The HARPERS of

TITAN

A Captain Future NOVELET by EDMOND HAMILTON
Again Simon Wright, the"Brain", livesin ahuman body, and in that guise contends
with the most hideous peril he has ever faced--a menace driving a planet to madness!
CHAPTERI

Shadowed Moon

His name was Smon Wright, and
once he had been aman like other
men. Now he was aman no longer,
but aliving brain, housed inametd
case, hourished by serum instead of
blood, provided with artificial senses
and means of mation.

The body of Simon Wright, that had
known the pleasuresand ills of
physica existence, had long ago
mingled with the dust. But the mind of
Simon Wright lived on, brilliant and
unimpaired.

HE ridge lifted, gaunt and rocky,
aong therim of thelichen fores,

the giant growths crowding to the very
crest and down the farther dopeinto
thevdley.

Here and therewas aclearing

around what might once have been a
temple, now long faleninto ruin. The
vast ragged shapes of thelichens
loomed above it, wrinkled and wind-
torn and sad. Now and again alittle
breeze came and set them to rustling
with asound like muted weeping,
shaking down arotten, powdery dust.
Simon Wright wasweary of the
ridge and the dun-gray forest, weary
of waiting. Three of Titan's nights hed
passed since he and Grag and Otho
and Curt Newton, whom the System
knew better as Captain Furore, had
hidden their ship down inthelichen-
forest and had waited here on the
ridge for aman who did not come.
Thiswasthe fourth night of

waiting, under theincredible glory of
Titan's Kky.

But even the pageant of Saturn,
girdled with the blazing Ringsand
attended by the brilliant swarm of
moons, failed to lift Smon's menta
Spirits. Somehow the beauty above



only accentuated the dreariness below.
Curt Newton said sharply, "If

Keogh doesn't come tonight, I'm
going down there and look for him."
Helooked outward through arift in
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thelichens, to the valey where Moneb
lay--acity indistinct with night and
distance, picked out here and there
with thelight of torches.

Simon spoke, hisvoice coming
precise and metalic through the
artificia resonator."Keogh's message
warned us on no account to go into the
city. Be patient, Curtis. He will
come."

Otho nodded. Otho, the lean, lithe
android who was s0 exactly human
that only adisturbing strangenessin
his pointed face and green, bright eyes
betrayed him.

"Apparently,” Otho said, "therésa
devil of amessgoing onin Moneb,
and we're liableto makeit worse if
we go tramping in before we know
what it'sdl about."

HE manlike metal form of Grag
moved impatiently in the shadows
with adull dlanking sound. His
booming voice crashed loud against
the dillness.

“I'mlike Curt," he said. "I'm tired

of walting."

"Wearedl tired," said Smon. "But
we must wait. From Keogh's
message, | judgethat heisneither a
coward nor afool. He knowsthe
gtuation. We do not. We must not
endanger him by impatience.”

Curt Sghed. "I know it." He settled
back on the block of stone where he
was dtting. "'l only hope he makesit
soon. Theseinfernd lichensare
getting on my nerves.”

Poised, effortlesdy upon the unseen
magnetic beamsthat were hislimbs,
Simon watched and brooded. Only in
adetached way could he appreciate
the picture he presented to others--a
smdl square metal case, witha
drangeface of artificia lens-eyesand



resonator-mouth, hoveringinthe
darkness.

To himsdf, Smon seemed dmost a
bodiless ego. He could not see his
own strange body. He was conscious
only of the steady, rhythmic throbbing
of the serum-pump that served ashis
heart, and of the visud and auditory
sensationsthat hisartificial sense-
organs gathered for him.

Hislendike eyes were capable of
better vison under dl conditionsthan
the human eye, but even so he could
not penetrate the shifting, tumultuous
shadows of thevaley. It remained a
mystery of shaking moonlight, mist
and darkness.

It looked peaceful. And yet the
message of this stranger, Keogh, had
cried for help againgt an evil too gresat
for himtofight done.

Simon was acutely conscious of the
T

dreary rustling of thelichens. His
microphonic auditory system could
hear and distinguish each separate tiny
note too faint for normal ears, so that
the rustling became aweaving,
shifting pattern of sound, asof ghostly
voiceswhispering -a sort of
symphony of despair.

Pure fancy, and Smon Wright was
not givento fancies. Yetinthese
nights of waiting he had developed a
definite sense of foreboding. He
reasoned now that this sad whispering
of theforest wasresponsible, hisbrain
reacting to the repeated stimulus of a
sound-pattern.

Like Curt, he hoped that Keogh
would come soon.

Time passed. The Ringsfilled the

sky with supernd fire, and the moons
went splendidly on their eterna way,
bathed in the milky glow of Saturn.
Thelichenswould not cease from
their dusty weeping. Now and again
Curt Newton rose and went restlessly
back and forth acrossthe clearing.
Otho watched him, gitting dill, his
dim body bent like a steel bow. Grag



remained where he was, adark
immobile giant in the shadows,
dwarfing even Newton's height.
Then, abruptly, there was a sound
different from dl other sounds. Smon
heard, and listened, and after a
moment hesad:

"There are two men, climbing the
dopefromthevdley, coming this
way."

Otho sprang up. Curt voiced a

short, sharp "Ah!" and said, "Better
take cover, until we're sure.”

Thefour melted into the darkness.
Simon was so close to the Strangers
that he might have reached out one of
his force-beams and touched them.
They cameinto the clearing, breathing
heavily from thelong climb, looking
eagerly about. Onewas atdl man,
very tal, with agaunt width of
shoulder and afine head. The other
was shorter, broader, moving with a
bearlike gait. Both were Earthmen,
with the unmistakable samp of the
frontiers on them, and the hardness of
physical |abor. Both men were armed.
They stopped. The hope went out of
them, and thetall man said
despairingly,

"They faled us. They didn't come.
Dan, they didn't come!”

Almog, the tall man wexpt.

"I guessyour message didn't get
through,” the other man said. His
voice, too, was leaden. "I don't know,
Keogh. | don't know what well do
now. | guesswe might aswell go
back."

Curt Newton spoke out of the
darkness. "Hold on aminute. It'sall
right.”

URT moved out into the open

space, hislean face and red hair

clear in the moonlight.

"It'she" said the stocky man. "It's
Captain Future." Hisvoice was shaken
withrelief.

Keogh amiled, asmile without

much humor init. "Y ou thought |
might be dead, and someone dse
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might keep the appointment. Not a
far-fetched assumption. I've been so
closaly watched that | dared not try to
get away before. | only just managed
it tonight.”

He broke off, staring, as Grag came
griding up, shaking the ground with
histread. Otho moved in from beyond
him, light asaleaf. Smon joined
them, gliding slently from among the
shadows.

Keogh laughed, alittle shekily.

"I'm glad to seeyou. If you only knew
how glad | amto seeyou dl!"

"And me!" said the stocky man. He
added, "I'm Harker."

"My friend," Keogh told the
Futuremen. "For many years, my
friend.” Then he hestated, looking
earnedtly a Curt. Y ou will help me?
I've held back down therein Moneb
so far. I've kept the people quiet. I've
tried to give them courage when they
need it, but I'm only one man. That's
afral peg on which to hang the fate of
aaty."

Curt nodded gravely. "Well do all

we can. Otho--Grag! Keep watch,
justincase"

Grag and Otho disappeared again.
Curt looked expectantly at Keogh and
Harker. The breeze had steadied to a
wind, and Simon was conscious that it
was risng, bringing a deeper plaint
from thelichens.

Keogh sat down on ablock of stone
and began to talk. Hovering near him,
Simon listened, watching Keogh's
face. It was agood face. A wise man,
Simon thought, and a strong one,
exhausted now by effort and long fear.
"l wasthefirst Earthman to come
intothevaley, yearsago,” Keogh
sad. "l liked the men of Moneb and
they liked me. When the miners began
to comein, | saw to it that there was
no trouble between them and the
natives. | married agirl of Moneb,
daughter of one of the chief men.
She's dead now, but | have a son here.



And I'm one of their councilors, the
only man of foreign blood ever
dlowed inthe Inner City.

"So you seg, I've swung alot of -
weight and have used it to keep peace
here between native and outlander.
But now!"

He shook hishead. "There have
aways been men in Moneb who hated
to see Earthmen and Earth civilization
comein and lessen their own
influence. They've hated the
Earthmen who livein New Town and
work the mines. They'd havetried
long ago to force them out, and would
have embroiled Moneb in ahopeless
struggle, if they'd dared defy tradition
and use their one possible wegpon.
Now, they're bolder and are planning
to use that weapon.”

Curt Newton looked a him keenly.
"What isthiswespon, Keogh?'
Keogh's answer was aquestion.

"Y ou Futuremen know these worlds
well - | suppose you've heard of the
Harpers?'

Simon Wright felt ashock of

surprise. He saw incredulous
amazement on Curt Newton'sface.
"Y ou don't mean that your

mal contents plan to use the Harpers
asawesgpon?'

Keogh nodded somberly. "They

do."

Memories of old dayson Titan
were flashing through Simon's mind;
the strange, strange form of life that
dwelt deep in the greet foredts, the
unforgettable beauty wedded to
dreadful danger.

"The Harpers could be aweapon,
yes," hesad, after amoment. "But the
weapon-would day those who
wielded it, unlessthey were protected
fromit.".

"Long ago,” Keogh answered, "the
men of Moneb had such a protection.
They used the Harpers, then. But use
of them was so disastrous that it was
forbidden, put under atabu.

"Now, those who wish to force out



the Earthmen here plan to break that
tabu. They want to bring inthe
Harpers, and use them.”

Harker added, "Thingswereal

right until theold king died. Hewasa
man.Hissonisaweskling. The
fanaticsagaing outland civilization
have got to him, and he'safraid of his
own shadow. Keogh has been holding
him on hisfegt, againg them."

IMON saw the dmost worshipful
trust in Harker'seyesas he

glanced at hisfriend.

"They'vetried to kill Keogh, of
course," Harker said. "With him gone,
thereld be no leader against them.”
Keogh's voice rose, to be heard over
the booming and thrumming of the
lichens

"A full council has been cdled for
two days from now. That will bethe
timeof decison -whether we, or the
breakers of tabu, will rulein Moneb.
And | know, as| know truth, that
some land of atrap has been set for
me.

"That iswhere| will need you
Futuremen's help, most desperately.
But you must not be seenin thetown.
Any strangers now would excite
sugpicion, and you are too well known
and -" he glanced at Simon and added
gpologeticdly, "didinctive.”

He paused. In that pause, the boom
and thunder of thelichen waslikethe
datting of great sailsin thewind, and
Simon could not hear thelittlefurtive
sound from behind him until it was
too late -a second too late.

A man legped into the clearing.
Simon had afleeting glimpse of
copper-gold limbs and akiller'sface,
and a curious wegpon raised. Simon
spoke, but the bright small dart was
dreedy fled.

In the same bresth, Curt turned and
drew and fired. The man dropped. Out
in the shadows another gun flashed,
and they heard Otho'sfierce cry.
Therewas atimelessingtant when

no one moved, and then Otho came



back into the clearing. "There were
only two of them, | think."

"They followed us" Harker
exclamed. "They followed us up here
to-"

He had been turning, as he spoke.
He suddenly stopped speaking, and
S

then cried out Keogh's name.

Keogh lay face downin the

powdery dust. From out histemple
stood adim bronzed shaft little larger
than aneedle, and whereit pierced the
flesh was one dark drop of blood.
Simon hovered low over the
Earthman. His sengtive beams
touched the throat, the breadt, lifted
onelax eydid.

Simon said, without hope, "He il
lives"

CHAPTERII

Unearthly Stratagem

RAG carried Keogh through the
forest and, tall man that .Keogh

was, he seemed likeachild inthe
robot's mighty arms. Thewind
howled, and the lichens shook and
thundered, and it was growing darker.
"Hurry!" said Harker. "Hurry -

there may ill be achancel™

Hisface had the white, staring look
that comes with shock. Simon was
still possessed of emotion - sharper,
clearer emotionsthan before, he
thought, divorced asthey werefrom
the chemica confusonsof the flesh.
Now he knew agrest pity for Harker.
"The Comet isjust ahead,” Curt

told him.

Presently they saw the ship, a
shadowed bulk of metal lost among
the giant growths. Swiftly they took
Keoghin, and Grag laid him carefully
onthetablein thetiny laboratory. He
was il bresthing, but Smon knew
that it would not befor long.

The laboratory of the Comet, for dl
its cramped size, wasfitted with
medica equipment comparableto
most hospitalsmost of it designed for

its particular purpose by Simon



himsdf, and by Curt Newton. It had
been used many times before for the
saving of lives. Now the two of them,
Simon and Curt together, worked
feverishly to save Keogh.

Curt whedled amarveloudy
compact adaptation of the Fraser unit
into place.

Within seconds the tubes were
clamped into Keogh's arteries and the
pumps were working, keeping the
blood flowing normaly, feedingina
gtimulant solution directly to the heart.
The oxygen unit was functioning.
Presently Curt nodded.

"Pulse and respiration normal. Now
let'shave alook &t the brain.”

He swung the ultrafluoroscope

into position and switched it on.
Simon looked into the screen,
hovering closeto Curt's shoulder.
"Thefronta lobeistorn beyond
repair,” he said. "Seethetiny barbson
that dart? Deterioration of the cells
has dready setin.”

Harker spoke from the doorway.
"Can't you do something? Can't you
save him?' He stared into Curt'sface
for amoment, and then his head
dropped forward and he said dully,
"No, of courseyou can't. | knew it
when hewas hit."

All the strength seemed to run out

of him. Heleaned againgt the door, a
G

man tired and beaten and sad beyond
endurance.

"It's bad enough to lose afriend.

But now everything he fought for is
logt, too. The fanaticswill win, and
they'll turn loose something that will
destroy not only the Earthmen here,
but the entire popul ace of Moneb too,
inthelong run."

Tearsbegan to run dowly from
Harker's eyes. He did not seem to
notice them. He said, to no one, to the
universe, "Why couldn't | have seen
himin time?Why couldn't | have
killed him - intime?"

For along, long moment, Smon



looked at Harker. Then he glanced
again into the screen, and then aside at
Curt, who nodded and dowly
switched it off. Curt began to remove
the tubes of the Fraser unit from
Keogh'swrists.

Simon said, "Wait, Curtis. Leave
them asthey are.”

Curt draightened, a certain dartled
wonder in hiseyes. Smon glided to
where Harker stood, whiter and more
gtricken than the dead man on the
table.

Simon spoke his name three times,
before he roused himsdlf to answer.
v

"How much courage have you,
Harker? As much asKeogh? Am
much as|?'

Harker shook his head.

"There are times when courage
doesn't help abit.”

"Listen to me, Harker! Have you
courage to walk be-beside Keogh into
Moneb, knowing that heis dead?
The eyes of the stocky man
widened. And Curt Newton cameto
Simon and said in astrange voice,
"What are you thinking of ?"

"l am thinking of abrave manwho
died inthe act of seeking help from
us | amthinking, of many innocent
men and women who will die,
unless... Harker, itistrue, isit not,
that the success of your fight
depended on Keogh?"'

ARKER'S gaze dwelt upon the
body stretched on thetable - a

body that breathed and pulsed with the
semblance of life borrowed from the
sighing pumps.

"Thatistrue" hesad. "That'swhy
they killed him. He wasthe leader.
With him gone - "Harker's broad
hands made a gesture of utter loss.
"Then it must not be known that
Keogh died.”

Curt said harshly, "No! Simon, you
cantdoit!”

"Why not, Curtis? You are

perfectly capable of completing the



operation.”

"They've killed the man once.

They'll beready to do it again. Simon,
you. can't risk yoursdf! Evenif |
could do the operation - no!"
Something queerly pleading came

into Curt'sgray eyes. "Thisismy kind
of ajob, Simon. Mine and Grag's and
Otho's. Let usdoit.”

"And how will youdoit?' Smon
asked. "By force? By reasoning? Y ou
are not omnipotent, Curtis. Nor are

H

Grag and Otho. Y ou, dl three of you,
would be going into certain death, and
even more certain defeat. And | know
you. Y ou would go."

Simon paused. It ssemed to him
suddenly that he had gone mad, that
he must be mad to contemplate what
he was about to do. And yet, it was
the only way - the only possible
chance of preventing anirretrievable
disadter.

Simon knew what the Harpers

could do, in the wrong hands. He
knew what would happen to the
Earthmen in New Town. And he knew
too whét retribution for that would
overtake the many guiltless people of
Moneb, aswell asthefew guilty ones.
He glanced beyond Harker and saw
Grag standing there, and Otho beside
him, his green eyes very bright, and
Simon thought, | made them both, |
and Roger Newton. | gave them hearts
and minds and courage. Some day
they will perish, but it will not be
because | failed them.

And there was Curt, stubborn,
reckless, driven by the demon of his
own londliness, a bitter searcher after
knowledge, a stranger to hisown kind.
Simon thought. We made him o,
Otho and Grag and I. And we wrought
too well. Thereistoo muchironin
him. Hewill bresk, but never bend -
and | will not have him broken
because of mel

Harker said, very dowly, "I don't
understand.”



Simon explained. "Keogh'sbody is
whole. Only the brain was destroyed.
If the body were supplied with another
brain - mine - Keogh would seem to
liveagain, tofinishhistask in

Moneb."

Harker stood for along moment
without spesking. Then he whispered,
"|sthat possble?’

"Quite possible. Not easy, not even
safe- but possible.”

Harker's hands clenched into fists.
Something, alight that might have
been hope, crept back into his eyes.
"Only wefive," said Simon, "know
that Keogh died. There would be no
difficulty there. And I know the
language of Titan, as| know most of
the System tongues.

"But | would gtill need help - a
.guide, who knew Keogh'slife and
could enable meto liveit for the short
time that is necessary. Y ou, Harker.
And | warnyou, it will not be easy.”
Harker's voice was low, but steadly.
"If you can do the onething, | can do
the other."

Curt Newton said angrily, "No one
isgoing to do anything of the sort.
Simon, | won't have any part of it!"
The stormy look that Simon knew

so well had comeinto Curt'sface. If
Simon had been able to, he would
have smiled. Instead, he spoke exactly
as he had spoken so many times
before, long ago when Curt Newton
wasasmal redheaded boy playingin
the lonely corridors of the laboratory
hidden under Tycho, with no
companions but the robot, the android,
and Simon, himsdif.

"Youwill doasl say, Curtid" He
turned to the others. "Grag, take Mr.
Harker into the main cabin. See that
he degps, for hewill need his
grength. Otho, Curtiswill want your
hdp."

Otho camein and shut the door. He
glanced from Simon to Curt and back
agan, hiseyeshilliant with acertain
acid amusement. Curt stood where he



was, hisjaw sgt, unmoving.

imon glided over to the cabinets

built solidly againgt onewal.

Using the wonderfully adaptable
force-beams more skilfully than aman
uses his hands, he took from them the
needful things - the trephine saw, the
clamps and sutures, the many-shaped
delicate knives. And the other things,
that had set modern surgery so far
ahead of the crude Twentieth Century
techniques. The compounds that
prevented bleeding, the organic
chemicasthat promoted cell
regeneration so rapidly and fully that a
wound would hed within hoursand
leave no scar, the Stimulants and
anaesthetics that prevented shock, the
neurone compounds.

The UV tube was pulsing overhead,
Seilizing everythinginthe

|aboratory. Simon, whose vison was
better and touch more sure than that of
any surgeon dependent on human
form, madethe preiminary incisonin
Keogh's skull.

Curt Newton had till not moved.
Hisface was as set and stubborn as
before, but there was apallor about it
now, something of desperation.
Simon said sharply, "Curtid"

Curt moved then. He cameto the
table and put hishands on it beside the
dead man's head, and Simon saw that
they trembled.

"l can't," hewhispered. "Simon, |
cantdoit. I'mafraid.”

Simon looked steadily into hiseyes.
"Thereisno need to be. Y ou will not
et mede”

He held out aglittering instrument.
Sowly, likeamaninadream, Curt
took it.

Otho's bright gaze softened. He
nodded to Simon, across Curt's
shoulder, and smiled. Therewas
admiration inthat smile, for both of
them.

Simon busied himsdf with other
things

"Pay particular attention, Curtis, to



the trigemind, glossopharynged,
facid -"

"I know dl about that,” said Curt,
with apeculiar irritation.
"-pneumogadtric, spina accessory,
and hypoglossd nerves™ Simon
finished. Vidsand syringeswerelad
inanest row. "Hereisthe anaesthetic
to be introduced into my serum-
gream. And immediady after the
operation, thisisto beinjected
benesth the duraand pia mater.”

Curt nodded. His hands had stopped
shaking, working now with swift, sure
skill. Hismouth had thinned to agrim
line

Simon thought, Hell do. Hell
awaysdo.

There was amoment, then, of
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waiting. Simon looked down &t the
man John Keogh and of asudden fear
took hold of him, a deep terror of what
he was about to do.

He was content as he was. Once,
many years before, he had made his
choice between extinction and his
present existence. The genius of Curt's
own father had saved him then, given
him new life, and Simon had made
peace with that life, strange asit was,
and turned it to good use. He had
discovered the advantages of his new
form - theincreased Kills, the ability
to think clearly with amind unfettered
by usdess and uncontrollable
impulses of the flesh. He had learned
to be grateful for them.

And now, after al theseyears...
Hethought, | cannot do it, after al!

I, too, am afraid - not of dying, but of
life

And yet, beneath that fear was
longing, ahunger that Simon had
thought mercifully dead these many
years.

Thelongingto beonceagain a

man, ahuman being clothed in flesh.
The cold, clear mind of Simon
Wright, the precise, logica
unwavering mind, reded under the



impact of these mingled dreads and
hungers. They legped up full stature
from their gravesin his subconscious.
He was shocked that he could till be
prey to emotion, and the voice of his
mind cried out, | cannot doit! No, |
cannot!

Curt said quietly, "All ready,

Smon.”

Sowly, very dowly, Smon moved
and came to rest beside John Keogh.
He saw Otho watching him, with a
look of pain and understanding, and -
yes, envy. Being unhuman himsdif,
Otho would know, where others could
only guess.

Curt's face was cut from stone. The
serum-pump broke its steady rhythm,
and then went on.

Simon Wright passed quietly into

the darkness.

CHAPTERIII

Once Born of Flesh

earing camefirst. A distant

confusion of sounds, seeming

very dull and blurred. Smon'sfirst
thought was that something had gone
wrong with his auditory mechanism.
Then achill wing of memory brushed
him, and in its wake came a pang of
fear, and a sense of wrongness.

It was dark. Why should it be so
dark in the Comet?

From far off, someone cdled his
name. "Simon! Simon, open your
eyes”

Eyes?

Againthat dull inchoate terror. His
mind was heavy. It refused to
function, and the throb of the serum-
pump was gone.

The serum-pump, Simon thought. It
has stopped, arid | am dying!
Hemust cal for help. That had
happened once before, and Curt had
saved him. He cried out, "Curtis, the
H

serum-pump has stopped!”
Thevoicewas not hisown, and it
was formed so strangely.

"I'm here, Simon. Open your eyes.”



A long unused series of motor relays
clicked over in Smon'shbrain a that
repeated command. Without
consciousvolition heraised his
eyelids. Someone's eydids, surely not
hisown! He had not had eyelidsfor
many yeard

He saw.

Vigon like the hearing, dim and
blurred. The familiar Iaboratory
seemed to swim in awavering haze.
Curt'sface, and Otho's, and above
them thelooming form of Grag, and a
strange man... No, not strange; he had
aname and Simon knew it - Harker.
That name started the chain, and
Simon remembered. Memory pounced
upon him, worried him, tore him, and
now he could fed thefear - the
physica anguish of it, the sweseting,
the pounding of the heart, the painful
contraction of the great bodily
ganglia

"Raise your hand, Smon. Raise

your right hand." There was astrained
undertonein Curt'svoice. Smon
understood. Curt was afraid he might
not have done things properly.
Uncertainly, likeachild who has

not yet learned coordination, Simon
rased hisright hand. Then hisleft. He
looked at them for an endless moment
and let them fdl. Dropsof sdine
moisture stung hiseyes, and he
remembered them. He remembered
tears.

"Youredl right,” Curt said shekily.
He helped Smon raise hishead and
held aglassto hislips. "Can you drink
this? It will clear away thefog, give
you strength.”

Simon drank, and the act of

drinking had wonder iniit.

The potion counteracted the
remaining effects of the anaesthetic.
Sight and hearing cleared, and he had
his mind under control again. Helay
dill for sometime, trying to adjust
himsdf tothedl but forgotten
sensations of the flesh.
Thelittlethings. The crispnessof a



sheet againg the skin, the warmth, the
pleasure of relaxed lips. The memory
of deep.

He sighed, and in that, too, there
was wonder. "Give me your hand,
Curtis. | will stand.”

Curt was on one side, Otho on the
other, steadying him. And Simon
Wright, in the body of John Keogh,
rose from the table where he had lain
and stood upright, aman and whole.
By the doorway, Harker fell

forward in adead faint.

Simon looked at him, the strong
stocky man crumpled on thefloor, his
face gray and sck. Hesaid, witha
queer touch of pity for dl humanity, "I
told him it would not be easy."

But even Smon had not redlized

just how hard it would be.

There were so many thingsto be
learned dl over again. Long usedto a
welightless, effortless ease of
movement, thistall rangy body he
now inhabited seemed heavy and
awkward, painfully dow. He had great
difficulty inmanaging it. At first his
attempts to walk were a series of
unganly saggeringswherein he must
cling to something to keep from
fdling.

His sense of baance had to undergo
acomplete readjustment. And the
dullness of hissght and hearing
bothered him. That was only
comparative, he knew - Keogh's sight
and hearing had been excdlent, by dl
human standards. But they lacked the
precision, the selectivity, the clarity to
which Simon had become
accustomed. Hefdt asthough his
senses were somehow muffled, asby a
val.

And it was agtrange thing, when he
sumbled or made an incautious
movement, to fed pain again.

UT as he began to gain control

over thiscomplicated bulk of

bone and muscle and nerve, Smon
found himsdf teking joy init. The
endless variety of sensory and tectile



impressions, thefeding of life, of
warm blood flowing, the knowing of
heat and cold and hunger were
fascinating.

Once born of flesh, he thought, and
clenched his hands together. What
have | done? What madness have |
done?

He must not think of that, nor of
himsdf. He mugt think of nothing but
the task to be done, in the name of
John Keogh who was dead.

Harker recovered from hisfaint.

"I'm sorry," he muttered. "It was just
that | saw him - you - rise up and
gand, it - "Hedid not finish. "I'm dll
right, now. Y ou don't haveto worry."
Simon noticed that he kept his eyes
averted as much as possible. But there
was adogged look about him that
said-hetold the truth.

"We ought to get back as soon as
you can makeit," Harker said. "We -
Keogh and |, have been gonetoo long
asitis”

He added, "There'sjust one thing.
What about Dion?!

"Dion?'

"Keogh's son.”

Simon said dowly, "No need to tell
the boy. He could hot understand, and
itwill only torture him."

Mercifully, he thought, thetime
would be short. But he wished that
Keogh had not had a son.

Curt interrupted. "Simon, I've been
talking to Harker. The council is
tonight, only afew hoursaway. And
you will haveto go doneinto the
Inner City, for there Harker isnot
alowed to enter.

"But Othoand | aregoing to try to
get around Moneb and into the council
hall, secretly. Harker tells me that was
Keogh'sidea, and it'sagood one - if
it works. Grag will stay with the ship,
oncal if necessary.”

He handed Simon two objects, a
small mono-wave audio disc and a
heavy meta box only four inches
quare.



"WEell keep in touch with the

audios," hesad. "The other isahasty
B

adaptation of the Comet'sown
repellor field, but tuned for sonic
vibrations. | had to rob two of the cail
units. What do you think of it?"
Simon examined the tiny box, the
compact, cunning interior
arrangement of oscillators, the capsule
power unit, the four complicated
grids.

"The desgn might have been

further smplified, Curtis- but, under
the circumstances, acreditablejob. It
will servevery well, in case of
necessity.”

"Let'shope" sad Curt fedingly,

"that there won't be any such case.”
Helooked at Simon and smiled. His
eyes held adeep pride and admiration.
"Good luck," he said.

Simon held out hishand. It was

long and long since he had done that.
He was amazed to find hisvoice
unsteedy.

"Tekecare" hesad. "All of you."
Heturned and went out, going il
abit uncertainly, and behind him he
heard Curt speaking low and savagely
to Harker.

"If you let anything happen to him,

I'll lull you with my own handd”
Smon amiled.

Harker joined him, and they went
together through the lichen foredt,
ghostly under thedim, far Sun. The
tall growthswere slent now that the
wind had died. And asthey went,
Harker talked of Moneb and the men
and women who dwelt there. Simon
listened, knowing that hislife
depended on remembering what he
heard.

But even that necessity could not
occupy more than one small part of
hismind. Therest of it was busy with
the other things - the bitter smell of
dugt, the chill bite of theair inthe
shaded places, the warmth of the sun
inthe clearings, theintricate play of



muscles necessary to thetaking of a
step, the rasp of lichen fronds over
unprotected skin, the miracle of
breathing, of sweating, of gragping an
object with fivefingers of flesh.
Thelittle things onetook for

granted. The smdl, miraculous
incredible things that one never
noticed until they were gone.

He had seen the forest beforeasa
dun-gray monochrome, heard it asa
pattern of rustling sound. It had been
without temperature, scent or fedl.
Now it had dl of these things. Simon
was overwhemed with aflood of
impressions, poignant amost beyond
enduring.

e gathered strength and sureness

as hewent. By thetime he

breasted the dope of theridge, he
could find pleasurein the difficulty of
climbing, scrambling up over
treacherous dides of dust, choking,
coughing asthe acrid powder invaded
hislungs

Harker swore, shambling bearlike

up the steep way among thelichens.
And suddenly Simon laughed. He
could not have said what made him do
0. But it was good to laugh again.
They avoided the clearing by

H

common consent. Harker led the way,
lower down acrosstheridge. They
came out onto open ground, and
Simon was touched beyond measure
to find that he had a shadow.

They paused to get their breath, and
Harker glanced sidelong a Simon, his
eyesfull of astrange curiogty.

"How doesit fed?" he asked. "How
doesit fed to beaman agan?'
Simon did not answer. He could

not. There were no words. He looked
away from Harker, out over thevalley
that lay so quiet under the shadowy
Sun. He wasfilled with astrange
excitement, so that hefelt himsdf
tremble.

Asthough suddenly frightened by
what he had said, and al the things



that wereimplicit in that question,
Harker turned suddenly and plunged
down the dope, dmost running, and
Simon followed. Once he dipped and
caught himself, gashing hishand
againgt arock. He stood motionless,
watching with wondering eyesthe
dow red drops that ran from the cut,
until Harker had called him three
rimes by Keogh's name, and once by
hisown.

They avoided the New Town. "No
use asking for trouble," Harker said,
and led theway past it down aravine.
But they could seeit inthe distance, a
settlement of metalloy houseson a
shoulder of theridge, below the black
mouth of the mines. Smon thought
the town was strangdly quiet.

" See the shutters on the windows?*
Harker asked. "See the barricadesin
the streets? They're waiting, waiting
for tonight.”

He did not speak again. At the foot
of the ridge they cameto an open
plain, dotted with clumps of grayishl
scrub. They began to crossit, toward
the outskirts of the city.

But asthey approached Moneb a
group of men came running to meet
them. At their head Simon saw atall,
dark-haired boy.

Harker said, "That isyour son."
Hisskinalighter gold, hisfacea
mixture of Keogh's and something of
asofter beauty, his eyes very direct
and proud, Dion was what Simon
would have expected.

Hefdt asense of guilt ashe greeted
the boy by name. Y et mingled with it
was astrange feding of pride. He
thought suddenly, | wishthat | had
had ason likethis, in the old days
before | changed.

And then, desperatdly, "I must not
think thesethings Thelure of the
fleshispulling me back."

Dion was breathlesswith haste, his
face showing the marks of
deeplessness and worry.

"Father, we've scoured the valey



for you! Where have you been?’
Simon Sarted the explanation that

he had concerted with Harker, but the
boy cut him short, racing from one
thing to another in an urgent flood of
words.

"Y ou didn't come, and we were
afraid something had happened to
you. And while you were gone, they
advanced the time of the council!
They hoped you wouldn't come back
at dl, but if you did, they were going
to make sureit wastoo late."

Dion's strong young hand gripped
Simon'sarm. "They're dready
gathering in the council hall! Come
on. There may ill betime, but we
must hurry!™

Harker looked grimly over the

boy's head at Simon. "It's come
dready."

With Keogh'simpatient son, and

the men with him, they hurried oninto
thecity.

Houses of mud brick, generations
old, and towering above them the wdll
of the Inner City, and abovethat il
the roofs and squat, massive towers of
the palaces and temples, washed with
akind of lime and painted with ocher
and crimson.

HE air wasfull of samdls- of

food and the smoke of Cooking

fires, acrid-sweet, of dust, of human
bodies oiled and fragrant and musky,
of old brick crumbling in the sun, of
beastsin pens, of unknown spices.
Simon breathed them deeply, and
listened to the echo of hisfootsteps
ring hollow from thewalls. He fdt the
risng breeze cold on hisface that was
damp with sweat. And again the
excitement shook him, and with it
cameasort of awe at the
meagnificence of human sensation.

| had forgotten so much, he

thought. And how was it possible ever
to forget?

He walked down the streets of
Moneb, gtriding asatdl man strides,
his head erect, aproud firein hiseyes.



The dark-haired folk with skins of
golden copper watched him from the
doorways and sent the name of Keogh
whispering up thelanes and the
twiging dleys.

It cameto Simon that there was yet
another thing inthe air of Moneb - a
thing cadled fear.

They cameto the gatesin theinner
wall. Here Harker dropped helplessy
back with the other men, and Simon -
and the son of Keogh went on aone.
Temple and palace rose above him,
impressive and strong, bearing in
heroic frescoes the history of the kings
of Moneb. Simon hardly saw them.
Therewas atightnessin him now, a
gathering of nerves.

Thiswasthe test - now, before he
was ready for it. Thiswasthetime
when he must not fdter, or thething
he had done would be for nothing, and
the Harpers would be brought into the
valley of Moneb.

Two round towers of brick, alow

and massive doorway. Dimness,
lighted by torches, red light flaring on
coppery flesh, on the ceremonid robes
of the councilors, here and thereon a
helmet of barbaric design. Voices,
clamoring over and through each
other. A feding of tenson so grest
that the nerves screamed withit.

Dion pressed hisarm and said
something that Simon did not caich,
but the amile, thelook of love and
pride, were unmistakable. Then the
boy was gone, to the shadowy benches
T

beyond.

Simon stood done.

At one end of thelow, oblong hal,
beside the high, gilded seet of the
king, he saw a group of helmeted men
looking toward him with hatred they
did not even try to conced, and with
it, acontempt that could only come
from triumph.

And suddenly from out of the

uneasy milling of the throng before
him an old man stepped and put his



hands on Simon's shoulders, and
peered a him with anguished eyes.
"Itistoo late, John Keogh," the old
man said hoarsdly. "Itisal for
nothing. They have brought the
Harpersin!™

CHAPTER IV

The Harpers

IMON felt acold shock of recoail.

He had not |ooked for this. He had
not expected that now, this soon, he
might be caled upon to mest the
Harpers.

He had met them once before, years
ago. He knew the subtle and terrible
danger of them. It had shaken him
badly then, when hewasabran
divorced from flesh. What would it do
to him, now that hedwelt againina
vulnerable, unpredictable human
body?

Hishand closed tightly on thetiny
metal box in his pocket. He must
gamblethat it would protect him from
the Harperspower. But, remembering
that experience of years ago, he
dreaded the test.

He asked the old councillor, "Do

you know thisto be true, about the
Harpers?'

"Taras and two others were seen at
dawn, coming back from the forest,
each bearing ahidden thing. And -
they wore the Hdmets of Slence."
The old man gestured toward the
group of men by the king'sthrone who
looked with such triumphant hatred at
he whom they thought to be John
Keogh.

"See, they wear them Hill!"

Swiftly, Simon studied the hemets.
At firgt glance they had seemed no
more than the ordinary bronze battle-
gear of abarbaric warrior. Now he
saw that they were of curious design,
covering the ears and the entire cranid
area, and overlarge as though padded
with many layers of someinsulating
meterid.

The Hmets of Silence. Heknew,
now, that Keogh had spoken truly



when hetold of an ancient means of
protection used long ago by the men
of Moneb againgt the Harpers. Those
helmets would protect, yes.

Theking of Moneb rose from his
throne. And the nervous uproar in the
hal dtilled to afrozen tenson.

A young man, theking. Very

young, very frightened, weakness and
stubbornness mingled in hisface. His
head was bare.

"We of Moneb havetoo long
tolerated strangersin our valey -
have even suffered one of them to Sit
S

in this council and influence our
decisons" he began.

Here there was a sharp uneasy
turning of headstoward "Keogh."
"The strangers ways more and

more color the lives of our people.
They must go - dl of them! And since
they will not go willingly, they must

be forced!"

He had learned the speech by rote.
Simon knew that from theway in
which he sumbled over it, theway in
which hiseyesdidto the talest of the
cloaked and helmeted men beside
him, for prompting and strength. The
dark, tal man whom Simon
recognized from Harker's description
as Keogh's chief enemy, Taras.

"We cannot force the Earthmen out
with our darts and spears. Their
weapons are too strong. But we too
have aweapon, one they cannot fight!
It was forbidden to us, by foolish
kingswho were afraid it might be
used againgt them. But now we must
useit.

"Therefore | demand that the old
tabu belifted! | demand that we
invoke the power of the Harpersto
drive the Earthmen forth!"

There was ataut, unhappy silence
inthe hal. Smon saw men looking a
him, the eager confidencein young
Dion'seyes. He knew 'that they
placed in him their desperate last hope
of preventing thisthing.



They wereright, for whatever was
done he must do aone. Curt Newton
and Otho could not possibly have yet
made their way secretly by back ways
to thiscoundil hall.

Simon strode forward. He looked
around him. Because of what he was,
akind of fierce exatation took him, to
be once more aman among men. It
made hisvoicering loud, thundering
from thelow vault.

"Isit not true that the king fears, not
the Earthmen, but Taras - and that
Tarasis bent not on freeing Moneb
from amythica yoke, butin placing
one of hisown upon our necks?'
There was amoment of utter
dlenceinwhichthey dl, kingand
councilorsalike, stared at him aghast.
Andintheslence, Smon said grimly:
"| spesk for the council! There will

be no lifting of tabu - and he that
brings the Harpersinto Moneb does so
under pain of desth!"

For one short moment the

councilors recovered their courage
and voiced it. The hall shook with the
cheering. Under cover of the noise
Taras bent and spoke into the king's
ear, and Simon saw the face of the
king become pdlid.

ROM behind the high seat Taras
lifted ahelmet bossed in gold and
placed it on the king'shead. A Helmet
of Slence

The cheering faded, and was not.
Theking said hoarsdly, "Then for

the good of Moneb, | must disband the
counail,”

Taras stepped forward. He looked
directly at Simon, and his eyes amiled.
"We had foreseen your traitorous
counsels, John Keogh. And sowe

F

came prepared.”

He flung back his cloak. Benesthiit,
inthecurve of hisleft arm, was
something wrapped in silk.

Simon ingtinctively stepped back. :
Tarasripped thedlk avay. Andin
his handswas aliving cregture no



larger than adove, athing of slver
and rose-pearl and ddicatefrills of
shining membrane, and large, soft,
gentleeyes.

A dweller in the deep foredts, ashy
swest bearer of destruction, an angdl
of madness and degth.

A Harper!

A low moan rose among the
councilors, and there was ashifting
and aswaying of bodies poised for
flight. Tarassad,

"Bedill. Thereistime enough for
running, when | giveyou leave."

The councilorswere dill. Theking
was dill, white-faced upon histhrone.
But on the shadowy benches, Simon
saw Keogh's son bent forward,
yearning toward the man he thought to
be hisfather, hisfacedight witha
childsfaith.

Taras stroked the cresturein his
hands, his head bent low over it.
Themembranousfrillsbeganto lift
arid stir. Therose-pearl body pulsed,
and there broke forth aripple of music
like the sound of amuted harp,
infinitely sweet and digtant.

The eyes of the Harper glowed. It
was happy, pleased to be released
from the binding silk that had kept its
membranes usdless for the making of
music. Taras continued to stroke it
gently, and it responded with a
quivering freshet of song, theliquid
notes running and trilling upon the
dlentar.

And two more of the helmeted men
brought forth sivery, soft-eyed
captivesfrom under their cloaks, and
they began tojoin their music
together, timidly at firgt, and then
more and more without hesitation,
until the council hall wasfull of the
strange wild harping and men stood
gtill because they were too entranced
now to move.

Even Simon was not proof against
thet infinitely poignant tide of thrilling
sound. Hefelt hisbody respond, every
nerve quivering with apleasure akin



to pan.

He had forgotten the effect of music
on the human consciousness. For
many years he had forgotten music.
Now, suddenly, al those long-closed
gates between mind and body were
flung open by the soaring song of the
Harpers. Clear, lovely, thoughtless,
the very voice of life unfettered, the
music filled Smon with an aching
hunger for he knew not what. His
mind wandered down vague pathways
thronged with shadows, and his heart
throbbed with asolemn joy that was
closetotears.

Caught in the sweet wild web of

that harping, he stood motionless,
dreaming, forgetful of fear and
danger, of everything except that
somewherein that music wasthe
whole secret of cregation, and that he
was poised on the very edge of
understanding the subtle secret of that
oNg.

Song of anewborn universe

joyoudy shouting its birth-cry, of
young suns caling to each other in
exultant strength, the thunderous
chorus of star-voices and the
humming bass of theracing, soinning
worlds!

Song of life, growing, burgeoning,
bursting, on every world, complicated
counterpoint of amillion million
gpeciesvoicing the ecstasy of beingin
triumphant chorud

Something deep in Smon Wright's
tranced mind warned him that hewas
being trapped by that hypnotic web of
sound, that he was falling deeper,
deeper, into the Harpers grip. But he
could not bregk the spell of that
anging.

Soaring singing of theleaf drinking
the- sun, of the bird on thewing, of
the beast warm inits burrow, of the
young, bright miracle of love, of birth,
of living!

And then the song changed. The
beauty and joy faded fromit, and into
the sounds came a note of terror,



growing, growing...

T cameto Smon then that Taras

was speaking to thething he held,

and that the soft eyes of the Harper
were afraid.

The creatures smple mind was
sengtiveto telepathic impul ses, and
Taraswasfilling itsmild emptiness
with thoughts of danger and of pain,
S0 that its membranes shrilled now to
adifferent note.

The other Harpers picked it up.
Shivering, vibrating together and
across each other'srhythms, the three
small rose-pearl beings flooded the air
with ashuddering sound that wasthe
essence of dl fear.

Fear of ablind universethat lent its
cregtureslife only to snatch it from
them, of the agony and degath that
aways and forever must rend the
bright fabric of living!

Fear of the somber depths of
darknessand paininto which dl life
must finally descend, of the shadows
that closed down so fast, so fast!

That awful threnody of primdl

terror that shuddered from the Harpers
struck icy fingers of dread acrossthe
heart. Smon recoiled from it, he could
not bear it, he knew that if he heard it
long he must go mad.

Only dimly was he aware of the

terror among the other councilors, the
writhing of their faces, the movements
of their hands. He tried to cry out but
hisvoice waslog in the screaming of
the Harpers, going ever higher and
higher until it wastorture to the body.
And sill Taras bent over the

Harper, crud-eyed, driving it to frenzy
with the power of hismind. And till
the Harpers screamed, and now the
sound had risen and part of it had
dipped over the threshold of hearing,
and the super-sonic notes stabbed the
brain like knives

A man bolted past Simon. Another
followed, and another, and then more
and more, clawing, trampling, faling,

I



floundering in the madness of panic.
And he himsdf mugt flee!

Hewould not flee! Something held
him from theflight his body craved-
someinner core of thought hardened
and strengthened by hislong
divorcement from the flesh. It steadied
him, made him fight back with iron
resolution, to redlity.

His shaking hand drew out thelittle
metal box. The switch clicked.
Sowly, asthe power of thething built
up, it threw out ahigh, shrill keening
sound.

"The one weapon againg the
Harperds" Curt had said. "Theonly
thing that can break sound is-sound!”
Thelittle repeller reached out its
keening sonic vibrations and caught at
the Harpers terrible singing, likea
claw.

It clawed and twisted and broke that
singing. It brokeit, by its subtle sonic
interference, into shrieking
dissonances.

Simon strode forward, toward the
throne and toward Taras. And now
into the eyes of Tarashad comea
deadly doult.

The Harpers, wild and frightened
now, strove againgt the keening sound
that broke their song into hideous
discord. The shuddering sonic
struggle raged, much of it far above
thelevel of hearing, and Smon felt
his body plucked and shaken by
terrible vibrations.

He staggered, but he went on. The
faces of Taras and the otherswere
contorted by pain. Theking had
fainted on histhrone.

Storm of shattered harmonies, of
splintered sound, .shrieked like the
very voice of madness around the
throne. Simon, hismind darkening,
knew that he could endure no more...
And suddenly it was over. Begten,
exhausted, the Harpers tilled the wild
vibration of their membranes. Utterly
dlent, they remained motionlessin the
hands of their captors, their soft eyes



glazed with hopelessterror.

Simon laughed. He swayed alittle

on hisfeet and said to Taras,

"My wegpon is stronger than

yourd"

Taras dropped the Harper. It

crawled away and hid itself beneath
the throne.

Taraswhispered,

"Then we mugt have it fromyou,
Earthmen!"

He sprang toward Simon. On his
hedls came the others, mad with the
bitter fury of defeat when they had
been so sure of victory.

Simon snatched out the audio-disc
andraised it to hislips, pressing its
button and crying out the one word,
"Hurry!"

Hefdt that it wastoo late. But not
until now, not until this moment when
fear conquered the force of tradition,
could Curt and Otho have entered this
forbidden place without provoking the
very outbreak that must be prevented.
IMON went down beneath his
attackers rush. As he went down,

he saw that the councilors who had

S

fled were running back to help him.
He heard their voices shouting, and he
saw the boy Dion among them.
Something struck cruely againgt

his head, and there was a crushing
weight upon him. Someone screamed,
and he caught the bright sharp flash of
dartsthrough the torchlight.

Hetried to rise, but he could not.

He was near unconsciousness, avare
only of aconfuson of movement and
ugly sounds. He smelled blood, and he
knew pain.

He must have moved, for he found
himself on his hands and knees,
looking down into the face of Dion.
The shank of acopper dart stood out
from the boy's breast, and there was a
streak of red across the golden skin.
Hiseyesmet Simon's, in a dazed,
wondering look. He whispered
uncertainly:



"Fether!"

He crept into Smon'sarms. Smon
held him, and Dion murmured once
more and then sighed. Simon
continued to hold him, though the boy
had become very heavy and hiseyes
looked blankly now into nothingness.
It cameto Simon that the hall had
grown quiet. A voice spoketo him.
Helifted his head and saw Curt
standing over him, and Otho, both
garing & him anxioudy. He could not
seethem clearly. He said, "The boy
thought | was hisfather. He clung to
me and called me Father ashedied.”
Otho took Dion's body and laid it
gently on the stones.

Curt sad, "It'sdl over, Smon. We
got hereintime, and it'sdl right."
Simonrose. Tarasand hismen

were dead. Those who had tried to
foster hatred were gone, and not ever
again would Harpers be brought into
Moneb. That was what the pale,
shaken councilors around him were
tdlinghim.

He could not hear them clearly. Not
s0 clearly, somehow, asthe fading
whisper of adying boy.

He turned and walked out of the
council hal, onto the steps. It was
dark now.

There weretorchesflaring, and the
wind blew cold, and he was very tired.
Curt stood beside him. Simon said,

"I will go back tothe ship.”

He saw the question in Curt's eyes,
the question that he did not quite dare
to ask.

Heartsick, Smon spoke thelines

that a Chinese poet had written long
ago.

"'Now | know, that theties of flesh
and blood only bind usto aload of
grief and sorrow.™

He shook hishead. "I will return to
what | was. | could not bear the agony
of asecond human life-no!™

Curt did not answer. He took
Simon'sarm and they walked together
across the court.



Behind them Otho came, carrying
gently three smdl creaturesof glver
and rose-pearl, who began now to
sound ripples of muted music, faint
but hopeful at firgt, then soaring
swiftly to agladness of prisoners
newly freed.

They buried the body of John

Keogh in the clearing where he had
died, and the boy Dion lay beside him.
Over them, Curt and Grag and Otho
built acairn of soneswith Harker's
hep.

From the shadows, Simon Wright
watched, asmall square shape of
meta hovering on silent beams, again
aliving brain severed forever from
human form.

It was done, and they parted from
Harker and went down through the
great booming lichenstoward the
ship. Curt and the robot and android
paused and looked back at the tall
cairn towering londy againg the gars.
But Smon did not look back.



