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"Yesgr. Well, there are three men outsde trying to kill me...."

"Quite right," Mr. Frendlyer said. "And today is Landing Day. You came off the ship that landed
today, and have been dassfied a peon.... I'm happy to say that everything isin order. The Landing Day
Hunt ends a sundown. You can leave here with the knowledge that everything is correct and that your
rights have not been violated.”

"Leave here? After sundown, you mean.”
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Mr. Frendlyer shook his head and smiled sadly. "I'm afrad not. According to the law you must leave
here & once”

"But theyll kill met”

"That's very true. Unfortunately it can't be helped. A viciim by definition is one who is to be killed....
We protect rights, not victims™"

OMEGA: PRISON PLANET
LIFE EXPECTANCY: THREE YEARS
MAXIMUM
MOST PEOPLE ARE
LUCKIER THAN THAT....

Books by
ROBERT SHECKLEY:

« CITIZEN IN SPACE

« IMMORTALITY, INC.

- MINDSWAP

+ PILGRIMAGE TO EARTH

« THE10TH VICTIM

«  UNTOUCHED BY HUMAN HANDS

« DIMENSION OF MIRACLES

«  THE JOURNEY OF JOENES

« THESTATUSCIVILIZATION/NOTIONS: UNLIMITED

From ACE <ience Fiction

THE STATUSCIVILIZATION
ROBERT SHECKLEY



ace books

Divison of Charter CommunicationsInc.
A GROSSET & DUNLAP COMPANY
360 Park Avenue South
New York, New Y ork 10010

THE STATUSCIVILIZATION
Copyright © 1960 by Robert Sheckley
Fra appeared under the title Omega in Amazing Science Fiction Sories, published by Ziff-Davis.

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any means, except for
theindudon of brief quotationsin a review, without permission in writing from the publisher.

All characters in this book are fictitious. Any resemblance to actud persons, living or dead, is purdy
coincidentd.
An ACE Book
Cover art by David Bergen
Firgt Ace printing: November 1979
2468097531

Manufactured in the United States of America

CONTENTS

- THESTATUSCIVILIZATION 1



TOANYA

THE STATUSCIVILIZATION
Chapter One

Hisreturn to consciousness was a dow and panful process. It was a journey in which he traversed dl
time. He dreamed. He rose through thick layers of deep, out of the imaginary beginnings of dl things. He
lifted a pseudopod from primordia ooze, and the pseudopod was him. He became an amoeba which
contained his essence; then afish marked with his own peculiar individudity; then an ape unlike dl other
apes. And findly, he became a man.

Wha kind of man? Dimly he saw himsdlf, faceless, a beamer gripped tight on one hand, a corpse at
hisfegt. That kind of man.

He awoke, rubbed his eyes, and waited for further memories to come.
No memories came. Not even his name.

He sat up hadily and willed memory to return. When it didnt, he looked around, seeking in his
surroundings some clue to hisidentity.

He was gtting on a bed in a amdl gray room. There was a closed door on one sde. On the other,
through a curtained acove, he could see a tiny lavatory. Light came into the room from some hidden
source, perhaps from the cdling itsdlf. The room had a bed and asngle chair, and nothing else.

He hdd his chin in his hand and closed his eyes. He tried to catdogue dl his knowledge, and the
implications of that knowledge. He knew that he was a man, species Homo sapiens, an inhabitant of the
planet Earth. He spoke a language which he knew was English. (Did that mean that there were other
languages?) He knew the commonplace names for things room, light, chair. He possessed in addition a
limited amount of generd knowledge. He knew that there were many important things which he did not
know, which he once had known.

Something must have happened to me.

Tha something could have been worse. If it had gone alittle further, he might have been left a mindless
creature without a language, unaware of being human, of being a man, of beng of Earth. A certain
amount had been left to him.

But when he tried to think beyond the basic factsin his possession, he came to a dark and horror-filled
area. Do Not Enter. Exploraion into his own mind was as dangerous as a journey to—what? He
couldn't find an andogue, though he suspected that many existed.



| must have been sick.

That was the only reasonable explanation. He was a man with the recollection of memories. He must
a one time have had that pricdess wedth of recdl which now he could only deduce from the limited
evidence at his digposal. At one time he must have had specific memories of birds, trees, friends, family,
datus, a wife perhaps. Now he could only theorize about them. Once he had been able to say, this is
like or, that reminds me of. Now nathing reminded him of anything, and things were only like themsalves.
He had logt his powers of contrast and comparison. He could no longer andyze the present in terms of
the experienced padt.

This must be a hospital.

Of course. He was being cared for inthis place. Kindly doctors were working to restore his memory,
to replace his identity, to restore his judgment apparatus, to tdl him who and what he was. It was very
good of them; he fdt tears of gratitude start in his eyes.

He stood up and waked dowly around his smdl room. He went to the door and found it locked. That
locked door gave him a moment of panic which he sternly controlled. Perhaps he had been violent.

WEel, he wouldnt be vident any more. They'd see. They would awvard hm dl possble patient
privileges. He would speak about that with the doctor.

He waited. After along time, he heard footsteps coming down the corridor outside his door. He sat on
the edge of the cot and listened, trying to control his excitement.

The footsteps stopped beside his door. A pand did open, and aface peered in.
"How are you feding?' the man asked.

He walked up to the pand, and saw that the man who questioned him was dressed in a brown
uniform. He had an object on hiswast which could be identified, after a moment, as a weapon. This man
was undoubtedly a guard. He had a blunt, unreadable face.

"Could you tdl me my name?* he asked the guard.
"Cdl yoursdf 402," the guard said. "That's your cdl number."

He didnt like it. But 402 was better than nothing a dl. He asked the guard, "Have | been sck for
long? Am | getting better?”

"Yes" the guard said, in a voice that carried no conviction. "The important thing is, stay quiet. Obey
the rules. That's the best way."

"Certanly," said 402. "But why can't | remember anything?"



"W, that's the way it goes" the guard said. He started to walk away.

402 cdled after him, "Wait! You can't jugt leave me like this, you have to tdl me something. What
happened to me? Why am | in this hospitd ?*

"Hogpitd?' the guard said. He turned toward 402 and grinned. "What gave you the idea this was a
hospitd ?'

" assumed it," 402 said.
"You assumed wrong. Thisis a prison.”

402 remembered his dream of the murdered man. Dream or memory? Desperately he cdled after the
guard. "What was my offense? What did | do?'

"Youll find out,” the guard said.
"When?'
"After we land," the guard said. "Now get ready for assembly.”

He waked away. 402 sat down on the bed and tried to think. He had learned a few things He was in
a prison, and the prison was going to land. What did that mean? Why did a prison have to land? And
whet was an assembly?

402 had only a confused idea of what happened next. An unmessurable amount of time passed. He
was Stting on his bed, trying to piece together facts about himsdf. He had an impresson of bells ringing.
And then the door of hiscdl flew open.

Why was that? What did it mean?

402 waked to the door and peered into the corridor. He was very excited, but he didn't want to leave
the security of his cdll. He waited, and the guard came up.

"All right, now," the guard said, "No one's going to hurt you. Go draight down the corridor.”

The guard pushed him gently. 402 walked down the corridor. He saw other cdl doors opening, other
men coming into the corridor. It was a thin stream at first; but as he continued walking, more and more
men crowded into the passageway. Most of them looked bewildered, and none of them talked. The only
words were from the guards

"Move dong now, keep on moving, sraight ahead.”



They were headed into a large circular auditorium. Looking around, 402 saw tha a bacony ran
around the room, and armed guards were dtaioned every few yards dong it. Ther presence seemed
unnecessary; these cowed and bewildered men weren't going to stage a revolt. Still, he supposed the
grim-faced guards had a symbalic vaue. They reminded the newly awakened men of the most important
fact of ther lives that they were prisoners.

After afew minutes, a man in a somber uniform stepped out on the bacony. He hdd up his hand for
attention, athough the prisoners were dready watching him fixedly. Then, though he had no visble means
of amplification, his voice boomed hallowly through the auditorium.

"Thisis an indoctrination talk," he said. "Ligen carefully and try to absorb what | am about to tdl you.
These factswill be very important for your existence.”

The prisoners watched him. The speaker said, "All of you have, within the last hour, awakened in your
cdls You have discovered that you cannot remember your former lives—not even your names. All you
possess is a meager store of generdized knowledge; enough to keep you in touch with redlity.

"I will not add to your knowledge. All of you, back on Earth, were vicious and depraved criminds
You were people of the worst sort, men who had forfeited any right to consderation by the State. In a
less enlightened age, you would have been executed. In our age, you have been deported.”

The speaker held out his hands to quiet the murmur that ran through the auditorium. He said, "All of
you are criminds. And dl of you have one thing in common: an ingbility to obey the basic obligatory rules
of humen society. Those rules are necessary for dvilization to function. By disobeying them, you have
committed crimes againg al mankind. Therefore mankind rgects you. You are grit in the machinery of
avilization, and you have been sent to a world where your own sort is king. Here you can make your
own rules, and die by them. Here is the freedom you lusted for; the uncontained and sdf-destroying
freedom of a cancerous growth.”

The speaker wiped his forehead and glared earnestly a the prisoners. "But perhaps,” he said, "a
rehabilitation is possble for some of you. Omega, the planet to which we are going, is your planet, a
place ruled entirdly by prisoners. It is a world where you could begin again, with no prgudices agangt
you, with a clean record! Your past lives are forgotten. Don't try to remember them. Such memories
would serve only to resimulate your aimina tendencies. Consider yoursdves born afresh as of the
moment of awakening in your cells”

The speaker's dow, measured words had a certain hypnotic qudity. 402 lisened, his eyes dightly
unfocused and fixed upon the speaker's pae forehead.

"A new world," the speaker was saying. "You are reborn—but with the necessary consciousness of
an. Without it, you would be unable to combat the evil inherent in your persondities. Remember that.
Remember that there is no escape and no return. Guardships armed with the latest beam weapons petrol
the skies of Omega day and night. These ships are designed to obliterate anything that rises more than
five hundred feet above the surface of the planet—an invindble barrier through which no prisoner can
ever pass. Accommodate yourselves to these facts. They conditute the rules which must govern your
lives. Think about what 1've said. And now stand by for landing.”



The speaker |eft the bacony. For a while, the prisoners smply stared at the spot where he had been.
Then, tentatively, amurmur of conversation began. After a while it died away. There was nothing to talk
about. The prisoners, without memory of the past, had nothing upon which to base a speculaion of the
future. Persondlities could not be exchanged, for those persondities were nenvly emerged and dill
undefined.

They sat in slence, uncommunicative men who had been too long in solitary confinement. The guards
on the balcony stood like statues, remote and impersond. And then the faintest tremor ran through the
floor of the auditorium.

The tremor came again; then it changed into a definite vibration. 402 fet heavier, as though an invisble
weight were pressng againg his head and shoulders.

A loudspesker voice cdled out, "Attention! The ship is now landing on Omega. We will disembark
shortly."

The lagt vibration died away, and the floor beneath them gave a dight lurch. The prisoners, ill Slent
and dazed, were formed into a long line and marched out of the auditorium. Flanked by guards, they
went down a corridor which stretched on intermingbly. From it, 402 began to get some idea of the sze of
the ship.

Far ahead, he could see a patch of sunlight which shone brightly againgt the pae illumingtion of the
corridor. His section of the long shuffling line reached the sunlight, and 402 saw that it came from an open
hetchway through which the prisoners were passng.

In histurn, 402 went through the hatchway, climbed down a long stairway, and found himsdf on solid
ground. He was ganding in an open, sunlit square. Guards were forming the disembarked prisoners into
files on dl sides, 402 could see a crowd of spectators watching.

A loudspeaker voice boomed, "Ansver when your number is caled. Your identity will now be
revealed to you. Answer promptly when your number is called.”

402 fet weak and very tired. Not even hisidentity could interest im now. All he wanted to do was lie
down, to deep, to have a chance to think about his stuation. He looked around and took casud note of
the huge starcraft behind him, of the guards, the spectators. Overhead, he saw black dots moving against
a blue sky. At firg he thought they were birds. Then, looking closer, he saw they were guardships. He
wasn't particularly interested in them.

"Number 1! Speak out!"
"Here" avoice answered.

"Number 1, your nameis Wayn Southholder. Age 34, blood type A-L2, Index AR-431-C. Guilty of



treason.”

When the voice had finished, a loud cheer came up from the crowd. They were gpplauding the
prisoner's traitorous actions, and welcoming him to Omega.

The names were read down the ligt, and 402, drowsy in the sunshine, dozed on hisfeet and listened to
the crimes of murder, credit theft, deviationadlism, and mutantism. At last his number was called.

"Number 402."
"Here"

"Number 402, your name is Will Barrent. Age 27, blood type O-L3, Index JX-221-R. Guilty of
murder."

The crowd cheered, but 402 scarcely heard them. He was trying to accustom himsdf to the idea of
having a name. A red name ingead of a number. Will Barrent. He hoped he wouldn't forget it. He
repeated the name to himsdf over and over again, and dmost missed the last announcement from the

ship's loudspeaker.

"The new men are now released upon Omega. You will be given temporary housng a Square A-2.
Be cautious and circumspect in your words and actions. Watch, ligen, and learn. The law requires me to
tdl you that the average life expectancy on Omega is goproximeately three Earth years."

It took awhilefor those last words to take effect on Barrent. He was 4ill contemplating the novety of
having a name. He hadn't considered any of the implications of being a murderer on an underworld
planet.

Chapter Two

The new prisoners were led to arow of barracks a Square A-2. There were nearly five hundred of
them. They were not yet men; they were entities whose true memories extended bardly an hour in time,
Stting on ther bunks, the newborns looked curioudy at their bodies, examined with sharp interest thar
hands and feet. They stared a each other, and saw their formlessness mirrored in each other's eyes. They
were not yet men; but they were not children ether. Certain abstractions remained, and the ghodts of
memories. Maturation came quickly, born of old habit patterns and persondity traits, retained in the
broken threads of their former lives on Earth.

The new men dung to the vague recollections of concepts, ideas, rules. Within a few hours, ther
phlegmetic blandness had begun to pass. They were becoming men now. Individuas. Out of a dazed and
supeficd conformity, sharp differences began to emerge. Character reasserted itsdf, and the five
hundred began to discover what they were.



Will Barrent stood inlinefor alook at himsdf in the barracks mirror. When his turn came, he saw the
reflection of a thin-faced, narrow-nosed, pleasant-looking young man with straight brown hair. The young
men had a resolute, honest, unexceptiona face, unmarked by any strong passion. Barrent turned away
disappointed; it was the face of a stranger.

Later, examining himsdf more closdy, he could find no scars or anything ese to disinguish his body
from a thousand other bodies. His hands were uncdlused. He was wiry rather than muscular. He
wondered what sort of work he had done on Earth.

Murder?

He frowned. He wasn't ready to accept that.

A man tapped him on the shoulder. "How you feding?'

Barrent turned and saw a large, thick-shouldered red-haired man standing beside him.
"Pretty good,” Barrent said. "Y ou were in line behind me, weren't you?'

"That's right. Number 401. Name's Danis Foeren.”

Barrent introduced himsdif.

"Your crime?' Foeren asked.

"Murder."

Foeren nodded, looking impressed. "Me, I'm aforger. Wouldn't think it to look at my hands"" He held
out two massive paws covered with sparse red hair. "But the kill's there. My hands remembered before
any other part of me. Ontheship | sat in my cdl and looked a my hands. They itched. They wanted to
be off and doing things. But the rest of me couldn't remember what."

"What did you do?' Barrent asked.

"I closed my eyes and let my hands take over," Foeren sad. "Fird thing | knew, they were up and
picking the lock of the cdl." He held up his huge hands and looked a them admiringly. "Clever little
devild"

"Acking the lock?' Barrent asked. "But | thought you were a forger.”

"Wdl, now," Foeren said, "forgery was my man line But a pair of skilled hands can do amost
anything. | suspect that | was only caught for forgery; but | might aso have been a safeman. My hands
know too much for just aforger.”

"Y ouve found out more about yoursdf than | have" Barrent said. "All | have to start with is a dream.”



"Wdl, that's a gart," Foeren sad. "There mug be ways of finding out more. The important thing is,
we're on Omega”

"Agreed,” Barrent said sourly.
"Nothing wrong with thet," Foeren said. "Didn't you hear what the man said? Thisis our planet!”
"With an average life expectancy of three Earth years," Barrent reminded him.

"That's probably just scare tak," Foeren sad. "I wouldn't believe uff like that from a guard. The big
thing is, we have our own planet. You heard what they said. 'Earth rglects us' Nova Earth! Who needs
her? Welve our own planet here. A whole planet, Barrent! We're fregl™

Ancther man said, "That's right, friend." He was smdl, furtive-eyed, and ingratiatingly friendly. "My
nameis Jog" he told them. "Actudly, the name is Joao; but | prefer the archaic form with its flavor of
more gracious times. Gentlemen, | couldn't hep overhearing your conversation, and | agree most heartily
with our red-haired friend. Consider the posshilities Earth has cast us asde? Excelent! We are better
off without her. We are dl equd here, free men in a free society. No uniforms, no guards, no soldiers.
Jugt repentant former ariminas who want to livein peace.”

"What did they get you for?' Barrent asked.

"They sad | was a credit thief," Joe said. "I'm ashamed to admit that | can't remember what a credit
thief is. But perhapsitll come back to me”

"Maybe the authorities have some sort of memoary retraining sysem,” Foeren said.

"Authorities?' Joe said indignantly. "What do you mean, authorities? Thisis our planet. Were dl equd
here. By definition, there can't be any authorities. No, friends, we Ieft dl that nonsense behind on Earth.
Here we—"

He stopped abruptly. The barracks door had opened and a man walked in. He was evidently an older
resdent of Omega since he lacked the gray prison uniform. He was fat, and dressed in garish ydlow and
blue dothing. On a belt around his ample wais he carried a holstered pigtol and a knife. He stood just
ingde the doorway, his hands on his hips, glaring at the new arivals.

"WdI?' he said. "Don't you new men recognize a Quaestor? Stand up!”
None of the men moved.

The Quaestor's face went scarlet. "I guess I'll have to teach you alittle respect.”



Even before he had taken his weapon from its holster, the new arivas had scrambled to ther feet.
The Quaestor looked at them with afantly regretful air and pushed the weapon back in its holster.

"The firg thing you men better learn," the Quaestor said, "is your status on Omega. Your gatus is
nowhere. You're peons, and that means you're nothing."

He waited a moment and then said, "Now pay attention, peons. You are about to be ingtructed in your
duties

Chapter Three

"The firg thing you new men should understand,” the Quaestor said, "is just exactly what you are.
That's very important. And I'll tel you whet you are. Y ou're peons. Y ou're the lowest of the low. You're
statusless. Therée's nothing lower except mutants, and they aren't redly human. Any questions?’

The Quaestor waited. When there were no questions, he said, "I've defined what you are. From that,
well proceed to a basic underganding of what everybody ese on Omegais. Firg of dl, everybody is
more important than you; but some are more important then others. Next above you in rank is the
Resident, who hardly counts for more than any of you, and then there's the Free Citizen. He wears a gray
finger ring of tatus, and his clothes are black. He isn't important ether, but he's much more important
then you. With luck, some of you may become Free Citizens.

"Next are the Privileged Classes, dl diginguished by various recognition symbols according to
rank—such as the golden earrings, for example, of the Hadji class. Eventudly youll learn dl the marks
and prerogatives of the various ranks and degrees. | might dso mention the priests. Even though they're
not of Privileged rank, they're granted certain immunities and rights. Have | made mysdf clear?

Everyonein the barracks mumbled assent. The Quaestor continued, "Now we come to the subject of
deportment when meeting anyone of superior rank. As peons, you are obliged to greet a Free Citizen by
hisful title, in a respectful manner. With Privileged ranks such as Hadjis you speak only when spoken to,
and then you stand with eyes downcast and hands clasped in front of you. Y ou do not leave the presence
of a Privileged Citizen until permisson has been granted. You do not st in his company under any
circumgtances. Understood? There is much more to be learned. My office of Quaestor, for example,
comes under the dassfication of Free Citizen, but carries certain of the prerogetives of Privilege”

The Quaestor glared a the men to make sure they understood. "This barracks is your temporary
home. | have drawn up a chart to show which men sweep, which wash, and so forth. You may question
me a anytime; but foolish or impertinent questions can be punished by mutilation or death. Just remember
that you are the lowest of the low. If you bear that in mind, you might be adle to stay dive"

The Quaestor stood in slence for afew moments. Then he said, "Over the next few days, youll dl be
given various assgnments. Some of you will go to the germanium mines, some to the fishing flegt, some
will be apprenticed to various trades. In the meantime, you're free to look around Tetrahyde.”



When the men looked blank, the Quaestor explained, "Tetrahyde is the name of the city youre in. It's
the largest city on Omega" He thought for a moment. "In fact, it's the only city on Omega”

"What does the name Tetrahyde mean?' Joe asked.

"How should | know?" the Quaestor said, scowling. "l suppose it's one of those old Earth names the
skrenners are dways coming up with. Anyhow, just watch your step when you enter it."

"Why?' Barrent asked.

The Quaestor grinned. "That, peon, is something youll have to find out for yoursdf." He turned and
strode from the barracks.

When he had gone, Barrent went to the window. From it he could see a deserted square and, beyond,
the streets of Tetrahyde,

"You thinking of going out there?" Joe asked.

"Cetanly | am," Barrent said. "Coming with me?'

Thelittle credit thief shook his head. "I don't think it's safe.”

"Foeren, how about you?'

"I don't like it either,” Foeren said. "Might be better to stay around the barracks for awhile”
"That'sridiculous,” Barrent said. "It's our dity now. Isn't anyone coming with me?'

Looking uncomfortable, Foeren hunched his big shoulders and shook his head. Joe shrugged and lay
back on his cot. The rest of the new men didn't even look up.

"Veay wdl," Barrent said. "Il give you aful report later.” He waited a moment longer in case someone
changed his mind, then went out the door.

The city of Tetrahyde was a collection of buildings sprawled dong a narrow peninsula which jutted
into aduggish gray sea. The peninsulds landward sde was contained by a high stone wall, pierced with
gates and guarded by sentries. Its largest building was the Arena, used once a year for the Games. Near
the Arenawas aamd| cluster of government buildings.

Barrent walked dong the narrow dtreets, saring around him, trying to get some idea of what his new
home was like. The winding, unpaved roads and dark, weatherbeaten houses stirred an dusive tag-end
of memory in him. He had seen a place like this on Earth, but he couldn't remember anything about it.



The recollection was as tantalizing as an itch; but he couldn't locate its source.

Past the Arena, he came into the main business didrict of Tetrahyde. Fascinated, he read the store
dgns UNLICENSED DOCTOR—ABORTIONS PERFORMED WHILE-U-WAIT. Further on,
DISBARRED LAWYER. POLITICAL PULL!

This seemed vagudly wrong to Barrent. He walked further, past stores advertisng stolen goods, past a
little shop that announced: MIND READING! FULL STAFF OF SKRENNING MUTANTS! YOUR
PAST ON EARTH REVEALED!

Barrent was tempted to go in. But he remembered that he hadn't any money; and Omega seemed like
the sort of place that put a high value on money.

He turned down a Sde street, walked by severd restaurants, and came to a large building called THE
POISON INSTITUTE (Easy Terms. Up to 3 Years to Pay. Satisfaction Guaranteed or Your Money
Back). Next door to it was THE ASSASSIN'S GUILD, Local 452.

On the basis of the indoctrination tak on the prison ship, Barent had expected Omega to be
dedicated to the rehabilitation of criminds. To judge by the store dgns, this Imply wasn't so; or if it was,
rehabilitation took some very strange forms. He walked on more dowly, deep in thought.

Then he noticed that people were moving out of his way. They glanced a him and ducked in
doorways and stores. An ederly woman took one look a him and ran.

What was wrong? Could it be his prison uniform? No, the people of Omega had seen many of those.
What was it, then?

The street was dmogt deserted. A shopkeeper near him was hurriedly swinging sted shuiters over his
digolay of fencing equipment.

"Wha's the matter?' Barrent asked him. "What's going on?"'
"Areyou out of your head?' the shopkeeper said. "It's Landing Day!"
"I beg your pardon?"'

"Landing Day!" the shopkeeper said. "The day the prison ship landed. Get back to your barracks, you
idiot!"

He dammed the lagt sted shutter into place and locked it. Barrent fdt a sudden cold touch of fear.
Something was very wrong. He had better get back in a hurry. It had been stupid of him not to find out
more about Omegan customs before....

Three men were waking down the street toward him. They were wel dressed, and each wore the
gmd| golden Hadji earring in hisleft ear. All three men carried sdearms.



Barrent started to wak away from them. One of the men shouted, " Stop, peon!”
Barrent saw that the man's hand was dangling near his gun. He stopped and said, "What's the matter?"
"It's Landing Day," the man said. He looked & his friends. "Wel, who gets him firg?'
"WEell choose."

"Herésacoin."

"No, a show of fingers”

"Ready? One, two, threg!"

"Hesming" said the Hadjji on the left. His friends moved back as he drew his sdearm.
"Wait!" Barrent cdled out. "What are you doing?'

"I'm going to shoot you," the man said.

"But why?'

The man smiled. "Because it's a Hadji privilege. On every Landing Day, we have the right to shoot
down any new peon who leaves his barracks area.”

"But | wasn't told!"

"Of course not,” the man said. "If you new men were told, none of you would leave your barracks on
Landing Day. And that would spail dl the fun."

He took am.

Barrent reacted ingantaneoudy. He threw himsdf to the ground as the Hadji fired, heard a hiss, and
saw ajagged heatburn score the brick building next to which he had been standing.

"My turn now," one of the men said.
"Sorry, old man, | believeit's mine”
"Seniority, dear friend, hasits privileges. Stand clear.”

Before the next man could take am, Barrent was on his feet and running. The sharply winding street
protected him for the moment, but he could hear the sounds of his pursuers behind him. They were
running a an easy dride, dmogt afast walk, asif they were completely sure of their prey. Barrent put on



a burgt of speed, turned down a sde street, and knew immediatdly he had made a mistake. He was
fadng a dead end. The Hadjjis, moving at an easy pace, were coming up behind him.

Barrent looked wildy around. Store fronts here were dl locked and shuttered. There was nowhere he
could dimb to, no place to hide.

And then he saw an open door hdfway down the block in the direction of his pursuers. He had run
right by it. A sgn protruding from the building above the doorway said THE VICTIM'S PROTECTIVE
SOCIETY. That's for me, Barrent thought.

He sprinted for it, running dmost under the noses of the startled Hadjis. A sngle gun blast scorched
the ground under his hedls; then he had reached the doorway and flung himsdf indde.

He scrambled to his feet. His pursuers had not followed him; he could 4ill hear their voices in the
street, amiably arguing questions of precedence. Barrent redlized he had entered some sort of sanctuary.

He was in a large, brightly lighted room. Severa ragged men were gtting on a bench near the door,
laughing at a private joke. A little further down, a dark-haired gifl sat and watched Barrent with wide,
unblinking green eyes. At the far end of the room was a desk with a man dtting behind it. The man
beckoned to Barrent.

He waked up to the desk. The man behind it was short and bespectacled. He smiled encouragingly,
waiting for Barrent to speak.

"Thisisthe Victim's Protective Society?' Barrent asked.

"Quite correct, gr," the man said. "I an Rondolp Frendlyer, presdent of this nonprofit organization.
Could | be of service?'

"You certainly could,” Barrent said. "I'm precticdly avictim."

"I knew that just by looking at you," Frendlyer said, amiling warmly. "You have a certain victim 1ook;
amixture of fear and uncertainty with just a suggestion of vulnerability thrown in. 1t's quite unmistakable.”

"That's very interesting,” Barrent said, glancing toward the door and wondering how long his sanctuary
would be respected. "Mr. Frendlyer, I'm not a member of your organization—"

"That doesn't matter,” Frendlyer said. "Membership in our group is necessarily spontaneous. One joins
when the occasion arises. Our intention is to protect the indienable rights of dl victims."

"Yes gr. W, there are three men outside trying to kill me”

"l see" Mr. Frendlyer said. He opened a drawer and took out a large book. He flipped through it
quickly and found the reference he wanted. "Tdl me, did you ascertain the status of these men?'



"I believe they were Hadjis" Barrent said. "Each of them had alittle gold earring in hisleft ear.”

"Quite right," Mr. Frendlyer said. "And today is Landing Day. You came off the ship that landed
today, and have been dassfied a peon. Isthat correct?

"Yes itis" Barent sad.

"Then I'm happy to say that everything isin order. The Landing Day Hunt ends at sundown. You can
leave here with knowledge that everything is correct and that your rights are in no way being violated.”

"Leave here? After sundown, you mean.”

Mr. Frendlyer shook his head and amiled sadly. "I'm afraid not. According to the law, you mus leave
here & once."

“But theyll kill met”

"That's very true," Frendlyer said. "Unfortunatdly, it can't be helped. A victim, by definition, is one who
isto be killed."

"I thought this was a protective organization.”

"It is. But we protect rights, not victims. Your rights are not being violated. The Hadjis have the
privilege of killing you on Landing Day, at any time before sundown, if you are not in your barracks area
You, | might add, have the right to kill anyone who tries to kill you."

"I don't have a wegpon,” Barrent said.

"Vidims never do," Frendlyer said. "It makes dl the difference, doesn't it? But wegpon or not, I'm
afraid youll have to leave now."

Barrent could Hill hear the Hadjjis lazy voicesin the street. He asked, "Have you a rear door?"
llm.ry'll
"Then I'll amply not leave."

Sill gmiling, Mr. Frendlyer opened a drawer and took out a gun. He pointed it at Barrent, and said,
"You redly mug leave. You can take your chances with the Hadjis, or you can die right here with no
chance a dl."

"Lend me your gun,” Barrent said.

"Itint dlowed,” Frendlyer told him. "Can't have victims running around with weapons, you know. It
would upset things™ He clicked off the safety. "Are you leaving?”



Barrent cdculated his chances of diving across the desk for the gun, and decided he would never
make it. He turned and waked dowly to the door. The ragged men were dill laughing together. The
dark-haired girl had risen from the bench and was standing near the doorway. As he came close to her,
Barrent noticed that she was very lovdly. He wondered what crime had dictated her expulson from
Earth.

As he passed her, he fdt something hard pressed into his ribs. He reached for it, and found he was
holding asmdll, efficent-looking gun.

"Luck," the girl said. "'l hope you know how to useit."

Barrent nodded his thanks. He wasn't sure he knew how; but he was going to find out.

Chapter Four

The street was deserted except for the three Hadjis, who stood about twenty yards away, conversang
quigtly. As Barrent came through the doorway, two of the men moved back; the third, his Sdearm
negligently lowered, stepped forward. When he saw that Barrent was armed he quickly brought his gun
into firing position.

Barrent flung himsdf to the ground and pressed the trigger of his unfamiliar weapon. He fdt it vibrate in
his hand, and saw the Hadjji's head and shoulders turn black and begin to crumble. Before he could take
am a the other men, Barrent's gun was wrenched violently from his hand. The Hadji's dying shot had
creased the end of the muzze

Desperately Barrent dived for the gun, knowing he could never reach it in time His skin pricked in
expectation of the killing shot. He rolled to his gun, dill miraculoudy dive, and took am at the nearest
Hadii.

Jugt intime, he checked himsdf from firing. The Hadjjis had holstered their weapons. One of them was
saying, "Poor old Draken. He amply could not learn to take quick am."

"Lack of practice," the other man said. "Draken never spent much time on the firing range.”
"Wl if you ask me, it's a very good object lesson. One mustn't get out of practice.”

"And," the other man said, "one mudsnt underestimate even a peon.” He looked a Barrent. "Nice
shooting, fdlow."

"Yes, very nice indeed,” the other man said. "It's difficult to fire a handgun accurately whilein maotion.”

Barrent got to his feet shakily, dill holding the girl's weapon, prepared to fire at the fird suspicious
movement from the Hadjis. But they werent moving suspicioudy. They seemed to regard the entire



incident as closed.
"What happens now?' Barrent asked.

"Nothing," one of the Hadjis said. "On Landing Day, one kill is dl that any man or hunting party is
dlowed. After that, you're out of the hunt.”

"It'sredly avery unimportant holiday,” the other man said. "Not like the Games or the Lottery.”

"All that remains for you to do," the fird man said, "is to go to the Regidration Office and collect your
inheritance.

"My what?'

"Your inheritance” the Hadji sad patiently. "Youre entitled to the entire estate of your victim. In
Draken's case, I'm sorry to say, it doesn't amount to very much.”

"He never was a good businessman,” the other said sadly. "Still, itll give you a little something to start
life with. And since youve made an authorized kill—even though a highly unusud one—you move
upward in status. Y ou become a Free Citizen."

People had come back into the streets, and shopkeepers were unlocking their sted shutters. A truck
marked BODY DISPOSAL UNIT 5 drove up, and four uniformed men took away Draken's body. The
normd life of Tetrahyde had begun again. This, more than any assurances from the Hadjis, told Barrent
that the moment for murder was over. He put the girl's weapon in his pocket.

"The Regidration Office is over thisway," one of the Hadjis told him. "Well act as your witnesses."

Barrent ill had only a limited understanding of the Stuation. But since things were suddenly going his
way, he decided to accept whatever happened without question. There would be plenty of time later to
find out where he stood.

Accompanied by the Hadjis, he went to the Regigration Office on Gunpoint Square. There a bored
cek heard the entire story, produced Draken's busness papers, and pasted Barrent's name over
Draken's. Barrent noticed that severa other names had been pasted over. There seemed to be a fast
turnover of businessesin Tetrahyde.

He found that he was now the owner of an antidote shop a 3 Blazer Boulevard.

The business papers dso offiddly recognized Barrent's new rank as a Free Citizen. The clerk gave
hm a ring of status, made of gunmetd, and advised him to change into Citizen's dothing as soon as
possibleif he wished to avoid unpleasant incidents.

Outsde, the Hadjis wished him luck. Barrent decided to see what his new business was like.



Blazer Boulevard was a short dley running between two streets. Near the middle of it was a store
front with a 9gn which read: ANTIDOTE SHOP. Benegath tha it read: Specifics for every poison,
whether animal, vegetable, or mineral. Carry our handy Do It Yourself Survival Kit. Twenty-three
antidotes in one pocket-sized container!

Barrent opened the door and went in. Behind a low counter he saw calling-high shelves stocked with
labeled bottles, cans and cartons, and square glass jars containing odd hits of leaves, twigs, and fungus.
In back of the counter was a amdl shdf of books with titles like Quick Diagnosis in Acute Poisoning
Cases; The Arsenic Family; and The Permutations of Henbane.

It was quite obvious that poisoning played a large part in the daly life of Omega. Here was a
store—and presumably there were others—whose sole purpose was to dispense antidotes. Barrent
thought about this and decided that he had inherited a strange but honorable business. He would study
the books and find out how an antidote shop was run.

The store had a back apartment with a living room, bedroom, and kitchen. In one of the closets,
Barrent found a badly made suit of Citizen black, into which he changed. He took the girl's weapon from
the pocket of his prison ship uniform, weighed it in his hand for a moment, then put it into a pocket of his
new suit. He Ieft the store and found hisway back to the Victim's Protective Society.

The door was dill open, and the three ragged men were il Stting on the bench. They weren't laughing
now. Ther long wait seemed to have tired them. At the other end of the room, Mr. Frendlyer was seated
behind his desk, reading through athick pile of papers. There was no sign of the girl.

Barrent walked to the desk, and Frendlyer stood up to greet him.

"My congratulationd” Frendlyer said. "Dear felow, my very warmest congratulations. That was a
gplendid bit of shooting. And in motion, too!"

"Thank you," Barrent said. "The reason | came back here—"

"I know why," Frendlyer said. "You wished to be advised of your rights and obligations as a Free
Citizen. What could be more naturd? If you take a seat on that bench, I'll be with you in—"

"I didn't come here for that,” Barrent said. "l want to find out about my rights and obligations, of
course. But right now, | want to find that girl."

"Ginl?'



"She was gtting on the bench when | came in. She was the one who gave me the gun.”

Mr. Frendlyer looked astonished. "Citizen, you mugt be laboring under a misapprenension. There has
been no woman inthis office dl day."

"She was gtting on the bench near those three men. A very attractive dark-haired girl. You mugt have
noticed her."

"I would certanly have noticed her if she had been here" Frendlyer said, winking. "But as | sad
before, no woman has entered these premises today."

Barrent glared a him and pulled the gun out of his pocket. "In that case, how did | get this?*

"I lent it to you," Frendlyer said. "I'm glad you were able to use it successfully, but now | would
appreciate its return.”

"You'relying," Barrent said, taking afirm grip on the weapon. "Let's ask those men.”

He walked over to the bench with Frendlyer close behind him. He caught the attention of the man who
hed been gtting nearest the girl and asked him, "Where did the girfl go?"

The men lifted a sullen, unshaven face and said, "What girl you talking about, Citizen?"
"The one who was dtting right here.”

"I didn't notice nobody. Rafed, you see afemde on this bench?'

"Not me" Rafed said. "And | been stting here continuous since ten this morning.”

"I didn't see her neither,” the third men said. "And | got sharp eyes.”

Barrent turned back to Frendlyer. "Why are you lying to me?'

"I've told you the ample truth," Frendlyer said. "There has been no girl in here dl day. | lent you the
gun, asismy privilege as Presdent of the Victim's Protective Society. | would now appreciate its return.”

"No," Barrent said. "I'm keeping the gun until | find the girl."

"That might not be wise" Frendlyer said. He hedtily added, "Thievery, | mean, is not condoned under
these circumstances.”

"Il take my chances on that," Barrent said. He turned and left the Victim's Protective Society.



Chapter Five

Barrent needed time to recuperate from his vidlent entry into Omegan life. Starting from the helpless
gate of a newborn, he had moved through murder to the ownership of an antidote shop. From a
forgotten past on a planet cdled Earth, he had been catapulted into a dubious present in a world ful of
ciminads He had gotten a glimpse of a complex class structure, and a hint of an inditutionalized program
of murder. He had discovered in himsdf a certain measure of sdf-reliance, and a surprisng quickness
with agun. He knew there was a great dedl more to find out about Omega, Earth, and himsdf. He hoped
he would live long enough to make the necessary discoveries.

Firg things firg. He had to earn aliving. To do so, he had to find out about poisons and antidotes.

He moved into the gpartment in back of his store and began reading the books Ieft by the late Hadji
Draken.

The literature on poisons was fascinaing. There were the vegetable poisons known on Earth, such as
hellebore, setterwort, deadly nightshade, and the yew tree. He learned about the action of hemlock—its
preiminary intoxication and its find convulsons. There was prussc acid poisoning from dmonds and
digitdin poisoning from purple foxglove. There was the awesome efficiency of wolfsbane with its deadly
store of aconite. There were the fung such as the amanita toadstools and fly agaric, not to mention the
purdy Omegan vegetable poisons like redcup, flowering lily, and amortdis.

But the vegetable poisons, dthough dismayingly numerous, were only one part of his sudies. He had
to consgder the animas of Earth, sea, and ar, the severd species of deadly spiders, the snakes,
scorpions, and giant wasps. There was an imposing array of metdlic poisons such as arsenic, mercury,
and bismuth. There were the commoner corrosives—nitric, hydrochloric, phosphoric, and sulphuric acid.
And there were the poisons didlilled or extracted from various sources, anong which were drychnine,
formic acid, hyoscyamine, and belladonna.

Each of the poisons had one or more antidotes listed; but those complicated, cautioudy worded
formulas, Barrent suspected, were frequently unsuccessful. To make matters more difficult, the efficacy of
an antidote seemed to depend upon a correct diagnoss of the poisoning agent. And too often the
symptoms produced by one poison resembled those of another.

Barrent pondered these problems while he studied his books. In the meantime, with considerable
nervousness, he served hisfirg customers.

He found that many of his fears were ungrounded. In spite of the dozens of lethd substances
recommended by the Poison Ingtitute, most poisoners stuck sngle-mindedly to arsenic or drychnine.
They were cheap, sure, and very panful. Prussc acid had a reedily discernible odor, mercury was
difficult to introduce into the system, and the corrosives, dthough graifyingly spectacular, were
dangerous to the user. Wolfsbane and fly agaric were excdlent, of course; deadly nightshade could not
be discounted, and the amanita toadstool had its own macabre charm. But these were the poisons of an
older, more leisurdy age. The impaient younger generation—and especidly the women, who made up



nearly 90 per cent of the poisoners on Omega—were satisfied with plain arsenic or srychnine, as the
occasion and opportunity demanded.

Omegan women were conservatives. They amply werentt interested in the never-ending refinements of
the poisoner's art. Means didn't interest them; only ends, as quickly and as cheaply as possible. Omegan
women were noted for their common sense. Although the eager theoreticians at the Poison Indtitute tried
to sdl dubious mixtures of Contact Poison or Three Day Mold, and worked hard to put across complex,
haywire schemes invalving wasps, concealed needles, and double glasses, they found few takers among
women. Smple arsenic and fast-acting strychnine continued to be the maingays of the poison trade.

This quite naturdly smplified Barrent's work. His remedies—immediate regurgitation, lavage,
neutrdizing agent—were easy enough to master.

He encountered some difficulty with men who refused to bdieve they had been poisoned by anything
S0 commonplace as arsenic or srychnine. For those cases, Barrent prescribed a variety of roots, herbs,
twigs leaves, and a minute homeopathic dose of poison. But he invariably preceded these with
regurgitation, lavage, and neutrdizing agent.

After he was settled, Barrent received avist from Danis Foeren and Joe. Foeren had a temporary job
on the docks unloading fishing boats. Joe had organized a nightly pokra game among the government
workers of Tetrahyde. Neither man had moved much in status; with no kills to their credit, they hed
progressed only as far as Second Class Resdent. They were nervous about meeting socidly with a Free
Citizen, but Barrent put them at ease. They were the only friends he had on Omega, and he had no
intention of logng them over a question of socid postion.

Barrent was unable to learn very much from them about the laws and customs of Tetrahyde. Even Joe
hadn't been able to find out anything definite from his friends in government service. On Omega, the law
was kept secret. Older resdents used ther knowledge of the law to enforce their rule over the
newcomers. This system was condoned and reinforced by the doctrine of the inequdity of dl men, which
lay at the heart of the Omegan legd system. Through planned inequdity and enforced ignorance, power
and status remained in the hands of the older residents.

Of course, dl socid movement upward couldn't be stopped. But it could be retarded, discouraged,
and made exceedingly dangerous. The way one encountered the laws and customs of Omega was
through a risky process of trid and error.

Although the Antidote Shop took up most of histime, Barrent persisted in his efforts to locate the girl.
He was unable to find a hint that she even existed.

He became friendly with the shopkeepers on either side of him. One of them, Demond Harrisbourg,
was a jaunty, moustached young mean who operated a food store. It was a mundane and dightly
ridiculous line of work; but, as Harrishourg explained, even criminds must est. And this necessitated
farmers, processors, packagers, and food stores. Harrisbourg contended that his business was in no way
inferior to the more indigenous Omegan indudtries centered around violent desth. Besides, Harrisbourg's
wife's unde was a Miniger of Public Works. Through him, Harrisbourg expected to receive a murder
certificate. With this dl-important document, he could make his sx-months kill and move upward to the
datus of Privileged Citizen.



Barent nodded his agreement. But he wondered if Harrisbourg's wife, a thin, restless woman,
wouldn't decide to poison him first. She appeared to be dissatisfied with her husband; and divorce was
forbidden on Omega.

His other neighbor, Tem Rend, was a lanky, cheerful manin his early forties. He had a heat scar which
ran from just benesth his left ear down dmog to the corner of his mouth, a souvenir given him by a
status-seeking hopeful. The hopeful had picked on the wrong man. Tem Rend owned a wegpon shop,
practiced congtantly, and aways carried the articles of his trade with him. According to witnesses, he had
performed the counterkill in exemplary fashion. Tem's dream was to become a member of the Assassin's
Guild. His application was on filewith that ancient and austere organization, and he had a chance of being
accepted within the month.

Barrent bought a sdearm from him. On Rend's advice, he chose a Jamiason-Tyre needlebeam. It was
fagter and more accurate than any projectile weapon, and it transmitted the same shock-power as a
heavy caliber bullet. To be sure, it hadn't the spread of heat weapons such as the Hadjis used, which
could kill within 9x inches of ther target. But wide-range beamers encouraged inaccuracy. They were
messy, careless weapons which reinforced careless traits. Anyone could fire a heat gun; but to use a
needlebeam effectively, you had to practice congtantly. And practice paid off. A good needliebeam man
was more than a match for any two widebeam gunmen.

Barrent took this advice to heart, coming, as it did, from an gpprentice assassin and the owner of a
weapon shop. He put in long hours on Rend's cellar firing range, sharpening his reflexes, getting used to
the Quik-Thro holger.

There was alot to do and a tremendous amount to learn, just in order to survive. Barrent didn't mind
hard work as long as it was for a worthwhile god. He hoped things would stay quiet for a while so he
could catch up to the older inhabitants.

But things never stayed quiet in Omega.

One day, lae in the afternoon as he was dosng up, Barrent received an unusud-looking cdler. He
was a man in his fifties, heavy-set, with a stern, swarthy face. He wore a red ankle-length robe and
sandds. Around hiswaist was a rawhide belt from which dangled a amdl black book and a red-handled
dagger. There was an ar of unusud force and authority about him. Barrent was unable to tdl his status.

Barrent said, "l was just dosing up, Sr. But if there's anything you wish to buy—"

"I did not come here to buy," the cdler said. He permitted himsdf afant amile "I came here to I
"7

"l am apries,” the man said. "You are a newcomer to my digtrict. | haven't noticed you at services.”
"I'hadn’t known anything about—"

The priest held up his hand. "Under both the sacred and the profane law, ignorance is no excuse for



nonperformance of one's duties. Indeed, ignorance can be punished as an act of willfu neglect, based
upon the Tota Persond Respongibility Act of '23, to say nothing of the Lesser Codicil.” He amiled again.
"However, thereis no question of chastisement for you as yet.”

"I'm glad to hear that, 9r," Barrent said.

"'Uncl€ isthe proper form of address,” the priest said. "I an Unde Ingemar, and | have come to tdl
you about the orthodox rdigion of Omega, which is the worship of that pure and transcendent spirit of
Bvil which is our ingpiration and our comfort.”

Barrent said, "Il be very happy to hear about the rdigion of Evil, Uncle. Shdl we go into the living
room?"'

"By dl means, Nephew," the priest said, and followed Barrent to the apartment in back of the store.

Chapter Six

"Bvil," the priest said, after he had settled comfortably into Barrent's best chair, "is that force within us
which inspires men to acts of strength and endurance. The worship of Evil is essentidly the worship of
onedf, and therefore the only true worship. The sdf which one worships is the ided socid being; the
men content in his niche in society, yet ready to grasp any opportunity for advancement; the man who
mests desth with dignity, who kills without the demeaning vice of pity. Evil is crud, Snce it is a true
reflection of the uncaring and insensate universe. Evil is eternal and unchanging, athough it comes to usin
the many forms of protean life"

"Would you care for alitle wine, Uncle?’ Barrent asked.
"Thank you, that's very thoughtful,” Unde Ingemar said. "How is business?'
"Fair. A little dow this week."

"People don't take the same interest in poisoning,” the priest said, moodily sSpping his drink. "Not like
when | was a boy, nemy unfrocked and shipped out from Earth. However. | was gpeaking to you about
Bvil."

"Yes Unde”

"We worship Evil," Unde Ingemar said, "in the incarnate form of The Black One, that horned and
horrid specter of our days and nights In The Black One we find the saven cardind gns, the forty
fdonies, and the hundred and one misdemeanors. There is no crime that The Black One has not
performed—faultiessy, as befits his nature. Therefore we imperfect beings modd ourselves upon his
perfections. And sometimes, The Black One rewards us by appearing before usin the anful beauty of his
fiery flesh. Yes, Nephew, | have actudly been privileged to see him. Two years ago he appeared at the



concdusion of the Games, and he adso appeared the year before that.”

The priest brooded for a moment over the divine appearance. Then he said, "Since we recognize in the
State man's highest potentia for Evil, we aso worship the State as a suprahuman, though less than divine,
creation.”

Barrent nodded. He was having a difficult time saying awake. Uncle Ingemar's low, monotonous
voice lecturing about so commonplace athing as Evil had a soporific effect on him. He sruggled to keep

his eyes open.

"One might well ask," Unde Ingemar droned on, "if Evil is the highest atainment of the nature of man,
why then did The Black One dlow any Good to exig in the universe? The problem of Good has
bothered the unenlightened for ages. | will now answer it for you."

"Yes, Unde?' Barrent said, surreptitioudy pinching himsdf on the indde of the thigh in an effort to Say
awake.

"But firg," Unde Ingemar said, "let us define our terms. Let us examine the nature of Good. Let us
boldly and fearlesdy stare our great opponent in the face and discover the true lineaments of his features.”

"Yes" Barrent said, wondering if he should open awindow. His eyes fdt incredibly heavy. He rubbed
them hard and tried to pay attention.

"Good is a state of illuson,” said Undle Ingemar in his even, monotonous voice, "which ascribes to man
the nonexigent atributes of dtruiam, humility, and piety. How can we recognize Good as being an
illuson? Because there is only man and The Black One in the universe, and to worship The Black One is
to worship the ultimate expresson of onesdlf. Thus, snce we have proven Good to be an illuson, we
necessarily recognize its attributes as nonexistent. Understood?”

Barrent didn't answer.
"Do you understand?" the priest asked more sharply.

"En?" Barrent said. He had been dozing with his eyes open. He forced himsdf awake and managed to
sy, "Yes, Uncle, | understand.”

"Excdlent. Understanding that, we ask, why did The Black One dlow even the illuson of Good to
exig in an Bvil universe? And the answer isfound in the Law of Necessary Opposites; for Evil could not
be recognized as such without something to contrast it with. The best contrast is an opposite. And the
opposite of Evil is Good." The priest amiled triumphantly. "It's so Smple and clear-cut, isnt it?'

"It certainly is, Unde" Barrent said. "Would you like a little more wine?"
"Jud the tiniest drop,” the priest said.

He talked to Barrent for another ten minutes about the naturd and charming Evil inherent in the beasts



of the fidd and forest, and counsded Barrent to pattern his behavior on those smple-minded creatures.
At lagt he rose to leave.

"I'm very glad we could have this little chat,” the priest said, warmly sheking Barrent's hand. "Can |
count on your appearance a our Monday night services?'

"Sarvices?'

"Of course” Unde Ingemar said. "Every Monday night—a midnight—we hold Black Mass a the
Wee Coven on Kirkwood Drive. After services, the Ladies Auxiliary usudly puts out a snack, and we
have community dancing and choir anging. It's dl very jolly." He smiled broadly. "You see, the worship
of evil can be fun."

"I'm sureit can,”" Barrent said. "Il be there, Unde"

He showed the priest to the door. After locking up, he thought carefully about what Uncle Ingemar
hed said. No doubt about it, attendance at services was necessary. Compulsory, in fact. He just hoped
that the Black Mass wouldn't be as inferndly dull as Ingemar's exposition of Evil.

Tha was Friday. Barent was kept busy over the next two days. He recaeived a shipment of
homeopathic herbs and roots from his agent in the Bloodpit digtrict. It took the better part of a day to
sort and dasdfy them, and another day to store them in the proper jars.

On Monday, returning to his shop after lunch, Barrent thought he saw the girl. He hurried after her, but
logt her in the crowd.

When he got back to his store, Barrent found that a letter had been dipped under his door. It was an
invitation from his neighborhood Dream Shop. The letter read:

Dear Citizen, We take this opportunity of welcoming you into the neighborhood and extending
to you the services of what we believe to be the finest Dream on Omega.

All manner and type of dreams are available to you—and at a surprisingly low cost. We
specialize in memory-resurrecting dreams of Earth. You can be assured that your neighborhood
Dream Shop offers you only the finest in vicarious living.

As a Free Citizen, you will surely wish to avail yourself of these services. May we hope that you
do so within the week?

The Proprietors.

Barrent put down the letter. He had no idea what a Dream Shop was, or how the dreams were
produced. He would have to find out. Even though the invitation was gracioudy worded, it had a
peremptory tone to it. Past a doubt, avigt to a Dream Shop was one of the obligations of a Free Citizen.

But of course, an obligation could be a pleasure, too. The Dream Shop sounded interesting. And a



genuine memory-resurrection dream of Earth would be worth dmost any price the proprietors wished to
ask.

But that would have to wait. Tonight was Black Mass, and his attendance there was ddfinitdy
required.

Barrent Ieft his store a eeven o'clock in the evening. He wanted time for a sroll around Tetrahyde
before going to the service, which began a midnight.

He darted his wak with a definite sense of wel-being. And yet, because of the irrationd and
unexpecting nature of Omega, he dmog died before reaching the Wee Coven on Kirkwood Drive.

Chapter Seven

It had turned into a hot, dmost suffocatingly humid night when Barrent began hiswalk. Not the faintest
breath of ar stirred dong the darkened streets. Although he was wearing only a black mesh shirt, shorts,
gunbdt, and sandds, Barrent fdt as if he were wrapped in a thick blanket. Most of the people of
Tetrahyde, except for those dready at the Covens, had retired to the coolness of ther cdllars. The dark
Streets were nearly deserted.

Barrent walked on, more dowly. The few people he met were running to ther homes. There was a
sense of panic in that Slent, dogged sprint through heat which made walking difficult. Barrent tried to find
out what the matter was, but no one would stop. One old man shouted over his shoulder, "Get off the
Street, idiot!"

"Why?' Barrent asked him.
The old man snarled something unintdligible and hurried on.

Barrent kept on waking, nervoudy fingering the butt of his needlebeam. Something was certainly
wrong, but he had no idea what it was. His nearest shelter now was the Wee Coven, about hdf a mile
away. It seemed best to keep on moving in that direction, $aying dert, waiting to see what was wrong.

In afew minutes, Barrent was done in a tightly shuttered city. He moved into the center of the strest,
loosened the needlebeam in its holster, and prepared for attack from any sde. Perhaps this was some
gpecid holiday like Landing Day. Perhaps Free Citizens were far game tonight. Anything seemed
possible on a planet like Omega.

He thought he was ready for any possibility. But when the attack came, it was from an unexpected
quarter.

A fant breeze dtirred the sagnant air. It faded and returned, stronger this time, perceptibly cooling the
hot streets. Wind rolled off the mountains of the interior and swept through the streets of Tetrahyde, and



Barrent could fed the perspiration on his chest and back begin to dry.
For afew minutes, the dimeate of Tetrahyde was as pleasant as anything he could imagine
Then the temperature continued to fal.

It dropped rapidly. Frigid ar swept in from the disant mountain dopes, and the temperature fdl
through the seventies into the Sixties.

Thisisridiculous, Barrent thought to himsdlf. 1'd better get to the Coven.

He waked more rapidly, while the temperature plummeted. It passed through the forties into the low
thirties. The firg glittering Sgns of frost appeared on the streets.

It can't go much lower, Barrent thought.

But it could. An angry winter wind blew through the streets, and the temperature dropped into the
twenties. Moigture in the air began forming into deset.

Chilled to the bone, Barrent ran down the empty streets, and the wind, risng to gde force, pulled and
tugged a him. The streets glittered with ice, making the footing dangerous. He skidded and fel, and had
to run at a dower pace to keep hisfooting. And il the temperature dropped, and the wind growled and

snapped like an angry beast.

He saw light through a heavily shuttered window. He stopped and pounded & the shutters, but no
sound came from indde. He redized that the people of Tetrahyde never helped anyone; the more who
died, the more chance there was for the survivors. So Barrent continued running, on feet that fdt like
chunks of wood.

The wind shrieked in his ear, and hailstones the Sze of his fig pelted the ground. He was getting too
tired to run. All he could do now was walk, through a frozen white world, and hope he would reach the
Wee Coven.

He waked for hours or for years. At one corner he passed the bodies of two men huddled agang a
wadl and covered with frost. They had stopped running and had frozen to death.

Barrent forced himsdf to run again. A ditch in his Sde fdt like a knife wound, and the cold was
cregping up hisarms and down hislegs. Soon the cold would reach his chest, and that would be the end.

A flurry of hallstones stunned him. Without conscious trangition he found that he was lying on the icy
ground, and a monstrous wind was whirling away the tiny warmth his body was able to generate.

At the far end of the block he could see the tiny red light of the Coven. He crept toward it on hands
and knees, moving mechanicdly, not redly expecting to get there. He crawled forever, and the beckoning
red light dways remained the same distance from him.



But he kept on crawling, and at last he reached the door of the Coven. He pulled hmsdf to his feet
and turned the doorknab.

The door was locked.

He pounded fecbly on the door. After a moment, a panel did back. He saw a man garing at him; then
the pand did shut. He waited for the door to open. It didn't open. Minutes passed, and 4ill it didn't open.
Wha were they waiting for ingde? What was wrong? Barrent tried to pound on the door again, logt his
balance and fdl to the ground. He rolled over and looked desparingly a the locked door. Then he lost
CONSCiOUSNeSS.

When he came to, Barrent found himsdf lying on a couch. Two men were massaging his ams and
legs, and beneath him he could fed the warmth of heeting pads. Peering anxioudy a him was the broad,
swarthy face of Uncle Ingemar.

"Feding better now?" Uncle Ingemar asked.
"I think s0," Barrent said. "Why did you take so long opening the door?"

"We dmog didn't open it at dl,” the priest told him. "It's againg the law to aid strangers in distress.
Since you hadn't as yet joined the Coven, you were technicdly ill a stranger.”

"Then why did you let mein?'

"My assgtant noticed that we had an even number of worshipers. We require an odd number,
preferably ending in three. Where the sacred and the profane laws are in conflict, the profane mug yield.
So we let you in despite the government ruling.”

"It'saridiculousruling,” Barrent said.

"Not redly. Like mogt of the laws of Omega, it is desgned to keep the population down. Omega is an
extremdy barren planet, you know. The constant arrival of new prisoners keeps sweling the population,
to the enormous disadvantage of the older inhabitants. Ways and means must be sought to dispose of the
eXCcess hawcomers.”

"It isn't far," Barrent said.

"Youll change your mind when you become an older inhabitant,” Ingemar said. "And by your tenecity,
I'm sure youll become one.”

"Maybe" Barrent said. "But what happened? The temperature must have dropped nearly a hundred
degrees in fifteen minutes™



"A hundred and eght degrees to be exact,” Uncle Ingemar sad. "It's redly very ample. Omega is a
planet which revolves eccentricaly around a double star system. Further ingability, I'm told, comes from
the planet's peculiar physicd make-up—the placement of mountains and seas. The reault is a uniformly
and dramaticaly bad dimate characterized by sudden vidlent temperature changes”

The assgtant, a amdl, sdf-important fellow, said, "It has been caculated that Omega is at the outer
limits of the planets which can support human life without gross attifida ads. If the fluctuations between
hot and cold were any more violent, al humean life here would be wiped out.”

"It's the perfect punitive world," Unde Ingemar said proudly. "Experienced residents sense when a
temperature change is about to take place and get indoors.”

"lts—hdlih," Barrent said, at aloss for words.

"That describes it perfectly,” the priest said. "It is hdlish, and therefore perfect for the worship of The
Black One. If you're feding better now, Citizen Barrent, shall we proceed with services?'

Except for atouch of frosthite on his toes and fingers, Barrent was dl right. He nodded, and followed
the priest and the worshipersinto the main part of the Coven.

After what he had been through, the Black Mass was necessarily an antidimax. In his warmly heated
pew, Barrent drowsed through Unde Ingemar's sermon on the necessary performance of everyday evil.

The worship of Evil, Unde Ingemar said, should not be reserved soldy for Monday nights On the
contrary! The knowledge and performance of evil should suffuse one's daly life It was not given to
everyone to be a great snner; but no one should be discouraged by that. Little acts of badness
performed over a lifeime accumulated into a snful whole mogt pleesng to The Black One. No one
should forget that some of the greatest Snners, even the demoniac saints themselves, often had humble
beginnings. Did not Thrastus start as a humble shopkeeper, cheeting his customers of a portion of rice?
Who would have expected that smple man to develop into the Red Sayer of Thorndyke Lane? And
who could have imagined that Dr. Louen, son of a dockhand, would one day become the world's
foremogt authority on the practica gpplications of torture? Perseverance and piety had dlowed those
men to rise above their naturd handicaps to a pre-eminent pogtion at the right hand of The Black One.
And it proved, Unde Ingemar said, that Evil was the business of the poor aswdl as the rich.

That ended the sermon. Barrent awoke momentarily when the sacred symbols were brought out and
displayed to the reverent congregation—a red-handled dagger, and a plaster toad. Then he dozed agan
through the dow inscribing of the magica pentagon.

At lagt the ceremony neared its end. The names of the interceding evil demons were read—Badl,
Forcas, Buer, Marchocias, Astaroth, and Behemoth. A prayer was read to ward off the effects of Good.
And Unde Ingemar gpologized for not having avirgin to sacrifice on the Red Altar.



"Our funds were not auffident,” he said, "for the purchase of a government-certified peon virgin.
However, | am sure we will be able to perform the full ceremony next Monday. My assistant will now

pass among you...."

The assgtant carried around the black-rimmed collection plate. Like the other worshipers, Barrent
contributed generoudy. It seemed wise to do so. Unde Ingemar was clearly annoyed a not having a
virgn to sacrifice. If he became a little angrier, he might take it into his head to sacrifice one of the
congregetion, virgin or not.

Barrent didn't stay for the choir snging or the community dancing. When the evening worship was
finished, he poked his head cautioudy out the door. The temperature had gone up to the seventies, and
the frost was aready meted from the ground. Barrent shook hands with the priest and hurried home.

Chapter Eight

Barrent had had enough of Omegas shocks and surprises. He stayed close to his store, worked at his
business, and kept dert for trouble. He was beginning to develop the Omegan look: a narrow, suspicious
squint, a hand aways near gun butt, feet ready to sprint. Like the older inhabitants, he was acquiring a
axth sense for danger.

At night, after the doors and windows were barred and the triplex darm system had been set, Barrent
would lie on his bed and try to remember Earth. Probing into the mity recesses of his memory, he found
tantalizing hints and traces, and fragments of pictures. Here was a great hignway curving toward the sun;
afragment of a huge, multi-leve city; a closeup view of a starship's curving hull. But the pictures were not
continuous. They existed for the barest fraction of a second, then vanished.

On Saturday, Barrent spent the evening with Joe, Danis Foeren, and his neighbor Tem Rend. Joe's
pokra had prospered, and he had been able to bribe his way to the status of Free Citizen. Foeren was
too blunt and straightforward for that; he had remained at the Residency levd. But Tem Rend promised
to take the big forger as an assgtant if the Assassin's Guild accepted his agpplication.

The evening started pleasantly enough; but it ended, as usud, with an argument about Earth.

"Now look," Joe said, "wedl know what Earthislike. It's a complex of gigantic floating cities. They're
built on atificid idandsin the various oceans—"

"No, the cities are on land," Barrent said.

"On water," Joe said. "The people of Earth have returned to the sea. Everyone has specia oxygen
adaptors for breething sdt water. The land areas aren't even used any more. The sea provides everything
that—"

"Itint like that,” Barrent said. "l remember huge cities, but they were dl on land.”



Foeren said, "You're both wrong. What would Earth want with cities? She gave them up centuries
ago. Earth is a landscaped park now. Everyone has his own home and severd acres of land. All the
forests and jungles have been dlowed to grow back. People live with nature instead of trying to conquer
it. Isn't thet right, Tem?"

"Almog but not quite” Tem Rend said. "There are dill cities, but they're underground. Tremendous
underground factories and production areas. The rest islike Foeren sad.”

"There aren't any more factories” Foeren ingsted stubbornly. "Theré's no need of them. Any goods
which aman requires can be produced by thought-control.”

"I'mtdling you," Joe said, "I can remember the floating citied | used to live in the Nimui sector on the
idand of Pesiphae.”

"You think that proves anything?' Rend asked. "I remember that | worked on the eghteenth
underground level of Nueva Chicaga. My work quota was twenty days a year. The rest of the time |
spent outdoors in the forests—"

Foeren said, "That's wrong, Tem. There aren't any underground levels. | can remember diginctly that
my father was a Controller, Third Class. Our family used to trek several hundred miles every year. When
we needed something, my father would think it, and there itd be. He promised to teach me how, but |
guess he never did."

Barrent said, "Well, a couple of us are certainly having fase recdl.”
"That's certain,” Joe said. "But the question is, which of usisright?"
"WEell never find out,” Rend said, "unless we can return to Earth.”
Thet ended the discussion.

Toward the end of the week, Barrent recelved another invitation from the Dream Shop, more srongly
worded than the fird. He decided to discharge the obligation that evening. He checked the temperature,
and found that it had risen into the high nineties. Wiser now in Omegan ways, he packed a smdl saichd
full of cold-weather clathing, and started ouit.

The Dream Shop was located in the excdlusive Death's Row section. Barrent went in, and found himsdf
inasmdl, sumptuoudy furnished waiting room. A deek young man behind a polished desk gave him an
atifiad smile

"Could | be of service?' the young man asked. "My nameis Nomis J. Arkdragen, assistant manager in
charge of nightdde dreams.”

"I'd like to know something about what happens” Barrent said. "How one gets dreams, what kind of
dreams, dl that sort of thing."



"Of course," Arkdragen said. "Our sarvice is eeslly explained, Citizen—"
"Barrent. Will Barrent.”

Arkdragen nodded and checked a name from a lig in front of him. He looked up and said, "Our
dreams are produced by the action of drugs upon the brain and the centrd nervous sysem. There are
meany drugs which produce the desired effect. Among the most useful are heroin, morphine, opium, coca,
hemp, and peyote. All those are Earth products. Found only on Omega are Black Slipper, nace,
maniceg, tri-narcotine, djedalas, and the various products of the carmoid group. Any and dl of these are
dream-inducers.”

"I s2e" Barrent said. "Then you sl drugs.”

"Not at dl!" Arkdragen said. "Nothing so smple, nothing so crude. In ancient times on Earth, men
adminigtered drugs to themsdves. The dreams which resulted were necessarily random in nature. You
never knew what you would dream about, or for how long. You never knew if you would have a dream
or anightmare, a horror or a ddight. This uncertainty has been removed from the modern Dream Shop.
Nowadays, our drugs are carefully measured, mixed, and metered for each individud. There is an
absolute precison in dream-making, ranging from the Nirvanalike cam of Black Slipper through the
multicolored hdlucinations of peyotl and tri-narcotine, to the sexud fantasies induced by nace and
morphing, and at lagt to the memory-resurrecting dreams of the carmoid group.”

"It's the memory-resurrecting dreams I'm interested in," Barrent said.
Arkdragen frowned. "I wouldn't recommend it for afirg vist.”

"Dreams of Earth are apt to be more unsdttling than any imaginary productions. It's usudly advisable to
build up a tolerance for them. | would advise a nice little sexud fantasy for your firg vidt. We have a
gpecid sale on s=xud fantases this week.”

Barrent shook his head. "I think 1'd prefer the red thing.”

"You wouldnt," the assstant manager said, with a knowing smile. "Believe me, once one becomes
accustomed to vicarious sex experiences, the red thing is pallid by comparison.”

"Not interested,” Barrent said. "What | want is a dream about Earth.”
"But you haven't built up atolerance!™ Arkdragen said. "You aren't even addicted.”
"Is addiction necessary?"

"It'simportant,” Arkdragen told him, "as well as being inescapable. All our drugs are habit-forming, as
the law requires. You see, to redly appreciate a drug, you mugt build up a need for it. It heightens
pleasure enormoudy, to say nothing of the increase in toleration. That's why | suggest that you begin



with—"
"l want a dream about Earth,” Barrent said.

"Vay wdl," Arkdragen said grudgingly. "But we will not be responsble for any traumas which
accrue.”

He led Barrent into a long passageway. It was lined with doors, and behind some of them Barrent
could hear dull moans and gasps of pleasure.

"Experiencears” Arkdragen said, without further explanation. He took Barrent to an open room nesar
the end of the corridor. Within sat a cheerful-looking bearded man in awhite coat reading a book.

"Good evening, Doctor Wayn," Arkdragen said. "Thisis Citizen Barrent. Firg vigt. He ingsts upon an
Earth dream.” Arkdragen turned and |eft.

"Wadl," the doctor said, "l guess we can manage that." He put down his book. "Jugt lie down over
there, Citizen Barrent.”

In the center of the room was a long, adjustable table. Above it hung a complicated-looking
indrument. At the end of the room were glass-sded cabinets filled with square jars, they reminded
Barrent of his antidotes.

He lay down. Doctor Wayn put him through a generd examinaion, then a specific check for
suggestibility, hypnotic index, reactions to the eeven basic drug groups, and susceptibility to tetanic and
epileptic saizures. He jotted down his results on a pad, checked hisfigures, went to a cabinet, and began
mixing drugs.

"Isthislikely to be dangerous?' Barrent asked.

"It shouldn't be" Doctor Wayn said. "You appear hedthy enough. Quite hedthy, in fact, and with a
low suggedtibility rating. Of course, epileptic fits do occur, probably because of cumulative dlergic
reactions. Can't help that sort of thing. And then there are the traumas, which sometimes result in insanity
and death. They form an interesting study in themselves. And some people get stuck in their dreams and
are unable to be extricated. | suppose that could be classfied as a form of insanity, athough actudly it
isnt."

The doctor had finished mixing his drugs. He was loading a hypodermic with the mixture. Barrent was
having serious doubts about the advisahility of the whole thing.

"Perhaps | should postpone thisvist,” he said. "I'm not sure that I—"

"Don't worry about a thing," the doctor said. "This is the finest Dream Shop on Omega. Try to relax.
Tight muscles can result in tetanic convulsons™

"I think Mr. Arkdragen was right,” Barrent said. "Maybe | shouldn't have a dream about Earth for my



firg vigt. He sad it was dangerous.”

"W, after dl,” the doctor said, "what's life without a little risk? Besides, the most common damage is
brain lesons and burst blood vessals. And we have full fadilities for taking care of that sort of thing.”

He poised the hypodermic over Barrent's left arm.

"I've changed my mind," Barrent said, and started to get off the bed. Doctor Wayn deftly did the
needle into Barrent's arm.

"One does not change ones mind,”" he told Barrent, "ingde a Dream Shop. Try to rdax...."

Barrent relaxed. He lay back on the bed, and heard a gill Sngingin his ears. He tried to focus on the
doctor's face. But the face had changed.

The face was old, round, and fleshy. Ridges of fat stood out on the chin and neck. The face was
persoiring, friendly, worried.

It was Barrent's 5th Term Advisor.

"Now, Will," the Advisor said, "you mugt be careful. You mud learn to restrain that temper of yours.
Will, you must!"

"I know, gr," Barrent said. "It's just thet | get so mad at tha—"
"Will!"
"All right,” Barrent said. "I'll watch mysdf."

He left the universty office and walked into the city. It was a fantagtic dty of skyscrapers and
multi-leve streets, a brilliant city of slver and diamond hues, an ambitious city which administered a
far-flung network of countries and planets. Barrent walked dong the third pedestrian levd, Hill angry,
thinking about Andrew Therkader.

Because of Therkder and his ridiculous jedousy, Barrent's gpplication for the Space Exploration
Corps had been turned down. There was nothing his Advisor could do about the matter; Therkaler had
too much influence on the Sdlection Board. It would be a full three years before Barrent could apply
agan. In the meatime he was Earth-bound and unemployable. All his sudies had been for
extraterrestriad exploration. There was no place for im on Earth; and now he was barred from space.

Therkeler!

Barrent left the pedestrian levd and took the highspeed ramp into the Sante didtrict. As the ramp
moved, he fingered the smal weapon in his pocket. Handguns wereillegd on Earth. He had procured his
through untraceable means.



He was determined to kill Therkder.

There was a wash of grotesque faces. The dream blurred. When it cleared, Barrent found himsdf
aming his handgun at a thin, cross-eyed fdlow whose scream for mercy was abruptly cut short.

The informer, blank-faced and stern, noted the crime and informed the police.
The palice, in uniforms of gray, took himinto custody and brought him before the judge.

The judge, with his vague parchment face, sentenced him to perpetua servitude upon the planet
Omega, and handed down the obligatory decree that Barrent be cleansed of memory.

Then the dream turned into a kaleidoscope of horror. Barrent was dimbing a dippery pole, a sheer
mountaingde, a smooth-sided well. Behind him, gaining on him, was Therkaer's corpse with its chest
ripped open. Supporting the corpse on dther Sde were the blank-faced informer and the
parchment-faced judge.

Barrent ran down a hill, a street, a rooftop. His pursuers were close behind him. He entered a dm
ydlow room, closed and locked the door. When he turned around, he saw that he had locked himsdf in
with Therkaler's corpse. Fungus was blassoming in the open wound in the chest, and the scarred head
was crowned with red and purple mold. The corpse advanced, reached for him, and Barrent dived
headfirgt through the window.

"Come out of it, Barrent. You're overdoing it. Come out of the dream.”

Barrent had no time to listen. The window turned into a chute, and he did down its polished sides into
an amphitheetre. There, across gray sand, the corpse crept toward him on the stubs of arms and legs.
The enormous grandstand was empty except for the judge and the informer, who sat Sde by sde,
watching.

"He's stuck."
"Widl, | warned him...."

"Come out of the dream, Barrent. This is Doctor Wayn. You're on Omega, in the Dream Shop.
Come out of the dream. There's ill time if you pull yourself out immediately."

Omega? Dream? There was no time to think about it. Barrent was svimming across a dark,
evil-andling lake. The judge and the informer were svimming just behind him, flanking the corpse, whose
kin was dowly peding away.

"Barrent! "

And now the lake was turning into a thick jdly which dung to his arms and legs and filled his mouth,
while the judge and the informer—



"Barrent! "

Barrent opened his eyes and found himsdf on the adjustable bed in the Dream Shop. Doctor Wayn,
looking somewhat shaken, was sanding over him. A nurse was near by with a tray of hypodermics and
an oxygen mask. Behind her was Arkdragen, wiping perspiration from his forehead.

"I didn't think you were going to make it," Doctor Wayn said. "I redly didn't.”
"He pulled out jugt intime" the nurse said.

"I warned him," Arkdragen said, and Ieft the room.

Barrent sat up. "What happened?’ he asked.

Doctor Wayn shrugged his shoulders. "It's hard to tell. Perhaps you were prone to circular reaction;
and sometimes the drugs aren't absolutely pure. But these things usudly don't happen more than once.
Bdieve me, Citizen Barrent, the drug experience is very pleasant. I'm sure youll enjoy it the second
time"

Sill shaken by his experience, Barrent was certain there would be no second time for him. Whatever
the cost, he was not going to risk a repetition of that nightmare.

"Am | addicted now?" he asked.

"Oh, no," Doctor Wayn said. "Addiction occurs with the third or fourth vigt."

Barrent thanked him and left. He passed Arkdragen's desk and asked how much he owed.
"Nothing," Arkdragen said. "Thefirg vigt is dways on the house” He gave Barrent a knowing smile.

Barrent left the Dream Shop and hurried home to his apartment. He had alot to think about. Now, for
thefirg time, he had proof that he was awillfu and premeditated murderer.

Chapter Nine

Bang accused of a murder you can't remember is one thing; remembering a murder you have been
accused of is another thing entirely. Such evidence is hard to disbelieve.

Barrent tried to sort out hisfedings on the matter. Before hisvist to the Dream Shop he had never fdt
himsdf a murderer, no matter what the Earth authorities had accused him of. At worst, he had thought
that he might have killed a man in a sudden uncontrollable fit of rage. But to plan and perform a murder in
cold blood....



Why had he done it? Had his lugt for revenge been so great as to throw off dl the restraint of Earth's
avilizetion? Apparently so. He had killed, and someone had informed on him, and a judge had sentenced
him to Omega. He was a murderer on a crimind's planet. To live here successfully, he smply had to
folow his naturd bias toward murder.

And yet, Barrent found this extremely difficult to do. He had surprisngly little taste for bloodshed. On
Free Citizen's Day, dthough he went into the streets with his needlebeam, he couldn't bring himsdf to
daughter any of the lower classes. He didn't want to kill. It was a ridiculous prejudice, consdering where
and what he was; but there it was. No matter how often Tem Rend or Joe lectured him on his Citizen's
duties, Barrent dill found murder quite distasteful.

He sought the ad of a psychiatrist, who told him that his rgection of murder had its roots in an
unhappy childhood. The phobia had been further complicated by the traumatic qualities of his experience
inthe Dream Shop. Because of this, murder, the highest socid good, had become repugnant to him. This
antimurder neurosisin a man eminently suited for the art of killing would, the psychiatrist said, inevitably
lead to Barrent's destruction. The only solution was to displace the neurosis. The psychiatrist suggested
immediate trestment in a sanitarium for the aimindly non-murderous.

Barrent vidted a sanitarium, and heard the mad inmates screaming about goodness, far play, the
sanctity of life, and other obscenities. He had no intention of joining them. Perhaps he was sick, but he
wasn't that sick!

Hisfriends told him that his uncooperative attitude was bound to get him into trouble. Barrent agreed;
but he hoped, by killing only when it became necessary, that he would escape the observation of the
highly placed individuds who administered the law.

For severd weeks his plan seemed to work. He ignored the increasingly peremptory notes from the
Dream Shop and did not return to services a the Wee Coven. Business prospered, and Barrent spent his
spare time sudying the effects of the rarer poisons and practicing with his needlebeam. He often thought
about the girl. He ill had the gun she had lent him. He wondered if he would ever see her again.

And he thought about Earth. Since his vigt to the Dream Shop, he had occasond flashes of recdl,
isolated pictures of a weathered stone building, a stand of live oaks, the curve of a river seen through
willows. This hdf-remembered Earth filled him with an dmost unbearable longing. Like most of the
citizens of Omega, hisonly real wish was to go home.

And that was impossible.

The days passed, and when trouble came, it came unexpectedly. One night there was a heavy
knocking at his door. Haf adeep, Barrent answered it. Four uniformed men pushed their way indde and
told him he was under arrest.

"What for?' Barrent asked.

"Non-drug addiction,” one of the men told him. "Y ou have three minutes to dress.”



"What's the pendty?'

"Youll find out in court,” the man said. He winked at the other guards and added, "But the only way to
cure a nonaddict isto kill him. En?'

Barrent dressed.

He was taken to a room in the sorawling Department of Justice. The room was cdled the Kangaroo
Court, in honor of ancient Anglo-Saxon judicid proceeding. Across the hdl from it, aso of antique
derivation, was the Star Chamber. Just past that was the Court of Last Apped.

The Kangaroo Court was divided in hdf by ahigh wooden screen, for it was fundamental to Omegan
judtice that the accused should not see his judge nor any of the witnesses againgt him.

"Let the prisoner rise," avoice sad from behind the screen. The voice, thin, fla and emotionless, came
through a samdl amplifier. Barrent could bardy understand the words; tone and inflection were log, as
hed been planned for. Even in speaking, the judge remained anonymous.

"Will Barrent," the judge said, "you have been brought before this court on a mgor charge of non-drug
addiction and aminor charge of reigious impiety. On the minor count we have the sworn statement of a
priest. On the mgor count we have the tesimony of the Dream Shop. Can you refute either of these
charges?'

Barrent thought for a moment, then answered, "No, sr, | can't.”

"For the present,” the judge said, "your rdigious impiety can be waived, snce it is a firg offense. But
non-drug addiction is a mgor crime againg the state of Omega. The uninterrupted use of drugs is an
enforced privilege of every citizen. It is wdl known that privileges must be exercised, otherwise they will
be lost. To lose our privileges would be to lose the very cornerstone of our liberty. Therefore to reject or
otherwise fal to perform a privilege is tantamount to high treason.”

There was a pause. The guards shuffled their feet restlesdy. Barrent, who considered his Stuaion
hopeless, stood at attention and waited.

"Drugs serve many purposes,” the hidden judge went on. "I need not enumerate their desirable
qudlities for the user. But spesking from the viewpoint of the State, | will tdl you that an addicted
populace is a loyd populace; that drugs are a mgor source of tax revenue; that drugs exemplify our
entire way of life. Furthermore, | say to you that the nonaddicted minorities have invariably proven hodtile
to native Omegan inditutions. | give you this lengthy explanation, Will Barrent, in order that you may
better understand the sentence which isto be passed upon you."

"Sr," Barent said, "'l was wrong in avoiding addiction. | won't plead ignorance, because | know the
lav doesn't recognize that excuse. But | will ask you most humbly for another chance. | ask you to



remember, dr, that addiction and rehabilitation are ill possible for me”

"The court recognizes that,” the judge said. "For that reason, the court is pleased to exercise its fullest
powers of judicid mercy. Instead of summary execution, you may choose between two lesser decrees.
The fird is punitive; that you shdl suffer the loss of your right hand and left leg in aonement for your
crime againg the State; but that you shdl not lose your life”

Barrent gulped and asked, "What isthe other decree, Sr?'

"The other decree, which is nonpunitive, is that you shdl undergo a Trid by Ordeal. And that, if you
aurvive such atrid, you shdl be returned to appropriate rank and position in society.”

"Il take the Trid by Ordedl," Barrent said.
"Veay wdl," said the judge. "L et the case proceed.”

Barrent was led from the room. Behind him, he heard a quickly conceded laugh from one of the
guards. Had he chosen wrong? he wondered. Could atrid by ordedl be worse than outright mutilation?

Chapter Ten

On Omega, so the saying went, you couldn't fit a knife blade between the trid and the execution of the
sentence. Barrent was taken a once to a large, circular stone room in the basement of the Department of
Jugtice. White arc lights glared down a him from a high, arched calling. Below, one section of wall had
been cut away to provide a reviewing stand for spectators. The stands were dmost filled when Barrent
arived, and hawkers were sdling copies of the day's legd caendar.

For afew moments Barrent was aone on the stone floor. Then a pand did away in one curved wall,
and asmdl machine rolled out.

A loudspeaker set high in the reviewing stand announced, "Ladies and gentlemen, your attention
please! You are about to witness Trid 642-BG223, by Ordeal, between Citizen Will Barrent and GME
213. Take your seats, please. The contest will beginin afew minutes™

Barent looked over his opponent. It was a gligening black machine shaped like a haf-sphere,
ganding dmost four feet high. It rolled restlesdy back and forth on amdl whedls. A pattern of red, green,
and amber lights from recessed glass bulbs flashed across its smooth metd hide. It tirred in Barrent a
vague memory of some creature from Earth's oceans.

"For the bendfit of those who are vigting our gdlery for the firg time" the loudspeaker said, "a word
of explandtion is in order. The prisoner, Will Barrent, has fredy chosen the Trid by Ordedl. The
ingrument of justice, which in this indance is GME 213, is an example of the finest creative enginearing
which Omega has produced. The machine, or Max, as its many friends and admirers cdl it, is a murder



weapon of exemplary efficiency, able to utilize no less than twenty-three killing modes, many of them
extremdy painful. For trid purposes, it is set to operate upon a random principle. This means that Max
has no choice over the way in which it kills The modes are sdlected and abandoned by a random
arrangement of twenty-three numbers, linked to an equaly random time-selection of one to Sx seconds.”

Max suddenly moved toward the center of the room, and Barrent backed away fromit.

"It iswithin the prisoner's power," the loudspeaker voice continued, "to disable the machine in which
case, the prisoner wins the contest and is set free with full rights and privileges of his station. The method
of disabling varies from machine to machine. It is dways theoreticaly possble for a prisoner to win.
Precticaly spesking, this has happened on an average of 3.5 times out of a hundred.”

Barrent looked up at the gdlery of spectators. To judge by their dress, they were dl men and women
of status; highin the ranks of the Privileged Classes.

Then he saw, gtting in afront row seet, the gil who had lent im her gun on his firs day in Tetrahyde.
She was as beatiful as he had remembered her; but no hint of emation touched her pae, ova face. She
stared a him with the frank and detached interest of someone watching an unusud bug under ajar.

"Let the contest begin!™ the loudspesker announced.
Barrent had no more time to think about the girl, for the machine was ralling toward him.

He cirded warily away from it. Max extruded a sngle dender tentacle with a white light winking in the
end of it The machine rolled toward Barrent, backing him toward awall.

Abruptly it stopped. Barrent heard the clank of gears. The tentacle was withdrawn, and in its place
appeared a jointed metd arm which ended in a knife-edge. Moving more quickly now, the machine
cornered him againg the wadl. The arm flickered out, but Barrent managed to dodge it. He heard the
knife-edge scrape againg stone. When the arm withdrew, Barrent had a chance to move agan into the
center of the room.

He knew that his only chance to disable the machine was during the pause when its selector changed it
from one killing mode to another. But how do you disable a smooth-surfaced turtle-backed machine?

Max came a him again, and now its metd hide gligened with a dull green substance which Barrent
immediatdy recognized as Contact Poison. He broke into a spring, drding the room, trying to avoid the
fatd touch.

The machine stopped. Neutrdizer washed over its surface, dearing away the poison. Then the
mechine was coming toward him again, this time with no wegpons visble, gpparently intending to ram.

Barrent was badly winded. He dodged, and the machine dodged with him. He was standing against
the wall, helpless, as the machine picked up speed.

It stopped, inches from him. Its selector clicked. Max was extruding some sort of a club.



This Barrent thought, was an exercise in gpplied sadism. If it went on much longer, the machine would
run him off his feet and kill him at its leisure. Whatever he was going to do, he had better do it a& once,
while he dill had the strength.

Even as he thought that, the machine svung a clubbed metal arm. Barrent couldn't avoid the blow
completely. The club struck hiseft shoulder, and he fdt hisarm go numb.

Max was sdecting again. Barrent threw himsdf on its smooth, rounded back. At the very top he saw
two tiny holes. Praying that they were ar intake openings, Barrent plugged them with hisfingers.

The machine stopped dead, and the audience roared. Barrent dung to the smooth surface with his
numbed arm, trying to keep hisfingersin the holes. The pattern of lights on Max's surface changed from
green through amber to red. Its deep-throated buzz became a dull hum.

And then the machine extruded tubes as dternative intake holes.

Barrent tried to cover them with his body. But the machine, roaring into sudden life, swiveled rapidly
and threw him off. Barrent rolled to his feet and moved back to the center of the arena

The contest had lasted no more than five minutes, but Barrent was exhausted. He forced himsdf to
retreat from the machine, which was coming at him now with a broad, gleaming hatchet.

As the hatchet-arm swung, Barrent threw himsdf at it instead of away. He caught the arm in both
hands and bent it back. Metd creaked, and Barrent thought he could hear the joint beginning to give
way. If he could break off the metd arm, he might disable the machine at the very least, the arm would
be a weapon....

Max suddenly went into reverse. Barrent tried to keep his grip on the arm, but it was yanked away.
Hefdl on hisface. The hatchet sivung, gouging his shoulder.

Barrent rolled over and looked a the gdlery. He was finished. He might as well accept the machings
next attempt gracefully and have it over with. The spectators were cheering, waiching Max begin its
trandformation into another killing mode.

And the girl was mationing to him.

Barrent stared, trying to make some sense out of it. She gestured a him to turn something over, turn it
over and destroy.

He had no more time to watch. Dizzy from loss of blood, he staggered to his feet and watched the
mechine charge. He didnt bother to see what wegpon it had extruded; his entire atention was
concentrated on its whedls.

Asit came a him, Barrent threw himsdf under the wheds.

The machine tried to brake and swerve, but not in time. The wheds ralled onto Barrent's body, tilting



the machine sharply upward. Barrent grunted under the impact. With his back under the machine, he put
hisremaining srength in an attempt to stand up.

For a moment the machine teetered, its wheds spinning wildly. Then it flipped over on its back.
Barrent collapsed besideit.

When he could see again, the machine was dill on its back. It was extruding a set of arms to turn itsdf
over.

Barrent threw himsdf on the machinegs flat bely and hammered with his fists. Nothing happened. He
tried to pull off one of the whedls, and couldn't. Max was propping itsdf up, preparing to turn over and
resume the contest.

The girl's motions caught Barrent's eye. She was making a plucking motion, repeatedly, ingstently.

Only then Barrent saw asmdl fuse box near one of the whedls. He yanked off the cover, losng most
of afingernal in the process, and removed the fuse.

The machine expired gracefully.

Barrent fainted.

Chapter Eleven

On Omega, the law is supreme. Hidden and revedled, sacred and profane, the law governs the actions
of dl citizens, from the lowest of the low to the highest of the high. Without the law, there could be no
privileges for those who made the law; therefore the law was absolutely necessary. Without the law and
its stern enforcement, Omega would be an unthinkable chaos in which a man's rights could extend only as
far and as long as he persondly could enforce them. This anarchy would mean the end of Omegan
society; and particularly, it would meen the end of those senior ditizens of the ruling class who had grown
highin status, but whaose kill with agun had long passed its peak.

Therefore the law was necessary.

But Omega was dso aaimind society, composed entirdy of individuas who had broken the laws of
Earth. It was a society which, inthe find andyss, stressed individud endeavor. It was a society in which
the lawbreaker was king; a society in which crimes were not only condoned but were admired and even
rewarded; a society in which deviaion from the rules was judged soldly on its degree of success.

And this resulted in the paradox of a aimind society with absolute laws which were meant to be
broken.

The judge, dill hidden behind his screen, explained dl this to Barrent. Severd hours had passed since



the end of the Trid by Orded. Barrent had been taken to the infirmary, where his injuries were patched
up. They were minor, for the most part; two cracked ribs, a degp gouge in his left shoulder, and various
cuts and bruises.

"Accordingly,” the judge went on, "the law must Smultaneoudy be broken and not broken. Those who
never break alaw never rise in status. They are usudly killed off in one way or another, since they lack
the necessary initidive to survive. For those who, like yoursdf, bresk laws, the Stuation is somewhat
different. The law punishes them with absolute severity—unless they can get away with it."

The judge paused. In a thoughtful voice he continued, "The highest type of man on Omega is the
individual who understands the laws, appreciates ther necessity, knows the pendties for infraction, then
breaks them—and succeeds! That, Sr, is your ided cimind and your ided Omegan. And that is what
you have succeeded in doing, Will Barrent, by winning the Trid by Orded.”

"Thank you, gr," Barrent said.

"I wish you to understand,” the judge continued, "that success in breaking the law once does nat imply
that you will succeed a second time. The odds are increesingly againgt you each time you try—just as the
rewards are increesingly greater if you succeed. Therefore | counsd you not to act rashly upon your new
acquigtion of knowledge."

"l won't, dr," Barrent said.

"Veay wel. You are hereby eevated to the datus of Privileged Citizen, with dl the rights and
obligations which that entails. You are alowed to keep your business, as before. Furthermore, you are
granted a week's free vacation in the Lake of Clouds region; and you may go on that vacation with any
femde of your choice."

"I beg pardon?' Barrent said. "What was thet lat?"

"A week's vacation,” the hidden judge repeated, "with any femae of your choice. It is a high reward,
since men outnumber women on Omega by six to one. You may pick any unmarried woman, willing or
urwilling. I will grant you three days in which to make a choice.

"I don't need three days" Barrent sad. "I want the gil who was gtting in the front row of the
spectators gdlery. The girl with black hair and green eyes. Do you know which one | mean?"

"Yes" thejudge said dowly, "'l know which one you mean. Her name is Moera Ermais. | suggest that
you choose someone 2"

"Isthere any reason?’

"No. But you would be much better advised if you selected someone else. My clerk will be pleased to
fumnish you with a lig of suitable young ladies. All of them have afidavits of good performance. Severa
are graduates of the Women's Indtitute, which, as you perhaps know, gives a rigorous two-year course in
the geishan arts and sciences. | can persondly recommend your atention to—"



"Moeraisthe one | want," Barrent sad.
Y oung man, you err in your judgment.”
"Il have to take that chance."

"Veay wdl," the judge said. "Y our vacation starts a nine tomorrow morning. | sncerely wish you good
fortune

Guards escorted Barrent from the judge's chambers, and he was taken back to his shop. His friends,
who had been waiting for the deasth announcement, came to congratulate him. They were eager to hear
the complete detalls of the Trid by Ordeal; but Barrent had learned now that secret knowledge was the
road to power. He gave them only the sketchiest outline.

There was another cause for ceebration that night. Tem Rend's gpplication had findly been accepted
by the Assassin's Guild. As he had promised, he was taking Foeren on as his assstant.

The fdlowing morning, Barrent opened his shop and saw a vehide in front of his door. It had been
provided for his vacation by the Department of Justice. Sitting in the back, looking beautiful and very
annoyed, was Moera.

She said, "Are you out of your mind, Barrent? Do you think | have time for this sort of thing? Why did
you pick me?'

"You saved ny life" Barrent said.

"And | suppose you think that means I'm interested in you? Well, I'm not. If you have any gratitude,
youll tel the driver that you've changed your mind. Y ou can dill choose another girl.”

Barrent shook his head. "Y ou're the only girl I'm interested in."
"Then you won't reconsder?’

"Not a chance."

Moera sghed and leaned back. "Are you really interested in me?'
"Much more then interested,” Barrent said.

"Wdl," Moera sad, "if you won't change your mind, | suppose I'll just have to put up with you." She
turned away; but before she did, Barrent caught the faintest suggestion of asmile



Chapter Twelve

The Lake of Clouds was Omegd's finest vacation resort. Upon entering the digtrict, dl weapons had to
be checked at the main gate. No duds were dlowed under any circumstances. Quarrels were arbitrarily
decided by the nearest barman, and murder was punished by immediate loss of dl status.

Every amusament was available a the Lake of Clouds. There were the exhibitions such as fenang
bouts, bull fighting, and bear baiting. There were sports like svimming, mountain dimbing, and skiing. In
the evenings there was dancing in the main ballroom, behind glass walls which separated residents from
dtizens and atizens from the dite. There was a well-stocked drug bar containing anything the fashionable
addict could desire, as wdl as afew novdties he might wish to sample. For the gregarious, there was an
orgy every Wednesday and Saturday night in the Satyr's Grotto. For the shy, the management arranged
masked trysts in the dim passageways beneath the hotd. But most important of dl, there were gently
ralling hills and shadowy woods to wak in, free from the tensons of the daily struggle for exisence in
Tetrahyde.

Barrent and Moera had adjoining rooms, and the door between them was unlocked. But on the firg
night, Barrent did not go through the door. Moera had given no sgn of wanting hm to do so; and on a
planet where women have easy and continud access to poisons, a man had to think twice before inflicting
his company where it was not wanted. Even the owner of an antidote shop had to consider the possibility
of not being able to recognize his own symptomsin time.

On their second day, they climbed high into the hills. They ate a basket lunch on a grassy indine which
doped away to the gray sea. After they had eaten, Barrent asked Moera why she had saved hislife

"You won' like the answer," shetold him.
"I'd ill like to hear it."

"Wdl, you looked so ridiculoudy vulnerdble that day in the Victim's Society. | would have helped
anyone who looked that way."

Barrent nodded uncomfortably. "What about the second time?

"By then | suppose | had an interest in you. Not a romantic interest, you understand. I'm not at dl
romantic.”

"What kind of an interest?' Barrent asked.
"I thought you might be good recruitment materid.”

"I'd like to hear more about it," Barrent said.



Moera was slent for a while, watching him with unblinking green eyes. She said, "There's not much |
can tdl you. I'm a member of an organization. Were dways on the lookout for good prospects. Usudly
we screen directly from the prison ships. After that, recruiters like me go out in search of people we can
l&"

"What type of people do you look for?
"Not your type, Will. I'm sorry."

"At firg | thought serioudy about recruiting you,” Moera said. "'Y ou seemed like just the sort of person
we needed. Then | checked into your record.”

"Arﬂ?'

"We don't recruit murderers. Sometimes we employ them for specific jobs, but we don't take them
into the organization. There are certain extenuating circumstances which we recognize; self-defense, for
example. But aside from that, we fed that a man who has committed premeditated murder on Earth is the
wrong men for us”

"l see" Barrent said. "Would it help any if | told you | don't have the usud Omegen attitude toward
murder?'

"I know you don't," Moera said. "If it were up to me, I'd take you into the organization. But it's not my
choice.... Will, are you sure you're a murderer?"

"I bedieve | am," Barrent said. "'l probably am."

"Too bad," Moera said. "Still, the organization needs high-surviva types, no matter what they did on
Earth. | can't promise anything, but I'1l see what | can do. It would help if you could find out more about
why you committed murder. Perhaps there were extenuating circumstances.”

"Perhaps,” Barrent said doubtfully. "I'l try to find out.”

Thet evening, just before he went to deep, M oera opened the adjoining door and came into his room.
Sim and warm, she dipped into his bed. When he started to speak, she put a hand over his mouth. And
Barrent, who had learned not to question good fortune, kept quiet.

The rest of the vacation passed much too quickly. The subject of the organizaion did not come up
agan; but, perhaps as compensation, the adjoining door was not closed. At lag, late on the seventh day,
Barrent and Moera returned to Tetrahyde.

"When can | see you agan?' Barrent asked.



"Il get in touch with you."
"That's not avery satisfactory arrangement.”
"It'sthe best | can do," Moera sad. "I'm sorry, Wll. I'll see what | can do about the organization.”

Barrent had to be satisfied with that. When the vehide dropped him at his store, he 4ill didn't know
where she lived, or what kind of an organization she represented.

Back in his gpartment, he considered carefully the details of his dream in the Dream Shop. It was dl
there hisanger at Therkder, the illidt weapon, the encounter, the corpse, and then the informer and the
judge. Only one thing was missing. He had no recollection of the actual murder, no memory of aming the
weapon and activating it. The dream stopped when he met Therkder, and started again after he was
dead.

Perhaps he had blocked the moment of actuad murder out of his mind; but perhaps there had been
some provocation, some satisfactory reason why he had killed the man. He would have to find out.

There were only two ways of getting information about Earth. One lay through the horror-tinged
visons of the Dream Shop, and he was determined not to go there again. The other way was through the
services of a skrenning mutant.

Barent had the usud distaste for mutants They were another race entirdy, and ther dtatus of
untouchability was no mere prgudice. It was wel known that mutants often carried strange and incurable
diseases. They were shunned, and they had reacted to exdudon by exclusveness. They lived in the
Mutant Quarter, which was dmost a sdf-contained city within Tetrahyde. Citizens with good sense
stayed away from the Quarter, especidly after dark; everyone knew that mutants could be vindictive.

But only mutants had the skrenning ahility. In their misshgpen bodies were unusud powers and taents,
odd and abnormd abilities which the norma man shunned by day but secretly courted by night. Mutants
were sad to be in the particular favor of The Black One. Some people fdt that the great art of Black
Magic, about which the priests boasted, could only be performed by a mutant; but one never said so in
the presence of a priest.

Mutants, because of their drange taents, were reputed to remember much more of Earth than was
possible for norma men and women. Not only could they remember Earth in generd, but in particular
they could skren the lifethread of a men backward through space and time, pierce the wadl of
forgetfulness and tdl what redly had happened to him.

Other people believed that mutants had no unusud abilities at dl. They considered them clever rogues
who lived off peopl€e's credulity.

Barrent decided to find out for himsdf. Late one night, suitably cloaked and armed, he left his



goartment and went to the Mutant Quarter.

Chapter Thirteen

Barrent waked through the narrow, twising dtreets of the Quarter, one hand never far from his
weapon. He walked among the lame and the blind, past hydrocephaoid and microcephdous idiots, past
ajuggler who kept twelve flaming torches in the ar with the aid of a rudimentary third hand growing out
of his chest. There were vendors sdling dothing, charms, and jewelry. There were carts loaded with
pungent and unsanitary-looking food. He walked past a row of brightly painted brothels. Girls crowded
the windows and shrieked at him, and a four-armed, six-legged womean told him he was just in time for
the Ddphian Rites. Barrent turned away from her and dmogt ran into a mongroudy fa woman who
pulled open her blouse to reved eight shrunken breasts. He ducked around her, moving quickly past four
linked Siamese quadruplets who stared at him with huge mournful eyes.

Barrent turned a corner and stopped. A tal, ragged old man with a cane was blocking his way. The
men was haf-blind; the skin had grown smooth and hairless over the socket where his left eye should
have been. But hisright eye was sharp and fierce under a white eyebrow.

"You wish the services of a genuine skrenner?' the old man asked.
Barrent nodded.

"Follow me" the mutant said. He turned into an dley, and Barrent came after him, gripping the butt of
his needlebeam tightly. Mutants were forbidden by law to carry arms; but like this old man, mogt of them
hed heavy, iron-headed waking sticks. At close quarters, no one could ask for a better weapon.

The old man opened a door and motioned Barrent insde. Barrent paused, thinking about the stories
he had heard of gullible aitizens fdling into mutant hands. Then he haf-drew his needliebeam and went
ingde.

At the end of a long passageway, the old man opened a door and led Barrent into a andl, dmly
lighted room. As his eyes became accustomed to the dark, Barrent could make out the shapes of two
women gtting in front of a plain wooden table. There was a pan of water on the table, and in the pan was
afig-g9zed piece of glass cut into many facets.

One of the women was very old and completdy hairless. The other was young and beautiful. As
Barrent moved closer to the table, he saw, with a sense of shock, that her legs were joined below the
knee by a membrane of scaly skin, and her feet were of a rudimentary fidhail shape.

"What do you wish us to skren for you, Citizen Barrent?' the young woman asked.

"How did you know my name?' Barrent asked. When he got no answer, he said, "All right. | want to
find out about a murder | committed on Earth.”



"Why do you want to find out about it?' the young woman asked. "Won't the authorities credit it to
your record?’

"They credit it. But | want to find out why | did it. Maybe there were extenuaing circumstances.
Maybe | did it in saif-defense.”

"Isit redly important?' the young womean asked.

"I think s0," Barrent said. He hesitated a moment, then took the plunge. "The fact of the matter is |
have a neurotic prejudice againgt murder. | would rather not kill. So 1 want to find out why | committed
murder on Earth.”

The mutants looked at each other. Then the old man grinned and said, "Citizen, well help you dl we
can. We mutants also have a prejudice againg killing, since it's dways someone e<e killing us. We're dl
infavor of citizenswith a neuross againg murder.”

"Then youll skren my past?"

"It's not as easy asthat,” the young woman said. "The skrenning ability, which is one of a cluster of ps
tdents, is difficult to use. It doesn't dways function. And when it does function, it often doesn't reved
what it's supposed to."

"I thought dl mutants could ook into the past whenever they wanted to,” Barrent said.

"No," the old man told him, "that isn't true. For one thing, not dl of us who are dassfied mutants are
true mutants. Almogt any deformity or abnormdlity these days is caled mutantiam. It's a handy term to
cover anyone who doesn't conform to the Terran standard of appearance.”

"But some of you are true mutants?'

"Certainly. But even then, there are different types of mutantism. Some just show radiation
abnormdities—giantiam, microcephdy, and the like Only a few of us possess the dightes ps
abilities—dthough al mutants daim them.”

"Areyou able to skren?' Barrent asked him.
"No. But Myla can," he said, pointing to the young woman. " Sometimes she can.”

The young woman was saring into the pan of water, into the faceted glass. Her pae eyes were open
very wide, showing dmogt dl pupil, and her fish-tailed body was rigidy upright, supported by the old
woman.

"She's beginning to see something,” the man said. "The water and the glass are just devices to focus
her attention. Mylds good a skrenning, though sometimes she gets the future confused with the past.
That sort of thing is embarrassing, and it gives skrenning a bad name. It can't be helped, though. Every
once in awhile the future is there in the water, and Myla has to tdl what she sees. Last week she told a



Hadji he was going to die in four days." The old man chuckled. ™Y ou should have seen the expression on
hisface"

"Did she see how he would die?" Barrent asked.

"Yes By aknife-thrust. The poor man stayed in his house for the entire four days"
"Was he killed?'

"Of course. Hiswife killed him. She was a strong-minded woman, I'm told."

Barrent hoped that Myla wouldn't skren any future for him. Life was difficult enough without a mutant's
predictions to make it worse.

She was looking up from the faceted glass now, sheking her head sadly. "Theré's vary little | can tdl
you. | was not able to see the murder performed. But | skrenned a graveyard, and in it | saw your
parents tombstone. It was an old tombstone, perhaps twenty years old. The graveyard was on the
outskirts of a place on Earth cdled Y oungerstun.”

Barrent reflected a moment, but the name meant nothing to him.

"Alo" Myla sad, "l skrenned a men who knows about the murder. He can tdl you about it, if he
will."

"Thisman saw the murder?"
"Yes"
"Is he the man who informed on me?'

"I don't know," Myla said. "I skrenned the corpse, whose name was Therkder, and there was a man
danding near it. That man's name was llliardi.”

"Is he here on Omega?’

"Yes. You can find him right now in the Euphoriatorium on Little Axe Street. Do you know where that
is?'

"I can findit," Barrent said. He thanked the girl and offered payment, which she refused to take. She
looked very unhappy. As Barrent was leaving, she cdled out, "Be careful.”

Barrent stopped at the door, and fdt an icy chill settle across his chest. "Did you skren my future?' he
asked.

"Only alitle” Myla said. "Only a few months ahead.”



"What did you see?'
"l can't explainit," she said. "Whet | saw isimpossble”
"Tdl me whét it was."

"I saw you dead. And yet, you weren't dead at dl. Y ou were looking at a corpse, which was shattered
into shiny fragments. But the corpse was aso you."

"What does it mean?"

"I don't know," Myla said.

The Euphoriatorium was a large, garish place which specidized in cut-rate drugs and aphrodisacs. It
catered modly to a peon and resdent clientde. Barrent fdt out of satus as he shouldered his way
through the crowd and asked a waiter where he could find a man named llliardi.

The waiter pointed. In a corner booth, Barrent saw a bald, thick-shouldered man Stting over a tiny
glass of thangpiquita. Barrent went over and introduced himsdf.

"Pleased to meet you, gr," llliardi said, showing the obligatory respect of a Second Class Resident for
aPrivileged Citizen. "How can | be of service?'

"I want to ask you a few questions about Earth,” Barrent said.

"I can't remember much about the place,” llliardi said. "But you're welcome to anything | know."
"Do you remember aman named Therkaer?"

"Certanly,” llliardi said. "Thin fdlow. Cross-eyed. As mean aman as you could find."

"Were you present when he was killed?'

"l was there. It was the firgt thing | remembered when | got off the ship.”

"Did you see who killed hm?'

llliardi looked puzzled. "I didn't have to see. | killed him."

Barrent forced himsdf to speak in a cdm, steady voice. "Are you sure of that? Are you absolutely
certan?'



"Of course I'm sure” llliardi said. "And Il fight any man who tries to take credit for it. | killed
Therkaer, and he deserved worse than that.”

"When you killed him," Barrent asked, "did you see me anywhere around?'

llliardi looked at him carefully, then shook his head. "No, | don't think | saw you. But | can't be sure.
Right after | killed Therkder, everything goes sort of blank.”

"Thank you," Barrent said. He |eft the Euphoriatorium.

Chapter Fourteen

Barrent had much to think about, but the more he thought, the more he became confused. If llliardi
hed killed Therkder, why had Barrent been deported to Omega? If an honest mistake had been made,
why hadn't he been released when the true murderer was discovered? Why had someone on Earth
accused him of a crime he hadnt committed? And why had a fdse memory of that crime been
superimposed on hismind just benesth the conscious leve?

Barrent had no answers for his questions. But he knew that he had never fdt like a murderer. Now he
hed proof, of sorts, that he wasn't a murderer.

The sensation of innocence changed everything for him. He had less tolerance for Omegan ways, and
no interest a dl in conforming to a crimind mode of life. The only thing he wanted was to escape from
Omega and return to hisrightful heritage on Earth.

But that was impossible. Day and night, the guardships circled overhead. Even if there had been some
way of evading them, escape would dill have been impossible. Omegan technology had progressed only
asfa astheinternd combugtion engine; the only starships were commanded by Earth forces.

Barrent continued to work in the Antidote Shop, but his lack of public spirit was growing apparent. He
ignored invitations from the Dream Shop, and never attended any of the popular public executions. When
roving mobs were formed to have alittle funin the Mutant Quarter, Barrent usudly pleaded a headache.
He never joined the Landing Day Hunts, and he was rude to an accredited sdesman from the Torture of
the Month Club. Not even vists from Unde Ingemar could make him change his antirdigious ways.

He knew he was asking for trouble. He expected trouble, and the knowledge was srangey
exhilarating. After dl, there was nothing wrong in bresking the lawv on Omega—as long as you could get
away with it.

Within a month, he had a chance to test his decison. Waking to his shop one day, a man shoved



agang him in a crowd. Barrent moved away, and the man grabbed him by a shoulder and pulled him
around.

"Who do you think you're pushing?' the man asked. He was short and stocky. His clothes indicated
Privileged Citizen's rank. Five slver stars on his gunbelt showed his number of authorized kills

"I didn't push you," Barrent said.
"You lie, you mutant-lover "

The crowd became slent when they heard the deadly insult. Barrent backed away, waiting. The man
went for hisSdearm in a quick, artigtic draw. But Barrent's needlebeam was out a full half-second before
the man's weapon had cleared his holster.

He drilled the man neatly between the eyes; then, senang movement behind him, he sivung around.

Two Privileged Citizens were drawing heat guns. Barrent fired, aming automaticaly, dodging behind
the protection of a shop front. The men crumpled. The wooden front buckled under the impact of a
projectile weapon and splinters dashed his hand. Barrent saw a fourth man firing at im from an dley. He
brought the man down with two shots.

And that was that. In the space of afew seconds, he had killed four men.

Although he didn't think of himsdf as having a murderer's mentdity, Barrent was pleased and elated.
He had fired only in sdf-defense. He had given the status-seekers something to think about; they
wouldn't be so quick to gun for him next time. Quite possibly they would concentrate on easier targets
and leave im aone.

When he returned to his shop, he found Joe waiting for him. The little credit thief had a sour look on
hisface. He said, "I saw your fancy gun-work today. Very pretty."

"Thank you," Barrent said.

"Do you think that sort of thing will help you? Do you think you can just go on bresking the lav?'
"I'm getting away with it," Barrent said.

"Sure. But how long do you think you can keep it up?'

"Aslong as| haveto.”

"Not a chance" Joe said. "Nobody keeps on bresking the law and getting away with it. Only suckers
bdieve that."

"They'd better send some good men after me" Barrent said, reloading his needlebeam.



"That's not how itll happen,” Joe said. "Bdieve me, Will, there's no counting the ways they have of
getting you. Once the law decides to move, ther€ll be nothing you can do to stop it. And don't expect
any hdp from that girl friend of yours, either.”

"Do you know her?' Barrent asked.

"I know everybody," Joe said moodily. "I've gat friends in the government. | know that people have
had about enough of you. Ligen to me, Will. Do you want to end up dead?’

Barrent shook his head. "Joe, can you vist Moera? Do you know how to reach her?'
"Maybe" Joe said. "What for?'

"I want you to tdl her something,” Barrent said. "l want you to tdl her that | didn't commit the murder |
was accused of on Earth.”

Joe stared a him. "Are you out of your mind?"

"No. | found the man who actudly did it. He's a Second Class Resdent named Illiardi.”
"Why spread it around?’ Joe asked. "No sense in losing credit for the kill."

"I didn't murder the man,” Barrent said. "'l want you to tdl Moera. Will you?'

"Il tl her," Joe said. "If | can locate her. Look, will you remember what I've said? Maybe you 4ill
have time to do something about it. Go to Black Mass or something. It might help.”

"Maybe I'll do that," Barrent said. "Youll be sure to tdl her?!

"Il tll her," Joe said. He left the Antidote Shop sheking his head sadly.

Chapter Fifteen

Three days later, Barrent received a vist from atdl, dignified man who stood as rigidy erect as the
ceremonid sword that hung by his sde. The old man wore a high-collared coat, black pants, and
geaming black boots. From his dothing, Barrent knew he was a high government officid.

"The government of Omega sends you gregtings,” sad the officd. "I am Norins Jay, Sub-Minigter of
Games. | am here, as required by law, to inform you persondly of your good fortune.™

Barrent nodded warily and invited the old man into his apartment. But Jay, erect and proper, preferred
to stay in the store.



"The yearly Lottery drawing was hdd last night,” Jay said. "You, Citizen Barrent, are one of the prize
winners. | congratulate you."

"What is the prize?' Barrent asked. He had heard of the yearly Lottery, but had only a vague idea of
its Sgnificance.

"Theprize" Jay sad, "ishonor and fame. Y our name inscribed on the dvic ralls. Your record of kills
preserved for pogterity. More concretely, you will recelve a new government-issue needlebeam and,
afterwards, you will be awarded posthumoudy the slver sunburst decoration.”

"Poghumoudy?'

course,” Jay sad. "The Slver sunburst is dways awarded after death. It is no less an honor for
that."
"I'm sure it int,” Barrent said. "'Is there anything dse?"

"Jud one other thing," Jay said. "As a Lottery winner, you will take part in the symbolic ceremony of
the Hunt, which marks the beginning of the yearly Games. The Hunt, as you may know, personifies our
Omegan way of life. In the Hunt we see dl the complex factors of the dramatic rise and fdl from grace,
combined with the thrill of the dud and the excitement of the chase. Even peons are dlowed to
participate in the Hunt, for this is the one holiday open to al, and the one holiday that symboalizes the
common man's aility to rise above the restraints of his gatus.”

"If I understand correctly,” Barrent said, "I'm one of the people who have been chosen to be hunted.”
"Yes" Jay said.
"But you said the ceremony is symboalic. Doesn't that mean no one gets killed?"

"Not at dl'" Jay said. "On Omega, the symbol and the thing symbolized are usudly one and the same.
When we say a Hunt, we mean a true hunt. Otherwise the thing would be mere pageantry.”

Barrent stopped a moment to consider the Stuation. It was not a pleasing prospect. In a man-to-man
dud he had an excdlent chance of survivd. But the yearly Hunt, in which the entire population of
Tetrahyde took part, gave him no chance at al. He should have been ready for a posshility like this.

"How was | picked?" he asked.

"By random sdlection,” said Norins Jay. "No other method would be far to the Hunteds, who give up
thar lives for Omegals greater glory."

"I can't believe | was picked purely by chance.

"The sdection was random," Jay said. "It was made, of course, from a lig of suiteble victims Not



everyone can be a Quarry in a Hunt. A man mug have demonstrated a considerable degree of tenacity
and ill before the Games Committee would think of congdering him for selection. Bang Hunted is an
honor; it is not one which we confer lightly.”

"I don't believe it," Barrent said. "You people in the government were out to get me. Now, it seems,
you've succeeded. It's as Smple as that.”

"Not at dl. | can assure you that none of us in the government bear you the dightest ill will. You may
have heard foolish stories about vindictive officids, but they Smply aren't true. You have broken the law,
but that is no longer the government's concern. Now it is entirdly a matter between you and the law.”

Jay's frogty blue eyes flashed when he spoke of the law. His back gtiffened, and his mouth grew firm.

"Thelaw," he said, "is above the crimind and the judge, and rules them both. The law is inescapable,
for an action is @ther lavful or unlawful. The law, indeed, may be said to have a life of its own, an
exigence quite apart from the finite lives of the beings who adminigter it. The law governs every aspect of
humaen behavior; therefore, to the same extent that humans are lavful beings, the law is human. And being
humean, the law has its idiosyncrasies, just as aman has his. For a citizen who abides by the law, the law
is digant and difficult to find. For those who regect and violate it, the lav emerges from its musy
sepulchers and goesin search of the transgressor.”

"And that," Barrent said, "iswhy | was chosen for the Hunt?'

"Of course," Jay said. "If you had not been chosen in that way, the zedous and never-deeping law
would have selected another means, usng whatever insruments were a its digoosd.”

"Thanks for tdling me" Barrent said. "How long do | have before the Hunt begins?'

"Unitil dawn. The Hunt begins then, and ends a dawn of the fallowing day."

"What happensif I'm not killed?"

Norins Jay amiled faintly. "That doesn't happen often, Citizen Barrent. I'm sure it need not worry you.”
"It happens, doesn't it?"

"Y es. Those who survive the Hunt are automaticaly enrolled in the Games.™

"Andif | survive the Games?'

"Forget it," Jay said in afriendly manner.

"But what if | do?"

"Bdieve me, Citizen, you won't."



"I dill would like to know what happensif | do."
"Those who live through the Games are beyond the law.”
"That sounds promising,” Barrent said.

"It isnt. The law, even at its most threatening, is dill your guardian. Your rights may be few, but the
law guarantees their observance. It is because of the law that | do not kill you here and now.” Jay opened
his hand, and Barrent saw atiny single-charge weapon. "The law sets limits and acts as a modifier upon
the behavior of the lawbresker and the law enforcer. To be sure, the law now states that you mugt die.
But dl men must die. The law, by its ponderous and introspective nature, gives you time in which to die.
You have aday at least; and without the law, you would have no time at dl."

"What happens" Barrent asked, "if | survive the Games and pass beyond the lav?’

"There is only one thing beyond the law,” Norins Jay sad reflectively, "and that is The Black One
himsdf. Those who pass beyond the law belong to him. But it would be better to die a thousand times
then to fdl living into the hands of The Black One."

Barrent had long ago dismissed the rdigion of The Black One as superdtitious nonsense. But now,
ligening to Jay's earnest voice, he began to wonder. There might be a difference between the
commonplace worship of evil and the actud presence of Evil itsdf.

"But if you have any luck," Jay said, "you will be killed early. Now | will end the interview with your
find indructions.”

Sill holding the tiny weapon, Jay reached into a pocket with his free hand and withdrew a red pencil.
In a quick, practiced mation he drew the pencil over Barrent's cheeks and forehead. He was finished
before Barrent had time to recoil.

"That marks you as one of the Hunted,” Jay said. "The hunt-marks are inddible. Here is your
government-issue needlebeam.” He drew a wegpon from his pocket and put it on the table. "The Hurt,
as | told you, begins a firg light of dawn. Anyone may kill you then, except another Hunted man. You
may kill in return. But | suggest that you do so with the utmost circumspection. The sound and flash of
neediebeams have given many Hunteds away. If you try conceament, be sure you have an exit.
Remember that others know Tetrahyde better than you. Skilled Hunters have explored dl the possible
hiding places over the years, many of the Hunted are trapped during the firgt hours of the holiday. Good
luck, Citizen Barrent.”

Jay waked to the door. He opened it and turned to Barrent again.

"Thereis, | might add, one bardly possible way of preserving both life and liberty during the Hunt. B,
snceitisforbidden, | cannot tdl you what it is”

Norins Jay bowed and went out.



Barrent found, after repeated washings, that the crimson hunt-marks on his face were indeed inddible.
During the evening, he disassembled the government-issue needlebeam and inspected its parts. As he had
suspected the weapon was defective. He discarded it in favor of his own.

He made his preparations for the Hunt, putting food, water, a coil of rope, a knife, extra anmunition,
and a spare needlebeam into a amdl knapsack. Then he waited, hoping againg dl reason that Moera and
her organization would bring him a la-minute reprieve.

But no reprieve came. An hour before dawn, Barrent shouldered his knapsack and left the Antidote
Shop. He had no idea what the other Hunteds were doing; but he had dready decided on a place that
might be secure from the Hunters.

Chapter Sixteen

Authorities on Omega agree that a Hunted man experiences a change of character. If he were able to
look upon the Hunt as an abstract problem, he might arrive at certain more or less vaid conclusons. But
the typica Hunted, no matter how greet hisinteligence, cannot divorce emation from reasoning. After dl,

he is being hunted. He becomes panic-stricken. Safety seems to liein distance and depth. He goes as far
from home as possible; he goes deep into the ground aong the subterranean maze of sewers and
conduits. He chooses darkness ingtead of light, empty places in preference to crowded ones.

This behavior iswel known to experienced Hunters. Quite naturdly, they look fird in the dark, empty
places, in the underground passageways, in deserted stores and buildings. Here they find and flush the
Hunted with inexorable precision.

Barrent had thought about this. He had discarded his firg indtinct, which was to hide in the intricate
Tetrahyde cloaca. Instead, an hour before dawn, he went directly to the large, brightly lighted building
that housed the Minigry of Games.

When the corridors seemed to be deserted, he entered quickly, read the directory, and dimbed the
dairs to the third floor. He passed a dozen office doors, and findly stopped at the one marked NORINS
JAY, SUB-MINISTER OF GAMES. He ligened for a moment, then opened the door and stepped in.

There was nothing wrong with old Jay's reflexes. Before Barrent was through the doorway, the old
men had spotted the crimson hunt-marks on his face. Jay opened a drawer and reached into it.

Barrent had no desire to kill the old man. He flung the government-issue needlebeam at Jay, and
caught him full on the forehead. Jay staggered back againg the wall, then collgpsed to the floor.

Bending over him, Barrent found tha his pulse was strong. He bound and gagged the sub-miniger,



and pushed him out of gght under his desk. Hunting through the drawers, he found a CONFERENCE:
DO NOT DISTURB sggn. He hung this outside the door, and locked it. With his own needlebeam
drawn, he sat down behind the desk and awaited events.

Dawn came, and a watery sun rose over Omega. From the window, Barrent could see the streets
filled with people. There was a hectic carnival amosphere in the city, and the noise of the holiday
celebration was punctuated by the occasiond hiss of a beamer or the fla exploson of a projectile
weagpon.

By noon, Barrent was 4ill undetected. He looked through windows, and found that he had access to
the roof. He was glad to have an exit, just as Jay had suggested.

By mid-afternoon, Jay had recovered consciousness. After Sruggling with his bonds for awhile, he lay
quietly under the desk.

Jugt before evening, someone knocked &t the door. "Miniger Jay, may | comein?'
"Not at the moment,” Barrent said, in what he hoped was a fair imitation of Jay's voice.

"I thought you'd be interested in the gatistics of the Hunt," the men said. "So far, Citizens have killed
seventy-three Hunteds, with eighteen Ieft to go. That's quite an improvement over last year.”

"Yes itis" Barrent said.

"The percentage who hid in the sewer sysem was larger this year. A few tried to bluff it out by saying
intheir homes. We're tracking down the rest in the usud places.”

"Excdlent," said Barrent.

"None have made the break so far," the man said. "Strange that Hunteds rarely think of it. But of
course, it saves us from having to use the machines™

Barrent wondered what the man was tdking about. The break? Where was there to break to? And
how would machines be used?

"Weé're dready sdecting dternates for the Games" the man added. "I'd like to have your approva of
thelig."

"Use your own judgment,” Barrent said.

"Yes, gr," the man said. In a moment, Barrent heard his footsteps moving down the hdl. He decided
that the man had become suspicious. The conversation had lasted too long, he should have broken it off
earlier. Perhaps he should move to a different office.

Before he could do anything, there was a heavy pounding at the door.



"YS?I

"Citizen's Search Committee" a bass voice answered. "Kindly open the door. We have reason to
bdieve that a Hunted is hiding in there."

"Nonsense" Barrent said. "You can't comein. Thisis a government office

"We can," the bass voice said. "No room, office, or building is closed to a Citizen on Hunt Day. Are
you opening up?'

Barrent had dready moved to the window. He opened it, and heard behind him the sound of men
hammering at the door. He fired through the door twice to give them something to think about; then he
climbed out through the window.

The rooftops of Tetrahyde, Barrent saw at once, looked like a perfect place for a Hunted; therefore
they were the last place a Hunted should be. The maze of closdy connected roofs, chimneys, and spires
seemed made to order for a chase; but men were dready on the roofs. They shouted when they saw him.

Barrent broke into a sprint. Hunters were behind him, and others were dodng in from the sides. He
legped a five-foot gap between buildings, managed to hold his baance on a steeply pitched roof, and
scrambled around the side.

Panic gave him speed. He was leaving the Hunters behind. If he could keep up the pace for another
ten minutes, he would have a subgtantid lead. He might be able to leave the roofs and find a better place
for conceament.

Another five-foot gap between buildings came up. Barrent legped it without hestation.

He landed wdll. But hisright foot went completely through rotted shingles, burying itsdf to the hip. He
braced himsdf and pulled, trying to extricate his leg, but he couldnt get a purchase on the steep,
crumbling roof.

"Thereheid"

Barrent wrenched a the shingles with both hands. The Hunters were dmosgt within needlebeam
distance. By the time he gat hisleg out, he would be an easy target.

He had ripped a three-foot hole in the roof by the time the Hunters appeared on the next building.
Barrent pulled hisleg free; then, seeing no dternative, he jJumped into the hole.

For a second he wasin the air; then he landed feet-first on a table which collapsed under him, spilling
him to the floor. He got up and saw that he was in a Hadji-class living room. An old woman sat in a



rocking chair less then three feet away. Her jaw was dack with terror; she kept on rocking automatically.

Barrent heard the Hunters crossing to the roof. He went through the kitchen and out the back door,
under a tangle of clothedines and through a samdl hedge. Someone fired at him from a second-story
window. Looking up, he saw a young boy trying to am a heavy heat beamer. His father had probably
forbidden him to hunt in the Streets.

Barrent turned into a street, and sprinted until he reached an dley. It looked familiar. He redized that
he was in the Mutant Quarter, not far from Mylas house.

He could hear the cries of the Hunters behind him. He reached Mylas house, and found the door
unlocked.

They were dl together—the one-eyed man, the bald old woman, and Myla. They showed no surprise
a his entrance.

"So they picked you in the Lottery,” the old man said. "Wil, it's what we expected.”
Barrent asked, "Did Myla skren it in the water?'

"There was no need to," the old man said. "It was quite predictable, considering the sort of person you
are. Bold but not ruthless. That's your trouble, Barrent.”

The old man had dropped the obligatory form of address for a Privileged Citizen; and that, under the
circumstances, was predictable, too.

"I've seen it happen year after year," the old man said. ™Y ou'd be surprised how many promisng young
men like yoursdf end up in this room, out of breath, holding a needlebeam as though it weighed a ton
with Hunters three minutes behind them. They expect us to hdp them, but mutants like to stay out of
trouble

"Shut up, Dem,” the old woman said.

"I guess we have to hdp you," Dem said. "Mylas decided on it for reasons of her own." He grinned
sardonicdly. "Her mother and | told her she was wrong, but she indsted. And since she's the only one of
uswho can skren, we mugt let her have her own way."

Myla said, "Even with us hdping you, theré's very little chance that youll live through the Hunt."

"If I'm killed," Barrent said, "how will your prediction come true? Remember, you saw me looking at
my own corpse, and it was in shiny fragments™



"I remember," Myla said. "But your death won't affect the prediction. If it doesn't happen to you in this
lifetime, it will smply catch up to you in a different incarnation.”

Barrent was not comforted. He asked, "What should | do?"

The old man handed him an amful of rags. "Put these on, and I'll go to work on your face. You, my
friend, are going to become a mutant.”

In ashort time, Barrent was back on the street. He was dressed in rags. Benegth them he was holding
his needlebeam, and in his free hand was a begging cup. The old man had worked lavishly with a
pinkish-yellow plastic. Barrent's face was now monstroudy swollen at the forehead, and his nose was flat
and spread out dmogt to the cheekbones. The shape of his face had been dtered, and the livid
hunt-marks were hidden.

A detachment of Hunters raced past, bardy giving hm a glance. Barrent began to fed more hopeful.
He had gained vaduable time. The lagt light of Omega's watery sun was disappearing below the horizon.
Night would give him additional opportunities, and with any luck he could €ude the Hunters until dawn.
After that were the Games, of course; but Barrent wasn't planning on taking part in them. If his disguise
was good enough to protect him from an entire hunting city, there was no reason why he should be
captured for the Games.

Perhaps, after the holiday was over, he could appear again in Omegan society. Quite possbly if he
managed to survive the Hunt and atogether escape the Games, he would be especidly rewarded. Such a
presumptuous and successful breeking of the law would have to be rewarded....

He saw another group of Hunters coming toward him. There were five in the group, and with them
was Tem Rend, looking somber and proud in his new Assassin's uniform.

"You!" one of the Hunters shouted. "Have you seen a Quarry pass this way?'

"No, Citizen," Barrent said, bowing his head respectfully, his neediebeam ready under his rags.
"Dont believe him," aman said. "These damned mutants never tdl us athing.”

"Come on, well find him," another man said. The group moved away, but Tem Rend stayed behind.
"You sure you haven't seen one of the Hunted go by here?' Rend asked.

"Pogtive, Citizen," Barrent said, wondering if Rend had recognized him. He didn't want to kill him; in
fact, he wasn't sure he could, for Rend's reflexes were uncannily fast. Right now, Rend's needlebeam was
henging loosaly from his hand, while Barrent's was aready aimed. That split-second advantage might
cancel out Rend's superior speed and accuracy. But if it came to conclusions, Barrent thought, it would
probably be atie; in which case, they would more than likdly kill each other.



"Wdl," Rend said, "if you do see any of the Hunted, tdl them not to disguise themsdves as mutants.”

"That trick never works for long," Rend said evenly. "It gives a man about an hour's grace. Then the
informers spot him. Now if | were being hunted, | might use mutant's disguise. But | wouldn't just St on a
curbstone with it. 1'd make a break out of Tetrahyde.”

"You would?'

"Mog certainly. A few Hunteds every year escape into the mountains. The officas won't talk about it,
of course, and mogt citizens don't know. But the Assassin's Guild keeps complete records of every trick,
device, and escape ever used. It's part of our busness”

"Thet's very interesting,” Barrent said. He knew that Rend had seen through his disguise. Tem was
being a good neighbor—though a bad assassin.

"Of course,” Rend said, "it isn't easy to get out of the city. And once a man's out, that doesn't mean
he's clear. There are Hunter patrols to watch out for, and even worse than that—"

Rend stopped abruptly. A group of Hunters were coming toward them. Rend nodded pleasantly and
walked off.

After the Hunters had passed, Barrent got up and started walking. Rend had given him good advice.
Of course some men would escape from the city. Life in Omegas barren mountains would be extremdy
difficult; but any difficulty was better than death.

If he were able to get by the city gate, he would have to watch for the hunting patrols. And Tem had
mentioned something worse. Barrent wondered what that was. Specid mountain-trained Hunters,
perhaps? Omega's ungable dimate? Deadly flora and fauna? He wished Rend had been able to finish the
sentence.

By nightfal he had reached the South Gate. Bent panfully over, he hobbled toward the guard
detachment that blocked his way out.

Chapter Seventeen

There was no trouble with the guards. Whole families of mutants were sreaming out of the city,
seeking the protection of the mountains until the frenzy of the Hunt was over. Barrent attached himsdf to
one of these groups, and soon he found himsdf amile past Tetrahyde, in the low foothills that curled in a
semicirde around the city.

The mutants stopped here and made their camp. Barrent went on, and by midnight he was sarting up



the rocky, windswvept dope of one of the higher mountains. He was hungry, but the cool, clear ar was
exhilarating. He began to believe that he redlly would live through the Hunt.

He heard a noisy group of Hunters making a sweep around the mountain. He avoided them eeslly in
the darkness, and continued dimbing. Soon there was no sound except the steady rush of wind across
the diffs It was perhaps two in the morning; only three more hours until dawn.

In the amdl hours of the morning it began to rain, lightly at fird, then in a cold torrent. This was
predictable wegther for Omega. Predictable also were the towering thunderheads that formed over the
mountains, the ralling thunder, and the vivid ydlow flashes of lightning. Barrent found shelter in a shdlow
cave, and counted himsdlf lucky that the temperature had not yet plunged.

He st in the cave, hdf-dozing, the remnants of his makeup running down his face, keeping a deepy
watch over the dope of the mountain below him. Then, in the brilliant illumination of a lightning flash, he
saw something moving up the sope, heading directly toward his cave.

He stood up, the needlebeam ready, and waited for another lightning flash. 1t came, and now he could
see the cold, wet gleam of metd, a flashing of red and green lights, a pair of meta tentacles taking grips
on the rocks and smdl shrubs of the mountainsde.

It was a machine amilar to the one Barrent had fought in the cellars of the Department of Justice. Now
he knew what Rend had wanted to warn him about. And he could see why few of the Hunted escaped,
evenif they got beyond the dity itsdf. Thistime, Max would not be operating a random to make a more
equd contest out of it. And there would be no exposed fuse box.

As Max came within range, Barrent fired. The blast bounced harmlesdy off the machings armored
hide. Barrent |eft the shelter of his cave and began to dimb.

The machine came steadily behind him, up the treacherous wet face of the mountain. Barrent tried to
lose it on a plateau of jagged boulders, but Max couldn't be shaken. Barrent redlized that the machine
mug be following a scent of some kind; probably it was keyed to follow the inddible paint on Barrent's
face.

On a steep face of the mountain, Barrent rolled boulders onto the machine, hoping he could start an
avdanche. Max dodged most of theflying rocks, and let the rest bounce off him, with no vishle effect.

At last Barrent was backed into a narrow, steep-sided angle of diff. He was unable to dimb any
higher. He waited. When the machine loomed over him, he hed the needlebeam againg its meta hide
and hed down the trigger.

Max shuddered for a moment under the impact of the needlebeam's ful charge. Then it brushed the
weapon away and wrapped a tentacle around Barrent's neck. The meta coils tightened. Barrent fdt
himsdf loang consciousness. He had time to wonder whether the coils would strangle im or break his
neck.

Suddenly the pressure was gone. The machine had backed away afew feet. Past it, Barrent could see



the firg gray light of dawn.

He had lived through the Hunt. The machine was not programmed to kill him &fter dawn. But it
wouldn't let him go. It kept him captive in the narrow angle of the diff until the Hunters came.

They brought Barrent back to Tetrahyde, where a wildy goplauding crowd gave him a hero's
welcome. After a two-hour procession, Barrent and four other survivors were taken to the office of the
Awards Committee. The Chairman made a short and moving speech about the kill and courage each
hed shown in surviving the Hunt. He gave each of them the rank of Hadji, and presented them with the
tiny golden earrings which showed their Satus.

At the end of the ceremony, the Chairman wished each of the new Hadjis an easy death in the Games.

Chapter Eighteen

Guards led Barrent from the office of the Awards Committee. He was brought past a row of dungeons
under the Arena, and locked into a cell. The guards told him to be patient; the Games had aready begun,
and his turn would come soon.

There were nine men crammed into a cdl which had been built to hold three. Most of them sat or
sprawled in complete and dlent gpathy, dready resgned to their deaths. But one of them was definitdy
not resgned. He pushed hisway to the front of the cdl as Barrent entered.

ll‘mll
Thelittle credit thief grinned a him. "A sad place to meet, Will."
"What happened to you?'

"Palitics” Joe said. "It's a dangerous business on Omega, especiadly during the time of the Games. |
thought | was safe. But ..." He shrugged his shoulders. "I was selected for the Games this morning.”

"Is there any chance of getting out of it?'

"Therés achance" Joe said. "'l told your girl about you, so perhaps her friends can do something. As
for me, I'm expecting a reprieve.”

"Isthat possble?' Barrent asked.
"Anything is possible. It's better not to hope for it, though."

"What are the Games like?' Barrent asked.



"They're the sort of thing you'd expect,” Joe said. "Man-to-man combats, battles againg various types
of Omegan flora and fauna, needlebeam and hegigun duds. It's dl copied from an old Earth fedtivd, I'm
told."

"And if anyone survives" Barrent said, "they're beyond the law.”
"That'sright."”
"But what does it mean to be beyond the lav?"

"I don't know," Joe said. "Nobody seems to know much abouit that. All I could find out is, survivors of
the Games are taken by The Black One. It's not supposed to be pleasant.”

"I can undergtand that. Very little on Omega is pleasant.”
"It isnt abad place" Joe said. "You just havent the proper spirit of—"

He was interrupted by the arriva of a detachment of guards. It was time for the occupants of Barrent's
cdl to enter the Arena.

"No reprieve,” Barrent said.
"Wil, that's how it goes" Joe said.

They were marched out under heavy guard and lined up & the iron door that separated the cdl block
from the main Arena. Just before the captain of the guards opened the door, a fat, well-dressed man
came hurrying down a Sde corridor waving a paper.

"What's this?' the captain of the guards asked.

"A writ of recognizance,” the fat man said, handing his paper to the captain. "On the other side, youll
find a cease-and-desist order.” He pulled more papers out of his pockets. "And here is a
bankruptcy-transferral notice, a chattel mortgage, awrit of habeas corpus, and a dary atachment.”

The captain pushed back his hdmet and scratched his narrow forehead. "l can never understand what
you lawyers are talking about. What does it mean?'

"It rdleases him," the fat man said, pointing to Joe.

The captain took the papers, gave them a Ingle puzzled glance, and handed them to an ade. "All
right,” he said, "take him with you. But it wasn't like this in the old days. Nothing stopped the orderly
progression of the Games."

Grinning triumphantly, Joe stepped through the ranks of guards and joined the fa lawyer. He asked
him, "Do you have any papers for Will Barrent?



"None" the lawvyer said. "His case isin different hands. I'm afraid it might not be completely processed
until after the Games are over.”

"But I'l probably be dead then,” Barrent said.

"That, | can assure you, won't stop the papers from being properly served,” the fa lavyer sad
proudly. "Deed or dive, you will retain dl your rights.”

The captain of the guards said, "All right, let's go."

"Luck," Joe cdled out. And then the line of prisoners had passed through the iron door into the glaring
light of the Arena.

Barrent lived through the hand-to-hand duds in which a quarter of the prisoners were killed. After
that, men armed with swords were matched againg the deadlier Omegan fauna. The beasts they fought
induded the hintolyte and the hintosced—big-jawed, heavily armored monsters whose naturd habitat
was the desert region far to the south of Tetrahyde. Fifteen men later, these beasts were dead. Barrent
was matched with a Saunus, a flying black reptile from the western mountains. For a while he was
hard-pressed by this ugly, poison-toothed cresture. But in time he figured out a solution. He stopped
trying to jab the Saunus's leathery hide and concentrated on severing its broad fan of tailfeathers. When
he had succeeded, the Saunuss flying balance was thrown badly off. The reptile crashed into the high
wall that separated the combatants from the spectators, and it was rdatively easy to adminigter the find
stroke through the Saunuss sngle huge eye. The vast and enthusiagtic crowd in the gadium gave Barrent
alengthy round of applause.

He moved back to the reserve pen and watched other men druggle againg the trichomotreds,
incredibly fast little creatures the Sze of rats, with the dispostions of rabid wolverines. It took five teams
of prisoners. After a brief interlude of hand-to-hand dudling, the Arena was cleared again.

Now the hard-shdlled criatin amphibians lumbered in. Although duggish in dispostion, the criatins
were completely protected benegth severd inches of shell. Ther narrow whiplash tails, which aso served
them as antennae, were invariabdly faid to any man who approached them. Barrent had to fight one of
these after it had dispatched four of hisfdlow prisoners.

He had watched the earlier combats carefully, and had detected the one place where the criain
antennae could not reach. Barrent waited for his chance and jumped for the center of the criatin's broad
back.

When the shdl qplit into a gigantic mouth—for this was the criatin method of feeding—Barrent jammed
his sword into the opening. The cridin expired with graifying promptness, and the crowd dgnified its
approva by showering the Arena with cushions.

Thevictory left Barrent standing aone on the blood-stained sand. The rest of the prisoners were ether



dead or too badly mamed to fight. Barrent waited, wondering what beast the Games Committee had
chosen next.

A dngle tendril shot up through the sand, and then another. Within seconds, a short, thick tree was
growing in the Arena, sending out more roots and tendrils, and pulling dl flesh, living or dead, into five
gmdl feeding-mouths which circled the base of the trunk. This was the carrion tree, indigenous to the
northeastern swamps and imported with great difficulty. It was sad to be highly vulneradle to fire but
Barrent had no fire available.

Usng his sword two-handed, Barrent lopped off vines, others grew in ther place. He worked with
frantic speed to keep the vines from surrounding him. His arms were becoming tired, and the tree
regenerated faster than he could cut it down. There seemed no way of desiroying it.

His only hope lay in the tree's dow movements. These were fast enough, but nothing compared with
human musculatiure. Barrent ducked out of a corner in which the cregping vines were trapping him.
Ancther sword was lying twenty yards away, hdf-buried in the sand. Barrent reached it, and heard
warning shouts from the crowd. He fet avine close around his ankles.

He hacked at it, and other vines coiled around hiswaist. He dug his hedsinto the sand and clashed the
swords together, trying to produce a spark.

On hisfird try, the sword in hisright hand broke in half.

Barrent picked up the halves and kept on trying as the vines dragged him closer to the feeding mouths.
A shower of sparks flew from the danging stedl. One of them touched avine.

With incredible suddenness the vine burst into flame. The flame spurted down the length of the vine to
the main tree system. The five mouths moaned as the fire legped toward them.

If matters had been Ieft to continue, Barrent would have been burned to death, for the Arena was
nealy filled with the highly combustible vines. But the flames were endangering the wooden walls of the
Arena. The Tetrahyde guard detachment put the fire out in time to save both Barrent and the spectators.

Swaying with exhaudtion, Barrent stood in the center of the Arena, wondering what would be used
next againg him. But nothing happened. After a moment, a Sgnd was made from the President's box,
and the crowd roared in gpplause.

The Games were over. Barrent had survived.

Sill no one left his seat. The audience was waiting to see the find digpogtion of Barrent, who had
passed beyond the law.

He heard alow, reverent gasp from the crowd. Turning quickly, Barrent saw afiery dot of light appear
in mid-air. It swelled, threw out streamers of light, and gathered them in again. It grew rapidly, too
brilliant to look upon. And Barrent remembered Uncle Ingemar saying to him, "Sometimes, The Black
One rewards us by appearing in the anvful beauty of his fiery flesh. Yes, Nephew, | have actudly been



privileged to see him. Two years ago he appeared a the Games, and he dso appeared the year before
that...."

The dot became a red and ydlow globe about twenty feet in diameter, its lowest curve not quite
touching the ground. It grew again. The center of the globe became thinner; awast appeared, and above
the waist the globe turned an impenetrable black. It was two globes now, one brilliant, one dark, joined
by a narrow waist. As Barrent watched, the dark globe lengthened and changed into the unforgettable
horn-headed shape of The Dark One.

Barrent tried to run, but the huge black-headed figure swept forward and engulfed him. He was
trapped in ablinding swirl of radiance, with darkness above it. The light bored into his head, and he tried
to scream. Then he passed out.

Chapter Nineteen

Barrent recovered consciousness in a dim, high-cellinged room. He was lying on a bed. Two people
were standing near by. They seemed to be arguing.

"There amply isn't any more time to wait," aman was saying. "You fal to appreciate the urgency of the
gtuaion."

"The doctor said he needs at leest another three days of rest.” It was a woman's voice. After a
moment, Barrent redized that M oera was speaking.

"He can have three days."

"And he needs time for indoctrination.”

"You told me he was bright. The indoctrination shouldn't take long."
"It might take weeks."

"Impossible. The ship landsin Sx days."

"Bylan," Moera said, "you're trying to move too fast. We can't do it thistime. On the next Landing Day
wewill be much better prepared—"

"The Stuation will be out of hand by then,” the man said. "I'm sorry, Moera, we have to use Barrent
immediady, or not usehim at dl.”

Barrent said, "Use me for what? Where am 1? Who are you?'



The man turned to the bed. In the fant light, Barrent saw a very tdl, thin, stooped old man with a
wigpy moustache.

"I'm glad you're awake," he said. "My nameis Swen Eylan. I'm in command of Group Two."

"What's Group Two?"' Barrent asked. "How did you get me out of the Arena? Are you agents of The
Black One?"

Eylan grinned. "Not exactly agents. Well explan everything to you shortly. Firg, | think you'd better
have something to eat and drink.”

A nurse brought in atray. While Barrent ate, Eylan pulled up a chair and told Barrent about The Black
One.

"Our Group," Eylan said, "can't dam to have started the rdigion of Evil. That appears to have sprung
up spontaneoudy on Omega. But since it was there, we have made occasiond use of it. The priests have
been remarkably cooperative. After dl, the worshipers of Evil set a high postive vaue upon corruption.
Therefore, in the eyes of an Omegan priest, the appearance of a fraudulent Black One is not anathema.
Quite the contrary, for in the orthodox worship of Evil, a greast ded of emphass is put upon fase
images—especidly if they are big, fiery, impressve images like the one which rescued you from the
Arena"

"How did you produce that?' Barrent asked.

"It has to do with friction surfaces and planes of force" Eylan said. "You'd have to ask our enginears
for more detalls™

"Why did you rescue me?' Barrent asked.

Eylan glanced a Moera, who shrugged her shoulders. Looking uncomfortable, Eylan said, "Wed like
to use you for an important job. But before | tdl you about it, | think you should know something about
our organization. Certainly you must have some curiosity about us”

"A great ded," Barrent said. "Are you some kind of ciimind dite?’

"Were an dite” Eylan said, "but we don't consder oursaves crimind. Two entirdy different types of
people have been sent to Omega. There are the true criminds guilty of murder, arson, armed robbery,
and the like. Those are the people you lived among. And there are the people guilty of deviaiond crimes
such as palitica unrdiability, scientific unorthodoxy, and irrdigious attitudes. These people compose our
organization, which, for the purposes of identification, we cal Group Two. As far as we can remember
and recongtruct, our crimes were largely a matter of holding different opinions from those which prevailed
upon Earth. We were nonconformists. We probably congtituted an unstable element, and a threat to the
entrenched powers. Therefore we were deported to Omega.”



"And you separated yoursdves from the other deportees,” Barrent said.

"Yes, necessaily. For one thing, the true aiminds of Group One are not readily controllable. We
couldn't lead them, nor could we adlow oursdves to be led by them. But more important than that, we
hed a job to do that could only be performed in secrecy. We had no idea what devices the guardships
employed to waich the surface of Omega. To keep our security intact, we went underground—Iliterdly.
The room you're in now is about two hundred feet below the surface. We stay out of sght, except for
specid agents like Moera, who separate the political and socid prisoners who belong in Group Two
from the others.”

"You didn't separate me" Barrent said.

"Of course not. You were dlegedly guilty of murder, which put you in Group One. However, your
behavior was not typicd of Group One. You seemed like good potentid materid for us, so we helped
you from time to time. But we had to be sure of you before taking you into the Group. Y our repudiation
of the murder charge was srongly in your favor. Also, we questioned llliardi after you had located him.
There seemed no reason to doubt that he performed the murder you were charged with. Even more
grongly in your favor were your high survival qudities, which had ther ultimate test in the Hunt and the
Games. We were badly in need of amean of your abilities™

"Just what is your work?' Barrent asked. "What do you want to accomplish?’
"We want to go back to Earth,” Eylan said.
"But that's impossible.”

"We don't think s0," Eylan said. "We've given the maiter considerable study. In spite of the guardships,
wethink it's possible to return to Earth. Well find out for certain in Sx days, when the breakout must be
meade."

Moera said, "It would be better to wait another 9x months."

"Impossble. A 9x months delay would be ruinous. Every society has a purpose, and the caimind
populaion of Omegais bent upon its own salf-destruction. Barrent, you look surprised. Couldn't you see
thet?"

"I never thought about it," Barrent said. "After dl, | was part of it."

"It's sdf-evident," Eylan said. "Congder the inditutions—al centered around legdlized murder. The
holidays are excuses for mass murders. Even the law, which governs the rate of murder, is beginning to
break down. The population lives near the edge of chaos. And rightfully so. There's no longer any
security. The only way to live is to kill. The only way to rise in gatus is to kill. The only safe thing is to
kill—more and more, faster and faster.”

"You exaggerate,” Moera sad.



"I don't think so. | redize that there seems to be a certain permanence to Omegan inditutions, a certain
inherent conservaism even to murder. But it's an illuson. | have no doubt that dl dying societies
projected ther illuson of permanence—right up to the end. Wdll, the end of Omegan society is rapidly
approaching.”

"How soon?' Barrent asked.

"An exploson point will be reached in about four months"" Eylan said. "The only way to change that
would be to give the population anew direction, a different cause.”

"Earth," Barrent said.
"Exactly. That's why the attempt must be made immediately.”

"Wadl, | don't know much about it,” Barrent said. "But I'll go dong with you. I'll gladly be a part of any
expedition.”

Eylan looked uncomfortable again. "'l suppose | haven't made mysdf clear,” he said. "You are going to
be the expedition, Barrent. Y ou and only you.... Forgive meif I've startled you.”

Chapter Twenty

According to Eylan, Group Two had at least one serious flaw: the men who composed it were, for the
most part, past ther physca prime. There were some younger members, of course; but they had had
litle contact with violence, and little chance to develop traits of sdf-aufficdency. Secure in the
underground, most of them had never fired a beamer in anger, had never been forced to run for thar
lives had never encountered the make-or-break Stuations through which Barrent had lived. They were
brave but unproven. They would willingly undertake the expedition to Earth; but they would have little
chance of success.

"And you think | would have a chance?' Barrent asked.

"I think s0. You're young and strong, reasonably inteligent, and extremdy resourceful. You have a
high surviva quotient. If any man could succeed, | believe you could.”

"Why one man?"

"Because there's no sense in sending a group. The chance of detection would smply be increased. By
usng one man, we get maximum security and opportunity. If you succeed, we will receive vauable
information about the nature of the enemy. If you don't succeed, if you are captured, your attempt will be
considered the action of anindividud rather than a group. We will dill be free to start a generd uprisng
from Omega.”



"How am | supposed to get back to Eath?' Barrent asked. "Do you have a sarship hidden away
somewhere?!

"I'm afraid not. We plan to transport you to Earth aboard the next prison ship.”
"That'simpossble”

"Not a dl. Weve sudied the landings. They follow a pattern. The prisoners are marched out,
accompanied by the guards. While they're assembled in the square, the ship itsdf is undefended, athough
loosdly surrounded by a cordon of guards. To get you aboard, wewill start a disturbance. It should take
away the guards attention long enough for you to get on board.”

"Bvenif | succeed, I'll be captured as soon as the guards return.”

"You shouldn't be," Eylan said, "The prison ship is an immense structure with many hiding places for a
stowaway. And the dement of surprise will be in your favor. This may be the firg time in the history of
Omega that an escape has been attempted.”

"And when the ship reaches Earth?"

"You will be disguised as a member of the ship's personne,” Eylan said. "Remember, the inevitable
ineffidency of a huge bureaucracy will be working for you."

"I hope s0," Barrent said. "Let's suppose | reach Earth safely and get the information you want. How
do | send it back?'

"You send it back on the next prison ship,” Eylan said. "We plan to capture that one.”

Barrent rubbed his forehead wearily. "What makes you think that any of this—my expedition or your
uprisng—can succeed againg an organization as powerful as Earth?"

"We have to take the chance" Eylan said. "Take it or go down in a bloody shambles with the rest of
Omega. | agree that the odds are weighted againgt us. But our choice is ether to make the attempt or to
die without making any attempt at dl."

Moera nodded at this. "Also, the Stuation has other possibilities. The government of Earth is obvioudy
repressive. That argues the existence of underground resistance groups on Earth itsdf. You may be able
to contact those groups. A revolt both here and on Earth would give the government something to think
about."

"Maybe" Barent said.
"We have to hope for the best," Eylan said. "Are you with us?'

"Certanly," Barrent said. "I'd rather die on Earth than on Omega."



"The prison ship lands in Sx days" Eylan said. "During that time, we will give you the information we
have about Earth. Part of it is memory recongtruction, part has been skrenned by the mutants, and the
rest islogicd congructs. It's dl we have, and | think it gives a reasonably accurate picture of current
conditions on Earth."

"How soon do we start?' Barrent asked.

"Right now," Eylan said.

Barrent received a generd briefing on the physicd make-up of Earth, its dimate and mgor population
centers. Then he was sent to Colond Bray, formerly of the Earth Deep Space Establishment. Bray talked
to him about the probable military strength of Earth as represented by the number of guardships around
Omega and their apparent levd of sdentific development. He gave estimates of the sze of the Earth
forces, their probable divisons into land, sea, and space groups, ther assumed levd of efficiency. An
ade, Captain Cardll, lectured on specid weapons, their probable types and ranges, ther avaldbility to
the generd Earth population. Another aide, Lieutenant Daoud, talked about detection devices, thar
probable locations, and how to avoid them.

Then Barrent was turned back to Eylan for palitica indoctrination. From him, Barrent learned that
Earth was believed to be a dictatorship. He learned the methods of a dictatorship, its peculiar strengths
and weaknesses, the role of the secret police, the use of terror, the problem of informers.

When Eylan was finished with him, Barrent went to a smdl, beady-eyed man who lectured on Earth's
memory-destroying system. Usng the premise that memory-destruction was regulaly employed to
render oppostion ineffective, the man went on to congtruct the probable nature of an underground
movement on Earth given those circumstances, and how Barrent might contact them, and what the
underground's capabilities might be.

Fndly he was given thefull details of Group Twa's plan for getting him on board the ship.

When Landing Day came, Barrent fdt a definite sense of relief. He was heartily sck of day and night
cramming. Any sort of action would seem an improvemern.

Chapter Twenty-One

Barrent watched the huge prison ship maneuver into podtion and sink noisdesdy to the ground. It
gleamed dully in the afternoon sun, tangible proof of Earth's long reach and powerful grasp. A hatch
opened, and a landing stage was let down. The prisoners, flanked by guards, marched down and
assembled in the square.



As usud, most of the population of Tetrahyde had gathered to watch and cheer the disembarkation
ceremony. Barrent moved through the crowd and stationed himsdf behind the ranks of prisoners and
guards. He touched his pocket to make sure the needlebeam was 4ill there. It had been made for him by
Group Two fabricators, completely of plastic to escape any metds detector. The rest of his pockets
were suffed with equipment. He hoped he wouldn't have to use any of it.

The loudspeaker voice began to read off the prisoners numbers, as it had when Barent had
disembarked. He listened, knees dightly bent, waiting for the beginning of the diverson.

The loudspeaker voice was coming to the end of the prisoner lig. There were only ten left. Barrent
edged forward. The voice droned on. Four prisoners Ieft, three....

As the number of the last prisoner was announced, the diverson began. A black cloud of smoke
darkened the pde sky, and Barrent knew that the Group had st fire to the empty barracks in Square
A-2. He waited.

Then it came. There was a stupendous explosion, blasting through two rows of empty buildings. The
shock wave was staggering. Even before debris began to fdl, Barrent was running toward the ship.

The second and third explosions went off as he came into the ship's shadow. Quickly he stripped off
his Omegan outer garments. Under them, he wore afacamile of guard's uniform. Now he ran toward the
landing stage.

The loudspeaker voice was cdling loudly for order. The guards were dill bewildered.

The fourth exploson threw Barrent to the ground. He got to his feet indantly and sprinted up the
landing stage. He was indde the ship. Outside, he could hear the guard captain shouting orders. The
guards were beginning to form into ranks, their weapons ready to use againg the restive crowd. They
were retregting to the ship in good order.

Barrent had no more time to listen. He was standing in a long, narrow corridor. He turned to the right
and raced toward the bow of the ship. Far behind him, he could hear the heavy marching tread of the
guards.

Now, he thought, the information he had been given about the ship had better be right, or the
expedition was finished before it began.

He sprinted past rows of empty cells, and came to a door marked GUARD ASSEMBLY ROOM. A
lighted green bulb above the door showed that the air sysem was on. He went by it, and came to
another door. Barrent tried it now, and found it unlocked. Within was a room stacked high with spare
engine parts. He entered and closed the door.

The guards marched down the corridor. Barrent could hear them talking as they entered the assembly
room.

"What do you think started those explosons?’



"Who knows? Those prisoners are crazy, anyhow."
"They'd blow up the whole planet, if they could.”
"Good riddance.”

"Wdl, it didn't cause any damage. There was an exploson like that about fifteen years ago.
Remember?'

"l wasn't here then."

"W, it was worse then this. Two guards were killed, and maybe a hundred prisoners.”
"What started it?"

"Don't know. These Omegans just enjoy blowing things up.”

"Next thing you know, they'll be trying to blow us up.”

"Not a chance. Not with the guardships up there."

"You think so? Well, I'll be glad to get back to the checkpoint.”

"You sad it. Be good to get off this ship and live alittle”

"It isn't a bad life at the checkpoint, but 1'd rather go back to Earth.”

"Wdl, you can't have everything.”

Thelagt of the guards entered the assembly room and dogged the door shut. Barrent waited. After a
while, he fdt the ship vibrate. It was beginning its departure.

He had learned some vauable information. Apparently dl or most of the guards got off a the
checkpoint. Did that mean that another detachment of guards got on? Probably. And a checkpoint
implied that the ship was searched for escaped prisoners. It was probably only a perfunctory search,
since no prisoner had escaped in the higory of Omega. Still, he would have to figure out a way of
avoiding it.

But he would face that when the time came. Now he fdt the vibration cease, and he knew that the ship
hed |eft the surface of Omega. He was aboard, unobserved, and the ship was on itsway to Earth. So far,
everything had gone according to plan.



For the next few hours, Barrent stayed in the storage room. He was feding very tired, and his joints
hed begun to ache. The air in the smdl room had a sour, exhausted smdl. Forcing himsdf to his fedt,
Barrent walked to the ar vent and put his hand over it. No ar was coming through. He took a smdl
gauge out of his pocket. The oxygen content of the room was fdling rapidly.

Cautioudy he opened the storeroom door and peered out. Although he was dressed in a perfect
replicaof guard's uniform, he knew he couldn't pass among men who knew each other so well. He had
to stay in hiding. And he had to have air.

The corridors were deserted. He passed the guard assembly room and heard faint murmurs of
conversation ingde. The green light glowed brightly over the door. Barrent walked on, beginning to fed
thefirg 9gns of dizziness. His gauge showed him that the oxygen content in the corridor was darting to
fdl.

The Group had assumed that the ar system would be used throughout the ship. Now Barrent could
see that, with only guards and crew aboard, there was no need to supply ar for the entire ship. There
would be ar in the little man-inhabited idands of the guardroom and the crew's section, and nowhere
dse

Barrent hurried down the dim, slent corridors, gasping for breath. The air was rgpidly growing bad.
Perhaps it was being used in the assembly room before the ship's main ar supply was touched.

He passed unlocked doors, but the green bulbs above them were unlighted. He had a pounding
headache, and his legs fdt asif they were turning to jdly. He tried to figure out a course of action.

The crew's section seemed to offer him the best chance. Ship's personnd might not be armed. Even if
they were, they would be less ready for trouble than the guards. Perhaps he could hold one of the
officers at gunpoint; perhaps he could take over the ship.

It was worth trying. It had to be tried.

At the end of the corridor he came to a staircase. He dlimbed past a dozen deserted levels, and came
a lagt to a genciled 9gn on one of the walls It reed CONTROL SECTION, and an arrow pointed the
way. Barrent took the plastic neediebeam out of his pocket and staggered down the corridor. He was
beginning to lose consciousness. Black shadows formed and dissipated on the edges of his vison. He
was experiencing vague hdlucinations, flashes of horror in which he fet the corridor walls fdling in on
him. He found that he was on his hands and knees, crawling toward a door marked CONTROL
ROOM—No Admittance except to Ship's Officers.

The corridor seemed to be filled with gray fog. It cleared momentarily, and Barrent redized that his
eyes were not focusng properly. He pulled himsdlf to his feet and turned the door handle. It began to
open. He took afirm grip on the neediebeam and tried to prepare himsdf for action.



But, as the door opened, darkness closed irrevocably around him. He thought he could see gtartled
faces, hear a voice shouting, "Waich out! He's armed!™ And then the blackness closed in completely, and
hefdl endlesdy forward.

Chapter Twenty-Two

Barrent's return to consciousness was sudden and complete. He sat up and saw that he had fdlen
ingde the control room. The metad door was closed behind him, and he was breathing without difficulty.
He could see no dgn of the crew. They mugs have gone after the guards, assuming he would stay
UNCONSCious.

He scrambled to his feet, indinctively picking up his neediebeam. He examined the wegpon closdy,
then frowned and put it away. Why, he wondered, would the crew leave hm done in the control room,
the most important part of the ship? Why would they leave hm armed?

He tried to remember the faces he had seen just before he collgpsed. They were indiginct memories,
vague and unfocused figures with hollow, dreamlike voices. Had there redly been people in here?

The more he thought about it, the more certain he was that he had conjured those people out of his
fading consciousness. There had been no one here. He was donein the ship's nerve center.

He approached the main control board. It was divided into ten stations. Each section had its rows of
dids whose dender indicators pointed to incomprehensible readings. Each had its switches, wheds
rheostats, and levers.

Barrent walked dowly past the stations, watching the patterns of flashing lights that ran to the caling
and rippled dong the wdls. The last sation seemed to be some kind of overdl control for the rest. A
gmdl screen was marked: Coordination, Manual/Automatic. The Automatic part was lighted. There
were dmilar screens for navigation, lookout, collison control, subspace entry and exit, normd space
entry and exit, and landing. All were automatic. Further on he found the programming screen, which
clicked off the progress of the flight in hours, minutes, and seconds. Time to Checkpoint One was now
29 hours, 4 minutes, 51 seconds. Stop-over time, three hours. Time from Checkpoint to Earth, 480
hours.

The control board flashed and hummed to itsdf, serene and sdlf-aufficient. Barrent couldn't help feding
that the presence of a human in this temple of the machine was sacrilege.

He checked the arr ducts. They were set for automatic feed, giving just enough ar to support the
room's present human population of one.

But where was the crew? Barrent could understand the necessity of operating a starship largdy on an
automatic programming system. A sructure as huge and complex as this had to be sdf-aufficent. But
men had built it, and men had punched out the programs. Why weren't men present to monitor the
switchboards, to modify the program when necessary? Suppose the guards had needed more time on



Omega? Suppose it became necessary to by-pass the checkpoint and return directly to Earth? Suppose
it was imperative to change destination atogether? Who reset the programs, who gave the ship its orders,
who possessed the guiding intdligence that directed the entire operation?

Barrent looked around the control room. He found a storage bin filled with oxygen respirators. He put
one on, tested it, and went into the corridor.

After along walk, he reached a door marked CREW'S QUARTERS. Insde, the room was neat and
bare. The beds stood in neet rows, without sheets or blankets. There were no clothes in the closets, no
persona possessions of any kind. Barrent left and inspected the officers and captain's quarters. He found
no dgn of recent humean habitation.

He returned to the control room. It was apparent now that the ship had no crew. Perhaps the
authorities on Earth fdt so certain of their schedules and of the rdiahility of ther ship that they had
decided a crew was superfluous. Perhaps....

But it seemed to Barrent a reckless way of doing things. There was something very strange about an
Earth that dlowed starships to run without human supervison.

He decided to suspend further judgment until he had acquired more facts. For the time being, he had
to think about the problems of his own surviva. There was concentrated food in his pockets, but he
hadn't been able to carry much water. Would the crewless ship have supplies? He had to remember the
detachment of guards, down below in their assembly room. And he had to think about what was going to
happen at the checkpoint, and what he would do about it.

Barrent found that he did not have to use his own food supplies. In the officers mess, machines 4ill
dispensed food and drink at the push of a button. Barrent didn't know if these were naturd or chemicdly
recongtituted foods. They tasted fine and seemed to nourish him, so he redlly didn't care.

He explored part of the ship's upper levels. After becoming lost severd times, he decided not to take
any more unnecessary risks. The life-center of the ship was its control room, and Barrent spent most of
histime there.

He found a viewport. Activaing the switch that opened the shutters, Barrent was able to look out on
the vast spectacle of stars glowing in the blackness of space. Stars without end stretched past the furthest
limits of hisimagination. Looking at this, Barrent fdt a sirong surge of pride. This was where he belonged,
and those unknown stars were his heritage.

Thetime to the checkpoint dwindled to Sx hours. Barrent watched new portions of the control board
come to life, checking and dtering the forces governing the ship, preparing for alanding. Three and a hdf
hours before landing, Barrent made an interesting discovery. He found the central communication system
for the entire ship. By turning on the recaiving end, he could overhear conversationsin the guardroom.

He didn't learn much that was useful to him. Either through caution or lack of concern, the guards
didnt discuss politics. Ther lives were spent on the checkpoint, except for periods of service on the
prison ship. Some of the things they said Barrent found incomprehensible. But he continued to ligten,
fascinated by anything these men of Earth had to say.



"You ever go sMimming in Florida?'

"I never liked At weter."

"Theyear before | was cdled to the Guards, | won third prize at the Dayton Orchid Fair."
"I'm buying a retirement villain Antarctica.”

"How much longer for you?"

"Eightean years."

"W, someoné's got to do it."

"But why me? And why no Earth leaves?'

"Y ouve watched the tapes, you know why. Crimeis a disease. It's infectious.”

"So what?"

"Soif you work around criminds, you run the danger of infection. Y ou might contaminate someone on
Eath."

"ltisnt fair...."

"Cant be helped. Those scientists know what they're talking about. Besides, checkpoint's not so bad.”
"I you like everything atifiad ... air, flowers, food...."

"W, you can't have everything. Y our family there?!

"They want to get back Earthsde."

"After five years on the checkpoint, they say you can't take Earth. The gravity gets you.”

"Il take gravity. Any time...."

From these conversations, Barrent learned that the grim-faced guards were human beings, jus like the
prisoners on Omega. Most of the guards didn't seem to like the work they were doing. Like Omegans,
they longed for a return to Earth.

He stored the information away. The ship had reached the checkpoint, and the giant switchboard
flashed and rippled, making itsfind adjustments for the intricacies of docking.



At lag the maneuwver was completed and the engines shut down to stand-by. Through the
communications system, Barrent heard the guards leave ther assembly room. He followed them down
the corridors to the landing stage. He heard the lagt of them, as he I€ft the ship, say, "Here comes the
check squad. Whatcha say, boys?'

There was no answer. The guards were gone, and there was a new sound in the corridors. the heavy
marching feet of what the guard called the check squad.

There seemed to be a lot of them. Ther inspection began in the engine rooms, and moved
methodicdly upward. From the sounds, they seemed to be opening every door on the ship and searching
every room and closet.

Barrent held the needlebeam in his perspiring hand and wondered where, indl the territory of the ship,
he could hide. He would have to assume that they were going to look everywhere. In that case, his best
chance lay in evading them and hiding in a section of the ship aready searched.

He dipped arespirator over his head and moved into the corridor.

Chapter Twenty-Three

Hdf an hour later, Barrent dill hadn't figured out a way of getting past the check squad. They had
finished ingpecting the lower levels and were moving up to the control room deck. Barrent could hear
them marching down the halways. He kept on waking, a hundred yardsin front, trying to find some way
af hiding.

There should be a staircase a the end of this passageway. He could take it down to a different levd, a
part of the ship which had aready been searched. He hurried on, wondering if he were wrong about the
location of the staircase. He dill had only the haziest idea of the layout of the ship. If he were wrong, he
would be trapped.

He came to the end of the corridor, and the staircase was there. The footsteps behind hm sounded
closer. He started down, peering backwards over his shoulder.

And ran headfirg into a man's huge chest.

Barrent flung himsdf back, bringing his plastic gun to bear on the enormous figure. But he stopped
himsdf from firing. The thing that stood in front of him was not humean.

It stood nearly seven feet high, dressed in a black uniform with INSPECTION TEAM—ANDROID
B212 denciled on its front. Its face was a Sylization of a human's, deverly sculptured out of
putty-colored plagtic. Its eyes glowed a deep, impossible red. It swayed on two legs, baancing carefully,
looking at Barrent, moving dowly toward him. Barrent backed away, wondering if a neediebeam could
sop it.



He never had a chance to find out, for the android walked past hm and continued up the dairs.
Stenciled on the back of its uniform were the words RODENT CONTROL DIVISION. This particular
android, Barrent redized, was programmed only to look for rats and mice. The presence of a ssowaway
hed made no impression on it. Presumably the other androids were smilarly specidized.

He stayed in an empty storage room on alower leve until he heard the sounds of the androids leaving.
Then he hurried back to the control room. No guards came aboard. Exactly on schedule, the big ship |eft
the checkpoint. Dedtination: Earth.

Therest of the journey was uneventful. Barrent dept and ate and, before the craft entered subspace,
watched the endless spectacle of the stars through the viewport. He tried to visudize the planet he was
coming to, but no pictures formed in his mind. What sort of a people built huge tarships but faled to
equip them with a crew? Why did they send out ingpection teams, then give those teams the narrowest
and most specidized sort of vidon? Why did they have to deport a Szable portion of their
population—and then fall to control the conditions under which the deportees lived and died? Why was it
necessary for them to wipe the prisoners minds clean of dl memory of Earth?

Barrent couldn't think of any answers.

The control room clocks moved steedily on, counting off the minutes and hours of the trip. The ship
entered, then emerged from subspace and went into deceleration orbit around a blue and green world
which Barrent observed with mixed emotions. He found it hard to redize that he was returning at last to
Earth.

Chapter Twenty-Four

The gtarship landed a noon on a brilliant sunlit day, somewhere on Earth's North American continent.
Barrent had planned on waiting for darkness before leaving; but the control room screens flashed an
ancient and ironic waning: All passengers and crew must disembark at once. Ship rigged for full
decontamination procedure. Twenty minutes.

He didnt know what was meant by full decontamination procedure. But snce the crew was
emphaticadly ordered to leave, a respirator might not provide much safety. Of the two dangers, leaving
the ship seemed the lesser.

The members of Group Two had given a good ded of thought to the daothing Barrent would wear
upon debarkation. Those first minutes on Earth might be crucid. No cunning could help him if his dothing
was obvioudy strange, outlandish, dien. Typicd Earth dothing was the answer; but the Group wasn't
sure what the dtizens of Earth wore. One part of the Group had wanted Barrent to dress in their
reconstructed gpproximation of dvilian dress. Another part fdt that the guard's uniform he had worn on



board would see him through his arrival on Earth as well. Barrent himsdlf had agreed with a third opinion,
which fdt that a mechanic's one-piece coveradl would be least noticeable around a spacefield, and suffer
the leest change of dyle over the years. In the towns and cities, this disguise might put hm a a
disadvantage; but he had to meet one problem at atime.

He quickly stripped off his guard's uniform. Undernesth he wore the lightweight coverdls. His
needlebeam concedled, a collgpsble lunchbox in his hand, Barrent waked down the corridor to the
landing stage. He hesitated for a moment, wondering if he should leave the wegpon on the ship. He
decided not to part with it. An ingpection would reved him anyhow; with the neediebeam he would have
achance of bresking away from police.

He took a deep bresth and marched out of the ship and down the landing stage.

There were no guards, no ingpection party, no police, no amy units and no customs officias. There
was no one a dl. Far to one sde of the wide fidd he could see rows of starcraft glisening in the sun.
Straight ahead of him was a fence, and in it was an open gate.

Barrent walked across the fidd, quickly but without obvious haste. He had no idea why it was dl s0
gmple. Perhaps the secret police on Earth had more subtle means of checking on passengers from
garships.

He reached the gate. There was no one there except a bad, middle-aged men and a boy of perhaps
ten. They seemed to be waiting for him. Barrent found it hard to believe that these were government
offidds dill, who knew the ways of Earth? He passed through the gate.

The bald man, holding the boy by the hand, walked over to him. "'l beg your pardon,” the man said.
IIYS?I
"I saw you come from the starship. Would you mind if | ask you a few questions?”

"Not at dl,” Barrent said, his hand near the coverdl zipper beneath which lay his neediebeam. He was
certain now that the bald man was a police agent. The only thing that didn't make sense was the presence
of the child, unless the boy was an agent-in-training.

"The fact of the matter is" the man said, "my boy Ronny here is doing a thess for his Tenth Grade
Master's Degree. On garships.”

"So | wanted to see one," Ronny said. He was an undersized child with a pinched, intdligent face.

"He wanted to see one" the man explained. "l told him it wasn't necessary, since dl the facts and
pictures are in the encyclopedia. But he wanted to see one"

"It gives me a good opening paragraph,” Ronny said.

"Of course" Barrent said, nodding vigoroudy. He was beginning to wonder about the man. For a



member of the secret police, he was certainly taking a devious route.
"You work on the ships?' Ronny asked.
"That'sright."
"How fast do they go?'
"Inred or subspace?’ Barrent asked.

This question seemed to throw Ronny off his stride. He pushed out his lower lip and said, "Gee, |
didn't know they went in subspace." He thought for a moment. "As a matter of fact, | don't think | know
what subspace is”

Barrent and the boy's father smiled understandingly.

"Wdl," Ronny said, "how fast do they go in red space?’

"A hundred thousand miles an hour," Barrent said, naming the firg figure that came into his head.
The boy nodded, and his father nodded. "Very fas," the father said.

"And much faster in subspace of course” Barrent said.

"Of course” the man said. "Starships are very fast indeed. They have to be. Quite long distances
involved. Isn't thet right, Sr?"

"Veay long distances," Barrent said.
"How isthe ship powered?' Ronny asked.

"Inthe usud way," Barrent told him. "We had triplex boosters inddled lagt year, but that comes more
under the dassification of auxiliary power."

"I've heard about those triplex boosters,” the man said. "Tremendous things”

"They're adegquate,” Barrent sad judicioudy. He was certain now that this men was jus what he
purported to be a dtizen with no particular knowledge of spacecraft amply bringing his son to the
starport.

"How do you get enough air?* Ronny asked.

"We generate our own," Barrent said. "But ar isn't any trouble. Water's the big problem. Water ian't
compressible, you know. It's hard to store in suffident quantities. And then ther€'s the navigation problem
when the ship emerges from subspace.”



"What is subspace?' Ronny asked.

"In effect,” Barrent said, "its amply a different levd of red space. But you can find dl that in your
encyclopedia”

"Of course you can, Ronny," the boy's father said. "We musain't keep the pilot sanding here. I'm sure
he has many important thingsto do.”

"I am rather rushed,” Barrent said. "L ook around dl you want. Good luck on your thesis, Ronny."

Barent walked for fifty yards, his spine tingling, expecting momentarily to fed the blow of a
needlebeam or a shotgun. But when he looked back, the father and son were turned away from him,
earnestly sudying the greet vessd. Barrent hesitated a moment, deeply bothered. So far, the whole thing
hed been entirdy too easy. Suspicioudy easy. But there was nothing he could do but go on.

The road from the starport led past a row of storage sheds to a section of woods. Barrent walked until
he was out of Sght. Then he I€ft the road and went into the woods. He had had enough contact with
people for hisfirs day on Earth. He didn't want to stretch his luck. He wanted to think things over, deep
in the woods for the night, and then in the morning go to a city or town.

He pushed his way past dense underbrush into the forest proper. Here he walked through shaded
groves of giant oaks. All around him was the chirp and bustle of unseen bird and animd life. Far in front
of hm was a large white 9gn naled to a tree. Barent reached it, and read: FORESTDALE
NATIONAL PARK. PICNICKERS AND CAMPERS WELCOME.

Barrent was a little disappointed, even though he redized that there would be no virgin wilderness so
near a starport. In fact, on a planet as old and as highly developed as Earth, there was probably no virgin
land at dl, except what had been preserved in nationd forests.

The sun was low on the horizon, and there was a chill in the long shadows thrown across the forest
floor. Barrent found a comfortable spot under a gigantic oak, arranged leaves for a bed, and lay down.
He had a great ded to think about. Why, for example, hadn't guards been posted a Earth's most
important contact point, an interstelar terminus? Did security measures start later at the towns and cities?
Or was he dready under some sort of survelllance, some infinitdly subtle spy system that followed his
every movement and apprehended him only when ready? Or was that too fanciful? Could it be that—?

"Good evening," a voice said, close to hisright ear.

Barrent flung himsdf away from the voice in a spasm of nervous reaction, his hand diving for his
needlebeam.

"And a very pleasant evening it is" the voice continued, "here in Forestdale Nationd Park. The
temperature is seventy-eight point two degrees Fahrenheit, humidity 23 per cent, barometer steedy at
twenty-nine point nine. Old campers, I'm sure, dready recognize my voice. For the new nature-lovers
among you, let me introduce mysdf. I am Oaky, your friendly oak tree. I'd like to welcome dl of you, old
and new, to your friendly netiond forest.”



Sitting upright in the gathering darkness, Barrent peered around, wondering what kind of a trick this
was. The voice redly did seem to come from the giant oak tree.

"The enjoyment of nature” said Oaky, "is now easy and convenient for everyone. You can enjoy
complete secluson and dill be no more than a ten-minute walk from public transportation. For those who
do not desire secluson, we have guided tours a nomind cost through these ancient glades. Remember to
tdl your friends about your friendly nationd park. The full fadlities of this park are waiting for dl lovers of
the great outdoors.”

A pand in the tree opened. Out did a bedroll, a Thermos bottle, and a box supper.

"I wish you a pleasant evening," said Oaky, "amid the wild splendor of nature's wonderland. And now
the Nationa Symphony Orchestra under the direction of Otter Krug brings you "The Upland Glades,' by
Ernesto Nedtrichda, recorded by the Nationd North American Broadcasting Company. This is your
friendy oak tree sgning off."

Musc emanated from severd hidden speakers. Barrent scratched his head; then, deciding to take
meatters as they came, he ate the food, drank coffee from the Thermos, unrolled the bedrall, and lay
down.

Sespily he contemplated the notion of a forest wired for sound, equipped with food and drink, and
none of it more than ten minutes from public transportation. Earth certainly did a lot for her citizens.
Presumably they liked this sort of thing. Or did they? Could this be some huge and subtle trap which the
authorities had set for him?

He tossed and turned for a while, trying to get used to the music. After a while it blended into the
background of windblown leaves and creaking branches. Barrent went to deep.

Chapter Twenty-Five

In the morning, the friendly oak tree dispensed breskfast and shaving equipment. Barrent ate, washed
and shaved, and set out for the nearest town. He had his objectives firmly in mind. He had to establish
some sort of foolproof disguise, and he had to make contact with Earth's underground. When this was
accomplished, he had to find out as much as he could about Earth's secret police, military digpositions,
and the like.

Group Two had worked out a procedure for accomplishing these objectives. As Barrent came to the
outskirts of a town, he hoped that the Group's methods would work. So far, the Earth he was on had
very little resemblance to the Earth which the Group had reconstructed.

He waked down intermineble streets lined with smdl white cottages. At firdt, he thought every house
looked the same. Then he redlized that each had one or two smal architecturd differences. But instead of
diginguishing the houses, these niggling differences smply served to point up the monotonous smilarities
There were hundreds of these cottages, dretching as far as he could see, each of them set upon a little



plot of carefully tended grass. Thear gented sameness depressed him. Unexpectedly he missed the
ridiculous, dumsy, make-shift individudity of Omegan buildings

He reached a shopping center. The stores repeated the pattern set by the houses. They were low,
discreet, and very dmilar. Only a close ingpection of window displays reveded differences between a
food store and a sports shop. He passed a smdl buildng with a dgn tha read, ROBOT
CONFESSIONAL—Open 24 hours a day. It seemed to be some sort of church.

The procedure set by Group Two for locating the underground on Eath was dmple and
graightforward. Revolutionaries, he had been told, are found in greatest quantity among a dvilizaion's
mogt depressed dements. Poverty breeds dissatisfaction; the have-nots want to take from those who
have. Therefore, the logica place to look for subverson isin the dums

It was a good theory. The trouble was, Barrent couldn't find any dums He walked for hours, past
neat stores and pleasant little homes, playgrounds and parks, scrupuloudy tended farms, and then past
more houses and stores. Nathing looked much better or worse than anything else.

By evening, he was tired and footsore. As fa as he could tdl, he had discovered nothing of
sgnificance. Before he could penetrate any deeper into the complexities of Earth, he would have to
question the locd ditizens. It was a dangerous step, but one which he could not avoid.

He stood near a dothing store in the gathering dusk and decided upon a course of action. He would
pose as aforeigner, aman newly arrived in North America from Asia or Europe. In that way, he should
be able to ask questions with a measure of safety.

A man was waking toward him, a plump, ordinary-looking felow in a brown business tunic. Barrent
stopped him. "l beg your pardon,” he said. "I'm a stranger here, just arrived from Rome.”

"Redly?’ the man said.

"Yes I'm afraid | don't understand things over here very wel," Barrent said, with an gpologetic little
laugh. "I can't seem to find any cheap hotels. If you could direct me—"

"Citizen, do you fed dl right?' the man asked, his face hardening.

"As| sad, I'm aforeigner, and I'm looking—"

"Now look," the man said, "you know aswdl as | do that there aren't any outlanders any more.”
"There aren't?’

"Of course not. I've been in Rome. It's jugt like here in Wilmington. Same sort of houses and stores.
No on€e's an outlander any more.”

Barrent couldn't think of anything to say. He smiled nervoudy.



"Furthermore,” the man said, "there are no cheap lodgings anywhere on Earth. Why should there be?
Who would stay in them?'

"Who indeed?' Barrent said. "l guess I've had alittle too much to drink."
"No one drinks any more," the man said. "'l don't understand. What sort of a gameisthis?'

"What sort of agame do you think it is?* Barrent asked, fdling back on a technique which the Group
hed recommended.

The man stared a him, frowning. "l think | get it," he said. "Y ou must be an Opinioner.”
"Mmm," Barrent said, noncommittally.

"Sure, that's it," the man said. "Y ou're one of those citizens goes around asking peopl€'s opinions. For
surveys and that sort of thing. Right?"

"Youve made a very intdligent guess" Barrent said.

"Wadl, | don't suppose it was too hard. Opinioners are dways waking around trying to get people's
attitudes on things. | would have spotted you right away if you'd been wearing Opinioners dothing." The
men started to frown again. "How come you aren't dressed like an Opinioner?"

"l just graduated,” Barrent said. "Haven't had a chance to get the clothes.”

"Oh. Well, you should get the proper wear," the man said sententioudy. "How can a ditizen tdl your
datus?'

"Jud atest sampling,” Barrent said. "Thank you for your cooperation, sir. Perhaps I'll have a chance to
interview you again in the near future.”

"Any time" the man said. He nodded politdy and walked off.

Barrent thought about it, and decided that the occupation of Opinioner was perfect for him. It would
gve him the al-important right to ask questions, to meet people, to find out how Earth lived. He would
have to be careful, of course, not to reved his ignorance. But working with circumspection, he should
have a generd knowledge of this dvilization in afew days.

Firgt, he would have to buy Opinioners dothing. That seemed to be important. The trouble was, he
had no money with which to pay for it. The Group had been unable to duplicate Earth money; they
couldn't even remember what it looked like.

But they had provided him with a means of overcoming even that obstacle. Barrent turned and went
into the nearest costumer's.



The proprietor was a short man with chinablue eyes and a sdlesman's ready smile He welcomed
Barrent and asked how he could be of service.

"I need Opinioners dathing," Barrent told him. "I've just graduated.”

"Of course, gr," the owner said. "And you've come to theright place for it. Most of the amdler stores
don't carry the dothing for anything but the more ... ah ... common professions. But here a Jules
Wonderson's, we have ready-wears for dl of the five hundred and twenty mgor professons liged in the
Civil Status Almanec. | am Jules Wonderson.”

"A pleasure,” Barrent said. "Have you a ready-wear in my sze?'
"I'm sure | have" Wonderson said. "Would you care for a Regular or a Specid ?*
"A Regular will do nicdy.”

"Mogt new Opinioners prefer the Specid,” Wonderson said. "The little extra smulated handmade
touches increase the public's respect.”

“"Inthat case I'll take the Specid.”

"Yes, dr. Though if you could wait aday or two, we will be having in a new fabric—a smulated Home
Loom, complete with neturd weaving mistakes. For the man of status discrimination. A red prestige
item."

"Perhaps I'll come back for that," Barrent said. "Right now, | need a ready-wear."

"Of course, dr," Wonderson said, disgppointed but hiding it bravely. "If youll wait just one little
minute...."

After severd fittings, Barrent found himsdf weearing a black business suit with a thin edge of white
piping around the lgpels. To his inexperienced eye it looked dmog exectly like the other slits
Wonderson had on display for bankers, stock brokers, grocers, accountants, and the like. But for
Wonderson, who talked about the banker's lgpd and the insurance agent's drape, the differences were as
clear as the gross status-symbols of Omega. Barrent decided it was just a question of training.

"There, ar!" Wonderson said. "A perfect fit, and a fabric guaranteed for a lifetime. All for thirty-nine
ninety-five"

"Excdlent," Barrent said. "Now, about the money—"
"Yes, 9r?'

Barrent took the plunge. "I haven't any.”



"You havent, 9r? That's quite unusud.”

"Yes itis" Barrent said. "However, | do have certain articles of vaue” From his pocket he took three
diamond rings with which the Group on Omega had supplied him. "These stones are genuine diamonds,
as any jeweler will be glad to attest. If you would take one of them until | have the money for payment—"

"But, Sr," Wonderson said, "diamonds and such have no intringc vaue. They haven't since '23, when
Von Blon wrote the definitive work destroying the concept of scarcity vdue.”

"Of course" Barrent said, at alossfor words.
Wonderson looked at therings. "I suppose these have a sentimentd vaue, though.”
"Certanly. We've had them in the family for generations.”

"In that case" Wonderson said, "l wouldn't want to deprive you of them. Please, no arguments, Sir!
Sentiment is the mogt priceless of emotions. | couldn't deep nights if | took even one of these family
heirlooms from you."

"But ther€'s the matter of payment.”
"Pay me a your leisure”
"You mean youll trust me, even though you don't know me?"

"Mogt cetanly,” Wonderson said. He amiled archly. "Trying out your Opinioner's methods, aren't
you? Well, even a child knows that our cvilization is based upon trust, not collaterd. It is axiomatic that
even a dranger isto be trusted until he has condusvely and unmistakably proven otherwise.™

"Haven't you ever been cheated?

"Of course not. Crime is nonexistent these days."
"Inthat case" Barrent asked, "what about Omega?’

"I beg your pardon?"

"Omega, the prison planet. You must have heard of it."

"I think | have" Wonderson said cautioudy. "Well, | should have said that crimeis almost nonexistent.
| suppose there will dways be a few congenitd crimind types, easly recognizable as such. But I'm told
they don't amount to more than ten or twelve individuas a year out of a population of nearly two hillion.”
He amiled broadly. "My chances of medting one are exceedingly rare.”

Barrent thought about the prison ships congantly shuttling back and forth between Earth and Omega,



dumping their human cargo and returning for more. He wondered where Wonderson got his gatistics.
For that matter, he wondered where the police were. He had seen no military uniform since leaving the
garship. He would have liked to ask about it, but it seemed wiser to discontinue that line of questioning.

"Thank you very much for the credit,” Barrent said. "Il be back with the payment as soon as
posshle”

"Of course you will," Wonderson said, warmly sheking Barrent's hand. "Take your time, Sr. No rush
adl"

Barrent thanked him again and |eft the store.

He had a professon now. And if other people believed as Wonderson did, he had unlimited credit. He
was on a planet that seemed, at fird glance, to be a utopia. The utopia presented certain contradictions,
of course. He hoped to find out more about them over the next few days.

Down the block, Barrent found a hotel called The Bide-A-Bit. He engaged a room for the week, on
credit.

Chapter Twenty-Six

In the morning, Barrent asked directions to the nearest branch of the public library. He decided that he
needed as much background out of books as he could get. With a knowledge of the hisory and
development of Earth's dvilization, he would have a better idea of what to expect and what to watch out
for.

His Opinioner's dothing alowed him access to the closed shelves where the history books were kept.
But the books themsdves were disgppointing. Most of them were Earth's ancient hitory, from earliest
beginnings to the dawn of atomic power. Barrent skimmed through them. As he read, some memories of
prior reading returned to him. He was able to jump quickly from Periclean Greece to Imperid Rome, to
Charlemagne and the Dark Ages, from the Norman Conquest to the Thirty Years War, and then to a
rapid survey of the Napoleonic Era He read with more care about the World Wars. The book ended
with the explosion of the fird atom bombs. The other books on the shef were smply amplifications of
various stages of higory he had found in the first book.

After agrest ded of searching, Barrent found a amdl work entitled, "The Postwar Dilemma, Volume
1" by Arthur Whittler. It began where the other higtories had left off; with the atomic bombs exploding
over Hiroshima and Nagasaki. Barrent sat down and began to read carefully.

He learned about the Cold War of the 1950's, when severa nations were in possession of atomic and
hydrogen weapons. Already, the author stated, the seeds of a massve and dultifying conformity were
present in the nations of the world. In America, there was the frenzied resstance to communiam. In
Russa and China, there was the frenzied resistance to capitaism. One by one, dl the nations of the world
were drawn into one camp or the other. For purposes of internd security, dl countries relied upon the



newest propaganda and indoctrination techniques. All countries fdt they needed, for survivd's sake, a
rigid adherence to state-approved doctrines.

The pressure upon the individua to conform became both stronger and subtler.

The dangers of war passed. The many societies of Earth began to merge into a sngle superstate. But
the pressure to conform, instead of lessening, grew more intense. The need was dictated by the continued
explosve increase in population, and the many problems of unification across nationd and ethnic lines
Differences in opinion could be deadly; too many groups now had access to the supremey deadly
hydrogen bombs.

Under the circumstances, deviant behavior could not be tolerated.

Unification was findly completed. The conquest of space went on, from moon ship to planet ship to
gar ship. But Earth became increasingly rigid in its indtitutions. A dvilization more inflexible than anything
produced by medieval Europe punished any oppogtion to exising customs, habits, beiefs. These
breaches of the socid contract were considered mgor crimes as serious as murder or arson. They were
punished amilaly. The antique indtitutions of secret police, paliticd police, informers, dl were used.
Every possible device was brought to bear toward the dl-important goa of conformity.

For the nonconformigts, there was Omega.

Capita punishment had been banished long before, but there was neither room nor resources to take
the growing number of criminas who crammed prisons everywhere. The world leaders findly decided to
trangport these criminds to a separate prison world, copying a sysem which the French had used in
Guiana and New Caledonia, and the British had used in Audtrdia and early North America. Since it was
impossible to rule Omega from Earth, the authorities didn't try. They sSmply made sure that none of the
prisoners escaped.

That was the end of volume one. A note a the end sad that volume two was to be a dudy of
contemporary Earth. It was entitled The Status Civilization.

The second volume was not on the shelves. Barrent asked the librarian, and was told that it had been
destroyed in the interests of public safety.

Barrent left the library and went to alittle park. He sat and stared at the ground and tried to think.

He had expected to find an Earth amilar to the one described in Whittler's book. He had been
prepared for a police state, tight security controls, a repressed populace, and agrowing ar of unrest. But
that, apparently, was the past. So far, he hadn't even seen a policeman. He had observed no security
controls, and the people he had met did not seem harshly repressed. Quite the contrary. This seemed like
acompletdy different world....

Except that year after year, the ships came to Omega with their cargoes of brainwashed prisoners.
Who arrested them? Who judged them? What sort of a society produced them?



He would have to find out the answers himsdf.

Chapter Twenty-Seven

Ealy the next morning, Barrent began his exploration. His technique was smple. He rang doorbdlls
and asked quegtions. He warned dl his subjects that his red questions might be interspersed with tricks
or nonsense questions, whose purpose was to test the generd awareness levd. In tha way, Barrent
found he could ask anything at dl about Earth, could explore controversa or even nonexistent areas, and
do so without reveding his own ignorance.

There was dill the danger that some officd would ask for his credentids, or that the police would
mysterioudy soring up when least expected. But he had to take those risks. Starting at the beginning of
Orange Esplanade, Barrent worked his way northward, cdling at each house as he went. His results
were uneven, as a sdlective sampling of his work shows:

(Citizen A. L. Gotthreid, age 55, occupation home-tender. A strong, erect woman, imperious
but polite, with a no-nonsense air about her.)

"You want to ask me about class and status? Is that it?"
"Yes, maam."

"You Opinioners are always asking about class and status. One would think you'd know dl about it
by now. But very well. Today, Since everyone is equa, there is only one class. The middle class. The
only question then is—to what portion of the middle class does one belong? High, low, or middle?"

"And how is that determined?"

"Why, by dl sorts of things. The way a person speaks, edts, dresses, the way he acts in public. His
manners. His dothing. You can dways tdl your upper middle class man by his clothes. It's quite
unmistekable.”

"l see. And the lower middle classes?"

"Wadl, for one thing they lack creetive energy. They wear ready-made dothing, for example, without
taking the trouble to improve upon it. The same goes for ther homes. Mere uningpired adornment won't
do, let me add. That's smply the mark of the nouveau upper middie class. One doesn't receive such
personsin the home™"



"Thank you, Citizen Gotthreid. And where would you dassfy yoursdf statuswvise?!

(With the very faintest hesitation). "Oh, I've never thought much about it—upper middle, | suppose.”

(Citizen Dreister, age 43, occupation shoe vendor. A dender, mild man, young-looking for his
years.)

"Yes, dr. Myraand | have three children of school age. All boys."
"Could you give me some idea what their education congsts of ?*

"They learn how to read and write, and how to become good ditizens. They're dready garting to learn
thar trades. The oldest is going into the family business—shoes. The other two are taking gpprenticeship
courses in groceries and retall marketing. That's my wife's family's business. They aso learn how to retain
gatus, and how to utilize standard techniques for moving upward. That's about what goes on in the open
classes.”

"Are there other school classes which are not open?”

"Wdl, naturdly there are the closed classes. Every child attends them."”
"And what do they learn in the closed classes?"

"I don't know. They're closed, as| sad.”

"Dont the children ever speak about those classes?!

"No. They tak about everything under the sun, but not about that.”
"Haven't you any idea what goes on in the closed classes?

"Sorry, | don't. At aguess—and it's only a guess, mind you—I'd say it's probably something religious.
But you'd have to ask ateacher for that.”

"Thank you, sr. And how do you dassfy yoursdf statuswise?"

"Middle middle class. Not much doubt about that."



(Citizen Maryjane Morgan, age 51, occupation school-teacher. A tall, bony woman.)
"Yes, gr, | think that just about sums up our curriculum at the Little Beige Schoolhouse.”
"Except for the closed classes.”

"l beg your pardon, Sr?'

"The closed classes. You havent discussed those.”

"I'm afrad | can't."

"Why nat, Citizen Morgan?"

"Isthisatrick question? Everyone knows thet teachers aren't dlowed in the closed classes.”
"Who is alowed in?'

"The children, of course.”

"But who teaches them?'

"The government isin charge of that."

"Of course. But who, pecificaly, does the teaching in the closed classes?’

"I have no idea, gr. It's none of my business. The closed classes are an ancient and respected
inditution. What goes on in them is quite possibly of a rdigious nature. But that's only a guess. Whatever
itis, it's none of my business. Nor isit yours, young man, Opinioner or not."

"Thank you, Citizen Morgan.”

(Citizen Edgar Nief, age 107, occupation retired officer. A tall, stooped man with cane, icy blue
eyes undimmed by age.)

"A little louder, please. What was that question agan?"
"About the armed forces. Specificdly | asked—"

"l remember now. Yes, young man, | was a colond in the Twenty-firs North American Spaceborne
Commando, which was aregular unit of the Earth Defense Corps.”



"And did you retire from the service?'
"No, the service retired from me”
"I beg pardon, Sr?'

"You heard me correctly, young man. It happened just sixty-three years ago. The Earth Armed Forces
were demobilized, except for the police whom | cannot count. But dl regular units were demobilized.”

"Why was that done, Sr?'

"There wasn't anyone to fight. Wasn't even anyone to guard againgt, or so | was told. Damned foolish
business, | say."

"Why, sr?"

"Because an old soldier knows that you can never tdl when an enemy might spring up. It could happen
now. And then where would we be?’

"Couldn't the armies be formed again?'

"Certainly. But the present generation has no concept of serving under arms. There are no leaders |éft,
outsgde of afew usdess old foals like me. It would take years for an effective force, effectively led, to be
formed.”

"And in the meantime, Earth is completely open to invason from the outside?"

"Yes, except for the police units. And | serioudy doubt ther rdiability under fire"

"Could you tdl me about the police?"

"Thereisnothing | know about them. | have never bothered my head about non-military metters.”

"But it is conceivable that the police have now taken over the functions of the army, isn't it? That the
police condtitute a Szable and disciplined paramilitary force?!

"It is possible, Sr. Anything is possible.”

(Citizen Moertin Honners, age 31, occupation verbalizer. A dim, languid man with an earnest,
boyish face and smooth, corn-blond hair.)



"You are a verbdizer, Citizen Honners?'
"I am, sr. Though perhaps "author' would be a better word, if you don't mind.”

"Of course. Citizen Honners, are you presently engaged in writing for any of the periodicas | see on
the dissamination stands?'

"Certainly not! These are written by incompetent hacks for the dubious delectation of the lower middle
class. The dories, in case you didn't know, are taken line by line from the works of various popular
writers of the twentieth and twenty-first centuries. The people who do the work merdy subdtitute
adjectives and adverbs. Occasiondly, I'm told, a more daring hack will subgtitute a verb, or even a noun.
But that is rare. The editors of such periodicas frown upon sweeping innovaions.”

"And you are not engaged in such work?'
"Absolutdy not! My work is noncommercid. | an a Creative Conrad Specidig.”
"Would you mind tdling me what that means, Citizen Honners?"

"I'd be happy to. My own particular fidld of endeavor liesin re-creeting the works of Joseph Conrad,
an author who lived in the pre-atomic era.”

"How do you go about re-creating those works, Sr?'

"Wdl, a present | am engaged in my fifth re-creation of Lord Jim. To do it, | steep mysdf as
thoroughly as possiblein the origind work. Then | set about rewriting it as Conrad would have written it
if he had lived today. It is a labor which calls for extreme diligence, and for the utmodt in artistic integrity.
A sngle dip could mar the re-creation. As you can seg, it cdls for a prdiminary mastery of Conrad's
vocabulary, themes, plots, characters, mood, approach, and so on. All this goes in, and yet the book
cannot be adavish repeat. It must have something new to say, just as Conrad would have sad it."

"And have you succeeded?’
"The critics have been generous, and my publisher gives me every encouragement.”
"When you have finished your fifth re-creation of Lord Jim, what do you plan to do?"

"Hra | ddl take along rest. Then | dhdl re-create one of Conrad's minor works. The Planter of
Malata, perhaps.”

"| see. Is re-creation the rulein dl the arts?"

"Itisthe god of the true aspiring artist, no matter what medium he has chosen to work in. Art isa crud
migtress, | fear."



(Citizen Willis Ouerka, age 8, occupation student. A cheerful, black-haired, sun-tanned boy.)
"I'm sorry, Mr. Opinioner, my parents aren't home right now."

"That's perfectly dl right, Willis Do you mindif | ask you a question or two?'

"I don't mind. What's that you got under your jacket, Migter? It bulges™

"Il ask the questions, Willis, if you don't mind.... Now, do you like school ?

"Itsdl right."

"What courses do you take?"

"W, ther€'s reading and writing and status gppreciation, and courses in art, musc, architecture,
literature, balet, and theater. The usud uff.”

"l see. That'sin the open classes?’
"Sure”

"Do you a0 attend a closed class?'
"Sure| do. Every day."

"Do you mind talking about it?"

"I don't mind. Isthat bulge a gun? | know what guns are. Some of the big boys were passing around
pictures a lunchtime a couple days ago and | peeked. Isit agun?'

"No. My suit doesn't fit very wdl, that's dl. Now then. Would you mind tdling me what you do in the
closed class?!

"l don't mind."
"Wha happens, then?"
"l don't remember."

"Come now, Willis"



"Redly, Mr. Opinioner. We dl go into this classroom, and we come out two hours later for recess.
But that's dl. | can't remember anything else. I've talked with the other kids. They can't remember ether.”

"Strrange...."
"No, gr. If we were supposed to remember, it wouldn't be closed.”

"Perhaps s0. Do you remember what the room looks like, or who your teacher is for the closed
class?'

"No, gr. | redly don't remember anything at dl about it."

"Thank you. Willis"

(Citizen Cuchulain Dent, age 37, occupation inventor. A prematurely bald man with ironic,
heavy-lidded eyes.)

"Yep, that's right. I'm an inventor spedidizing in games. | brought out Triangulate—Or Elsel lagt year.
It's been pretty popular. Have you seen it?"

"I'm afraid not."

"Sort of a cute game. It's a smulated lost-in-space thing. The players are given incomplete data for
their miniature computers, additiond information as they win it. Space hazards for pendties. Lots of
flashing lights and Stuff like that. Very big sdler.”

"Do you invent anything else, Citizen Dent?!

"When | was a kid, | worked up an improved seeder harvester. Designed to be gpproximately three
times as effident as the present models. And would you believe it, | redly thought | had a chance of
dling it.”

"Did you sl it?"

"Of course not. At that time | didn't redlize that the patent office was closed permanently except for the
games section.”

"Were you angry about thet?"

"A little angry at the time. But | soon redized that the models we have are plenty good enough. There's
no need for more effident or more ingenious inventions. Folks today are satisfied with what they've got.
Besides, new inventionswould be of no service to mankind. Earth's birth and death rate are stable, and



there's enough for everyone. To produce a new invention, you'd have to retool an entire factory. That
would be dmost impossible, since dl the factories today are autometic and sdf-repairing. That's why
there's a moratorium on invertion, except in the novedty game fidd."

"How do you fed about it?'
"What's there to fed? That's how things are.”
"Would you like to have things different?'

"Maybe. But being an inventor, I'm dlassfied as a potentidly ungtable character anyhow.”

(Citizen Barn Threnten, age 41, occupation atomics engineer specializing in spacecraft design.
A nervous, intelligent-looking man with sad brown eyes.)

"You want to know what | do inmy job? I'm sorry you asked that, Citizen, because | don't do a thing
except wak around the factory. Union rules require one stand-by human for every robot or robotized
operation. That'swhat | do. | just stand by."

"You sound dissatisfied, Citizen Threnten.”

"I am. | wanted to be an atomics engineer. | trained for it. Then when | graduated, 1 found out my
knowledge was fifty years out of date. Evenif | learned what was going on now, I'd have no place to use
it

"Because everything in aomics is automatized. | don't know if the mgority of the population knows
that, but it's true. From raw materid to finished product, it's dl completdy automatic. The only human
participation in the program is quantity-control in terms of population indexes. And even that isminima.”

"What happensif a part of an automatic factory breaks down?"
"It gets fixed by robot repair units”
"Andif they break down?"

"The damned things are sdlf-repairing. All | can do is stand by and watch, and fill out a report. Which
isaridiculous pogtion for aman who consders himsdf an engineer.”

"Why don't you turn to some other fidd?"



"No use. I've checked, and the rest of the engineers are in the same position I'm in, watching automeatic
processes which they don't understand. Name your fidd: food processing, automobile manufacture,
congruction, biochem,, it's dl the same. Either stand-by engineers or no engineers at dl."

"Thisistrue for spaceflight aso?"

"Sure. No member of the spacepilot's union has been off Earth for close to fifty years. They wouldn't
know how to operate a ship."

"I see. All the ships are set for automatic.”
"Exactly. Permanently and irrevocably automatic.”
"What would happen if these ships ran into an unprecedented Stuation?'

"That's hard to say. The ships can't think, you know; they smply follow pre-set programs. If the ships
ran into a Stuation for which they were not programmed, they'd be paralyzed, at least temporarily. | think
they have an optimum-choice selector which is supposed to take over unstructured Stuations, but it's
never been tried out. At best, it would react duggishly. At worgt, it wouldn't work at dl. And that would
be fine by me"

"Do you redly mean that?'

"I certainly do. I'm sick of standing around watching a machine do the same thing day after day. Most
of the professona men | know fed the same way. We want to do something. Anything. Did you know
that a hundred years ago human-piloted starships were exploring the planets of other solar sysems?”

"Y$"

"W, that's what we should be doing now. Moving outward, exploring, advancing. That's what we

"I agree. But don't you think you're saying rather dangerous things?'

"I know | am. But frankly, | just don't care any longer. Let them ship me to Omegalif they want to. I'm
doing no good here"

"Then you've heard about Omega?"

"Anyone connected with starships knows about Omega. Round trips between Omega and Earth, that's
dl our ships do. It's aterrible world. Persondly, | put the blame on the dergy.”

"The dergy?'

"Absolutely. Those sanctimonious fools with their endless drivd about the Church of the Spirit of



Mankind Incarnate. 1t's enough to make aman wish for alittle evil...."

(Citizen Father Boeren, age 51, occupation clergyman. A stately, plum-shaped man wearing a
saffron robe and white sandals.)

"That's right, my son, | am the abbot of the locd branch of the Church of the Spirit of Mankind
Incarnate. Our church is the offidd and exclusve rdigious expression of the government of Earth. Our
reigion spesks for dl the peoples of Earth. It is a composte of the best dements of dl the former
religions, both mgor and minor, sillfully blended into a angle al-embracing faith."

"Citizen Abbot, aren't there bound to be contradictions in doctrine among the various reigions which
make up your fath?'

"There were. But the forgers of our present Church threw out dl controversd matter. We wanted
agreement, not dissenson. We preserve only certain colorful facets of those early grest rdigions, facets
with which people can identify. There have never been any schisms in our rdigion, because we are
all-acceptant. One may believe anything one wishes, as long as it preserves the holy spirit of Mankind
Incarnate. For our worship, you see, isthe true worship of Man. And the spirit we recognize is the spirit
of the divine and haly Good."

"Would you define Good for me, Citizen Abbot?"

"Certainly. Good isthat force within us which inspires men to acts of conformity and subservience. The
worship of Good is essentidly the worship of onesdlf, and therefore the only true worship. The sdf which
one worships is the ided socid beng: the man content in his niche in society, yet ready to credtively
advance his status. Good is gentle, Snce it is a true reflection of the loving and pitying universe. Good is
continualy changing in its aspects, dthough it comes to usinthe ... Y ou have a strange look on your face,
young man.”

"I'm sorry, Citizen Abbot. | believe | heard that sermon, or one very much likeit."

"It is true wherever one hearsiit.”

"Of course. One more question, sir. Could you tdl me about the rdigious ingruction of children?’
"That duty is performed for us by the robot-confessors.”

"y e

"The notion came to us from the ancient root-fath of Transcendentd Freudianism. The
robot-confessor ingructs children and adults dike. It hears tharr problems within the socid matrix. It is
their congtant friend, their socia mentor, ther rdigious indructor. Being robotic, the confessors are able
to give exact and unvarying answers to any question. This aids the great work of Conformity."”



"I can see that it does. What do the human priests do?'

"They watch over the robot-confessors.”

"Are these robot-confessors present in the closed classrooms?”

"l am not competent to answer that."

"They are, aren't they?"

"I truly do not know. The closed classrooms are closed to abbots as wdl as other adults”
"By whose order?'

"By order of the Chief of the Secret Police.”

"I see.... Thank you, Citizen Abbot Boeren.”

(Citizen Enyen Dravivian, age 43, occupation government employee. A narrow-faced, dit-eyed
man, old and tired beyond his years.)

"Good afternoon, sir. You say tha you are employed by the government?”
"Correct."

"Isthat the state or the federal government?'

"Both."

"I see. And have you been in thisemploy for very long?'

"Approximately eighteen years."

"Yes, dr. Would you mind tdling me what, specificdly, your job is?'

"Not &t dl. | am the Chief of the Secret Police.”

"You are—I| see, Sr. That's very interesting. I—"

"Dont reach for your needlebeam, ex-Citizen Barrent. | can assure you, it won't operate in the
blanketed area around this house. And if you draw it, youll be hurt.”



"How?'
"I have my own means of protection.”
"How did you know my name?"

"I've known about you amost snce you set foot upon Earth. We are not entirdly without resources
you know. But we can discuss dl that indde. Won't you come in?'

"I think I'd rather not."
"I'm afraid you have to. Come, Barrent, | won't bite you.”
"Am| under arres?"

"Of course not. We're smply going to have a little talk. That's right, Sir, right through there. Just make
yoursdlf comfortable.”

Chapter Twenty-Eight

Dravivian led him into a large room panded in wanut. The furniture was of a heavy, black wood,
intricatdy carved and varnished. The desk, high and straight, seemed to be an antique. A heavy tapestry
covered one entirewall. It depicted, in fading colors, a medieva hunting scene.

"Do you like it?' Dravivian asked. "My family did the furnishing. My wife copied the tapestry from an
origind in the Metropolitan Museum. My two sons collaborated on the furniture. They wanted something
ancient and Spanish in feding, but with more comfort than antiques usudly give. A dight modification of
the lines accomplished that. My own contributions are not visble Mudc of the baroque period is my
Specidty.”

"Adde from policework," Barrent said.

"Yes, adde from that." Dravivian turned away from Barrent and looked thoughtfully at the tapestry.
"Wewill come to the matter of the palice in due course. Tdl mefirgt, what do you think of this room?

"It's very beautiful," Barrent said.
"Yes And?'
"Wel—I'm no judge.”

"You must judge" Dravivian said. "In this room you can see Earth's dvilization in miniature. Tdl me



what you think of it."
"It fedslifdess" Barrent said.

Dravivian turned to Barrent and amiled. "Yes, that's a good word for it. Sdf-involved might perhaps
be better. This is a high-status room, Barrent. A great dedl of credtivity has gone into the artistic
improvement of ancient archetypes. My family has re-created a hit of the Spanish padt, as others have
re-created bits of the Mayan, Ealy American, or Oceanic past. And yet, the essentid hollowness is
obvious. Our autométized factories produce the same goods for us year in and year out. Since everyone
has these same goods, it is necessary for us to change the factory product, to improve and embroider it,
to express oursaves through it, to rank oursdves by it. That's how Earth is, Barrent. Our energy and
ills are channded into essentialy decadent pursuits. We re-carve old furniture, worry about rank and
gatus, and in the meantime the frontier of the distant planets remains unexplored and unconquered. We
ceased long ago to expand. Stability brought the danger of stagnation, to which we succumbed. We
became so highly socidized that individudity had to be diverted to the most harmless of pursuits, turned
inward, kept from any meeningful expression. | think you have seen a far amount of that in your time on
Eath?'

"I have. But | never expected to hear the Chief of the Secret Police say it.”

"I'm an unusud man," Dravivian said, with a mocking amile "And the Secret Police is an unusud
inditution.”

"It mugt be very dfident. How did you find out about me?

"That was redly quite smple. Most of the people of Earth are security-conditioned from childhood.
It's part of our heritage, you know. Nearly dl the people you met were able to tdl tha there was
something very wrong about you. You were as obvioudy out of place as a wolf among sheep. People
noticed, and reported directly to me”

"All right,”” Barrent said. "Now what?"
"Hrg | would like you to tdl me about Omega.”

Barrent told the Police Chief about hislife on the prison planet. Dravivian nodded, a faint smile on his
lips

"Yes it's very much as | expected,” he said. "The same sort of thing has happened on Omega as
happened in early Americaand Audrdia There are differences, of course; you have been shut off more
completdy from the mother country. But the same fierce energy and drive is there, and the same
ruthlessness™

"What are you going to do?' Barrent asked.

Dravivian shrugged his shoulders. "It redly doesn't matter. | suppose | could kill you. But that wouldn't
stop your group on Omega from sending out other spies, or from seizing one of the prison ships. As soon



as the Omegans begin to move in force, they'll discover the truth anyhow."
"What truth?'

"By now it mugt be obvious to you," Dravivian said. "Earth hasn't fought a war for nearly eight hundred
years. We wouldn't know how. The organization of guardships around Omega is pure fagade. The ships
are completely automatized, built to meet conditions of severd hundreds years ago. A determined attack
will capture a ship; and when you have one, the rest will fal. After that, there's nothing to stop the
Omegans from coming back to Earth; and there's nothing on Earth to fight them with. This, you must
redize, is the reason why dl prisoners leaving Eath are divorced from their memories If they
remembered, Earth's vulnerability would be painfully apparent.”

"If you knew dl this"" Barrent asked, "why didn't your leaders do something about it?"

"That was our origind intention. But there was no red drive behind the intention. We preferred not to
think about it. We assumed the status quo would remain indefinitly. We didn't want to think about the
day when the Omegans returned to Earth.”

"What are you and your police going to do about it?' Barrent asked.

"I am fagade, t00," Dravivian told him. "I have no police. The postion of Chief is entirdy honorary.
There has been no need of a police force on Earth for close to a century.”

"Y ou're going to need one when the Omegans come home," Barrent said.

"Yes. Theré's going to be crime again, and serious trouble. But | think the find amagameation will be
successful. You on Omega have the drive, the amhbition to reach the stars. | believe you need a certain
dability and crestiveness which Earth can provide. Whatever the results, the union is inevitable. We've
lived in a dream here for too long. It's going to take violent measures to awaken us."

Dravivian rose to his feet. "And now,” he said, "dnce the fate of Earth and Omega seem to be
decided, could | offer you some refreshment?”

Chapter Twenty-Nine

With the help of the Chief of Police, Barrent put a message aboard the next ship to leave for Omega.
The message told about conditions on Earth and urged immediate action. When that was finished,
Barrent was ready for his find job—to find the judge who had sentenced him for a crime he hadn't
committed, and the lying informer who had turned himin to the judge. When he found those two, Barrent
knew he would regain the missng portions of his memory.

He took the night expressway to Youngersun. His suspicions, sharply keyed from life on Omega,
would not let im rest. There had to be a catch to dl this splendid smplicity. Perhaps he would find it in



Y oungerstun.

By early morning he was there. Superficidly, the neat rows of houses looked the same as in any other
town. But for Barrent they were different, and achingly familiar. He remembered this town, and the
monotonous houses had individudity and meaning for him. He had been born and raised in this town.

There was Grothmeir's store, and across the street was the home of Havening, the locd interior
decorating champion. Here was Billy Havelock's house. Billy had been his best friend. They had planned
on beng starmen together, and had remained good friends after school—until Barrent had been
sentenced to Omega.

Here was Andrew Therkder's house. And down the block was the school he had attended. He could
remember the classes. He could remember how, every day, they had gone through the door that led to
the closed class. But he dill could not remember what he had learned there.

Right here, near two huge dms, the murder had taken place. Barent walked to the spot and
remembered how it had happened. He had been on hisway home. From somewhere down the street he
had heard a scream. He had turned, and a man—Illiardi—had run down the street and thrown something
a him. Barrent had caught it indinctivdly and found himsdf holding an illegd handgun. A few steps
further, he had looked into the twisted dead face of Andrew Therkaer.

And what had happened next? Confuson. Panic. A sensation of someone waiching as he stood,
weapon in hand, over the corpse. There, a the end of the street, was the refuge to which he had gone.

He waked up to it, and recognized it as a robot-confessiona booth.

Barrent entered the booth. 1t was andl, and there was a fant odor of incense in the ar. The room
contained a sngle chair. Facing it was a complex, brilliantly lighted pand.

"Good morning, Will," the panel said to him.

Barrent had a sudden sense of hel plessness when he heard that soft mechanicd voice. He remembered
it now. The passonless voice knew dl, understood dl, and forgave nothing. That artfully manufactured
voice had spoken to him, had listened, and then had judged. In his dream, he had personified the
robot-confessor into the figure of a human judge.

"You remember me?' Barrent asked.

"Of course," said the robot-confessor. "Y ou were one of my parishioners before you went to Omega.”
"You sent me there”

"For the crime of murder.”

"But | didn't commit the crime!” Barrent said. "I didn't do it, and you must have known it!"



"Of course | knew it," the robot-confessor said. "But my powers and duties are drictly defined. |
sentence according to evidence, not intuition. By law, the robot-confessors must weigh only the concrete
evidence which is put before them. They mugt, when in doubt, sentence. In fact, the mere presence of a
men before me charged with murder must be taken as a strong presumption of his guilt.”

"Was there evidence againg me?'
"Wes"

"Who gave it?"

"l cannot reved his name."

"You mud!" Barrent said. "Times are changing on Earth. The prisoners are coming back. Did you
know that?"

"l expected it," the robot-confessor said.

"I mug have the informer's name" Barrent said. He took the needlebeam out of his pocket and
advanced toward the pandl.

"A machine cannot be coerced,” the robot-confessor told him.

"Give me the name!” Barrent shouted.

"I should not, for your own good. The danger would be too great. Bdieve me, Will...."
"“The namel"

"Very wel. You will find the informer at Thirty-five Maple Street. But | earnestly advise you not to go
there. You will be killed. Y ou smply do not know—"

Barrent pressed the trigger, and the narrow beam scythed through the pand. Lights flashed and faded
as he cut through the intricate wiring. At last dl the lights were dead, and a faint gray smoke came from
the pand.

Barrent I&ft the booth. He put the needlebeam back in his pocket and walked to Maple Strest.

He had been here before. He knew this street, set upon a hill, riang steeply between oak and maple
trees. Those lampposts were old friends, that crack in the pavement was an ancient landmark. Here were
the houses, heavy with familiarity. They seemed to lean expectantly toward him, like spectators wating
for the find act of an dmog forgotten drama.



He stood in front of 35 Maple Street. The slence which surrounded that plain white-shuttered house
struck him as ominous. He took the needlebeam out of his pocket, looking for a reassurance he knew he
could not find. Then he walked up the neat flagstones and tried the front door. It opened. He stepped
ingde.

He made out the dim shades of lamps and furniture, the dull gleam of a painting on the wal, a piece of
datuary on an ebony pedestal. Needlebeam in hand, he stepped into the next room.

And came face to face with the informer.

Saing a the informer's face, Barrent remembered. In an overpowering flood of memory he saw
himsdf, a little boy, entering the closed classsoom. He heard agan the soothing hum of machinery,
watched the pretty lights blink and flash, heard the ingnuating meachine voice whisper in his ear. At firg,
the voice filled im with horror; what it suggested was unthinkable. Then, dowly, he became accustomed
to it, and accustomed to dl the strange things that happened in the closed classroom.

He learned. The machines taught on deep, unconscious levels. The machines intertwined their lessons
with the basic drives, weaving a pattern of learned behavior with the life indginct. They taught, then
blocked off conscious knowledge of the lessons, sealed it—and fused it.

What had he been taught? For the social good, you must be your own policeman and witness.
You must assume responsibility for any crime which might conceivably be yours.

The face of the informer stared impassvely a him. It was Barrent's own face, reflected back from a
mirror on the wall.

He had informed on himsalf. Standing with the gun in his hand that day, looking down at the murdered
mean, learned unconscious processes had taken over. The presumption of guilt had been too great for him
to resst, the amilarity to guilt had turned into guilt itsdf. He had walked to the robot-confessor's booth,
and there he had given complete and damning evidence againgt himsdlf, had indicted himsdf on the basis
of probability.

The robot-confessor had passed the obligatory sentence and Barrent had left the booth. Well-trained
in the lessons of the classsoom, he had taken himsdf into custody, had gone to the nearest
thought-control center in Trenton. Already a partid amnesia had taken place, keyed to and triggered by
the lessons of the closed classroom.

The skilled android technicians in the thought-control center had labored hard to complete this
amnesia, to obliterate any remnants of memory. As a standard safeguard againg any possible recovering
of his memory, they had implanted a logicd congtruct of his crime beneath the conscious levd. As the
regulations required, this congtruct contained an implication of the far-reaching power of Earth.

When the job was completed, an automatized Barrent had marched out of the center, taken a specid
expressway to the prison ship depot, boarded the prison ship, entered his cdll, and closed the door and
left Earth behind him. Then he had dept urtil the checkpoint had been passed, after which the newly
arrived guards awakened the prisoners for disembarkation on Omega....



Now, gtaring a hisown face in the mirror, the last of the conscious lessons of the classroom became
CONSCIOUS.

The lessons of the closed classroom must never be conscioudly known by the individual. If they
become conscious the human organism must perform an immediate act of self-destruction.

Now he saw why his conquest of Earth had been so easy; it was because he had conquered nothing.
Earth needed no security forces, for the policeman and the executioner were implanted in every man's
mind. Beneeth the surface of Earth's mild and pleasant culture was a sdf-perpetuating robot cvilization.
An awareness of that dvilization was punishable by death.

And here, at this moment, the redl struggle for Earth began.

Learned behavior patterns intertwined with basic life drives forced Barrent to raise the needlebeam, to
point it toward his head. This was what the robot-confessor had tried to warn him about, and what the
mutant girl had skrenned. The younger Barrent, conditioned to absolute and mindless conformity, had to
kill himseif.

The older Barrent who had spent time on Omega fought that blind urge. A schizophrenic Barrent
fought himsdf. The two parts of him battled for possession of the weapon, for control of the body, for
ownership of the mind.

The needlebeam’s movement stopped inches from his head. The muzze wavered. Then dowly, the
new Omegan Barrent, Barrent,,, forced the weapon away.

His victory was short-lived. For now the lessons of the closed classroom took over, forcing Barrent,
into a contrasurviva struggle with the implacable and desth-desiring Barrent,.

Chapter Thirty

Conditioning took over and flung the fighting Barrents backward through subjective time, to those
gress pointsin the past where death had been near, where the tempord life fabric had been weakened,
where a predigpogtion toward desth had dready been established. Conditioning forced Barrent, to
re-experience those moments. But thistime, the danger was augmented by the full force of the mdignant
half of his persondity—by the murderous informer, Barrent,.

Barrent, stood under glaring lights on the blood-stained sands of the Arena, a sword in his hand. It
was the time of the Omegan Games. Coming a him was the Saunus, a heavily armored reptile with the
leering face of Barrent,. Barrent, severed the creature's tal, and it changed into three trichomotreds,
rat-sized, Barrent-faced, with the digpostions of rabid wolverines. He killed two, and the third grinned



and bit hisleft hand to the bone. He killed it, and watched Barrent,'s blood lesk into the soggy sand....

Three ragged men sat laughing on a bench, and agirl handed him a amdl gun. "Luck," she said. "I hope
you know how to use this”" Barrent nodded his thanks before he noticed that the gil was not Moera; she
was the skrenning mutant who had predicted his death. Still, he moved into the street and faced the three
Hadjis.

Two of the men were mild-faced strangers. The third, Barrent,, stepped forward and quickly brought
his gun into firing pogition. Barrent, flung himsdlf to the ground and pressed the trigger of his unfamiliar
weapon. He fdt it vibrate in his hand and saw Hadji Barrent's head and shoulders turn black and begin to
crumble. Before he could take am again, his gun was wrenched vidlently from his hand. Barrent,'s dying
shot had creased the end of the muzzle

Desperately he dived for the weapon, and as he rolled toward it he saw the second man, now wearing
the Barrent, face, take careful am. Barrent, fdt pan flash through his am, dready torn by the
trichomotred's teeth. He managed to shoot this Barrent,, and through a haze of pain faced the third man,
now aso Barrent,. His arm was stiffening rapidly, but he forced himsdlf to press the trigger....

You're playing their game, Barrent, told himsdf. The death-conditioning will wear you down, will kill
you. You must see through it, get past it. It isn't really happening, it'sin your mind....

But there was no time to think. He was in a large, circular, high-calinged room of stone in the cdlars
of the Department of Justice. It was the Trid by Ordeal. Raling across the floor toward hm was a
gligening black machine shaped like a hdf-sphere, ganding dmost four feet high. It came a him, and in
the pattern of red, green, and amber lights he could see the hated face of Barrent,.

Now his enemy wasin its ultimate form: the invariant robot consciousness, as fdse and Kylized as the
conditioned dreams of Earth. The Barrent, mechine extruded a sngle dender tentacle with a white light
winking at the end of it. As it approached, the tentacle withdrew, and in its place appeared a jointed
metd arm ending in a knife-edge. Barrent, dodged, and heard the knife scrape againg the stone.

It isn't what you think it is, Barrent, told himsdf. It isn't a machine, and you are not back on
Omega. Thisisonly half of yourself you are fighting, this is nothing but a deadly illusion.

But he couldn't believe it. The Barrent machine was coming a him again, its meta hide glisening with a
foul green substance which Barrent, recognized immediatdly as Contact Poison. He broke into a sprint,
trying to stay away from the fatd touch.

It isn't fatal, he told himsdf.



Neutralizer washed over the metd surface, dearing away the poison. The machine tried to ram him.
Barrent tried haf-heartedly to push it aside. It crashed into him with unning force, and he could fed ribs

splintering.

It isn't real! You're letting a conditioned reflex talk you to death! You aren't on Omega! You're
on Earth, in your own home, staring into a mirror!

But the pain was red, and the clubbed metd arm fdt red asit crashed agang his shoulder. Barrent
staggered away.

He fdt horror, not a dying, but at dying too soon, before he could warn the Omegans of this ultimate
danger planted deep in their own minds. There was no one dse to warn of the catastrophe that would
grike each man as he recovered his own specific memories of Earth. To his best knowledge, no one had
experienced this and lived. If he could live through it, countermeasures could be taken,
counterconditioning could be set up.

He pulled himsdf to his feet. Coached since childhood in socid respongibility, he thought of it now. He
couldn't dlow himsdf to die when his knowledge was vitd to Omega.

Thisis not a real machine.

He repeated it to himsdf as the Barrent machine revved up, picked up speed, and hurtled toward him
from the far Sde of the room. He forced himsdf to see beyond the machine, to see the patient droning
lessons of the classroom which had created this mongter in his mind.

Thisis not a real machine.
He bdieved it....
And swvung hisfig into the hated face reflected in the metdl.

There was amoment of dazzling pain, and then he logt consciousness. When he came to, he was done
inhis own home on Earth. His arm and shoulder ached, and severd of his ribs seemed to be broken. On
hisleft hand he bore the sigmata of the trichomotred's bite.

But with his cut and bleeding right hand he had smashed the mirror. He had shattered it and Barrent,
utterly and forever.

OMEGA

RELIGION:
THE WORSHIP OF EVIL

PLEASURES
THE THRILL OF THE HUNT, WITH HUMAN PREY



STATUS
ATTAINED ONE CORPSE AT A TIME

LIFE EXPECTANCY:
THREE EARTH YEARS

"ALL OF YOU ARE CRIMINALS THEREFORE MANKIND HAS REECTED YOU, AND
YOU HAVE BEEN SENT TO A WORLD WHERE YOUR OWN SORT IS KING. HERE YOU
CAN MAKE YOUR OWN RULES, AND DIE BY THEM ..."

THE STATUSCIVILIZATION

Transcriber's Notes:

Page 1, "futher" changed to "further." (He awoke, rubbed his eyes, and waited for further
memoriesto come.)

Page 9, "ot think" changed to "to think." (All he wanted to do waslie down, to deep, to have a
chanceto think about his Situation.)

Page 14, "theif" changed to "thief." (I'm ashamed to admit that | can't remember what a credit
thief is)

Page 36, "wtih" changed to "with." (She appeared to be dissatisfied with her husband; and
divorce was forbidden on Omega.)

Page 65, "murder" changed to "murderer.” (Before hisvisit to the Dream Shop he had never felt
himsalf amurderer, no matter what the Earth authorities had accused him of.)

Page 107, "undected" changed to "undetected.” (By noon, Barrent was still undetected.)

Page 114, "werewere" changed to "were." (If he were able to get by the city gate, he would
have to watch for the hunting patrols.)

Page 125, "Barren” changed to "Barrent." (Barrent ducked out of acorner in which the cregping
vinesweretrapping him.)

Page 151, "coud" changed to "could." (Barrent backed away, wondering if a needlebeam could
sopit.)

Page 159, Added amissng end-quote. (Thefull facilities of this park are waiting for al lovers of
the great outdoors.”)

Page 159, "Presumbaly” changed to "Presumably." (Presumably they liked this sort of thing.)
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