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I

INDECISION WAS dark in the man’s thoughts as he walked across the
spaceship control room to the cot where the woman lay so taut and so 
still. He bent over her; he said in his deep voice:

“We’re slowing down, Merla.”
No answer, no movement, not a quiver in her delicate, abnormally 

blanched cheeks. Her fine nostrils dilated ever so slightly with each 
measured breath. That was all.

The Dreegh lifted her arm, then let it go. It dropped to her lap like a 
piece of lifeless wood, and her body remained rigid and unnatural. 
Carefully, he put his fingers to one eye, raised the lid, peered into it. It 
stared back at him, a clouded, sightless blue.

He straightened, and stood very still there in the utter silence of the 
hurtling ship. For a moment, then, in the intensity of his posture and in 
the dark ruthlessness of his lean, hard features, he seemed the veritable 
embodiment of grim, icy calculation.

He thought grayly: “If I revived her now, she’d have more time to 
attack me, and more strength. If I waited, she’d be weaker—”

Slowly, he relaxed. Some of the weariness of the years he and this 
woman had spent together in the dark vastness of space came to shatter
his abnormal logic. Bleak sympathy touched him—and the decision 
was made.

He prepared an injection, and fed it into her arm. His gray eyes held 
a steely brightness as he put his lips near the woman’s ear; in a ringing,
resonant voice he said:

“We’re near a star system. There’ll be blood, Merla! And life!”
The woman stirred; momentarily, she seemed like a golden-haired 

doll come alive. No color touched her perfectly formed cheeks, but 
alertness crept into her eyes. She stared up at him with a hardening 
hostility, half questioning.



“I’ve been chemical,” she said—and abruptly the doll-like effect 
was gone. Her gaze tightened on him, and some of the prettiness 
vanished from her face. Her lips twisted into words:~

“It’s damned funny, Jeel, that you’re still 0. K. If I thought—”
He was cold, watchful. “Forget it,” he said curtly. “You’re an energy

waster, and you know it. Anyway, we’re going to land.”
The flamelike tenseness of her faded. She sat up painfully, but there 

was a thoughtful look on her face as she said:
“I’m interested in the risks. This is not a Galactic planet, is it?”
“There are no Galactics out here. But there is an Observer. I’ve been

catching the secret ultra signals for the last two hours”—a sardonic 
note entered his voice—”warning all ships to stay clear because the 
system isn’t ready for any kind of contact with Galactic planets.”

Some of the diabolic glee that was in his thoughts must have com-
municated through his tone. The woman stared at him, and slowly her 
eyes widened. She half whispered:

“You mean—”
He shrugged. “The signals ought to be registering full blast now. 

We’ll see what degree system this is. But you can start hoping hard 
right now.”

At the control board, he cautiously manipulated the room into 
darkness and set the automatics—a picture took form on a screen on 
the opposite wall.

At first there was only a point of light in the middle of a starry sky, 
then a planet floating brightly in the dark space, continents and oceans 
plainly visible. A voice came out of the screen:

“This star system contains one inhabited planet, the third from the
Sun,  called  Earth  by  its  inhabitants.  It  was  colonized  by  Galactics
about seven thousand years ago in the usual manner. It is now in the
third degree of development, having attained a limited form of space
travel little more than a hundred years ago. It—”

With a swift movement, the man cut off the picture and turned on
the  light,  then  looked  across  at  the  woman  in  a  blank,  triumphant
silence.

“Third degree!” he said softly, and there was an almost incredulous
note in his voice. “Only third degree. Merla, do you realize what this
means?  This  is  the  opportunity  of  the  ages.  I’m  going  to  call  the
Dreegh tribe. If we can’t get away with several tankers of blood and a
whole battery of ‘life,’ we don’t deserve to be immortal. We—”

He turned toward the communicator, and for that exultant moment
caution was a dim thing in the back of his mind. From the corner of his
eye, he saw the woman flow from the edge of the cot.  Too late he
twisted aside.  The frantic jerk saved him only partially; it  was their
cheeks, not their lips that met.

Blue flame flashed from him to her. The burning energy seared his
cheek to instant, bleeding rawness. He half fell to the floor from the
shock; and then, furious with the intense agony, he fought free.

“I’ll break your bones!” he raged.
Her laughter, unlovely with her own suppressed fury, floated up at

him from the floor, where he had flung her. She snarled:
“So you did have a secret supply of ‘life’ for yourself. You damned



double-crpsser!”
His  black  mortification  dimmed  before  the  stark  realization  that

anger was useless. Tense with the weakness that was already a weight
on  his  muscles,  he  whirled  toward  the  control  board,  and  began
feverishly to make the adjustments that would pull the ship back into
normal space and time.

The body urge grew in him swiftly, a dark, remorseless need. Twice,
black nausea sent him reeling to the cot; but each time he fought
back to the control board. He sat there finally at the controls, head
drooping,  conscious  of  the  numbing  tautness  that  crept  deeper,
deeper— Almost,  he  drove  the  ship too  fast.  It  turned  a  blazing
white when

at  last  it  struck  the  atmosphere  of  the  third  planet.  But  those  hard
metals held their shape; and the terrible speeds yielded to the fury

of the revérsers and to the pressure of the air that thickened with every
receding mile.

It  was  the  woman  who  helped  his  faltering  form  into  the  tiny
lifeboat. He lay there, gathering strength, staring with tense eagerness
down at the blazing sea of lights that was the first city he had seen on
the night side of this strange world.

Dully, he watched as the woman carefully eased the small ship into
the darkness behind a shed in a little back alley; and, because succor
seemed suddenly near, sheer hope enabled him to walk beside her to
the dimly lighted residential street nearby.

He would have walked on blankly into the street, but the woman’s
fingers held him back into the shadows of the alleyway.

“Are you mad?” she whispered. “Lie down. We’ll stay right here till
someone comes.”

The cement was hard beneath his body, but after a moment of the
painful rest it brought, he felt a faint surge of energy; and he was able
to voice his bitter thought:

“If you hadn’t stolen most of my carefully saved ‘life,’ we wouldn’t
be in this desperate position. You know well that it’s more important
that I remain at full power.”

In the dark beside him, the woman lay quiet for a while; then her
defiant whisper came:

“We both need a change of blood and a new charge of ‘life.’ Perhaps
I did take a little too much out of you, but that was because I had to
steal it. You wouldn’t have given it to me of your own free will, and
you know it.”

For  a  time,  the  futility  of  argument  held  him  silent,  but,  as  the
minutes dragged, that dreadful physical urgency once more tainted his
thoughts, he said heavily:

“You realize of course that we’ve revealed our presence. We should
have waited for the others to come. There’s no doubt at all that our ship
was spotted by the Galactic Observer in this system before we reached
the outer planets. They’ll have tracers on us wherever we go, and, no
matter where we bury our machine, they’ll know its exact location. It is
impossible  to  hide  the  interstellar  drive  energies;  and,  since  they
wouldn’t make the mistake of bringing such energies to a third-degree



planet, we can’t hope to locate them in that fashion.
“But we must expect an attack of some kind. I only hope one of the

great Galactics doesn’t take part in it.”

“One of them!” Her whisper was a gasp, then she snapped irritably,
“Don’t try to scare me. You’ve told me time and again that—”

“All right, all right!” He spoke grudgingly, wearily. “A million years
have  proven  that  they  consider  us  beneath  their  personal  attention.
And”—in spite of his appalling weakness, scorn came—”let any of the
kind of agents they have in these lower category planets try to stop us.”

“Hush!”  Her  whisper  was  tense.  “Footsteps!  Quick,  get  to  your
feet!”

He was aware of the shadowed form of her rising; then her hands
were tugging at him. Dizzily, he stood up.

“I don’t think,” he began wanly, “that I can—”
“Jeel!” Her whisper beat at him; her hands shook him. “It’s a man

and a woman. They’re ‘life,’ Jeel, ‘life’!”
Life!
He straightened with a terrible effort. A spark of the unquenchable

will to live that had brought him across the black miles and the blacker
years, burst into flames inside him. Lightly, swiftly, he fell into step
beside Merla, and strode beside her into the open. He saw the shapes of
the man and the woman.

In  the  half~night  under  the  trees  of  that  street,  the  couple  came
toward them, drawing aside to let them pass; first the woman came,
then the man—and it was as simple as if all his strength had been there
in his muscles.

He saw Merla launch herself at the man; and then he was grabbing 
the woman, his head bending instantly for that abnormal kiss— 
Afterward—after they had taken the blood, too—.grimness came

to the man, a hard fabric of thought and counterthought, that slowly
formed into purpose; he said:

“We’ll leave the bodies here.”
Her startled whisper rose in objection, but he cut her short harshly:

“Let me handle this. These dead bodies will  draw to this city news
gatherers,  news reporters  or  whatever their  breed  are  called  on this
planet; and we need such a person now. Somewhere in the reservoir of
facts possessed by a person of this type must be clues, meaningless to
him, but  by which we can  discover  the secret  base  of  the Galactic
Observer in this system. We must find that base, discover its strength,
and destroy it if necessary when the tribe comes.”

His voice took on a steely note: “And now, we’ve got to explore this
city, find a much frequented building, under which we can bury

our ship, learn the language, replenish our own vital supplies—and 
capture that reporter.

“After I’m through with him”—his tone became silk smooth— “he 
will undoubtedly provide you with that physical diversion which you 
apparently crave when you have been particularly chemical.”

He laughed gently, as her fingers gripped his arm in the darkness, a 
convulsive gesture; her voice came: “Thank you, Jeel, you do under-
stand, don’t you?”



II

Behind Leigh, a door opened. Instantly the clatter of voices in the 
room faded to a murmur. He turned alertly, tossing his cigarette onto 
the marble floor, and stepping on it, all in one motion.

Overhead, the lights brightened to daylight intensity; and in that 
blaze he saw what the other eyes were already staring at: the two 
bodies, the man’s and the woman’s, as they were wheeled in.

The dead couple lay side by side on the flat, gleaming top of the 
carrier. Their bodies were rigid, their eyes closed; they looked as dead 
as they were, and not at all, Leigh thought, as if they were sleeping.

He caught himself making a mental note of that fact—and felt 
abruptly shocked.

The first murders on the North American continent in twenty-seven 
years. And it was only another job. By Heaven, he was tougher than 
he’d ever believed.

He grew aware that the voices had stopped completely. The only 
sound was the hoarse breathing of the man nearest him—and then the 
scrape of his own shoes as he went forward.

His movement acted like a signal on that tense group of men. There 
was a general pressing forward. Leigh had a moment of hard anxiety; 
and then his bigger, harder muscles brought him where he wanted to 
be, opposite the two heads.

He leaned forward in dark absorption. His fingers probed gingerly 
the neck of the woman, where the incisions showed. He did not look up
at the attendant, as he said softly:

“This is where the blood was drained?”
“Yes.”
Before he could speak again, another reporter interjected: “Any 

special comment from the police scientists? The murders are more than
a day old now. There ought to be something new.”

Leigh scarcely heard. The woman’s body, electrically warmed for
embalming, felt eerily lifelike to his touch. It was only after a long
moment that he noticed her lips were badly, almost brutally bruised.

His gaze flicked to the man; and there were the same neck cuts, the
same torn lips. He looked up, questions quivered on his tongue— and
remained unspoken as realization came that the calm-voiced attendant
was still talking. The man was saying:

“—normally,  when  the  electric  embalmers  are  applied,  there  is
resistance  from  the  static  electricity  of  the  body.  Curiously,  that
resistance was not present in either body.”

Somebody said: “Just what does that mean?”
“This  static  force  is  actually  a  form of  life  force,  which usually

trickles out of a corpse over a period of a month. We know of no way
to hasten the process, but the bruises on the lips show distinct burns,
which are suggestive.”

There  was  a  craning  of  necks,  a  crowding  forward;  and  Leigh
allowed  himself  to  be  pushed  aside.  He  stopped  attentively,  as  the
attendant  said:  “Presumably,  a  pervert  could  have  kissed  with  such
violence.”

“I thought,” Leigh called distinctly, “there were no more perverts
since Professor Ungarn persuaded the government to institute his ~rahd



of mechanical psychology in all schools, thus ending murder, theft, war
and all unsocial perversions.”

The attendant in his black frock coat hesitated; then: “A very bad
one seems to have been missed.”

He finished: “That’s all, gentlemen. No clues, no promise of an early
capture, and only this final fact: We’ve wirelessed Professor Ungarn
and, by great good fortune, we caught him on his way to Earth from his
meteorite retreat near Jupiter. He’ll be landing shortly after dark, in a
few hours now.”

The lights dimmed. As Leigh stood frowning, watching the bodies
being wheeled  out,  a  phrase  floated  out  of  the  gathering  chorus  of
voices:

“—The kiss of death—”
“I  tell  you,”  another  voice  said,  “the  captain  of  this  space  liner

swears it happened—the spaceship came past him at a million miles an
hour,  and  it  was  slowing down,  get  that,  slowing down—two days
ago.”

“—The vampire case! That’s what I’m going to call it—”

That’s what Leigh called it, too, as he talked briefly into his wrist
communicator. He finished: “I’m going to supper now, Jim.”

“0. K., Bill.” The local editor’s voice came metallically. “And say,
I’m  supposed  to  commend  you.  Nine  thousand  papers  took  the
Planetarian Service on this story, as compared with about forty-seven
hundred  who  bought  from  Universal,  who  got  the  second  largest
coverage.

“And I think you’ve got the right angle for today also. Husband and
wife,  ordinary young couple,  taking an evening’s  walk.  Some devil
hauls up alongside them, drains their blood into a tank, their life energy
onto a wire or something—people will believe that, I guess. Anyway,
you suggest it could happen to anybody; so be careful, folks. And you
warn that, in these days of interplanetary speeds, he could be anywhere
tonight for his next murder.

“As I said before, good stuff. That’ll keep the story frying hard for
tonight. Oh, by the way—”

“Shoot!”
“A kid called half an hour ago to see you. Said you expected him.”
“A kid?” Leigh frowned to himself.
“Name of Patrick. High school age, about sixteen. No, come to think

of it, that was only my first impression. Eighteen, maybe twenty, very
bright, confident, proud.”

“I  remember  now,”  said  Leigh,  “college  student.  Interview for  a
college  paper.  Called  me  up  this  afternoon.  One  of  those  damned
persuasive  talkers.  Before  I  knew it,  I  was signed up for  supper  at
Constantine’s.”

“That’s right. I was supposed to remind you. 0. K.?”
Leigh shrugged. “I promised,” he said.
Actually, as he went out into the blaze of late afternoon, sunlit street,

there was not a thought in his head. Nor a premonition.

Around  him,  the  swarm  of  humankind  began  to  thicken.  Vast
buildings discharged the first surge of the five o’clock tidal wave—and



twice Leigh felt the tug at his arm before it struck him that someone
was not just bumping him.

He turned, and stared down at a pair of dark, eager eyes set in a
brown, wizened face. The little man waved a sheaf of papers at him.
Leigh caught a glimpse of writing in longhand on the papers. Then the
fellow was babbling:

“Mr. Leigh, hundred dollars for these . . . biggest story—”

“Oh,” said Leigh. His interest collapsed; then his mind roused itself
from its almost blank state; and pure politeness made him say:
“Take it up to the Planetarian office. Jim Brian will pay you what the
story is worth.”

He walked on, the vague conviction in his mind that the matter was
settled. Then, abruptly, there was the tugging at his arm again.

“Scoop!” the little man was muttering. “Professor Ungarn’s log, all
about  a  spaceship that  came from the  stars.  Devils  in  it  who drink
blood and kiss people to death!”

“See here!” Leigh began, irritated; and then he stopped physically
and mentally. A strange ugly chill swept through him. He stood there,
swaying a little from the shock of the thought that was frozen in his
brain:

The newspapers with those details of  “blood” and “kiss” were not
on the street yet, wouldn’t be for another five minutes.

The  man  was  saying:  “Look,  it’s  got  Professor  Ungarn’s  name
printed in gold on the top of each sheet, and it’s all about how he first
spotted  the  ship  eighteen  light  years  out,  and  how it  came all  that
distance in a few hours . . . and he knows where it is now and—”

Leigh  heard,  but  that  was  all.  His  reporter’s  brain,  that  special,
highly  developed  department,  was  whirling  with  a  little  swarm  of
thoughts that suddenly straightened into a hard, bright pattern; and in
that  tightly  built  design,  there  was  no  room  for  any  such  brazen
coincidence as this man coming to him here in this crowded street.

He said: “Let me see those!” And reached as he spoke.

The papers came free from the other’s fingers into his hands, hut
Leigh did not even glance at them. Flis brain was crystal-clear, his eyes
cold; he snapped:

“I don’t know what game you’re trying to pull. I want to know three
things, and make your answers damned fast! One: How did you pick
me out, name and job and all, here in this packed street of a city I
haven’t been in for a year?”

He was vaguely aware of the little man trying to speak, stammering
incomprehensible words. But he paid no attention. Remorselessly, he
pounded on:

“Two: Professor Ungarn is arriving from Jupiter in three hours. How
do you explain your possession of papers he must have written, less
than two days ago?”

“Look, boss,” the man chattered, “you’ve got me all wrong—”
“My third question,” Leigh said grimly, “is how are you going to 

explain to the police your pre-knowledge of the details of—murder?”
“Huh!” The little man’s eyes were glassy, and for the first time pity 

came to Leigh. He said almost softly:



“All right, fellah, start talking.”
The words came swiftly, and at first they were simply senseless 

sounds; only gradually did coherence come.
“—And that’s the way it was, boss. I’m standing there, and this kid 

comes up to me and points you out, and gives me five bucks and those 
papers you’ve got, and tells me what I’m supposed to say to you and
—”

“Kid!” said Leigh; and the first shock was already in him.
“Yeah, kid about sixteen; no, more like eighteen or twenty . and he 

gives me the papers and—”
“This kid,” said Leigh, “would you say he was of college age?”
“That’s it, boss; you’ve got it. That’s just what he was. You know 

him, eh? 0. K., that leaves me in the clear, and I’ll be going—”
“Wait!” Leigh called, but the little man seemed suddenly to realize 

that he need only run, for he jerked into a mad pace; and people stared, 
and that was all. He vanished around a corner, and was gone forever.

Leigh stood, frowning, reading the thin sheaf of papers. And there 
was nothing beyond what the little man had already conveyed by his 
incoherent word of mouth, simply a vague series of entries on sheets 
from a loose-leaf notebook.

Written down, the tale about the spaceship and its occupants lacked 
depth, and seemed more unconvincing each passing second. True, 
there was the single word “Ungarn” inscribed in gold on the top of 
each sheet but— Leigh shook himself. The sense of silly hoax grew 
so violently that

he thought with abrupt anger: If that damned fool college kid really 
pulled a stunt like— The thought ended; for the idea was as 
senseless as everything

that had happened.
And still there was no real tension in him. He was only going to a 

restaurant.

He turned into the splendid foyer that was the beginning of the vast 
and wonderful Constantine’s. In the great doorway, he paused

for a  moment  to  survey the expansive glitter  of  tables,  the hanging
garden tearooms; and it was all there.

Brilliant  Constantine’s,  famous  the  world  over—but  not  much
changed from his last visit.

Leigh gave his name, and began: “A Mr. Patrick made reservations,
I understand—”

The girl cut him short. “Oh, yes, Mr. Leigh. Mr. Patrick reserved
Private 3 for you. He just now phoned to say he’d be along in a few
minutes. Our premier will escort you.”

Leigh was turning away, a vague puzzled thought in his mind at the
way the girl had gushed, when a flamelike thought struck him:
“Just a minute, did you say Private 3? MTho’s paying for this?”

The girl glowed at him: “It was paid by phone. Forty-five hundred
dollars!”

Leigh stood very still.  In a single, flashing moment, this meeting
that, even after what had happened on the street, had seemed scarcely
more than an irritation to be gotten over with, was become a fantastic,
abnormal thing.



Forty-five—hundred—dollars! Could it be some damned fool rich
kid  sent  by  a  college  paper,  but  who  had  pulled  this  whole  affair
because he was determined to make a strong, personal impression?

Coldly, alertly, his brain rejected the solution. Humanity produced
egoists on an elephantiastic scale, but not one who would order a feast
like that to impress a reporter.

His eyes narrowed on an idea: “Where’s your registered phone?” he
asked curtly.

A minnte  later,  he  was  saying  into  the  mouthpiece:  “Is  that  the
Amalgamated Universities Secretariat? . . . I want to find out if there is a
Mr. Patrick registered at any of your local  colleges, and, if there is,
whether  or  not  he  has  been  authorized  by  any  college  paper  to
interview  William  Leigh  of  the  Planetarian  News  Service.  This  is
Leigh calling.”

It took six minutes, and then the answer came, brisk, tremendous
and final: “There are three Mr. Patricks in our seventeen units. All are
at present having supper at their various official residences. There are
four Miss Patricks similarly accounted for by our staff of secretaries.
None of these seven is in any way connected with a university paper.
Do you wish any assistance in dealing with the impostor?”

Leigh hesitated; and when he finally spoke, it was with the queer,
dark realization that he was committing himself. “No,” he said, and
hung up.

He came out of the phone box, shaken by his own thoughts. There 
was only one reason why he was in this city at this time. Murder! 
And he knew scarcely a soul. Therefore— It was absolutely 
incredible that any stranger would want to see

him for a reason not connected with his own purpose. He shook the
ugly thrill out of his system; he said:

“To Private 3, please—”

Tensed  but  cool,  he  examined  the  apartment  that  was  Private  3.
Actually that was all it was, a splendidly furnished apartment with a
palacelike dining salon dominating the five rooms, and one entire wall
of the salon was lined with decorated mirror facings,  behind which
glittered hundreds of bottles of liquors.

The  brands  were  strange  to  his  inexpensive  tastes,  the  scent  of
several  that  he  opened  heady  and—quite  uninviting.  In  the  ladies’
dressing room was a long showcase displaying a gleaming array of
jewelry—several hundred thousand dollars’ worth, if it was genuine, he
estimated swiftly.

Leigh  whistled  softly  to  himself.  On  the  surface,  Constantine’s
appeared to supply good rental value for the money they charged.

“I’m glad you’re physically big,” said a cool voice behind him. “So
many reporters are thin and small.”

It was the voice that did it, subtly, differently toned than it had been
over the phone in the early afternoon. Deliberately different.

The difference,  he noted  as  he  turned,  was  in  the  body,  too,  the
difference  in  the  shape  of  a  woman  from a  boy,  skillfully  but  not
perfectly  concealed  under  the  well-tailored  man’s  suit—actually,  of
course, she was quite boyish in build, young, finely molded.

And, actually, he would never have suspected if she had not allowed



her  voice  to  be  so  purposefully  womanish.  She  echoed his  thought
coolly:

“Yes, I wanted you to know. But now, there’s no use wasting words.
You know as much as you need to know. Here’s a gun. The spaceship
is buried below this building.”

Leigh made no effort to take the weapon, nor did he even glance at
it. Instead, cool now, that the first shock was over, he seated himself on
the  silk-yielding  chair  of  the  vanity  dresser  in  one  corner,  leaned
heavily back against the vanity itself, raised his eyebrows, and said:

“Consider me a slow-witted lunk who’s got to know what it’s all
about. ‘Why so much preliminary hocus-pocus?”

He  thought  deliberately:  He  had  never  in  his  adult  life  allowed
himself to be rushed into anything. He was not going to start now.

III

The girl, he saw after a moment, was small of build. Which was odd,
he  decided  carefully.  Because  his  first  impression  had  been  of
reasonable length of body. Or perhaps—he considered the possibility
unhurriedly—this second effect was a more considered result of her
male disguise~

He dismissed that particular problem as temporarily insoluble, and
because actually—it struck him abruptly—this girl’s size was unim-
portant. She had long, black lashes and dark eyes that glowed at him
from a proud, almost haughty face. And that was it;  quite definitely
that was the essence of her blazing, powerful personality.

Pride was in the way she held her head. It was in the poised easiness
of every movement, the natural shift from grace to grace as she walked
slowly  toward  him.  Not  conscious  pride  here,  but  an  awareness  of
superiority  that  affected every movement  of  her  muscles,  and came
vibrantly into her voice, as she said scathingly:

“I picked you because every newspaper I’ve read today carried your
account of the murders, and because it seemed to me that somebody
who already was actively working on the case would be reasonably
quick at  grasping essentials.  As for the dramatic preparation, I  con-
sidered that would be more convincing than drab explanation. I see I
was mi&taken in all these assumptions.”

She was quite close to him now. She leaned over, laid her revolver
on the vanity beside his arm, and finished almost indifferently:

“Here’s an effective weapon. It doesn’t shoot bullets, but it  has a
trigger  and  you aim it  like  any  gun.  In  the  event  you  develop  the
beginning of courage, come down the tunnel after me as quickly as
possible, but don’t blunder in on me and the people I shall be talking
to. Stay hidden! Act only if I’m threatened.”

Tunnel,  Leigh  thought  stolidly,  as  she  walked  with  a  free,  swift
stride out of the room—tunnel here in this apartment called Private 3.
Either he was crazy, or she was.

Quite suddenly, realization came that he ought to be offended at the
way she had spoken. And that insultingly simple come-on trick of hers,
leaving the room, leaving him to develop curiosity—he



smiled ruefully; if he hadn’t been a reporter, he’d show her that such a 
second-rate psychology didn’t work on him.

Still annoyed, he climbed to his feet, took the gun, and then paused 

briefly as the odd, muffled sound came of a door opening reluctantly

— He found her in the bedroom to the left of the dining salon;
and because his mind was still in that state of pure receptiveness, 
which, for him, replaced indecisiveness, he felt only the vaguest sur-
prise to see that she had the end of a lush green rug rolled back, and 
that there was a hole in the floor at her feet.

The gleaming square of floor that must have covered the opening, 
lay back neatly, pinned to position by a single, glitteringly complicated 
hinge. But Leigh scarcely noticed that.

His  gaze  reached  beyond  that—tunnel—to  the  girl;  and,  in  that
moment, just before she became aware of him, there was the barest
suggestion  of  uncertainty  about  her.  And  her  right  profile,  half
turned away from him, showed pursed lips, a strained whiteness, as
if— The impression he received was of indecisiveness. He had the

subtle sense of observing a young woman who, briefly, had lost her 
superb confidence. Then she saw him; and his whole emotion picture 
twisted.

She didn’t seem to stiffen in any way. Paying no attention to him at 
all, she stepped down to the first stair of the little stairway that led 
down into the hole, and began to descend without a quiver of 
hesitation. And yet— Yet his first conviction that she had faltered 
brought him forward with narrowed eyes. And, suddenly, that certainty 
of her brief fear made this whole madness real. He plunged forward, 
down the steep stairway, and pulled up only when he saw that he was 
actually in a smooth, dimly lighted tunnel; and that the girl had paused,
one finger to her lips.

“Sssshh!” she said. “The door of the ship may be open.”
Irritation struck Leigh, a hard trickle of anger. Now that he had 

committed himself, he felt automatically the leader of this fantastic 
expedition; and that girl’s pretensions, the devastating haughtiness of 
her merely produced his first real impatience.

“Don’t ‘ssshh me’!” he whispered sharply. “Just give me the facts, 
and I’ll do the rest.”

He stopped. For the first time the meaning of all the words she

had spoken penetrated. His anger collapsed like a plane in a crash 
landing.

“Ship!” he said incredulously. “Are you trying to tell me there’s 
actually a spaceship buried here under Constantine’s?”

The girl seemed not to hear; and Leigh saw that they were at the end
of a short passageway. Metal gleamed dully just ahead. Then the girl 
was saying:

“Here’s the door. Now, remember, you act as guard. Stay hidden, 
ready to shoot. And if I yell ‘Shoot,’ you shoot!”

She bent forward. There was the tiniest scarlet flash. The door 
opened, revealing a second door just beyond. Again that minute, 



intense blaze of red; and that door too swung open.
It was swiftly done, too swiftly. Before Leigh could more than grasp

that the crisis was come, the girl stepped coolly into the brilliantly 
lighted room beyond the second door.

There was shadow where Leigh stood half-paralyzed by the girl’s
action. There was deeper shadow against the metal wall toward which
he pressed himself  in one instinctive move. He froze there,  cursing
silently at a stupid young woman who actually walked into a den of
enemies  of  unknown  numbers  without  a  genuine  plan  of  self-
protection.

Or did she know how many there were? And who?
The questions made twisting paths in his mind down, down to a

thrall of blankness—that ended only when an entirely different thought
replaced it:

At leas’t he was out here with a gun, unnoticed—or was he?
He waited tensely. But the door remained open; and there was no

apparent  movement  towards it.  Slowly,  Leigh let  himself  relax,  and
allowed his straining mind to absorb its first considered impressions.

The portion of underground room that he could see showed one end
of what seemed to be a control board, a metal wall that blinked with
tiny lights,  the edge of a rather sumptuous cot—and the whole was
actually  so  suggestive  of  a  spaceship  that  Leigh’s  logic-resistance
collapsed.

Incredibly, here under the ground, actually under Constantine’s was 
a small spaceship and— That thought ended, too, as the silence 
beyond the open door,

the curiously long silence, was broken by a man’s cool voice:
“I wouldn’t even try to raise that gun if I were you. The fact

that  you  have  said  nothing  since  entering  shows  how  enormously
different we are to what you expected.”

He laughed gently, an unhurried, deep-throated derisive laughter that
came clearly to Leigh. The man said:

“Merla, what would you say is the psychology behind this young
lady’s action? You have of course noticed that she is a young lady, and
not a boy.”

A richly toned woman’s voice replied: “She was born here, Jeel. She
has none of the normal characteristics of a Klugg, but she is a Galactic,
though definitely not the Galactic Observer. Probably, she’s not alone.
Shall I investigate?”

“No!” The man sounded indifferent to the tensing Leigh. “We don’t
have to worry about a Klugg’s assistant.”

Leigh relaxed slowly, but there was a vast uneasiness in his solar
nerves, a sense of emptiness, the first realization of how great a part the
calm assurance of the young woman had played in the fabricating of
his own basic confidence.

Shattered now! Before the enormous certainties of these two, and in
the face of their instant penetration of her male disguise, the effects of
the  girl’s  rather  wonderful  personality  seemed  a  remote  pattern,
secondary, definitely overwhelmed.

He forced the fear from him, as the girl spoke; forced his courage to



grow with each word she uttered, feeding on the haughty and immense
confidence that was there. It didn’t matter whether she was simulating
or not, because they were in this now, he as deep as she; and only the
utmost  boldness  could  hope to  draw a  fraction of  victory  from the
defeat that loomed so starkly.

With  genuine  admiration,  he  noted  the  glowing  intensity  of  her
speech, as she said:

“My silence had its origin in the fact that you are the first Dreeghs I
have ever seen. Naturally, I studied you with some curiosity, but I can
assure you I am not impressed.

“However, in view of your extraordinary opinions on the matter, I
shall come to the point at once: I have been instructed by the Galactic
Observer of this system to inform you to be gone by morning. Our sole
reason for giving you that much leeway is that we don’t wish to bring
the truth of all this into the open.

“But don’t count on that. Earth is on the verge of being given fourth-
degree rating; and, as you probably know, in emergencies fourths are
given Galactic knowledge. That emergency we will consider to have
arrived tomorrow at dawn.”

“Well, well”—the man was laughing gently, satirically—”a pretty
speech, powerfully spoken, but meaningless for us who can analyze its
pretensions, however sincere, back to the Klugg origin.”

“What do you intend with her, Jeel?”
The man was cold, deadly, utterly sure. “There’s no reason why she

should escape. She had blood and more than normal life. It will convey
to the Observer with clarity our contempt for his ultimatum.”

He finished with a slow, surprisingly rich laughter: “We shall now
enact a simple drama. The young lady will attempt to jerk up her gun
and shoot me with it.  Before she can even begin to succeed, I shall
have  my own weapon out  and  firing.  The whole thing,  as  she will
discover,  is  a  matter  of  nervous  co-ordination.  And  Kluggs  are
chronically almost as slow-moving as human beings.”

His voice stopped. His laughter trickled away.
Silence.

In  all  his  alert  years,  Leigh  had  never  felt  more  indecisive.  His
emotions said—now; surely, she’d call now. And even if she didn’t, he
must act on his own. Rush in! Shoot!

But his mind was cold with an awful dread. There was something 
about the man’s voice, a surging power, a blazing, incredible 
certainty. Abnormal, savage strength was here; and if this was really 
a spaceship from the stars— His brain wouldn’t follow that flashing,
terrible thought. He

crouched, fingering the gun she had given him, dimly conscious for the
first time that it felt queer, unlike any revolver he’d ever had. -

He crouched stiffly,  waiting—and the silence  from the  spaceship
control room, from the tensed figures that must be there just beyond his
line of vision, continued. The same curious silence that had followed
the girl’s entrance short minutes before. Only this time it was the girl
who  broke  it,  her  voice  faintly  breathless  but  withal  cool,  vibrant,
unafraid:

“I’m here to warn, not to force issues. And unless you’re charged



with the life energy of fifteen men, I wouldn’t advise you to try any-
thing either. After all, I came here knowing what you were.”

“What do you think, Merla? Can we be sure she’s a Klugg? Could
she possibly be of the higher Lennel type?”

It was the man, his tone conceding her point, but the derision was
still there, the implacable purpose, the high, tremendous confidence.

And yet, in spite of that unrelenting sense of imminent violence,

Leigh felt himself torn from the thought of her danger—and his. His 
reporter’s brain twisted irresistibly to the fantastic meaning of what 
was taking place:

—Life energy of fifteen men— It was all there; in a monstrous way 
it all fitted. The two dead

bodies he had seen drained of blood and life energy, the repeated 
reference to a Galactic Observer, with whom the girl was connected.

Leigh thought almost blankly: Galactic meant—well—Galac,tic; 
and that was so terrific that— He grew aware that the woman was 
speaking:

“Klugg!” she said positively. “Pay no attention to her protestations, 
Jeel. You know, I’m sensitive when it comes to women. She’s lying. 
She’s just a little fool who walked in here expecting us to be frightened
of her. Destroy her at your pleasure.”

“I’m not given to waiting,” said the man. “So—”

Quite automatically, Leigh leaped for the open doorway. He had a
flashing glimpse of a man and woman, dressed in evening clothes, the
man standing, the woman seated.. There was awareness of a gleaming,
metallic background, the control board, part of which he had already
seen,  now revealed as  a  massive thing of  glowing instruments;  and
then all that blotted out as he snapped:

“That will do. Put up your hands.”
For a long, dazzling moment he had the impression that his entry

was a complete surprise; and that he dominated the situation. None of
the three people in the room was turned toward him. The man, Jeel,
and the girl were standing, facing each other; the woman, Merla, sat in
a deep chair, her fine profile to him, her golden head flung back.

It was she who, still without looking at him, sneered visibly— and 
spoke the words that ended his brief conviction of triumph. She said to 
the disguised girl:

“You certainly travel in low company, a stupid human being. Tell 
him to go away before he’s damaged.”

The girl said: “Leigh, I’m sorry I brought you into this. Every move 
you made in entering was heard, observed and dismissed before you 
could even adjust your mind to the scene.”

“Is his name Leigh?” said the woman sharply. “I thought I recog-
nized him as he entered. He’s very like his photograph over his news-
paper column.” Her voice grew strangely tense: “Jeel, a newspaper 
reporter!”

‘We don’t need him now,” the man said. “We know who the 
Galactic Observer is.”

“Eh?” said Leigh; his mind fastened hard on those amazing words. 
“Who? How did you find out? What—”



“The information,” said the woman; and it struck him suddenly that 
the stra~nge quality in her.voice was eagerness, “will be of no use to 
you. Regardless of what happens to the girl, you’re staying.”

She glanced swiftly at the man, as if seeking his sanction. “Re-
member, Jeel, you promised.”.

It was all quite senseless, so meaningless that Leigh had no sense of 
personal danger. His mind scarcely more than passed the words; his 
eyes concentrated tautly on a reality that had, until that moment, 
escaped his awareness. He said softly:

“Just now you used the phrase, ‘Regardless of what happens to the 
girl.’ When I came in, you said, ‘Tell him to go away before. he’s 
damaged.’”

Leigh smiled grimly: “I need hardly say this is a far cry from the 
threat of immediate death that hung over us a few seconds ago. And I 
have just now noticed the reason.

“A little while ago, I heard our pal, Jeel dare my little girl friend 
here to raise her gun. I notice now that she has it raised. My entrance 
did have an effect.” He addressed himself to the girl, finished swiftly:
“Shall we shoot—or withdraw?”

It was the man who answered: “I would advise withdrawal. I could 
still win, but I am not the heroic type who takes the risk of what might 
well be a close call.”

He added, in an aside to the woman: “Merla, we can always catch 
this man, Leigh, now that we know who he is.”

The girl said: “You first, Mr. Leigh.” And Leigh did not stop to 
argue.

Metal doors clanged behind him, as he charged along the tunnel. 
After a moment, he was aware of the girl running lightly beside him.

The strangely unreal, the unbelievably murderous little drama was 
over, finished as fantastically as it had begun.

Iv
Outside Constantine’s a gray light gathered around them. A twi light 

side street it was, and people hurried past them with the strange, 
anxious look of the late for supper. Night was falling.

Leigh stared at his companion; in the dimness of the deep dusk, she
seemed all boy, slightly, lithely built, striding along boldly. He laughed
a little, huskily, then more grimly:

“Just what was all that? Did we escape by the skin of our teeth? Or
did we win? What made you think you could act like God, and give
those tough eggs twelve hours to get out of the Solar System?”

The girl was silent after he had spoken. She walked just ahead of
him, head bent into the gloom. Abruptly, she turned; she said:

“I hope you will have no nonsensical idea of telling what you’ve
seen or heard.”

Leigh said: “This is the biggest story since—”
“Look”—the girl’s voice was pitying—”you’re not going to print a

word because in about ten seconds you’ll see that no one in the world
would bçlieve the first paragraph.”

In the darkness, Leigh smiled tightly: “The mechanical psychologist
will verify every syllable.”



“I came prepared for that,  too!” said the vibrant voice.  Her hand
swung up, toward his face. Too late, he jerked back.

Light flared in his eyes, a dazzling, blinding force that exploded into
his sensitive optic nerves with all the agonizing power of intolerable
brightness. Leigh cursed aloud, wildly, and snatched forward toward
his tormentor. His right hand grazed a shoulder. He lashed out violently
with his left, and tantalizingly caught only the edge of a sleeve that
instantly jerked away.

“You little devil!” he raged futilely. “You’ve blinded me.”
“You’ll be all right,” came the cool answer, “but you’ll find that the

mechanical  psychologist  will  report  anything  you say  as  the  purest
imagination. In view of your threat to publish, I had to do that. Now,
give me my gun.”

The first glimmer of sight was returning. Leigh could see her body a
dim, wavering shape in the night. In spite of the continuing pain, Leigh
smiled grimly. He said softly:

“I’ve just now remembered you said this gun didn’t shoot bullets.
Even  the  feel  of  it  suggests  that  it’ll  make  an  interesting  proof  of
anything I say. So—”

His smile faded abruptly. For the girl stepped forward. The metal
that jabbed into his ribs was so hardly thrust, it made him grunt.

“Give me that gun!”
“Like fun I will,” Leigh snapped. “You ungrateful little ruffian, how

dare you treat me so shoddily after I saved your life? I ought to knock
you one right on the jaw for—”

He stopped—stopped because with staggering suddenness the hard,
hard realization struck that she ‘meant it. This was no girl raised in a
refined school, who wouldn’t dare to shoot, but a cold-blooded young
creature, who had already proved the metalliclike fabric of which her
courage was made.

He had never had any notions about the superiority of  man over
woman; and he felt none now. Without a single word, almost hastily, he
handed the weapon over. The girl took it, and said coldly:

“You seem to be laboring under the illusion that your entry into the
spaceship  enabled  me  to  raise  my  weapon.  You’re  quite  mistaken.
What you did do was to provide me with the opportunity to let them
think  that  that  was  the  situation,  and  that  they  dominated  it.  But  I
assure you, that is the extent of your assistance, almost valueless.”

Leigh laughed out loud, a pitying, ridiculing laugh.
“In my admittedly short life,” he said laconically, “I’ve learned to

recognize  a quality  of  personality  and  magnetism in human beings.
You’ve got it, a lot of it, but not a fraction of what either of those two
had, particularly the man. He was terrible. He was absolutely the most
abnormally magnetic human being I’ve ever run across.  Lady, I can
only guess what all this is about, but I’d advise you”— Leigh paused,
then finished slashingly—’ ‘you and all the other Kluggs to stay away
from that couple.

“Personally, I’m going to get the police in on this, and there’s going 
to be a raid on Private ~. I didn’t like that odd threat that they could 
capture me any time. Why me—”

He broke off hastily: “Hey, where are you going? I want to know 



your name. I want to know what made you think you could order those 
two around. Who did you think you were?”

He said no more, his whole effort concentrated on running. He could
see her for a moment, a hazy, boyish figure against a dim corner light. 
Then she was around the corner.

His only point of contact with all this; and if she got away— 
Sweating, he rounded the corner; and at first the street seemed

dark arid empty of life. Then he saw the car.
A normal-looking, high-hooded coupe, long, low-built, that began to

move forward noiselessly and—quite normally.
It became abnormal. It lifted. Amazingly, it lifted from the ground. 

He had a swift glimpse of white rubber wheels folding out of sight. 
Streamlined, almost cigar-shaped now, the spaceship that had been a 
car darted at a steep angle into the sky.

Instantly it was gone.
Above Leigh, the gathering night towered, a strange, bright blue. In

spite of the brilliant lights of the city glaring into the sky, one or two
stars showed. He stared up at them, empty inside, thinking: “It was like
a  dream.  Those—Dreeghs—coming  out  of  space—bloodsuckers,
vampires.”

Suddenly hungry, he bought a chocolate from a sidewalk stand, and
stood munching it.

He began to feel better. He walked over to a nearby wall socket, and
plugged in his wrist radio.

“Jim,” he said. “I’ve got some stuff, not for publication, but maybe
we  can  get  some  police  action  on  it.  Then  I  want  you  to  have  a
mechanical psychologist sent to my hotel room. There must be some
memory that can be salvaged from my brain—”

He went on briskly.  His sense of inadequacy waned notably.  Re-
porter Leigh was himself again.

V

The little glistening balls of the mechanical psychologist were 
whirring faster, faster. They became a single, glowing circle in the 
darkness. And not till then did the first, delicious whiff of psycho-
gas touch his nostrils. He felt himself drifting, slipping— A voice 
began to speak in the dim distance, so far away that not

a word came through.  There was only the sound, the faint,  curious
sound, and the feeling, stronger every instant, that he would soon be
able to hear the fascinating things it seemed to be saying.

The longing to hear, to become a part of the swelling, murmuring
sound drew his whole being in little rhythmical, wavelike surges. And
still the promise of meaning was unfulfilled.

Other, private thoughts ended utterly. Only the mindless chant re-
mained, and the pleasing gas holding him so close to sleep, its flow
nevertheless so delicately adjusted that his mind hovered minute after
minute on the ultimate abyss of consciousness.

He lay, finally, still partially awake, but even the voice was merging
now  into  blackness.  It  clung  for  a  while,  a  gentle,  friendly,



melodious sound in the remote background of his brain, becoming
more remote with each passing instant. He slept, a deep, hypnotic
sleep, as the machine purred on— When Leigh opened his eyes, the
bedroom was dark except for the

floor lamp beside a corner chair. It illuminated the darkly dressed 
woman who sat there, all except her face, which was in shadow above 
the circle of light.

He must have moved, for the shadowed head suddenly looked up 
from some sheets of typewriter-size paper. The voice of Merla, the 
Dreegh, said:

“The girl did a very good job of erasing your subconscious memo-
ries. There’s only one possible clue to her identity and—”

Her words went on, but his brain jangled them to senselessness in 
that first horrible shock of recognition. It was too much, too much fear 
in too short a time. For a brief, terrible moment, he was like a child, 
and strange, cunning, intense thoughts of escape came:

If he could slide to the side of the bed, away from where she was 
sitting, and run for the bathroom door— “Surely, Mr. Leigh,” the 
woman’s voice reached toward him, “you

know better than to try anything foolish. And, surely, if I had intended 
to kill you, I would have done it much more easily while you were 
asleep.”

Leigh lay very still, gathering his mind back into his head, licking 
dry lips. Her words were utterly unreassuring. “What—do—you— 
want?” he managed finally.

“Information!” Laconically. “V/hat was that girl?”
“I don’t know.” He stared into the half gloom, where her face was. 

His eyes were more accustomed to the light now, and he could catch 
the faint, golden glint of her hair. “I thought—you knew.”

He went on more swiftly: “I thought you knew the Galactic Ob-
server; and that implied the girl could be identified any time.”

He had the impression she was smiling. She said:
“Our statement to that effect was designed to throw both you and the

girl off guard, and constituted the partial victory we snatched from 
what had become an impossible situation.”

The body sickness was still upon Leigh, but the desperate fear that
had produced it was fading before the implications of her confession of
weakness, the realization that these Dreeghs were not so superhuman
as he had thought. Relief was followed by caution. Careful, he warned
himself,  it  wouldn’t  be wise to underestimate.  But  he couldn’t  help
saying:

“So you weren’t so smart. And I’d like to point out that even your 
so-called snatching of victory from defeat was not so well done. Your 
husband’s statement that you could pick me up any time could easily 
have spoiled the picking.”

The woman’s voice was cool, faintly contemptuous. “If you knew
anything of psychology, you would realize that the vague phrasing of
the  threat  actually  lulled  you.  Certainly,  you  failed  to  take  even
minimum precautions. And the girl has definitely not made any effort
to protect you.”



The  suggestion  of  deliberately  subtle  tactics  brought  to  Leigh  a
twinge of  returning alarm.  Deep,  deep  inside him was the thought:
What ending did the Dreegh woman plan for this strange meeting?

“You realize, of course,” the Dreegh said softly, “that you will either
be  of  value  to  us  alive—or dead.  There  are  no  easy  alternatives.  I
would advise alertness and utmost sincerity in your co-operation. You
are in this affair without limit.”

So  that  was  the  plan.  A thin  bead  of  perspiration  trickled  down
Leigh’s cheek. And his fingers trembled as he reached for a cigarette
on the table beside the bed.

He was shakily lighting the cigarette when his gaze fastened on the
window. That brought a faint shock, for it was raining, a furious rain
that hammered soundlessly against the noise-proof glass.

He pictured the bleak, empty streets, their brilliance dulled by the
black, rain-filled night; and, strangely, the mind picture unnerved him.

Deserted streets—deserted Leigh. For he was deserted here; all the
friends he had, scattered over the great reaches of the earth, couldn’t
add one ounce of strength, or bring one real ray of hope to him in this
darkened room, against this woman who sat so calmly under the light,
studying him from shadowed eyes.

With a sharp effort, Leigh steadied himself. He said: “I gather that’s
my psychograph report you have in your hand. What does it say?”

“Very  disappointing.”  Her  voice  seemed  far  away.  “There’s  a
warning in it about your diet. It seems your meals are irregular.”

She was playing with him. The heavy attempt at humor made her
seem more inhuman,  not less;  for,  somehow, the words clashed un-
bearably with the reality of her; the dark immensity of space across
which she had come, the unnatural lusts that had brought her and the
man to this literally unprotected Earth.

Leigh  shivered.  Then he  thought  fiercely:  “Damn it,  I’m scaring
myself. So long as she stays in her chair, she can’t pull the vampire On
me.”

The harder thought came that it was no use being frightened. He’d 
better simply be himself, and await events. Aloud, he said:

“If there’s nothing in the psychograph, then I’m afraid I can’t help 
you. You might as well leave. Your presence isn’t making me any 
happier.”

In a dim way, he hoped she’d laugh. But she didn’t. She sat there, 
her eyes glinting dully out of the gloom. At last, she said:

“We’ll go through this report together. I think we can safely omit the
references to your health as being irrelevant. But there are a number of 
factors that I want developed. Who is Professor Ungarn?”

“A scientist.” Leigh spoke frankly. “He invented this system of 
mechanical hypnosis, and he was called in when the dead bodies were 
found because the killings seemed to have been done by perverts.”

“Have you any knowledge of his physical appearance?”
“I’ve never seen him,” Leigh said more slowly. “He never gives 

interviews, and his photograph is not available now. I’ve heard stories, 
but—”

He hesitated. It wasn’t, he thought frowning, as if he was giving 
what was not general knowledge. What was the woman getting at, 



anyway? Ungarn— “These stories,” she said, “do they give the 
impression that he’s

a man of inordinate magnetic force, but with lines of mental suffering 
etched in his face, and a sort of resignation?”

“Resignation to what?” Leigh exclaimed sharply. “I haven’t the 
faintest idea what you’re talking about. I’ve only seen photographs, 
and they show a fine, rather sensitive, tired face.”

She said: “There would be more information in any library?”
“Or in the Planetarian Service morgue,” Leigh said, and could have 

bitten off his tongue for that bit of gratuitous information.
“Morgue?” said the woman.
Leigh explained,  but  his  voice  was  trembling with self-rage.  For

seconds now the feeling had been growing on him: Was it possible this
devilish woman was on the right track? And getting damaging answers
out of him because he dared not stop and organize for lying.

Even as savage anxiety came, he had an incongruous sense of the 
unfairness of the abnormally swift way she had solved the Observer’s 
identity because, damn it, damn it, it could be Professor Ungarn.

Ungarn, the mystery scientist, great inventor in a dozen highly

complicated, widely separated fields; and there was that mysterious 
meteorite home near one of Jupiter’s moons and he had a daughter, 
named Patricia. Good heavens, Patrick—Patricia— His shaky 
stream of thoughts ended, as the woman said:
“Can you have your office send the information to your recorder 

here?”
“Y-yes!” His reluctance was so obvious that the woman bent into the

light. For a moment, her golden hair glittered; her pale-blue eyes 
glowed at him in a strangely humorless, satanic amusement.

“Ah!” she said, “you think so, too?”
She laughed, an odd, musical laugh—odd in that it was at once so

curt and so pleasant. The laugh ended abruptly, unnaturally, on a high
note.  And then—although he had not  seen her  move— there was a
metal thing in her hand, pointing at him. Her voice came at him, with a
brittle, jarring command:

“You will climb out of the bed, operate the recorder, and naturally
you will do nothing, say nothing but what is necessary.”

Leigh felt genuinely dizzy. The room swayed; and he thought sickly:
If he could only faint.

But he recognized dismally that that was beyond the power of his
tough  body.  It  was  sheer  mental  dismay  that  made  his  nerves  so
shivery. And even that faded like fog in strong sunlight, as he walked
to the recorder. For the first time in his life, he hated the resilience of
strength  that  made his  voice  steady  as  a  rock,  as,  after  setting  the
machine, he said:

“This is William Leigh. Give me all the dope you’ve got on Pro-
fessor Garret Ungarn.”

There was a pause, during which he thought hopelessly: “It wasn’t
as if he was giving information not otherwise accessible. Only—”

There was a click in the machine; then a brisk voice: “You’ve got it.
Sign the form.”

Leigh signed, and watched the signature dissolve into the machine.
It was then, as he was straightening, that the woman said:



“Shall I read it here, Jeel, or shall we take the machine along?”
That was mind-wrecking. Like a man possessed, Leigh whirled; and

then, very carefully, he sat down on the bed.
The Dreegh, Jeel, was leaning idly against the jamb of the bathroom

door, a dark, malignantly handsome man, with a faint, unpleasant smile
on  his  ups.  Behind  him—incredibly,  behind  him,  through  the  open
bathroom door was, not the gleaming bath, but

another door; and beyond that door still another door, and beyond that
— The control room of the Dreegh spaceship!
There it was, exactly as he had seen it in the solid ground under 
Constantine’s. He had the same partial view of the sumptuous cot, 
the imposing section of instrument board, the tastefully padded floor
— In his bathroom!
The insane thought came to Leigh: “Oh, yes, I keep my spaceship in

my bathroom and—” It was the Dreegh’s voice that drew his brain 
from its dizzy contemplation; the Dreegh saying:

“I think we’d better leave. I’m having difficulty holding the ship on 
the alternation of space-time planes. Bring the man and the machine 
and—”

Leigh didn’t hear the last word. He jerked his mind all the way out 
of the—bathroom. “You’re—taking—me?”

“Why, of course.” It was the woman who spoke. “You’ve been 
promised to me, and, besides, we’ll need your help in finding Ungam’s 
meteorite.”

Leigh sat very still. The unnatural thought came: He was glad that 
he had in the past proven to himself that he was not a coward.

For here was certainty of death.

He saw after a moment that the rain was still beating against the 
glass, great, sparkling drops that washed murkily down the broad 
panes. And he saw that the night was dark.

Dark  -night,  dark  rain,  dark  destiny—they  fitted  his  dark,  grim
thoughts.  With  an  effort  he  forced  his  body,  his  mind,  into  greater
stiffness. Automatically, he shifted his position, so that the weight of
muscles would draw a tight band over the hollowness that he felt in his
stomach. When at last he faced his alien captors again, Reporter Leigh
was cold with acceptance of his fate—and prepared to fight for his life.

“I can’t think of a single reason,” he said, “why I should go with
you. And if you think I’m going to  help you destroy the Observer,
you’re crazy.”

The woman said matter-of-factly: “There was a passing reference in
your psychograph to a Mrs. Henry Leigh, who lives in a village called
Relton, on the Pacific coast. We could be there in half an hour, your
mother and her home destroyed within a minute after that. Or, perhaps,
we could add her blood to our reserves.”

“She would be too old,” the man said in a chill tone. “We do not
want the blood of old people.”

It was the icy objection that brought horror to Leigh. He had a brief,
terrible picture of a silent, immensely swift ship sweeping out of the
Eastern night, over the peaceful hamlet; and then unearthly energies
would reach down in a blaze of fury.



One second of slashing fire, and the ship would sweep on over the
long, dark waters to the west.

The deadly picture faded. The woman was saying, gently:
“Jeel and I have evolved an interesting little system of interviewing

human beings of the lower order. For some reason, he frightens people
merely by his presence. Similarly, people develop an unnatural fear of
me when they see me clearly in a strong light. So we have always tried
to  arrange  our  meetings  with  human  beings  with  me  sitting  in
semidarkness and Jeel very much in the background. It has proved very
effective.”

She stood up, a tall, lithely built, shadowed figure in a rathex tight-
fitting skirt and a dark blouse. She finished: “But now, shall we go?
You bring the machine, Mr. Leigh.”

“I’ll take it,” said the Dreegh.
Leigh glanced sharply at the lean, sinewed face of the terrible man,

startled at the instant, accurate suspicion of the desperate intention that
had formed in his mind.

The Dreegh loomed over the small  machine, where it  stood on a
corner desk. “How does it work?” he asked almost mildly.

Trembling, Leigh stepped forward. There was still a chance that he
could manage this  without  additional  danger  to  anyone.  Not  that  it
would  be  more  than  a  vexation,  unless—as  their  suggestion  about
finding the Ungarn meteorite  indicated—they headed straight out to
space. Then, why,. it might actually cause real delay. He began swiftly:

“Press the key marked ‘Titles,’ and the machine will- type all the
main headings.”

“That sounds reasonable.” The long, grim-faced head nodded. The
Dreegh reached forward,  pressed  the  button.  The recorder  hummed
softly, and a section of it lit up, showing typed lines under a transparent
covering. There were several headings.

“—‘His Meteorite Home,’” the Dreegh read. “That’s what I want.
What is the next step?”

“Press the key marked ‘Subheads.’”

Leigh was suddenly shaky. He groaned inwardly.  Was it  possible
this  creature-man  was  going  to  obtain  the  information  he  wanted?
Certainly, such a tremendous intelligence would not easily be led away
from logical sequence.

He forced himself to grimness. He’d have to take a chance.
“The subhead I desire,” said the Dreegh, “is marked ‘Location.’ And

there is a number, one, in front of it. What next?”
“Press Key No.  i,”  Leigh said, “then press the key lettered ‘General

Release.’
The moment he had spoken, he grew taut. If this worked—and it

should. There was no reason why it shouldn’t.
Key No. i  would impart all the information under that heading. And

surely the man would not want more until later. After all, this was only
a test. They were in a hurry.

And later, when the Dreegh discovered that the “General Release”
key had dissolved all the other information—it would be too late.

The thought dimmed. Leigh started. The Dreegh was staring at him
with a bleak sardonicism. The man said:



“Your voice has been like an organ; each word uttered full of subtle
shadings that mean much to the sensitive ear. Accordingly”
—a steely, ferocious smile twisted that lean and deadly face—”I shall
press  Key  No.  i.  But  not  ‘General  Release.’ And  as  soon  as  I’ve
examined the little story on the recorder, I shall attend to you for that
attempted trick. The sentence is—death.”

“Jeel!”
“Dea’th!” reiterated the man flatly. And the woman was silent.

There was silence,  then, except  for  the subdued humming of  the
recorder. Leigh’s mind was almost without thought. He felt flesh-less, a
strange, disembodied soul; and only gradually did a curious realization
grow that he was waiting here on the brink of a night darker than the
black wastes of space from which these monster humans had come.

Consciousness came of kinship with the black rain that poured with
such solid,  noiseless  power against  the glinting panes.  For soon, he
would be part of the inorganic darkness—a shadowed figure sprawling
sightlessly in this dim room.

His aimless gaze returned to the recorder machine, and to the grim
man  who  stood  so  thoughtfully,  staring  down  at  the  words  it  was
unfolding.

His thought quickened. His life, that had been pressed so shockingly
out of his system by the sentence of death, quivered forth. He 
straightened, physically and mentally. And, suddenly, there was 
purpose in him.

If death was inescapable, at least he could try again, somehow, to
knock  down  that  “General  Release”  key.  He  stared  at  the  key,
measuring the distance; and the gray thought came: What incredible
irony that he should die, that he should waste his effort, to prevent
the Dreeghs from having this minute information that was available
from ten thousand sources. And yet— The purpose remained. Three
feet, he thought carefully, perhaps

four. If he should fling himself toward it, how could even a Dreegh 
prevent the dead weight of his body and his extended fingers from 
accomplishing such a simple, straightforward mission?

After all, his sudden action had once before frustrated the Dreeghs, 
permitting the Ungarn girl—in spite of her denials—to get her gun 
into position for firing. And— He grew rigid as he saw that the 
Dreegh was turning away from

the machine. The man pursed his lips, but it was the woman, Merla, 
who spoke from where she stood in the gloom:

“Well?”
The  man  frowned.  “The  exact  location  is  nowhere  on  record.

Apparently,  there  has  been  no  development  of  meteorites  in  this
system. I suspected as much. After all, space travel has only existed a
hundred  years;  and  the new planets  and the moons of  Jupiter  have
absorbed all the energies of exploring, exploiting man.”

“I could have told you that,” said Leigh.
If he could move a little to one side of the recorder, so that the 
Dreegh would have to do more than simply put his arm out— The 
man was saying: “There is, however, a reference to some man

who transports food and merchandise from the moon Europa to the 



Ungarns. We will. . . er. . . persuade this man to show us the way.”
“One of these days,” said Leigh, “you’re going to discover that all 

human beings cannot be persuaded. What pressure are you going to put
on this chap? Suppose he hasn’t got a mother.”

“He has—life!” said the woman softly.
“One look at you,” Leigh snapped, “and he’d know that he’d lose 

that, anyway.”
As he spoke, he stepped with enormous casualness to the left, one 

short step. He had a violent impulse to say something, anything to 
cover the action. But his voice had betrayed him once. And actually

it might already have done so again.  The cold face of the man was
almost too enigmatic.

“We could,” said the woman, “use William Leigh to persuade him.”

The words were softly spoken, but they shocked Leigh to his bones.
For they offered a distorted hope. And that shattered his will to action.
His purpose faded into remoteness. Almost grimly, he fought to draw
that hard determination back into his consciousness. He concentrated
his gaze on the recorder machine, but the woman was speaking again;
and his mind wouldn’t hold anything except the urgent meaning of her
words:

“He is too valuable a slave to destroy. We can always take his blood
and energy, but now we must- send him to Europa, there to find the
freighter  pilot  of  the  Ungarns,  and  actually  accompany  him to  the
Ungarn meteorite. If he could investigate the interior, our attack might
conceivably  be  simplified,  and  there  is  just  a  possibility  that  there
might be new weapons, of which we should be informed. We must not
underestimate the science of the great Galactics.

“Naturally, before we allowed Leigh his freedom, we would do a
little tampering with his mind, and so blot out from his conscious mind
all that has happened in this hotel room.

“The identification of Professor Ungarn as the Galactic Observer we
would make plausible for Leigh by a little rewriting of his psychograph
report; and tomorrow he will waken in his bed with a new purpose,
based on some simple human impulse such as love of the ‘girl.”

The very  fact  that  the  Dreegh,  Jeel,  was  allowing her  to  go  on,
brought  the  first,  faint  color  to  Leigh’s  cheeks,  a  thin  flush  at  the
enormous series of betrayals she was so passionately expecting of him.
Nevertheless, so weak was his resistance to the idea of continued life,
that he could only snap:

“If you think I’m going to fall in love with a dame who’s got twice
my I. Q., you’re—”

The woman cut him off.  “Shut up, you fool!  Can’t  you see I’ve
saved your life?”

The man was cold, ice-cold. “Yes, we shall use him, not because he
is essential, but because we have time to search for easier victories.
The first members of the Dreegh tribe will not arrive for a month and a
half, and it will take Mr. Leigh a month of that to get to the moon,
Europa, by one of Earth’s primitive passenger liners. For-

tunately, the nearest Galactic military base is well over three months
distant—by Galactic ship speeds.



“Finally”—with  a  disconcerting,  tigerish  swiftness,  the  Dreegh
whirled  full  upon  Leigh,  eyes  that  were  like  pools  of  black  fire
measured  his  own startled  stare—”finally,  as  a  notable  reminder  to
your subconscious of the error of trickery, and as complete punishment
for past and—intended—-offenses, this!

Despairingly, Leigh twisted away from the metal that glowed at him.
His  muscles  tried  horribly  to  carry  out  the  purpose  that  had  been
working  to  a  crisis  inside  him.  He  lunged  for  the  recorder—  but
something  caught  his  body.  Something—not  physical.  But  the  very
pain seemed mortal.

There was no visible flame of energy, only that glow at the metal
source. But his nerves writhed; enormous forces contorted his throat
muscles, froze the scream that quivered there, hideously.

His whole being welcomed the blackness that came mercifully to
blot out the hellish pain.

VI

On the third day, Europa began to give up some of the sky to the
vast mass of Jupiter behind it. The engines that so imperfectly trans-
formed magnetic attraction to a half-hearted repulsion functioned more
and more smoothly as the infinite complication of pull and counterpull
yielded to distance.

The old,  slow,  small  freighter  scurried  on  into  the  immense,  en-
veloping night; and the days dragged into weeks, the weeks crawled
their drab course toward the full month.

On the thirty-seventh day, the sense of slowing up was so distinct
that Leigh crept dully out of his bunk, and croaked:

“How much farther?”
He was aware of the stolid-faced space trucker grinning at him. The

man’s name was Hanardy, and he said now matter-of-factly:
“We’re just pulling in. See that spot of light over to the left? It’s

moving this way.”
He ended with a rough sympathy. “Been a tough trip, eh? Tougher’n

you figgered when you offered to write up my little route for your big
syndicate.”

Leigh scarcely heard. He was clawing at the porthole, straining to
penetrate the blackness.  At first  his eyes kept blinking on him, and
nothing came. Stars were out there, but it was long seconds

before his bleary gaze made out moving lights. He counted them with 
sluggish puzzlement:

“One, two, three—seven—” he counted. “And all traveling to-
gether.”

“What’s that?” Hanardy bent beside him. “Seven?”
There was a brief silence between them, as the lights grew visibly 

dim with distance, and winked out.
“Too bad,” Leigh ventured, “that Jupiter’s behind us. They mightn’t 

fade out like that in silhouette. Which one was Ungarn’s meteorite?”
With a shock, he grew aware that Hanardy was standing. The man’s 

heavy face was dark with frown. Hanardy said slowly:
“Those were ships. I never saw ships go so fast before. They were 



out of sight in less than a minute.”
The frown faded from his stolid face. He shrugged. “Some of those 

new police ships, I guess. And we must have seen them from a funny 
angle for them to disappear so fast.”

Leigh half sat, half knelt, frozen into immobility. And after that one 
swift glance at the pilot’s rough face, he averted his own. For a 
moment, the black fear was in him that his wild thoughts would blaze 
from his eyes.

Dreeghs! Two and a half months had wound their appallingly slow 
course since the murders. More than a month to get from Earth to 
Europa, and now this miserable, lonely journey with Hanardy, the man 
who trucked for the Ungarns.

Every day of that time, he had known with an inner certainty that
none of this incredible business had gone backward. That it could only
have  assumed  a  hidden,  more  dangerous  form.  The  one  fortunate
reality  in  the  whole  mad  affair  was  that  he  had  wakened  on  the
morning after the mechanical psychologist test from a dreamless sleep;
and there in the psychograph report was the identification of Ungarn as
the  Observer,  and  the  statement,  borne  out  by  an  all  too  familiar
emotional tension, that he was in love with the girl.

Now this! His mind flared. Dreeghs in seven ships. That meant the 
first had been reinforced by—many. And perhaps the seven were only 
a reconnaissance group, withdrawing at Hanardy’s approach.

Or perhaps those fantastic murderers had already attacked the 
Observer’s base. Perhaps the girl— He fought the desperate thought 
out of his consciousness, and

watched, frowning, as the Ungam meteorite made a dark, glinting

path in the blackness to one side. The two objects, the ship and the
bleak, rough-shaped mass of metallic stone drew together in the night,
the ship slightly behind.

A great steel door slid open in the rock. Skillfully, the ship glided
into the chasm. There was a noisy clicking. Hanardy came out of the
control room, his face dark with puzzlement.

“Those damn ships are out there again,” he said. “I’ve closed the big
steel locks, but I’d better tell the professor and—”

Crash! The world jiggled. The floor came up and hit Leigh a violent
blow. He lay there, cold in spite of the thoughts that burned at fire heat
in his mind:

For some reason, the vampires had waited until the freighter was
inside. Then instantly, ferociously, attacked.

In packs!
“Hanardy!”  A vibrant  girl’s  voice  blared  from  one  of  the  loud-

speakers.
The pilot  sat  up  shakily  on  the  floor,  where  he  had  fallen,  near

Leigh. “Yes, Miss Patricia.”
“You dared to bring a stranger with you!”
“It’s only a reporter, miss; he’s writing up my route for me.”
“You conceited fool! That’s William Leigh. He’s a hypnotized spy

of those devils who are attacking us. Bring him immediately to my
apartment. He must be killed at once.”

“Huh!” Leigh began; and then slowly he began to stiffen. For the



pilot was staring at him from narrowing eyes, all the friendliness gone
from his rough, heavy face. Finally, Leigh laughed curtly.

“Don’t  you be a fool,  too, Hanardy.  I  made the mistake once of
saving that young lady’s life, and she’s hated me ever since.”

The heavy face scowled at him. “So you knew her before, eh? You
didn’t tell me that. You’d better come along before I sock you one.”

Almost  awkwardly,  he  drew  the  gun  from  his  side  holster,  and
pointed its ugly snout at Leigh.

“Get along!” he said.

Hanardy  reached  toward  a  tiny  arrangement  of  lights  beside  the
paneled  door  of  Patricia  Ungarn’s  apartment—and  Leigh  gave  one
leap, one blow. He caught the short, heavy body as it fell, grabbed at
the sagging gun, lowered the dead weight to the floor of the corridor;
and  then,  for  a  grim,  tense  moment,  he  stood like  a  great  animal,
straining for sound.

Silence! He studied the bland panels of the doorway to the apart-

ment, as if by sheer, savage intenthess he would penetrate their golden,
beautiful grained opaqueness.

It was the silence that struck him again after a moment, the empti-
ness  of  the  long,  tunnellike  corridors.  He  thought,  amazed:  Was  it
possible father and daughter actually lived here without companions or
servants or any human association? And that they had some idea that
they could withstand the attack of the mighty and terrible Dreeghs?

They had a lot of stuff here, of course: Earthlike gravity and— and,
by Heaven, he’d better get going before the girl acquired impatience
and came out with one of her fancy weapons. What he must do was
quite simple, unconnected with any nonsense of spying, hypnotic or
otherwise.

He must find the combination automobile-spaceship in which
—Mr.  Patrick—had  escaped  him  that  night  after  they  left  Con-
stantine’s. And with that tiny ship, he must try to slip out of Ungam’s
meteorite, sneak through the Dreegh line, and so head back for Earth.

What a fool he had been, a mediocre human being, mixing in such
fast, brainy company. The world was full of more normal, thoroughly
dumb girls. Why in hell wasn’t he safely married to one of them and—
and damn it, it was time he got busy.

He began laboriously to drag Hanardy along the smooth flooring.
Halfway to the nearest corner, the man stirred. Instantly, quite coolly,
Leigh struck him with the revolver butt, hard. This was not time for
squeamishness.

The pilot dropped; and the rest was simple. He deserted the body as
soon as he had pulled it out of sight behind the corner, and raced along
the hallway, trying doors. The -first four wouldn’t open. At the fifth, he
pulled up in a dark consideration.

It was impossible that the whole place was locked up. Two people in
an  isolated  meteorite  wouldn’t  go  around  perpetually  locking  and
unlocking doors. There must be a trick catch.

There was. The fifth door yielded to a simple pressure on a tiny,
half-hidden push button, that had seemed an integral part of the design
of the latch. He stepped through the entrance, then started back in brief,
terrible shock.



The room had no ceiling. Above him was—space. An ice-cold blast
of air swept at him.

He  had  a  flashing  glimpse  of  gigantic  machines  in  the  room,
machines that dimly resembled the ultramodern astronomical observa

tory on the moon that he had visited on opening day two days before.
That one, swift look was all Leigh allowed himself. Then he stepped
back  into  the  hallway.  The  door  of  the  observatory  closed
automatically in his face.

He stood there, chagrined. Silly fool! The very fact that cold air had
blown at him showed that the open effect of the ceiling was only an
illusion of invisible glass. Good Lord, in that room might be wizard
telescopes that conid see to the stars. Or—an ugly thrill raced along his
spine—he might have seen the Dreeghs attacking.

He shook out of his system the brief, abnormal desire to look again.
This was no time for distractions. For, by now, the girl must know that
something was wrong.

At  top speed,  Leigh  ran to  the sixth door.  It  opened into a  little
cubbyhole. A blank moment passed before he recognized what it was.

An elevator!
He scrambled in. The farther he got away from the residential floor,

the less the likelihood of quick discovery.
He  turned  to  close  the  door,  and  saw that  it  was  shutting  auto-

matically. It clicked softly; the elevator immediately began to go up.
Piercingly sharp doubt came to Leigh.  The machine was apparently
geared to go to some definite point. And that could be very bad.

His eyes searched hastily for controls. But nothing was visible. Gun
poised, he stood grim and alert, as the elevator stopped. The door slid
open.

Leigh stared. There was no room. The door opened—onto black-
ness.

Not  the  blackness  of  space  with  its  stars.  Or  a  dark  room,  half
revealed by the light from the elevator. But—blackness!

Impenetrable.
Leigh put a tentative hand forward, half expecting to feel a solid

object. But as his hand entered the black area, it vanished. He jerked it
back, and stared at it, dismayed. It shone with a light of its own, all the
bones plainly visible.

Swiftly, the light faded, the skin became opaque, but his whole arm
pulsed with a pattern of pain.

The stark, terrible thought came that this could be a death chamber.
After all, the elevator had deliberately brought him here; it might not
have been automatic. Outside forces could have directed
it. True, he had stepped in of his own free will, but— Fool, fool!

He laughed bitterly, braced himself—and then it happened.
There was a flash out of the blackness. Something that sparkled 
vividly, something material that blazed a brilliant path to his fore-
head—and drew itself inside his head. And then— He was no longer
in the elevator. On either side of him stretched

a long corridor. The stocky Hanardy was just reaching for some tiny
lights beside the door of Patricia Ungarn’s apartment.



The man’s fingers touched one of the lights. It dimmed. Softly, the
door  opened.  A  young  woman  with  proud,  insolent  eyes  and  a
queenlike bearing stood there.

“Father wants you down on Level 4,” she said to Hanardy. “One of
the energy screens has gone down; and he needs some machine work
before he can put up another.”

She turned to Leigh; her voice took on metallic overtones as she
said: “Mr. Leigh, you can come in!”

The crazy part of it was that he walked in with scarcely a physical
tremor. A cool breeze caressed his cheeks; and there was the liltingly
sweet sound of birds singing in the distance. Leigh stood stockstill for
a moment after he had entered, dazed partly by the wonders  of the
room and the unbelievable sunlit garden beyond the French windows,
partly by—what?

What had happened to him?
Gingerly, he put his hands to his head, and felt his forehead, then his

whole head. But nothing was wrong, not a contusion, not a pain. He
grew aware of the girl staring at him, and realization came th~rt his
actions must seem unutterably queer.

“What is the matter with you?” the girl asked.
Leigh  looked  at  her  with  abrupt,  grim  suspicion.  He  snapped

harshly: “Don’t pull that innocent stuff. I’ve been up in the blackness
room, and all I’ve got to say is, if you’re going to kill me, don’t skulk
behind artificial night and other trickery.”

The girl’s eyes, he saw, were narrowed, unpleasantly cold. “I don’t
know what you’re trying to pretend,” she said icily. “I assure you it
will not postpone the death we have to deal you.”

She hesitated, then finished sharply: “The what room?”
Leigh explained grimly, puzzled by her puzzlement, then annoyed

by the contemptuous smile that grew into her face. She cut him off
curtly:

“I’ve never heard  a less  balanced story.  If  your intention was to
astound me and delay your death with that improbable tale, it has

failed. You must be mad. You didn’t knock out Hanardy, because when 
I opened the door, Hanardy was there, and I sent him down to father.”

“See here!” Leigh began. He stopped wildly. By Heaven, Hanardy 
had been there as she opened the door!

And yet earlier— WHEN?
Doggedly, Leigh pushed the thought on: Earlier, he had attacked 
Hanardy. And then he—Leigh—had gone up in an elevator; and 
then, somehow, back and— Shakily, he felt his head again. And it 
was absolutely normal. Only,

he thought, there was something inside it that sparkled. Something— 
With a start, he grew aware that the girl was quite deliberately

drawing a gun from a pocket of her simple white dress. He stared at the
weapon,  and  before  its  gleaming menace,  his  thoughts  faded,  all
except the deadly consciousness that what he had said had delayed
her several -minutes now. It was the only thing that could delay her
further until, somehow— The vague hope wouldn’t finish. Urgently,
he said:
“I’m going to assume you’re genuinely puzzled by my words. Let’s



begin at the beginning. There is such a room, is there not?”
“Please,” said the girl wearily, “let us not have any of your logic.

My I.  Q. is  243,  yours is  112.  So I assure you I am quite capable of
reasoning from any beginning you can think of.”

She went on, her low voice as curt as the sound of struck steel:
“There is no ‘blackness’ room, as you call it, no sparkling thing that

crawls inside a human head. There is but one fact: The Dreeghs in
their visit to your hotel room, hypnotized you; and this curious mind
illusion can only be a result of that hypnotism—don’t argue with me
— With a savage gesture of her gun, she cut off his attempt to speak.

“There’s no time. For some reason, the Dreeghs did something to you.
Why? What did you see in those rooms?”

Even as he explained and described, Leigh was thinking chilly:
He’d have to catch hold of himself, get a plan, however risky, and

carry it  through. The purpose was tight  and cold in his mind as he
obeyed her motion, and went ahead of her  into the corridor.  It  was
there, an icy determination, as he counted the doors from the corner
where he had left the unconscious Hanardy.

“One, two, three, four, five. This door!” he said. “Open it!” the girl 
gestured.
He did so; and his lower jaw sagged. He was staring into a fine, 
cozy room filled with shelf on shelf of beautifully bound books. 
There were comfortable chairs, a magnificent rag rug and— It was 
the girl who closed the door firmly and—he trembled with

the tremendousness of the opportunity—she walked ahead of him to 
the sixth door.

“And this is your elevator?”
Leigh nodded mutely; and because his whole body was shaking, he 

was only dimly surprised that there was no elevator, but a long, empty, 
silent corridor.

The girl was standing with her back partly to him; and if he hit her, 
it would knock her hard against the door jamb and— The sheer 
brutality of the thought was what stopped him, held

him for the barest second—as the girl whirled, and looked straight into 
his eyes.

Her gun was up, pointing steadily. “Not that way,” she said quietly. 
“For a moment I was wishing you would have the nerve to try it. But, 
after all, that would be the weak way for me.”

Her eyes glowed with a fierce pride~ “After all, I’ve killed before 
through necessity, and hated it. You can see yourself that, because of 
what the Dreeghs have done to you, it is necessary. So-”

Her voice took on a whiplash quality. “So back to my rooms. I have 
a space lock there to get rid of your body. Get going!”

It was-the emptiness, the silence except for the faint click of their
shoes that caught at Leigh’s nerves, as he walked hopelessly baclc to
the apartment.  This  meteorite  hurtling darkly through the  remote
wastes of the Solar System, pursued and attacked by deadly ships
from the fixed stars, and himself inside it, under sentence of death,
the executioner to be a girl— And that was the devastating part. He
couldn’t begin to argue with



this damnable young woman, for every word would sound like plead-
ing. The very thought of mentally getting down on his knees to any 
woman was paralyzing.

The singing of the birds, as he entered the apartment, perked him 
violently out of his black passion. Abruptly marveling, he walked to 
the stately French windows, and stared at the glorious summery 
garden.

At least two acres of green wonder spread before him, a blaze of

flowers, trees where gorgeously colored birds fluttered and trilled, a 
wide, deep pool of green, green water, and over all, the glory of 
brilliant sunshine.

It was the sunshine that held Leigh finally; and he stood almost 
breathless for a long minute before it seemed that he had the solution. 
He said in a hushed voice, without turning:

“The roof—is an arrangement-of magnifying glass. It makes the Sun
as big as on Earth. Is that the—”

“You’d better turn around,” came the hostile, vibrant voice from 
behind him. “I don’t shoot people in the back. And I want to get this 
over with.”

It was the moralistic smugness of her words that shook every muscle
in Leigh’s body. He whirled, and raged:

“You damned little Klugg. You can’t shoot me in the back, eh? Oh, 
no! And you couldn’t possibly shoot me while I was attacking you 
because that would be the weak way. It’s all got to be made right with 
your conscience.”

He stopped so short that, if he had been running instead of talking, 
he would have stumbled. Figuratively, almost literally, he saw Patricia 
Ungarn for the first time since his arrival. His mind had been so 
concentrated, so absorbed by deadly things that—

—For the first time as a woman.
Leigh drew a long breath. Dressed as a man, she had been darkly 

handsome in an extremely youthful fashion. Now she wore a simple, 
snow-white sports dress. It was scarcely more than a tunic, and came 
well above her knees.

Her hair shone with a brilliant brownness, and cascaded down to her
shoulders. Her bare arms and legs gleamed a deep, healthy tan. 
Sandals pure white graced her feet. Her face— The impression of 
extraordinary beauty yielded to the amazing fact

that her perfect cheeks were flushing vividly. The girl snapped:
“Don’t you dare use that word to me.”
She must have been utterly beside herself. Her fury was such an 

enormous fact that Leigh gasped; and he couldn’t have stopped himself
from saying what he did, if the salvation of his soul had depended on 
it.

“Klugg!” he said, “Klugg, Klugg, Klugg! So you realize now that
the Dreeghs had you down pat, that all your mighty pretensions was
simply your Klugg mind demanding pretentious compensation for a
dreary, lonely life. You had to think you were somebody, and yet all the
time you must have known they’d only ship the tenth-

raters  to  these  remote  posts.  Klugg,  not  even  Lennel;  the  Dreegh
woman wouldn’t even grant you Lennel status, whatever that is. And



she’d know. Because if you’re I. Q. 243, the Dreeghs were 400. You’ve
realized that, too, haven’t you?”

“Shut up! Or I’ll  kill  you by inches!” said Patrician Ungarn; and
Leigh  was  amazed  to  see  that  she  was  as  white  as  a  sheet.  The
astounded realization came that he had struck, not only the emotional
Achilles heel of this strange and terrible young woman, but the very
vital roots of her mental existence.

“So,” he said deliberately, “the high morality is growing dim. Now
you can torture me to death without a qualm. And to think that I came
here to ask you to marry me because I thought a Klugg and a human
being might get along.”

“You what?” said the girl. Then she sneered. “So that was the form
of their hypnotism. They would use some simple impulse for a simple
human mind.

“But now I think we’ve had just about enough. I know just the type
of thoughts that come to a male human in love; and even the realization
that you’re not responsible makes the very idea none the less bearable.
I feel sickened, utterly insulted. Know, please, that my future husband
is arriving with the reinforcements three weeks from now. He will be
trained to take over father’s work—”

“Another Klugg!” said Leigh, and the girl turned shades whiter.

Leigh stood utterly thunderstruck. In all his life, he had never gotten
anybody going the way he had this young girl. The intellectual mask
was off, and underneath was a seething mass of emotions bitter beyond
the power of words to express. Here was evidence of a life so lonely
that it strained his imagination. Her every word showed an incredible
pent-up masochism as well as sadism, for she was torturing herself as
well as him.

And he couldn’t stop now to feel sorry for her. His life was at stake,
and  only  more  words  could  postpone  death-or  bring  the  swift  and
bearable surcease of a gun fired in sudden passion. He hammered on
grimly:

“I’d like to ask one question. How did you find out my I.  Q. was
112?  What special interest made you inquire about that? Is it possible
that, all by yourself here, you, too, had a special type of thought, and
that, though your intellect rejected the very idea of such lowly love, its
existence is the mainspring behind your fantastic determination to kill,
rather than cure me? I—”

“That will do,” interrupted Patricia Ungarn.
It required one lengthy moment for Leigh to realize that in those few

short seconds she had pulled herself completely together.
He stared in gathering alarm, as her gun motioned toward a door he

had not seen before. -

She said curtly:
“I suppose there is a solution other than death. That is, immediate

death.  And  I  have  decided  to  accept  the  resultant  loss  of  my
spaceship.”

She nodded at  the door: “It’s there in the air lock. It  works very
simply. The steering wheel pulls up or down or sideways, and that’s the
way the ship will go. Just step on the accelerator, and the machine will
go forward. The decelerator is the left pedal. The automobile wheels



fold in automatically as soon as they lift from the floor. -

“Now,  get  going.  I  need  hardly  tell  you  that  the  Dreeghs  will
probably catch you. But you can’t stay here. That’s obvious.”

“Thanks!”  That  was  all  Leigh  allowed  himself  to  say.  He  had
exploded an emotional powder keg, and he dared not tamper even a
single word further.  There was a tremendous psychological  mystery
here, but it was not for him to solve.

Suddenly shaky from realization of what was still ahead of him, he 
walked gingerly toward the air lock. And then— It happened!
He had a sense of unutterable nausea. There was a wild swaying 
through blackness and— He was standing at the paneled doorway 
leading from the corridor

to Patricia Ungarn’s apartment. Beside him stood Hanardy. The door
opened.  The young woman who stood there  said  strangely  familiar
words  to  Hanardy,  about  going  down to  the  fourth  level  to  fix  an
energy  screen.  Then  she  turned  to  Leigh,  and  in  a  voice  hard  and
metallic said:

“Mr. Leigh, you can come in.”

VII

The crazy part of it was that he walked in with scarcely a physical
tremor. A cool breeze caressed his cheeks; and there was the liltingly
sweet sound of birds singing in the distance. Leigh stood stoekstill

for a moment after he had entered; by sheer will power he emptied the
terrible daze out of his mind, and bent, mentally, into the cyclone path
of  complete  memory.  Everything  was  there  suddenly,  the  way  the
Dreeghs had come to -his hotel apartment and ruthlessly forced him to
their will, the way the “blackness” room had affected him, and how the
girl had spared his life.

For some reason, the whole scene with the girl had been unsatis-
factory to—Jeel; and it was now, fantastically, to be repeated.

That thought ended. The entire, tremendous reality of what had 
happened yielded to a vastly greater fact:

There was—something—inside his head, a distinctly physical some-
thing; and in a queer, horrible, inexperienced way, his mind was 
instinctively fighting—it. The result was ghastly confusion. Which hurt
him, not the thing.

Whatever it was, rested inside his head, unaffected by his brain’s 
feverish contortions, cold, aloof, watching.

Watching.
Madly, then, he realized what it was. Another mind. Leigh shrank 

from the thought as from the purest destroying fire. He tensed his 
brain. For a moment the frenzy of his horror was so great that his face 
twisted with the anguish of his efforts. And everything blurred.

Exhausted finally, he simply stood there. And the thing-mind was 
still inside his head.

Untouched.
What had happened to him?
Shakily, Leigh put his hands up to his forehead; then he felt his 



whole head; there was a vague idea in him that if he pressed— He 
jerked his hands down with an unspoken - curse. Damnation

on damnation, he was even repeating the actions of this scene. He grew
aware of the girl staring at him. He heard her say:

“What is the matter with you?”
It was the sound of the words, exactly the same words, that did it. 

He smiled wryly. His mind drew back from the abyss, where it had 
teetered.

He was sane again.
Gloomy recognition came then that his brain was still a long way 
down; sane yes, but dispirited. It was only too obvious that the girl 
had no memory of the.~ previous scene, or she wouldn’t be par-
roting. She’d— That thought stopped, too. Because a strange thing 
was happening.

The mind inside him stirred, and looked through his—Leigh’s— eyes. 
Looked intently.

Intently.

The room and the girl in it changed, not physically, but subjectively, 
in what he saw, in the—details.

Details burned at him; furniture and design that a moment before 
had seemed a flowing, artistic whole, abruptly showed flaws, hideous 
errors in taste and arrangement and structure.

His gaze flashed out to the garden, and in instants tore it to mental 
shreds. Never in all his existence had he seen or felt criticism on 
such a high, devastating scale. Only— Only it wasn’t criticism. 
Actually. The mind was indifferent. It

saw things. Automatically, it saw some of the possibilities; and by 
comparison the reality suffered.

It was not a matter of anything being hopelessly bad. The wrongness
was frequently a subtle thing. Birds not suited, for a dozen reasons, to 
their environment. Shrubs that added infinitesimal discord not harmony
to the superb garden.

The mind flashed back from the- garden; and this time, for the first 
time, studied the girl.

On all Earth, no woman had ever been so piercingly examined. The 
structure of her body and her face, to Leigh so finely, proudly shaped, 
so gloriously patrician—found low grade now.

An excellent example of low-grade development in isolation.
That was the thought, not contemptuous, not derogatory, simply an 

impression by an appallingly direct mind that saw-overtones, realities 
behind realities, a thousand facts where one showed.

There followed crystal-clear awareness of the girl’s psychology, ob-
jective admiration for the system of isolated upbringing that made 
Klugg girls such fine breeders; and then— Purpose!
Instantly carried out. Leigh took three swift steps toward the girl. He

was aware of her snatching at the gun in her pocket, and there was the 
sheerest startled amazement on her face. Then he had her.

Her muscles writhed like steel springs. But they were hopeless 
against his superstrength, his superspeed. He tied her with some wire 
he had noticed in a half-opened clothes closet.

Then he stepped back, and to Leigh came the shocked personal 



thought of the incredible thing that had happened, comprehension

that all this, which seemed so normal, was actually so devastatingly
superhuman,  so swift  that—seconds only had passed since he came
into the room.

Private thought ended. He grew aware of the mind, contemplating
what it had done, and what it must do before the meteorite would be
completely under control.

Vampire victory was n-ear.

There was a phase of walking along empty corridors, down several
flights  of  stairs.  The  vague,  dull  thought  came  to  Leigh,  his  own
personal  thought,  that  the  Dreegh  seemed  to  know  completely  the
interior of the meteorite.

Somehow, during the periods of—transition, of time manipulation,
the creature-mind must have used his, Leigh’s, body to explore the vast
tomb of a place thoroughly. And now, with utter simplicity of purpose
—he was heading for the machine shops on the fourth level,  where
Professor  Ungarn  and  Hanardy  labored  to  put  up  another  energy
defense screen.

He found Hanardy alone, working at a lathe that throbbed—and the
sound made it easy to sneak up— -

The professor was in a vast room, where great engines hummed a
strange, deep tune of titanic power. He was a tall man, and his back
was turned to the door as Leigh entered.

But he was immeasurably quicker than Hanardy, quicker even than
the girl. He sensed danger. He whirled with a catlike agility. Literally.
And succumbed instantly to muscles that  could have torn him limb
from limb. It was during the binding of the man’s hands that Leigh had
time for an impression.

In the photographs that Leigh had seen, as he had told the Dreegh,
Merla,  in  the  hotel,  the  professor’s  face  had  been  sensitive,  tired-
looking, withal noble. He was more than that, tremendously more.

The  man  radiated  power,  as  no  photograph  could  show it,  good
power in contrast to the savage, malignant, immensely greater power
of the Dreegh.

The sense of power faded before the aura of—weariness. Cosmic
weariness. It was a lined, an amazingly lined face. In a flash, Leigh
remembered what the Dreegh woman had said; and it was all there:
deep-graven lines of tragedy and untold mental  suffering, interlaced
with a curious peacefulness, like—resignation.

On that night months ago, he had asked the Dreegh woman:

Resignation to what? And now, here in this tortured, kindly face was 
the answer:

Resignation to hell.
Queerly, an unexpected second answer trickled in his mind:

Morons; they’re Galactic morons. Kluggs.
The thought seemed to have no source; but it gathered with all the

fury  of  a  storm.  Professor  Ungarn  and  his  daughter  were  Kluggs,
morons  in  the  incredible  Galactic  sense.  No  wonder  the  girl  had
reacted like a crazy person. Obviously born here, she must have only
guessed the truth in the last two months.



The I. Q. of human morons wavered between seventy-five and 
ninety, of Kluggs possibly between two hundred and twenty-five and, 
say, two hundred and forty-three.

Two hundred and forty-three. What kind of civilization was this 
Galactic—if Dreeghs were four hundred and— Somebody, of 
course, had to do the dreary, routine work of

civilization; and Kluggs and Lennels and their kind were obviously 

elected. No wonder they looked like morons with that weight of 

inferiority to influence their very nerve and muscle structure. No 

wonder whole planets were kept in ignorance— Leigh left the 

professor tied hand and foot, and began to turn off
power switches. Some of the great motors were slowing noticeably as 
he went out of that mighty engine room; the potent hum of power 
dimmed.

Back in the girl’s room, he entered the air lock, climbed into the 
small automobile spaceship—and launched into the night.

Instantly, the gleaming mass of meteorite receded into the darkness 
behind him. Instantly, magnetic force rays caught his tiny craft, and 
drew it remorselessly toward the hundred and fifty foot, cigar-shaped 
machine that flashed out of the darkness.

He felt the spy rays; and he must have been recognized. For another 
ship flashed up to claim him.

Air locks opened noiselessly—and shut. Sickly, Leigh stared at the 
two Dreeghs, the tall man and the tall woman; and, as from a great 
distance, heard himself explaining what he had done.

Dimly, hopelessly, he wondered why he should have to explain. 
Then he heard Jeel say:

“Merla, this is the most astoundingly successful case of hypnotism 
in our existence. He’s done—everything. Even the tiniest thoughts we 
put into his mind have been carried out to the letter. And the

proof is, the screens are going down. With the control of this station,
we can hold out even after the Galactic warships arrive— and fill our
tankers and our energy reservoirs for ten thousand years. Do you hear,
ten thousand years?”

His excitement died. He smiled with sudden, dry understanding as
he looked at the woman. Then he said laconically:

“My dear, the reward is all yours. We could have broken down those
screens  in  another  twelve  hours,  but  it  would  have  meant  the
destruction of the meteorite. This victory is so much greater. Take your
reporter. Satisfy your craving—while the rest  -  of us prepare for the
occupation. Meanwhile, I’ll tie him up for you.”

Leigh thought, a cold, remote thought: The kiss of death— He 

shivered in sudden, appalled realization of what he had done— He 

lay on the couch, where Jeel had tied him. He was surprised,



after a moment, to notice that, though the mind had withdrawn into the 
background of his brain—it was still there, cold, steely, abnormally 
conscious.

The wonder came: what possible satisfaction could Jeel obtain from 
experiencing the mortal thrill of death with him? These people were 
utterly abnormal, of course, but— The wonder died like dry grass 
under a heat ray, as the woman

came into the room, and glided toward him. She smiled; she sat down
on the edge of the couch.

“So here you are,” she said.
She was, Leigh thought, like a tigress. There was purpose in every

cunning  muscle  of  her  long  body.  In  surprise  he  saw that  she  had
changed her dress. She wore a sleek, flimsy, sheeny, tight-fitting gown
that set off in startling fashion her golden hair and starkly white face.
Utterly fascinated, he watched her. Almost automatically, he said:

“Yes, I’m here.”
Silly words. But he didn’t feel silly. Tenseness came the moment he

had spoken. It was her eyes that did it. For the first time since he had
first seen her, her eyes struck him like a blow. Blue eyes, and steady.
So steady. Not the steady frankness of honesty. But steady— like dead
eyes.

A chill grew on Leigh, a special, extra chill, adding to the ice that
was already there inside him; and the unholy thought came that this
was a dead woman—artificially  kept  alive by the blood and life  of
dead men and women.

She smiled, but the bleakness remained in those cold fish eyes. No
smile,  no  warmth  could  ever  bring  light  to  that  chill,  beautiful
countenance. But she smiled the form of a smile, and she said:

“We Dreeghs live a  hard, lonely life.  So lonely that  sometimes I
cannot help thinking our struggle to remain alive is a blind, mad thing.
We’re what we are through no fault of our own. It happened during an
interstellar flight that took place a million years ago—”

She stopped, almost hopelessly. “It seems longer. It must be longer.
I’ve really lost track.”

She went  on,  suddenly grim,  as  if  the  memory,  the  very  telling,
brought a return of horror:  “We were among several  thousand holi-
dayers who were caught in the gravitational pull of a sun, afterward
called the Dreegh sun.

“Its rays, immensely dangerous to human life, infected us all. It was
discovered that only continuous blood transfusions, and the life force
of  other  human  beings,  could  save  us.  For  a  while  we  received
donations; then the government decided to have us destroyed as hope-
less incurables.

“We were  all  young,  terribly  young and in  love  with  life;  some
hundreds  of  us  had  been  expecting  the  sentence,  and  we  still  had
friends in the beginning. We escaped, and we’ve been fighting ever
since to stay alive”

And still he could feel no sympathy. It was odd, for all the thoughts
she undoubtedly wanted him to have, came. Picture of a bleak, endless
existence in  spaceships,  staring out  into the perpetual  night;  all  life
circumscribed by the tireless, abnormal needs of bodies gone mad from



ravenous disease.
It was all there, all the emotional pictures. But no emotions came.

She was too cold; the years and the devil’s hunt had stamped her soul
and her eyes and her face.

And  besides,  her  body  seemed  tenser  now,  leaning  toward  him,
bending forward closer, closer, till he could hear her slow, measured
breathing. Even her eyes suddenly held the vaguest inner light—her
whole being quivered with the chill tensity of her purpose; when she
spoke, she almost breathed the words:

“I want you to kiss me, and don’t be afraid. I shall keep you alive for
days,  but  I  must have response,  not  passivity.  You’re a  bachelor,  at
least thirty. You won’t have any more morals about the matter than I.
But you must let your whole body yield.”

He didn’t believe it. Her face hovered six inches above his; and

there was such a ferocity of suppressed eagerness in her that it could
only mean death.

Her lips were pursed, as if to suck, and they quivered with a strange,
tense, trembling desire, utterly unnatural, almost obscene. Her nostrils
dilated  at  every  breath—and no  normal  woman who had  kissed  as
often as she must have in all her years could feel like that, if that was
all she expected to get.

“Quick!” she said breathlessly. “Yield, yield!”
Leigh scarcely heard; for that other mind that had been lingering in

his brain, surged forward in its incredible way. He heard himself say: -

“I’ll trust your promise because I can’t resist such an appeal. You
can kiss your head off. I guess I can stand it—”

There was a blue flash, an agonizing burning sensation that spread
in a flash to every nerve of his body.

The anguish became a series of tiny pains, like small needles pierc-
ing a thousand bits of his flesh. Tingling, writhing a little, amazed that
he was still alive, Leigh opened his eyes.

He felt a wave of purely personal surprise.
The woman lay slumped, lips half twisted off of his, body collapsed

hard  across  his  chest.  And  the  mind,  that  blazing  mind  was  there,
watching—as  the  tall  figure  of  the  Dreegh  man  sauntered  into  the
room, stiffened, and then darted forward.

He jerked her limp form into his arms. There was the same kind of
blue flash as their lips met, from the man to the woman. She stirred
fir~ally, moaning. He shook her brutally.

“You wretched fool!” he raged. “How did you let a thing like that
happen? You would have been dead in another minute, if I hadn’t come
along.”

“I—don’t—know.” Her voice was thin and old. She sank down to
the floor at his feet, and slumped there like a tired old woman. Her
blond hair straggled, and looked curiously faded. “I don’t know, Jeel. I
tried to get his life force, and he got mine instead. He—”

She  stopped.  Her  blue  eyes  widened.  She  staggered  to  her  feet.
“Jeel, he must be a spy. No human being could do a thing like that to
me.

“Jeel”—there was sudden terror in her voice—”Jeel, get out of this
room. Don’t you realize? He’s got my energy in him. He’s lying there



now, and whatever has control of him has my energy to work with—”
“All right, all right.” He patted her fingers. “I assure you he’s only

a human being. And he’s got your energy. You made a mistake, and the
flow went the wrong way. But it would take much -more than that for
anyone to use a human body successfully against us. So-”

“You don’t understand!”
Her voice shook. “Jeel, I’ve been cheating. I don’t know what got

into me, but I couldn’t get enough life force. Every time I was able,
during the four times we stayed on Earth, I sneaked out.

“I caught men on the street. I don’t know exactly how many because
I dissolved their bodies after I was through with them. But there were
dozens. And he’s got all the energy I collected, enough for scores of
years, enough - for—don’t you see?—enpugh for them.”

“My dear!” The Dreegh shook her violently, as a doctor would an
hysterical woman. “For a million years, the great ones of Galactic have
ignored us and—”

He paused. A black frown twisted his long face. He whirled like the
tiger man he was, snatching at his gun—as Leigh stood up.

The man Leigh was no longer surprised at—anything. At the way
the hard cords fell  rotted  from his  wrists  and legs.  At  the  way the
Dreegh froze rigid after one look into his eyes. For the first shock of
the tremendous, the almost cataclysmic, truth was already in him.

“There is only one difference,” said Leigh in a voice so vibrant that
the top of his head shivered from the unaccustomed violence of sound.
“This  time  there  are  two  hundred  and  twenty-seven  Dreegh  ships
gathered in  one concentrated  area.  The rest—and our records show
only a dozen others—we can safely leave to our police patrols.”

The Great Galactic, who had been William Leigh, smiled darkly and
walked toward his captives. “It has been a most interesting experiment
in  deliberate  splitting  of  personality.  Three  years  ago,  our  time
manipulators showed this opportunity of destroying the Dreeghs, who
hitherto had escaped by reason of the vastness of our galaxy.

“And so I came to Earth, and here built up the character of William
Leigh, reporter, complete with family and past history. It was necessary
to withdraw into a special compartment of the brain some nine-tenths
of my mind, and to drain completely an equal percentage of life energy.

“That was the difficulty.  How to replace that  energy in sufficient
degree  at  the  proper  time,  without  playing  the  role  of  vampire.  I
constructed a number of energy caches, but naturally at no time had

we been able to see all the future. We could not see the details of what
was to transpire aboard this ship, or in my hotel room that night you
came, or under Constantine’s restaurant.

“Besides, if I had- possessed full energy as I approached this ship, -

your spy ray would have registered it; and you would instantly have
destroyed my small automobile-spaceship.

“My first necessity, accordingly, was to come to the meteorite, and
obtain an initial  control  over my own body through the medium of
what my Earth personality called the ‘blackness’ room.

“That  Earth  personality  offered  unexpected  difficulties.  In  three
years  it  had  gathered momentum as  a  personality,  and  that  impetus



made it necessary to repeat a scene with Patricia Ungarn, and to appear
directly as another conscious mind, in order to convince Leigh that he
must yield. The rest of course was a matter of gaining additional life
energy  after  boarding  your  ship,  which”—he bowed  slightly  at  the
muscularly congealed body of the woman—”which she supplied me.

“I have explained all this because of the fact that a mind will aceept
complete control only  -  if full understanding of—defeat—is present. I
must finally inform you, therefore, that you are to remain alive for the
next  few  days,  during  which  time  you  will  assist  me  in  making
personal contact with your friends.”

He made a gesture of dismissal: “Return to your normal existence. I
have still to co-ordinate my two personalities completely, and that does
not require your presence.”

The Dreeghs went out blank.eyed, almost briskly; and the two minds
in-one body were—alone!

For Leigh, the Leigh of Earth, the first desperate shock was past.
The room was curiously dim, as if he was staring out through eyes that
were no longer—his!

He thought, with a horrible effort at- self-control: “I’ve got to fight.
Some thing is trying to possess my body. All the rest is lie.”

A soothing, mind-pulsation stole into the shadowed chamber where
his—self—was cornered:

“No lie, but wondrous truth. You have not seen what the Dreeghs
saw and felt, for you are inside this body, and know not that it  has
come marvelously  alive,  unlike  anything that  your petty  dreams on
Earth could begin to conceive. You must accept your high destiny, else
the sight of your own body will be a terrible thing to you. Be calm, be
braver than you’ve ever been, and pain will turn to joy.”

Calm came out. His mind quivered in its dark corner, abnormally
conscious of strange and unnatural pressures that pushed in at it like
winds out of unearthly night. For a moment of terrible fear, it funked
that pressing night, then forced back to sanity, and had another thought
of its own, a grimly cunning thought:

The devilish  interloper  was  arguing.  Could  that  mean—his  mind
rocked  with  hope—that  co-ordination  was  impossible  without  his
yielding to clever persuasion?

Never would he yield.
“Think,” whispered  the  alien mind,  “think of  being one valuable

facet  of a mind with an I.  Q.  twelve hundred, think of yourself as
having  played  a  role;  and  now  you  are  returning  to  normalcy,  a
normalcy  of  unlimited  power.  You  have  been  an  actor  completely
absorbed  in  your  role,  but  the  play  is  over;  you  are  alone  in  your
dressing room removing the grease paint;  your mood of the play is
fading, fading, fading—”

“Go to hell!” said William Leigh, loudly. “I’m William Leigh, I. Q.
one hundred and twelve, satisfied to be just what I am. I don’t give a
damn whether you built me up from the component elements of your
brain, or whether I was born normally. I can just see what you’re trying
to do with that hypnotic suggestion stuff, but it isn’t working. I’m here,
I’m myself, and I stay myself. Go find yourself another body, if you’re
so smart.”



Silence settled where his voice had been; and the emptiness, the 
utter lack of sound brought a sharp twinge of fear greater than that 
which he had had before he spoke.

He was so intent on that inner struggle that he was not aware of 
outer movement until— With a start he grew aware that he was 
staring out of a port

window. Night spread there, the living night of space.
A trick, he thought in an agony of fear; a trick somehow designed to 

add to the corroding power of hypnotism.
A trick! He tried to jerk back—and, terrifyingly, couldn’t. His body 

wouldn’t move. Instantly, then, he tried to speak, to crash through that 
enveloping blanket of unholy silence. But no sound came.

Not a muscle, not a finger stirred; not a single nerve so much as 
trembled.

He was alone.
Cut off in his little corner of brain.
Lost.

Yes, lost, came a strangely pitying sibilation of thought, lost to a
cheap, sordid existence, lost to a life whose end is visible from the
hour of birth, lost to a civilization that has already had to be saved
from itself a thousand times. Even you, I think, can see that all this
is lost to you forever— Leigh thought starkly: The thing was- trying
by a repetition of

ideas, by showing evidence of defeat, to lay the foundations of further 
defeat. It was the oldest trick of simple hypnotism for simple people.
And he couldn’t let it work— You have, urged the mind inexorably, 
accepted the fact that you

were playing a role; and now you have recognized our oneness, and are
giving up the role: The proof of this recognition on your part is that 
you have yielded control of—our—body.

—Our body, our body, OUR body— The words re-echoed like some
Gargantuan sound through his

brain, then merged swiftly into that calm, other-mind pulsation:
—Concentration. All intellect derives from the capacity to concen-

trate; and, progressively, the body itself shows life, reflects and focuses
that gathering, vaulting power.

—One more step remains: You must see— Amazingly, then, he was 
staring into a mirror. Where it had come

from, he had no memory. It was there in front of him, where, an instant
before, had been a black porthole—and there was an image in the 
mirror, shapeless at first to his blurred vision.

Deliberately—he felt the enormous deliberateness—the vision was 
cleared for him. He saw—and then he didn’t.

His brain wouldn’t look. It twisted in a mad desperation, like a body
buried alive, and briefly, horrendously conscious of its fate. Insanely, it
fought away from the- blazing thing in the mirror. So awful was the
effort,  so  titanic  the  fear,  that  it  began  to  gibber  mentally,  its
consciousness to whirl dizzily, like a wheel spinning faster, faster— -

The wheel shattered into ten thousand aching fragments. Darkness 
came, blacker than Galactic night. And there was— Oneness!


