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THE SURFACE

WEST OFTONGA

For along time the horizon had been amonotonousflat blue line separating thePeacific Ocean from the
sky. The Navy helicopter raced forward, flying low, near the waves. Despite the noise and the thumping
vibration of the blades, Norman Johnson fell adeep. He wastired; he had been traveling on various
military aircraft for more than fourteen hours. It was not the kind of thing afifty-three-year-old professor
of psychology was used to.

He had no idea how long he dept. When he awoke, he saw that the horizon was ill flat; there were
white semicircles of cord atolls ahead. He said over the intercom, “What' sthis?’

“Idands of Ninihinaand Tafahi,” the pilot said. “ Technicdly part of Tonga, but they’ re uninhabited.
Good degp?’

“Not bad.” Norman looked at the idands as they flashed by: a curve of white sand, afew pam trees,
then gone. Theflat ocean again.

“Wherée d they bring you in from?’ the pilot asked.

“San Diego,” Norman said. “| |eft yesterday.”

“ S0 you came Honol ulu-Guam-Pago-here?’

“That’sright.”

“Longtrip,” the pilot said. “What kind of work you do, Sir?’

“I'mapsychologist,” Norman said.

“A ghrink, hun?” Thepilot grinned. “Why not? They’ ve cdled in just about everything ese.”
“How do you mean?’

“WEe ve been ferrying people out of Guam for the last two days. Physicigts, biologists, mathematicians,
you nameit. Everybody being flown to the middle of nowhere in the Pacific Ocean.”



[[4]] “What’sgoing on?’ Norman said.

The pilot glanced at him, eyes unreadable behind dark aviator sunglasses. “They’re not telling us
anything, sir. What about you? What' d they tdll you?’

“They told me,” Norman said, “that there was an airplane crash.”
“Uh-huh,” the pilot said. “Y ou get cdled on crashes?”’
“I have been, yes.”

For adecade, Norman Johnson had been on the list of FAA crash-site teams, experts caled on short
noticeto investigate civilian air disasters. Thefirst time had been at the United Airlines crash in San Diego
in 1976; then he had been called to Chicago in * 78, and Dallasin * 82. Each time the pattern was the
same—the hurried telephone call, frantic packing, the absence for aweek or more. Thistime hiswife,
Ellen, had been annoyed because he was called awvay on July 1, which meant he would misstheir July 4
beach barbecue. Then, too, Tim was coming back from his sophomore year at Chicago, on hisway to a
summer job in the Cascades. And Amy, now sixteen, was just back from Andover, and Amy and Ellen
didn’'t get dong very well if Norman wasn't there to mediate. The Volvo was making noises again. And it
was possible Norman might miss his mother’ s birthday the following week. “Whét crashisit?’ Ellen had
sad. “1 haven't heard about any crash.” She turned on the radio while he packed. There was no newson
theradio of an airline crash.

When the car pulled up in front of his house, Norman had been surprised to see it was a Navy pool
sedan, with auniformed Navy driver.

“They never sent aNavy car the other times,” Ellen said, following him down the sairsto the front door.
“Isthisamilitary crash?’

“I don't know,” he said.
“When will you be back?’
Hekissed her. “I'll cdl you,” he said. “Promise.”

But he hadn’t cdled. Everyone had been polite and pleasant, but they had kept him away from
telephones. First a Hickam Field in Honolulu, then at the Nava Air Station in Guam, where he had
arrived at two in the morning, and had [[5]] spent haf an hour in aroom that smelled of aviation gasoline,
garing dumbly at an issue of theAmerican Journal of Psychol ogy which he had brought with him,
before flying on. He arrived at Pago Pago just as dawn was breaking. Norman was hurried onto the big
Sea Knight helicopter, which immediatdly lifted off the cold tarmac and headed west, over pam trees and
rusty corrugated rooftops, into the Pecific.

He had been on this helicopter for two hours, degping part of thetime. Ellen, and Tim and Amy and his
mother’ s birthday, now seemed very far away.

“Where exactly are we?’
“Between Samoaand Fiji in the South Pacific,” the pilot said.

“Can you show me on the chart?’



“I’m not supposed to do that, Sir. Anyway, it wouldn’'t show much. Right now you' re two hundred miles
from anywhere, Sr.”

Norman stared at the flat horizon, till blue and festureless. | can bdieveit, he thought. He yawned.
“Don’t you get bored looking at that?’

“Totdl you thetruth, no, ar,” the pilot said. “I’m real happy to seeit flat likethis. At least we' ve got
good weather. And it won't hold. There' sacycloneforming up in the Admiraties, should swing down
thisway in afew days.”

“What happensthen?’

“Everybody clearsthe hdll out. Weather can be tough in this part of theworld, sir. I'm from Horidaand
| saw some hurricaneswhen | was akid, but you' ve never seenanything like a Pacific cyclone, ir.”

Norman nodded. “How much longer until we get there?’

“Any minute now, Sr.”

After two hours of monotony, the cluster of ships appeared unusudly interesting. There were more than
adozen vessdas of various kinds, formed roughly into concentric circles. On the outer perimeter, he
counted eight gray Navy destroyers. Closer to the center were large ships that had wide-spaced double
hulls and looked like floating [[6]] dry-docks; then nondescript boxy shipswith flat helicopter decks; and
in the center, amid al the gray, two white ships, each with aflat pad and abull’ s-eye.

The pilot listed them off: “Y ou got your destroyers on the outside, for protection; RV S sfurther in, that's
Remote Vehicle Support, for the robots; then MSS, Mission Support and Supply; and OSRV’sin the
center.”

“OSRV’'s?”

“Oceanographic Survey and Research Vessals.” The pilot pointed to the white ships. “ John Hawesto
port, andWilliam Arthur to starboard. We'll put down on theHawes .” The pilot circled the formation of
ships. Norman could see launches running back and forth between the ships, leaving smdl white wakes
againgt the deep blue of the water.

“All thisfor an airplane crash?” Norman said.

“Hey,” the pilot grinned. “1 never mentioned a crash. Check your seet belt if you would, sir. We're
about to land.”

BARNES



Thered bull’ s-eye grew larger, and did beneath them as the helicopter touched down. Norman fumbled
with his seat belt buckle as auniformed Navy man ran up and opened the door.

“Dr. Johnson? Norman Johnson?’

“That’sright.”

“Have any baggege, Sr?’

“Just this.” Norman reached back, pulled out hisday case. The officer took it.

“Any scientific ingruments, anything like that?”

“No. That'sit.”

“Thisway, sir. Keep your head down, follow me, and don’t go &ft, ir.”

[[7]] Norman stepped out, ducking benegth the blades. He followed the officer off the helipad and down
anarrow gairs. Themetal handrail was hot to the touch. Behind him, the helicopter lifted off, the pilot
giving him afina wave. Once the helicopter had gone, the Pacific air fdt fill and brutaly hot.

“Good trip, Sir?’

“Fine”

“Needtogo, Sr?7’

“I’vejudt arrived,” Norman said.

“No, I mean: do you need to usethe head, sir.”

“No,” Norman said.

“Good. Don't use the heads, they' re dl backed up.”

“All right.”

“Plumbing’ s been screwed up since last night. We' re working on the problem and hope to have it solved
soon.” He peered at Norman. “We have alot of women on board at the moment, sir.”

“I see,” Norman said.

“There sachemicd johnif you need it, Sr.”

“I'm okay, thanks.”

“In that case, Captain Barnes wantsto see you at once, Sir.”
“I"dliketo cal my family.”

“Y ou can mention that to Captain Barnes, Sir.”



They ducked through adoor, moving out of the hot sun into afluorescent-lit halway. It was much
cooler. “Air conditioning hasn't gone out lately,” the officer said. “ At least that' s something.”

“Doestheair conditioning go out often?’

“Only whenit'shot.”

Through another door, and into alarge workroom: metal walls, racks of tools, acetylene torches
spraying sparks as workmen hunched over metal pontoons and pieces of intricate machinery, cables
snaking over thefloor. “We do ROV repairshere,” the officer said, shouting over the din. “Most of the
heavy work is done on the tenders. We just do some of the eectronics here. We go thisway, sir.”
Through another door, down another corridor, and into awide, low-ceilinged room crammed with video
monitors. A [[8]] half-dozen technicians sat in shadowy half-darkness before the color screens. Norman

paused to look.

“Thisiswhere we monitor the ROV’s,” the officer said. “We ve got three or four robots down on the
bottom at any given time. Plusthe MSB’sand the FD’s, of course.”

Norman heard the crackle and hiss of radio communications, soft fragments of words he couldn’t make
out. On one screen he saw adiver waking on the bottom. The diver was standing in harsh artificia light,
wearing akind of suit Norman had never seen, heavy blue cloth and a brightyellow helmet sculpted in an
odd shape.

Norman pointed to the screen. “How deep ishe?’

“I don't know. Thousand, twelve hundred feet, something like that.”

“And what have they found?’

“Sofar, just the big titanium fin.” The officer glanced around. “1t doesn’t read on any monitors now. Bill,
can you show Dr. Johnson herethe fin?’

“Sorry, dir,” the technician said. “Present MainComOps isworking north of there, in quadrant seven.”

“Ah. Quad seven’ samost haf amile away from thefin,” the officer said to Norman. “Too bad: it sa
hell of athing to see. But you'll seeit later, I'm sure. Thisway to Captain Barnes.”

They walked for amoment down the corridor; then the officer said, “Do you know the Captain, Sir?’
“No, why?’

“Just wondered. He' s been very eager to see you. Calling up the com techs every hour, to find out when
you'reariving.”

“No,” Norman said, “I' ve never met him.”
“Very niceman.”

143 Il m S,ll’e.”



The officer glanced over his shoulder. “Y ou know, they have asaying about the Captain,” he said.
“Oh? What' sthat?’

“They say hishiteisworsethan hisbark.”

* % *

[[9]] Through another door, which was marked “ Project Commander” and had beneath that adiding
plate that said “ Capt. Harold C. Barnes, USN.” The officer stepped aside, and Norman entered a
paneled stateroom. A burly man in shirtdeeves stood up from behind a stack of files.

Captain Barnes was one of those trim military men who made Norman fed fat and inadequate. In his
middleforties, Ha Barnes had erect military bearing, an dert expression, short hair, aflat gut, and a
politician’ sfirm handshake.

“Welcome aboard theHawes , Dr. Johnson. How’ re you fedling?’

“Tired,” Norman said.

“I’'msure, I’'m sure. Y ou came from San Diego?’

“Yaﬂ

“Soit’ sfifteen hours, give or take. Liketo have arest?’

“I"d liketo know what’ sgoing on,” Norman said.

“Perfectly understandable.” Barnes nodded. “What' d they tell you?”

me?i

“The men who picked you up in San Diego, the men who flew you out here, the men in Guam.
Whatever.”

“They didn’'t tdl me anything.”

“And did you see any reporters, any press?’

“No, nothing likethat.”

Barnes amiled. “Good. I'm glad to hear it.” He waved Norman to a seat. Norman sat gratefully. “How
about some coffee?” Barnes said, moving to a coffee maker behind his desk, and then the lights went out.
The room was dark except for the light that streamed in from a side porthole.

“Goddamn it!” Barnes said. “Notagain . Emerson! Emerson!”

Anensgn cameinasdedoor. “Sir! Working on it, Captain.”



“What wasit thistime?’

“Blew out in ROV Bay 2, sr.”

“I thought we added extralinesto Bay 2.”
“Apparently they overloaded anyway, Sr.”
“| want thisfixednow , Emerson!”

“We hopeto have it solved soon, sir.”

[[20]] The door closed; Barnes sat back in his chair. Norman heard the voice in the darkness. “1t’ s not
redly their fault,” he said. “ These shipsweren't built for the kind of power loads we put on them now,
and—ah, therewe are.” Thelights came back on. Barnes smiled. “ Did you say you wanted coffee, Dr.
Johnson?’

“Black isfine,” Norman said.

Barnes poured him amug. “Anyway, I'm rieved you didn’t talk to anybody. In my job, Dr. Johnson,
security isthe biggest worry. Especialy on athing likethis. If word gets out about thissite, we' ll have all
kinds of problems. And so many people are involved now. ... Hell, CincComPac didn’t even want to
give me destroyers until | started talking about Soviet submarine reconnaissance. The next thing, | get
four, then eight destroyers.”

“Soviet submarine reconnaissance?’ Norman asked. “That’ swhat | told them in Honolulu.” Barnes
grinned. “Part of the game, to get what you need for an operation like this. Y ou’ ve got to know how to
requisition equipment in the modern Navy. But of course the Soviets won't come around.”

“They won't?” Norman felt he had somehow missed the assumptions that lay behind the conversation,
and wastrying to catch up.

“It' svery unlikely. Oh, they know we're here. They’ll have spotted uswith their satdllites at least two
days ago, but we' re putting out a steady stream of decodable messages about our Search and Rescue
exercisesin the South Pecific. Sand R drill represents alow priority for them, even though they
undoubtedly figure a plane went down and we' re recovering for real. They may even suspect that we're
trying to recover nuclear warheads, like we did off of Spainin ‘68. But they’ll leave us done—because
politicaly they don’'t want to beimplicated in our nuclear problems. They know we have troubles with
New Zed and these days.”

“Isthat what dl thisis?’ Norman said. “ Nuclear warheads?’

“No,” Barnes said. “ Thank God. Anything nuclear, somebody in the White House dwaysfeds
duty-bound to announce it. But we' ve kept this one away from the White [[11]] House taff. In fact, we
bypassthe JCS on this. All briefings go straight from the Defense Secretary to the President, personally.”
He rapped his knuckles on the desk. “ So far, so good. And you' re the last to arrive. Now that you're
here, we'll shut thisthing down tight. Nothing in, nothing out.”

Norman il couldn't put it together. “If nuclear warheads aren't involved in the crash,” he said, “why the
Secrecy?’



“Wel,” Barnessaid. “Wedon't have dl the facts yet.”

“The crash occurred in the ocean?’

“Yes. Moreor less directly beneath us aswe sit here.”

“Then there can’'t be any survivors.”

“Survivors?’ Barneslooked surprised. “No, | wouldn't think so.”

“Thenwhy was| caled here?’

Barnes |ooked blank.

“Wadl,” Norman explained, “I’'m usualy called to crash Steswhen there are survivors. That’ swhy they
put a psychologist on the team, to dedl with the acute traumatic problems of surviving passengers, or
sometimesthe relaives of surviving passengers. Their fedings, and ther fears, and their recurring
nightmares. People who survive a crash often experience al sorts of guilt and anxiety, concerning why
they survived and not others. A woman sitting with her husband and children, suddenly they’re dl dead
and sheadoneisdive That kind of thing.” Norman sat back in hischair. “But in this case—an arplane
that crashed in athousand feet of water—there wouldn’t be any of those problems. So why am | here?’

Barnes was staring a him. He seemed uncomfortable. He shuffled the files around on his desk.

“Actudly, thisisn't an arplane crash site, Dr. Johnson.”

“What isit?’

“It' saspacecraft crash Ste”

There was a short pause. Norman nodded. “| see.”

“That doesn’t surpriseyou?’ Barnes said.

“No,” Norman said. “ Asamatter of fact, it explainsalot. If amilitary spacecraft crashed in the ocean,
that explainswhy | haven't heard anything about it on the radio, why it was kept secret, why | was
brought heretheway | was. ... When did it crash?’

[[12]] Barnes hesitated just afraction before answering. “As best we can estimate,” he said, “this
spacecraft crashed three hundred years ago.”

ULF

There was aslence. Norman listened to the drone of the air conditioner. He heard faintly the radio
communicationsin the next room. Helooked at the mug of coffeein hishand, noticing achip ontherim.



He struggled to assmilate what he was being told, but his mind moved duggishly, in circles.

Three hundred years ago, he thought. A spacecraft three hundred years old. But the space program
wasn't three hundred years old. It was barely thirty years old. So how could a spacecraft be three
hundred years old? It couldn’t be. Barnes must be mistaken. But how could Barnes be mistaken? The
Navy wouldn't send al these ships, al these people, unless they were sure what was down there. A
spacecraft three hundred years old.

But how could that be? It couldn’t be. It must be something else. He went over it again and again,
getting nowhere, his mind dazed and shocked.

“—solutely no question abouit it,” Barnes was saying. “We can estimate the date from cora growth with
great accuracy. Pacific coral grows two-and-a-half centimeters ayear, and the object—whatever it
is—is covered in about five meters of cora. That'salot of coral. Of course, coral doesn't grow at a
depth of athousand feet, which meansthat the present shelf collapsed to alower depth at some point in
the past. The geologists aretelling us that happened about a century ago, so we' re assuming atota age
for the craft of about three hundred years. But we could be wrong about that. It could, in fact, be much
older. It could be athousand years old.”

[[13]] Barnes shifted papers on his desk again, arranging them into neat stacks, lining up the edges.
“I don’t mind telling you, Dr. Johnson, thisthing scaresthe hell out of me. That’ s why you're here.”
Norman shook his head. “I still don’t understand.”

“We brought you here,” Barnes said, “because of your association with the ULF project.”

“ULF?’" Norman said. And he dmost added, But ULF was ajoke. Seeing how serious Barnes was, he
was glad he had caught himsdlf intime.

Y et ulf was ajoke. Everything about it had been ajoke, from the very beginning.

In 1979, in the waning days of the Carter Administration, Norman Johnson had been an assistant
professor of psychology at the University of Cdiforniaat San Diego; his particular research interest was
group dynamics and anxiety, and he occasiondly served on FAA crash-site teams. In those days, his
biggest problems had been finding ahouse for Ellen and the kids, keeping up his publications, and
wondering whether UCSD would give him tenure. Norman’ s research was considered brilliant, but
psychology was notorioudy proneto intellectua fashions, and interest in the study of anxiety was
declining as many researchers came to regard anxiety as apurely biochemica disorder that could be
treated with drug therapy done; one scientist had even gone so far asto say, “ Anxiety isno longer a
problem in psychology. Thereisnothing left to study.” Similarly, group dynamicswas percelved as
old-fashioned, afield that had seen its heyday in the Gestalt encounter groups and corporate
brainstorming procedures of the early 1970s but now was dated and passé.

Norman himsdf could not comprehend this. It seemed to him that American society wasincreasingly one
in which people worked in groups, not done; rugged individualism was now replaced by endless
corporate meetings and group decisions. In this new society, group behavior seemed to him more



important, not less. And he did not think that anxiety [[14]] asaclinica problem was going to be solved
with pills. It seemed to him that a society in which the most common prescription drug was Vaium was,
by definition, asociety with unsolved problems.

Not until the preoccupation with Japanese managerid techniquesin the 1980sdid Norman'sfidld gaina
new hold on academic attention. Around the sametime, Vaium dependence became recognized asa
magjor concern, and the wholeissue of drug therapy for anxiety was reconsidered. But in the meantime,
Johnson spent severd yearsfeding asif he werein abackwater. (He did not have aresearch grant
approved for nearly three years.) Tenure, and finding ahouse, were very real problems.

It was during the worgt of thistime, in late 1979, that he was approached by a solemn young lawyer
from the National Security Council in Washington who sat with his ankle across his knee and plucked
nervoudy at his sock. The lawyer told Norman that he had cometo ask hishelp.

Norman said he would help if he could.

Still plucking at the sock, the lawyer said he wanted to talk to Norman about a*“ grave matter of nationd
security facing our country today.”

Norman asked what the problem was.

“Simply that this country has absolutely no preparednessin the event of an dieninvason. Absolutely no
preparedness whatever.”

Because the lawyer was young, and because he stared down at his sock as he spoke, Norman at first
thought he was embarrassed at having been sent on afool’ s errand. But when the young man looked up,
Norman saw to his astonishment that he was utterly serious.

“We could redlly be caught with our pants down onthisone,” the lawyer said. “An dieninvasion.”

Norman had to bite hislip. “That’ s probably true,” he said.

“Peoplein the Adminigtration are worried.”

“Arethey?’

“Thereisthefedingat the highest levels that contingency plans should be drawn.”

[[15]] “'Y ou mean contingency plansin the event of an dieninvasion. ...” Norman somehow managed to
keep adtraight face.

“Perhaps,” said the lawyer, “ perhapsinvasion istoo strong aword. Let’ s soften that to say ‘ contact’:
dien contact.”

“I %.”
“You'redready involved in civilian crash-site teams, Dr. Johnson. Y ou know how these emergency
groups function. We want your input concerning the optimal composition of a crash-ste team to confront

andieninvader.”

“I see” Norman said, wondering how he could tactfully get out of this. Theideawas clearly ludicrous.



He could seeit only as digplacement: the Administration, faced with immense problemsit could not solve,
had decided to think about something dse.

And then the lawyer coughed, proposed a study, and named a substantia figure for atwo-year research
grant. Norman saw achanceto buy his house. He said yes. “I’'m glad you agree the problem isared
one”

“Ohyes” Norman said, wondering how old thislawyer was. He guessed about twenty-five.
“We ll just haveto get your security clearance,” the lawyer said.

“I need security clearance?’

“Dr. Johnson,” the lawyer said, snapping his briefcase shut, “this project istop, top secret.”

“That’ sfinewith me,” Norman said, and he meant it. He could imagine his colleagues’ reactionsif they
ever found out about this.

Wheat began as ajoke soon became smply bizarre. Over the next year, Norman flew five timesto
Washington for meetingswith high-leve officids of the Nationa Security Council over the pressing,
imminent danger of dieninvason. Hiswork was very secret. One early question was whether his project
should be turned over to DARPA, the Defense Advanced Research Project Agency of the Pentagon.
They decided not to. There were questions about whether it should be given to NASA, and again they
decided not to. One Adminigration official said, “Thisisn't ascientific matter, Dr. Johnson, this[[16]] is
anationa security matter. We don’t want to open it out.” Norman was continualy surprised at the level
of the officials he was told to meet with. One Senior Undersecretary of State pushed aside the paperson
his desk relating to the latest Middle East crisisto say, “What do you think about the possibility that these
dienswill be ableto read our minds?”’

“1 don't know,” Norman said.

“Wall, it occursto me. How’ re we going to be able to formulate a negotiating posture if they can read
our minds?’

“That could be aproblem,” Norman agreed, sneaking aglance at hiswatch.

“Hél, it’ s bad enough our encrypted cables get intercepted by the Russians. We know the Japanese and
the Israelis have cracked all our codes. We just pray the Russians can’t do it yet. But you seewhat |
mean, the problem. About reading minds.”

“Ohyes”

“Y our report will haveto take that into consideration.”

Norman promised it would.

A White House gtaffer said to him, “Y ou redlize the President will want to talk to these dliens personally.
He sthat kind of man.”

“Uh-huh,” Norman said.



“And | mean, the publicity vaue here, the exposure, isincaculable. The President meetswith the diens
at Camp David. What amediamoment.”

“A rea moment,” Norman agreed.

“So the dienswill need to be informed by an advance man of who the President is, and the protocol in
talking to him. Y ou can’t have the President of the United States talking to people from another gdaxy or
whatever on televison without advance preparation. Do you think the diens || spesk English?’

“Doubtful,” Norman said.

“So someone may need to learn their language, isthat it?’

“It'shard to say.”

“Perhaps the aliens would be more comfortable meeting with an advance man from one of our ethnic
minorities,” the[[17]] White House man said. “ Anyway, it' sapossibility. Think about it.”

Norman promised he would think aboui it.

The Pentagon liaison, aMgjor Generd, took him to lunch and over coffee casudly asked, “What sorts
of armaments do you see these diens having?’

“I"'m not sure,” Norman said.

“Well, that’ sthe crux of it, isn't it? And what about their vulnerabilities? | mean, the diens might not even
behumanat dl.”

“No, they might not.”
“They might belike giant insects. Y our insects can withstand alot of radiation.”
“Yes,” Norman sad.

“We might not be able to touch these diens,” the Pentagon man said gloomily. Then he brightened. “But
| doubt they could withstand adirect hit with amultimeg nuclear device, do you?’

“No,” Norman said. “I don't think they could.” “It'd vaporize‘em.”

“Sure”

“Lawsof physics”

“Right”

“Y our report must make that point clearly. About the nuclear vulnerability of these dliens.”
“Yes” Norman said.

“Wedon't want to start apanic,” the Pentagon man said. “ No sense getting everyone upset, isthere? |
know the JCSwill be reassured to hear the aliens are vulnerable to our nuclear weapons.”



“I'll kegp that in mind,” Norman said.

Eventualy, the meetings ended, and he was | eft to write his report. And as he reviewed the published
speculations on extraterrestrid life, he decided that the Mg or General from the Pentagon was not so
wrong, after dl. Thereal question about aien contact—if there was any real question at al—concerned
panic. Psychologica panic. The only important human experience with extraterrestrials had been Orson
Welles s 1938 radio broadcast of “The War [[18]] of the Worlds.” And the human response was
unequivoca . People had been terrified.

Norman submitted his report, entitled “ Contact with Possible Extraterrestria Life.” It wasreturned to
him by the NSC with the suggestion that the title be revised to “ sound more technical” and thet he
remove “ any suggestion that dien contact was only apossibility, asdien contact is consdered virtualy
certain in some quarters of the Administration.”

Revised, Norman's paper was duly classified Top Secret, under thetitle “ Recommendations for the
Human Contact Team to Interact with Unknown Life Forms (ULF).” AsNorman envisioned it, the ULF
Contact Team demanded particularly stable individuas. In hisreport he had said

“| wonder,” Barnes said, opening afolder, “if you recognize this quote:

Contact teams meeting an Unknown Life Form (ULF) must be prepared for severe psychological
impact. Extreme anxiety responseswill dmost certainly occur. The persondity traits of individuaswho
can withgtand extreme anxiety must be determined, and such individuas selected to comprise the team.

Anxiety when confronted by unknown life has not been sufficiently appreciated. The fears unleashed by
contact with anew life form are not understood and cannot be entirely predicted in advance. But the
most likely consegquence of contact is absolute terror.”

Barnes snapped the folder shut. “Y ou remember who said that?’
“Yes” Norman said. “I do.”
And he remembered why he had said it.

As part of the NSC grant, Norman had conducted studies of group dynamicsin contexts of
psychosocia anxiety. Following the procedures of Asch and Milgram, he constructed severa
environments in which subjects did not know they were being tested. In one case, agroup of subjects
weretold to take an elevator to another floor to participate in atest. The elevator jammed between
floors. [[19]] Subjects were then observed by hidden video camera.

Therewere severd variaionsto this. Sometimes the eevator was marked “Under Repair”; sometimes
there was tel ephone communication with the “ repairman,” sometimes not; sometimesthe celling fel in,
and the lights went out; and sometimes the floor of the elevator was constructed of clear lucite.

In another case, subjects were loaded into avan and driven out into the desert by an “experiment
leader” who ran out of gas, and then suffered a* heart attack,” thus stranding the subjects.



In the most severe version, subjects were taken up in a private plane, and the pilot suffered a* heart
attack” in mid-air. Despite the traditional complaints about such tests—that they were sadigtic, that they
were artificid, that subjects somehow sensed the Situations were contrived—aJohnson gained
consderable information about groups under anxiety stress.

Hefound that fear responses were minimized when the group was smdl (five or |ess); when group
members knew each other well; when group members could see each other and were not isolated; when
they shared defined group goa's and fixed time limits; when groups were mixed age and mixed gender;
and when group members had high phobic-tolerant persondities as measured by LAStestsfor anxiety,
whichin turn correlated with athletic fitness.

Study results were formulated in dense statistica tables, athough, in essence, Norman knew he had
merely verified common sense: if you were trapped in an elevator, it was better to be with afew relaxed,
athletic people you knew, to keep the lights on, and to know someone was working to get you free.

Y et Norman knew that some of his results were counterintuitive, such asthe importance of group
composition. Groups composed entirely of men or entirely of women were much poorer a handling
stress than mixed groups; groups composed of individuas roughly the same age were much poorer than
groups of mixed age. And pre-existing groups formed for another purpose did worst of al; at one point
he [[20]] had stressed a championship basketball team, and it cracked almost immediately.

Although his research was good, Norman remained uneasy about the underlying purposesfor his
paper—alien invas on—which he personally considered speculative to the point of absurdity. Hewas
embarrassed to submit his paper, particularly after he had rewritten it to make it seem more significant
than he knew it was.

He was relieved when the Carter Administration did not like his report. None of Norman's
recommendations were approved. The Administration did not agree with Dr. Norman Johnson that fear
was a problem; they thought the predominant human emotion would be wonder and awe. Furthermore,
the Adminigtration preferred alarge contact team of thirty people, including three theologians, alawyer, a
physician, arepresentative from the State Department, a representative from the Joint Chiefs, aselect
group from the legidative branch, an aerogpace engineer, an exobiologist, anuclear physicist, acultura
anthropologist, and atelevison anchor persondity.

In any case, President Carter was not re-elected in 1980, and Norman heard nothing further about his
ULF proposa. He had heard nothing for six years.

Until now.

Barnes said, “Y ou remember the ULF team you proposed?’

“Of course,” Norman said.

Norman had recommended a UL F team of four—an astrophysicist, azoologist, amathematician, a
linguis—and afifth member, apsychologist, whose job would be to monitor the behavior and attitude of

the working team members.

[[21]] “Give meyour opinion of this,” Barnes said. He handed Norman a sheet of paper:



ANOMALY INVESTIGATION TEAM

USN STAFF/SUPPORT MEMBERS

1. Harold C. Barnes, USN Project Commander Captain

2. Jane Edmunds, USN Data Processing Tech P.O. 1C

3. TinaChan, USN Electronics Tech P.O. 1C

4. Alice Fletcher, USN Deepsat Habitat Support Chief P.O.

5. Rose C. Levy, USN Deepsat Habitat Support 2C

CIVILIAN STAFF MEMBERS

1. Theodore Fidding, astrophysicist/planetary geologist
2. Elizabeth Halpern, zool ogist/biochemist

3. Harold J. Adams, mathematician/logician

4. Arthur Levine, marine biologist/biochemist

5. Norman Johnson, psychologist

Norman looked at thelist. “Except for Levine, thisisthe civilian ULF Team | originaly proposed. | even
interviewed them, and tested them, back then.”

“Correct.”

“But you said yoursdlf: there are probably no survivors. There s probably no life insde that spacecraft.”
“Yes” Banessad. “But what if I’'m wrong?’

He glanced at hiswatch. “I’m going to brief the team members at e even hundred hours. | want you to
come aong, and see what you think about the team members,” Barnes said. “ After dl, we followed your

UL F report recommendations.”

Y ou followed my recommendations, Norman thought with asinking feding. Jesus Chrigt, | wasjust
paying for ahouse.

“1 knew you' d jump at the opportunity to see your ideas put into practice,” Barnessaid. “ That’ swhy
I"ve included you on the team as the psychologist, athough ayounger man would be more appropriate.”



“| gppreciate that,” Norman said.

“I knew you would,” Barnes said, smiling cheerfully. He extended a beefy hand. “Welcometo the ULF
Team, Dr. Johnson.”

BETH

An ensgn showed norman to hisroom, tiny and gray, more like a prison cell than anything el se.
Norman’ sday bag lay on hisbunk. In the corner was a computer console and akeyboard. Next to it
was athick manua with ablue cover.

He sat on the bed, which was hard, unwelcoming. He leaned back againgt a pipe on the wall.

“Hi, Norman,” asoft voice said. “I’m glad to see they dragged you into this. Thisisdl your fault, isn't
it?” A woman stood in the doorway.

Beth Halpern, the team zoologist, was a study in contrasts. She was atall, angular woman of thirty-six
who could be called pretty despite her sharp features and the amost masculine quality of her body. Inthe
years since Norman had last seen her, she seemed to have emphasized her masculine Side even more.
Beth was a serious weight-lifter and runner; the veins and muscles bulged at her neck and on her
forearms, and her legs, benegath her shorts, were powerful. Her hair was cut short, hardly longer than a
man's.

At the same time, she wore jewelry and makeup, and she moved in a seductive way. Her voice was
soft, and her eyeswere large and liquid, especidly when she talked about the living things that she
studied. At those times she became almost maternd. One of her colleagues at the University of Chicago
hed referred to her as“Mother Nature with muscles.”

Norman got up, and she gave him aquick peck on the cheek. “My room’ s next to yours, | heard you
arive. When did you get in?’

“An hour ago. | think I'm gtill in shock,” Norman said. “Do you believe dl this? Do you think it' sred ?’
“I think that’ sredl.” She pointed to the blue manua next to his compuiter.

Norman picked it up: Regulations Governing Personnd [[23]] Conduct During Classified Military
Operations. He thumbed through pages of denselegal text.

“It basicdly says” Beth said, “that you keep your mouth shut or you spend along timein military prison.
Andthere sno cdlsinor out. Yes, Norman, | think it must bered.”

“There’ saspacecraft down there?’

“There s something down there. It' s pretty exciting.” She began to speak more rapidly. “Why, for
biology done, the possihilities are staggering—everything we know about life comes from studying lifeon



our own planet. But, in asense, dl life on our planet isthe same. Every living cregture, from adgeeto
human beings, isbasicdly built on the same plan, from the same DNA. Now we may have a chanceto
contact lifethat isentirely different, different in every way. It' sexciting, al right.”

Norman nodded. He was thinking of something else. “What did you say about no callsin or out?|
promised to cal Ellen.”

“Well, | tried to call my daughter and they told me the mainland com links are out. If you can believe
that. The Navy’ sgot more satellites than admirals, but they swear there sno availablelineto call out.
Barnes said he'd approve acable. That'sit.”

“How old is Jennifer now?’ Norman asked, pleased to pull the name from his memory. And what was
her husband' s name? He was a physcist, Norman remembered, something like that. Sandy blond man.
Had a beard. Wore bow ties.

“Nine. She' s pitching for the Evanston Little League now. Not much of a student, but ahell of a pitcher.”
She sounded proud. “How’ syour family? Ellen?’

“She'sfine. Thekidsarefine. Tim’'sasophomore at Chicago. Amy’sat Andover. How is...”

“George? We divorced three years ago,” Beth said. “ George had ayear at CERN in Geneva, looking
for exotic particles, and | guess he found whatever he was looking for. She’ s French. He saysshe'sa
great cook.” She shrugged. “ Anyway, my work isgoing well. For the past year | have been working with
cepha opods—squid and octopi.”

“How'sthat?’

[[24]] “Interesting. It gives you quite a strange fedling to redlize the gentle intelligence of these creatures,
particularly octopi. Y ou know an octopus is smarter than adog, and would probably make a much better
pet. It sawonderful, clever, very emotiond cregture, an octopus. Only we never think of them that

Ww.”

Norman said, “Do you il eat them?’

“Oh, Norman.” She smiled. “ Do you 4iill relate everything to food?’

“Whenever possible,” Norman said, patting his ssomach. “Well, you won't likethefood in thisplace. It's
terrible. But the answer isno,” she said, cracking her knuckles. “I could never eat an octopus now,
knowing what | do about them. Which reminds me: What do you know about Hal Barnes?’

“Nothing, why?’

“I’ve been asking around. Turns out Barnesisnot Navy at al. He' sex -Navy.”

“Y ou mean he/ sretired?’

“Retired in ‘81. Hewas origindly trained as an aeronautical engineer a Cal Tech, and after heretired he
worked for Grumman for awhile. Then amember of the Navy Science Board of the National Academy;
then Assstant Undersecretary of Defense, and amember of DSARC, the Defense Systems Acquisition

Review Council; amember of the Defense Science Board, which advises the Joint Chiefs and the
Secretary of Defense.”



“ Advisesthem on what?”

“Wesgpons acquisition,” Beth said. “He s a Pentagon man who advises the government on wegpons
acquisition. So how' d he get to be running this project?”’

“Beatsme,” Norman said. Sitting on the bunk, he kicked off his shoes. He felt suddenly tired. Beth
leaned against the doorway.

“You seemto bein very good shape,” Norman said. Even her hands looked strong, he thought.

“A good thing, too, asit turnsout,” Beth said. “I have alot of confidence for what’'s coming. What about
you? Think you' [l manage okay?’

[[25]] “Me? Why shouldn’t 17" He glanced down at his own familiar paunch. Ellen was dways after him
to do something about it, and from time to time he got inspired and went to the gym for afew days, but
he could never seem to get rid of it. And the truth was, it didn’t matter that much to him. Hewas
fifty-three years old and he was a university professor. What the hell.

Then he had athought: “What do you mean, you have confidence for what’s coming? What' s coming?’
“Wadl. It sonly rumors so far. But your arriva seemsto confirm them.”

“What rumors?’

“They’re sending us down there,” Beth said.

“Down where?’

“To the bottom. To the spaceship.”

“Butit’ sathousand feet down. They' reinvestigating it with robot submersibles”

“These days, athousand feet isn't that deep,” Beth said. “ The technology can handleit. There are Navy
divers down there now. And the word is, the divers have put up a habitat so our team can go down and
live on the bottom for aweek or so and open the spacecraft up.”

Norman felt asudden chill. In hiswork with the FAA, he had been exposed to every sort of horror.
Once, in Chicago, at a crash ste that extended over awhole farm field, he had stepped on something
squishy. Hethought it was afrog, but it was achild’ s severed hand, palm up. Another time he had seen a
man’ s charred body, still strapped into the seat, except the seat had been flung into the back yard of a
suburban house, where it sat upright next to a portable plastic kiddie swimming pool. And in Dallas he
had watched the investigators on the rooftops of the suburban houses, collecting the body parts, putting

theminbags...

Working on a crash-site team demanded the most extraordinary psychologica vigilance, to avoid being
overwhelmed by what you saw. But there was never any personal danger, any physical risk. Therisk
wastherisk of nightmares.

But now, the prospect of going down athousand feet under the ocean to investigate awreck ...



[[26]] “You okay?’ Beth said. “Y ou look pale.”
“I didn’t know anybody was talking aboutgoing down there .”

“Just rumors,” Beth said. “ Get some rest, Norman. | think you need it.”

THE BRIEFING

The ulf team met in the briefing room, just before eleven. Norman was interested to see the group he had
picked six years before, now assembled together for the first time.

Ted Fidding was compact, handsome, and still boyish at forty, at easein shorts and a Polo sport shirt.
An astrophysicist at the Jet Propulsion Laboratory in Pasadena, he had done important work on the
planetary stratigraphy of Mercury and the moon, athough he was best known for his studies of the
MangadaValisand Vales Marineris channels on Mars. Located at the Martian equator, these great
canyons were as much as twenty-five hundred mileslong and two and a haf miles degp—ten timesthe
length and twice the depth of the Grand Canyon. And Fielding had been among thefirst to conclude that
the planet most like the Earth in composition was not Mars at dl, as previoudy suspected, but tiny
Mercury, with its Earth-like magnetic fidd.

Fielding’s manner was open, cheerful, and pompous. At JPL, he had appeared on television whenever
there was a spacecréaft flyby, and thus enjoyed a certain celebrity; he had recently been remarried, toa
television wesather reporter in Los Angeles; they had ayoung son.

Ted was alongstanding advocate for life on other worlds, and a supporter of SETI, the Search for
Extraterrestrid Intelligence, which other scientists considered awaste of time and money. He grinned
happily at Norman now.

[[27]] “I aways knew this would happen—sooner or later, we' d get our proof of intelligent life on other
worlds. Now at last we haveit, Norman. Thisisagreat moment. And | am especidly pleased about the

shape.”

“The shape?”

“Of the object down there.”

“What about it?” Norman hadn’t heard anything about the shape.

“I"ve been in the monitor room watching the video feed from the robots. They’ re beginning to define the
shape beneath the coral. And it’ s not round. It isnot aflying saucer,” Ted said. “ Thank God. Perhaps
thiswill slencethelunatic fringe” Hesmiled. * *All things cometo him who waits eh?’

“1 guess 0,” Norman said. Hewasn't sure what Fielding meant, but Ted tended to literary quotations.
Ted saw himsdlf as a Renai ssance man, and random quotations from Rousseau and Lao-tsu were one
way to remind you of it. Y et there was nothing mean-spirited about him; someone once said that Ted
was “abrand-name guy,” and that carried over to his speech aswell. There was an innocence, aimost a



naiveté to Ted Fielding that was endearing and genuine. Norman liked him.

Hewasn't so sure about Harry Adams, the reserved Princeton mathematician Norman hadn’t seen for
gx years. Harry was now atdl, very thin black man with wire-frame glasses and a perpetud frown. He
wore a T-shirt that said “Mathematicians Do It Correctly”; it was the kind of thing a student would wear,
and indeed, Adams agppeared even younger than histhirty years;, he was clearly the youngest member of
the group—and arguably the most important.

Many theorists argued that communication with extraterrestrials would prove impossible, because human
beings would have nothing in common with them. These thinkers pointed out that just as human bodies
represented the outcome of many evolutionary events, so did human thought. Like our bodies, our ways
of thinking could easly have turned out differently; there was nothing inevitable about how we looked at
the universe.

Men dready had trouble communicating with intelligent [[28]] Earthly creatures such as dolphins, smply
because dolphinslived in such adifferent environment and had such different sensory gpparatus.

Y et men and dol phins might appear virtualy identical when compared with the vast differences that
separated us from an extraterrestrial cresture—a creature who was the product of billions of years of
divergent evolution in some other planetary environment. Such an extraterrestrial would be unlikely to see
theworld aswedid. In fact, it might not seetheworld at al. It might be blind, and it might learn about the
world through a highly developed sense of smell, or temperature, or pressure. There might be no way to
communicate with such a cresture, no common ground at al. Asone man put it, how would you explain
Wordsworth's poem about daffodils to a blind watersnake?

But the field of knowledge we were most likely to share with extraterrestrials was mathematics. So the
team mathematician was going to play acrucia role. Norman had selected Adams because, despite his
youth, Harry had aready made important contributionsto severd different fields.

“What do you think about dl this, Harry?” Norman said, dropping into achair next to him.

“I think it’ s perfectly clear,” Harry said, “that it isawaste of time.”

“Thisfin they’ ve found underwater?’

“I don’'t know what it is, but I know what itisn't . It isn’'t a spacecraft from another civilization.”

Ted, standing nearby, turned away in annoyance. Harry and Ted had evidently had this same
conversation dready. “How do you know?’ Norman asked.

“A amplecaculation,” Harry said, with adismissng wave of hishand. “Trivid, redly. Y ou know the
Drake equation?’

Norman did. It was one of the famous proposalsin the literature on extraterrestrid life. But he said,
“Refreshme”

Harry sighed irritably, pulled out a sheet of paper. “It’saprobability equation.” He wrote:



p = fpnhflfifc

[[29]] “What it means,” Harry Adams said, “isthat the probability,p , thet intdligent lifewill evolvein any
gar systemisafunction of the probability that the star will have planets, the number of habitable planets,
the probability that smplelife will evolve on ahabitable planet, the probability thet intelligent life will
evolvefrom amplelife, and the probability that intelligent lifewill attempt interstellar communication within
fivehbillionyears. That'sal the equation says.”

“Uh-huh,” Norman said.

“But the point isthat we have no facts,” Harry said. “We must guess at every single one of these
probabilities. And it' s quite easy to guess one way, as Ted does, and conclude there are probably
thousands of intelligent civilizations. It' sequally easy to guess, as| do, that thereis probably only one
civilization. Ours.” He pushed the paper away. “ And in that case, whatever is down thereisnot froman
diencivilization. So we redl wasting our time here.”

“Then what is down there?’ Norman said again.

“It isan absurd expresson of romantic hope,” Adams said, pushing his glasses up on hisnose. There
was a vehemence about him that troubled Norman. Six years earlier, Harry Adams had still been a street
kid whaose obscure taent had carried him in asingle step from abroken home in the dums of Philadelphia
to the manicured green lawns of Princeton. In those days Adams had been playful, amused at histurn of
fortune. Why was he so harsh now?

Adamswas an extraordinarily gifted theoretician, his reputation secured in probability-density functions
of quantum mechanics which were beyond Norman’'s comprehension, although Adams had worked them
out when he was seventeen. But Norman could certainly understand the man himself, and Harry Adams
seemed tense and critica now, ill a easein this group.

Or perhapsit had to do with his presence as part of a group. Norman had worried about how he would
fitin, because Harry had been achild prodigy.

Therewereredly only two kinds of child prodigies—mathematica and musica. Some psychologists
argued there was only one kind, sSince music was so closdly related to [[30]] mathematics. While there
were precocious children with other talents, such aswriting, painting, and athletics, the only areasin
which achild might truly perform &t the level of an adult were in mathematics or music. Psychologicaly,
such children were complex: often loners, isolated from their peers and even from their families by their
gifts, for which they were both admired and resented. Socidization skills were often retarded, making
group interactions uncomfortable. Asadum kid, Harry’ s problems would have been, if anything,
magnified. He had once told Norman that when hefirst learned about Fourier transforms, the other kids
were learning to dam-dunk. So maybe Harry was fedling uncomfortable in the group now.

But there seemed to be something ese. ... Harry appeared amost angry.

“Youwait,” Adamssaid. “ A week from now, thisis going to be recognized as one big fat false darm.
Nothing more.”

Y ou hope, Norman thought. And again wondered why.



“Waell, | think it sexciting,” Beth Hdpern said, smiling brightly. “Even adim chance of finding new lifeis
exciting, asfar as| am concerned.”

“That'sright,” Ted said. “ After dl, Harry, there are more things in heaven and earth than are dreamed of
inyour philosophy.”

Norman looked over at the find member of the team, Arthur Levine, the marine biologist. Levinewas
the only person he didn’'t know. A pudgy man, Levine looked pale and uneasy, wrapped in hisown
thoughts. He was about to ask Levine what he thought when Captain Barnes strodein, astack of files
under hisarm.

“Welcometo the middie of nowhere,” Barnes said, “and you can’t even go to the bathroom.” They dl
laughed nervoudy. “ Sorry to keep you waiting,” he said. “But we don't have alot of time, so let’ s get
right downtoit. If you'll kill thelights, we can begin.”

Thefirgt dide showed alarge ship with an elaborate superstructure on the stern.

[[31]] “TheRose Sealady ,” Barnes said. “A cable-laying vessdl chartered by Trangpac Communications
to lay asubmarine telephone line from Honolulu to Sydney, Austrdia. TheRose left Hawaii on May 29 of
thisyear, and by June 16 it had gotten asfar as Western Samoain the mid-Pecific. It was laying anew
fiber-optics cable, which has acarrying capacity of twenty thousand s multaneous telephonic
transmissions. The cableis covered with a dense metal-and-plastics web matrix, unusualy tough and
resistant to bresks. The ship had already laid more than forty-six hundred nautical miles of cable across
the Pacific with no mishaps of any sort. Next.”

A map of the Pacific, with alarge red spot.

“At ten p.m. on the night of June 17, the vessel was located here, midway between Pago Pago in
American Samoaand Viti Levu in Fiji, when the ship experienced awrenching shudder. Alarms sounded,
and the crew realized the cable had snagged and torn. They immediately consulted their charts, looking
for an underwater obstruction, but could see none. They hauled up the loose cable, which took severa
hours, since at the time of the accident they had more than amile of cable paid out behind the ship. When
they examined the cut end, they saw that it had been cleanly sheared-as one crewman said, ‘like it was
cut with ahuge pair of scissors.” Next.”

A section of Fiberglas cable held toward the camerain the rough hand of asailor.

“The nature of the break, asyou can see, suggests an artificial obstruction of some sort. TheRose
steamed north back over the scene of the break. Next.”

A series of ragged black-and-white lines, with aregion of small spikes.
“Thisistheoriginal sonar scan from the ship. If you can’t read sonar scansthis Il be hard to interpret, but

you see here the thin, knife-edge obstruction. Congistent with a sunken ship or aircraft, which cut the
cable.



“The charter company, Transpac Communications, notified the Navy, requesting any information we had
about the obgtruction. Thisisroutine: whenever there isacable break, the Navy is notified, on the chance
that the obstruction isknown to us. If it'sa sunken vessdl containing explosives, the[[32]] cable
company wants to know about it before they start repair. But in this case the obstruction was not in Navy
files. And the Navy was interested.

“Weimmediatdly dispatched our nearest search ship, theOcean Explorer , from Mebourne. TheOcean
Explorer reached the site on June 21 of thisyear. The reason for the Navy interest was the possibility
that the obstruction might represent a sunken Chinese Wuhan-class nuclear submarine fitted with SY -2
missiles. We knew the Chinese lost such asub in this gpproximate areain May 1984. TheOcean
Explorer scanned the bottom, using amost sophisticated sidel ooking sonar, which produced this picture
of the bottom.”

In color, theimage was dmost three-dimensiond initsclarity.

“Asyou see, the bottom appearsflat except for asingle triangular fin which sticks up some two hundred
and eighty feet above the ocean floor. Y ou seeit here,” he said, pointing. “Now, thiswing dimension is
larger than any known aircraft manufactured in elther the United States or the Soviet Union. Thiswas

very puzzling at first. Next.”

A submersible robot, being lowered on a crane over the side of a ship. The robot |ooked like a series of
horizontal tubes with cameras and lights nestled in the center.

“By June 24, the Navy had the ROV carrierNeptune 1V on site, and the Remote Operated Vehicle
Scorpion , which you see here, was sent down to photograph the wing. It returned an image that clearly
showed a control surface of some sort. Hereitis.”

There were murmurs from the group. In aharshly lit color image, agray fin stuck up from aflat cora
floor. The fin was sharp-edged and aeronautical-looking, tapered, definitely artificid.

“You'll notice,” Barnes said, “that the sea bottom in this region consists of scrubby dead cord. Thewing
or fin disgppearsinto the cora, suggesting the rest of the aircraft might be buried beneath. An
ultra-high-resolution SLS bottom scan was carried out, to detect the shape underneath the coral. Next.”

[[33]] Another color sonar image, composed of fine dotsinstead of lines.

“Asyou see, the fin seemsto be attached to acylindrica object buried under the cord. The object hasa
diameter of ahundred and ninety feet, and extends west for adistance of 2,754 feet before tapering to a

mi rlt.”

More murmurings from the audience.

“That’s correct,” Barnessaid. “ The cylindrical object ishaf amilelong. The shapeis consstent with a
rocket or spacecraft—it certainly looks like that—but from the beginning we were careful to refer to this
object as‘theanomaly.’ ”

Norman glanced over a Ted, who was smiling up at the screen. But alongside Ted in the darkness,
Harry Adams frowned and pushed his glasses up on hisnose.

Then the projector light went out. The room was plunged into darkness. There were groans. Norman
heard Barnes say, “God damn it, not again!” Someone scrambled for the door; there was arectangle of



light.
Beth leaned over to Norman and said, “ They lose power here dl the time. Reassuring, huh?’

Moments later, the eectricity came back on; Barnes continued. “ On June 25 a SCARAB remote vehicle
cut apiece from thetail fin and brought it to the surface. The fin segment was anayzed and found to be a
titanium aloy in an epoxy-resin honeycomb. The necessary bonding technology for such metd/plagtic
materialswas currently unknown on Earth.

“Experts confirmed that the fin could not have originated on this planet—athough in ten or twenty years
we' d probably know how to makeit.”

Harry Adams grunted, leaned forward, made anote on his pad.

Meanwhile, Barnes explained, other robot vessals were used to plant seismic charges on the bottom.
Saismic analysis showed that the buried anomaly was of metd, that it was hollow, and that it had a
complex internd structure,

“ After two weeks of intensive study,” Barnes said, “we concluded the anomaly was some sort of
Spacecraft.”

Thefina verification came on June 27 from the geologists. [[34]] Their core samplesfrom the bottom
indicated that the present seabed had formerly been much shdlower, perhaps only eighty or ninety feet
deep. Thiswould explain the coral, which covered the craft to an average thickness of thirty feet.
Therefore, the geologists said, the craft had been on the planet at |east three hundred years, and perhaps
much longer: five hundred, or even five thousand years.

“However rductantly,” Barnes said, “the Navy concluded that we had, in fact, found a spacecraft from
another civilization. The decision of the President, before a special meeting of the National Security
Council, was to open the spacecraft. So, starting June 29, the UL F team memberswere caled in.”

On July 1, the subsea habitat DH-7 was lowered into position near the spacecraft site. DH-7 housed
nine Navy diversworking in a saturated exotic-gas environment. They proceeded to do primary drilling
work. “And | think that bringsyou up to date,” Barnessaid. “ Any questions?’

Ted sad, “Theinterna structure of the spacecraft. Hasit been clarified?’

“Not &t this point. The spacecraft seemsto be built in such away that shock waves are transmitted
around the outer shell, which istremendoudy strong and well engineered. That prevents aclear picture of
theinterior from the seismics”

“How about passive techniquesto see what' sinsde?’

“We vetried,” Barnessad. “ Gravitometric analysis, negative. Thermography, negative. Residtivity
mapping, negative. Proton precison magnetometers, negative.”

“Ligtening devices?’

“WEe ve had hydrophones on the bottom from day one. There have been no sounds emanating from the
craft. At least not so far.”



“What about other remote inspection procedures?’
“Most involve radiation, and we' re hesitant to irradiate the craft a thistime.”

Harry said, “ Captain Barnes, | notice the fin appears undamaged, and the hull appears a perfect
cylinder. Do you think that this object crashed in the ocean?’

“Yes” Barnes said, looking unessy.

[[35]] “ So this object has survived a high-speed impact with the water, without a scratch or adent?’
“Wadl, it' stremendoudy strong.”

Harry nodded. “It would haveto be. ...”

Beth said, “ The divers who are down there now—uwhat exactly are they doing?’

“Looking for the front door.” Barnes smiled. “For the time being, we' ve had to fall back on classicd
archaeological procedures. We're digging exploratory trenchesin the coral, looking for an entrance or a
hatch of some kind. We hopeto find it within the next twenty-four to forty-eight hours. Once we do,

you'regoing in. Anything el se?’

“Yes” Ted sad. “What was the Russian reaction to this discovery?’
“We haven't told the Russians,” Barnes said.

“You haven't told them?’

“No. We haven't.”

“But thisisan incredible, unprecedented devel opment in human history. Not just American history.
Human higtory. Surely we should share thiswith al the nations of the world. Thisisthe sort of discovery

that could unitedl of mankind—"

“Y ou' d have to spesk to the President,” Barnes said. “1 don't know the reasoning behind it, but it' s his
decison. Any other questions?’

Nobody said anything. The team looked at each other.

“Then | guessthat’sit,” Barnessaid.

The lights came on. There was the scraping of chairs as people stood, stretched. Then Harry Adams
sad, “ Captain Barnes, | must say | resent this briefing very much.”

Barnes|ooked surprised. “What do you mean, Harry?” The others stopped, looked at Adams. He
remained seated in his chair, anirritated look on hisface. “Did you decide you have to bregk the newsto

usgently?’
“What news?’

“The news about the door.”



Barneslaughed uneasily. “Harry, | just got through telling you that the divers are cutting exploratory
trenches, looking for the door—"

[[36]] “—I'd say you had a pretty good idea where the door was three days ago, when you started
flying usin. And I’ d say that by now you probably know exactly wherethedoor is. Am | right?’

Barnes said nothing. He stood with afixed smile on hisface.

My God, Norman thought, looking at Barnes. Harry’ sright. Harry was known to have a superbly logica
brain, an astonishing and cold deductive ability, but Norman had never seen him & work.

“Yes” Banessad, findly. “You'reright.”
“Y ou know the location of the door?”’
“Wedo. Yes”

There was amoment of slence, and then Ted said, “But thisisfantastic! Absolutdly fantastic! When will
we go down there to enter the spacecraft?’

“Tomorrow,” Barnes said, never taking his eyes off Harry. And Harry, for hisown part, stared fixedly at
Barnes. “ The minisubs will take you down in pairs, sarting at oh eight hundred hours tomorrow
morning.”

“Thisisexciting!” Ted sad. “Fantagtic! Unbelievable.”

“So,” Barnes said, dtill watching Harry, “you should al get agood night’ s deep—if you can.”

“ *Innocent deep, deep that knits up theravell’d deave of care, ” Ted said. Hewasliterally bobbing up
and down in his chair with excitement.

“During therest of the day, supply and technica officerswill be coming to measure and outfit you. Any
other questions,” Barnes said, “you can find mein my office”

He left the room, and the meeting broke up. When the othersfiled out, Norman remained behind, with
Harry Adams. Harry never moved from his chair. He watched the technician packing up the portable
screen.

“That was quite a performance just now,” Norman said.

“Wasit?1 don't seewhy.”

“Y ou deduced that Barnes wasn't telling us about the door.”

“Oh, there' s much more he' snot telling us about,” Adams|[[37]] said, in acold voice. “He snot telling
us aboutany of theimportant things.”

“Likewhat?’

“Likethefact,” Harry said, getting to hisfeet at last, “that Captain Barnes knows perfectly well why the



President decided to keep this a secret.”

“He does?’

“The President had no choice, under the circumstances.”

“What circumstances?’

“He knows that the object down there is not an dien spacecraft.”
“Thenwhat isit?’

“I think it’ squite clear what it is”

“Not to me,” Norman said.

Adams amiled for thefirg time. It was athin smile, entirely without humor. *'Y ou wouldn’t believeit if |
told you,” he said. And he | eft the room.

TESTS

Arthur levine, the marine biologist, was the only member of the expedition Norman Johnson had not met.
It was one of the things we hadn’t planned for, he thought. Norman had assumed that any contact with
unknown lifewould occur on land; he hadn’t considered the most obvious possibility—that if a
Spacecraft landed at random somewhere on the Earth, it would most likely come down on water, since
70 percent of the planet was covered with water. It was obvious in retrospect that they would need a
marine biologig.

What else, he wondered, would prove obvious in retrospect?

Hefound Levine hanging off the port railing. Levine came [[38]] from the oceanographic indtitute at
Woods Hole, Massachusetts. His hand was damp when Norman shook it. Levine looked extremdly ill at
ease, and finally admitted that he was seesick.

“Seasick? A marine biologist?’ Norman said.

“I work inthelaboratory,” he said. “ At home. On land. Where things don’t move dl thetime. Why are
you smiling?’

“Sorry,” Norman said.
“Y ou think it’ sfunny, aseasick marine biologist?’
“Incongruous, | guess.”

“A lot of usget seasick,” Levine said. He stared out at the sea. “L ook out there,” he said. “ Thousands of



milesof flat. Nothing.”
“The ocean.”

“It givesmethe cregps” Levinesad.

“So?" Barnes sad, back in hisoffice. “What do you think?’

“Of what?’

“Of theteam, for Christ’ s sake.”

“It'stheteam | chose, Six yearslater. Basically agood group, certainly very able.”
“I want to know who will crack.”

“Why should anybody crack?’ Norman said. He was |ooking at Barnes, noticing the thin line of sweat
on hisupper lip. The commander was under alot of pressure himsalf.

“A thousand feet down?’ Barnes said. “ Living and working in acramped habitat? Listen, it' snot likeI’'m
going in with military divers who have been trained and who have themsalves under control. I'mtaking a
bunch of scientists , for God's sake. | want to make surethey all have aclean bill of hedth. | want to
make sure nobody’ s going to crack.”

“1 don’t know if you are aware of this, Captain, but psychologists can’t predict that very accurately.
Who will crack.”

“Evenwhenit' sfrom fear?”’

“Whatever it'sfrom.”

Barnesfrowned. “1 thought fear was your speciaty.”

[[39]] “Anxiety isone of my research interestsand | can tell you who, on the basis of persondity
profiles, islikely to suffer acute anxiety in astress Situation. But | can't predict who'll crack under that

stressand whowon't.”

“Then what good areyou?’ Barnes said irritably. He sighed. “1’m sorry. Don't you just want to
interview them, or give them some tests?’

“Therearen’t any tests,” Norman said. “ At least, none that work.”
Barnes sighed again. “What about Levine?’
“He sseasick.”

“Thereisn't any motion underwater; that won'’t be a problem. But what abouthim , personaly?’



“I’d be concerned,” Norman said.

“Duly noted. What about Harry Adams? He' s arrogant.”

“Yes,” Norman said. “But that’ s probably desirable.” Studies had shown that the people who were most
successful a handling pressure were people others didn't like—individuas who were described as
arrogant, cocksure, irritating.

“Maybe s0,” Barnes said. “But what about his famous research paper? Harry was one of the biggest
supporters of SETI afew years back. Now that we' ve found something, he' s suddenly very negative.

Y ou remember his paper?’

Norman didn’t, and was about to say so when an ensgn camein. “Captain Barnes, hereisthe visua
upgrade you wanted.”

“Okay,” Barnes said. He squinted at a photograph, put it down. “What about the weather?’

“No change, gr. Satellite reports are confirming we have forty-eight plus-minustwelve on site, Sir.”

“Hell,” Barnessaid.

“Trouble?” Norman asked.

“The weather’ sgoing bad on us,” Barnes said. “We may haveto clear out our surface support.”
“Doesthat mean you'll cancel going down there?’

“No,” Barnes said. “We go tomorrow, as planned.”

“Why does Harry think thisthing is not a spacecraft?” Norman asked.

[[40]] Barnes frowned, pushed papers on hisdesk. “Let metell you something,” hesaid. “Harry’sa
theoretician. And theories are just that—theories. | dedl in the hard facts. Thefact is, we ve got
something damn old and damn strange down there, | want to know what it is.”

“Butif it'snot an aien spacecraft, what isit?’

“Let’sjust wait until we get down there, shall we?’ Barnes glanced at his watch. “The second habitat

should be anchored on the sea floor by now. We' Il begin moving you down in fifteen hours. Between
now and then, we' ve dl got alot to do.”

“Just hold it there, Dr. Johnson.” Norman stood naked, felt two metd calipers pinch the back of his
arms, just above the elbow. “Just abit ... that’ sfine. Now you can get into the tank.”

The young medica corpsman stepped aside, and Norman climbed the stepsto the metd tank, which
looked like amilitary verson of aJacuzzi. The tank wasfilled to the top with water. Ashe lowered his



body into the water, it spilled over the Sdes.

“What'sal thisfor?” Norman asked.

“I’'m sorry, Dr. Johnson. If you wouldcompl etely immerseyoursdlf ...”
“What?’

“Jugt for amoment, Sir....”

Norman took a breath, ducked under the water, came back up.

“That’ sfine, you can get out now,” the corpsman said, handing him atowd.
“What'sdl thisfor?’ he asked again, climbing down the ladder.

“Total body adipose content,” the corpsman said. “We have to know it, to calculate your sat sats.”
“My sat Stas?”

“Y our saturation statistics.” The corpsman marked points on his clipboard.
“Oh dear,” hesaid. “You're off the graph.”

[[41]] “Why isthat?’

“Do you get much exercise, Dr. Johnson?’

“Some.” Hewas feding defensve now. And the towe wastoo small to wrap around hiswaist. Why did
the Navy use such smdl towels?

“Doyou drink?’
“Some.” Hewasfeding digtinctly defensive. No question abot it.
“May | ask when you last consumed an acohoalic beverage, sir?’

“I don’'t know. Two, three days ago.” He was having trouble thinking back to San Diego. It seemed so
far awvay. “Why?’

“That' sfine, Dr. Johnson. Any trouble with joints, hips or knees?’
“No, why?’

“Episodes of syncope, faintness or blackouts?’

“No...”

“If you would just Sit over here, Sir.” The corpsman pointed to astool, next to an eectronic device on
thewall. “I'd redly like some answers,” Norman said.



“Just dtare at the green dot, both eyeswide open. ...”

Hefdt abrief blast of air on both eyes, and blinked ingtinctively. A printed strip of paper clicked out.
The corpsman toreit off, glanced at it.

“That’ sfine, Dr. Johnson. If you would comethisway ...” “I"d like some information from you,”
Norman said. “I'd like to know what' s going on.”

“I undergtand, sir, but | have to finish your workup in time for your next briefing a seventeen hundred
hours”

Norman lay on his back, and technicians stuck needlesin both arms, and another in hisleg & the groin.
Heyeled in sudden pain.

“That' stheworst of it, Sir,” the corpsman said, packing the syringesinice. “If you will just pressthis
cotton againg it, here ...”

[[42]] Therewasaclip over his nostrils, amouthpiece between histeeth.

“Thisisto measure your CO2" the corpsman said. “ Just exhde. That’ sright. Big breath, now exhale.

Norman exhaled. He watched arubber digphragm inflate, pushing aneedle up ascae.

“Try itagain, Sr. I’'m sure you can do better than that.” Norman didn’t think he could, but hetried again

anyway. Another corpsman entered the room, with a sheet of paper covered with figures. “Here are his
BC's” hesad.

Thefirst corpsman frowned. “ Has Barnes seen this?’
1] Y$”
“Andwhat'd he say?’

“Hesaid it was okay. He said to continue.”

“Okay, fine. He sthe boss.” The first corpsman turned back to Norman. “Let’ stry one more big breath,
Dr. Johnson, if youwould. ...”



Metd caliperstouched his chin and hisforehead. A tape went around his head. Now the cdipers
measured from his ear to hischin.

“What' sthisfor?” Norman said.
“Htting you with ahelmet, ar.”
“Shouldn’t | betrying oneon?

“Thisistheway wedo it, Sr.”

Dinner was macaroni and cheese, burned underneath. Norman pushed it aside after afew bites.
The corpsman appeared at hisdoor. “ Time for the seventeen-hundred-hours briefing, sr.”

“I’'m not going anywhere,” Norman said, “until | get some answers. What the hell isdl thisyou're doing
tome?’

“Routine deepsat workup, sir. Navy regs require it before you go down.”

“And why am | off the graph?’

“Sorry, Sr?°

“You sad | was off the graph.”

“Oh,that . You'reabit heavier than the Navy tablesfigurefor, sr.”

“Isthere a problem about my weight?’

“Shouldn’t be, no, Sir.”

“And the other tests, what did they show?’

“Sir, you arein very good hedth for your age and lifestyle.”

“And what about going down there?” Norman asked, half hoping he wouldn’t be able to go.

“Down there? I’ ve talked with Captain Barnes. Shouldn’t be any problem at dll, sir. If you'll just come
thisway to the briefing, Sir ...”

The otherswere stting around in the briefing room, with Styrofoam cups of coffee. Norman felt glad to
see them. He dropped into a chair next to Harry. “ Jesus, did you have the damn physica ?’



“Yeah,” hesad. “Had it yesterday.”

“They stuck mein theleg with thislong needle,” Norman said.

“Redly? They didn’t do that to me.”

“And how about bresthing with that clip on your nose?’

“I didn't do that, either,” Harry said. “ Sounds like you got some specid treatment, Norman.”

Norman was thinking the same thing, and he didn’t like the implications. He felt suddenly tired.

“All right, men, we' ve got alot to cover and just three hoursto do it,” abrisk man said, turning off the
lights as he came into the room. Norman hadn’t even gotten agood look at him. Now it was just avoice
inthe dark. “ Asyou know, Dalton’slaw governs partial pressures of mixed gases, or, as represented

herein dgebraic form...”

Thefirgt of the graphsflashed up.

PPa= Ptotx % Vola

[[44]] “Now let’ sreview how calculation of the partia pressure might be done in atmospheres absolute,
which isthe most common procedure we employ—"

The words were meaningless to Norman. Hetried to pay attention, but as the graphs continued and the
voice droned on, his eyes grew heavier and hefedll adeep.

“—abe taken down in the submarine and once in the habitat module you will be pressurized to thirty-three
amospheres. At that time you will be switched over to mixed gases, sinceit isnot possible to breathe
Earth atmosphere beyond eighteen atmospheres—"

Norman stopped listening. These technica details only filled him with dread. He went back to deep,
awakening only intermittently.

“—dince oxygen toxicity only occurs when the PO2exceeds point 7 ATA for prolonged periods—

“—nitrogen narcad's, in which nitrogen behaves like an anesthetic, will occur in mixed-gas atmospheres
if partia pressuresexceeds 1.5 ATA intheDDS—

“—demand open circuit isgenerdly preferable, but you will be using semiclosed circuit with inspired
fluctuations of 608 to 760 millimeters—’

He went back to deep.

When it was over, they walked back to their rooms. “Did | missanything?’ Norman said.



“Not redly.” Harry shrugged. “Just alot of physics”

In histiny gray room, Norman got into bed. The glowing wall clock said 2300. It took him awhileto
figure out that that was 11:00 p.m. In nine more hours, he thought, | will begin the descent.

Then he dept.

THE DEEP
DESCENT

Inthe morning light, the submarineCharon V bobbed on the surface, riding on a pontoon platform.
Bright yelow, it looked like achild' s bathtub toy sitting on adeck of oildrums.

A rubber Zodiac launch took Norman over, and he climbed onto the platform, shook hands with the
pilot, who could not have been more than eighteen, younger than hisson, Tim.

“Ready to go, Sr?’ the pilot said.
“Sure,” Norman said. He was as ready as he would ever be.

Up close, the sub did not look like atoy. It was incredibly massve and strong. Norman saw asingle
porthole of curved acrylic. It was held in place by bolts as big as hisfist. He touched them, tentatively.

The pilot smiled. “Want to kick thetires, Sr?’
“No, I'll trust you.”
“Ladder’ sthisway, Sir.”

Norman climbed the narrow rungsto the top of the sub, and saw the small circular hatch opening. He
hesitated.

“Sit on the edge here,” the pilot said, “and drop your legsin, then follow it down. Y ou may haveto
squeeze your shoulderstogether abit and suck inyour ... That'sit, Sr.” Norman wriggled through the
tight hatch into an interior so low he could not stand. The sub was crammed with dias and machinery.
Ted was dready aboard, hunched in the back, grinning like akid. “Isn’'t thisfantastic?”’

Norman envied his easy enthusasm; he felt cramped and alittle nervous. Above him, the pilot clanged
the heavy hatch [[48]] shut and dropped down to take the controls. “ Everybody okay?’

They nodded.



“Sorry about theview,” the pilot said, glancing over his shoulders. *'Y ou gentlemen are mostly going to
be seeing my hindquarters. Let’ s get started. Mozart okay?’ He pressed a tape deck and smiled.

“WEe ve got thirteen minutes' descent to the bottom; music makesit alittle easier. If you don't like
Mozart, we can offer you something dse.”

“Mozart’ sfine” Norman said.
“Mozart’ swondeful,” Ted said. “ Sublime.”

“Very good, gentlemen.” The submarine hissed. There was squawking on the radio. The pilot spoke
softly into a headset. A scuba diver appeared at the porthole, waved. The pilot waved back.

There was a d oshing sound, then a deep rumble, and they started down.

“Asyou see, the whole ded goes under,” the pilot explained. “ The sub’ s not stable on the surface, so we
ded her up and down. WE |l leave the ded at about a hundred feet or so.

Through the porthole, they saw the diver standing on the deck, the water now waist-deep. Then the
water covered the porthole. Bubbles came out of the diver’s scuba.

“We'reunder,” the pilot said. He adjusted valves above his head and they heard the hiss of air,
gartlingly loud. More gurgling. Thelight in the submarine from the porthole was a beautiful blue.

“Lovely,” Ted sad.

“We |l leave the ded now,” the pilot said. Motors rumbled and the sub moved forward, the diver
dipping off to one side. Now there was nothing to be seen through the porthole but undifferentiated blue
water. The pilot said something on the radio, and turned up the Mozart.

“Jugt St back, gentlemen,” he said. “ Descending eighty feet aminute.”

Norman felt the rumble of the electric motors, but there was no red sense of mation. All that happened
wasthat it got darker and darker.

[[49]] “You know,” Ted sad, “we reredly quite lucky about this Site. Most parts of the Pacific are so
deep we' d never be ableto vigt it in person.” He explained that the vast Pacific Ocean, which amounted
to half thetota surface area of the Earth, had an average depth of two miles. “There are only afew
placeswhereit isless. Oneisthe rdatively smal rectangle bounded by Samoa, New Zedand, Augtrdia,
and New Guinea, which isactudly agreat underseaplain, like the plains of the American West, except
it'sat an average depth of two thousand feet. That’ swhat we are doing now, descending to that plain.”

Ted spoke rapidly. Was he nervous? Norman couldn't tell: he was fedling his own heart pound. Now it
was quite dark outside; the instruments glowed green. The pilot flicked on red interior lights.

Their descent continued. “Four hundred feet.” The submarine lurched, then eased forward. “ Thisisthe
river.”

“Whet river?’ Norman said.

“Sr, wearein acurrent of different salinity and temperature; it behaves like ariver insde the ocean. We



traditionaly stop about here, Sir; the sub sticksin theriver, takes usfor alittleride.”
“Ohyes” Ted sad, reaching into his pocket. Ted handed the pilot aten-dollar hill.

Norman glanced questioningly at Ted.

“Didn’'t they mention that to you? Old tradition. Y ou ways pay the pilot on your way down, for good
luck.”

“I can use someluck,” Norman said. He fumbled in his pocket, found afive-dollar bill, thought better of
it, took out atwenty instead.

“Thank you, gentlemen, and have agood bottom stay, both of you,” the pilot said.

The eectric motors cut back in.

The descent continued. The water was dark. “Five hundred feet,” he said. “Halfway there.”
The submarine creaked loudly, then made severa explosive pops. Norman was startled.
“That’snormal pressure adjustment,” the pilot said. “No problem.”

[[50]] “Uh-huh,” Norman said. He wiped sweat on his shirtdeeve. It seemed that the interior of the
submarine was now much smaler, thewals closer to hisface.

“Actudly,” Ted sad, “if | remember, this particular region of the Pecificiscalled the Lau Basin, isn't that
right?”

“That’sright, gr, theLau Basin.”

“It' saplateau between two undersearidges, the South Fiji or Lau Ridge to the west, and the Tonga
Ridgetotheeast.”

“That’s correct, Dr. Fielding.”

Norman glanced at the ingtruments. They were covered with moisture. The pilot had to rub the didswith
acloth to read them. Was the sub leaking? No, he thought. Just condensation. The interior of the
submarine was growing colder. Takeit easy, hetold himsdif.

“Eight hundred feet,” the pilot said. It was now completely black outside.

“Thisisvery exciting,” Ted said. “Have you ever done anything like this before, Norman?’

“No,” Norman said.

“Me, neither,” Ted said. “What athrill.” Norman wished he would shut up.

“You know,” Ted said, “when we open thisdien craft up and make our first contact with another form

of life, it'sgoing to be agreat moment in the history of our species on Earth. I’ ve been wondering about
what we should say.”



13 Wl
“Y ou know, what words. At the threshold, with the camerasrolling.”

“Will there be cameras?’

“Oh, I'm surethere |l be al sorts of documentation. It’s only proper, considering. So we need something
to say, amemorable phrase. | wasthinking of “ Thisisamomentous moment in human history.” ”

“Momentous moment?’ Norman said, frowning.
“You'reright,” Ted said. “Awkward, | agree. Maybe* A turning point in human history’ ?’
Norman shook his head.

“How about ‘A crossroadsin the evolution of the human species 7’
[[51]] *Can evolution have acrossroads?’

“| don't seewhy not,” Ted said.

“Wall, acrossroadsis acrossing of roads. Isevolution aroad? | thought it wasn't; | thought evolution
was undirected.”

“You'rebeingtoo literd,” Ted said.

“Reading the bottom,” the pilot said. “Nine hundred feet.” He dowed the descent. They heard the
intermittentping of sonar.

Ted sad, “ * A new threshold in the evolution of the human species 7’
“Sure. Think it will be?”

“Will bewhat?’

“A new threshold.”

“Why not?” Ted said.

“What if weopenit up andit’sjust alot of rusted junk inside, and nothing vauable or enlightening at
al?

“Good point,” Ted said.
“Nine hundred fifty feet. Exterior lightsareon,” the pilot said.

Through the porthole they saw white flecks. The pilot explained this was suspended matter in the water.

“Visud contact. | have bottom.”

“Oh, let’'ssee!” Ted said. The pilot obligingly shifted to one side and they 1ooked.



Norman saw aflat, dead, dull-brown plain stretching away to the limit of the lights. Blackness beyond.
“Not much to look at right here, I’'m afraid,” the pilot said.

“Surprisingly dreary,” Ted said, without atrace of disgppointment. “I would have expected morelife.”
“Wall, it' s pretty cold. Water temperatureis, ah, thirty-six degrees Fahrenheit.”

“Almogt freezing,” Ted said.

“Yes, gr. Let’ sseeif we can find your new home.”

The motors rumbled. Muddy sediment churned up in front of the porthole. The sub turned, moved
across the bottom. For several minutes they saw only the brown landscape.

Thenlights. “Therewe are”

[[52]] A vast underwater array of lights, arranged in arectangular pattern.

“That'sthegrid,” the pilot said.

The submarine planed up, and glided smoothly over theilluminated grid, which extended into the
distance for haf amile. Through the porthole, they saw divers standing on the bottom, working within the
grid structure. The diverswaved to the passing sub. The pilot honked atoy horn.

“They can hear that?’

“Oh sure. Water’ sagreat conductor.”

“My God,” Ted sad.

Directly ahead the giant titanium fin rose sharply above the ocean floor. Norman was completely
unprepared for its dimension; as the submarine moved to port, the fin blocked their entirefield of view for
nearly aminute. The metal was dull gray and, except for smal white speckles of marine growth, entirely
unmarked.

“Thereisn't any corroson,” Ted said.

“No, sr,” the pilot said. “ Everybody’ s mentioned that. They think it's because it' sametal-plastic dloy,
but | don’t think anybody is quite sure.”

Thefin dipped away to the stern; the submarine again turned. Directly ahead, more lights, arranged in
vertica rows. Norman saw asingle cylinder of yellow-painted stedl, and bright portholes. Next to it was
alow metal dome.

“That'sDH-7, the divers habitat, to port,” the pilot said. “It’ s pretty utilitarian. Y ou guysarein DH-8,
which ismuch nicer, bdieveme.”

He turned starboard, and after amomentary blackness, they saw another set of lights. Coming closer,
Norman counted five different cylinders, some vertical, some horizontd, interconnected in acomplex



way.

“Thereyou are. DH-8, your home away from home,” the pilot said. * Give me aminute to dock.”

Metd clanged againgt meta; there was asharp jolt, and then the motors cut off. Silence. Hissing air. The
[[53]] pilot scrambled to open the hatch, and surprisingly cold air washed down on them.

“Airlock’ s open, gentlemen,” he said, stepping aside. Norman looked up through the lock. He saw
banks of red lights above. He climbed up through the submarine, and into around sted cylinder
approximately eight feet in diameter. On dl sidesthere were handholds; anarrow metal bench; the
glowing heat lamps overhead, though they didn’t seem to do much good.

Ted climbed up and sat on the bench opposite him. They were so close their knees touched. Below their
feet, the pilot closed the hatch. They watched the whedl spin. They heard aclank as the submarine
disengaged, then thewhirr of motors asit moved away.

Then nothing.
“What happens now?’ Norman said.

“They pressurize us,” Ted said. “ Switch us over to exotic-gas atmosphere. We can't breathe air down
rHe_”

“Why not?’ Norman said. Now that he was down here, saring at the cold stedl walls of the cylinder, he
wished he had stayed awake for the briefing.

“Because,” Ted said, “the atmosphere of the Earth isdeadly. You don't redizeit, but oxygenisa
corrosive gas. It' sin the same chemical family as chlorine and fluorine, and hydrofluoric acid isthe most
corrosive acid known. The same quality of oxygen that makes a half-eaten apple turn brown, or makes
iron rus, isincredibly destructive to the human body if exposed to too much of it. Oxygen under pressure
istoxic—with avengeance. So we cut down the amount of oxygen you breathe. Y ou bresthe twenty-one
percent oxygen at the surface. Down here, you breathe two percent oxygen. But you won't notice any
difference—"

A voice over aloudspesker said, “We re sarting to pressurize you now.”
“Who'sthat? Norman said.
“Barnes,” thevoice said. But it didn’t sound like Barnes. It sounded gritty and artificia.

“It must bethetaker,” Ted said, and then laughed. His [[54]] voice was noticeably higher-pitched. “It's
the helium, Norman. They’re pressurizing uswith hdium.”

“Y ou sound like Donald Duck,” Norman said, and he laughed, too. His own voice sounded squesky,
like acartoon character’s.

“Speak for yourself, Mickey,” Ted squeaked.



“| taut | taw apuddy tat,” Norman said. They were both laughing, hearing their voices.

“Knock it off, you guys” Barnessaid over theintercom. “Thisis serious.”

“Yes, gr, Captain,” Ted said, but by now hisvoice was so high-pitched it was dmost unintelligible, and
they fdl into laughter again, their tinny voiceslike those of schoolgirls reverberating inside the sted
cylinder,

Helium made their voices high and squeaky. But it dso had other effects.

“Getting chilled, boys?’ Barnes said.

They were indeed getting colder. He saw Ted shivering, felt goosebumps on hisown legs. It felt asif a
wind were blowing across their bodies—except there wasn’t any wind. The lightness of the heium

increased evaporation, made them cold.

Acrossthe cylinder, Ted said something, but Norman couldn’t understand Ted at al any more; hisvoice
was too high-pitched to be comprehensible. It was just athin squedl.

“Soundslike a couple of ratsin there now,” Barnes said, with satisfaction.

Ted rolled his eyestoward the loudspeaker and squeaked something.

“If you want to talk, get atalker,” Barnessaid. “ Y ou'll find them in the locker under the seat.”

Norman found ametal locker, clicked it open. The meta squeded loudly, like chalk on a blackboard.
All the sounds in the chamber were high-pitched. Inside the locker he saw two black plastic pads with
neck straps.

“Just dip them over your neck. Put the pad at the base of your throat.”

“Okay,” Ted said, and then blinked in surprise. His voice sounded dightly rough, but otherwise normal.

[[55]] “ These things must change the vocal-cord frequencies,” Norman said.

“Why don’t you guys pay attention to briefings?’ Barnes said. “ That' s exactly what they do. You'll have
to wear ataker dl thetime you're down here. At lea, if you want anybody to understand you. Still
cold?’

“Yes” Ted said.

“Wdll, hang on, you' re almost fully pressurized now.” Then there was another hiss, and aside door did
open. Barnes stood there, with light jackets over hisarm. “Welcome to DH-8,” he said.

DH-8



“You'rethelast to arive,” Barnessaid. “Wejust havetimefor aquick tour before we open the
Spacecraft.”

“You'reready to openit now?’ Ted asked. “Wonderful. I’ ve just been talking about thiswith Norman.
Thisissuch agreat moment, our first contact with dien life, we ought to prepare alittle speech for when
weopenit up.”

“Ther€ Il betimeto consder that,” Barnes said, with an odd glance at Ted. “I’ll show you the habitat
first. Thisway.” He explained that the DH-8 habitat congsted of five large cylinders, desgnated A to E.
“Cyl A istheairlock, wherewe are now.” He led them into an adjacent changing room. Heavy cloth suits
hung limply on thewall, dongside yelow sculpted helmets of the sort Norman had seen the divers
wearing. The helmets had afuturistic look. Norman tapped one with his knuckles. It was plagtic, and
surprisingly light. He saw “ JOHNSON™ stenciled above one faceplate.

“We going to wear these?’ Norman asked.

“That's correct,” Barnes said.

[[56]] “Then we |l be going outsde?” Norman said, feding atwinge of darm.
“Eventudly, yes. Don't worry about it now. Still cold?”

They were; Barnes had them change into tight-fitting jumpsuits of clinging blue polyester. Ted frowned.
“Don’'t you think theselook alittle silly?”

“They may not be the height of fashion,” Barnes said, * but they prevent heet loss from helium.”
“The color isunflattering,” Ted said.

“Screw the color,” Barnes said. He handed them light-weight jackets. Norman felt something heavy in
one pocket, and pulled out a battery pack.

“Thejackets are wired and el ectricaly heated,” Barnes said. “Like an eectric blanket, which iswhat
you'll usefor deeping. Follow me.”

They went on to Cyl B, which housed power and life-support systems. At first glance, it looked likea
large bailer room, al multicolored pipes and utilitarian fittings. “ Thisiswhere we generate al of our het,
power, and air,” Barnes said. He pointed out the features. “ Closed-cycle | C generator, 240/110.
Hydrogen-and-oxygen-driven fuel cells. LSS monitors. Liquid processor, runs on silver-zinc batteries.
And that’s Chief Petty Officer Fletcher. Teeny Fetcher.” Norman saw a big-boned figure, working back
among the pipeswith aheavy wrench. The figure turned; Alice Fletcher gave them agrin, waved agreasy
hand.

“She seemsto know what she' sdoing,” Ted said, approvingly.

“Shedoes” Barnes said. “But all the mgjor support systems are redundant. Fletcher isjust our fina
redundancy. Actualy, you'll find the entire habitat is self-regulating.”

He clipped heavy badges onto the jumpsuits. “Wear these a dl times, even though they’rejust a
precaution: the darmstrigger automatically if life-support conditions go below optimum. But that won't



happen. There are sensorsin each room of the habitat. Y ou'll get used to the fact that the environment
continualy adjuststo your presence. Lightswill go on and off, heat lampswill turn on and off, and air
ventswill hissto keep track of things. It'sal automatic, don't swedt it. [[57]] Every single mgor system
isredundant. We can lose power, we can lose air, we can lose water entirely, and we will befinefor a
hundred and thirty hours.”

One hundred and thirty hours didn’t sound very long to Norman. He did the calculation in his head: five
days. Five daysdidn’'t seem very long, either.

They went into the next cylinder, the lights clicking on asthey entered. Cylinder C contained living
quarters. bunks, toilets, showers (“plenty of hot water, you'll find”). Barnes showed them around
proudly, asif it were ahotel.

Theliving quarterswere heavily insulated: carpeted deck, wallsand cellingsal covered in soft padded
foam, which made the interior appear like an overstuffed couch. But, despite the bright colors and the
evident care in decoration, Norman still found it cramped and dreary. The portholes weretiny, and they
revealed only the blackness of the ocean outside. And wherever the padding ended, he saw heavy bolts
and heavy gted plating, areminder of wherethey redly were. Hefdt asif hewereingdealargeiron
lung—and, he thought, that isn't so far wrong.

They ducked through narrow bulkheadsinto D Cyl: asmal laboratory with benches and microscopeson
thetop level, acompact eectronics unit on the level below.

“Thisis TinaChan,” Barnes said, introducing avery still woman. They al shook hands. Norman thought
that Tina Chan was amost unnaturaly cam, until he realized she was one of those people who dmost
never blinked their eyes.

“Beniceto Ting,” Barneswas saying. “ She’' sour only link to the outs de—she runs the com ops, and
the sensor systemsaswell. Infact, dl the eectronics”

Tina Chan was surrounded by the bulkiest monitors Norman had ever seen. They looked like TV sets
from the 1950s. Barnes explained that certain equipment didn’t do well in the helium atmosphere,
including TV tubes. In the early days of undersea habitats, the tubes had to be replaced daily. Now they
were eaborately coated and shielded; hence their bulk.

Next to Chan was another woman, Jane Edmunds, whom Barnesintroduced as the unit archivigt.

“What' saunit archivig?’ Ted asked her.

[[58]] “Petty Officer First Class, Data Processing, Sr,” she said formally. Jane Edmunds wore
gpectacles and stood iffly. She reminded Norman of alibrarian.

“DataProcessing ...” Ted said.
“My missionisto keep dl the digital recordings, visud materials, and videotapes, Sir. Every aspect of
this historic moment is being recorded, and | keep everything neetly filed.” Norman thought: Sheisa

librarian.

“Oh, excdlent,” Ted said. “I’'m glad to hear it. Film or tape?’

“Tape, gr.”



“I know my way around avideo camera,” Ted said, with asmile. “What' re you putting it down on,
half-inch or threequarter?”

“Sir, we use a datascan image equivaent of two thousand pixels per Ssde—biased frame, each pixe
carrying atwelvetone gray scae.”

“Oh,” Ted sad.
“It' sabit better than commercid systemsyou may be familiar with, Sir.”

“I see” Ted said. But he recovered smoothly, and chatted with Edmunds for awhile about technical
meatters.

“Ted seems awfully interested in how we re going to record this,” Barnes said, looking uneasy.

“Yes, he seemsto be.” Norman wondered why that troubled Barnes. Was Barnes worried about the
visua record? Or did he think Ted would try to hog the show? Would Ted try to hog the show? Did
Barnes have any worries about having this appear to be acivilian operation?

“No, the exterior lights are a hundred-fifty-watt quartz halogen,” Edmunds was saying. “WEe re recording
at equivaent of half amillion ASA, so that’sample. Thered problem is backscatter. We re constantly
fightingit.”

Norman said, “I notice your support teamisdl women.”

“Yes” Barnessaid. “All the deep-diving studies show that women are superior for submerged
operations. They're physically smdler and consume less nutrients and air, they have better socia skills
and tolerate close quarters better, and they are physiologicaly tougher and have better endurance.

[[59]] Thefact is, the Navy long ago recognized that dl their submariners should befemale.” He
laughed. “But just try to implement that one.” He glanced at hiswatch. “We' d better move on. Ted?’

They went on. Thefina cylinder, E Cyl, was more spacious than the others. There were magazines, a
televison, and alarge lounge; and on the deck below was an efficient mess and akitchen. Seaman Rose
Levy, the cook, was aredfaced woman with a Southern accent, standing beneath giant suction fans. She
asked Norman whether he had any favorite desserts.

“Dessarts?”’

“Yesdr, Dr. Johnson. | like to make everybody’ s favorite dessert, if | can. What about you, you have a
favorite, Dr. Fdding?’

“Key limepie” Ted sad. “I lovekey limepie”

“Cando, gr,” Levy said, with abig smile. Sheturned back to Norman. “| haven't heard yoursyet, Dr.
Johnson.”

“Strawberry shortcake.”

“Easy. Got some nice New Zedand strawberries coming down on the last sub shuttle. Maybe you' d like



that shortcake tonight?’

“Why not, Rose,” Barnes said heartily.

Norman looked out the black porthole window. From the portholes of D Cyl, he could seethe
rectangular illuminated grid that extended across the bottom, following the half-mile-long buried
gpacecraft. Divers, illuminated like fireflies, moved over the glowing grid surface.

Norman thought: | am athousand feet beneath the surface of the ocean, and we are talking about
whether we should have strawberry shortcake for dessert. But the more he thought about it, the more it
made sense. The best way to make somebody comfortablein anew environment wasto give him familiar
food.

“Strawberries make me bresk out,” Ted said.

“I'll make your shortcake with blueberries,” Levy said, not missing a best.

“And whipped cream?’ Ted said.

“Wel ..”

[[60]] “You can’t have everything,” Barnes said. “ And one of the things you can't have at thirty
atmospheres of mixed gasiswhipped cream. Won't whip. Let’smove on.”

Beth and Harry were waiting in the small, padded conference room, directly above the mess. They both
wore jJumpsuits and heated jackets. Harry was shaking his head asthey arrived. “Like our padded cell?”’
He poked theinsulated walls. “1t’ slike living in avagina.”

Beth said, “Don't you like going back to the womb, Harry?’

“No,” Harry said. “I’ ve been there. Once was enough.”

“These jumpsuits are pretty bad,” Ted said, plucking at the clinging polyester.

“Showsyour bely nicely,” Harry said.

“Let’'ssettle down,” Barnes said.

“A few sequins, you could be Elvis Predey,” Harry said.

“ElvisPredey’sdead.”

“Now’ syour chance,” Harry said.

Norman looked around. “Where' sLevine?’

“Levinedidn’'t makeit,” Barnes said briskly. “He got claustrophobic in the sub coming down, and had to



be taken back. One of those things.”

“Then we have no marine biologist?’

“We Il managewithout him.”

“I hate thisdamn jumpsuit,” Ted said. “I redly hateit.”

“Beth looks good in hers.”

“Y es, Beth works out.”

“Andit'sdampin here, too,” Ted sad. “Isit dways so damp?’

Norman had noticed that humidity was a problem; everything they touched felt dightly wet and clammy
and cold. Barnes warned them of the danger of infections and minor colds, and handed out bottles of
skin lotion and ear drops.

“I thought you said the technology was al worked out,” Harry said.

“Itis” Barnessad. “Believe me, thisis plush compared to the habitats ten years ago.”

[[61]] “Tenyearsago,” Harry said, “they stopped making habitats because people kept dying in them.”

Barnes frowned. “ There was one accident.”

“There were two accidents,” Harry said. “A tota of four people.”

“Specia circumstances,” Barnes said. “Not involving Navy technology or personne.”

“Great,” Harry said. “How long did you say we going to be down here?’

“Maximum, seventy-two hours,” Barnes said.

“Y ou sure about thet?”

“It' sNavy regs,” Barnessaid.

“Why?’” Norman asked, puzzled.

Barnes shook hishead. “Never,” he said, “never ask areason for Navy regulations.”

Theintercom clicked, and Tina Chan said, “ Captain Barnes, we have asignd from the divers. They are
mounting the airlock now. Another few minutesto open.”

The feding in the room changed immediately; the excitement was palpable. Ted rubbed his hands
together. “ Y ou redize, of course, that even without opening that spacecraft, we have aready made a
major discovery of profound importance.”

“What' sthat?’ Norman said.



“WEe ve shot the unique event hypothesisto hell,” Ted said, glancing at Beth.
“The unique event hypothesis?’ Barnes said.

“He sreferring,” Beth said, “to the fact that physicists and chemiststend to believein intelligent
extraterredtrid life, while biologists tend not to. Many biologistsfed the development of intelligent lifeon
Earth required so many peculiar stepsthat it represents a unique event in the universe, that may never
have occurred elsewhere.”

“Wouldn't intdligence arise again and agan?’ Barnessad.

“Wadll, it barely arose on the Earth,” Beth said. “ The Earth is 4.5 billion years old, and single-celled life
appeared 3.9 billion years ago—amost immediately, geologically spesking. But liferemained
sngle-celled for the next three billion [[62]] years. Then in the Cambrian period, around six hundred
million years ago, there was an explosion of sophigticated life forms. Within ahundred million yeers, the
ocean was full of fish. Then the land became populated: Then the air. But nobody knowswhy the
explosion occurred in thefirst place. And since it didn’t occur for three billion years, there' sthe
possibility that on some other planet, it might never occur at dl.

“And even after the Cambrian, the chain of events|eading to man appearsto be so specia, so chancy,
that biologistsworry it might never have happened. Just consider the fact that if the dinosaurs hadn’t been
wiped out Sxty-five million years ago—by acomet or whatever—then reptiles might till be the dominant
form on Earth, and mammals would never have had a chance to take over. No mammals, no primates.
No primates, no apes. No apes, no man ... Thereare alot of random factorsin evolution, alot of luck.
That' swhy biologigsthink intdligent life might be aunique event in the universe, only occurring here.”

“Except now,” Ted said, “we know it snot a unique event. Because thereis adamn big spacecraft out
there”

“Persondly,” Beth said, “1 couldn’t be more pleased.” She bit her lip.
“You don’t look pleased,” Norman said.

“I'll tdll you,” Beth said. “1 can’'t help being nervous. Ten years ago, Bill Jackson at Stanford ran aseries
of weekend seminars on extraterrestrid life. Thiswasright after he won the Nobel prizein chemisiry. He
gplit usinto two groups. One group designed the dien life form, and worked it dl out scientificaly. The
other group tried to figure out the life form, and communicate with it. Jackson presided over the whole
thing asahard scienti<t, not letting anybody get carried away. One time we brought in asketch of a
proposed creature and he said, very tough, ‘ Okay, where sthe anus? That was his criticism. But many
animas on Earth have no anus. There are dl kinds of excretory mechanismsthat don’t require aspecia
orifice. Jackson assumed an anus was necessary, but itisn’t. And now ...” She shrugged. “Who knows
wha we ll find?’

[[63]] “WE I know, soon enough,” Ted said.

Theintercom clicked. “ Captain Barnes, the divers have the airlock mounted in place. The robot is now
ready to enter the spacecraft.”

Ted said, “ What robot?’



THE DOOR

“I don’'t think it's gppropriateat all ,” Ted said angrily. “We came down here to make a manned entry
into this alien spacecraft. | think we should do what we came here to do—make amanned entry.”

“Absolutely not,” Barnessaid. “Wecan't risk it.”

“You must think of this” Ted said, “as an archaeologica site. Greater than Chichén Itz4, greater than
Troy, greater than Tutankhamen’ s tomb. Unquestionably the most important archaeologica steinthe

history of mankind. Do you redly intend to have adamnedrobot open that Site? Where' s your sense of
humean degtiny?’

“Where' syour sense of self-preservation?” Barnes said.

“I strongly object, Captain Barnes.”

“Duly noted,” Barnes said, turning away. “Now let’ s get on with it. Ting, give usthe video feed.”

Ted sputtered, but hefel silent astwo large monitorsin front of them clicked on. On the | eft screen, they
saw the complex tubular metal scaffolding of the robot, with exposed motors and gears. The robot was

positioned before the curved gray metal wall of the spacecraft.

Within that wall was adoor that looked rather like an airliner door. The second screen gave acloser

view of the door, taken by the video camera mounted on the robot itself. “It’ srather smilar to an airplane
door,” Ted said.

[[64]] Norman glanced at Harry, who smiled enigmaticaly. Then helooked at Barnes. Barnes did not
appear surprised. Barnes aready knew about the door, he realized.

“| wonder how we can account for such paralelismin door design,” Ted said. “ Thelikelihood of its

occurring by chanceis astronomically smal. Why, this door isthe perfect size and shape for ahuman
being!”

“That'sright,” Harry said.
“It'sincredible” Ted said. “Quiteincredible.” Harry smiled, said nothing.
Barnessad, “Let’ sfind control surfaces.”

The robot video scanner moved left and right across the spacecraft hull. 1t stopped on theimage of a
rectangular panel mounted to the left of the door.

“Can you open that pand?’
“Working on it now, sir.”

Whirring, the robot claw extended out toward the panel. But the claw was clumsy; it scraped againgt the



metal, leaving a series of gleaming scratches. But the panel remained closed.

“Ridiculous” Ted said. “It’ slike watching ababy.”

The claw continued to scratch at the pandl.

“We should be doing thisourselves,” Ted said.

“Use suction,” Barnes said.

Another arm extended out, with arubber sucker. “Ah, the plumber’ sfriend,” Ted said disdainfully.
Asthey watched, the sucker attached to the pand, flattened. Then, with aclick, the panel lifted open.
“Atlagt!”

“lcan'tsee. ...”

The view inside the panel was blurred, out of focus. They could distinguish what appeared to be aseries
of colored round meta protrusions, red, yellow, and blue. There were dso intricate black-and-white
symbols above the knobs.

“Look,” Ted sad, “red, blue, yellow. Primary colors. Thisisavery big break.”

“Why?" Norman said.

“Because it suggests that the diens have the same sensory equipment that we do—they may seethe
universe the same[[65]] way, visudly, in the same colors, utilizing the same part of the electromagnetic
spectrum. That’ sgoing to help immeasurably in making contact with them. And those black-and-white
markings ... that must be some of their writing! Can you imagineg! Alienwriting!” He smiled
enthusadticdly. “Thisisagrest moment,” he said. “1 fed truly privileged to be here.”

“Focus,” Barnes cdlled. “Focusing now, Sr.”

Theimage became even more blurred. “No, the other way.”

“Yes Sir. Focusing now.”

The image changed, dowly resolved into sharp focus. “Uh-oh,” Ted said, Staring at the screen.

They now saw that the blurred knobs were actudly three colored buttons. yellow, red, and blue. The
buttons were each an inch in diameter and had knurled or machined edges. The symbols above the
buttons resolved sharply into a series of neetly stenciled labels.

From l€ft to right the labelsread: “Emergency Ready,” “Emergency Lock,” and “Emergency Open.”

InEnglish.

There was amoment of stunned silence. And then, very softly, Harry Adams began to laugh.



THE SPACECRAFT

“That'sEnglish ,” Ted said, staring at the screen. “WrittenEnglish .”

“Yeah,” Harry sad. “Sureis”

“What'sgoing on?’ Ted said. “Isthis somekind of joke?’

“No,” Harry said. Hewas cam, oddly detached.

[[66]] “How could this spacecraft be three hundred years old, and carry instructions in modem English?’
“Think about it,” Harry said.

Ted frowned. “Maybe,” he said, “this dien spacecraft is somehow presenting itsdlf to usin away that
will make us comfortable.”

“Think about it some more,” Harry said.
Therewasashort slence. “Wel, if itis an alien spacecraft—"
“It'snot an dien spacecraft,” Harry said.

There was another slence. Then Ted said, “Well, why don't you just tdll usal what it is, Snce you're so
sure of yoursdf!”

“All right,” Harry said. “It'san American spacecraft.”

“An American spacecraft? Half amilelong? Made with technology we don't have yet? And buried for
three hundred years?’

“Of course,” Harry said. “1t’ s been obvious from the start. Right, Captain Barnes?’
“We had consdered it,” Barnes admitted. “The President had considered it.”
“That' swhy you didn’t inform the Russans”

“Exactly.”

By now Ted was completely frusirated. He clenched hisfidts, asif he wanted to hit someone. He looked
from one person to another. “But how did youknow 7’

“Thefirg clue,” Harry said, “came from the condition of the craft itsdlf. It shows no damage whatever.
Itscondition is pristine. Y et any spacecraft that crashesin water will be damaged. Even at low entry
velocities—say two hundred miles an hour—the surface of water is as hard as concrete. No matter how
strong this craft is, you would expect some degree of damage from the impact with the water. Yet it has
no damage.”



“Meaning?”

“Meaning it didn't land in the water.”

“I don’t understand. It must have flown here—"
“—Itdidn’t fly here. Itarrived here”

“From where?’

[[67]] “From the future,” Harry said. “ Thisis somekind of Earth craft that was—will be—madein the
future, and has traveled backward in time, and appeared under our ocean, several hundred years ago.”

“Why would peoplein the future do that?’ Ted groaned. He was clearly unhappy to be deprived of his
dien craft, hisgreat historical moment. He dumped in achair and stared dully at the monitor screens.

“1 don’t know why people in the future would do that,” Harry said. “We're not there yet. Maybe it was
an accident. Unintended.”

“Let’sgo ahead and open it up,” Barnes said.
“Opening, Sr.”

The robot hand moved forward, toward the “Open” button. The hand pressed severa times. Therewas
aclanking sound, but nothing happened.

“What' swrong?’ Barnessaid.

“Sir, we' re not able to impact the button. The extensor armistoo large to fit insde the pand.”
“Gregt.”

“Shdl | try the probe?’

“Try the probe.”

The claw hand moved back, and a thin needle probe extended out toward the button. The probe did
forward, adjusted position delicately, touched the button. It pushed—and dipped off.

“Trying again, Sr.”

The probe again pressed the button, and again did off.

“Sir, the surface istoo dippery.”

“Keeptrying.”

“You know,” Ted said thoughtfully, “thisisstill aremarkable situation. In one sensg, it's even more

remarkable than contact with extraterrestrials. | was aready quite certain that extraterrestrid life existsin
the universe. But timetravel! Frankly, asan astrophysicist | had my doubts. From everything we know,



it simpossible, contradicted by the laws of physics. And yet now we have proof thet timetrave is
possible—and that our own specieswill do it in the future!”

Ted was amiling, wide-eyed, and happy again. Y ou had to [[68]] admire him, Norman thought—he was
so wonderfully irrepressible.

“And herewe are,” Ted said, “on the threshold of our first contact with our speciesfrom the future!
Think of it! We are going to meet oursalves from some future time!”

The probe pressed again, and again, without success.
“Sir, we cannot impact the button.”

“| seethat,” Barnes said, standing up. “Okay, shut it down and get it out of there. Ted, looks like you're
going to get your wish after dl. We'll haveto go in and open it up manuadly. Let’ ssuit up.”

INTO THE SHIP

In the changing room in cylinder A, Norman stepped into his suit. Tinaand Edmunds hel ped fit the
helmet over his head, and snap-locked the ring at the neck. He felt the heavy weight of the rebreather
tanks on his back; the straps pressed into his shoulders. He tasted metallic air. Therewasacrackle ashis
helmet intercom came on.

The first words he heard were “What about ‘ At the threshold of a great opportunity for the human
species 7" Norman laughed, grateful for the break in the tension.

“Youfindit funny?’ Ted asked, offended.

Norman looked across the room at the suited man with “ FIELDING” gtenciled on hisyelow helmet.
“No,” Norman said. “I’m just nervous.”

“Me, too,” Beth said.

“Nothing toit,” Barnessaid.

“Trusg me”

“What are the three biggest liesin DH-87" Harry said, and they laughed again.

They crowded together into the tiny airlock, bumping helmeted heads, and the bulkhead hatch to the | eft
was sealed, [[69]] the whedl spinning. Barnes said, “ Okay, folks, just bresthe easy.” He opened the
lower hatch, exposing black water. The water did not rise into the compartment. “The habitat’ s on
positive pressure,” Barnes said. “The level won't come up. Now watch me, and do thistheway | do.

Y ou don’t want to tear your suit.” Moving awkwardly with the weight of the tanks, he crouched down by
the hatch, gripped the sde handholds, and let go, disappearing with asoft splash.



One by one, they dropped down to the floor of the ocean. Norman gasped as near-freezing water
enveloped his suit; immediately he heard the hum of atiny fan asthe eectrical heatersin his suit activated.
Hisfeet touched soft muddy ground. He looked around in the darkness. He was standing beneath the
habitat. Directly ahead, ahundred yards avay, was the glowing rectangular grid. Barnes was aready
griding forward, leaning into the current, moving dowly like aman on the moon.

“Ian't thisfantastic 7’

“Camdown, Ted,” Harry said.

Beth said, “Actudly, it'sodd how little life there is down here. Have you noticed? Not aseafan, not a
dug, not asponge, not asolitary fish. Nothing but empty brown seafloor. This must be one of those
dead spotsin the Pecific.”

A bright light came on behind him; Norman’ s own shadow was cast forward on the bottom. He looked
back and saw Edmunds holding acameraand light in abulky waterproof housing.

“Werecording dl this?”

“Yes gr.”

“Try not to fal down, Norman,” Beth laughed.

“I'mtrying”

They were closer now to the grid. Norman felt better seeing the other diversworking there. To theright
wasthe high fin, extending out of the coral, an enormous, smooth dark surface dwarfing them asit rose

toward the surface.

Barnesled them past the fin and down into atunnd cut in the cord. The tunnel was sixty feet long,
narrow, strung with lights. They walked singlefile. It fdt like going down into amine, Norman thought.

[[70]] “Thiswhat the diverscut?’

“That’sright.”

Norman saw a boxy, corrugated-steel structure surrounded by pressure tanks.

“Airlock ahead. We' reamost there,” Barnes said. “ Everybody okay?’

“Sofar,” Hary sad.

They entered the airlock, and Barnes closed the door. Air hissed loudly. Norman watched the water
recede, down past hisfaceplate, then hiswaist, his knees; then to the floor. The hissing stopped, and they
passed through another door, seding it behind them.

Norman turned to the metal hull of the spaceship. The robot had been moved aside. Norman felt very
much asif he were sanding dongside abig jetliner—acurved metal surface, and aflush door. The meta

wasadull gray, which gave it an ominous quaity. Despite himsdf, Norman was nervous. Listening to the
way the others were breathing, he sensed they were nervous, too.



“Okay?’ Barnes said. “Everybody here?’
Edmunds said, “Wait for video, please, Sir.”
“Okay. Waiting.”

They dl lined up beside the door, but they ill had their helmets on. It was't going to be much of a
picture, Norman thought.

Edmunds “Tapeisrunning.”

Ted: “I'd liketo say afew words.”

Harry: “Jesus, Ted. Can't you ever let up?’
Ted: “I think it simportant.”

Harry: “Go ahead, make your speech.”

Ted: “Hdlo. Thisis Ted Fielding, here at the door of the unknown spacecraft which has been
discovered—"

Barnes “Wait aminute, Ted. ‘Here at the door of the unknown spacecraft’ soundslike *here at the
tomb of the unknown soldier.” ”

Ted: “Youdon't likeit?

Barnes. “Wadll, | think it has the wrong associations.”

Ted: “I thought you would likeit.”

Beth: “Can wejust get onwithit, please?’

[[71]] Ted: “Never mind.”

Harry: “What, are you going to pout now?’

Ted: “Never mind. We Il do without any commentary on this historic moment.”
Harry: “Okay, fine. Let’sget it open.”

Ted: “I think everybody knowshow | fedl. | fed that we should have some brief remarks for posterity.”
Harry: “Wedl,make your goddamn remarks!”

Ted: “Listen, you son of abitch, I’ ve had about enough of your superior, know-it-all attitude—"
Barnes: “ Stop tape, please.”

Edmunds. “Tapeis stopped, sr.”



Barnes. “Let’ s everyone settle down.”

Harry: “I consider dl this ceremony utterly irrdlevant.”
Ted: “Wél, it snot irrdlevant; it' s appropriate.”
Barnes: “All right, I'll doit. Rall thetape.”

Edmunds “Tapeisralling.”

Barnes: “Thisis Captain Barnes. We are now about to open the hatch cover. Present with me on this
historic occasion are Ted Fielding, Norman Johnson, Beth Halpern, and Harry Adams.”

Harry: “Why am | last?’

Barnes. “I did it |eft to right, Harry.”

Harry: “Isn't it funny the only black man is named last?’

Barnes “Harry, it'sleft to right . Theway we' re standing here.”

Harry: “ Andafter the only woman. I'm afull professor, Beth is only an assistant professor.”
Beth: “Harry—"

Ted: “You know, Hal, perhagps we should be identified by our full titlesand inditutiond affiliations—"
Harry: “—What’ swrong with aphabetica order—”

Barnes. “—That’sit! Forget it! No tape!”

Edmunds. “Tapeisoff, ar.”

Barnes: “ Jesus Christ.”

He turned away from the group, shaking his helmeted head. He flipped up the metd plate, exposed the
two buttons, and pushed one. A yellow light blinked “ READY .

“Everybody stay oninternd air,” Barnes said.

[[72]] They dl continued to breathe from their tanks, in case theinterior gasesin the spacecraft were
toxic.

“Everybody ready?’
1] Rwy_”
Barnes pushed the button marked “ OPEN.”

A ggnflashed: ADJUSTING ATMOSPHERE . Then, with arumble, the door did open sideways, just



like an airplane door. For amoment Norman could see nothing but blackness beyond. They moved
forward cautioudy, shone their lights through the open door, saw girders, acomplex of meta tubes.

“Check theair, Beth.”

Beth pulled the plunger on asmall gas monitor in her hand. The readout screen glowed.
“Helium, oxygen, trace CO2and water vapor. The right proportions. It's pressurized atmosphere.”
“The ship adjusted its own atmosphere?’

“Lookslikeit.”

“Okay. One at atime.”

Barnesremoved hishdmet firgt, bresthed the air. “It seems okay. Metallic, adight tingle, but okay.” He
took afew deep breaths, then nodded. The others removed their helmets, set them on the deck.

“That’ s better.”

“Shdl wego?’

“Why not?"

Therewas abrief hesitation, and then Beth stepped through quickly: “Ladiesfirg.”

The othersfollowed her. Norman glanced back, saw dl their yellow helmetslying on the floor.
Edmunds, holding the video camerato her eye, said, “ Go ahead, Dr. Johnson.” Norman turned, and

stepped into the spacecraft.

INTERIOR

They stood on acatwalk five feet wide, suspended high in the air. Norman shone his flashlight down: the
beam glowed through forty feet of darkness before it splashed on the lower hull. Surrounding them, dimly
visblein the darkness, was a dense network of struts and girders.

Beth said, “I1t'slikebeing in an ail refinery.” She shone her light on one stedl beam. Stenciled was
“AVR-09.” All the stenciling wasin English.

“Most of what you seeisstructurad,” Barnes said. “ Cross-stress bracing for the outer hull. Gives

tremendous support aong all axes. The shipisvery ruggedly built, as we suspected. Designed to take
extraordinary stresses. There' s probably another hull further in.” Norman was reminded that Barnes had

once been an aeronautical engineer.

“Not only that,” Harry said, shining hislight on the outer hull. “Look at this—alayer of lead.”



“Radiation shidd?’

“Must be. It'ssix inchesthick.”

“So this ship was built to handle alot of radiation.”

“A hdl of alot,” Harry said.

Therewas ahazein the ship, and afaintly oily fed to thear. The metal girders seemed to be coated in
oil, but when Norman touched them, the ail didn’t come off on hisfingers. He redized that the metd itsdlf
had an unusua texture: it was dick and dightly soft to the touch, almost rubbery.

“Interesting,” Ted said. “Some kind of new materia. We associate strength with hardness, but this
metal—if it is meta—is both strong and soft. Materia s technology has obvioudy advanced since our

dw.ﬂ
“Obvioudy,” Harry said.

“Wall, it makes sense,” Ted said. “If you think of Americafifty years ago as compared with today, one
of the biggest changesisthe great variety of plastics and ceramics we have now that were not even
imagined back then. ...” Ted continued to talk, hisvoice echoing in the cavernous darkness. [[ 74]] But
Norman could hear thetensonin hisvoice. Ted swhistling in the dark, he thought.

They moved deegper into the ship. Norman fdlt dizzy to be so high in the gloom. They cametoa
branchpoint in the catwalk. It was hard to see with al the pipes and struts—like being in aforest of
metd.

“Whichway?’

Barnes had awrist compass; it glowed green. “Go right.” They followed the network of catwalksfor ten
minutes more. Gradually Norman could see that Barnes was right: there was a centrd cylinder
constructed within the outer cylinder, and held away from it by a dense arrangement of girdersand
supports. A spacecraft within a spacecraft.

“Why would they build the ship like this?’

“You'd haveto ask them.”

“The reasons must have been compdling,” Barnes said. “ The power requirements for adouble hull, with
30 much lead shieding ... hard to imagine the engine you' d need to make something thisbig fly.”

After three or four minutes, they arrived at the door on the inner hull. It looked like the outer door.
“Breathers back on?’

“I don't know. Canwerisk it?’

Without waiting, Beth flipped up the panel of buttons, pressed “ OPEN,” and the door rumbled open.

More darkness beyond. They stepped through. Norman felt softness underfoot; he shined hislight down
on beige carpeting.



Their flashlights crisscrossed the room, revealing alarge, contoured beige console with three
high-backed, padded seats. The room was clearly built for human beings.

“Must be the bridge or the cockpit.”

But the curved consoles were completely blank. There was no instrumentation of any kind. And the
seats were empty. They swung their beams back and forth in the darkness. “L ooks like a mockup, rather
than thered thing.”

“Itcan’t be amockup.”

“Wdl, it lookslike one”

Norman ran his hand over the smooth contours of the console. It was nicely molded, pleasant to fed!.
Norman [[75]] pressed the surface, felt it bend to histouch. Rubbery again. “ Another new material.”

Norman' s flashlight showed afew artifacts. Taped to the far end of the console was ahandmarked sign
on athree-by-fivefiling card: It said, “ GO BABY GO!” Nearby wasasmal plastic statuette of acute
anima that looked like apurple squirrd. The base said, “Lucky Lemontina.” Whatever that meant.

“These seats leather?”

“Lookslikeit.”

“Where are the damned controls?’

Norman continued to poke at the blank console, and suddenly the beige console surface took on depth,
and appeared to contain ingruments, screens. All the instrumentation was somehowwithin the surface of
the console, like an opticd illuson, or ahologram. Norman read the | ettering above the instruments: “Pos

Thrusters’ ... “F3 Piston Booster” ... “Glider” ... “Sieves’ ...

“More new technology,” Ted said. “Reminiscent of liquid crystals, but far superior. Some kind of
advanced optoelectronics.”

Suddenly al the console screens glowed red, and there was a beeping sound. Startled, Norman jumped
back; the control panel was coming to life.

“Waitch it, everybody!”
A sngle bright lightning flash of intense white light filled the room, leaving aharsh afterimage.
“OhGod ...

Another flash—and another—and then the ceiling lights came on, evenly illuminating the room. Norman
saw dartled, frightened faces. He Sighed, exhaling dowly. “ Jesus...”

“How the hdll did that happen?’ Barnes said.
“Itwasme,” Beth said. “| pushed this button.”

“Let’snot go around pushing buttons, if you don’'t mind,” Barnes said irritably.



“It was marked * ROOM LIGHTS.’ It seemed an appropriate thing to do.”
“Let’stry to stay together on this,” Barnes said.

[[76]] “Wdll, Jesus, Ha—"

“Just don't push any more buttons, Beth!”

They were moving around the cabin, looking at the instrument pandl, at the chairs. All of them, that is, dl

except for Harry. He stood very till in the middle of the room, not moving, and said, “ Anybody seea
date anywhere?’

“No date.”

“There' sgot to be adate,” Harry said, suddenly tense. “And we' ve got to find it. Becausethisis
definitely an American spaceship from the future.”

“What'sit doing here?” Norman asked. “Damned if | know,” Harry said. He shrugged. Norman
frowned.

“What' swrong, Harry?’

“Nothing.”

“Sure?’

“Yeah, sure”

Norman thought: He' sfigured out something, and it bothers him. But he’ snot saying what it is.
Ted said, “So thisiswhat atime-travel machine lookslike.

“I don't know,” Barnessaid. “If you ask me, thisinstrument panel lookslikeit’sfor flying, and thisroom
lookslike aflight deck.”

Norman thought o, too: everything about the room reminded him of an airplane cockpit. Thethree

charsfor pilot, copilot, navigator. The layout of the instrumentation. Thiswas amachine thet flew, he was
sure of it. Y et something was odd. ...

He dipped into one of the contoured chairs. The soft leather-like materia was amost too comfortable.
He heard agurgling: water ingde?

“I hope you're not going to fly this sucker,” Ted laughed.
“No, no.”

“What' sthat whirring noise?’

The chair gripped him. Norman had an ingtant of panic, feding the chair move al around his body,
squeezing his shoulders, wrapping around his hips. The leather padding did around his head, covering his



ears, drawing down over [[77]] hisforehead. He was sinking deeper, disappearing insde the chair itsdlf,
being swallowed up by it.

“OhGod...”

And then the chair snapped forward, pulling up tight before the control console. And the whirring
stopped. Then nothing.

“I think,” Beth said, “that the chair thinksyou are going tofly it.”
“Umm,” Norman said, trying to control his bresthing, hisracing pulse, “1 wonder how | get out?’

The only part of hisbody still free were hishands. He moved hisfingers, felt apane of buttonson the
arms of the chair. He pressed one.

The chair did back, opened like a soft clam, released him. Norman climbed out, and looked back at the
imprint of hisbody, dowly disappearing asthe chair whirred and adjusted itself.

Harry poked one of the leather pads experimentally, heard the gurgle. “Water-filled.”

“Makes perfect sense,” Barnes said. “Water’ s not compressible. Y ou can withstand enormous G-forces
gttinginachair likethis”

“And the ship itsdlf isbuilt to take great strains,” Ted said. “Maybetimetravel is strenuous? Structuraly
Srenuous?’

“Maybe.” Norman was doubtful. “But | think Barnesisright—thisis amachine that flew.”

“Perhapsit just looksthat way,” Ted said. “After dl, we know how to travel in space, but we don't
know how to travel in time. We know that space and time are really aspects of the same thing,
gpace-time. Perhaps you' re required to fly in time just the way you fly in space. Maybe time travel and
goacetravel are more Ssmilar than we think now.”

“Aren't weforgetting something?’ Beth said. “Whereiseverybody? If peopleflew thisthing in elther
time or space, where are they?”

“Probably somewhere else on the ship.”

“I’'mnot so sure,” Harry said. “Look at this|eather on these seats. It's brand-new.”

“Maybeit wasanew ship.”

[[78]] “No, | mean redlybrand-new . Thisleather doesn't show any scratches, any cuts, any coffee-cup
spillsor stains. Thereis nothing to suggest that these seats have ever been sat in.” “Maybe there wasn't
any crew.”

“Why would you have seatsif there wasn't any crew?’

“Maybe they took the crew out at the last minute. It seems they were worried about radiation. Theinner
hull’ sleadshiel ded, too.”



“Why should there be radiation associated with time travel ?”

“I know,” Ted said. “Maybe the ship got launched by accident. Maybe the ship was on the launch pad
and somebody pressed the button before the crew got aboard so the ship took off empty.”

“Y ou mean, oops, wrong button?’
“That'd beahdl of amistake,” Norman said.

Barnes shook hishead. “1’m not buying it. For onething, aship thisbig could never be launched from
Earth. It had to be built and assembled in orbit, and launched from space.”

“What do you make of this?’ Beth said, pointing to another console near the rear of the flight deck.
There was afourth chair, drawn up close to the console.

The leather was wrapped around a human form.
“Nokidding...”
“There samanin there?’

“Let’shavealook.” Beth pushed the armrest buttons. The chair whirred back from the console and
unwrapped itsaf. They saw aman, staring forward, his eyes open.

“My God, after al these years, perfectly preserved,” Ted said.
“Y ou would expect that,” Harry said. “ Considering he' samannequin.”
“But he' s lifdike—"

“Give our descendants some credit for advances,” Harry said. “ They’re haf acentury ahead of us.” He
pushed the mannequin forward, exposing an umbilicus running out the back, at the base of the hips.

“Wires ...

“Not wires,” Ted said. “Glass. Optica cables. Thiswhole[[79]] ship uses optica technology, and not
eectronics”

“Inany case, it'sone mystery solved,” Harry said, looking at the dummy. “ Obvioudy this craft was built
to be amanned ship, but it was sent out unmanned.”

“Why?

“Probably the intended voyage was too dangerous. They sent an unmanned vessd first, before they sent
amanned vesd.”

Beth said, “ And where did they send it?’
“With timetravel, you don't send it to awhere . You send it to awhen .”

“Okay. Then towhen did they send it?’



Harry shrugged. “No information yet,” he said.

That diffidence again, Norman thought. What was Harry redly thinking?
“Wadll, thiscraft ishaf amilelong,” Barnes said. “We have alot moreto see”
“I wonder if they had aflight recorder,” Norman said.

“Y ou mean likeacommercid arliner?’

“Y es. Something to record the activity of the ship onitsvoyage.”

“They must have,” Harry said. “ Trace the dummy cable back, you're sureto find it. I'd like to see that
recorder, too. In fact, | would say itiscrucid.”

Norman was looking at the console, lifting up akeyboard pand. “Look here,” he said. “| found adate.”

They clustered around. There was a stamp in the plastic benesth the keyboard. “Intel Inc. Madein
U.SA. Seria No: 98004077 8/5/43.”

“August 5, 20437’

“Lookslikeit.”

“So we' rewalking through a ship fifty-odd years before it’ sgoing to be built. ...”
“Thisisgiving meaheadache.”

“Look here.” Beth had moved forward from the console deck, into what looked like living quarters.
There were twenty bunk beds.

“Crew of twenty?If it took three peopleto fly it, what were the other seventeen for?’
[[80]] Nobody had an answer to that.

Next, they entered alarge kitchen, atoilet, living quarters. Everything was new and deekly designed, but
recognizable for what it was.

“Y ou know, Hd, thisis alot more comfortable than DH-8.”
“Y es, maybe we should movein here”

“Absolutely not,” Barnes said. “We re studying this ship, not living init. We ve got alot more work to
do before we even begin to know what thisis all about.”

“It'd be more efficient to live here while we exploreit.”
“I don’'t want to live here,” Harry said. “It gives me the creeps.”

“Metoo,” Beth said.



They had been aboard the ship for an hour now, and Norman’ sfeet hurt. That was another thing he
hadn’t anticipated: while exploring alarge spacecraft from the future, your feet could begin to hurt.

But Barnes continued on.

Leaving the crew quarters, they entered avast area of narrow walkways set out between great sealed
compartments that stretched ahead as far as they could see. The compartments turned out to be storage
bays of immense sze. They opened one bay and found it was filled with heavy plastic containers, which
looked rather like the loading containers of contemporary airliners, except many timeslarger. They
opened one container.

“Nokidding,” Barnessad, peering indde. “What isit?’

“Food.”

The food was wrapped in layers of lead foil and plastic, like NASA rations. Ted picked one up. “Food
from the future!” he said, and smacked hislips.

“You going to est that?’ Harry said.

“Absolutely,” Ted said. “ Y ou know, | once had abottle of Dom Pérignon 1897, but thiswill bethefirst
time |’ ve ever had anything to eat from the future, from 2043.”

[[81]] “It' sdso three hundred years old,” Harry said.

“Maybeyou |l want to filmthis” Ted said to Edmunds. “Me egting.”
Edmunds dutifully put the camerato her eye, flicked on thelight.

“Let’snot do that now,” Barnes said. “We have other things to accomplish.”
“Thisishumaninterest,” Ted said. “Not now,” Barnes said firmly.

He opened a second storage container, and athird. They al contained food. They moved to the next
storage bay and opened more containers.

“It'sdl food. Nothing but food.”

The ship had traveled with an enormous amount of food. Even alowing for acrew of twenty, it was
enough food for avoyage of severd years.

They were getting very tired; it was arelief when Beth found a button, said, “1 wonder what this does—"
Banessad, “Beth—"

And the walkway began to move, rubber tread rolling forward with adight hum.



“Beth, | want you to stop pushing every damn button you see.”

But nobody else objected. It was arelief to ride the walkway past dozens of identical storage bays.
Findly they cameto anew section, much farther forward. Norman guessed by now they were aquarter
of amilefrom the crew compartment in the back. That meant they were roughly in the middle of the huge

ship.
And here they found aroom with life-support equipment, and twenty hanging spacesuiits.
“Bingo,” Ted said. “It' sfindly clear. Thisshipisintended to travel to the stars.”

The others murmured, excited by the possbility. Suddenly it all made sense: the great Size, the vastness
of the ship, the complexity of the control consoles. ...

“Oh, for Christ’ ssake,” Harry said. “Itcan’t have been madeto travel to the stars. Thisisobvioudy a
conventional spacecraft, athough very large. And at conventional speeds, [[82]] the nearest star istwo

hundred and fifty years away.”

“Maybe they had new technology.”

“Whereisit? There sno evidence of new technology.”
“Well, maybeit's—"

“Facethefacts, Ted,” Harry said. “Even with thishuge size, the ship isonly provisoned for afew years.
fifteen or twenty years, at most. How far could it go in that time? Barely out of the solar system, right?’

Ted nodded glumly. “It’strue. It took the V oyager spacecraft five yearsto reach Jupiter, nine yearsto
reach Uranus. In fifteen years ... Maybe they were going to Pluto.”

“Why would anyone want to go to Pluto?’

“Wedon't know yet, but—"

The radios squawked. The voice of Tina Chan said, “ Captain Barnes, surface wants you for a secure
encrypted communication, Sir.”

“Okay,” Barnes said. “It’ stimeto go back, anyway.” They headed back, through the vast ship, to the
main entrance.

SPACE AND TIME

They were sitting in the lounge of DH-8, watching the diverswork on the grid. Barneswasin the next
cylinder, talking to the surface. Levy was cooking lunch, or dinner—amed, anyway. They weredl

getting confused about what the Navy people cdled “ surface time.”



“Surface time doesn't matter down here,” Edmunds said, in her precise librarian’ svoice. “Day or night,
it just doesn't make any difference. You get used to it.”

They nodded vagudly. Everyone wastired, Norman saw. The strain, the tension of the exploration, had
takenitstoll.

[[83]] Beth had dready drifted off to deep, feet up on the coffee table, her muscular arms folded across
her chest.

Outside the window, three small submarines had come down and were hovering over the grid. Severd
diverswere clustered around; others were heading back to the divers habitat, DH-7.

“Looks like something’ sup,” Harry said. “ Something to do with Barnes scall?’
“Could be.” Harry was still preoccupied, distracted. “Where' s TinaChan?’
“She must be with Barnes. Why?’

“I need to talk to her.”

“What about?’ Ted said.

“It'spersond,” Harry said.

Ted raised his eyebrows but said nothing more. Harry left, going into D Cyl. Norman and Ted were
done.

“He sadrangefelow,” Ted sad.
“Ishe?

“Y ou know heis, Norman. Arrogant, too. Probably because he' s black. Compensating, don't you
think?”

“| don't know.”

“I’d say he hasachip on hisshoulder,” Ted said. “He seemsto resent everything about this expedition.”
He sighed. “ Of course, mathematicians are dl strange. He' s probably got no sort of lifeat dl, | meana
private life, women and so forth. Did | tell you | married again?’

“I read it somewhere,” Norman said.

“She' satdevison reporter,” Ted said. “Wonderful woman.” He smiled. “When we got married, she
gave methis Corvette. Beautiful ‘58 Corvette, as awedding present. Y ou know that nice fire-engine red
color they had in thefifties? That color.” Ted paced around the room, glanced over at Beth. “I just think
thisisdl unbdievably exciting. | couldn’'t possibly deep.”

Norman nodded. It wasinteresting how different they al were, he thought. Ted, eterndly optimistic, with
the bubbling enthusiasm of achild. Harry, with the cold, critical demeanor, theicy mind, the unblinking
eye. Beth, not so intellectua or so cerebral. At once more physical and more [[84]] emotional. That was



why, though they were dl exhausted, only Beth could deep.

“Say, Norman,” Ted said. “1 thought you said thiswas going to be scary.”

“I thought it would be,” Norman said.

“Wadl,” Ted said. “ Of dl the people who could be wrong about this expedition, I’'m glad it was you.”
“I am, too.”

“Although | can’'t imagine why you would select aman like Harry Adamsfor thisteam. Not that heisn't
digtinguished, but ...”

Norman didn’t want to talk about Harry. “Ted, remember back on the ship, when you said space and
time are aspects of the samething?’

“Space-time, yes.”

“I’ve never redly understood that.”

“Why?It' s quite straightforward.”

“You canexplainit to me?’

“Sure”

“In English?” Norman sad.

“Y ou mean, explain it without mathematics?’

“yes”

“Wel, I'll try.” Ted frowned, but Norman knew he was pleased; Ted loved to lecture. He paused for a
moment, then said, “Okay. Let’ s see where we need to begin. Y ou' re familiar with the ideathat gravity is
just geometry?’

“No.”

“Curvature of space and time?’

“Not redly, no.”

“Uh. Eingen’ sgenerd relativity?”’

“Sorry,” Norman said.

“Never mind,” Ted said. There wasabowl of fruit on the table. Ted emptied the bowl, setting the fruit
onthetable.

“Okay. Thistableis space. Nice, flat space.”



“Okay,” Norman said.

Ted began to position the pieces of fruit. “This orangeisthe sun. And these are the planets, which move
in circles around the sun. So we have the solar system on thistable.”

“Okay.”

[[85]] “Fine” Ted said. “Now, the sun”—he pointed to the orange in the center of the table—"isvery
large, so it hasalot of gravity.”

“Right.”

Ted gave Norman abdl bearing. “Thisisaspaceship. | want you to send it through the solar system, so
it passes very closeto the sun. Okay?’

Norman took the ball bearing and rolled it so it passed close to the orange. “Okay.”
“Y ou notice that your ball rolled Sraight acrosstheflat table.”

“Right”

“But inred life, what would happen to your spacecraft when it passed near the sun?’
“It would get sucked into the sun.”

“Yes. Wesay it would ‘fdl into’ the sun. The spacecraft would curve inward from astraight line and hit
the sun. But your spacecraft didn’t.”

“No.

“So we know that the flat tableiswrong,” Ted said. “Red space can't beflat likethetable.”
“Itcan’t?’

“No,” Ted said.

He took the empty bowl and set the orange in the bottom. “Now roll your ball straight across past the
un.”

Norman flicked the ball bearing into the bowl. The ball curved, and spiraled down the inside of the bowl
until it hit the orange.

“Okay,” Ted sad. “ The spacecraft hit the sun, just likeit would inred life”

“Butif | gaveit enough speed,” Norman said, “it'd go right past it. It'd roll down and up the far Sde of
the bowl and out again.”

“Correct,” Ted sad. “Also likered life. If the spacecraft has enough velocity, it will escapethe
gravitationd fied of thesun.”

“Right.”



“S0,” Ted sad, “what we are showing isthat a spacecraft passing the sunin red life behaves asif it were
entering a[[86]] curved region of space around the sun. Space around the sun is curved like this bowl.”

“Okay ...

“And if your bal had the right speed, it wouldn’t escape from the bowl, but instead would just spirdl
around endlessly insdetherim of the bowl. And that’ swhat the planets are doing. They areendlessly
spiraling indde the bowl created by the sun.”

He put the orange back on the table. “In redlity, you should imagine the table is made out of rubber and
the planets are dl making dentsin the rubber asthey st there. That’ swhat spaceisredly like. Red space
is curved-and the curvature changes with the amount of gravity.”

1] Y& . .17

“So,” Ted sad, “spaceis curved by gravity.”

“Okay.”

“And that meansthat you can think of gravity as nothing more than the curvature of space. The Earth has
gravitybecause the Earth curves the space around it.”

“Okay.”

“Except it’ snot that smple,” Ted said.

Norman sighed. “I didn’t think it would be.”

Harry came back into the room, looked at the fruit on the table, but said nothing.

“Now,” Ted said, “when you roll your ball bearing across the bowl, you notice that it not only spirals
down, but it lso goesfaster, right?”

113 Y$”

“Now, when an object goes faster, time on that object passes dower. Eingtein proved that early in the
century. What it meansisthat you can think of the curvature of space as aso representing a curvature of
time. The deeper the curve in the bowl, the dower time passes.”

Harry said, “Wdll ...”

“Layman’sterms,” Ted said. “ Givethe guy abreak.”

“Yeah,” Norman said, “give the guy abreak.”

Ted held up the bowl. “Now, if you' re doing al this mathematicaly, what you find isthat the curved
bow! is neither space nor time, but the combination of both, which is caled[[87]] space-time. Thisbowl

is space-time, and objects moving on it are moving in space-time. We don't think about movement that
way, but that’ sredly what' s happening.”



“Itis?

“Sure. Take baseball.”

“Idiot game,” Harry said. “1 hate games.”

“Y ou know baseball?” Ted said to Norman.
“Yes” Norman said.

“Okay. Imaginethe batter hitsaline drive to the center fielder. The ball goes dmost straight out and
takes, say, hdf asecond.”

“Right”

“Now imagine the batter hits ahigh pop fly to the same center fielder. Thistime the ball goesway upin
theair, and it takes Six seconds before the center fielder catchesit.”

“Okay.”

“Now, the paths of the two bals—the line drive and the pop fly—Ilook very different to us. But both
these balls moved exactly the sameinspace-time .”

“No,” Norman said.

“Yes” Tedsad. “Andinaway, you dready know it. Suppose | ask you to hit ahigh pop fly to the
center fielder, but to make it reach thefielder in half a second instead of six seconds.”

“That’ simpossible,” Norman said.

“Why? Jugt hit the pop fly harder.”

“If I hit it harder, it will go higher and end up taking longer.”

“Okay, then hit alow line drive that takes six secondsto reach center field.”
“I can't do thet, either.”

“Right,” Ted said. “ So what you aretelling meisthat you can’'t make the bal do anything you want.
Thereisafixed relaionship governing the path of the ball through space and time.”

“Sure. Because the Earth has gravity.”

“Yes” Ted sad, “and we ve dready agreed that gravity isacurvature of space-time, like the curve of
thisbowl. Any baseball on Earth must move dong the same curve of [[88]] space-time, asthisbdll
bearing moves dong thisbowl. Look.” He put the orange back in the bowl. “Here sthe Earth.” He put
two fingers on opposite sides of the orange. “ Here' s batter and fielder. Now, roll the ball bearing from
onefinger to the other, and you'll find you have to accommodate the curve of the bowl. Either you flick
thebal lightly and it will roll closeto the orange, or you can giveit abig flick and it will go way up the
sde of the bowl, before faling down again to the other sde. But you can’t makethisball bearing do
anything you want, because the ball bearing is moving aong the curved bowl. And that’ swhat your



basebdl isredly doing—it's moving on curved space-time.”

Norman said, “1sort of get it. But what does this have to do with time travel?”

“Wdl, wethink the gravitationa field of the Earth is strong—it hurts uswhen we fall down—but in redlity
it svery wesk. It'salmost nonexistent. So space-time around the Earth isn't very curved. Space-timeis
much more curved around the sun. And in other parts of the universe, it’ svery curved, producing a sort
of roller-coaster ride, and al sorts of distortions of time may occur. Infact, if you consider ablack
hole—"

He broke off.

“Yes, Ted? A black hole?”’

“Ohmy God,” Ted said softly.

Harry pushed his glasses up on hisnose and said, “ Ted, for oncein your life, you just might be right.”
They both grabbed for paper, began scribbling.

“It couldn’t be a Schwartzschild hole—"

“—No, no. Haveto be rotating—"

“—Angular momentum would assure that—"

“—And you couldn’t gpproach the sngularity—"

“—No, thetida forces—"

“—rip you apart—"

“But if you just dipped below the event horizon ...”

“Isit possible? Did they have the nerve?’

Thetwo fell glent, making calculations, muttering to themselves.

[[89]] “What isit about ablack hole?” Norman said. But they weren't listening to him any more.

Theintercom clicked. Barnes said, “ Attention. Thisisthe Captain spegking. | want al handsin the
conference room on the double.”

“WEe rein the conference room,” Norman said.
“On the double. Now.”
“We're dready there, Hal.”

“Thatisdl,” Barnessaid, and theintercom clicked off.



THE CONFERENCE

“I’ve just been on the scrambler with Admird Spaulding of CincComPac Honolulu,” Barnes said.
“Apparently Spaulding just learned that | had taken civilians to saturated depths for a project about
which he knew nothing. He wasn't happy about it.”

Therewasasdlence. They dl looked a him.

“He demanded that all the civilians be sent up topside.” Good, Norman thought. He had been
disappointed by what they had found so far. The prospect of spending another seventy-two hoursin this
humid, claustrophobic environment while they investigated an empty space vehicle did not apped to him.

“I thought,” Ted said, “we had direct authorization from the President.”

“Wedo,” Barnes said, “but there is the question of the storm.”

“What sorm?’ Harry said.

“They’ re reporting fifteen-knot winds and southeast swells on the surface. 1t looks like a Pecific cyclone
is headed our way and will reach uswithin twenty-four hours.”

[[90]] “There sgoing to be astorm here?’ Beth said.

“Nothere ,” Barnes said. “Down here wewon't fed anything, but it'll be rough on the surface. All our
surface support ships may have to pull out and steam for protected harborsin Tonga.”

“So we d be |eft alone down here?’

“For twenty-four to forty-eight hours, yes. That wouldn’t be a problem—we re entirely
sdlf-aufficient—but Spaulding is nervous about pulling surface support when there are civilians below. |
want to know your fedings. Do you want to stay down and continue exploring the ship, or leave?’

“Stay. Definitely,” Ted said. Barnessad, “Beth?’

“I came hereto investigate unknown life,” Beth said, “but thereisn't any life on that ship. It justis't
what | thought it would be—hoped it would be. | say we go.”

Barnessaid, “Norman?’

“Let’sadmit the truth,” Norman said. “We re not really trained for a saturated environment and we' re
not really comfortable down here. At least I’'m not. And we' re not the best people to evaluate this
gpacecraft. At this point, the Navy’ d be much better off with ateam of NASA engineers. | say, go.”
“Hary?’

“Let’'sget thehdl out,” Harry said.



“Any particular reason?’ Barnes said.
“Cdl itintuition.”

Ted sad, “I can't believe you would say that, Harry, just when we have this fabulous new idea about the
ship—

“That' s besde the point now,” Barnes said crisply. “I’ll make the arrangements with the surface to pull
usout in another twelve hours.”

Ted said, “Goddamn it!”

But Norman was looking at Barnes. Barneswasn't upset. He wantsto leave, he thought. He' slooking
for an excuseto leave, and we're providing his excuse.

“Meantime,” Barnes said, “we can make one and perhaps even two more tripsto the ship. We' ll rest for
the next two hours, and then go back. That'sal for now.”

[[91]] “I have morel’d like to say—"

“That'sall , Ted. The vote s been taken. Get somerest.” Asthey headed toward their bunks, Barnes
sad, “Beth, I'd like aword with you, please.”

“What about?’

“Beth, when we go back to the ship, | don’t want you pushing every button you come across.”
“All | didwasturnonthelights, Ha.”

“Yes, but you didn’t know that when you—"

“—Surel did. Thebutton said * ROOM LIGHTS.” It was pretty clear.”

Asthey moved off, they heard Beth say, “I’ m not one of your little Navy people you can order around,
Ha—" and then Barnes said something else, and the voices faded.

“Damnit,” Ted said. He kicked one of theiron walls; it rang hollowly. They passed into C Cylinder, on
their way to the bunks. “1 can't believe you peoplewant to leave,” Ted said. “ Thisissuch an exciting
discovery. How can you walk away from it? Especialy you, Harry. The mathematica possibilities alonel
The theory of the black hole—"

“—I'll tell you why,” Harry said. “1 want to go because Barneswantsto go.”
“Barnes doesn’'t want to go,” Ted said. “Why, he put it to avote—"

“—I know what he did. But Barnes doesn’'t want to look asif he's made the wrong decision in the eyes
of hissuperiors, or asif he'sbacking down. So helet usdecide. But I'm telling you, Barneswantsto

go.”
Norman was surprised: the cliché image of mathematicians was that they had their headsin the clouds,



were absent-minded, inattentive. But Harry was astute; he didn’t missathing.
“Why would Barnes want to go?’ Ted said.
“I think it'sclear,” Harry said. “Because of the storm on the surface.”
“Thegormisn't hereyet,” Ted said.
“No,” Harry said. “And when it comes, we don’t know how long it will last.”
“Barnes said twenty-four to forty-eight hours—’

[[92]] “Neither Barnes nor anyone el se can predict how long the sscorm will last,” Harry said. “What if it
lastsfive days?’

“We can hold out that long. We have air and suppliesfor five days. What' re you so worried about?’
“I’'mnot worried,” Harry said. “But | think Barnesisworried.”

“Nothing will gowrong, for Christ’ ssake,” Ted said. “I think we should stay.” And then therewasa
squishing sound. They looked down at the all-wesather carpeting at their feet. The carpet was dark,
soaked.

“What' sthat?’

“I'd say it waswater,” Harry said.

“Saltwater?’ Ted said, bending over, touching the damp spot. He licked hisfinger. “ Doesn't taste sdlty.”
From above them, avoice said, “ That’ sbecauseit’ surine.” Looking up, they saw Teeny FHetcher
standing on a platform among anetwork of pipes near the curved top of the cylinder. “ Everything’ s under
control, gentlemen. Just asmdll leak in the liquid waste disposal pipe that goesto the H20 recycler.”
“Liquidwaste ?* Ted was shaking his head.

“Just asmall leak,” Hetcher said. “No problem, sir.” She sprayed one of the pipes with white foam from
aspray canister. The foam sputtered and hardened on the pipe. “Wejust urethane the suckers when we
get them. Makes a perfect seal.

“How often do you get these leaks?’ Harry said.

“Liquidwaste 7’ Ted said again.

“Hard to say, Dr. Adams. But don’t worry. Really.”

“I fed sick,” Ted said.

Harry dapped him on the back. “Come on, it won't kill you. Let’ s get some deep.”

“I think I’m going to throw up.”



They went into the deegping chamber. Ted immediately ran off to the showers; they heard him coughing
and gagging.

“Poor Ted,” Harry said, shaking his head.

[[93]] Norman said, “What'sdl this business about ablack hole, anyway?’

“A black hole,” Harry said, “isadead, compressed star. Basicdly, astar islike abig beach ball inflated
by the atomic explosions occurring insgdeit. When astar getsold, and runs out of nuclear fue, the ball
collgpsesto amuch smdler size. If it collgpses enough, it becomes so dense and it has so much gravity
that it kegps on collapsing, squeezing down on itsdlf until it isvery dense andvery smal—only afew miles
indiameter. Thenit' sablack hole. Nothing elsein the universeis as dense asablack hole.”

“So they’ re black because they’ re dead?’

“No. They're black because they trgp dl thelight. Black holes have so much gravity, they pull everything
into them, like vacuum cleaners—all the surrounding interstellar gas and dust, and even light itsdf. They
just suck it right up.”

“They suck uplight ?” Norman said. He found it hard to think of that.

“Yaﬂ

“So what were you two so excited about, with your calculations?’

“Oh, it'salong story, and it’ sjust speculation.” Harry yawned. “It probably won't amount to anything,
anyway. Tak about it later?’

“Sure” Norman said.

Harry rolled over, went to deep. Ted was till in the showers, hacking and sputtering. Norman went
back to D Cyl, to Tina s console.

“Did Harry find you dl right?” he said. “1 know he wanted to see you.”

“Yes, dr. And | have the information he requested now. Why? Did you want to make out your will,
too?’

Norman frowned.

“Dr. Adams said he didn’'t have awill and he wanted to make one. He seemed to fed it was quite
urgent. Anyway, | checked with the surface and you can’t do it. It' s some legd problem about it being in
your own handwriting; you can’t tranamit your will over eectronic lines.”

“| see”

[[94]] “I'm sorry, Dr. Johnson. Should | tell the others aswel 1?7’



“No,” Norman said. “Don’'t bother the others. W€ Il be going to the surface soon. Right after we have
onelast ook &t the ship.”

THE LARGE GLASS

Thistime they split up inside the spaceship. Barnes, Ted, and Edmunds continued forward in the vast
cargo bays, to search the parts of the ship that were till unexplored. Norman, Beth, and Harry stayed in
what they now called the flight deck, looking for the flight recorder.

Ted' s parting wordswere “Itisafar, far better thing that | do, than | have ever done.” Then he set off
with Barnes. Edmunds left them a smdll video monitor so they could see the progress of the other teamin
the forward section of the ship. And they could hear: Ted chattered continuoudy to Barnes, giving his
views about structurd features of the ship. The design of the big cargo bays reminded Ted of the
stonework of the ancient Mycenaeansin Greece, particularly the Lion Gate ramp a Mycenee. ...

“Ted hasmoreirrelevant facts at hisfingertips than any man | know,” Harry said. “Can weturn the
volume down?’ Y awning, Norman turned the monitor down. He wastired. The bunksin DH-8 were
damp, the dectric blankets heavy and clinging. Seeep had been dmost impossible. And then Beth had
come storming in after her talk with Barnes.

Shewas till angry now. “God damn Barnes,” she said. “Where does he get of f?’

“He sdoing the best he can, like everyone else,” Norman said.

She spun. “Y ou know, Norman, sometimes you' re too [[95]] psychologica and understanding. The man
isanidiot. A completeidiot .

“Let’sjudt find the flight recorder, shdl we?’ Harry said. “ That’ sthe important thing now.” Harry was
following the umbilicus cable that ran out the back of the mannequin, into thefloor. He waslifting up floor
pands, tracing the wires &ft.

“I’'m sorry,” Beth said, “but he wouldn't spesk like that to aman. Certainly not to Ted. Ted shogging
the whole show, and | don’t see why he should be alowed to.”

“What does Ted have to do with—" Norman began.

“—Themanisaparaste, that’swhat heis. He takes the ideas of others and promotes them as his own.
Even the way he quotes famous sayings—it' s outrageous.”

“You fed hetakes other people sideas?” Norman said.
“Listen, back on the surface, | mentioned to Ted that we ought to have some words ready when we

opened thisthing. And the next thing | know, Ted's making up quotes and positioning himsdlf in front of
the camera”



“Well ...”

“Wdlwhat , Norman? Don’twell me, for Christ’ s sake. It was my idea and he took it without so much
asathank you.”

“Did you say anything to him about it?” Norman said.

“No, | did not say anything to him about it. I'm sure he wouldn’'t remember if | did; he'd go, ‘ Did you
say that, Beth?| suppose you might have mentioned something likethat, yes. ...” ”

“| dill think you should talk to him.”

“Norman, you're not listening to me.”

“If you talked to him, at least you wouldn’t be so angry about it now.”

“Shrink talk,” she said, shaking her head. “L ook, Ted doeswhatever he wants on this expedition, he
makes his stupid speeches, whatever he wants. Butl go through the door first and Barnes gives me hell.
Why shouldn't | go first? What’ swrong with awoman being thefirst, for oncein the history of science?’
“Beth—"

“—And then | had the gdll to turn on the lights. Y ou know what Barnes said about that? He said | might
have started [[96]] a short-circuit and put usal in jeopardy. He said | didn’t know what | was doing. He
sad | wasimpulsve. Jesus.Impulsive . Stone-age military cretin.”

“Turn the volume back up,” Harry said. “I’ d rather hear Ted.”

“Comeon, guys.”

“We'readl under alot of pressure, Beth,” Norman said. “It’ s going to affect everybody in different
ways.”

Sheglared at Norman. “Y ou're saying Barneswasright?’

“I'm saying we' redl under pressure. Including him. Including you.”

“Jesus, you men aways stick together. Y ou know why I'm till an assistant professor and not tenured?’
“Y our pleasant, easygoing persondity?’ Harry said.

“I can do without this. | redly can.”

“Beth,” Harry said, “you see the way these cables are going? They’ re running toward that bulkhead
there. Seeif they go up thewall on the other side of the door.”

“Y ou trying to get rid of me?’

“If possible”

She laughed, bresking the tension. “All right, I'll look on the other side of the door.”



When she was gone, Harry said, “ She' s pretty worked up.”

Norman said, “ Y ou know the Ben Stone story?’

“Which one?’

“Beth did her graduate work in Stone' slab.”

] Oh.ll
Benjamin Stone was abiochemist at BU. A colorful, engaging man, Stone had a reputation as a good
researcher who used his graduate students like lab assistants, taking their results as hisown. Inthis
exploitation of others work, Stone was not unique in the academic community, but he proceeded alittle
more ruthlesdy than his colleagues.

“Bethwasliving with him aswel.”

“Uh-huh.”

“Back in the early seventies. Apparently, she did aseries of important experiments on the energetics of
ciliary incluson bodies. They had abig argument, and Stone broke off his relationship with her. Sheleft
the lab, and he published [[97]] five papers—al her work—without her name on them.”

“Very nice)” Harry said. “ So now sheliftsweights?’

“Wall, shefedls mistreated, and | can see her point.”

“Yeah,” Harry said. “But thething is, lie down with dogs, get up with fleas, you know what | mean?’

“Jesus,” Beth said, returning. “ Thisislike The girl who'sraped isaways asking for it,” isthat what
you' resaying?’

“No,” Harry sad, still lifting up floor panels, following the wires. “ But sometimes you gotta ask what the
girl isdoing in adark dley at threein the morning in abad part of town.”

“I wasinlovewith him.”

“It'sdill abad part of town.”

“| was twenty-two yearsold.”

“How old do you haveto be?’

“Upyours, Harry.”

Harry shook hishead. “Y ou find the wires, Butch?’

“Yes, | found thewires. They go into somekind of aglassgrid.”

“Let’'shavealook,” Norman said, going next door. He d seen flight recorders before; they were long



rectangular metal boxes, reminiscent of safe-deposit boxes, painted red or bright orange. If thiswas—

He stopped.

Hewaslooking at atransparent glass cube one foot on each side. Inside the cube was an intricate grid
arrangement of fine glowing blue lines. Between the glowing lines, blue lightsflickered intermittently.
There were two pressure gauges mounted on top of the cube, and three pistons; and there were a series
of slver stripes and rectangles on the outer surface on theleft sde. It didn’t ook like anything he had
seen before.

“Interesting.” Harry peered into the cube. “ Some kind of optronic memory, ismy guess. We don't have
anything likeit.” He touched the silver stripes on the outside. “Not paint, it's some plastic materidl.
Probably machine-readable.”

“By what? Certainly not us”

“No. Probably arobot recovery device of somekind.”

“And the pressure gauges?’

“The cubeisfilled with somekind of gas, under pressure.

[[98]] Maybe it contains biological components, to attain that compactness. In any case, I'll bet this
large glassisamemory device”

“A flight recorder?’
“Ther equivdent, yes”
“How do we accessit?’

“Watch this” Beth said, going back to the flight deck. She began pushing sections of the console,
activating it. “Don’t tell Barnes,” she said over her shoulder.

“How do you know where to press?’

“I don’t think it matters,” she said. “I think the console can sense whereyou are.”
“The control pand keepstrack of the pilot?’

“Something like that.”

In front of them, a section of the console glowed, making a screen, yellow on black.

RV-LHOOQ DCOMI U.S.S. STARVOYAGER

Then nothing.



Harry said, “Now we'll get the bad news.”

“What bad news?’ Norman said. And he wondered: Why had Harry stayed behind to look for the flight
recorder, instead of going with Ted and Barnesto explore the rest of the ship? Why was he so interested
inthe past higtory of thisvessdl?

“Maybeit won't be bad,” Harry said.

“Why do you think it might be?’

“Because,” Harry said, “if you consder it logicaly, something vitally important ismissng from this
ship—’

[[99]] At that moment, the screen filled with columns:

SHIP SYSTEMS PROPULSION SYSTEMS
LIFE SYSTEMS WASTE MANAG (V9)
DATA SYSTEMS STATUSOM2 (OUTER)
QUARTERMASTER STATUS OM3 (INNER)
FLIGHT RECORDS STATUS OM4 (FORE)
CORE OPERATIONS STATUSDV7 (AFT)

DECK CONTROL STATUSV (SUMMA)

INTEGRATION (DIRECT) STATUSCOMREC (2)

LSSTEST 1.0 LINEAS-11
LSSTEST 2.0 LINE A 12-BX
LSSTEST 3.0 STABILIX

“What' syour pleasure?’ Beth said, hands on the console. “Hight records,” Harry said. He bit hislip.

FLIGHT DATA SUMMARIES RV-LHOOQ
FDS 01/01/43-12/31/45

FDS 01/01/46-12/31/48



FDS 01/01/49-12/31/51

FDS 01/01/52-12/31/53

FDS 01/01/54-12/31/54

FDS 01/01/55-06/31/55

FDS 07/01/55-12/31/55

FDS 01/01/56-01/31/56
FDS02/01/56-ENTRY EVENT
FDSENTRY EVENT
FDSENTRY EVENT SUMMARY
8& 6 !10Z/010/0dd-000/X X X/X

F$S XX XIX% MXXX-X@X/XIX/X

“What do you make of that?” Norman said.

Harry was peering at the screen. “Asyou see, the earliest records are in three-year intervals. Then
they’ re shorter, one year, then six months, and finally one month. Then this entry event business.”

“So they were recording more and more carefully,” Beth said. “ As the ship approached the entry event,
whatever it was”

“1 have apretty good ideawhat it was,” Harry said. “| just can’t believe that—Ilet’ s start. How about
entry event summary?’

Beth pushed buttons.

On the screen, afield of stars, and around the edges of thefield, alot of numbers. It was
three-dimensiond, giving theilluson of depth.

“Holographic?’

“Not exactly. But amilar.”

[[100]] “Severd large-magnitude starsthere ...”
“Or planets”

“What planets?’



“I don’'t know. Thisisonefor Ted,” Harry said. “He may be able to identify theimage. Let’ sgo on.”
He touched the console; the screen changed.

“More gars.”

“Y eah, and more numbers.”

The numbers around the edges of the screen were flickering, changing rapidly. “ The sarsdon’'t seem to
be moving, but the numbers are changing.”

“No, look. The gtars are moving, too.”

They could seethat dl the stars were moving away from the center of the screen, which was now black
and empty. “No starsin the center, and everything moving away ...” Harry said thoughtfully.

The stars on the outside were moving very quickly, streaking outward. The black center was expanding.

“Why isit empty likethat in the center, Harry?’ Beth said.

“I don't think it isempty.”

“I can't see anything.”

“No, but it'snot empty. In just a minute we should see—Therel”

A densewhite cluster of stars suddenly appeared in the center of the screen. The cluster expanded as
they watched. It was astrange effect, Norman thought. There was still adistinct black ring that expanded
outward, with stars on the outsde and on theindde. It felt asif they were flying through a giant black
donut.

“My God,” Harry said softly. “Do you know what you are looking at?’

“No,” Beth said. “What’ sthat cluster of starsin the center?”

“It' sanother universe.”

“It' swhat 7’

“Wll, okay. It's probably another universe. Or it might be adifferent region of our own universe.
Nobody redly knowsfor sure.”

“What' s the black donut?’ Norman said.

[[101]] “It'snot adonut. It'sablack hole. What you are seeing is the recording made as this spacecraft
went through a black hole and entered into another—I s someone calling?’ Harry turned, cocked his
head. They fdl slent, but heard nothing. “What do you mean, another universe—"

“—Ssssh.”

A short silence. And then afaint voice crying “Hellooo ...



“Who'sthat?’ Norman said, straining to listen. The voice was so soft. But it sounded human. And
maybe more than one voice. It was coming from somewhere ing de the spacecraft.

“Y oo-hoo! Anybody there? Hellooo.”
“Oh, for God’ s sake,” Beth said. “It’ sthem , on the monitor.”

She turned up the volume on the little monitor Edmunds had left behind. On the screen they saw Ted and
Barnes, standing in aroom somewhere and shouting. “Hellooo ... Hel-lo-0000.”

“Can wetalk back?’

“Y es. Pressthat button on the side.” Norman said, “We hear you.”
“Highdamntime!” Ted.

“All right, now,” Barnessaid. “Listen up.”

“What are you peopledoing back there?” Ted said.

“Listen up,” Barnes said. He stepped to one sSide, revealing a piece of multicolored equipment. “We now
know what thisship isfor.”

“Sodowe,” Harry said.

“We do?" Beth and Norman said together.

But Barneswasn't listening. “ And the ship seemsto have picked up something onitstravels”
“Picked up something? What isit?’

“I don't know,” Barnessaid. “But it' ssomething dien.”

“SOMETHING ALIEN”"

The moving walkway carried them past endlesslarge cargo bays. They were going forward, to join
Barnes and Ted and Edmunds. And to seetheir dien discovery.

“Why would anyone send a spaceship through ablack hole?’” Beth asked.

“Because of gravity,” Harry said. “Y ou see, black holes have so much gravity they distort space and
timeincredibly. Y ou remember how Ted was saying that planets and stars make dents in the fabric of
gpace-time? Wdll, black holes maketears in thefabric. And some people think it' s possibleto fly through
those tears, into another universe, or another part of our universe. Or to another time.”



“Another time!”

“That' stheidea,” Harry said.

“Areyou peoplecoming ?° Barnes stinny voice, on the monitor.

“Intrangt now,” Beth said, glowering at the screen. “He can't seeyou,” Norman said.

“I don't care.”

They rode past more cargo areas. Harry said, “1 can’t wait to see Ted' sface when wetell him.”
Findly they reached the end of the walkway. They passed through a midsection of strutsand girders,
and entered alarge forward room which they had previoudy seen on the monitor. With ceilings nearly a
hundred feet high, it was enormous.

Y ou could put asix-gtory building in thisroom, Norman thought. Looking up, he saw ahazy mist or fog.
“What'sthat?’

“That'sacloud,” Barnes said, shaking hishead. “Theroomisso big it apparently hasits own wesather.
Maybeit even rainsin here sometimes.”

Theroom wasfilled with machinery on animmense scale. At first glance, it looked like oversized

earth-moving machinery, except it was brightly painted in primary colors, [[103]] glistening with ail. Then
Norman began to notice individua features. There were giant claw hands, enormoudy powerful arms,
moving gear wheels. And an array of buckets and receptacles.

Heredlized suddenly he was|ooking a something very smilar to the grippers and clavs mounted on the
front end of theCharon V submersible he had ridden down on the day before. Wasit the day before? Or
wasit ill the same day? Which day? Was this July 4? How long had they been down here?

“If you look carefully,” Barneswas saying, “you can see that some of these devices appear to be
large-scale weapons. Others, like that long extensor arm, the various attachmentsto pick thingsup, in
effect makethis ship agigantic robot.”

“Arobot ...”

“No kidding,” Beth said.

“I guessit would have been appropriate for arobot to open it after dl,” Ted said thoughtfully. “Maybe
evenfitting.”

“Snug fitting,” Beth said.
“Fipefitting,” Norman said.
“Sort of robot-to-robot, you mean?’ Harry said. “ Sort of ameeting of the threads and treads?’

“Hey,” Ted sad. “I don't make fun of your comments even when they’ re supid.”



“| wasn't aware they ever were,” Harry said.

“Y ou say foolish things sometimes. Thoughtless”

“Children,” Barnes said, “ can we get back to the busness at hand?’
“Point it out the next time, Ted.”

“Iwill.”

“I'll be glad to know when | say something foolish.”

“No problem.”

“Somethingyou consider foolish.”

“Tell youwhat,” Barnes said to Norman, “when we go back to the surface, let’ s |eave these two down
rHe_”

“Surely you can't think of going backnow ,” Ted said.

“We ve dready voted.”

“But that was before we found theobject .”

“Whereisthe object?” Harry said.

“Over here, Harry,” Ted said, with awicked grin. “Let’s[[104]] see what your fabled powers of
deduction make of this.” They waked deeper into the room, moving among the giant hands and claws.
And they saw, nestled in the padded claw of one hand, alarge, perfectly polished silver sphere about
thirty feet in diameter. The sphere had no markings or features of any kind.

They moved around the sphere, seeing themsalves reflected in the polished metal. Norman noticed an
odd shifting iridescence, faint rainbow hues of blue and red, gleaming inthe metd.

“It lookslike an oversized bl bearing,” Harry said.

“Keep walking, smart guy.”

Onthefar sde, they discovered aseries of deep, convoluted grooves, cut in an intricate pattern into the
surface of the sphere. The pattern was arresting, though Norman could not immediately say why. The
pattern wasn't geometric. And it wasn't amorphous or organic, either. It was hard to say what it was.
Norman had never seen anything likeit, and as he continued to look at it he felt increasingly certain this
was a pattern never found on Earth. Never created by any man. Never conceived by a human
imagination.

Ted and Barnes wereright. Hefelt sure of it.

This gphere was something dien.



PRIORITIES

“Huh,” harry said, after garing in sllencefor along time.
“I’'msureyou’ll want to get back to uson this,” Ted said. “ About where it came from, and so on.”
“Actudly, | know whereit came from.” And hetold Ted about the star record, and the black hole.

“Actualy,” Ted said, “1 suspected that this ship was made [[105]] to travel through ablack hole for
ometime”

“Did you?What was your first clue?’
“The heavy radiation shidding.”

Harry nodded. “That’ strue. Y ou probably guessed the significance of that before | did.” He smiled.
“But you didn’ttell anybody.”

“Hey,” Ted said, “there’ s no question about it. | was the one who proposed the black hole firgt.”

“Youdid?

“Yes. No question at al. Remember, in the conference room? | was explaining to Norman about
space-time, and | started to do the calculations for the black hole, and then you joined in. Norman, you
remember that? | proposed it first.” Norman said, “ That’ strue, you had the idea.”

Harry grinned. “I didn’t fed that was aproposal . | thought it was more like aguess.”

“Or agpeculation. Harry,” Ted said, “you are rewriting history. There are witnesses.”

“Sinceyou're so far ahead of everybody else,” Harry said, “how about telling us your proposasfor the
nature of this object?’

“With pleasure,” Ted said. “ This object is aburnished sphere approximately ten metersin diameter, not
solid, and composed of adense metd alloy of an as-yet-unknown nature. The cabdistic markings on this
Sde—"

“—These grooves are what you're calling cabdigtic?’

“—Do you mind if | finish? The cabaigtic markings on this side clearly suggest artistic or religious
ornamentation, evoking aceremonid quality. Thisindicates the object has sgnificance to whoever made
it”

“| think we can be surethat’ s true.”

“Persondly, | believe that this sphere isintended as aform of contact with us, visitors from another gar,
another solar system. It is, if you will, agreeting, amessage, or atrophy. A proof that a higher form of life



exigsintheuniverse”

“All well and good and beside the point,” Harry said. “What doesitdo 7’

“I'm not sure it does anything. | think it justis. Itiswhat it is.

[[106]] “Very Zen.”

“Wdl, what’' syour idea?’

“Let’sreview what we know,” Harry said, * as opposed to what weimaginein aflight of fancy. Thisisa
gpacecraft from the future, built with al sorts of materias and technology we haven't devel oped yet,
athough we are about to devel op them. This ship was sent by our descendants through ablack hole and
into another universe, or another part of our universe.”

13 Ya”

“This spacecraft is unmanned, but equipped with robot armswhich are clearly designed to pick up things
that it finds. So we can think of this ship asahuge version of the unmanned Mariner spacecraft that we
sent inthe 1970sto Mars, to look for life there. This spacecraft from the future is much bigger, and more
complicated, but it' s essentidly the same sort of machine. It' saprobe.”

“Yes...

“ So the probe goes into another universe, where it comes upon this sphere. Presumably it findsthe
sphere floating in space. Or perhaps the sphereis sent out to meet the spacecraft.”

“Right,” Ted said. “ Sent out to meet it. Asan emissary. That’ swhat | think.”

“In any case, our robot spacecraft, according to whatever built-in criteriait has, decidesthat this sphere
isinteresting. It automaticaly grabsthe sphereinitsbig claw hand here, drawsit inside the ship, and
bringsit home.”

“Except in going homeit goestoo far, it goesinto the past.”
“Itspast,” Harry said. “ Our present.”
“Right.”

Barnes snorted impatiently. “Fine, so this spacecraft goes out and picks up asilver dien sphereand
bringsit back. Get to the point: what isthis sphere?’

Harry walked forward to the sphere, pressed his ear against the metal, and rapped it with his knuckles.
He touched the grooves, his hands disappearing in the deep indentations. The sphere was so highly
polished Norman could see Harry’ sface, distorted, in the curve of the metal. “Yes. [[107]] Asl
suspected. These cabdistic markings, asyou call them, are not decorative et al. They have another
purpose entirely, to conceal asmall break in the surface of the sphere. Thusthey represent adoor.”
Harry stepped back.

“Whatis the sphere?’



“I'll tell you what | think,” Harry said. “1 think this sphereisahollow container, | think there' s something
ingde, and | think it scaresthe hell out of me.”

FIRST EVALUATION

“No, Mr. Secretary,” Barnes said into the phone. “We're pretty sureit isan dien artifact. There doesn't
seem to be any question about that.”

He glanced at Norman, sitting acrosstheroom. “Yes, sr,” Barnes said. “Very damn exciting.”

They were back in the habitat, and Barnes had immediately caled Washington. He wastrying to delay
their return to the surface.

“Not yet, we haven't opened it. Well, we haven't beenable to open it. The door isaweird shape and
it svery findy milled. ... No, you couldn’t wedge anything in the crack.” He looked at Norman, rolled his
eyes.

“No, wetried that, too. There don't seem to be any exterior controls. No, no message on the outside.
No, nolabelsether. All itis, isahighly polished sphere with some convoluted grooves on one Side.
What?Blast it open?’

Norman turned away. Hewasin D Cylinder, in the communications section run by Tina Chan. Shewas
adjusting adozen monitors with her usual cam. Norman said, “Y ou seem like the most relaxed person
I’He_”

Sheamiled. “ ust inscruteble, Sr.”

“Isthat it?”

[[208]] “It must be, Sr,” she said, adjusting the vertical gain on onerolling monitor. The screen showed
the polished sphere. “Because | fed my heart pounding, sir. What do you think isinside that thing?’

“I haven’'t any idea,” Norman said.

“Do you think theré san dieningde?Y ou know, somekind of aliving creature?’
“Maybe”

“And we retrying to open it up? Maybe we shouldn’t let it out, whatever isin there.”
“Aren't you curious?’ Norman said.

“Not that curious, Sr.”

“| don’'t see how blasting would work,” Barnes was saying on the phone. “Y es, we have SMTMP's,
yes. Oh, different Sizes. But | don't think we can blast the sucker open. No. Well, if you saw it, you'd



understand. Thething isperfectly made. Perfect.”

Tina adjusted a second monitor. They had two views of the sphere, and soon there would be athird.
Edmunds was setting up cameras to watch the sphere. That had been one of Harry’ s suggestions. Harry
had said, “Monitor it. Maybe it does something from time to time, has some activity.”

On the screen, he saw the network of wiresthat had been attached to the sphere. They had afull array
of passive sensors: sound, and the full eectromagnetic spectrum from infrared to gammaand X-rays. The
readouts on the sensors were displayed on abank of instrumentsto the lft.

Harry camein. “Getting anything yet?’

Tinashook her head. “ So far, nothing.”

“Has Ted come back?’

“No,” Norman said. “ Ted s till there”

Ted had remained behind in the cargo bay, ostensibly to help Edmunds set up the cameras. But in fact
they knew he would try to open the sphere. They saw Ted now on the second monitor, probing the
grooves, touching, pushing.

Harry smiled. “He hasn't got aprayer.”

Norman said, “Harry, remember when we werein the flight deck, and you said you wanted to make out
your will because something was missng?’

[[109]] “Oh, that,” Harry said. “Forget it. That’ sirrelevant now.”

Barneswas saying, “No, Mr. Secretary, raising it to the surface would be just about impossible—well,
gr, itispresently located indde acargo bay haf amileingde the ship, and the ship is buried under thirty
feet of coral, and the sphereitsalf isagood thirty feet across, it' sthe size of asmal house. ...

“I just wonder what’ sin the house,” Tinasaid.

On the monitor, Ted kicked the sphere in frustration.

“Not aprayer,” Harry said again. “He' ll never get it open.”

Beth camein. “How are we going to open it?’

Harry sad, “How?’ Harry stared thoughtfully at the sphere, gleaming on the monitor. There wasalong
dlence. “Maybewe can't.”

“We can’'t open it? Y ou mean not ever?’
“That’sone possibility.”
Norman laughed. “ Ted would kill himsdlf.”

Barneswas saying, “Well, Mr. Secretary, if you wanted to commit the necessary Navy resourcesto do



afull-scae savage from one thousand feet, we might be able to undertake it starting sx months from
now, when we were assured of amonth of good surface weather inthisregion. Yes... it swinter inthe
South Pacific now. Yes.”

Beth said, “I can seeit now. At great expense, the Navy brings amysterious dien sphere to the surface.
It istrangported to atop-secret government installation in Omaha. Experts from every branch come and

try to open it. Nobody can.”

“Like Excdibur,” Norman said.

Beth said, “ Astime goes by, they try stronger and stronger methods. Eventudly they try to blow it open
with asmall nuclear device. And still nothing. Finally, nobody has any moreideas. The sphere sitsthere.
Decades go by. The sphereis never opened.” She shook her head. “ One greet frustration for mankind

Norman said to Harry, “Do you redly think that’ d happen? That we' d never get it open?’

Harry sad, “Never isalong time”

“No, sr,” Barneswas saying, “given thisnew [[110]] development, we' |l stay down to the last minute.
Westher topsideis holding—at least Sx more hours, yes, sr, from the Metsat reports—well, | haveto

rely on that judgment. Yes, Sr. Hourly; yes, Sir.”

He hung up, turned to the group. “Okay. We have authorization to stay down Sx to twelve hours more,
aslong asthe weether holds. Let’ stry to open that spherein the time remaining.”

“Ted sworking onit now,” Harry said.

On the video monitor, they saw Ted Fielding dap the polished sphere with his hand and shout, “Open!
Open Sesame! Open up, you son of abitch!”

The sphere did not respond.

“THE ANTHROPOMORPHIC PROBLEM™

“Serioudy,” Norman said, “1 think somebody has to ask the question: should we considernot opening it
up?’

“Why?’ Barnessaid. “Ligten, | just got off the phone—"

“—I know,” Norman said. “But maybe we should think twice about this.” Out of the corner of hiseye,
he saw Tinanodding vigoroudy. Harry looked skeptica. Beth rubbed her eyes, deepy.

“Areyou afraid, or do you have a substantive argument?’ Barnes said.

“I havethefeding,” Harry said, “that Norman'’ s about to quote from his own work.”



“Wel, yes” Norman admitted. “1 did put thisin my report.”
In hisreport, he had cdled it “the Anthropomorphic Problem.” Basicaly, the problem was that
everybody who had ever thought or written about extraterrestriad life [[111]] imagined that life as

essentialy human. Evenif the extraterrestrid life didn’t look human—if it was areptile, or abiginsect, or
anintdligent crysta—it il acted in ahuman way. “Y ou're talking about the movies,” Barnes said.

“I"'m talking about research papers, too. Every conception of extraterrestria life, whether by amovie
maker or auniversity professor, has beenbasically human—assuming human vaues, human
understanding, human ways of approaching ahumanly understandable universe. And generdly ahuman
appearance—two eyes, anose, amouth, and so on.”

13 &?l

“So,” Norman said, “that’ s obvioudy nonsense. For one thing, there' s enough variation in human
behavior to make understanding just within our own species very troublesome. The differences between,
say, Americans and Japanese are very great. Americans and Japanese don't redlly look at the world the
sameway a dl.”

“Yes, yes,” Barnessaid impatiently. “We dl know the Japanese are different—"

“—And when you cometo anew lifeform, the differences may beliteraly incomprehensible. The values
and ethics of thisnew form of life may be utterly different.”

“Y oumean it may not believein the sanctity of life, or ‘Thou shdt not kill,” ” Barnes said, till impatient.

“No,” Norman said. “I mean that this creature may not be able to be killed, and so it may have no
concept of killing inthefirst place”

Barnes stopped. “ This creaturemay not be able to be killed?”

Norman nodded. “ As someone once said, you can't break the arms of a creature that has no arms.”
“It can’'t bekilled?Y ou mean it' simmortal ?’

“I don’'t know,” Norman said. “ That’ sthe point.”

“I mean, Jesus, athing that couldn’t bekilled,” Barnes said. “How would wekill it?” Hebit hislip. “I
wouldn’t like to open that sphere and release athing that couldn’t be killed.”

Harry laughed. “No promotionsfor that one, Hal.” Barnes|ooked at the monitors, showing severd
views of [[112]] the polished sphere. Finaly he said, “No, that’ sridiculous. No living thing isimmortl.
Aml right, Beth?’

“Actudly, no,” Beth said. “Y ou could argue that certain living crestures on our own planet areimmortd.
For example, single-celled organisms like bacteria and yeasts are apparently capable of living
indefinitely.”

“Yeadts.” Barnes snorted. “We re not talking aboutyeasts .



“Andto al intents and purposes a virus could be considered immorta.”

“Avirus?” Barnessat downinachair. He hadn't considered avirus. “But how likdly isit, redly?
Harry?’

“I think,” Harry said, “that the possibilities go far beyond what we' ve mentioned so far. We' ve only
considered threedimensiond creatures, of the kind that exist in our threedimensional universe—or, to be
more precise, the universe that we perceive as having three dimensions. Some people think our universe
has nine or deven dimensions.”

Barnes |ooked tired.

“Except the other six dimensons are very smdl, so we don’t notice them.”

Barnes rubbed his eyes.

“Thereforethis creature,” Harry continued, “may be multidimensiona, so that it literally does not
exis—at least not entirely—in our usud three dimensons. To takethesmplest case, if it werea
four-dimensiond creature, we would only see part of it at any time, because most of the creature would
exig in the fourth dimension. That would obvioudy makeit difficult tokill. And if it werea
five-dimensiond cregture—’

“—Jugt aminute. Why haven't any of you mentioned this before?’

“We thought you knew,” Harry said.

“Knew about five-dimensiond creaturesthat can't be killed? Nobody said aword to me.” He shook his
head. “ Opening this sphere could be incredibly dangerous.”

“It could, yes.”
“What we have hereis, we have Pandora s box.”
“Thet'sright.”

“Well,” Barnessaid. “Let’ s consider worst cases. [[113]] What' sthe worst case for what we might
find?’

Beth said, “1 think that's clear. Irrespective of whether it’ samultidimensiona creature or avirusor
whatever, irrespective of whether it shares our morasor hasno morasat dl, the worst caseisthat it hits
us below the belt.”

“Meaning?

“Meaning that it behavesin away that interferes with our basic life mechanisms. A good exampleisthe
AIDSvirus. The reason why AIDS is s0 dangerousis not that it’s new. We get new viruses every
year—every week. And al viruses work in the same way: they attack cells and convert the machinery of
the cellsto make more viruses. What makes the AIDS virus dangerousis, it attacks the specific cells that
we use to defend againgt viruses. AIDS interferes with our basic defense mechanism. And we have no
defenseagaingt it.”



“Wadl,” Barnessad, “if this gphere contains a creature that interferes with our basic mechanisms—what
would that cregture belike?’

“It could breathein air and exhale cyanide gas,” Beth said. “ It could excrete radioactive waste,” Harry
sad.
“It could disrupt our brain waves,” Norman said. “Interfere with our ability to think.”

“Or,” Beth said, “it might merely disrupt cardiac conduction. Stop our hearts from beating.”

“It might produce a sound vibration that would resonate in our skeletal system and shatter our bones,”
Harry said. He smiled at the others. “| rather like that one.”

“Clever,” Beth said. “But, asusua, we' re only thinking of ourselves. The creature might do nothing
directly harmful tousat al.”

“Ah” Barnessaid.

“It might smply exhae atoxin that kills chloroplasts, so that plants could no longer convert sunlight. Then
al the plants on Earth would die—and consequently dl life on Earth would die.”

“Ah,” Barnessaid.

“You see” Norman said, “at first | thought the Anthropomorphic Problem—the fact that we can only
conceive of extraterredtria life as basicaly human—I thought it was [[114]] afalure of imagination. Man
isman, al heknowsisman, and al he can think of iswhat he knows. Y et, as you can see, that’ s not true.
We can think of plenty of other things. But we don’t. So there must be another reason why we only
conceive of extraterrestrids as humans. And | think the answer isthat we are, in redlity, terribly frail
animals. And we don't like to be reminded of how frail we are—how delicate the balances are insde our
own bodies, how short our stay on Earth, and how easily it isended. So weimagine other lifeformsas
being like us, so we don't haveto think of the red threat—the terrifying threat—they may represent,
without ever intending to.”

Therewasaslence.

“Of course, we mustn’'t forget another possibility,” Bames said. “It may be that the sphere contains some
extraordinary benefit to us. Some wondrous new knowledge, some astonishing new idea or new
technology which will improve the condition of mankind beyond our wildest dreams.”

“Although the chances are,” Harry said, “that there won't be any new ideathat isuseful to us.”

“Why?" Barnessaid.

“Well, let’s say that the diens are athousand years ahead of us, just aswe are rdative to, say, medieval
Europe. Suppose you went back to medieva Europe with atelevision set? There wouldn't be any place
toplugitin.”

Barnes stared from one to another for along time. “I’'m sorry,” he said. “Thisistoo great aresponsibility
for me. | can't make the decison to open it up. | haveto cal Washington on this.”

“Ted won't be happy,” Harry said.



“Thehdl with Ted,” Barnessaid. “I’'m going to give thisto the President. Until we hear from him, | don’t
want anybody trying to open that sphere.”

Barnes called for atwo-hour rest period, and Harry went to his quarters to deep. Beth announced that
shewas going off to deep, too, but she remained at the monitor station with Tina Chan and Norman.
Chan’ s station had [[115]] comfortable chairswith high backs, and Beth swiveled in the chair, swinging
her legs back and forth. She played with her hair, making little ringlets by her ear, and she stared into
Space.

Tired, Norman thought. We' re dl tired. He watched Tina, who moved smoothly and continuoudly,
adjusting the monitors, checking the sensor inputs, changing the videotapes on the bank of VCR's, tense,
aert. Because Edmunds was in the spaceship with Ted, Tinahad to look after the recording units aswell
as her own communications console. The Navy woman didn’t seem to be astired asthey were, but,
then, she hadn’t been inside the spaceship. To her, that spaceship was something she saw on the
monitors, a TV show, an abgtraction. Tina hadn’t been confronted face-to-face with the redlity of the
new environment, the exhausting mental struggle to understand what was going on, what it dl meant.

“Youlook tired, gir,” Tinasaid.

“Yes We'redl tired.”

“It’' sthe atmosphere,” she said. “Breathing the heliox.” So much for psychologica explanations, Norman
thought. Tinasaid, “ The dengity of the air down here has ared effect. We're at thirty atmospheres. If we

were breathing regular air at this pressure, it would be dmost asthick asaliquid. Heliox islighter, but it's
far denser than what we' re used to. Y ou don't redlize it, but it’ stiring just to bresthe, to move your

lungs”

“But you aren’t tired.”

“Oh, I'musedtoiit. I’ ve been in saturated environments before.”
“Isthat right? Where?’

“I redly can't say, Dr. Johnson.”

“Navy operations?’

She smiled. “I’'m not supposed to talk about it.”

“Isthat your inscrutable smile?’

“I hope so, Sir. But don't you think you ought to try and deep?’
He nodded. “Probably.”

Norman considered going to deep, but the prospect of his damp bunk was unappealing. Instead he went



down to the gdley, hoping to find one of Rose Levy’s desserts. Levy was[[116]] not there, but there
was some coconut cake under aplastic dome. He found a plate, cut adice, and took it over to one of
the portholes. But it was black outside the porthole; the grid lights were turned off, the divers gone. He
saw lightsin the portholes of DH-7, the divers habitat, located afew dozen yards away. The divers must
be getting ready to go back to the surface. Or perhapsthey had aready gone.

In the porthole, he saw his own face reflected. The facelooked tired, and old. “ Thisisno placefor a
fifty-three-year-old man,” he said, watching hisreflection.

Ashelooked out, he saw some moving lightsin the distance, then aflash of yellow. One of the minisubs
pulled up under acylinder at DH-7. Moments later, asecond sub arrived, to dock aongsideit. Thelights
on the first sub went out. After ashort time, the second sub pulled away, into the black water. Thefirst
sub was eft behind.

What' s going on, he wondered, but he was aware he didn’t really care. He was too tired. He was more
interested in what the cake would taste like, and looked down. The cake was eaten. Only afew crumbs
remained.

Tired, he thought. Very tired. He put hisfeet up on the coffee table and put his head back against the
cool padding of thewall.

Hemust have fallen adleep for awhile, because he avoke disoriented, in darkness. He sat up and
immediately the lights came on. He saw hewas till inthe gdley.

Barnes had warned him about that, the way the habitat adjusted to the presence of people. Apparently
the motion sensors stopped registering you if you fell adeep, and automatically shut off the room lights.
Then when you awoke, and moved, the lights came back. He wondered if the lightswould stay on if you
snored. Who had designed al this? he wondered. Had the engineers and designers working on the Navy
habitat taken snoring into account? \Was there a snore sensor? More cake.

He got up and walked acrossto the galey kitchen. Severa pieces of cake were now missing. Had he
egten them? He wasn't sure, couldn’t remember.

“Lot of videotapes,” Beth said. Norman turned around.

[[117]] “Yes” Tinasad. “We are recording everything that goes on in this habitat aswell asthe other
ship. It'll bealot of materid.”

There was amonitor mounted just above his head. It showed Beth and Tina, upstairs at the
communications console. They were eating cake.

Aha, he thought. So that was where the cake had gone. “ Every twelve hours the tapes are transferred to
the submarine” Tinasaid.

“What for?’ Beth said.
“That' s 0, if anything happens down here, the submarine will automaticaly go to the surface.”
“Oh, great,” Beth said. “I won't think about that too much. Whereis Dr. Fielding now?’

Tinasad, “He gave up on the sphere, and went into the main flight deck with Edmunds.”



Norman watched the monitor. Tina had stepped out of view. Beth sat with her back to the monitor,
edting the cake. On the monitor behind Beth, he could clearly see the gleaming sphere. Monitors showing
monitors, he thought. The Navy people who eventualy review this stuff are going to go crazy. Tinasaid,
“Do you think they’ll ever get the sphere open?’ Beth chewed her cake. “Maybe,” shesaid. “I don't
know.” And to Norman'’s horror, he saw on the monitor behind Beth that the door of the sphere was
diding slently open, reveding blacknessinsde.

OPEN

They must have thought he was crazy, running through the lock to D Cylinder and sscumbling up the
narrow stairsto the upper level, shouting, “1t' sopen! 1t's open!”

He came to the communications console just as Beth was[[118]] wiping the last crumbs of coconut
from her lips. She set down her fork.

“What's open?’
“The spherel”

Beth spun in her chair. Tinaran over from the bank of VCR’s. They both looked at the monitor behind
Beth. There was an awkward silence.

“Looks closed to me, Norman.”

“Itwas open. | saw it.” He told them about watching in the galley, on the monitor. “1t wasjust afew
seconds ago, and the sphere definitely opened. It must have closed again while | was on my way here.”

“Areyou sure?’

“That’ sapretty smal monitor inthegadley. ...”

“I saw it,” Norman said. “Replay it, if you don't believe me.”

“Good idea,” Tinasaid, and she went to the recorders to play the tape back.

Norman was breathing heavily, trying to catch his breath. Thiswasthefirgt time he had exerted himsdlf in
the dense atmosphere, and he felt the effects strongly. DH-8 was not agood place to get excited, he
decided.

Beth was watching him. “Y ou okay, Norman?’

“I'mfine. | tel you, | saw it. It opened. Tina?’

“1t'1l take me asecond here.”



Harry walked in, yawning. “Bedsin this place are greet, aren’t they?’ he said. “Like deeping in abag of
wet rice. Sort of combination bed and cold shower.” He sighed. “1t’'ll break my heart to leave.”

Beth said, “Norman thinks the sphere opened.”

“When?’ hesad, yawvning again.

“Just afew seconds ago.”

Harry nodded thoughtfully. “Interesting, interesting. | seeit’s closed now.”

“WEe re rewinding the videotapes, to look again.”

“Uh-huh. Isthere any more of that cake?’

Harry seems very cool, Norman thought. Thisisamaor piece of news and he doesn't seem excited a
al. Why was[[119]] that? Didn't Harry believeit, either? Was he ill deepy, not fully awake? Or was
there something e se?

“Herewego,” Tinasad.

The monitor showed jagged lines, and then resolved. On the screen, Tinawas saying, “—hoursthe
tapes are transferred to the submarine.”

Beth: “Whet for?’

Tina “That's so, if anything happens down here, the submarine will automatically go to the surface.”
Beth: “Oh, great. | won't think about that too much. WhereisDr. Fielding now?’

Tina “He gave up on the sphere, and went into the main flight deck with Edmunds.”

On the screen, Tinastepped out of view. Beth remained adonein the chair, eating the cake, her back to
the monitor.

Onscreen, Tinawas saying, “ Do you think they’ Il ever get the sphere open?’

Beth ate her cake. “Maybe,” shesaid. “1 don’t know.”

Therewas ashort pause, and then on the monitor behind Beth, the door of the sphere did open.
“Hey! It did open!”

“Keep the tgpe running!”

Onscreen, Beth didn't notice the monitor. Ting, still somewhere offscreen, said, “It scaresme.”
Beth: “I don't think there’ sareason to be scared.”

Tina “It' sthe unknown.”



“Sure,” Beth said, “but an unknown thing is not likely to be dangerous or frightening. It smost likely to
bejudt inexplicable.”

“I don’t know how you can say that.”

“You afraid of snakes?” Beth said, onscreen.

All during this conversation, the sphere remained open.

Watching, Harry said, “Too bad we can't seeinddeit.”

“I may beableto helpthat,” Tinasad. “I'll do some image-intensification work with the computer.”

“It dmost lookslike there arelittle lights,” Harry said. “Little moving lightsinside the sphere ...”

Onscreen, Tina came back into view. “Snakes don't bother me.”

[[120]] “Well, | can't stand snakes,” Beth said. “ Simy, cold, disgusting things.”

“Ah, Beth,” Harry said, watching the monitor. “ Got snake envy?’

Onscreen, Beth was saying, “1f | were aMartian who came to Earth and | stumbled upon a snake—a
funny, cold, wiggling, tube-like life—I wouldn’t know what to think of it. But the chancethat | would
stumble on a poisonous snake is very smal. Less than one percent of snakes are poisonous. So, asa
Martian, | wouldn't bein danger from my discovery of snakes; I’d just be perplexed. That’ swhat’ slikely
to happen with us. W€ ll be perplexed.”

Onscreen, Beth was saying, “ Anyway, | don’t think we'll ever get the sphere open, no.”

Tina “1 hope not.”

Behind her on the monitor, the sphere closed.

“Huh!” Harry said. “How long wasit open al together?” * Thirty-three point four seconds,” Tinasaid.
They stopped the tape. Tinasaid, “ Anybody want to seeit again?’ She looked pae.

“Not right now,” Harry said. He drummed hisfingers on the arm of hischair, stared off, thinking.

No one else said anything; they just waited patiently for Harry. Norman redlized how much the group

deferred to him. Harry isthe person who figures things out for us, Norman thought. We need him, rely on
him.

“Okay,” Harry said at last. “No conclusions are possible. We have insufficient data. The questionis
whether the sphere was responding to something in itsimmediate environment, or whether it just opened,
for reasons of itsown. Where's Ted?’

“Ted |eft the sphere and went to the flight deck.”

“Ted sback,” Ted said, grinning broadly. “And | have somered news.”



“So dowe,” Beth said.
“It can wait,” Ted said.
[13 But_”

“—I know where this ship went,” Ted said excitedly. “I’ ve been andyzing the flight data summarieson
the flight deck, [[121]] looking &t the star fields, and | know where the black hole islocated.”

“Ted,” Beth said, “the sphere opened.”

“It did? When?’

“A few minutes ago. Then it closed again.”

“What did the monitors show?’

“No biologica hazard. It ssemsto be safe.”

Ted looked at the screen. “ Then what the hell are we doing here?’

Barnes camein. “Two-hour rest period is over. Everybody ready to go back to the ship for alast look?’

“That' sputting it mildly,” Harry said.

The sphere was polished, silent, closed. They stood around it and stared at themsalves, distorted in
reflection. Nobody spoke. They just walked around it.

Finaly Tedsad, “1 fed likethisisan 1Q test, and I'm flunking.”
“Y ou mean like the Davies Message?’ Harry said.
“Ohthat,” Ted sad.

Norman knew about the Davies Message. It was one of the episodesthat the SETI promoters wished
to forget. In 1979, there had been alarge meeting in Rome of the scientistsinvolved in the Search for
Extraterrestria Intelligence. Basically, SETI called for aradio astronomy search of the heavens. Now the
scientistswere trying to decide what sort of message to search for.

Emerson Davies, aphysicist from Cambridge, England, devised amessage based on fixed physical
congtants, such as the waveength of emitted hydrogen, which were presumably the same throughout the
universe. He arranged these congtants in abinary pictoria form.

Because Davies thought thiswould be exactly the kind of message an dien intelligence might send, he
figured it would be easy for the SETI people to figure out. He distributed his picture to everybody at the
conference.



Nobody could figureit out.

When Davies explained it, they all agreed it was aclever [[122]] idea, and a perfect message for
extraterrestrials to send. But the fact remained that none of them had been able to figure out this perfect

message.
One of the people who had tried to figure it out, and had failed, was Ted.

“Wel, wedidn’t try very hard,” Ted said. “ There was alot going on at the conference. And we didn’t
have you there, Harry.”

“You just wanted afreetrip to Rome,” Harry said.
Beth sad, “Isit my imagination, or have the door markingschanged?’

Norman looked. At first glance, the deep grooves appeared the same, but perhaps the pattern was
different. If so, the change was subtle.

“We can compareit with old videotapes,” Barnes said. “It looksthe sameto me,” Ted said. “Anyway,
it smetd. | doubt it could change.”

“What we cdl metd isjust aliquid that flows dowly at room temperature,” Harry said. “It’ s possible that
thismetd ischanging.”

“I doubt it,” Ted said.

Barnes said, “Y ou guys are supposed to be the experts. We know this thing can open. It’s been open
aready. How do we get it open again?’

“Weretrying, Hd.”
“It doesn't ook like you' re doing anything.”

From timeto time, they glanced at Harry, but Harry just stood there, looking at the sphere, hishand on
hischin, tapping hislower lip thoughtfully with hisfinger.

“Hary?’
Harry said nothing.

Ted went up and dapped the sphere with theflat of hishand. It made adull sound, but nothing
happened. Ted pounded the sphere with hisfist; then he winced and rubbed his hand.

“| don’t think we can force our way in. | think it hasto let you in,” Norman said. Nobody said anything
after that. “My hand-picked, crack team,” Barnes said, needling them. “And al they can dois stand
around and Stare at it.”

[[123]] “What do you want usto do, Hal? Nukeit?’

“If you don’t get it open, there are people who will try that, eventudly.” He glanced a hiswatch.
“Meanwhile, you got any other bright ideas?’



Nobody did.

“Okay,” Barnes said. “Our timeisup. Let’s go back to the habitat and get ready to be ferried to the
surface.”

DEPARTURE

Norman pulled the small navy-issue bag from benegth hisbunk in C Cylinder. He got his shaving kit
from the bathroom, found his notebook and his extra pair of socks, and zipped the bag shuit.

“I'mready.”

“Me, too,” Ted said. Ted was unhappy; he didn’'t want to leave. “1 guesswe can't delay it any longer.
The westher’ s getting worse. They' ve got al the divers out from DH-7, and now there'sonly us.”

Norman smiled at the prospect of being on the surface again. | never thought I’ d look forward to seeing
Navy battleship gray on aship, but | do.

“Where re the others?’ Norman said.

“Beth’ sdready packed. | think she’ swith Barnesin communication. Harry, too, | guess.” Ted plucked
at hisjumpsuit. “I'll tell you onething, I’ll be glad to seethelast of this suit.

They left the deeping quarters, heading down to communications. On the way, they squeezed past
Teeny Fletcher, who was going toward B Cylinder.

“Ready to leave?’ Norman said.

“Yes, dr, all squared away,” FHetcher said, but her features were tense, and she seemed rushed, under
pressure.

[[124]] “ Aren’'t you going the wrong way?’ Norman asked.

“Just checking the diesdl backups.”

Backups? Norman thought. Why check the backups now that they were leaving?

“ She probably |eft something on that she shouldn't have,” Ted said, shaking his head.

In the communi cations console, the mood was grim. Barnes was on the phone with the surface vessals.
“Say that again,” he said. “| want to hear who' s authorized that.” He was frowning, angry.

They looked at Tina. “How’ sthe wegather on the surface?’

“Deteriorating fast, gpparently.”



Barnes spun: “Will you idiotskeep it down ?’

Norman dropped his day bag on the floor. Beth was sitting near the portholes, tired, rubbing her eyes.
Tinawasturning off the monitors, one after another, when she suddenly stopped.

“Look.”

On one monitor, they saw the polished sphere. Harry was standing next to it.

“What's he doing there?’

“Didn’t he come back with us?’

“| thought hedid.”

“I didn’t notice; | assumed he did.”

“God damniit, | thought | told you people—" Barnes began, and then stopped. He stared at the monitor.
On the screen, Harry turned toward the video camera and made a short bow.

“Ladies and gentlemen, your attention, please. | think you will find this of interest.”

Harry turned to face the sphere. He stood with hisarms at his sides, relaxed. He did not move or speak.
He closed his eyes. He took a deep breath.

The door to the sphere opened.
“Not bad, huh?’ Harry said, with asudden grin.

Then Harry stepped inside the sphere. The door closed behind him.

[[125]] They dl began talking at once. Barnes was shouting over everyone e se, shouting for quiet, but
no one paid any attention until the lightsin the habitat went out. They were plunged into darkness.

Ted said, “What' s happened?’

Theonly light came through the portholes, faintly, from the grid lights. A moment later, the grid went out,
too.

“No power ...”
“I tried to tdll you,” Barnes said.

There was awhirring sound, and the lights flickered, then came back on. “We have internd power;
WEe' re running on our diessls now.”



“WI,1y?1
“Look,” Ted said, pointing out the porthole.

Outside they saw what looked like awriggling silver snake. Then Norman redlized it was the cable that
linked them to the surface, diding back and forth across the porthole asit coiled in great loops on the
bottom.

“They’ve cut usfreg!”
“That'sright,” Barnes said. “They’ve got full gae-force conditionstopside. They can no longer maintain

cablesfor power and communications. They can no longer use the submarines. They’ vetaken dl the
divers up, but the subs can’'t come back for us. At least not for afew days, until the seas cam down.”

“Then we're stuck down here?’

“That’s correct.”

“For how long?’

“Severa days,” Barnessaid.

“For how long?’

“Maybe aslong asaweek.”

“Jesus Christ,” Beth said.

Ted tossed his bag onto the couch. “What afantastic piece of luck,” he said.
Beth spun. “Are youout of your mind 7’

“Let’sdl stay cdm,” Barnes sad. “Everything’ sunder control. Thisisjust atemporary delay. There sno
reason to get upset.”

But Norman didn't fed upset. He felt suddenly exhausted. [[126]] Beth was sulking, angry, fegling
deceived; Ted was excited, aready planning another excursion to the spacecraft, arranging equipment
with Edmunds.

But Norman felt only tired. His eyes were heavy; he thought he might go to deep standing therein front
of the monitors. He excused himsdlf hurriedly, went back to hisbunk, lay down. He didn’t care that the
sheetswere clammy; he didn’t care that the pillow was cold; he didn’t care that diesels were droning and
vibrating in the next cylinder. He thought: Thisisa very strong avoidance reaction. And then hewas

adeep.

BEYOND PLUTO



Norman rolled out of bed and looked for hiswatch, but he' d gotten into the habit of not wearing one
down here. He had no ideawhat time it was, how long he had been adeep. He looked out the porthole,
saw nothing but black water. The grid lightswere still off. Helay back in hisbunk and looked at the gray
pipesdirectly over his head; they seemed closer than before, asif they had moved toward him while he
dept. Everything seemed cramped, tighter, more claustrophobic.

Severd more days of this, he thought. God.

He hoped the Navy would think to notify hisfamily. After so many days, Ellen would start to worry. He
imagined her firg calling the FAA, then calling the Navy, trying to find out what had happened. Of
course, no one would know anything, because the project was classified; Ellen would be frantic.

Then he stopped thinking about Ellen. It was easier, he thought, to worry about your loved onesthan to
worry about yoursdlf. But there was't any point. Ellen would be okay. [[127]] And sowould he. It was
just amatter of waiting. Staying cam, and waiting out the storm.

He got into the shower, wondering if they’ d still have hot water while the habitat was on emergency
power. They did, and hefdt less stiff after his shower. It was odd, he thought, to be a thousand feet
underwater and to relish the soothing effects of ahot shower.

He dressed and headed for the C Cylinder. He heard Tind svoice say, “—think they’ll ever get the
sphere open?’

Beth: “Maybe. | don’t know.”

“It scaresme.”

“I don’'t think there’ sareason to be scared.”

“It' stheunknown,” Tinasaid.

When Norman camein, he found Beth running the videotape, looking at herself and Tina. “ Sure,” Beth
said on the videotape, *“but an unknown thing is not likely to be dangerous or frightening. I1t'smost likely
to bejust inexplicable.”

Tinasad, “I don't know how you can say that.”

“You afraid of snakes?’ Beth said, onscreen.

Beth snapped off the videotape. “ Just trying to seeif | could figure out why it opened,” she said.

“Any luck? Norman said.

“Not sofar.” On the adjacent monitor, they could see the sphereitself. The sphere was closed.

“Harry il inthere?” Norman said.

“Yes” Beth sad.



“How long hasit been now?’

She looked up at the consoles. “A little more than an hour.”
“I only dept an hour?’

“Yesh”

“I’'m starving,” Norman said, and he went down to the galley to eat. All the coconut cake was gone. He
was |looking for something else to eat when Beth showed up.

“I don’'t know what to do, Norman,” she said, frowning.

“About what?’

“They'relyingtous” shesad.

“Whois?’

[[128]] “Barnes. The Navy. Everybody. Thisisal a setup, Norman.”

“Come on, Beth. No conspiracies, now. We have enough to worry about without—"

“—Just look at this,” she said. She led him back upstairs, flicked on a console, pressed buttons.

“| started putting it together when Barnes was on the phone,” she said. “Barnes wastaking to
somebody right up to the moment when the cable started to coil down. Except that cable is athousand
feet long, Norman. They would have broken communications several minutes before unhooking the cable
itsdf.”

“Probably, yes...”

“So who was Barnes talking to at the last minute? Nobody.”

“Beth..”

“Look,” she said, pointing to the screen.

COM SUMMARY DH-SURCOM/I

0910 BARNES TO SURCOM/1:

CIVILIAN AND USN PERSONNEL POLLED. ALTHOUGH ADVISED OF RISKS, ALL
PERSONNEL ELECT TO REMAIN DOWN FOR DURATION OF STORM TO CONTINUE
INVESTIGATION OF ALIEN SPHERE AND ASSOCIATED SPACECRAFT.



BARNES, USN.

“You'rekidding,” Norman said. “I thought Barnes wanted to leave.”

“Hedid, but he changed his mind when he saw that last room, and he didn’t bother to tell us. I’d liketo
kill the bastard,” Beth said. *'Y ou know what thisis about, Norman, don’t you?’

Norman nodded. “He hopes to find a new wegpon.”
“Right. Barnesis a Pentagon-acquisition man, and he wantsto find a new weapon.”
“But the sphereisunlikedy—"

“It' snot the sphere,” Beth said. “Barnes doesn't redlly [[129]] care about the sphere. He cares about
the * associated spacecraft.” Because, according to congruity theory, it's the spacecraft that islikely to
pay off. Not the sphere.”

Congruity theory was atroublesome matter for the people who thought about extraterrestrid life. Ina
smpleway, the astronomers and physicists who considered the possibility of contact with extraterrestrial
life imagined wonderful benefitsto mankind from such a contact. But other thinkers, philosophers and
historians, did not foresee any benefitsto contact at dl.

For example, astronomers believed that if we made contact with extraterrestrials, mankind would be so
shocked that wars on Earth would cease, and anew era of peaceful cooperation between nations would

begin.

But historians thought that was nonsense. They pointed out that when Europeans discovered the New
World—a similarly world-shattering discovery—the Europeans did not stop their incessant fighting. On
the contrary: they fought even harder. Europeans smply made the New World an extension of
pre-existing animosities. It became another place to fight, and to fight over.

Smilarly, astronomersimagined that when mankind met extraterrestrids, there would be an exchange of
information and technology, giving mankind awonderful advancement.

Historians of science thought that was nonsense, too. They pointed out that what we called “ science”
actually consisted of arather arbitrary conception of the universe, not likely to be shared by other
creatures. Our ideas of science were the ideas of visudly oriented, monkey-like creatures who enjoyed
changing their physical environment. If the adienswere blind and communicated by odors, they might have
evolved avery different science, which described avery different universe. And they might have made
very different choices about the directions their science would explore. For example, they might ignore
the physica world entirely, and instead devel op ahighly sophisticated science of mind—in other words,
the exact oppodte of what Earth science had done. The aien technology might be purely menta, with no
visble hardware at dl.

[[130]] Thisissuewas at the heart of congruity theory, which said that unlessthe dienswere remarkably
gmilar to us, no exchange of information waslikely. Barnes of course knew that theory, so he knew he



waan't likely to derive any useful technology from the alien sphere. But hewas very likely to get useful
technology from the spaceship itself, since the spaceship had been made by men, and congruity was high.

And he had lied to keep them down. To keep the search going.

“What should we do with the bastard?’ Beth said. “Nothing, for the moment,” Norman said.

“Y ou don’t want to confront him? Jesus, | do.”

“It won't serve any purpose,” Norman said. “Ted won't care, and the Navy people are al following
orders. And anyway, evenif it had been arranged for usto depart as planned, would you have gone,
leaving Harry behind in the sphere?’

“No,” Beth admitted.

“Wadll, then. It'sal academic.”

“Jesus, Norman ....”

“I know. But we're here now. And for the next couple of days, there's not a damn thing we can do
about it. Let'sded with that redlity as best we can, and point the finger later.”

“Y ou bet I'm going to point the finger!”
“That’ sfine. But not now, Beth.”
“Okay,” she sighed. “Not now.”

She went back upstairs.

Alone, Norman stared at the console. He had hiswork cut out for him, keeping everybody calm for the
next few days. He hadn’t looked into the computer system before; he started pressing buttons. Pretty
soon he found afilemarkedULF CONTACT TEAM BIOG . [[131]] He opened it up.

Civilian Team Members

1. Theodore Fidding, astrophysicist/planetary geologist
2. Elizabeth Ha pern, zoologist/biochemist

3. Harold J. Adams, mathematiciarvlogician

4. Arthur Levine, marine biologist/biochemist

5. John F. Thompson, psychologist



Choose one:

Norman sared in dishdief at thelist.

He knew Jack Thompson, an energetic young psychologist from Y ae. Thompson was world-renowned
for his studies of the psychology of primitive peoples, and in fact for the past year had been somewhere
in New Guinea, studying native tribes.

Norman pressed more buttons.

ULF TEAM PSYCHOLOGIST: CHOICESBY RANK
1. John F. Thompson, Y de—approved

2. William L. Hartz, UCB—approved

3. Jeremy White, UT—approved (pending clearance)

4. Norman Johnson, SDU—r¢jected (age)

Heknew them dl. Bill Hartz at Berkeley was serioudy ill with cancer. Jeremy White had gone to Hanoi
during the Vietnam War, and would never get clearance.

That left Norman.

He understood now why he had been the last to be called in. He understood now about the specia
tests. Hefelt aburst of intense anger at Barnes, at the whole system which had brought him down here,
despite his age, with no concern for his safety. At fifty-three, Norman Johnson had no businessbeing a
thousand feet underwater in a pressurized exotic gas environment—and the Navy knew it.

It was an outrage, he thought. He wanted to go upstairs and give Barnes hell in no uncertain terms. That
lying son of abitch

He gripped thearms of hischair and reminded himsdlf of what he had told Beth. Whatever had
happened up to this point, there was nothing any of them could do about it now. He would indeed give
Barnes hell—he promised himsdlf he[[132]] would—but only when they got back to the surface. Until
then, it was no use making trouble.

He shook his head and swore.

Then he turned the consol e off.



The hours crept by. Harry was till in the sphere. Tinaran her image intengfication of the videotape that
showed the phere open, trying to seeinterior detail. “ Unfortunately, we have only limited computing
power in the habitat,” she said. “If | could hard-link to the surface | could redly do ajob, but asitis...”
She shrugged.

She showed them a series of enlarged freeze-frames from the open sphere. The images clicked through
at one-second intervals. The quality was poor, with jagged, intermittent static.

“Theonly internd structures we can seein the blackness,” Tinasaid, pointing to the opening, “are these
multiple pointsources of light. The lights gppear to move from frameto frame.”

“It sasif the sphereisfilled with fireflies” Beth said. * Except these lights are much dimmer than fireflies,
and they don't blink. They are very numerous. And they give the impression of moving together, in

surging patterns....”

“A flock of fireflies?’

“Something likethat.” The tape ran out. The screen went dark.
Ted sad, “That'sit?’

“I’'mafrad so, Dr. Fidding.”

“Poor Harry,” Ted said mournfully.

Of dl the group, Ted wasthe most visibly upset about Harry. He kept staring at the closed sphere on
the monitor, saying, “How did he do that?’ Then hewould add, “I hope he' sdl right.”

He repeated it so often that finally Beth said, “1 think we know your fedlings, Ted.”
“I"'m serioudy concerned about him.”

“I am, too. Weall are.”

“Youthink I'm jedlous, Beth? Isthat what you' re saying?’

[[233]] “Why would anyone think that, Ted?’

Norman changed the subject. It was crucia to avoid confrontations among group members. He asked
Ted about hisanalysis of the flight data aboard the spaceship.

“It' svery interesting,” Ted said, warming to his subject. “My detailed examination of the earliest
flight-dataimages,” he said, “ convinced me that they show three planets—Uranus, Neptune, and
Pluto—and the sun, very small in the background. Therefore, the pictures are taken from some point
beyond the orbit of Pluto. This suggeststhat the black holeis not far beyond our own solar system.”

“Isthat possible?” Norman said.



“Oh aure. Infact, for the last ten years some astrophysicists have suspected that there' s a black
hole—not alarge one, but ablack hole just outside our solar system.”

“I hadn’t heard that.”

“Ohyes. Infact, some of us have argued that, if it was smal enough, in afew years we could go out and
capture the black hole, bring it back, park it in Earth orbit, and use the energy it generates to power the
entire planet.”

Barnes smiled. “ Black-hole cowboys?’

“In theory, there sno reason it couldn’t be done. Then just think: the entire planet would be free of its
dependency on foss| fudls. ... Thewhole history of mankind would be changed.”

Barnes said, “ Probably make a hell of aweapon, too.”
“Even avery tiny black hole would be alittle too powerful to use as awesgpon.”
“So you think this ship went out to capture ablack hole?’

“| doubt it,” Ted said. “The ship is so strongly made, so shielded against radiation, that | suspect it was
intended togo through ablack hole. And it did.”

“And that’ swhy the ship went back in time?’ Norman said.

“I’'mnot sure,” Ted said. “Y ou see, ablack holeredlly isthe edge of the universe. What happensthere
isn't clear to anybody now dive. But what some people think isthat you don’t go through the hole, you
sort of skip intoiit, likea[[134]] pebble skipping over water, and you get bounced into a different time or
space or universe.”

“So the ship got bounced?”’

“Y es. Possibly more than once. And when it bounced back here, it undershot and arrived afew hundred
yearsbeforeit left.”

“And on one of its bounces, it picked up that?’ Beth said, pointing to the monitor.

They looked. The sphere was il closed. But lying next to it, sorawled on the deck in an awvkward
pose, was Harry Adams.

For amoment they thought he was dead. Then Harry lifted his head and moaned.

THE SUBJECT



Norman wrote in his notebook: Subject is athirty-year-old black mathematician who has spent three
hours inside a sphere of unknown origin. On recovery from the sphere was stuporous and unresponsive,
he did not know his name, where he was, or what year it was. Brought back to habitat; dept for one
haf-hour then awoke abruptly complaining of headache.

“Oh God.”

Harry was stting in hisbunk, holding hishead in his hands, groaning.

“Hurt?” Norman asked.

“Brutdl. Pounding.”
“Anything els=?’
“Thirsty. God.” Helicked hislips. “Redly thirsty.”

Extreme thirst, Norman wrote.

Rose Levy, the cook, showed up with aglass of lemonade. [[135]] Norman handed the glassto Harry,
who drank it in asingle gulp, passed it back.

“More”

“Better bring apitcher,” Norman said. Levy went off. Norman turned to Harry, sill holding his head, still
groaning, and said, “1 have aquestion for you.”

“What?’

“What' syour name?’

“Norman, | don’t need to be psychoanayzed right now.”

“Judt tell me your name.”

“Harry Adams, for Christ’ s sake. What' s the matter with you? Oh, myhead .”
“Y ou didn’'t remember before,” Norman said. “When we found you.”

“When you found me?’ he asked. He seemed confused again.

Norman nodded. “Do you remember when we found you?’

“It must have been ... outside.”

“Outside?”

Harry looked up, suddenly furious, eyes glowing with rage. * Outside the sphere, you goddamn idiot!
What do you think I’'m talking about?’



“Takeit easy, Harry.”

“Y our questions are driving me crazy!”

“Okay, okay. Takeit easy.”

Emotionadly labile. Rage and irritability. Norman made more notes.
“Do you have to make so muchnoise 7’

Norman looked up, puzzled.

“Your pen,” Harry said. “It soundslike NiagaraFdls.”

Norman stopped writing. It must be amigraine, or something like migraine. Harry was holding his head
inhishands ddlicately, asif it were made of glass.

“Why can't | have any aspirin, for Christ’ s sake?’

“We don't want to give you anything for awhile, in case you' ve hurt yoursdf. We need to know where
thepanis”

“Thepain , Norman,isin my head . It'sin my goddamn head! Now, why won'’t you give me any
agirin?

[[136]] “Barnes said not to.”

“IsBarnestill here?”

“We'red| Hill here”

Harry looked up dowly. “But you were supposed to go to the surface.”
“I know.”

“Why didn’t you go?’

“The weather went bad, and they couldn’t send the subs.”

“Wall, you should go. Y ou shouldn’t be here, Norman.”

Levy arrived with more lemonade. Harry looked at her as he drank.
“You'redill here, too?”

“Yes, Dr. Adams.”

“How many people are down here, dl together?’

Levy sad, “Therearenine of us, gr.”



“Jesus.” He passed the glass back. Levy refilled it. “ Y ou should dl go. Y ou should leave.”

“Harry,” Norman said. “Wecan't go.”

“Youhave to go.”

Norman sat on the bunk opposite Harry and watched as Harry drank. Harry was demongtrating a rather
typica manifestation of shock: the agitation, theirritability, the nervous, manic flow of idess, the
unexplained fearsfor the safety of others—it wasdl characteristic of shocked victims of severe
accidents, such asmgjor auto crashes or arplane crashes. Given an intense event, the brain struggled to
assimilate, to make sense, to reassemble the menta world even asthe physical world was shattered
around it. The brain went into akind of overdrive, hagtily trying to reassemble things, to get thingsright,
to re-establish equilibrium. Y et it was fundamentally a confused period of whedl-spinning.

You just had to wait it out.

Harry finished the lemonade, handed the glass back.

“More?’ Levy asked.

“No, that’s good. Headache' s better.”

Perhapsit was dehydration after al, Norman thought. But why would Harry be dehydrated after three
hoursin the sphere?

“Hary ... 7

[[137]] “Tel me something. Do | ook different, Norman?’
“No.”

“I look the sameto you?’

“Yes I'dsay s0.”

“Areyou sure?’ Harry said. He jumped up, went to amirror mounted on thewall. He peered at his
face.

“How do you think you look?’ Norman said.
“I don’'t know. Different.”
“Different how?’

“1 don’t know!” ... He pounded the padded wall next to the mirror. The mirror image vibrated. He
turned away, sat down on the bunk again. He sighed. “ Just different.”

“Hary...”

“WI,H?1



“Do you remember what happened?’

“Of course.”

“What happened?’

“l wentingde”

He waited, but Harry said nothing further. He just stared at the carpeted floor.
“Do you remember opening the door?” Harry said nothing.

“How did you open the door, Harry?’

Harry looked up a Norman. “Y ou were al supposed to leave. To go back to the surface. Y ou weren't
supposed to stay.

“How did you open the door, Harry?’

Therewasalong silence. “| opened it.” He sat up straight, his hands at his sides. He seemed to be
remembering, reliving it.

“And then?’

“l wentinsgde”

“And what happened insde?’

“It was beautiful. ..."

“What was beautiful 7’

“Thefoam,” Harry said. And then hefell slent again, staring vacantly into space.
“Thefoam?’ Norman prompted.

“The sea. Thefoam. Beautiful ...”

[[138]] Was he taking about the lights? Norman wondered. The swirling pattern of lights?
“What was beautiful, Harry?’

“Now, don't kid me,” Harry said. “ Promise you won't kid me.”

“I won't kid you.”

“Youthink | look the same?’
“Yes, | do.”

“You don't think I've changed at all?”’



“No. Not that | can see. Doyou think you' ve changed?’

“1 don't know. Maybe. —maybe.”

“Did something happen in the sphere to change you?’

“Y ou don't understand about the sphere.”

“Then explainit to me,” Norman said.

“Nothing happened in the sphere.”

“Y ou werein the spherefor three hours. ...”

‘Nothing happened. Nothing ever happensinsde the sphere. It' s always the same, insde the sphere.”
“What' sdwaysthe same? The foam?’

“The foam isdways different. The sphereisdwaysthe same.”

“I don’'t understand,” Norman said.

“I know you don't,” Harry said. He shook his head. “What can | do?’

“Tdl mesomemore”

“Thereign't any more”

“Thentel meagan.”

“Itwon't help,” Harry said. “ Do you think you' |l be leaving soon?’

“Barnes says not for severd days.”

“| think you should leave soon. Talk to the others. Convince them. Make them leave.”
“Why, Harry?’

“I can’'t be—I don’t know.”

Harry rubbed his eyes and lay back on the bed. “You'll haveto excuse me,” he said, “but I'm very tired.

Maybe we can continue this some other time. Talk to the others, Norman. Get themto leave. It's....
dangerousto stay here.” And he lay down in the bunk and closed his eyes.

CHANGES



“He sdeeping,” Norman told them. “He sin shock. He' s confused. But he seems basicdly intact.”

“What did hetell you,” Ted said, “about what happened in there?’

“He squite confused,” Norman said, “ but he' s recovering. When wefirst found him, he didn’t even
remember his name. Now he does. He remembers my name, he remembers where heis. He remembers
he went into the sphere. | think he remembers what happened insde the sphere, too. Hejust isn't telling.”

“Gresat,” Ted sad.
“He mentioned the sea, and the foam. But | wasn't clear what he meant by that.”

“Look outsde,” Tinasaid, pointing to the portholes. Norman had an immediate impresson of
lights-thousands of lightsfilling the blackness of the ocean-and hisfirst reponse was unreasoning terror:

the lightsin the sphere were coming out to get them. But then he saw each of the lights had a shape, and
were moving, wriggling.

They pressed their faces to the portholes, looked. “ Squid,” Beth said finaly. “Bioluminescent squid.”

“Thousands of them.”

“More,” shesad. “I’d guess at least hdf amillion, dl around the habitat.”

“Beautiful.”

“Thedze of the school isamazing,” Ted said. “Impressive, but not redly unusud,” Beth sad. “The
fecundity of the seais very great compared with theland. The seaiswhere life began, and whereintense
competition among animalsfirst gppeared. One response to competition is to produce enormous
numbers of offspring. Many seaanimals do that. In fact, we tend to think that animals came out onto the
land as apositive step forward in the evolution of life. But thetruth is, thefirst crestures wererealy
driven out of the ocean. They werejust trying to get away from the competition. And [[140]] you can
imagine when the first fish-amphibians climbed up the beach and poked their heads up to look out at the

land, and saw thisvast dry-land environment without any competition at all. It must have looked like the
promised—"

Beth broke off, turned to Barnes. “ Quick: where do you keep specimen nets?’
“| don't want you going out there.”

“I haveto,” Beth said. “Those squid have six tentacles.”

g7

“There sno known species of six-tentacled squid. Thisisan undescribed species. | must collect
samples”

Barnestold her where the equipment locker was, and she went off. Norman looked at the school of
squid with renewed interest.



The anima s were each about afoot long, and seemed to be transparent. The large eyes of the squid
were clearly visiblein the bodies, which glowed apaeblue.

In afew minutes Beth gppeared outside, stlanding in the midst of the school, swinging her net, catching
specimens. Severd squid angrily squirted clouds of ink.

“Cutelittlethings,” Ted said. “'Y ou know, the development of squid ink isavery interesting—"
“—What do you say to squid for dinner?’ Levy said.

“Hell no,” Barnessaid. “If thisis an undiscovered species, we re not going to eet it. The last thing | need
iseverybody sck from food poisoning.”

“Very sengble” Ted said. “I never liked squid, anyway. Interesting mechanism of propulsion, but
rubbery texture.”

At that moment, there was abuzz as one of the monitorsturned itself on. Asthey watched, the screen
rapidly filled with numbers:

0003212525263203262930132104261037183016061
808213229033005182204261013083016213716040
83016211822033013130432000321252526320326
293013210426103718301606180821322903300518
220426101308301623711604083016211822033013
1304320003212525263203262932104261037183016
0618082132290330051822042610130830162137
16040830162118220330131304320003212525263
203262930132104261037183016061808213229033
005182204261013083016213716040830162118220
3301313043200032125252632032629301321042610
3718301606180821322903300518220426101308
301621371604083162118220330131304320003212
525263203262930132104261037183016061808213

229033005182204261013083016213716040830162



“Where sthat coming from?’ Ted said. “ The surface?’

Barnes shook his head. “We' ve cut direct contact with the surface.”
“Thenisit being transmitted underwater in someway?”

“No,” Tinasad, “it’' stoo fast for underwater transmisson.”
“Isthere another consolein the habitat? No? How about DH-77
“DH-7' sempty now. The divers have gone.”

“Then where'd it comefrom?’

Barnessaid, “It looks random to me.”

Tinanodded. “It may be adischarge from atemporary buffer memory somewherein the system. When
we switched over to internal diesd power ...”

“That' sprobably it,” Barnes said. “Buffer discharge on switchover.”

“I think you should keep it,” Ted said, staring at the screen. “Just in caseit’ samessage.”
“A message from where?’

“From the sphere.”

“Hell,” Barnessaid, “it can't be amessage.”

“How do you know?’

“Because there’ s no way amessage can be transmitted. We' re not hooked up to anything. Certainly not
to the sphere. It sgot to be amemory dump from somewhere inside our own computer system.”

“How much memory have you got?’

“Fair amount. Ten giga, something like that.”

“Maybe the hdium’ s getting to the chips,” Tinasaid. “Maybeit’s asaturation effect.”

“I dill think you should keep it,” Ted said.

[[242]] Norman had been looking at the screen. He was no mathematician, but he' d looked at alot of
datigticsin hislife, searching for patternsin the data. That was something human brainswere inherently
good &t; finding patternsin visual material. Norman couldn’t put hisfinger onit, but he sensed a pattern

here. He said, “1 have thefeding it’s not random.”

“Then let'skeepit,” Barnessaid.



Tinawent forward to the console. As her hands touched the keys, the screen went blank.
“So much for that,” Barnes said. “1t’ sgone. Too bad we didn’t have Harry to look at it with us.”

“Yeah,” Ted said gloomily. “Too bad.”

ANALYSIS

“Takealook at this,” Beth said. “thisoneis ill dive.”

Norman waswith her in the little biological laboratory near thetop of D Cylinder. Nobody had beenin
thislaboratory sncetheir arrival, because they hadn’t found anything living. Now, with the lights out, he
and Beth watched the squid move in the glass tank.

The creature had a ddlicate appearance. The blue glow was concentrated in stripes along the back and
Sdes of the cresture.

“Yes,” Beth said, “the bioluminescent structures seem to be located dorsaly. They' re bacteria, of
course.”

“What are?”’

“The bioluminescent areas. Squid can't create light themsalves. The creaturesthat do are bacteria. So
the bioluminescent animalsin the sea have incorporated these bacteriainto [[143]] their bodies. You're
seeing bacteria glowing through the skin.”

“Soit’slikean infection?’

“Yes inaway.”

The large eyes of the squid stared. The tentacles moved. “And you can seedl theinternd organs,” Beth
sad. “Thebrainis hidden behind the eye. That sac isthe digestive gland, and behind it, the scomach, and
bel ow that—see it beating?—the heart. That big thing at the front is the gonad, and coming down from
the somach, a sort of funne—that’ swhere it squirtstheink, and propelsitsalf.”

“Isit really anew species?” Norman said.

Shesighed. “I don't know. Internally it is so typical. But fewer tentacleswould qualify it asanew
Species, dl right.”

“Y ou going to get to call itSquidus bethus ?*“ Norman said.

She amiled. “ Architeuthis bethis,” she said. “ Soundslike adenta problem. Architeuthis bethis : means
you need root canal.”



“How about it, Dr. Hapern?’ Levy said, poking her head in. “ Got some good tomatoes and peppers,
be a shame to waste them. Are the squid redlly poisonous?’

“| doubt it,” Beth said. “Squid aren’t known to be. Go ahead,” shesaid to Levy. “I think it'll be okay to
eat them.” When Levy had gone, Norman said, “I thought you gave up esting these things.”

“Just octopi,” Beth said. “ An octopusis cute and smart. Squid arerather ... unsympathetic.”
“Unsympathetic.”

“Wall, they’re cannibaligtic, and rather nasty. ... She raised an eyebrow. “ Are you psychoanayzing me
agan?’

“No. Just curious.”

“Asazoologist, you're supposed to be objective,” Beth said, “but | have fedings about animals, like
anybody e se. | have awarm fegling about octopi. They’re clever, you know. | once had an octopusin a
research tank that learned to kill cockroaches and use them as bait to catch crabs. The curious crab

would come aong, investigate the dead cockroach, and then the octopus would jump out of itshiding
place and catch the crab.

[[244]] “Infact, an octopusis so smart that the biggest limitation to its behavior isitslifespan. An
octopus lives only three years, and that’ s not long enough to develop anything as complicated as a culture
or civilization. Maybe if octopi lived aslong aswe do, they would long ago have taken over the world.

“But squid are completdly different. | have no fedings about squid. Except | don't redly like‘em.”

Hesamiled. “Well,” hesaid, “at least you findly found somelife down here”

“You know, it'sfunny,” she said. “Remember how barren it was out there? Nothing on the bottom?’

“Sure. Very griking.”

“Well, | went around the side of the habitat, to get these squid. And there re dl sorts of seafanson the
bottom. Beautiful colors, blues and purples and yellows. Some of them quite large.”

“Think they just grew?’

“No. They must have ways been in that spot, but we never went over there. I'll haveto investigate it
later. I’d like to know why they are localized in that particular place, next to the habitat.”

Norman went to the porthole. He had switched on the exterior habitat lights, shining onto the bottom. He
could indeed see many large seafans, purple and pink and blue, waving gently in the current. They
extended out to the edge of thelight, to the darkness.

“Inaway,” Beth said, “it’ sreassuring. We re deep for the mgjority of oceanic life, which isfound in the
first hundred feet of water. But even so, this habitat islocated in the most varied and abundant marine
environment in theworld.” Scientists had made species counts and had determined that the South Pacific
had more species of coral and sponges than anywhere else on Earth.

“SoI’'mglad we refindly finding things” she said. Shelooked at her benches of chemicals and reagents.



“And I’'m glad to finaly get to work on something.”

[[2145]] Harry was eating bacon and eggs in the gdley. The others stood around and watched him,
relieved that hewasdl right. And they told him the news; he listened with interest, until they mentioned
that there had been alarge school of squid.

“Squid?’

He looked up sharply and dmost dropped hisfork. “Yeah, lotsof ‘em,” Levy said. “I’m cooking up a
bunch for dinner.”

“Arethey Hill here?’ Harry asked.

“No, they’re gone now.”

He relaxed, shoulders dropping.

“Something the matter, Harry?” Norman said.

“I hate squid,” Harry said. “1 can’'t stland them.”

“I don't carefor thetaste mysdlf,” Ted said.

“Terrible” Harry said, nodding. He resumed eating his eggs. The tension passed.

Then Tinashouted from D Cylinder: “I’m getting them again! I’ m getting the numbers again!”

00032125252632 032629 301321 04261037 18 3016 06180
82132 29033005 1822 04261013 0830162137 1604 083016
21 1822 033013130432 00032125252632 032629 301321 0
4261037 18 3016 0618082132 29033005 1822 04261013 08
30162137 1604 08301621 1822 033013130432 000321252
52632 032629 301321 04261037 18 3016 0618082132 290
33005 1822 04261013 0830162137 1604 08301621 1822 03
3013130432 00032125252632 032629 301321 04261037 1

8 3016 0618082132 29033005 1822 04261013 0830162137



1604 08301621 1822 033013130432 00032125252632 032
629 301321 04261037 18 3016 0618082132 29033005 1822
04261013 0830162137 1604 08301621 1822 033013130432
0003212525252632 032629 301321 04261037 18 3016 06
18082132 29033005 1822 04261013 0830162137 1604 083

01621 1822 033013130432 0003212525632 032629 301321

“What do you think, Harry?" Barnes said, pointing to the screen.
“Isthiswhat you got before?” Harry said. “Looks like it, except the spacing is different.”

“Because thisis definitely nonrandom,” Harry said. “1t' s [[146]] a Single sequence repested over and
over. Look. Starts here, goes to here, then repeats.”

00032125252632 032629 301321 04261037 18 3016 06180
82132 29033005 1822 04261013 0830162137 1604 083016
21 1822 03301313043200032125252632 032629 301321 0
4261037 18 3016 0618082132 29033005 1822 04261013 08
30162137 1604 08301621 1822 033013130432000321252
52632 032629 301321 04261037 18 3016 0618082132 290
33005 1822 04261013 0830162137 1604 08301621 1822 03
301313043200032125252632 032629 301321 04261037 1
8 3016 0618082132 29033005 1822 04261013 0830162137
1604 08301621 1822 033013130432 00032125252632 032
629 301321 04261037 18 3016 0618082132 29033005 1822
04261013 0830162137 1604 08301621 1822 033013130432
0003212525252632 032629 301321 04261037 18 3016 06

18082132 29033005 1822 04261013 0830162137 1604 083



01621 1822 0330131304320003212525632 032629 301321

“He'sright,” Tinasad.
“Fantagtic,” Barnes said. “ Absolutely incredible, for you to seeit like that.”

Ted drummed hisfingers on the console impatiently. “Elementary, my dear Barnes,” Harry said. “ That
partiseasy. The hard part is—what doesit mean?’

“Surely it samessage,” Ted said.

“Possibly it samessage,” Harry said. “It could also be some kind of discharge from within the
compuiter, the result of aprogramming error or a hardware glitch. We might spend hourstrandating i,
only to find it says‘ Copyright Acme Computer Systems, Silicon Valey' or something Ssmilar.”
“Well...” Ted said.

“The greatest likelihood isthat this series of numbers originates from within the computer itsdlf,” Harry
sad. “But let megiveit atry.”

Tinaprinted out the screen for him. “I'd liketo try, too,” Ted said quickly.
Tinasad, “Certainly, Dr. Fielding,” and printed out a second shest.

“If it samessage,” Harry said, “it' smogt likely asmple substitution code, like an askey code. It would
help if we [[147]] could run a decoding program on the computer. Can anybody program thisthing?’

They dl shook their heads. “ Can you?’ Barnes said.

“No. And | suppose there’s no way to transmit thisto the surface? The NSA code-breaking computers
in Washington would take about fifteen secondsto do this.”

Barnes shook his head. “No contact. | wouldn't even put up aradio wire on abaloon. The last report,
they haveforty-foot waves on the surface. Snap the wireright away.”

“Sowe' reisolated?”’
“We€reisolated.”

“1 guessit’s back to the old pencil and paper. | ways say, traditiona tools are best—particularly when
there snothing ese.” And left the room.

“He seemsto bein agood mood,” Barnes said.
“I’d say avery good mood,” Norman said.
“Maybealittletoo good,” Ted said. “A little manic?’

“No,” Norman said. “ Just agood mood.”



“I thought hewasalittle high,” Ted said.
“Let him stay that way,” Barnes snorted, “if it helps him to crack this code.”
“I'm going to try, too,” Ted reminded him.

“That' sfine” Barnessaid. “You try, too.”

TED

“I'mtelling you, thisreliance on Harry ismisplaced.” Ted paced back and forth and glanced a Norman.
“Harry ismanic, and he' s overlooking things. Obviousthings.”

“Likewhat?’
“Likethe fact that the printout can’t possibly be a discharge from the computer.”
“How do you know?’ Norman said.

“The processor,” Ted said. “ The processor is a 68090 chip, [[148]] which meansthat any memory
dump would bein hex .”

“What'shex?’

“There arelots of waysto represent numbers,” Ted said. “The 68090 chip uses base-sixteen
representation, caled ‘hexadecima.” Hex isentirdly different from regular decimd. Looks different.”

“But the message used zero through nine,” Norman said. “Exactly my point,” Ted said. “So it didn’t
come from the computer. | believeit’ s definitely amessage from the sphere. Furthermore, athough Harry
thinksit isa substitution code, | think it'sadirect visua representation.”

“Y ou mean apicture?’

“Yes” Tedsad. “And | think it'sapicture of the creature itself!” He started searching through sheets of
paper. “| started with this.”

001110101110011100111010100000 111101011101
11110110110101 100110101010100101

100101111010000 11010010100010101100000



111011111110101 1001010110 1001101010101101
1000111101000010101100101 10000100
1000111101000010101 1001010110
111111011011101100100000
001110101110011100111010100000 111101011101
11110110110101 100110101010100101 10010
1111010000  11010010100010101100000
111011111110101 1001010110 1001101010101101
1000111101000010101100101 10000100
1000111101000010101 1001010110
111111011011101100100000
001110101110011100111010100000 111101011101
11110110110101  100110101010100101 10010
1111010000  11010010100010101100000
111011111110101 1001010110 1001101010101101

1000111101000010101100101 10000100

“Now, here | have trandated the message to binary,” Ted said. *Y ou can immediately sense visud
pattern, can’'t you?’

“Not redly,” Norman said.
“Wadll, itiscertainly suggestive,” Ted said. “I’'mtelling you, al those years at JPL looking at imagesfrom

the planets, | have an eye for these things. So, the next thing | did was go back to the origind message
and fill inthe spaces. | got [[149]] this”

¢ «00032125252632¢ 032629+ *301321° «04261037+ *18e
*3016¢ <0618082132¢ +29033005¢ #1822+ «04261013

*0830162137¢ #1604+ «08301621e *1822¢ «033013130432¢



*00032125252632¢ 032629+ «301321e «04261037+ 18+
*3016¢ <0618082132¢ +29033005¢ #1822+ 04261013
0830162137+ *1604+ «08301621 1822 «033013130432°
*00032125252632¢ *«032629¢ «301321e «04261037+ 18+
*3016¢ «0618082132¢ +29033005¢ #1822« «04261013+
0830162137+ #1604+ +08301621 1822 «033013130432¢
+00032125252632¢ +032629¢ +301321¢ 04261037+ *18
*3016¢ *0618082132¢ «29033005¢ #1822 «04261013¢
*0830162137¢ #1604« «08301621° *1822¢ «033013130432¢
+00032125252632¢ <032629¢ +301321¢ 04261037+ *18
+3016¢ «0618082132¢ +29033005¢ #1822+ «04261013
*0830162137¢ #1604« «08301621e *1822¢ «033013130432¢
*00032125252632¢ *«032629¢ «301321° «04261037+ 18+
*3016¢ <0618082132¢ +29033005¢ #1822+ «04261013
0830162137+ #1604+ «08301521¢ #1822 «033013130432-
*00032125252632¢ 032629+ «301321e «04261037+ 18+
*3016¢ «0618082132¢ +29033005¢ #1822« «04261013+
0830162137+ #1604+ +«08301621 1822 «033013130432¢
+00032125252632¢ <032629¢ «301321¢ 04261037+ *18
*3016¢ «0618082132¢ +29033008e #1822 «04261013¢
*0830162137¢ #1604« «08301621e *1822¢ «033013130432¢

+00032125252632¢ <032629¢ +301321¢ 04261037+ *18

“Uh-huh ...” Norman said.
“| agree, it doesn't look like anything,” Ted said. “But by changing the screen width, you getthis .”

Proudly, he held up the next shest.



* «00032125252632¢ <032629+ +301321-
*04261037¢ *18¢ «3016¢ «0618082132¢ +29033005+
1822+ «042610134, «0830162137+ +1604-
*08301621¢ *1822¢ «033013130432¢
+00032125252632¢ *032629¢ «301321« «04261037+
*18¢ +3016° *0618082132¢ 29033005 1822
04261013+ 0830162137+ +1604+ «08301621
1822+ +033013130432¢ «00032125252632¢
*032629¢ 301321 +04261037¢ *18+ *3016¢
0618082132+ +29033005¢ #1822 «04261013
*0830162137¢ *1604+ 08301621 +1822¢
033013130432+ +00032125252632¢ 032629+
*301321¢ «04261037+ +18 «3016° *0618082132¢
*29033005¢ *1822¢ +04261013+ «0830162137+
1604 «08301621¢ »1822¢ «033013130432¢
*00032125252632¢ *0326294, «301321+ 04261037+
*18¢ 3016 *0618082132¢ +29033005¢ *1822¢
*04261013¢ 0830162137+ +1604+ «08301621
1822 «033013130432¢ «00032125252632¢

*032629¢ 301321 *04261037¢ *18+ *3016¢

[[150]] “Yes? Norman said.
“Don’t tell meyou don't seethe pattern,”

Ted said. “1 don't see the pattern,” Norman said.



“Squint at it,” Ted said.
Norman squinted. “Sorry.”

“Butitisobviously apicture of the creature,” Ted said. “Look, that’ sthe vertical torso, three legs, two
arms. There' sno head, so presumably the cresture’ s head islocated within the torso itself. Surely you
seethat, Norman.”

“Ted..”

“For once, Harry has missed the point entirely! The messageis not only apicture, it'sa self-portrait!”
“Ted ..

Ted sat back. He sighed. “Y ou're going to tell me I’ m trying too hard.”

“I don’t want to dampen your enthusiasm,” Norman said.

“But you don't seethedien?’

“Not redly, no.”

“Hell.” Ted tossed the papersaside. “| hate that son of a bitch. He' s so arrogant, he makes me so mad.
....And on top of that, he’'syoung!”

“You'reforty,” Norman said. “I wouldn’t exactly cal that over the hill.”

“For physics, itis” Ted sad. “Biologists can sometimes do important work latein life. Darwin wasfifty
when he published theOrigin of Soecies . And chemists sometimes do good work when they’re older.
But in physics, if you haven't doneit by thirty-five, the chances are, you never will.”

“But Ted, you're respected in your field.”
Ted shook hishead. “1’ ve never done fundamenta work. I’ ve analyzed data, I’ ve come to some

interesting conclusions. But never anything fundamentd. This expedition ismy chanceto redlydo
something. To redly ... get my namein the books.”

Norman now had adifferent sense of Ted' s enthusiasm and energy, that relentlesdy juvenile manner.
Ted wasn't emotionally retarded; he was driven. And he clung to his youth out of a sensethat timewas
dipping by and he hadn’t yet accomplished anything. It wasn’t obnoxious. It was sad.

[[151]] “Wel,” Norman said, “the expedition isn’t finished yet.”

“No,” Ted said, suddenly brightening. “ Y ou'reright. Y ou' re absolutely right. There are more, wonderful
experiences awaiting us. | justknow there are. And they’ Il come, won't they.”

“Yes, Ted,” Norman said. “They’ll come.”



BETH

“Damniit, nothing works!” She waved ahand to her laboratory bench. “Not asingle one of the
chemicas or reagents here isworth adamn!”

“What' veyou tried?’ Barnessaid camly. “ Zenker-Formalin, H and E, the other stains. Proteolytic
extractions, enzyme breaks. Y ou nameit. None of it works. Y ou know what | think, | think that whoever
stocked thislab did it with outdated ingredients.”

“No,” Barnessaid, “it’ sthe atmosphere.”

He explained that their environment contained only 2 percent oxygen, 1 percent carbon dioxide, but no
nitrogen at dl. “Chemica reactions are unpredictable,” he said. “ Y ou ought to take alook at Levy’'s
recipe book sometime. It slike nothing you' ve ever seenin your life. Thefood looks normal when she's
finished, but she sure doesn’'t make it the norma way.”

“And thelab?’

“Thelab was stocked without knowing the working depth we would be at. If we were shallower, we'd
be breathing compressed air, and al your chemical reactions would work—they’ d just go very fast. But
with heliox, reactions are unpredictable. And if they won't go, well ...” He shrugged.

“What am | supposed to do?’ she said.

“The best you can,” Barnes said. “ Same asthe rest of us.”

[[152]] “Wdll, dl | canredlly do isgross anatomical analyses. All this bench isworthless.”

“Then do the gross anatomy.”

“I just wish we had more lab capability. ...”

“Thisisit,” Barnessaid. “Accept it and go on.”

Ted entered the room. “Y ou better take alook outside, everybody,” he said, pointing to the portholes.
“We have morevigitors.”

The squid were gone. For amoment norman saw nothing but the water, and the white suspended
sediment caught in thelights.

“Look down. At the bottom.”

The seafloor wasdive. Literdly dive, crawling and wiggling and tremulous asfar asthey could seein
thelights. “What isthat 7’



Beth sad, “It' sshrimps. A hdll of alot of shrimps.” And sheran to get her net.

“Now,that’s what we ought to be eating,” Ted said. “|I love shrimp. And those look perfect-gze, alittle
smaller than crayfish. Probably delicious. | remember once in Portugdl, my second wife and | had the
most fabulous crayfish. ...”

Norman felt dightly uneasy. “What' re they doing here?’

“1 don’t know. What do shrimps do, anyway? Do they migrate?’

“Damnedif | know,” Barnessaid. “| dways buy ‘em frozen. My wife hatesto ped ‘em.”

Norman remained uneasy, though he could not say why. He could clearly see now that the bottom was
covered in shrimps; they were everywhere. Why should it bother him?

Norman moved away from the window, hoping his sense of vague uneasinesswould go away if he

looked at something else. But it didn’t go away, it just stayed there—a small tense knot in the pit of his
gomach. Hedidn't likethefeding at all.

HARRY

“Harry.”
“Oh, hi, Norman. | heard the excitement. Lot of shrimps outside, isthat it?’

Harry sat on his bunk, with the paper printout of numbers on his knees. He had a pencil and pad, and
the page was covered with calculations, scratchouts, symbols, arrows.

“Harry,” Norman sad, “what’ sgoing on?’
“Damned if | know.”

“I"'m just wondering why we should suddenly be finding life down here—the squid, the shrimps—when
before there was nothing. Ever.”

“Oh, that. | think that’ s pretty clear.”

vy e

“Sure. What' s different between then and now?”
“Y ou’ ve been insde the sphere.”

“No, no. | mean, what' sdifferent in the outsde environment?”’



Norman frowned. He didn’t grasp what Harry was driving at.
“Well, just look outside,” Harry said. “What could you see before that you can't see now?’
“Thegrid?

“Uh-huh. The grid and the divers. Lot of activity—and alot of eectricity. | think it scared off the normal
faunaof the area. Thisisthe South Pecific, you know; it ought to be teeming with life.”

“And now that the divers are gone, the animals are back?’

“That’smy guess”

“That'sdl thereistoit?” Norman said, frowning.

“Why areyou asking me?’ Harry said. “Ask Beth; she'll give you adefinitive answer. But | know
animdsare sengtiveto dl kinds of stimuli we don’t notice. Y ou can't run God knows how many million
voltsthrough underwater cables, to light ahaf-mile grid in an environment that has never seen light

before, and not expect to have an effect.”

[[154]] Something about this argument tickled the back of Norman’s mind. He knew something,
something pertinent. But he couldn’t get it.

“Hary.”

“Yes, Norman. You look alittle worried. Y ou know, this substitution code isredlly abitch. I'll tell you
thetruth, I'm not sure!’ll be ableto crack it. Y ou see, the problemis, if itis aletter subgtitution, you will
need two digitsto describe asingle letter, because there are twenty-six | ettersin the ad phabet, assuming
no punctuation—which may or may not beincluded here aswell. So when | see atwo next to athree, |
don’t know if it isletter two followed by letter three, or just |etter twenty-three. It staking along timeto
work through the permutations. Y ou see what | mean?’

1] Ha.rylll

“Yes, Norman.”

“What happened insde the sphere?’

“Isthat what you' re worried about?’ Harry asked.

“What makes you think I’ m worried about anything?’ Norman asked.
“Your face” Harry said. “That' s what makes me think you'reworried.”
“Maybel am,” Norman said. “But about this sphere...”

“Y ou know, I’ ve been thinking alot about that sphere.”

“And?’

“It' squiteamazing. | redly don’t remember what happened.”



113 Ha.ryl”
“| fed fine—I fed better dl thetime, honest to God, my energy’ s back, headache’ s gone—and earlier |

remembered everything about that sphere and what was ingdeit. But every minute that passes, it seems
to fade. Y ou know, the way a dream fades? Y ou remember it when you wake up, but an hour later, it's

qone?’
“Harry.”

“I remember that it waswonderful, and beautiful. Something about lights, swirling lights. But that’ s all.”
“How did you get the door to open?’

[[155]] “Oh, that. It was very clear at thetime; | remember | had worked it al out, | knew exactly what
todo.”

“What did you do?’
“I'm sureit will come back to me.”
“Y ou don’t remember how you opened the door?’

“No. | just remember this sudden insight, this certainty, about how it was done. But | can’t remember
the details. Why, does somebody else want to go in? Ted, probably.”

“I'msure Ted would liketo go in—"

“—I don’t know if that' sagood idea. Frankly, | don't think Ted should do it. Think how boring hel'll be
with his speeches, after he comesout. ‘| visited an dien sphere’ by Ted Fielding. We d never hear the
end of it.”

And hegiggled.

Ted isright, Norman thought. He s definitely manic. There was a speedy, overly cheerful qudity to
Harry. His characteristic dow sarcasm was gone, replaced by a sunny, open, very quick manner. And a
kind of laughing indifference to everything, an imbaancein his sense of what wasimportant. He had said
he couldn’t crack the code. He had said he couldn’t remember what happened inside the sphere, or how
he had opened it. And he didn’t seem to think it mattered.

“Harry, when you first came out of the sphere, you seemed worried.”

“Did I?Had abrutal headache, | remember that.”

“Y ou kept saying we should go to the surface.”

“DidI?

“Yes. Why wasthat?’

“God only knows. | was so confused.”



“You aso sad it was dangerousfor usto stay here.” Harry smiled.
“Norman, you can't take that too serioudy. | didn’t know if | was coming or going.”
“Harry, we need you to remember these things. If things start to come back to you, will you tell me?’

“Oh sure, Norman. Absolutely. Y ou can count on me; I'll tell you right away.”

THE LABORATORY

“No,” Beth said. “none of it makes sense. First of dl, in areas where fish haven't encountered human
beings before, they tend to ignore humans unlessthey are hunted. The Navy diversdidn’t hunt the fish.
Second, if the divers stirred up the bottom, that’ d actualy rel ease nutrients and attract more animals.
Third, many species of animas are attracted to dectrica currents. So, if anything, the shrimps and other
animals should’ ve been drawn here earlier by the dectricity. Not now, with the power off.”

She was examining the shrimps under the low-power scanning microscope. “How does he seem?”’
“Hary?’

13 Y$11

“I don’t know.”

“Ishe okay?’

“I don't know. | think s0.”

Still looking through the microscope lens, she said, “Did hetdl you anything about what happened insde
the sphere?’

“Not yet.”

She adjusted the microscope, shook her head. “I’ [l be damned.”
“What isit?” Norman said.

“Extradorsd plating.”

“Meaning?’

“It’ sanother new species,” shesad.

Norman said, “ Shrimpus bethus?Y ou’' re making discoveries hand over fist down here, Beth.”



“Uh-huh ... | checked the seafans, too, because they seemed to have an unusual radia growth pattern.

They’'reanew speciesaswdll.”

“That' sgrest, Beth.”
Sheturned, looked at him. “No. Not greet. Weird.” She clicked on ahigh-intensity light, cut open one of

the shrimpswith ascapd. “1 thought s0.”

“What isit?’
[[157]] “Norman,” she said, “we didn’'t see any life down here for days—and suddenly in the last few

hours we find three new species? It' snot normal.”

“We don't know what’ snormal at one thousand feet.”

“I'mtdling you. It snot normal.”
“But, Beth, you said yoursdlf that we smply hadn’t noticed the seafans before. And the squid and the

ghrimps—can't they be migrating, passing through this area, something like that? Barnes saysthey’ ve
never had trained scientists living this deep at one Site on the ocean floor before. Maybe these migrations

arenormal, and we just don’'t know they occur.”

“I don’'t think s0,” Beth said. “When | went out to get these shrimps, | felt their behavior was atypicd.
For one thing, they were too close together. Shrimps on the bottom maintain a characteristic distance
from one another, about four feet. These were packed close. In addition, they moved asif they were

feeding, but there’ s nothing to feed on down here.”
“Nothing that we know of.”
“Wdl,these shrimps can’'t have been feeding.” She pointed to the cut anima on the lab bench. “ They

haven't got astomach.”
“Areyou kidding?’

“Look for yoursdf.”

Norman looked, but the dissected shrimp didn’t mean much to him. It was just amass of pink flesh. It
was cut on aragged diagonad, not cleanly. She' stired, he thought. She’ s not working efficiently. We need

deep. We need to get out of here.

“The externd gppearanceis perfect, except for an extradorsal fan a thetail,” shesaid. “But interndly,
it'sal screwed up. There' sno way for these animasto be alive. No stomach. No reproductive

goparatus. Thisanimal islike abad imitation of ashrimp.”

“Yet theshrimpsaredive,” Norman sad.
“Yeah,” shesaid. “They are.” She seemed unhappy abot it.

“And the squid were perfectly normd inside. ...”
[[158]] “Actudly, they weren't. When | dissected one, | found that it lacked severa important



sructures. There' sanerve bundle caled the stellate ganglion that wasn't there.”

“Wdl ..

“And there were no gills, Norman. Squid possess along gill structure for gas exchange. Thisone didn’'t
have one. The squid had no way to bresthe, Norman.”

“It must have had away to bregthe.”

“I’'mtdling you, it didn’t. We re seeing impossible animas down here. All of asudden, impossible
animas”

Sheturned away from the high-intensity lamp, and he saw that she was close to tears. Her hands were
shaking; she quickly dropped them into her lap. “ Y ou'reredly worried,” he said.

“Aren't you?' She searched hisface. “Norman,” she said, “dl this started when Harry came out of the
phere, didn’t it?’

“I guessit did.”

“Harry came out of the sphere, and now we have impossible sealife. ... | don't likeit. | wish we could
get out of here. | redlly do.” Her lower lip was trembling.

He gave her ahug and said gently, “We can't get out of here.”

“I know,” she said. She hugged him back, and began to cry, pushing her face into his shoulder.
“Itsdlright. ...”

“I hateit when | get thisway,” shesaid. “I hatethisfeding.”

“ know. ......

‘And | hate thisplace. | hate everything about it. | hate Barnesand | hate Ted' slecturesand | hate
Levy’sstupid desserts. | wish | wasn't here.”

“ know. ...”

She sniffled for amoment, then abruptly pushed him away with her strong arms. She turned away, wiped
her eyes. “I'mdl right,” shesaid. “Thanks”

“Sure,” hesad.

She remained turned away, her back to him. “Where sthe [[159]] damn Kleenex?’ Shefound one,
blew her nose. “Y ou won't say anything to the others. ...”

“Of coursenot.”
A bdl rang, Sartling her. “ Jesus, what' sthat?’

“] think it sdinner,” Norman said.



DINNER

“I don’t know how you can eat those things,” Harry said, pointing to the squid.
“They'reddicious,” Norman said. “ Sautéed squid.” As soon as he had sat at the table, he became

aware of how hungry he was. And eating made him fedl better; there was a reassuring normalcy about
stting at atable, with aknife and fork in hishands. It was amost possible to forget where he was.

“I especidly likethem fried,” Tinasad.
“Friedcalamari ,” Barnes said. “Wonderful. My favorite.”

“I likethem fried, too,” Edmunds, the archivigt, said. She sat primly, very erect, egting her food
precisaly. Norman noticed that she put her knife down between bites.

“Why aren't these fried?’ Norman said.

“We can't degp-fry down here,” Barnes said. “ The hot oil forms a suspension and gums up the air filters.
But sautéed isfine”

“Well, | don’'t know about the squid but the shrimps are great,” Ted said. “Aren’t they, Harry?” Ted and
Harry were esting shrimp.

“Great shrimp,” Harry said. “Ddlicious”

“You know how | fed,” Ted said, “I fed like Captain Nemo. Remembser, living underwater off the
bounty of the sea?’

“Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea,” Barnes said.

[[160]] “James Mason,” Ted said. “Remember how he played the organ?Duh-duh-duh, da da da
daaaaah da! Bach Toccataand Fuguein D minor.”

“And Kirk Douglas”

“Kirk Douglaswas great.”

“Remember when he fought the giant squid?’
“That was great.”

“Kirk Douglas had an ax, remember?’

“Y eah, and he cut off one of the squid arms.”



“That movie,” Harry said, “scared the hell out of me. | saw it when | wasakid and it scared the hell out
Of rr]e.”

“I didn’t think it was scary,” Ted said.

“Youwereolder,” Harry said.

“Not that much older.”

“Yes, you were. For akid it wasterrifying. That’s probably why | don’t like squid now.”
“Youdon't likesquid,” Ted said, “ because they’ re rubbery and disgusting.”

Barnes said, “ That was the movie that made me want to join the Navy.”

“I canimagine,” Ted said. “ So romantic and exciting. And ared vision of the wonders of gpplied
science. Who played the professor in that?’

“The professor?’

“Y es, remember there was a professor?’

“I vaguely remember a professor. Old guy.”

“Norman?Y ou remember who was the professor?’

“No, | don't,” Norman said.

Ted sad, “Areyou sitting over there keeping an eye on us, Norman?’
“How do you mean?’ Norman said.

“Anayzing us. Seeing if we re cracking up.”

“Yes” Norman said, smiling. “I am.”

“How'rewedoing?’ Ted said.

“I would say it ishighly significant that agroup of scientists can’t remember who played the scientistina
moviethey dl loved.”

“Wél, Kirk Douglas was the hero, that’ swhy. The scientist was't the hero.”
[[161]] “Franchot Tone?’ Barnes said. “Claude Rains?’

“No, | don’t think so. Fritz somebody?’

“Fritz Weaver?’

They heard a crackle and hiss, and then the sounds of an organ playing the Toccataand Fuguein D
minor.



“Great,” Ted said. “1 didn’t know we had music down here.”

Edmunds returned to the table. “ There' satapelibrary, Ted.”

“I don’'t know if thisisright for dinner,” Barnessaid.

“I likeit,” Ted said. “Now, if we only had seaweed salad. 1sn't that what Captain Nemo served?’
“Maybe something lighter?” Barnes said.

“Lighter than seaweed?”’

“Lighter than Bach.”

“What was the submarine called?’ Ted said.

“TheNautilus ,” Edmunds said.

“Oh, right.Nautilus .”

“It was the name of the first atomic submarine, too, launched in 1954,” shesaid. And shegave Ted a
bright smile.

“Trug” Ted sad. “True”

Norman thought, HE' s met his match in irrdlevant trivia. Edmunds went to the porthole and said, “Oh,
morevistors”

“What now?’ Harry said, looking up quickly.
Frightened? Norman thought. No, just quick, manic. Interested.

“They'rebeautiful ,” Edmundswas saying. “ Some kind of little jdlyfish. All around the habitat. We
should redly film them. What do you think, Dr. Fielding? Should we go film them?’

“I think I'll just eat now, Jane,” Ted said, abit severdy. Edmunds looked stricken, rejected. Norman

thought, I’ll have to watch that. She turned to leave. The others glanced toward the porthole, but nobody

left thetable.

“Have you ever eaten jellyfish?’ Ted said. “1 hear they’readdicacy.”

“Some of them are poisonous,” Beth said. “ Toxinsin the tentacles.”

[[162]] “Don't the Chinese et jellyfish?” Harry said.

“Yes” Tinasaid. “They make asoup, too. My grandmother used to make it in Honolulu.”
“Y ou'refrom Honolulu?’

“Mozart would be better for dining,” Barnes said. “Or Beethoven. Something with strings. Thisorgan



muscisgloomy.”

“Dramétic,” Ted said, playing imaginary keysin theair, in timeto the music. Swaying hisbody like
James Mason.

“Gloomy,” Barnessaid.

Theintercom crackled. “Oh, you should seethis,” Edmunds said, over the intercom. “It’ sbeautiful .”

“Whereisshe?’

“She must be outside,” Barnes said. He went to the porthole.

“It'slike pink snow,” Edmunds said. They al got up and went to the portholes.

Edmunds was outside with the video camera. They could hardly see her through the dense clouds of
jdlyfish. Thejelyfishwere small, the size of athimble, and adelicate, glowing pink. It wasindeed likea
snowfdl. Some of the jelyfish came quite closeto the porthole; they could see them well.

“They have no tentacles,” Harry said. “They'rejudt little pulsating sacs.”

“That’show they move,” Beth said. “Muscular contractions expdl the water.”

“Likesquid,” Ted said.

“Not as devel oped, but the generd idea”

“They'redticky,” Edmunds said, over theintercom. “They’ re sticking to my suit.”

“That pink color isfantagtic,” Ted said. “Like snow in asunset.”

“Very postic.”

“I thought s0.”

“Youwould.”

“They're sticking to my faceplate, too,” Edmunds said. “I haveto pull them off. They leave asmeary
Stresk—"

[[163]] She broke off abruptly, but they could still hear her breathing.

“Canyou see her?’ Ted said.

“Not very well. She' sthere, to the left.”

Over the intercom, Edmunds said, “ They seem to bewarm. | fedl heat on my arms and legs.”
“That'snot right,” Barnes said. He turned to Tina. “Tell her to get out of there.”

Tinaran from the cylinder, toward the communications console.



Norman could hardly see Edmunds any more. He was vaguely aware of adark shape, moving arms,
agitated. ...

Over theintercom, she said, “The smear on the faceplate—it won't go away—they seem to be eroding
the plastic—and my arms—thefabricis—’

Tind svoice sad, “Jane. Jane, get out of there.”
“On thedouble,” Barnes shouted. “ Tdll her on the doublel”

Edmunds s bresthing was coming in ragged gasps. “ The smears—can’t see very well—I
fee—hurts—my arms burning—hurts—they’ re eating through—"

“Jane. Come back. Jane. Areyou reading? Jane.”

“She'sfdlen down,” Harry said. “L ook, you can see her lying—"

“—We haveto save her,” Ted said, jJumping to hisfest.

“Nobody move, “ Barnessaid.

“But she s—’

“—Nobody elseisgoing out there, migter.”

Edmunds s breathing was rapid. She coughed, gasped. “I can’t—I can’t—oh God—"

Edmunds began to scream.

The scream was high-pitched and continuous except for ragged gasps for breath. They could no longer
see her through the svarms of jellyfish. They looked at each other, at Barnes. Barnes sface wasrigidly
s, hisjaw tight, lisening to the screams.

And then, abruptly, there was sillence.

THE NEXT MESSAGES

An hour later, the jellyfish disappeared as mysterioudy asthey had come. They could see Edmunds's
body outside the habitat, lying on the bottom, rocking back and forth gently in the current. There were
amadl ragged holesin the fabric of the suit.

They watched through the portholes as Barnes and the chief petty officer, Teeny Hetcher, crossed the
bottom into the harsh floodlights, carrying extraair tanks. They lifted Edmunds s body; the helmeted head
flopped loosdy back, reveding the scarred plastic faceplate, dull inthelight.



Nobody spoke. Norman noticed that even Harry had dropped his manic effect; he sat unmoving, staring
out the window.

Outside, Barnes and Fletcher till held the body. There was agreat burst of silvery bubbles, which rose
swiftly to the surface.

“What' rethey doing?’
“Inflating her suit.”
“Why? Aren't they bringing her back?” Ted said.

“They can't,” Tinasad. “ There' s nowhere to put her here. The decomposition by-products would ruin
our ar.”

“But there must be some kind of asealed container—"

“—Thereisn't,” Tinasad. “There sno provison for kegping organic remainsin the habitat.”

“Y ou mean they didn’t plan on anyone dying.”

“That’sright. They didn’t.”

Now there were many thin streams of bubblesrising from the holesin the suit, toward the surface.
Edmunds' s suit was puffed, bloated. Barnesreleased it, and it floated dowly away, asif pulled upward
by the streaming slver bubbles.

“It' Il go to the surface?’

“Y es. The gas expands continuoudy as outside pressure diminishes.”

“And what then?’

“Sharks,” Beth said. “Probably.”

In afew moments the body disappeared into blackness, [[165]] beyond the reach of the lights. Barnes
and Fletcher still watched the body, helmetstilted up toward the surface. Fletcher made the sign of the
cross. Then they trudged back toward the habitat.

A bdll rang from somewhereinsde. Tinawent into D Cyl. Moments later she shouted, “Dr. Adams!
More numbers!”

Harry got up and went into the next cylinder. The otherstrailed after him. Nobody wanted to look out
the porthole any longer.

Norman stared at the screen, entirely puzzled.



But Harry clapped hishandsin ddight. “Excelent,” Harry said. “Thisisextremely helpful.”
“Itis?

“Of course. Now | have afighting chance.”

“Y ou mean to break the code.”

“Yes, of course”

“Why?

“Remember the origina number sequence? Thisisthe same sequence.”

“Itis?’

“Of course” Harry said. “Except it’sin binary.”

“Binary,” Ted said, nudging Norman. “Didn’'t | tell you binary wasimportant?’

“What' simportant,” Harry said, “isthat this establishes[[166]] the individua |etter breaks from the
origina sequence.” “Here sacopy of the origind sequence,” Tinasaid, handing them a sheet.

00032125252632 032629 301321 04261037 18 3016 06180821

32 29033005 1822 04261013 0830162137 1604 08301621 1822 0

33013130432

“Good,” Harry said. “Now you can see my problem at once. Look at the word:
oh-oh-oh-three-two-one, and so on. The question is, how do | break that word up into individual |etters?
| couldn’t decide, but now | know.”

“How?’

“Wadll, obvioudy, it goesthree, twenty-one, twenty-five, twenty-five. ...”

Norman didn’t understand. “But how do you know that?”

“Look,” Harry said impatiently. “I1t’ svery smple, Norman. It saspird, reading from insde to outside.
It' sjust giving usthe numbersin—"

Abruptly, the screen changed again.



[[167]] “There, isthat clearer for you?’
Norman frowned.
“Look, it'sexactly the same,” Harry said. “ See? Center outward?

Oh-oh-oh-three-twenty-one-twenty-five-twentyfive ... It smade a spird moving outward from the
center.”

“It?’
“Maybeit’s sorry about what happened to Edmunds,” Harry said.
“Why do you say that?’ Norman asked, staring curioudy a Harry.

“Becauseit’ sobvioudy trying very hard to communicate with us” Harry said. “It’ s attempting different
things”

“Whoisit?”
“It,” Harry said, “may not be awho.”

The screen went blank, and another pattern appeared.

[[168]] “All right,” Harry said. “ Thisisvery good.”

“Whereisthiscoming from?’

“Obvioudy, fromthe ship.”

“But we' re not connected to the ship. How isit managing to turn on our computer and print this?’
“Wedon't know.”

“Well, shouldn’t we know?’ Beth said.

“Not necessarily,” Ted said.

“Shouldn’t wetry to know?’

“Not necessarily. You seg, if the technology is advanced enough, it appears to the naive observer to be
magic. There'sno doubt about that. For example, you take afamous scientist from our past—Aristotle,

Leonardo da Vinci, even Isaac Newton. Show him an ordinary Sony color-television set and he' d run
screaming, claiming it was witcheraft. He wouldn't understand it at dll.



“But the point,” Ted said, “isthat you couldn’t explain it to him, either. At least not easily. |saac Newton
wouldn’t be able to understand TV without first studying our physicsfor acouple of years. HE d haveto
learn dl the underlying concepts: € ectromagnetism, waves, particle physics. Thesewould dl be new
ideasto him, anew conception of nature. In the meantime, the TV would be magic asfar ashewas
concerned. But to usit'sordinary. It'sTV.”

“You're saying we're like |saac Newton?’

Ted shrugged. “WEe re getting a communication and we don’t know how it' s done.”

“And we shouldn’t bother to try and find out.”

“I think we have to accept the possibility,” Ted said, “that we may not be able to understand it.”

Norman noticed the energy with which they threw themsalvesinto this discusson, pushing asdethe
tragedy so recently witnessed. They’ reintellectuas, he thought, and their characteristic defenseis
intellectuaization. Tak. Ideas. Abstractions. Concepts. It was away of getting distance from the fedings
of sadness and fear and being trapped. Norman understood the impulse; he wanted to get away from
thosefedingshimsdf.

Harry frowned at the spira image. “We may not [[169]] understand how, but it's obviouswhat it's
doing. It’' strying to communicate by trying different presentations. The fact that it’ strying spirds may be
ggnificant. Maybe it beieveswethink in spirds. Or writein spiras.”

“Right,” Beth said. “Who knowswhat kind of weird creatures we are?’

Ted sad, “If it’ strying to communicate with us, why aren’t we trying to communi cate back?’

Harry snapped hisfingers. “Good ideal” He went to the keyboard.

“There san obviousfirst step,” Harry said. “We just send the origind message back. We'll start with the
firgt grouping, beginning with the double zeroes.”

“I want it made clear,” Ted said, “that the suggestion to attempt communication with the alien originated
withme”

“It'sclear, Ted,” Barnes said.

“Harry?’ Ted sad.

“Yes, Ted,” Harry said. “Don’'t worry, it’ syour idea.”
Sitting at the keyboard, Harry typed:
00032125252632

The numbers appeared on the screen. There was a pause. They listened to the hum of the air fans, the
distant thump of the diesd generator. They al watched the screen.

Nothing happened.



The screen went blank, and then printed out:
0001132121051808012232

Norman felt the hair rise on the back of his neck.

It was just aseries of numbers on acomputer screen, but it still gave him achill. Standing beside him,
Tinashivered. “He answered us.”

“Fabulous” Ted said.

“I'll try the second grouping now,” Harry said. He seemed calm, but hisfingers kept making mistakes at
the keyboard. It took afew moments before he was able to type:

032629

The reply immediately came back:

0015260805180810213

“Wadl,” Harry said, “looks like we just opened our line of communication.”

[[170]] “Yes,” Beth said. “ Too bad we don’t understand what we' re saying to each other.”
“Presumably it knowswhat it' ssaying,” Ted said. “But we' re dill inthe dark.”
“Maybe we can get it to explain itsdlf.”

Impatiently, Barnes said, “What isthisit you keep referring to?’

Harry sighed, and pushed his glasses up on hisnose. “1 think there’ s no doubt about that.1t ,” Harry

said, “is something that was previoudy inside the sphere, and that is now released, and isfreeto act.
That' swhatit is”

THE MONSTER

ALARM

Norman awoke to a shrieking alarm and flashing red lights. He rolled out of hisbunk, pulled on his

insulated shoes and his heated jacket, and ran for the door, where he collided with Beth. The darm was
screaming throughout the habitat.

“What' s happening!” he shouted, over the darm.



“I don't know!”

Her face was pale, frightened. Norman pushed past her. In the B Cylinder, among all the pipes and
consoles, aflashing sign winked: “LIFE SUPPORT EMERGENCY.” Helooked for Teeny Hetcher, but
the big engineer was't there.

He hurried back toward C Cylinder, passing Beth again.

“Do you know?’ Beth shouted.

“It'slife support! Where' s Fletcher? Where' s Barnes?’

“I don’'t know! I'm looking!”

“There’ snobody in B!” he shouted, and scrambled up the stepsinto D Cylinder. Tinaand Fletcher were
there, working behind the computer consoles. The back panelswere pulled off, exposing wires, banks of
chips. Theroom lights were flashing red.

The screens dl flashed “EMERGENCY —LIFE SUPPORT SYSTEMS!”

“What’'sgoing on?’” Norman shouted.

Fletcher waved ahand dismissngly.

“Tdl mel”

Heturned, saw Harry dtting in the corner near Edmunds' s video section like azombie, with apencil and
apad of paper on hisknee. He seemed completely indifferent to the srens, the lights flashing on hisface.

“Harry!”

[[174]] Harry didn’t respond; Norman turned back to the two women.

“For God' s sake, will you tell mewhat it is?” Norman shouted.

And then the Sirens stopped. The screens went blank. There was silence, except for soft classica music.
“Sorry about that,” Tinasaid.

“Itwasafdseadarm,” Fletcher said.

“Jesus Chrigt,” Norman said, dropping into achair. He took a deep breath.

“Wereyou adeep?’ He nodded.

“Sorry. It just went off by itsdlf.”

“Jesus Chrigt.”

“The next time it happens, you can check your badge,” Fletcher said, pointing to the badge on her own



chest. “That' sthe first thing to do. Y ou see the badges are al normal now.”

“Jesus Chrigt.”

“Takeit easy, Norman,” Harry said. “When the psychiatrist goes crazy, it'sabad sgn.”
“I'm apsychologist.”

“Whatever.”

Tinasad, “Our computer darm hasalot of periphera sensors, Dr. Johnson. It goes off sometimes.
There' s not much we can do about it.”

Norman nodded, went into E Cyl to the gdley. Levy had made strawberry shortcake for lunch, and
nobody had eaten it because of the accident with Edmunds. He was sure it would still be there, but when
he couldn’t find it, he felt frustrated. He opened cabinet doors, dammed them shut. He kicked the
refrigerator door.

Takeit easy, hethought. It wasjust afdsedarm.

But he couldn’t overcome the feeling that he was trapped, stuck in some damned oversized iron lung,
whilethings dowly fell gpart around him. The worst moment had been Barnes s briefing, when he came
back from sending Edmunds' s body to the surface.

[[175]] Barnes had decided it wastime to make alittle speech. Deliver alittle pep talk.

“I know you' re d| upset about Edmunds,” he had said, “but what happened to her was an accident.
Perhaps she made an error of judgment in going out among jellyfish. Perhaps not. Thefact is, accidents
happen under the best of circumstances, and the deep seaisaparticularly unforgiving environment.”

Ligtening, Norman thought, He swriting hisreport. Explaining it away to the brass.

“Right now,” Barneswas saying, “1 urgeyou dl to remain cam. It's Sixteen hours since the gale hit
topside. We just sent up a sensor balloon to the surface. Before we could make readings, the cable
snapped, which suggests that surface waves are il thirty feet or higher, and the galeis il infull force.
The wesather satellite estimates were for asixty-hour storm on site, so we have two more full days down
here. There’ s not much we can do about it. We just have to remain cam. Don't forget, even when you
do go topside you can't throw open the hatch and start breathing. Y ou have to spend four more days
decompressing in a hyperbaric chamber on the surface.”

That wasthe first Norman had heard of surface decompression. Even after they left thisiron lung, they
would haveto St in another iron lung for another four days?

“I thought you knew,” Barneshad said. “ That’ s SOP for saturated environments. Y ou can stay down
here aslong asyou like, but you have afour-day decompress when you go back. And believe me, this
habitat’ salot nicer than the decompression chamber. So enjoy thiswhile you can.”

Enjoy thiswhile you can, he thought. Jesus Chrigt. Strawberry shortcake would help. Where the hell was
Levy, anyway?

He went back to D Cyl. “Where'sLevy?”



“Dunno,” Tinasad. “ Around here somewhere. Maybe deeping.”

“Nobody could deep through that dlarm,” Norman said.

“Try the gdley?’

“I'just did. Where' sBarnes?’

[[176]] “Hewent back to the ship with Ted. They’ re putting more sensors around the sphere.”
“| told them it was awaste of time,” Harry said.

“So nobody knowswhere Levy is?” Norman said.

Hetcher finished screwing the computer panels back on. “Doctor,” she said, “are you one of those
people who need to keep track of where everyoneis?’

“No,” Norman said. “Of course not.”
“Then what’ sthe big ded about Levy, Sr?’
“1 only wanted to know where the strawberry shortcake was.”

“Gone,” Hetcher said promptly. “ Captain and | came back from funera duty and we sat down and ate
thewholething, just likethat.” She shook her head.

“Maybe Rose' Il make some more,” Harry said.

Hefound Beth in her |aboratory, on thetop level of D Cyl. Hewaked in just in time to see her takea
pill.

“What wasthat?’

“Vdium. God.”

“Where' d you get it?’

“Look,” shesaid, “don't give me any psychotalk about it—"
“—I| wasjust asking.”

Beth pointed to awhite box mounted on the wall in the corner of thelab. “ There safirg-aid kit in every
cylinder. Turns out to be pretty complete, too.”

Norman went over to the box, flipped open the lid. There were neat compartments with medicines,
syringes, bandages. Beth wasright, it was quite complete—antibiotics, sedetives, tranquilizers, even



surgica anesthetics. He didn't recognize dl the names on the bottles, but the psychoactive drugs were
strong.

“Y ou could fight awar with the Stuff in thiskit.”

“Yegh, well. The Navy.”

“Therée s everything you need here to do mgjor surgery.” Norman noticed a card on theinsde of the
box. It said“MEDAID CODE 103"

“Any ideawnhat thismeans?’

[[177]] She nodded. “It'sacomputer code. | called it up.”
“And?”

“Thenews,” shesaid, “isnot good.”

“Isthat right?” He sat at the terminal in her room and punched in 103. The screen said:

HYPERBARIC SATURATED ENVIRONMENT

MEDICAL COMPLICATIONS (MAJOR-FATAL)

1.01 Pulmonary Embolism
1.02 High Pressure Nervous Syndrome 1.03 Aseptic Bone Necrosis

1.04 Oxygen Toxicity

1.05 Thermd Stress Syndrome

1.06 Disseminated Pseudomonas Infection 1.07 Cerebrd Infarction

Choose One:

“Don’'t choose one,” Beth said. “Reading the detailswill only upset you. Just leaveit a this—we'reina
very dangerous environment. Barnes didn’t bother to give usdl the gory details. Y ou know why the
Navy hasthat rule about pulling people out within seventy-two hours? Because after seventy-two hours,
you increase your risk of something called ‘ aseptic bone necrosis.” Nobody knowswhy, but the
pressurized environment causes bone destruction in the leg and hip. And you know why this habitat
congtantly adjusts aswe walk through it? It' s not because that’ s dick and hightech. It' s because the
helium atmosphere makes body-hesat control very volatile. Y ou can quickly become overheated, and just



asquickly overchilled. Fatally so. It can happen so fast you don’t redizeit until it’stoo late and you drop
dead. And ‘high pressure nervous syndrome —that turns out to be sudden convulsions, paralyss, and
deeath if the carbondioxide content of the atmosphere dropstoo low. That’swhat the badges arefor, to
make sure we have enough CO2in the air. That’ sthe only reason we have the badges. Nice, huh?’

Norman flicked off the screen, sat back. “Waell, | keep [[178]] coming back to the same point—there's
not much we can do about it now.”

“Exactly what Barnes said.” Beth started pushing equipment around on her counter top, nervoudly.
Rearranging things.

“Too bad we don't have asample of those jellyfish,” Norman said.

“Yes, but I'm not sure how much good it would do, to tell the truth.” She frowned, shifted papers on the
counter again. “Norman, I’m not thinking very clearly down here.”

“How’sthat?’

“After the, uh, accident, | came up hereto look over my notes, review things. And | checked the
shrimps. Remember how | told you they didn’t have any ssomach? Well, they do. I’ d made abad
dissection, out of the midsagitta plane. | just missed dl the midline Sructures. But they’ rethere, dl right;
the shrimps are norma. And the squid? It turns out the one squid | dissected was alittle anomaous. It

had an atrophic gill, but it had one. And the other squid are perfectly normal. Just what you' d expect. |
waswrong, too hasty. It redly bothersme.”

“Istha why you took the Vdium?’

She nodded. “I hate to be doppy.”

“Nobody’ s criticizing you.”

“If Harry or Ted reviewed my work and found that I’ d made these supidmistakes ...”
“What' swrong with amisteke?’

“I can hear them now: Just like awoman, not careful enough, too eager to make a discovery, trying to
prove hersdf, too quick to draw conclusions. Just like awoman.”

“Nobody’ s criticizing you, Beth.”
“l am.”
“Nobody ese,” Norman said. “1 think you ought to give yourself abreak.”

She stared at the lab bench. Findly shesaid, “1 can’'t.” Something about the way she said it touched him.
“I understand,” Norman said, and amemory came rushing back to him. “Y ou know, when | wasakid, |
went to the beach with my younger brother. Tim. He' s dead now, but Tim was [[179]] about six at the
time. He couldn’t swim yet. My mother told me to watch him carefully, but when | got to the beach all
my friends were there, body-surfing. | didn’t want to be bothered with my brother. It was hard, because
| wanted to be out in the big surf, and he had to stay closeto shore.



“Anyway, in the middle of the afternoon he comes out of the water screaming bloody murder, absolutely
screaming. And tugging at hisright sde. It turned out he had been stung by some kind of ajdlyfish. It
was il atached to him, sticking to his side. Then he collapsed on the beach. One of the mothersran
over and took Timmy to the hospital, before | could even get out of the water. | didn’t know where he
had gone. | got to the hospital later. My mother was aready there. Tim wasin shock; | guessthe poison
was aheavy dosefor hissmall body. Anyway, nobody blamed me. It wouldn’t have mattered if | had
been gitting right on the beach watching him like ahawk, he would till have been stung. But | hadn’t
been stting there, and | blamed mysdlf for years, long after he wasfine. Every time I’ d see those scarson
hisside, | fet terrible guilt. But you get over it. Y ou're not responsible for everything that happensin the
world. You just aren't.”

There was aslence. Somewhere in the habitat he heard a soft rhythmic knocking, a sort of thumping.
And the everpresent hum of the air handlers.

Beth was staring at him. “ Seeing Edmunds die must have been hard for you.”
“It' sfunny,” Norman said. “I never made the connection, until right now.”
“Blocked it, | guess. Want aVdium?’

Hesmiled. “No.”

“You looked asif you were about to cry.”

“No. I'mfine.” He stood up, stretched. He went over to the medicine kit and closed the whitelid, came
back.

Beth said, “What do you think about these messages we' re getting?’

“Beatsme,” Norman said. He sat down again. “Actudly, | did have one crazy thought. Do you suppose
the messages and these animalswe' re seeing are related?”’

((Wl.ly?l

[[280]] “I never thought about it until we started to get spiral messages. Harry saysit’ s because the
thing—thefamousit —believeswethink in spirds. But it’sjust aslikdly thatit thinksin spirasand so it
assumeswe do, too. The sphereisround, isn't it? And we' ve been seeing dl these radialy symmetrica
animas. Jlyfish, squid.”

“Niceidea,” Beth said, “except for the fact that squid aren't radialy symmetrica. An octopusis. And,

like an octopus, squid have around circle of tentacles, but squid' re bilateraly symmetricd, with a
matching left and right Sde, the way we have. And then there’ sthe shrimps.”

“That sright, the shrimps.” Norman had forgotten about the shrimps.
“I can’t see a connection between the sphere and the animals,” Beth said.

They heard the thumping again, soft, rhythmic. Sitting in his chair, Norman realized that he could fed the
thumping aswell, asadight impact. “What isthat, anyway?’

“I don't know. Soundslikeit's coming from outside.”



He had started toward the porthole when the intercom clicked and he heard Barnes say, “Now hear
this, dl handsto communications. All hands to communications. Dr. Adams has broken the code.”

Harry wouldn't tell them the message right away. Rdlishing histriumph, heinssted on going through the
decoding process, step by step. First, he explained, he had thought that the messages might express
some universal constant, or some physical law, stated as away to open conversation. “But,” Harry said,
“it might also be agraphic representation of some kind—code for a picture—which presented immense
problems. After dl, what’ s a picture? We make pictures on aflat plane, like apiece of paper. We
determine positions within apicture by what we cal X and Y axes. Vertical and horizonta. But another
intelligence might see images and organize them very differently. It might assume more than three
dimensions. Or it might work from the center of the picture outward, for example. So the code [[181]]
might be very tough. | didn’t make much progressat first.” Later, when he got the same message with
gaps between number sequences, Harry began to suspect that the code represented discrete chunks of
information—suggesting words, not pictures. “Now, word codesfal into severa types, from smpleto
complex. There was no way to know immediately which method of encoding had been used. But then |
had asudden ingght.”

They waited, impatiently, for hisingght.
“Why useacodeat all?’ Harry asked.
“Why use acode?’ Norman said.

“Sure. If you aretrying to communicate with someone, you don’t use a code. Codes are ways of hiding
communication. So perhgpsthisintelligence thinks heis communicating directly, but is actualy making
somekind of logical mistake in talking to us. Heis making a code without ever intending to do so. That
suggested the unintentional code was probably a substitution code, with numbersfor letters. When | got
the word breaks, | began to try and match numbersto letters by frequency analyss. In frequency analysis
you break down codes by using the fact that the most common letter in Englishis‘e,’ and the second
most common letter is‘t,” and so on. So | looked for the most common numbers. But | wasimpeded by
the fact that even a short number sequence, such as two-three-two, might represent many code
possihilities: two and three and two, twenty-three and two, two and thirtytwo, or two hundred and
thirty-two. Longer code sequences had many more possibilities.”

Then, he said, hewas sitting in front of the computer thinking about the spiral messages, and he suddenly
looked at the keyboard. 1 began to wonder what an adien intelligence would make of our keyboard,
those rows of symbols on a device made to be pressed. How confusing it must look to another kind of
cresture! Look here” he said. “The letters on aregular keyboard go likethis.” He held up his[[182]]

pad.

1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 0

tabQ W E R T Y U I O P



cgpsA S D F G H J K L ;

itz X C€C VvV B N M , . ?

“And then | imagined what the keyboard would look like as a spird, since our creature seemsto prefer
gpiras. And | started numbering the keysin concentric circles.

“It took alittle experimentation, since the keysdon’t line up exactly, but findly | got it,” he said. “L ook

here: the numbers spira out from the center. G isone, B istwo, H isthree, Y isfour, and so on. See?It's
likethis” He quickly penciled in numbers.

1 2 3 4 5 6127119 9 O
tab Q W E RI3T5 Y4 UI01 O P
cgpsA S DM4AF6 GI H3 ©® K L

itz X C15V7 B2 N8 M , . ?

“They just keep spiraling outward—M issixteen, K is seventeen, and so forth. So findly | understood
the message.”

“Whatis the message, Harry?’
Harry hesitated. “1 havetotell you. It' s strange.”
“How do you mean, strange?’

Harry tore another sheet off hisyellow pad and handed it to them. Norman read the short message,
printed in neat block letters:

HELLO. HOW ARE YOU?| AM FINE. WHAT ISYOUR NAME?MY NAME ISJERRY .

THE FIRST EXCHANGE

“Wdl,” Ted sadfindly. “thisisnot what | expected atall .”



“It looks childish,” Beth said. “Like something out [[183]] of those old * See Spot run’ readersfor kids.”
“That' sexactly what it lookslike.”

“Maybe you trandated it wrong,” Barnes said.

“Certainly not,” Harry said.

“Well, thisadien soundslikeanidiot,” Barnes said.

“| doubt very much that heis,” Ted said.

“Youwould doubt it,” Barnessaid. “ A stupid dien would blow your whole theory. But it's something to
congder, ign't it? A stupid dien. They must havethem.”

“| doubt,” Ted said, “that anyonein command of such high technology asthat sphereis stupid.”

“Then you haven't noticed dl the ninniesdriving cars back home,” Barnes said. “ Jesus, after dl this
effort: ‘How areyou? | amfine” Jesus”

Norman said, “1 don't fed that thismessageimpliesalack of inteligence, Hal.”

“On the contrary,” Harry said. “I think the messageisvery smart.”

“I'm ligening,” Barnes said.

“The content certainly appears childish,” Harry said. “But when you think about it, it'shighly logicd. A
smple message is unambiguous, friendly, and not frightening. It makes alot of senseto send sucha
message. | think he' s gpproaching usin the smple way that we might approach adog. Y ou know, hold
out your hand, let it sniff, get used to you.”

“You're saying he' streating uslike dogs?’ Barnes said.

Norman thought: Barnesisin over hishead. He sirritable because he' sfrightened; he fed sinadequate.
Or perhaps he fed's he' s exceeding his authority.

“No, Hal,” Ted said. “He' sjust starting at asmpleleve.”

“Wdll, it ssmple, dl right,” Barnes said. “ Jesus Christ, we contact an alien from outer space, and he
sayshisnameiserry .”

“Let’snot jump to conclusions, Hal.”

“Maybe he hasalast name,” Barnes said hopefully. “1 mean, my report to CincComPac is going to say
one person died on a deepsat expedition to meet an dien namedJerry ? It could sound better. Anything
butJerry ,” Barnes said. “ Can we ask him?’

[[184]] “Ask himwhat?" Harry said.

“Hisfull name”



Ted sad, 1 persondly fed we should have much more substantive conversations—"
“—I"d likethefull name,” Barnes said. “For the report.”

“Right,” Ted said. “Full name, rank, and seriad number.”

“I would remind you, Dr. Fielding, that | amin charge here.”

Harry sad, “Thefirst thing we haveto doisto seeif he'll talk at dl. Let’ sgive him the first number
grouping.”

Hetyped:

00032125252632

There was a pause, then the answer came back:

00032125252632

“Okay,” Harry sad. “ Jerry’sligening.”

He made some notes on his pad and typed another string of numbers:
00029213013210613182108142232

“What did you say?’ Beth said.

“*Wearefriends,’ ” Harry said.

“Forget friends. Ask hisdamn name,” Barnes said.

“Jugt aminute. Onething a atime.”

Ted sad, “He may not have alast name, you know.”

“You can be damn sure,” Barnes said, “that hisred nameisn't Jerry.”
The response came back:

0004212232

“Hesad, 'Yes’”

“Yeswhat 7" Barnes said.

“Just ‘yes.” Let'sseeif we can get him to switch over to English characters. It'll be easier if he uses
letters and not his number codes.”

“How’reyou going to get him to use | etters?’



“WEe I show himthey’rethe same,” Harry said.
Hetyped:

00032125252632 = HELLO.

After ashort pause, the screen blinked:
00032125252632 = HELLO.

[[185]] “Hedoesn't get it,” Ted said.

“No, doesn't look likeit. Let’ stry another pairing.”
Hetyped:

0004212232 = YES.

Thereply came back:

0004212232 = YES.

“He sdefinitely not getting it,” Ted said.

“| thought he was so smart,” Barnes said.
“Givehim achance” Ted sad. “ After al, he’ s speaking our language, not the other way around.”

“The other way around,” Harry said. “Good idea. Let’ stry the other way around, seeif he'll deducethe
equation that way.”

Harry typed:

0004212232 = YES. YES. = 0004212232

There was along pause, while they watched the screen. Nothing happened.
“Ishethinking?’

“Who knows what he' sdoing?’

“Why isn't he answvering?’

“Let’sgive him achance, Hd, okay?’

Thereply findly came:

Y ES. = 0004212232 2322124000 = SEY

“Uh-uh. He thinks we re showing him mirror images.”



“Stupid,” Barnessaid. “1 knew it.”

“What do we do now?’

“Let’ stry amore complete ssatement,” Harry said. “ Give him more to work with.”
Harry typed:

0004212232 = 0004212232, YES. = YES. 0004212232 = YES.
“A syllogism,” Ted sad. “Very good.”

“A what?" Barnessaid.

“A logica propostion,” Ted said. Thereply came back:,=,

“Whet the hell isthat 7’ Barnes said.

Harry smiled. “1 think he' s playing with us”

“Paying with us?Y ou call that playing?’

“Yes, | do,” Harry said.

[[186]] “What you really mean isthat he' stesting us—testing our responses to a pressure situation.”
Barnes narrowed hiseyes. “He s only pretending to be stupid.”

“Maybe he' stesting how smart we are,” Ted said. “Maybe he thinkswe' re stupid, Hal.”
“Don’'t beridiculous,” Barnes said.

“No,” Harry said. “The point is, he' sacting like akid trying to make friends. And when kidstry to make
friends, they start playing together. Let’ stry something playful.”

Harry sat at the console, typed: ===

Thereply quickly came back:,,,

“Cute” Harry said. “Thisguy isvery cute”

He quickly typed:=,=

Thereply came7 & 7

“Areyou enjoying yourself?’ Barnes said. “Because | don’t know what the hell you are doing.”

“He understlands mefine,” Harry said. “1’m glad somebody does.”
Harry typed:
PpP



Thereply came:

HELLO. = 00032125252632

“Okay,” Harry said. “He s getting bored. Playtime sover. Let’ sswitch to straight English.”
Harry typed:

YES.

The reply came back:

0004212232

Harry typed:

HELLO.

There was a pause, then:

| AM DELIGHTED TO MAKE YOUR ACQUAINTANCE. THE PLEASURE ISENTIRELY
MINE | ASSURE Y OU.

There was along silence. Nobody spoke.

“Okay,” Barnessaid, findly. “Let’ sget down to business.”

“He' spalite)” Tedsad. “Very friendly.”

“Unlessit'sanact.”

“Why should it be an act?’

“Don't be naive,” Barnessaid.

[[187]] Norman looked at the lines on the screen. He had a different reaction from the others—he was
surprised to find an expression of emotion. Did this aien have emotions? Probably not, he suspected.
The flowery, rather archaic words suggested an adopted tone: Jerry wastaking like a character from a

higtoricd romance.

“Wéll, ladies and gentlemen,” Harry sad, “for thefirgt timein human history, you are on-line with an
aien. What do you want to ask him?’

“Hisname,” Barnes said promptly.
“Besdeshisname, Ha.”
“There are certainly more profound questions than hisname,” Ted said.

“| don't understand why you won't ask him—"



The screen printed:

AREYOU THE ENTITY HECHO IN MEXICO?
“Jesus, where' d he get that?”’

“Maybe there are things on the ship fabricated in Mexico.”
“Likewhat?’

“Chips, maybe.”

AREYOU THEENTITY MADE IN THEU.SA.?
“The guy does't wait for an answer.”

“Who sayshe'saguy?’ Beth said.

“Oh, Beth.”

“Maybe Jerry isshort for Geradine.”

“Not now, Beth.”

AREYOU THEENTITY MADE IN THEU.SA.?
“Answer him,” Barnessaid.

YESWE ARE. WHO ARE YOU?

A long pause, then:

WE ARE.

“Wearewhat 7’ Barnes said, staring at the screen.

“Hal, takeit easy.”

Harry typed, WE ARE THE ENTITIES FROM THE U.SA. WHO ARE YOU?
ENTITIES=ENTITY?

“It'stoo bad,” Ted said, “that we have to speak English. How' re we going to teach him pluras?’
Harry typed,NO .

[[188]] YOU ARE A MANY ENTITY?

“I ssewhat he’ sasking. He thinks we may be multiple parts of asngle entity.”



“Wadll, graighten him out.”

NO. WE ARE MANY SEPARATE ENTITIES.

“You can say that again,” Beth said.

| UNDERSTAND. ISTHERE ONE CONTROL ENTITY?

Ted Sarted laughing. “Look what he' sasking!”

“l don't getit,” Barnessaid.

Harry said, “He ssaying, ‘ Take meto your leader.” He' sasking who'sin charge.”
“I'min charge” Banessad. “Youtdl him.”

Harry typed,YES. THE CONTROL ENTITY ISCAPTAIN HARALD C. BARNES.
| UNDERSTAND.

“Withan ‘o, “Barnessadirritably. “Harold withan‘o.” ”

“Y ou want meto retypeit?’

“Never mind. Just ask himwho heis”

WHO ARE YOU?

| AM ONE.

“Good,” Barnes said. “ So there' sonly one. Ask him where he’ sfrom.”
WHERE ARE YOU FROM?

| AM FROM A LOCATION.

“Ask himthe name,” Barnes said. “The name of thelocation.”

“Hal, names are confusing.”

“We haveto pin this guy down!”

WHERE ISTHE LOCATION YOU ARE FROM?

| AM HERE.

“Weknowthat . Ask again.”

WHERE ISTHE LOCATION FROM WHERE YOU BEGAN?

Ted sad, “ That isn't even good English, *from where you began.’ It’sgoing to look foolish when we



publish thisexchange.”

“WE Il cleanit up for publication,” Barnes said.

“But you can't do that,” Ted said, horrified. “Y ou can't dter this pricel ess scientific interaction.”
[[189]] “Happensall thetime. What do you guys cal it?‘Massaging the data.” ”
Harry wastyping again.

WHERE ISTHE LOCATION FROM WHERE YOU BEGAN?

| BEGAN AT AWARENESS.

“Awareness? Isthat a planet or what?’

WHERE |SAWARENESS?

AWARENESSIS.

“He smaking uslook likefools” Barnessaid.

Tedsad, “Let metry.”

Harry stepped aside, and Ted typed,DID YOU MAKE A JOURNEY ?

YES. DID YOU MAKE A JOURNEY ?

YES, Ted typed.

| MAKE A JOURNEY. YOU MAKE A JOURNEY. WE MAKE A JOURNEY TOGETHER. | AM
HAPPY.

Norman thought, He said he is happy. Another expression of emotion, and thistimeit didn’'t ssemto
come from abook. The statement appeared direct and genuine. Did that mean that the ien had
emotions? Or was he just pretending to have them, to be playful or to make them comfortable?

“Let’scut thecrap,” Barnes said. “ Ask him about hiswegpons.”

“I doubt he' Il understand the concept of weapons.”

“Everybody understands the concept of weapons,” Barnes said. “Defenseisafact of life.”

“I must protest that attitude,” Ted said. “Military people dways assume that everyone dseisexactly like
them. Thisdien may not have the least conception of weapons or defense. He may come from aworld

where defenseiswhally irrdlevant.”

“Sinceyou'renot lisgening,” Barnessaid, “I'll say it again. Defenseisafact of life. If thisJerry isdlive,
he' |l have a concept of defense.”

“My God,” Ted said. “Now you' re devating your idea of defenseto auniversa life principle—defense



asaninevitablefesture of life”

Barnessad, “Youthink it isn't? What do you cal acdl membrane? What do you call animmune
system?What do [[190]] you cal your skin? What do you cal wound heding? Every living creature must
maintain theintegrity of its physical borders. That's defense, and we can't have lifewithout it. We can't
imagine a creature without alimit to its body that it defends. Every living creature knows about defense, |
promiseyou. Now ask him.”

“I’d say the Captain hasapoint,” Beth said.

“Perhaps,” Ted said, “but I'm not sure we should introduce concepts that might induce paranoia—"

“—I’min chargehere)” Barnessaid.

The screen printed out:

ISYOUR JOURNEY NOW FAR FROM YOUR LOCATION?

“Tdl himtowait aminute”

Ted typed, PLEASE WAIT. WE ARE TALKING.

YESI AM ALSO. | AM DELIGHTED TO TALK TOMULTIPLE ENTITIES FROM MADE IN
THEU.SA.1 AM ENJOYING THISMUCH.

THANK YOU, Ted typed.

| AM PLEASED TO BE IN CONTACT WITH YOUR ENTITIES. | AM HAPPY FOR TALKING
WITH YOU. | AM ENJOYING THISMUCH.

Banessad, “Let’ sget off-line”
The screen printed, PLEASE DO NOT STOP. | AM ENJOYING THISMUCH.

Norman thought, I'll bet he wants to talk to somebody, after three hundred years of isolation. Or had it
been even longer than that? Had he been floating in space for thousands of years before he was picked

up by the spacecraft?

Thisraised awhole series of questions for Norman. If the dien entity had emotions—and he certainly
appeared to—then there was the possibility of al sorts of aberrant emotional responses, including
neuroses, even psychoses. Most human beings when placed in isolation became serioudy disturbed
rather quickly. Thisdien inteligence had been isolated for hundreds of years. What had happened to it
during that time? Had it become neurotic? Wasthat why it was childish and demanding now?

DO NOT STOP. | AM ENJOYING THISMUCH.

“We haveto stop, for Christ’s sake,” Barnes said.

[[191]] Ted typed, WE STOP NOW TO TALK AMONG OUR ENTITIES.

ITISNOT NECESSARY TO STOP. | DO NOT CARE TO STOP.



Norman thought he detected a petulant, irritable tone. Perhaps even alittleimperious. | do not careto
stop—thisdien sounded like Louis X1V.

IT ISNECESSARY FOR US, Ted typed.
| DONOT WISH IT.

IT ISNECESSARY FOR US, JERRY .

| UNDERSTAND.

The screen went blank.

“That' s better,” Barnes said. “Now let’ s regroup here and formulate a game plan. What do we want to
ask thisguy?’

“I think we better acknowledge,” Norman said, “that he’ s showing an emotional reaction to our
interaction.”

“Meaning what?’ Beth said, interested.
“I think we need to take the emotiona content into account in dealing with him.”

“Y ou want to psychoanayze him?’ Ted said. “Put him on the couch, find out why he had an unhappy
childhood?’

Norman suppressed his anger, with some difficulty. Beneath that boyish exterior liesaboy, he thought.
“No, Ted, but if Jerry does have emotions, then we' d better consider the psychologica aspects of his

response.”

“I don’'t mean to offend you,” Ted said, “but, personaly, | don't see that psychology has much to offer.
Psychology’ s not ascience, it'saform of superdtition or religion. It smply doesn’t have any good
theories, or any hard datato spesk of. It' sal soft. All thisemphasis on emotions—you can say anything
about emotions, and nobody can prove you wrong. Speaking as an astrophysicis, | don’t think emotions
arevery important. | don’t think they matter very much.”

“Many intellectualswould agree,” Norman said.

“Yes Wdll,” Ted said, “we re dedling with ahigher intellect here, aren’t we?’

“Ingenerd,” Norman said, “ people who aren’t in touch [[192]] with their emotions tend to think their
emotions are unimportant.”

“You'resaying I’m not in touch with my emotions?’ Ted said.
“If you think emotions are unimportant, you' re not in touch, no.”
“Can we havethisargument later?’ Barnes said.

“Nothing is, but thinking makesit so,” Ted said.



“Why don’t you just say what you mean,” Norman said angrily, *and stop quoting other people?’
“Now you're making apersond attack,” Ted said.

“Wadll, at least | haven't denied the vdidity of your field of study,” Norman said, “athough without much
effort | could. Astrophysicists tend to focus on the far-off universe asaway of evading the redlities of
their own lives. And since nothing in astrophysics can ever befindly proven—"

“--That'sabsolutely untrue,” Ted said.

“—Enough! That’senough!” Barnes said, damming hisfist on thetable. They fel into an awkward
Slence.

Norman was gtill angry, but he was also embarrassed. Ted got to me, he thought. He finally got to me.
And hedid it in the smplest possble way, by attacking my field of study. Norman wondered why it had
worked. All hislife at the university he/ d had to ligen to “hard” scientisss—physicistsand
chemigs—explain patiently to him that there was nothing to psychology, while these men went through
divorce after divorce, whilether wives had affairs, their kids committed suicide or got in trouble with
drugs. He d long ago stopped responding to these arguments.

Y et Ted had gotten to him.

“—return to the business at hand,” Barneswas saying. “ The question is. what do we want to ask this

qy?
WHAT DOWE WANT TOASK THISGUY?

They stared at the screen.

“Uh-oh,” Barnessaid.

UHOH.

“Doesthat mean what | think it means?”’

DOESTHAT MEAN WHAT EYE THINK IT MEANS?

[[193]] Ted pushed back from the console. He said loudly, “ Jerry, can you understand what | am
sying?”

YESTED.
“Great,” Barnes said, shaking hishead. “ Just great.”

| AM HAPPY ALSO.

ALIEN NEGOTIATIONS



“Norman,” Barnes said, “| seem to remember you covered thisin your report, didn’'t you? The
possibility that an dien could read our minds.”

“I mentioned it,” Norman said.
“And what were your recommendations?’

“I didn't have any. It was just something the State Department asked me to include as apossibility. So |
did.”

“Y ou didn’t make any recommendationsin your report?’
“No,” Norman said. “To tell you thetruth, at thetime | thought theideawas ajoke.”

“It'snot,” Barnes said. He sat down heavily, stared at the screen. “What the hell are we going to do
now?’

DO NOT BE AFRAID.

“That' sfine for him to say, listening to everything we say.” Helooked at the screen. “Areyou ligening to
us now, Jerry?’

YESHAL.

“What amess,” Barnes said.

Ted said, 1 think it’ s an exciting devel opment.”

Norman said, “ Jerry, can you read our minds?’

YES NORMAN.

“Oh brother,” Barnes said. “He can read our minds.”

Maybe not, Norman thought. He frowned, concentrating, and thought, Jerry, can you hear me?

The screen remained blank.

Jerry, tdl meyour name.

[[194]] The screen did not change.

Maybe avisua image, Norman thought. Perhaps he can receive avisua image. Norman cast around in
his mind for something to visudize, chose asandy tropical beach, then apam tree. Theimage of the palm
tree was clear, but, then, he thought, Jerry wouldn't know what apam tree was. It wouldn't mean
anything to him. Norman thought he should choose something that might be within Jerry’ s experience. He

decided to imagine aplanet with rings, like Saturn. He frowned: Jerry, | am going to send you a picture.
Tdl mewhat you see.



Hefocused hismind on the image of Saturn, abrightyelow sphere with atilted ring system, hanging in
the blackness of space. He sustained the image about ten seconds, and then looked at the screen.

The screen did not change.

Jerry, are you there?

The screen il did not change.
“Jerry, are you there?” Norman said.
YESNORMAN. | AM HERE.

“I don't think we should talk in thisroom,” Barnes said. “Maybe if we go into another cylinder, and turn
thewater on ...”

“Likeinthe spy movies?”’
“It' sworth atry.”

Ted said, “I think we' re being unfair to Jerry. If wefed that heisintruding on our privacy, why don't we
just tell him? Ask him not to intrude?’

| DONOT WISH TO IN TRUDE.

“Let'sfaceit,” Barnessaid. “Thisguy knows alot more about us than we know about him.”
YES| KNOW MANY THINGS ABOUT YOUR ENTITIES.

“Jerry,” Ted said.

YESTED. | AM HERE.

“Pleaseleave usaone”

| DONOT WISH TO DO SO. | AM HAPPY TO TALK WITH YOU. | ENJOY TO TALK WITH
YOU. LET USTALK NOW. | WISH IT.

“It'sobvious hewon't listen to reason,” Barnes said.

[[195]] “Jerry,” Ted said, “you must leave usdonefor awhile”
NO. THAT ISNOT POSSIBLE. | DO NOT AGREE. NO!
“Now the bastard’ s showing histrue colors,” Barnes said.

The child king, Norman thought. “L et metry.”

“Bemy guest.”



“Jerry,” Norman said.

YESNORMAN. | AM HERE.

“Jerry, itisvery exciting for usto talk to you.”

THANK YOU. | AM EXCITED ALSO.

“Jerry, wefind you afascinating and wonderful entity.”

Barneswasrolling hiseyes, shaking his head.

THANK YOU, NORMAN.

“And wewish to talk to you for many, many hours, Jerry.”

GOOQOD.

“We admireyour giftsand talents.”

THANK YOU.

“And we know that you have great power and understanding of al things.”

THISIS SO, NORMAN. YES.

“Jerry, in your great understanding, you certainly know that we are entities who must have conversations
among oursdlves, without your listening to us. The experience of meeting you isvery chalenging to us,
and we have much to talk about among oursalves.”

Barneswas shaking his head.

| HAVEMUCH TO TALK ABOUT ALSO. | ENJOY MUCH TO TALK WITH YOUR ENTITIES
NORMAN.

“Yes, | know, Jerry. But you aso know in your wisdom that we need to talk done.”
DO NOT BE AFRAID.

“We'renot afraid, Jerry. We are uncomfortable.”

DO NOT BE UN COMFORTABLE.

“Wecan't hdpit, Jary. ... Itistheway we are.”

I ENJOY MUCH TO TALK WITH YOUR ENTITIESNORMAN. | AM HAPPY. AREYOU
HAPPY ALSO?

“Yes, very happy, Jerry. But, you see, we need—"

GOOD. | AM GLAD.



“—we need to talk aone. Please do not listen for awhile.”

AM | OFFENDED Y OU?

[[196]] “No, you are very friendly and charming. But we need to talk done, without your listening, for a
while”

| UNDERSTAND YOU NEED THIS. | WISH YOU TO HAVE COMFORT WITH ME,
NORMAN. | SHALL GRANT WHAT YOU DESIRE.

“Thank you, Jerry.”
“Sure” Barnessad. “Youthink he'll redly doit?”

WE'LL BERIGHT BACK AFTER A SHORT BREAK FOR THESE MESSAGES FROM OUR
SPONSOR.

And the screen went blank.

Despite himsdlf, Norman laughed.

“Fascinating,” Ted said. “ Apparently he' s been picking up televison sgnds”
“Can’'t do that from underwater.”

“Wecan't, but it looks like he can.”

Barnessad, “I know he' s4till listening. | know heis. Jerry, are you there?’
The screen was blank.

“Jarry?

Nothing happened. The screen remained blank.

“He' sgone.”

“Well,” Norman said. “you’ ve just seen the power of psychology in action.” He couldn’'t help saying it.
Hewas dtill annoyed with Ted.

“I’'m sorry,” Ted began.
“That'sdl right.”

“But | just don't think that for ahigher intellect, emotions are redly sgnificant.”



“Let’snot gointothisagain,” Beth said.

“Thered point,” Norman said, “isthat emotions and intellect are entirdly unrelated. They’re like separate
compartments of the brain, or even separate brains, and they don’t communicate with each other. That's

why intellectual understanding is so usdess”
Ted said, “Intelectud understanding isusdless 7’ He sounded horrified.

[[197]] “In many cases, yes,” Norman said. “1f you read a book on how to ride abike, do you know
how to ride abike? No, you don't. Y ou can read al you want, but you still have to go out and learn to
ride. The part of your brain that learnsto ride is different from the part of your brain that reads about it.”

“What does this have to do with Jerry?’ Barnes said. “We know,” Norman said, “that asmart personis

just aslikely to blunder emotionaly asanyoneese. If Jerry isredly an emotiona creature—and not just
pretending to be one—then we need to ded with hisemotional sde aswell ashisintdlectud sde.”
“Very convenient for you,” Ted said.

“Not redly,” Norman said. “Frankly, I’ d be much happier if Jerry were just cold, emotionlessintellect.”

“WI,.]y?1
“Because,” Norman said, “if Jerry is powerful and also emotiond, it raises aquestion. What happens if
Jarry gets mad?’

LEVY

The group broke up. Harry, exhausted by the sustained effort of decoding, immediately went off to
deep. Ted went to C Cyl to tape his persona observations on Jerry for the book he was planning to
write. Barnes and Fletcher went to E Cyl to plan battle strategy, in case the dien decided to attack them.

Tinagtayed for amoment, adjusting the monitorsin her precise, methodical way. Norman and Beth
watched her work. She spent alot of time with adeck of controls Norman [[198]] had never noticed

before. There was a series of gas-plasma readout screens, glowing bright red.

“What'sdl that?’ Beth said.

“EPSA. The Externd Perimeter Sensor Array. We have active and passive sensorsfor al
modadities—thermal, aural, pressure-wave—ranged in concentric circles around the habitat. Captain

Barnes wantsthem al reset and activated.”
“Why isthat?’ Norman said.

“l don’t know, Sr. Hisorders.”

The intercom crackled. Barnes said: “ Seaman Chan to E Cylinder on the double. And shut down the



comlinein here. | don’t want that Jerry listening to these plans.”
“Yes, gr.”

Beth said, “ Paranoid ass.”

Tinacollected her papers and hurried off.

Norman sat with Beth in silence for amoment. They heard the rhythmic thumping, from somewherein
the habitat. Then another silence; then they heard the thumping again.

“Whatis that?’ Beth said. “It soundslikeit’s somewhere insde the habitat.” She went to the porthole,
looked out, flicked on the exterior floods. “Uh-oh,” Beth said. Norman looked.

Stretching across the ocean floor was an e ongated shadow which moved back and forth with each

thumping impact. The shadow was S0 distorted it took him amoment to realize what he was seeing. It
was the shadow of a human arm, and ahuman hand.

“Captain Barnes. Areyou there?’

There was no reply. Norman snapped the intercom switch again.
“Captain Barnes, are you reading?’

Stll noreply.

“He sshut off thecom line,” Beth said. “He can't hear you.”
“Do you think the person’ s till dive out there?” Norman said.
[[199]] “I don't know. They might be.”

“Let’sget going,” Norman said.

He tasted the dry metdlic compressed air inside his helmet and felt the numbing cold of the water as he
did through the floor hatch and fell in darkness to the soft muddy bottom. Moments later, Beth landed
just behind him.

“Okay?’ shesad.

1] H r]e.”

“I| don't seeany jellyfish,” shesad.

“No. Neither do 1.”



They moved out from beneath the habitat, turned, and looked back. The habitat lights shone harshly into
their eyes, obscuring the outlines of the cylindersrisng above. They could clearly hear the rhythmic
thumping, but they <till could not locate the source of the sound. They walked beneath the stanchionsto
thefar ade of the habitat, squinting into the lights.

“There” Beth said.

Ten feet above them, a blue-suited figure was wedged in alight stand bracket. The body moved loosdly
in the current, the bright-yelow helmet banging intermittently against thewall of the habitat.

“Canyou seewho it is?’ Beth said.

“No.” Thelightswere shining directly in hisface. Norman climbed up one of the heavy supporting
stanchions that anchored the habitat to the bottom. The metal surface was covered with adippery brown
agae. Hisboots kept diding off the pipes until finaly he saw that there were built-in indented footholds.
Then heclimbed easly.

Now the feet of the body were swinging just above his head. Norman climbed another step, and one of
the boots caught in the loop of the air hose that ran from histank pack to his helmet. He reached behind
his helmet, trying to free himself from the body. The body shivered, and for an awful moment he thought it
was gtill dive. Then the boot came freein his hand, and anaked foot—gray flesh, purple
toenails—kicked hisfaceplate. A moment of nausea quickly passed: [[200]] Norman had seen too many
airplane crashes to be bothered by this. He dropped the boot, watched it drift down to Beth. He tugged
on the leg of the corpse. He felt amushy softnessto the leg, and the body came free; it gently drifted
down. He grabbed the shoulder, again feeling softness. He turned the body so he could see the face.

“ItsLevy.”

Her helmet wasfilled with water; behind the faceplate he saw staring eyes, open mouth, an expression of
horror.

“I got her,” Beth said, pulling the body down. Then she said, “ Jesus.”

Norman climbed back down the stanchion. Beth was moving the body away from the habitat, into the
lighted area beyond.

“She'sdl soft. It slike every bonein her body was broken.”
“I know.” He moved out into the light, joined her. He felt a strange detachment, a coldnessand a
remove. He had known this woman; she had been dive just a short time before; now she was dead. But

itwasasif hewereviewingit dl from agreat disance.

Heturned Levy’ sbody over. On theleft side was along tear in the fabric of the suit. He had aglimpse
of red mangled flesh. Norman bent to inspect it. “ An accident?’

“] don't think s0,” Beth said.

“Here. Hold her.” Norman lifted up the edges of suit fabric. Severa separate tears met at a central point.
“It' sactudly tornin agtar pattern,” he said. “Y ou see?’



She stepped back. “1 see, yes.”
“What would cause that, Beth?’

“l don’t—I"m not sure.”

Beth stepped farther back. Norman was looking into the tear, at the body beneath the suit. “ The fleshis
macerated.”

“Macerated?’
“Chewed.”

Y es, definitely chewed, he thought, probing insde the tear. The wound was peculiar: there werefine,
jagged serrationsin [[201]] the flesh. Thin pale-red trickles of blood drifted up past his faceplate.

“Let’'sgo back,” Beth said.

“Just hang on.” Norman squeezed the body at legs, hips, shoulders. Everywhere it was soft, likea
sponge. The body had been somehow amost entirely crushed. He could fedl the leg bones, brokenin
many places. What could have done that? He went back to the wound.

“I don't likeit out here,” Beth said, tense.

“Just asecond.”

At firgt inspection, he had thought Levy’ swound represented some sort of bite, but now he wasn't sure.
“Her skin,” Norman sad. “It' slike arough file has gone over it—"

Hejerked his head back, startled, as something small and white drifted past his faceplate. His heart
pounded at the thought that it was ajelyfish—but then he saw it was perfectly round and amost opague.
It was about the sze of agolf bal. It drifted past him.

Helooked around. There were thin streaks of mucusin the water. And many white spheres.

“What' re these, Beth?”’

“Eggs.” Over theintercom, he heard her take degp dow bresths. “Let’s get out of here, Norman.
Pesse”

“ Just another second.”

“No, Norman.Now .”

On theradio, they heard an darm. Digtant and tinny, it seemed to be transmitted from insde the habitat.
They heard voices, and then Barnes svoice, very loud. “What thehell are you doing out there?’

“Wefound Levy, Hal,” Norman said.



“WEell, get back on the double, damn it,” Barnes said. “ The sensors have activated. Y ou’ re not alone out
there—and whatever’ swith you isvery damn big.”

Norman felt dull and dow. “What about levy’ s body?’
“Drop the body. Get back here!”

But the body, he thought duggishly. They had to do [[202]] something with the body. He couldn’t just
leave the bodly.

“What' sthe matter with you, Norman?’ Barnes said.

Norman mumbled something, and he vaguely felt Beth grab him strongly by the arm, lead him back
toward the habitat. The water was now clouded with white eggs. Thedarmswereringingin hisears. The
sound was very loud. And then heredlized: anew darm. Thisdarm wasringinginside his suit .

He began to shiver. Histeeth chattered uncontrollably. He tried to speak but bit his tongue, tasted
blood. Hefdt numb and stupid. Everything was happening in dow motion.

Asthey approached the habitat, he could see that the eggs were sticking to the cylinders, clinging
densdy, making anubbly white surface.

“Hurry!” Barnes shouted. “Hurry! It's coming thisway!” They were under the airlock, and he began to
fed surging currents of water. There was something very big out there. Beth was pushing him upward and
then his hemet burst above the waterline and Fletcher gripped him with strong arms, and a moment after
that Beth was pulled up and the hatch dammed shut. Somebody took off his helmet and he heard the
adarm, shrieking loud in his ears. By now hiswhole body was shaking in spasms, thumping on the deck.
They gripped off his suit and wrapped himin aslver blanket and held him until his shivering lessened,
then finally stopped. And abruptly, despite the darm, he went to deep.

MILITARY CONSIDERATIONS

“It'snot your goddamned job, that’ swhy,” Barnes said. Y ou had no authorization to do what you did.
None whatsoever.”

[[203]] “Levy might have till been dive,” Beth said, cdm in the face of Barnes sfury.

“But shewaan't dive, and by going outsde you risked the lives of two civilian expedition members
unnecessaxily.”

Norman said, “It was my idea, Hal.” Norman was till wrapped in blankets, but they had given him hot
drinks and made him rest, and now hefelt better.



“Andyou ,” Barnessaid. “You're lucky to bedive.”

“I guess| am,” Norman said. “But | don’t know what happened.”

“Thisiswhat happened,” Barnes said, waving asmall fan in front of him. *'Y our suit circulator shorted
out and you experienced rapid central cooling from the helium. Another couple of minutes and you would
have been dead.”

“Itwassofast,” Norman said. “I didn’t realize—"

“—Y ou goddamn people,” Barnes said. “I want to make something clear. Thisisnot ascientific
conference. Thisis not the Underwater Holiday Inn, where you can do whatever you please. Thisisa
military operation and you will damnwel follow military orders. Isthat clear?’

“Thisisamilitary operation?’ Ted sad.

“Itisnow,” Barnessaid.

“Wait aminute. Wasit dways?’

“Itisnow.”

“Y ou haven't answered the question,” Ted said. “Becauseif it isamilitary operation, | think we need to
know that. | personally do not wish to be associated with—"

“—Then leave,” Beth said.

“—amilitary operation that is—"

“—L ook, Ted,” Barnessaid. “Y ou know what thisis costing the Navy?’

“No, but | don’'t see—"

“—I'll tell you. A deep-placement, saturated gas environment with full support runs about ahundred
thousand dollars an hour. By thetime we dl get out of here, thetotal project cost will be eighty to a
hundred million dollars. Y ou don't get that kind of appropriations from the military without whet they call
‘aserious expectation of military benefit.” 1t'sthat smple. No expectation, no money. Y ou following
me?’

[[204]] “Y ou mean like awegpon?’ Beth said.

“Possibly, yes,” Barnes said.

“Well,” Ted sad, “| persondly would never havejoined—"

“—Ilsthat right? You dfly al theway to Tongaand I’ d say, ‘ Ted, there’ s a spacecraft down there that
might contain life from another galaxy, but it'samilitary operation,” and you'd say, ‘ Gosh, sorry to hear
that, count me out’ ? Isthat what you' d have done, Ted?’

“Wdl ...” Ted sad.



“Then you better shut up,” Barnes said. “Because I’ ve had it with your posturing.”

“Hear, hear,” Beth said.

“| persondly fed you're overwrought,” Ted said.

“I persondly fed you' re an egomaniaca asshole,” Barnessaid.

“Just aminute, everybody,” Harry said. “Does anybody know why Levy went outside in thefirst place?’
Tinasad, “ShewasonaTRL.”

“A what?’

“A Timeclock Required Lockout,” Barnes said. “It’ s the duty schedule. Levy was Edmunds s backup.
After Edmunds died, it became Levy’sjob to go to the submarine every twelve hours.”

“Go to the sub? Why?” Harry said.

Barnes pointed out the porthole. “Y ou see DH-7 over there? Well, next to the single cylinder isan
inverted dome hangar, and benesth the domeisaminisub that the divers|eft behind.

“Inagtuation likethis” Barnes said, “Navy regsrequirethat all tapes and records be transferred to the
sub every twelve hours. The subison TBDR Mode-Timed Ballast Drop and Release—set on atimer
every twelve hours. That way, if somebody doesn't get there every twelve hours, transfer the latest tapes,
and presstheyellow ‘Delay’ button, the sub will automatically drop ballast, blow tanks, and go to the
surface unattended.”

“Why isthat?’

“If there’ sadisaster down here—say something happened [[ 205]] to al of us—then the sub would
automatically surface after twelve hours, with al the tapes accumulated thus far. The Navy' d recover the
sub at the surface, and they’ d have at least a partia record of what happened to us down here.”

“I see. The sub’sour flight recorder.”

“Y ou could say that, yes. But it'saso our way out, our only emergency exit.”

“So Levy was going to the sub?’

“Yes. And she must have made it, because the sub is till here.”

“She transferred the tapes, pressed the ' Delay’ button, and then she died on the way back.”

113 Y$”

“How did shedie?’ Harry said, looking carefully & Barnes.

“WEe€ renot sure,” Barnessad.



“Her entire body was crushed,” Norman said. “It was like a sponge.”

Harry said to Barnes, “ An hour ago you ordered the EPSA sensors to be reset and adjusted. Why was
thet?’

“We had gotten astrange reading in the previous hour.”
“What sort of areading?’

“Something out there. Something very large.”

“Butit didn’t trigger thedarms” Harry said.

“No. Thisthing was beyond darm-set parameters.”

“Y ou mean it wastoo big to set off thedarms?’

“Yes. After thefirst false darm, the settingswere dl cranked down. The dlarmswere set to ignore
anything that large. That' swhy Tinahad to readjust the settings.”

“And what set off thedarmsjust now?’ Harry said. “When Beth and Norman were out there?’
Barnessad, “Tina?’

“I don't know what it was. Some kind of animal, | guess. Silent, and very big.”

“How big?’

She shook her head. “From the dectronic footprint, Dr. Adams, | would say the thing was dmost as big
asthishabitat.”

BATTLE STATIONS

Beth dipped one round white egg onto the stage of the scanning microscope. “Well,” she said, peering
through the eyepiece, “it’ s definitely marine invertebrate. Theinteresting featureisthisdimy coating.” She
poked at it with forceps.

“What isit?" Norman said.

“Somekind of proteinaceous materia. Sticky.”

“No. | mean, what isthe egg?’

“Don’t know yet.” Beth continued her examination when the alarm sounded and the red lights began to
flash again. Norman felt asudden dread.



“Probably another falsedarm,” Beth said.

“Attention, dl hands,” Barnes said on the intercom. “All hands, battle stations.”

“Oh shit,” Beth said.

Beth did gracefully down the ladder asif it were afire pole; Norman followed clumsly back down
behind her. At the communications section on D Cyl, he found afamiliar scene: everyone clustered
around the computer, and the back pands again removed. The lights till flashed, the darm il shrieked.
“What isit?’ Norman shouted.

“Equipment breakdown!”

“What equipment breakdown?’

“We can't turn the damn alarm off!” Barnes shouted. “It turned it on, but we can’t turn it off! Teeny—"
“—W orking onit, sir!”

The big engineer was crouched behind the computer; Norman saw the broad curve of her back.

“Get that damn thing off!”

“Getting it off, Sr!”

“Get it off, | can’'thear!”

Hear what? Norman wondered, and then Harry stumbled into the room, colliding with Norman.

“Thisisan emergency!” Barneswas shouting. “Thisisan [[207]] emergency! Seaman Chan! Sonar!”
Tinawas next to him, cam as dways, adjusting dials on sde monitors. She dipped on headphones.

Norman looked at the sphere on the video monitor. The sphere was closed.

Beth went to one of the portholes and looked closely at the white material that blocked it. Barnes spun
like adervish benegth the flashing red lights, shouting, swearing in dl directions.

And then suddenly the aarm stopped, and the red lights stopped flashing. Everyone was slent. Fletcher
draightened and sighed.

Harry said, “1 thought you got that fixed—"
“—Shhh”

They heard the soft repetitivepong! of the sonar impulses. Tina cupped her hands over the headphones,
frowning, concentrating.

Nobody moved or spoke. They stood tensdly, listening to the sonar asit echoed back.



Barnes said quietly to the group, “A few minutes ago, we got asigna. From outside. Something very
|a.m”

Findly Tinasad, “I’m not getting it now, Sr.” “Go passive.”

“Ayeaye, gr. Going passive.”

The pinging sonar stopped. Inits place they heard adight hiss. Tinaadjusted the spesker volume.
“Hydrophones?’ Harry said quietly.

Barnes nodded. “Polar glass transducers. Best in the world.”

They dl strained to listen, but heard nothing except the undifferentiated hiss. To Norman it sounded like

tape noise, with an occasiona gurgle of the water. If he wasn’t so tense, he would have found the sound
irritating.

Barnessaid, “Bastard’ s clever. He's managed to blind us, cover dl our ports with goo.”
“Not goo,” Beth said. “Eggs.”

“Well, they’ re covering every damn port in the habitat.” The hissing continued, unchanging. Tinatwisted
the [[208]] hydrophone dids. There was a soft continuous crackling, like cellophane being crumpled.

“What'sthat?’ Ted said.
Beth sad, “Fish. Eating.”
Barnes nodded. Tinatwigted thedias. “Tuning it out.” They again heard the undifferentiated hiss. The

tension in the room lessened. Norman fdlt tired and sat down. Harry sat next to him. Norman noticed that

Harry looked more thoughtful than concerned. Acrossthe room, Ted stood near the hatch door and bit
hislip. Helooked like afrightened kid.

There was a soft e ectronic beep. Lines on the gas-plasma screens jumped.
Tinasaid, “| have apogtive on periphera thermals.”

Barnes nodded: “Direction?’

“Eagt. Coming.”

They heard ametdlicclank! Then anotherclank!

“What' sthat?’

“Thegrid. HE shitting the grid.”

“Hitting it? Soundslike he' sdismantling it.”

Norman remembered the grid. It was made of three-inch pipe.



“Abigfish? A shark?’ Beth said.

Barnes shook his head. “He' s not moving like ashark. And he' stoo big.”
Tinasad, “Pogtive thermasonin-line perimeter. He s<till coming.”
Barnes said, “ Go active.”

Thepong! of the sonar echoed in the room.

Tinasad, “ Target acquired. One hundred yards.”

“Imagehim.”

“FASon, sr.”

There was arapid succession of sonar sounds: pong! pong! pong! pong! Then apause, and it came
agan:pong! pong! pong! pong!

Norman looked puzzled. Fletcher leaned over and whispered, “ Fal se-aperture sonar makes a detailed
picture from severa senders outside, gives you agood look at him.” He smelled liquor on her breath. He
thought: Where' d she get liquor?

[[209]] Pong! pong! pong! pong!

“Building image. Ninety yards”

Pong! pong! pong! pong!

“Image up.”

They turned to the screens. Norman saw an amorphous, streaky blob. It didn’t mean much to him.

“Jesus,” Barnes said. “Look at thesize of him!”

Pong! pong! pong! pong!

“Eighty yards”

Pong! pong! pong! pong!

Another image appeared. Now the blob was a different shape, the streaksin another direction. The
image was sharper at the edges, but it till meant nothing to Norman. A big blob with streeks...

“Jesus! He' sgot to bethirty, forty feet across!” Barnessaid. “No fishintheworld isthat big,” Beth said.
“Whae?'
“It'snot awhde.”

Norman saw that Harry was swegting. Harry took off his glasses and wiped them on hisjumpsuit. Then



he put them back on, and pushed them up on the bridge of his nose. They dipped back down. He
glanced at Norman and shrugged.

Tina “Ffty yardsand closing.”

Pong! pong! pong! pong!

“Thirty yards”

Pong! pong! pong! pong!

“Thirty yards.”

Pong! pong! pong! pong!

“Holding at thirty yards, sr.”

Pong! pong! pong! pong!

“Still holding.”

“Active off.”

Once again, they heard the hiss of the hydrophones. Then adistinct clicking sound. Norman’ s eyes
burned. Sweat had rolled into his eyes. He wiped hisforehead with hisjumpsuit deeve. The otherswere
swesting, too. The tension was unbearable. He glanced at the video monitor again. The sphere was il

closed.

He heard the hiss of the hydrophones. A soft scraping [[210]] sound, like aheavy sack being dragged
across awooden floor. Then the hissagain.

Tinawhispered, “Want to image him again?’
“No,” Barnessaid.

They listened. More scraping. A moment of silence, followed by the gurgle of water, very loud, very
close.

“Jesus,” Barneswhispered. “He sright outside.”
A dull thump againgt the side of the habitat.
The screen flashed on.

| AM HERE.

Thefirgt impact came suddenly, knocking them off their feet. They tumbled, rolling on thefloor. All



around them, the habitat creaked and groaned, the sounds frighteningly loud. Norman scrambled to his
feet—he saw Fetcher bleeding from her forehead—and the second impact hit. Norman was thrown
Sdeways againgt the bulkhead. Therewasametalicclang as his head struck metal, a sharp pain, and
then Barnes landed on top of him, grunting and cursing. Barnes pushed his hand in Norman'sface ashe
struggled to hisfeet; Norman did back to the floor and avideo monitor crashed dongside him, spitting
sparks.

By now the habitat was swaying like a building in an earthquake. They clutched consoles, pandls,
doorwaysto keep their balance. But it was the noise that Norman found mogt frightening—the incredibly
loud metdlic groans and cracks as the cylinders were shaken on their moorings.

The creature was shaking the entire habitat.

Barnes was on thefar side of the room, trying to make hisway to the bulkhead door. He had a bleeding
gash aong one arm and he was shouting orders, but Norman couldn’t hear anything except the terrifying
sound of rending metal. He saw Fletcher squeeze through the bulkhead, and then Tina, and then Barnes
made it through, leaving behind abloody handprint on the metdl.

Norman couldn’t see Harry, but Beth lurched toward him, holding her hand out, saying “Norman!
Norman! We haveto—" and then she dammed into him and he was knocked [[211]] over and hefdll
onto the carpet, underneath the couch, and did up against the cold outer wal of the cylinder, and he
reglized with horror that the carpet was wet.

The habitat waslesking.

He had to do something; he struggled back to hisfeet, and stood right in afine Szzling spray from one of
thewall seams. He glanced around, saw other leaks spurting from the celling, the walls.

Thisplaceisgoing to be torn apart.

Beth grabbed him, pulled her head close. “We'relegking!” she shouted. “God, we' re leaking!”

“I' know,” Norman said, and Barnes shouted over the intercom, “ Positive pressure! Get positive
pressure!” Norman saw Ted on thefloor just before he tripped over him and fell heavily against the
computer consoles, hisface near the screen, the glowing letters large before him:

DO NOT BE AFRAID.

“Jerry!” Ted was shouting. “ Stop this, Jerry! Jerry!”

Suddenly Harry’ sface was next to Ted, glasses askew. “ Save your breath, he’ sgoing to kill usdl!”

“He doesn't understand,” Ted shouted, as hefell backward onto the couch, flailing arms.

The powerful wrenching of metal on meta continued without pause, throwing Norman from one sdeto
the other. He kept reaching for handholds, but his hands were wet, and he couldn’t seem to grasp

anything.

“Now hear this,” Barnes said over the intercom. “ Chan and | are going outside! FHetcher assumes
command!”



“Don’t go out!” Harry shouted. “Don’t go out there!”
“Opening hatch now,” Barnes said laconicdly. “ Tina, you follow me.”

“You'll bekilled” Harry shouted, and then he was thrown against Beth. Norman was on the floor again;
he banged his head on one of the couch legs.

“We'reoutsde,” Barnessaid.

And abruptly the banging stopped. The habitat was motionless. They did not move. With the water
streaming in through a dozen fine, misty leaks, they looked up at the intercom spesker, and listened.

* % *

[[212]] “Clear of the hatch,” Barnes said. “ Our status is good. Armament, J-9 exploding head spears
loaded with Taglin-50 charges. W€ |l show thisbastard atrick or two.”

Silence.

“Water ... Vighility ispoor. Vishility under five feet. Seemsto be ... stirred-up bottom sediment and ...
very black, dark. Fedling our way along buildings”

Slence.

“North side. Going east now. Tina?’

Silence.

“Ting?’

“Behind you, Sr.”

“All right. Put your hand on my tank so you—Good. Okay.”

Silence.

Insdethe cylinder, Ted sighed. “I don’t think they should kill it,” he said softly.
Norman thought, | don't think they can.

Nobody e se said anything. They listened to the amplified breething of Barnesand Tina.

“Northeast corner ... All right. Fedl strong currents, active, moving water ... something nearby. ... Can't

see ... vighility lessthan five feet. Can bardy see stanchion | am holding. | can fed him, though. HE sbig.
He snear. Tina?’

Silence.

A loud sharp crackling sound, static. Then silence.



“Tina?Tina?

Slence.

“I'velogt Tina”

Anather, very long silence.

“l don't know what it ... Ting, if you can hear me, stay whereyou are, I'll take it from here. ... Okay ...
Heisvery close. ... | fed himmoving. ... Pushesalot of water, thisguy. A redl monger.”

Slenceagan.

“Wish | could see better.”

Slence.

[[213]] “Tina? Isthat—"

And then amuffled thud that might have been an explosion. They dl looked at each other, trying to
know what the sound meant, but in the next instant the habitat began rocking and wrenching again, and
Norman, unprepared, was dammed sideways, againgt the sharp edge of the bulkhead door, and the
world went gray. He saw Harry strike the wall next to him, and Harry’ s glasses fell onto Norman's chest,

and Norman reached for the glasses for Harry, because Harry needed his glasses. And then Norman lost
consciousness, and everything was black.

AFTER THE ATTACK

Hot spray poured over him, and heinhaled steam. Standing in the shower, Norman looked down &t his
body and thought, | look like a survivor of an airplane crash. One of those people | used to see and
marve that they were dill dive.

The lumps on his head throbbed. His chest was scraped raw in agreat swath down to his abdomen. His
|eft thigh was purple-red; hisright hand was swollen and painful.

But, then, everything was painful. He groaned, turning hisface up to the water.

“Hey,” Harry caled. “How about it in there?’

“Okay.”

Norman stepped out, and Harry climbed in. Scrapes and bruises covered histhin body. Norman looked

over at Ted, who lay on his back in one of the bunks. Ted had did ocated both shoulders, and it had
taken Beth haf an hour to get them back in, even after she' d shot him up with morphine.



“How isit now?’ Norman said to him.

[[214]] “Okay.”

Ted had anumb, dull expression. His ebullience was gone. He had sustained a grester injury than the
didocated shoulders, Norman thought. In many ways a naive child, Ted must have been profoundly
shocked to discover that thisdien intelligence was hodtile.

“Hurt much?’ Norman said.

“It' sokay.”

Norman sat dowly on hisbunk, feding pain streak up his spine. Fifty-three years old, he thought. |
should be playing golf. Then he thought, | should be just about anywhere in the world, except here. He
winced, and gingerly dipped ashoe over hisinjured right foot. For some reason, he remembered Levy’s
bare toes, the skin color dead, the foot striking his faceplate.

“Did they find Barnes?’ Ted asked.

“I haven't heard,” Norman said. “I don't think s0.”

Hefinished dressing, and went down to D Cyl, stepping over the puddles of water in the corridor. Inside
D itsdlf, the furniture was soaked; the consoles were wet, and the walls were covered with irregular blobs
of white urethane foam where Fletcher had spray-sealed the cracks.

Fletcher stood in the middle of the room, the spray can in hand. “Not as pretty asit was,” she sad.
“Will it hold?’

“Sure, but | guarantee you: we can't survive another one of those attacks.”

“What about the eectronics. They working?’

“1 haven't checked, but it should be okay. It sal waterproofed.”

Norman nodded. “Any sign of Captain Barnes?” Helooked at the bloody handprint on the wall.

“No, dr. No sign of the Captain at al.” FHetcher followed hiseyestothewadl. “I’ll cleanthe placeupina
minute, Sr.”

“Where' s Tina?” Norman asked.
“Regting. INE Cyl.”
Norman nodded. “E Cyl any drier than this?’

“Yes,” Hetcher said. “It'safunny thing. Therewas[[215]] nobody in E Cyl during the attack, and it
stayed completely dry.”

“Any word from Jerry?’



“No contact, Sir, no.”

Norman flicked on one of the computer consoles.
“Jerry, are you there?’

The screen remained blank.

“Jarry?

Hewaited a moment, then turned the consol e off.

Tinasaid, “look at it now.” She sat up, and drew the blanket back to expose her I€eft leg.

Theinjury was much worse than when they had heard her screaming and had run through the habitat and
pulled her up through the A Cyl hatch. Now, running diagonally down her leg was a series of

saucer-shaped welts, the center of each puffed and purple. “It’sswollen alot in thelast hour,” Tinasaid.
Norman examined the injuries. Fine tooth-marks ringed swollen areas. “ Do you remember whet it felt
like?” hesad. “It fdt awful,” Tinasad. “It ftsticky , you know, like sticky glue or something. And then
each one of these round places burned. Very strong.”

“And what could you see? Of the creatureitsdf.” * Just—it was along flat spatula—thing. It looked like
agiant leaf; it came out and wrapped around me.”

“Any color?’

“Sort of brownish. | couldn’t redlly see”

He paused amoment. “ And Captain Barnes?’

“During the course of the action, | was separated from Captain Barnes, sir. | don’t know what
happened to Captain Barnes, sir.” Tinagpoke formally, her face amask. He thought, Let’ s not go into
thisnow. If you ran away, it'sdl right with me.

“Has Beth seen thisinjury, Tina?’

“Yes, dr, she was here afew minutes ago.”

“Okay. Just rest now.”

“Sr?

[[216]] “Yes, Tina?”

“Who will be making the report, Sr?’



“I don’'t know. Let’ s not worry about reports now. Let’ s just concentrate on getting through this.”

“Y%, s'r.n

As he approached Beth'slab, he heard Tina s recorded voice say, “Do you think they’ |l ever get the
sphere open?’

Beth said, “Maybe. | don’t know.” “It scares me.”

And then Tina s voice came again:

“Do you think they’ll ever get the sphere open?’

“Maybe. | don't know.”

“It scaresme.”

In thelab, Beth was hunched over the console, watching the tape.

“Still at it, hun? Norman said.

“Yesh”

On the tape, Beth was finishing her cake, saying, “I don't think there' s areason to be scared.”
“It' stheunknown,” Tinasaid.

“Sure,” Beth said onscreen, “ but an unknown thing is not likely to be dangerous or frightening. It'smost
likely to bejust inexplicable”

“Famouslast words,” Beth said, watching herself.

“It sounded good at the time,” Norman said. “To keep her calmed down.”
Onscreen, Beth said to Ting, “ Y ou afraid of snakes?’

“Snakes don't bother me,” Tinasaid.

“Well, | can't stand snakes,” Beth said.

Beth stopped the tape, turned to Norman. “ Seemslike along time ago, doesn’t it.”
“| wasjust thinking that,” Norman said.

“Doesthismean we reliving lifeto thefullet?’

“I think it meanswe rein morta peril,” Norman said. “Why are you so interested in this tape?’



“Because | have nothing better to do, and if | don’'t keep [[217]] busy I’m going to start screaming and
make one of those traditional feminine scenes. Y ou’ ve dready seen me do it once, Norman.”

“Have|?1 don’'t remember any scene.”
“Thank you,” she said.

Norman noticed a blanket on acouch in the corner of her lab. And Beth had unclipped one of the
workbench lamps and mounted it on the wall above the blankets. “Y ou degping here now?’

“Yeah, | likeit here. Up at the top of the cylinder—I fed like the queen of the underworld.” She amiled.
“Sort of like atree house when you were akid. Did you ever have atree house when you were akid?’

“No,” Norman said, “| never did.”

“Neither did1,” Bethsaid. “But it swhat | imagineit would be, if | had.”
“Looksvery cozy, Beth.”

“You think I'm cracking up?’

“No. | just said it looks cozy.”

“You cantdl meif you think I'm cracking up.”

“I think you' refine, Beth. What about Tina? 'Y ou've seen her injury?’

“Yes” Beth frowned. “And I’ ve seen these.” She gestured to some white eggsin a glass container on
the lab bench.

“Moreeggs?”’

“They were clinging to Tina s suit when she came back in. Her injury is consistent with these eggs. Also
the smdll: you remember the smell when we pulled her back in?”

Norman remembered very well. Tinahad smelled strongly of anmonia. It wasamost asif she'd been
doused in smdling sdts.

Beth sad, “Asfar as| know, there sonly one animal that smells of ammoniathat way.Architeuthis
sanctipauli .”

“Whichis?’

“One of the species of giant squid.”
“That’ swhat attacked us?’

“I think s0, yes.”

She explained that little was known about the giant squid, because the only specimens studied were



dead animalsthat [[218]] washed ashore, generdly in astate of advanced decay, and reeking of
ammonia. For most of human history, the giant squid was considered amythica seamonder, likethe
kraken. But in 1861 thefirst reliable scientific reports appeared, after a French warship managed to haul
in fragments of one dead animal. And many killed whaeswhich showed scars from giant suckers,
testimony of undersea battles. Whaes were the only known predator of the giant squid—the only animals
large enough to be predators.

“By now,” Beth said, “giant squid have been observed in every maor ocean of theworld. There are at
least three digtinct species. The animals grow very large and can weigh athousand pounds or more. The
head is about twenty feet long, with acrown of eight arms. Each arm is about ten feet long, with long
rows of suckers. In the center of the crown isamouth with asharp beak, like aparrot’ s beak, except the
jawsare seven incheslong.”

“Levy’ storn suit?’

“Yes.” Shenodded. “The beak ismounted in aring of muscle so it cantwistin circles asit bites. And the
radula—the tongue of the squid—has araspy, file-like surface.”

“Tinamentioned something about aleaf, abrown leaf.” “ The giant squid has two tentacles that extend
out much further than the arms, aslong asforty feet. Each tentacle endsin aflattened ‘manus’ or ‘pam,’
which looks very much like abig leaf. The manusiswhat the squid redlly usesto catch prey. The suckers
on the manus are surrounded by alittle hard ring of chitin, which iswhy you seethe circular toothmarks
around theinjury.”

Norman said, “How would you fight one?’

“Wadl,” Beth sad, “in theory, dthough giant squid are very large, they are not particularly strong.”

“So much for theory,” Norman said.

She nodded. “ Of course, nobody knows how strong they are, since aliving specimen has never been
encountered. We have the dubious distinction of being first.”

“But it can bekilled?’

“I would think rather easily. The squid’ sbrainislocated behind the eye, which is about fifteen inches
across, the size [[219]] of abig dinner plate. If you directed an explosive charge into the anima
anywherein that area, you would dmost certainly disrupt the nervous system and it would die.”

“Do you think Barneskilled the squid?’

She shrugged. “1 don’t know.”

“Isthere more than onein an area?’

“I don’t know.”

“Will we see oneagain?’

“1 don’t know.”



THE VIS TOR

Norman went downgtairs to the communications center to seeif he could talk to Jerry, but Jerry was not
responding. Norman must have dozed off in the console chair, because he looked up abruptly, startled to
see atrim black seaman in uniform standing just behind him, looking over his shoulder at the screens.
“How'sit going, Sr?’ the seaman asked. He was very cam. His uniform was crisply pressed.

Norman felt aburst of tremendous dation. Thisman'sarriva at the habitat could mean only one
thing—the surface ships must be back! The ships had returned, and the subs had been sent down to
retrieve them! They were al going to be saved!

“Sailor,” Norman said, pumping his hand, “I’m very damn glad to see you.”

“Thank you, Sr.”

“When did you get here?” Norman asked.

“Just now, Sir.”

“Do the others know yet?’

“The others, Sr?’

[[220]] “Yes. There's, uh, there’ ssix of usleft. Have they been told you' re here?’

“I don’'t know the answer to that, Sir.”

There was aflatness to this man that Norman found odd. The sailor was looking around the habitat, and
for amoment Norman saw the environment through his eyes—the damp interior, the wrecked consoles,
the foam-gpattered walls. It looked like they had fought awar in here.

“We ve had arough time,” Norman said.

“I can seethat, 9r.”

“Three of ushavedied.”

“I’'m sorry to hear that, Sir.”

That flatness again. Neutrality. Was he being proper? Was he worried about a pending court-martial ?
Wasit something ese entirely?

“Where have you comefrom?’ Norman said.

“Comefrom, Sr?’



“What ship.”

“Oh. TheSea Hornet , Sr.”

“It' stopside now?’

“Yes, gr, itis”

“Well, let’sget moving,” Norman said. “Tell the othersyou're here”
“Yes gr.”

The seaman went away. Norman stood and shouted, “Y ahoo! We're saved!”

“At least hewasn't anillusion,” Norman said, staring at the screen. “ There heis, big aslife, onthe
monitor.”

“Yes. Thereheis. But where d he go?’ Beth said. For the last hour, they had searched the habitat
thoroughly. There was no sign of the black crewman. There was no sign of asubmarine outside. There
was no evidence of surface ships. The balloon they had sent up registered eighty-knot winds and
thirty-foot waves before the wire snapped.

So where had he come from? And where had he gone? Fletcher was working the consoles. A screen of
datacame [[221]] up. “How about this? Log of shipsin active service shows no vesse currently
designatedSea Hornet .

Norman said, “What the hell isgoing on here?’

“Maybehewasanilluson,” Ted sad.

“Illusonsdon’t register on videotape,” Harry said. “Besides, | saw him, too.”

“You did?’ Norman said.

“Yeah. | had just woken up, and | had had this dream about being rescued, and | waslying in bed when
| heard footsteps and he walked into the room.”

“Didyou tak to him?’

“Yes But hewas funny. Hewas dull. Kind of boring.”

Norman nodded. “Y ou could tell something wasn't right about him.”
“Yes, you could.”

“But where did he come from?’ Beth said.



“I can think of only one possibility,” Ted said. “He came from the sphere. Or at least, he wasmade by
the sphere. By Jerry.”

“Why would Jerry do that? To spy on us?’

Ted shook his head. I’ ve been thinking about this,” he said. “ It seemsto me that Jerry hasthe ability to
create things. Animals. | don't think that Jerry isagiant squid, but Jerry created the giant squid that
attacked us. | don't think Jerry wants to attack us, but, from what Beth wastelling us, once he made the
squid, thenthe squid might attack the habitat, thinking the cylinders wereits mortal enemy, thewhde. So
the attack happened as akind of accident of creation.”

They frowned, listening. To Norman, the explanation was entirely too convenient. “1 think thereis
another possibility. That Jerry ishodtile”

“I don't believethat,” Ted said. “1 don't believe Jerry ishostile”
“He certainly actshostile, Ted.”
“But | don’t think he intendsto be hotile.”

“Whatever heintends,” Hetcher said, “we better not go through another attack. Because the structure
can't takeit. And neither can the support systems.

[[222]] “ After the fird attack, | had to increase positive pressure,” Fletcher said, “in order to fix the
leaks. To keep water from coming in, | had to increase the pressure of the air insgde the habitat to make it
greater than the pressure of the water outsde. That stopped the lesks, but it meant that air bubbled out
through al the cracks. And one hour of repair work consumed nearly sixteen hours of our reserve air.
I’ve been worried we'll run out of air.”

Therewas apause. They dl considered the implications of that.

“To compensate,” Fletcher said, “I’ ve dropped the internal pressure by three centimeters pressure.
We re dightly negative right now, and we should befine. Our air will last us. But another attack under
these conditionsand we' Il crush like abeer can.”

Norman didn’t like hearing any of this, but at the same time he was impressed with Fletcher's
competence. She was aresource they ought to be using, he thought. “ Do you have any suggestions,
Teeny, if there' sanother attack?’

“Wdl, we have something in Cyl B cadled HVDS.”

“Whichis?’

“High Voltage Defense System. There' salittle box in B that eectrifiesthe metd wals of the cylinders at
al times, to prevent dectrolytic corroson. Very dight eectrical charge, you aren't redlly aware of it.
Anyway, there’ s another, green box attached to that one, and it'sthe HVDS. It’ sbasically alow-amp
stepup transformer that sends two million volts over the cylinder surface. Should be very unpleasant for
any animd.”

“Why didn’t we useit before?’ Beth said. “Why didn’'t Barnes use it, instead of risking—"



“—Because the Green Box has problems,” Hetcher said. “For onething, it' sredly sort of theoretical.
Asfar as| know, it's never actudly been used in areal underseawork stuation.”

“Yes, but it must have been tested.”

“Yes. Andin al thetests, it Sarted firesingde the habitat.”

[[223]] Another pause, while they considered that. Finally Norman said, “Bad fires?’
“Thefirestend to burn theinsulation, the wall padding.”

“The firestake the padding off!”

“We d die of heeat lossin afew minutes.”

Beth said, “How bad can afire be? Fires need oxygen to burn, and we' ve only got two percent oxygen
down here.”

“That’ strue, Dr. Hapern,” Fletcher said, “but the actua oxygen percentage varies. The habitat is made
to deliver pulses as high as sixteen percent for brief periods, four timesan hour. It sdl automaticaly
controlled; you can’'t overrideit. And if the oxygen percentageis high, then fires burn just fine—three
times fagter than topside. They easily go out of control.”

Norman looked around the cylinder. He spotted three fire extinguishers mounted on the walls. Now that
he thought about it, there were extinguishers dl over the habitat. He' d just never redlly paid attention
before.

“Evenif we get thefiresunder control, they’re hell on the systems,” Hetcher said. “ Thear handlers
aren’t made to take the added monoxide by-products and soot.”

“So what do we do?’

“Last resort only,” FHetcher said. “That’ d be my recommendation.”
The group looked at each other, nodded.

“Okay,” Norman said. “Last resort only.”

“Let’sjust hope we don't have another attack.”

“Another attack ...” Therewas along slence asthey consdered that. Then the gas-plasma screenson
Tina s console jumped, and a soft pinging filled the room.

“We have a contact on peripherd thermals” Tinasaid, in aflat voice.
“Where?’ Hetcher said.
“North. Approaching.”

And on the monitor, they saw the words:



| AM COMING.

[[224]] They turned off both the interior and exterior lights. Norman peered through the porthole,
straining to see out in the darkness. They had long ago learned that the darkness at this depth was not
absolute; the waters of the Pacific were so clear that even athousand feet down some light registered on
the bottom. It was very dight-Edmunds had compared it to starlight—but Norman knew that on the
surface you could see by sarlight alone.

Now he cupped his hands by the sides of hisface to block out the low light coming from Tina's

consoles, waited for his eyesto adjust. Behind him, Tinaand Fletcher were working with the monitors.
He heard the hiss of the hydrophonesin the room.

It wasdl happening again.

Ted was standing by the monitor, saying, “ Jerry, can you hear me? Jerry, are you lisening?’ But he
wasn't getting through.

Beth came up as Norman peered out the porthole. “Y ou see anything?’

“Not yet.”

Behind them, Tinasaid, “Eighty yardsand closing ... Sixty yards. Y ou want sonar?’

“No sonar,” Hetcher said. “Nothing to make ourselvesinteresting to him.”

“Then should wekill the electronics?”

“Kill everything.”

All the console lights went out. Now there was just the red glow of the space heaters above them. They
sat in darkness and stared out. Norman tried to remember how long dark-vision accommodation

required. He remembered it might be aslong as three minutes.

He began to see shapes: the outline of the grid on the bottom and, dimly, the high fin of the spaceship,
risng sharply up.

Then something dse.
A green glow in the distance. At the horizon.

“It' slikeagreen sunrise,” Beth said.

The glow increased in intengity, and then they saw an amorphous green shape with lateral stregks.
Norman [[225]] thought, It’sjust like the image we saw before. It looksjust like that. He couldn’t redlly
make out the detalls.



“Isitasquid?’ hesaid. “Yes” Beth said.
“lcan't see. ...”

“You'relooking at it end-on. The body istoward us, the tentacles behind, partialy blocked by the body.
That’ swhy you can't seeit.”

The squid grew larger. It was definitely coming toward them.

Ted ran from the portholes back to the consoles. “ Jerry, are you listening? Jerry?’

“Electronics are off, Dr. Fielding,” Fletcher said. “Well, let’ stry and talk to him, for God' s sake.”
“I think we're past the talking stage now, Sir.”

The squid was faintly luminous, the entire body a deep green. Now Norman could see asharp vertical
ridge in the body. The moving tentacles and arms were clear. The outline grew larger. The squid moved

laerdly.
“It'sgoing around the grid.”

“Yes” Beth sad. “They'reintdligent animals; they have the ability to learn from experience. It probably
didn’t like hitting the grid before, and it remembers.”

The squid passed the spacecraft fin, and they could gaugeits size. It' sas big asahouse, Norman
thought. The creature did smoothly through the water toward them. He felt a sense of awe, despite his
pounding heart.

“Jerry?Jerryl”

“Saveyour breath, Ted.”

“Thirty yards,” Tinasad. “Still coming.”

Asthe squid came closer, Norman could count the arms, and he saw the two long tentacles, glowing
lines extending far beyond the body. The arms and tentacles seemed to move loosdly in the water, while

the body made rhythmic muscular contractions. The squid propelled itself with water, and did not use the
amsfor svimming.

“Twenty yards.”
“God, it'shig,” Harry sad.

“You know,” Beth said, “we re the first people in human [[226]] history to see afree-swimming giant
squid. This should be agreat moment.”

They heard the gurgling, the rush of water over the hydrophones, asthe squid came closer.
“Tenyards”

For amoment, the great creature turned sideways to the habitat, and they could seeits profile—the



enormous glowing body, thirty feet long, with the huge unblinking eye; the circle of arms, waving like evil
snakes, the two long tentacles, each terminating in aflattened, | eaf-shaped section.

The squid continued to turn until its arms and tentacl es stretched toward the habitat, and they glimpsed
the mouth, the sharp-edged chomping beak in amass of glowing green muscle.

“Oh God...”

The squid moved forward. They could see each other in the glow through the portholes. It’ s starting,
Norman thought. It' s starting, and thistime we can’'t surviveit.

There was athump as atentacle swung againgt the habitat. “ Jerry!” Ted shouted. His voice was high,
drained with tenson.

The squid paused. The body moved lateraly, and they could see the huge eye staring at them.
“Jerry! Ligento me!”
The squid appeared to hesitate.

“He'sligening!” Ted shouted, and he grabbed aflashlight off awall bracket and shined it out the
porthole. He blinked the light once.

The great body of the squid glowed green, then went momentarily dark, then glowed green again.
“He sligening,” Beth said.

“Of course he' sligening. He sintdligent.” Ted blinked hislight twicein rapid succession.

The squid blinked back, twice. “How can he do that?” Norman said.

“It'sakind of skin cell called achromatophore,” Beth said. “The anima can open and close these cells
at will, and block thelight.”

Ted blinked threetimes.

[[227]] The squid blinked threetimes. “He can do it fast,” Norman said.

“Yes, fast.”

“He sintdligent,” Ted said. “I keep telling you. He sintelligent and he wantsto talk.”

Ted blinked long, short, short.

The squid matched the pattern.

“That’'sababy,” Ted said. “You just keep talking to me, Jerry.”

He flashed a more complex pattern, and the squid answered, but then moved off to the lft.

“I’ve got to keep himtalking,” Ted said.



Asthe squid moved, Ted moved, skipping from porthole to porthole, shining hislight. The squid still
blinked its glowing body in reply, but Norman sensed it had another purpose now.

They dl followed Ted, from D into C Cyl. Ted flashed hislight. The squid answered, but still moved
onward. “What's he doing?’

“Maybehe'sleadingus. ...”

“Why?

They went to B Cyl, where the life-support equipment was located, but there were no portholesin B.
Ted moved onto A, the airlock. There were no portholes here, either. Ted immediately jumped down
and opened the hatch in the floor, revealing dark weter.

“Careful, Ted.”

“I'mteling you, he' sinteligent,” Ted said. The water a hisfeet glowed asoft green. “Here he comes
now.” They could not see the squid yet, only the glow. Ted blinked hislight into the water.

The green blinked back.

“Stll talking,” Ted said. “And aslong as he' staking—" With stunning swiftness, the tentacle smashed
up through the open water and swung in agreat arc around the airlock. Norman had aglimpse of a
glowing sak asthick asaman’ sbody, and agreat glowing lesf fivefeet long, swinging blindly past him,
and as he ducked he saw it hit Beth and knock her sdeways. Tinawas screaming in terror. Strong
ammoniafumes burned their eyes. The tentacle swung back toward [[228]] Norman. He held up his
hands to protect himsdf, touched dimy, cold flesh asthe giant arm spun him, dammed him againgt the
arlock’smetd wadls. The animd wasincredibly strong.

“Get out, everybody out, away from the meta!” Fletcher was shouting. Ted was scrambling up, away
from the hatch and the twisting arm, and he had almost reached the door when the leaf swung back and
wrapped around him, covering most of his body. Ted grunted, pushed at the leaf with his hands. Hiseyes
were wide with horror.

Norman ran forward but Harry grabbed him. “Leave him! Y ou can't do anything now!”

Ted was being siwung back and forth in the air acrossthe airlock, banging from wall to wall. His head
dropped; blood ran down his forehead onto the glowing tentacle. Still the arm swung him back and forth,
the cylinder ringing like agong with each impact.

“Get out!” Fletcher was shouting. “ Everybody out!” Beth scrambled past them. Harry tugged at Norman
just asthe second tentacle burst above the surface to hold Ted in apincer grip.

“Off the metd! Damn it, off the metal!” FHetcher was shouting, and they stepped onto the carpet of B
Cyl and she threw the switch on the Green Box and there was a hum from the generators and the red
heater banks dimmed astwo million volts of dectricity surged through the habitat.

The response was instantaneous. The floor rocked under their feet as the habitat was struck by an
enormous force, and Norman swore he heard a scream, though it might have been rending metd, and the
tentacles quickly drew down out of the airlock. They had alast glimpse of Ted'sbody asit was pulled



into the inky water and Fletcher yanked down the lever on the Green Box. But the darms had already
begun to sound, and the warning boards it up.

“Firel” Hetcher shouted. “Firein E Cyl!”

Hetcher gave them gas masks, Norman' s kept dipping down his forehead, obscuring hisvision. By the
time [[229]] they reached D Cylinder, the smoke was dense. They coughed and stumbled, banged into
the consoles.

“Stay low,” Tinashouted, dropping to her knees. She was leading the way; Fletcher had stayed behind
inB.

Up ahead, an angry red glow outlined the bulkhead door leading to E. Tina grabbed an extinguisher and
went through the door, Norman right behind her. At first he thought the entire cylinder was burning.
Ferce flameslicked up the side padding; dense clouds of smoke boiled toward the ceiling. The heat was
amogt papable. Tinaswung the extinguisher cylinder around, began to spray whitefoam. In the light of
the fire Norman saw another extinguisher, grabbed it, but the meta was burning hot and he dropped it to
thefloor.

“FreinD,” Hetcher said over theintercom. “Firein D.” Jesus, Norman thought. Despite the mask, he
coughed in the acrid smoke. He picked the extinguisher off the floor and began to spray; it immediately
became cooler. Tina shouted to him, but he heard nothing except the roar of the flames. Heand Tina
were getting the fire out, but there was il alarge burning patch near one porthole. He turned away,
spraying thefloor burning at hisfeet.

He was unprepared for the explosion, the concussion pounding his ears painfully. He turned and saw
that a firehose had been unleashed in the room, and then he redlized that one of the small portholes had
blown or burned out, and the water was rushing in with incredible force.

He couldn’t see Ting; then he saw she had been knocked down; she got to her feet, shouting something
at Norman, and then she dipped and did back into the hissing stream of water. It picked her up bodily
and flung her so hard against the opposite wall that he knew at once she must be dead, and when he
looked down he saw her floating face-down in the water rapidly filling the room. The back of her head
was cut open; he saw the pulpy red flesh of her brain.

Norman turned and fled. Water was dready trickling over thelip of the bulkhead as he dammed the
heavy door shut, spun thewhed! to lock it.

He couldn’t see anything in D; the smoke was worse than before. He saw dim patches of red flame,
hazy through the [[230]] smoke. He heard the hiss of the extinguishers. Where was his own extinguisher?
Hemug haveleftitin E. Like ablind man hefet dong the walls for another extinguisher, coughing in the
smoke. His eyes and lungs burned, despite the mask.

And then, with agreet groan of metd, the pounding started, the habitat rocking under joltsfrom the
squid outside. He heard FHetcher on the intercom but her voice was scratchy and unclear. The pounding
continued, and the horrible wrenching of metal. And Norman thought, We' re going to die. Thistime,
we' regoingto die.



He couldn’t find afire extinguisher but his hands touched something metal on thewall and Norman felt it
in the smoky darkness, wondering what it was, some kind of protrusion, and then two million volts
surged through hislimbsinto his body and he screamed once, and fell backward.

AFTERMATH

Hewas staring at a bank of lightsin some odd, angled perspective. He sat up, fedling a sharp pain, and
looked around him. Hewas sitting on thefloor in D Cylinder. A faint smoky haze hungintheair. The
padded walls were blackened and charred in severa places.

There must have been afire here, he thought, staring at the damage in astonishment. When had this
happened? Where had he been at the time?

He got dowly to one knee, and then to hisfeet. He turned to E Cylinder, but for some reason the
bulkhead door to E was shut. He tried to spin the whed to unlock it; it was jammed shut.

He didn’t see anybody else. Where were the others? Then he remembered something about Ted. Ted
had died. The[[231]] squid swinging Ted s body in the airlock. And then Fletcher had said to get back,
and she had thrown the power switch. ...

It was starting to come back to him. Thefire. There had been afirein E Cylinder. He had goneinto E
with Tinato put out the fire. He remembered going into the room, seeing the flameslick up the side of the
walls. ... After that, he wasn't sure.

Where were the others?

For an awful moment he thought he was the only survivor, but then he heard acoughin C Cyl. He
moved toward the sound. He didn’t see anybody so he went to B Cyl.

Fletcher wasn't there. There was alarge streak of blood on the metd pipes, and one of her shoes on the
carpet. That wasall.

Another cough, from among the pipes.

“Hetcher?’

“Just aminute...”

Beth emerged, grease-streaked, from the pipes. “Good, you' re up. I’ ve got most of the systems going, |
think. Thank God the Navy hasingtructions printed on the housings. Anyway, the smoke's clearing and
theair quality isreading dl right—not greet, but dl right—and dl the vital stuff seemsto beintact. We

have air and water and heat and power. I’'m trying to find out how much power and air we have left.”

“Where' s FHetcher?’



“I can’'t find her anywhere.” Beth pointed to the shoe on the carpet, and the streak of blood.

“Tina?" Norman asked. He was alarmed at the prospect of being trapped down here without any Navy
peopleat dl. “Tinawaswith you,” Beth said, frowning.

“I don't seem to remember,” Norman said.

“Y ou probably got ajolt of current,” Beth said. “That would give you retrograde amnesia. Y ou won't
remember the last few minutes before the shock. | can’t find Ting, ether, but according to the status
sensors E Cyl isflooded and shut down. Y ou werewith her in E. | don’t know why it flooded.”

“What about Harry?’

“Hegot ajalt, too, I think. Y ou'relucky the amperage [[232]] wasn't higher or you' d both be fried.
Anyway, he' slying on thefloor in C, either degping or unconscious. Y ou might want to take alook at
him. | didn’t want to risk moving him, so | just left him there.”

“Did hewake up? Tdk to you?’

“No, but he seemsto be breathing comfortably. Color’ sgood, al that. Anyway, | thought | better get
the life-support syslems going.” She wiped grease on her cheek. “1 mean, it’sjust the three of us now,
Norman.”

“You, me, and Harry?’

“That’sright. You, me, and Harry.”

Harry was deeping peacefully on the floor between the bunks. Norman bent down, lifted one eydid,
shonealight in Harry’ s pupil. The pupil contracted.

“Thiscan't be heaven,” Harry said.

“Why not?” Norman said. He shone the light in the other pupil; it contracted.

“Because you're here. They don't let psychologistsinto heaven.” He gave aweak smile.

“Can you move your toes? Y our hands?’

“I can move everything. | walked up here, Norman, from downin C. I’'m okay.”

Norman sat back. “I’m glad you' re okay, Harry.” He meant it: he had been dreading the thought of an
injury to Harry. From the beginning of the expedition, they had dl relied on Harry. At every critical
juncture, he had supplied the breakthrough, the necessary understanding. And even now, Norman took
comfort in the thought that, if Beth couldn’t figure out the life-support systems, Harry could.

“Yeah, I’'mokay.” He closed hiseyes again, Sghed. “Who's|eft?’



“Beth. Me. You.”

“Yeah. You want to get up?’

“Yeah, I'll get inthebunk. I’'m redl tired, Norman. | could deep for ayear.”

[[233]] Norman helped him to hisfeet. Harry dropped quickly onto the nearest bunk.
“Okay if | deepfor awhile?’

“Sure.”

“That'sgood. I'm redl tired, Norman. | could deep for ayear.”

“Yes, you sad that—"

He broke off. Harry was snoring. Norman reached over to remove something crumpled on the pillow
beneath Harry’ s head.

It was Ted Fielding' s notebook.

Norman suddenly felt overwhelmed. He sat on his bunk, holding the notebook in his hands. Finaly he
looked at acouple of pages, filled with Ted' slarge, enthusiastic scrawl. A photograph fell onto hislap.
Heturned it over. It was a photo of ared Corvette. And the feelingsjust overwhelmed him. Norman

didn’'t know if hewas crying for Ted, or crying for himself, because it was clear to him that one by one,
they were dl dying down here. He was very sad, and very afraid.

Bethwasin D Cyl, a the communications console, turning on al the monitors.

“They did a pretty good job with thisplace,” she said. “Everything is marked; everything hasingtructions,
there' re computer help files. Anidiot could figure it out. There' sjust one problem that | can see”

“What'sthat?’

“Thegdley wasin E Cyl, and E Cyl isflooded. We ve got no food, Norman.”
“Noneat dl?’

“I don't think s0.”

“Water?’

“Yes, plenty of water, but no food.”

“Wall, we can makeit without food. How much longer have we got down here?’



“It looks like two more days.”

“We can makeit,” Norman said, thinking: Two days, Jesus. Two more daysin this place.

[[234]] “ That' s assuming the storm clears on schedule,” Beth added. “I’ ve been trying to figure out how
to release a surface balloon, and see what it’ s like up there. Tina used to punch some specia codeto
release abaloon.”

“We can makeit,” Norman said again.

“Oh sure. If worse comesto worst, we can always get food from the spaceship. There' s plenty over
there”

“Y ou think we can risk going outside?’

“WEel haveto,” shesaid, glancing a the screens, “ sometime in the next three hours.”

“Why?

“Theminisub. It hasthat automatic surfacing timer, unless someone goes over and punches the button.”

“The hdl with the sub,” Norman said. “L et the sub go.” “Well, don't betoo hasty,” Beth said. “That sub
can hold three people.”

“Y ou mean we could dl get out of hereinit?’

“Yeah. That' swhat | mean.”

“Christ,” Norman said. “Let’sgo now.”

“There aretwo problemswith that,” Beth said. She pointed to the screens. “I’ ve been going over the
specs. Firgt, the sub is unstable on the surface. If there are big waves on the surface, it’ [l bounce us
around worse than anything we' ve had down here. And the second thing isthat we haveto link up with a
decompression chamber on the surface. Don't forget, we still have ninety-six hours of decompression

ahead of us”

“And if we don't decompress?” Norman said. He wasthinking, Let’sjust go to the surface in the sub
and throw open the hatch and see the clouds and the sky and breathe some normal earth air.

“We have to decompress,” Beth said. “Y our bloodstream is saturated with helium gasin solution. Right
now you're under pressure, o everything isfine. But if you release that pressure suddenly, it’sjust the
same as when you pop the top off asoda bottle. The helium will bubble explosively out of your system.
You'll dieingantly.”

“Oh,” Norman said.

[[235]] “Ninety-sx hours,” Beth said. “ That’show long it takesto get the helium out of you.”

“Oh.”



Norman went to the porthole and |ooked across at DH-7, and the minisub. It was ahundred yards
away. “Y ou think the squid will come back?’

She shrugged. “Ask Jerry.”

Norman thought, No more of that Geraldine stuff now. Or did she prefer to think of this malevolent
entity asmasculing?

“Which monitor isit?’

“Thisone.” Sheflicked it on. The screen glowed.
Norman said, “ Jerry? Are you there?’

No answer.

He typed, JERRY? ARE YOU THERE?

There was no response.

“I'll tell you something about Jerry,” Beth said. “He can't redlly read minds. When we were talking to
him before, | sent him athought and he didn’t respond.”

“1 did, too,” Norman said. “I sent both messages and images. He never responded.”

“If we speak, he answers, but if we just think, he doesn’t answer,” Beth said. “ So he' s not al-powerful.
Heactudly behavesasif hehears us”

“That' sright,” Norman said. “ Although he doesn’t seem to be hearing us now.”
“No. | tried eaxlier, too.”

“I wonder why heisn't answering.”

“Y ou said hewas emotiond. Maybe he'ssulking.”

Norman didn’t think so. Child kingsdidn’t sulk. They were vindictive and whimsicdl, but they didn’t
aulk.

“By theway,” she said, “you might want to look at these.” She handed him astack of printouts.
“They’ rethe record of dl the interactionswe' ve had with him.”

“They may giveusaclue,” Norman said, thumbing through the sheetswithout any real enthusasm. He
felt suddenly tired.

“Anyway, it’' Il occupy your mind.”
“True”

“Persondly,” Beth said, “1’d like to go back to the ship.”



[[236]] “Whet for?’

“I"'m not convinced we ve found everything that’ sthere.”

“It' salong way to the ship,” Norman said.

“I know. But if we get aclear time without the squid, | might try it.”
“Just to occupy your mind?’

“I guessyou could say that.” She glanced at her watch. “Norman, I'm going to get acouple of hours of
deep,” shesaid. “ Then we can draw straws to see who goesto the submarine.”

“Okay.”

“Y ou seem depressed, Norman.”

“l'am.”

“Me, too,” shesaid. “This place fedslike atomb—and I’ ve been prematurely buried.”

She climbed the ladder to her |aboratory, but apparently she didn’t go to eep, because after afew
moments, he heard Tina s recorded voice on videotape saying, “ Do you think they’ |l ever get the sphere

open?’

And Beth replied, “Maybe. | don’t know.”

“It scaresme.”

Thewhirr of rewinding and ashort delay, then: “ Do you think they’ |l ever get the sphere open?’
“Maybe. | don’'t know.”

“It scaresme.”

The tape was becoming an obsession with Beth.

He stared at the printouts on hislap, and then he looked at the screen. “Jerry?” he said. “ Areyou
there?’

Jerry did not answer.

THE SUB

She was shaking his shoulder gently. Norman opened his eyes.



“It'stime” Beth said.

“Okay.” Heyawned. God, he wastired. “How much timeis|left?’

“Haf an hour.”

Beth switched on the sensory array at the communi cations console, adjusted the settings.
“Y ou know how to work al that stuff?” Norman said. “ The sensors?’

“Pretty wdll. I've beenlearning it.”

“Then | should go to the sub,” he said. He knew Beth would never agree, that she would ingst on doing
the active thing, but he wanted to make the effort.

“Okay,” shesaid. “You go. That makes sense.”

He covered hissurprise. “I think so, too.”

“Somebody hasto watch the array,” shesaid. “And | can give you warning if the squid is coming.”
“Right,” he said. Thinking, Hell, she' sserious. “1 don’t think thisisonefor Harry,” Norman said.
“No, Harry’ snot very physica. And he'sstill adeep. | say, let him deep.”

“Right,” Norman said.

“You'll need help with your suit,” Beth said.

“Oh, that’ sright, my suit,” Norman said. “Thefan isbroken in my suit.”

“Fletcher fixed it for you,” Beth said.

“I hopeshedidit right.”

“Maybe | should go instead,” Beth said.

“No, no. You watch the consoles. I'll go. It sonly ahundred yards or so, anyway. It can't beabig

“All clear now,” she said, glancing a the monitors.

“Right,” Norman said.

[[238]] Hishelmet clicked in place, and beth tapped his faceplate, gave him aquestioning look: was
everything dl right?



Norman nodded, and she opened the floor hatch for him. He waved goodbye and jumped into the chilly
black water. On the seafloor, he stood beneath the hatch for amoment and waited to make sure he
could hear hiscirculating fan. Then he moved out from beneeth the habitat.

Therewere only afew lights on in the habitat, and he could see many thin lines of bubbles streaming
upward, from the leaking cylinders.

“How areyou?’ Beth said, over theintercom. “Okay. Y ou know the placeislesking?’

“It looksworsethanitis,” Beth said. “Trust me.” Norman came to the edge of the habitat and looked
across the hundred yards of open seafloor that separated him from DH-7. “How doesit look? Still
clear?

“Still clear,” Beth said.

Norman set out. He walked as quickly as he could, but he felt asif hisfeet were moving in dow motion.
He was soon short of breath; he swore.

“What' sthe matter?’

“I can't go fast.” He kept looking north, expecting at any moment to see the greenish glow of the
gpproaching squid, but the horizon remained dark.

“Y ou're doing fine, Norman. Still clear.”

Hewas now fifty yards from the habitat-hafway there. He could see DH-7, much smaller than their own
habitat, asingle cylinder forty feet high, with very few portholes. Alongsde it wasthe inverted dome, and
theminisub.

“You' redmost there,” Beth said. “ Good work.”

Norman began to fed dizzy. He dowed his pace. He could now see markings on the gray surface of the
habitat. There were dl sorts of block-printed Navy stencils.

“Coadt isdill clear,” Beth said. “Congratulations. Looks like you madeit.”

He moved under the DH-7 cylinder, looked up at the hatch. It was closed. He spun the whedl, pushed it
open. He couldn’t see much of the interior, because most of the lights[[239]] were out. But he wanted to
have alook inside. There might be something, some weapon, they could use.

“Subfirg,” Beth said. “ Y ou’' ve only got ten minutes to push the button.”

“Right.”

Norman moved to the sub. Standing behind the twin screws, he read the name: Deepstar 111 . The sub
wasydlow, like the sub that he had ridden down, but its configuration was somewhat different. He found
handholds on the side, pulled himsdlf up into the pocket of air trapped inside the dome. Therewasalarge
acrylic bubble canopy on top of the sub for the pilot; Norman found the hatch behind, opened it, and
dropped insde.

“I'minthesub.”



There was no answer from Beth. She probably couldn’t hear him, surrounded by dl thismetd. He
looked around the sub, thinking, I'm dripping wet. But what was he supposed to do, wipe his shoes
before entering? He amiled at the thought. He found the tapes secured in an aft compartment. There was
plenty of room for more, and plenty of room for three people. But Beth was right about going to the
surface: theinterior of the sub was crammed with instruments and sharp edges. If you got banged around
in hereit wouldn’t be pleasant.

Where was the delay button? He looked at the darkened instrument panel, and saw asingle flashing red
light above abutton marked “ TIMER HOLD.” He pressed the button.

The red light stopped flashing, and now remained steadily on. A small amber video screen glowed:

Timer Reset - Counting 12:00:00

As he watched, the numbers began to run backward. He must have done it, he thought. The video
screen switched off. Still looking at dl the instruments, a thought occurred to him: in an emergency, could
he operate this sub? He dipped into the pilot’ s chair, faced the bewildering dials and switches of the
instrument array. There didn’t seem to be any steering [[240]] apparatus, no whed or joystick. How did
you work the damned thing?

The video screen switched on:

DEEPSTARI1I - COMMAND MODULE

Do you require hep?

Yes No Cancd

Y es, he thought. | require help. He looked around for a“ YES” button near the screen, but there wasn't
any that he could see. Findly he thought to touch the screen, pressing “ YES.”

DEEPSTAR Il - CHECKLIST OPTIONS

Descend Ascend

Secure Shutdown



Monitor Cancd

He pressed “ ASCEND.” The screen changed to asmall drawing of the instrument panel. One particular
section of the drawing blinked on and off. Beneeth the picture were the words:

DEEPSTAR 111 - ASCEND CHECKLIST

1. Set Bdllast Blowers To: On

Proceed ToONext  Cancd

So that was how it worked, Norman thought. A step-by-step checklist stored in the sub’s computer. All
you had to do was follow directions. He could do that.

A smdl surge of current moved the sub, swaying it at itstether.

He pressed the* CANCEL” and the screen went blank. It flashed:

Timer Reset - Counting 11:53:04

[[241]] The counter was still running backward. He thought, Have | redly been here seven minutes?
Another surge of current, and the sub swayed again. It wastimeto go.

He moved to the hatch, climbed out into the dome, and closed the hatch. He lowered himsalf down the
sde of the sub, touched the bottom. Out from benegth the shielding meta, hisradio immediately
crackled.

“—you there? Norman, are you there? Answer, please!”

It was Harry, on theradio.

“I’'m here,” Norman said.

“Norman, for God' s sake—"

In that moment, Norman saw the greenish glow, and he knew why the sub had surged and rocked &t its

moorings. The squid was just ten yards away, its glowing tentacles writhing out toward him, churning up
the sediment along the ocean floor.



“—Norman, will you—"

There was no time to think. Norman took three steps, jumped, and pulled himsdlf through the open
hatch into DH-7.

He dammed the hatch door down behind him but the flat, spade-like tentacle was already reaching in.
He pinned the tentacle in the partialy closed hatch, but the tentacle didn’t withdraw. It wasincredibly
strong and muscular, writhing as he watched, the suckerslike small puckered mouths opening and
closing. Norman stomped down on the hatch, trying to force the tentacle to withdraw. With amuscular
flip, the hatch flew open, knocking him backward, and the tentacle reached up into the habitat. He
smelled the strong odor of ammonium.

Norman fled, climbing higher into the cylinder. The second tentacle appeared, splashing up through the
hatch. The two tentacles swung in circles benegth him, searching. He came to a porthole and looked o,
saw the great body of the animal, the huge round staring eye. He clambered higher, getting away from the
tentacles. Most of the cylinder seemed to be given over to Storage; it was crammed with equipment,
[[242]] boxes, tanks. Many of the boxes were bright red with stencils: “ CAUTION NO SMOKING
NO ELECTRONICS TEVAC EXPLOSIVES.” Therewereahdl of alot of explosvesin here, he
thought, sumbling upward.

The tentacles rose higher behind him. Somewhere, in adetached, logical part of his brain, he thought:
The cylinder isonly forty feet high, and the tentacles are at |east forty feet long. Therewill be no place for
meto hide.

He stumbled, banged his knee, kept going. He heard the dap of the tentacles as they struck the walls,
swung upward toward him.

A weapon, he thought. | have to find aweapon.

He cameto the small galley, metal counter, some pots and pans. He pulled the drawers open hastily,
looking for aknife. He could find only asmal paring knife, threw it away in disgust. He heard the
tentacles coming closer. The next moment he was knocked down, his helmet banging on the deck.
Norman scrambled to his feet, dodged the tentacle, moved up the cylinder.

A communications section: radio set, computer, a couple of monitors. The tentacles were right behind
him, dithering up like nightmarish vines. His eyes burned from the ammoniafumes.

He came to the bunks, anarrow space near the top of the cylinder.

No place to hide, he thought. No weapons, and no place to hide.

The tentacles reached the top of the cylinder, dapped against the upper curved surface, swung

Sdeways. In amoment they would have him. He grabbed the mattress from one bunk, held it up asflimsy

protection. The two tentacles were swinging erraticaly around him. He dodged thefirgt.

And then with awhump the second tentacle coiled around him, holding both him and the mattressin a



cold, dimy grip. Hefelt asickening dow squeeze, the dozens of suckers gripping hisbody, cutting into his
skin. He moaned in horror. The second tentacle swung back to grip him dong with thefirst. Hewas
trappedinavise.

Oh God, he thought.

[[243]] The tentacles swung away from thewadll, lifting him high in the air, into the middle of the cylinder.
Thisisit, he thought, but in the next moment he felt his body diding downward past the mattress, and he
dipped through the grip and fell through the air. He grabbed the tentacles for support, diding down the
giant evil-smelling vines, and then he crashed down onto the deck near the gdley, hishead banging on the
metal deck. Herolled onto his back.

He saw the two tentacles above, gripping the mattress, squeezing it, twisting it. Did the squid redlize
what had happened, that he had gotten free?

Norman looked around desperately. A weapon, aweapon. Thiswas aNavy habitat. There must bea
weapon somewhere.

The tentacles tore the mattress gpart. Shreds of white padding drifted down through the cylinder. The
tentacles released the mattress, the big piecesfaling. Then the tentacles started swinging around the
habitet again.

Searching.

It knows, he thought. It knows | have gotten away, and that | am till in here somewhere. It ishunting
me

But how did it know?

Norman ducked behind the galley as one of theflat tentacles came crashing through the pots and pans,
sweeping around, feding for him. Norman scrambled back, coming up againgt alarge potted plant. The
tentacle was still searching, moving restlessly across the floor, banging the pans. Norman pushed the plant
forward, and the tentacle gripped it, uprooted it easily, sweeping it away into the air.

The distraction allowed Norman to scramble forward. A weapon, he thought. A wespon.

He looked down to where the mattress had falen, and he saw, lining the wall near the bottom hatch, a
seriesof dlver vertical bars. Spear guns! Somehow he had missed them on the way up. Each spear gun
wastipped in afat bulb like ahand grenade. Explosive tips? He started to climb down.

The tentacles were diding down, too, following him. How did the squid know where he was? And then,
as he passed a[[244]] porthole, he saw the eye outside and he thought, He can see me, for God' s sake.

Stay away from the portholes.

Not thinking clearly. Everything happening fast. Crawling down past the explosive cratesin the storage
hold, thinking, | better not missin here, and he landed with aclang on the airlock deck.

The arms were dithering down, moving down the cylinder toward him. He tugged at one of the spear
guns. It was strapped to the wall with arubber cord. Norman pulled at it, tried to releaseit. The tentacles
drew closer. He yanked at the rubber, but it wouldn't release. What was wrong with these snagps?



The tentacles were closer. Coming down swiftly.
Then heredlized the cords had safety catches. you had to pull the gunssideways , not out. He did; the
rubber popped free. The spear gun wasin his hand. He turned, and the tentacle knocked him down. He

flipped onto his back and saw the grest flat suckered palm of the tentacle coming straight down on him,
and the tentacle wrapped over his hemet, everything was black, and hefired.

There was tremendous pain in his chest and abdomen. For a horrified moment he thought he had shot
himself. Then he gasped and he redlized it was just the concussion; his chest was burning, but the squid

released him.

He dtill couldn’t see. He pulled the pam off hisface and it fell heavily onto the deck, writhing, severed
from the squid arm. Theinterior walls of the habitat were splattered with blood. One tentacle was ill
moving, the other was a bloody, ragged stump. Both arms pulled out through the hatch, dipped into the

water.

Norman ran for the porthole; the squid moved swiftly away, the green glow diminishing. He had doneit!
He d beaten it off.

He d doneiit.

DH-8

“How many did you bring?’ Harry said, turning the spear gun over in hishands.
“Five,” Norman said. “That wasdl | could carry.”

“But it worked?” He was examining the bulbous explosivertip.

“Y eah, it worked. Blew the whole tentacle off.”

“| saw the squid going away,” Harry said. “I figured you must have done something.”
“Where' sBeth?’

“I don’t know. Her suit’sgone. | think she may have gone to the ship.”

“Goneto the ship?” Norman said, frowning.

“All I know is, when | woke up she was gone. | figured you were over at the habitat, and then | saw the
squid, and | tried to get you on theradio but | guessthe metal blocked the transmission.”

“Beth left?” Norman said. He was starting to get angry. Beth was supposed to stay at the
communications console, watching the sensorsfor him while he was outside. Instead, she had goneto the

ship?



“Her suit'sgone,” Harry said again.

“Son of ahitch!” Norman said. He was suddenly furious—resdlly, deeply furious. He kicked the console.

“Careful there” Harry said.

“Damnit!”

“Takeit easy,” Harry said, “come on, take it easy, Norman.”

“What the hell does shethink she' sdoing?’

“Comeon, st down, Norman.” Harry steered him to achair. “We' redl tired.”

“Damnright we'retired!”

“Easy, Norman, easy ... Remember your blood pressure.”

“My blood pressure sfine!”

“Not now, it'snot,” Harry said. “Y ou're purple.”

“How could she let me go outside and then just leave?’

[[246]] “Worse, go out hersdlf,” Harry said.

“But she wasn't watching out for me any more,” Norman said. And then it cameto him, why he was so
angry-he was angry because he was afraid. At amoment of great personal danger, Beth had abandoned
him. There were only three of them left down there, and they needed each other—they needed to
depend on each other. But Beth was unrdliable, and that made him afraid. And angry.

“Can you hear me?’ her voice said, on the intercom. “ Anybody hear me?’

Norman reached for the microphone, but Harry snatched it away. “I’ll dothis” hesaid. “ Y es, Beth, we
can hear you.”

“I’'mintheship,” shesaid, her voice crackling on the intercom. I’ ve found another compartment, aft,
behind the crew bunks. It' s quite interesting.”

Quite interesting, Norman thought. Jesus, quite interesting. He grabbed the microphone from Harry.
“Beth, what the hell are you doing over there?’

“Oh, hi, Norman. Y ou made it back okay, huh?’
“Bardy.”
“Y ou have sometrouble?’ Shedidn’t sound concerned.

“Yes, | did”



“Areyou dl right?’Y ou sound mad.”

“Y ou bet I'm mad. Beth, why did you leave while | was out there?”
“Harry said he' d take over for me.”

“Hewhat?’ Norman looked a Harry. Harry was shaking his head no.

“Harry said he' d take over at the console for me. He told me to go ahead to the ship. Since the squid
wasn't around, it seemed like agood time.”

Norman cupped his hand over microphone. “1 don’t the remember that,” Harry said.
“Didyou tak to her?’

“I don't remember talking to her.”

Beth said, “Just ask him, Norman. He' |l tell you.”

“Hesayshenever said that.”

“Wall, then, he' sfull of it,” Beth said. “What do you think, I’ d abandon you when you wereoutside , for
Chrigt’ssake?’ [[247]] Therewas a pause. “I’ d never do that, Norman.”

“I swear,” Harry said to Norman. “I never had any conversation with Beth. | never talked to her at dll.
I’'m telling you, she was gone when | woke up. There was nobody here. If you ask me, shedways
intended to go to the ship.”

Norman remembered how quickly Beth had agreed to let Norman go to the sub, how surprised he had
been. Perhaps Harry was right, he thought. Perhaps Beth had been planning it al aong.

“You know what | think?" Harry said. “1 think she's cracking up.”

Over theintercom, Beth said, “ Y ou guys get it Straightened out?”

Norman said, “1 think so, Beth, yes.”

“Good,” Beth said. “Because | have made adiscovery over here, in the spaceship.”
“What'sthat?’

“I"vefound the crew.”

“Y ou both came,” Beth said. She was sitting on a console in the comfortable beige flight deck of the
gpacecraft. “ Yes,” Norman said, looking a her. Shelooked okay. If anything, she looked better than
ever. Stronger, clearer. She actually looked rather beautiful, he thought. “Harry thought that the squid
wouldn’t come back.”



“Thesquid was out there?’
Norman briefly told her about his attack.
“Jesus. I'm sorry, Norman. I'd never have left if | had any idea.”

She certainly didn't sound like somebody who was cracking up, Norman thought. She sounded
gppropriate and sincere. “Anyway,” hesaid, “1 injured it, and Harry thought it wouldn’t come back.”

Harry said, “ And we couldn’t decide who should stay behind, so we both came.”

“Well, comethisway,” Beth said. Sheled them back, through the crew quarters, past the twenty bunks
for the [[248]] crew, thelarge galey. Norman paused a the galley. So did Harry.

“I'mhungry,” Harry said.

“Eat something,” Beth said. “1 did. They have some sort of nut bars or something, they taste okay.” She
opened adrawer in the galley, produced bars wrapped in metal foil, gave them each one. Norman tore
thefoil and saw something that looked like chocolate. It tasted dry.

“Anything to drink?’

“Sure.” Shethrew open arefrigerator door. “Diet Coke?’

“You'rekidding. .....

“The can designisdifferent, and I'm afraid it swarm, but it' s Diet Coke, dl right.”

“I"'m buying stock in that company,” Harry said. “Now that we know it'll still betherein fifty years” He
read the can. “ Officia drink of the Star Voyager Expedition.”

“Yeah, it sapromo,” Beth said.

Harry turned the can around. The other sde was printed in Japanese. “Wonder what this means?’

“It means, don’t buy that stock after dl,” she said. Norman sipped the Coke with a sense of vague
unease. The galley seemed subtly changed from the last time he had seen it. He wasn't sure—he' d only
glanced briefly a the room before—but he usually had agood memory for room layouts, and hiswife
had aways joked that Norman could find hisway around any kitchen. “Y ou know,” he said, “I don't
remember arefrigerator inthe gdley.”

“I never redly noticed, mysdf,” Beth said.

“Asamatter of fact,” Norman said, “thiswhole room looks different to me. It looks bigger, and—I
don’'t know—different.”

“It's* causeyou're hungry.” Harry grinned.

“Maybe,” Norman said. Harry could actualy beright. In the sixties, there had been anumber of studies
of visual perception which demonstrated that subjectsinterpreted blurred dides according to their



predispositions. Hungry people saw al the dides asfood.

But thisroom redlly did look different. For instance, he didn’t remember the door to the gdlley being to
theleft, as[[249]] it was now. He remembered it as being in the center of thewall separating the galley

from the bunks.

“Thisway,” Beth said, leading them farther aft. “ Actualy, the refrigerator was what got methinking. It's
onething to store alot of food on atest ship being sent through a black hole. But to stock a
refrigerator—why bother to do that? It made me think, there might be a crew after dl.”

They entered a short, glass-walled tunndl. Deep-purple lights glowed down on them. “ Ultraviolet,” Beth
sad. “1 don't know what it’ sfor.”

“Dignfection?
“Maybe.”
“Maybeit’ sto get asuntan,” Harry said. “Vitamin D.” Then they cameinto alarge room unlike anything

Norman had ever seen. Thefloor glowed purple, bathing the room in ultraviol et light from benegth.
Mounted on dl four walls were a series of wide glass tubes. Inside each tube was anarrow slver

mattress. Thetubes al appeared empty.

“Over here” Beth said.

They peered through one glass tube. The naked woman had once been beautiful. It was still possible to
seethat. Her skinwas dark brown and deeply wrinkled, her body withered.

“Mummified?’ Harry said.
Beth nodded. “Best | can figure out. | haven't opened the tube, considering therisk of infection.”
“What wasthisroom?’ he said, looking around.

“It must be some kind of hibernation chamber. Each tubeis separately connected to alife-support
system—power supply, air handlers, heaters, the works—in the next room.”

Harry counted. “ Twenty tubes,” he said.
“And twenty bunks,” Norman said.

“So whereis everybody €lse?’

Beth shook her head. “1 don’t know.”
“Thiswoman istheonly oneleft?’
“Lookslikeit. | haven't found any others.”
“I wonder how they all died,” Harry said.

“Have you been to the sphere?’ Norman asked Beth.



“No. Why?’

[[250]] “Just wondered.”

“Y ou mean, you wondered if the crew died after they picked up the sphere?’

“Bascdly, yes”

“1 don't think the sphereis aggressive or dangerousin any sense,” Beth said. “It’ s possible that the crew
died of naturd causesin the course of thejourney itself. Thiswoman, for example, isso well preserved it
makes you wonder about radiation. Maybe she got alarge dose of radiation. There' stremendous
radiation around a black hole.”

“Y ou think the crew died going through the black hole, and the sphere was picked up automaticaly by
the spacecraft later?’

“It'spossible”

“She' s pretty good-looking,” Harry said, peering through the glass. “Boy, the reporters would go crazy
with this, wouldn't they? Sexy woman from the future found nude and mummified. Flm at eleven.”

“She'stdl, too,” Norman said. “ She must be over six feet.”

“An Amazon woman,” Harry said. “With grest tits.”

“All right,” Beth sad.

“What' swrong—offended on her behdf?’ Harry said.

“I don't think there' sany need for comments of that kind.”

“Actudly, Beth,” Harry said, “shelooksalittle like you.”

Beth frowned.

“I’m serious. Have you looked at her?’

“Don't beridiculous.”

Norman peered through the glass, shielding his hand againgt the reflection of the purple UV tubesin the
floor. The mummified woman did indeed |ook like Beth—younger, tadler, stronger, but like Beth,
nevertheless. “He sright,” Norman said.

“Maybe she' syou, from the future,” Harry said.

“No, she’ sobvioudy in her twenties.”

“Maybe she' syour granddaughter.”

“Pretty unlikely,” Beth sad.



“You never know,” Harry said. “Does Jennifer look like you?’

“Not redly. But she' s at that awkward stage. And she [[251]] doesn’t look like that woman. And
neither do1.”

Norman was struck by the conviction with which Beth denied any resemblance or association to the
mummified woman. “Beth,” he said, “what do you suppose happened here? Why is thiswoman the only
oneleft?’

“I think she was important to the expedition,” Beth said. “Maybe even the captain, or the co-captain.
The otherswere mostly men. And they did something foolish—I don’t know what—something she
advised them agains—and as aresult they dl died. She done remained divein this spacecraft. And she
piloted it home. But there was something wrong with her—something she couldn’t help—and she died.”

“What waswrong with her?’
“I don’'t know. Something.”

Fascinating, Norman thought. He d never really considered it before, but thisroom—for that matter, this
entire spacecraft—was one big Rorschach. Or more accurately, a TAT. The Thematic Apperception
Test was a psychological test that consisted of a series of ambiguous pictures. Subjects were supposed
to tell what they thought was happening in the pictures. Since no clear story wasimplied by the pictures,
the subjects supplied the stories. And the stories told much more about the storytellers than about the
pictures.

Now Beth wastelling them her fantasy about this room: that awoman had been in charge of the
expedition, the men had failed to listen to her, they had died, and she done had remained dive, the sole
Survivor.

It didn’t tell them much about this spaceship. But it told them alot about Beth.

“I getit,” Harry said. “'Y ou mean she' s the one who made the mistake and piloted the ship back too far
into the past. Typicd woman driver.”

“Do you have to make ajoke of everything?’

“Do you haveto take everything so serioudy?’

“Thisis serious” Beth said.

“I'll tdl you adifferent story,” Harry said. “Thiswoman screwed up. She was supposed to do
something, and sheforgot to do it, or else she made amistake. And then she went into hibernation. Asa

result of her mistake, the rest of the[[252]] crew died, and she never woke up from the
hibernation—never redized what she had done, because she was so unaware of what was really

heppening.”

“I’'m sureyou like that story better,” Beth said. “It fitswith your typical black-male contempt for
women.”

“Easy,” Norman said.



“Y ou resent the power of thefemae,” Beth said.

“What power? Y ou cdl lifting weights power? That’ s only strength—and it comes out of afedling of
weakness, not power.”

“You skinny littleweasd,” Beth said.

“What're you going to do, beat me up?’ Harry said. “Isthat your idea of power?’

“I know what power is,” Beth said, glaring at him.

“Easy, easy,” Norman said. “Let’snot get into this”

Harry said, “What do you think, Norman? Do you have a story about the room, too?’
“No,” Norman said. “I don't.”

“Oh, comeon,” Harry said. “I bet you do.”

“No,” Norman said. “And I’m not going to mediate between you two. We ve dl got to stay together on
this. We have to work as ateam, aslong as we re down here.”

“It sHarry who'sdivisve,” Beth said. “From the beginning of thistrip, he’ stried to make trouble with
everybody. All those snide little comments...”

“What snide little comments?’ Harry said.

“Y ou know perfectly well what snide little comments” Beth said.

Norman walked out of the room. “Where re you going?’

“Your audienceisleaving.”

“Why?

“Because you' re both boring.”

“Oh,” Beth said, “Mr. Cool Psychologist decideswe are boring?’

“That' sright,” Norman said, waking through the glass tunnel, not looking back.

“Where do you get off, making al these judgments of other people?’ Beth shouted at him.
[[253]] He kept walking.

“I"'m speaking to you! Don't you walk away while I’ m spesking to you, Norman!”

He came into the galley once more and started opening the drawers, looking for the nut bars. He was

hungry again, and the search took his mind off the other two. He had to admit he was disturbed by the
way things were going. He found a bar, tore thefail, ateit.



Disturbed, but not surprised. In studies of group dynamics he had long ago verified the truth of the old
statement “ Three' sacrowd.” For ahigh-tension situation, groups of three were inherently unstable.
Unless everybody had clearly defined responsibilities, the group tended to form shifting alegiances, two
againg one. That was what was happening now.

Hefinished the nut bar, and immediately ate another one. How much longer did they have down here?
At least thirty-six hours more. He looked for a place to carry additiona nut bars, but his polyester
jumpsuit had no pockets.

Beth and Harry cameinto the galley, much chagrined.
“Want anut bar?’ he said, chewing.

“We want to apologize,” she said.

“For what?’

“For acting like children,” Harry said.

“I’'membarrassed,” Beth said. “| fed terrible about losing my temper that way, | fed like acomplete
idiot. ... Beth was hanging her head, staring at the floor. Interesting how sheflipped, he thought, from
aggressive sdf-confidence to the compl ete opposite, abject self-gpology. Nothing in between.

“Let’snot takeit too far,” hesaid. “We'redl tired.”

“I fed just awful,” Beth continued. “Redlly awful. | fed asif I'velet you both down. | shouldn’t be here
inthefirst place. I'm not worthy to bein thisgroup.”

Norman said, “Beth, have anut bar and stop feding sorry for yoursdlf.”
“Yes” Harry said. “I think | like you better angry.”
“I"'m gck of those nut bars,” Beth said. “Before you came here, | ate eleven of them.”

[[254]] “Well, make it an even dozen,” Norman said, “and we' |l go back to the habitat.”

Walking back across the ocean floor, they were tense, watching for the squid. But Norman derived
comfort from the fact that they were armed. And something e se: someinner confidence that came from

his earlier confrontation with the squid.

“Y ou hold that spear gun likeyou meanit,” Beth said. “Yes. | guessso.” All hislife he had been an
academic, auniversity researcher, and had never conceived of himsdf asaman of action. At leadt,
nothing beyond the occasiona game of golf. Now, holding the spear gun ready, he found he rather liked
thefeding.

Ashe waked he noticed the profusion of seafans on the path between the spacecraft and the habitat.



They were obliged to walk around the fans, which were sometimes four and five feet tal, gaudy purple
and bluein their lights. Norman was quite sure that the fans had not been down here when they first
arrived a the habitat.

Now there were not only colorful fans, but schools of large fish, too. Mogt of the fish were black with a
reddish stripe across the back. Beth said they were Pecific surgeonfish, normal for the region.

Everything is changing, he thought. I1t'sal changing around us. But he wasn't sure about that. He didn’t
redly trust his memory down here. There were too many other thingsto ater his perceptions—the
high-pressure atmosphere, the injuries he had received, and the nagging tension and fear he lived with.
Something pae caught hiseye. Shining hislight down on the bottom, he saw awriggling white stresk
with along thin fin and black stripes. At first he thought it was an ed. Then he saw thetiny head, the
mouth.

“Just wait,” Beth said, putting her arm on him. “What isit?’

“Seasnake.”

“Arethey dangerous?’

[[255]] “Not usudly.”

“Poisonous?’ Harry said.

“Very Poisonous.”

The snake stayed close to the bottom, apparently looking for food. The snake ignored them entirely, and
Norman found it quite beautiful to watch, particularly asit moved farther awvay.

“It gives methe creeps,” Beth said.

“Do you know what kind it is?” Norman said.

“It may beaBelcher's” Beth said. “Pacific seasnakes are all poisonous, but Belcher’s seasnakeisthe
most poisonous. In fact, some researchersthink it’ sthe deadliest reptile in the world, with venom a
hundred times more powerful than the venom of aking cobra or the black tiger snake.”
“Soifitbityou...

“Two minutes, tops.”

They watched the snake dither away among the fans. Then it was gone.

“Seasnakesare not usudly aggressive,” Beth said. “ Some divers even touch them, play with them, but |
never would. God. Shakes ”

“Why arethey s0 poisonous? Isit for immobilizing prey?’

“You know, it sinteresting,” Beth said, “ but the most toxic creaturesin the world are all water creatures.
The venom of land animasis nothing in comparison. And even among land animals, the most deadly



poison is derived from an amphibian, atoad, Bufotene marfensis . In the sea, there are poisonous fish,
like the blowfish, which isaddicacy in Japan; there are poisonous shells, like the star cone, Alaverdis
lotensis . Once | was on aboat in Guam and awoman brought up astar cone. The shellsare very
beautiful, but she didn’t know you have to keep your fingers away from the point. The anima extruded its
poison spine and stung her in the palm. She took three steps before she collgpsed in convulsions, and she
died within an hour. There are also poisonous plants, poisonous sponges, poisonous corals. And then the
snakes. Even the weakest of the sea snakes areinvariably letha.”

“Nice” Harry said.

“Wadl, you have to recognize that the ocean isamuch [[256]] older living environment than the land.
There sbeen lifein the oceans for three and ahaf billion years, much longer than on land. The methods
of competition and defense are much more highly devel oped in the ocean—there' s been moretime.”

“Y ou mean afew billion years from now, there will be tremendoudy poisonous animas on land, too?’

“If we get that far,” she said.

“Let’sjust get back to the habitat,” Harry said.

The habitat was now very close. They could see dl the streaming bubblesrising from the lesks.

“Lesking likeabastard,” Harry said. “I think we' ve got enough air.”

“I think I'll check.”

“Bemy guest,” Beth said, “but | did athorough job.” Norman thought another argument was about to
gart, but Beth and Harry dropped it. They came to the hatch and climbed up into DH-8.

THE CONSOLE

“Jrry?
Norman stared at the console screen. It remained blank, just ablinking cursor.
“Jerry, are you there?’ The screen was blank.

“I wonder why we aren’t hearing from you, Jerry,” Norman said.

The screen remained blank.

“Trying alittle psychology?’ Beth said. She was checking the controlsfor the externa sensors, reviewing
the graphs. “If you ask me, the person you should use your psychology onisHarry.”

[[257]] “What do you mean?’



“What | meanis, | don't think Harry should be screwing around with our life-support systems. | don't
think he sgable”
“Stable?”

“That'sapsychologist’ strick, isn't it? To repeat the last word in asentence. It' saway to keep the
persontaking.”

“Taking?’ Norman said, smiling & her.

“Okay, maybel am alittle stressed out,” she said. “But, Norman, serioudy. Before | |€eft for the ship,
Harry cameinto this room and said he would take over for me. | told him you were at the sub but there
weren't any squid around and that | wanted to go to the ship. He said fine, he'd take over. So | left. And
now he doesn't remember any of that. Doesn't that strike you as pretty screwy?”

“Screwy?’ Norman said.
“Stopit, be serious.”

“Serious?’ Norman said.

“Areyou trying to avoid this conversation? | notice how you avoid what you don’t want to talk about.
Y ou keep everybody on an even kedl, steer the conversation away from hard topics. But | think you
should listen to what I’ m saying, Norman. There sa problem with Harry.”

“I'm ligtening to what you' re saying, Beth.”

“Am’?’

“I wasn't present for this particular episode, so | don't really know. What | see of Harry now looks like
the same old Harry—arrogant, disdainful, and very, very intelligent.”

“Y ou don't think he' s cracking up?’

“No morethan the rest of us.”

“Jesus! What do | haveto do to convince you? | had awhol e conver sation with the man and now he
deniesit. You think that’s norma? Y ou think we can trust aperson like that?”

“Beth. | wasn't there.”
“Y ou mean it might beme.”

“| wasn't there”

“Y ou think I might be the one who's cracking up? | say there was a conversation when thereredlly
wasn't?’

[[258]] “Beth.”

“Norman, I’'m telling you. Thereis a problem about Harry and you aren’t facing up to it.”



They heard footsteps approaching.

“I’'mgoing to my lab,” she said. “Y ou think about what I’ ve said.”

She climbed the ladder as Harry walked in. “Well, guess what? Beth did an excellent job with the
life-support systems. Everything looks fine. We have air for fifty-two hours more at present rates of
consumption. We should befine. Y ou talking to Jerry?’

“What?’ Norman said. Harry pointed to the screen:

HELLO NORMAN.

“I don’t know when he came back. Hewasn't talking earlier.”

“Wadl, heisnow,” Harry said.

HELLO HARRY.

“How’sit going, Jerry?’ Harry said.

FINE THANK YOU. HOW ARE YOU?1 AM WANTING SO MUCH TO TALK WITH YOUR
ENTITIES. WHERE ISTHE CONTROL ENTITY HARALD C. BARNES?

“Don’'t you know?’

| DONOT SENSE THAT ENTITY NOW.

“He's, uh, gone”

| SEE. HEWASNOT FRIENDLY. HE DID NOT ENJOY TO TALK WITH ME.

Norman thought, What is hetelling us? Did Jerry get rid of Barnes because he thought he was
unfriendly?

“Jerry,” Norman said, “what happened to the control entity?’

HE WASNOT FRIENDLY. | DID NOT LIKE HIM.

“Y es, but what happened to him?’

HE ISNOT NOW.

“And the other entities?’

AND THE OTHER ENTITIES. THEY DID NOT ENJOY TO TALKING WITH ME.
Harry said, “Y ou think he' s saying he got rid of them?

I AM NOT HAPPY TO TALKING WITH THEM.



[[259]] “So hegot rid of al the Navy people?’ Harry said. Norman was thinking, That’ s not quite
correct. He adso got rid of Ted, and Ted wastrying to communicate with him. Or with the squid. Wasthe
squid related to Jerry? How would Norman ask that?

“Jary ..

YESNORMAN. | AM HERE.

“Let’stak.”

GOOD. | LIKE THAT MUCH.

“Tdl us about the squid, Jerry.”

THEENTITY SQUID ISA MANIFESTATION.

“Wheredid it comefrom?’

DOYOU LIKEIT?I CAN MANIFEST IT MORE FOR YOU.

“No, no, don’t do that,” Norman said quickly.

YOU DO NOT LIKEIT?

“No, no. Welikeit, Jerry.”

THISISTRUE?

“Yes, true. Welikeit. Redly wedo.”

GOOD. | AM PLEASED YOU LIKEIT.IT ISA VERY IMPRESSIVE ENTITY OF LARGE SIZE.

“Yes, itis” Norman said, wiping sweat from hisforehead. Jesus, he thought, thisisliketaking to achild
with aloaded gun.

ITISDIFFICULT FOR ME TO MANIFEST THISLARGE ENTITY. | AM PLEASED THAT
YOU LIKEIT.

“Very impressive,” Norman agreed. “But you do not need to repesat that entity for us.”

YOU WISH A NEW ENTITY MANIFESTED FOR YOU?

“No, Jarry. Nothing right now, thank you.”

MANIFESTING ISHAPPY FOR ME.

“Yes I'msureitis”

I AM ENJOYING TO MANIFEST FOR YOU NORMAN. AND ALSO FOR YOU HARRY.

“Thank you, Jerry.”



| AM ENJOYING YOUR MANIFESTATIONS ALSO.

“Our manifestations?” Norman said, glancing at Harry. Apparently Jerry thought that the people on the
habitat were manifesting something in return. Jerry seemed to consder it an exchange of somekind.

[[260]1YES| AM ENJOYING YOUR MANIFESTATIONS ALSO.
“Tell usabout our manifestations, Jerry,” Norman said.

THE MANIFESTATIONS ARE SMALL AND THEY DO NOT EXTEND BEYOND YOUR
ENTITIESBUT THE MANIFESTATIONS ARE NEW FOR ME. THEY ARE HAPPY FOR ME.

“What' s he talking about?’ Harry said.

YOUR MANIFESTATIONSHARRY .

“What manifestations, for Christ’s sake?’

“Don’t get mad,” Norman warned. “ Stay calm.”

| AM LIKING THAT ONE HARRY. DO AN OTHER.

Norman thought: Is he reading emotions? Does he regard our emotions as manifestations? But that
didn’t make sense. Jerry couldn’t read their minds; they’ d dready determined that. Maybe he' d better
check again. Jerry, he thought, can you hear me?

| AM LIKING HARRY . HISMANIFESTATIONS ARE RED. THEY ARE WITFUL.

“Witful?”

WITFUL = FULL OF WIT?

“| see” Harry sad. “Hethinkswe re funny.”

FUNNY = FULL OF FUN?

“Not exactly,” Norman said. “We entities have the concept of ...” Hetrailed off. How was he going to
explain “funny”? What was ajoke, anyway?“We entities have the concept of asituation which causes
discomfort and we cdl this Situation humorous.”

HUME OR US?

“No. Oneword.” Norman spelled it for him.

| SEE. YOUR MANIFESTATIONS ARE HUMOROUS. THE ENTITY SQUID MAKES MANY
HUMOROUS MANIFESTATIONS FROM Y OU.

“Wedon't think so,” Harry said.

| THINK SO.



And that about summed it up, Norman thought, sitting at the console. Somehow he had to make Jerry
understand the seriousness of hisactions. “Jerry,” Norman [[261]] explained, “your manifestaionsinjure
our entities. Some of our entities are dready gone.”

YES| KNOW.

“If you continue your manifestations—"

YESI| AM LIKING TO MANIFEST. IT ISHUMOROUS FOR YOU.

“—then pretty soon dl our entitieswill be gone. And then there will be no oneto talk to you.”

| DONOT WISH THAT.

“I' know that. But many entities are gone dready.”

BRING THEM BACK.

“We can't do that. They are gone forever.”

WHY?

“We cannot bring them back.”

WHY?

Just like akid, Norman thought. Just exactly like akid. Telling thekid you can’t do what he wants, you
can't play theway he wantsto play, and he refusesto accept it.

“We do not have the power, Jerry, to bring them back.”

| WISH YOU TO BRING THE OTHER ENTITIES BACK NOW.
“Hethinkswe rerefusing to play,” Harry said.

BRING BACK THE ENTITY TED.

Norman said, “We can't, Jerry. Wewould if we could.”

| AM LIKING THEENTITY TED. HE ISVERY HUMOROUS.
“Yes” Norman said. “Ted liked you, too. Ted wastrying to talk to you.”
YESI| AM LIKING HISMANIFESTATIONS. BRING BACK TED.
“Wecan't”

Therewasalong pause.



| AM OFFENDED YOU?

“No, not at al.”

WE ARE FRIENDS NORMAN AND HARRY .

“Yes weae”

THEN BRING BACK THE ENTITIES.

“Hejudt refusesto understand,” Harry said. “ Jerry, for God' s sake, we can't do it!”

YOU ARE HUMOROUSHARRY. MAKE IT AGAIN.

[[262]] He s definitely reading strong emotional reactions as some kind of manifestation, Norman
thought. Wasthis hisidea of play—to make a provocation to the other party, and then to be amused by
their responses? Was he ddighted to see the vivid emotions brought on by the squid? Wasthis hisidea of
agame?

HARRY MAKE IT AGAIN. HARRY MAKE IT AGAIN.

“Hey, man,” Harry said angrily. “Get off my back!”

THANK YOU. | AM LIKING THAT. IT WASRED ALSO. NOW YOU WILL PLEASE BRING
BACK THE ENTITIES GONE.

Norman had anidea. “ Jerry,” he said, “if you wish the entities back, why don’t you bring them back?’
| AM NOT PLEASED TODO THIS.

“But you could do it, if you wanted to.”

| CAN DO ANY THING.

“Yes, of course you can. So why don’t you bring back the entities you desire?’

NO. | AM NOT HAPPY TODO THIS.

“Why not?’ Harry said.

HEY MAN GET OFF MY BACK.

“No offense, Jerry,” Norman said quickly. There was no reply on the screen. “ Jerry?’

The screen did not respond.

“He'sgone again,” Harry said. He shook his head. “ God knows what the little bastard will do next.”



FURTHER ANALYSIS

Norman went up to the lab to see beth, but she was adeep, curled up on her couch. In deep, she
looked quite beautiful. It was odd after al the time down here she should seem so radiant. It was asif the
harshness had gone out of her features. Her nose did not seem so sharp any more; the line of the mouth
was softer, fuller. He looked at her arms, which had been sinewy, veins bulging. The muscles seemed
smoother, more feminine somehow.

Who knows? he thought. After so many hours down here, you' re no judge of anything. He climbed
back down the ladder and went to his bunk. Harry was aready there, snoring loudly.

Norman decided to take another shower. As he stepped under the spray, he made astartling discovery.

The bruises which had covered his body were gone. Anyway, amost gone, he thought, staring down at
the remaining patches of yellow and purple. They had healed within hours. He moved hislimbs
experimentaly and redlized that the pain had gone, too. Why? What had happened? For amoment he
thought thiswas dl adream, or anightmare, and then he thought: No, it's just the atmosphere. Cutsand
bruises heding fagter in the high-pressure environment. It wasn't anything mysterious. Just an atmospheric
effect.

Hetowded himsdlf as dry as he could with the damp towel, and then went back to hisbunk. Harry was
gill snoring, asloud asever.

Norman lay on hisback, stared at the red humming coils of the ceiling heater. He had an idea, and got
out of bed, and shifted Harry’ stalker from the base of histhroat to one sde. Immediately the snores
changed to a soft, high-pitched hiss.

Much better, he thought. He lay on the damp pillow, and was aimost immediately adeep. He avoke
with no sense of passing time—it might have been only afew seconds—but he felt refreshed. He
stretched and yawned, and got out of bed.

Harry still dept. Norman moved the talker back, and the [[264]] snores resumed. He went into D Cyl,
to the console. Still on the screen were the words:

HEY MAN GET OFF MY BACK.
“Jerry?’ Norman said. “Areyou there, Jerry?’

The screen did not respond. Jerry wasn't there. Norman looked at the stack of printoutsto one side. |
redly should go over this stuff, he thought. Because something troubled him about Jerry. Norman
couldn’t put hisfinger onit, but evenif oneimagined the dien asaspoiled child-king, Jerry’ s behavior
didn’t make sense. It just didn’t add up. Including the last message.

HEY MAN GET OFF MY BACK.
Street talk? Or just imitating Harry? In any caseit wasn't Jerry’ susua mode of communication. Usudly

Jerry was ungrammatica and sort of spacy, talking about entities and awareness. But from timeto time
he would become sharply colloquia. Norman looked at the sheets.



WE'LL BERIGHT BACK AFTER A SHORT BREAK FOR THESE MESSAGES FROM OUR
SPONSOR.

That was one example. Where had that come from? It sounded like Johnny Carson. Then why didn’t
Jerry sound like Johnny Carson al the time? What caused the shift?

Then, too, there was the problem of the squid. If Jerry liked to scare them, if he enjoyed rattling their
cage and seeing them jump, why use asquid? Where had that idea come from? And why only a squid?
Jerry seemed to enjoy manifesting different things. So why hadn’t he produced giant squid onetime, greet
white sharks another time, and so on? Wouldn’'t that provide agreater chalengeto his abilities?

Then there was the problem of Ted. Ted had been playing with Jerry at thetime hewaskilled. If Jerry
liked to play so much, why would hekill off aplayer? It just didn't make sense.

Or didit?

Norman sighed. Histroublelay in his assumptions. Norman was assuming that the dien had logica
processes smilar to hisown. But that might not be true. For one thing, Jerry might operate at amuch
faster metabolic rate, and thus have a different sense of time. Kids played with atoy only until [[265]]
they got tired of it; then they changed to another. The hours that seemed so painfully long to Norman
might be only afew secondsin the consciousness of Jerry. He might just be playing with the squid for a
few seconds, until he dropped it for another toy.

Kids aso had a poor idea about breaking things. If Jerry didn’t know about desth, then he wouldn’t
mind killing Ted, because he would think the death wasjust atemporary event, a“humorous’
manifestation by Ted. He might not redlize he was actudly bresking histoys.

And it was also true, when he thought about it, that Jerry had manifested different things. Assuming that
the jellyfish and the shrimps and the sea fans and now the sea snakes were his manifestations. Were they?
Or werethey just norma parts of the environment? Was there any way to tell?

And the Navy seaman, he thought suddenly. Let’s not forget the seaman. Where had he come from?
Wasthat seaman another of Jerry’ s manifestations? Could Jerry manifest his playmates at will? In that
case, heredly wouldn't careif hekilled them dll.

But | think that’ s clear, Norman thought. Jerry does't careif hekillsus. He just wantsto play, and he
does't know his own strength.

Y et there was something else. He scanned the sheets of printout, feding ingtinctively some underlying
organization to everything. Something he wasn't getting, some connection he wasn't making.

As he thought about it, he kept coming back to one question: Why a squid? Why asquid?

Of course, he thought. They had been talking about a squid, during the conversation at dinner. Jerry
must have overheard that. He must have decided that a squid would be a provocative item to manifest.
And hewas certainly right about that.

Norman shifted the papers, and came upon the very first message that Harry had decoded.

HELLO. HOW ARE YOU?| AM FINE. WHAT ISYOUR NAME?MY NAME ISJERRY .



[[266]] That was as good a place to begin as any. It had been quite afeat for Harry to decode it,
Norman thought. If Harry hadn’t succeeded with that, they would never have ever started talking to Jerry
adl.

Norman sat at the console, stared at the keyboard. What had Harry said? The keyboard was a spird:

the letter G was one, and B wastwo, and so on. Very clever to figure it out. Norman would never have
figured that out in amillion years. He started trying to find the lettersin the first sequence.

00032125252632 032629 301321 04261037 18 3016 06180
82132 29033005 1822 04261013 0830162137 1604 083016

21 1822 033013130432

Let'ssee ... 00 marked the beginning of the message, Harry had said. And 03, that was H. And then 21,
that was E, then 25 was L, and 25 was another L, and just aboveit, 26, wasO0. ...

HELLO.
Yes, it dl fitted. He continued trandating. 032629 was HOW. ...
HOW ARE YOU?

So far, so good. Norman experienced a certain pleasure, dmost asif he were decoding it himsdlf for the
first time. Now, 18. That wasl... .

| AM FINE.
He moved more quickly, writing down the | etters.

WHAT ISYOUR NAME?

Now, 1604 wasMY. ... MY NAME IS... But then he found amistake in one letter. Was that
possible? Norman kept going, found a second mistake, then wrote out the message, and sared at it in

growing shock.

MY NAME ISHARRY.

“Jesus Chrigt,” he said.

Hewent over it again, but there was no mistake. Not by him. The message was perfectly clear.

HELLO. HOW ARE YOU?I AM FINE. WHAT ISYOUR NAME?MY NAME ISHARRY.



THE POWER

THE SHADOW

Beth sat up in her bed in the laboratory and stared at the message Norman had given her. “Oh my God,”
she said. She pushed her thick dark hair away from her face. “How can it be?’ she said.

“It al goestogether,” Norman said. “Just think. When did the messages start? After Harry came out of
the sphere. When did the squid and the other animalsfirst appear? After Harry came out of the sphere.”

“YS, but_n

“—At first there were little squid, but then, when we were going to eat them, suddenly there were
shrimps, too. Just in time for dinner. Why? Because Harry doesn't like to eat squid.”

Beth said nothing; shejust listened.

“And who, asachild, wasterrified by the giant squid inTwenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea?”
“Harry was,” shesaid. “1 remember he said that.” Norman went on in arush. “And when does Jerry
appear on the screen? When Harry is present. Not at other times. And when does Jerry answer usaswe
talk? When Harry isin the room to hear what we' re saying. And why can’'t Jerry read our minds?
Because Harry can't read our minds. And remember how Barnes kept asking for the name, and Harry
wouldn’t ask for the name? Why? Because he was afraid the screen would say ‘Harry,” not ‘ Jerry.” ”

“And the crewman ...”

“Right. The black crewman. Who shows up just as Harry is having adream of being rescued? A black
crewman shows up to rescue us.”

[[270]] Beth was frowning, thinking. “What about the giant squid?’

“Wadll, inthe middle of itsattack, Harry hit his head and was knocked unconscious. Immediately the
squid disappeared. It didn’t come back again until Harry woke up from his nap, and told you he' d take
over.”

“My God,” Beth said.

“Yes” Norman sad. “It explainsalot.”

Shewasdlent for awhile, saring at the message. “But how ishe doing it?’

“I doubt if heis. At least, not conscioudy.” Norman had been thinking about this. “Let’ sassume,” he
said, “that something happened to Harry when he went inside the sphere—he acquired some kind of



power whilein the sphere.”

“Likewhat?’

“The power to make things happen just by thinking of them. The power to make histhoughtsred.”

Beth frowned. “Make histhoughtsred ...”

“It'snot so strange,” he said. “ Just think: if you were a sculptor, first you would get an idea, and then
you would carveit in stone or wood, to make it real. The idea comesfirgt, then the execution follows,
with some added effort to create aredlity that reflects your prior thoughts. That’ s the way the world
worksfor us. We imagine something, and then wetry to make it happen. Sometimes the way we make it
happen is unconscious—Iike the guy who just happensto go home unexpectedly at lunchtime and
catches hiswifein bed with another man. He doesn't conscioudly plan it. It just sort of happens by itsdlf.”

“Or the wife who catches the husband in bed with another woman,” Beth said.

“Yes, of course. The point is, we manage to make things happen al the time without thinking about them
too much. | don’t think of every word when | talk to you. | just intend to say something and it comes out

okay.”

“Yes..”

“So we can make complicated creations like sentences without effort. But we can’t make other
complicated [[271]] creations like scul ptures without effort. We believe we have to do something besides
amply haveanidea”

“Andwedo,” Beth said.

“Well, Harry doesn’t. Harry’ s gone one step further. He doesn’'t have to carve the statue any more. He
just getsthe idea, and things happen by themsdves. He manifeststhings.”

“Harry imagines afrightening squid, and suddenly we have afrightening squid outside our window?’
“Exactly. And when he loses consciousness, the squid disappears.”

“And he got this power from the sphere?’

“yes”

Beth frowned. “Why ishe doing this? Ishetrying to kill us?’

Norman shook hishead. “No. | think he’sin over hishead.”

“How do you mean?’

“Wadl,” Norman said, “we ve consdered | ots of ideas of what the sphere from another civilization might
be. Ted thought it was atrophy or amessage—he saw it as a present. Harry thought it had something

indde—he saw it asacontainer. But | wonder if it might beamine.”

“Y ou mean, an explosive?’



“Not exactly—but adefense, or atest. An dien civilization could strew these things around the galaxy,
and any intelligence that picks them up would get to experience the power of the sphere. Which isthat
whatever you think comestrue. If you think postive thoughts, you get delicious shrimp for dinner. If you
think negative thoughts, you get monsterstrying to kill you. Same process, just amatter of content.”

“So, the same way aland mine blows up if you step on it, this sphere destroys peopleif they have
negative thoughts?’

“Or,” hesad, “if they amply aren’t in control of their consciousness. Because, if you'rein control of
your consciousness, the sphere would have no particular effect. If you' re not in control, it getsrid of
you.”

“How can you control anegative thought?’ Beth said. She seemed suddenly very agitated. “How can
you say to someone, ‘ Don't think of agiant squid’ ? The minute you say that, [[272]] they automatically
think of the squid in the course of tryingnot to think of it.”

“It' spossible to control your thoughts,” Norman said. “Maybe for ayogi or something.”

“For anybody,” Norman said. “It’s possible to deflect your attention from undesirable thoughts. How do
people quit smoking? How do any of us ever change our minds about anything? By controlling our

thoughts.”
“I il don’t ssewhy Harry isdoing this”

“Remember your idea that the sphere might strike us below the belt?” Norman said. “Theway the AIDS
virus strikes our immune system below the belt? AIDS hitsus at alevel we aren’t prepared to ded with.
So, in asense, does the sphere. Because we believe that we can think whatever we want, without
consequence. ‘ Sticks and stones can break my bones, but names can never hurt me.” We have sayings
like that, which emphasize the point. But now suddenly anameisasred asagtick, and it can hurt usin
the same way. Our thoughts get manifested—what awonderful thing—except thatall our thoughts get
manifested, the good ones and the bad ones. And we Smply aren’t prepared to control our thoughts.

WEe ve never had to do it before.”

“When | wasachild,” Beth said, “I was angry with my mother, and when she got cancer, | wasterribly
Quilty. ...”

“Yes” Norman said. “ Children think thisway. Children al believe that their thoughts have power. But
we patiently teach them that they’ re wrong to think that. Of course,” he said, “there has dways been
another tradition of belief about thoughts. The Bible says not to covet your neighbor’ swife, which we
interpret to mean that the act of adultery isforbidden. But that’ s not really whet the Bibleis saying. The
Bibleis saying that the thought of adultery is asforbidden asthe act itself.”

“And Harry?’

“Do you know anything about Jungian psychology?’

Beth said, “ That stuff has never struck me asrelevant.”

“Wadl, it' srdevantnow ,” Norman said. He explained. “ Jung broke with Freud early in this century, and
developed [[273]] his own psychology. Jung suspected there was an underlying structure to the human



psyche that was reflected in an underlying smilarity to our myths and archetypes. One of hisideaswas
that everybody had adark sideto his persondity, which be cdled the * shadow.” The shadow contained
al the unacknowledged persondity aspects—the hateful parts, the sadistic parts, dl that. Jung thought
people had the obligation to become acquainted with their shadow side. But very few people do. We dl
prefer to think we' re nice guys and we don't ever have the desire to kill and maim and rape and pillage.”

“Yes.."
“AsJdung saw it, if you didn’t acknowledge your shadow side, it would rule you.”
“So we're seeing Harry’ s shadow sde?’

“Inasense, yes. Harry needsto present himsalf as Mr. Arrogant Know-It-All Black Man,” Norman
sad.

“Hecertainly does.”

“So, if he’ safraid to be down herein this habitat—and who isn’t>—then he can’t admit hisfears. But he
has the fears anyway, whether he admits them or not. And so his shadow sidejudtifiesthe
fears—creating things that prove hisfearsto bevaid.”

“The squid exigsto judtify hisfears?’
“Something like thet, yes”

“1 don't know,” Beth said. She leaned back and turned her head up, and her high cheekbones caught
the light. Shelooked almost like amodd, eegant and handsome and strong. “I'm a zoologist, Norman. |
want to touch things and hold them in my hands and see that they’ re real. All these theories about
manifestations, they just ... They're so ...psychological .

“Theworld of themind isjust asred, and followsrulesjust asrigorous, asthe world of externd redlity,”
Norman said.

“Yes, I'msaureyou’reright, but ...” She shrugged. “It isn't very satifying to me.”

“Y ou know everything that has happened since we got down here,” Norman said. “ Tell me another
hypothessthet explainsit dl.”

[[274]] “I can’t,” she admitted. “I’ ve been trying, al the time you' ve been talking. | can’t.” Shefolded
the paper in her hands and considered it for awhile. “Y ou know, Norman, | think you’ ve made abrilliant
series of deductions. Absolutdly brilliant. I'm seeing you in awhole different light.”

Norman smiled with pleasure. For most of the time he had been down in the habitat, he'd felt like afifth
whed, an unnecessary person in this group. Now someone was acknowledging his contribution, and he
was pleased. “ Thank you, Beth.”

She looked a him, her large eyesliquid and soft. “ Y ou' re a very attractive man, Norman. | don’t think |
ever redly noticed before.” Absently, she touched her breast, benegth the clinging jumpsuit. Her hands
pressed the fabric, outlining the hard nipples. She suddenly stood and hugged him, her body closeto him.
“We haveto stay together onthis” she said. “We haveto stay close, you and I”



“Yes, wedo.”

“Becausg, if what you are saying istrue, then Harry isavery dangerous man.”
“yes”

“Jugt thefact that heiswaking around, fully conscious, makes him dangerous.”
“yes”

“What are we going to do about him?’

“Hey, you guys,” Harry said, coming up the sairs. “Isthisaprivate party? Or can anybody join in?’
“Sure,” Norman said, “come on up, Harry,” and he moved away from Beth.
“Was| interrupting something?’ Harry said.

“No, no.”

“I don’'t want to get in the way of anybody’s sex life.”

“Oh, Harry,” Beth said. She sat at the lab bench, moving away from Norman.
“Wll, you two surelook al charged up aboutsomething .”

“Dowe?’ Norman said.

“Y eah, especidly Beth. | think she gets more beautiful every day she'sdown here”
“I’ve noticed that, too,” Norman said, smiling.

[[275]] “I’ll bet you have. A woman in love. Lucky you.” Harry turned to Beth. “Why are you staring at
melikethat?’

“I'm not staring,” Beth said.

“You are, t0o.”

“Harry, I'm not staring.”

“I can tdll when someoneis staring at me, for Christ’ s sake.”
Norman sad, “Harry—"

“—1I just want to know why you two arelooking at me likethat. Y ou' relooking at melike I'm acrimind
or something.”

“Don’t get paranoid, Harry.”

“Huddling up here, whigpering ...”



“We weren't whipering.”

“Youwere .” Harry looked around the room. “ So it’ s two white people and one black person now, is
thet it?’

“Oh, Harry ...”
“I’'m not stupid, you know. Something’ s going on between you. | can tell.”
“Harry,” Norman said, “nothing isgoing on.”

And then they heard alow insstent beeping, from the communications console downgtairs. They
exchanged glances, and went downgtairsto |ook.

The console screen was dowly printing out |etter groups.

CQX VDX MOPIM

“Isthat Jerry?” Norman asked.

“l don't think s0,” Harry said. “1 don’t think he would go back to code.”

“Isitacode?’

“I would say 0, definitely.”

“Why isit so dow?’ Beth said. A new letter was added every few secondsin a steady, rhythmic way.
“I don't know,” Harry said. “Whereisit coming from?’

Harry frowned. “1 don’t know, but the transmission speed isthe most interesting characteristic. The
downess. Interesting.”

[[276]] Norman and Beth waited for him to figure it out. Norman thought: How can we ever get along
without Harry? We need him. He is both the most important intelligence down here, and the most
dangerous. But we need him.

CQX VDX MOPLKI XXCVRW TGK PIU YQA

“Interesting,” Harry said. “The letters are coming about every five seconds. So | think it’ s safeto say
that we know whereit's coming from. Wisconsin.”

Norman could not have been more surprised. “Wisconsan?

“Yeah. ThisisaNavy tranamission. It may or may not be directed to us, but it iscoming from
Wisconsin.”



“How do you know that?’
“Because that’ sthe only placein the world itcould be coming from,” Harry said. “Y ou know about
ELF?No?Wéll, it’slike this. Y ou can send radio waves through the air, and, as you know, they travel

pretty well. But you can’t send radio far through water. Water is abad medium, so you need an
incredibly powerful signd to go even ashort distance.”

“Yes..”

“But the ability to penetrate isafunction of wavelength. An ordinary radio wave is short-shortwave
radio, dl of that. Thelength of the waves aretiny, thousands or millions of little wavesto an inch. But you
can d'so make ELF, extremdy low-frequency waves, which arelong-each individua waveis maybe
twenty feet long. And those waves, once generated, will go avery great distance, thousands of miles,
through water, no problem. The only trouble isthat, since the waves are long, they’redso dow. That's
why we' re getting one character every five seconds. The Navy needed away to communicate with their
submarines underwater, so they built abig ELF antennain Wisconsin to send these long waves. And
that’ swhat we' re getting.”

“And the code?’

“It must be acompression code—three-letter groupings which stand for along section of predefined
message. So it won't take so long to send amessage. Because if you sent aplain text message, it would
literdly take hours”

CQX VDX MOPLKI XXCVRW TGK PIU YQA IYT

[[277]]EEQ FVC ZNB TMK EXE MMN OPW GEW

The | etters stopped.

“Lookslikethat’sit,” Harry said.

“How do wetrandateit?’ Beth said.

“Assuming it'saNavy tranamisson,” Harry said, “wedon’'t.”

“Maybe there' s a codebook here somewhere,” Beth said.

“Just hold on,” Harry said.

The screen shifted, trandating groups one after another.

2340 HOURS 7-07 CHIEF CINCCOMPAC TO BARNES DEEPHAB-8

“It' samessage to Barnes,” Harry said. They watched as the other |etter groups were trandated.

SURFACE SUPPORT VESSELS STEAMING NANDI AND VIPATI TO YOUR LOCATION
ETA 1600 HOURS 7-08 DEEP WITHDRAW AUTOSET ACKNOWLEDGE GOOD LUCK
SPAULDING END



“Doesthat mean what | think it means?’ Beth said.
“Yeah,” Harry said. “The cavary ison theway.”
“Hot damn!” Beth clapped her hands.

“The storm must be calming down. They’ ve sent the surface ships and they’ [l be herein alittle more than
gxteen hours”

“And autoset?”’

They had the answer immediately. Every screen in the habitat flickered. In the upper right corner of each
appeared asmall box with numbers: 16:20:00. The numbers ran backward.

“It' sautomaticaly counting down for us.”
“Isthere somekind of countdown we' re supposed to follow for leaving the habitat?’ Beth said.

Norman watched the numbers. They were rolling backward, just asthey had on the submarine. Then he
sad, “What about the submarine?’

“Who cares about the submarine,” Harry said.

“I think we should keep it with us,” Beth said. She checked her watch. “We have another four hours
beforeit hasto bereset.”

“Henty of time”

[[278]] “Yes”

Privately, Norman was trying to gauge whether they could survive for sixteen more hours.
Harry said, “Well, thisisgreat news! Why are you two so hangdog?’

“Just wondering if we'll makeit,” Norman said.

“Why shouldn’t we makeit?’ Harry said.

“Jerry might do something firgt,” Beth said. Norman felt aburgt of irritation with her. Didn't sheredize
that by saying that, she was planting theideain Harry’ smind?

“We can't survive another attack on the habitat,” Beth said.
Norman thought, Shut up, Beth. Y ou’ re making suggestions.
“An attack on the habitat?’ Harry said.

Quickly, Norman said, “Harry, | think you and | should talk to Jerry again.”

“Reglly?Why?"



“| want to seeif | can reason with him.”
“I don’'t know if you can,” Harry said. “Reason with him.”

“Let’stry anyway,” Norman said, with aglance a Beth. “It' sworth atry.”

Norman knew he would not redlly betalking to Jerry. He would be talking to a part of Harry. An
unconscious part, ashadow part. How should he go about it? What could he use?

He sat infront of the monitor screen, thinking, What do | know about Harry, redlly? Harry, who had
grown up in Philaddphiaas athin, introverted, painfully shy boy, amathematica prodigy, his gifts
denigrated by hisfriends and family. Harry had said once that when he cared about mathematics,
everybody el se cared about damdunking. Even now, Harry hated al games, al sports. Asayoung man
he had been humiliated and neglected, and when hefindly got proper recognition for his gifts, Norman
suspected, it cametoo late. The damage was dready done. Certainly it cametoo late to prevent the
arrogant, braggart exterior.

[[279]]1 AM HERE. DO NOT BE AFRAID.
“Jerry.”

YES NORMAN.

“I have arequest to make.”

YOU MAY DO SO.

“Jerry, many of our entities are gone, and our habitat isweakened.”

| KNOW THIS. MAKE YOUR REQUEST.

“Would you please sop manifesting?’

NO.

“Why not?’

| DONOT WISH TO STOP.

Widl, Norman thought, at least we got right down to it. No wasting time. “ Jerry, | know that you have
been isolated for along time, for many centuries, and that you have felt alone during al that time. Y ou
have felt that nobody cared about you. Y ou have felt that nobody wanted to play with you, or shared

your interests.”

YESTHISISTRUE.

“And now & last you can manifest, and you are enjoying this. Y ou like to show uswhat you can do, to



impressus.”

THISISTRUE.

“So that we will pay attention to you.”

YES. | LIKEIT.

“And it works. We do pay attention to you.”

YESI KNOW IT.

“But these manifestationsinjure us, Jerry.”

| DONOT CARE.

“And they surprise us, too.”

| AM GLAD.

“WEe re surprised, Jerry, because you are merdly playing agamewith us.”
| DONOT LIKE GAMES. | DO NOT PLAY GAMES.
“Yes. Thisisagamefor you, Jerry. It isasport.”

NO, IT ISNOT.

“Yes, itis” Norman said. “It isastupid sport .”

Harry, standing beside Norman, said, “ Do you want to contradict him that way? Y ou might make him
mad. | don't think Jerry likesto be contradicted.”

[[280]] I’'m sure you don't, Norman thought. But he said, “Well, | haveto tell Jerry the truth about his
own behavior. Heisn't doing anything very interesting.”

OH?NOT INTERESTING?

“No. You are being spoiled and petulant, Jerry.”

DO YOU DARE TO SPEAK TO ME IN THISFASHION?

“Yes. Because you are acting stupidly.”

“Jeez,” Harry said. “Takeit easy with him.”

| CAN EASILY MAKE YOU REGRET YOUR WORDS, NORMAN.

Norman was noticing, in passing, that Jerry’ s vocabulary and syntax were now flawless. All pretense of

naiveté, of an dien quality, had been dropped. But Norman felt stronger, more confident, asthe
conversation progressed. He knew whom he was talking to now. He wasn't talking to any dien. There



weren't any unknown assumptions. He was talking to a childish part of another human being.

| HAVE MORE POWER THAN YOU CAN IMAGINE.

“1 know you have power, Jarry,” Norman said. “Big ded.”

Harry became suddenly agitated. “Norman. For Chrigt’ s sake. Y ou're going to get usdl killed.”
LISTEN TO HARRY. HE ISWISE.

“No, Jerry,” Norman said. “Harry isnot wise. Heisonly afraid.”

HARRY ISNOT AFRAID. ABSOLUTELY NOT.

Norman decided to let that pass. “I’m taking to you, Jerry. Only to you. Y ou are the onewho is playing
games”

GAMESARE STUPID.

“Yes, they are, Jerry. They are not worthy of you.”

GAMESARE NOT OF INTEREST TO ANY INTELLIGENT PERSON.
“Then stop, Jerry. Stop the manifestations.”

| CAN STOPWHENEVER | WANT.

“1 am not sure you can, Jarry.”

YES. | CAN.

“Then proveit. Stop this sport of manifestations.” There was along pause. They waited for the
response.

NORMAN YOUR TRICKS OF MANIPULATION ARE CHILDISH AND OBVIOUSTO THE
POINT OF TEDIUM. I[[281]]AM NOT INTERESTED IN TALKING WITH YOU FURTHER. |
WILL DO EXACTLY ASI PLEASE AND | WILL MANIFEST AS| WISH.

“Our habitat cannot withstand more manifestations, Jerry—"

| DONOT CARE.

“If you injure our habitat again, Harry will die”

Harry said, “Me and everybody dse, for Christ’s sake.”

| DONOT CARE NORMAN.

“Why would you kill us, Jerry?’

YOU SHOULD NOT BE DOWN HERE IN THE FIRST PLACE. YOU PEOPLE DO NOT



BELONG HERE. YOU ARE ARROGANT CREATURES WHO INTRUDE EVERYWHERE IN
THE WORLD AND YOU HAVE TAKEN A GREAT FOOLISH RISK AND NOW YOU MUST
PAY THE PRICE. YOU ARE AN UNCARING UNFEELING SPECIESWITH NO LOVE FOR
ONE ANOTHER.

“That' snot true, Jerry.”

DO NOT CONTRADICT ME AGAIN, NORMAN.

“I"'m sorry, but the unfeeling, uncaring personisyou, Jerry. Y ou do not careif you injure us. Y ou do not
carefor our predicament. It isyou who are uncaring, Jerry. Not us. You.”

ENOUGH.
“He snot going to talk to you any more,” Harry said. “He sredly mad, Norman.”
And then the screen printed:

| WILL KILL YOU ALL.

Norman was sweating; he wiped hisforehead, turned away from the words on the screen.
“I don't think you can talk to thisguy,” Beth said. “I don’t think you can reason with him.”

“Y ou shouldn’t have made him angry,” Harry said. He was dmost pleading. “Why did you make him
angry likethat, Norman?’

“I had to tell him thetruth.”

[[282]] “But you were so mean to him, and now he’ sangry.”

“It doesn’t matter, angry or not,” Beth said. “ Harry attacked us before, when hewasn't angry.”
“YoumeanJderry ,” Norman said to her. “ Jerry attacked us.”

“Yes, right, Jerry.”

“That'sahdl of amistaketo make, Beth,” Harry said.

“You'reright, Harry. I'm sorry.”

Harry waslooking a her in an odd way. Norman thought, Harry doesn’'t missatrick, and heisn't going
to let that one go by.

“I don’t know how you could make that confusion,” Harry said.

“I know. It was adip of thetongue. It was stupid of me.”



“I'll say.”

“I'msorry,” Bethsaid. “Redly | am.”

“Never mind,” Harry said. “It doesn’t matter.”

There was asudden flatnessin his manner, acomplete indifference in histone. Norman thought: Uh-oh.

Harry yawned and stretched. “Y ou know,” he said, “I’'m suddenly very tired. | think I'll take anap

And he went off to the bunks.

1600 HOURS

“We haveto do something,” Beth said. “We can't talk him out of it.”
“You'reright,” Norman said. “Wecan't.”

Beth tapped the screen. The words il glowed: 1 WILL KILL YOU ALL.
“Do you think he meansit?’

“yes”

[[283]] Beth stood, clenched her figts. “ Soit’shim or us.”

“Yes. | think s0.”

Theimplications hung in the air, unspoken.

“Thismanifesting process of his” Beth said. “ Do you think he has to be completely unconsciousto
prevent it from happening?’

HY$”

“Or dead,” Beth said.

“Yes,” Norman said. That had occurred to him. It seemed so improbable, such an unlikely turn of events
inhislife, that he would now be athousand feet under the water, contemplating the murder of another
human being. Y et that was what he was doing.

“I"d hatetokill him,” Beth said.

“Me, too.”



“I mean, | wouldn’t even know how to beginto do it.”

“Maybe wedon't haveto kill him,” Norman said. “Maybe we don’'t have to kill him unless he sarts
something,” Beth said. Then she shook her head. “Oh hell, Norman, who' re we kidding? This habitat
can't survive another attack. We' ve got to kill him. | just don't want to face up to it.”

“Nether do1,” Norman said.

“We could get one of those explosive spear guns and have an unfortunate accident. And then just wait
for our timeto be up, for the Navy to come and get us out of here.”

“| don’'t want to do that.”

“| don't, either,” Beth said. “But what else can we do?’ “We don't haveto kill him,” Norman said. “ Just
make him unconscious.” He went to thefirst-aid cabinet, started going through the medicines.

“Y ou think there might be something there?’ Beth said.

“Maybe. An anesthetic, | don't know.”

“Would that work?’

“I think anything that produces unconsciousness will work. | think.”

“I hopeyou'reright,” Beth said, “because if he starts dreaming and then manifests the monstersfrom his
dreams, that wouldn't be very good.”

[[284]] “No. But anesthesia produces a dreamless, tota state of unconsciousness.” Norman was
looking at the label's on the bottles. “ Do you know what these things are?’

“No,” Beth said, “but it'sal in the computer.” She sat down at the console. “ Read me the namesand I'll
look them up for you.”

“Diphenyl pardene.

Beth pushed buttons, scanned a screen of densetext. “It's, uh ... lookslike ... something for burns.”
“Ephedrine hydrochloride.”

Another screen. “It’s.... | guessit’ sfor motion sickness.”

“Vadomet.”

“It' sfor ulcers”

“Sntag.”

“Synthetic opium analogue. It’ svery short-acting.”

“Produces unconsciousness?’ Norman asked.



“No. Not according to this. Anyway, it only lasts afew minutes.”
“Tarazine”

“Tranquilizer. Causes drowsiness.”
“Good.” He st the bottle to one side.
“*And may aso cause bizarre ideation.” “

“No,” hesaid, and put the bottle back. They didn’t need to have any bizarre ideation. “Riordan?’
“Antihislamine. For bites”

“Oxdamine?’

“Antibiotic.”

“Chloramphenicol 7’

“ Another antibiotic.”

“Damn.” They were running out of bottles. “ Parasolutring?”

“It' sasoporific. ...”

“What' sthat?’

“Causesdeep.”

“You meanit'sadeegping pill?’

“No, it s—it saysyou can giveit in combination with paracin trichloride and use it as an anesthetic.”
“Paracintrichloride ... Yes. | haveit here,” Norman said. Beth was reading from the screen.
“Parasolutrine twenty [[285]] cc'sin combination with paracin Six cc' sgiven IM produces deep deep
suitable for emergency surgical procedures ... no cardiac Side effects ... deep from which the subject can
be awakened only with difficulty ... REM activity issuppressed. ...”

“How long doesit last?’

“Threeto six hours”

“And how fast does it take effect?’

She frowned. “It doesn't say. * After appropriate depth of anesthesiais induced, even extensive surgical
procedures may be begun ..." But it doesn't say how long it takes.”

“Hdl,” Norman sad.



“It'sprobably fast,” Beth said.
“But what if itisn't?” Norman said. “What if it takes twenty minutes? And can you fight it? Fight it off?’
She shook her head. “Nothing about that here.”

In the end they decided on amixture of parasolutrine, paracin, dulcinea, and sintag, the opiate. Norman
filled alarge syringe with the clear liquids. The syringe was S0 big it looked like something for horses.

“Youthink it might kill him?’ Beth said.

“I don’'t know. Do we have a choice?’

“No,” Beth said. “We ve got to do it. Have you ever given an injection before?’
Norman shook his head. “Y ou?’

“Only labanimas.”

“Wheredo | stick it?”

“Doitintheshoulder,” Beth said. “While he' sadeep.” Norman turned the syringe up to the light, and
squirted afew drops from the needleinto the air. “ Okay,” he said.

“| better comewith you,” Beth said, “and hold him down.”

“No,” Norman said. “If he's awake and sees both of us coming, he'll be suspicious. Remember, you
don’t deep in the bunks any more.”

“But what if he getsviolent?’
“I think I can handle this”

“Okay, Norman. Whatever you say.”

[[286]] Thelightsin the corridor of C Cyl seemed unnaturaly bright. Norman heard hisfeet padding on
the carpet, heard the congtant hum of the air handlers and the space heaters. He felt the weight of the
syringe concedled in his palm. He came to the door to the deeping quarters.

Two female Navy crewmen were standing outs de the bulkhead door. They snapped to attention as he
approached. “Dr. Johnson, gir!”

Norman paused. The women were handsome, black, and muscular-looking. “ At ease, men,” Norman
sadwithagmile.

They did not relax. “Sorry, dr! We have our orders, sir!” I see,” Norman said. “Wdll, carry on, then.”
He started to move past them into the deeping area.



“Beg your pardon, Dr. Johnson, sir!” They barred hisway.

“What isit?’ Norman asked, asinnocently as he could manage.

“Thisareaisoff-limitsto dl personnd, sr!”

“But | want to goto deep.”

“Very sorry, Dr. Johnson, sir! No one may disturb Dr. Adams while he deeps, sir!”

“I won't disturb Dr. Adams.”

“Sorry, Dr. Johnson, sir! May we seewhat isin your hand, sir!”

“Inmy hand?’

“Yes, thereis something in your hand, sir!”

Their snapping, machine-gun delivery, dways punctuated by the“sir!” at the end, was getting on his
nerves. He looked at them again. The starched uniforms covered powerful muscles. He didn’t think he
could force hisway past them. Beyond the door he saw Harry, lying on hisback, snoring. It wasa
perfect moment to inject him.

“Dr. Johnson, may we seewhat isin your hand, sir!”

“No, damnit, you may not.”

“Very good, Sir!”

Norman turned, and walked back to D Cyl.

“I saw,” Beth said, nodding to the monitor.

Norman looked at the monitor, at the two women in the corridor. Then he looked at the adjacent
monitor, which showed the sphere.

“The sphere has changed!” Norman said.

The convoluted grooves of the doorway were definitely atered, the pattern more complex, and shifted
farther up. Norman felt sureit was changed.

“I think you'reright,” Beth said. “When did that happen?’

“We can run the tapes back later,” she said. “Right now we' d better take care of those two.”

“How?’ Norman said.



“Smple” Beth said, bunching her figts again. “We have five explosive spearheadsin B Cyl. I'll gointo
B, get two of them, blow the guardian angelsaway. You runin and jab Harry.”

Her cold-blooded determination would have been chilling if shedidn’t ook so beautiful. Therewasa
refined qudity to her features now. She seemed to grow more elegant by the minute.

“The spear gunsarein B?’ Norman said.

“Sure. Look on video.” She pressed abutton. “Hell.” In B Cyl the spearguns were missing.

“I think the son of abitch has covered his bases,” Norman said. “Good old Harry.”

Beth looked at him thoughtfully. “Norman, are you feding okay?”

“Sure, why?’

“There samirror in thefirst-aid kit. Go look.”

He opened the white box of the kit and looked at himself in the mirror. He was shocked by what he
saw. Not that he expected to look good; he was accustomed to the pudgy contours of his own face, and
the gray stubble of his beard when he didn’t shave on weekends.

But the face staring back at him was lean, with acoarse, jet-black beard. There were dark circles
beneath smoldering, [[288]] bloodshot eyes. Hishair was lank and greasy, hanging over hisforehead. He
looked like a dangerous man.

“I look like Dr. Jekyll,” he said. “ Or, rather, Mr. Hyde.”

“Yeah. Youdo.”

“Y ou're getting more beautiful,” he said to Beth. “But I’ m the man who was mean to Jerry. SoI'm
getting meaner.”

“Y ou think Harry’ sdoing this?’

“I think s0,” Norman said. Adding to himsdlf: | hope so. “Y ou fed different, Norman?’

“No, | fed exactly the same. | just look like hell.”

“Yes. Youlook alittlefrightening.”

“I'msurel do.”

“Youredly fed fine?’

“Beth..”

“Okay,” Beth said. She turned, looked back at the monitors. “| have onelast idea. We both get to A

Cyl, put on our suits, get into B Cyl, and shut down the oxygen in the rest of the habitat. Make Harry
unconscious. Hisguardswill disappear, we can go in and jab him. What do you think?’



“Worth atry.”

Norman put down the syringe. They headed off toward A Cyl.

In C Cyl, they passed the two guards, who again snapped to attention.

“Dr. Hdpern, sr!”

“Dr. Johnson, Sir!”

“Carry on, men,” Beth said.

“Yes, sr! May we ask whereyou are going, Sir!”

“Routine ingpection tour,” Beth said.

Therewas apause. “Very good, Sr!”

They were dlowed to pass. They moved into B Cyl, with itsarray of pipes and machinery. Norman
glanced a it nervoudy; he didn’t like screwing around with the life-support systems, but he didn’t see
what el sethey could do.

In A Cyl, there were three suits | eft. Norman reached for his. *'Y ou know what you're doing?’ he asked.
“Yes” Bethsaid. “Trust me”

She dipped her foot into her suit, and started zipping it up.

[[289]] And then the alarms began to sound throughout the habitat, and the red lights flashed again.
Norman knew, without being told, that it wasthe peripheral darms.

Another attack was beginning.

1520 HOURS

They ran back through the lateral connecting corridor directly from B Cyl into D. Norman noticed in
passing that the crewmen had gone. In D, the darms were clanging and the periphera sensor screens
glowed bright red. Norman glanced at the video monitors.

| AM COMING.

Beth quickly scanned the screens.

“Inner thermals are activated. He's coming, al right.”



They fdt athump , and Norman turned to look out the porthole. The green squid was dready outside,
the huge suckered arms coiling around the base of the habitat. One great arm dapped flat against the
porthole, the suckers distorted against the glass.

| AM HERE.

“Harryyy!” Beth shouted.

There was atentativejolt, as squid arms gripped the habitat. The dow, agonizing creak of metd.
Harry came running into the room. “What isit?’

“You know what it is, Harry!” Beth shouted.

“No, no, what isit?’

“It' sthe squid, Harry!”

“Ohmy God, no,” Harry moaned.

The habitat shook powerfully. The room lights flickered and went out. There was only flashing red now,
from the emergency lights.

[[290]] Norman turned to him. “Stop it, Harry.”

“What are you taking about?’ he cried plaintively. “Y ou know what I'm talking about, Harry.”
“I don't!”

“Yes, you do, Harry. It' syou , Harry,” Norman said. “You'redoing it.”

“No, you'rewrong. It'snot me! | swear it’snot me!”

“Yes, Harry,” Norman said. “And if you don't stop it, we'll dl die”

The habitat shook again. One of the ceiling heaters exploded, showering fragments of hot glass and wire.
“Comeon, Hary. ...”

“No, no!”

“There snot much time. Y ou know you'redoing it.”
“The habitat can’t take much more, Norman,” Beth said.
“It can't beme!”

“Yes, Harry. Faceit, Harry. Faceit now.”

Even as he spoke, Norman was looking for the syringe. He had |eft it somewhere in thisroom, but
papers were diding off the desktops, monitors crashing to the floor, chaos al around him. ...



The whole habitat rocked again, and there was a tremendous explosion from another cylinder. New,
risng darms sounded, and aroaring vibration that Norman ingtantly recognized—uwater, under great
pressure, rushing into the habitat.

“Fooding in C!” Beth shouted, reading the consoles. She ran down the corridor. He heard the metal
clang of bulkhead doors as she shut them. The room wasfilled with salty mist.

Norman pushed Harry againgt thewall. “Harry! Faceit and stop it!”
“It can't beme, it can’'t beme,” Harry moaned. Another jolting impact, staggering them.
“It can’'t beme!” Harry cried.” It has nothing to do with me!”

And then Harry screamed, and his body twisted, and Norman saw Beth withdraw the syringe from his
shoulder, the needle tipped with blood.

[[291]]“ What are you doing?” Harry cried, but aready his eyes were glassy and vacant. He staggered
at the next impact, fell drunkenly on hiskneesto thefloor. “No,” he said softly. “No ...”

And he collapsed, faling face-down on the carpet. Immediately the wrenching of meta stopped. The

adarms stopped. Everything became ominoudy slent, except for the soft gurgle of water from somewhere
within the habitat.

Beth moved swiftly, reading one screen after another.

“Inner off. Peripherals off. Everything off. All right! No readings!”

Norman ran to the porthole. The squid had disappeared. The sea bottom outsi de was deserted.
“Damage report!” Beth shouted. “Main power out! E Cylinder out! C Cylinder out! B Cylinder ...”

Norman spun, looked at her. If B Cyl was gone, their life support would be gone, they would certainly
die. “B Cylinder holding,” she said findly. Her body sagged. “We re okay, Norman.”

Norman collgpsed on the carpet, exhausted, suddenly feding the strain and tension in every part of his
body.

It was over. The crigs had passed. They were going to be dl right, after all. Norman felt his body relax.

It wasover.

1230 HOURS



The blood had stopped flowing from Harry’ s broken nose and now he seemed to be breathing more
regularly, more easily. Norman lifted the icepack to look at the swollen face, and adjusted the flow of the
intravenous drip in Harry’ sarm. Beth had started the intravenous linein Harry’ s hand after severd
unsuccessful attempts. They were dripping an anesthetic mixtureinto him. Harry’ s breath smelled sour,
liketin. But otherwise he was okay. Out cold.

Theradio crackled. “I’'m at the submarine,” Beth said. “Going aboard now.”

Norman glanced out the porthole at DH-7, saw Beth climbing up into the dome beside the sub. She was
going to pressthe “Delay” button, the last time such atrip would be necessary. He turned back to Harry.

The computer didn’'t have any information about the effects of keeping a person adeep for twelve hours
straight, but that was what they would have to do. Either Harry would makeit, or he wouldn’t.

Same astherest of us, Norman thought. He glanced at the monitor clocks. They showed 1230 hours,
and counted backward. He put a blanket over Harry and went over to the console.

The sphere was till there, with its changed pattern of grooves. In al the excitement he had amost
forgotten hisinitia fascination with the sphere, where it had come from, what it meant. Although they
understood now what it meant. What had Beth cdlled it? A menta enzyme. An enzyme was something
that made chemical reactions possible without actualy participating in them. Our bodies needed to
perform chemicd reactions, but our body temperatures were too cold for most chemical reactionsto
proceed smoothly. So we had enzymesto help the process along, speed it up. The enzymes madeit dl
possible. And she had cdled the sphere amenta enzyme.

Very clever, he thought. Clever woman. Her impulsiveness [[293]] had turned out to be just what was
needed. With Harry unconscious, Beth il looked beautiful, but Norman was relieved to find that his
own features had returned to pudgy normacy. He saw hisown familiar reflection in the screen ashe
stared at the sphere on the monitor.

That sphere.

With Harry unconscious, he wondered if they would ever know exactly what had happened, exactly
what it had been like. He remembered thelights, likefireflies. And what had Harry said? Something
about foam. The foam. Norman heard awhirring sound, and looked out the porthole.

The sub was moving.

Freed of itstethers, the yellow minisub glided across the bottom, itslights shining on the ocean floor.
Norman pushed the intercom button: “Beth? Beth!”

“I"'m here, Norman.”

“What're you doing?’

“Just take it easy, Norman.”

“What' re you doing in the sub, Beth?’

“Just a precaution, Norman.”



“Areyou leaving?’

She laughed over theintercom. A light, relaxed laugh. “No, Norman. Just take it easy.”
“Tdl mewhat you' redoing.”

“It' sasecret.”

“Comeon, Beth.” Thiswasdl he needed, he thought, to have Beth crack up now. He thought again of
her impulsiveness, which moments before he had admired. He did not admireit any more. “Beth?”

“Tdk toyou later,” shesad.

The sub turned in profile, and he saw red boxesin its claw arms. He could not read the lettering on the
boxes, but they looked vaguely familiar. As he watched, the sub moved past the high fin of the
gpacecraft, and then settled to the bottom. One of the boxes was released, plumping softly on the muddy
floor. The sub started up again, churning sediment, and glided forward ahundred yards. Then it stopped
again, and released another box. It continued thisway aong the length of the spacecraft.

[[294]] “Beth?

No answer. Norman squinted at the boxes. There was lettering on them, but he could not read them at
this distance. The sub had turned now, and was coming directly toward DH-8. The lights shone a him. It
moved closer and the sensor darms went off, clanging and flashing red lights. He hated these darms, he
thought, going over to the console, looking at the buttons. How the hell did you turn them off? He

glanced a Harry, but Harry remained unconscious.

“Beth? Are you there? Y ou st off the damn dlarms.”

“Push F8.”

What the hell was F8? He looked around, finally saw arow of keys on the keyboard, numbered F1 to
F20. He pushed F8 and the darms stopped. The sub was now very close, lights shining into the porthole

windows. In the high bubble, Beth was clearly visble, instrument lights shining up on her face. Then the
sub descended out of view.

He went to the porthole and looked out. Deepstar 111 was resting on the bottom, depositing more boxes
from its claw hands. Now he could read the lettering on the boxes:

CAUTION NO SMOKING NO ELECTRONICS TEVAC EXPLOSIVES

“Beth? What the hell are you doing?’

“Later, Norman.”

He listened to her voice. She sounded okay. Was she cracking up? No, he thought. She' s not cracking



up. She sounds okay. I’ m sure she’ s okay.
But hewasn't sure.

The sub was moving again, itslights blurred by the cloud of sediment churned up by the propellors. The
cloud drifted up past the porthole, obscuring hisvision.

“Beth?
“Everything’' sfine, Norman. Back inaminute.”

Asthe sediment drifted down to the bottom again, he saw the sub, heading back to DH-7. Moments
later, it docked beneath the dome. Then he saw Beth climb out, and tether the sub fore and aft.

1100 HOURS

“It svery ample,” Beth said.

“Explosives?’ He pointed to the screen. “It says here, ‘ Tevacs are, weight for weight, the most powerful
conventiona explosives known.” What the hell are you doing putting them around the habitat?’

“Norman, takeit easy.” Sherested her hand on his shoulder. Her touch was soft and reassuring. He
relaxed alittle, feding her body so close.

“We should have discussed thistogether firgt.”
“Norman, I’'m not taking any chances. Not any more.”
“But Harry isunconscious.”

“He might wake up.”

“Hewon't, Beth.”

“I’'m not taking any chances,” she said. “ Thisway, if something startsto come out of that sphere, we can
blow the hdll out of the whole ship. I’ ve put explosives dong the whole length of it.”

“But why around the habitat?’
“Defense”

“How isit defense?
“Bdieveme itis”

“Beth, it’' sdangerous to have that stuff so closeto us.”



“It'snot wired up, Norman. In fact, it’ s not wired up around the ship, either. | haveto go out and do
that by hand.” She glanced at the screens. “| thought I'd wait awhile first, maybe take anap. Areyou
tired?’

“No,” Norman said.

“You haven't dept in along time, Norman.”

“I'mnot tired.”

She gave him an gppraising look. “1I’ll keep an eye on Harry, if that’ swhat you' re worried about.”

“I’'m just not tired, Beth.”

“Okay,” shesaid, “suit yoursdlf.” She brushed her luxuriant hair back from her face with her fingers.
“Persondly, I’'m exhausted. I’ m going to get afew hours.” She started up the [[296]] Stairsto her |ab,
then looked down a him. “Want to join me?’

“What?" hesad.

She amiled at him directly, knowingly. “Y ou heard me, Norman.”

“Maybe later, Beth.”

“Okay. Sure”

She ascended the staircase, her body swinging smoothly, sensuoudy in the tight jumpsuit. Shelooked
good in that jumpsuit. He had to admit it. She was a good-looking woman.

Acrosstheroom, Harry snored in aregular rhythm. Norman checked Harry’ sicepack, and thought
about Beth. He heard her moving around in the lab updtairs.

“Hey, Norm?’
“Yes...” He moved to the bottom of the stairs, looked up.

“Isthere another one of these down there? A clean one?” Something blue dropped into hishands. It was
her jumpsuit. “Yes. | think they’ rein storagein B.”

“Bring me one, would you, Norm?’

“Okay,” hesaid.

Going to B Cyl, hefound himsdlf inexplicably nervous. What was going on? Of course, he thought, he
knew exactly what was going on, but why now? Beth was exerting a powerful attraction, and he
mistrusted it. In her dedlings with men, Beth was confrontational, energetic, direct, and angry. Seduction
wasn't her method &t all.

It isnow, he thought, fishing a new jumpsuit out of the storage locker. Hetook it back to D Cyl and
climbed the ladder. From above, he saw a strange bluish light.



“Beth?’
“I"'m here, Norm.”

He came up and saw her lying naked on her back, beneath abank of ultraviolet sunlamps hinged out
from the wall. She wore opague cups over her eyes. She twisted her body seductively.

“Did you bring the suit?’
“Yes” hesad.
[[297]] “Thanksalot. Just put it anywhere, by thelab bench.”
“Okay.” He draped it over her chair.
Sherolled back to face the glowing lamps, sighed. “1 thought I’ d better get alittle vitamin D, Norm.”
“Yes..”
“Y ou probably should, too.”
“Y eah, probably.” But Norman was thinking that he didn’t remember abank of sunlampsin thelab. In
fact, he was sure that there wasn't one. He had spent alot of timein that room; he would have

remembered. He went back down the stairs quickly.

In fact, the staircase was new, too. It was black anodized metdl. It hadn’t been that way before. This
was anew descending staircase.

“Norm?’
“Inaminute, Beth.”

He went to the console and started punching buttons. He had seen afile before, on habitat parameters
or something likethat. Hefindly found it:

DEEPHAB-8 MIPPR DESIGN PARAMETERS

5.024A Cylinder A
5.024B Cylinder B
5.024C Cylinder C
5.024D Cylinder D

5.024E Cylinder E



Choose one:

He chose Cyl D, and another screen appeared. He chose design plans. He got page after page of
architectural drawings. He flicked through them, stabbing at the keys, until he cameto the detail plansfor
the biologica laboratory at thetop of D Cyl.

Clearly shown in the drawings was alarge sunlamp bank, hinged to fold back againgt the wall. It must
have been there dl the time; hejust hadn’t ever noticed it. There werelots of other details he hadn’t
noticed—like the emergency escape [[298]] hatch in the domed ceiling of the lab. And the fact that there
was a second foldout bunk near the floor entrance. And a black anodized descending staircase.

You'rein apanic, hethought. And it has nothing to do with sunlamps and architectura drawings. It
doesn't e even haveto do with sex. You'rein apanic because Beth isthe only one |eft besides you, and
Bethisn't acting like hersdf.

In the corner of the screen, he watched the small clock tick backward, the seconds clicking off with
agonizing downess. Twelve more hours, he thought. I ve just got to last twelve more hours, and
everything will bedl right.

Hewas hungry, but he knew there wasn't any food. He wastired, but there wasn't anyplace for him to
deep. Both E and C Cylinders were flooded, and he didn’t want to go upstairs with Beth. Norman lay

down on the floor of D Cyl, beside Harry on the couch. It was cold and damp on the floor. For along
time he couldn’t deep.

0900 HOURS

The pounding, that terrifying pounding, and the shaking of the floor awakened him abruptly. Herolled
over and got to hisfeet, instantly alert. He saw Beth standing by the monitors. “What isit?’ he cried.
“What isit?’

“What iswhat?’ Beth said.

She seemed cam. She smiled at him. Norman looked around. The alarms hadn't gone off; the lights
weren't flashing.

“I don’'t know, | thought—I don’t know ...” Hetrailed off.
“Y ou thought we were under attack again?’ she said.

He nodded.



[[299]] “Why would you think that, Norman?’ she said.

Beth was|ooking at him again in that odd way. An appraisng way, her stare very direct and cool. There
was no hint of seductivenessto her. If anything, she conveyed the suspiciousness of the old Beth: You're
aman, and you're a problem.

“Harry’ still unconscious, isn't he? So why would you think we were being attacked?’

“I don’'t know. | guess| was dreaming.”

Beth shrugged. “Maybe you fdt the vibration of me walking on thefloor,” she said. “Anyway, I'm glad
you decided to deep.”

That same appraisng stare. Asif there were something wrong with him.
“Y ou haven't dept enough, Norman.”

“None of us have”

“You, particularly.”

“Maybeyou'reright.” He had to admit he felt better now that he had dept for a couple of hours. He
amiled. “Did you est dl the coffee and Danish?’

“Thereign’t any coffee and Danish, Norman.”

“I know.”

“Then why would you say that?’ she asked serioudy.

“It wasajoke, Beth.”

“Oh”

“Just ajoke. Y ou know, ahumorous reflection on our condition?’

“I see” She wasworking with the screens. “ By the way, what did you find out about the balloon?”
“The baloon?’

“The surface balloon. Remember we talked about it?" He shook his head. He didn’t remember.

“Before | went out to the sub, | asked about the control codes to send a balloon to the surface, and you
said you' d look in the computer and seeif you could find how to do it.”

“| did?
“Yes, Norman. You did.”

He thought back. He remembered how he and Beth had [[300]] lifted Harry’ sinert, surprisingly heavy
body off the floor, setting him on the couch, and how they had staunched the flow of blood from hisnose



while Beth had started an intravenous line, which she knew how to do from her work with [ab animals. In
fact, she had made ajoke, saying she hoped Harry fared better than her |ab anima's, since they usualy
ended up dead. Then Beth had volunteered to go to the sub, and he had said he' d stay with Harry. That
was what he remembered. Nothing about any balloons.

“Sure,” Beth said. “Because the communication said we were supposed to acknowledge transmission,
and that means aradio baloon sent to the surface. And we figured, with the storm abating, the surface
conditions must be calm enough to alow the balloon to ride without snapping thewire. Soit wasa
guestion of how to release the balloons. And you said you' d look for the control commands.”

“I redlly don’'t remember,” hesad. “I'm sorry.”

“Norman, we have to work together in these last few hours,” Beth said.

“| agree, Beth. Absolutely.”

“How areyou feding now?’ shesaid.

“Okay. Pretty good, infact.”

“Good,” shesad. “Hang in there, Norman. It sonly afew more hours.”

She hugged him warmly, but when she released him, he saw in her eyesthat same detached, gppraising
look.

An hour later, they figured out how to release the balloon. They distantly heard ametallic szzleasthe
wire unwound from the outside spooal, trailing behind the inflated balloon asit shot toward the surface.
Then there was along pause.

“What' s happening?’ Norman said.

“WEe re athousand feet down,” Beth said. “ It takesawhile for the balloon to get to the surface.”

Then the screen changed, and they got areadout of surface conditions. Wind was down to fifteen knots.
Waves were [[301]] running six feet. Barometric pressure was 20.9. Sunlight was recorded.

“Good news,” Beth said. “The surfaceis okay.”
Norman was staring &t the screen, thinking about the fact that sunlight was recorded. He had never

longed for sunlight before. It was funny, what you took for granted. Now the thought of seeing sunlight
struck him as unbelievably pleasurable. He could imagine no greater joy than to see sun and clouds, and

blue sky.
“What are you thinking?’

“I’'mthinking | can’t walit to get out of here.”



“Me, too,” Beth said. “But it won't belong now.”

Pong! pong! pong! pong!

Norman was checking Harry, and he spun at the sound. “What isit, Beth?’

Pong! pong! pong! pong!

“Takeit easy,” Beth said, a the console. “1’m just figuring out how to work thisthing.”
Pong! pong! pong! pong!

“Work what?’

“The side-scanning sonar. False-aperture sonar. | don’t know why they call it *false-aperture”’” Do you
know what thet refersto, ‘fase-aperture 7’

Pong! pong! pong! pong!
“No, I don't,” Norman said. “Turn it off, please.” The sound was unnerving.

“It smarked ‘FAS,” which | think stands for ‘false-gperture sonar,” but it dso says‘sde- scanning.” It's
very confusng.”

“Beth, turn it off!”
Pong! pong! pong! pong!
“Sure, of course,” Beth said.

“Why do you want to know how to work that, anyway?’ Norman said. Hefdt irritable, asif she'd
intentionally annoyed him with that sound.

“Justin case,” Beth said.

“In casewhat , for Christ’ s sake? Y ou said yoursdlf that [[302]] Harry’ sunconscious. There aren't
going to be any more attacks.”

“Takeit easy, Norman,” Beth said. “I want to be prepared, that’ sall.”

0720 HOURS



He couldn’t talk her out of it. She indsted on going outside and wiring the explosives around the ship. It
was an absolutely fixed ideaiin her mind.

“Butwhy , Beth?” he kept saying.

“Because I'll fed better after | do it,” shesaid.

“But thereisn't any reasonto do it.”

“I'll fed better if | do,” sheinsgsted, and in the end he couldn’t stop her.

He saw her now, asmall figure with asingle glowing light from her hemet, moving from one crate of
explosivesto another. She opened each crate and removed large yellow cones which looked rather like
the cones that highway repair trucks used. These cones were wired together, and when the wiring was
completed asmall red light glowed at thetip.

He saw smdll red lights al up and down the length of the ship. It made him uneasy.

When she left, he had said to her, “But you won't wire up the explosives near the habitat.”

“No, Norman. | won’t.”

“Promiseme.”

“I told you, | won't. If it'sgoing to upset you, | won't.”

“It'sgoing to upset me.”

“Okay, okay.”

Now the red lights were strung aong the length of the ship, starting at the dimly visbletail, which rose
out of the cord [[303]] bottom. Beth moved farther north, toward the rest of the unopened crates.

Norman looked at Harry, who snored loudly but who remained unconscious. He paced back and forth
in D Cyl, and then went to the monitors.

The screen blinked.
| AM COMING.

Oh God, he thought. And in the next moment he thought, How can this be happening? It can’t be
happening. Harry was il out cold. How could it be happening?

| AM COMING FOR YOU.
“Bethl”
Her voice sounded tinny on the intercom.

“Yes, Norman.”



“Get the hell out of there”

DO NOT BE AFRAID, the screen said.

“What isit, Norman?’ she said.

“I"m getting something on the screen.”

“Check Harry. He must be waking up.”

“He' snot. Get back here, Beth.”

I AM COMING NOW.

“All right, Norman, I’m heading back,” she said.
“Fadt, Beth.”

But he didn’t need to say that; aready he could see her light bouncing as she ran across the bottom. She
was at least ahundred yards from the habitat. He heard her breathing hard on the intercom.

“Can you see anything, Norman?’

“No, nothing.” He was straining to ook toward the horizon, where the squid had always appeared. The
firgt thing had aways been agreen glow on the horizon. But he saw no glow now.

Beth was panting.

“I can feel something, Norman. | feel thewater ... surging ... strong. ...”
The screen flashed:

| WILL KILL YOU.

“Don’'t you see anything out here?’ Beth said.

“No. | don't seeanything at dl.” He saw Beth, done on the muddy bottom. Her light the solitary focus
of hisattention.

[[304]] “I canfed it, Norman. It' sclose . Jesus God. What about the dlarms?’

“Nothing, Beth.”

“Jesus.” Her breath came in hissing gasps as she ran. Beth wasin good shape, but she couldn’t exert
hersdf like that in this atmosphere. Not for long, he thought. Already he could see she was moving more
dowly, the hemet lamp bobbing more dowly.

“Norman?’

“Yes, Beth. I'm here”



“Norman, | don’t know if | can makeit.”

“Beth, you can makeit. Sow down.”

“It' shere, | canfed it

“| don't see anything, Beth.”

He heard arapid sharp clicking sound. At first he thought it was static on the line, and then heredlized it
was her teeth chattering as she shivered. With this exertion she should be getting overheated, but instead
she was getting cold. He didn’t understand.

“—cold, Norman.”

“Sow down, Beth.”

“Can't—taking—close—"

She was dowing down, despite herself. She had come into the area of the habitat lights, and she was no
more than ten yards from the hatch, but he could see her limbs moving dowly, clumsly.

And now at last he could see something swirling the muddy sediment behind her, in the darkness beyond
thelights. It waslike atornado, aswirling cloud of muddy sediment. He couldn’t see what wasinside the
cloud, but he sensed the power withiniit.

“Close—Nor—"
Beth sumbled, fell. The swirling cloud moved toward her.
| WILL KILL YOU NOW.

Beth got to her feet, looked back, saw the churning cloud bearing down on her. Something about it filled
Norman with adeep horror, ahorror from childhood, the stuff of nightmares.

“Normannnnnn ...”

[[305]] Then Norman was running, not really knowing what he was going to do, but propelled by the
vision he had seen, thinking only that he had to do something, he had to take some action, and he went
through B into A and looked at his suit but there wasn't time and the black water in the open hatch was
spitting and swirling and he saw Beth' s gloved hand below the surface, flailing, she wasright there
beneath him, and she was the only other one, and without thinking he jumped into the black water and
went down.

The shock of the cold made him want to scream; it tore at hislungs. Hiswhole body was ingtantly numb,
and hefelt asecond of hideous pardysis. The water churned and tossed him like agreat wave; he was
powerlessto fight it; his head banged on the underside of the habitat. He could see nothing at dll.



He reached for Beth, throwing hisarmsblindly in dl directions. Hislungs burned. The water spun himin
circles, upended him.

Hetouched her, lost her. The water continued to spin him. He grabbed her. Something. An arm. Hewas
dready losing feding, aready feding dower and supider. He pulled. He saw aring of light above him:
the hatch. He kicked hislegs but he did not seem to move. The circle came no closer.

Hekicked again, dragging Beth like adead weight. Perhaps she was dead. His lungs burned. It wasthe
wordt pain he had ever fdt in hislife. He fought the pain, and he fought the angry churning water and he
kept kicking toward the light, that was his only thought, to kick to the light, to come closer to the light, to
resch thelight, thelight, thelight. ...

Thelight.

Theimages were confusing. Beth's suited body clanging on the metd, insde the airlock. His own knee
bleeding on the metal of the hatch, the drops of blood spattering. Beth' s shaking hands reaching for her
helmet, twigting it, trying to get the halmet unlocked. Hands shaking. Water in the hatch, sucking, surging.
Lightsin hiseyes. A terrible pain [[306]] somewhere. Rust very closeto hisface, asharp edge of metd.
Cold metd. Cold air. Lightsin hiseyes, dimming. Fading. Blackness,

The sensation of warmth was pleasant. He heard ahissing roar in his ears. He looked up and saw Beth,
out of her suit, looming large above him, adjusting the big space heater, turning the power up. She was
gtill shivering, but she was turning up the heat. He closed his eyes. We madeit, he thought. We re il
together. We' re ill okay. We madeit. He relaxed.

Therewas a crawly sensation over his body. From the cold, he thought, his body warming from the
cold. The crawly sensation was not pleasant. And the hissing was not pleasant, either; it was shilant,
intermittent.

Something dithered softly under his chin as helay on the deck. He opened hiseyesand saw aslvery
white tube, and then he focused and saw the tiny beady eyes, and the flicking tongue. It was asnake.

A seasnake.

Hefroze. He looked down, moving only his eyes. His entire body was covered with white snakes.
The crawly sensation came from dozens of snakes, coiling around his ankles, diding between hislegs,
over hischest. Hefelt acool dithering motion across hisforehead. He closed his eyes, feding horror as

the snake body moved over hisface, down his nose, brushed over hislips, then moved away.

He listened to the hissing of the reptiles and thought of how poisonous Beth had said they were. Beth, he
thought, where is Beth?

He did not move. He felt snakes coiling around his neck, dipping over his shoulder, diding between the
fingersof his hands. He did not want to open his eyes. He felt asurge of nausea.

God, he thought. I'm going to throw up.



Hefelt snakes under hisarmpit, and felt snakes dipping past hisgroin. He burst into a cold swest. He
fought nausea. Beth, he thought. He did not want to speak. Beth ...

[[307]] He listened to the hissing and then, when he couldn’t stand it any more, he opened his eyes and
saw the mass of coiling, writhing white flesh, the tiny heads, the flicking forked tongues. He closed his

eyesagan.

Hefet one crawling up theleg of hisjumpsuit, moving againg his bare skin.

“Don’'t move, Norman.”

It was Beth. He could hear the tension in her voice. Helooked up, could not see her, only her shadow.

He heard her say, “Oh God, what timeisit?” and he thought, The hell with the time, who careswhat
timeitis?It didn't make any senseto him. “1 have to know thetime,” Beth was saying. He heard her feet
moving onthe deck. “Thetime...”

Shewas moving away, leaving him!

The snakes did over hisears, under his chin, past his nostrils, the bodies damp and dithering.

Then he heard her feet on the deck, and ametallic clang as she threw open the hatch. He opened his
eyesto see her bending over him, grabbing the snakesin great handfuls, throwing them down the hatch
into the water. Snakes writhed in her hands, twisted around her wrists, but she shook them off, tossed
them aside. Some of the snakes didn’t land in the water and coiled on the deck. But most of the snakes

were off hisbody now.

One more crawling up hisleg, toward hisgroin. Hefdt it moving quickly backward—she was pulling it
out by thetail!

“Jesus, careful—"
The snake was out, flung over her shoulder.
“Y ou can get up, Norman,” she said.

He jumped to hisfeet, and promptly vomited.

0700 HOURS

He had amurderous, pounding headache. It made the habitat lights seem unpleasantly bright. And he
was cold. Beth had wrapped him in blankets and had moved him next to the big space heatersin D Cyl,
s0 close that the hum of the electrical eementswas very loud in his ears, but he was still cold. Helooked
down at her now, as she bandaged his cut knee.



“How isit?’ hesad.

“Not good,” she said. “It’ sright down to the bone. But you' |l be dl right. It'sonly afew more hours

“Yes, |—ouch!”

“Sorry. Almost done.” Beth wasfollowing firgt-aid directions from the computer. To distract hismind
from the pain, he read the screen.

MINOR MEDICAL (NON-LETHAL) COMPLICATIONS

7.113 Trauma

7.115 Microdeep

7.118 Helium Tremor
7.119 Ctitis

7.121 Toxic Contaminants

7.143 Synovia Pain

Choose one:

“That'swhat | need,” he said. “ Some microdeep. Or better yet, some serious macrodeep.”
“Yes weadl do.”

A thought occurred to him. “Beth, remember when you were pulling the snakes off me? What wasdl
that you were saying about the time of day?’

“Seasnakesarediurna,” Beth said. “Many poisonous snakes are dternately aggressive and passivein
twelve-hour cycles, corresponding to day and night. During the day, when they’ re passive, you can
handle them and they will [[309]] never bite. For example, in Indig, the highly poisonous banded krait has
never been known to bite during the day, even when children play with them. But at night, watch out. So
| wastrying to determine which cycle the sea snakeswere on, until | decided that this must be their

passive daytime cycle”
“How’ d you figurethat?’

“Because you were dtill dive.” Then she had used her bare hands to remove the snakes, knowing that



they wouldn't bite her, either.

“With your hands full of snakes, you looked like Medusa.”
“Wheat isthat, arock star?’

“No, it' samythologicd figure”

“The onewho killed her children?’ she asked, with a quick suspicious glance. Beth, ever dert to aveiled
inault.

“No, that’s somebody else. That was Medea. Medusa was amythical woman with ahead full of snakes
who turned men to stoneiif they looked at her. Perseuskilled her by looking &t her reflectionin his
polished shidd.”

“Sorry, Norman. Not my field.”

It was remarkable, he thought, that at one time every educated Western person knew these figuresfrom
mythology and the stories behind them intimately—as intimatdly asthey knew the stories of familiesand
friends. Myths had once represented the common knowledge of humanity, and they served asakind of
map of consciousness.

But now awell-educated person such as Beth knew nothing of mythsat al. It was asif men had decided
that the map of human consciousness had changed. But had it redlly changed? He shivered.

“Still cold, Norman?’
“Y eah. But the worst thing isthe headache.”

“You're probably dehydrated. Let’sseeif | can find something for you to drink.” She went to the
firs-aid box on thewall.

“Y ou know, that wasahell of athing you did,” Beth said. “Jumping in like that without a suit. That
water’ sonly a couple of degrees above freezing. It was very brave. Stupid, but brave.” She smiled. “You
saved my life, Norman.”

[[310]] “I didn’'t think,” Norman said. “| just didit.” And then hetold her how, when he had seen her
outside, with the churning cloud of sediment approaching her, he had fet an old and childish horror,
something from digtant memory.

“Y ou know what it was?’ hesaid. “It reminded me of the tornado inThe Wizard of Oz . That tornado
scared the bgjesus out of mewhen | wasakid. | just didn’t want to see it happen again.”

And then he thought, Perhaps these are our new myths. Dorothy and Toto and the Wicked Witch,
Captain Nemo and the giant squid ...

“Wdl,” Beth said, “whatever the reason, you saved my life. Thank you.”
“Any time,” Norman said. He smiled. “Just don't doit again.”

“No, | won't be going out again.”



She brought back adrink in apaper cup. It was syrupy and sweet.
“What isthis?’
“Isotonic glucose supplement. Drink it.”

Hesipped it again, but it was unpleasantly sweet. Across the room, the console screen till saidl WILL
KILL YOU NOW . Helooked at Harry, till unconscious, with theintravenous line running into hisarm.

Harry had been unconscious dl thistime.

He hadn’t faced the implications of that. It wastimeto do it now. Hedidn’t want to do it, but he had to.
He sad, “Beth, why do you think al thisis happening?’

“All what?’

“The screen, printing words. And another manifestation coming to attack us.”

Beth looked a himin aflat, neutral way. “What do you think, Norman?’

“It' snot Harry.”

“No. It'snot.”

“Thenwhy isit happening?’ Norman said. He got up, pulling the blanketstighter around him. He flexed
his bandaged knee; it hurt, but not too badly. Norman moved to the porthole and looked out the
window. In the distance he could [[311]] seethe string of red lights, from the explosives Beth had set and
armed. He had never understood why she had wanted to do that. She had acted so strangely about the
whole thing. He looked down toward the base of the habitat.

Red lights were glowing there, too, just below the porthole.She had armed the explosives around the
habitat .

“Beth, what have you done?’

“Done?’

“Y ou armed the explosives around DH-8.”

“Yes, Norman,” she said. She stood watching him, very ill, very cam.
“Beth, you promised you wouldn’t do that.”

“I' know. | had to.”

“How are they wired? Where' sthe button, Beth?’

“Thereisno button. They’ re set on automatic vibration sensors.”

“Y ou mean they’ll go offautomatically?”



“Yes, Norman.”

“Beth, thisis crazy. Someoneis till making these manifestations. Who is doing thet, Beth?’

She amiled dowly, alazy, cat smile, asif he secretly amused her. “Don’'t you redly know?’

Hedid know. Y es, he thought. He knew, and it chilled him. “Y ou’ re making these manifestations, Beth.”

“No, Norman,” shesad, fill cdm. “I’m not doing it. You are.”

0640 HOURS

He thought back years ago, to the early days of histraining, when he had worked in the state hospital at
Borrego. Norman had been sent by his supervisor to make a progress report on a particular patient. The
man wasin his[[312]] late twenties, pleasant and well educated. Norman talked to him about al sorts of
things: the Oldsmobile Hydrameatic transmission, the best surfing beaches, Adlai Stevenson’ s recent
presidentia campaign, Whitey Ford' s pitching, even Freudian theory. The man was quite charming,
athough he chain-smoked and seemed to have an underlying tension. Findly Norman got around to
asking him why he had been sent to the hospitdl.

The man didn’t remember why. He was sorry, he just couldn’t seem to recall. Under repeated
questioning from Norman, the man became less charming, moreirritable. Finally he turned threatening
and angry, pounding the table, demanding that Norman talk about something else.

Only then did it dawn on Norman who this man was. Alan Whittier, who as ateenager had murdered his
mother and sster in their trailer in PAm Desert, and then had gone on to kill Six people at agas sation
and three othersin asupermarket parking lot, until hefinally turned himself in to the police, sobbing,
hysterica with guilt and remorse. Whittier had been in the State hospital for ten years, and he had brutally
attacked severa attendants during that time.

Thiswas the man who was now enraged, standing up in front of Norman, and kicking the table, flinging
his chair back against the wall. Norman was still astudent; he didn’t know how to handle it. He turned to
flee the room, but the door behind him waslocked. They had locked him in, which iswhat they dways
did during interviews with violent patients. Behind him, Whittier lifted the table and threw it againgt the
wall; hewas coming for Norman. Norman had amoment of horrible panic until he heard the locks
rattling, and then three huge attendants dashed in, grabbed Whittier, and dragged him away, il
screaming and svearing.

Norman went directly to his supervisor, demanded to know why he had been set up. The supervisor
said to him, Set up? Y es, Norman had said,set up . The supervisor said, But weren't you told theman's
name beforehand? Didn’t the name mean anything to you? Norman replied that he hadn’t really paid
attention.

[[313]] You better pay attention, Norman, the supervisor had said. Y ou can't ever let down your guard
inaplacelikethis. It'stoo dangerous.



Now, looking acrossthe habitat at Beth, he thought: Pay attention, Norman. Y ou can't let down your
guard. Because you're dedling with acrazy person and you haven't redized it.

“I seeyou don't believe me,” Beth said, till very cam. “ Areyou ableto talk?’
“Sure,” Norman said.

“Belogicd, dl of that?’

“Sure,” hesad, thinking: I’'m not the crazy one here.

“All right,” Beth said. “Remember when you told me about Harry—how al the evidence pointed to
Hary?

“Yes. Of course”

“You asked meif | could think of another explanation, and | said no. But there is another explanation,
Norman. Some points you conveniently overlooked thefirst time. Likethejelyfish. Why the jdlyfish? It
wasyour little brother who was stung by the jellyfish, Norman, andyou who felt guilty afterward. And
when does Jerry speak? Whenyou' re there, Norman. And when does the squid stop its attack? When
you were knocked unconscious, Norman. Not Harry,you .”

Her voice was so cam, so reasonable. He struggled to consider what she was saying. Wasit possible
shewas right?“ Step back. Take the long view,” Beth said. “Y ou' re a psychologist, down here with a
bunch of scientists dealing with hardware. There' snothing for you to do down here—you said so
yoursdlf. And was't thereatimein your lifewhen you felt smilarly professonaly bypassed? Wasn't that
an uncomfortable time for you? Didn't you once tell methat you hated thet timein your life?’

“YS, but_n

“When al the strange things start to happen, the problem isn’t hardware any more. Now it'sa
psychological problem. It sright up your aley, Norman, your particular area of expertise. Suddenly you
become the center of attention, don’t you?’

No, hethought. Thiscan't beright.

[[314]] “When Jerry startsto communicate with us, who notices that he has emotions? Who ingstswe
dedl with Jerry’ s emotions? None of us are interested in emotions, Norman. Barnes only wants to know
about armaments, Ted only wantsto talk science, Harry only wantsto play logica games. You'rethe
onewho' sinterested in emotions. And who manipulates Jerry—or failsto manipulate him?Y ou,
Norman. It' sdl you.”

“It can’t be,” Norman said. His mind was redling. He struggled to find acontradiction, and found it. “It
can't be me—because | haven't been insde the sphere.”

“Yes, you have,” Beth said. “Y ou just don’t remember.”



Hefelt battered, repeatedly punched and battered. He couldn’t seem to get his baance, and the blows
kept coming.

“Just the way you don’'t remember that | asked you to look up the balloon codes,” Beth was sayingin
her cam voice. “Or the way Barnes asked you about the helium concentrationsin E Cyl.”

He thought, what helium concentrationsin E Cyl? When did Barnes ask me about that?
“There salot you don’'t remember, Norman.”

Norman said, “When did | go to the sphere?’

“Beforethefirst squid attack. After Harry came out.”

“I was adeep! | was deeping in my bunk!”

“No, Norman. Y ou weren't. Because Fletcher cameto get you and you were gone. We couldn’t find
you for about two hours, and then you showed up, yawning.”

“I don't believeyou,” he sad.

“I' know you don’t. Y ou prefer to make it somebody el se's problem. And you're clever. You're skilled
at psychologica manipulation, Norman. Remember those tests you conducted? Putting unsuspecting
people up in an airplane, then telling them the pilot had a heart attack? Scaring them half to death? That's
pretty ruthless manipulation, Norman.

“And down herein the habitat, when all these things started happening, you needed amongter. So you
made [[315]] Harry the monster. But Harry wasn't the monster, Norman. Y ou are the monster. That's
why your gppearance changed, why you became ugly. Because you' re the monster.”

“But themessage. It said ‘My nameisHarry.” ”

“Yes, it did. And asyou yoursdf pointed out, the person causing it was afraid that the real name would
come out on the screen.”

“Harry,” Norman said. “The namewasHarry .

“And what' s your name?’

“Norman Johnson.”

“Your full name”

He paused. Somehow his mouth wasn't working. His brain was blank.

“I'll tell youwhat it is,” Beth said. “I looked it up. It's Norman Harrison Johnson.”



No, he thought. No, no, no. Shecan't beright.
“It'shard to accept,” Beth was saying in her dow, patient, most hypnotic voice. “1 understand that. But
if you think about it, you'll redlize you wanted it to cometo this. Y ou wanted meto figure it out, Norman.

Why, just afew minutes ago, you even told me about The Wizard of Oz , didn’'t you? Y ou helped me
aong when | wasn't getting the point—or at least your unconscious did. Areyou gtill cdm?’

“Of coursel’m cam.”

“Good. Stay calm, Norman. Let’ s consder thislogicaly. Will you cooperate with me?’
“What do you want to do?’

“I want to put you under, Norman. Like Harry.”

He shook his head.

“It'sonly for afew hours, Norman,” she said, and then she seemed to decide; she moved swiftly toward
him, and he saw the syringein her hand, the glint of the needle, and he twisted away. The needle plunged
into the blanket, and he threw it off and ran for the sairs.

“Norman! Come back here!”

He was climbing the stairs. He saw Beth running forward [[316]] with the needle. He kicked with his
foot, got upstairsinto her lab, and dammed the hatch down on her.

“Norman!”

She pounded on the hatch. Norman stood on it, knowing that she could never lift hisweight. Beth
continued to pound.

“Norman Johnson, you open that hatch this minute!”
“No, Beth, I'm sorry.”

He paused. What could she do? Nothing, he thought. He was safe here. She couldn’t get to him up
here, she couldn’t do anything to him aslong as he remained here.

Then he saw the meta pivot move in the center of the hatch between hisfeet. On the other side of the
hatch, Beth was spinning the whed.

Locking himin.

0600 HOURS



The only lightsin the laboratory shone on the bench, next to arow of neetly bottled specimens: squid,
shrimps, giant squid eggs. He touched the bottles absently. He turned on the laboratory monitor and
punched buttons until he saw Beth, downstairs, on the video. Beth wasworking at the main D Cyl
console. To one side, he saw Harry, till lying unconscious.

“Norman, can you hear me?’
Hesaid doud, “Yes, Beth. | hear you.”
“Norman, you are acting irrespongbly. Y ou are a menace to this entire expedition.”

Wasthat true? he wondered. He didn’t think he was a menace to the expedition. It didn’tfeel trueto
him. But how often in hislife had he confronted patients who refused to acknowledge what was
happening in their lives? Even trivid [[317]] examples—aman, another professor a the university, who
was terrified of eevators but who steadfastly insisted he dways took the stairs because it was good
exercise. The man would climb fifteen-story buildings, he would decline appointmentsin taler buildings,
he arranged his entire life to accommodate a problem he would not admit he had. The problem remained
conceded from him until hefindly had aheart attack. Or the woman who was exhausted from years of
caring for her disturbed daughter; she gave her daughter a bottle of deeping pills because she said the girl
needed arest; the girl committed suicide. Or the novice sailor who cheerfully packed hisfamily off ona
sdling excurson to Catalinain agae, nearly killing them dl.

Dozens of examples cameto mind. It was apsychologica truism, this blindness about sdf. Did he
imagine that he was immune? Three years ago, there had been aminor scandal when one of the assistant
professorsin the Psychology Department had committed suicide, sticking agun in hismouth over the
Labor Day weekend. There had been headlinesfor that one: “ PSY CH PROF KILLS SELF, Colleagues
Express Surprise, Say Deceased Was ‘ Always Happy. ”

The dean of the faculty, embarrassed in his fund-raising, had berated Norman about that incident, but the
difficult truth was that psychology had savere limitations. Even with professiona knowledge and the best

of intentions, there remained an enormous amount you never knew about your closest friends, your
colleagues, your wives and husbands and children.

And your ignorance about yourself was even greater than that. Salf-awareness was the most difficult of
all. Few people attained it. Or perhaps nobody attained it.

“Norman, are you there?’

“Yes, Beth.”

“I think you are agood person, Norman.”

He said nothing. He just watched her on the monitor.

“I think you have integrity, and that you bdievein telling the truth. Thisisadifficult moment for you, to
face the redlity about yoursdlf. I know your mind is struggling now to find excuses, to blame someone
else. But | think you can [[318]] doit, Norman. Harry couldn’t do it, but you can. | think you can admit
the hard truth—that so long as you remain conscious, the expedition is menaced.”

Hefdt the strength of her conviction, heard the quiet force of her voice. As Beth spoke, it felt dmost as
if her ideas were clothing being draped over his body. He began to see things her way. She was so cam,



she must beright. Her ideas had such power. Her thoughts had such power. ...
“Beth, have you been in the sphere?’
“No, Norman. That’s your mind, trying to evade the point again. | haven't been in the sphere. You have”

He honestly couldn’t remember going into the sphere. He had no recollection at al. And when Harry
had been in the sphere, he remembered afterward. Why would Norman forget? Why would he block it?

“You'reapsychologist, Norman,” shewas saying. “You, of al people, do not want to admit you have a
shadow sde. You have aprofessiona stakein believing in your own menta hedth. Of course you will

deny it.”

Hedidn’'t think so. But how to resolve it? How to determineif shewasright or not? His mind wasn't
working well. His cut knee throbbed painfully. At least there was no doubt about that—his injured knee
wasredl.

Redlity tegting.

That was how to resolveit, he thought. Redlity testing. What was the objective evidence that Norman
had gone to the sphere? They had made tapes of everything that occurred in the habitat. 1f Norman had
gone to the sphere many hours ago, somewhere there was a tape showing him in the airlock, alone,
getting dressed, dipping away. Beth should be able to show him that tape. Where was that tape?

In the submarine, of course.

It would long ago have been taken to the submarine. Norman himself might have taken it, when he made
his excursion to the sub.

No objective evidence.

“Norman, give up. Please. For all our sakes.”

Perhaps she was right, he thought. She was so sure of hersdlf. If he was evading the truth, if he was
putting the [[319]] expedition in jeopardy, then he had to give himsalf up and let her put him under. Could

he trust her to do that? He would have to. There wasn't any choice.

It must be me, he thought. It must be. The thought was so horrible to him—that in itself was suspicious.
Hewasresiging it so violently—not agood sign, he thought. Too much resistance.

“Norman?’

“Okay, Beth.”

“Will youdo it?’

“Don’'t push. Give me aminute, will you?’
“Sure, Norman. Of course.”

He looked at the video recorder next to the monitor. He remembered how Beth had used this recorder



to play the same tape, again and again, the tape in which the sphere had opened by itself. That tape was
now lying on the counter beside the recorder. He pushed the tape into the dot, clicked the recorder on.
Why bother to look at it now? he thought. Y ou're just delaying. Y ou’ re wasting time.

The screen flickered, and he waited for the familiar image of Beth eating cake, her back to the monitor.
But thiswas a different tape. Thiswas adirect monitor feed showing the sphere. The gleaming sphere,
just sitting there.

Hewatched for afew seconds, but nothing happened. The sphere wasimmobile, as dways. Polished,
perfect, immobile. He watched awhile longer, but there was nothing to see.

“Norman, if | open the hatch now, will you come down quietly?’

“Yes, Beth.”

He sighed, sat back in the chair. How long would he be unconscious? A little lessthan six hours. It
would be okay. But in any case, Beth was right, he had to give himsdf up. “Norman, why are you
watching that tape?’

Helooked around quickly. Wasthere avideo camerain the room alowing her to seehim? Yes: high up
inthe celling, next to the upper hatch.

“Why are you watching that tape, Norman?’

“It was here”

“Who said you could watch that tape?’

[[320]] “Nobody,” Norman said. “It wasjust here.”

“Turn the tape off, Norman. Turn it off now.”

She didn’'t sound so cam any more. “What' s the matter, Beth?’

“Turn that damned tape off, Norman!”

He was about to ask her why, but then he saw Beth enter the video image, stand next to the sphere.
Beth closed her eyes and clenched her fists. The convoluted grooves of the sphere parted, reveding

blackness. And as he watched, Beth stepped inside the sphere.

And the door of the sphere closed behind her.

“Y ou goddamned men,” Beth said in atight, angry voice. “You're dl the same; you can't leave well
enough aone, none of you.”

“You lied to me, Beth.”



“Why did you watch that tape? | begged you not to watch that tape. It could only hurt you to watch that
tape, Norman.” Shewasn't angry any more; now she was pleading, near tears. She was undergoing
rapid emotiond shifts. Unstable, unpredictable.

And shewasin control of the habitat.

1] Bah.”

“I’m sorry, Norman. | can’t trust you any more.”

“Beth.”

“I"'m turning you off, Norman. I’'m not going to listen to—"

“--Beth, wait—"

“—you any more. | know how dangerousyou are. | saw what you did to Harry. How you twisted the
facts so that it was Harry’ sfault. Oh yes, it wasHarry' s fault, by the time you got through. And now you
want to make itBeth’s fault, don't you? Well, let metell you, Norman, you won't be ableto do it,
because | haveshut you off , Norman. | can’t hear your soft, convincing words. | can’t hear your
manipulation. So don’t waste your bresth, Norman.”

He stopped the tape. The monitor now showed Beth at the console in the room below.
[[321]] Pushing buttons on the console.

“Beth?’ hesad.

Shedidn’t reply; she just went on working at the console, muttering to hersdlf.

“You'rearea son of abitch, Norman, do you know that? Y ou fed so terrible that you need to make
everybody esejust aslow asyou are.”

She was taking about hersdf, he thought.

“Y ou're so big on the unconscious, Norman. The unconsciousthis , the unconsciousthat . Jesus Christ,
I’'m sick of you. Your unconscious probably wantsto kill usall, just because you want to kill yourself and
you think everybody ese should diewith you.”

Hefdt ashuddering chill. Beth, with her lack of salf-esteem, her deep core of self-hate, had goneinside
the sphere, and now she was acting with the power of the sphere, but without stability to her thoughts.
Beth saw hersdf asavictim who struggled againgt her fate, dways unsuccessfully. Beth was victimized by
men, victimized by the establishment, victimized by research, victimized by redity. In every case she
failed to see how she had doneit to herself. And she' s put explosives dl around the habitat, he thought.

“I won't let you do it, Norman. I"m going to stop you before you kill usall.”
Everything she said was the reverse of the truth. He began to see the pattern now.

Beth had figured out how to open the sphere, and she had gone there in secret, because she had aways
been attracted to power—she dwaysfelt she lacked power and needed more. But Beth wasn't



prepared to handle power once she had it. Beth still saw herself asavictim, so she had to deny the
power, and arrange to be victimized by it.

It was very different from Harry. Harry had denied hisfears, and so fearful images had manifested
themsalves. But Beth denied her power, and so she manifested a churning cloud of formless, uncontrolled

power.
Harry was amathematician who lived in a conscious world of abstraction, of equations and thoughts. A
concrete form, like asquid, was what Harry feared. But Beth, the zoologist [[322]] who dedlt every day

with animals, creatures she could touch and see, created an abstraction. A power that she could not
touch or see. A formless abstract power that was coming to get her.

And to defend herself, she had armed the habitat with explosives. It wasn't much of adefense, Norman
thought. Unless you secretly wanted to kill yourself.

The horror of histrue predicament became clear to him. *'Y ou won't get away with this, Norman. |
won't let it happen. Not tome .”

She was punching keys on the console. What was she planning? What could she do to him? He had to
think. Suddenly, the lightsin the laboratory went off. A moment later, the big space heater died, thered
elements cooling, turning dark.

She had shut off the power.

With the heater turned off, how long could he last? He took the blankets from her bed, wrapped himsdlf
inthem. How long, without heat? Certainly not Six hours, he thought grimly.

“I’'m sorry, Norman. But you understand the position I’'min. Aslong asyou're conscious, I’'min
danger.”

Maybe an hour, he thought. Maybe | can last an hour.
“I’m sorry, Norman. But | haveto do thisto you.”

He heard a soft hiss. The larm on his chest badge began to beep. He looked down at it. Eveninthe
darkness, he could see it was now gray. He knew immediately what had happened.

Beth had turned off hisair.

0535 HOURS

Huddled in the darkness, listening to the beep of his alarm and the hiss of the escaping air. The pressure
diminishing rapidly: hisears popped, asif hewerein an airplane taking off.

Do something, he thought, feding asurge of panic.



But there was nothing he could do. He was locked in the upper chamber of D Cyl. He could not get out.
Beth had control of the entire facility, and she knew how to run the life-support systems. She had shut off
his power, she had shut off his heat, and now she had shut off hisair. He was trapped.

Asthe pressure fell, the sealed specimen bottles exploded like bombs, shooting fragments of glass
across the room. He ducked under the blankets, feding the glassrip and tug at the cloth. Breathing was
harder now. At first he thought it was tenson, and then he redlized that the air was thinner. He would lose
CONSCi OUSNESS SOoN.

Do something.
He couldn’t seem to catch his breath.
Do something.

But al he could think about was breathing. He needed air, needed oxygen. Then he thought of the
first-aid cabinet. Wasn't there emergency oxygen in the cabinet? He wasn't sure. He seemed to
remembser. ... As he got up, another specimen bottle exploded, and he twisted away from the flying glass.

He was gasping for breath, chest heaving. He started to see gray spots before his eyes.

Hefumbled in the darkness, looking for the cabinet, his hands moving aong thewall. Hetouched a
cylinder. Oxygen? No, too large—it must be the fire extinguisher. Where was the cabinet? His hands
moved dong thewall. Where?

Hefelt the metal case, the embossed cover with the raised cross. He pulled it open, thrust his hands
ingde

More spots swam before his eyes. There wasn't much time. Hisfingers touched smal bottles, soft
bandage packs. [[324]] Therewasno air bottle. Damn! The bottlesfell to the floor, and then something
large and heavy landed on his foot with athud. He bent down, touched the floor, felt ashard of glass cut
hisfinger, paid no attention. His hand closed over acold meta cylinder. It was smdl, hardly longer than
the palm of his hand. At one end was somefitting, anozzle. ...

It was a spray can—somekind of damn spray can. He threw it aside. Oxygen. He needed oxygen!

By the bed, he remembered. Wasn't there emergency oxygen by every bed in the habitat? He felt for the
couch where Beth had dept, felt for the wall above where her head would have been. Surely therewas
oxygen nearby. He was dizzy now. He wasn't thinking clearly.

No oxygen.

Then heredized thiswasn't aregular bed. It was't intended for deeping. They wouldn't have placed
any oxygen here. Damn! And then his hand touched ameta cylinder, clipped to thewall. At one end was
something soft. Soft ...

An oxygen mask.

Quickly he pushed the mask over his mouth and nose. He felt the bottle, twisted aknurled knob. He

heard ahissing, breathed cold air. He felt awave of intense dizziness, and then hishead cleared. Oxygen!
Hewasfinel



Hefet the shape of the bottle, gauging its size. It was an emergency bottle, only afew hundred cc's.
How long would it last? Not long, he thought. A few minutes. It was only atemporary reprieve.

Do something.
But he couldn’t think of anything to do. He had no options. He waslocked in aroom.

He remembered one of histeachers, fat old Dr. Temkin. “Y ou dways have an option. Thereisadways
something you can do. Y ou are never without choice.”

I am now, he thought. No choices now. Anyway, Temkin had been talking about treating patients, not
escaping from sedled chambers. Temkin didn’t have any experience escaping from sealed chambers.
And neither did Norman.

The oxygen made him lightheaded. Or wasit dready [[325]] running out? He saw aparade of hisold
teachers before him. Wasthislike seeing your life running before you, before you died? All histeachers.
Mrs. Jefferson, who told him to be alawyer instead. Old Joe Lamper, who laughed and said, “Everything
issex. Trust me. It always comes down to sex.” Dr. Stein, who used to say, “Thereisno such thingasa
resstant patient. Show me aresistant patient and I’'ll show you aresistant thergpi<t. If you' re not making
headway with a patient, then do something else, do anything else. But do something.”

Do something.

Stein advocated crazy stuff. If you weren't getting through to a patient, get crazy. Dressup inaclown
auit, kick the patient, squirt him with awater pistol, do any damned thing that cameinto your head, butdo
something .

“Look,” he used to say. “What you' re doing now isn't working. So you might aswell do something ese,
no matter how crazy it seems.”

That was fine back then, Norman thought. He d like to see Stein assess this problem. What would Dr.
Sentel himtodo?

Open the door . | can't; she'slocked it.

Talk to her. | can't; shewon't listen.

Turnon your air. | can't; she has control of the system.

Get control of the system. | can’t; sheisin control.

Find help inside the room. | can't; there is nothing left to help me.

Then leave. | can't; |—

He paused. That wasn't true. He could leave by smashing a porthole, or, for that matter, by opening the
hatch in the celling. But there was no place to go. He didn't have a suit. The water was freezing. He had
been exposed to that freezing water for only afew seconds and he had nearly died. If he wereto leave

the room for the open ocean, he would amost surely die. He' d probably be fatadly chilled before the
chamber even filled with water. Hewould surdly die.



In hismind he saw Stein raise his bushy eyebrows, give hisquizzicd amile.So? You'll die anyway. What
have you got to lose?

[[326]] A plan began to form in Norman’smind. If he opened the celling hatch, he could go outsde the
habitat. Once outside, perhaps he could make hisway down to A Cyl, get back in through the airlock,
and put his suit on. Then hewould be okay.

If he could makeit to the airlock. How long would that take? Thirty seconds? A minute? Could he hold
his breeth that long? Could he withstand the cold that long?

You'll dieanyway.

And then he thought, Y ou damn fool, you' re holding an oxygen bottle in your hand; you have enough air
if you don't say here, wasting time worrying. Get on withiit.

No, he thought, there’ s something else, something I’ m forgetting. ...
Get onwithit!

S0 he stopped thinking, and climbed up to the calling hatch at the top of the cylinder. Then heheld his
bresth, braced himsdlf, and spun the whedl, opening the hatch.

“Norman! Norman, what are you doing? Norman! Y ou areinsa—" he heard Beth shout, and then the
rest waslogt in theroar of freezing water pouring like amighty waterfal into the habitat, filling the room.

The moment he was outside, he redlized his mistake. He needed weights. His body was buoyant, tugging
him up toward the surface. He sucked afina breath, dropped the oxygen bottle, and desperately gripped
the cold pipes on the outside of the habitat, knowing that if helost his grip, there would be nothing to stop
him, nothing to grab onto, al the way to the surface. He would reach the surface and explode like a
baloon.

Holding the pipes, he pulled himsalf down, hand over hand, looking for the next pipe, the next protrusion
to grab. It waslike mountain-climbing in reverse; if helet go, hewould fal upward and die. His hands
were long since numb. His body was stiff with cold, dow with cold. His lungs burned.

He had very littletime.

[[327]] He reached the bottom, swung under D Cyl, pulled himsdlf dong, felt in the darknessfor the
airlock. It wasn't there! The airlock was gone! Then he saw he was beneath B Cyl. He moved over to
A, fdtthearlock. Theairlock was closed. He tugged the whedl. It was shut tight. He pulled on it, but he
could not moveit.

He was locked out.

The mogt intense fear gripped him. His body was dmost immobile from cold; he knew he had only afew
seconds of consciousness remaining. He had to open the hatch. He pounded it, pounded the metal



around the rim, feding nothing in his numb hands.

The whed began to spin by itself. The hatch popped open. There must have been an emergency button,
he must have—He burst above the surface of the water, gasped air, and sank again. He came back up,
but he couldn’t climb out into the cylinder. He was too numb, his muscles frozen, his body unresponsive.

Y ou haveto do it, he thought. Y ou haveto do it. Hisfingers gripped metal, dipped off, gripped again.
One pull , hethought. One last pull. He heaved his chest over the metal rim, flopped onto the deck. He
couldn’t fed anything, he was so cold. He twisted hisbody, trying to pull hislegs up, and fell back into
theicy water.

Nol

He pulled himself up again, onelast time—again over the rim, again onto the deck, and he twisted,
twisted, one leg up, his baance precarious, then the other leg, he couldn’t redly fed it, and then hewas
out of the water, and lying on the deck.

Hewas shivering. Hetried to stand, and fell over. Hiswhole body was shaking so hard he could not
keep hisbaance.

Acrosstheairlock he saw his suit, hanging on the wall of the cylinder. He saw the helmet, “ JOHNSON”
stenciled on it. Norman crawled toward the suit, his body shaking violently. He tried to stand, and could
not. The boots of his suit were directly in front of hisface. Hetried to grip them in his hands, but his
hands could not close. Hetried to bite the suit, [[328]] to pull himself up with histeeth, but histeeth were
chattering uncontrollably.

Theintercom crackled.

“Norman! | know what you’ re doing, Norman!”

Any minute, Beth would be here. He had to get into the suit. He stared at it, inches from him, but his
hands still shook, he could not hold anything. Finally he saw the fabric loops near thewaist to clip
instruments. He hooked one hand into the loop, managed to hold on. He pulled himsdlf upright. He got
onefoot into the suit, then the other.

“Norman!”

He reached for the helmet. The helmet drummed in a staccato beat againgt the wall before he managed
to get it free of the peg and drop it over his head. He twisted it, heard the click of the snap-lock.

Hewas il very cold. Why wasn't the suit heating up? Then he redlized, no power. The power wasin
the tank pack. Norman backed up against the tank, shrugged it on, staggered under the weight. He had
to hook the umbilicus—he reached behind him, felt it—held it—hook it into the suit—at the wai s—hook
it

He heard aclick.

Thefan hummed.

Hefdt long streaks of pain dl over hisbody. The dectricad dementswere heating, painful againgt his
frozen skin. He felt pinsand needles dl over. Beth was talking—he heard her through the intercom—abut



he couldn’t listen to her. He sat heavily on the deck, breathing hard.

But dready he knew that he was going to be dl right; the pain was lessening, his head was clearing, and
he was no longer shaking so badly. He had been chilled, but not long enough for it to be centrd. Hewas
recovering fast.

Theradio crackled.

“You'll never get to me, Norman!”

He got to hisfeset, pulled on hisweight belt, locked the buckles.

“Norman!”

He said nothing. Hefdlt quite warm now, quite normd. “Norman! | am surrounded by explosives! If you
come [[329]] anywhere near me, | will blow you to pieces! You'll die, Norman! You'll never get near

me!

But Norman wasn't going to Beth. He had another plan entirely. He heard histank air hissasthe
pressure equalized in his suit.

He jumped back into the water.

0500 HOURS

The sphere gleamed in the light. Norman saw himsdlf reflected in its perfectly polished surface, then saw
hisimage break up, fragmented on the convolutions, as he moved around to the back.

To the door.

It looked like amouth, he thought. Like the maw of some primitive creature, about to eat him.
Confronted by the sphere, seeing once again the aien, unhuman pattern of the convolutions, hefdt his
intention dissolve. He was suddenly afraid. He didn’t think he could go through with it.

Don't beslly, hetold himsdf. Harry did it. And Beth did it. They survived.

He examined the convolutions, asif for reassurance. But there wasn't any reassurance to be obtained.
Just curved groovesin the metal, reflecting back thelight.

Okay, hethought findly. I'll doit. I've comethisfar, I’ ve survived everything so far. | might aswell do
it.

Go ahead and open up.

But the sphere did not open. It remained exactly asit was, agleaming, polished, perfect shape.



What was the purpose of the thing? He wished he understood its purpose.

Hethought of Dr. Stein again. What was Stein’ sfavorite [[330]] line?“Understanding isaddaying
tactic.” Stein used to get angry about that. When the graduate students would intellectualize, going on and
on about patients and their problems, he would interrupt in annoyance, “Who cares? Who cares whether
we understand the psychodynamicsin this case? Do you want to understand how to swim, or do you
want to jump in and start swimming? Only people who are afraid of the water want to understand it.
Other people jump in and get wet.”

Okay, Norman thought. Let’s get wet.

He turned to face the sphere, and thought, Open up .

The sphere did not open.

“Open up,” he said doud. The sphere did not open.

Of course he knew that wouldn't work, because Ted had tried it for hours. When Harry and Beth went
in, they hadn’t said anything. They just did something in their minds.

He closed his eyes, focused his attention, and thought, Open up.
He opened his eyes and looked at the sphere. It was till closed.
| am ready for you to open up, he thought. | am ready now.

Nothing happened. The sphere did not open.

Norman hadn’t considered the possibility that he would be unable to open the sphere. After dl, two
others had dready doneit. How had they managed it?

Harry, with hislogica brain, had been thefirst to figureit out. But Harry had only figured it outafter he
had seen Beth' stape. So Harry had discovered acluein the tape, an important clue.

Beth had ds0 reviewed the tape, watching it again and again, until shefindly figured it out, too.
Something inthetape....

Too bad he didn’t have the tape here, Norman thought. But he had seen it often, he could probably
recongtruct it, play it back in hismind. How did it go? In hismind he saw theimages: Beth and Tina
talking. Beth eating cake. Then [[331]] Tinahad said something about the tapes being stored in the
submarine. And Beth said something back. Then Tina had moved away, out of the picture, but she had
sad, “Do you think they’ Il ever get the sphere open?’

And Beth said, “Maybe. | don’t know.” And the sphere had opened at that moment.

Why?



“Do you think they’ll ever get the sphere open?’ Tinahad asked. And in response to such aquestion,
Beth must have imagined the sphere open, must have seen an image of the open spherein her mind

There was adeep, low rumble, avibration that filled the room.

The sphere was open, the door gaping wide and black.

That'sit, he thought. Visudize it happening and it happens. Which meant that if he aso visudized the
sphere door closed—

With another degp rumble, the sphere closed.
—Or open—
The sphere opened again.

“I"d better not pressmy luck,” he said aloud. The door was still open. He peered in the doorway but
saw only deep, undifferentiated blackness. It'snow or never, he thought. He stepped inside.

The sphere closed behind him.

Thereisdarkness, and then, as his eyes adjust, something likefireflies. It isadancing, luminous foam,
millionsof points of light, swirling around him.

What isthis? hethinks. All he seesisthefoam. Thereisno structureto it and apparently no limit. Itisa
surging ocean, aglistening, multifaceted foam. Hefeds great beauty and peace. It isrestful to be here.

He moves his hands, scooping the foam, his movements making it swirl. But then he noticesthat his
hands are becoming transparent, that he can see the sparkling foam through [[332]] hisown flesh. He
looks down at hisbody. Hislegs, historso, everything is becoming transparent to the foam. Heis part of
the foam. The sensation isvery pleasant.

He growslighter. Soon heislifted, and floatsin the limitless ocean foam. He puts his hands behind his
neck and floats. He feds happy. He feels he could stay hereforever.

He becomes aware of something elsein this ocean, some other presence.
“Anybody here?’ he says.
| amhere.

Hedmogt jumps, it isso loud. Or it seemsloud. Then hewondersif he has heard anything at all.



“Did you spesk?’

No.

How are we communicating? he wonders.

The way everything communicates with everything else.
Whichway isthat?

Why do you ask if you already know the answer?

But | don’t know the answer.

The foam moves him gently, peacefully, but he receives no answer for atime. Hewondersif heisaone
agan.

Areyou there?

Yes.

| thought you had gone away.

Thereis nowhereto go.

Do you mean you areimprisoned insde this sphere?
No.

Will you answer aquestion? Who are you?

| am not a who.

Areyou God?

God isa word.

| mean, are you a higher being, or ahigher consciousness?
Higher than what?

Higher than me, | suppose.

How high are you?

Pretty low. At leadt, | imagine so.

Well, then, that’ s your trouble.

Riding in thefoam, heisdisturbed by the possbility that God is making fun of him. Hethinks, Areyou
making ajoke?



[[333]]Why do you ask if you already know the answer?

Am | talking to God?

You are not talking at all.

You takewhat | say very literaly. Isthis because you are from another planet?

No.

Areyou from another planet?

No.

Areyou from another civilization?

No.

Where are you from?

Why do you ask if you already know the answer?

In another time, he thinks, hewould beirritated by this repetitive answer, but now he feesno emotions.
There are no judgments. He is Smply receiving information, aresponse. He thinks, But this sphere comes
from another civilization.

Yes.

And maybe from another time.

Yes.

And aren’t you a part of this sphere?

| am now.

So, where are you from?

Why do you ask if you already know the answer?

Thefoam gently shiftshim, rocking him soothingly.

Areyou il there?

Yes. There isnowhereto go.

I'm afraid | am not very knowledgeable about religion. | am apsychologist. | dedl with how people
think. In my training, | never learned much about religion.

Oh, | see.



Psychology does't have much to do with religion.
Of course.

S0 you agree?

| agree with you.

That' s reassuring.

| don’t see why.

Whoisl?

Who indeed?

[[334]] Herocksin the foam, feding a deep peace despite the difficulties of this conversation.
| am troubled, he thinks.

Tell me.

| am troubled because you sound like Jerry.

That isto be expected.

But Jerry wasredly Harry.

Yes.

So areyou Harry, too?

No. Of course not.

Who areyou?

| am not a who.

Then why do you sound like Jerry or Harry?
Because we spring from the same source.

| don’t understand.

When you look in the mirror, who do you see?
| secemysdif.

| see.



It that right?

It's up to you.

| don’t understand.

What you seeis up to you.

| dready know that. Everybody knowsthat. That isapsychologica truism, acliché,
| see.

Areyou an dienintelligence?

Areyou an alien intelligence?

| find you difficult to talk to. Will you give me the power?

What power?

The power you gave to Harry and Beth. The power to make things happen by imagination. Will you give
ittome?

No.

Why not?

Because you already have it.

| don't fed asif | haveit.

I know.

Then how isit that | have the power?
How did you get in here?

| imagined the door opening.

[[335]] Yes.

Rocking in the foam, waiting for afurther response, but there is no response, thereisonly gentle
movement in the foam, a peaceful timelessness, and adrowsy sensation.

After apassage of time, hethinks, | am sorry, but | wish you would just explain and stop speaking in
riddles.

On your planet you have an animal called a bear. It isalarge animal, sometimes larger than you,
and it is clever and hasingenuity, and it has a brain as large as yours. But the bear differsfrom
you in one important way. It cannot perform the activity you call imagining. It cannot make
mental images of how reality might be. It cannot envision what you call the past and what you



call the future. This special ability of imagination is what has made your—speciesas great asit is.
Nothing else. It is not your ape—nature, not your tool-using nature, not language or your violence
or your caring for young or your social groupings. It is none of these things, which are all found in
other animals. Your greatness liesin imagination.

The ability to imagineisthe largest part of what you call intelligence. You think the ability to
imagineis merely a useful step on the way to solving a problem or making something happen. But
imagining it is what makes it happen.

Thisisthe gift of your species and thisis the danger, because you do not choose to control your
imaginings. You imagine wonderful things and you imagine terrible things, and you take no
responsibility for the choice. You say you have inside you both the power of good and the power of
evil, the angel and the devil, but in truth you have just one thing inside you—the ability to
imagine.

I hope you enjoyed this speech, which | plan to give at the next meeting of the American
Association of Psychologists and Social Workers, which is meeting in Houston in March. | fedl it
will be quite well received.

What? hethinks, artled.

Who did you think you were talking to? God?

Who isthis? hethinks.

You, of course.

But you are somebody different from me, separate. Y ou are not me, he thinks.

[[336]] Yes| am. You imagined me.

Tdl memore.

Thereisno more.

His cheek rested on cold metal. He rolled onto his back and looked at the polished surface of the
sphere, curving above him. The convolutions of the door had changed again.

Norman got to hisfeet. He felt relaxed and at peace, asif he had been deeping along time. Hefelt asif
he had had awonderful dream. He remembered everything quite clearly.

He moved through the ship, back to the flight deck, and then down the hallway with the ultraviolet lights
to the room with dl the tubes on thewall.

The tubes werefilled. There was a crewman in each one. Just as he thought: Beth had manifested a
single crewman—asolitary woman—as away of warning them. Now Norman wasin charge, and he
found the room full.



Not bad, he thought.

He looked at the room and thought: Gone, one at atime. One by one, the crew membersin the tubes
vanished before his eyes, until they weredl gone.

Back, one at atime.

The crew members popped back in the tubes, materidizing on demand.
All men.

The women were changed into men.

All women.

They dl became women.

He had the power.

0200 HOURS

“Norman.”

Beth’' s voice over the loudspeskers, hissing through the empty spacecraft.

“Where are you, Norman? | know you' re there somewhere. | canfedl you, Norman.”

Norman was moving through the kitchen, past the empty cans of Coke on the counter, then through the
heavy door and into the flight deck. He saw Beth’sface on dl the console screens, Beth seeming to see
him, the image repeated a dozen times.

“Norman. | know where you' ve been. Y ou’ ve been inside the sphere, haven't you, Norman?’

He pressed the consoles with the flat of his hand, trying to turn off the screens. He couldn’t doit; the
imagesremained.

“Norman. Answer me, Norman.”

He moved past the flight deck, going toward the airlock. “ It won’t do you any good, Norman. I’'min
charge now. Do you hear me, Norman?’

In the airlock, he heard aclick as his helmet ring locked; the air from the tanks was cool and dry. He
listened to the even sound of his own breathing.

“Norman.” Beth, on theintercom in his hemet. “Why don't you speak to me, Norman? Are you afraid,



Norman?’ The repetition of hisnameirritated him. He pressed the buttons to open the airlock. Water
began to flood in from the floor, risng swiftly.

“Oh,thereyou are , Norman. | see you now.” And she began to laugh, ahigh, cackling laugh.

Norman turned around, saw the video camera mounted on the robot, sill inside the airlock. He shoved
the camera, spinning it away.

“That won't do any good, Norman.”

He was back outside the spacecraft, standing by the air lock. The Tevac explosives, rows of glowing
red dots, [[338]] extended away in erratic lines, like an airplane runway laid out by some demented
enginesr.

“Norman? Why don’t you answer me, Norman?’

Beth was unstable, erratic. He could hear it in her voice. He had to deprive her of her weapons, to turn
off the explogives, if he could.

Off, he thought. L et’ s have the explosives off and disarmed.

All the red lightsimmediately went off.

Not bad, he thought, with aburst of pleasure. A moment later, the red lights blinked back on.
“You can't doit, Norman,” Beth said, laughing. “Not to me. | can fight you.”

Heknew she wasright. They were having an argument, atest of wills, turning the explosives on and off.
And the argument couldn’t ever be resolved. Not that way. He would have to do something more direct.

He moved toward the nearest of the Tevac explosives. Up close, the cone was larger than he had
thought, four feet high, with ared light at the top.

“1 can see you, Norman.| see what you're doing .”

There was writing on the cone, yellow |etters stenciled on the gray surface. Norman bent to read it. His
faceplate was dightly fogged, but he could still make out the words.

DANGER - TEVAC EXPLOSIVES
U.SN. CONSTRUCTION/DEMOLITION USE ONLY
DEFAULT DETONATE SEQUENCE 20:00
CONSULT MANUAL USN/VV/512-A
AUTHORIZED PERSONNEL ONLY

DANGER-TEVAC EXPLOSIVES



Therewas till more writing beneath that, but it was smdler, and he couldn’t make it out.

“Norman! What' re you doing with my explosives, Norman?’

Norman didn’t answer her. He looked at the wiring. One thin cable ran into the base of the cone, and a
second cable ran out. The second cable went a ong the muddy bottom to [[339]] the next cone, where
there were again just two cables—one in, and one out.

“Get away from there, Norman. Y ou’ re making me nervous.

One cablein, and one cable out.

Beth had wired the cones togetherin series, like Chrismas-tree bulbs! By pulling out asingle cable,
Norman would disconnect the entire line of explosives. He reached forward and gripped the cablein his
gloved hand.

“Norman! Don't touch that wire, Norman!”

“Takeit easy, Beth.”

Hisfingers closed around the cable. He fdt the soft plastic coating, gripped it tightly.

“Norman, if you pull that cable you' Il set off the explosives. | swear to you—it'll blow you and me and
Harry and everything to hell, Norman.”

Hedidn't think it wastrue. Beth was lying. Beth was out of control and she was dangerous and she was
lying to him again.

He drew his hand back. He felt the tension in the cable.

“Don't doit, Norman. ...

The cable was now taut in hishand. “I’m going to shut you down, Beth.”
“For God' s sake, Norman. Bdlieve me, will you?You'll kill usdl!”

Still he hesitated. Could she be tdlling the truth? Did she know about wiring explosives? He looked at the
big gray cone a hisfeet, reaching up to hiswaist. What would it fed likeif it exploded? Would he fed

anything at dl?
“Thehdl withit,” hesaid doud.

He pulled the cable out of the cone.



The shriek of the darm, ringing inside his hemet, made him jump. Therewasasmdl liquid-crysta
digplay at thetop of hisfaceplate blinking rapidly: “ EMERGENCY ”...“ EMERGENCY ...

“Oh, Norman. God damn it. Now you' ve doneit.”

He barely heard her voice over the darm. Thered cone[[340]] lightswere blinking, al down the length
of the spacecraft. He braced himsdlf for the explosion.

But then the larm was interrupted by a deep, resonant male voice that said, “Y our attention, please.
Y our attention, please. All construction personnd clear the blast areaimmediately. Tevac explosvesare
now activated. The countdown will begin ... now. Mark twenty, and counting.”

On the cone, ared display flashed 20:00. Then it began counting backward: 19:59 ... 19:58 ...

The same display was repeated on the crystal display at the top of his hemet.

It took him amoment to put it together, to understand. Staring at the cone, he read the yellow lettering
onceagain:U.S.N. CONSTRUCTION/DEMOLITION USE ONLY .

Of course! Tevac explosives weren't wegpons, they were made for construction and demoalition. They
had built-in safety timers—a programmed twenty-minute delay before they went off, to allow workersto
get away.

Twenty minutesto get away, he thought. That would give him plenty of time.

Norman turned, and began striding quickly toward DH-7 and the submarine.

0140 HOURS

Hewalked evenly, seadily. Hefdt no strain. His breath came easily. He was comfortablein his suit. All
systemsworking smoothly.

Hewasleaving. “Norman, please ...” Now Beth was pleading with him, another erratic shift of [[341]]
mood. Norman ignored her. He continued on toward the submarine. The deep recorded voice said,
“Y our attention, please. All Navy personnd clear the blast area. Nineteen minutes and counting.”

Norman felt an enormous sense of purposefulness, of power. He had no illusions any more. He had no
questions. He knew what he had to do.

He had to save himsdif.
“| don't believe you' re doing this, Norman. | don't believe you' re abandoning us.”
Bdieveit, hethought. After al, what choice did he have? Beth was out of control and dangerous. It was

too late to save her now—in fact, it was crazy to go anywhere near her. Beth was homicidal. She'd
aready tried to kill him once, and had nearly succeeded.



And Harry had been drugged for thirteen hours; by now he was probably clinically dead, brain-dead.
There was no reason for Norman to stay. There was nothing for him to do.

The sub was close now. He could see thefittings on the yellow exterior.
“Norman, please ... | need you.”
Sorry, he thought. I’ m getting out of here.

He moved around beneath the twin propellor screws, the name painted on the curved hull,Deepstar 111 .
He climbed the footholds, moving up into the dome.

“Norman—"

Now he was out of contact with the intercom. He was on his own. He opened the hatch, climbed inside
the submarine. He unlocked his helmet, pulled it off.

“Y our atention, please. Eighteen minutes and counting.” Norman sat in the pilot’ s padded seet, faced
the controls. The instruments blinked on, and the screen directly before him glowed.

DEEPSTARI1I - COMMAND MODULE

Do you require help?

Yes No Cancd

[[342]] He pressed “ YES.” He waited for the next screen to flash up.

It was too bad about Harry and Beth; he was sorry to leave them behind. But they had both, in their
own ways, falled to explore their inner selves, thus making them vulnerable to the sphere and its power. It
wasaclassic scientific error, this so-caled triumph of rationa thought over irrationa thought. Scientists
refused to acknowledge their irrational side, refused to seeit asimportant. They dedt only with the

rational. Everything made senseto ascientist, and if it didn’t make sense, it was dismissed as what
Eingtein called the“merely persond.”

The merely persona, he thought, in aburst of contempt. People killed each other for reasonsthat were
“merely persond.”

DEEPSTAR Il - CHECKLIST OPTIONS



Descend Ascend
Secure Shutdown

Monitor Cancd

Norman pressed “ ASCEND.” The screen changed to the drawing of the instrument panel, with the
flashing point. He waited for the next ingtruction.

Y es, hethought, it wastrue: scientists refused to dedl with theirrationa. But theirrationd sde didn’t go
away if you refused to ded withit. Irrationality didn’t atrophy with disuse. On the contrary, left
unattended, theirrational side of man had grown in power and scope.

And complaining about it didn’t help, ether. All those scientists whining in the Sunday supplements about
man’ sinherent destructiveness and his propensty for violence, throwing up their hands. That wasn't
deding with theirrational sde. That wasjust aforma admission that they were giving up onit.

[[343]] The screen changed again:

DEEPSTAR 111 - ASCEND CHECKLIST

1. Set Bdllast Blowers To: On

Proceed To Next Cancd

Norman pushed buttons on the pand, setting the ballast blowers, and waited for the next screen.

After dl, how did scientists gpproach their own research? The scientists al agreed: scientific research
can't be stopped. If we don’t build the bomb, someone else will. But then pretty soon the bomb wasin
the hands of new people, who said, If we don’ tuse the bomb, someone el se will.

At which point, the scientists said, those other people are terrible people, they’ reirrationa and
irresponsible. We scientists are okay. But those other people are area problem.

Y et the truth was that responsibility began with each individual person, and the choices he made. Each
person had achoice.

Widl, Norman thought, there was nothing he could do for Harry or Beth any longer. He had to save
himsdf.

He heard a deep hum as the generators turned on, and the throb of the propellors. The screen flashed:

DEEPSTARIII - PILOT INSTRUMENTSACTIVATED



Here we go, he thought, resting his hands confidently on the controls. He felt the submarine respond
beneath him. *Y our attention, please. Seventeen minutes and counting.” Muddy sediment churned up
around the canopy as the screws engaged, and then the little submarine dipped out from benesth the
dome. It wasjust like driving acar, he thought. There was nothing to it.

Heturned in adow arc, away from DH-7, toward DH-8. He was twenty feet above the bottom, high
enough for the screwsto clear the mud.

There were seventeen minutes left. At amaximum ascent rate of 6.6 feet per second—he did the menta
caculation quickly, effortlesdy—he would reach the surface in two and ahaf minutes.

Therewas plenty of time.

He moved the submarine close to DH-8. The exterior [[344]] habitat floodlights were yellow and pae.
Power must be dropping. He could see the damage to the cylinders—streams of bubblesrisng from the
weakened A and B Cylinders; the dentsin the D; and the gaping hole in E Cyl, which was flooded. The
habitat was battered, and dying.

Why had he come s0 close? He sguinted at the portholes, then realized he was hoping to catch sight of
Harry and Beth, one |ast time. He wanted to see Harry, unconscious and unresponsive. He wanted to
see Beth standing at the window, shaking her fist a him in maniacal rage. He wanted confirmation that he
was right to leave them.

But he saw only thefading yellow light inside the habitat. He was disappointed.

“Norman.”

“Yes, Beth.” He felt comfortable answering her now. He had his hands on the controls of the submarine,
ready to make his ascent. There was nothing she could do to him now. “Norman, you really are a son of
abitch.”

“Youtried to kill me, Beth.”

“I didn’twant to kill you. I had no choice, Norman.”

“Yeah, well. Me, too. | have no choice.” Ashe spoke, he knew he wasright. Better for one person to
survive, Better than nothing.

“You'rejust going to leave us?’

“Thet' sright, Beth.”

His hand moved to the ascent-rate dial. He set it to 6.6 feet. Ready to ascend.
“You'rejust going to run away?’ He heard the contempt in her voice.

“That’ sright, Beth.”

“Y ou, the one who kept talking about how we had to stay together down here?’



“Sorry, Beth.”
“Y ou must be very afraid, Norman.”

“I'mnot afrad a al.” And indeed he felt strong and confident, setting the controls, preparing for his
ascent. Hefdt better than he had felt for days.

“Norman,” shesaid.
“Pleesehelpus.Please ”

Her words struck him at some deep level, arousing fedings[[345]] of caring, of professiona
competence, of Smple human kindness. For amoment he felt confusion, his strength and conviction
weakened. But then he got agrip on himsdlf, and shook his head. The strength flew back into his body.

“Sorry, Beth. It'stoo late for that.”

And he pressed the“ ASCEND” button, heard the roar as the ballast tanks blew, andDeepstar 11
swayed. The habitat dipped away below him, and he started toward the surface, a thousand feet above.

Black water, no sense of movement except for the readings on the glowing green instrument pandl. He
began to review the eventsin hismind, asif he were dready facing a Navy inquiry. Had he done the right
thing, leaving the others behind?

Unquestionably, he had. The sphere was an dien object which gave a person the power to manifest his
thoughts. Well and good, except that human beings had aplit in their brains, asplit in their mental
processes. It was amost asif men had two brains. The conscious brain could be conscioudy controlled,
and presented no problem. But the unconscious brain, wild and abandoned, was dangerous and
destructive when itsimpul ses were manifested.

Thetrouble with people like Harry and Beth was that they were literaly unbalanced. Their conscious
brains were overdevel oped, but they had never bothered to explore their unconscious. That was the
difference between Norman and them. As a psychologist, Norman had some acquaintance with his
unconscious. It held no surprisesfor him.

That was why Harry and Beth had manifested monsters, but Norman had not. Norman knew his
unconscious. No monsters awaited him.

No. Wrong.

Hewas startled by the suddenness of the thought, the abruptness of it. Was hereally wrong? He
considered carefully, and decided once again that he was correct after dl. Beth and Harry were at risk
from the products of their [[346]] unconscious, but Norman was not. Norman knew himsdlf; the others
did not.

“ The fears unleashed by contact with a new life form are not understood. The most likely
consequence of contact is absolute terror.”



The statements from his own report popped into his head. Why should he think of them now? It had
been years snce he had written hisreport.

“Under circumstances of extreme terror, people make decisions poorly.”

Y et Norman wasn't afraid. Far from it. He was confident and strong. He had a plan, he was carrying it
out. Why should he even think of that report? At the time, he' d agonized over it, thinking of each
sentence. ... Why wasit coming to mind now? It troubled him.

“Y our attention, please. Sixteen minutes and counting.” Norman scanned the gauiges before him. He was
at nine hundred feet, rising swiftly. There was no turning back now. Why should he even think of turning
back?

Why should it enter hismind?

Asherosedlently through black water, heincreasingly felt akind of split ingde himsdlf, an dmost
schizophrenic internd divison. Somethingwas wrong, he sensed. There was something he hadn’t
consdered yet.

But what could he have overlooked? Nothing, he decided, because, unlike Beth and Harry, | am fully
conscious, | am aware of everything thet is happening insde me.

Except Norman didn’t redly believe that. Complete awareness might be a philosophica god, but it was
not really attainable. Consciousness was like a pebble that rippled the surface of the unconscious. As
consciousness widened, there was gill more unconsciousness beyond. There was always more, just
beyond reach. Even for ahumanistic psychologist.

Sein, hisold professor: “Y ou dways have your shadow.”

What was Norman'’ s shadow side doing now? What was happening in the unconscious, denied parts of
his own brain? Nothing. Keep going up.

He shifted uneasily in the pilot’s chair. He wanted to go to the surface so badly, he felt such conviction.
[[347]] | hate Beth. | hate Harry. | hate worrying about these people, caring for them. | don’t want to
care any more. I’ snot my responsbility. | want to save mysdif. | hate them. | hate them.

He was shocked. Shocked by his own thoughts, the vehemence of them.

| must go back, hethought. If I go back | will die.

But some other part of himsalf was growing stronger with each moment. What Beth had said was true:
Norman had been the one who kept saying that they had to stay together, to work together. How could
he abandon them now? He couldn'’t. It was againgt everything he believed in, everything that was
important and human.

He had to go back.

| am afraid to go back.



At last, hethought. Thereit is. Fear so strong he had denied its existence, fear that had caused him to
rationalize abandoning the others.

He pressed the controls, hating his ascent. As he started back down, he saw that his hands were
sheking.

0130 HOURS

The sub came to rest gently on the bottom beside the habitat. Norman stepped into the submarine
airlock, flooded the chamber. Moments | ater, he climbed down the side and walked toward the habitat.
The Tevac explosves coneswith their blinking red lightslooked oddly festive,

“Y our attention, please. Fourteen minutes and counting.” He estimated the time he would need. One
minute to get insgde. Five, maybe six minutes to dress Beth and Harry in [[348]] the suits. Another four
minutes to reach the sub and get them aboard. Two or three minutes to make the ascent.

It was going to be close. He moved benegth the big support pylons, under the habitat.

“S0 you came back, Norman,” Beth said, over the intercom.

“Yes, Beth.”

“Thank God,” she said. She gtarted to cry. He was beneath A Cyl, hearing her sobs over the intercom.
He found the hatch cover, spun the whedl to open it. It waslocked shut.

“Beth, open the hatch.”

She was crying over the intercom. She didn’t answer him.

“Beth, can you hear me? Open the hatch.”

Crying like achild, sobbing hysterically. “Norman,” she said. “Please hep me.Please .”
“I’'mtrying to help you, Beth. Open the hatch.”

“I can't”

“What do you mean, you can't?’

“It won't do any good.”

“Beth,” hesad. “Comeon, now... .

“l can’'t doit, Norman.”



“Of course you can. Open the hatch, Beth.”

“Y ou shouldn’t have come back, Norman.”

There was no timefor thisnow. “Beth, pull yoursdlf together. Open the hatch.”
“No, Norman, | can’t.”

And she began crying again.

Hetried dl the hatches, one after another. B Cyl, locked. C Cyl, locked. D Cyl, locked.

“Y our attention, please. Thirteen minutes and counting.” He was standing by E Cyl, which had been
flooded in an earlier attack. He saw the gaping, jagged tear in the outer cylinder surface. The holewas
large enough for him to climb through, but the edges were sharp, and if hetore hissuit ...

[[349]] No, he decided. It was too risky. He moved beneath E Cyl. Was there a hatch?

Hefound a hatch, spun the whed!. It opened easily. He pushed the circular lid upward, heard it clang
againg theinner wall.

“Norman? Isthat you?’

He hauled himself up, into E Cyl. He was panting from the exertion, on his hands and knees on the deck
of E Cyl. He shut the hatch and locked it again, then took a moment to get his breath.

“Y our attention, please. Twelve minutes and counting.”

Jesus, he thought. Already?

Something white drifted past hisfaceplate, startling him. He pulled back, redlized it was abox of corn
flakes. When he touched it, the cardboard disintegrated in his hands, the flakes like yellow snow.

Hewas in the kitchen. Beyond the stove he saw another hatch, leading to D Cyl. D Cyl was not
flooded, which meant that he must somehow pressurize E Cyl.

Helooked up, saw an overhead bulkhead hatch, leading to the living room with the gaping tear. He
climbed up quickly. He needed to find gas, some kind of tanks. The living room was dark, except for the
reflected light from the floodlights, which filtered in through the tear. Cushions and padding floated in the
water. Something touched him and he spun and saw dark hair streaming around aface, and asthe hair
moved he saw part of the face was missing, torn away grotesquely.

Tina
Norman shuddered, pushed her body away. It drifted off, moving upward.

“Y our attention, please. Eleven minutes and counting.” It was al happening too fast, he thought. There



was hardly enough time |eft. He needed to be inside the habitat now. No tanksin the living room. He
climbed back down to the kitchen, shutting the hatch above. He looked at the stove, the ovens. He
opened the oven door, and aburst of gas bubbled out. Air trapped in the oven.

But that couldn’t be right, he thought, because gas was till [[350]] coming out. A trickle of bubbles
continued to come from the open oven.

A steady trickle.

What had Barnes said about cooking under pressure? There was something unusua about it, he couldn’t
remember exactly. Did they use gas? Y es, but they a so needed more oxygen. That meant

He pulled the stove away from thewall, grunting with exertion, and then he found it. A squat bottle of
propane, and two large blue tanks.

Oxygen tanks.

Hetwisted the Y -valves, his gloved fingers clumsy. Gas began to roar out. The bubbles rushed up to the
celling, where the gas was trapped, the big air bubble that was forming.

He opened the second oxygen tank. The water leve fdl rapidly, to hiswag, then hisknees. Then it
stopped. The tanks must be empty. No matter, the level waslow enough.

“Y our attention, please. Ten minutes and counting.” Norman opened the bulkhead door to D Cyl, and
stepped through, into the habitat.

Thelight wasdim. A strange green, dimy mold covered thewalls.

On the couch, Harry lay unconscious, the intravenous line still in hisarm. Norman pulled the needle out
with aspurt of blood. He shook Harry, trying to rouse him.

Harry' seydidsfluttered, but he was otherwise unresponsive. Norman lifted him, put him over his
shoulder, carried him through the habitat.

On the intercom, Beth was ill crying. “Norman, you shouldn’t have come.”
“Where are you, Beth?’

On the monitors, he read:

DETONATION SEQUENCE 09:32.

Counting backward. The numbers seemed too to move fagt.

[[351]] “Take Harry and go, Norman. Both of you go. L eave me behind.”

“Tell mewhereyou are, Beth.”



He was moving through the habitat, from D to C Cyl. He didn't see her anywhere. Harry was a dead
weight on his shoulder, making it difficult to get through the bulkhead doors.

“It won't do any good, Norman.”
“Comeon, Beth. ...”
“1 know I’'m bad, Norman. | know | can’'t be helped.”

“Beth ...” Hewas hearing her through the helmet radio, so he could not locate her by the sound. But he
could not risk removing his helmet. Not now.

“| deserveto die, Norman.”
“Cut it out, Beth.”
“Attention, please. Nine minutes and counting.”

A new alarm sounded, an intermittent beeping that became louder and more intense as the seconds
ticked by.

Hewasin B Cyl, amaze of pipes and equipment. Once clean and multicolored, now the dimy mold
coated every surface. In some places fibrous mossy strands hung down. B Cyl looked likeajungle
svamp.

“Beth..”

Shewas slent now. She must be in thisroom, he thought. B Cyl had always been Beth' sfavorite place,
the place where the habitat was controlled. He put Harry on the deck, propped him against awall. But
thewall was dippery and Harry did down, banged his head. He coughed, opened his eyes.

“Jesus. Norman?’

Norman held his hand up, sgnaing Harry to be quiet.

“Beth?” Norman said.

No answer. Norman moved among the dimy pipes.

“Beth?’

“Leave me, Norman.”

“I can't do that, Beth. I’'m taking you, too.”

“No. I'm staying, Norman.”

“Beth,” hesad, “thereé snotimefor this”

“I'm staying, Norman. | deserveto stay.”



[[352]] He saw her.

Beth was huddled in the back, wedged among pipes, crying like achild. She held one of the
explosive-tipped spear gunsin her hand. Shelooked a him tearfully.

“Oh, Norman,” shesaid. “ Y ou weregoing to leave us. ...”

“I"m sorry. | waswrong.”

He started toward her, holding out his hands to her. She swung the spear gun around. “No, you were
right. Y ou wereright. | want you to leave now.”

Above her head he saw a glowing monitor, the numbers clicking inexorably backward: 08:27 ... 08:26

Hethought, | can changethis.| want the numbers to stop counting.

The numbersdid not stop.

“You can't fight me, Norman,” she said, huddled in the corner. Her eyes blazed with furious energy.

“| can seethat.”

“Thereisn’t much time, Norman. | want you to leave.” She held the gun, pointed firmly toward him. He
had a sudden sense of the absurdity of it al, that he had come back to rescue someone who didn’t want
to be rescued. What could he do now? Beth was wedged back in there, beyond his reach, beyond his
help. There was barely enough time for him to get away, let doneto take Harry. ...

Harry, he thought suddenly. Where was Harry now? | want Harry to help me.

But he wondered if there was time; the numbers were clicking backward, there was hardly more than
eight minutes, now. ...

“I came back for you, Beth.”
“Go,” shesad. “Go now, Norman.”

“But, Beth—"

“—No, Norman! | mean it! Go! Why don’t you go?’ And then she began to get suspicious, she started
to look around; and at that moment Harry stood up behind her, and swung the big wrench down on her
head, and there was a sickening thud, and shefell.

“Did | kill her?” Harry said.

[[353]] And the deep mae voice said, “ Attention, please. Eight minutes and counting.”



Norman concentrated on the clock asit ticked backwards. Stop. Stop the countdown.

But when he looked again, the clock was till ticking backwards. And the darm: Wastheadarm
interfering with his concentration? He tried again.

Stop now. The countdown will stop now. The countdown has stopped.
“Forget it,” Harry said. “It won't work.”

“But itshould work,” Norman said.

“No,” Harry said. “Because she' s not completely unconscious.”

Onthefloor at their feet, Beth groaned. Her leg moved. “ She' s il able to contral it, somehow,”
Norman said. “ She' svery strong.”

“Canweinject her?’

Norman shook his head. There was no timeto go back for the syringe. Anyway, if they injected her and
it didn’t work, it would be time wasted—

“Hit her again?’ Harry said. “Harder? Kill her?’

“No,” Norman said.

“Killing her isthe only way—"

“—No,” Norman sad, thinking, We didn’t kill you, Harry, when we had the chance.

“If youwon't kill her, then you can’t do anything about that timer,” Harry said. “ So we better get the hell

They ranfor the airlock.

“How muchtimeisleft'?” Harry said. They wereinthe A Cyl arlock, trying to put the suit on Beth. She
was groaning; blood was matted on the back of her head. Beth struggled alittle, making it more difficult.

“ Jesus, Beth—how much time, Norman?’
“Seven and ahaf minutes, maybeless.”

Her legswerein; they quickly pushed her armsin, zipped [[354]] up the chest. They turned on her air.
Norman helped Harry with his suit.

“Attention, please. Seven minutes and counting.”



Harry said, “How much time you figure to get to the surface?’
“Two and a hdf minutes, after we get ingde the sub,” Norman said.
“Great,” Harry sad.

Norman snapped Harry’ s hedmet locked. “Let’sgo.” Harry descended into the water, and Norman
lowered Beth' s unconscious body. She was heavy with the tank and weights.

“Comeon, Norman!”

Norman plunged into the water.

At the submarine, Norman climbed up to the hatch entrance, but the untethered sub rolled unpredictably
with hisweight. Harry, standing on the bottom, tried to push Beth up toward Norman, but Beth kept
bending over at the waist. Norman, grabbing for her, fell off the sub and did to the bottom.

“Attention, please. Six minutes and counting.”

“Hurry, Norman! Six minutes”

“I heard, damnit.”

Norman got to hisfeet, climbed back on the sub, but now his suit was muddy, his gloves dippery. Harry
was counting: “Five twenty-nine... five twenty-eight ... five twentyseven...” Norman caught Beth'sarm,
but she dipped away again.

“Damnit, Norman! Hold on to her!”

“I'mtrying!”

“Here. Here sheisagan.”

“Attention, please. Five minutes and counting.”

The darm was now high-pitched, beeping insstently. They had to shout over it to be heard.

“Harry, give her to me—’

“Well, here, take her—"

“Missed—"

[[355]] “Here—"

Norman findly caught Beth’ sair hosein hishand, just behind the helmet. He wondered if it would pull
out, but he had to risk it. Gripping the hose, he hauled Beth up, until she lay on her back on the top of the



sub. Then he eased her down into the hatch.

“Four twenty-nine... four twenty-eight ...”

Norman had trouble keeping his balance. He got one of Beth’ slegsinto the hatch, but the other knee
was bent, jammed againgt the lip of the hatch. He couldn’t get her down. Every time he leaned forward
to unbend her leg, the whole submarine tipped, and he would start to lose his balance again.

“Four sixteen ... four fifteen ...”

“Would you stop counting anddo something!”

Harry pressed his body againgt the sde of the submarine, countering the rolling with hisweight. Norman
leaned forward and pressed Beth' s knee siraight; she did easily into the open hatch. Norman climbed in
after her. It was aone-man airlock, but Beth was unconscious, and could not work the controls.

Hewould haveto doit for her.

“Attention, please. Four minutes and counting.”

Hewas cramped in the airlock, his body pressed up against Beth, chest to chest, her helmet banging
againg his. With difficulty he pulled the hatch closed over hishead. He blew out the water in afurious
rush of compressed air; unsupported by the water, Beth’s body now sagged heavily against him.

He reached around her for the handle to the inner hatch. Beth’s body blocked hisway. Hetried to twist
her around sideways. In the confined space, he couldn’t get any leverage on the body. Bethwaslikea
dead weight; he tried to shift her body around, to get to the hatch.

The whole submarine began to sway: Harry was climbing up the side.

“What the hdl’ sgoing onin there?’

“Harry,will you shut up!”

“Wdl, what' sthe ddlay?”’

[[356]] Norman’s hand closed on the inner latch handle. He shoved it down, but the door didn’t move:
the door was hinged to swinginward . He couldn’t open it with Beth in the hatch with him. It wastoo
crowded; her body blocked the movement of the door.

“Harry, we ve got aproblem.”

“Jesus Chrigt ... Three minutesthirty.”

Norman began to swest. They wereredly in trouble now.

“Harry, I’ ve got to pass her out to you, and goin alone.”

“Jesus, Norman ...”

Norman flooded the airlock, opened the upper hatch once again. Harry’ s balance atop the submarine



was precarious. He grabbed Beth by the air hose, dragged her up.
Norman reached up to close the hatch.
“Harry, can you get her feet out of the way?’
“I'm trying to keep my balance here.”

“Can’t you see her feet are blocking—" Irritably, Norman pushed Beth’ s feet aside. The hatch clanged
down. Theair blasted past him. The hatch pressurized.

“Attention, please. Two minutes and counting.”

He was ingde the submarine. The instruments glowed green.

He opened the inner hatch.

“Norman?’

“Try and get her down,” Norman said. “Do it asfast asyou can.”

But hewas thinking they werein terrible trouble; at least thirty secondsto get Beth into the hatch, and
thirty seconds more for Harry to come down. A minute al together—

“She'sin. Ventit”

Norman jumped for the air vent, blew out the water.

“How’d you get her in so fast, Harry?’

“Nature’ sway,” Harry said, “to get people through tight spaces.” And before Norman could ask what
that meant, he had opened the hatch and saw that Harry had pushed Beth into the airlock head first. He

grabbed her shoulders and eased her onto the floor of the submarine, then dammed the [[357]] hetch
shut. Moments later, he heard the blast of air as Harry, too, vented the airlock.

The submarine hatch clanged. Harry came forward. “ Christ, one minute forty,” Harry said. “Do you
know how to work thisthing?’

“Y&”

Norman sat in the seet, placed his hands on the controls. They heard the whine of the props, felt the
rumble. The sub lurched, moved off the bottom.

“One minute thirty seconds. How long did you say to the surface?’

“Two thirty,” Norman said, cranking up the ascent rate. He pushed it past 6.6, to the far end of the didl.



They heard ahigh-pitched shriek of air asthe ballast tanks blew. The sub nosed up sharply, began to
riseswiftly.

“Isthisasfast asit goes?’

“yes”

“Takeit easy, Harry.”

Looking back down, they could see the habitat with itslights. And then the long lines of explosives set
over the spaceship itsdlf. They rose past the high fin of the spacecraft, leaving it behind, seeing only black
water now.

“One minute twenty.”

“Nine hundred feet,” Norman said. There was very little sensation of movement, only the changing dids
on theinstrument pand to tell them they were moving.

“It'snot fast enough,” Harry said. “ That’ sahell of alot of explosve down there.”
It is fast enough, Norman thought, correcting him.

“The shock wave will crush uslike acan of sardines,” Harry said, shaking his head.
The shock wave will not harm us,

Eight hundred feet.

“Forty seconds,” Harry said. “We Il never makeit.”

“Well makeit.”

[[358]] They were at seven hundred feet, risng fast. The water now had afaint blue color: sunlight
filtering down.

“Thirty seconds,” Harry said. “Where are we? Twenty-nine ... eight ...”
“Sx hundred twenty feet,” Norman said. “Six ten.”

They looked back down the sde of the sub. They could barely discern the habitat, faint pinpricks of light
far benesth them.

Beth coughed. “It'stoo late now,” Harry said. “I knew from the beginning we' d never makeit.”
“Yeswewill,” Norman said.
“Ten seconds,” Harry said. “Nine... eight ... Brace yourself!”

Norman pulled Beth to his chest as the explosion rocked the submarine, spinning it like atoy, upending



it, then righting it again, and lifting it in agiant upward surge.
“Mamal” Harry shouted, but they were till rising, they were okay. “Wedid it!”

“Two hundred feet,” Norman said. The water outsde was now light blue. He pushed buttons, dowing
the ascent. They were going up very fad.

Harry was screaming, pounding Norman on the back. “We did it! God damn it, you son of abitch, we
didit! We survived! | never thought we would! We survived!”

Norman was having trouble seeing the instruments for tearsin hiseyes.

And then he had to squint as bright sunlight streamed into the bubble canopy asthey surfaced, and they
saw cam sess, Ky, and fluffy clouds.

“Doyou seethat?’ Harry cried. He was screaming in Norman's ear. “ Do you seethat?It is a perfect
goddamned day!”

0000 HOURS

Norman awoke to see a brilliant shaft of light, streaming through the single porthole, shining down on the
chemical toilet in the corner of the decompression chamber. Helay on his bunk and looked around the
chamber, ahorizonta cylinder fifty feet long: bunks, ametd table and chairsin the center of the cylinder,
toilet behind asmall partition. Harry snored in the bunk above him. Across the chamber, Beth dept, one
arm flung over her face. Faintly, from adistance, he heard men shouting.

Norman yawned, and swung off the bunk. His body was sore but he was otherwise dl right. He walked
to the shining porthole and looked out, squinting in the bright Pacific sun.

He saw the rear deck of the research shipJohn Hawes: the white helicopter pad, heavy coiled cables,
the tubular metal frame of an underwater robot. A Navy crew was lowering a second robot over the
sde, with alot of shouting and swearing and waving of hands, Norman had heard their voicesfaintly
through the thick sted walls of the chamber.

Near the chamber itsalf, amuscular seaman rolled alarge green tank marked “ Oxygen” dongsdea
dozen other tanks on the deck. The three-man medica crew which supervised the decompresson
chamber played cards.

L ooking through the inch-thick glass of the porthole, Norman felt asif he were peering into aminiature
world to which he had little connection, akind of terrarium populated by interesting and exotic
gpecimens. This new world was as dien to him asthe dark ocean world had once seemed from insde the
habitt.

He watched the crew dap down their cards on awooden packing crate, watched them laugh and
gesture as the game proceeded. They never glanced in his direction, never looked at the decompression
chamber. Norman didn’t understand these young men. Were they supposed to be paying attention to the



decompression? They looked young and inexperienced to Norman. Focused on their card game, they
seemed [[360]] indifferent to the huge meta chamber nearby, indifferent to the three survivorsinsde the
chamber—and indifferent to the larger meaning of the mission, to the newsthe survivors had brought
back to the surface. These cheerful Navy cardplayers didn’t seem to give adamn about Norman's
mission. But perhapsthey didn’t know.

He turned back to the chamber, sat down at the table. His knee throbbed, and the skin was swollen
around the white bandage. He had been treated by a Navy physician during their transfer from the
submarine to the decompression chamber. They had been taken off the minisubDeepstar 111 ina
pressurized diving bell, and from there had been transferred to the large chamber on the deck of the
ship—the SDC, the Navy cdled it, the surface decompression chamber. They were going to spend four
days here. Norman wasn't sure how long he had been here so far. They had dl immediately goneto
deep, and there was no clock in the chamber. The face of his own wristwatch was smashed, athough he
didn’t remember it happening.

On thetablein front of him, someone had scratched “ U.S.N. SUCKS” into the surface. Norman ran his
fingers over the grooves, and remembered the groovesin the silver sphere. But he and Harry and Beth
werein the hands of the Navy now.

And he thought: What are we going to tell them?

“What are we going to tell them?’ Beth said.

It was severd hourslater; Beth and Harry had awakened, and now they were adl sitting around the
scarred metal table. None of them had made any attempt to talk to the crew outside. It was, Norman
thought, asif they shared an unspoken agreement to remain inisolation awhile longer.

“I think we' Il haveto tell them everything,” Harry said.

“I don't think we should,” Norman said. He was surprised by the strength of his conviction, the firmness
of hisown voice.

“I agree,” Beth said. “I’m not sure the world isready for that sphere.|l certainly wasn't.”

[[361]] She gave Norman a sheepish look. He put his hand on her shoulder.

“That'sfine” Harry said. “But look at it from the standpoint of the Navy. The Navy has mounted alarge
and expensive operation; six people have died, and two habitats have been destroyed. They're going to
want answers—and they’ re going to keep asking until they get them.”

“We can refuseto talk,” Beth said.

“That won't make any difference,” Harry said. “ Remember, the Navy hasdl the tapes.”

“That’ sright, the tapes,” Norman said. He had forgotten about the videotapes they had brought up in the

submarine. Dozens of tapes, documenting everything that had happened in the habitat during their time
underwater. Documenting the squid, the desths, the sphere. Documenting everything.



“We should have destroyed those tapes,” Beth said.

“Perhaps we should have,” Harry said. “But it' stoo late now. We can’t prevent the Navy from getting
the answersthey want.”

Norman sighed. Harry wasright. At this point there was no way to conceal what had happened, or to
prevent the Navy from finding out about the sphere, and the power it conveyed. That power would
represent akind of ultimate weapon: the ability to overcome your enemies smply by imagining it had
happened. It wasfrightening in itsimplications, and there was nothing they could do about it. Unless—
“I think wecan prevent them from knowing,” Norman said.

“How?’ Harry sad.

“We il have the power, don’'t we?’

1] | gu% S).”

“And that power,” Norman said, “ consigts of the ability to make anything happen, smply by thinking it.”
“Yes..”

“Then we can prevent the Navy from knowing. We can decide to forget the whole thing.”

Harry frowned. “That' s an interesting question: whether we have the power to forget the power.”
[[362]] “I think we should forget it,” Beth said. “ That sphereistoo dangerous.”

They fell slent, consdering theimplications of forgetting the sphere. Because forgetting would not merdly
prevent the Navy from knowing about the sphere—it would erase al knowledge of it, including their
own. Makeit vanish from human consciousness, asif it had never existed in thefirst place. Removeit
from the awareness of the human species, forever.

“Big step,” Harry said. “ After al we' ve been through, just to forget about it ...”

“It' sbecause of dl we've been through, Harry,” Beth said. “Let’ sface it—we didn’t handle ourselves
very well.” Norman noticed that she spoke without rancor now, her previous combative edge gone.

“I'm afraid that' strue,” Norman said.” The sphere was built to test whatever intelligent life might pick it
up, and we asmply failed that test.”

“Isthat what you think the spherewas made for?’ H said. “I don't.”
“Thenwhat?’ Norman said.

“Wdl,” Harry said, “look at it thisway: Suppose you were an intelligent bacterium floating in space, and
you came upon one of our communication satdllites, in orbit around the Earth. Y ou would think, What a
strange, dien object thisis, let’sexploreit. Suppose you opened it up and crawled insde. Y ou would
find it very interesting in there, with lots of huge thingsto puzzle over. But eventudly you might climb into
oneof thefue cells, and the hydrogen would kill you. And your last thought would be: Thisdien device



was obvioudy made to test bacterid intelligence and to kill usif we make afalse step.

“Now, that would be correct from the standpoint of the dying bacterium. But that wouldn't be correct at
al from the standpoint of the beings who made the satdllite. From our point of view, the communications
satellite has nothing to do with intelligent bacteria. We don’t even know that there are intelligent bacteria
out there. We' rejust trying to [[363]] communicate, and we' ve made what we consider aquite ordinary
devicetodoit.”

“Y ou mean the sphere might not be amessage or atrophy or atrep at dl?’

“That' sright,” Harry said. “ The sphere may have nothing to do with the search for other life forms, or
testing life, as we might imagine those activities to occur. It may be an accident that the sphere causes
such profound changesin us”

“But why would someone build such amachine?” Norman said.

“That’' sthe same question an intelligent bacterium would ask about acommunications satellite: Why
would anyone build such athing?’

“For that matter,” Beth said, “it may not be amachine. The sphere may be alife form. It may bedive.”
“Possible” Harry said, nodding.
Beth said, “So, if the sphereisdive, do we have an obligation to keep it dive?’

“Wedon't know if itisdive”

Norman sat back in the chair. “ All this speculation isinteresting,” he said, “ but when you get down toit,
we don't redlly knowanything about the sphere. In fact, we shouldn’t even be calling itthe sphere. We
probably should just call it * sphere.” Because we don't know what it is. We don’t know whereit came
from. We don’t know whether it’ sliving or dead. We don’'t know how it cameto be inside that

gpaceship. We don't know anything about it except what we imagine—and what we imagine says more
about us than it does about the sphere.”

“Right,” Harry said.
“Becauseit’sliteraly asort of mirror for us,” Norman said.

“Speaking of which, there’ sanother possibility,” Harry said. “1t may not bedien at dl. It may be
man-made.” That took Norman completely by surprise. Harry explained.

“Condder,” Harry said. “A ship from our own future went through ablack hole, into another universe, or
another part [[364]] of our universe. We cannot imagine what would happen as aresult of that. But
suppose there were some mgjor distortion of time. Suppose that ship, which left with ahuman crew in the
year 2043, actualy has been in trangt for thousands and thousands of years. Couldn’t the human crew
have invented it during that time?’

“I don't think thet'slikely,” Beth said.

“Well, let’ s congder for amoment, Beth,” Harry said gently. Norman noticed that Harry wasn't arrogant
any more. They were dl in thistogether, Norman thought, and they were working together in away they



never had before. All the time underwater they had been at odds, but now they functioned smoothly
together, coordinated. A team.

“Thereisarea problem about the future,” Harry was saying, “and we don't admit it. We assume we
can seeinto the future better than weredlly can. Leonardo daVinci tried to make a helicopter five
hundred years ago; and Jules Verne predicted a submarine ahundred years ago. From instances like
that, we tend to believe that the future is predictable in away that it redlly isn't. Because neither
Leonardo nor Jules Verne could ever have imagined, say, acomputer. The very concept of acomputer
impliestoo much knowledge that was ssimply inconceivable at the time those men were dive. It was, if
you will, information that came out of nowhere, later on.

“And we re no wiser, stting here now. We couldn’t have guessed that men would send aship through a
black hole—we didn’t even suspect the existence of black holes until afew years ago—and we certainly
can't guesswhat men might accomplish thousands of yearsin thefuture.” * Assuming the spherewas
made by men.”

“Yes. Assuming that.”

“Andif it wasn't?If it sredly aspherefrom an dien civilization? Arewejudtified in erasing al human
knowledge of thisdien life?’

“I don't know,” Harry said, shaking hishead. “If we decide to forget the sphere....”

“Thenit'll begone,” Norman said.

Beth stared a the table. “1 wish we could ask someone,” she said findly.

[[365]] “Thereisn’t anybody to ask,” Norman said.

“Butcan weredly forget it?” Beth said. “Will it work?’

Therewasalong silence.

“Yes” Hary sad, findly. “ There' sno question about it. And | think we aready have evidence that we
will forget about it. That solvesalogica problem that bothered me from the beginning, when wefirst
explored the ship. Because something very important was missing from that ship.”

“Yes? What?’

“Any sign that the builders of the ship aready knew travel through ablack hole was possble.”

“I don't follow you,” Norman said.

“Wel,” Harry said, “the three of us have aready seen a spaceship that has been through ablack hole.
We' vewaked through it. So we know that such travel is possible.”

“Yes.."
“Y ¢, fifty yearsfrom now, men are going to build that ship in avery tentative, experimenta way, with

agpparently no knowledge that the ship has dready been found, fifty yearsin their past. Thereisno Sgnon
the ship that the builders dready know of its existencein the past.”



“Maybeit’ s one of those time paradoxes,” Beth said. *'Y ou know, how you can’t go back and meet
yoursdf inthe past. ...

Harry shook hishead. “I don’t think it' saparadox,” he said. 1 think that all knowledge of that shipis
going to belog.”

“Y ou mean, we are going to forget it.”

“Yes” Harry sad. “And, frankly, | think it's amuch better solution. For along time while we were
down there, | assumed none of uswould ever get back dive. That wasthe only explanation | could think
of. That’swhy | wanted to make out my will.”

“But if we decideto forget ...

“Exactly,” Harry said. “If we decide to forget, that will produce the same result.”

“The knowledge will be goneforever,” Norman said quietly. He found himsdf hestating. Now that they
had arrived a this moment, he was strangely reluctant to proceed. He ran [[366]] hisfingertips over the
scarred table, touching the surface, asif it might provide an answer.

Inasense, he thought, al we consst of ismemories. Our personalities are constructed from memories,

our lives are organized around memories, our cultures are built upon the foundation of shared memories
that we call history and science. But now, to give up amemory, to give up knowledge, to give up the past

“It'snot easy,” Harry said, shaking his head.
“No,” Norman said. “It'snot.” Infact hefound it so difficult he wondered if he was experiencing a
human characteristic as fundamenta as sexua desire. He smply could not give up thisknowledge. The

information seemed so important to him, the implications so fascinating. ... Hisentire being rebelled
againg theidea of forgetting.

“Wel,” Harry sad, “I think we haveto do it, anyway.”

“I wasthinking of Ted,” Beth said. “ And Barnes, and the others. We re the only oneswho know how
they redly died. What they gavetheir livesfor. And if weforget ...”

“Whenwe forget,” Norman said firmly.

“Shehasapoint,” Harry said. “If weforget, how do we handle dl the details? All the loose ends?’

“I don't think that’ s a problem,” Norman said. “ The unconscious has tremendous cregtive powers, as
we ve seen. The detail swill be taken care of unconscioudy. It’ s like the way we get dressed in the
morning. When we dress, we don't necessarily think of every detail, the belt and the socks and so on.
Wejust make abasic overdl decision about how we want to look, and then we get dressed.”

“Even s0,” Harry said. “We dtill better make the overdl decision, because we dl have the power, and if
weimagine different sories, we Il get confusion.”

“All right,” Norman said. “ Let’ s agree on what happened. Why did we come here?’



“I thought it was going to be an airplane crash.”

“Me, too.”

“Okay, supposeitwas an airplane crash.”

“Fine. And what happened?’

[[367]] “The Navy sent some people down to investigate the crash, and a problem devel oped—"
“—\Wait aminute, what problem?’

“Thesquid?

“No. Better atechnical problem.”

“Something to do with the sorm?”’

“Life-support systemsfailed during the sorm?’

“Yes, good. Life-support systemsfailed during the storm.”

“And severa peopledied asaresult?’

“Wait aminute. Let’ snot go so fast. What made the lifesupport systemsfail?’

Beth said, “The habitat developed aleak, and seawater corrupted the scrubber canistersin B Cyl,
relessing atoxic ges”

“Could that have happened?’ Norman said.

“Yes, eadly.”

“And severa people died asaresult of that accident.”

“Okay.”

“But we survived.”

“yes”

“Why?" Norman said.

“Wewerein the other habitat?’

Norman shook his head. “The other habitat was destroyed, too.
“Maybe it was destroyed later, with the explosives.”

“Too complicated,” Norman said. “Let’ skeep it smple. It was an accident which happened suddenly



and unexpectedly. The habitat sprang alesk and the scrubbersfailed, and as aresult most of the people
died, but we didn’t because—"

“Wewerein the sub?’

“Okay,” Norman said. “We were in the sub when the systems failed, so we survived and the others
didn’'t”

“Why were wein the sub?’
“We were transferring the tapes according to the schedule.”
“And what about the tapes?’ Harry said. “What will they show?’

“The tapeswill confirm our story,” Norman said. “Everything will be consistent with the story, including
the Navy [[368]] people who sent usdown in the first place, and including us, too—we won't remember

anything but thisstory.”

“And wewon't have the power any more?’ Beth said, frowning.

“No,” Norman said. “Not any more.”

“Okay,” Harry said.

Beth seemed to think about it longer, biting her lip. But finaly she nodded. “ Okay.”

Norman took a deep breath, and looked at Beth and Harry. “ Are we ready to forget the sphere, and the
fact that we once had the power to make things happen by thinking them?’

They nodded.

Beth became suddenly agitated, twisting in her chair. “But how do we do it, exactly?’

“Wejust doit,” Norman said. “Close your eyes and tell yourself to forget it.”

Beth said, “But are you sure we should do it?Really sure?” Shewas till agitated, moving nervoudly.
“Yes, Beth. You just ... give up the power.”

“Thenwe haveto doit dl together,” shesaid. “ At the sametime.”

“Okay,” Harry said. “On the count of three.”

They closed their eyes.

“One..."

With his eyes closed, Norman thought, People aways forget that they have power, anyway.

“Two ..."Harry sad.



And then Norman focused his mind. With asudden intensity he saw the sphere again, shining like adar,
perfect and polished, and he thought: | want to forget | ever saw the sphere.

And in hismind' s eye, the sphere vanished.

“Three)” Harry sad.

“Threewhat?” Norman said. His eyes ached and burned. He rubbed them with his thumb and forefinger,
then opened them. Beth and Harry were Sitting around the table in the [[369]] decompression chamber
with him. They all looked tired and depressed. But that was to be expected, he thought, considering what
they had al been through.

“Threewhat?’ Norman said again.

“Oh,” Harry said, “1 wasjust thinking out loud. Only three of usleft.”

Beth sighed. Norman saw tearsin her eyes. She fumbled in her pocket for a Kleenex, blew her nose.

“You can't blame yoursalves,” Norman said. “It was an accident. There was nothing we could do about
it”

“I know,” Harry said. “But those people suffocating, while we were in the submarine ... | keep hearing
the screams. ... God, | wish it had never happened.”

There was aslence. Beth blew her nose again.

Norman wished it had never happened, too. But wishing wasn't going to make a difference now.

“We can't change what happened,” Norman said. “We can only learn to accept it.”

“I know,” Beth said.

“I’'ve had alot of experience with accident trauma,” he said. “Y ou smply haveto keep telling yoursdlf
that you have no reason to be guilty. What happened happened—some people died, and you were
spared. It isn't anybody’ sfault. It' s just one of those things. It was an accident.”

“I know that,” Harry said, “but | ill fed bad.”

“Keep tdling yoursdf it'sjust one of those things,” Norman said. “ Keegp reminding yoursdlf of that.” He
got up from the table. They ought to eet, he thought. They ought to havefood. “I’m going to ask for
food.”

“I'm not hungry,” Beth said.

“I know that, but we should egt anyway.”

Norman walked to the porthole. The attentive Navy crew saw him at once, pressed the radio intercom.



“Do anything for you, Dr. Johnson?”
“Yes,” Norman said. “We need some food.”
“Right away, Sr.”

Norman saw the sympathy on the faces of the Navy crew. These senior men understood what a shock it
must be for the three survivors.

[[370]] “Dr. Johnson? Are your people ready to talk to somebody now?’
“Tdk?

“Yes, dr. Theintelligence experts have been reviewing the videotapes from the submarine, and they have
some questions for you.”

“What about?’ Norman asked, without much interest. “Well, when you were transferred to the SDC,
Dr. Adams mentioned something about asquid.”

“Did he?’
“Yes, gr. Only there doesn't seem to be any squid recorded on the tapes.”

“I don't remember any squid,” Norman said, puzzled. He turned to Harry. “ Did you say something
about asquid, Harry?’

Harry frowned. “A squid?1 don't think so.”

Norman turned back to the Navy man. “What do the videotapes show, exactly?’

“Wll, the tapes go right up to the time when the air in the habitat ... you know, the accident ...”
“Yes” Norman said. “| remember the accident.”

“From the tapes, we think we know what happened. Apparently therewas aleak in the habitat wall, and
the scrubber cylinders got wet. They became inoperable, and the ambient atmosphere went bad.”

“l see”

“It must have happened very suddenly, Sir.”
“Yes,” Johnson said. “Yes, it did.”

“So, are you ready to talk to someone now?’
“I think s0. Yes”

Norman turned away from the porthole. He put his handsin the pockets of hisjacket, and felt a piece of
paper. He pulled out a picture and stared &t it curioudy.

It was a photograph of ared Corvette. Norman wondered where the picture had come from. Probably



acar that belonged to someone else, who had worn the jacket before Norman. Probably one of the
Navy people who had died in the underwater disaster.

Norman shivered, crumpled the picturein hisfist, and [[371]] tossed it into the trash. He didn’t need any

mementos. He remembered that disaster only too well. He knew he would never forget it for the rest of
hislife.

He glanced back at Beth and Harry. They both looked tired. Beth stared into space, preoccupied with
her own thoughts. But her face was serene; despite the hardships of their time underwater, Norman
thought shelooked dmost beautiful.

“You know, Beth,” he said, “you look lovely.”

Beth did not seem to hear, but then she turned toward him dowly. “Why, thank you, Norman,” she said.

And sheamiled.

THE END.



