THE HATERS
BY WILLIAM MORRISON

They flung themselves across light years of space to show the world their
hatred and contempt. And out among the stars, they learned at last what hatred
could really mean to them and what they hated!

"Well show them," said Kerman.

Grayson didn't answer. Kerman was more than haf crazy, and he had been talking about showing
them ever since coming on board. Grayson had got used to him, just as he had got used to al the others.
After dl, you couldn't expect to hire acrew that was exactly norma, not for atrip likethis. Y ou smply
picked up what you could get and took these charactersin your' stride, and when they started talking in
their different peculiar ways, you didn't pay atention.

Stll, if ever Kerman's remark had been appropriate, it was at atime like this. Here was a planet that
would everything they were looking for. And nobody to stop them from taking it.

McGant, who acted asfirst mate, came over to him and said, "We're al set to land, Captain.”

"Hold off for awhile," replied Grayson. "'I'm checking our observations.”

"There's nothing to check," commented McGant sourly. "Oxygen, temperature, gravity; air
presssure—everything'sin the right range. Radioactivity's alittle high, but that's the way we warnt it. Not
enough to hurt, but high enough to be promising.”

"I'm not sure about the inhabitants,” Grayson said.

McGant looked at him oddly. Y ou didn't get respect from acrew like this, thought Grayson. Some
were davish, but in genera you were lucky if you got grudging obedience, and didn't have to dodge a
knifein the back. McGant, now, was not exactly haf crazy, but he was agood quarter of the way gone.
And here hewas looking at Grayson asif he considered the | atter the one who was wesk in the head.
Maybe he had something there at that, thought Grayson.

"Thereés no danger from them," said McGant. "Only one intelligent species, and not many specimens
of them around. And they're il in the gpe-man stage.”

"I'm not so sure.”

"By Pluto, Captain, it's obvious enough. Not a building, not a boat, not acand in the place. No sign
that they've ever heard of the use of tools. No sign that they grow their own plant food or use weapons
to kill their prey. What more do you want of them, an|. Q. tes?"

"That would help," said Grayson. "For lack of it, I'm taking another ook at some of these telescopic
filmswe made"

"I've gone through them. They don't show any danger."

"| tend to agree with you. But it doesn't pay to be careless.”

"Anything you say, Captain,” replied McGant in arespectful voice, managing to convey his contempt
by facia expression done. " Somebody on every ship hasto be careful, just as somebody hasto bethe
ship'sclown. But I'll lay two to one that you're only wasting our time. An hour from now well be coming
in for the landing we should be making right now."

"l don't doubt it," returned Grayson coldly, He didn't like that remark about the clown.

"And then, by Pluto, welll start collecting the stuff. Well, show the dirty so-and-so's, Captain.”

"Y ou have restricted objectives," said Grayson. McGant's dirty so-and-so's, of course, were the
inhabitants of his native Mars. Kerman's "them™ were the officers of the Interplanetary Transport Service,
who had fired him for perfectly judtifiable reasons.

Grayson himsdf wasn't so petty. The "them” that he was going to show was nothing lessthan the
entire human race.

He studied the films, running them through three more times, looking for any clue that might hint at an
advanced but concedled state of civilization, for any sign that the intelligence of the highest race, the



A-race, was above what he called the ape-man stage. There was nothing.

Theintdligent oneswere not particularly impressive-looking. They were about five feet high, rather
dender in build, and not at al humanoid in appearance. They looked like walking lizards, which they
were not. Their jaws protruded and their foreheads receded, asif they relied more upon their teeth than
upon their brains. And Grayson had learned that in an enemy you had to fear brains more than anything
dse

Completdy sane or not, McGant wasright. After an hour, Grayson gave the signd, and the ship
spirdled in for alanding. It settled down on asmooth grassy plot that was red and gray with smdl
growing plants.

They got out, their weapons ready, and looked around them. There was nothing startling, and
Grayson wondered why he couldn't shake off the feeling of danger. The plants were unusud, of course,
but no more unusua than those of aplanet like Venus, for instance. Tall gray trees, red and gray bushes,
blue grass. They were fixed where they grew, as plants should be, and Grayson saw no reason to fear
them. Still, tests had to be made.

A couple of the men, directed by McGant, were aready gathering samplesto make them. They took
gpecimens of the air, the soil, they took the leaves and bark of different plants. In the ship itself, Stratton,
the biochemist, who was avery kindly and gentle person except when he took anotion that the Universe
was persecuting him, fed the materia s through the e ectrono-chemical tester system. Thisread off their
important characteristics in no more than the time that a human analyst would have taken to focus a
microscope.

"No poisons and no very bad skin irritants," he reported, "except on one of the larger species of
trees, and | don't think therell be much trouble, Captain, in getting an antitoxin to control that. Some of
the grasses produce mild alergens, but our drugs should handle them."

No danger from that source then. Asfor the animals—Grayson heard the click of agun going off,
and saw ablue animd legp out of the grassand lie till. Kerman and a couple of others were assembling
specimens of the larger species. Another crew was collecting the planetary equivaent of insects. Soon
they would get together numerous representative types of animal life, study how the creatures reacted,
find out how easy they wereto kill. Another eectronic analyzer would dissect them and report dl their
important characterigtics to the waiting men.

An hour later, the summarized reports began to comein. By the end of the afternoon, a hundred
small species and adozen of the larger ones had been analyzed. There was nothing to be afraid of.

Meanwhile, the rest of the crew had not been idle. Under Grayson's direct orders, a dozen of them
were scouting at low levelsin their one-man helicopters. If the planet was asrich in the different metdsas
it seemed to be, they should have located enough oresto make fortunes for the entire crew inasingle
day of mining.

When the reports began to come in over the radio, Grayson knew that he was right. Their fortunes
would be made.

"WEélIl show them," grinned Kerman, amost drooling at the idea of the money he was going to have.

Thistime Grayson nodded. He dreamed of what the money would do for him, and the bitter smile he
habitually wore dowly hardened. What a showing that was going to be.

They operated on atwenty-four hour day, although the period of rotation of the planet was closer to
thirty. It was still dark when the morning wake-up bell out and began to get the mining sounded, and the
men tumbled machinery ready for operation. A technician, relatively sane but surly, tested the electron
filtersin banks, replaced one that was faulty, gave the mechanica parts aquick once-over, and reported,
" Shipshape, Captain.”

"Start mining." Grayson had made amap, showing the different ore-rich areaslisted in the preceding
day's explorations. He pointed out Area 1l and said, "Try that first."

The man nodded. "Could use more equipment.”

"WEélIIl get dong thistrip. And next trip well have enough equipment to go ten times asfast.”

The 'copter with the mining group flew into the surrounding darkness, its glowlights lighting up the
treesfor a distance of athousand feet ahead. Things were settling down to aroutine, thought Grayson.



Everything quiet, everything in order. Absolutely no danger.

McGant came out of theinsde of the ship and grinned a him. "No trouble, Captain?”

"Nonesofar."

"It'slike| expected. That A-raceisn't dangerousat al. And asfor brains—well, they've got just
enough to keep out of our way."

"Wedidn't run across any yesterday?'

"There don't seem to be many around. One of the men came across a single specimen. He shot &t it,
but the thing was quite away off, and he missed.”

"Tdl the men not to kill them. WEll seeif we can tame them and get some use out of them.”

But hewasn't actudly counting on that. It was enough, he told himself, to know that the race was
harmless. From now on, the only thing that counted was the rate at which the metal could be mined and
brought to the ship.

All the same, he experienced afedling of uneasinesslater, when he overheard two of the men talking.
One of them wasjeering, "Don't tell me you missed him, Fernad. Why, | thought you could hit atarget
with that gun of yours from ten miles away."

"I can. But I'm not used to the air here, and my range-finder doesn't work the way it does on Earth
or Mars."

Then the two men became aware that Grayson was near them, and they douched to attention and
sduted doppily. What did the man miss? Grayson asked himsdlf. An animd at which he was shooting, of
course. But what sort of animal? One of the A-race?

Discipline was bad enough without |etting the men know that he had overheard part of their
conversation and wanted to hear the rest of it. He passed by them, and noticed that they resumed talking
in low voices when he was out of earshot.

Theincident annoyed him, and the next day he himself went out with one of the hunting parties. The
animals had learned caution now, and werein no hurry to show themsalves. One of the men had to flush
them out of their hiding places with astrong ultrasonic beam, which he swept in dl directions, and even
then they moved so swiftly that they were not easy to kill. By the time you aimed at them they had
changed color and taken refugein their next hideout. And then you had to go through the whole process
al over again.

It was an hour before Grayson himsalf got ashot. When he did let loosefindly it wasat asmdll
lizard-like animal only afoot high that came placidly out of aburrow thirty feet away and stood there, as
if oblivious of theirritation of the ultrasonic beam, examining the men with interest.

Grayson's blast had more power in it than he would have wanted to use on so small acreature. It
caught thelizard full in the middle, and knocked it back. For amoment Grayson was afraid that he had
torn the thing to pieces.

He hadn't. As he watched in amazement, the anima picked itself up, completely unhurt, and moved
dowly into its burrow again.

One of the men laughed uneasily. ™Y ou didn't caich it head on, Captain. Y ou just Sdeswiped it."

Grayson said firmly, "I hit it head on."

"Besdes" said another of the men, "even aglancing shot with that much power should havekilled it."

"It should have," agreed Grayson. "Has anybody here killed one of these things before?”

"I @med at one yesterday, Captain, but | missed.”

It was Fernald who spoke. Captain Grayson said sharply, " Sure you missed?”

"Not now | ain't, Captain. But | thought so at the time.”

"Prentiss,”" said Grayson, "flush that thing out with the ultrasonic beam again. | want another look at
it

The ultrasonic beam roseto full power. Nothing came out of the burrow.

Grayson's forehead was damp. He said, " Somebody toss a grenade down there. That should get it
out, in piecesif need be."

They stepped back and Fernad tossed the grenade. Fernald liked to toss grenades. The clumps of
dirt shot up and out in al directions, and left ahollow a dozen feet across. At the bottom of the hollow



they could seethe small lizard looking up at them. It seemed annoyed that its privacy had been disturbed,
but otherwise not particularly upset. Grayson stared at it more, closaly than before. The thing helped him
by standing up onits hind legs so that he could get a better look at it.

The jaws protruded, the forehead receded. It looked like d small-scale, dightly dtered edition of the
members of the A-race. "Probably an earlier and smaller form,” he thought. "It must have the same
evolutionary relation to the A-race as monkeys have to men."

Thething looked at him and opened its jaws. Grayson heard the thinnest of squesks. Most of the
sound, he reglized, must bein the ultrasonic range.

Another small lizard popped out of aburrow close by; and disregarding the presence of themen a
couple of dozen feet away, the two things held a squeaky conversation. Then both turned and moved
camly into the second burrow.

"Want me to open that onetoo?" asked Fernald eagerly.

"Don't bother." Fernald was too anxious. Better keep him under control, or held let his passion for
throwing grenades g the better of him.

"I got something alittle better than a grenade, Captain,” said one of the other men. "Midget-sized
nuclear bomb. Well have to back up, though, if wewant to useit.”

"WEeéll try that,” said Grayson.

The man moved cautioudly to the burrow and planted the bomb. Then they all moved back. When
the bomb went off, the explosion could be felt ahaf mile away. Dirt and rocks flew into the air, and with
them thetwo smdl lizard things.

When the men approached once more, the two beasts had their heads together again, squeaking
away asbefore. Apparently they had been unharmed by the explosion.

Grayson looked at his men and they looked back at him, and nobody spoke. Finally, Fernad, now
no longer fingering agrenade, suggested, "There seemsto be nothin' much we can do to those things,
Captain. And it would be too bad if they came after us. Maybe we better leave them aone.”

"I'm afraid we'd better. Back to the ship, everyone."

He spoke calmly, but insde hewasn't at dl cam. He had been right from thefirs, there was danger
here, terrible danger. So far, by some miracle, thelittle lizards had shown no inclination to harm them. But
what if the bombing of their burrows had aroused their anger?

The next day helearned that the smdl lizards were not invulnerable.

They had set atrap ahaf mile from the ship, and when the darm went off, Captain Grayson looked
at the visor to seewhat he had caught. It was abig lizard thistime, amember of the A-race. Thething
stood on its hind legs within the smooth hard walls of transparent metal and gazed around it, asif
wondering what had happened. It made no sudden motion, showed no sign of panic. It Smply examined
the Situation in what seemed to Grayson avery human way.

Something moved at the edge of the visor screen, and Grayson perceived that asmall lizard was
ingpecting itslarger relative through the transparent metal wall. Half adozen additional smdl lizardsjoined
thefirgt, and for afew secondsthey stared placidly at the large creature inside the trap.

Then the large one acted. Its paws swiped at the metal wall, and the wall tore. A second later the
large one was out of the trap, attacking the small crestures which surrounded it.

Thewals must have caved in completely then, for the visor screen blanked out. Grayson sworein
frustration, and then barked, "McGant, Fernald! Get a couple of men with midget nuclear bombs and
comewith me! | want to see what's going on therel”

Two minutes |ater they werein a'copter, flying over the place where the broken remains of the trap
lay. McGant looked out and said, "All quiet now, Captain.”

"Well land and ook around. Y ou fellows keep your bombs ready for use. They don't seem to hurt
the beadts, but at least they'll blow them out of the way."

Asthey eased the 'copter off the ground, Grayson sprang out and ran over to what seemed to bea
torn rag. It was what was | eft of one of the small lizards. He stared at it in disbdlief for amoment, aware
that his heart was pounding with fear. He found it hard to believe.

Ferndd said gloomily, "We couldn't make adent on that thing, Captain, but the big one seemsto



havetornit to piecesinnotimeat al. Absolutely notimeat al.”

"What'll happen to usif the big one comes after us?' asked McGant.

Grayson shook his head. "Better not talk about it. So far we've been lucky enough to have it avoid
us. God help usif it ever acquires afondness for our company,” hetold them.

Fernald pointed. "Here's another little one, dead asadoor nail. Looks likeit's been burned.”

The skin seemed to have been scorched. Grayson said, "That must be one of the pair we caught with
our midget nuclear, bomb."

"So the bomb had an effect after al," observed McGant.

"Not enough. If we had afull sized one—"

"Which we haven't, Captain.'

"Which we haven't. But if we had, we might protect ourselves. Asitis—" He hesitated. "Asitis,
were getting off this planet.”

"No, Captain!" exclamed McGant. "By Pluto, we were dl going to get rich here and go back and
show them. Y ou can't go off now, leaving dl that vauable metal untouched.”

Grayson'slipstightened. "In the ‘copter, you fools," he ordered. "We're going back to the ship, and
once we get there we're leaving the planet. If you don't like the idea, McGant, you can stay here with
these lizard beasts. And you can keep any man who wantsto stay here with you.”

The others shook their heads and Fernald spoke for them "Not us, Captain. Not after what we've
seen them do.”

Theflight back to the ship was made in swift silence. Grayson got out and saw Kerman gaping
foolishly a him. "All quiet, Kerman?"'

"All quiet, Captain.”

"Get back on the ship. Have Sparks send out amessage recdling al reconnai ssance and mining
crews. Wereleaving in fifteen minutes. Anybody not on board in that time stays behind on this planet.”

He ran down the corridor and threw open the door to his office. In the doorway he stood as if
parayzed. One of the A-beasts was there near his desk, taring at him. A hole torn in the meta floor
showed how the beast had entered.

His hand swung to the weapon at his belt and then dropped away. Explosive wegpons were usaless.
The only thing that could save him was his head, his human brain, the great brain of arace which had set
out to conquer the universe.

A crewman came running down the corridor to him and shouted, "Captain! They'vetorn aholein the
gde! And they'reripping out the enging!™

Another A-beast suddenly opened the storeroom door and looked out at him. It was at this moment
that Grayson dmost redlized the full hopel essness of their situation. But not quite. He knew that the ship
could not take off without extensive repairs, and that he and the other crew members were prisoners at
the mercy of the A-race. What he did not realize was the most important fact of al.

There came the burst of an explosion from an adjoining corridor, then screams of panic. There must
have been at least half adozen guns blasting, thought Grayson. All, he knew, were usdess, completely
useless. Not one of them could harm the big lizard-like things. They could only excite them, enrage them,
ingpire them to revenge.

He peered around the corner and saw what was happening. Very gently, two of the A-race were
advancing upon adozen cowering crew members. Like nurses removing dangerous toys from children
who might hurt themselves, they were taking away the guns and grenades which the latter had been
usng.

It was at that moment that the full truth burst upon Grayson. The A-beasts were not averseto killing.
The way in which one of them had daughtered the smdller creatures of his own planet showed that. If
they were caring for the human beingsit was for one reason a one—that the human beings were vaduable
to them, that the human beings knew things that they needed to know.

And if they could acquire knowledge from the human beings, that meant that they themsalves were
intdligent, highly intelligent. That wasthe horrible truth, the stupendous danger that paradyzed Grayson's
mind. His knees buckled under him, and he sank back against awall and gasped for breath. For thefirst



time since he had been released from prison, hisfear for the human race was so great that he forgot his
hatred of it.

The A-beastswere very inteligent jailers. To prevent the human beings from escaping they had
removed the ‘copter engines and retired, leaving the prisoners both their quarters and the weapons they
needed to protect themselves against lower beasts. In addition, as protection against the smdler lizards
againgt which the wegpons had proved so usdless, they had thoughtfully left two of their own kind as
guards.

The guards picked out Grayson and Stratton, the biochemist, herded them gently into the captain's
office, and began to question them.

They pointed to different objects and waited to hear the names. Very obediently, Captain Grayson
began to teach them the human language.

"Shrewd,” he told himsdlf, "very shrewd. They've picked ustwo asthe mogt intelligent of the entire
ship. They figured we'd make the best teachers. Wdll, barring a touch of insanity, we're not bad.”

The other man seemed to have been frightened out of his delusions of persecution. No delusions at
this moment, thought Grayson, just the persecution itself. Stratton said nervoudy, "They have agood
memory, Captain. They repeet the words we give them without making amistake.”

Infact, the A-creatures were learning to spesk at arapid rate. Grayson could not imagine himself
learning their language with such speed and accuracy.

At theend of three days they could communicate-with the human beings with afair degree of fluency.
One of thefirst questions they asked was further evidence of their shrewdness. "Why do you have such
men?'

Stratton, with hisdelusions, naturally misunderstood. He began to explain, "All the men have different
duties. One plotsthe ship's course, one takes charge of the engines—"

The A-beast said, "That isnot what is meant.”

Grayson nodded. "I think understand. Y ou want to know why | have such a peculiar crew. But firdt,
why do you think the men are peculiar?"

"Thereisnot sufficient regularity. We do not know what the human norm is. But we do know that this
cannot be anormal sample. Thereistoo great avariety of behavior. Some are dull and apathetic, like
Kerman, some are excitable, like McGant. There is both cowardice and recklessindifference to |oss of
life. Some obey davishly, others carry out ordersonly asalast resort.”

"A fine crew, arent we?" agreed Grayson bitterly. "But for atrip like this, the bunch | picked wasthe
best to be found.”

"They areirrational. They hate. And they act upon their hatred.”

"Y es, we hate. That isthe one thing we have in common! McGant hates his native planet, which
banished him for crimes he had committed. Kerman hates the Interplanetary Transport Service, which
fired him for petty thievery. Fernald hates the Courts of Justice, which convicted hisfather of taking
bribes. Some hate for reasonswhich exist in their twisted minds only. Others, like me, have good reason
for hating the entire human race.”

The two A-creatures exchanged glances. Grayson said angrily, "Don't look superior. If you knew
what they did to me, you'd understand. | was convicted for amurder | didn't commit. | wassent to a
pena colony to be reconditioned. After | had served ten years—the full period—they discovered the rea
murderer, who was by that time on his deathbed, and died thumbing his nose a them.

"Tenyearsout of my life—think of it!" His voice choked with rage as he recaled hiswrongs. "The
most preciousten years. They couldn't makeit up to me, of course, but the thing was that they didn't
eventry. They didn't beginto try. They smply informed me that they'd note the correction in my dosser,
and that | could go about my business as before, with no stain on my record.”

He hadn't meant to speak so fredly, but now that he had listeners, the temptation to go on was
irresstible. And in the back of his mind was another reason, areason only haf formed. Hewould hold
nothing back. Nothing, except—

"They forgot that they had reconditioned me. When | entered the colony | was areasonably normal
human being. When [ I€ft it, | was—as you see me now. | hated every one. Almost thefirst thing | did



was to square the account abit. | had paid the customary ten yearsfor ahuman life, paid it in advance. |
took what was coming to me by killing the most brutal of the guards. | felt better then, but | till hated
people.

"While | wasin the pena colony, the intergaactic drive had been discovered. But its use was
prohibited indefinitely. The authorities reasoned that the other gdlaxies might be full of unknown dangers,
and they didn't want to bring any of them down upon the Solar System: Intergaactic exploration was
forbidden to dl ships but officid Government vessdl's, which wereto be especialy trained to take the
necessary precautions.”

He grinned unpleasantly. "Persondly | didn't give adamn whether | brought danger down upon the
Solar System or not. All | knew was that there were hundreds of thousands of planets yet unexplored,
and that they probably contained enough in raw materials to make fortunesfor everybody in thefirst few
thousand crews to explore them. | tarted recruiting acrew asfast as| could.

"Asit turned out, | couldn't get even ordinary criminasto join up with me. They had too much of a
sense of human responsibility, too much conscience. That'swhy | had to fall back on this outfit of haters.
With them—and with me—it's every man for himself, and devil take the hindmog."

"That was what we wished to know."

Again the two A-creatures exchanged glances, and Grayson thought he detected doubt. He had been
telling the truth, for reasons of hisown, of course, but the truth none the less. He said harshly, "If you
don't believe me, ask the others. They'll tell you whether or not I'm lying. There's only onething to add.
That is, that we hadn't counted on coming across arace like yours. Now well never get back to our
native planet to enjoy the wedth we found.”

If he could only be sure of that! But perhapsthey would get back. There was agood possibility. The
ship's engines hadn't been destroyed, they had merely been removed. Perhaps the crew would yet return
to the System and to the people they had so bitterly hated.

"We shdl repair your ship. Perhgps we shdl build severd otherslikeit. And you will lead us back."

It was as he had feared. Grayson stared at the two creatures and had a moment of panic. He hadn't
told them that he had changed his mind about hating the human race. He hadn't told them that aman
could think he knew his own mind, knew his own dearest wish—and when face to face with its
redlization, perceive that he knew nothing of the sort. That was one thing he mustn't tell. Nor must hetell
them that he wasterrified now at the nightmare of what would happen when such amost invulnerable
creatures descended upon the weak things that called themsdves "men." And for amoment he was afraid
that they would read hismind.

That, however, was absurd. If they could do that, they would never have bothered to ask him so
many questions. His thoughts were his own—up to the point where his own cowardice would force him
to reved them.

But if they could not read hismind in the literd" sense, they could at |east judge what he was thinking.
One of the A-creatures said, "Y ou are wondering about us. We have no machinery such asfills your
ship, we lack much of your science. How can we dream of building another ship?’

"Yes, I'mwondering. | don't understand your racein the least.”

"We have only recently begun to understand oursalves.” The cresture said softly, "We are ayoung
race. Thosethat look like us but are so much smaller, like the creatures you call lizards—those are our
ancestors.

"| thought there was arelationship. But it doesn't make sense. Those small ones," objected Grayson,
"arethe only creatures we have seen you destroy."”

"They arethe only oneswe haveto fear," returned the other.

Not the only ones, thought Grayson. Y ou have us—me. Y es, | hated the human race for what it did
to me. It was ablind, reasoning hate, and some of its members deserved part of what | felt—but no one
hurt me intentionally, no one but the murderer and the guard | killed, and both of these were themsalves
enemies of humanity. Now that I've got dl that bitter stuff off my chest, | can seeit more clearly, but | can
redlizetoo that even a my worgt, | never intended to destroy my own kind. | might have subjected it
cardesdy to danger, just asaman will subject himsdf when heis overconfident of his own ability and



cardless of hisown life. | wanted peopleto redize that | had been unjustly treated, | wanted them to fear
my revenge. | would have come back with millions and lorded it over those who had harmed me, used
my money to punish thosein power who had treated me as amere number on thelist of prisoners.

But I never had any intention of bringing disaster to the System. And that iswhat | have done—what
| shdl have donein discovering you and your kind, unless | can stop you. | have no wespon now but my
mind, my human mind which you unfortunately cannot read. And thismind | must useto the utmost to
discover your weakness, to prevent you from fastening yoursdlf upon my people and endaving them, as|
am afraid you will do if you attack before they are warned.

The A-beast said, "These smdl ancestors of ours are thoughtless, stupid. In the struggle for life upon
this planet, however, they have had one advantage. In appearance they seem, aswe do, little out of the
ordinary. But no ordinary weapon can harm them, much less, destroy them. They do not even die of old
age. They die only when they destroy each other.

"They must have been formed originaly by some tremendous mutation of the germ plasm. Oncein
existence, they spread rapidly among creatures who by comparison were of acompletely lower order of
srength. It was not until they had covered the entire land surface of the planet that they began to come
into serious conflict with each other, and thusto limit their own numbers.

"A few hundred thousand years back, our own race first arose. It was distinguished at first only by its
sze. It had the same near-invulnerability and the samelack of intelligence.

"Atfirg it was only asubspecies of the dominant, smaller race. But cresture against cregiure, the
smaller oneswere helplessto combat it, and it grew in numbers. But the struggle for surviva wasa
desperate one. Its members had to learn to band together, to hunt their enemies systematically and
relentlessly. We learned to know, each of us, his own strength. We learned to recognize against what
odds we could win and againgt what odds we must lose, and we developed our origina languageto a
level that would permit usto work together.

"Thus we became the intelligent race you seetoday. In al this, however, we had no need to master
nature as your own race has done. No ordinary enemy could hurt us, no weapon penetrate our bodies.
There were no perils of nature against which we needed protection. Our only enemieswere the smaller
race; these we had begun to conquer by teeth and claws.

"Inthe past few years, our intelligence has turned the tide definitely in our favor. And this same
intelligence has enabled us to foresee that in the future we shal no longer be limited to the few square
miles of land we now inhabit. In afew years, the entire planet will be ours. What then? We do not die
when thereisinsufficient food, but we cease to grow and propagate. Shall our race be brought to a
standdtill for lack of space in which to expand?

"We had just begun to consider our problem when your ship arrived. Y ou have given usthe answer.
Other planets, other galaxieswould provide us with new homes. There remained only one question.
Could we build such aship as yours to conquer space?

"We studied you and your men and arrived at the conclusion that individud for individua we were
immensaly superior to you. Whatever you could do, we could do with grester ease. But you have along
gart on us. We have therefore been careful to harm no one, even the least among you, you who have
knowledge that we may use.

"On dl the planets we conquer, we shal learn. It will not be long before we acquire the knowledge
you yoursdlf have gained over the course of your entire history."

And then—Grayson shrugged. " So long asiit takes more than my lifetime, that isamatter of
indifferencetome.”

He had had agreat dedl of experiencein concedling histrue fedlings, and these creatures had known
human beings for only ashort time. Nevertheless he had aghastly fear that they would see through him,
that they would redize that he was lying, and had spoken so fredly of his hate for the human race only
because he no longer hated.

These creatures had brains that were superior, he thought desperately. They had learned the human
tongue in afew days, but he had not the dightest idea of their own language. They were as grown men to
children. And could a child successfuly deceive agrown man in so important a matter?



He might, thought Grayson. Oncein awhile he might. If he pretended sdfish indifference to anything
but his own persond interests, if he pretended complete and unquestioning obedience, he might.

In the days that followed he realized that even his crew members, haters of their own kind though
they were, felt guilty at the thought of their great betraya. Among others, Kerman cameto him and said
uneasly, "Say, Captain, theselizards want usto tell them everything we know."

"Y ou don't know much, Kerman," Grayson said.

"Y es, but Captain, there are some things—"

"Do asthey want," said Grayson, knowing that his own attitude would be reflected in the more
revealing attitude of the crewmen. "Don't volunteer information because that would be showing
disrespect. But don't hold back when they ask you."

"But, gosh, Captain, they're lizards and we're people. And if they learn how to handle the ship, and
make ships of their own—"

"What do we care? The only thing were interested in iskeeping alive, isn't it?"

Kerman nodded uncertainly.

"Inthat case, there's only onething to do. Tell them what they want to know. Keep on the good side
of them."

"Okay, Captain,” said Kerman resignedly. "Now, they've been asking about al this meta we got
sored on the ship. They figure that if wewant it, it's valuable to them too. They want usto show them
how to get more."

"Show them. | thought | heard you yourself say, Kerman, that well show them.”

Kerman grinned shamefacedly. "I didn't mean it that way, Captain. | meant the people back in the
System. But well show theselizardstoo.”

We make good daves, thought Grayson, perfect daves. Fortunately thereisabit of critical
information that most of the men don't usudly recdl. I'll have to warn one or two of the technicians
though, not to passit on. Asfor the rest, we toil away with hand and brain, and day by day the A-raceis
learning most of the precious knowledge we have acquired, it islearning to work the machinery we have
so painfully built. An invulnerable race can't be stopped, he told himsdlf bitterly, it can't be harmed, and it
can't beresisted.

Y ou can only let them pick the treasures of your mind and take charge of the materia treasures you
came here to gather. Wonder if the human race will appreciate what I'm up againg, he thought. Of
courseit will never know, but | wonder if it would appreciateif it did know.

Not likely. Morelikely every last one of them would damn me for what I've done. And they'd be
right. | hated them, and I'm paying for my hatred. Strange that now | hate the A-race more. Hereit is,
concentrated in afew square miles around the ship, hemmed in by enemies on its own planet, prepared
to play therole of galaxy-conqueror. If only there weretime for awarning

There wasn't. There was no time to spread the news, and even if there had been, there would have
been no timefor a battle cruiser to arrive quickly enough to drop its atomic bomb and wipe out the core
of the A-race.

Of coursg, if such abomb could have been dropped—there would be the end of the ship that served
the A-race as model, of the human beings who served them as teachers. Those of the A-race who had
aready acquired human knowledge would aso be wiped out with them, and the scattered members left
on the outposts would probably be helpless againgt the ondaughts of their smaller relaives.

A big if, animpossible if. Wasit, though? If you toiled faithfully, if you got your men to work hard,
and helped them concentrate and purify the precious meta, and collect it al in one spot, watching the
quantity grow and grow, until—

He called his men together and they stood there silent. There they were, the surly ones, the, crazy
ones, al those who had felt persecuted, and hated their own kind.

"Men," he said, "you've been taking it too easy. Remember, the sooner we do what these lizards
want, the sooner we go back to our own System.” A lie, of course. They would never go back. "I want
you to stop loafing and get amove on.”

"And turn the System over to theselizards? I'll seethem in hdll first. And you with them, Captain, you



with them. Boys—"

"All right, boys," said Grayson genidly. "Back to work. And remember, speed it up now."

And now the layers of metal barsfilled asmall chamber in the ship, and the precious hoard he had
been so helpfully collecting was almost complete. Three hegps with a space in the center they were now,
three heaps, each below the critical stage, but dready warm with the neutrons streaming through their
dowly disintegrating atoms. He held the last bar of U235 in his hand, and he knew that he bad only to
placeit in the spot reserved for it to make the mass exceed the critical Size, to turn it into anuclear bomb,
to make it explode suddenly in an atomic blast whose fierceness would vaporize ship and daves and
masterswith aroar never before heard or imagined on this planet.

Hisface wore dmost the same happy smile that had once amused him on Kerman'sface. "Well
show them," he said cheerfully. "Well show them.”

But it was asmile without hatred. He put the bar into place, and everything was gone a once. Where
there had been a ship and hatred there was now only avast hollow in the molten ground.



