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They had been entirely alien, those people; their psychology was in-
comprehensible to men. They did not fight; they did not explore; they did
not rule or exploit; they had nothing that could be identified with human
curiosity—that apelike trait that had made humanity what it was. Yet they
had a great science. They had acquired it for some motive that Krisch
could never grasp.

They had, really, only two characteristics that would be recognizable
to men: they loved each other, their homes, their world; and they had 3
deep, joyful, ironic sense of humor.

“MEN caME,” said the Pattern, “‘eleven million of your years ago. They
wanted my makers’ world and therefore they killed my makers. My
makers knew anguish of flesh and spirit, but they could not fight. Aggres-
siveness, conflict, were inconceivable to them. But remember that they
understood irony. Before the last of them died, they made us as a gift to
their destroyers. We were a good gift. We contain all that they knew,
We are truthful. We are immortal. We are made to serve.

“It is not our makers’ fault,” concluded the Pattern, “if men use the
knowledge we give them to destroy themselves.”

There was only a thin shred lefe of Krisch’s hold on his sanity. He said
very carefully, “Did your makers foresee the situation I am in?”

((YeS-”

“Is there any way for me to escape from it#”

The Pattern said, “Yes. It is the final jest of my makers. To travel in
hyperspace, you must become what I am—anly a pattern of forces and
memory, not alive, not intelligent, not capable of boredom. I can make
this alteration, if vou request it. It is simple, like the growth of one
crystal from another, or like the transfer of pattern in living cells.”

Krisch choked. He said, “Will I remember?”

“You will have your own memories in addition to those I give you.
But you will not retain your human character; you will not be aggressive,
or cruel, or egotistic, or curious. You will be a device for answering ques-
tions.”

Krisch’s mind revolted against the thought. But he looked at the dial of
his airmaker, and knew what his answer would be. In a flash of prophetic
insight, he knew what would happen thereafter. He would finish his
journey to Cynara. He would tell the truth, and the truth would corrupt.

Wherever there were men, throughout the universe and to the end of
time, his influence would follow them. Eventually, there would be other
unwary seekers of knowledge who would take the path he had taken.

By choosing this way out, he would inevitably become mankind’s exe-
cutioner,

But when had men hesitated to risk the survival of the race for their
own advantage?

“Al right,” Krisch said. “The pattern is clear.”
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§ If You Was a Moklin

Uy 70 the very last minute, I can’t imagine that Moklin is going to be the |
first planet that humans get off of, moving fast, breathing hard, and sweat-
ing awful copious. There ain’t any reason for it. Humans have been on
Moklin for more than forty years, and nobody ever figures there is any-
thing the least bit wrong until Brooks works it out, When he does, nobedy
can believe it. But it turns out bad. Plenty bad. But maybe things are
working out all right now,

Maybe! 1 hope so.

At first, even after he’s sent off long reports by six ships in a row, I
don’t see the picture beginning to turn sour, I don't get it until after the
old Palmyra comes and squats down on the next to the last trip a Company
ship is ever going to make to Moklin.

Up to that very morning everything is serene, and that morning I am
sitting on the trading post porch, not doing 4 thing but sitting there and
breathing happy. I'm looking at a Moklin kid. She’s about the size of a
human six-year-old and she is playing in a mud puddle while her folks

are trading in the post. She is a cute kid—mighty human-looking. She has

long whiskers like Old Man Bland, who's the first human to open a
trading post and learn to talk to Moklins.

Moklins think a lot of Old Man Bland. They build him a big tomb,
Moklin-style, when he dies, and there is more Moklin kids born with long
v;;hiskers than you can shake a stick at. And everything looks okay. Every-
thing!

Sitting there on the porch, I hear a Moklin talking inside the trade
room. Talking English just as good as anybody. He says to Deeth, our
Moklin trade-clerk, “But, Deeth, I can buy this cheaper over at the other
trading post! Why should I pay more here?”

Deeth says, in English too, “I can’t help that, That’s the price here.
You pay it or you don’t. That's all.”

I just sit there breathing complacent, thinking how good things are.
Here I'm Joe Brinkley, and me and Brooks are the Company on Moklin—

~ only humans rate as Company -employees and get pensions, of course—and

I’'m ‘thinking sentimental about how much humaner Moklins are getting
every day and how swell everything is. '

The six-year-old kid gets up out of the mud puddle, and wrings out her
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whiskers—they are exactly like the ones on the picture of Old Man Bland
in the trade room—and she goes trotting off down the road after her folks,
She is mighty human-looking, that one.

The wild ones don’t look near so human. Those that live in the forest
are greenish, and have saucer eyes, and their noses can wiggle like an
Earth rabbit. You wouldn’t think they're the same breed as the trading
post Moklins at all, but they are. They crossbreed with each other, only
the kids look humaner than their parents and are mighty near the same
skin color as Earthmen, which is plenty natural when you think about it,
but nobody does. Not up to then.

I don't think about that then, or anything else. Not even about the
- reports Brooks keeps sweating over and sending off with every Company
ship. T am just sitting there contented when I notice that Sally, the tree
that shades the trading post porch, starts pulling up her roots, She gets
them coiled careful and starts marching off. I see the other trees are mov-
ing off, too, clearing the landing field. They’re waddling away to leave a
free space, and they’re pushing and shoving, trying to crowd each other,
and the little ones sneak under the big ones and they all act peevish. Some-
how they know a ship is coming in. That’s what their walking off means,
anyhow. But there ain’t 2 ship due in for a month, vet.

They're clearing the landing field, though, so I start listening for a
ship's drive, even if I don’t believe it. At first I don’t hear a thing. It must
be ten minutes before I hear a thin whistle, and right after it the heavy
drone that's the ground-repulsor units pushing against bedrock under-
eround. Lucky they don't push on wet stuff, or a ship would sure mess up
the local countryside!

I get off my chair and go out to look. Sure enough, the old Palmyra

comes bulging down out of the sky, a month ahead of schedule, and the
trees over at the edge of the field shove each other all round to make room.
‘The ship drops, hangs anxious ten feet up, and then kind of sighs and lets
down. Then there’s Moklins running out of everywhere, waving cordial.

They sure do like humans, these Moklins! Humans are their idea of
what people should be like! Moklins will wrestle the freight over to the
trading post while others are climbing over everything that’s waiting to go
off, all set to pass it up to the ship and hoping to spot friends they've made
in the crew. If they can get a human to go home with them and visit
while the ship is. down, they brag about it for weeks. And do they treat
their guests swell!

They got fancy Moklin clothes for them to wear—soft, silky guest
garments—and they got Moklin fruits and Moklin drinks—you ought to
taste them! And when the humans have to go back to the ship at takeoff
time, the Moklins bring them back with flower wreaths all over them.
~ Humans is tops on Moklin. And Moklins get humaner every day.
There’s Deeth, our clerk. You couldn’t hardly tell him from human, any-
ways. He looks like a human named Casey that used to be at the trading
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post, and he’s got a flock of brothers and sisters as human-looking as he is.
You'd swear—

But this is the last time but one that a Earth ship is going to land on
Moklin, though nobody knows it yet. Her passenger port opens up and
Captain Haney gets out. The Moklins yell cheerful when they see him.
He waves 2 hand and helps 2 human girl out. She has red hair and a sort
of businesslike air about her. The Moklins wave and holler and grin. The
girl lt:)oks at them funny, and Cap Haney explains something, but she sets
her lips. Then the Moklins run out a freight-truck, and Haney and the

- girl get on it, and they come racing over to the post, the Moklins pushing

and pulling them and making a big fuss of laughing and hollering—all so
friendly, it would make anybody feel good inside. Moklins like humans!
They admire them tremendous! They do everything they can think of to
be human, and they're smart, but sometimes I get cold shivers when I
think how close a thing it turns out to be.

Cap Haney steps off the freight-truck and helps the girl down, Her
eyes are blazing. She is the maddest-looking female I ever see, but pretty
as they make them, with that red hair and those blue eyes staring at me
hostile.

“Hiya, Joe,” says Cap Haney. “Where’s Brooks?” ‘

I tell him. Brooks is poking around in the mountains up back of the
post. He is jumpy and worried and peevish, and he acts like he’s trying to
find something that ain’t there, but he's bound he’s going to find it re-

“gardless,

“Too bad he’s not here,” says Haney. He turns to the girl. “This is Joe
Brinkley,” he says. “He's Brooks’ assistant. And, Joe, this is Inspector
Caldwell—Miss Caldwell.”

“Inspector will do,” says the girl, curt. She looks at me accusing. “I'm
here to check into this matter of a competitive trading post on Moklin.”

“Oh,” T says. “That’s bad business. But it ain’t cut into our trade
much. In fact, I don’t think it’s cut our trade at all.”

“Get my baggage ashore, Captain,” says Inspector Caldwell, imperious.
“Then you can go about your business. I'll stay here until you stop on
your return trip.”’

I call, “Héy, Deeth!” But he’s right behind me. He looks respecT':fui
and admiring at the girl. You'd swear he’s human! He’s the spit and
image of Casey, who used to be on Moklin until six years back,

“Yes, sir,” says Deeth, He says to the girl, “Yes, ma’am. I'll show you
your quarters, ma'am, and your baggage will get there right away. This
way, ma’am.”

He leads her off, but he don’t have to send for her baggage. A pack of
Moklins come along, dragging it, hopeful of having her say “Thank you”
to them for it. There hasn’t ever been a human woman on Moklin befote
and they are all excited. I bet if there had been women around bcfore:
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there’d have been hell loose before, too. But now the Moklins just hang
d, admiring. ) .
amuTnhere are kids with whiskers like Old Man Bland, and other kl’ds
with mustaches—male and female both—and all that sort of stu.’Ff.1 I'm
ointing out to Cap Haney some kids that bear a remarkable resemblance
l‘:o him and he’s saying, “Well, what do you know!” when Inspector Cald-
well comes back. .
“What are you waiting for, Captain?” she asks, fr?sty:‘ Mol
“The ship usually grounds a few hours,” I exglam. These Moklins
are such friendly critters, we figure it makes good will for the trading post
the crew to be friendly with ‘em.” _ L .
for “choubt " says Inspector Caldwell, her voice dripping icicles, “that I
- ’ - d-,’
hall advise that that custom be continue
s Cap Haney shrugs his shoulders and goes off, so I kn‘ow Inspt.:(ci:;or
Caldwell is high up in the Company. She ain’t .old, maybe in hn(:jr middle
twenties, I'd say, but the Caldwell family practlcal‘ly owns thfz o?painy,
and all ;hc nephews and cousins and so on get put into a special schoo sg
they can go to work in the family firm. They get taught pretry’ golod, ::mf
most of them really rate the good jobs they get. Anyhow, there’s p .ei,lty o
good jobs. The Company runs twenty or thirty solar systems and i;s run
pretty tight. Being a Caldwell means you get breaks, but you got to live up
them. ) . ]
tO Cap Haney almost has to fight his way throug_h the Moklins who 1:;ant
to give him flowers and fruits and such. quhns are sure crazy a oné
humans! He gets to the entry port and goes in, and the door closes an

the Moklins pull back. Then the Palmyra booms. The ground-repulsor unit -

is on. She heaves up, like she is grunting, and goes bulging up into th;
air, and the humming gets deeper and deeper, and fa;mter and famterl—le:;l
sud,denly there’s a keen whistling and she's gone. It’s all very n.ormzilu. o-
body would guess that this is the last time but one a Earth ship will ever
lift off Moklin! o -

Inspector Caldwell taps her foot, icy. ‘When will you send for Mr.
Brooks ¥’ she demands. Decth_”

“Right away,” I says to her. “Deeti— ‘ - .

“1 1ft:nt a runner for him, ma’am,” says Deeth. “If he was in hearing

i i here now.”
{ the ship’s landing, he may be on the way .
° He bows and goes in the trade room. There are Moklins th:itt caine
to see the ship land, and now have tramped over to do some trading. In-
spector Caldwell jumps. ek

“Wh-what’s that?” she asks, tense.

The trees that crowded off the field to make room f.or the Palmyra are
waddling back. I realize for the first time that it rm_ght look .funny to
somebody just landed on Moklin. They are regular-looking trees, in adwa.y.
They got bark and branches and so on. Only they can put their roots ovirn
into holes they make in the ground, and that’s the way they stay, mostly.
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But they can move. Wild ones, when there’s a water shortage or they get
too crowded or mad with each other, they pull up their roots and go
waddling around looking for a better place to take root in.

The trees on our landing field have lezrned that every so often a ship
is going to land and they’ve got to make room for it. But now the ship is
gone, and they’re lurching back to their places. The younger ones are
waddling faster than the big ones, though, and taking the best places, and
the old grunting trees are waving their branches indignant and puffing
after them mad as hell,

I explain what is happening. Inspector Caldwell just stares. Then
Sally comes lumbering up. I got a friendly feeling for Sally. She’s pretty
old—her trunk is all of three feet thick—but she always puts out a branch
to shade my window in the morning, and I never let any other tree take her
place. She comes groaning up, and uncoils her roots, and sticks them down
one by one into the holes she’d left, and sort of scrunches into place and
looks peaceful,

“Aren’t they—dangerous?” asks Inspector Caldwell, pretty uneasy.

“Not a bit,” I says. “Things can change on Moklin. They don’t have
to fight. Things fight in other places because they can't change and they get
crowded, and that’s the only way-they can meet competition. But there’s
special kind of evolution on Moklin. Cooperative, you might call it. Tt’s a
nice place to live. Only thing is everything matures so fast. Four years
and a Moklin is grown up, for instance.”

She sniffs. “What about that other trading post?’ she says, sharp.
“Who's back of it? The Company is supposed to have exclusive trading
rights here. Who's trespassing ?”’

“Brooks is trying to find out,” I says. ““T'hey got a pood complete line
of trade goods, but the Moklins always say the humans running the place
have gone off somewhere, hunting and such. We ain’t seen any of them.”

“No?” says the girl, short. “FII see them! We can’t have competition in
our exclusive territory! The rest of Mr. Brooks’ reports—"" She stops.
Then she says, “That clerk of yours reminds me of someone I know.”

“He’s a Moklin,” I explain, “but he looks like a Company man named
Casey. Casey’s Area Director over on Khatim Two now, but he used to
be here, and Deeth is the spit and image of him.”

“Outrageous!” says Inspector Caldwell, locking disgusted.

There’s a couple of trees pushing hard at each other. They are fighting,
tree-fashion, for a specially pood place. And there’s others waddling around,
mad as hell, because somebody else beat them to the spots they liked. I
watch them. Then I grin, because a couple of young trees duck under the
fighting big ones and set their roots down in the place the big trees was
fighting over.

“I don’t like your attitude!” says Inspector Caldwell, furious.

She goes stamping into the post, leaving me puzzled. What's wrong
with me smiling at those kid trees getting the best of their betters? '
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THAT AFTERNOON Brooks comes back, marching ahea:i of a pac}c‘gf
woods-Moklins with greenish skins and saucer eyes that ve be(?n guiding
him around. He's a good-looking kind of fellow, Brooks is, with a good
i lid jaw. .
bml%Valllr;i ?1: 0(:omis out of the woods on the landing ﬁeld-—-‘-t%le trees are
all settled down by then—he’s striding impatient and 10.ose—1'01nted..W1th
the woods-Moklins trailing him, he looks plenty d1_'amat1c, like a visi-reel
picture of a explorer on some unknown planet, coming back from the dark
and perilous forests, followed by the strange natives who do not yet know
whether this visitor from outer space is a god or what. You know the
SFUﬁ?E' see Inspector Caldwell take a good look at l}ix?, and I see her eyes
iden. locks like he is a shock, and not a paintul one. .
Wld;-rlle Eﬁiksi’vhen he sees her. He grunts, “What’s this? A she-Moklin?”
Inspector Caldwell draws herself up to her full five-foot-three, She
bns;h;sa-y quick, ““This here is Inspector Caldwell that the Palmyr:z dumped
off here today. Uh~—1Inspector, this is Brooks, the I-?ead Trader. -
They shake hands. He looks at her and says, “I'd lost hope my reports
would ever get any attention paid to them. You've come 1::) check my re-
port that the trading post on Moklin has to be abandoned ?’ '
“I have not!” says Inspector Caldwell, sharp. “That’s absur(‘I! This
planet has great potentialities, this post is profitable and the natn-res are
friendly, and the trade should continue to increase. ‘The Board is even
considering the introduction of special crops.”

That strikes me as a bright idea. Id like to see what would happen if '

Moklins started cultivating new kinds of plants! It would be a thing' to
watch—with regular Moklin plants seeing strangers getting good growing
places and special attention! I can’t even guess what'll happen, but T want
!

° v‘v‘%tvcﬁa.tt I want to ask right off,” says Inspector Caldwell, fierce, “is
why you have allowed a competitive trading post to ll)e established, why you
did not report it sooner, and why you haven’t identified the company back
of it?”

Brooks stares at her. He gets mad. )

“Hell!” he says. “My reports cover all that! Haven't you read. them ?

“Of course not,” says Inspector Caldwell. “I was given an outline of the
situation here and told to investigate and correct it.”

“Oh!” says Brooks. “That's it1” _

Then he looks like he’s swallowing naughty words. It is fun'ny to see
them glare at each other, both of them looking like they are secing some-
thing that interests them plenty, but throwing off angry sparks just the
same.

“If you’ll show me samples of their trade goods,” says Inspecto; Cald-
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well, arrogant, “and I hope you can do that much, I'll identify the trading
company handling them !’

He grins at her without amusement and leads the way to the inside
of the trading post. We bring out the stuff we've had some of our Moklins
go over and buy for us. Brooks dumps the goods on a table and stands back
to see what she’ll make of them, grinning with the same lack of mirth.
She picks up a visi-reel projector.

“Hmm,” she says, scornful. “Not very good quality, It’s . . . ” Then
she stops, She picks up a forest knife. “This,” she says, “is a product of—"
Then she stops again, She picks up some cloth and fingers it. She really
steams. “‘I see!” she says, angry, “Because we have been on this planet so
long and the Moklins are used to our goods, the people of the other trading
post duplicate them! Do they cut prices?”

“Fifty per cent,” says Brooks.

I chime in. “But we ain't lost much trade. Lots of Moklins still trade
with us, out of friendship. Friendly folks, these Moklins.”

Just then Deeth comes in, looking just like Casey that used to be here
on Moklin. He grins at me.

“A girl just brought you a compliment,” he lets me know.

“Shucks!” I says, embarrassed and pleased. “Send her in and get a
present for her.”

Deeth goes out. Inspector Caldwell hasn’t noticed. She’s seething over
that other trading company copying our trade goods and underselling us
on a planet we're supposed to have exclusive. Brooks looks at her, grim.

“I shall look over their post,” she announces, fierce, “and if they want
a trade war, they'll get one! We can cut prices if we need to—we have all
the resources of the Company behind us!”

Brooks seems to be steaming on his own, maybe because she hasn’t
read his reports. But just then a Moklin girl comes in. Not bad-locking,
either. You can see she is a Moklin—she ain’t as convincing human as Deeth
is, say—but she looks pretty human, at that. She giggles at me.

“Compliment,” she says, and shows me what she’s carrying.

I look. It's a Moklin kid, 2 boy, just about brand-new. And it has my
shape ears, and its nose looks like somebody had stepped on it—my nose is
that way—and it looks like a very small-sized working model of me. I
chuck it under the chin and say, “Kitchycoo!” It gurgles at me.

“What’s your name?” I ask the girl.

She tells me. T don’t remember it, and I don't remember ever seeing
her before, but she’s paid me 2 compliment, all right—Moklin-style.

“Mighty nice,” I say. “Cute as all get-out. I hope he grows up to have
more sense than I got, though.” Then Deeth comes in with a armload of
trade stuff like Old Man Bland gave to the first Moklin kid that was
born with long whiskers like his, and T say, “Thanks for the compliment. I
am greatly honored.”

She takes the stuff and giggles again, and goes out. T'he kid beams at
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me over her shoulder and waves its fist. Mighty humanlike. A right cute
kid, any way you look at it. . . . -
Th:rn I hear a noise. Inspector Caldwell is regarding me with loathing
in her eyes. , ) ‘ .
N “Dig you say they were friendly creatures?” she ask‘s‘, bitter. ¢ I_thmlc
affectionate would be 2 better word!” Her voice shakes. “You 12,1,‘.['& going to
be transferred out of here the instant the Palmyra gets back! .
“What's the matter?” I ask, surprised. “She paid me a compliment
and I gave her a present. It’s a custom. She’s satisfied. I never see her
before that I remember.” o
) 0“Y'ou don’t?” she says. “The—the callousness! You're revolting! ,
Brooks begins to sputter, then he snickers, and all of a sudden he’s
howling with laughter. He is laughing at Inspector Calc‘iwell. Then T get
it. and I snort. Then I hoot and holler. It gets funnier when she gets
' ' ing mad!
madder still, She near blows up from being ma . ' .
'We must look crazy, the two of us there in the post, just hollering with
laughter while she gets furiouser and furiouser. Finally i ha‘:e to lay d.own
on the floor to laugh more comfortable. You see, she doesx? t get a bit .of
what I've told her about there being a special kind of eveolution on Moklin.
T'he more disgusted and furious she looks at me, the harder I have to laugh.

I can’t help it.

WiEN WE set out for the other trading post next day, the atmosphere
ain’t what you'd call exactly cordial. There is just the Inspef:tor and me,
with Deeth and a couple of other Moklins for the look of things. She has

. . |
on a green forest suit, and with her red hair she sure looks good! But .

she looks at me cold when Brooks says I'll take her over to the other
ile or two.
ost, and she doesn't say a word the first mi
P {?Ve trudge on, and presently Deeth and the others g:et ahead so they
LT :

can’t hear what she says. And she remarks Indlgnan:c, I must say M.r.

Brooks isn't very cooperative. Why didn’t he come with me? Is he afraid

of the men at the other post?” _ .
“Not him,” I says. “He’s 2 good guy. But you got authority over him

b 1

and you ain’t read his reports. ' ,

‘ylf I have authority,” she says, sharp, “I assure you it's because I'm

competent |” ,
“1 don’t doubt it,” I says. “If you wasn’t cute, he wouldn’t care. But

a man don't want a good-looking girl giving him,’ordcrs. He wants to
: H
give them to her. A homely woman, it don’t matter.

113 ]
SuE TossES her head, but it don’t displease her. Then she says, “What's
P’)
in the reports that I should have read? '
“I dol;’t know,” T admit. “But he’s been sweating over them. It makes

¥ 1
him mad that nobody bothered to read 'em. )
“Maybe,” she guesses, “it was what I need to know about this other

trading post. What do you know about it, Mr. Brinkley?”
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I tell her what Deeth has told Brooks. Brooks found out about it be-
cause one day some Moklins come in to trade and ask friendly why we
charge so much for this and that. Deeth told them we'd always charged
that, and they say the other trading post sells things cheaper, and Deeth
says what trading post? So they up and tell him there’s another post that
sells the same kind of things we do, only cheaper. But that’s all they’ll say,

So Brooks tells Deeth to find out, and he scouts around and comes
back. There is another trading post only fifteen miles away, and it is
selling stuff just like ours. And it charges only half price. Deeth didn’t see
the men—just the Moklin clerks. We ain’t been able to see the men either.

“Why haven’t you seen the men ?"

“Every time Brooks or me go over,” I explain, “the Moklins they got
working for them say the other men are off somewhere. Maybe they're
starting some more posts. We wrote ’em a note, asking what the hell they
mean, but they never answered it. Of course, we ain’t seen their books or
their living quarters——"’ :

“You could find out plenty by a glimpse at their books!” she snaps.
“Why haven’t you just marched in and made the Moklins show you what
you want to know, since the men were away ?”

“Because,” I says, patient, “Moklins imitate humans. If we start
trouble, they'll start it too. We can’t set a example of rough stuff Iike
burglary, mayhem, breaking and entering, manslaughter, or bigamy, or
those Moklins will do just like us.”

“Bigamy!” She grabs on that sardonic. “If you're trying to make me
think you've got enough moral sense—"

I get a little mad. Brooks and me, we’ve explained to her, careful, how
it is admiration end the way evolution works on Moklin that makes Moklin
kids get born with long whiskers and that the compliment the Moklin girl
has paid me is just exactly that. But she hasn’t listened to a word.

“Miss Caldwell,” T says, “Brooks and me told you the facts, We tried
to tell them delicate, to spare your feelings. Now if you'll try to spare
mine, I'll thank youn,”

“If you mean your finer feclings,” she says, sarcastic, “I'll spare them as
soon as I find some!”

So I shut up. There’s no use trying to argue with a woman. We tramp
on through the forest without a word. Presently we come on a nest-bush.
It’s a pretty big one. There are a couple dozen nests on it, from the little-
bitty bud ones no bigger than your fist, to the big ripe ones lined with soft

- stuff that have busted open and have got cacklebirds housekeeping in them

now.

There are two cacklebirds sitting on a branch by the nest that is big
enough to open up and have eggs laid in it only it ain’t. The cacklebirds
are making noises like they are cussing it and telling it to hurry up and
open, because they are in a hurry. '

“That’s a nest-bush,” I says. “It grows nests for the cacklebirds. The
birds—uh—fertilize the ground around it. They’re sloppy feeders and drop
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a lot of stuff that rots and is fertilizer too. The nest-bush and the cackle-
birds kind of cooperate. That’s the way evolution works on Moklin, like
Brooks and me told you.”

She tosses that red head of hers and stamps on, not saying a word. So
we get to the other trading post. And there she gets one of these slow-
burning, long-lasting mads on that £ill a guy like me with awe.

"There’s only Moklins at the other trading post, as usual. They say the
humans are off somewhere. They look at her admiring and polite. "They
show her their stock. It is practically identical with ours—only they admit
that they’re sold out of some items because their prices are low. They act
most respectful and pleased to see her. ’

But she don’t learn a thing about where their stuff comes from or
what company is horning in on Moklin trade. And she looks at their head

clerk and she burns and burns.

WHEN WE get back, Brooks is sweating over memorandums he has made,
getting another report ready for the next Company ship. Inspector Cald-
well marches into the trade room and gives orders in a controlled, venom-
ous voice. ‘Then she marched right in on Brooks.

“] have just ordered the Moklin sales force to cut the price on all
items on sale by seventy-five per cent,” she says, her voice trembling a
little with fury. “I have also ordered the credit given for Moklin. trade
goods to be doubled. They want a trade war? They'll get it!”

SHE 15 a lot madder than business would account for. Brooks says, tired,
“T’d like to show you some facts. I've been over every inch of territory in
thirty miles, looking for a place where a ship could land for that other
post. There isn’t any. Does that mean anything to you?”

“The post is there, isn't it?” she says. “And they have trade goods,
haven’t they? And we have exclusive trading rights on Moklin, haven't
we? That's enough for me. Our job is to drive them out of business[”

But she is a lot madder than business would account for. Brooks says,
very weary, “There’s nearly a whole planet where they could have put an-
other trading post. They could have set up shop on the other hemisphere
and charged any price they pleased. But they set up shop right next to us!
Does that make sense?” '

“Setting up close,” she says, “would furnish them with customers al-
ready used to human trade goods. And it furnished them with Moklins
trained to be interpreters and clerks! And—" Then it come out, what
she’s raging, boiling, steaming, burning up about. “And,” she says, furious,
“¢ furnished them with 2 Moklin head-clerk who is a very handsome
young man, Mr. Brooks! He not only resembles you in every feature, but
he even has a good many of your mannerisms. You should be very proud!”

With this she slams out of the room. Brooks blinks.

“She won't believe anything,” he says, sour, “‘except only that man is
vile. Is that true about a Moklin who looks like me?”
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1 nod.

“Funny hi_s folks never showed him to me for a compliment-present 1”
Th(ifl he stares at me, hard. “How good is the likeness?” ‘
you.”If he is wearing your clothes,” I tell him, truthful, “I'd swear he is

Then B_rooks——slow, very slow—turns white. “Remember the time you
Went_off with Deeth and his folks, hunting? That was the time 2 Molfl'
got killed. You were wearing guest garments, weren’t you ?" .

I feel queer inside, but I nod. Guest garments, for Moklins, are like
the be.st bedroom and the drumstick of the chicken among humar;s And a
Mokllfl hunting party is something. They go hunting garlikthos-, which
ifﬁ:yrz;%hsoisg ;:vglibii:zsl-l dragons, because they've got scales and they fly and

The way to hunt them is you take along some cacklebirds that ain’t
nesting—they are no good for anything while they're honeymooning—and
the cacklebirds go flapping around until a garlikthos comes after them
and then they go jet-streaking to where the hunters are, cackling a blué
streak to say, “Here I come, boys! Hold everything until I get past!”
Then the {iarliktkos di_ves after them and the hunters get it as it dives .

Y'ou give the cacklebirds its innards, and they sit around and .eat
cackling to each other, zestful, like they’re bragging about the other time’
they done the same thing, only better. o )

“You were wearing guest garments?” repeats Brooks, grim.

I feel very queer inside, but I nod again. Moklin guest garments are

. mighty easy on the skin and feel mighty good. They ain’t exactly practical

hun’ting clothes, but the Moklins feel bad if a human that’s their guest
:i}t:n t wear them. And of course he has to shed his human clothes to wear
em.
113 ¥ b 1y
“ghatd §dthe idea? bI x;{rant to know. But I feel pretty unhappy inside.

ou didn’t come back for one day, in the middl

tobacco and a bath?” wdle of the hunt, afer
““No,” I says, beginnin “

0,” 1 ' g to get rattled. “We were way over at the
Thunhi? Hllls. We buried the dead Moklin over there and had a hell of a
time building a tomb over him. Why?”

‘ Dur1f1g that week,” says Brooks, grim, “and while you were off wear-
ing Mpklm guest garments, somebody came back wearing your clothes—
:and got some t,obacco and passed the time of day and went off again. Joe
just like there’s a Moklin you say could pass for me, there’s one that,
could pass for. you. In fact, he did. Nobody suspected either.”

s I, get plamck;}rl. “But what’d he do that for?"” I want to know. “He

idn’t steal anything! Would he have done it j .
‘ Jjust to brag t
Mocklins that he fooled you?” g to the orher
“He might,” says Brooks, “have been checki i
2 \ ng to see if he could f

me. Or Captain Haney of the Palmyra, Or—" ould fool

He looks at me. I feel myself going numb. This can mean one hell of
a mess!
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T haven't told you before,” says Brooks, “butt}Il’ve beeﬁuiﬁsﬁgﬁ
something like this, Moklins Like to be human, and they %:; bumag Kids—
kids hat ook human, anyray. e e e “That rival trading pos

re.”” He tries to grin, . £ :
izzll:z:iarflicslh;hii ame right at the s;c;itrt. Tl:iy’re practicing with that. It

’ it is. You see! '
Shoulqule]etl I::e;llle;datsiilll,alirt)\i;.s This is a dangerous sort of thing! lzut I
say quick, “1 you mean they got Moklins that could pass f{ir gou, ta%elir;%

d they:re figuring to bump us off and take our places-—{ on Delieve
31?at! Moklins like humans! They wouldn’t harm hm‘r‘utns bor m? ” gto

Brooks don't pay any attention. He says, harsh, hI ve ) eir‘) A;yd %hey
persuade the Company that we've got to get out ofb ere, eg; e.a And, they
send this Inspector Caldwell, wha's not on_ly femal‘c,A u‘; aﬁ: dhcad to boot!
All they think about is a competitive trading post! }:11, all s e secs is that
we're a bunch of lascivious scoundrels, and since she's a Wi

nothing that'll cgnvilzzf:e her ;Ehfor:;i:if;;eful.

?ST;} ssot}rll:aetf};:?tg h:ﬁl;ﬁe.woman to la}nd on Moklilr_ll. And eshz thtai:n ég:t,
rod . 1's the fnt red bl (e oKLt B e o turn p! You've bi
it!"Hffngg?}I:i. }’1];:1 Z?(prisiic}:n’ sort ofh softenst; ‘;Ivfmil;t]élsi,ig?;sl;_f:;}fe:égi
%1;’;3 t%lc:: %n;;httaléi 1:h§a§i’!in‘§2?£;£ ?s‘%znfy,l }:zhiri 3;)1110 13111;1'1: Yo(f) ,jti;;]ow

1 i erce ook, !
thatI. l}}illllx;kifattl?;:’.s I;Iel\/.%g;?_ir?nt,hatl loc’rkste?ogil:ivl;i:ﬁ x;xsy;z v:fkff r;lgupiizi |
L o e e toyzilr;slfigc}gfle r;'ilzxicl?ttle finger. :Then 1 know it’s you.

fingers
e T the other way abe Get it? You swear you'll watch over Inspector

And the other way about.
Caldwell?’ )
“Sure!” 1 say. “Of course!
I wiggle my little finger. He crosses
two would know. I feel a lot better.

his. It’s a signal nobody but us

i i isit the other trading post and
GoEs off next morning, gsim, to visit
siii?‘!fsMoklin that looks so much like him. Inspector Caldwell 1Eces aior}ll%s,
ferce, and I'm guessing it's to see the ﬁreworks' w:hen Br‘c;‘c;hs_ ﬁezhe i
Mokiin double that she thinks is more than a coincidence. ic
icht, only not in the way she thml‘:s.
" Beforg they go, Brooks crosses his fingers a?fd looks at me
1 1 im. They go oit.
le my little finger back at him. T ' ) I
ng% zit gown in the shade of Sally and try to think t};(mgti c{:;dlln ga.mt@l I:.e
insi d two weeks s
d up inside, and scared as helk. It’s near ;
i]}?;rr: ethe I;ld Palmyra ought to come bulging down out of the sk}{l _:letlﬁaz
load of new trade goods. I think wistful abc_mt how. swell everyt xdghow
been on Moklin up to now, and how Mecklins admire humans, an

significant. 1

iF YOU WAS A MOKLIN 465

friendly everything has been, and how it's a great compliment for Moklins
to want to be like humans, and to get like them, and how no Moklin
would ever dream of hurting 2 human and how they imitate humans joy-
ous and reverent and happy. Nice people, Moklins. But—

The end of things is in sight. Liking humans has made Moklins smart,
but now there’s been a slip-up. Moklins will do anything to produce kids
that look like humans. That’s 4 compliment. But no human ever sees a

- Moklin that’s four or five years old and all grown up and looks so much

like him that nobody can tell them apart. That ain’t scheming. It’s just that
Moklins like humans, but they’re scared the humans might not like to see
themselves in a sort of Moklin mirror. So if they did that at all, they'd
maybe keep it a secret, like children keep secrets from grownups.

Moklins are a lot like kids. You can’t help liking them. But a human
can get plenty panicky if he thinks what would happen if Moklins get to
passing for humans among humans, and want their kids to have top-grade
brains, and top-grade talents, and so on . . .

I sweat, sitting there. I can see the whole picture, Brooks is wortying
about Moklins loose among humans, outsmarting them as their kids grow
up, being the big politicians, the bosses, the planetary pioneers, the prettiest
girls and the handsomest guys in the Galaxy—everything humans want to
be themselves. Just thinking about it is enough to make any human feel
like he’s going nuts. But Brooks is also worrying about Inspector Caldwell,
who is five foot three and red-headed and cute as 2 bug’s ear and riding for
a bad fall, _

They come back from the trip to the other trading post. Inspector
Caldwell is baffled and mad. Brooks is sweating and scared. He slips me
the signal and I wiggle my little finger back at him, just so I'll know he
didn't get substituted for without Inspector Caldwell knowing it, and so
he knows nothing happened to me while he was gone. They didn’t see the
Moklin that locks like Brooks. They didn’t get a bit of information we
didn’t have before—which is just about none at all.

“Things go on. Brooks and me are sweating it out until the Palmyra lets
down out of the sky again, meanwhile praying for Inspector Caldwell to
get her ears pinned back so proper steps can be taken, and every morning he
crosses his fingers at me, and I wiggle my little finger back at him , .
And he watches over Inspector Caldwell tender.

THE OorHER trading post goes on placid. They sell their stuff at half the
price we sell ours for. So, on Inspector Caldwell’s orders, we cut ours
again to half what they sell theirs for. So they sell theirs for half what we
sell ours for, so we sell ours for half what they sell theirs for. And so on.
Meanwhile we sweat.

Three days before the Palmyra is due, our goods are marked at’ just
exactly one per cent of what they was marked a month before, and the
other trading post is selling them at half that. It looks like we are going
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to have to pay a bonus to Moklins to take goods away for us to compete
with the other trading post. )
Otherwise, everything looks normal on the, surface. Moklins hanlg
around us as usual, friendly and admiring. They'll hang arounddahcoup e
days just to get a look at Inspector Caldwell, and they regard her re-
ectful.
¥ Brooks looks grim. He is head over heels crazy_about her now, and ;he
knows it, and she rides him. hard. She snaps at him, and he answers her
patient a;d gentle—because he knows that when what he hopes is go:gg to
happen, she is going to need him to comfort her. She has about W;ge Oﬁt
our st(;ck throwing bargain sales. Qur shelves are almost bare. But the
’n 3 k.
other trading post still has plenty of stoc . .,
“Mr. Brooks,” says Inspector Caldwel, bitter, at breakfas’t,, we'll
have to take most of the Palmyra’s cargo to ﬁll’ up our inventory.
“Naybe,” he says, tender, “‘and maybe not. ‘
“Butywe’ve got to drive that other post out of busmess':” she says,
desperate. Then she breaks down. “This—this is my first independent
ignment. I dle § fully 1"
assipnment. I've got to handle it success ’ _ ]
gHe hesitates. But just then Deeth comes in. He beams friendly at In.

spector Caldwell, , .,
“A compliment for you, ma’am. Three of them.

She goggles at him. Brooks says, gentle, “It’s all right. Deeth, show

1
thers in and get some presents.” )
Inspector Caldwell splutters, incredulous, “Bt.xt—but— - "
“Dion’t be angry,” says Brooks. “They mean it as a compliment. It is,

actually, you know.”

Three Moklin girls come in, giggling. They are not bad-looking at all.

They look as human as Deeth, but one of them has a long,’ droopy mus-
tache like a mate of the Palmyra—that's because they hadn't ever seen d‘a
human woman before Inspector Caldwell come alon%: Th{ey sure have ad-

i in ki fast. Very fast.

red her, though! And Moklin kids get born . .
™ They show her what they are holding so prou.d and happy in then;
arms. They have got three little Moklin kids, one apiece. And everlir one o
them has red hair, just like Inspector Caldwell, and every one of t e}in Isa
girl that is the spit and image of her. You would swear Fhfzy are umail{n
babies, and you'd swear they are hers. But of course they ain’t. They make
kid noises and wave their little fists.

Inspector Caldwell is just plain paralyzed. She stares at i:he:n},1 and
goes ted as fire and white as chalk, and she is speechless. So Bmoks: as tlo
do the honors. He admires the kids extravagant, and. the Moklin gu'i
giggle, and take the compliment presents Deeth brings in, and they go ou
happy. _

1ts.
‘When the door closes, Inspector Caldwel? w’1
“Oh-h!” she wails. “It’s true! You didn’t—you haven't—they can
) . . |’P
ake their babies look like anybody they want! . ' )
” Brooks puts his arms around her and she begins to cry against his
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shoulder. He pats her and says, “They’ve got a queer sort of evolution on
Moklin, darling. Babies here inherit desired characteristics. Not acquired
characteristics, but desired ones! And what could be more desirable than
you?”

I am blinking at them. He says to me, cold, “Will you kindly get the
hell out of here and stay out?”

I come to. I says, “Just one precaution.”

I wiggle my little finger. He crosses his fingers at me.

“Then,” 1 says, “since there’s no chance of a mistake, I'll leave you
two together,” '

And I do.

THE PaLmyra booms down out of the sky two days later. We are all
packed up. Inspector Caldwell is shaky, on the porch of the post, when
Moklins come hollering and waving friendly over from the landing field
pulling a freight-truck with Cap Haney on it. I see other festive groups
around members of the crew that—this being a scheduled stop—have been
given ship-leave for a couple hours to visit their Moklin friends.

“I've got the usual cargo—"" begins Cap Haney.
~ “Don’t discharge it,” says Inspector Caldwell, firm. “We are abandon-
ing this post. I have authority and Mr. Brooks has convinced me of the
necessity for it. Please get our baggage to the ship.”

He gapes at her. “The Company don’t like to give in to competition—"

“There isn’t any competition,” says Inspector Caldwell. She gulps.
HDarling, you tell him,” she says to Brooks.

He says; lucid, “She’s right, Captain. The other trading post is purely
a Moklin enterprise. They liké to do everything that humans do. Since
humans were running a trading post, they opened one too. They bought
goods from us and pretended to sell them at half price, and we cut our
prices, and they bought more goods from us and pretended to sell at half
the new prices. . . . Some Moklin or other must've thought it would be
nice to be a smart businessman, so his kids would be smart businessmen.
Too smart! We close up this post before Moklins think of other things ., .”

He means, of course, that if Moklins get loose from their home planet
and pass as humans, their kids can maybe take over human civilization.
Human nature couldn’t take that! But it is something to be passed on to
the high brass, and not told around general.
“Better sound the emergency recall signal,” says Inspector Caldwell,
brisk.

We go over to the ship and the Palmyra lets go that. wailing siren
that’ll carry twenty miles. Any crew member in hearing is going to beat it
back to the ship fullspeed. They come running from every which way,
where they been visiting their Moklin friends. And then, all of a sudden,
here comes a fellow wearing Moklin guest garments, yelling, “Hey! Wait!
I ain’t got my clothes—"

And then there is what you might call a dead silence. Because lined
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np for checkoff is another guy that comes running at tl'.le recall s;lgnal, ar{d
he is wearing ship’s clothes, and you can sce tha't him an‘d 1t EI‘ ﬁuy 1.1:
Moklin guest garments are just exactly alike. Twins. Idenuc‘a . MckslPl
and image of each other. And it is for sure that one of them is a Moklin,
But which? . .
’ Cap Haney's eyes start to pop out of his -heg/c}. kl?'ut ;:élen the N}gu}z} in
i i ¢ I'm a Moklin. But us Moklins
Palmyra wniform grins and says, “Okay, : ‘
like hjilmans so much, I thought it would bf: nice to make a trlg to E-izrti
and see more humans. My parents planned it ﬁ\fe years ago, made me Ocid
like this wonderful human, and hid me for this moment. Buft W(:.l WO:ll d
not want to make any difficulties for humans, so 1 have confessed an
ill leave the ship.” _
" HZ takes it as a joke on him. He talks English as good as anj((ibod}jl;: }I}
don’t know how anybody could tell which was the human guy anh W l1;:
one the Moklin, but this Moklin grins and steps down_, and t ehot er
Moklins admire him enormous for passing even a few minutes as human
humans. .
amoifl\%e get away from there so fast, he is allowed to keep the human

uniform.

Moxrin 15 the first planet that humans: ever get off o£i1'mwlt?lgatf?$i
breathing hard, and sweating copious.'Its one of those ¢ 11%5 that hu
mans just can’t take. Not that there's anything wrong wi ) Mo th‘;
They're swell folks. They like humans. B.ut humans 1:]11.]St Cin ake the
idea of Moklins passing for human and being all the things huma

to be themselves. I think it's really a false alarm. I'll find out pretty soon..

Inspector Caldwell and Brooks get married, ar{d they go off to a post
on Briarius Four—a swell place for a honeymoon if there ever was ogm;—
and I guess they are living happy ever after. Mel,kI %0 t;) I&Iekﬂiw v3:1)1 iclt] Fi

i i to talk abou oklin,
Company assigns me—telling me stern not : _
dc?n’tp—azld the Space Patrol orders no human ship to land on Moklin for
Teason. . o
anyBut T’ve been saving money and worrying. I keep thl'nlfmg offth]c:se
three Moklin kids that Inspector Caldwell knows she ain't theMa';{ 1?1-
of. I worry about those kids. I hope nothing's _happened to them. Moklin
kids grow up fast, like I told you. They'll be' just about grown nm?\;i o

I'll tell you. I've bought me a little private spacecruiset, simail bt

good, I'm shoving off for Moklin next week. If one (;f thos}t:, 'chrei:E z:m :
i i in-style, and bring her out to

married, I'm going to marry her, Mokl.ln style, ‘

human ::olony planet. We'll have some klds.. I know just wha_t | War‘lit ir}lli

kids to be like. They'll have plenty of brains—rtop-level brains—an

irls will be real good-looking! _

i But besides that, I've got to bring some ?ther Mok_lms out and st}:;trt

them passing for human, too, Because my kids are going to netiddot‘ ;;

Mokljns to marry, ain’t they? It's not that I don’t like humans. ol
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the fellow I look like—Joe Brinkley—-hadn’t got killed accidental on that
hunting trip with Deeth, I never would have thought of taking his place

and being Joe Brinkley. But you can’t blame me for wanting to live among
humans.

Wouldn't you, if you was a Moklin?

"JOHEN CHRISTOPHER

' § Man of Destiny

THEY cLock the spaceships in from the main control tower seventeen
miles southeast of Tycho. The magnesium flares blossom out against the
stars and the searching telescopes find them and name them. The Elistra
back from Procyon, the Aite Wien from Lumen 111, the Winston from
Sirius. Ships laden with passengers and freight from halfway across the
visible universe, controlled corks bobbing up through the maelstrom of time
and space to that same narrow arc of the lunar sky. They come in on time—
solar time. There’s no danger to life or goods or schedule, .

It wasn’t always so. When the slip process was first being developed,

" there were both danger and uncertainty for those isolated men, strapped

in their bubbles of metal and plastic, who voyaged out across an alien
dimension to the far reaches of the sky. Their job was to take routine star
pictures and then come back on the reverse. But the reverse did not always
work. They were stranded then, hundreds or thousands of light-years from
the planet they had known as home.

From the moment the reverse failed, Theodore Pike concentrated on
the lucky side of his situation. He might have been lost in the remotenesses
of interstellar space, condemned to suffocation when his meager oxygen
supply gave out—a week of waiting for death unless he had the courage to
seek it out first.

_As it was, he was slap in the middle of a solar system, a matter of three
hundred million miles from a blue giant. The system, as he had planned
it for the report that would not now be made, was not of any notable size.
There were only three planets. One was very large and impossibly distant
from the sun. But there was some hope in the other two. In size they
were reasonable enough. Ie arrowed down toward the first of them three
days later; and at once set the coracle cimbing up again, through a
methane atmosphere, from a barren and unrewarding surface.

That left one planet. Only one.




