ing?"

"Yes, gr," Fid said smply. Enjoy Riloting! It was hisentirelife! Without a ship, he was noth-ing.

"Not al Grom fed that way,” the Chief said. "I don't under-stand it ether. All my ancestors have
been Invasion Chiefs, back to the beginning of time. So of Course | want to be an Invasion Chief. It's
only naturd, aswell aslawful. But the lower castes don't fed that way." The Chief shook his body sadly.
"I'vetold you thisfor areason. We Grom need more room. This unrest is caused purdly by crowding. All
our psychologists say so. An-other planet to expand into will cure everything. So we're count-ing on you,
Fd."

"Yes, gr," Pid sad, with aglow of pride.

The Chief rose to end thein-terview. Then he changed his mind and sat down again.

"You'll have to watch your crew,” he said. "They're loya, no doubt, but low-caste. And you know
the lower castes.”

Pid did indeed.

"Ger, your Detector, is sus-pected of harboring Alterationist tendencies. He was once fined for
assuming aquasi-Hunter shape. 11g has never had any definite charge brought againgt him. But | hear that
he remainsimmobile for suspicioudy long periods of time. Possbly, he fancieshim-sdf aThinker."

"But, Sr," Pid protested. "If they are even dightly tainted with Alterationism or Shapeless-ness, why
send them on this expedition?’

The Chief hesitated before an-swering. "There are plenty of Grom | could trust,” he said dowly. "But
those two have cer-tain quaifies of resourcefulness and imagination that will be needed on this
expedition." Hesighed. "I redly don't understand why those qualities are usudly linked with
Shapd essness.™

"Yes, gr," Pidsad.

"Jugt watch them.”

"Yes, gr," Pid said again, and saluted, redizing that the interview was a an end. In hisbody pouch he
felt the dormant Displacer, ready to transform the enemy's power source into a bridge across space for
the Grom hordes.

"Good luck," the chief said. "I'm sureyou'll need it."

T HE ship dropped silently toward the surface of the enemy planet. Ger the Detector analyzed the
clouds below, and fed data into the Camouflage Unit. The Unit went to work. Soon the ship looked, to
all outward appear-ances, like acirrus formation.

Pid dlowed the ship to drift dowly toward the surface of the mystery planet. He wasin Op-timum
Pilot's Shape now, the most efficient of the four shapes dloted to the Pilot caste. Blind, deaf and dumb,
an extenson of hiscontrals, dl his attention was directed toward matching the ve-locities of the
high-flying clouds, staying among them, becoming apart of them.

Ger remained rigidly in one of the two shapes dloted to Detectors. He fed datainto the Cam-ouflage
Unit, and the descending ship dowly dtered into an ato-cumulus.

Therewasno sign of activity from the enemy planet.

IIg located an atomic power source, and fed the datato Pid.

The Pilot dtered course. He had reached the lowest level of clouds, barely amile above the surface
of the planet. Now his ship looked like afat, fleecy cum-ulus.

And il therewas no sign of darm. The unknown fate that had overtaken twenty previous
expeditions 'still had not showed itsdlf.



Dusk crept across the face of the planet as Pid maneuvered near the atomic power ingtala-tion. He
avoided the surrounding homes and hovered over aclump of woods.

Darknessfdl, and the green planet'slone moon was veiled in clouds.

One cloud floated lower.

And landed.

"Quick, everyone out!" Pid shouted, detaching himself from the ship's controls. He assumed the
Pilot's Shape best suited for running, and faced out the hatch. Ger and 11g hurried after him. They stopped
fifty yardsfrom the ship, and waited.

Inside the ship alittle-used circuit closed. Therewas aslent shudder, and the ship began to melt.
Pastic dissolved, metal crumpled. Soon the ship was agrest pile of junk, and sill the process went on.
Big fragments broke into smaler fragments, and split, and split again.

Pid felt suddenly helpless, watching his ship scuttleitself. Hewas aRilot, of the Pilot caste. Hisfather
had been aPilot, and hisfather before him, stretching back to the hazy past when the Grom had first
congtructed ships. He had spent his entire child-hood around ships, his entire manhood flying them.

Now, shipless, he was naked in an dien world.

| N afew minutes there was only amound of dust to show where the ship had been. The night wind
scattered it through the forest. And then there was nothing at all.

They waited. Nothing hap-pened. The wind sighed and the trees cresked. Squirrels chirped, and
birds girred in their nests. An acorn fdl to the ground.

Pid heaved adigh of rdief and sat down. The twenty-first Grom expedition had landed safely.

There was nothing to be done until morning, so Pid began to make plans. They had landed as close
to the atomic power ingtalation as they dared. Now they would have to get closer. Some-how, one of
them had to get very near the reactor room, in order to activate the Displacer.

Difficult. But Pid felt certain of success. After dl, the Grom were strong on ingenuity.

Strong on ingenuity, he thought bitterly, but terribly short of radioactives. That was another reason
why this expedition was so important. There was little radioactive fud |eft, on any of the Grom worlds.
Ages ago, the Grom had spent their store of radioactivesin spreading through-out their neighboring
worlds, oc-cupying the onesthat they could live on.

Now, colonization barely kept up with the mounting birthrate. New worlds were constantly needed.

This particular world, discov-ered in ascouting expedition, was needed. It suited the Grom perfectly.
But it wastoo far away. They didn't have enough fuel to mount aconquering space fleet.

Luckily, there was another way. A better way.

Over the centuries, the Grom scientists had devel oped the Displacer. A triumph of Identity
Engineering, the Displacer allowed mass to be moved instan-taneoudy between any two linked points.

One end was set up at Grom's sole atomic energy plant. The other end had to be placed in promixity
to another atomic pow-er source, and activated. Divert-ed power then flowed through both ends, was
modified, and modified again.

Then, through the miracle of 1dentity Engineering, the Grom could step through from planet to planet;
or pour through in agreat, overwheming wave.

It was quitesmple.

But twenty expeditions had failed to set up the Earth-end Displacer.

What had happened to them was not known.

For no Grom ship had ever re-turned to tell.

B EFORE dawn they crept through the woods, taking on the coloration of the plants around them.
Their Digplacers pulsed feebly, sensing the near-ness of atomic energy.

A tiny, four-legged creature darted in front of them. Instantly, Ger grew four legsand along,
streamlined body and gave chase.

"Ger! Come back herel” Pid howled at the Detector, throw-ing caution to the winds.



Ger overtook the animal and knocked it down. Hetried to biteit, but he had neglected to grow
teeth. The anima jumped free, and vanished into the under-brush. Ger thrust out a set of teeth and
bunched his muscles for another leap.

"Gerl”

Reluctantly, the Detector turn-ed away. He loped sillently back to Fid.

"l washungry,” he said.

"Youwerenot,” Pid said stern-ly.

"Was" Ger mumbled, writh-ing with embarrassment.

Pid remembered what the Chief had told him. Ger certainly did have Hunter tendencies. Hewould
have to watch him more closdly.

"Well have no more of that,” Pid said. "Remember—the lure of Exotic Shapesis not sanc-tioned. Be
content with the shape you were born to.”

Ger nodded, and melted back into the underbrush. They moved on.

At the extreme edge of the woods they could observe the atomic energy ingtallation. Pid disguised
himsdf asaclump of shrubbery, and Ger formed him-self into an old log. 11g, after amoment's thought,
became ayoung oak.

Theingallation wasin the form of along, low building, surrounded by ametd fence. Therewasa
gate, and guardsin front of it.

Thefirg job, Pid thought, wasto get past that gate. He began to consider ways and means.

From the fragmentary reports of the survey parties, Pid knew that, in some ways, thisrace of Men
were like the Grom. They had pets, asthe Grom did, and homes and children, and a cul-ture. The
inhabitants were skilled mechanicaly, as were the Grom. But there were terrific differences, dso. The
Men were of fixed and immutable form, like stones or trees. And to compen-sate, their planet boasted a
fan-tastic array of species, types and kinds. Thiswas completely un-like Grom, which had only eight
diginct formsof animd life.

And evidently, the Men were skilled at detecting invaders, Pid thought. He wished he knew how the
other expeditions had failed. It would make hisjob much eeser.

A MAN lurched past them on two incredibly siff legs. Rigidity was evident in his every move.
Without looking, he hur-ried past.

"I know," Ger said, after the creature had moved away. "I'll disguise mysdlf asaMan, walk through
the gate to the reactor room, and activate my Dis-placer.”

"Y ou can't spesk their lan-guage,” Pid pointed ouit.

"I won't speak at dl. I'll ignore them. Look." Quickly Ger shaped himsdlf into aMan.

"That'snot bad," Pid said.

Ger tried afew practice steps, copying the bumpy walk of the Man.

"But I'm afraid it won't work," Pid said.

"It's perfectly logicd," Ger pointed out.

"I know. Therefore the other expeditions must have tried it. And none of them came back.”

There was no arguing that. Ger flowed back into the shape of alog. "What, then?' he asked.

"Let methink," Pid said.

Another creature lurched past, on four legsinstead of two. Pid recognized it asaDog, a pet of Man.
Hewatched it carefully.

The Dog ambled to the gate, head down, in no particular hurry. 1t walked through, un-challenged,
and lay down in the grass.

"H'm," Aid said.

They watched. One of the Men walked past, and touched the Dog on the head. The Dog stuck out
itstongue and rolled over onitsside.

"l can dothat,” Ger said ex-citedly. He started to flow into the shape of aDog.

"No, wait," Pid said. "WEell spend the rest of the day think-ing it over. Thisistoo important to rush



into."
Ger subsided sulkily.
"Comeon, let'smove back," Pid said. He and Ger started into the woods. Then he remembered Ilg.
"11g?", he caled softly.
Therewas no answer.
“lig"
"What? Oh, yes," an oak tree said, and melted into a bush. "Sorry. What were you saying?"'
"Werre moving back," Pid said. "Wereyou, by any chance, Thinking?'
"Oh, no," llg assured him. "Just resting.”
Pid let it go at that. There was too much else to worry about.

THEY discussed it for the rest of the day, hidden in the deep-est part of the woods. The only
aternatives seemed to be Man or Dog. A Tree couldn't walk past the gates, sncethat was not in the
nature of trees. Nor could anything else, and escape notice.

Going asaMan seemed too risky. They decided that Ger would saly out in the morning asa Dog.

"Now get somedeep,” Pidsad.

Obediently histwo crewmen flattened out, going immediately Shapeless. But Pid had amore difficult
time

Everything looked too easy. Why wasn't the atomic installa-tion better guarded? Certainly the Men
must have learned some-thing from the expeditions they had captured in the past. Or had they, killed
them without asking any questions?

Y ou couldn't tell what an aien would do.

Wasthat open gate atrap?

Wearily he flowed into a com-fortable postion on the lumpy ground. Then he pulled himsdlf together
hedtily.

He had gone Shapeless!

Comfort was not in the line of duty, he reminded himsdlf, and firmly took a Pilot's Shape.

But a Pilot's Shape wasn't constructed for deeping on damp, bumpy ground. Pid spent arest-less
night, thinking of ships, and wishing he wereflying one.

He awoke in the morning tired and ill-tempered. He nudged Ger.

"Let'sget thisover with," he said.

Ger flowed gaily to hisfeet. "Comeon, Ilg," Pid said angrily, looking around. "Wake up." Therewas
no reply.

"llg!" he cdled.

Still therewas no reply.

"Help melook for him," Pid said to Ger. "He must be around here somewhere.”

Together they tested every bush, tree, log and shrub in the vicinity. But none of them wasllg.

Pid began to fed acold panic run through him. What could have happened to the Radioman?

"Perhaps he decided to go through the gate on hisown,” Ilg suggested.

Pid considered the possibility. It seemed unlikely. 11g had never shown much initiative. He had dways
been content to follow orders.

They waited, But midday came, and there was till no sign of 1lg.

"We can't wait any longer,”

Pid said, and they started through the woods. Pid wondered if 11g had tried to get through the gates
on hisown. Those quiet types often concedled afoolhardy stresk.

But there was nothing to show that I1g had been successful. He would have to assume that the
Radioman was dead, or captured by the Men.

That left two of them to ac-tivate a Displacer.

And he gtill didn't know what had happened to the other expeditions.



AT the edge of thewoods, Ger turned himseif into afac-simile of aDog. Pid inspected him
caetfully.

"A littlelesstall," he said. Ger shortened histail.

"Moreears.

Ger lengthened hisears.

"Now eventhemup.”

They became even.

Pid inspected the finished prod-uct. Asfar ashe could tell, Ger was perfect, from thetip of histail to
hiswet, black nose.

"Good luck," Pid said. "Thanks." Cautioudy Ger moved out of the woods, waking in the lurching
style of Dogs and Men. At the gate the guard called to him. Pid held his breath. Ger walked past the
Man, ignoring him. The Man started to walk over. Ger broke into arun.

Pid shaped apair of strong legsfor himsalf, ready to dash if Ger was caught.

But the guard turned back to his gate. Ger stopped running immediately, and strolled quietly toward
the main door of the building.

Pid dissolved hislegswith asigh of relief ... and then tensed again.

The main door was closed! Pid hoped the Radioman wouldn't try to open it. That was not in the
nature of Dogs.

As hewatched, another Dog came running toward Ger. Ger backed away from him. The Dog
approached and sniffed. Ger sniffed back.

Then both of them ran around the building.

That was clever, Pid thought. There was bound to be adoor in the rear.

He glanced up at the afternoon sun. As soon as the Displacer was activated, the Grom armies would
begin to pour through. By the time the Men recovered from the shock, amillion or more Grom troops
would be here, wegpons and dl. With more fol-lowing.

The day passed dowly, and nothing happened.

Nervoudy Pid watched the front of the plant. It shouldn't be taking so long, if Ger were suc-cessful.

Late into the night he waited. Men walked in and out of the ingtallation, and Dogs barked around the
gates. But Ger did not appear.

Ger had failed. Ilg was gone. Only he was|ft.

And sill he didn't know what had happened.

BY morning, Pid wasin com-plete despair. He knew that the twenty-first Grom expedition to this
planet was near the point of completefailure. Now it wasdl up to him.

He saw that workers were ar-riving in great number, rushing through the gates. He decided to take
advantage of the gpparent confusion, and started to shape himsdlf intoaMan.

A Dog waked past the woods where he was hiding.

"Hdlo," the Dog sad.

It was Ger!

"What happened?' Pid asked, with asigh of rdief. "Why were you so long? Couldn't you get in?"

"l don't know,” Ger said, wag-ging histall. "l didn't try." Pid was speechless.

"l went hunting,” Ger said complacently. "Thisformisided for Hunting, you know. | went out the
rear gate with another Dog."

"But the expedition — your duty —"

"I changed my mind," Ger told him. ™Y ou know, Pilat, | never wanted to be a Detector."

"But you were born a Detec-tor!"

"That'strue,” Ger said. "But it doesn't help. | dwayswanted to be aHunter."

Pid shook hisentire body in annoyance. "Y ou can't," he said, very dowly, asonewould explainto a
Gromling. "The Hunter shapeisforbidden to you."

"Not hereitisn't,” Ger said, ill wagging histalil.



"Let'shave no more of this" Pid said angrily. "Get into that ingtallation and set up your Dis-placer. I'll
try to overlook this heresy."

"No," Ger sad. "I don't want the Grom here. They'd ruin it for the rest of us.”

"He'sright," anearby oak tree said.

"ligl" Pid gasped. "Where are you?'

B RANCHES dtirred. "I'm right here," I1g said. "I've been Thinking."

"But—your caste—"

"Filot," Ger said sadly, "why don't you wake up? Most of the people on Grom are miserable. Only
custom makes us take the caste-shape of our ancestors.”

"Rilot," 1lg sad, "al Grom are born Shapeless”

"And being born Shapeless, dl Grom should have Freedom of Shape,” Ger said.

"Exactly,” Jg sad. "But hell never understand. Now excuse me. | want to Think." And the oak tree
wasslent.

Pid laughed humorlesdy. "The Menwill kill you off," hesaid. " Just asthey killed off dl the other
expeditions”

"No onefrom Groin has been killed,” Ger told him. "The other expeditions areright here.”

"Alive?"

"Certainly. The Men don't even know we exist. That Dog | was Hunting with isa Grom from the
twelfth expedition. There are hundreds of us here, Filot. Welikeit."

Pid tried to absorb it dl. He had dways known that the lower casteswerelax in
caste-conscious-ness. But thiswas preposterous!

This planet's secret menace was—freedom!

"Joinus, Pilot," Ger said. "Weve got a paradise here. Do you know how many speciesthereareon
this planet? An uncount-able number! There's ashape to suit every need!”

Pid ignored them. Traitord!

Hed do thejob dl by himsdf.

So Men were unaware of the presence of the Grom. Getting near the reactor might not be so difficult
after dl. The others had failed in their duty because they were of the lower castes, weak and
irresponsible. Even the Pilots among them must have been secretly sympathetic to the Cult of
Shape essness the Chief had mentioned, or the dien planet could never have swayed them.

What shape to assumefor his attempt?

Pid considered.

A Dog might be best. Evidently Dogs could wander pretty much where they wished. If something
went wrong, Pid could change his shape to meet the occasion.

"The Supreme Council will take care of dl of you," he snarled, and shaped himsdf into asmdl brown
Dog. "I'm going to set up the Displacer mysdlf.”

He studied himsdlf for amo-ment, bared histeeth at Ger, and loped toward the gate.

H E Ioped for about ten feet and stopped in utter horror. The smells rushed at him from all
directions. Smellsin apro-fuson and variety he had never dreamed existed. Smdllsthat were harsh,
swedt, sharp, heavy, mysterious, overpowering. Smellsthat terrified. Alien and repulsive and inescapable,
the odors of Earth struck him like ablow.

He curled hislips and held his breath. He ran on for afew steps, and had to breasthe again. He
a-most choked.

Hetried to remold his Dog-nogtrilsto be less sensitive. It didn't work. It wouldn't, so long as he kept
the Dog-shape. An attempt to modify his metabolism didn't work either.

All thisin the space of two or three seconds. He was rooted in histracks, fighting the smells,
wondering what to do.

Thenthenoiseshit him.



They were a constant and stag-gering roar, through which every tiniest whisper of sound stood out
clearly and digtinct. Sounds upon sounds—more noise than he had ever heard before at onetimein his
life. The woods behind him had suddenly become amad-house.

Utterly confused, he lost con-trol and became Shapeless.

He haf-ran, hdf-flowed into anearby bush. There he re-Shaped, obliterating the offending Dog ears
and nogtrilswith vicious strokes of histhoughts.

The Dog-shape was out. Abso-lutely. Such gppalling sharpness of senses might be fine for a Hunter
such as Ger—he prob-ably gloried in them. But an-other moment of such impressionswould have driven
Fid the Pilot mad.

What now? Helay in the bush and thought about it, while gradudly his mind threw off the last effects
of the dizzying sensory assaullt.

Helooked at the gate. The Men standing there evidently hadn't noticed hisfiasco. They werelooking
in another direction. . . . aMan?

Widll, it wasworth atry.

STUDYING theMen a the gate, Pid carefully shaped himsdlf into afacsmile—asyn-thesis,
actualy, embodying one characterigtic of that, another of this.

He emerged from the side of the bush opposite the gate, on his hands and knees. He sniffed the air,
noting that the smellsthe Man-nostrils picked up weren't unpleasant at dl. In fact, some of them were
decidedly otherwise. It had just been the acuity of the Dog-nodtrils, the number of smellsthey had
de-tected and the near-brilliance with which they had done so, that had shocked him.

Also, the sounds weren't half so devastating. Only relatively close sounds stood out. All elsewas an
undetailed whispering.

Evidently, Pid thought, it had been along time since Men had been Hunters.

Hetested hislegs, standing up and taking afew clumsy steps. Thud of foot on ground. Drag the other
leg forward in aheavy arc. Thud. Rocking from side to side, he marched back and forth behind the bush.
His arms flapped as he sought balance. His head wobbled on its neck, until he remembered to hold it up.
Head up, eyes down, he missed seeing asmall rock. His hed turned on it. He sat down, hard.

The ankle hurt. Pid curled his Man-lips and crawled back into the bush.

The Man-shape was too un-speakably clumsy. It was offen-sive to plod one step at atime. Body
held rigidly upright. Armswaobbling. There had been ade-luge of sense-impressionsin the Dog-shape;
therewas dull, stiff, haf-adive inadequacy to the Man-shape.

Besides, it was dangerous, now that Pid thought it over, aswell as distasteful. He couldn't con-trol it
properly. It wouldn't look right. Someone might question him. There was too much about Men he
didn‘t—couldn't—know. The planting of the Digplacer was too important a thing for him to fumble again.
Only luck had kept him from being seen during the sensory ondaught.

The Displacer in hisbody pouch pulsed and tugged, urging him to be on hisway toward the distant
reactor room.

Grimly, Pid let out the last breath he had taken with his Man-lungs, and dissolved the lungs.

What shape to take?

Again he sudied the gate, the Men standing beside it, the build-ing beyond in which wasthe
al-important reactor.

A small shape was needed. A fast one. An unobtrusive one. Helay and thought.

The bush rustled above him. A small brown shape had flut-tered down to light on atwig. It hopped
to another twig, twitter-ing. Then it fluttered off in aflash, and was gone.

That, Pid thought, wasit.

A SPARROW that was not a Sparrow rose from the bush afew moments later. An ob-server
would have seen it circle the bush, diving, hedgehopping, evenlooping, asif practicing al manuevers
possible to Sparrows.



Pid tensed his shoulder mus-cles, inclined hiswings. He dipped off to the right, ap-proached the bush
at what seemed breakneck speed, though he knew thiswas only because of hissmall sze. At the last
second helifted histail. Not quite quickly enough. He siwooped up and over the top of the bush, but his
legs brushed the top leaves, his beak went down, and he sumbled in air for afew feet back-forward.

He blinked beady eyes asif at achalenge. Back toward the bush at afine clip, again up and over.
Thistimedeanly.

He chose atree. Zoomed into its network of branches, wove aweb of flight, working hisway around
and around the trunk, over and under branches that flashed be-fore him, through crotches with no more
than afeather's-breath to spare.

At last herested on alow branch, and found himsalf chirp-ing in deight.

Thetree extruded afeder from the branch he sat on, and touched hiswings and tail.

"Interesting,” said thetree. "I'll haveto try that shape sometime.”

llg.

"Traitor," hissed Pid, growing amouth in his chest to hissit, and then he did something that caused Ilg
to exclam in out-rage.

Pid flew out of the woods. Over the underbrush and across the open space toward the gate.

This body would do the trick!

This body would do anything!

Herose, in amatter of afew Sparrow heartbeats, to an dti-tude of a hundred feet. From here the
gate, the Men, the build-ing were smdll, sharp shapes against a green-brown mat. Pid found that he could
see not only with unaccustomed clarity, but with arange of vison that aston-ished him. To right and to
left he could seefar into the hazy blue of the sky, and the higher he rose the farther he could see.

Herose higher.

The Displacer pulsed, remind-ing him of the job he had to do.

H E tiffened hiswings and glided, regretfully putting aside his desiresto experiment with this
wonderful shape, at least for the present. After he planted the Displacer, hewould go off by himsdf for a
whileand do it just alittle more—somewhere where I1g and Ger would not see him—~before the Grom
Army arrived and the invasion began.

Hefdt atiny twinge of guilt, ashecircled. It was Evil to want to keep thisdien flying shape any
longer than was absolutely necessary to the performance, of his duty. It was adevice of the Shapeless
One

But what had 11g said? All Grom are born Shapeless. It was true. Grom children were amor-phous,
until old enough to be in-structed in the caste-shape of their ancestors.

Maybe it wasn't too great asin to ater your Shape, then—just oncein along while. After dl, one
must be fully aware of the nature of Evil in order to meaningfully rgject it.

He had fdlen lower in circling. The Displacer pulse had strength-ened. For some reason it irritated
him. He drove higher on strong wings, circled again. Air rushed past him—asmooth, whispering flow,
pierced by hisbeak, sream-ing invisbly past his sharp eyes, moving aong his body in tiny turbulences
that moved hisfeath-ers againgt hisskin.

It occurred to him—or rather struck him with considerable force—that he was satisfying alonging of
his Pilot Caste that went far degper than Filoting.

He drove powerfully with hiswings, felt tonus across his back, shot forward and up. He thought of
the controls of his ship. Heimagined flowing into them, be-coming part of them, as he had so often
done—and for thefirg timein hislife the thought failed to excite him.

No machine could compare with this!

What he would give to have wings of hisown!

Get from my dght, Shape-less Onel

The Displacer must be planted, activated. All Grom depended on him.

He eyed the building, far be-low. Hewould pass over it. The Displacer would tell him which window



to ente—which window was so near the reactor that he could do his job before the Men even knew he
was about.
He started to drop lower, and the Hawk struck.

| T had been above him. Hisfirst inkling of danger was the sharp pain of talonsin hisback, and the
stunning blow of abeak across his head.

Dazed, helet hisback go Shapeless. His body-substance flowed from the grasp of the tal-ons. He
dropped a dozen feet and resumed Sparrow-shape, hearing an astoni shed squawk from the attacker.

He banked, and looked up. The Hawk was eying him.

Taons spread again. The sharp beak gaped. The Hawk swooped.

Pid had to fight asa Bird, nat-uraly. He was four hundred feet above the ground.

So he became an impossibly deadly Bird.

He grew to twice the size of the Hawk. He grew afoot-long beak with adouble razor's edge. He
grew taonslike six inch scimi-tars. His eyes gleamed ared challenge.

The Hawk brokeflight, squal-ling in darm. Franticaly, tail down and widespread, it thun-dered its
wings and cameto adead stop six feet from Fid.

Looking thoughtfully a Pid, it alowed itsdf to plummet. It fell ahundred feet, pread itswings,
sretched its neck and flew off so hastily that its wings became blurs.

Pid saw no reason to pursueit.

Then, after amoment, hedid.

He glided, keeping the Hawk in sight, thoughts racing, fegling the newness, the power, the won-der
of Freedom of Shape.

Freedom. ..

Hedid not want to giveit up.

The bird-shape was wondrous. He would experiment with it. Later, he might tire of it for atimeand
assume another—a crawling or running shape, or even aswimming one. The possi-hilities for excitement,
for adven-ture, for fulfilment and smple sensua pleasure were endless!

Freedom of Shape was—aob-vioudy, now that you thought on it—the Grom birthright. And the
caste-system was artificid—obvioudy. A devicefor politica and priestly benefit—obvioudy.

Go away, Shapeless One. . . thisdoes not concern you.

He rose to athousand feet, two thousand, three. The Displacer's pulse grew feebler and finaly
vanished.

At four thousand feet he re-leased it and watched it spin downward, vanish into a cloud.

Then he st out after the Hawk, which was now only adot on the horizon. He would find out how
the Hawk had broken flight as it had—skidded on air—he wanted to do that too! There were so many
things he wanted to learn about flying. In aweek, he thought, he should be able to duplicate all the kill
that mill-eniahad evolved into Birds. Then hisnew lifewould redly begin.

He became atorpedo-shape with huge wings, and sped after the Hawk.

ROBERT SHECKLY

The city of the future, and no very distant future, will have no trolley poles or wires and no horses. All movements
will beon rails by silent air motors or by boneless carriages, equally silent. All pavements will be asphalt. Unlimited
light will be as cheap as unlimited water istoday. No coa wilt be delivered at private homes and no ashes taken from
them. With no horses, no coal, and no ashes, street dirt will be reduced to a minimum. With no factory fires and no
kitchen or furnace fires, the air will be as pure in the city asin the country. Trees will have a chance. Houses will be
warmed and lighted as easily and cheaply as they are now supplied with water. A city will be a pretty nice placeto live
in when the first twenty years of the twentieth century are passed.— The Philadel phia Press, July, 1896.

Which century was that?



