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On the horizon lay the immobi le c loud whic h c apped the inc redible waters pouts  known as  the P i l lars  of Hawai i .

Captain B lake lowered his  binoc ulars . "T here they s tand, gentlemen."

In addi tion to the naval  pers onnel  of the watc h, the bridge of the hydrographic  s urvey s hip U. S . S . Mahan  held two c ivi l ians ; the c aptain's  words  were addres s ed to them. T he elder and s mal ler of the pair peered intently through a s pyglas s  he had borrowed from the quartermas ter. "I c an't make them out," he
c omplained.

"Here--try my glas s es , doc tor," B lake s ugges ted, pas s ing over his  binoc ulars . He turned to the offic er of the dec k and added, "Have the forward range finder manned, i f you pleas e, Mr. Mott." Lieutenant Mott c aught the eye of the bos 'n's  mate of the watc h, l is tening from a dis c reet dis tanc e, and jerked a thumb upward.
T he petty offic er s tepped to the m ic rophone, piped a s hri l l  s tand-by, and the metal l ic  voic e of the loud-s peaker fi l led the s hip, drowning out the next words  of the c aptain: "Raaaaange one!  Maaaaaaaan and c as t loos e! "

"I as ked," the c aptain repeated, "i f that was  any better."

"I think I s ee them," J ac obs on Graves  ac knowledged. "T wo dark vertic al  s tripes , from the c loud to the horizon."

"T hat's  i t."

T he other c ivi l ian, B i l l  E is enberg, had taken the teles c ope when Graves  had s urrendered i t for the binoc ulars . "I got 'em too," he announc ed. "T here's  nothing wrong with this  's c ope, Doc . But they don't look as  big as  I had expec ted," he admitted.

"T hey are s ti l l  beyond the horizon," B lake explained. "You s ee only the upper s egments . But they s tand jus t under eleven thous and feet from water l ine to c loud - i f they are s ti l l  running true to form."

Graves  looked up quic kly. "W hy the mental  res ervation? Haven't they been?"

Captain B lake s hrugged. "Sure. Right on the nos e. But they ought not to be there at al l  - four months  ago they did not exis t. How do I know what they wi l l  be doing today - or tomorrow?"

Graves  nodded. "I s ee your point - and agree with i t. Can we es timate their height from the dis tanc e?"

"I'l l  s ee." B lake s tuc k his  head into the c harthous e. "Any reading, A rc hie?"

"J us t a s ec ond, c aptain." T he navigator s tuc k his  fac e agains t a voic e tube and c al led out, "Range! "

A  muffled voic e repl ied, "Range one - no reading."

"Something greater than twenty m i les ," B lake told Graves  c heerful ly. "You'l l  have to wai t, doc tor."

Lieutenant Mott di rec ted the quartermas ter to make three bel ls ; the c aptain left the bridge, leaving word that he was  to be informed when the s hip approac hed the c ri tic al  l im i t of three m i les  from the P i l lars . Somewhat reluc tantly, Graves  and E is enberg fol lowed him  down; they had barely time enough to dres s  before
dining with the c aptain.

Captain B lake's  manners  were old-fas hioned; he did not perm it the c onvers ation to turn to s hop talk unti l  the dinner had reac hed the c offee and c igars  s tage. "W el l , gentlemen," he began, as  he l i t up, "jus t what is  i t you propos e to do?

"Didn't the Navy Department tel l  you?" Graves  as ked with a quic k look.

"Not muc h. I have had one letter, di rec ting me to plac e my s hip and c ommand at your dis pos al  for res earc h c onc erning the P i l lars , and a dis patc h two days  ago tel l ing me to take you aboard this  morning. No detai ls ."

Graves  looked nervous ly at E is enberg, then bac k to the c aptain. He c leared his  throat. "Uh - we propos e, c aptain, to go up the Kanaka c olumn and down the W ahini ."

B lake gave him  a s harp look, s tarted to s peak, rec ons idered, and s tarted again. "Doc tor - you'l l  forgive me, I hope; I don't mean to be rude - but that s ounds  utterly c razy. A  fanc y way to c ommit s uic ide."

"It may be a l i ttle dangerous -"

"Hummph! "

"-but we have the means  to ac c ompl is h i t, i f, as  we bel ieve to be true, the Kanaka c olumn s uppl ies  the water whic h bec omes  the W ahini  c olumn on the return trip." He outl ined the method. He and E is enberg totaled between them nearly twenty-five years  of bathys phere experienc e, eight for E is enberg, s eventeen for
hims el f. T hey had brought aboard the Mahan , at pres ent in an unc outh c rate on the fantai l , a modified bathys phere. External ly i t was  a bathys phere with i ts  anc hor weights  removed; internal ly i t muc h more nearly res embled s ome of the c ompl ic ated barrels  in whic h foolhardy exhibi tionis ts  have es s ayed the
s pec tac ular, us eles s  trip over Niagara Fal ls . It would s upply air, s tuffy but breathable, for forty-eight hours ; i t held water and c onc entrated food for at leas t that period; there were even rude but adequate s ani tary arrangements .

But i ts  princ ipal  feature was  an anti -s hoc k harnes s , a glori fied c ors et, a s trai t jac ket, in whic h a man c ould hang s us pended c lear of the wal ls  by means  of a network of Gideon c ord and s teel  s prings . In i t, a man m ight reas onably hope to s urvive mos t violent pummel ing. He c ould perhaps  be s hot from a c annon,
bounc ed down a hi l ls ide, s ubjec ted to the s adis tic  merc y of a baggage s mas her, and s ti l l  s urvive wi th bones  intac t and vis c era unruptured.

B lake poked a finger at a l ine s ketc h with whic h Graves  had i l lus trated his  des c ription. "You ac tual ly intend to try to as c end the P i l lars  in that?"

E is enberg repl ied. "Not him , c aptain. Me."

Graves  reddened. "My damned doc tor-"

"And  your c ol leagues ," E is enberg added. "It's  this  way, c aptain: T here's  nothing wrong with Doc 's  nerve, but he has  a leaky heart, a pair of s ubmarine ears , and a s et of not-s o-good arteries . So the Ins ti tute has  delegated me to kinda watc h over him ."

"Now look here," Graves  protes ted, "B i l l , you're not going to be s tuffy about this . I'm  an old man; I'l l  never have another s uc h c hanc e."

"No go," E is enberg denied. "Captain, I wis h to inform you that the Ins ti tute ves ted ti tle of rec ord to that gear we brought aboard in me, jus t to keep the old war hors e from doing anything fool is h."

"T hat's  your pidgin," B lake ans wered tes ti ly. "My ins truc tions  are to fac i l i tate Dr. Graves ' res earc h. As s uming that one or the other of you wis h to c ommit s uic ide in that s teel  c offin, how do you propos e to enter the Kanaka P i l lar?"

"W hy, that's  your job, c aptain. You put the s phere into the up c olumn and pic k i t up again when i t c omes  down the down c olumn."

B lake purs ed his  l ips , then s lowly s hook his  head. "I c an't do that."

"Huh? W hy not?"

"I wi l l  not take my s hip c los er than three m i les  to the P i l lars . T he Mahan  is  a s ound s hip, but s he is  not bui l t for s peed. She c an't make more than twelve knots . Some plac e ins ide that c i rc le the s urfac e c urrent whic h feeds  the Kanaka c olumn wi l l  exc eed twelve knots . I don't c are to find out where, by los ing my s hip.

"T here have been an unprec edented number of unreported fis hing ves s els  out of the is lands  lately. I don't c are to have the Mahan  l is ted."

"You think they went up the c olumn?"

"I do."

"But, look, c aptain," s ugges ted B i l l  E is enberg, "you wouldn't have to ris k the s hip. You c ould launc h the s phere from a power boat."

B lake s hook his  head. "Out of the ques tion," he s aid grim ly. "Even i f the s hip's  boats  were bui l t for the job, whic h they aren't, I wi l l  not ris k naval  pers onnel . T his  is n't war."

"I wonder," s aid Graves  s oftly.

"W hat's  that?"

E is enberg c huc kled. "Doc  has  a romantic  notion that al l  the odd phenomena turned up in the pas t few years  c an be hooked together into one s mooth theory wi th a s ingle, s inis ter c aus e - everything from the P i l lars  to LaGrange's  fi rebal ls ."

"LaGrange's  fi rebal ls ? How c ould there be any c onnec tion there? T hey are s imply s tatic  elec tric i ty, al lee s amee heat l ightning. I know; I've s een 'em."

T he s c ientis ts  were at onc e attentive, Graves ' pique and E is enberg's  amus ement al ike buried in truth-tropis m. "You did? W hen? W here?"

"Golf c ours e at Hi lo. Las t Marc h. I was -"

"That c as e!  T hat was  one of the dis appearanc e c as es ! "

"Yes , of c ours e. I'm  trying to tel l  you. I was  s tanding in a s and trap near the thi rteenth green, when I happened to look up-" A  c lear, balmy is land day. No c louds , barometer normal, l ight breeze. Nothing to s ugges t atmos pheric  dis turbanc e, no maxima of s uns pots , no s tatic  on the radio. W ithout warning a hal f dozen,
or more, giant fi rebal ls  - bal l  "l ightning" on a unprec edented s c ale - floated ac ros s  the gol f c ours e in a s ort of s kirm is h l ine, a l ine des c ribed by s ome obs ervers  as  mathematic al ly even - an as s ertion denied by others .

A  woman player, a touris t from the mainland, s c reamed and began to run. T he flanking bal l  neares t her left i ts  plac e in l ine and danc ed after her. No one s eemed s ure that the bal l  touc hed her - B lake c ould not s ay al though he had watc hed i t happen - but when the bal l  had pas s ed on, there s he lay on the gras s ,
dead.

A  loc al  medic o of s omewhat flamboyant reputation ins is ted that he found evidenc e in the c adaver of both c oagulation and elec trolys is , but the jury that s at on the c as e fol lowed the c oroner's  advic e in c al l ing i t heart fai lure, a verdic t hearti ly approved by the loc al  c hamber of c ommerc e and touris t bureau.

T he man who dis appeared did not try to run; his  fate c ame to meet him . He was  a c addy, a J apanes e-Portygee-Kanata m ixed breed, wi th no known relatives , a fac t whic h s hould have made i t eas y to leave his  name out of the news  reports  had not a reporter s mel led i t out. "He was  s tanding on the green, not more
than twenty-five yards  away from me," B lake rec ounted, "when the fi rebal ls  approac hed. One pas s ed on eac h s ide of me. My s kin i tc hed, and my hair s tood up. I c ould s mel l  ozone. I s tood s ti l l -"

"T hat s aved you," obs erved Graves .

"Nuts ," s aid E is enberg. "S tanding in the dry s and of the trap was  what s aved him ."

"B i l l , you're a fool ," Graves  s aid weari ly. "T hes e fi rebal l  things  perform with intel l igent awarenes s ."

B lake c hec ked his  ac c ount. "W hy do you as s ume that, doc tor?"

"Never m ind, for the moment, pleas e. Go on with your s tory."

"Hm-m-m. W el l , they pas s ed on by me. T he c addy fel low was  direc tly in the c ours e of one of them. I don't bel ieve he s aw i t - bac k toward i t, you s ee. It reac hed him , enveloped him , pas s ed on - but the boy was  gone."

Graves  nodded. "T hat c hec ks  with the ac c ounts  I have s een. Odd that I did not rec al l  your name from the reports ."

"I s tayed in the bac kground," B lake s aid s hortly. "Don't l ike reporters ."

"Hm-m-m. Anything to add to the reports  that did c ome out? Any errors  in them?"

"None that I c an rec al l . Did the reports  mention the bag of gol f c lubs  he was  c arrying?"

"I think not."

"T hey were found on the beac h, s ix m i les  away."

E is enberg s at up. "T hat's  news ," he s aid. "T el l  me: W as  there anything to s ugges t how far they had fal len? W ere they s mas hed or broken?"

B lake s hook his  head. "T hey weren't even s c ratc hed, nor was  the beac h s and dis turbed. But they were ic e-c old."

Graves  waited for him  to go on; when the c aptain did not do s o he inquired, "W hat do you make of i t?"

"Me? I make nothing of i t."



"How do you explain i t?"

"I don't. Unc las s i fied elec tric al  phenomena. However, i f you want a rough gues s , I'l l  give you one. T his  fi rebal l  is  a s tatic  field of high potential . It englobes  the c addy and c harges  him , whereupon he bounc es  away l ike a pi th bal l  - elec troc uted, inc idental ly. W hen the c harge dis s ipates , he fal ls  into the s ea."

"So? T here was  a c as e l ike i t in Kans as , rather too far from the s ea."

"T he body m ight s imply never have been found."

"T hey never are. But even s o - how do you ac c ount for the c lubs  being depos i ted s o gently? And why were they c old?"

"Dammit, man, I don't know!  I'm  no theoretic ian; I'm  a mari time engineer by profes s ion, an empiric is t by dis pos i tion. Suppos e you tel l  me."

"A l l  right - but bear in m ind that my hypothes is  is  merely tentative, a bas is  for inves tigation. I s ee in thes e s everal  phenomena, the P i l lars , the giant fi rebal ls , a number of other as s orted phenomena whic h s hould never have happened, but did - inc luding the c urious  c as e of a s mal l  mountain peak s outh of Boulder,
Colorado, whic h had i ts  tip leveled off 's pontaneous ly' - I s ee in thes e things  evidenc e of intel l igent direc tion, a s ingle c ons c ious  c aus e." He s hrugged. "Cal l  i t the 'X ' fac tor. I'm  looking for X ."

E is enberg as s umed a look of moc k s ympathy. "Poor old Doc ," he s ighed. "Sprung a leak at las t."

T he other two ignored the c rac k. B lake inquired, "You are primari ly an ic hthyologis t, aren't you?"

"Yes ."

"How did you get s tarted along this  l ine?"

"I don't know. Curios i ty, I s uppos e. My bois terous  young friend here would tel l  you that ic hthyology is  derived from 'ic ky.' "

B lake turned to E is enberg. "But aren't y ou  an ic hthyologis t?"

"Hel l , no!  I'm  an oc eanographer s pec ial izing in ec ology."

"He's  quibbl ing," obs erved Graves . "T el l  Captain B lake about Cleo and Pat."

E is enberg looked embarras s ed. "T hey're damned nic e pets ," he s aid defens ively.

B lake looked puzzled; Graves  explained. "He kids  me, but his  s ec ret s hame is  a pair of goldfis h. Goldfis h!  You'l l  find 'em in the was hbas in in his  s tateroom this  m inute."

"Sc ienti fic  interes t?" B lake inquired with a dead pan.

"Oh, no!  He thinks  they are devoted to him ."

"T hey're damned nic e pets ," E is enberg ins is ted. "T hey don't bark, they don't s c ratc h, they don't make mes s es . And Cleo does  s o have expres s ion! "

In s pi te of his  ini tial  res is tanc e to their plans  B lake Cooperated ac tively in trying to find a dodge whereby the propos ed experiment c ould be pertormed without endangering naval  pers onnel  or material . He l iked thes e two; he unders tood their c urious  m ixture of s el fles s  rec kles s nes s  and extreme c aution; i t matc hed
his  own - i t was  profes s ional is m, as  dis tinguis hed from ec onomic  motivation.

He offered the s ervic es  of his  mas ter diver, an elderly c ommis s ioned warrant offic er, and his  tec hnic al  c rew in c hec king their gear. "You know," he added, "there is  s ome reas on to bel ieve that your bathys phere c ould make the round trip, as ide from the propos i tion that what goes  up mus t c ome down. You know of the
VJ -14?"

"W as  that the naval  plane los t in the early inves tigation?"

"Yes ." He buzzed for his  orderly. "Have my wri ter bring up the jac ket on the VJ -14 ," he direc ted.

A ttempts  to rec onnoi ter the s trange "permanent" c loud and i ts  inc redible waters pouts  had been made by air s oon after i ts  dis c overy. Li ttle was  learned. A  plane would penetrate the c loud. Its  igni tion would fai l ; out i t would gl ide, unharmed, whereupon the engines  would fi re again. Bac k into the c loud - engine
fai lure. T he vertic al  reac h of the c loud was  greater than the c ei l ing of any plane.

"T he VJ -14 ," B lake s tated, referring oc c as ional ly to the fi le jac ket whic h bad been fetc hed, "made an air rec onnais s anc e of the P i l lars  thems elves  on 12 May, attended by the U. S . S . Pel ic an . Bes ides  the pi lot and radioman s he c arried a c inematographer and a c hief aerographer. Mm-m-m--only the las t two entries
s eem to be pertinent: 'Changing c ours e. W i l l  fly between the P i l lars -14,' and '0913-Ship does  not res pond to c ontrols -14.' Teles c opic  obs ervation from the Pel ic an  s hows  that s he made a tight upward s piral  around the Kanaka P i l lar, about one and a hal f turns , and was  s uc ked into the c olumn i ts el f. Nothing was
s een to fal l .

"Inc idental ly the pi lot, Lieutenant - m-m-m-m, yes  - Matts on - Lieutenant Matts on was  exonerated pos thumous ly by the c ourt of inquiry. Oh, yes , here's  the point pertinent to our ques tion: From the log of the Pel ic an. '1709 - P ic ked up wrec kage identi fied as  part of VJ -14. See addi tional  s heet for i tem ized des c ription.'
W e needn't bother wi th that. Point is , they pic ked i t up four m i les  from the bas e of the W ahini  P i lha on the s ide away from the Kanaka, T he inferenc e is  obvious  and your s c heme m ight work. Not that you'd l ive through i t."

"I'l l  c hanc e i t," E is enberg s tated.

"Mm-m-m - yes . But I was  going to s ugges t we s end up a dead load, s ay a c rate of eggs  pac ked into a hogs head." T he buzzer from the bridge s ounded; Captain B lake rais ed his  voic e toward the bras s  funnel  of a voic e tube in the overhead. "Yes ?"

"E ight o'c loc k, Captain. E ight o'c loc k l ights  and gal ley fi res  out; pris oners  s ec ured."

"T hank you, s i r." B lake s tood up. "W e c an get together on the detai ls  in the morning."

A  fi fty-foot motor launc h bobbed l is tles s ly as tern the Mahan . A  nine-inc h c oir l ine joined i t to i ts  mother s hip; bound to i t at fathom intervals  was  a telephone l ine ending in a pair of headphones  worn by a s ignalman s eated in the s tern s heets  of the launc h. A  pair of flags  and a s pyglas s  lay on the thwart bes ide him ;
his  blous e had c rawled up, expos ing part of the lurid c over of a c opy of Dy namic  Tales , s muggled along as  a prec aution agains t boredom.

A lready in the boat were the c oxs wain, the engineman, the boat offic er, Graves , and E is enberg. W ith them, forward in the boat, was  a breaker of water rations , two fi fty-gal lon drums  of gas ol ine - and a hogs head. It c ontained not only a c areful ly pac ked c rate of eggs  but als o a jury-rigged s moke-s ignal  devic e, armed
three ways  - delayed ac tion s et for eight, nine and ten hours ; radio relay triggered from the s hip; and s imple s al t-water penetration to c omplete an elec tric al  c i rc ui t. T he torpedo gunner in c harge of diving hoped that one of them m ight work and thereby aid in loc ating the hogs head. He was  bus y trying to devis e more
nearly foolproof gear for the bathys phere.

T he boat, offic er s ignaled ready to the bridge. A  megaphoned bel low res ponded, "Pay her out hands omely! " T he boat dri fted s lowly away from the s hip and direc tly toward the Kanaka P i l lar, three m i les  away.

T he Kanaka P i l lar loomed above them, s ti l l  nearly a m i le away but loweringly impres s ive nevertheles s . T he plac e where i t dis appeared in c loud s eemed almos t overhead, fal l ing toward them. Its  five-hundred-foot-thic k trunk gleamed purpl is h-blac k, more l ike pol is hed s teel  than water.

"T ry your engine again, c oxs wain."

"Aye, aye, s i r! " T he engine c oughed, took hold; the engineman eas ed in the c lutc h, the s c rew bi t in, and the boat s urged forward, taking the s train off the towl ine. "S lac k l ine, s i r."

"S top your engine." T he boat offic er turned to his  pas s engers . "W hat's  the trouble, Mr. E is enberg? Cold feet?"

"No, dammit - s eas ic k. I hate  a s mal l  boat."

"Oh, that's  too bad. I'l l  s ee i f we haven't got a pic kle in that c how up forward."

"T hanks , but pic kles  don't help me. Never m ind, I c an s tand i t."

T he boat offic er s hrugged, turned and let his  eye travel  up the dizzy length of. the c olumn. He whis tled, s omething whic h he had done every time he had looked at i t. E is enberg, made nervous  by his  naus ea, was  beginning to find i t c aus e for homic ide. "W hew !  You real ly intend to try to go up that thing, Mr.
E is enberg?"

"I do! "

T he boat offic er looked s tartled at the tone, laughed uneas i ly, and added, "W el l , you'l l  be wors e than s eas ic k, i f you as k me."

Nobody had. Graves  knew his  friend's  temperament; he made c onvers ation for the next few m inutes .

"T ry your engine, c oxs wain." T he petty offic er ac knowledged, and reported bac k quic kly:

"S tarter does n't work, s i r."

"Help the engineman get a l ine on the flywheel. I'l l  take the ti l ler."

T he two men c ranked the engine over eas i ly, but got no ans wering c ough. "P rime i t! " S ti l l  no res ul ts .

T he boat offic er abandoned the us eles s  ti l ler and jumped down into the engine s pac e to lend his  mus c le to heaving on the c ranking l ine. Over his  s houlder he ordered the s ignalman to noti fy the s hip.

"Launc h T hree, c al l ing bridge. Launc h T hree, c al l ing bridge. B ridge - reply!  T es ting - tes ting." T he s ignalman s l ipped a phone off one ear. "Phone's  dead, s i r."

"Get bus y with your flags . T el l  'em to haul  us  in! " T he offic er wiped s weat from his  fac e and s traightened up. He glanc ed nervous ly at the c urrent s lap-s lapping  agains t the boat's  s ide.

Graves  touc hed his  arm. "How about the barrel?"

"Put i t over the s ide i f you l ike. I'm  bus y. Can't you rais e them, Sears ?"

"I'm  trying, s i r."

"Come on, B i l l ," Graves  s aid to E is enberg. T he two of them s l ipped forward in the boat, threading their way pas t the engine on the s ide away from the three men s weating over the flywheel. Graves  c ut the hogs head loos e from i ts  las hings , then the two attempted to get - a purc has e on the awkward, unhandy objec t. It
and i ts  l ight load weighed les s  than two hundred pounds , but i t was  hard to manage, es pec ial ly on the unc ertain footing of heaving floorboards .

T hey wres tled i t outboard s omehow, wi th one s mas hed finger for E is enberg, a badly banged s hin for Graves . It s plas hed heavi ly, drenc hing them with s tic ky s al t water, and bobbed as tern, c arried rapidly toward the Kanaka P i l lar by the c urrent whic h fed i t.

"Ship ans wers , s i r! "

"Good!  T el l  them to haul  us  in - c areful ly ." T he boat offic er jumped out of the engine s pac e and ran forward, where he c hec ked again the s ec urenes s  with whic h the tow-l ine was  fas tened.

Graves  tapped him  on the s houlder. "Can't we s tay here unti l  we s ee the barrel  enter the c olumn?"

"No!  Right now you had better pray that that l ine holds , ins tead of worrying about the barrel  - or we go up the c olumn, too. Sears , has  the s hip ac knowledged?"

"J us t now, s i r."

"W hy a c oir l ine, Mr. Parker?' E is enberg inquired, his  naus ea forgotten in the exc i tement. "I'd rather depend on s teel , or even good s tout Mani la."

"Bec aus e c oir floats , and the others  don't," the offic er ans wered s nappis hly. "T wo m i les  of l ine would drag us  to the bottom. Sears !  T el l  them to eas e the s train. W e're s hipping water."

"Aye, aye, s i r! "

T he hogs head took les s  than four m inutes  to reac h the c olumn, enter i t, a fac t whic h Graves  as c ertained by borrowing the s ignalman's  glas s  to fol low i t on the las t leg of i ts  trip - whic h ac tion won him  a dirty look from the nervous  boat offic er. Some m inutes  later, when the boat was  about five hundred yards  farther
from the P i l lar than i t had been at neares t approac h, the telephone c ame s uddenly to l i fe. T he s tarter of the engine was  tes ted immediately; the engine roared into ac tion.

T he trip bac k was  made with engine running to take the s train off the towl ine - at hal f s peed and with s ome maneuvering, in order to avoid foul ing the s c rew with the s lac k bight of the l ine.

T he s moke s ignal  worked - one c irc ui t or another. T he plume of s moke was  s ighted two m i les  s outh of the W ahini  P i l lar, elaps ed time from the moment the ves s el  had entered the Kanaka c olumn jus t over eight hours .

B i l l  E is enberg c l imbed into the s addle of the exerc is er in whic h he was  to rec eive anti -bends  treatment - thi rty m inutes  of hard work to s ti r up his  c i rc ulation whi le breathing an atmos phere of hel ium and oxygen, at the end of whic h time the ni trogen normal ly dis s olved in his  blood s tream would be largely replac ed by
hel ium. T he exerc is er i ts el f was  s imply an old bic yc le mounted on a s tationary platform. B lake looked i t over. "You needn't have bothered to bring this ," he remarked. "W e've a better one aboard. S tandard prac tic e for diving operations  thes e days ."

"W e didn't know that," Graves  ans wered. "Anyhow, this  one wi l l  do. A l l  s et, B i l l?"

"I gues s  s o." He glanc ed over his  s houlder to where the s teel  bulk of the bathys phere lay, unc rated, c hec ked and equipped, ready to be s wung outboard by the boat c rane. "Got the gas ket-s eal ing c ompound?"

"Sure. T he Iron Maiden is  al l  right. T he gunner and I wi l l  s eal  you in. Here's  your mas k."



E is enberg ac c epted the inhal ing mas k, s tarted to s trap i t on, c hec ked hims el f. Graves  notic ed the look on his  fac e. "W hat's  the trouble, s on?"

"Doc . . .

"Yes ?"

"I s ay - you'l l  look out for Cleo and Pat, won't you?"

"W hy, s ure. But they won't need anything in the length of time you'l l  be gone."

"Um-m-m, no, I s uppos e not. But you'l l  look out for 'em?"

"Sure."

"O.K ." E is enberg s l ipped the inhaler over his  fac e, waved his  hand to the gunner wai ting by the gas  bottles . T he gunner eas ed open the c ut-off valves , the gas  l ines  his s ed, and E is enberg began to pedal  l ike a s ix-day rac er.

W ith thi rty m inutes  to ki l l , B lake invi ted Graves  to go forward with him  for a s moke and a s trol l  on the fo'c 's 'le. T hey had c ompleted about twenty turns  when B lake paus ed by the wi ldc at, took his  c igar from his  mouth and remarked, "Do you know, I bel ieve he has  a good c hanc e of c ompleting the trip."

"So? I'm  glad to hear that."

"Yes , I do, real ly. T he s uc c es s  of the trial  wi th the dead load c onvinc ed me. And whether the s moke gear works  or not, i f that globe c omes  bac k down the W ahini  P i l lar, I'l l  find i t."

"I know you wi l l . It was  a good idea of yours , to paint i t yel low."

"Help us  to s pot i t, al l  right. I don't think he'l l  learn anything, however. He won't s ee a thing through thos e ports  but blue water, from the time he enters  the c olumn to the time we pic k him  up."

"Perhaps  s o."

"W hat els e c ould  he s ee?"

"I don't know. W hatever i t is  that made  thos e P i l lars , perhaps ."

B lake dumped the as hes  from his  c igar c areful ly over the rai l  before replying. "Doc tor, I don't unders tand you. T o my m ind, thos e P i l lars  are a natural , even though s trange, phenomenon."

"And to me i t's  equal ly obvious  that they are not 'natural .' T hey exhibi t intel l igent interferenc e with the ordinary proc es s es  of nature as  c learly as  i f they had a s ign s aying s o hung on them."

"I don't s ee how you c an s ay that. Obvious ly, they are not man-made."

"No."

"T hen who did make them - i f they were made?"

"I don't know."

B lake s tarted to s peak, s hrugged, and held his  tongue. T hey res umed their s trol l . Graves  turned as ide to c huc k his  c igarette overboard, glanc ing outboard as  he did s o.

He s topped, s tared, then c al led out: "Captain B lake! "

"Eh?" T he c aptain turned and looked where Graves  pointed. "Great God!  Firebal ls ! "

"T hat's  what I thought."

"T hey're s ome dis tanc e away," B lake obs erved, more to hims el f than to Graves . He turned dec is ively. "B ridge! " he s houted. "B ridge!  B ridge ahoy! "

"B ridge, aye aye! "

"Mr. W eems  - pas s  the word: 'A l l  hands , below dec ks .' Dog down al l  ports . Clos e al l  hatc hes . And c los e up the bridge i ts el f!  Sound the general  alarm."

"Aye aye, s i r! "

"Move! " T urning to Graves , he added, "Come ins ide."

Graves  fol lowed him ; the c aptain s topped to dog down the door by whic h they entered hims el f. B lake pounded up the inner ladders  to the bridge, Graves  in his  train. T he s hip was  fi l led wi th whine of the bos 'n pipe, the rauc ous  voic e of the loud-s peaker, the c lomp of hurrying feet, and the monotonous , menac ing
c l ing-c l ing-c l ing !  of the general  alarm.

T he watc h on the bridge were s ti l l  s truggl ing wi th the las t of the heavy glas s  s hutters  of the bridge when the c aptain burs t into their m ids t. "I'l l  take i t, Mr. W eems ," he s napped.

In one c ontinuous  motion he moved from one s ide of the bridge to the other, letting his  eye s weep the port s ide aft, the fo'c 's 'le, the s tarboard s ide aft, and final ly res t on the fi rebal ls  - dis tinc tly nearer and heading s traight for the s hip. He c urs ed. "Your friend did not get the news ," he s aid to Graves .

He gras ped the c rank whic h c ould open or c los e the after s tarboard s hutter of the bridge.

Graves  looked pas t his  s houlder, s aw what he meant - the afterdec k was  empty, s ave for one lonely figure pedal ing away on the s tationary bic yc le. T he LaGrange fi rebal ls  were c los ing in.

T he s hutter s tuc k, jammed tight, would not open. B lake s topped trying, s wung quic kly to the loud-s peaker c ontrol  panel , and c ut in the whole board without bothering to s elec t the proper c i rc ui t. "E is enberg!  Get below ! "

E is enberg mus t have heard his  name c al led, for be turned his  head and looked over his  s houlder - Graves  s aw dis tinc tly - jus t as  the fi rebal l  reac hed him . It pas s ed on, and the s addle of the exerc is er was  empty.

T he exerc is er was  undamaged, they found, when they were able to examine i t. T he rubber hos e to the inhaler mas k had been c ut s moothly. T here was  no blood, no marks . B i l l  E is enberg was  s imply gone.

'T m going up."

"You are in no phys ic al  s hape to do s o, doc tor."

"You are in no way res pons ible, Captain B lake."

"I know that. You may go i f you l ike - after we have s earc hed for your friend's  body."

"Searc h be damned!  I'm  going up to look  for him ."

"Huh? Eh? How's  that?"

"If you are right, he's  dead, and there is  no point in s earc hing for his  body. If I'm  right, there is  jus t an outs ide c hanc e of finding him  - up there! " He pointed toward the c loud c ap of the P i l lars .

B lake looked him  over s lowly, then turned to the mas ter diver. "Mr. Hargreave, find an inhaler mas k for Dr. Graves ."

T hey gave him  thirty m inutes  of c ondi tioning agains t the c ais s on dis eas e whi le B lake looked on with expres s ionles s  S i lenc e. T he s hip's  c ompany, bluejac kets  and offic ers  al ike, s tood bac k and kept quiet; they walked on eggs  when the Old Man had that look.

Exerc is e c ompleted, the diver c rew dres s ed Graves  rapidly and s trapped him  into the bathys phere with dis patc h, in order not to expos e him  too long to the ni trogen in the air. J us t before the es c ape port was  dogged down Graves  s poke up.

"Captain B lake."

"Yes , doc tor?"

"B i l l 's  goldfis h - wi l l  you look out for them?"

"Certainly, doc tor."

"T hanks ."

"Not at al l . A re you ready?"

"Ready."

B lake s tepped forward, s tuc k an arm through the port of the s phere and s hook hands  with Graves . "Good luc k." He withdrew his  arm. "Seal  i t up."

T hey lowered i t over the s ide; two motor launc hes  nos ed i t hal f a m i le in the direc tion of the Kanaka P i l lar where the c urrent was  s trong enough to c arry i t along. T here they left i t and buc ked the c urrent bac k to the s hip, were hois ted in.

B lake fol lowed i t wi th his  glas s es  from the bridge. It dri fted s lowly at fi rs t, then with inc reas ed s peed as  i t approac hed the bas e of the c olumn. It whipped into rapid motion the las t few hundred yards ; B lake s aw a flas h of yel low jus t above the water l ine, then nothing more.

E ight hours  - no plume of s moke. Nine hours , ten hours , nothing. A fter twenty-four hours  of s teady patrol  in the vic ini ty of the W ahini  P i l lar, B lake radioed the Bureau.

Four days  of vigi lanc e - B lake knew that the bathys phere's  pas s enger mus t be dead; whether by s uffoc ation, drowning, implos ion, or other means  was  not important. He s o reported and rec eived orders  to proc eed on duty as s igned. T he s hip's  c ompany was  c al led to quarters ; Captain B lake read the s ervic e for the
dead aloud in a hars h voic e, dropped over the s ide s ome rather wi l ted hibis c us  blooms  - al l  that his  s teward c ould produc e at the time - and went to the bridge to s et his  c ours e for Pearl  Harbor.

On the way to the bridge he s topped for a moment at his  c abin and c al led to his  s teward: "You'l l  find s ome goldfis h in the s tateroom oc c upied by Mr. E is enberg. Find an appropriate c ontainer and plac e them in my c abin."

"Yes , s uh, Cap'n."

W hen B i l l  E is enberg c ame to his  s ens es  he was  in a P lac e. Sorry, but no other des c ription is  s ui table; i t lac ked features . Oh, not enti rely, of c ours e - i t was  not dark where he was , nor was  i t in a s tate of vac uum, nor was  i t c old, nor was  i t too s mal l  for c omfort. But i t did lac k features  to s uc h a remarkable extent that
he had di ffic ul ty in es timating the s ize of the plac e. Cons ider s tereo vis ion, by whic h we es timate the s ize of things  direc tly , does  not work beyond twenty feet or s o. A t greater dis tanc es  we depend on previous  knowledge of the true s ize of fam i l iar objec ts , us ual ly making our es timates  s ubc ons c ious ly - a man s o
high  is  about that far away, and vic e vers a.

But the P lac e c ontained no fam i l iar objec ts . T he c ei l ing was  a c ons iderable dis tanc e over his  head, too far to touc h by jumping. T he floor c urved up to join the c ei l ing and thus  prevented further lateral  progres s  of more than a dozen pac es  or s o. He would bec ome aware of the obs tac le by los ing his  balanc e. (He
had no referenc e l ines  by whic h to judge the vertic al ; furthermore, his  s ens e of innate balanc e was  affec ted by the m is treatment his  inner ears  had undergone through years  of diving. It was  eas ier to s i t than to walk, nor was  there any reas on to walk, after the fi rs t futi le attempt at exploration.)

W hen he fi rs t woke up he s tretc hed and opened his  eyes , looked around. T he lac k of detai l  c onfus ed him . It was  as  i f he were on the ins ide of a giant eggs hel l , i l lum inated from without by a s oft, mel low, s l ightly amber l ight. T he form les s  vaguenes s  bothered him ; he c los ed his  eyes , s hook his  head, and opened
them again - no better.

He was  beginning to remember his  las t experienc e before los ing c ons c ious nes s  - the fi rebal l  s wooping down, his  frenzied, us eles s  attempt to duc k, the "Hold your hats , boys ! " thought that - flas hed through his  m ind in the long - drawn-out s pl i t s ec ond before c ontac t. His  orderly m ind began to look for explanations .
Knoc ked c old, he thought, and my optic  nerve paralyzed. W onder i f I'm  bl ind for good.

Anyhow, they ought not to leave him  alone l ike this  in his  pres ent helples s  c ondi tion. "Doc ! " he s houted. "Doc  Graves ! "

No ans wer, no ec ho - he bec ame aware that there was  no s ound, s ave for his  own voic e, none of the random l i ttle s ounds  that fi l l  c ompletely the normal "dead" s i lenc e. T his  plac e was  as  s i lent as  the ins ide of a s ac k of flour. W ere his  ears  s hot, too?

No, he had heard his  own voic e. A t that moment he real ized that he was  looking at his  own hands . W hy, there was  nothing wrong with his  eyes  - he c ould s ee them plainly!

And the res t of hims el f, too. He was  naked.

It m ight have been s everal  hours  later, i t m ight have been moments , when he reac hed the c onc lus ion that he was  dead. It was  the only hypothes is  whic h s eemed to c over the fac ts . A  dogmatic  agnos tic  by fai th, he had expec ted no s urvival  after death; he had expec ted to go out l ike a l ight, wi th a s udden term ination
of c ons c ious nes s . However, he had been s ubjec ted to a c harge of s tatic  elec tric i ty more than s uffic ient to ki l l  a man; when he regained awarenes s , he found hims el f wi thout al l  the us ual  experienc e whic h mates  up l iving.

T herefore - he was  dead. Q.E .D.

To be s ure, he s eemed to have a body, but he was  ac quainted with the s ubjec tive-objec tive paradox. He s ti l l  had memory, the s tronges t pattern in one's  memory is  body awarenes s . T his  was  not his  body, but his  detai led s ens ation memory of i t. So he reas oned. P robably, he thought, my dream-body wi l l  s lough
away as  my memory of the objec t-body fades .



T here was  nothing to do, nothing to experienc e, nothing to dis trac t his  m ind. He fel l  as leep at las t, thinking that, i f this  were death, i t was  damned dul l !

He awoke refres hed, but qui te hungry and extremely thi rs ty. T he matter of dead, or not-dead, no longer c onc erned him ; he was  interes ted in nei ther theology nor metaphys ic s .

He was  hungry.

Furthermore, he experienc ed on awakening a phenomenon whic h des troyed mos t of the bas is  fur his  intel lec tual  bel ief in his  own death - i t had never reac hed the s tage of emotional  c onvic tion. P res ent there wi th him  in the P lac e he found material  objec ts  other than hims el f, objec ts  whic h c ould be s een and
touc hed.

And eaten.

W hic h las t was  not immediately evident, for they did not look l ike food. T here were two s orts . T he fi rs t was  an amorphous  lump of nothing in partic ular, res embl ing a grayis h c hees e in appearanc e, s l ightly greas y to the touc h, and not appetizing. T he s ec ond s ort was  a group of objec ts  of uni form and del ightful
appearanc e. T hey were s pheres , a c ouple of dozen; eac h one s eemed to B i l l  E is enberg to be a dupl ic ate of a c rys tal  bal l  he had onc e purc has ed - true B razi l ian roc k c rys tal  the perfec t beauty of whic h he had not been able to res is t; he had bought i t and s muggled i t home to gloat over in private.

T he l i ttle s pheres  were l ike that in appearanc e. He touc hed one. It was  s mooth as  c rys tal  and had the s ame c has te c oolnes s , but i t was  s oft as  jel ly. It quivered l ike jel ly, c aus ing the l ights  wi thin i t to danc e del ightful ly, before res uming i ts  perfec t roundnes s .

P leas ant as  they were, they did not look l ike food, whereas  the c hees y, s oapy lump m ight be. He broke off a s mal l  piec e, s ni ffed i t, and tas ted i t tentatively. It was  s our, naus eating, unpleas ant. He s pat i t out, made a wry fac e, and wis hed hearti ly that he c ould brus h his  teeth. If that was  food, he would have to be
muc h hungrier.

He turned his  attention bac k to the del ightful  l i ttle s pheres  of c rys tal l ike jel ly. He balanc ed them in his  palms , s avoring their s oft, s mooth touc h. In the heart of eac h he s aw his  own reflec tion, imagined in m iniature, made el fin and grac eful . He bec ame aware almos t for the fi rs t time of the s erene beauty of the
human figure, almos t any human figure, when viewed as  a c ompos i tion and not as  a mas s  of c ol loidal  detai l .

But thi rs t bec ame more pres s ing than narc is s is t admiration. It oc c urred to him  that the s mooth, c ool  s pheres , i f held in the mouth, m ight promote s al ivation, as  pebbles  wi l l . He tried i t; the s phere he s elec ted s truc k agains t his  lower teeth as  he plac ed i t in his  mouth, and his  l ips  and c hin were s uddenly wet, whi le
drops  tric kled down his  c hes t. T he s pheres  were water, nothing but water, no c el lophane s kin, no c ontainer of any s ort. W ater had been del ivered to him , neatly pac kaged, by s ome es oteric  tric k of s urfac e tens ion.

He tried another, handl ing i t more c areful ly to ins ure that i t was  not pric ked by his  teeth unti l  he had i t in his  mouth. It worked; his  mouth was  fi l led wi th c ool , pure water - too quic kly; he c hoked. But he had c aught on to the tric k; he drank four of the s pheres .

His  thi rs t s atis fied, he bec ame interes ted in the s trange tric k whereby water bec ame i ts  own c ontainer. T he s pheres  were tough; he c ould not s queeze them into breaking down, nor did s mas hing them hard agains t the floor dis turb their prec arious  balanc e. T hey bounc ed l ike gol f bal ls  and c ame up for more. He
managed to pinc h the s urfac e of one between thumb and fingernai l . It broke down at onc e, and the water tric kled between his  fingers  - water alone, no s kin nor foreign s ubs tanc e. It s eemed that a c ut alone c ould dis turb the balanc e of tens ions ; even wetting had no effec t, for he c ould hold one c areful ly in his
mouth, remove i t, and dry i t off on his  own s kin.

He dec ided that, s inc e his  s upply was  l im i ted, and no more water was  in pros pec t, i t would be wis e to c ons erve what he had and experiment no further.

T he rel ief of thi rs t inc reas ed the demands  of hunger. He turned his  attention again to the other s ubs tanc e and found that he c ould forc e hims el f to c hew and s wal low. It m ight not be food, i t m ight even be pois on, but i t fi l led his  s tomac h and s tayed the pangs . He even fel t wel l  fed, onc e he had c leared out the tas te
with another s phere of water.

A fter eating he rearranged his  thoughts . He was  not dead, or, i f he were, the di fferenc e between l iving and being dead was  imperc eptible, verbal . OK , he was  al ive. But he was  s hut up alone. Somebody knew where he was  and was  aware of him , for he had been s uppl ied with food and drink - mys terious ly but
c leverly. Ergo  - he was  a pris oner, a word whic h impl ies  a warden.

W hos e pris oner? He had been s truc k by a LaGrange fi rebal l  and had awakened in his  c el l . It looked, he was  forc ed to admit, as  i f Doc  Graves  had been right; the fi rebal ls  were intel l igently c ontrol led. Furthermore, the pers on or pers ons  behind them had novel  ideas  as  to how to c are for pris oners  as  wel l  as  s trange
ways  of c apturing them.

E is enberg was  a brave man, as  brave as  the ordinary run of the rac e from whic h he s prang - a rac e as  foolhardy as  Pekinges e dogs . He had the high degree of c ourage s o c ommon in the human rac e, a rac e c apable of c onc eiving death, yet able to fac e i ts  probabi l i ty dai ly, on the highway, on the obs tetric s  table, on
the battlefield, in the air, in the s ubway and to fac e l ightheartedly the c ertainty of death in the end.

E is enberg was  apprehens ive, but not, panic -s tric ken. His  s i tuation was  dec idedly interes ting; he was  no longer bored.

If he were a pris oner, i t s eemed l ikely that his  c aptor would c ome to inves tigate him  pres ently, perhaps  to ques tion him , perhaps  to attempt to us e him  in s ome fas hion. T he fac t that, he had been s aved and not ki l led impl ied s ome s ort of plans  for his  future. Very wel l , he would c onc entrate on meeting whatever
exigenc y m ight c ome with a c alm  and res ourc eful  m ind. In the meantime, there was  nothing he c ould do toward freeing hims el f; he had s atis fied hims el f of that. T his  was  a pris on whic h would baffle Houdini  - s mooth c ontinuous  wal ls , no way to get a purc has e.

He had thought onc e that he had a c lue to es c ape; the c el ls  had s ani tary arrangements  of s ome s ort, for that whic h his  body rejec ted went els ewhere. But he got no further wi th that lead; the c age was  s el f-c leaning - and that was  that. He c ould not tel l  how i t was  done. It baffled him .

P res ently he s lept again.

W hen he awoke, one element only was  c hanged - the food and water had been replenis hed. T he "day" pas s ed without inc ident, s ave for his  own bus y frui tles s  thoughts .

And the next "day." And the next.

He determ ined to s tay awake long enough to find out how food and water were plac ed in his  c el l . He made a c olos s al  effort to do s o, us ing dras tic  meas ures  to s timulate his  body into c ons c ious nes s . He bi t his  l ips , he bi t his  tongue. He nipped the lobes  of his  ears  vic ious ly wi th his  nai ls . He c onc entrated on
di ffic ul t mental  feats .

P res ently he dozed off; when he awoke, the food and water had been replenis hed.

T he waking periods  were fol lowed by s leep, renewed hunger and thirs t, the s atis fying of s ame, and more s leep. It was  after the s ixth or s eventh s leep that he dec ided that s ome s ort of a c alendar was  nec es s ary to his  mental  heal th. He had no means  of meas uring time exc ept by his  s leeps ; he arbi trari ly des ignated
them as  days . He had no means  of keeping rec ords , s ave his  own body. He made that do. A  thumbnai l  s hred, torn off, made a rough tattooing needle. Continued s c ratc hing of the s ame area on his  thigh produc ed a red welt whic h pers is ted for a day or two, and c ould be renewed.

Seven welts  made a week. T he progres s ion of s uc h welts  along ten fingers  and ten toes  gave him  the means  to meas ure twenty weeks  - whic h was  a muc h longer period than he antic ipated any need to meas ure.

He had tal l ied the s ec ond s et of s even thigh welts  on the ring finger of his  left hand when the next event oc c urred to dis turb his  s ol i tude. W hen he awoke from the s leep fol lowing s aid tal ly, he bec ame s uddenly and overwhelm ingly aware that he was  not alone!

T here was  a human figure s leeping bes ide him . W hen he had c onvinc ed hims el f that he was  truly wide awake - his  dreams  were thoroughly populated - he gras ped the figure by the s houlder and s hook i t. "Doc ! " he yel led. "Doc !  W ake up! "

Graves  opened his  eyes , foc us ed them, s at up, and put out his  hand. "Hi , B i l l ," he remarked. "I'm  damned glad to s ee you."

"Doc ! " He pounded the older man on the bac k. "Doc !  For Crim iny s ake!  You don't know how glad I am to s ee y ou ."

"I c an gues s ."

"Look, Doc  - where have you been? How did you get here?

Did the fi rebal ls  s nag you, too?"

"One thing at a time, s on. Let's  have breakfas t." T here was  a double ration of food and water on the "floor" near them. Graves  pic ked up a s phere, nic ked i t expertly, and drank i t wi thout los ing a drop. E is enberg watc hed him  knowingly.

"You've been here for s ome time."

"T hat's  right."

"Did the fi rebal ls  get you the s ame time they got me?"

"No." He reac hed for the food. "I c ame up the Kanaka P i l lar."

"W hat! "

"T hat's  right. Matter of fac t, I was  looking for you."

"T he hel l  you s ay! "

"But I do s ay. It looks  as  i f my wi ld hypothes is  was  right; the P i l lars  and the fi rebal ls  are di fferent manifes tations  of the s ame c aus e - X ! "

It s eemed almos t pos s ible to hear the wheels  whir in E is enberg's  head. "But, Doc .. . . look here, Doc , that means  your whole hypothes is  was  c orrec t. Somebody did  the whole thing. Somebody has  us  loc ked up here now."

"T hat's  right." He munc hed s lowly. He s eemed ti red, older and thinner than the way E is enberg remembered him . "Evidenc e of intel l igent c ontrol  A lways  was . No other explanation."

"But w ho?"

"Ah! "

"Some foreign power? A re we up agains t s omething utterly new in the way of an attac k?"

"Hummph!  Do you think the Rus s ians , for ins tanc e, would bother to s erve us  water l ike this ?" He held up one of the dainty l i ttle s pheres .

"W ho, then?"

"I wouldn't know. Cal l  'em Martians  - that's  a c onvenient way to think of them."

"W hy Martians ?"

"No reas on. I s aid that was  a c onvenient way to think of them."

"Convenient how?"

"Convenient bec aus e i t keeps  you from thinking of them as  human beings  - whic h they obvious ly aren't. Nor animals . Something very intel l igent, but not animals , bec aus e they are s marter than we are. Martians ."

"But. . . but - W ait a m inute. W hy do you as s ume that your X  people aren't human? W hy not humans  who have a lot of s tuff on the bal l  that we don't have? New s c ienti fic  advanc es ?"

"T hat's  a fai r ques tion," Graves  ans wered, pic king his  teeth wi th a forefinger. "I'l l  give you a fai r ans wer. Bec aus e in the pres ent s tate of the world we know pretty near where al t the bes t m inds  are and what they are doing. Advanc es , l ike thes e c ouldn't be hidden and would be a long time in developing. X  indic ates
evidenc e of a hal f a dozen di fferent l ines  of development that are c lear beyond our ken and whic h would require years  of work by hundreds  of res earc hers , to s ay the very leas t. Ips o fac to , nonhuman s c ienc e.

"Of c ours e," he c ontinued, "i f you want to pos tulate a mad s c ientis t and a s ec ret laboratory, I c an't argue with you. But I'm  not wri ting Sunday s upplements ."

B i l l  E is enberg kept very quiet for s ome time, whi le he c ons idered what Graves  s aid in the l ight of his  own experienc e.

"You're right, Doc ," he final ly admitted. "Shuc ks , you're us ual ly right when we have an argument. It has  to be Martians . Oh, I don't mean inhabi tants  of Mars ; I mean s ome form of intel l igent l i fe from outs ide this  planet."

"Maybe."

"But you jus t s aid s o! "

"No, I s aid i t was  a c onvenient way to look at i t."

"But i t has  to be by el im ination."

"E l im ination is  a tric ky l ine of reas oning."

"W hat els e c ould i t be?"

"Mm-m-m. I'm  not prepared to s ay jus t what I do think - yet. But there are s tronger reas ons  than we have mentioned for c onc luding that we are up agains t nonhumans . Ps yc hologic al  reas ons ."

"W hat s ort?"

"X  does n't treat pris oners  in any fas hion that aris es  out of human behavior patterns . T hink i t over."

T hey had a lot to talk about; muc h more than X , even though X  was  a s ubjec t they were bound to return to. Graves  gave B i l l  a s imple bald ac c ount of how he happened to go up the P i l lar - an ac c ount whic h B i l l  found very moving for what was  left out, rather than told. He fel t s uddenly very humble and unworthy as  he
looked at his  elderly, frai l  friend.

"Doc , you don't look wel l ."



"I'l l  do."

"T hat trip up the P i l lar was  hard on you. You s houldn't have tried i t."

Graves  s hrugged. "I made out al l  right." But he had not, and B i l l  c ould s ee that he had not. T he old man was  "poorly."

T hey s lept and they ate and they talked and they s lept again. T he routine that E is enberg had grown us ed to alone c ontinued, s ave with c ompany. But Graves  grew no s tronger.

"Doc , i t's  up to us  to do s omething about i t."

"About what?"

"T he whole s i tuation. T his  thing that has  happened to us  is  an intolerable menac e to the whole human rac e. W e don't know what may have happened down below-"

"W hy do you s ay 'down below'?"

'W hy, you c ame up the P i l lar."

"Yes , true - but I don't know when or how I was  taken out of - the bathys phere, nor where they may have taken me. But go ahead. Let's  have your idea."

"W el l , but - OK  - we don't know what may have happened to the res t of the human rac e. T he fi rebal ls  may be pic king them off one at a time, wi th no c hanc e to fight bac k and no way of gues s ing what has  been going on. W e have s ome idea of the ans wer. It's  up to us  to es c ape and warn them. T here may be s ome
way of fighting bac k. It's  our duty; the whole future of the human rac e may depend on i t."

Graves  was  s i lent s o long after B i l l  had finis hed his  toc s in that B i l l  began to feel  embarras s ed, a bi t fool is h. But when he final ly s poke i t was  to agree. "I think you are right, B i l l . I think i t qui te pos s ible that you are right. Not nec es s ari ly, but dis tinc tly pos s ible. And that pos s ibi l i ty does  plac e an obl igation on us  to al l
mankind. I've known i t. I knew i t before we got into this  mes s , but I did not have enough data to jus ti fy s houting. 'W olf! '

"T he ques tion is ," he went on, "how c an we give s uc h a warning - now?"

"W e've got to es c ape! "

"Ah."

"T here mus t be s ome way."

"Can you s ugges t one?"

"Maybe. W e haven't been able to find any way in or out of this  plac e, but there mus t be a way-has  to be; we were brought in. Furthermore, our rations  are put ins ide every day - s omehow. I tried onc e to s tay awake long enough to s ee how i t was  done, but I fel l  as leep-"

"So did I."

"Uh-huh. I'm  not s urpris ed. But there are two of us  now; we c ould take turns , watc h on and watc h off, unti l  s omething happened."

Graves  nodded. "It's  worth trying."

S inc e they had no way of meas uring the watc hes , eac h kept the vigi l  unti l  s leepines s  bec ame intolerable, then awakened the other. But nothing happened. T heir food ran out, was  not replac ed. T hey c ons erved their water bal ls  wi th c are, were final ly reduc ed to one, whic h was  not drunk bec aus e eac h ins is ted on
being noble about i t - the other mus t drink i t!  But s ti l l  no manifes tation of any s ort from their uns een Captors .

A fter an unmeas ured and unes timated length of time - but c ertainly long, almos t intolerably long - at a time when E is enberg was  in a l ight, troubled s leep, he was  s uddenly awakened by a touc h and the s ound of his  name. He s at up, bl inking, dis oriented. "W ho? W hat? W ha's a matter?"

"I mus t have dozed off," Graves  s aid m is erably. "I'm  s orry, B i l l ." E is enberg looked where Graves  pointed. T heir food and water had been renewed.

E is enberg did not s ugges t a renewal of the experiment. In the fi rs t plac e, i t s eemed evident that their keepers  did not intend for them to learn the c ombination to their c el l  and were qui te intel l igent enough to outmaneuver their nec es s ari ly feeble attempts . In the s ec ond plac e, Graves  was  an obvious ly s ic k man;
E is enberg did not have the heart to s ugges t another long, gruel ing, hal f-s tarved vigi l .

But, lac king knowledge of the c ombination, i t appeared impos s ible to break jai l . A  naked man is  a partic ularly helples s  c reature; lac king materials  wherewith to fas hion tools , he c an do l i ttle. E is enberg would have s wapped his  c hanc es  for eternal  bl is s  for a diamond dri l l , an ac etylene torc h, or even a rus ty,
s ec ondhand c his el . W ithout tools  of s ome s ort i t was  impres s ed on him  that he s tood about as  muc h c hanc e of breaking out of his  c age as  his  goldfis h, Cleo and Patra, had of c hewing their way out of a glas s  bowl.

"Doc ?"

"Yes , s on."

"W e've tac kled this  the wrong way. W e know that X  is  intel l igent; ins tead of trying to es c ape, we s hould be trying to es tabl is h c ommunic ation."

"How?"

"I don't know. But there mus t be s ome  way."

But i f there was , he c ould never c onjure i t up. Even i f he as s umed that his  c aptors  c ould s ee and hear him , how was  he to c onvey intel l igenc e to them by word or ges ture? W as  i t theoretic al ly pos s ible for any nonhuman being, no matter how intel l igent, to find a pattern of meaning in human s peec h s ymbols , i f he
enc ountered them without c ontext, wi thout bac kground, wi thout pic tures , wi thout pointing? It is  c ertainly true that the human rac e, working under muc h more favorable c i rc ums tanc es , has  fai led almos t utterly to learn the languages  of the other rac es  of animals .

W hat s hould he do to attrac t their attention, s timulate their interes t? Rec i te the "Gettys burg Addres s "? Or the multipl ic ation table? Or, i f he us ed ges tures , would deaf and dumb language mean any more, or any les s , to his  c aptors  than the s ai lor's  hornpipe?

"Doc ?"

"W hat is  i t, B i l l?" Graves  was  s inking; he rarely ini tiated a c onvers ation thes e "days ."

"W hy are we here? I've had i t in the bac k of my m ind that ev entual ly  they would take us  out and do s omething with us . T ry to ques tion us , maybe. But i t does n't look l ike they meant to."

"No, i t does n't."

"T hen why are we here? W hy do they take c are of us ?"

Graves  paus ed qui te a long time before ans wering: "I think that they are expec ting us  to reproduc e."

"W hat! "

Graves  s hrugged.

"But that's  ridic ulous ."

"Surely. But would they know i t?"

"But they are intel l igent."

Graves  c huc kled, the fi rs t time he had done s o in many s leeps . "Do you know Roland Young's  l i ttle vers e about the flea:

"A  funny  c reature is  the Flea

You c annot tel l  the She from He.

But He c an tel l -and s o c an She."

"A fter al l , the vis ible di fferenc es  between men and women are qui te s uperfic ial  and almos t negl igible - exc ept to men and women! "

E is enberg found the s ugges tion repugnant, almos t revol ting; he s truggled agains t i t. "But look, Doc  - even a l i ttle s tudy would s how them that the human rac e is  divided up into s exes . A fter al l , we aren't the fi rs t s pec imens  they've s tudied."

"Maybe they don't s tudy us ."

"Huh?"

"Maybe we are jus t pets ."

Pets !  B i l l  E is enberg's  morale had s tood up wel l  in the fac e of danger and unc ertainty. T his  attac k on i t was  more s ubtle. Pets !  He had thought of Graves  and hims el f as  pris oners  of war, or, pos s ibly, objec ts  of s c ienti fic  res earc h. But pets !

"I know how you feel ," Graves  went on, watc hing his  fac e, "It's  . . . i t's  humil iating  from an anthropoc entric  viewpoint. But I think i t may be true. I may as  wel l  tel l  you my own private theory as  to the pos s ible nature of X , and the relation of X  to the human rac e. I haven't up to now, as  i t is  almos t s heer c onjec ture, bas ed
on very l i ttle data. But i t does  c over the known fac ts .

"I c onc eive of the X  c reatures  as  being jus t barely aware of the exis tenc e of men, unc onc erned by them, and almos t c ompletely uninteres ted in them."

"But they hunt us ! "

"Maybe. Or maybe they jus t pic k us  up oc c as ional ly by ac c ident. A  lot of men have dreamed about an impingement of non-human intel l igenc es  on the human rac e. A lmos t wi thout exc eption the dream has  taken one of two forms , invas ion and war, or exploration and mutual  s oc ial  interc ours e.

Both c onc epts  pos tulate that nonhumans  are enough l ike us  ei ther to fight wi th us  or talk to us  - treat us  as  equals , one way or the other. I don't bel ieve that X  is  s uffic iently interes ted in human beings  to want to ens lave them, or even exterm inate them. T hey may not even s tudy us , even when we c ome under their
notic e. T hey may lac k the s c ienti fic  s piri t in the s ens e of having a monkey-l ike c urios i ty about everything that moves . For that matter, how thoroughly do w e  s tudy other l i fe forms ? Did you ever as k your goldfis h for their views  on goldfis h poetry or pol i tic s ? Does  a term ite think that a woman's  plac e is  in the home? Do
beavers  prefer blondes  or brunettes ?"

"You are joking."

"No, I'm  not!  Maybe the l i fe forms  I mentioned don't have s uc h involved ideas . My point is : i f they did, or do, we'd never gues s  i t. I don't think X  c onc eives  of the human rac e as  intel l igent."

B i l l  c hewed this  for a whi le, then added: "W here do you think they c ame from, Doc ? Mars , maybe? Or c lear out of the Solar Sys tem?"

"Not nec es s ari ly. Not even probably. It's  my gues s  that they c ame from the s ame plac e we did - from up out of the s l ime of this  planet."

"Real ly, Doc -"

"I mean i t. And don't give me that funny look. I may be s ic k, but I'm  not balmy. Creation took  eight day s !"

"Huh?"

"I'm  us ing bibl ic al-language. 'And God bles s ed them, and God s aid unto them, Be frui tful  and multiply, and replenis h the earth, and s ubdue i t: and have dominion over the fis h of the s ea, and over the fowl of the air, and over every l iving thing that moveth upon the earth.' And s o i t c ame to pas s . But nobody mentioned
the s tratos phere."

"Doc -are you s ure you feel  al l  right?"

"Dammit, qui t trying to ps yc hoanalyze me!  I'l l  drop the al legory. W hat I mean is : W e aren't the lates t nor the highes t s tage in evolution. Firs t the oc eans  were populated. T hen lungfis h to amphibian, and s o on up, unti l  the c ontinents  were populated, and, in time, man ruled the s urfac e of the earth - or thought he did.
But did evolution s top there? I think not. Cons ider - from a fis h's  point of view air is  a hard vac uum. From our point of view the upper reac hes  of the atmos phere, s ixty, s eventy, maybe a hundred thous and feet up s eem l ike a vac uum and unfi t to s us tain l i fe. But i t's  not vac uum. It's  thin, yes , but there is  matter there
and radiant energy. W hy not l i fe, intel l igent l i fe, highly evolved as  i t would have to be - but evolved from the s ame anc es try as  ours elves  and fis h? W e wouldn't s ee i t happen; man has n't been aware, in a s c ienti fic  s ens e, that long. W hen our grand-daddies  were s winging in the trees , i t had already happened."

E is enberg took a deep breath. "J us t wai t a m inute, Doc . I'm  not dis puting the theoretic al  pos s ibi l i ty of your thes is , but i t s eems  to me i t is  out on direc t evidenc e alone. W e've never s een them, had no direc t evidenc e of them. A t leas t, not unti l  lately. And we s hould  have s een them."

"Not nec es s ari ly. Do ants  s ee men? I doubt i t."

"Yes  - but, c ons arn i t, a man has  better eyes  than an ant."

"Better eyes  for what? For his  own needs . Suppos e the X -c reatures  are too high up, or too tenuous , or too fas t-moving!  for us  to notic e them. Even a thing as  big and as  s ol id and as  s low as  an airplane c an go up high enough to go out of s ight, even on a c lear day. If X  is  tenuous  and even s emitrans parent, we



never w ould  s ee them - not even as  oc c ul tations  of s tars , or s hadows  agains t the moon - though as  a matter of fac t there have been s ome very s trange s tories  of jus t that s ort of thing."

E is enberg got up and s tomped up and down. "Do you mean to s ugges t," he demanded, "that c reatures  s o ins ubs tantial  they c an float in a s oft vac uum bui l t the P i l lars ?"

"W hy not? T ry explaining how a hal f-finis hed, naked embryo l ike homo s apiens  bui l t the Empire S tate Bui lding."

B i l l  s hook his  head. "I don't get i t."

"You don't try. W here do you think this  c ame from? Graves  held up one of the m irac ulous  l i ttle water s pheres .

"My gues s  is  that l i fe on this  planet is  s pl i t three ways , wi th almos t no interc ours e between the three. Oc ean c ul ture, Ian c ul ture, and another-c al l  i t s tratoc ul ture. Maybe a fourth down under the c rus t - but we don't know. W e know a l i ttle about l i fe under the s ea, bec aus e we are c urious . But how muc h do they know of
us ? Do a few dozen bathys phere des c ents  c ons ti tute an invas ion? A  fis h that s ees  our bathys phere m ight go home and take to his  bed with a s ic k headac he, but he wouldn't talk about i t, and he wouldn't be bel ieved i f he did. If a lot of fis h s ee us  and s wear out affidavi ts , along c omes  a fis h-ps yc hologis t and
explains  i t as  mas s  hal luc ination.

"No, i t takes  s omething at leas t as  large and s ol id and permanent as  the P i l lars  to have any effec t on orthodox c onc eptions . Cas ual  vis i tations  have no real  effec t."

E is enberg let his  thoughts  s immer for s ome time before c ommenting further. W hen he did, i t was  hal f to hims el f. "I don't bel ieve i t. I won't bel ieve i t! "

"Bel ieve what?"

"Your theory. Look, Doc  - i f you are right, don't you s ee what i t means ? W e're helples s , we're outc las s ed."

"I don't think they wi l l  bother muc h with human beings . T hey haven't, up ti l l  now."

"But that is n't i t. Don't you s ee? W e've had s ome digni ty as  a rac e. W e've s triven and ac c ompl is hed things . Even when we fai led, we had the tragic  s atis fac tion of knowing that we were, nevertheles s , s uperior and more able than the other animals . W e've had fai th in the rac e - we would ac c ompl is h great things  yet.
But i f we are jus t one of the lower animals  ours elves , what does  our great work amount to? Me, I c ouldn't go on pretending to be a 's c ientis t' i f I thought I was  jus t a fis h, muc king around in the bottom of a pool . My work wouldn't s igni fy  anything."

"Maybe i t does n't."

"No, maybe i t does n't." E is enberg got up and pac ed the c ons tric ted area of their pris on. "Maybe not. But I won't s urrender to i t. I w on't!  Maybe you're right. Maybe you're wrong. It does n't s eem to matter very muc h w here  the X  people c ame from. One way or the other, they are a threat to our own kind. Doc , we've got to
get out of here and warn them! "

"How?"

Graves  was  c omatos e a large part of the time before he died. B i l l  maintained an almos t c ontinuous  watc h over him , c atc hing only oc c as ional  c at naps . T here was  l i ttle he c ould do for his  friend, even though he did watc h over him , but the s piri t behind i t was  c omfort to them both.

But he was  dozing when Graves  c al led his  name. He woke at onc e, though the s ound was  a bare whis per. "Yes , Doc ?"

"I c an't talk muc h more, s on. T hanks  for taking c are of me."

"Shuc ks , Doc ."

"Don't forget what you're here for. Some day you'l l  get a break. Be ready for i t and don't muff i t. People have to be warned."

"I'l l  do i t, Doc . I s wear i t."

"Good boy." And then, almos t inaudibly, "G'night, s on."

E is enberg watc hed over the body unti l  i t was  qui te c old and had begun to s ti ffen. T hen, exhaus ted by his  long vigi l  and emotional ly drained, he c ol laps ed into a deep s leep.

W hen he woke up the body was  gone.

It was  hard to maintain his  morale, after Graves  was  gone. It was  al l  very wel l  to res olve to warn the res t of mankind at the fi rs t pos s ible c hanc e, but there was  the endles s  monotony to c ontend with. He had not even the rel ief from boredom afforded the c ondemned pris oner - the c hec king off of l im i ted days . Even his
"c alendar" was  nothing but a c ounting of his  s leeps .

He was  not qui te s ane muc h of the time, and i t was  the twic e-tragic  ins ani ty of intel l igenc e, aware of i ts  own ins tabi l i ty. He c yc led between periods  of elation and periods  of extreme depres s ion, in whic h he would have des troyed hims el f, had he the means .

During the periods  of elation he made great plans  for fighting agains t the X  c reatures  - after he es c aped. He was  not s ure how or when, but, momentari ly, he was  s ure. He would lead the c rus ade hims el f; roc kets  c ould wi ths tand the dead zone of the P i l lars  and the c loud; atom ic  bombs  c ould des troy the dynamic
balanc e of the P i l lars . T hey would harry them and hunt them down; the globe would onc e again be the kingdom of man, to whom i t belonged.

During the bi tter periods  of relaps e he would real ize c learly that the puny engineering of mankind would be of no forc e agains t the powers  and knowledge of the c reatures  who bui l t the P i l lars , who kidnapped hims el f and Graves  in s uc h a c as ual  and mys terious  a fas hion. T hey were outc las s ed.

Could c odfis h plan a s ortie agains t the c i ty of Bos ton? W ould i t matter i f the c hattering monkeys  in Guatemala pas s ed a res olution to des troy the navy?

T hey were outc las s ed. T he human rac e had reac hed i ts  highes t point - the point at whic h i t began to be aware that i t was  not the highes t rac e, and the knowledge was  death to i t, one way or the other - the mere knowledge alone, even as  the knowledge was  now des troying him , B i l l  E is enberg, hims el f. E is enberg -
homo pis c is . Poor fis h!

His  overs trained m ind c onc eived a means  by whic h he m ight pos s ibly warn his  fel low beings . He c ould not es c ape as  long as  his  s urroundings  remained unc hanged. T hat was  es tabl is hed and he ac c epted i t; he no longer pac ed his  c age. But c ertain things  did  leave his  c age: left-over food, refus e - and Graves '
body. If he died, his  own body would be removed, he fel t s ure. Some, at leas t, of the things  whic h had gone up the P i l lars  had c ome down again-he knew that. W as  i t not l ikely that the X  c reatures  dis pos ed of any heavy mas s  for whic h they had no further us e by dumping i t down the W ahini  P i l lar? He c onvinc ed
hims elf that i t was  s o.

Very wel l , his  body would be returned to the s urfac e, eventual ly. How c ould he us e i t to give a mes s age to his  fel low men, i f i t were found? He had no wri ting materials , nothing but his  own body.

But the s ame make-do means  whic h s erved him  as  a c alendar gave him  a way to wri te a mes s age. He c ould make welts  on his  s kin wi th a s hred of thumbnai l . If the s ame s pot were i rri tated over and over again, not perm itted to heal , s c ar tis s ue would form. By s uc h means  he was  able to c reate permanent tattooing.

T he letters  had to be large; he was  l im i ted in s pac e to the fore part of his  body; involved argument was  impos s ible. He was  l im i ted to a fai rly s imple warning. If he had been qui te right in his  m ind, perhaps  be would have been able to devis e a more c leverly worded warning - but then he was  not.

In time, he had c overed his  c hes t and bel ly wi th c ic atrix tattooing worthy of a bus hman c hief. He was  thin by then and of an unheal thy c olor; the welts  s tood out plainly.

His  body was  found floating in the Pac i fic , by Portugues e fis hermen who c ould not read the mes s age, but who turned i t in to the harbor pol ic e of Honolulu. T hey, in turn, photographed the body, fingerprinted i t, and dis pos ed of i t. T he fingerprints  were c hec ked in W as hington, and W il l iam E is enberg, s c ientis t,
fel low of many dis tinguis hed s oc ieties , and high type of homo s apiens , was  offic ial ly dead for the s ec ond time, wi th a new mys tery attac hed to his  name.

T he c umbers ome c ours e of offic ial  c orres pondenc e unwound i ts el f and the rec ord of his  reappearanc e reac hed the des k of Captain B lake, at a port in the South A tlantic . Photographs  of the body were attac hed to the rec ord, along with a s hort offic ial  letter tel l ing the c aptain that, in view of his  c onnec tion with the
c as e, i t was  being provided for his  information and rec ommendation.

Captain B lake looked at the photographs  for the dozenth time. T he mes s age told in s c ar tis s ue was  plain enough:

"BEW ARE - CREAT ION T OOK E IGHT  DAYS."

But what did i t mean?

Of one thing he was  s ure-E is enberg had not had thos e s c ars  on his  body when he dis appeared from the Mahan . T he man had l ived for a c ons iderable period after he was  grabbed up by the fi rebal l -that was  c ertain. And he had learned s omething. W hat? T he referenc e to the fi rs t c hapter of Genes is  did not es c ape
him; i t was  not s uc h as  to be us eful .

He turned to his  des k and res umed making a draft in painful  longhand of his  report to the bureau. "-the mes s age in s c ar tis s ue adds  to the mys tery, rather than c lari fying i t. I am now forc ed to the opinion that the P i l lars  and the L -Grange fi rebal ls  are c onnec ted in s ome way. T he patrol  around the P i l lars  s hould not
be relaxed. If new opportuni ties  or methods  for inves tigating the nature of the P i l lars  s hould develop, they s hould be purs ued thoroughly. I regret to s ay that I have nothing of the s ort to s ugges t-"

He got up from his  des k and walked to a s mal l  aquarium s upported by gimbals  from the inboard bulkhead, and s ti rred up the two goldfis h therein wi th a forefinger. Notic ing the level  of the water, he turned to the pantry door. "J ohns on, you've fi l led this  bowl too ful l  again. Pat's  trying to jump out again! "

"I'l l  fix i t, c aptain." T he s teward c ame out of the pantry wi th a s mal l  pan. ("Don't know why the Old Man keeps  thes e tarnation fis h. He ain't interes ted in 'em - that's  c ertain .") A loud he added: "T hat Pat fis h don't want to s tay in there, c aptain. A lways  trying to jump out. And he don't l ik e  me, c aptain."

"W hat's  that?" Captain B lake's  thoughts  had already left the fis h; he was  worrying over the mys tery again.

"I s ay that fis h don't l ik e  me, c aptain. T ries  to bi te my finger every time I c lean out the bowl"

"Don't be s i l ly, J ohns on."




