FRANK NEWELL was il excited when he heard the beeping of the radio signd at his belt. He put
asde the seeds on which he had been working and threw the switch that brought him Bulkley's voice.
The man sounded anxious, anusingly so. Y ou might have thought there was red danger. "Newdl! You all
rgnt?'

Newel| tried to keep the excitement out of his own voice. No use betraying his discovery too soon.
No sensein giving Bulkley timeto gart his crafty mind going, to make plansfor adouble-cross. He said,
"I'm fine. How areyou? How are al the rdatives?'

"Don't try to be funny, Newell." That crack about the relatives must have hurt, to judge from the
savage anger in the man'stones. It emphasized hisisolation, his desperate loneliness. "A minute ago | was
feeling sorry for you. Don't make me want to break your neck mysdif."

"No, that would be dangerous, wouldn't it?"

"That last fdl of trees didn't come closeto you?'

"l wasn't among thetrees. | wasin acleared area.”

"Y ou've got more sensethan | thought.” He could detect the rdlief in the man's voice. "For awhilel
thought you might have been caught. | thought I might be—"

"Can't lose me, Bulkley. It's sweet of you to worry, though. How'd you spare the time from watching
that dancer on televison?'

"Being funny again, Newell?'Y ou know that | don't watch televison during the day."

"Thought you just sat there and stared at the screen, mooning about her.”

"Newdll, if you weren't so important to me—"

"Sure, | know how much you think of me. Anyway, my dear friend, I'm dive. Alive and kicking. I'll
be back in two hours."

And with something to tell you, he added to himself. Something that'll give you the kind of hope you
haven't had in along time. We're no pas, we hate each other's guts, but dl the same we'rein thisfor
another three months, a least—if we live that long.

It'sabig if, he thought, as he turned back to the seeds. This beautiful planet, so quiet and peaceful
now, isadeeth trap. It's a planet where danger liesin wait. That'swhy Bulkley and | have been exiled
here.

He thought back. How long have we been there together? Why, it'sno more than sx monthsin al.
Imaginethat, only six monthd 1t fedslikealifetime. But sx monthswith Bulkley would be alifetime
anywhere.

The man never fooled me, he reflected with gloomy pride. | hated him from the beginning, although
not the way |'ve come to hate him now. That's because I've come to realize what he's done to me. That
night when the truth struck me—that'sthetime | needed sdlf-control. That was the time when the desire
to avenge mysdlf, to kill, surged over me, dmost overpowered me. But it would have left me aone here,
aone on thisdamned and beautiful planet.

So | kept my fedlings under control and, after atime, they changed. My hatred for Bulkley is deeper
now. But it's become a cold, calculating hatred. Some day I'm going to have my revenge. But not yet.
Now we have to work together, protect each other asif there were the greatest bond of affection
between us. We need each other too much for either of usto let the other die.

BROTHERLY love, hethought. Brotherly love, just like Cain and Abd in the prehistoric story.

Newell began to sort his seeds again. He was a big man in shorts, athin film of moisture covering his
deeply bronzed skin. The pinkish sun was hot overhead, and there was no wind at dl. Only the cregping
plantsin theforest crackled from timeto timein response to someinner changein their metabolism.

When he had finished with his seeds, his hands amost dropping some of them in his excitement, it
was late, more than timeto return to the plastex hut. He put everything in order for the next day's
experiments, and set out for home.



The forest was till quiet, but once adight wind arose, and he had a sensation of danger, and an urge
to run. Don't be afool, hetold himsdlf. There's no danger, nothing to run from. He fought down the sense
of panic, and forced himself to walk dowly.

Outsde the plastex hut he forced himself to stop. No use letting Bulkley see how fundamentally
excited hewas. For along time they had been without hope of escape, and now that one unexpected
door away from death had been opened, Bulkley would be in afever of anticipation. No use letting the
man see the eagerness, the hope which filled Newd | himsdf at the thought of what he had discovered.

As he had expected, Bulkley was Sitting &t the television s, his eyes glued to the screen. A lithegirl,
clothed mostly in vells of gauze, twisted and writhed against an exatic purple and gold background. The
samegirl. Thiswasthekind of educationd program Bulkley liked, hetold himself with agrim amile. It
was a program that specidized in graphic illugtration of the anthropology of aien planets, with occasiond
excursionsinto the anthropology of the dead past. It combined sex with ingtruction. A fine program, a
fascinating program, aprogram well calculated to drive alondy man completely crazy.

Almogt incidentaly, Newell noted the dancer'sface. It was haf hidden by the swirling gauze, but he
could seethat it was wistful and appealing. Bulkley had probably not even noticed it, nor had he noted
the name of the program chastely displayed on aglowing placard at the right: EXTINCT DANCES OF
EARTH. Bulkley wastoo busy watching those lithe movements, anticipating the throwing off of the next
vall.

With afeeling of unexpected pleasure, Newd | alowed himsdlf to show asmall part of the hatred he
ft. Asthe dancing girl whirled with flaring vells, he reached over and turned off the set. The girl faded
Oout.

Silence descended on the hut. The rows of trangparent meta utensils hanging on the wall, the clothes,
trangparent and opague, neatly arrayed in the closets, the store of precious raw plastex powder in the
stock room, the tiny atomic power plant at the sSde—al were silent. Slent and tense, asif waiting for a
thunderbalt to strike from the equaly silent sky.

The thunder cloudswereforming. A blank look spread over Bulkley'sface. Then, asheredized to
thefull the ddliberateness of the act, he legped to hisfeet, his hand dropping to hisholster. "I'll get you for

that, you lousy space-warped fool!"

THE MAN'S rage was destined to be frustrated, and that made it amusing. Newell smiled, and
dropped into aseat. "Cam down," he said. "I've got something important to say to you. And you'd bein
no condition to appreciate it after watching that program.”

"I'll watch what | damn please, you mind-twisted—"

"Easy, Bulkley, or you'll run out of adjectives. And | get tired of hearing you repesat yourself. You
know that you don't watch what you please. Y ou watch what the censors et you. And they'd never
permit the girl to gtrip off thelast vell.”

Bulkley was dtill cursing, more to himsalf now than at the other man. Newell stared at him, hisown
excitement more easily controlled now that he saw what afool his companion looked like when hewas
unreasonably excited. And yet, Bulkley was no fool. He was a shrewd, dangerous enemy, and afalse
and treacherous friend. Physically, he was enormoudy impressive. Tal, wide-shouldered, with powerful
musclesthat had been hardened in hiswork as engineer on numerous planets, he seemed to dwarf even
Newell. He was older than Newdl, and—yes, Newell had to admit it—shrewder. Bulkley had been
around, he knew how things were done. Newell was a good biochem man, with aspecid affinity for
plants. He could amost sense how aplant felt as it grew—and that seemed absurd, because a plant has
no fedlings. But Bulkley could sense how peoplefdit.

He had control, too, a control and awill as strong, when he wanted to use them, as Newell's own.
His hot rage was disappearing now, and as it disappeared, a cold and ugly look formed in hiseyes. A
cold look in the eyes, acold smile on the hard face. He said evenly, "One of these days, Newdl, I'm
going to kill you for pulling alittletrick like that."

"Kill me?Y ou should thank me, Bulkley. All you're building up for yoursdf by watching programs of
that sort isfrudtration. Y ou haven't a chance in the worl d—any world—of seeing agirl like her in theflesh



for along time. Why tantdize yoursaf? It only makes your blood pressure worse. And there are no
doctors on this planet to treet it."

"Y ou're S0 kind and thoughtful of my hedlth, Newdl, I don't know how to thank you. But I'm going
to kill you anyway. I'm warning you now."

"Y ou won't kill me yet, though. Werre the only two people on this planet. Y ou need me too much.”

"One of these days you might make meforget that | need you."

NEWELL stood up dowly. "l won't tell you my opinion of you, Bulkley," hesaid. "I'll leaveit to you
to guess. But | don't want you to think I'm afraid of you. If there were such athing as a space-devil, |
wouldn't be afraid of that either, not if | hated it as much as| hate you. And another thing | don't want
you to imagineisthat you've fooled me. Because you haven't, not worth adamn. | know why I'm on this
planet. It's because you framed me and had me put here.”

"Y ou're having hdlucinations, Newell."

"l don't think s0. I've been having thoughts. We've been here for about six months now—and I've
had timeto figure out why | was convicted."

"Thewhy issmple enough. Y ou were caught.” There was a contemptuous sneer on the bigger man's
face. "They had the evidence againgt you, just as they had against me. Only the big shot who arranged
everything got away."

"The big shot? There was no big shot. It was you who ran everything, you who manufactured the
evidence. It'sno usetrying to laugh that off, Bulkley, because | know the truth. Millions of credits were
disappearing, and you were the one responsible for making them disappear. When they got wiseto you,
you tried to shift the blame to me. That didn't work—not quite, anyway. Y ou couldn't get out of the net
of evidence yoursdf, dthough you were able to involve me."

"And you were innocent. Too bad.”

"l was asmple-minded scientist. Before this happened, | had been entirely absorbed in my work.
When the accusations against me were first made, | was too bewildered to know what was happening. It
probably wouldn't have made any differenceif | had known. The evidence | needed had disappeared.
The entire Research Bureau where | worked had been cleaned out. The only way | might have been
cleared was by the testimony of the people who were your own pals—the secretary of the Bureau, his
assgtant, and the others.”

"Imagination, Newell. These people were no pals of mine. Especidly after they disappeared, and
couldn't belocated again.”

"Could the reason for that be, my friend, that you dipped your handsin alittle murder?”

Bulkley's face flushed suddenly at the question as awave of blood swept up from the neckline. But
he didn't lose histemper again. He wasicy now, icy and more dangerous.

"It could be—" he said dowly, "—if that'sthe kind of imagination you have.

"Itis" Newdl laughed harshly. "Y ou have no idea. Bulkley, how close you were to desth the night
you confessed.”

"| confessed?"

"Y ou weretaking and cursing in your deep. | guessthat the loneliness here was getting you, | heard
you through, thewalls. | opened the door of your room and listened.”

"And you didn't say anything in the morning?'

"I didn't trust myself to gpeak to you. That wasthe morning | got up early and hurried to work before

you awoke."

Bulkley said dowly, "I remember that you did act strange for atime. | thought that the londliness was
getting you."

"Not loneliness. The urgeto murder. Yes, Bulkley, it's catching. | think the chief reason | didn't kill
yDl l n

"The samereason | let you live. We need each other too much.”

NEWELL nodded. "To keep our sanity, if for no other reason. They put us together on this planet,



out of theway of the great galactic routes, with no hope of returning to civilization. | don't know whether
they figured we hated each other or not. At any rate, it was aclever method of punishment to leave us
here together."

He stared through the clear plastex window. "As pretty alittle planet as you'd want to see. Food for
the taking, and clear sweet water in every brook. Not an anima in the place, so they didn't leave us
wespons. But they were kind to us, so far as kindness can be cons stent with the cruelty of punishment.
They |eft us books, atelevision receiver, asupply of raw materid for plastex, and astock of drugsin
case of dangerous virus or bacteria disease. They wanted usto stay alive aslong as possble—until one
of those little accidents happened.”

Hewas slent for amoment, as both he and Bulkley thought of the accident they had recently so
narrowly escaped. Long streamers from the pink sun, aviolent windstorm, the giant trees snapping and
griking out in al directions—death had been very close that night. It would be close again the next time
thewindsrose, and it would never cease threatening from the earthquakes, the damnable earthquakes
that had eventualy destroyed every colony that had been started here. Sooner or later, the earthquakes
would engulf them.

Not yet, however. And possbly, not a al, if his new hopes werejudtified.

Bulkley said, "Isthiswhat you wanted to tell me?"

"No. Thisis merdly something | want to get off my chest, so that we can have things straight, and
understand each other. Thefact isthat I've sumbled on something that may be important enough to get
usoff thisplanet.”

He could see the spark of light that sprang into Bulkley's eyes. There was new hope there—new
hope, and new danger.

"What isit, Newd|?'

"Beforel tell you, I want to know how far you've gone with that equipment you've been working on,
from the old buried wreck we found in thefores.”

The man's eyes became hooded, evasive. "Not very far. The space ship was an obsolete type, and
the equipment wasn't of much use.”

"Then therésno usein my telling you whet | found.”

"What do you mean by that? demanded Bulkley.

"We can't get off here unless we can communicate with the nearest space outpost. And if you havent
been able to congtruct along-range radio transmitter—"

THE EY ES shifted, prepared to look candid and truthful. "I haven't been working on it very hard. |
might get the thing doneif there was agood reason for it."

Y ou're lying, thought Newell. Most probably you've got the radio transmitter already made, and
you'retrying to keep its existence to yoursdlf. Now that you see a chance of getting out of here, you fedl
that your need for meisless. | know you're akiller, I know that I'm dangerous to you, too dangerousto
be dlowed to live. Wél, I'm not going to tell you much now, old friend. I'm not going to tell you so much
that you'll fed you can afford to kill me, and go it alone.

Hesad, "Therésagood reason. But I'm keeping it to mysdf until | seethat transmitter.”

Bulkley stared at him, hatred radiating from the big body. " So after coming in here and turning that
show off, and building up my hopes, you've got nothing to tell me."

"Nothing, until | seethat transmitter. | don't trust you, Bulkley. 1t's never good policy to trust
murderers.”

The hatred in the room seemed ready to crystalize, to take tangible form. But Bulkley merdly said
with contempt, "Y ou'll see the transmitter tomorrow. And what you have to say had better be good.”

"It will be good enough.” Newell switched on thetelevison set. An ancient man's withered face
gorang into being on the screen, and adroning voice began tofill the air with details of linguistic
differences between races of different galaxies. Thiswas educational, and no mistake about it. "Here's
your program, Bulkley. Only, thisold bird isn't removing any vells"

Bulkley reached a heavy hand toward the set, and once more the picture on the screen faded. The



hatred in the room continued to hang there, thick and heavy.

They atein sllence, and when the mea was over, Newd | went into his own room, closed the door,
and quietly arranged the booby trap he had prepared. He knew that Bulkley would not try to kill him yet,
not until he had learned what the discovery was. But there was nothing to prevent Bulkley from knocking
him out, tying him up, and then torturing him in an effort to get the secret. Nothing but hisown ingenuity.

He dept well, too well. In the middie of the night he was awakened by the hoarse scream of amanin
terror.

THE BOOBY trap had worked. He flashed on the light. On the floor was a gun and alength of rope.
Standing in the doorway was Bulkley, writhing desperatdly in the grip of long brown armsthat hugged his
neck with deadly affection, tightened around his body, twisted around his legs. The arms were attached
to no body of their own. They hung loosein the air, like the snakes which on this planet did not exist.

It was not good to see aman so terrified, even aman like Bulkley, whose intentions were so
obvioudy murderous. Newel| felt alittle sick at the sight.

The arms around the neck twisted tighter, and the screams became hoarser and more strangled.
Newell redlized that in another minute the man would |ose consciousness.

He pressed the button of one of his research flashlights. A strong invisible pencil of infrared lanced
out a the brown arms. They froze into immohility.

Hesad quietly, "They won't get any tighter, Bulkley. Not unless you start them up again by trying to

The other man was deadly still. Not amuscle seemed to move, dthough he could not keep an artery
in hisneck from twitching, and his sweet glands were overstimulated by fear. Hisface glistened in thedim
light like the surface of asheet of weter.

Newd | said with contempt, "1 thought you'd try to do that. Y ou probably caught the others adeep
too. It'stoo bad for you that my own ropes were alittle more aert than yours."

Terror found avoice. Bulkley said hoarsely, "Let me out of these damned things."

"No, my friend. | don't trust you out of them. They're one of the native plants I've been working with
for the past few months. Ordinarily they're harmless, but I've learned how to control them, and to defend
mysdf with them. And I'm defending myself now."

Bulkley sammered, "Let meout. | can't bregthe.”

"That's hardly something for me to worry about. However, | will loosen them abit. But | don't intend
to remove them, Bulkley. From now on, they stay on you, day and night, until youreno longerina
position to harm me. Y ou may be glad to know that they respond to sudden motions, and if you try any
more of your tricks, they'll strangle you for good.”

"l wont try anything. Just let me out!"

Newel| dtered the wave-length emitted in the light pencil, and gave the brown arms a carefully
regulated dose of the differently colored infrared. The arms seemed to relax dightly and he heard the long
gasping intake of breath from the other man.

"That should let you move around more fredly. Now, | think, wed better get some more deep.”

The man staggered out toward his own room. Newell lay down on his bed again, and thistime he
dept till morning.

THE PLANET had an approximately twenty-five-hour day, and the nights during the present season
were long. When hefinally arose, Newd | felt rested and pleased with himsdlf. He could hardly say as
much for hisfelow exile, who was ill wearing hisanimate chains.

Newd| ate a hearty medl but, naturally enough, Bulkley had no appetite. Histhroat was sore from the
experience of the night, and his voice was hoarse as he pleaded, " Take these things off Me, Newdll, and
| swear | won't try to kill you, again.”

Newel | laughed without amusement. "L et's not talk nonsense,” he said contemptuoudy. "They're my
guarantee against murder." He added, with an air of assurance that Bulkley could not know wasfase,
"Kill me, and you'll never get out. Y ou'll rot with those things around your neck. Now, I'd like to see that



radio trangmitter.”

As he had expected, it was in the ruins of the old space ship. Even handicapped as Bulkley was by
the brown plant arms around his neck; it took the man only afew minutesto fit the partstogether.

Newell stared at the array of tubes and transistors, at the el ute-powered electric generator. " Power
plant too weak for twenty-four-hour operation, but strong enough to get through to the nearest space
dationin burgts. Very good. Y ou're not abad engineer, Bulkley. A little untrustworthy, with homicidal
tendencies, but highly skilled."

The man said nothing. But he thought, and the nature of his thoughts was obvious.

Newd | hestated. It seemed foolish to go ahead with keeping a promise to aman who had tried to
kill him, but Newell had always kept hisword before, and he did not intend to break it now. "All right,
Bulkley," hesaid at last. "Now I'm going to keep my part of the bargain. Come with me.”

Newd| led the way to the prairie-like field where he had been working. From the corner of hiseye
he kept awatch on the other man, asif he didn't quite count on the deadly plantsto keep Bulkley up to
the proper behavior. He knew, as he didn't want Bulkley to know, that the plants had only ashort life,
and then in the norma course of eventsit would be only aday or two more before the man was free of
them.

The field was bare and |ooked recently plowed. The normal plant life had been killed off, and the
half-acre of brownish-black soil had a stark and naked appearance.

Newel| stretched out a hand filled with curious objects. "Take alook at these. What do you think
they are?'

Bulkley caught his breath in surprise. "Teeth! Big, pointed brown and white teeth! There are animals
on thisplanet after al!"

He stared around him in an obvious access of terror. The planet had been bad enough before, with
its grest falls of trees and its earthquakes. Now it seemed to be acquiring new and equaly horrible
dangers.

But Newd | said reassuringly, "There are no animals. Now, get back and watch.”

Newd | had aplagtic bag full of the brown tooth-like objects, and he dung the bag over his shoulder
before he walked through the plowed area. As he strode between the furrows, scattering the seed
sparsdly to right and left, and reaching into the plastic bag from time to time for another handful, he
looked like one of the ancient pre-historic farmers back on the mother planet.

FEAR GAVE Way to confuson in Bulkley's baffled face. "What do you expect to grow?"

Newd| didn't answer. He glanced once at the rapidly rising sun, pink and hot, and then moved on
rapidly. He was completing the sowing of the last furrow before he turned to ook hack.

On the other side of thefidld, tiny shoots of purple and green were aready showing. They pushed up
dowly, imperceptibly at times, and then again in sudden spurts, like the minute hands of an ancient
timepiece whose mechanism worked jerkily. When the first shoots had reached a height of six inches, the
last shoots on. the other side of the field were just beginning to break through.

"They're growing fast," said Bulkley, his persona woes momentarily forgotten at the amazing sight.

Newell had rgjoined him. "I've learned how to accelerate growth.”

"Wheréd you get the chemicals you needed?’

"From the other plants. | made extracts. A chemist would have afied day with the variety of different
compounds these plants contain. Alkaloids of entirely new types, indole-diphétic acids, everything. I've
been able to extract fairly pure mixturesthat will stimulate the kind of growth | want, help twist the plant
inthedirection | want it to take."

"Then those brown and white things were not teeth, but seeds.”

"Yes. Their natura color iswhite. The trestment | gave them turned them partly brown. But watch."

Some of the plantswere dmost two feet in height. So far they had grown straight up, apparently
without putting forth shoots or branches of any kind. Now there began to grow what seemed like the
beginnings of branches. On the top, asmdl brown swelling began to form.

Sowly the branches devel oped, one on each side, dowly the brown swellings grew. Asthe men



watched, the shoots divided at the bottom. The growing plants began to look like caricatures of human
beings, fantastic scarecrows that arose from the incredibly nourishing soil.

When they had reached four feet in height, the plants were more human than ever, uncannily so. The
purple had, disappeared, and now they looked like brown men, their faces and bodies streaked with
white. Bulkley was slent, his eyesfilled with wonder and anew fear. There was something el se, too.
Newel| thought he could detect the beginnings of crafty calculations.

Stll the plants continued to grow, both in height and in width. And asthey grew, they became more
human. Newel| gazed with awe at the thing that he himsalf had wrought. Scienceit was, the mere
gpplication of smple and easily understood principles—the use of plant hormones, light, heat, and other
smple agents which he had not troubled to explain to Bulkley—and yet the results Struck him asa
miracle

The crop he had sown filled the expanse of field before him. Brown and white manlike things writhed
and grimaced as the stimulating rays of the hot sun reached them. Rows and rows of them, &t least two
thousand in number, an aura of power, of energy barely held in leash, surrounded them. They began to
twist from sideto side, asif in anger at the roots that ill held them to the ground, asif trying to escape
and wresk vengeance on some enemy yet unknown.

Newd | was reminded of the ancient legend of Cadmus, who had planted dragon's teeth and seen the
teeth grow into an army of soldiers, whom atrivia incident had provoked into deadly combat. But
nothing would set these soldiers off, he thought. His control of them was too good.

The pencil of Newell's flash beam widened into a conica ray, swept over the field. Whereit struck,
one brown manlike thing after another froze into a posture of tortured strength, of motion held
temporarily in check by aforce that could not last. The field seemed to overflow with agreat uneasy
quiet.

And then the quiet was shattered, the sun in the sky blazed like anovaand blotted out the strange
sght. Newell dropped to the ground, while behind him there came from Bulkley a harsh laugh of
triumph.

WHEN HE awoke, it was dark. He was lying on his own bed, unbound. He had no idea of how
much time had passed, of how long he had lain unconscious. But his head throbbed painfully, and through
it there passed a series of harsh noises, of shrieks and criesthat grated on his nerves. As helifted himsalf
to agtting position, the noises began to make sense. He redlized that they were the soundsfrom a
televison program to which Bulkley waslistening.

They wereweird, shrill, piercing. Exotic music, hetold himsdlf. Music to accompany a dance such as
that he had turned off—how long before? The program was repeated every two days. That meant that he
had lain unconsciousfor at least aday and ahalf.

He wondered what Bulkley had learned in that time. More, he knew, than was safe. Enough, he
feared, to do tremendous harm.

Newdll forced himself to hisfeet and staggered to the door. As he pulled it open, apair of brown and
white hands gripped him, one from each side. Bulkley, at thetelevision s&t, grunted, "Time you woke
up.”

Through Hill dazed eyes, Newd | stared at the creatures holding him, the creatures which he himself
had changed from plantsinto the semblances of men.

Bulkley said quietly, "Y ou made a bad mistake, Newdll. Those ropes you had on me were dackening
just enough to let me get at them. First | dashed the ones around my neck with aknife, and then | was
ableto get a the others—and at you."

"And now you control these creatures.” It was not aquestion, but aflat statement of fact—of
sickening fact.

"Thanksto acouple of notebooks of yours. Y ou gave me credit before for being agood enginesr,
Newsdll. | giveyou credit now for being agood biologist. Y ou worked out the details so well that it wasa
cinch to follow them. And when | found your note books in your room, | knew that 1'd be able to do with
these creatures as | pleased.”



Ashetdked, his eyes remained fastened to the screen. The same dancer whom Newell had turned
off on the previous occasion was now performing again, thistime amost fully clothed. Now he could
catch quick glimpses of her face as she whirled rapidly around, see what genuine charm she possessed.
Now he could wonder if Bulkley was quite soirrational in wanting her, in dreaming about her.

Bulkley said, "Thesethings were easy to condition. At first | used lights of different wave-lengths,
then spoken commands along with thelights. | just followed your notes dl aong. The things learned faster
than dogs or monkeys. It was no trouble at al to get them to respond to spoken commands alone. All |
had to do wastalk loud, so that they would be sure to catch the sound in their vibration-detecting organs.
Itsdmogt asif they had brains.”

Newdl said dully, "They have, in away. They have centra motor control in the upper part of the
chest—or in what would be the upper part of the chest inaman.”

"That explainsit. But certain kinds of thingsthey don't learn. I've tried them with hest rays,
mechanica shock, chemicd poisoning. They react, but they don't learn fear. That meansthey don't fed.
And that's perfect for the things| intend to do with them.”

THE CREATURES beside Newell made no sound. They were as motionless asthe species of plants
from which they had descended. But they gave an impression of dertness, of waiting, that was more
human than plantlike.

"L et me show you some of thethings | can get them to do,” said Bulkley. He put hisfingersto his
mouth and whistled shrilly.

Two more of the creatures came through the door of the hut. "Takefire," said Bulkley.

One of them picked up afud lighter with one stubby hand and set the flame to the end of his other
arm. The materia charred, flickered, and then caught fire. The expression on what passed for aface did
not change.

"Put out,” ordered Bulkley.

The flaming arm thrust against the side of the hut and put out the fire. Again the expression on what
30 horribly resembled a human face remained unatered.

"That'll give you anidea. They'll do anything they're conditioned to do —and | know how to
condition them. | haven't given them very complicated commands as yet, but they're learning fast. And
there are two thousand of them.”

"They're dangerous, Bulkley." Newd l's head was clearing, and he was beginning to redize what the
other man intended. "They may burn their arms as ordered, but you're redly the onewho's playing with
fire"

"I'll take my chances of their turning on me. I've got them under control. And I've got you there too."

The dance came to an end, and he switched off the set. "I've got allittle businessto attend to, Newell.
A million or so miles off this planet.” He noticed Newdl I's surprise, and grinned evilly. "1 can't get asfar,
yet, asthe next planet. But that wrecked ship had better partsthan | let you know. It even had severd
lifeboats, almost intact. |'ve taken parts of those boats and built myself alow-powered one-man jet job
that'll help me get more supplies. If afew hours from now you shift that screen from the entertainment
channelsto some of the automatic space scanners, you'll be ableto seewhat | do. | think that what
happenswill keep you entertained. But don't try to get away."

The door closed behind Bulkley and two of the creatures. The other two, their handlike appendages
on Newdl'sown arms, relaxed their grip, but remained at hisside.

Newell took a deep breath, and tried to think. He knew better than to believe he wasfree. A dog
could betrained in afew weeks, was trained in the old days, to be an effective canine soldier, to watch
with afierce vigilance every move you made, to tear you apart if you tried to pull agun or other object
recognizable as aweapon. These plant-creatures learned faster than dogs, were more dangerous. He
himsdlf, during hisfirst experiments, had been thrilled to see how rapidly they could be conditioned, with
what incredible speed they could go through the motions of learning.

Of their physica strength he had only arough idea. Flexible plant fibers could be astough asanima
muscles, but that was not where the chief danger lay. What set them apart, what made them horrible



beyond the ancient breeds of great cats and feral dogs, and the six-legged harpies of such planetsas
Venus|V, or any of the other fierce beasts a which primitive humans had once shuddered, was the fact
of their insengitivity to feding. Neither happiness nor pain affected them. They were plant robotswho, if
once started on their course, let nothing stand in their way. Y ou had to destroy them completely in order
to stop them.

No, Bulkley was not being careless as he himsalf had been. It made Newdl | sick to recal exactly
how careless he had been. He had forgotten that the plants which held the man captive weakened and
relaxed their grip under the direct rays of the sun. In his excitement at seeing the army of growing
crestures, he had behaved like afool.

HE SWITCHED on the s¢t, the two plant-creatures watching without any motion of their own. The
light receptors which were scattered over the entire upper halves of their bodies were so small asto be
invisbleto the naked eye. But not the dightest move, he knew, would escape them.

A dim picture appeared on the scene, a voice came soothingly from the speaker. "Do you have
difficulty faling adegp? Do you suffer unnecessarily from insomnia? Do your troubles keep you awake?
Then tunein our specid program with Dr. Hypno! Dr. Hypno's soothing persondity will put you to deep
without difficulty over millions of miles of space. Dr. Hypno's hedling balm for the soul will act asthe
salve for your wounded psyche.

"Dr. Hypno is brought to you as agood-will service by Psychiatric Associates, Inc., makers of
psychic articles of dl kinds. In just amoment, Psychiatric Associates, Inc., will bring you the details of a
wonderful offer by which you can obtain absolutely free some of the most remarkable inventions—"

Heleaned forward to turn the thing off, when suddenly, responding to something in his behavior that
must have set off an darm mechanism, the two creatures seized him and held him firm. He was helpless,
unable to move forward or back.

The eyes of Dr. Hypno widened, became enormous, began to glow. A cameratrick, he thought
dully. But he could not turn his own eyes away. Nor could he close his ears when a soothing voice
began, "Y ou arefaling adeep, you arefaling—adeep.” He dept.

Strangely enough, he felt refreshed when he awoke. A post-hypnotic suggestion by Dr. Hypno, he
thought. He had his freedom to move once more. Carefully, for fear of darming the too-aert creatures,
he leaned forward and switched off the set.

The space scanners, he knew, were scattered a ong the main passenger and freighter routes. They
were like the ancient buoys on the oceans of water-rich planets, informing sea-faring vessds of their
positions. But unlike the buoys, these scanners had automatic televison cameras attached. In casea
vessal met with some disaster and its own sending set were destroyed, some scanner or other was sure
to pick up its position and guide a protest ship to the rescue.

On the screen, atiny slvery figure swam into view. Sowly it grew larger, became agiant shape
which blotted out more and more of the background of stars. It was afreighter, speeding in atrgectory
which at its closest point would bring the ship to within two million miles-of his own planet.

From out of the blackness, atiny gnat appeared and raced after the freighter. From agleaming point,
the gnat grew, took on definite form. It was alow-powered atomic jet ship, of the most primitive design,
resembling the one-man jets of the pre-spaceflight era. Speed was high, but the jet was so small that the
oxygen store, despite the regenerators, could hardly suffice for more than afew million miles. He could
seevagudy thefigure of the man insde. That was Bulkley, so intent on pursuit. That was the murderer,
going about new murders.

A flash of light appeared at the muzzle of one of the wegpons of the jet and, dmost smultaneoudy,
the sde of the freighter burst open like agreat eggshell. In the heatless vacuum of interstellar space there
was no sound. But the grest flash of radiation was as terrifying as any roar would have been. The entire
screen shone with fierce radiance and then blanked out. The sending scanner had been put out of
commission.

HE TURNED off the set dltogether, his heart Sck, his body tense with excitement. A few hoursfrom



now, what remained of the freighter would crash on the surface of the planet. Until then he had timeto
think. He had time to find away out of the horrible messinto which his own blundering had brought him.

He stared once more at the two plant-creatures that were guarding him. Strange, he thought, that
they don't look absolutely dike. The arrangement of white streks on the brown surface is different in
each case. They have different individudities. The one on my right looks tough, hard-boiled, but the other
one seemsto have akinder expression. They deserve names. Think I'll christen them Tough-Egg and
Kind-Mugg.

Then helaughed at himsalf. I'm trying to read their expressons asif those were human faces, hetold
himsdlf, I'm ascribing human emotions to them. They're not human, they're plants. They have no fedings,
one way or the other.

No fedingsat dl. They can be used for any purpose Bulkley wants to use them. Committing more
murders, for instance.

I'll have to stop him, somehow, figure out away. They're conditioned to taking orders from him, but
I'll have to recondition them. Let me see, now, they're affected primarily by chemica changes, and by
light. Sounds as such mean little to them. They get the mechanica vibrations, but conditioning to words
comes after strong conditioning to different lights. If | had my flashlights—

Troubleis, there aren't any flashlights. There are no sources of adjustablelight or heet within the
room. Bulkley has been thoughtful enough to remove them. Still, Bulkley can't think of everything. Maybe
he made amistake, as| did. Maybe—ah, thetelevison set.

He moved cautioudy, dowly, so that the creatures would not be stimulated by any sudden motion to
pounce upon him. He switched on the set again, then turned it around, opened the back, and stared
insde. No glowing tubes here. But | can fed adight warmth when | put my hand close. And those
plant-things are thermotropic, they respond to heat radiations.

He turned the set so that the faint heat was directed at Tough-Egg. The plant-creature moved
forward hesitated—then moved forward again. Responds to stimulus, thought Newell, but it's aweak
simulus, and aweak response. Can't recondition him—it—that way. But it'sa start. And maybe
Kind-Mugg will respond more strongly.

Kind-Mugg didn't respond at al. Newd | muttered to himsdlf in disappointment. Haveto try
something else, he redlized. Have to keep on trying. Maybe, by the time Bulkley gets back, I'll have hit
on something good.

The hours passed in dmost futile experiments. By the time he heard the rockets o; the torn freighter,
decelerating what was | eft of the ship for alanding, he had learned little. But the two creatures | eft to
guard him had become dmost like old friends. No doubt about it, they had ditinct individuaities. No
fedings, though. No more fedlings than two pieces of furniture.

THE DOOR opened. Bulkley stepped in and grinned at him. "Still here, | see, Newell."

"l saw what you did to that freighter.”

"Nest job, wasn't it? | needed supplies| couldn't get off that wrecked ship on this planet. And when |
tuned in on shipping news, | heard that this freighter would be coming along with some of the objects|
needed.”

"Y ou won't get away with it for long, Bulkley. Y ou caught them by surprise because they never
expected piratesin this part of space. But the patrol guards have the news by now. They'll be sending a
well-armed patrol ship donginaday or so. And you'l be helpless against them.”

"Not helpless, Newdll. | know exactly how I'm going to handle any patrol ship that shows up. Infact,
I'm looking forward to it. The more shipsthey send, the more supplies!'ll have.

The hatred in the man twisted hisfaceinto ahorrible smile. Newdl| felt, hatred of hisown well up
ingde him at the thought of what the man intended to do.

Bulkley could see how hefdt. "Don't like theidea, do you, Newel? Don't like theideaof al those
patrol guards being cut down like the worthless space-lice they are? Too bad. Because you're going to
help me. That'swhy I'm letting you stay alive, Newell. Y ou're going to be very useful to me. And you're
going to Start off by getting me some more of those dragon-tooth seeds.”



Newell's teeth clamped together. He shook his head.

Bulkley smiled grimly. "Y ou'll change your mind, Newd|. Thisistoo important for meto let you be
stubborn about it. Do you redlize what | can do with these creatures?”

"| redize. That'swhy | won't help you."

Bulkley seemed not to have heard-him. "The perfect robots," he said, asif to himself. "Trained to do
anything | want them to, anything at al. No fedings, no fears. And they're chesper than any other kind of
robot. No expensive machinery to make, no sponge-colloid brain that can go out of order. The kind for
which people like me have been looking for along time.

"They're not only perfect servants, Newell. They're soldiers. What was the old word for
them—cannon fodder? That's what they are. They don't know what it isto live, so they don't mind dying.
No indoctrination needed, no nonsense about how terrible the enemy is. Just train them to obey, and they
kill for you and get themselveskilled.”

THE MAN had deusions of grandeur, thought Newell. He wasn't crazy—far from it. In someways
he was only too sane. But hatred consumed him, and on thislonely planet his hatred had been too greatly
bottled up. Now it had its chance to come out. And when it came, it would bring desth and destruction in
itswake.

"So you see, my friend, why | want more of those dragon teeth.”

"They're not easy to prepare,” said Newell dowly. He was beginning to get the glimmering of anidea
that might keep him safe for awhile. Bulkley needed him. Why not pretend to go dong with what Bulkley
wanted, pretend he wouldn't dare disobey—and at the same time put a spoke in the man's plans? " They
grow fast once you put them in the ground,” he went on, "but before that, they need agood dedl of
trestment. That takestime."

"Then get started. These two creatures will watch you and serve as your assstants. Maybe, if the
processisn't too complicated, they'll learn how to prepare the seeds themsalves. That would be nice,
wouldn't it, Newdl? The cannon fodder themselves preparing more cannon fodder.” He laughed, and
suddenly, without warning, changed the subject. "By the way, Newd |, we have guests on our beautiful
planet. Not thekind of guests I'd have chosen, but they'll do to relieve the londliness.”

The crew, thought Newell. Some of the crew were fill dive.

Bulkley flashed alight signd through the window. The door opened, and aman and awoman,
guarded by two of the plant-creatures, sumbled over the threshold.

"Mr. Hilton," said Bulkley. The man peered at them from behind thin transparent metal lenses, the
high retractive index making his eyes seem enormous. Hisface was old, lined, worried. Hewasa
hundred and twenty if aday, thought Newell. "And thisis Miss IndraHilton, his daughter.”

Thegirl stared at him dully through her own glasses, the shock of what had happened during the past
few hours till visible on her face. An atomic blast that tore out the side of the freighter was not an easy
thing to take, thought Newell. Still, those glasses, and those clothes— She'd have been pretty, hetold
himsdlf, in theright clothes. But perhapsit wasjust aswell, for her sake, that she wasn't pretty. Shewore
an octagonal hat, aswell as octagonal glasses—as weird acombination asagirl could be expected to
think up. Shelooked schoolteacherish in the worst sense of the word. Her clothes were awkward,
loose-fitting, the kind some women seemed to choose dmost automatically in an effort to conced any
good points they might have. But she wasn't old. No clothes could make so young agirl seem old. She
wasn't past her early twenties.

"This, my honored guests,” said Bulkley, "ismy very talented colleague, Mr. Newell. Mr. Newdl|
invented those plant crestures who are now guarding you. But he doesn't like what 1'm doing with them,
so that heisaprisoner just as much asyou are.”

Newd | found hisvoice. "What happened to the crew?"'

"The members of the crew were unfortunately killed in the—the accident, shall we call it?—that
incapacitated the freighter. Mr. Hilton brought the ship down to earth with the mechanica landing
equipment, setting the controls according to ingtructions | radioed to him. Mr. Hilton isvery good at
following ingructions™



"l am an educator,” said Hilton sonoroudy. "Y es, Gentlemen, | ingtruct the young in the best
knowledge of the past. It isanoble professon, and it trains the mind in proper habits of thought." His
voicedidn't sound old. It was strong and resonant, and Newell thought it seemed faintly familiar. He
wondered whether at any time in the past the man had taught at a school that he had attended. Greater
Procyon IV University, for instance, where he had taken specia courses in chemobotany, had thousands
of teachers, and most of them he knew only by sight, if at dl.

"Miss Hilton aso teaches schoal," said Bulkley. He grinned again. "It seemsto methat she could
gtand learning afew things herself. I'll be glad to teach them to her."

THERE WAS atense sllencein the room. In Newell the feding of hatred suddenly welled up dmost
to the point of bursting. He felt achoking sensation in histhroat, and in hismuscles an dmost intolerable
urgeto leap forward and smash Bulkley's evilly grinning face. Perhaps, though, that was exactly what the
man wanted. Perhaps that was what he counted on, knowing that if any move were made againgt him, his
planet robots would immediately spring to his defense.

Only the old man seemed undisturbed by the threet. He took off his meta lenses and began to polish
them. "It isaways good to add to one's knowledge," he announced sonorously. The old boy is senile
thought Newell. He doesn't understand athing. But the look of dignity on the old face gave him pause.
"Maybe he'sjust alittle dow on the uptake,” thought Newell. "Or maybe he's putting on an act.”

The old man held up the lenses, stared through them. "Now hisface, aswell as hisvoice, seems
familiar,”" thought Newell. "Wherein space have | seen him?"

Bulkley waited, asif disgppointed that no outburst had occurred. He grunted, "1 think that Miss
Hilton isdisappointed in me. I've really neglected her. Perhaps she doesn't realize the effect that traveling
in amogt gravity-less space has on aman. It leaves one unable to think for atime of the more pleasant
thingsin life. But you needn't worry about me, Miss Hilton. I'm very glad you're here, evenif you don't
exactly resemble some of the performerson interspatid televison.”

Something clicked in Newell's mind. He knew now where he had seen the old man before.

Bulkley said, "I'm going to seewhat | can do with some of those supplies on the freighter.
Meanwhile, Newell, make our guests at home. And don't try to escape, any of you. These plant
creatures are too dert. And they can't be bought, bribed, or won over in any manner whatever."

He went out, leaving them together. Newdll said politely, "'I've seen you before, Mr. Hilton. On
television. Y ou're no school teacher. Y ou're Dr. Hypno."

"Yes, my dear g, | am Dr. Hypno."

"I had trouble recognizing you. Even now your face doesn't look quite the same—but the specid
cameraswill account for that."

The man nodded. "I am, however actually an educator, a school teacher, asyou so cruddly puit it. |
had dabbled for many yearsin hypnosisasacultura activity, and when this firm, Psychiatric Associates,
Inc., needed some one of ability, | was recommended to them."”

"Can you hypnotize Bulkley?'

"Not, | fear, under present conditions, against hiswill. Not without specia equipment.”

"Perhaps that can be obtained." He turned to face the girl. "Any specid taents of your own, Miss
Hilton, that we could use againgt Bulkley?'

For some unaccountable reason, the girl flushed. "I am aschool teacher too," she sad. "My father
and | had decided to splurge on avacation together. Freighter rates are lower than regular passenger
rates, of course, because freighterslack certain conveniences. That iswhy we were so unfortunate asto
fdl into your partner's hands."

"Dont cal Bulkley my partner.”

The girl's eyebrows went up in amanner that was strangely out of place for aschool teacher. "He
told ushewas."

"Hesaliar."

"He said that the two of you were in on ajob together before you were caught.”



NEWELL sad grimly, "Bulkley is developing a sense of humor. What actualy happened is thet he
framed mein order to shift the blame from himself. His plan worked only partidly, and we were both
convicted."

"Then thisplanetisapena colony?"

"A subgtitute for one. In the old days, when crime was supposed to be common, | understand that
the government maintained numerous pend coloniesfor convicted criminas, with psychiatriststo
recondition the more promising colonies. But the last regular colony had been abandoned fifty years ago,
and they didn't know whét to do with us until some one hit on theideaof exiling us here. We weregiven
al the supplies we could need, except those that would help us escape from the planet. And we began to
have hope even before that when we discovered a space ship that had been wrecked along time before,
and dill had useful equipment.”

The old man was staring around the plastex room. "Primitive, but gpparently comfortable," he
commented. His eyesfel on the brown and white creatures who were guarding them. "Thosg, gr, | take
it, are to be our permanent custodians. They appear to have distinct personalities.”

"They look different,” agreed Newell. "I'm hoping thet I'll be able to work on them.” Hiseyes came
back to the girl. There was something about her that baffled him. Why had she turned red when he asked
her whether she had specia talents? And why was he soirritated by those unbecoming octagonal glasses,
that slly hat, those supidly ugly clothes?

He reached over, and with an abrupt motion lifted the glasses from her face. The transformation was
griking. In the fraction of asecond, she had become beautiful.

With no lensesto distort or conced their expression, her eyes blazed.

She sprang at him, and her hand stung hisface. The two plant-guards, their light receptors responding
to the sudden motion, wavered between him and the girl, their bodies quivering like treesin astorm of
emotion. They had been conditioned to react to certain kinds of danger. But in asituation of this sort they
did not know wheat to do.

NEWELL'S hand went to hisface. "Y ou have apowerful swing,” he said ruefully. "Isn't that unusua
inadancer?

"So you know who | am!™

"Y es. Those glasses and those clothes were an effective disguise, but after atime your face did begin
to seem annoyingly familiar. Y ou did those exotic dances of Earth. Perhgps I'd have redized sooner if |
had stopped to think that they were on film, just as your father's hypnotic tricks were. Somehow,
however, | took it for granted that you were dancing in the studio.”

"No, those dances were dl recorded. | did them when | wasworking for my degreein Gaactic
Anthrgpology.”

"What in space ever gave you the idea of wearing such clothes?!

"It was annoying to have people recognize me and turn to Stare at me everywhere | went. It
interfered with my getting new materia.”

"Maybe you don't know it, but Bulkley isaspecia fan of yours. He's been wanting to meet you for a
longtime”

"When | meet peoplelike Bulkley, | dwayswear my glasses." Shetook them out of his hands and
returned them to her face. He was amazed to see how completely they transformed her features back
again. Now she was once more the dowdy woman of afew moments ago.

"At any rate," he said, "now | know what those specid taents of yours are.”

Thistime her expresson was smooth, inscrutable. ™Y ou don't know the hdf of it," she said softly. "l
have asurprisein storefor your friend Bulkley."

Footsteps sounded outside. The door swung open, and Bulkley grinned at them. "Taking about me, |
imagine" he growled.

"Nothing good, of course" said Newell.

"I'll take care of you later, Newell. Meanwhile, we'd better get to work. | expect avist from apatrol
ship, and | want to be ready for it. You'll start at once to prepare those dragon-tooth seeds. | want them



inahurry. Asfor our guests, they'd better start building themselves aplastex hut. Unless, that is, Miss
Hilton wantsto movein with me."

"No, thank you." she said contemptuoudly.

"Y ou don' redlize how you're being honored. But if you won't accept, you don't have to—now."

The old man was staring at him. Bulkley turned to him in some annoyance. "What in the gdlaxy are
you looking a?"

"You, Sr. | am attempting to estimate your intellectual and emotiond strength.”

He wastrying to decide, redlized Newell, whether Bulkley would be easy or difficult to hypnotize. It
wasacrucid question. For atimetherewas silence, asif dl knew that they were weighing their futurein
the balance.

BULKLEY uttered an uneasy laugh. "Y ou'l find that my strength is enough to keep you here. Just
don't try any funny business.”

"Of course not. As prisoner to captor, may | offer asuggestion, sir?”’

"l don't want you to offer anything."

The old man nodded, asif pleased at the answer. "As| expected.”

"What are you so happy about?'

"Tofind you so suggestible. If you will forgive an old pedagogue the weakness of indulging in his
favoritevice of lecturing, | must impart thisfact to you. There are two sorts of men who are extremdly
open to suggestion. Thefirst kind adopts everything that is proposed to him."

"Youll find out that I'm not like that," said Bulkley.

"I have aready done so, Sir. Y ou go to the opposite extreme. Y ou reject everything—because you
realize your own weakness. Y ou put up artificial barriersto keep from doing as other people propose.

Y ou don't trust your own power of judgment to decide on what is good or bad. That means that once the
barrier is crossed or broken, you will be at the mercy of the person who has broken it."

Newd | found himsdf wondering. The old man was pompousin manner, vain of hisability, but he had
the shrewdness of the centenarian. And now, he might be right about Bulkley. Beneath the man's harsh
brutality there might be agreat lack of sdf-confidence. On the other hand, the whole thing might be
samply alot of psychological double-talk, intended to break down Bulkley's powers of resistance.

Whatever it was, Bulkley didn't likeit. He snarled, "I don't know what you're talking about. But | do
know that you're of no use around here, and it wouldn't take me much to get rid of you atogether. Now
get out, and start working on aplastex hut for yourself." He gestured to the side. "Y ou'll find afoam gun
inthat clos.”

Newdl left the room, the two walking plants keeping close beside him. There were possihilities, he
thought, in the old man. He was testing Bulkley, probing for weak spotsin the man's psychological
make-up, without Bulkley's being aware of it. Unaided, he might not be able to hypnotize the murderer
againgt hiswill, but with the proper gpparatus, there were distinct possibilities of success. And now that
Bulkley had to rely on them to prepare for the visit of the patrol ship, they might be able to make
something that would be effective.

But Bulkley, they soon found, was not so stupid asto let any of histhree captiveslay handson
dangerous equipment. Newdl| tried to tdl in various ways—he found a sudden need for chemicasor
ultraflashlights a moments when Bulkley was busy with his own preparations. At such times, despite his
desirefor speed in thework, Bulkley made him wait. The proper chemicals or lights were used, and then
removed to aspot where neither Newell nor hisfellow captives could lay hands on them.

BY THE END of thethird day, after he had killed as much time as he dared, Newell had three
thousand of the dragon-tooth seeds ready. That same night, the trouble that had been brewing finaly
erupted.

The pink sun was setting behind the trees, and the sky was quickly turning dark as Newell returned
to the hut that he and Bulkley till shared, his guards dogging his footsteps as usud. Bulkley himself was
not in sght. On the other Sde of the clearing stood the plastex hut, somewhat clumsily put together, that



the old man had built for himsdlf and his daughter.

Newell had seen little of the girl these past three days, athough he had thought of her agreet ded.
Therewasirony in the thought that of al the women in the entire planetary system, she was the one that
Bulkley had been the most eager to meet, athough now that he had her practically in hisgrasp, hefailed
to recognize her.

Now, as Newell watched, the girl dipped out of her own hut and came toward his. Despite her
deliberately unatractive clothes, she moved with the lithe grace of the trained dancer. If Bulkley had
happened to see her at that moment, her walk alone might have given her away.

But apparently he was nowhere near, and she was able to gain the hut without interference. She
camein, her plant-guards following her asthey followed dl of Bulkley's captives.

She began abruptly, "1 wanted to talk to you. Alone."

He nodded. "Here's your chance.”

"l don't know whether or not you were telling the truth about being framed. For dl the evidence |
have, you're asmuch acrimina asBulkley."

"What do | have to do to convince you that I'm not?"

"Nothing. Y ou can't convince me. But it won't matter—at leadt, for atime. The main thing, isthat
we've got to work together againgt him."

"Of course. Do you have aplan?'

"Father has. He saysthat Bulkley's so suggestible that if he had even the crudest hypnotic equipment,
he'd be able to control the man.”

"I've looked for equipment we could use. I've found nothing."

"Father suggested thistelevision set. He might be able to use some of the transistors. Two would be
enough.”

"That's an idea. But suppose Bulkley comesin and decides to turn on the set?*

"That'sarisk well haveto take.

L et's hope that we can hypnotize him before he discovers that something'swrong."”

Newd | waked over to the set, and opened it up. Quickly removing two of thetiny tubes, he put
them in her hands. "Here they are. Tell your father to make use of them as soon as he can.”

"Thank you."

"Tdl him not to go to the trouble of hypnotizing me, though. Tell him that his daughter's eyes have
dready had that effect.”

"Y ou're rather suggestible yourself. How long isit Since you've seen awoman on this plant?’

"A little over sx months. But | haven't seen onelikeyouin alifetime.”

"It'smy clothesthat attract you to me," she said sardonically.

HE DIDN'T answer in words. He saw asmile playing on her lips, and suddenly, moved by impulse,
he pulled her to him, asif anxiousto obliterate it with hisown lips.

For asecond or two she let him kiss her, then pushed him away. "Y our friend iscoming,” shesad
smply.

Bulkley's footsteps were audible outside. He camein, saw them, and frowned. "When the cat's
away, themicewill play,” hesad.

"l suppose so," she admitted coolly. "The old proverb seemsfitting, although I've never seen acat,
and haven't the dightest ideawhat amiceis."

"Mice isplurd. Singular mouse,” explained Newedl. "Once infested Earth, but could never adapt to
other planets, and were eventudly exterminated.”

"Good idea, extermination,” said Bulkley heavily. "I'd keep you, of course, sweetheart,” hetold her.
"But I'm beginning to think | won't need Newd| or your father any more."

"Y ou have atendency to turn to murder to solve your problems, Bulkley," said Newell. "But thistime
I'm afraid you'd only complicate them. If you want more of those dragon's-teeth seeds, you'll haveto
keep me around.”

"I wonder. Y ou talk alittle too much about murder, Newell. AlImost asif you wanted to dare me.



And our little school teacher friend here seemsto be daring me in another way. 1'd hate to disappoint
her."

He put arough hand on the girl'sarm. Newel| started toward him, only to find himself seized in the
firm grip of two plant-creatures.

Bulkley said, "Takeit easy, Newell. Theré's nothing you can do.”

Thegirl said sharply, "Take your filthy paw off me."

That was the only encouragement aman like Bulkley needed: He laughed, and pulled her toward
him.

What happened then amazed and startled Newell dmost as much asit did the other man, although
not so painfully. The great body of the man seemed to legp into the ar and fly into the wall. He landed
with athud, and sank to the floor, dazed and half unconscious.

Newsdl| tried to legp forward toward the flashlight that had dipped from Bulkley's belt. But as he did
30, the two plant creatures pulled him back. Rough twigs with bark-like surfaces tightened about hisarms
and hed him helpless.

Despite hisfrustration, he had afeding of dation, asif he had watched amiracle happen. How inthe
name of space had the girl done that to Bulkley?

Her expression was unruffled, and her lipswere samiling again. "1 told you | had other tdents,” she
sad.

"What diabolica trick wasthat?' asked Newell.

"One of the bits of knowledge | picked up while studying the ancient customs of Earth. It was known
initsday as—let me see—jiu jitsu. The principles are smple enough, but the results are sartlingto a
modern race which has long forgotten most of what it knew about physical combat.”

Bulkley was picking himsdlf up from thefloor. Suddenly, asif he had convinced himsdf that what had
happened to him thefirst time was only abad dream, he rushed at her again.

THISTIME helanded againgt the furniture and bounced off to thewall so violently that Newell
hoped the man's skull was cracked.

"The greater the effort he makes, the harder he lands,” explained the girl. "That's one of the beauties
of jiujitsu.”

Bulkley's skull was alittle too strong for plastex. He picked himsalf up, hesitated for amoment asif
to attack again, and then thought better of it. "Get back to your own hut," hetold her hoarsely. "I'll attend
toyou later."

The girl left, her manner prim and dignified, the manner of aschool teacher who hasjust given an
unusudly stupid pupil alesson.

Bulkley glowered after her, and then turned to face Newell. "Wipe that smile off your face," he
ordered, inarage.

"l wasn't amiling at you, my friend. | wasjust pitying you. Y ou redly were a pathetic sight.”

"Keep your mouth shut, damn you!" roared the man.

"Y ou'd better be careful from now on, Bulkley. That girl is dangerous. Too bad we don't have an
X-ray machine here. Y ou may have a serious concussion.”

"I'mdl right, and mind your own business." He turned to the television set, and Newel| realized that
he intended to get his favorite program, hoping perhaps that Indra herself would appear. But the set did
not light up.

"Y ou probably smashed the insdes when you landed againgt it," said Newdll hagtily. He stared into
the set. "Whew! Everything'sin amessin here"

Thistime Bulkley cursed bitterly, emitting along string of oathsthat to Newdl | had novelty and
interes, if not charm. Finally heturned away, and sank into his chair.

A littlewhile later he went into hisroom, and dropped off to deep.

But Newd | stayed up. He thought for awhile of the girl, and then of Bulkley, and what he could
possibly do to free himsdlf from the man's grip. If only the plant-creatures were less dert! He was glad to
see that they hadn't responded to the girl's motions when she had thrown Bulkley head over, hedls. That



was because she had moved suddenly, and her motions had been on asmall scale—the shift of weight
from one foot to another, the use of one arm for leverage, the other for a gentle push. If he moved like
that, perhaps he would be able to put something over on them. He brooded for along time, trying to find
away.

When findly he too went to deep, he had made up hismind to wait for the right conditions, and then
attempt a sudden dash for safety.

It was the roar of an approaching space ship that awvoke them shortly before dawn. Newell and
Bulkley rushed out of the hut, to stare up and see the faint white exhaust from the rocket tubes far off
near the horizon againg the fading blackness of the night.

The patrol ship, of course. The patrol ship that would try to cook Bulkley's goose. He would have to
dtay for awhile.

The ship was coming down at a gentle dope, using the resistance of the atmosphere, aswell asits
own braking jets, to brakeitsfall. Itshull gleamed alow red from the heat of friction, then faded into pale
gray, the shimmer of heat waves dancing around asit dowed down and made agradua landing. It settled
to the ground in aclearing haf amile from their own plastex hut.

Bulkley's eyes were glistening with anticipation. "That ship'sall | need," he gloated. " capture that
and | get off the planet.”

"Youll never get away withit," said Newell.

"No?Y ouwatch."

And because he had nothing better to do, Newell watched, with a gathering dread whose intensgity
grew from moment to, moment.

DAWN WAS breaking. A door opened in the side of the ship, and in the distance two men got out.
Thetwo tiny figures carried aheavy gun of some sort unknown to Newell. Thisthey mounted at the Sde
of the ship, ready fox any emergency except that which actually threastened.

Newel opened his mouth to yell awarning, and as he did so, Bulkley sgnaed an order with his
flashlight. A wooden arm closed around Newd|'s throat and choked off hiscry.

More men were getting off the ship. They moved cautioudly, in pairs, and without suspicion of the
real danger. They knew that two men had been left on the planet, and that one of them had attacked the
freighter. But the planet itself was supposed to contain no wild beasts, no plants whose existence meant
peril.

They could see about them now as the pink sun continued risng dowly over the horizon. What they
saw seemed harmless—odd perhaps, but not threatening. Brown and white tree stumps stood rooted in
the ground near the ship, branches |opped off in amost unusua fashion, so that ssump after sump borea
great resemblance to ahuman scarecrow. They had never seen anything like these ssumps before, but this
was anew planet to them, and far stranger things were to be seen on other new planets.

With hisflashlight, Bulkley shot an ultraviolet signd toward the ship. The captain was expecting no
sgnals, and paid no attention to the response of one of the instruments on his panel. But the brown and
white scarecrows sprang into activity.

A pair of them leaped for the nearest gun, tore it from the grip of the startled patrol men who had
held it, and turned it on the ship itsdlf. With the sound of firing, ashrill cry of darm rang out. Terror
awoke, and grew at the sudden attack.

Theterrain around tile ship became afield of battle. Men fell into the clutches of the plant-creatures
and did not rise again. Those that survived the first ondaught raced back toward the ship.

Some of the plant-men were hit too. Newell, the grip on histhroat loosened now, could see them
running around, their arms, legs, bodiesin flames, their facestotally oblivious of such fedings and motions
aspain and fear. The sight added the final touch of terror to the surprised patrol crew. Those dready in
the ship yelled to the othersto close the door.

But it was dready too late. The plant-creatures were insde the ship now, disregarding wegponsfired
at them point-blank, hunting down the survivors. Though their wooden bodies were torn and shattered,
they were dtill capable of killing.



Bulkley was gloating, his eyes ablaze with the fervor of the despised man who sees his desperate
plansworking likeacharm. "The ship'smine," he shouted. "Do you redize that, Newel|? A complete
gpace ship. All mine. | can pack five hundred of my army into it and take them with meto the nearest
planetary outpost; nothing will be able to stand before me.”

Hewasright, thought Newell. The ship was his; the peaceful colonies on unprotected planets lay
open to attack. Many alone-wolf outlaw had dreamed of revenge on society for the wrongs heimagined
he had suffered, for the punishments that the innocent had inflicted on him for his crimes. Y es, Bulkley
was going to make these outlaw dreams come true.

Thefield of battle was empty of enemies now—thefew human beings till on it were dead. Bulkley
took a step forward.

And the planet shook.

"T'HE GROUND rocked and trembled under foot like avast heap of jelly. They could fed the
vibrations from some distant dide of rock strata. In the forest ahead of them, arow of trees suddenly
tipped over, asif toppled by agiant hand.

Bulkley fdl, hisflashlight flying away from him. Newell, dropping to al foursfor hisown safety, made
alungefor the flashlight, hisfingers closing about it. Bulkley did not notice him.

The plant-creatures had reacted in an unexpected way. Their foot-like appendages became rooted in
the ground, held them firm. The wind was risng now, and as sudden gusts came blustering down upon
them, they bent before it, springing up again when the pressure was rel eased.

It was usdlessto try to use the lights upon them now. Newdl| did not know the combinations of wave
lengths to which they responded, and the stimuli from the wind were now so strong asto control their
movements. He saw Bulkley rise and turn to him, to shout afew words which thewind carried away, and
then take a step toward him.

The ground between the two men opened up. A gulf suddenly yawned between them, a dozen feet
wide and ahundred deep. Newdl knew from previous experience that the earthquakes were violent, but
that the series of shockswas of short duration. In afew moments, Bulkley would recover hiswits, and
regain control of the plant-creatures. If there was a chance to escape, Newell would have to take it now.

Hetried to run, but the wind, now of hurricane force, knocked him down, and he crawled asfast as
he could over the heaving ground. He could hear nothing but the howling of the wind, and up above
streamers shot out of the sun, whilethe great disk of the flaming star itsalf grew dark and gloomy asthe
vast clouds of dust roseinto the air and obscured the light.

He reached the rows of falen trees, and began to crawl over the tops of them.

Suddenly, as suddenly asit had begun; the earthquake ended. The ground grew firm beneath the
fallen trees, the heaving, as of aship in aviolent scorm, cameto an end. Thewind still blew, but not quite
with itsformer force. From second to second he could fed how its strength subsided. Only the clouds of
dust till obscured the sun, which he knew from past experience would not regain its brightnessfor a
least aday.

He sank down among the trees. Bulkley would soon be looking for him, desperate because of his
need for more dragon-tooth seeds, more soldiers. The seeds which Newell had aready prepared would
not sprout, as Newell well redlized, and the other man's rage would be something fearful to behold.

In the distance Newell could see the two plastex huts, their sdes cracked and twisted. Wdll, that
damage amounted to little. Plastex Powder could be poured into the cracks for repairs, and atwisted
hut, although novel in design, was just as good ashelter as one with Straight sides.

But the ship—and then he redlized why he could see so far ahead of him. The ship had sunk into the
ground, which had opened benegth the great hull and then closed again with the power of agigantic nut
cracker. The metd hull was shattered now shattered beyond hope of repair. It was the same thing that
had happened to the other space ship long before Newell and Bulkley had arrived on the planet.

He could hear the sound of Bulkley's cursing. The man could not get off the planet now. Hewould
have to wait for another patrol ship to come searching for the first one. His planswould haveto be
delayed. And for Newell, delay meant hope.



Bulkley would, he knew, send his plant-creatures to search for him from the moment the man
recovered from theimmediate effects of the disaster. Newell had to get further avay. Only distance
meant safety.

HE BEGAN to make hisway through the trees, when unexpectedly the sound of human speech
cameto hisears.

He swung around. Indrawas helping her father over afdlen tree trunk. They too had escaped.
Bulkley was without human companionship now, alone with hisarmy of plant-soldiers. And he was more
desperate and more dangerous than ever.

The old man saw him and a smile broke over the old withered face. Now there was somebody else
besdes the old gentleman's daughter to talk to. "Ah, my dear Sir,” began Hilton. "1 am pleased to see that
you too have escaped. It isanill wind that blows no good.”

"Thiswind didn't do half the damage the earthquake did.”

"And those cregtures.” The girl shuddered. "The daughter was sickening. | had to turn my eyes
away.
"The daughter will be repested with the next patrol ship," said Newdl | soberly. "Unlesswe find away
tostopit.”

The old pedagogue shrugged. "It was very difficult even under the previous conditions, asyou well
redlize, Mr. Newdll, to get a Bulkley. It will be doubly difficult now that we have escaped. He will
undoubtedly post guards to watch for us.”

"WEII haveto think of ways of getting past them: How isthat hypnotic device of yours coming
dong?'

"Ah| had dmost forgotten. Thank you, sir, for reminding me. Thefact is, that it iscoming adong, to
use your phrase. Indeed; it is completed. It has not, however, undergone actua test, so | cannot vouch
for its effectiveness.” From his pocket he pulled out what seemed like a short blunt plastex tube.
"Observe

Newd| stared at the end of the tube. He could see it begin to glow dully, turn cherry red, orange,
white, and then orange and red again. The next time it raced through the spectral gamut of colorsfrom
red to violet, faded out, and seemed to retrace its steps. And dl thetimeitsintendity ebbed and flowed,
ebbed and flowed, as pulses of energy raced one after the other through the short tube.

Hewastired, Newd redized, tired of the horrifying excitement of the battle. He would like to get
away from everything, forget the planet, forget Bulkley, forget the plant-creatures. He would like to rest,
todeep

His head snapped back, and he was suddenly dert. "Take that thing away!" he shouted.

The old man chuckled with satisfaction. "Indeed, Sir, thisis more effective than | had thought. The
combination of color change and intensity fluctuation makesit difficult for most peopleto resst. The exact
rhythmis, of course, of great importance. It isthe result of agreat many experiments, agreat ded of
work and thought for which I, sir, cannot claim aparticle of credit! The principle wasfirst discovered by
aprofessor of adistant system—"

"Never mind that. Mr. Hilton. Themainthing isthat it works."

"Yes, itis asl say, rather effective, even when used without the adjust of suggestion. If, in addition,
deep-suggestive words or, on occasion, syllables, are employed, successful hypnosisisamost
guaranteed. If you are one of those unfortunate sufferers from insomnia, troubled deep, inability to
relax—"

For thefirgt time that morning Newell found something to laugh a. "Y ou don't have to go into your
Dr. Hypno spiel," he said. "I'll take your word for it that it works."

THE OLD man fondled the hypnotic device, like achild with histoy. "I am rather anxious now," he
sad. "to get achanceto usethison Bulkley."

"L ater, Father, later," his daughter told him, and the old man smiled, and seemed to become
absent-mindedly lost in his own thoughts, as he wandered away from them into the forest.



Newd | turned to the girl, noticing now that in her haste to escape she hadn't managed to make hersdlf
as unattractive as usud. Her clothesfitted the lithe body more snugly and disturbingly. Looking at her
now, you could believe that she was the dancer who had appeared on television and aroused the
enthusasm of the inhabitants of an entire planetary system.

But her own mind did not seem to be on her appearance. She was in aserious mood as she said,
"We can't stay out herein the woodsfor long.”

"Y ou mean because of your father.”

"Y es. He's only a hundred and twenty, but he's not in good hedlth. And if the weether should turn
bad—"

"Y ou needn't worry about the weather here. It'smild dl year round, and theré'slittlerain. It'sthe
wind that's dangerous. Even when there are no earthquakes, it sometimes rises to hurricane force, and
thefalling treeswould be deadly.”

"Well haveto find acleared space.”

"And well have to watch out for those plant-creatures. Bulkley may send them out looking for us.”

He thought she looked troubled, but he could not read the expression in her eyes behind the lenses.
Once more he reached toward her and lifted the octagonal glassesfrom her face. Thistime she did not
dgphim.

"Y ou don't redly need those," he said.

"They've just become ahabit,” she admitted.

"Meant to keep people a adistance. But you don't need them with me. Y ou have your jiu jitsu."

"Yes, | can dwaysfal back onthat."

"l suppose | risk being thrown, head over hedlsif | so much astry to kissyou.”

"I'm sure that you redlize that it's happened to others before you."

"It'sarisk that'sworth taking."

He was not thrown head over hedls. But when helet go of her, hisbrain wasin such awhirl that he
fet dmogt asif he had been.

Bulkley sent his plant-daves after them that very day, afew hours before the sun was due to t. It
was hard at first to see the creatures coming, for their brown and white surfaces blended al too perfectly
with the natural browns and whites and greens of their parent forest. But when they moved forward, they
became visible. And soon Newd | could see them, from twenty-five to fifty of them, scatteredin along
thin row and marching straight ahead, dowly, giving aterrifying impression of implacable power.

"What do we do?' whispered the girl. "We can't fight them."

"I know one thing we can do to beat them off. But itll take time: Meanwhile, we run. They can't
move fast enough to catch us"

"But my father istoo old!"

"Hewon't have to race dong. We have ahead start, and if we keep going steadily, afast walk will
do. Theimportant thing isto keep the distance between us and them, and to add to it."

They turned and began to crash through the forest. The old man grumbled, at first. Running away was
beneath his dignity. He would face these creatures and stand on hisrights, explain to them that whet they
were doing wasillega and would be punished.

NEWELL did not wait to hear what €l se the old man wanted to say. He smply dragged the unwilling
pedagogue along and, soon, lack of breath forced his companion to stop talking.

They had been moving for an hour, more at afast walk than a arun, when adight wind arose. It was
cool and pleasant, and blew in their faces so refreshingly that at first Newell did not think of what it might
mean to his plans; When he realized how it could help, he cameto astop.

There were dead and dried trees scattered al through the forest, and inside them he found the tinder
he needed. The flashlight he had taken from Bulkley had tiny permanent batteries that were capable of
giving astrong spark. It was the work of but amoment to set fire to the tinder, and to nurse thetiny flame
until it grew fierce and ravenous.

Using aflaming branch, he spread the fire through the forest. The wind, blowing steadily, spread the



blaze into a continuous sheet, and urged it forward. The sound of crackling branches became a steady
roar, aroar that rose louder and louder asit selzed upon new fuel. The sheet of flame swept on, driven
by the wind, and accompanied by the fierce crescendo music that its own fury aroused.

Into the flames walked the plant-creatures. Theirs not to reason why, theirs but to do and die. They
died. Newell could see some of them, animate torches stalking through a sea of flame. They moved
forward aslong asthey could, and when the flames had seized them too completely, they toppled over
and finished burning to the ground.

There was something to be said after al, he thought, for human beings, with al their fearsand
imperfections. The very fact that they had reason to live made them worse soldiers under conditions
where sacrifices were needed. But sometimes sacrifices were stupid and in vain. Sometimes the best
thing asoldier could do for his own cause wasto be afraid, and keep himsdlf dive. And that kind of
wisdom the plant-creatures did not have.

Indralooked troubled. "They seem so—so0 human,” she said. "I know they're not, but al the same, |
fdt asif | werewatching human beingswalk to their deaths.”

He nodded somberly. "I fed the sameway. But Bulkley doesn't. To him their lives are meaningless as
the lives of so many blades of grass. That's where he has the advantage over us."

"And he has dmost two thousand morein reserve?"

"Almogt. A few werekilled in the attack on the ship, and more have just been burnt, but he fill has
the greater part of hisdave army." Sudden rage seized him at the thought. "The army that | provided for
him."

"No useworrying about it now. Father seemstired, and can't run any further. Let'sthink of shelter for
thenight.”

He shook hishead impatiently. "There's something el se to do, and I'm the only onewho can do it.

Y ou find aplace for yourself and your father to deep if you want to. I'm setting to work."

"What do we do for food?"

"I'll show you which plants are edible.”" He pointed out asmall bush. ™Y ou can collect these berries.
They're tasty and nourishing. If you want to, you can collect amed for me, after you yoursdf have eaten.
In the meantime, the only thing you can give meisinspiration.”

She eluded hisarms. "No, | don't want you to forget your work."

He would have forgotten it, he told himsalf. Now that he knew her better, he redlized that she could
make him forget anything but hersdlf.

He put the thought aside, and began to collect the seeds he needed.

Equipment he could improvise. And most of the necessary chemicas held be ableto extract from the
same kinds of plants he had used before.

SOON HE was so lost in hiswork that it came as a shock of surprise when she appeared before him
with berriesto eat. He ate mechanically, hardly aware of the taste of the food.

"What are you doing?' she asked.

"Fighting fire with fire—another kind of fire. Trying to creste adave army of my own."

"How long before they're reedy ?'

"Two daysto prepare the seeds, another day for them to grow, and for the plant creaturesto
undergo prdiminary training."

"Suppose Bulkley finds us before then?”

"Then wereout of luck. Thefactis, evenif he doesn't find us, I'll have to go looking for danger. |
don't have dl the chemicas| need. One complex compound isin avid, in what's left of our plastex hut.
I'll have to go back for it."

"That'sinsane! Y ou'll never be ableto get away with it!"

"Il havetotry."

She had turned pale, and Newd | thought with surprise, " She's worried about me. Isit because she's
counting on meto protect her againgt Bulkley —or isit something deeper?”

Shesad, "I'll go with you. Two will stand a better chance than one.”



"No. You'd only distract me. I'd be thinking of your safety instead of my own.”

"I want to help you. In any way you say. | can help you prepare your chemicals.”

He shook his head doubtfully. "That requires careful work."

"I can do careful work. I've done experimentsin science. Have you forgotten that I'm a school
teacher?'

Helooked at her. The effort to escape through the forest from the pursuing plant-creatures had torn
her onceill-fitting clothesin many places, and lent them acasua charm they had not originally possessed.
There were rips through which he could see her body, and it was not the kind of body he thought of as
bel onging to aschool teacher. Doubtless, he was doing school teachers an injustice.

"Good thing you reminded me," he grunted. And he turned back to hislabors.

Thanksto her help, it was evening of the following day, sooner than he had expected, when he
retraced his path toward the plastex hut that he had shared for six months with the man who now wanted
tokill him.

He had aweapon—the hypnotizer that Indras father had fashioned. It was much lessreliablethan a
gun, but it was the best he could get, and it would haveto do. If he waslucky, hewould avoid Bulkley
atogether, and not have the chance to useit. But if Bulkley discovered him trying to stedl that vid of
chemicd—

He shrugged. There would be trouble, and dl the advantages would be on the other man'sside. He
must avoid discovery aslong as he could.

He made hisway cautioudy through the forest in the darkness, not daring to use hisflashlight. He
knew, even before his feet crunched the charred wood, when he had reached the burned-out portion of
the forest. The odor of burnt wood was overpowering. And here and there, after more than twenty-five
hours, sparks till glowed in thenight, liketiny sgnd fireslighting hisway.

After the burnt forest was behind him, he became even more cautious. Bulkley, he knew, now that
the man was done, would be deeping with the lightness and insecurity of a feral beast, ready to start up
a any noise. The plant-creatures were not very sendtive to dight sounds, not unlessthey had been
conditioned to sound more thoroughly than Newel | imagined was possible. But with light-receptors
scattered dl over their surfaces, they had an extraordinary sendtivenessto light. The merest dteration of
dim light to faint shadow, or vice versa, might arouse them.

ONCE A TWIG snapped under hisfeet, and he cameto ahdt. But in the army of resting
plant-creatures, al was quiet, and after atense thirty seconds he went on again, more carefully thistime,
testing the ground with each foot before helet hisweight fall uponit. A hundred yardsto one side he was
aware of adarker shadow, of agreat massthat was even blacker than the surrounding black. It wasthe
smashed hull of the space ship, won by ruthless daughter, and wrecked in amoment of giant and more
ruthless playfulness by the planet itself. Now only the top protruded above the leve of the surrounding
soil.

As he approached the hut, he dropped to the ground and crawled. The less possibility of casting a
shadow, he told himself, the better. Waking was more convenient, but also more dangerous. He
crawled, dowly and painfully.

Hewas at the door of the hut. Quiet reigned, adead absence of sound held sway. No, there was a
sound—something low and menacing, something—I'm adamn fool, he thought. It's my own breathing.

He held his breath, and heard through the walls of the hut the faintest of sghs. Now it was Bulkley's
breathing he heard, the breathing of a Bulkley who dept untroubled, with no murderous dreamsto disturb
hisrest, no fear of danger to himsdlf.

There must be plant-creatures on guard, he told himself, some of them must be present in the hut
itsdlf. But the hut is dark. Lucky for me that they're not very sensitive to heat radiations as | established
with those televison set parts. Don't want my body heet to set them off. But they are sengtivetothe
near-visbleinfrared, and visble light, and ultraviolet. For plants, they're unusudly sengtive. But they need
agimulusin order to respond. No stimulus, no response. If they don't see me, if not so much asasingle
photon sets off their light-receptors, I'm safe.



Inside the hut now. Stop again, listen again—Bulkley's breathing is louder now, | can hear it dmost
like an intermittent roar when | hold my own breath, but there's no other change. If only | don't touch a
plant-creature in the dark. | know where the chemica | want is, | can fed my way around without
switching on alight, as| did for so many monthswhen | lived here. Bulkley may have made changesin
the past few days, but he hasn't changed the location of the closet. Ah, hereitis. | reachingde. Hereare
the bottles, large and small. | don't need to read the labels to know what'sinsde them. Acids, indole
derivatives—ah, hereésthevia | want. | know itssize, its shape. All | need now isasingle crysta, but
common sense dictates that | takeit al. | may need more later, and besides, there's no sense leaving
anything for Bulkley to use.

Theft mission accomplished safely —or dmost, anyway. Now to get avay from here.

Unexpectedly—anoise. A noise not from the hut itself, but from overhead. A faint dronelike that of
some insect zooming through the air, preparing for adive at the end of which it will dip itstiny jawsinto
human skin for amed of blood. The drone becomes aroar—the roar of a space ship. Another patrol
vessdl, of course, here to see what happened to its predecessor. More cautious than the first one,
scanning the planet for danger before landing, with no desire to come down in the dark. Very smart,
laudably smart. But helplessfor al its smartnessand all its caution, because its cagptain and its crew don't
redize the red danger, don't redize that desth comes from the harmless plants with which the surface of
the planet is covered.

STILL, caution keeps the ship safe for the moment. The roar dies away to afaint drone again, to
dlence again, asthe vigtors scout the planet.

Hope they don't find ustoo soon. Hopeit for their sake.

Not asound now. Not even the sound of Bulkley's breathing. And that's odd. Very odd. A man
adeep bresthes deeply, heavily—

But Bulkley isn't adeep. Bulkley is standing in the doorway of hisroom, aflashlight in one hand, a
wegpon in the other. Bulkley isgrinning evilly at him, ready to shoot, ready to kill.

Wish to amend previous report. Theft misson not accomplished safdly.

The man moved forward. "Don't move, Newell," he cautioned. "Not unlessyou want to diein a
hurry."

Newd| froze. That damned space ship, he told himself bitterly. Cautious as dl spaceitsdlf. So
cautiousthat it woke him up.

Theflashlight went off as the room lights went on. Bulkley said comfortably, "Sit down. Be
comfortable. Make yourself at home. Make believe you live here.”

Humor from Bulkley, of dl people. Or wasit just humor? The place was home, the house was still as
comfortable as ever, but that wasn't the reason Bulkley wanted him to Sit. A Stting man couldn't leap at
you with the suddenness that a standing man could. A sitting man was like asitting duck, easy to keep
under the muzzle of your own weapon, and his wegpon of surprise taken away from him.

"Thought you'd be back, Newdl. Thought you wouldn't want to leave your old pa without saying
good-bye. And you're not getting away again. | don't expect another earthquake soon, but if thereis one,
I'll shoot you deed at thefirst sgn of it."

HE'LL SHOOT me anyway when he has no more use for me. What do | do now? Those
plant-crestures are watching me. Three of them here with usin the room. Strange to think that they were
heredl thetime, like dummies, hearing nothing, seeing nothing, doing nothing. Tough-Egg and
Kind-Mugg—I recognize them. Or are these their twins? Could be. The third one looks even more
human. A brown scar with white trimmings down a brown and white face. Scar-face. Human and
sniger.

Never mind how they look. It's how they act that counts. They act like robots, perfect robots under
Bulkley's control. Wéll, not perfect, perhaps. They have their weaknesses. But nonethat | can count on.
The questionis: What do | do now?

Nothing with them directly. Can't think of athing to do. Bulkley isvery likely thereal wesk link in the



chain that's got me trapped. Settle his hash, and the robots are left without orders, they're harmless. Yes,
put Bulkley out of commission for afew seconds, and you get astart. And given that start, you can
outrun them, especidly in the dark.

Let'sgart off. My hand can dip casualy dong the arm of the plastex chair in which I'm Sitting.
Bulkley notices nothing wrong. Good. Thething now isto talk, talk heatedly passonately—tak in any
way that will arouse Bulkley'sinterest, get him excited, not let him see what that hand isgoing to do. The
hand is going to be quicker than the distracted eye. The hand isgoing to dip into apocket and pull out
the hypnotizer. The pulsing light will glow and change color, and then Bulkley's eyes will bedrawnto it,
and then, before heredlizeswhat it isand what it'sdoing to him..."

"All right, Bulkley, you've got me. What do you want of me?"

"Firg thing, | want you to help me get that girl back.”

"That school teacher? Thought you didn't like her."

"'School-teacher in a space-devil's eye. She'sthat danced | had her in my hands and didn't redlize it.
Just lagt night | waswatching that program —yes, | fixed the television set, my friend, and found that
some of the parts were-missing. But anyway, | was watching the program, and it struck methat | had
seen her face before.”

"Quick onthetrigger. That'syou, Bulkley."

"I'm the one who'sin aposition to be funny, Newell, not you."

"Sure, sureyou're aborn humorist." He's beginning to burn. Fine. Heisn't watching my hand at al.

"I'm warning you for the last time, Newell. Don't, try to be funny. | want that girl back."

Laugh a him. Laugh when you want to smash hisface. "Y ou're crazy, Bulkley. Or isit your turn to
try to befunny?”

"I'm not crazy and I'm not funny. | want her back."

"You heard me. Theanswer is, 'No'."

The man's eyes are glittering. Hope | don't carry thistoo far. Don't want him to shoot.

Hislips seem to be dry. He licks them before spesking. "Y ou're afool, Newdll." Softly, dangeroudly.
"A completefool. What'sthe girl to you?Y ou've know her for only a couple of days. She means nothing
to you. She can't possibly mean anything. And whether you live or die, sooner or later I'll get her anyway.
I'm offering you your lifeif you help me get her now."

"Y ou'rewasting your time." Wrong tactics, here. | should stdl, ask him what he wants me to do. But
| can't. Not on asubject likethis. To hell with even thinking of staling on asubject likethis. "If thisisthe
subject you want to talk about, shoot me and get it over with. | won't discussit.”

THAT'S stopping him. Hisfaceis red with anger and frustration. He may shoot at that. He says
evenly, "Whatever | decide to do to you, Newdll, it won't be the way you want it to be. | won't shoot
you and just get it over with. That would be pleasant for you. But | don't like to cut my own pleasures
short that way. For atime, at least, I'm going to keep you dive."

"Y ou can't keep me dive againgt my will. Try to torture me, and I'll kill mysdlf. And I'll take you with
me”

"Y ou tempt me, Newell." The words are dow; weighed carefully. "I hestateto tell you how much
you tempt me. I've hated your guts ever since I've known you—"

"Ever snce you framed me. We always hate those we hurt. Sense of guilt, | suppose.”

"Yourewrong. | don't fed guilty about what I've doneto you. I'm only sorry it wasn't worse. And
I'mgoingtodoal | canto makeit worse."

"Aren't you overlooking something, Bulkley? Were not going to be aone on this planet much longer.
That was a space ship that awoke you."

"l know that. | heard it."

"lan't that going to interfere with your plans? Some place out there—" hisleft arm gestured vaguely
toward vaguely toward the window "—that ship will be landing soon. The captain and the crew know
that something iswrong with this planet. That's why they came in such ahurry to search for the first ship.
They'll be careful, thistime. Y ou won't catch them by surprise again.”



"You'reafool." Contempt isin hisvoice. "They can't be careful enough, because they don't redize
what they haveto be careful about. What ship ever worries about being attacked by trees?’

Hé'sright, he's saying what | mysdlf think. But | can't et him know that | agree with him. "They'll be
suspicious of everything.”

"No, they won't be suspicious of the one thing they should suspect.”

Likeyou, my friend. Y ou're watching to make surethat | don't try to legp at you from this chair. But
you're ot suspicious of the vague gesture | make with my left arm. Y ou don't redlize that your eyes
follow it without your meaning them to, and that while your attention is distracted toward the window, my
right hand has dipped into a pocket and drawn out the hypnotizer.

Now to start it going—Iow power, at first, so that you don't even redlize the light's on. Low power,
and in the near-visbleinfrared, so that your eyesbegin to be affected without your actualy seeing
anything. Y ou're susceptible to suggestion, the old man proved that when he first sopoketo you in my
presence. Before you know it, your eyeswill be glazed, you won't be able to tear them away. You'll do
as| tel you, and adl your desperate planswill end in failure.

Mustn't ook at the light myself, though. | know what it can do. I'll resigt it if my eyes do happen to
glanceat it, but still it's best not to take chances. Finejoke it would beif | were hypnotized myself. Turn
the power up abit, dowly, gradualy, so he doesn't even redizethelight isvisble—

Bulkley istalking druptly. Words mean little now, but | have to pretend to listen. "However, that
gpace thing isn't the thing | want to talk about. I'll handle it when the time comes. And then there won't be
another earthquaketo crushiit, and I'll have aship | can useto get off this damned planet.”

"So you think."

"That'stheway it'll be. But how about you, Newell? Do you want to live or die? Or maybe that isn't
the question. Because after | start working on you, | know that you'll want to die, eveniif | decided to let
you live. Thered question iswhether you'll do it the easy way, or ingst on suffering alittle first."

"Let's be reasonable, Bulkley." Just amoment of reason, before the thing has him under control. "'
dont like to be tortured any more than the next man. But what you're asking—"

"Cut it out, Newdl."

THERE'S something unexpected in the man's voice. Something | don't understand and don't like.
Therésasneer of brutd triumph, an overwheming tone of contempt. Have | made afool of mysdlf?

"What do you mean, cut it out?"

"Stop galing for time: Because that thing you have in your hand isn't working. And it isn't going to
work, no matter how long you keep it going. I'm not susceptible to hypnotizers.”

Impossible. He'slying, trying to upset me. Thedirty rat iswide open to suggestion. The hypnotizer
will work in ninety-nine cases out of a hundred even on the average man, and there's no reason why it
shouldn't affect him.

Bulkley'slaughing. "There are afew things about me that you didn't know, Newell. | never thought of
telling them to you. When | was under investigation, they aso figured, as| knew they would, that 1'd be
susceptible to suggestion, and they tried to hypnotize me. But | was way ahead of them. | pretended to
let mysdlf go, but told them nothing, absolutely nothing.”

"But how—"

"Because| can't be hypnotized.” Triumph inthe brutd voice again. "I'mimmunetoit, a least when
tried by any ordinary man or with any ordinary device. Y ouimmunize yourself againgt bacteria infection,
vird infection—well, | immunized mysdf againgt hypnotism long ago. | went to aspecidist who got me
under control, and then gave me this posthypnotic suggestion: Never let yourself be hypnotized again.
Clever trick for amurderer, isnt it, Newel? And the suggestion's till working.”

HESOUTWITTED me. Let him gloat, he hasaright to do it. Crude, murderous, brutal—he'salso
got akind of shrewdness| hadn't counted on. HE's made a complete fool of me. And the cost—the cost
isnot only my own life, which doesn't count any more, but Indras, her father's.



THE SIGHT of his desperate face must have been funny. Bulkley chose that moment to laugh
again—and within the fraction of asecond, the very, strength of desperation had sent Newell legping out
of hischair, his hands reaching straight for the man'sthroat.

Bulkley'sarm went up ingtinctively in agesture of sdf-protection, and ahoarse cry came from his
lips "Help!"

The plant-creatures didn't move. Newell's hands missed the throat, balled into fists, and smashed at
the other man'sjaw. Bulkley staggered backward, fell. And still his once faithful daves did not cometo
his help. Tough-Egg, Kind-Mugg, Scar-Face, dl three stood asif parayzed—no, asif hypnotized. The
hypnotizer which had failed on Bulkley had succeeded with them!

Bulkley cursed, and his hand went to the wegpon at hissde. Newd | threw achair at him. The chair
landed, but did not knock the weapon from his hand. Newell raced for the door, and plunged through
just asablast tore a hole through the wall behind him.

He was running in the darkness now, his hypnotizer till glowing. It made him atarget for Bulkley, but
he had to risk it, now that he knew what it could do to the plant-creatures. He should have suspected
what would happen. They reacted in different waysto different light stimuli. When the lights followed one
another in rapid succession, asthey did in the hypnotizer, they were stimulated to do different,
contradictory things. The result was that they did nothing, standing motionlesslike the plants from which
they had descended.

Bulkley was pursuing him in the darkness. A blast came, ripping ahole of flamein the night before the
darkness overwhelmed it again. And then Newe | ducked behind a genuine tree, and Bulkley could no
longer seethe glow of light, could no longer follow. Newdll heard his curses die away in the distance.

He paused for amoment to catch his breath before going ahead.

Later, when hetold Indra of his narrow escape, he could see how strongly she was affected. Her
face paed, her voice shook.

"Hell be murderous now," she shuddered. "Hell come after you, do anything to revenge himsdlf on
you."

"He may send the plant-creatures after us. But now we can defend oursaves from them with the
hypnotizer, and Bulkley knowsthat. HEd have to come himsdlf if he redlly wanted to get us.”

"He knows that in the long run we can't escape. Father can't run far. And | wouldn't leave him to
Bulkley'smercy.”

"But Bulkley doesn't have the time to spare for us. Don't you see, Indra, he hasto be ready for that
gpace ship. He doesn't know whereit will land, and he can't take chanceswith it. It may blast acleared
gpace among the trees and come down among them. And then the sight of his plant-creatures, no matter
how much they imitate other trees, will arouse suspicion. Bulkley hasto arrange his soldier-daves
beforehand, give them signas asto what to do.”

"So you think we're safe for awhile?”

"Until the space ship comes down and is attacked.”

"But we can't |et those crew men be daughtered the same way the others were. We haveto do
something!" "What?"

"Warn them, sgnd them—"

"Not so long asthey're up in the air. We don't have the proper equipment for that. Besides, they'll be
suspicious of whoever contacts them. If we did try to signa them too soon, they'd beware of us, not of
Bulkley. No, the best thing we can do is plan to reach the ship after it comes down, and spoil Bulkley's
urprise.”

"Y ou mean to use the hypnotizer?'

"It should be helpful."

"But suppose Bulkley redizesthat," she pointed out. "Hell try to recondition his crestures. Y ou say
that he himself foresaw that attempts would be made to hypnotize him, and took steps againgt it. Suppose
he finds away to protect those plant-creatures against hypnosis?”

Newell nodded dowly. "You'reright, Indra, there'sthat danger. | can't laugh it off. I've been
underestimating Bulkley dl dong, but | musin't underestimate him now. That might be fatal—"



"If we had such athing as aflame-thrower—"

"We haven't. But talking about flame-throwers reminds me, Indra. As| said before, we haveto fight
firewith fire. And daveswith daves. I'm almost ready to do so now."

He pulled from his pocket the via which he had gone to so much trouble to obtain. "Well haveto go
ahead with our experiments, asfast aswe can. I'll work through the night to get the dragon-tooth seeds
ready for planting.”

"How about the field to plant them in?"

"That has to be prepared too. It won't take long to make the proper chemical solutionsfor that,
though. And you can hedp me."

"Aren't you glad now that I'm a school teacher and have such good ideas?’

HE HELD her in the darkness and laughed. "I didn't fal in love with you for your idess.”

"You'elike any other man. You fal inlove for the worst reasons. Becauseto you | was a pretty face
on atelevison screen!™

"Not only aface.

"Don't make me blush."

"Blush? Y ou're till aschool teacher after al! Put on your glasses and get to work!™

The planet had no moon, but during the night the sky cleared, and the tarlight poured down upon
them, bright, clear, and cool. Newel| switched off the flashlight, which he had been using from timeto
time as he mixed his chemicals, and went ahead with hiswork in the semi-darkness. Indraworked near
him, and the thought of her, so close that he was aware of her every movement, sent awarm thrill through
him. No wonder Bulkley envied him, went mad with rage when he thought of Newell's good fortune.

Hewas within afew minutes of completing hiswork, when the new day dawned. Indras father had
been deeping ashort distance away, on aheap of leaves which his daughter had carefully collected and
made up into a soft bed. Now he arose, somewhat iffly, and shook both the drowsiness and the leaves
fromhim.

"These areindeed primitively smple surroundings for aman of ahundred and twenty-one" he
commented.. "And | do not believe that deeping on the ground is favorable to the condition of my joints.
No, indeed, | regard that as a most injudicious proceeding, dthough, in the circumstances, inevitable.
Nevertheless, Sr | imagine that the over-all effect israther invigorating. Thereis nothing like direct contact
with nature to restore the energy of the human psyche.”

Newell, too busy with hiswork to have time for smdl talk, grunted.

"It isgratifying to know, S, that you are in agreement with me. It isliving in this manner that gives
promise for the future of humanity. | sometimes am inclined to believe, Mr. Newell, that our present
mode of existenceistoo complicated, too confusing. It baffles the soul, deprivesit of contact with true
cosmic greatness. Yes, | fear that we have lost contact with the true Truth, we have been deprived of the
smplicity that once was ours. We dwell in greet cities, on amazing planetsthat are parts of great systems.
We go, in the happy and carefree days of youth, to great nurseries, and then to great schools, great
universities. We enter upon great and difficult duties. It was different, in the old days.”

Old men weren't any different, though, thought Newell. Wonder if they could talk quite aswell as
that. When you listened to that rich resonant voice and didn't pay too much attention to the meaning, you
might actudly think he was saying something different. So times have changed—imagine thinking that was
agresat discovery!

But that voice—no wonder the old boy's agood hypnotist. The very way hethinksis caculated to
put you to deep. Fuzzy mind, furry voice—wonder if they had any quite as good as him then, dways
looking back with regret to their old days.

"My father, sir, lived to ahundred and sixty-three, and even then it was only accident that ended his
life. 1 was born when he was one hundred and eleven. | come from along-lived line, gr, alinethat retains
itsmanly powersfor many years."

Boasting, huh? Okay, Pop, go ahead.

Indramust have heard him. "Father,” she caled.



"Yes, dear?'

"I know that Mr. Newell istoo polite and too considerate to ask you, but we are doing something in
ahurry—"

"An enterprise of great moment, eh, dear?’

"Yes, it'simportant. It would be very niceif you could help."

"Anything within the limits of my abilities, Indra, dear, anything within therather wide limitsof my
abilities. Tl meyour difficulties, and | shal do my best to counsd you properly.”

"Y ou don't understand, Father. We don't need advice. WEll tell you what to do.”

The old throat cleared. "Unfortunately, Indra, as you know, | lack the abounding physical energies
that once were mine. Mentdly | an asdert asever, but physicaly—

"It won't be difficult, Father." "One moment. Indra, | must tell Mr. Newell something. Would you
believeit, sr, when | was twenty-three, and a student at the Intermediate—no, at the L esser Galactic
Graduate School—Section 4A—or wasit 5C?— let me see, now—"

"Here, Father," said Indracoaxingly. "It'sredly very smple. It'samatter of digging furrows, aswe
sometimes see in the pictures that have come down to us from primitive times.”

"Such menial labor asthat, eh, daughter?' But he went over to her, and Indra, to Newell's surprise,
soon had him doing useful work.

Newell shook his head to get al those words out of his ears, and then went on with his own work.
Unexpected difficulties had cropped up.

The sun was two hours above the horizon when he findly began to plant the dragon-tooth seeds.

IT WENT dower here than when he had first planted them. Thiswas no cleared field where he could
stride without watching hisfootsteps. Thiswas apartia clearing at best, the path broken by trees,
stumps, and bushes of dl kinds. But there had been no time to seek for better ground. Thiswould have
to do to raise a crop of the dragon-tooth creatures.

The girl and the old man watched in awe as the shoots began to push their way up. Now, asthe
growing plants became gradua ly more human in appearance, there was no effect as of an army of men
springing into existence. Each plant-creature was surrounded by other plants, so that as the young shoots
grew they appeared to be merely coming out of ahiding place which they had assumed long before.

"Remarkable," said the old man. "A most remarkable phenomenon. Still, it is not absolutely
unprecedented. | recall the descriptions of some of the plant-beasts of the lesser known stars—"

"Of course, Father." Indraturned to Newell. "How do you handle them now?"

"With lights. It isn't going to be easy. | have my flashlight, and | have the glow of the hypnoatizer. I'll
have to condition them to sgndsof different intengty and different rhythms. They exhibit anaturd
tropism—atendency to move—toward red light and away from violet. It's doubtless connected with the
pinkness of the sun. At any rate, that helps meto control their movements, and at the sametime, givesme
achanceto combinethe light sgnaswith loud vocal commands, condition them to respond to words.”

"Doesn't that take a great ded of time?"

"| should be able to get good resultsin afew hours."

Up above, there was the same roar he had heard the preceding night. The sun glinted on atiny silvery
shape before distance shrank the ship to an undetectable point.

"That's the space ship that came last night!" she exclaimed.

"They're till cruisng around, trying to find Bulkley and me. | hope they don't succeed in spotting the
plastex huts too soon."

"But surely, now that they know something has happened to the first ship, they won't be so easy to
take by surprisel”

He shook his head. "I'm not counting on them. They know about the earthquakes that occur here,
and if they come acrossthe ruins of the first ship, caught in the ground, they may think at first that the ship
wasthe victim of an accident. Bulkley might even take stepsto make them think that. He might, for
instance, put up asignd of distress.”

"Then we don't havetoo much time!”



"Right. The sooner | can get my soldierstrained, the better off well be."

The minutes, as he was painfully avare, wereticking away dl too rapidly. Where on the previous
occas on the plant-creatures had seemed to grow with miraculous speed, now they hardly appeared to
grow at al. What was that old motto again—a watched pot never boils? Motto proverb, whatever it
was—and whatever a pot was—it expressed what was happening now. Watched plants never grew.

Somehow, however, they were full size, and then they began to free themselves from the soil. Newell
switched on hisflashlight, began to coordinate his light signals with spoken commands.

It was amazing to see how quickly they learned to obey—or rather, were conditioned to obey, for of
learning in any conscious sense there could be none. Quickly he reached the point where he could march
them back and forth across the field by the spoken word aone.

Up above him, the space ship flashed again. Fortunatdly, it did not land nearby. Time, he was
reminded, was growing short. It was amost with a sense of desperation that he went on with hismilitary
drill.

He had taught them to march and maneuver. Now he had to teach them to kill.

TT WASNOT human beings that would be their enemies, not even Bulkley. Bulkley he would take
care of himsdlf. It wasthe other plant-creatures, their own kind. That's what soldiers are good for, he
thought, to kill each other. They mustn't be too ambitious about killing their superiors. In the days when
wars were common, there was a saying that generals died in bed.

But Genera Bulkley wouldn't die peacefully in bed, not if he could help it. For compared with
Newel'sarmy, Bulkley'swould be a adisadvantage. Bulkley's soldiers had been taught to daughter
human beings, to locate their weak points and attack with aviciousfury that terrified the victims. Put them
up againgt creatures of their own kind, and they'd strike for the heart or throat—and in plants such weak
points smply didn't exist. Plants couldn't be terrified, either.

True, there were vital points—but Bulkley wasn't enough of abotanist to know exactly where they
were on these creatures. But | do know, Newell said to himself, I'll teach my army. I'll teach them to
parayze the centers of motion in the branchesthat ook and act like arms and legs, to cut off the vita
metabolic impulses. When I'm through with them, they'll be perfect killers of their own kind.

They learned rapidly. It was hardly more than an hour after he had begun this phase of their teaching
when Indra suggested, "How will they know which onesto attack? In the actua battle, they might
mistake each other for the enemy.”

"Good idea. Well haveto givethem, if not uniforms, a least distinguishing insgnia. They can get
green cregpers from some of the forest trees, tie them around their arms.”

Indras father was watching the last-minute preparations, the find checkup before Newell set his
amazing army into motion. "Thereis something vastly impressive about adisplay of military might,” he
sad. "Would that human beings had as much discipline as these thoughtless vegetable creatures! | have
often pondered, S, that the chief weakness of the younger generation liesin itslack of discipline. Y oung
people are unruly, disrespectful of their edersintolerant of the accumul ated wisdom and experience of
those who have lived before them. They believe that wisdom begins with them. These plant-soldiers, on
the other hand, respect authority and wisdom. They obey, immediatdly and implicitly.”

Newd | was not listening. Hisarmy was ready, to do or die. He, asthe generd, was now suffering the
uncertainty of al leaders of armed men who have great decisonsto make. Hewould have liked to give
them further training, but time was growing short. Already he might have delayed too long.

He flashed the green sgnd that meant, "Forward, march.”

And hisarmy began to march.

It was asif aforest had picked itself up, tree by tree, root and branch, and set itself into motion. A
phrase from aplay in one of the extinct Earth languages sprang into hismind: "Till Birnam Wood do come
to Dunsinane." He remembered that to those old Earthmen the phrase had been amere bit of trickery, a
juggling with words. Now the words had acquired aliterd and terrifying meaning.,

The plant-soldiers moved forward dowly and inexorably. How long, Newdl | asked himsdlf, till they
reached the hut, the hut where Bulkley islying in wait to daughter the crew of the new ship? An hour and



ahalf at the earliest. If Bulkley suspects anything, if he's been foresighted enough to spy onwhat 1've
been doing, hell try to stop them, burn them as | did hisown soldiers. I'll have to watch out for traps,
athough I may not recognize them until too late, until after they're dready sprung. And I'll have to hope
that the ship doesn't suddenly decideto land.

ONE, TWO, three, four, one, two, three, four. It'sagrim burlesque of ahuman army, four thousand
wooden feet marching to asingle rhythm. One, two three, four, one, two, three, four—they keep going
remorselesdy, tirdesdy. No sound of talk to break the rhythm of marching, no irregularities of step to
betray the inhuman weakness.

It's hard to breathe. | can fed the breath drying my open mouth, | can sense the rapid beating of my
heart. A sudden pain—those are knots tying themsalvesin my stomach, and writhing in the effort to get
untied. Guessthisishow it fdt to go into battle in the old days, when the human race was till young and
foolish. Thiswaswhat it meant to march, under orders, into the jaws of degth.

Bulkley isarmed, Bulkley has weapons that can tear apart both human and plant bodies. Me, | have
nothing but my own bare handsto fight with. The hypnotizer is usdess now. It has no effect beyond a
narrow radius, and theré's adanger that it would hypnotize my own soldiersinstead of Bulkley's. Can't
take the chance of usingit, can't risk it.

One, two, three, four, one, two, three, four. Human soldiers don't need hypnotizers, the rhythm itself
ishypnotic. Getting used to it. I'm bresthing more normally now, 1.1y ssomach hurtsless, my heart is
beating mare regularly. How long have we been marching? A quarter of an hour at most. But now the
fear and uncertainty are gone, now I'm ready to face anything. I'm not ready yet to laugh at danger. But
it'seasier now to pretend that it doesn't exist.

What's that noisein back of me? Two people—funny, | was forgetting about people. All | was
thinking of was my nonhuman army. Indraand her father, walking a short distance behind me, theold
man giving his comments on the younger generation as usud, the girl white-faced and determined. She
seesmeturn, sheswaving to me.

Maybe I'd better order her back, command her to stay out of danger. She wouldn't obey, though.
And besides, perhapsit's better thisway. If my army is victorious ther€lll be no danger. Bulkley doesn't
want to shoot her, and my plant-soldierswill protect her from other enemies. That is, they'll protect her if
al goeswell, if they succeed in doing as| taught them. If they fall, if the battle goes againgt us, shelll
probably die on the field. The thought of it scaresme, but it's better, alot better, than having her fal into
Bulkley'shands.

One, two, three, four, one, two. three, four. Another quarter of an hour gone, athird the distance
covered. No sign of the ship. Timeisdtill inmy favor.

One, two, three, four, one, two, three—something's happened to the rhythm. A brown and white
object isrisng from the ground and throwing itself at my startled body.

A wooden arm clutching for my throat, the fed of bark bruisng my skin. Smart guy, Bulkley. Hit at
the generd, leave hisarmy leaderless. Kill the generd—

Both hands on the wooden arm, try to wrench it away. My strength against the strength of an
unfeding plant-creature's, my muscles of flesh and blood straining for amoment plant-cresture's, my
muscles of flesh raining—no, that's perspiration that's starting up on my forehead. Thisis something to
Swest about.

Deadlock. Neither of us can move. Both straining, motionless

Deadlock broken. My own soldiers have remembered their lessons, are gpplying thetraining | gave
them. They'rerallying to my support. The wooden arms of the enemy fdl limply away from him, the
brown and white form is collgpsing. Good soldiers.

SLIGHT disorganization, though. Quick light sgnasto bring my men to ahat. Sgnd to reform ranks
quickly, to march on again.

So Bulkley has scouts out to watch for me. | haven't given him too much credit. Bulkley isno foal.
But the question till remains. has he taught his own soldiers a defense againgt the attack of their own



kind?

Up above, theré's something doing. A slvery light, flashing once more. And thistimeit isn't going
away. The grest shapeis cruising back and forth, dowly, asif on guard. And asit cruisesit growslarger.

Havetotdl Indra. "The ship'scoming in for alanding! Well betoo late after dl!™

"Not unlessthey lose dl their sense of caution. They're not being reckless. Even after they land, they
may not leave the ship until after they've done as much investigation as possible by instrument. If we
could only get our own soldiersto move faster—"

"l don't see how, unless—wait aminute, I've got anidea. If | intensify the stimulus, | may get a
stronger response. I'll turn the green Signd on as strong as possible, and keep it on.”

Sweep the green light across the field, back and forth, back and forth. No response. That'swhat it
seemslike at firgt, anyway. But after atime—yes, thearmy isgradualy picking up speed. Therhythmis
quickening, quickening. Now it's one-and-two-and-three-and-four, now they're moving ahead at dmost
twicether former speed.

But the ship's coming lower and lower. In another ten minutesit will land.

The old man's protesting. | can hear him back there, he's complaining because the quickened pace of
the advanceisleaving him behind. Another twisted figureis springing at me, but thistime I'm not taken by
surprise. Thistime | react quickly, | dodge the dangerous wooden arms and leave it to my soldiersto
dispose of theintruder. Whatever else happens, | mustn't delay the main body of troops.

The ship iseasing down close to the ground. Some one aboard it must have seen the other patrol
ship, some one must be curious to know what's happened, for the place of landing islittle more than a
hundred yards away from the previous wreck.

Ten minutes now, ten desperate minutes. Let them stay ingde for those ten minutes, and they'll be
sdfe. If only | can warn them in some way

Haveto run ahead, thread my way through my own soldiers. The rapid pace isteling on me now.
Mouth and throat are both dry, and it's hard to breathe.

But that won't stop me. I'min front of the men now, as abrave leader should be. A quarter of amile
away | can see an outer door of the space ship tremble. They're going to come out.

"Stay in!" Didn't know | could ydl that loud. "Don't come out! Danger!™

HAD THEY heard him? Had they picked up hiswarning on one of their instruments? Or had they
been too carelessto listen.

The door stayed shut.

Two figures sprang at him. Hetried to twist aside, but other figures cut off his path, and till others
blocked hisretreat. For amoment they surrounded him, grim and impassive as death. Then hisown
soldiersreached him. The battle was joined.

Thefield wasfilled with formswhich writhed asif under the blows of ahurricane. What seemed to
Newell the most gtriking feature of the battle wasthat it was S0 quiet. Desperate duelsweregoingonina
hundred different places, destruction lay in wait in ahundred different forms—and every one of them
slent. These were soldiers that could neither utter shoutsto terrify their opponents, nor cry out in pain. At
most there was the occasiona creak as of branches swaying in thewind, a sharp crack as of atree trunk
gplitting in two. The whole scene, so quiet and o terrifying, had the quaity of apainted nightmare.

A giant sword stroke seemed to dash through the battlefield, cutting across friend and foe dike. One
of Bulkley's crestures had fired areal weapon. In the path of the deadly beam, a series of flames broke
out. In ameatter of moments, the battle field was ablaze of fire.

Pdls of smoke drifted over the weird struggling forms, making the nightmare even more horrible. A
third of the soldiers originaly on thefield had aready fdlen, and it seemed to Newd | that, anong the
daughtered, most were Bulkley's. Thetraining againgt human beings that the man had given his creatures
hed been fataly deficient against other crestureslike themselves.

The doors of the ship had not opened. Now, Newell saw the guns swivel around, prepare to go into
action. Apparently the patrol ship captain, unableto tdll friend from foe, cared little which of the
seemingly hostile cregtures he daughtered.



The purple signd of retreat flashed over the battlefield. Newell's soldiers drew back, leaving the open
ground to the enemy.

A burst of heavy rays came from the ship, swept the field. Within five seconds, only afew scattered
soldiers of Bulkley'sarmy were left standing, and these were burning like torches. The battle was over.

The ship door did open. Two men with agun edged out cautioudy, their nostrilswrinkling asthey
caught awhiff of the acrid smoke-filled air. Behind them came two others, smilarly armed.

Newd| came forward giffly. He fdt exhausted, asif by aday of hard work, athough the sun seemed
hardly to have moved in the sky. He redlized with amazement that the entire daughter had taken lessthan
half an hour.

"Lift your hands," said one of the men sharply. "And come forward to be searched for wegpons.”

Newell would have smiled, if hisfacia muscles had not been so frozen. "I have no wegpons. I'm the
man who warned you."

"Where'sthe leader of these creatures?’

"Probably running for hislife. He hoped to catch you by surprise, as he caught the other ship.”

"What happened to them?”

NEWELL explained, as briefly as he could. Then he was brought into the ship, to explain al over
again to the captain.

The latter frowned. "He's probably saved afew daves.”

"And he may be able to create more. The method isn't too difficult. And he may have found another
vid of the chemicd which | took from him. He's ill dangerous.”

"Hell haveto be caught. Y ou know his habits. And you know this section of the planet. Do you think
you can lead usto him?"

"I'll try. WEll have to be wary, though. In forestslike these, it's easy to walk into an ambush.”

"Yes. It'seven possible to beled into one. | wonder, Newell, just how trustworthy you redly are.”

"Still remembering that I'm supposed to be acrimind, are you? Mr. Hilton and his daughter should be
ableto testify to my character. They're the oneswho were kidnapped from the freighter.”

"And they're fill dive? Good. Where are they?'

Where were they? They had been close behind him the last time he had looked—but that had been
at least ahaf hour ago, at the beginning of the battle. Newell felt the blood drain out of hisface at the
thought that they might have falen into the desperate Bulkley's hands.

"| thought they were near me, Captain. They must have become lost during the battle.”

"Y ou don' think they might have been taken prisoner by Bulkley, do you?' demanded the Captain
shaply. "I'mafraid so, Sr."

"That's another reason for finding him in ahurry. Newell, you may have a couple of my men, witha
heavy gun. | can't spare any more."

"l won't need any more, Sir. | have my own plant-soldiers. They're trained to attack others of their
kind, but not human beings. They'll take care of the cresturesthat Bulkley sill hasleft, and makeit
possiblefor usto get a him."

The fatigue of amoment ago was gone. Now fear for Indraand her father seemed to race through his
blood, arousing him to new and greater efforts.

Where could Bulkley have taken them? Not across the field, not under the guns of the ship. He must
have drawn back from the plastex hut, first stripping it of the things he thought he would need most.
Chemicalsto create new dragon-tooth seeds, tubesto create light, a generator unit. He would not let go
of theseif he could helpit.

Thetwo men the Captain had assgned to him were waiting. "Stay with me," he ordered. To his
plant-soldiers he flashed alight-signal. "Deploy acrossthefidd, then advance.”

They spread out, moved forward. Smoke drifted across the sky from the still smoldering battlefield,
but here, where no fighting had taken place, the ground itself was redolent of leaves and grasses, of small
creepers and flowering shrubs.

Now well see, thought Newell, which generd will diein bed and which with hisboots on. Thistime



it'sthe showdown—either Bulkley or me. But he has a powerful threat in what he can do to Indraand
her father.

Everything looks peaceful now, no sign of danger anywhere. Wonder how many daves Bulkley has
left. Lessthan ascore out of the two thousand he started with, the two thousand | gave him. They won't
help him now. And neither will hiswegpons. I'll tear him apart with my bare handsif | haveto.

THE WOODEN army came to a sudden confused hdt. Before them stood a man—Hilton himself,
holding up his hand in warning. Newell exclamed, "Mr. Hilton?'Y ou're safe! But where's Indra?"

"That, g, iswhat | am about to explain to you. Do not advance, Mr. Newell. And tell your men, if |
may be permitted to employ the expression to refer to such obvioudy nonhuman creatures, to remainin
position. | am here, Sir, under duress. | am, despite what you conceive to be my freedom to speak to
you, acaptive."

"Then Bulkley'sin back of you, holding agun onyou!"

"Y ou surmise the situation correctly, Mr. Newdll, and state it concisely. In order to complete the
picture, however, | must add that my daughter—" his resonant voice fatered for amoment, then picked
up again— "my daughter is aso being threatened with deeth.”

"It won't help him. Do you hear that, Bulkley, wherever you are? Y our gooseis cooked now. Y our
only chanceisto surrender and plead for mercy."”

There was amoment's sllence. Then the old man said, "He will not answer directly, for fear of
revealing his pogition. Heiswithin earshot, but | mysdlf cannot state precisdy where.”

"That won't help him either.”

"I devoutly hope not, Mr. Newd |, but I must none the less repesat the message he gave me. Either
you surrender, or my own life and my daughter'swill beforfeit. | am not intimidated, Sir, dthough if not
for thisunfortunate occurrence, | should still have many years of useful existence beforeme. | aminmy
vigorous one hundred and twenties, and my father, as you may not know, lived more than forty years
beyond that age, until an unhappy accident—"

Newdll lost track of the old man's wandering words. He remembered only that he had to save Indra.
Somewhere near them, Bulkley was hiding, the girl probably gagged to keep her from crying out. And
shewas probably being held by one of Bulkley'sfew remaining daves, so that she couldn't run away. But
where was the group concealed?

He caught the thread of the old man'swords. "And those, gir, are histerms.”

"Say thet again!”

"I thought | had made the conditions clear. Nevertheless, sir, | shal repeat. Mr. Bulkley asksyou to
throw down your weapons and come forward unarmed—after giving ordersto you men to retreat.”

"He wants me to put mysdlf in his power, isthat it?'

"That isthe Stuation, Mr. Newell. Otherwise he will murder my daughter and me.”

Newell shouted, "I have no wegpons with me, Bulkley, so | can't throw them down. But that won't
sop me from coming at you."

"Wait, Mr. Newdl. Firgt you must order your men to retreat.”

"Il 9gnd them, dl right.”

He put his hand in his pocket and drew out the hypnotizer. The light began to glow, to go through its
pulsing sequence of colors.

His own plant-cregtures stood asiif paralyzed. And Bulkley's? They must seeit too. Whichever ones
were holding Indracould no longer exert their strength. If she sensed their lack of power, and wrenched
hersdlf free

There was a sudden creaking as of branches swaying from twenty-five yards ahead of them, an
abrupt curse of anger and desperation. A smdll black object suddenly shot into the air—Bulkley's gun.
Newdl | raced toward the scene of struggle, covering the ground in a dozen strides.

At one side stood Indra, wrenching at the gag on her mouth, her face scratched, her hair dishevelled.
Near her was Bulkley, struggling inthe grip of apair of his own creatures. The brown and white
caricatures of faceswere familiar. In the fraction of a second which it took Newdl| to grasp the scene, he



recognized the features of the pair he had called Tough-Egg and Scar-Face.

ONE LAST choking cry came from Bulkley, and then there was a snap. His head fell forward, his
body dropped to the ground.

The creatures which had killed turned to run. Newell flashed aquick sgnd to his own followers, and
seconds later the killers were surrounded and their wooden bodi es taken apart.

Indrawasin hisarms. He held her tight, disregarding the two men the Captain had sent dong with
him. Finally he turned to them. "Thanks for your offer to be of help, gentlemen, but | have no further need
of you."

One of them grinned. "I can seethat.”

"Y ou can report to the Captain. Both of you."

They started on their way back. Indra shuddered in hisarms. "Toward the end Bulkley was out of his
mind, completely beyond control. He blamed you for upsetting al his plans. He wanted nothing but to kil
you."

"Hedid hisbes.”

"| tried to think of away to stop him, but | was helpless. Then, when you started the hypnotizer
going, | remembered what you had told me of its previous effect on these creatures, and was able to
wrench mysdf free. Bulkly tried to turn the gun on me, but he wastoo close, and | was ableto disarm
him, using another jiu jitsu method. He rushed me when heredlized | was getting away, and then | threw
him over my head, and he landed on the creatures nearby. That's what set them off, and made them turn
onhim."

"All those creatures he taught to kill human beings are dangerous. They'll haveto be destroyed.”

"Yes, | know. But they seem so human. It will be like murder.”

"It won't be. They fed nothing." Hewent on dowly, "That may change, of course. Asthey learn more
and more, they may develop some kind of genuine consciousness of the world around them. They may
develop fedings. And then they'll offer ared problem.”

"Theonesyou trained aren't harmful to us. And they could be useful.”

"That'swhy | first invented them. To be useful. | thought | could show them to the authorities, prove |l
was capable of doing good work, and win back my rights asacitizen. This planet is dangerous to human
beings. But plants can live here, and so could creatures descended from plants. They could build it up,
make the planet part of an intergal actic system.”

She nodded, "Y ou'reright.”

"| think that when | explain al that, and the authorities redlize what I've done here, and how Bulkley
hastried to turn my work to vicious purposes, I'll have no trouble in getting them to reopen the origind
case, and convince them of my innocence of crime.”

"And my father and | can continue with the vacation that Bulkley interrupted.”

"Y our father is getting too old to travel. Y ou need another companion. And it won't be avacation.
It1l be more like ahoneymoon. In fact, it will be one.”

It was at that moment that a sonorous voice came to them. "I have been cogitating, Mr. Newell, and
my meditations concern the ethical and sociologica aspects of the problemsinvolved in the existence of
these plant-creatures. Recalling the many experiences with strange and unexpected forms of life on many
gdaxies—"

Newd | bit back an expression of extreme annoyance. Indrasaid sweetly "Father!" "Look at this,
Father!"

She held up the hypnotizer that the old man himself had constructed. The light began to glow and
pulse.

A glazed look cameinto the eyes of the man whom millions of listeners and viewersknew asDr.
Hypno. Thefacid musclesrelaxed, the eyes stared blankly.

"He hasn't the dightest idea of what'sgoing onin front of hisnose," said Indrademurely.

Which was agood thing, thought Newdll, as he stretched out his hungry arms.



THEEND



