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FOREWORD

BEHIND EVERY MAN NOW ALIVE STAND THIRTY GHOSTS, FOR THAT IS

THE RATIO BY

WHICH THE DEAD OUTNUMBER THE LIVING. SINCE THE DAWN OF TIME,

ROUGHLY A HUNDRED

BILLION HUMAN BEINGS HAVE WALKED THE PLANET EARTH.

NOW THIS IS AN INTERESTING NUMBER, FOR BY A CURIOUS

COINCIDENCE THERE ARE

APPROXIMATELY A HUNDRED BILLION STARS IN OUR LOCAL UNIVERSE,

THE MILKY WAY. SO

FOR EVERY MAN WHO HAS EVER LIVED, IN THIS UNIVERSE THERE SHINES

A STAR.

BUT EVERY ONE OF THOSE STARS IS A SUN, OFTEN FAR MORE BRILLIANT

AND GLORIOUS

THAN THE SMALL, NEARBY STAR WE CALL THE SUN. AND MANY -

PERHAPS MOST - OF THOSE

ALIEN SUNS HAVE PLANETS CIRCLING THEM. SO ALMOST CERTAINLY

THERE IS ENOUGH LAND IN THE SKY TO GIVE EVERY MEMBER OF THE

HUMAN SPECIES, BACK TO THE FIRST APE-MAN,

HIS OWN PRIVATE, WORLD-SIZED HEAVEN - OR HELL.

HOW MANY OF THOSE POTENTIAL HEAVENS AND HELLS ARE NOW

INHABITED, AND BY WHAT

MANNER OF CREATURES, WE HAVE NO WAY OF GUESSING; THE VERY



NEAREST IS A MILLION

TIMES FARTHER AWAY THAN MARS OR VENUS, THOSE STILL REMOTE

GOALS OF THE NEXT

GENERATION. BUT THE BARRIERS OF DISTANCE ARE CRUMBLING; ONE

DAY WE SHALL MEET

OUR EQUALS, OR OUR MASTERS, AMONG THE STARS.

MEN HAVE BEEN SLOW TO FACE THIS PROSPECT; SOME STILL HOPE

THAT IT MAY NEVER

BECOME REALITY. INCREASING NUMBERS, HOWEVER, ARE ASKING: "WHY

HAVE SUCH MEETINGS

NOT OCCURRED ALREADY, SINCE WE OURSELVES ARE ABOUT TO

VENTURE INTO SPACE?"

WHY NOT, INDEED? HERE IS ONE POSSIBLE ANSWER TO THAT VERY

REASONABLE

QUESTION. BUT PLEASE REMEMBER THIS IS ONLY A WORK OF FICTION.

THE TRUTH, AS ALWAYS, WILL BE FAR STRANGER.

TO STANLEY

I - PRIMEVAL NIGHT

1 - THE ROAD TO EXTINCTION

THE DROUGHT HAD LASTED NOW FOR TEN MILLION YEARS, AND THE

REIGN OF THE

TERRIBLE LIZARDS HAD LONG SINCE ENDED. HERE ON THE EQUATOR, IN

THE CONTINENT

WHICH WOULD ONE DAY BE KNOWN AS AFRICA, THE BATTLE FOR

EXISTENCE HAD REACHED A

NEW CLIMAX OF FEROCITY, AND THE VICTOR WAS NOT YET IN SIGHT. IN

THIS BARREN AND

DESICCATED LAND, ONLY THE SMALL OR THE SWIFT OR THE FIERCE



COULD FLOURISH, OR

EVEN HOPE TO SURVIVE.

THE MAN-APES OF THE VELDT WERE NONE OF THESE THINGS, AND THEY

WERE NOT

FLOURISHING. INDEED, THEY WERE ALREADY FAR DOWN THE ROAD TO

RACIAL EXTINCTION.

ABOUT FIFTY OF THEM OCCUPIED A GROUP OF CAVES OVERLOOKING A

SMALL, PARCHED

VALLEY, WHICH WAS DIVIDED BY A SLUGGISH STREAM FED FROM

SNOWS IN THE MOUNTAINS

TWO HUNDRED MILES TO THE NORTH. IN BAD TIMES THE STREAM

VANISHED COMPLETELY, AND

THE TRIBE LIVED IN THE SHADOW OF THIRST.

IT WAS ALWAYS HUNGRY, AND NOW IT WAS STARVING. WHEN THE FIRST

FAINT GLOW OF

DAWN CREPT INTO THE CAVE, MOON-WATCHER SAW THAT HIS FATHER

HAD DIED IN THE

NIGHT. HE DID NOT KNOW THAT THE OLD ONE WAS HIS FATHER, FOR

SUCH A RELATIONSHIP

WAS UTTERLY BEYOND HIS UNDERSTANDING, BUT AS HE LOOKED AT THE

EMACIATED BODY HE

FELT DIM DISQUIET THAT WAS THE ANCESTOR OF SADNESS.

THE TWO BABIES WERE ALREADY WHIMPERING FOR FOOD, BUT BECAME

SILENT WHEN

MOON-WATCHER SNARLED AT THEM. ONE OF THE MOTHERS,

DEFENDING THE INFANT SHE COULD NOT PROPERLY FEED, GAVE HIM AN

ANGRY GROWL IN RETURN; HE LACKED THE ENERGY EVEN

TO CUFF HER FOR HER PRESUMPTION.



NOW IT WAS LIGHT ENOUGH TO LEAVE. MOON-WATCHER PICKED UP THE

SHRIVELED

CORPSE AND DRAGGED IT AFTER HIM AS HE BENT UNDER THE LOW

OVERHANG OF THE CAVE.

ONCE OUTSIDE, HE THREW THE BODY OVER HIS SHOULDER AND STOOD

UPRIGHT - THE ONLY

ANIMAL IN ALL THIS WORLD ABLE TO DO SO.

AMONG HIS KIND, MOON-WATCHER WAS ALMOST A GIANT. HE WAS

NEARLY FIVE FEET

HIGH, AND THOUGH BADLY UNDERNOURISHED WEIGHED OVER A

HUNDRED POUNDS. HIS HAIRY,

MUSCULAR BODY WAS HALFWAY BETWEEN APE AND MAN, BUT HIS

HEAD WAS ALREADY MUCH

NEARER TO MAN THAN APE. THE FOREHEAD WAS LOW, AND THERE

WERE RIDGES OVER THE EYE

SOCKETS, YET HE UNMISTAKABLY HELD IN HIS GENES THE PROMISE OF

HUMANITY. AS HE

LOOKED OUT UPON THE HOSTILE WORLD OF THE PLEISTOCENE, THERE

WAS ALREADY

SOMETHING IN HIS GAZE BEYOND THE CAPACITY OF ANY APE. IN THOSE

DARK, DEEP-SET

EYES WAS A DAWNING AWARENESS - THE FIRST INTIMATIONS OF AN

INTELLIGENCE THAT

COULD NOT POSSIBLY FULFILL ITSELF FOR AGES YET, AND MIGHT SOON

BE EXTINGUISHED

FOREVER.

THERE WAS NO SIGN OF DANGER, SO MOON-WATCHER BEGAN TO

SCRAMBLE DOWN THE



ALMOST VERTICAL SLOPE OUTSIDE THE CAVE, ONLY SLIGHTLY HINDERED

BY HIS BURDEN. AS

IF THEY HAD BEEN WAITING FOR HIS SIGNAL, THE REST OF THE TRIBE

EMERGED FROM

THEIR OWN HOMES FARTHER DOWN THE ROCK FACE, AND BEGAN TO

HASTEN TOWARD THE MUDDY

WATERS OF THE STREAM FOR THEIR MORNING DRINK.

MOON-WATCHER LOOKED ACROSS THE VALLEY TO SEE IF THE OTHERS

WERE IN SIGHT,

BUT THERE WAS NO TRACE OF THEM. PERHAPS THEY HAD NOT YET

LEFT THEIR CAVES, OR

WERE ALREADY FORAGING FARTHER ALONG THE HILLSIDE. SINCE THEY

WERE NOWHERE TO BE

SEEN, MOON-WATCHER FORGOT THEM; HE WAS INCAPABLE OF

WORRYING ABOUT MORE THAN ONE

THING AT A TIME.

FIRST HE MUST GET RID OF THE OLD ONE, BUT THIS WAS A PROBLEM

THAT DEMANDED

LITTLE THOUGHT. THERE HAD BEEN MANY DEATHS THIS SEASON, ONE

OF THEM IN HIS OWN

CAVE; HE HAD ONLY TO PUT THE CORPSE WHERE HE HAD LEFT THE NEW

BABY AT THE LAST

QUARTER OF THE MOON, AND THE HYENAS WOULD DO THE REST.

THEY WERE ALREADY WAITING, WHERE THE LITTLE VALLEY FANNED OUT

INTO THE

SAVANNA, ALMOST AS IF THEY HAD KNOWN THAT HE WAS COMING.

MOON-WATCHER LEFT THE

BODY UNDER A SMALL BUSH - ALL THE EARLIER BONES WERE ALREADY



GONE - AND HURRIED

BACK TO REJOIN THE TRIBE. HE NEVER THOUGHT OF HIS FATHER AGAIN.

HIS TWO MATES, THE ADULTS FROM THE OTHER CAVES, AND MOST OF

THE YOUNGSTERS

WERE FORAGING AMONG THE DROUGHT-STUNTED TREES FARTHER UP

THE VALLEY, LOOKING FOR

BERRIES, SUCCULENT ROOTS AND LEAVES, AND OCCASIONAL

WINDFALLS LIKE SMALL LIZARDS

OR RODENTS. ONLY THE BABIES AND THE FEEBLEST OF THE OLD FOLK

WERE LEFT IN THE

CAVES; IF THERE WAS ANY SURPLUS FOOD AT THE END OF THE DAY'S

SEARCHING, THEY

MIGHT BE FED. IF NOT, THE HYENAS WOULD SOON BE IN LUCK ONCE

MORE.

BUT THIS DAY WAS A GOOD ONE - THOUGH AS MOON-WATCHER HAD NO

REAL REMEMBRANCE

OF THE PAST, HE COULD NOT COMPARE ONE TIME WITH ANOTHER. HE

HAD FOUND A HIVE OF

BEES IN THE STUMP OF A DEAD TREE, AND SO HAD ENJOYED THE FINEST

DELICACY THAT

HIS PEOPLE COULD EVER KNOW; HE STILL LICKED HIS FINGERS FROM

TIME TO TIME AS HE

LED THE GROUP HOMEWARD IN THE LATE AFTERNOON. OF COURSE, HE

HAD ALSO COLLECTED A

FAIR NUMBER OF STINGS, BUT HE HAD SCARCELY NOTICED THEM. HE

WAS NOW AS NEAR TO

CONTENTMENT AS HE WAS EVER LIKELY TO BE; FOR THOUGH HE WAS

STILL HUNGRY, HE WAS



NOT ACTUALLY WEAK WITH HUNGER. THAT WAS THE MOST TO WHICH

ANY MAN-APE COULD EVER

ASPIRE. HIS CONTENTMENT VANISHED WHEN HE REACHED THE

STREAM. THE OTHERS WERE THERE.

THEY WERE THERE EVERY DAY, BUT THAT DID NOT MAKE IT ANY THE

LESS ANNOYING.

THERE WERE ABOUT THIRTY OF THEM, AND THEY COULD NOT HAVE

BEEN DISTINGUISHED

FROM THE MEMBERS OF MOONWATCHER'S OWN TRIBE. AS THEY SAW

HIM COMING THEY BEGUN

TO DANCE, SHAKE THEIR ARMS, AND SHRIEK ON THEIR SIDE OF THE

STREAM, AND HIS OWN

PEOPLE REPLIED IN KIND.

AND THAT WAS ALL THAT HAPPENED. THOUGH THE MAN-APES OFTEN

FOUGHT AND

WRESTLED ONE ANOTHER, THEIR DISPUTES VERY SELDOM RESULTED IN

SERIOUS INJURIES.

HAVING NO CLAWS OR FIGHTING CANINE TEETH, AND BEING WELL

PROTECTED BY HAIR, THEY

COULD NOT INFLICT MUCH HARM ON ONE ANOTHER. IN ANY EVENT,

THEY HAD LITTLE

SURPLUS ENERGY FOR SUCH UNPRODUCTIVE BEHAVIOR; SNARLING AND

THREATENING WAS A

MUCH MORE EFFICIENT WAY OF ASSERTING THEIR POINTS OF VIEW.

THE CONFRONTATION LASTED ABOUT FIVE MINUTES; THEN THE DISPLAY

DIED OUT AS

QUICKLY AS IT HAD BEGUN, AND EVERYONE DRANK HIS FILL OF THE

MUDDY WATER. HONOR



HAD BEEN SATISFIED; EACH GROUP HAD STAKED ITS CLAIM TO ITS OWN

TERRITORY. THIS

IMPORTANT BUSINESS HAVING BEEN SETTLED, THE TRIBE MOVED OFF

ALONG ITS SIDE OF

THE RIVER. THE NEAREST WORTHWHILE GRAZING WAS NOW MORE

THAN A MILE FROM THE

CAVES, AND THEY HAD TO SHARE IT WITH A HERD OF LARGE, ANTELOPE-

LIKE BEASTS WHO

BARELY TOLERATED THEIR PRESENCE. THEY COULD NOT BE DRIVEN

AWAY, FOR THEY WERE

ARMED WITH FEROCIOUS DAGGERS ON THEIR FOREHEADS - THE

NATURAL WEAPONS WHICH THE

MAN-APES DID NOT POSSESS.

SO MOON-WATCHER AND HIS COMPANIONS CHEWED BERRIES AND

FRUIT AND LEAVES AND

FOUGHT OFF THE PANGS OF HUNGER - WHILE ALL AROUND THEM,

COMPETING FOR THE SAME

FODDER, WAS A POTENTIAL SOURCE OF MORE FOOD THAN THEY COULD

EVER HOPE TO EAT.

YET THE THOUSANDS OF TONS OF SUCCULENT MEAT ROAMING OVER

THE SAVANNA AND THROUGH

THE BUSH WAS NOT ONLY BEYOND THEIR REACH; IT WAS BEYOND THEIR

IMAGINATION. IN

THE MIDST OF PLENTY, THEY WERE SLOWLY STARVING TO DEATH.

THE TRIBE RETURNED TO ITS CAVE WITHOUT INCIDENT, IN THE LAST

LIGHT OF THE

DAY. THE INJURED FEMALE WHO HAD REMAINED BEHIND COOED WITH

PLEASURE AS MOON-



WATCHER GAVE HER THE BERRY-COVERED BRANCH HE HAD BROUGHT

BACK, AND BEGAN TO

ATTACK IT RAVENOUSLY. THERE WAS LITTLE ENOUGH NOURISHMENT

HERE, BUT IT WOULD

HELP HER TO SURVIVE UNTIL THE WOUND THE LEOPARD HAD GIVEN HER

HAD HEALED, AND

SHE COULD FORAGE FOR HERSELF AGAIN.

OVER THE VALLEY, A FULL MOON WAS RISING, AND A CHILL WIND WAS

BLOWING DOWN

FROM THE DISTANT MOUNTAINS. IT WOULD BE VERY COLD TONIGHT -

BUT COLD, LIKE

HUNGER, WAS NOT A MATTER FOR ANY REAL CONCERN; IT WAS MERELY

PART OF THE

BACKGROUND OF LIFE.

MOON-WATCHER BARELY STIRRED WHEN THE SHRIEKS AND SCREAMS

ECHOED UP THE SLOPE

FROM ONE OF THE LOWER CAVES, AND HE DID NOT NEED TO HEAR THE

OCCASIONAL GROWL OF

THE LEOPARD TO KNOW EXACTLY WHAT WAS HAPPENING.

DOWN THERE IN THE DARKNESS OLD WHITE HAIR AND HIS FAMILY WERE

FIGHTING AND

DYING, AND THE THOUGHT THAT HE MIGHT HELP IN SOME WAY NEVER

CROSSED MOON-

WATCHER'S MIND. THE HARSH LOGIC OF SURVIVAL RULED OUT SUCH

FANCIES, AND NOT A

VOICE WAS RAISED IN PROTEST FROM THE LISTENING HILLSIDE. EVERY

CAVE WAS SILENT,

LEST IT ALSO ATTRACT DISASTER.



THE TUMULT DIED AWAY, AND PRESENTLY MOON-WATCHER COULD HEAR

THE SOUND OF A

BODY BEING DRAGGED OVER ROCKS. THAT LASTED ONLY A FEW

SECONDS; THEN THE LEOPARD GOT A GOOD HOLD ON ITS KILL. IT MADE

NO FURTHER NOISE AS IT PADDED SILENTLY

AWAY, CARRYING ITS VICTIM EFFORTLESSLY IN ITS JAWS.

FOR A DAY OR TWO, THERE WOULD BE NO FURTHER DANGER HERE, BUT

THERE MIGHT BE

OTHER ENEMIES ABROAD, TAKING ADVANTAGE OF THIS COLD LITTLE

SUN THAT SHONE ONLY

BY NIGHT. IF THERE WAS SUFFICIENT WARNING, THE SMALLER

PREDATORS COULD SOMETIMES

BE SCARED AWAY BY SHOUTS AND SCREAMS. MOON-WATCHER

CRAWLED OUT OF THE CAVE,

CLAMBERED ONTO A LARGE BOULDER BESIDE THE ENTRANCE, AND

SQUATTED THERE TO SURVEY

THE VALLEY.

OF ALL THE CREATURES WHO HAD YET WALKED ON EARTH, THE MAN-

APES WERE THE

FIRST TO LOOK STEADFASTLY AT THE MOON. AND THOUGH HE COULD

NOT REMEMBER IT, WHEN

HE WAS VERY YOUNG MOON-WATCHER WOULD SOMETIMES REACH OUT

AND TRY TO TOUCH THAT

GHOSTLY FACE RISING ABOVE THE HILLS.

HE HAD NEVER SUCCEEDED, AND NOW HE WAS OLD ENOUGH TO

UNDERSTAND WHY. FOR

FIRST, OF COURSE, HE MUST FIND A HIGH ENOUGH TREE TO CLIMB.

SOMETIMES HE WATCHED THE VALLEY, AND SOMETIMES HE WATCHED



THE MOON, BUT

ALWAYS HE LISTENED. ONCE OR TWICE HE DOZED OFF, BUT HE SLEPT

WITH A HAIR-TRIGGER

ALERTNESS, AND THE SLIGHTEST SOUND WOULD HAVE DISTURBED HIM.

AT THE GREAT AGE OF

TWENTY-FIVE, HE WAS STILL IN FULL POSSESSION OF ALL HIS

FACULTIES; IF HIS LUCK

CONTINUED, AND HE AVOIDED ACCIDENTS, DISEASE, PREDATORS, AND

STARVATION, HE

MIGHT SURVIVE FOR AS MUCH AS ANOTHER TEN YEARS.

THE NIGHT WORE ON, COLD AND CLEAR, WITHOUT FURTHER ALARMS,

AND THE MOON ROSE

SLOWLY AMID EQUATORIAL CONSTELLATIONS THAT NO HUMAN EYE

WOULD EVER SEE. IN THE

CAVES, BETWEEN SPELLS OF FITFUL DOZING AND FEARFUL WAITING,

WERE BEING BORN THE

NIGHTMARES OF GENERATIONS YET TO BE.

AND TWICE THERE PASSED SLOWLY ACROSS THE SKY, RISING UP TO THE

ZENITH AND

DESCENDING INTO THE EAST, A DAZZLING POINT OF LIGHT MORE

BRILLIANT THAN ANY

STAR.

2 - THE NEW ROCK

LATE THAT NIGHT, MOON-WATCHER SUDDENLY AWOKE. TIRED OUT BY

THE DAY'S

EXERTIONS AND DISASTERS, HE HAD BEEN SLEEPING MORE SOUNDLY

THAN USUAL, YET HE

WAS INSTANTLY ALERT AT THE FIRST FAINT SCRABBLING DOWN IN THE



VALLEY.

HE SAT UP IN THE FETID DARKNESS OF THE CAVE, STRAINING HIS

SENSES OUT INTO

THE NIGHT, AND FEAR CREPT SLOWLY INTO HIS SOUL. NEVER IN HIS LIFE

- ALREADY

TWICE AS LONG AS MOST MEMBERS OF HIS SPECIES COULD EXPECT -

HAD HE HEARD A SOUND

LIKE THIS. THE GREAT CATS APPROACHED IN SILENCE, AND THE ONLY

THING THAT

BETRAYED THEM WAS A RARE SLIDE OF EARTH, OR THE OCCASIONAL

CRACKING OF A TWIG.

YET THIS WAS A CONTINUOUS CRUNCHING NOISE, THAT GREW STEADILY

LOUDER. IT SEEMED

THAT SOME ENORMOUS BEAST WAS MOVING THROUGH THE NIGHT,

MAKING NO ATTEMPT AT

CONCEALMENT, AND IGNORING ALL OBSTACLES. ONCE MOON-WATCHER

HEARD THE

UNMISTAKABLE SOUND OF A BUSH, BEING UPROOTED; THE ELEPHANTS

AND DINOTHERIA DID

THIS OFTEN ENOUGH, BUT OTHERWISE THEY MOVED AS SILENTLY AS

THE CATS. AND THEN THERE CAME A SOUND WHICH MOON-WATCHER

COULD NOT POSSIBLY HAVE

IDENTIFIED, FOR IT HAD NEVER BEEN HEARD BEFORE IN THE HISTORY OF

THE WORLD. IT

WAS THE CLANK OF METAL UPON STONE.

MOON-WATCHER CAME FACE TO FACE WITH THE NEW ROCK WHEN HE

LED THE TRIBE DOWN

TO THE RIVER IN THE FIRST LIGHT OF MORNING. HE HAD ALMOST



FORGOTTEN THE TERRORS

OF THE NIGHT, BECAUSE NOTHING HAD HAPPENED AFTER THAT INITIAL

NOISE, SO HE DID

NOT EVEN ASSOCIATE THIS STRANGE THING WITH DANGER OR WITH

FEAR. THERE WAS, AFTER

ALL, NOTHING IN THE LEAST ALARMING ABOUT IT.

IT WAS A RECTANGULAR SLAB, THREE TIMES HIS HEIGHT BUT NARROW

ENOUGH TO SPAN

WITH HIS ARMS, AND IT WAS MADE OF SOME COMPLETELY

TRANSPARENT MATERIAL; INDEED,

IT WAS NOT EASY TO SEE EXCEPT WHEN THE RISING SUN GLINTED ON

ITS EDGES. AS MOON-

WATCHER HAD NEVER ENCOUNTERED ICE, OR EVEN CRYSTAL-CLEAR

WATER, THERE WERE NO

NATURAL OBJECTS TO WHICH HE COULD COMPARE THIS APPARITION. IT

WAS CERTAINLY

RATHER ATTRACTIVE, AND THOUGH HE WAS WISELY CAUTIOUS OF MOST

NEW THINGS, HE DID

NOT HESITATE FOR LONG BEFORE SIDLING UP TO IT. AS NOTHING

HAPPENED, HE PUT OUT

HIS HAND, AND FELT A COLD, HARD SURFACE.

AFTER SEVERAL MINUTES OF INTENSE THOUGHT, HE ARRIVED AT A

BRILLIANT

EXPLANATION. IT WAS A ROCK, OF COURSE, AND IT MUST HAVE GROWN

DURING THE NIGHT.

THERE WERE MANY PLANTS THAT DID THIS - WHITE, PULPY THINGS

SHAPED LIKE PEBBLES,

THAT SEEMED TO SHOOT UP DURING THE HOURS OF DARKNESS. IT WAS



TRUE THAT THEY WERE

SMALL AND ROUND, WHEREAS THIS WAS LARGE AND SHARP-EDGED;

BUT GREATER AND LATER

PHILOSOPHERS THAN MOON-WATCHER WOULD BE PREPARED TO

OVERLOOK EQUALLY STRIKING

EXCEPTIONS TO THEIR THEORIES.

THIS REALLY SUPERB PIECE OF ABSTRACT THINKING LED MOON-

WATCHER, AFTER ONLY

THREE OR FOUR MINUTES, TO A DEDUCTION WHICH HE IMMEDIATELY

PUT TO THE TEST. THE

WHITE ROUND PEBBLE-PLANTS WERE VERY TASTY (THOUGH THERE

WERE A FEW THAT PRODUCED

VIOLENT ILLNESS); PERHAPS THIS TALL ONE...?

A FEW LICKS AND ATTEMPTED NIBBLES QUICKLY DISILLUSIONED HIM.

THERE WAS NO

NOURISHMENT HERE; SO LIKE A SENSIBLE MAN-APE, HE CONTINUED ON

HIS WAY TO THE

RIVER AND FORGOT ALL ABOUT THE CRYSTALLINE MONOLITH, DURING

THE DAILY ROUTINE OF

SHRIEKING AT THE OTHERS.

THE FORAGING TODAY WAS VERY BAD, AND THE TRIBE HAD TO TRAVEL

SEVERAL MILES

FROM THE CAVES TO FIND ANY FOOD AT ALL. DURING THE MERCILESS

HEAT OF NOON ONE OF

THE FRAILER FEMALES COLLAPSED, FAR FROM ANY POSSIBLE SHELTER.

HER COMPANIONS

GATHERED ROUND HER, TWITTERING AND MEEPING SYMPATHETICALLY,

BUT THERE WAS



NOTHING THAT ANYONE COULD DO. IF THEY HAD BEEN LESS

EXHAUSTED THEY MIGHT HAVE

CARRIED HER WITH THEM, BUT THERE WAS NO SURPLUS ENERGY FOR

SUCH ACTS OF

KINDNESS. SHE HAD TO BE LEFT BEHIND, TO RECOVER OR NOT WITH HER

OWN RESOURCES.

THEY PASSED THE SPOT ON THE HOMEWARD TREK THAT EVENING;

THERE WAS NOT A BONE TO

BE SEEN.

IN THE LAST LIGHT OF DAY, LOOKING ROUND ANXIOUSLY FOR EARLY

HUNTERS, THEY

DRANK HASTILY AT THE STREAM AND STARTED THE CLIMB UP TO THEIR

CAVES. THEY WERE

STILL A HUNDRED YARDS FROM THE NEW ROCK WHEN THE SOUND

BEGAN.

IT WAS BARELY AUDIBLE, YET IT STOPPED THEM DEAD, SO THAT THEY

STOOD

PARALYZED ON THE TRAIL WITH THEIR JAWS HANGING SLACKLY. A

SIMPLE, MADDENINGLY

REPETITIOUS VIBRATION, IT PULSED OUT FROM THE CRYSTAL; AND

HYPNOTIZED ALL WHO

CAME WITHIN ITS SPELL. FOR THE FIRST TIME - AND THE LAST, FOR

THREE MILLION

YEARS - THE SOUND OF DRUMMING WAS HEARD IN AFRICA. THE

THROBBING GREW LOUDER, MORE INSISTENT. PRESENTLY THE MAN-

APES BEGAN TO

MOVE FORWARD, LIKE SLEEPWALKERS, TOWARD THE SOURCE OF THAT

COMPULSIVE SOUND.



SOMETIMES THEY TOOK LITTLE DANCING STEPS, AS THEIR BLOOD

RESPONDED TO RHYTHMS

THAT THEIR DESCENDANTS WOULD NOT CREATE FOR AGES YET.

TOTALLY ENTRANCED, THEY

GATHERED ROUND THE MONOLITH, FORGETTING THE HARDSHIPS OF

THE DAY, THE PERILS OF

THE APPROACHING DUSK, AND THE HUNGER IN THEIR BELLIES.

THE DRUMMING BECAME LOUDER, THE NIGHT DARKER. AND AS THE

SHADOWS LENGTHENED

AND THE LIGHT DRAINED FROM THE SKY, THE CRYSTAL BEGAN TO GLOW.

FIRST IT LOST ITS TRANSPARENCY, AND BECAME SUFFUSED WITH A

PALE, MILKY

LUMINESCENCE, TANTALIZING, ILL-DEFINED PHANTOMS MOVED ACROSS

ITS SURFACE AND IN

ITS DEPTHS. THEY COALESCED INTO BARS OF LIGHT AND SHADOW,

THEN FORMED

INTERMESHING, SPOKED PATTERNS THAT BEGAN SLOWLY TO ROTATE.

FASTER AND FASTER SPUN THE WHEELS OF LIGHT, AND THE THROBBING

OF THE DRUMS

ACCELERATED WITH THEM. NOW UTTERLY HYPNOTIZED, THE MAN-APES

COULD ONLY STARE

SLACK-JAWED INTO THIS ASTONISHING DISPLAY OF PYROTECHNICS.

THEY HAD ALREADY

FORGOTTEN THE INSTINCTS OF THEIR FOREFATHERS AND THE LESSONS

OF A LIFETIME; NOT

ONE OF THEM, ORDINARILY, WOULD HAVE BEEN SO FAR FROM HIS CAVE,

SO LATE IN THE

EVENING. FOR THE SURROUNDING BRUSH WAS FULL OF FROZEN SHAPES



AND STARING EYES,

AS THE CREATURES OF THE NIGHT SUSPENDED THEIR BUSINESS TO SEE

WHAT WOULD HAPPEN

NEXT.

NOW THE SPINNING WHEELS OF LIGHT BEGAN TO MERGE, AND THE

SPOKES FUSED INTO

LUMINOUS BARS THAT SLOWLY RECEDED INTO THE DISTANCE, ROTATING

ON THEIR AXES AS

THEY DID SO. THEY SPLIT INTO PAIRS AND THE RESULTING SETS OF

LINES STARTED TO

OSCILLATE ACROSS ONE ANOTHER, SLOWLY CHANGING THEIR ANGLES

OF INTERSECTION.

FANTASTIC, FLEETING GEOMETRICAL PATTERNS FLICKERED IN AND OUT

OF EXISTENCE AS

THE GLOWING GRIDS MESHED AND UNMESHED; AND THE MAN-APES

WATCHED, MESMERIZED

CAPTIVES OF THE SHINING CRYSTAL.

THEY COULD NEVER GUESS THAT THEIR MINDS WERE BEING PROBED,

THEIR BODIES

MAPPED, THEIR REACTIONS STUDIED, THEIR POTENTIALS EVALUATED. AT

FIRST, THE WHOLE

TRIBE REMAINED HALF CROUCHING IN A MOTIONLESS TABLEAU, AS IF

FROZEN INTO STONE.

THEN THE MAN-APE NEAREST TO THE SLAB SUDDENLY CAME TO LIFE.

HE DID NOT MOVE FROM HIS POSITION, BUT HIS BODY LOST ITS

TRANCELIKE RIGIDITY

AND BECAME ANIMATED AS IF IT WERE A PUPPET CONTROLLED BY

INVISIBLE STRINGS. THE



HEAD TURNED THIS WAY AND THAT; THE MOUTH SILENTLY OPENED AND

CLOSED; THE HANDS

CLENCHED AND UNCLENCHED. THEN HE BENT DOWN, SNAPPED OFF A

LONG STALK OF GRASS,

AND ATTEMPTED TO TIE IT INTO A KNOT WITH CLUMSY FINGERS.

HE SEEMED TO BE A THING POSSESSED, STRUGGLING AGAINST SOME

SPIRIT OR DEMON

WHO HAD TAKEN OVER CONTROL OF HIS BODY. HE WAS PANTING FOR

BREATH, AND HIS EYES

WERE FULL OF TERROR AS HE TRIED TO FORCE HIS FINGERS TO MAKE

MOVEMENTS MORE

COMPLEX THAN ANY THAT THEY HAD EVER ATTEMPTED BEFORE.

DESPITE ALL HIS EFFORTS, HE SUCCEEDED ONLY IN BREAKING THE

STALK INTO

PIECES. AS THE FRAGMENTS FELL TO THE GROUND, THE CONTROLLING

INFLUENCE LEFT HIM,

AND HE FROZE ONCE MORE INTO IMMOBILITY.

ANOTHER MAN-APE CAME TO LIFE, AND WENT THROUGH THE SAME

ROUTINE. THIS WAS A

YOUNGER, MORE ADAPTABLE SPECIMEN; IT SUCCEEDED WHERE THE

OLDER ONE HAD FAILED.

ON THE PLANET EARTH, THE FIRST CRUDE KNOT HAD BEEN TIED.

OTHERS DID STRANGER AND STILL MORE POINTLESS THINGS. SOME

HELD THEIR HANDS

OUT AT ARM'S LENGTH, AND TRIED TO TOUCH THEIR FINGERTIPS

TOGETHER - FIRST WITH

BOTH EYES OPEN, THEN WITH ONE CLOSED. SOME WERE MADE TO

STARE AT RULED PATTERNS



IN THE CRYSTAL, WHICH BECAME MORE AND MORE FINELY DIVIDED

UNTIL THE LINES HAD

MERGED INTO A GRAY BLUR. AND ALL HEARD SINGLE PURE SOUNDS, OF

VARYING PITCH,

THAT SWIFTLY SANK BELOW THE LEVEL OF HEARING.

WHEN MOON-WATCHER'S TURN CAME, HE FELT VERY LITTLE FEAR. HIS

MAIN SENSATION

WAS A DULL RESENTMENT, AS HIS MUSCLES TWITCHED AND HIS LIMBS

MOVED AT COMMANDS

THAT WERE NOT WHOLLY HIS OWN. WITHOUT KNOWING WHY, HE BENT

DOWN AND PICKED UP A

SMALL STONE. WHEN HE STRAIGHTENED UP, HE SAW THAT THERE WAS

A NEW IMAGE IN THE

CRYSTAL SLAB.

THE GRIDS AND THE MOVING, DANCING PATTERNS HAD GONE. INSTEAD,

THERE WAS A

SERIES OF CONCENTRIC CIRCLES, SURROUNDING A SMALL BLACK DISK.

OBEYING THE SILENT

ORDERS IN HIS BRAIN, HE PITCHED THE STONE WITH A CLUMSY,

OVERARM THROW. IT

MISSED THE TARGET BY SEVERAL FEET.

TRY AGAIN, SAID THE COMMAND. HE SEARCHED AROUND UNTIL HE HAD

FOUND ANOTHER

PEBBLE. THIS TIME IT HIT THE SLAB WITH A RINGING, BELL-LIKE TONE.

HE WAS STILL A

LONG WAY OFF, BUT HIS AIM WAS IMPROVING. AT THE FOURTH

ATTEMPT, HE WAS ONLY

INCHES FROM THE CENTRAL BULL'S-EYE. A FEELING OF INDESCRIBABLE



PLEASURE, ALMOST

SEXUAL IN ITS INTENSITY, FLOODED HIS MIND. THEN THE CONTROL

RELAXED; HE FELT NO

IMPULSE TO DO ANYTHING, EXCEPT TO STAND AND WAIT.

ONE BY ONE, EVERY MEMBER OF THE TRIBE WAS BRIEFLY POSSESSED.

SOME SUCCEEDED,

BUT MOST FAILED AT THE TASKS THEY HAD BEEN SET, AND ALL WERE

APPROPRIATELY

REWARDED BY SPASMS OF PLEASURE OR OF PAIN.

NOW THERE WAS ONLY A UNIFORM FEATURELESS GLOW IN THE GREAT

SLAB, SO THAT IT

STOOD LIKE A BLOCK OF LIGHT SUPERIMPOSED OIL THE SURROUNDING

DARKNESS. AS IF

WAKING FROM A SLEEP, THE MAN-APES SHOOK THEIR HEADS, AND

PRESENTLY BEGAN TO MOVE

ALONG THE TRAIL TO THEIR PLACE OF SHELTER. THEY DID NOT LOOK

BACK, OR WONDER AT

THE STRANGE LIGHT THAT WAS GUIDING THEM TO THEIR HOMES - AND

TO A FUTURE

UNKNOWN, AS YET, EVEN TO THE STARS.

3 - ACADEMY

MOON-WATCHER AND HIS COMPANIONS HAD NO RECOLLECTION OF

WHAT THEY HAD SEEN,

AFTER THE CRYSTAL HAD CEASED TO CAST ITS HYPNOTIC SPELL OVER

THEIR MINDS AND TO

EXPERIMENT WITH THEIR BODIES. THE NEXT DAY, AS THEY WENT OUT TO

FORAGE, THEY

PASSED IT WITH SCARCELY A SECOND THOUGHT; IT WAS NOW PART OF



THE DISREGARDED

BACKGROUND OF THEIR LIVES. THEY COULD NOT EAT IT, AND IT COULD

NOT EAT THEM;

THEREFORE IT WAS NOT IMPORTANT.

DOWN AT THE RIVER, THE OTHERS MADE THEIR USUAL INEFFECTUAL

THREATS. THEIR

LEADER, A ONE-EARED MAN-APE OF MOON-WATCHER'S SIZE AND AGE,

BUT IN POORER

CONDITION, EVEN MADE A BRIEF FORAY TOWARD THE TRIBE'S

TERRITORY, SCREAMING

LOUDLY AND WAVING HIS ARMS IN AN ATTEMPT TO SCARE THE

OPPOSITION AND TO BOLSTER

HIS OWN COURAGE.

THE WATER OF THE STREAM WAS NOWHERE MORE THAN A FOOT DEEP,

BUT THE FARTHER

ONE-EAR MOVED OUT INTO IT, THE MORE UNCERTAIN AND UNHAPPY HE

BECAME. VERY SOON HE SLOWED TO A HALT, AND THEN MOVED BACK,

WITH EXAGGERATED DIGNITY, TO JOIN HIS

COMPANIONS.

OTHERWISE, THERE WAS NO CHANGE IN THE NORMAL ROUTINE. THE

TRIBE GATHERED

JUST ENOUGH NOURISHMENT TO SURVIVE FOR ANOTHER DAY, AND NO

ONE DIED.

AND THAT NIGHT, THE CRYSTAL SLAB WAS STILL WAITING; SURROUNDED

BY ITS

PULSING AURA OF LIGHT AND SOUND. THE PROGRAM IT HAD

CONTRIVED, HOWEVER, WAS NOW

SUBTLY DIFFERENT.



SOME, OF THE MAN-APES IT IGNORED COMPLETELY, AS IF IT WAS

CONCENTRATING ON

THE MOST PROMISING SUBJECTS.

ONE OF THEM WAS MOON-WATCHER; ONCE AGAIN HE FELT INQUISITIVE

TENDRILS

CREEPING DOWN THE UNUSED BYWAYS OF HIS BRAIN. AND PRESENTLY,

HE BEGAN TO SEE

VISIONS. THEY MIGHT HAVE BEEN WITHIN THE CRYSTAL BLOCK; THEY

MIGHT HAVE BEEN

WHOLLY INSIDE HIS MIND. IN ANY EVENT, TO MOON-WATCHER THEY

WERE COMPLETELY REAL.

YET SOMEHOW THE USUAL AUTOMATIC IMPULSE TO DRIVE OFF

INVADERS OF HIS TERRITORY

HAD BEEN LULLED INTO QUIESCENCE.

HE WAS LOOKING AT A PEACEFUL FAMILY GROUP, DIFFERING IN ONLY

ONE RESPECT

FROM THE SCENES HE KNEW. THE MALE, FEMALE, AND TWO INFANTS

THAT HAD MYSTERIOUSLY

APPEARED BEFORE HIM WERE GORGED AND REPLETE, WITH SLEEK AND

GLOSSY PELTS - AND

THIS WAS A CONDITION OF LIFE THAT MOON-WATCHER HAD NEVER

IMAGINED.

UNCONSCIOUSLY, HE FELT HIS OWN PROTRUDING RIBS; THE RIBS OF

THESE CREATURES WERE

HIDDEN IN ROLLS OF FAT. FROM TIME TO TIME THEY STIRRED LAZILY, AS

THEY LOLLED AT

EASE NEAR THE ENTRANCE OF A CAVE, APPARENTLY AT PEACE WITH

THE WORLD.



OCCASIONALLY; THE BIG MALE EMITTED A MONUMENTAL BURP OF

CONTENTMENT.

THERE WAS NO OTHER ACTIVITY, AND AFTER FIVE MINUTES THE SCENE

SUDDENLY FADED

OUT. THE CRYSTAL WAS NO MORE THAN A GLIMMERING OUTLINE IN THE

DARKNESS; MOON-

WATCHER SHOOK HIMSELF AS IF AWAKING FROM A DREAM, ABRUPTLY

REALIZED WHERE HE

WAS, AND LED THE TRIBE BACK TO THE CAVES.

HE HAD NO CONSCIOUS MEMORY OF WHAT HE HAD SEEN; BUT THAT

NIGHT, AS HE SAT

BROODING AT THE ENTRANCE OF HIS LAIR, HIS EARS ATTUNED TO THE

NOISES OF THE

WORLD AROUND HIM, MOON-WATCHER FELT THE FIRST FAINT TWINGES

OF A NEW AND POTENT

EMOTION. IT WAS A VAGUE AND DIFFUSE SENSE OF ENVY - OF

DISSATISFACTION WITH HIS

LIFE. HE HAD NO IDEA OF ITS CAUSE, STILL LESS OF ITS CURE; BUT

DISCONTENT HAD

COME INTO HIS SOUL, AND HE HAD TAKEN ONE SMALL STEP TOWARD

HUMANITY.

NIGHT AFTER NIGHT, THE SPECTACLE OF THOSE FOUR PLUMP MAN-

APES WAS REPEATED,

UNTIL IT HAD BECOME A SOURCE OF FASCINATED EXASPERATION,

SERVING TO INCREASE

MOON-WATCHER'S ETERNAL, GNAWING HUNGER. THE EVIDENCE OF HIS

EYES COULD NOT HAVE

PRODUCED THIS EFFECT; IT NEEDED PSYCHOLOGICAL REINFORCEMENT.



THERE WERE GAPS IN

MOON-WATCHER'S LIFE NOW THAT HE WOULD NEVER REMEMBER, WHEN

THE VERY ATOMS OF HIS

SIMPLE BRAIN WERE BEING TWISTED INTO NEW PATTERNS. IF HE

SURVIVED, THOSE

PATTERNS WOULD BECOME ETERNAL, FOR HIS GENES WOULD PASS

THEM ON TO FUTURE

GENERATIONS.

IT WAS A SLOW, TEDIOUS BUSINESS, BUT THE CRYSTAL MONOLITH WAS

PATIENT.

NEITHER IT, NOR ITS REPLICAS SCATTERED ACROSS HALF THE GLOBE,

EXPECTED TO

SUCCEED WITH ALL THE SCORES OF GROUPS INVOLVED IN THE

EXPERIMENT. A HUNDRED

FAILURES WOULD NOT MATTER, WHEN A SINGLE SUCCESS COULD

CHANGE THE DESTINY OF THE

WORLD. BY THE TIME OF THE NEXT NEW MOON, THE TRIBE HAD SEEN

ONE BIRTH AND TWO

DEATHS. ONE OF THESE HAD BEEN DUE TO STARVATION; THE OTHER

HAD OCCURRED DURING

THE NIGHTLY RITUAL, WHEN A MAN-APE HAD SUDDENLY COLLAPSED

WHILE ATTEMPTING TO

TAP TWO PIECES OF STONE DELICATELY TOGETHER. AT ONCE, THE

CRYSTAL HAD DARKENED,

AND THE TRIBE HAD BEEN RELEASED FROM THE SPELL. BUT THE FALLEN

MAN-APE HAD NOT

MOVED; AND BY THE MORNING, OF COURSE, THE BODY WAS GONE.

THERE HAD BEEN NO PERFORMANCE THE NEXT NIGHT; THE CRYSTAL



WAS STILL

ANALYZING ITS MISTAKE. THE TRIBE STREAMED PAST IT THROUGH THE

GATHERING DUSK,

IGNORING ITS PRESENCE COMPLETELY. THE NIGHT AFTER, IT WAS READY

FOR THEM AGAIN.

THE FOUR PLUMP MAN-APES WERE STILL THERE, AND NOW THEY WERE

DOING EXTRAORDINARY

THINGS. MOON-WATCHER BEGAN TO TREMBLE UNCONTROLLABLY; HE

FELT AS IF HIS BRAIN

WOULD BURST, AND WANTED TO TURN AWAY HIS EYES. BUT THAT

REMORSELESS MENTAL

CONTROL WOULD NOT RELAX ITS GRIP; HE WAS COMPELLED TO FOLLOW

THE LESSON TO THE

END, THOUGH ALL HIS INSTINCTS REVOLTED AGAINST IT.

THOSE INSTINCTS HAD SERVED HIS ANCESTORS WELL, IN THE DAYS OF

WARM RAINS AND

LUSH FERTILITY, WHEN FOOD WAS TO BE HAD EVERYWHERE FOR THE

PLUCKING. NOW TIMES

HAD CHANGED, AND THE INHERITED WISDOM OF THE PAST HAD

BECOME FOLLY. THE MAN-APES

MUST ADAPT, OR THEY MUST DIE - LIKE THE GREATER BEASTS WHO HAD

GONE BEFORE THEM,

AND WHOSE BONES NOW LAY SEALED WITHIN THE LIMESTONE HILLS.

SO MOON-WATCHER STARED AT THE CRYSTAL MONOLITH WITH

UNBLINKING EYES, WHILE

HIS BRAIN LAY OPEN TO ITS STILL UNCERTAIN MANIPULATIONS. OFTEN

HE FELT NAUSEA,

BUT ALWAYS HE FELT HUNGER; AND FROM TIME TO TIME HIS HANDS



CLENCHED

UNCONSCIOUSLY IN THE PATTERNS THAT WOULD DETERMINE HIS NEW

WAY OF LIFE.

AS THE LINE OF WARTHOGS MOVED SNUFFLING AND GRUNTING ACROSS

THE TRAIL, MOON-

WATCHER CAME TO A SUDDEN HALT. PIGS AND MAN-APES HAD ALWAYS

IGNORED EACH OTHER,

FOR THERE WAS NO CONFLICT OF INTEREST BETWEEN THEM. LIKE MOST

ANIMALS THAT DID

NOT COMPETE FOR THE SAME FOOD, THEY MERELY KEPT OUT OF EACH

OTHER'S WAY.

YET NOW MOON-WATCHER STOOD LOOKING AT THEM, WAVERING BACK

AND FORTH

UNCERTAINLY AS HE WAS BUFFETED BY IMPULSES WHICH HE COULD

NOT UNDERSTAND, THEN,

AS IF IN A DREAM, HE STARTED SEARCHING THE GROUND - THOUGH FOR

WHAT, HE COULD

NOT HAVE EXPLAINED EVEN IF HE HAD HAD THE POWER OF SPEECH. HE

WOULD RECOGNIZE IT

WHEN HE SAW IT.

IT WAS A HEAVY, POINTED STONE ABOUT SIX INCHES LONG, AND

THOUGH IT DID NOT

FIT HIS HAND PERFECTLY, IT WOULD DO. AS HE SWUNG HIS HAND

AROUND, PUZZLED BY ITS

SUDDENLY INCREASED WEIGHT, HE FELT A PLEASING SENSE OF POWER

AND AUTHORITY. HE

STARTED TO MOVE TOWARD THE NEAREST PIG.

IT WAS A YOUNG AND FOOLISH ANIMAL, EVEN BY THE UNDEMANDING



STANDARDS OF

WARTHOG INTELLIGENCE. THOUGH IT OBSERVED HIM OUT OF THE

CORNER OF ITS EYE, IT

DID NOT TAKE HIM SERIOUSLY UNTIL MUCH TOO LATE. WHY SHOULD IT

SUSPECT THESE

HARMLESS CREATURES OF ANY EVIL INTENT? IT WENT ON ROOTING UP

THE GRASS UNTIL

MOON-WATCHER'S STONE HAMMER OBLITERATED ITS DIM

CONSCIOUSNESS. THE REMAINDER OF

THE HERD CONTINUED GRAZING UNALARMED, FOR THE MURDER HAD

BEEN SWIFT AND SILENT.

ALL THE OTHER MAN-APES IN THE GROUP HAD STOPPED TO WATCH,

AND NOW THEY

CROWDED ROUND MOON-WATCHER AND HIS VICTIM WITH ADMIRING

WONDER. PRESENTLY ONE OF

THEM PICKED UP THE BLOOD-STAINED WEAPON, AND BEGAN TO POUND

THE DEAD PIG. OTHERS

JOINED IN WITH ANY STICKS AND STONES THAT THEY COULD GATHER,

UNTIL THEIRT TARGET

BEGAN A MESSY DISINTEGRATION. THEN THEY BECAME BORED; SOME

WANDERED OFF, WHILE OTHERS STOOD HESITANTLY

AROUND THE UNRECOGNIZABLE CORPSE - THE FUTURE OF A WORLD

WAITING UPON THEIR

DECISION. IT WAS A SURPRISINGLY LONG TIME BEFORE ONE OF THE

NURSING FEMALES

BEGAN TO LICK THE GORY STONE SHE WAS HOLDING IN HER PAWS.

AND IT WAS LONGER STILL BEFORE MOON-WATCHER, DESPITE ALL THAT

HE HAD BEEN



SHOWN, REALLY UNDERSTOOD THAT HE NEED NEVER BE HUNGRY AGAIN.

4 - THE LEOPARD

THE TOOLS THEY HAD BEEN PROGRAMMED TO USE WERE SIMPLE

ENOUGH, YET THEY

COULD CHANGE THIS WORLD AND MAKE THE MAN-APES ITS MASTERS.

THE MOST PRIMITIVE

WAS THE HAND-HELD STONE, THAT MULTIPLIED MANYFOLD THE POWER

OF A BLOW. THEN

THERE WAS THE BONE CLUB, THAT LENGTHENED THE REACH AND

COULD PROVIDE A BUFFER

AGAINST THE FANGS OR CLAWS OF ANGRY ANIMALS. WITH THESE

WEAPONS, THE LIMITLESS

FOOD THAT ROAMED THE SAVANNAS WAS THEIRS TO TAKE.

BUT THEY NEEDED OTHER AIDS, FOR THEIR TEETH AND NAILS COULD

NOT READILY

DISMEMBER ANYTHING LARGER THAN A RABBIT, LUCKILY, NATURE HAD

PROVIDED THE

PERFECT TOOLS, REQUIRING ONLY THE WIT TO PICK THEM UP; FIRST

THERE WAS A CRUDE

BUT VERY EFFICIENT KNIFE OR SAW, OF A MODEL THAT WOULD SERVE

WELL FOR THE NEXT

THREE MILLION YEARS. IT WAS SIMPLY THE LOWER JAWBONE OF AN

ANTELOPE, WITH THE

TEETH STILL IN PLACE; THERE WOULD BE NO SUBSTANTIAL

IMPROVEMENT UNTIL THE COMING

OF STEEL. THEN THERE WAS AN AWL OR DAGGER IN THE FORM OF A

GAZELLE HORN, AND

FINALLY A SCRAPING TOOL MADE FROM THE COMPLETE JAW OF



ALMOST ANY SMALL ANIMAL.

THE STONE CLUB, THE TOOTHED SAW, THE HORN DAGGER, THE BONE

SCRAPER - THESE

WERE THE MARVELOUS INVENTIONS WHICH THE MAN-APES NEEDED IN

ORDER TO SURVIVE.

SOON THEY WOULD RECOGNIZE THEM FOR THE SYMBOLS OF POWER

THAT THEY WERE, BUT MANY

MONTHS MUST PASS BEFORE THEIR CLUMSY FINGERS HAD ACQUIRED

THE SKILL - OR THE

WILL - TO USE THEM.

PERHAPS, GIVEN TIME, THEY MIGHT BY THEIR OWN EFFORTS HAVE

COME TO THE

AWESOME AND BRILLIANT CONCEPT OF USING NATURAL WEAPONS AS

ARTIFICIAL TOOLS. BUT

THE ODDS WERE ALL AGAINST THEM, AND EVEN NOW THERE WERE

ENDLESS OPPORTUNITIES

FOR FAILURE IN THE AGES THAT LAY AHEAD.

THE MAN-APES HAD BEEN GIVEN THEIR FIRST CHANCE. THERE WOULD

BE NO SECOND

ONE; THE FUTURE WAS, VERY LITERALLY, IN THEIR OWN HANDS.

MOONS WAXED AND WANED; BABIES WERE BORN AND SOMETIMES

LIVED; FEEBLE,

TOOTHLESS THIRTY-YEAR-OLDS DIED; THE LEOPARD TOOK ITS TOLL IN

THE NIGHT; THE

OTHERS THREATENED DAILY ACROSS THE RIVER - AND THE TRIBE

PROSPERED. IN THE

COURSE OF A SINGLE YEAR, MOON-WATCHER AND HIS COMPANIONS

HAD CHANGED ALMOST



BEYOND RECOGNITION.

THEY HAD LEARNED THEIR LESSONS WELL; NOW THEY COULD HANDLE

ALL THE TOOLS

THAT HAD BEEN REVEALED TO THEM. THE VERY MEMORY OF HUNGER

WAS FADING FROM THEIR

MINDS; AND THOUGH THE WARTHOGS WERE BECOMING SHY, THERE

WERE GAZELLES AND ANTELOPES AND ZEBRAS IN COUNTLESS

THOUSANDS ON THE PLAINS. ALL THESE ANIMALS,

AND OTHERS, HAD FALLEN PREY TO THE APPRENTICE HUNTERS.

NOW THAT THEY WERE NO LONGER HALF-NUMBED WITH STARVATION,

THEY HAD TIME BOTH

FOR LEISURE AND FOR THE FIRST RUDIMENTS OF THOUGHT. THEIR NEW

WAY OF LIFE WAS

NOW CASUALLY ACCEPTED, AND THEY DID NOT ASSOCIATE IT IN ANY

WAY WITH THE

MONOLITH STILL STANDING BESIDE THE TRAIL TO THE RIVER. IF THEY

HAD EVER STOPPED

TO CONSIDER THE MATTER, THEY MIGHT HAVE BOASTED THAT THEY

HAD BROUGHT ABOUT

THEIR IMPROVED STATUS BY THEIR OWN EFFORTS; IN FACT, THEY HAD

ALREADY FORGOTTEN

ANY OTHER MODE OF EXISTENCE.

BUT NO UTOPIA IS PERFECT, AND THIS ONE HAD TWO BLEMISHES. THE

FIRST WAS THE

MARAUDING LEOPARD, WHOSE PASSION FOR MAN-APES SEEMED TO

HAVE GROWN EVEN STRONGER

NOW THAT THEY WERE BETTER NOURISHED. THE SECOND WAS THE

TRIBE ACROSS THE RIVER;



FOR SOMEHOW THE OTHERS HAD SURVIVED, AND HAD STUBBORNLY

REFUSED TO DIE OF

STARVATION.

THE LEOPARD PROBLEM WAS RESOLVED PARTLY BY CHANCE, PARTLY

OWING TO A SERIOUS

- INDEED ALMOST FATAL - ERROR ON MOON-WATCHER'S PART. YET AT

THE TIME HIS IDEA

HAD SEEMED SUCH A BRILLIANT ONE THAT HE HAD DANCED WITH JOY,

AND PERHAPS HE

COULD HARDLY BE BLAMED FOR OVERLOOKING THE CONSEQUENCES.

THE TRIBE STILL EXPERIENCED OCCASIONAL BAD DAYS, THOUGH THESE

NO LONGER

THREATENED ITS VERY SURVIVAL. TOWARD DUSK, IT HAD FAILED TO

MAKE A KILL; THE

HOME CAVES WERE ALREADY IN SIGHT AS MOON-WATCHER LED HIS

TIRED AND DISGRUNTLED

COMPANIONS BACK TO SHELTER. AND THERE, ON THEIR VERY

THRESHOLD, THEY FOUND ONE

OF NATURE'S RARE BONANZAS. A FULL-GROWN ANTELOPE WAS LYING

BY THE TRAIL. ITS

FORELEG WAS BROKEN, BUT IT STILL HAD PLENTY OF FIGHT IN IT, AND

THE CIRCLING

JACKALS GAVE ITS DAGGERLIKE HORNS A RESPECTFUL BERTH. THEY

COULD AFFORD TO WAIT;

THEY KNEW THAT THEY HAD ONLY TO BIDE THEIR TIME. BUT THEY HAD

FORGOTTEN ABOUT

THE COMPETITION, AND RETREATED WITH ANGRY SNARLS WHEN THE

MAN-APES ARRIVED.



THEY TOO CIRCLED WARILY, KEEPING BEYOND THE RANGE OF THOSE

DANGEROUS HORNS;

THEN THEY MOVED TO THE ATTACK WITH CLUBS AND STONES.

IT WAS NOT A VERY EFFECTIVE OR COORDINATED ATTACK; BY THE TIME

THE WRETCHED

BEAST HAD BEEN GIVEN ITS QUIETUS THE LIGHT HAD ALMOST GONE -

AND THE JACKALS

WERE REGAINING THEIR COURAGE. MOON-WATCHER, TORN BETWEEN

FEAR AND HUNGER, SLOWLY

REALIZED THAT ALL THIS EFFORT MIGHT HAVE BEEN IN VAIN. IT WAS

TOO DANGEROUS TO

STAY HERE ANY LONGER.

THEN, NOT FOR THE FIRST OR THE LAST TIME, HE PROVED HIMSELF A

GENIUS. WITH

AN IMMENSE EFFORT OF IMAGINATION, HE VISUALIZED THE DEAD

ANTELOPE - IN THE

SAFETY OF HIS OWN CAVE. HE BEGAN TO DRAG IT TOWARD THE CLIFF

FACE; PRESENTLY,

THE OTHERS UNDERSTOOD HIS INTENTIONS, AND BEGAN TO HELP HIM.

IF HE HAD KNOWN HOW DIFFICULT THE TASK WOULD BE, HE WOULD

NEVER HAVE

ATTEMPTED IT. ONLY HIS GREAT STRENGTH, AND THE AGILITY

INHERITED FROM HIS

ARBOREAL ANCESTORS ALLOWED HIM TO HAUL THE CARCASS UP THE

STEEP SLOPE. SEVERAL

TIMES, WEEPING WITH FRUSTRATION, HE ALMOST ABANDONED HIS

PRIZE, BUT A

STUBBORNNESS AS DEEP-SEATED AS HIS HUNGER DROVE HIM ON.



SOMETIMES THE OTHERS

HELPED HIM, SOMETIMES THEY HINDERED; MORE OFTEN, THEY MERELY

GOT IN THE WAY. BUT

FINALLY IT WAS DONE; THE BATTERED ANTELOPE WAS DRAGGED OVER

THE LIP OF THE CAVE,

AS THE LAST HUES OF SUNLIGHT FADED FROM THE SKY; AND THE

FEASTING BEGAN. HOURS LATER, GORGED TO REPLETION, MOON-

WATCHER AWOKE. NOT KNOWING WHY, HE

SAT UP IN THE DARKNESS AMONG THE SPRAWLED BODIES OF HIS

EQUALLY SATIATED

COMPANIONS, AND STRAINED HIS EARS INTO THE NIGHT.

THERE WAS NO SOUND EXCEPT THE HEAVY BREATHING AROUND HIM;

THE WHOLE WORLD

SEEMED ASLEEP. THE ROCKS BEYOND THE MOUTH OF THE CAVE WERE

PALE AS BONE IN THE

BRILLIANT LIGHT FROM THE MOON, NOW HIGH OVERHEAD. ANY

THOUGHT OF DANGER SEEMED

INFINITELY REMOTE.

THEN, FROM A LONG WAY OFF, CAME THE SOUND OF A FALLING PEBBLE.

FEARFUL, YET

INQUISITIVE, MOON-WATCHER CRAWLED OUT ONTO THE LEDGE OF THE

CAVE AND PEERED DOWN

THE FACE OF THE CLIFF.

WHAT HE SAW LEFT HIM SO PARALYZED WITH FRIGHT THAT FOR LONG

SECONDS HE WAS

UNABLE TO MOVE. ONLY TWENTY FEET BELOW, TWO GLEAMING GOLDEN

EYES WERE STARING

STRAIGHT UP AT HIM; THEY HELD HIM SO HYPNOTIZED WITH FEAR THAT



HE WAS SCARCELY

AWARE OF THE LITHE, STREAKED BODY BEHIND THEM, FLOWING

SMOOTHLY AND SILENTLY

FROM ROCK TO ROCK. NEVER BEFORE HAD THE LEOPARD CLIMBED SO

HIGH. IT HAD IGNORED

THE LOWER CAVES, THOUGH IT MUST HAVE BEEN WELL AWARE OF THEIR

INHABITANTS. NOW

IT WAS AFTER OTHER GAME; IT WAS FOLLOWING THE SPOOR OF BLOOD,

UP THE MOON-WASHED

FACE OF THE CLIFF.

SECONDS LATER, THE NIGHT WAS MADE HIDEOUS BY THE SHRIEKS OF

ALARM FROM THE

MAN-APES IN THE CAVE ABOVE. THE LEOPARD GAVE A SNARL OF FURY

AS IT REALIZED THAT

IT HAD LOST THE ELEMENT OF SURPRISE. BUT IT DID NOT CHECK ITS

ADVANCE, FOR IT

KNEW THAT IT HAD NOTHING TO FEAR.

IT REACHED THE LEDGE, AND RESTED FOR A MOMENT ON THE NARROW

OPEN SPACE. THE

SCENT OF BLOOD WAS ALL AROUND, FILLING ITS FIERCE AND TINY MIND

WITH ONE

OVERWHELMING DESIRE. WITHOUT HESITATION, IT PADDED SILENTLY

INTO THE CAVE.

AND HERE IT MADE ITS FIRST ERROR, FOR AS IT MOVED OUT OF THE

MOONLIGHT EVEN

ITS SUPERBLY NIGHT-ADAPTED EYES WERE AT A MOMENTARY

DISADVANTAGE. THE MAN-APES

COULD SEE IT, PARTLY SILHOUETTED AGAINST THE OPENING OF THE



CAVE, MORE CLEARLY

THAN IT COULD SEE THEM. THEY WERE TERRIFIED, BUT THEY WERE NO

LONGER UTTERLY

HELPLESS.

SNARLING AND LASHING ITS TAIL IN ARROGANT CONFIDENCE, THE

LEOPARD ADVANCED

IN SEARCH OF THE TENDER FOOD THAT IT CRAVED. HAD IT MET ITS PREY

IN THE OPEN, IT

WOULD HAVE HAD NO PROBLEMS; BUT NOW THAT THE MAN-APES WERE

TRAPPED, DESPERATION

HAD GIVEN THEM THE COURAGE TO ATTEMPT THE IMPOSSIBLE. AND

FOR THE FIRST TIME

THEY HAD THE MEANS TO ACHIEVE IT.

THE LEOPARD KNEW THAT SOMETHING WAS WRONG WHEN IT FELT A

STUNNING BLOW ON

ITS HEAD. IT LASHED OUT WITH ITS FOREPAW, AND HEARD A SHRIEK OF

AGONY AS ITS

CLAWS SLASHED THROUGH SOFT FLESH. THEN THERE WAS A PIERCING

PAIN AS SOMETHING

SHARP DROVE INTO ITS FLANKS - ONCE, TWICE, AND YET A THIRD TIME.

IT WHIRLED

AROUND TO STRIKE AT THE SHADOWS SCREAMING AND DANCING ON

ALL SIDES.

AGAIN THERE WAS A VIOLENT BLOW AS SOMETHING CAUGHT IT ACROSS

THE SNOUT. ITS

TEETH SNAPPED ON A WHITE, MOVING BLUR - ONLY TO GRATE

USELESSSLY UPON DEAD BONE.

AND NOW - IN A FINAL, UNBELIEVABLE INDIGNITY - ITS TAIL WAS BEING



DRAGGED OUT BY

THE ROOTS.

IT WHIRLED AROUND, THROWING ITS INSANELY DARING TORMENTOR

AGAINST THE WALL

OF THE CAVE. YET WHATEVER IT DID, IT COULD NOT ESCAPE THE RAIN OF

BLOWS,

INFLICTED ON IT BY CRUDE WEAPONS WIELDED BY CLUMSY BUT

POWERFUL HANDS. ITS SNARLS RAN THE GAMUT FROM PAIN TO ALARM,

FROM ALARM TO OUTRIGHT TERROR. THE

IMPLACABLE HUNTER WAS NOW THE VICTIM, AND WAS DESPERATELY

TRYING TO RETREAT.

AND THEN IT MADE ITS SECOND MISTAKE, FOR IN ITS SURPRISE AND

FRIGHT IT HAD

FORGOTTEN WHERE IT WAS. OR PERHAPS IT HAD BEEN DAZED OR

BLINDED BY THE BLOWS

RAINED ON ITS HEAD; WHATEVER THE CASE, IT BOLTED ABRUPTLY FROM

THE CAVE. THERE

WAS A HORRIBLE SCREECH AS IT WENT TOPPLING OUT INTO SPACE.

AGES LATER, IT

SEEMED, THERE CAME A THUD AS IT CRASHED INTO AN OUTCROPPING

HALFWAY DOWN THE

CLIFF; THEREAFTER, THE ONLY SOUND WAS THE SLIDING OF LOOSE

STONES, WHICH QUICKLY

DIED AWAY INTO THE NIGHT.

FOR A LONG TIME, INTOXICATED BY VICTORY, MOON-WATCHER STOOD

DANCING AND

GIBBERING AT THE ENTRANCE OF THE CAVE. HE RIGHTLY SENSED THAT

HIS WHOLE WORLD



HAD CHANGED AND THAT HE WAS NO LONGER A POWERLESS VICTIM OF

THE FORCES AROUND

HIM.

THEN HE WENT BACK INTO THE CAVE AND, FOR THE FIRST TIME IN HIS

LIFE, HAD AN

UNBROKEN NIGHT'S SLEEP.

IN THE MORNING, THEY I FOUND THE BODY OF THE LEOPARD AT THE

FOOT OF THE

CLIFF. EVEN IN DEATH, IT WAS SOME TIME BEFORE ANYONE DARED TO

APPROACH THE

VANQUISHED MONSTER, BUT PRESENTLY THEY CLOSED IN UPON IT, WITH

THEIR BONE KNIVES

AND SAWS.

IT WAS VERY HARD WORK, AND THEY DID NO HUNTING THAT DAY.

5 - ENCOUNTER IN THE DAWN

AS HE LED THE TRIBE DOWN TO THE RIVER IN THE DIM LIGHT OF DAWN,

MOON-

WATCHER PAUSED UNCERTAINLY AT A FAMILIAR SPOT. SOMETHING, HE

KNEW, WAS MISSING;

BUT WHAT IT WAS, HE COULD NOT REMEMBER. HE WASTED NO MENTAL

EFFORT ON THE

PROBLEM, FOR THIS MORNING HE HAD MORE IMPORTANT MATTERS ON

HIS MIND.

LIKE THUNDER AND LIGHTNING AND CLOUDS AND ECLIPSES, THE GREAT

BLOCK OF

CRYSTAL HAD DEPARTED AS MYSTERIOUSLY AS IT HAD COME. HAVING

VANISHED INTO THE

NONEXISTENT PAST, IT NEVER TROUBLED MOON-WATCHER'S THOUGHTS



AGAIN.

HE WOULD NEVER KNOW WHAT IT HAD DONE TO HIM; AND NONE OF HIS

COMPANIONS

WONDERED, AS THEY GATHERED ROUND HIM IN THE MORNING MIST,

WHY HE HAD PAUSED FOR

A MOMENT HERE ON THE WAY TO THE RIVER.

FROM THEIR SIDE OF THE STREAM, IN THE NEVER-VIOLATED SAFETY OF

THEIR OWN

TERRITORY, THE OTHERS FIRST SAW MOON-WATCHER AND A DOZEN

MALES OF HIS TRIBE AS A

MOVING FRIEZE AGAINST THE DAWN SKY. AT ONCE THEY BEGAN TO

SCREAM THEIR DAILY

CHALLENGE; BUT THIS TIME, THERE WAS NO ANSWER.

STEADILY, PURPOSEFULLY - ABOVE ALL, SILENTLY - MOON-WATCHER AND

HIS BAND

DESCENDED THE LOW HILLOCK THAT OVERLOOKED THE RIVER; AND AS

THEY APPROACHED, THE

OTHERS BECAME SUDDENLY QUIET. THEIR RITUAL RAGE EBBED AWAY, TO

BE REPLACED BY A MOUNTING FEAR. THEY WERE DIMLY AWARE THAT

SOMETHING HAD HAPPENED, AND THAT THIS

ENCOUNTER WAS UNLIKE ALL THOSE THAT HAD EVER GONE BEFORE.

THE BONE CLUBS AND KNIVES THAT MOON-WATCHER'S GROUP CARRIED

DID NOT ALARM

THEM, FOR THEY DID NOT UNDERSTAND THEIR PURPOSE. THEY ONLY

KNEW THAT THEIR

RIVALS' MOVEMENTS WERE NOW IMBUED WITH DETERMINATION, AND

WITH MENACE.

THE PARTY STOPPED AT THE WATER'S EDGE, AND FOR A MOMENT THE



OTHERS' COURAGE

REVIVED. LED BY ONE-EAR, THEY HALFHEARTEDLY RESUMED THEIR

BATTLE CHANT. IT

LASTED ONLY A FEW SECONDS BEFORE A VISION OF TERROR STRUCK

THEN DUMB.

MOON-WATCHER RAISED HIS ARMS HIGH INTO THE AIR, REVEALING THE

BURDEN THAT

UNTIL NOW HAD BEEN CONCEALED BY THE HIRSUTE BODIES OF HIS

COMPANIONS. HE WAS

HOLDING A STOUT BRANCH, AND IMPALED UPON IT WAS THE BLOODY

HEAD OF THE LEOPARD.

THE MOUTH HAD BEEN JAMMED OPEN WITH A STICK, AND THE GREAT

FANGS GLEAMED A

GHASTLY WHITE IN THE FIRST RAYS OF THE RISING SUN.

MOST OF THE OTHERS WERE TOO PARALYZED WITH FRIGHT TO MOVE;

BUT SOME BEGAN A

SLOW, STUMBLING RETREAT. THAT WAS ALL THE ENCOURAGEMENT

THAT MOON-WATCHER

NEEDED. STILL HOLDING THE MANGLED TROPHY ABOVE HIS HEAD, HE

STARTED TO CROSS THE

STREAM. AFTER A MOMENT'S HESITATION, HIS COMPANIONS SPLASHED

AFTER HIM.

WHEN MOON-WATCHER REACHED THE FAR SIDE, ONE-EAR WAS STILL

STANDING HIS

GROUND. PERHAPS HE WAS TOO BRAVE OR TOO STUPID TO RUN;

PERHAPS HE COULD NOT

REALLY BELIEVE THAT THIS OUTRAGE WAS ACTUALLY HAPPENING.

COWARD OR HERO, IT MADE



NO DIFFERENCE IN THE END, AS THE FROZEN SNARL OF DEATH CAME

CRASHING DOWN UPON

HIS UNCOMPREHENDING HEAD.

SHRIEKING WITH FRIGHT, THE OTHERS SCATTERED INTO THE BUSH; BUT

PRESENTLY

THEY WOULD RETURN, AND SOON THEY WOULD FORGET THEIR LOST

LEADER.

FOR A FEW SECONDS MOON-WATCHER STOOD UNCERTAINLY ABOVE HIS

NEW VICTIM,

TRYING TO GRASP THE STRANGE AND WONDERFUL FACT THAT THE

DEAD LEOPARD COULD KILL

AGAIN. NOW HE WAS MASTER OF THE WORLD, AND HE WAS NOT QUITE

SURE WHAT TO DO

NEXT.

BUT HE WOULD THINKOF SOMETHING.

6 - ASCENT OF MAN

A NEW ANIMAL WAS ABROAD ON THE PLANET, SPREADING SLOWLY OUT

FROM THE AFRICAN

HEARTLAND. IT WAS STILL SO RARE THAT A HASTY CENSUS MIGHT HAVE

OVERLOOKED IT,

AMONG THE TEEMING BILLIONS OF CREATURES ROVING OVER LAND

AND SEA. THERE WAS NO

EVIDENCE, AS YET, THAT IT WOULD PROSPER OR EVEN SURVIVE: ON THIS

WORLD WHERE SO

MANY MIGHTIER BEASTS HAD PASSED AWAY, ITS FATE STILL WAVERED

IN THE BALANCE.

IN THE HUNDRED THOUSAND YEARS SINCE THE CRYSTALS HAD

DESCENDED UPON AFRICA,



THE MAN-APES HAD INVENTED NOTHING. BUT THEY HAD STARTED TO

CHANGE, AND HAD

DEVELOPED SKILLS WHICH NO OTHER ANIMAL POSSESSED. THEIR BONE

CLUBS HAD INCREASED

THEIR REACH AND MULTIPLIED THEIR STRENGTH; THEY WERE NO

LONGER DEFENSELESS

AGAINST THE PREDATORS WITH WHOM THEY HAD TO COMPETE. THE

SMALLER CARNIVORES THEY

COULD DRIVE AWAY FROM THEIR OWN KILLS; THE LARGER ONES THEY

COULD AT LEAST

DISCOURAGE, AND SOMETIMES PUT TO FLIGHT. THEIR MASSIVE TEETH

WERE GROWING SMALLER, FOR THEY WERE NO LONGER ESSENTIAL.

THE SHARP-EDGED STONES THAT COULD BE USED TO DIG OUT ROOTS,

OR TO CUT AND SAW

THROUGH TOUGH FLESH OR FIBER, HAD BEGUN TO REPLACE THEM,

WITH IMMEASURABLE

CONSEQUENCES. NO LONGER WERE THE MAN-APES FACED WITH

STARVATION WHEN THEIR TEETH

BECAME DAMAGED OR WORN; EVEN THE CRUDEST TOOLS COULD ADD

MANY YEARS TO THEIR

LIVES. AND AS THEIR FANGS DIMINISHED, THE SHAPE OF THEIR FACE

STARTED TO ALTER;

THE SNOUT RECEDED, THE MASSIVE JAW BECAME MORE DELICATE, THE

MOUTH ABLE TO MAKE

MORE SUBTLE SOUNDS. SPEECH WAS STILL A MILLION YEARS AWAY, BUT

THE FIRST STEPS

TOWARD IT HAD BEEN TAKEN.

AND THEN THE WORLD BEGAN TO CHANGE. IN FOUR GREAT WAVES,



WITH TWO HUNDRED

THOUSAND YEARS BETWEEN THEIR CRESTS, THE ICE AGES SWEPT BY,

LEAVING THEIR MARK

ON ALL THE GLOBE. OUTSIDE THE TROPICS, THE GLACIERS SLEW THOSE

WHO HAD

PREMATURELY LEFT THEFT ANCESTRAL HOME; AND EVERYWHERE THEY

WINNOWED OUT THE

CREATURES WHO COULD NOT ADAPT.

WHEN THE ICE HAD PASSED, SO HAD MUCH OF THE PLANET'S EARLY

LIFE - INCLUDING

THE MAN-APES. BUT, UNLIKE SO MANY OTHERS, THEY HAD LEFT

DESCENDANTS; THEY HAD

NOT MERELY BECOME EXTINCT - THEY HAD BEEN TRANSFORMED. THE

TOOLMAKERS HAD BEEN

REMADE BY THEIR OWN TOOLS.

FOR IN USING CLUBS AND FLINTS, THEIR HANDS HAD DEVELOPED A

DEXTERITY FOUND

NOWHERE ELSE IN THE ANIMAL KINGDOM, PERMITTING THEM TO MAKE

STILL BETTER TOOLS,

WHICH IN TURN HAD DEVELOPED THEIR LIMBS AND BRAINS YET

FURTHER. IT WAS AN

ACCELERATING, CUMULATIVE PROCESS; AND AT ITS END WAS MAN.

THE FIRST TRUE MEN HAD TOOLS AND WEAPONS ONLY A LITTLE BETTER

THAN THOSE OF

THEIR ANCESTORS A MILLION YEARS EARLIER, BUT THEY COULD USE

THEM WITH FAR

GREATER SKILL.

AND SOMEWHERE IN THE SHADOWY CENTURIES THAT HAD GONE



BEFORE THEY HAD

INVENTED THE MOST ESSENTIAL TOOL OF ALL, THOUGH IT COULD BE

NEITHER SEEN NOR

TOUCHED. THEY HAD LEARNED TO SPEAK, AND SO HAD WON THEIR

FIRST GREAT VICTORY

OVER TIME. NOW THE KNOWLEDGE OF ONE GENERATION COULD BE

HANDED ON TO THE NEXT,

SO THAT EACH AGE COULD PROFIT FROM THOSE THAT HAD GONE

BEFORE.

UNLIKE THE ANIMALS, WHO KNEW ONLY THE PRESENT, MAN HAD

ACQUIRED A PAST; AND

HE WAS BEGINNING TO GROPE TOWARD A FUTURE.

HE WAS ALSO LEARNING TO HARNESS THE FORCES OF NATURE; WITH

THE TAMING OF

FIRE, HE HAD LAID THE FOUNDATIONS OF TECHNOLOGY AND LEFT HIS

ANIMAL ORIGINS FAR

BEHIND. STONE GAVE WAY TO BRONZE, AND THEN TO IRON. HUNTING

WAS SUCCEEDED BY

AGRICULTURE. THE TRIBE GREW INTO THE VILLAGE, THE VILLAGE INTO

THE TOWN. SPEECH

BECAME ETERNAL, THANKS TO CERTAIN MARKS ON STONE AND CLAY

AND PAPYRUS. PRESENTLY

HE INVENTED PHILOSOPHY, AND RELIGION. AND HE PEOPLED THE SKY,

NOT ALTOGETHER

INACCURATELY, WITH GODS.

AS HIS BODY BECAME MORE AND MORE DEFENSELESS, SO HIS MEANS

OF OFFENSE BECAME

STEADILY MORE FRIGHTFUL. WITH STONE AND BRONZE AND IRON AND



STEEL HE HAD RUN THE

GAMUT OF EVERYTHING THAT COULD PIERCE AND SLASH, AND QUITE

EARLY IN TIME HE HAD

LEARNED HOW TO STRIKE DOWN HIS VICTIMS FROM A DISTANCE. THE

SPEAR, THE BOW, THE

GUN, AND FINALLY THE GUIDED MISSILE HAD GIVEN HIM WEAPONS OF

INFINITE RANGE AND

ALL BUT INFINITE POWER. WITHOUT THOSE WEAPONS, OFTEN THOUGH

HE HAD USED THEM AGAINST HIMSELF, MAN

WOULD NEVER HAVE CONQUERED HIS WORLD. INTO THEM HE HAD PUT

HIS HEART AND SOUL,

AND FOR AGES THEY HAD SERVED HIM WELL.

BUT NOW, AS LONG AS THEY EXISTED, HE WAS LIVING ON BORROWED

TIME.

II - TMA-1

7 - SPECIAL FLIGHT

NO MATTER HOW MANY TIMES YOU LEFT EARTH, DR. HEYWOOD FLOYD

TOLD HIMSELF, THE

EXCITEMENT NEVER REALLY PALLED. HE HAD BEEN TO MARS ONCE, TO

THE MOON THREE

TIMES, AND TO THE VARIOUS SPACE STATIONS MORE OFTEN THAN HE

COULD REMEMBER. YET

AS THE MOMENT OF TAKEOFF APPROACHED, HE WAS CONSCIOUS OF A

RISING TENSION, A

FEELING OF WONDER AND AWE - YES; AND OF NERVOUSNESS - WHICH

PUT HIM ON THE SAME

LEVEL AS ANY EARTHLUBBER ABOUT TO RECEIVE HIS FIRST BAPTISM OF

SPACE.



THE JET THAT HAD RUSHED HIM HERE FROM WASHINGTON, AFTER

THAT MIDNIGHT

BRIEFING WITH THE PRESIDENT, WAS NOW DROPPING DOWN TOWARD

ONE OF THE MOST

FAMILIAR, YET MOST EXCITING, LANDSCAPES IN ALL THE WORLD. THERE

LAY THE FIRST

TWO GENERATIONS OF THE SPACE AGE, SPANNING TWENTY MILES OF

THE FLORIDA COAST TO

THE SOUTH, OUTLINED BY WINKING RED WARNING LIGHTS, WERE THE

GIANT GANTRIES OF

THE SATURNS AND NEPTUNES, THAT HAD SET MEN ON THE PATH TO

THE PLANETS, AND HAD

NOW PASSED INTO HISTORY. NEAR THE HORIZON, A GLEAMING SILVER

TOWER BATHED IN

FLOODLIGHTS, STOOD THE LAST OF THE SATURN V'S, FOR ALMOST

TWENTY YEARS A

NATIONAL MONUMENT AND PLACE OF PILGRIMAGE. NOT FAR AWAY,

LOOMING AGAINST THE SKY

LIKE A MAN-MADE MOUNTAIN, WAS THE INCREDIBLE BULK OF THE

VEHICLE ASSEMBLY

BUILDING, STILL THE LARGEST SINGLE STRUCTURE ON EARTH.

BUT THESE THINGS NOW BELONGED TO THE PAST, AND HE WAS FLYING

TOWARD THE

FUTURE. AS THEY BANKED, DR. FLOYD COULD SEE BELOW HIM A MAZE

OF BUILDINGS, THEN

A GREAT AIRSTRIP, THEN A BROAD, DEAD-STRAIGHT SCAR ACROSS THE

FIAT FLORIDA

LANDSCAPE - THE MULTIPLE RAILS OF A GIANT LAUNCH-LUG TRACK. AT



ITS END,

SURROUNDED BY VEHICLES AND GANTRIES, A SPACEPLANE LAY

GLEAMING IN A POOL OF

LIGHT, BEING PREPARED FOR ITS LEAP TO THE STARS. IN A SUDDEN

FAILURE OF

PERSPECTIVE, BROUGHT ON BY HIS SWIFT CHANGES OF SPEED AND

HEIGHT, IT SEEMED TO

FLOYD THAT HE WAS LOOKING DOWN ON A SMALL SILVER MOTH,

CAUGHT IN THE BEAM OF A

FLASHLIGHT.

THEN THE TINY, SCURRYING FIGURES ON THE GROUND BROUGHT HOME

TO HIM THE REAL

SIZE OF THE SPACECRAFT; IT MUST HAVE BEEN TWO HUNDRED FEET

ACROSS THE NARROW V

OF ITS WINGS.

AND THAT ENORMOUS VEHICLE, FLOYD TOLD HIMSELF WITH SOME

INCREDULITY - YET

ALSO WITH SOME PRIDE - IS WAITING FOR ME. AS FAR AS HE KNEW, IT

WAS THE FIRST

TIME THAT AN ENTIRE MISSION HAD BEEN SET UP TO TAKE A SINGLE

MAN TO THE MOON.

THOUGH, IT WAS TWO O'CLOCK IN THE MORNING, A GROUP OF

REPORTERS AND

CAMERAMEN INTERCEPTED HIM ON HIS WAY TO THE FLOODLIT ORION III

SPACECRAFT. HE

KNEW SEVERAL OF THEM BY SIGHT, FOR AS CHAIRMAN OF THE

NATIONAL COUNCIL OF

ASTRONAUTICS, THE NEWS CONFERENCE WAS PART OF HIS WAY OF



LIFE. THIS WAS NEITHER THE TIME NOR THE PLACE FOR ONE, AND HE

HAD NOTHING TO SAY; BUT IT WAS IMPORTANT

NOT TO OFFEND THE GENTLEMEN OF THE COMMUNICATIONS MEDIA.

"DR. FLOYD? I'M JIM FORSTER OF ASSOCIATED NEWS. COULD YOU GIVE

US A FEW

WORDS ABOUT THIS FLIGHT OF YOURS?"

"I'M VERY SORRY - I CAN'T SAY ANYTHING."

"BUT YOU DID MEET WITH THE PRESIDENT EARLIER THIS EVENING?"

ASKED A FAMILIAR

VOICE.

"OH - HELLO, MIKE. I'M AFRAID YOU'VE BEEN DRAGGED OUT OF BED FOR

NOTHING.

DEFINITELY NO COMMENT."

"CAN YOU AT LEAST CONFIRM OR DENY THAT SOME KIND OF EPIDEMIC

HAS BROKEN OUT

ON THE MOON?" A TV REPORTER ASKED, MANAGING TO JOG ALONGSIDE

AND KEEP FLOYD

PROPERLY FRAMED IN HIS MINIATURE TV CAMERA.

"SORRY," SAID FLOYD, SHAKING HIS HEAD.

"WHAT ABOUT THE QUARANTINE?" ASKED ANOTHER REPORTER. "HOW

LONG WILL IT BE

KEPT ON?"

"STILL NO COMMENT."

"DR. FLOYD," DEMANDED A VERY SHORT AND DETERMINED LADY OF THE

PRESS, "WHAT

POSSIBLE JUSTIFICATION CAN THERE BE FOR THIS TOTAL BLACKOUT OF

NEWS FROM THE

MOON? HAS IT ANYTHING TO DO WITH THE POLITICAL SITUATION?"



"WHAT POLITICAL SITUATION?" FLOYD ASKED DRYLY. THERE WAS A

SPRINKLE OF

LAUGHTER, AND SOMEONE CALLED, "HAVE A GOOD TRIP, DOCTOR!" AS HE

MADE HIS WAY

INTO THE SANCTUARY OF THE BOARDING GANTRY.

AS LONG, AS HE COULD REMEMBER, IT HAD BEEN NOT A "SITUATION" SO

MUCH AS A

PERMANENT CRISIS. SINCE THE 1970S, THE WORLD HAD BEEN

DOMINATED BY TWO PROBLEMS

WHICH, IRONICALLY, TENDED TO CANCEL EACH OTHER OUT.

THOUGH BIRTH CONTROL WAS CHEAP, RELIABLE, AND ENDORSED BY ALL

THE MAIN

RELIGIONS, IT HAD COME TOO LATE; THE POPULATION OF THE WORLD

WAS NOW SIX BILLION

- A THIRD OF THEM IN THE CHINESE EMPIRE. LAWS HAD EVEN BEEN

PASSED IN SOME

AUTHORITARIAN SOCIETIES LIMITING FAMILIES TO TWO CHILDREN, BUT

THEIR ENFORCEMENT

HAD PROVED IMPRACTICABLE. AS A RESULT, FOOD WAS SHORT IN EVERY

COUNTRY; EVEN THE

UNITED STATES HAD MEATLESS DAYS, AND WIDESPREAD FAMINE WAS

PREDICTED WITHIN

FIFTEEN YEARS, DESPITE HEROIC EFFORTS TO FARM THE SEA AND TO

DEVELOP SYNTHETIC

FOODS.

WITH THE NEED FOR INTERNATIONAL COOPERATION MORE URGENT

THAN EVER, THERE

WERE STILL AS MANY FRONTIERS AS IN ANY EARLIER AGE. IN A MILLION



YEARS, THE

HUMAN RACE HAD LOST FEW OF ITS AGGRESSIVE INSTINCTS; ALONG

SYMBOLIC LINES

VISIBLE ONLY TO POLITICIANS, THE THIRTY-EIGHT NUCLEAR POWERS

WATCHED ONE ANOTHER

WITH BELLIGERENT ANXIETY. AMONG THEM, THEY POSSESSED

SUFFICIENT MEGATONNAGE TO

REMOVE THE ENTIRE SURFACE CRUST OF THE PLANET. ALTHOUGH

THERE HAD BEEN -

MIRACULOUSLY - NO USE OF ATOMIC WEAPONS, THIS SITUATION COULD

HARDLY LAST

FOREVER.

AND NOW, FOR THEIR OWN INSCRUTABLE REASONS, THE CHINESE WERE

OFFERING TO THE

SMALLEST HAVE-NOT NATIONS A COMPLETE NUCLEAR CAPABILITY OF

FIFTY WARHEADS AND DELIVERY SYSTEMS. THE COST WAS UNDER

$200,000,000, AND EASY TERMS COULD BE

ARRANGED.

PERHAPS THEY WERE ONLY TRYING TO SHORE UP THEIR SAGGING

ECONOMY, BY TURNING

OBSOLETE WEAPONS SYSTEMS INTO HARD CASH, AS SOME OBSERVERS

HAD SUGGESTED. OR

PERHAPS THEY HAD DISCOVERED METHODS OF WARFARE SO

ADVANCED THAT THEY NO LONGER

HAD NEED OF SUCH TOYS; THERE HAD BEEN TALK OF RADIO-HYPNOSIS

FROM SATELLITE

TRANSMITTERS, COMPULSION VIRUSES, AND BLACKMAIL BY SYNTHETIC

DISEASES FOR WHICH



THEY ALONE POSSESSED THE ANTIDOTE.

THESE CHARMING IDEAS WERE ALMOST CERTAINLY PROPAGANDA OR

PURE FANTASY, BUT

IT WAS NOT SAFE TO DISCOUNT ANY OF THEM. EVERY TIME FLOYD TOOK

OFF FROM EARTH,

HE WONDERED IF IT WOULD STILL BE THERE WHEN THE TIME CAME TO

RETURN.

THE TRIM STEWARDESS GREETED HIM AS HE ENTERED THE CABIN.

"GOOD MORNING, DR.

FLOYD. I'M MISS SIMMONS - I'D LIKE TO WELCOME YOU ABOARD ON

BEHALF OF CAPTAIN

TYNES AND OUR COPILOT, FIRST OFFICER BALLARD."

"THANK YOU," SAID FLOYD WITH A SMILE, WONDERING WHY

STEWARDESSES ALWAYS HAD

TO SOUND LIKE ROBOT TOUR GUIDES.

"TAKEOFF'S IN FIVE MINUTES," SHE SAID, GESTURING INTO THE EMPTY

TWENTY-

PASSENGER CABIN. "YOU CAN TAKE ANY SEAT YOU WANT, BUT CAPTAIN

TYNES RECOMMENDS

THE FORWARD WINDOW SEAT ON THE LEFT, IF YOU WANT TO WATCH

THE DOCKING

OPERATIONS."

"I'LL DO THAT," HE ANSWERED, MOVING TOWARD THE PREFERRED SEAT.

THE

STEWARDESS FUSSED OVER HIM AWHILE AND THEN MOVED TO HER

CUBICLE AT THE REAR OF

THE CABIN.

FLOYD SETTLED DOWN IN HIS SEAT, ADJUSTED THE SAFETY HARNESS



AROUND WAIST AND

SHOULDERS, AND STRAPPED HIS BRIEFCASE TO THE ADJACENT SEAT. A

MOMENT LATER, THE

LOUDSPEAKER CAME ON WITH A SOFT POPPING NOISE. "GOOD

MORNING," SAID MISS

SIMMONS' VOICE. "THIS IS SPECIAL FLIGHT 3, KENNEDY TO SPACE

STATION ONE."

SHE WAS DETERMINED, IT SEEMED, TO GO THROUGH THE FULL ROUTINE

FOR HER

SOLITARY PASSENGER, AND FLOYD COULD NOT RESIST A SMILE AS SHE

CONTINUED

INEXORABLY.

"OUR TRANSIT TIME WILL BE FIFTY-FIVE MINUTES. MAXIMUM

ACCELERATION WILL BE

TWO-GEE, AND WE WILL BE WEIGHTLESS FOR THIRTY MINUTES. PLEASE

DO NOT LEAVE YOUR

SEAT UNTIL THE SAFETY SIGN IS LIT."

FLOYD LOOKED OVER HIS SHOULDER AND CALLED, "THANK YOU." HE

CAUGHT A GLIMPSE

OF A SLIGHTLY EMBARRASSED BUT CHARMING SMILE.

HE LEANED BACK INTO HIS SEAT AND RELAXED. THIS TRIP, HE

CALCULATED, WOULD

COST THE TAXPAYERS SLIGHTLY OVER A MILLION DOLLARS. IF IT WAS

NOT JUSTIFIED, HE

WOULD BE OUT OF HIS JOB; BUT HE COULD ALWAYS GO BACK TO THE

UNIVERSITY AND TO

HIS INTERRUPTED STUDIES OF PLANETARY FORMATION.

"AUTO-COUNTDOWN PROCEDURES ALL GO," THE CAPTAIN'S VOICE SAID



OVER THE

SPEAKER WITH THE SOOTHING SINGSONG USED IN RT CHAT. "LIFT-OFF IN

ONE MINUTE."

AS ALWAYS, IT SEEMED MORE LIKE AN HOUR. FLOYD BECAME ACUTELY

AWARE OF THE

GIGANTIC FORCES COILED UP AROUND HIM, WAITING TO BE RELEASED.

IN THE FUEL TANKS

OF THE TWO SPACECRAFT, AND IN THE POWER STORAGE SYSTEM OF

THE LAUNCHING TRACK, WAS PENT UP THE ENERGY OF A NUCLEAR

BOMB. AND IT WOULD ALL BE USED TO TAKE HIM A

MERE TWO HUNDRED MILES FROM EARTH.

THERE WAS NONE OF THE OLD-FASHIONED FIVE-FOIJR-THREE-TWO-ONE-

ZERO BUSINESS,

SO TOUGH ON THE HUMAN NERVOUS SYSTEM.

"LAUNCHING IN FIFTEEN SECONDS. YOU WILL BE MORE COMFORTABLE

IF YOU START

BREATHING DEEPLY."

THAT WAS GOOD PSYCHOLOGY, AND GOOD PHYSIOLOGY.

FLOYD FELT HIMSELF WELL CHARGED WITH OXYGEN, AND READY TO

TACKLE ANYTHING,

WHEN THE LAUNCHING TRACK BEGAN TO SLING ITS THOUSAND-TON

PAYLOAD OUT OVER THE

ATLANTIC.

IT WAS HARD TO TELL WHEN THEY LIFTED FROM THE TRACK AND

BECAME AIRBORNE, BUT

WHEN THE ROAR OF THE ROCKETS SUDDENLY DOUBLED ITS FURY, AND

FLOYD FOUND HIMSELF

SINKING DEEPER AND DEEPER INTO THE CUSHIONS OF HIS SEAT, HE



KNEW THAT THE FIRST-

STAGE ENGINES HAD TAKEN OVER. HE WISHED HE COULD LOOK OUT OF

THE WINDOW, BUT IT

WAS AN EFFORT EVEN TO TURN HIS HEAD, YET THERE WAS NO

DISCOMFORT; INDEED, THE

PRESSURE OF ACCELERATION AND THE OVERWHELMING THUNDER OF

THE MOTORS PRODUCED AN

EXTRAORDINARY EUPHORIA. HIS EARS RINGING, THE BLOOD POUNDING

IN HIS VEINS, FLOYD

FELT MORE ALIVE THAN HE HAD FOR YEARS. HE WAS YOUNG AGAIN, HE

WANTED TO SING

ALOUD - WHICH WAS CERTAINLY SAFE, FOR NO ONE COULD POSSIBLY

HEAR HIM.

THE MOOD PASSED SWIFTLY, AS HE SUDDENLY REALIZED THAT HE WAS

LEAVING EARTH,

AND EVERYTHING HE HAD EVER LOVED. DOWN THERE WERE HIS THREE

CHILDREN, MOTHERLESS

SINCE HIS WIFE HAD TAKEN THAT FATAL FLIGHT TO EUROPE TEN YEARS

AGO. (TEN YEARS?

IMPOSSIBLE! YET IT WAS SO...) PERHAPS, FOR THEIR SAKE, HE SHOULD

HAVE REMARRIED.

HE HAD ALMOST LOST SENSE OF TIME WHEN THE PRESSURE AND THE

NOISE ABRUPTLY

SLACKENED, AND THE CABIN SPEAKER ANNOUNCED: "PREPARING TO

SEPARATE FROM LOWER

STAGE. HERE WE GO."

THERE WAS A SLIGHT JOLT; AND SUDDENLY FLOYD RECALLED A

QUOTATION OF LEONARDO



DA VINCI'S WHICH HE HAD ONCE SEEN DISPLAYED IN A NASA OFFICE:

THE GREAT BIRD WILL TAKE ITS FLIGHT ON THE BACK OF THE GREAT

BIRD, BRINGING

GLORY TO THE NEST WHERE IT WAS BORN.

WELL, THE GREAT BIRD WAS FLYING NOW, BEYOND ALL THE DREAMS OF

DA VINCI, AND

ITS EXHAUSTED COMPANION WAS WINGING BACK TO EARTH. IN A TEN-

THOUSAND-MILE ARC,

THE EMPTY LOWER STAGE WOULD GLIDE DOWN INTO THE ATMOSPHERE,

TRADING SPEED FOR

DISTANCE AS IT HOMED ON KENNEDY. IN A FEW HOURS, SERVICED AND

REFUELED, IT WOULD

BE READY AGAIN TO LIFT ANOTHER COMPANION TOWARD THE SHINING

SILENCE WITH IT

COULD NEVER REACH.

NOW, THOUGHT FLOYD, WE ARE ON OUR OWN, MORE THAN HALFWAY TO

ORBIT. WHEN THE

ACCELERATION CAME ON AGAIN, AS THE UPPER STAGE ROCKETS FIRED,

THE THRUST WAS

MUCH MORE GENTLE: INDEED, HE FELT NO MORE THAN NORMAL

GRAVITY. BUT IT WOULD HAVE

BEEN IMPOSSIBLE TO WALK, SINCE "UP" WAS STRAIGHT TOWARD THE

FRONT OF THE CABIN.

IF HE HAD BEEN FOOLISH ENOUGH TO LEAVE HIS SEAT, HE WOULD HAVE

CRASHED AT ONCE

AGAINST THE REAR WALL. THIS EFFECT WAS A LITTLE DISCONCERTING,

FOR IT SEEMED THAT THE SHIP WAS

STANDING ON ITS TAIL. TO FLOYD, WHO WAS AT THE VERY FRONT OF



THE CABIN, ALL THE

SEATS APPEARED TO BE FIXED ON A WALL TOPPING VERTICALLY

BENEATH HIM. HE WAS

DOING HIS BEST TO IGNORE THIS UNCOMFORTABLE ILLUSION WHEN

DAWN EXPLODED OUTSIDE

THE SHIP.

IN SECONDS, THEY SHOT THROUGH VEILS OF CRIMSON AND PINK AND

GOLD AND BLUE

INTO THE PIERCING WHITE OF DAY.

THOUGH THE WINDOWS WERE HEAVILY TINTED TO REDUCE THE GLARE,

THE PROBING

BEAMS OF SUNLIGHT THAT NOW SLOWLY SWEPT ACROSS THE CABIN

LEFT FLOYD HALF-BLINDED

FOR SEVERAL MINUTES. HE WAS IN SPACE, YET THERE WAS NO

QUESTION OF BEING ABLE TO

SEE THE STARS.

HE SHIELDED HIS EYES WITH HIS HANDS AND TRIED TO PEER THROUGH

THE WINDOW

BESIDE HIM. OUT THERE THE SWEPT-BACK WING OF THE SHIP WAS

BLAZING LIKE WHITE-HOT

METAL IN THE REFLECTED SUNLIGHT; THERE WAS UTTER DARKNESS ALL

AROUND IT, AND

THAT DARKNESS MUST BE FULL OF STARS - BUT IT WAS IMPOSSIBLE TO

SEE THEM.

WEIGHT WAS SLOWLY EBBING; THE ROCKETS WERE BEING THROTTLED

BACK AS THE SHIP

EASED ITSELF INTO ORBIT. THE THUNDER OF THE ENGINES DROPPED TO

A MUTED ROAR,



THEN A GENTLE HISS, THEN DIED INTO SILENCE. IF IT HAD NOT BEEN

FOR THE

RESTRAINING STRAPS, FLOYD WOULD HAVE FLOATED OUT OF HIS SEAT;

HIS STOMACH FELT

AS IF IT WAS GOING TO DO SO ANYWAY. HE HOPED THAT THE PILLS HE

HAD BEEN GIVEN

HALF AN HOUR AND TEN THOUSAND MILES AGO WOULD PERFORM AS

PER SPECIFICATIONS. HE

HAD BEEN SPACESICK JUST ONCE IN HIS CAREER, AND THAT WAS MUCH

TOO OFTEN.

THE PILOT'S VOICE WAS FIRM AND CONFIDENT AS IT CAME OVER THE

CABIN SPEAKER.

"PLEASE OBSERVE ALL ZERO-GEE REGULATIONS. WE WILL BE DOCKING

AT SPACE STATION

ONE IN FORTY-FIVE MINUTES."

THE STEWARDESS CAME WALKING UP THE NARROW CORRIDOR TO THE

RIGHT OF THE

CLOSELY SPACED SEATS. THERE WAS A SLIGHT BUOYANCY ABOUT HER

STEPS, AND HER FEET

CAME AWAY FROM THE FLOOR RELUCTANTLY AS IF ENTANGLED IN GLUE.

SHE WAS KEEPING TO

THE BRIGHT YELLOW BAND OF VELCRO CARPETING THAT RAN THE FULL

LENGTH OF THE FLOOR

- AND OF THE CEILING. THE CARPET, AND THE SOLES OF HER SANDALS,

WERE COVERED

WITH MYRIADS OF TINY HOOKS, SO THAT THEY CLUNG TOGETHER LIKE

BURRS. THIS TRICK

OF WALKING IN FREE FALL WAS IMMENSELY REASSURING TO



DISORIENTED PASSENGERS.

"WOULD YOU LIKE SOME COFFEE OR TEA, DR. FLOYD?" SHE ASKED

CHEERFULLY.

"NO THANK YOU," HE SMILED. HE ALWAYS FELT LIKE A BABY WHEN HE

HAD TO SUCK AT

ONE OF THOSE PLASTIC DRINKING TUBES.

THE STEWARDESS WAS STILL HOVERING ANXIOUSLY AROUND HIM AS HE

POPPED OPEN HIS

BRIEFCASE AND PREPARED TO REMOVE HIS PAPERS.

"DR. FLOYD, MAY I ASK YOU A QUESTION?"

"CERTAINLY," HE ANSWERED, LOOKING UP OVER HIS GLASSES. "MY

FIANCÉ IS A

GEOLOGIST AT CLAVIUS," SAID MISS SIMMONS, MEASURING HER WORDS

CAREFULLY, "AND I

HAVEN'T HEARD FROM HIM FOR OVER A WEEK."

"I'M SORRY TO HEAR THAT; MAYBE HE'S AWAY FROM HIS BASE, AND OUT

OF TOUCH." SHE SHOOK HER HEAD. "HE ALWAYS TELLS ME WHEN THAT'S

GOING TO HAPPEN. AND YOU

CAN IMAGINE HOW WORRIED I AM - WITH ALL THESE RUMORS. IS IT

REALLY TRUE ABOUT AN

EPIDEMIC ON THE MOON?"

"IF IT IS, THERE'S NO CAUSE FOR ALARM.. REMEMBER, THERE WAS A

QUARANTINE

BACK IN '98, OVER THAT MUTATED FLU VIRUS. A LOT OF PEOPLE WERE

SICK - BUT NO ONE

DIED, AND THAT'S REALLY ALL I CAN SAY," HE CONCLUDED FIRMLY.

MISS SIMMONS SMILED PLEASANTLY AND STRAIGHTENED UP. "WELL,

THANK YOU ANYWAY,



DOCTOR. I'M SORRY TO HAVE BOTHERED YOU."

"NO BOTHER AT ALL," HE SAID GALLANTLY, BUT NOT VERY ACCURATELY.

THEN HE

BURIED HIMSELF IN HIS ENDLESS TECHNICAL REPORTS, IN A DESPERATE

LAST-MINUTE

ASSAULT ON THE USUAL BACKLOG;

HE WOULD HAVE NO TIME FOR READING WHEN HE GOT TO THE MOON.

8 - ORBITAL RENDEZVOUS

HALF AN HOUR LATER THE PILOT ANNOUNCED: "WE MAKE CONTACT IN

TEN MINUTES.

PLEASE CHECK YOUR SEAT HARNESS."

FLOYD OBEYED, AND PUT AWAY HIS PAPERS. IT WAS ASKING FOR

TROUBLE TO READ

DURING THE CELESTIAL JUGGLING ACT WHICH TOOK PLACE DURING

THE LAST 300 MILES;

BEST TO CLOSE ONE'S EYES AND RELAX WHILE THE SPACECRAFT WAS

NUDGED BACK AND

FORTH WITH BRIEF BURSTS OF ROCKET POWER.

A FEW MINUTES LATER HE CAUGHT HIS FIRST GLIMPSE OF SPACE

STATION ONE, ONLY A

FEW MILES AWAY. THE SUNLIGHT GLINTED AND SPARKLED FROM THE

POLISHED METAL

SURFACES OF THE SLOWLY REVOLVING, THREE-HUNDRED-YARD-

DIAMETER DISK. NOT FAR

AWAY, DRIFTING IN THE SAME ORBIT, WAS A SWEPTBACK TITOV-V

SPACEPLANE, AND CLOSE

TO THAT AN ALMOST SPHERICAL ARIES-1B, THE WORKHORSE OF SPACE,

WITH THE FOUR



STUBBY LEGS OF ITS LUNAR-LANDING SHOCK ABSORBERS JUTTING

FROM ONE SIDE.

THE ORION III SPACECRAFT WAS DESCENDING FROM A HIGHER ORBIT,

WHICH BROUGHT

THE EARTH INTO SPECTACULAR VIEW BEHIND THE STATION. FROM HIS

ALTITUDE OF 200

MILES, FLOYD COULD SEE MUCH OF AFRICA AND THE ATLANTIC OCEAN.

THERE WAS

CONSIDERABLE CLOUD COVER, BUT HE COULD STILL DETECT THE BLUE-

GREEN OUTLINES OF

THE GOLD COAST.

THE CENTRAL AXIS OF THE SPACE STATION, WITH ITS DOCKING ARMS

EXTENDED, WAS

NOW SLOWLY SWIMMING TOWARD THEM. UNLIKE THE STRUCTURE

FROM WHICH IT SPRANG, IT

WAS NOT ROTATING - OR, RATHER, IT WAS RUNNING IN REVERSE AT A

RATE WHICH EXACTLY

COUNTERED THE STATION'S OWN SPIN. THUS A VISITING SPACECRAFT

COULD BE COUPLED TO

IT, FOR THE TRANSFER OF PERSONNEL OR CARGO, WITHOUT BEING

WHIRLED DISASTROUSLY

AROUND.

WITH THE SOFTEST OF THUDS, SHIP AND STATION MADE CONTACT.

THERE WERE

METALLIC, SCRATCHING NOISES FROM OUTSIDE, THEN THE BRIEF

HISSING OF AIR AS

PRESSURES EQUALIZED. A FEW SECONDS LATER THE AIRLOCK DOOR

OPENED, AND A MAN WEARING THE LIGHT,



CLOSE-FITTING SLACKS AND SHORT-SLEEVED SHIRT WHICH WAS

ALMOST THE UNIFORM OF

SPACE STATION PERSONNEL CAME INTO THE CABIN.

"PLEASED TO MEET YOU, DR. FLOYD. I'M NICK MILLER, STATION

SECURITY; I'M TO

LOOK AFTER YOU UNTIL THE SHUTTLE LEAVES."

THEY SHOOK HANDS, THEN FLOYD SMILED AT THE STEWARDESS AND

SAID: "PLEASE GIVE

MY COMPLIMENTS TO CAPTAIN TYNES, AND THANK HIM FOR THE

SMOOTH RIDE. PERHAPS I'LL

SEE YOU ON THE WAY HOME."

VERY CAUTIOUSLY - IT WAS MORE THAN A YEAR SINCE HE HAD LAST

BEEN WEIGHTLESS

AND IT WOULD BE SOME TIME BEFORE HE REGAINED HIS SPACELEGS -

HE HAULED HIMSELF

HAND OVER HAND THROUGH THE AIRLOCK AND INTO THE LARGE,

CIRCULAR CHAMBER AT THE

AXIS OF THE SPACE STATION. IT WAS A HEAVILY PADDED ROOM, ITS

WALLS COVERED WITH

RECESSED HANDHOLDS; FLOYD GRIPPED ONE OF THESE FIRMLY WHILE

THE WHOLE CHAMBER

STARTED TO ROTATE, UNTIL IT MATCHED THE SPIN OF THE STATION.

AS IT GAINED SPEED, FAINT AND GHOSTLY GRAVITATIONAL FINGERS

BEGAN TO CLUTCH

AT HIM, AND HE DRIFTED SLOWLY TOWARD THE CIRCULAR WALL. NOW

HE WAS STANDING,

SWAYING BACK AND FORTH GENTLY LIKE SEAWEED IN THE SURGE OF

THE TIDE, ON WHAT HAD



MAGICALLY BECOME A CURVING FLOOR. THE CENTRIFUGAL FORCE OF

THE STATION'S SPIN

HAD TAKEN HOLD OF HIM; IT WAS VERY FEEBLE HERE, SO NEAR THE

AXIS, BUT WOULD

INCREASE STEADILY AS HE MOVED OUTWARD.

FROM THE CENTRAL TRANSIT CHAMBER HE FOLLOWED MILLER DOWN A

CURVING STAIR. AT

FIRST HIS WEIGHT WAS SO SLIGHT THAT HE HAD ALMOST TO FORCE

HIMSELF DOWNWARD BY

HOLDING ON TO THE HANDRAIL. NOT UNTIL HE REACHED THE

PASSENGER LOUNGE, ON THE

OUTER SKIN OF THE GREAT REVOLVING DISK, HAD HE ACQUIRED

ENOUGH WEIGHT TO MOVE

AROUND ALMOST NORMALLY.

THE LOUNGE HAD BEEN REDECORATED SINCE HIS LAST VISIT, AND HAD

ACQUIRED

SEVERAL NEW FACILITIES. BESIDES THE USUAL CHAIRS, SMALL TABLES,

RESTAURANT, AND

POST OFFICE THERE WERE NOW A BARBER SHOP, DRUGSTORE, MOVIE

THEATER AND A

SOUVENIR SHOP SELLING PHOTOGRAPHS AND SLIDES OF LUNAR AND

PLANETARY LANDSCAPES,

GUARANTEED GENUINE PIECES OF LUNIKS, RANGERS, AND SURVEYORS,

ALL NEATLY MOUNTED

IN PLASTIC, AND EXORBITANTLY PRICED.

"CAN I GET YOU ANYTHING WHILE WE'RE WAITING?" MILLER ASKED. "WE

BOARD IN

ABOUT THIRTY MINUTES?'



"I COULD DO WITH A CUP OF BLACK COFFEE - TWO LUMPS - AND I'D LIKE

TO CALL

EARTH."

"RIGHT, DOCTOR - I'LL GET THE COFFEE - THE PHONES ARE OVER THERE."

THE PICTURESQUE BOOTHS WERE ONLY A FEW YARDS FROM A BARRIER

WITH TWO

ENTRANCES LABELED WELCOME TO THE U.S. SECTION AND WELCOME

TO THE SOVIET SECTION.

BENEATH THESE WERE NOTICES WHICH READ, IN ENGLISH, RUSSIAN,

AND CHINESE,

FRENCH, GERMAN, AND SPANISH.

PLEASE HAVE READY YOUR:

PASSPORT VISA

MEDICAL CERTIFICATE

TRANSPORTATION PERMIT

WEIGHT DECLARATION

THERE WAS A RATHER PLEASANT SYMBOLISM ABOUT THE FACT THAT

AS SOON AS THEY

HAD PASSED THROUGH THE BARRIERS, IN EITHER DIRECTION,

PASSENGERS WERE FREE TO

MIX AGAIN. THE DIVISION WAS PURELY FOR ADMINISTRATIVE PURPOSES.

FLOYD, AFTER CHECKING THAT THE AREA CODE FOR THE UNITED STATES

WAS STILL 81,

PUNCHED HIS TWELVE-DIGIT HOME NUMBER, DROPPED HIS PLASTIC

ALL-PURPOSE CREDIT

CARD INTO THE PAY SLOT, AND WAS THROUGH IN THIRTY SECONDS.

WASHINGTON WAS STILL SLEEPING, FOR IT WAS SEVERAL HOURS TO

DAWN, BUT HE



WOULD NOT DISTURB ANYONE. HIS HOUSEKEEPER WOULD GET THE

MESSAGE FROM THE

RECORDER AS SOON AS SHE AWOKE.

"MISS FLEMMING - THIS IS DR. FLOYD. SORRY I HAD TO LEAVE IN SUCH A

HURRY.

WOULD YOU PLEASE CALL MY OFFICE AND ASK THEM TO COLLECT THE

CAR - IT'S AT DULLES

AIRPORT AND THE KEY IS WITH MR. BAILEY, SENIOR FLIGHT CONTROL

OFFICER. NEXT,

WILL YOU CALL THE CHEVY CHASE COUNTRY CLUB AND LEAVE A

MESSAGE FOR THE

SECRETARY. I DEFINITELY WON'T BE ABLE TO PLAY IN THE TENNIS

TOURNAMENT NEXT

WEEKEND. GIVE MY APOLOGIES - I'M AFRAID THEY WERE COUNTING ON

ME. THEN CALL

DOWNTOWN ELECTRONIES AND TELL THEM THAT IF THE VIDEO IN MY

STUDY ISN'T FIXED BY

- OH, WEDNESDAY - THEY CAN TAKE THE DAMN THING BACK." HE PAUSED

FOR BREATH, AND

TRIED TO THINK OF ANY OTHER CRISES OR PROBLEMS THAT MIGHT

ARISE DURING THE DAYS

AHEAD.

"IF YOU RUN SHORT OF CASH, SPEAK TO THE OFFICE; THEY CAN GET

URGENT MESSAGES

TO ME, BUT I MAY BE TOO BUSY TO ANSWER. GIVE MY LOVE TO THE

CHILDREN, AND SAY

I'LL BE BACK AS SOON AS I CAN. OH, HELL - HERE'S SOMEONE I DON'T

WANT TO SEE -



I'LL CALL FROM THE MOON IF I CAN - GOOD-BYE."

FLOYD TRIED TO DUCK OUT OF THE BOOTH, BUT IT WAS TOO LATE; HE

HAD ALREADY

BEEN SPOTTED. BEARING DOWN ON HIM THROUGH THE SOVIET SECTION

EXIT WAS DR.

DIMITRI MOISEVITCH, OF THE U.S.S.R. ACADEMY OF SCIENCE. DIMITRI

WAS ONE OF

FLOYD'S BEST FRIENDS; AND FOR THAT VERY REASON, HE WAS THE LAST

PERSON HE WISHED

TO TALK TO, HERE AND NOW.

9 - MOON SHUTTLE

THE RUSSIAN ASTRONOMER WAS TALL, SLENDER, AND BLOND, AND HIS

UNLINED FACE

BELIED HIS FIFTY-FIVE YEARS - THE LAST TEN OF WHICH HAD BEEN

SPENT BUILDING UP

THE GIANT RADIO OBSERVATORY ON THE FAR SIDE OF THE MOON,

WHERE TWO THOUSAND

MILES OF SOLID ROCK WOULD SHIELD IT FROM THE ELETRONIC RACKET

OF EARTH. "WHY, HEYWOOD," HE SAID, SHAKING HANDS FIRMLY. "IT'S A

SMALL UNIVERSE... HOW

ARE YOU - AND YOUR CHARMING CHILDREN?"

"WE'RE FINE," FLOYD REPLIED WARMLY, BUT WITH A SLIGHTLY

DISTRACTED AIR. "WE

OFTEN TALK ABOUT THE WONDERFUL TIME YOU GAVE US LAST

SUMMER." HE WAS SORRY HE

COULD NOT SOUND MORE SINCERE; THEY REALLY HAD ENJOYED A

WEEK'S VACATION IN

ODESSA WITH DIMITRI DURING ONE OF THE RUSSIAN'S VISITS TO EARTH.



"AND YOU - I SUPPOSE YOU'RE ON YOUR WAY UP?" DIMITRI INQUIRED.

"ER, YES - MY FLIGHT LEAVES IN HALF AN HOUR," ANSWERED FLOYD. "DO

YOU KNOW

MR. MILLER?"

THE SECURITY OFFICER HAD NOW APPROACHED, AND WAS STANDING

AT A RESPECTFUL

DISTANCE HOLDING A PLASTIC CUP FULL OF COFFEE.

"OF COURSE. BUT PLEASE PUT THAT DOWN, MR. MILLER. THIS IS DR.

FLOYD'S LAST

CHANCE TO HAVE A CIVILIZED DRINK - LET'S NOT WASTE IT. NO - I

INSIST."

THEY FOLLOWED DIMITRI OUT OF THE MAIN LOUNGE INTO THE

OBSERVATION SECTION,

AND SOON WERE SITTING AT A TABLE UNDER A DIM LIGHT WATCHING

THE MOVING PANORAMA

OF THE STARS. SPACE STATION ONE REVOLVED ONCE A MINUTE, AND

THE CENTRIFUGAL

FORCE GENERATED BY THIS SLOW SPIN PRODUCED AN ARTIFICIAL

GRAVITY EQUAL TO THE

MOON'S. THIS, IT HAD BEEN DISCOVERED, WAS A GOOD COMPROMISE

BETWEEN EARTH

GRAVITY AND NO GRAVITY AT ALL; MOREOVER, IT GAVE MOON-BOUND

PASSENGERS A CHANCE

TO BECOME ACCLIMATIZED.

OUTSIDE THE ALMOST INVISIBLE WINDOWS, EARTH AND STARS

MARCHED IN A SILENT

PROCESSION. AT THE MOMENT, THIS SIDE OF THE STATION WAS TILTED

AWAY FROM THE



SUN; OTHERWISE, IT WOULD HAVE BEEN IMPOSSIBLE TO LOOK OUT, FOR

THE LOUNGE WOULD

HAVE BEEN BLASTED WITH LIGHT. EVEN AS IT WAS, THE GLARE OF THE

EARTH, FILLING

HALF THE SKY, DROWNED ALL BUT THE BRIGHTER STARS.

BUT EARTH WAS WANING, AS THE STATION ORBITED TOWARD THE

NIGHT SIDE OF THE

PLANET; IN A FEW MINUTES IT WOULD BE A HUGE BLACK DISK,

SPANGLED WITH THE LIGHTS

OF CITIES. AND THEN THE SKY WOULD BELONG TO THE STARS.

"NOW," SAID DIMITRI, AFTER HE HAD SWIFTLY DOWNED HIS FIRST DRINK

AND WAS

TOYING WITH THE SECOND, "WHAT'S ALL THIS ABOUT AN EPIDEMIC IN

THE U.S. SECTOR? I

WANTED TO GO THERE ON THIS TRIP. 'NO, PROFESSOR,' THEY TOLD ME.

'WE'RE VERY

SORRY, BUT THERE'S A STRICT QUARANTINE UNTIL FURTHER NOTICE.' I

PULLED ALL THE

STRINGS I COULD; IT WAS NO USE. NOW YOU TELL ME WHAT'S

HAPPENING."

FLOYD GROANED INWARDLY. HERE WE GO AGAIN, HE SAID. THE SOONER

I'M ON THAT

SHUTTLE, HEADED FOR THE MOON, THE HAPPIER I'LL BE.

"THE - AH - QUARANTINE IS PURELY A SAFETY PRECAUTION," HE SAID

CAUTIOUSLY.

'WE'RE NOT EVEN SURE IT'S REALLY NECESSARY, BUT WE DON'T BELIEVE

IN TAKING

CHANCES."



"BUT WHAT IS THE DISEASE - WHAT ARE THE SYMPTOMS? COULD IT BE

EXTRATERRESTRIAL? DO YOU WANT ANY HELP FROM OUR MEDICAL

SERVICES?"

"I'M SORRY, DIMITRI - WE'VE BEEN ASKED NOT TO SAY ANYTHING AT THE

MOMENT.

THANKS FOR THE OFFER, BUT WE CAN HANDLE THE SITUATION." "HMM,"

SAID MOISEVITCH, OBVIOUSLY QUITE UNCONVINCED. "SEEMS ODD TO ME

THAT

YOU, AN ASTRONOMER, SHOULD BE SENT UP TO THE MOON TO LOOK

INTO AN EPIDEMIC."

"I'M ONLY AN EX-ASTRONOMER; IT'S YEARS SINCE I DID ANY REAL

RESEARCH. NOW

I'M A SCIENTIFIC EXPERT; THAT MEANS I KNOW NOTHING ABOUT

ABSOLUTELY EVERYTHING."

"THEN DO YOU KNOW WHAT TMA-1 MEANS?"

MILLER SEEMED ABOUT TO CHOKE ON HIS DRINK, BUT FLOYD WAS MADE

OF STERNER

STUFF. HE LOOKED HIS OLD FRIEND STRAIGHT IN THE EYE, AND SAID

CALMLY: "TMA-1?

WHAT AN ODD EXPRESSION. WHERE DID YOU HEAR IT?"

"NEVER MIND," RETORTED THE RUSSIAN. "YOU CAN'T FOOL ME. BUT IF

YOU'VE RUN

INTO SOMETHING YOU CAN'T HANDLE, I HOPE YOU DON'T LEAVE IT UNTIL

TOO LATE BEFORE

YOU YELL FOR HELP."

MILLER LOOKED MEANINGFULLY AT HIS WATCH.

"DUE TO BOARD IN FIVE MINUTES, DR. FLOYD," HE SAID. "I THINK WE'D

BETTER GET



MOVING."

THOUGH HE KNEW THAT THEY STILL HAD A GOOD TWENTY MINUTES,

FLOYD GOT UP WITH

HASTE. TOO MUCH HASTE, FOR HE HAD FORGOTTEN THE ONE-SIXTH OF

A GRAVITY. HE

GRABBED THE TABLE JUST IN TIME TO PREVENT A TAKEOFF.

"IT WAS FINE MEETING YOU, DIMITRI," HE SAID, NOT QUITE ACCURATELY.

"HOPE YOU

HAVE A GOOD TRIP DOWN TO EARTH - I'LL GIVE YOU A CALL AS SOON AS

I'M BACK."

AS THEY LEFT THE LOUNGE, AND CHECKED THROUGH THE U.S. TRANSIT

BARRIER,

FLOYD REMARKED: "PHEW - THAT WAS CLOSE. THANKS FOR RESCUING

ME."

"YOU KNOW, DOCTOR," SAID THE SECURITY OFFICER, "I HOPE HE ISN'T

RIGHT."

"RIGHT ABOUT WHAT?"

"ABOUT US RUNNING INTO SOMETHING WE CAN'T HANDLE."

"THAT," FLOYD ANSWERED WITH DETERMINATION, "IS WHAT I INTEND TO

FIND OUT."

FORTY-FIVE MINUTES LATER, THE ARIES-LB LUNAR CARRIER PULLED

AWAY FROM THE

STATION. THERE WAS NONE OF THE POWER AND FURY OF A TAKEOFF

FROM EARTH - ONLY AN

ALMOST INAUDIBLE, FAR-OFF WHISTLING AS THE LOW-THRUST PLASMA

JETS BLASTED THEIR

ELECTRIFIED STREAMS INTO SPACE. THE GENTLE PUSH LASTED FOR

MORE THAN FIFTEEN



MINUTES, AND THE MILD ACCELERATION WOULD NOT HAVE PREVENTED

ANYONE FROM MOVING

AROUND THE CABIN. BUT WHEN IT WAS OVER, THE SHIP WAS NO

LONGER BOUND TO EARTH,

AS IT HAD BEEN WHILE IT STILL ACCOMPANIED THE STATION. IT HAD

BROKEN THE BONDS

OF GRAVITY AND WAS NOW A FREE AND INDEPENDENT PLANET,

CIRCLING THE SUN IN AN

ORBIT OF ITS OWN.

THE CABIN FLOYD NOW HAD ALL TO HIMSELF HAD BEEN DESIGNED FOR

THIRTY

PASSENGERS. IT WAS STRANGE, AND RATHER LONELY, TO SEE ALL THE

EMPTY SEATS AROUND

HIM, AND TO HAVE THE UNDIVIDED ATTENTION OF THE STEWARD AND

STEWARDESS - NOT TO

MENTION PILOT, COPILOT, AND TWO ENGINEERS. HE DOUBTED THAT ANY

MAN IN HISTORY

HAD EVER RECEIVED SUCH EXCLUSIVE SERVICE, AND IT WAS MOST

UNLIKELY THAT ANYONE

WOULD DO SO IN THE FUTURE. HE RECALLED THE CYNICAL REMARK OF

ONE OF THE LESS

REPUTABLE PONTIFFS: "NOW THAT WE HAVE THE PAPACY, LET US ENJOY

IT." WELL, HE

WOULD ENJOY THIS TIP, AND THE EUPHORIA OF WEIGHTLESSNESS. WITH

THE LOSS OF GRAVITY HE HAD - AT LEAST FOR A WHILE - SHED MOST OF

HIS CARES. SOMEONE HAD ONCE

SAID THAT YOU COULD BE TERRIFIED IN SPACE, BUT YOU COULD NOT BE

WORRIED THERE.



IT WAS PERFECTLY TRUE.

THE STEWARDS, IT APPEARED, WERE DETERMINED TO MAKE HIM EAT

FOR THE WHOLE

TWENTY-FIVE HOURS OF THE TRIP, AND HE WAS CONTINUALLY FENDING

OFF UNWANTED

MEALS. EATING IN ZERO GRAVITY WAS NO REAL PROBLEM, CONTRARY

TO THE DARK

FOREBODINGS OF THE EARLY ASTRONAUTS. HE SAT AT AN ORDINARY

TABLE, TO WHICH THE

PLATES WERE CLIPPED, AS ABOARD SHIP IN A ROUGH SEA. ALL THE

COURSES HAD SOME

ELEMENT OF STICKINESS, SO THAT THEY WOULD NOT TAKE OFF AND GO

WANDERING ROUND

THE CABIN. THUS A CHOP WOULD BE GLUED TO THE PLATE BY A THICK

SAUCE, AND A SALAD

KEPT UNDER CONTROL BY AN ADHESIVE DRESSING. WITH A LITTLE SKILL

AND CARE THERE

WERE FEW ITEMS THAT COULD NOT BE TACKLED SAFELY; THE ONLY

THINGS BANNED WERE HOT

SOUPS AND EXCESSIVELY CRUMBLY PASTRIES. DRINKS OF COURSE,

WERE A DIFFERENT

MATTER; ALL LIQUIDS SIMPLY HAD TO BE KEPT IN PLASTIC SQUEEZE

TUBES.

A WHOLE GENERATION OF RESEARCH BY HEROIC BUT UNSUNG

VOLUNTEERS HAD GONE INTO

THE DESIGN OF THE WASHROOM, AND IT WAS NOW CONSIDERED TO BE

MORE OR LESS

FOOLPROOF. FLOYD INVESTIGATED IT SOON AFTER FREE FALL HAD



BEGUN. HE FOUND

HIMSELF IN A LITTLE CUBICLE WITH ALL THE FITTINGS OF AN ORDINARY

AIRLINE TOILET,

BUT ILLUMINATED WITH A RED LIGHT THAT WAS VERY HARSH AND

UNPLEASANT TO THE EYE.

A NOTICE PRINTED IN PROMINENT LETTERS ANNOUNCED: MOST

IMPORTANT! FOR YOUR OWN

COMFORT, PLEASE READ THESE INSTRUCTIONS CAREFULLY!

FLOYD SAT DOWN (ONE STILL TENDED TO DO SO, EVEN WHEN

WEIGHTLESS) AND READ

THE NOTICE SEVERAL TIMES. WHEN HE WAS SURE THAT THERE HAD

BEEN NO MODIFICATIONS

SINCE HIS LAST TRIP, HE PRESSED THE START BUTTON.

CLOSE AT HAND, AN ELECTRIC MOTOR BEGAN TO WHIRR, AND FLOYD

FELT HIMSELF

MOVING. AS THE NOTICE ADVISED HIM TO DO, HE CLOSED HIS EYES AND

WAITED. AFTER A

MINUTE, A BELL CHIMED SOFTLY AND HE LOOKED AROUND.

THE LIGHT HAD NOW CHANGED TO A SOOTHING PINKISH-WHITE; BUT,

MORE IMPORTANT,

HE WAS UNDER GRAVITY AGAIN.

ONLY THE FAINTEST VIBRATION REVEALED THAT IT WAS A SPURIOUS

GRAVITY, CAUSED

BY THE CARROUSEL-LIKE SPIN OF THE WHOLE TOILET COMPARTMENT.

FLOYD PICKED UP A

PIECE OF SOAP, AND WATCHED IT DROP IN SLOW MOTION; HE JUDGED

THAT THE

CENTRIFUGAL FORCE WAS ABOUT A QUARTER OF A NORMAL GRAVITY.



BUT THAT WAS QUITE

ENOUGH; IT WOULD ENSURE THAT EVERYTHING MOVED IN THE RIGHT

DIRECTION, IN THE ONE

PLACE WHERE THIS MATTERED MOST.

HE PRESSED THE STOP FOR EXIT BUTTON, AND CLOSED HIS EYES AGAIN.

WEIGHT

SLOWLY EBBED AS THE ROTATION CEASED, THE BELL GAVE A DOUBLE

CHIME, AND THE RED

WARNING LIGHT WAS BACK. THE DOOR WAS THEN LOCKED IN THE RIGHT

POSITION TO LET

HIM GLIDE OUT INTO THE CABIN, WHERE HE ADHERED AS QUICKLY AS

POSSIBLE TO THE

CARPET. HE HAD LONG AGO EXHAUSTED THE NOVELTY OF

WEIGHTLESSNESS, AND WAS

GRATEFUL FOR THE VELCRO SLIPPERS THAT ALLOWED HIM TO WALK

ALMOST NORMALLY.

THERE WAS PLENTY TO OCCUPY HIS TIME, EVEN IF HE DID NOTHING BUT

SIT AND

READ. WHEN HE TIRED OF OFFICIAL REPORTS AND MEMORANDA AND

MINUTES, HE WOULD PLUG

HIS FOOLSCAP-SIZED NEWSPAD INTO THE SHIP'S INFORMATION CIRCUIT

AND SCAN THE

LATEST REPORTS FROM EARTH. ONE BY ONE HE WOULD CONJURE UP

THE WORLD'S MAJOR

ELECTRONIC PAPERS; HE KNEW THE CODES OF THE MORE IMPORTANT

ONES BY HEART, AND

HAD NO NEED TO CONSULT THE LIST ON THE BACK OF HIS PAD.

SWITCHING TO THE DISPLAY



UNIT'S SHORT-TERM MEMORY, HE WOULD HOLD THE FRONT PAGE WHILE

HE QUICKLY SEARCHED

THE HEADLINES AND NOTED THE ITEMS THAT INTERESTED HIM. EACH

HAD ITS OWN TWO-DIGIT REFERENCE; WHEN HE PUNCHED THAT, THE

POSTAGE-

STAMP-SIZED RECTANGLE WOULD EXPAND UNTIL IT NEATLY FILLED THE

SCREEN AND HE

COULD READ IT WITH COMFORT. WHEN HE HAD FINISHED, HE WOULD

FLASH BACK TO THE

COMPLETE PAGE AND SELECT A NEW SUBJECT FOR DETAILED

EXAMINATION.

FLOYD SOMETIMES WONDERED IF THE NEWSPAD, AND THE FANTASTIC

TECHNOLOGY BEHIND

IT, WAS THE LAST WORD IN MAN'S QUEST FOR PERFECT

COMMUNICATIONS. HERE HE WAS,

FAR OUT IN SPACE, SPEEDING AWAY FROM EARTH AT THOUSANDS OF

MILES AN HOUR, YET IN

A FEW MILLISECONDS HE COULD SEE THE HEADLINES OF ANY

NEWSPAPER HE PLEASED. (THAT

VERY WORD "NEWSPAPER," OF COURSE, WAS AN ANACHRONISTIC

HANGOVER INTO THE AGE OF

ELECTRONICS.) THE TEXT WAS UPDATED AUTOMATICALLY ON EVERY

HOUR; EVEN IF ONE READ

ONLY THE ENGLISH VERSIONS, ONE COULD SPEND AN ENTIRE LIFETIME

DOING NOTHING BUT

ABSORBING THE EVER-CHANGING FLOW OF INFORMATION FROM THE

NEWS SATELLITES.

IT WAS HARD TO IMAGINE HOW THE SYSTEM COULD BE IMPROVED OR



MADE MORE

CONVENIENT. BUT SOONER OR LATER, FLOYD GUESSED, IT WOULD PASS

AWAY, TO BE

REPLACED BY SOMETHING AS UNIMAGINABLE AS THE NEWSPAD ITSELF

WOULD HAVE BEEN TO

CAXTON OR GUTENBERG.

THERE WAS ANOTHER THOUGHT WHICH A SCANNING OF THOSE TINY

ELECTRONIC

HEADLINES OFTEN INVOKED. THE MORE WONDERFUL THE MEANS OF

COMMUNICATION, THE MORE

TRIVIAL, TAWDRY, OR DEPRESSING ITS CONTENTS SEEMED TO BE.

ACCIDENTS, CRIMES,

NATURAL AND MAN-MADE DISASTERS, THREATS OF CONFLICT, GLOOMY

EDITORIALS - THESE

STILL SEEMED TO BE THE MAIN CONCERN OF THE MILLIONS OF WORDS

BEING SPRAYED INTO

THE ETHER. YET FLOYD ALSO WONDERED IF THIS WAS ALTOGETHER A

BAD THING; THE

NEWSPAPERS OF UTOPIA, HE HAD LONG AGO DECIDED, WOULD BE

TERRIBLY DULL.

FROM TIME TO TIME THE CAPTAIN AND THE OTHER MEMBERS OF THE

CREW CAME INTO

THE CABIN AND EXCHANGED A FEW WORDS WITH HIM. THEY TREATED

THEIR DISTINGUISHED

PASSENGER WITH AWE, AND WERE DOUBTLESS BURNING WITH

CURIOSITY ABOUT HIS MISSION,

BUT WERE TOO POLITE TO ASK ANY QUESTIONS OR EVEN TO DROP ANY

HINTS.



ONLY THE CHARMING LITTLE STEWARDESS SEEMED COMPLETELY AT

EASE IN HIS

PRESENCE. AS FLOYD QUICKLY DISCOVERED, SHE CAME FROM BALI, AND

HAD CARRIED

BEYOND THE ATMOSPHERE SOME OF THE GRACE AND MYSTERY OF

THAT STILL LARGELY

UNSPOILED ISLAND. ONE OF HIS STRANGEST, AND MOST ENCHANTING,

MEMORIES OF THE

ENTIRE TRIP WAS HER ZERO-GRAVITY DEMONSTRATION OF SOME

CLASSICAL BALINESE DANCE

MOVEMENTS, WITH THE LOVELY, BLUE-GREEN CRESCENT OF THE

WANING EARTH AS A

BACKDROP.

THERE WAS ONE SLEEP PERIOD, WHEN THE MAIN CABIN LIGHTS WERE

SWITCHED OFF AND

FLOYD FASTENED DOWN HIS ARMS AND LEGS WITH THE ELASTIC

SHEETS THAT WOULD PREVENT

HIM FROM DRIFTING AWAY INTO SPACE. IT SEEMED A CRUDE

ARRANGEMENT - BUT HERE IN

ZERO GRAVITY HIS UNPADDED COUCH WAS MORE COMFORTABLE THAN

THE MOST LUXURIOUS

MATTRESS ON EARTH.

WHEN HE HAD STRAPPED HIMSELF IN, FLOYD DOZED OFF QUICKLY

ENOUGH, BUT WOKE UP

ONCE IN A DROWSY, HALF-CONSCIOUS CONDITION, TO BE COMPLETELY

BAFFLED BY HIS

STRANGE SURROUNDINGS. FOR A MOMENT HE THOUGHT THAT BE WAS

IN THE MIDDLE OF SOME



DIMLY LIT CHINESE LANTERN; THE FAINT GLOW FROM THE OTHER

CUBICLES AROUND HIM

GAVE THAT IMPRESSION. THEN HE SAID TO HIMSELF, FIRMLY AND

SUCCESSFULLY: "GO TO

SLEEP, BOY. THIS IS JUST AN ORDINARY MOON SHUTTLE."

WHEN HE AWOKE, THE MOON HAD SWALLOWED UP HALF THE SKY, AND

THE BRAKING

MANEUVERS WERE ABOUT TO BEGIN. THE WIDE ARC OF WINDOWS SET

IN THE CURVING WALL OF THE PASSENGER SECTION NOW

LOOKED OUT ONTO THE OPEN SKY, NOT THE APPROACHING GLOBE, SO

HE MOVED INTO THE

CONTROL CABIN. HERE, ON THE REAR-VIEW TV SCREENS, HE COULD

WATCH THE FINAL

STAGES OF THE DESCENT.

THE APPROACHING LUNAR MOUNTAINS WERE UTTERLY UNLIKE THOSE

OF EARTH; THEY

LACKED THE DAZZLING CAPS OF SNOW, THE GREEN, CLOSE-FITTING

GARMENTS OF

VEGETATION, THE MOVING CROWNS OF CLOUD, NEVERTHELESS, THE

FIERCE CONTRASTS OF

LIGHT AND SHADOW GAVE THEM A STRANGE BEAUTY OF THEIR OWN.

THE LAWS OF EARTHLY

AESTHETICS DID NOT APPLY HERE; THIS WORLD HAD BEEN SHAPED AND

MOLDED BY OTHER

THAN TERRESTRIAL FORCES, OPERATING OVER EONS OF TIME

UNKNOWN TO THE YOUNG,

VERDANT EARTH, WITH ITS FLEETING ICE AGES, ITS SWIFTLY RISING AND

FALLING SEAS,



ITS MOUNTAIN RANGES DISSOLVING LIKE MISTS BEFORE THE DAWN.

HERE WAS AGE

INCONCEIVABLE - BUT NOT DEATH, FOR THE MOON HAD NEVER LIVED -

UNTIL NOW.

THE DESCENDING SHIP WAS POISED ALMOST ABOVE THE LINE DIVIDING

NIGHT FROM

DAY, AND DIRECTLY BELOW WAS A CHAOS OF JAGGED SHADOWS AND

BRILLIANT, ISOLATED

PEAKS CATCHING THE FIRST LIGHT OF THE SLOW LUNAR DAWN. THAT

WOULD BE A FEARFUL

PLACE TO ATTEMPT A LANDING, EVEN WITH ALL POSSIBLE ELECTRONIC

AIDS; BUT THEY

WERE SLOWLY DRIFTING AWAY FROM IT, TOWARD THE NIGHT SIDE OF

THE MOON.

THEN FLOYD SAW, AS HIS EYES GREW MORE ACCUSTOMED TO THE

FAINTER

ILLUMINATION, THAT THE NIGHT LAND WAS NOT WHOLLY DARK. IT WAS

AGLOW WITH A

GHOSTLY LIGHT, IN WHICH PEAKS AND VALLEYS AND PLAINS COULD BE

CLEARLY SEEN. THE

EARTH, A GIANT MOON TO THE MOON, WAS FLOODING THE LAND BELOW

WITH ITS RADIANCE.

ON THE PILOT'S PANEL, LIGHTS FLASHED ABOVE RADAR SCREENS,

NUMBERS CAME AND

WENT ON COMPUTER DISPLAYS, CLOCKING OFF THE DISTANCE OF THE

APPROACHING MOON.

THEY WERE STILL MORE THAN A THOUSAND MILES AWAY WHEN

WEIGHT RETURNED AS THE JETS



BEGAN THEIR GENTLE BUT STEADY DECELERATION. FOR AGES, IT

SEEMED, THE MOON SLOWLY

EXPANDED ACROSS THE SKY, THE SUN SANK BELOW THE HORIZON, AND

AT LAST A SINGLE

GIANT CRATER FILLED THE FIELD OF VIEW.

THE SHUTTLE WAS FALLING TOWARD ITS CENTRAL PEAKS - AND

SUDDENLY FLOYD

NOTICED THAT NEAR ONE OF THOSE PEAKS A BRILLIANT LIGHT WAS

FLASHING WITH A

REGULAR RHYTHM. IT MIGHT HAVE BEEN AN AIRPORT BEACON BACK ON

EARTH, AND HE

STARED AT IT WITH A TIGHTENING OF THE THROAT. IT WAS PROOF THAT

MEN HAD

ESTABLISHED ANOTHER FOOTHOLD ON THE MOON.

NOW THE CRATER HAD EXPANDED SO MUCH THAT ITS RAMPARTS WERE

SLIPPING BELOW

THE HORIZON, AND THE SMALLER CRATERLETS THAT PEPPERED ITS

INTERIOR WERE

BEGINNING TO DISCLOSE THEIR REAL SIZE. SOME OF THESE, TINY

THOUGH THEY HAD

SEEMED FROM FAR OUT IN SPACE, WERE MILES ACROSS, AND COULD

HAVE SWALLOWED WHOLE

CITIES.

UNDER ITS AUTOMATIC CONTROLS, THE SHUTTLE WAS SLIDING DOWN

THE STARLIT SKY,

TOWARD THAT BARREN LANDSCAPE GLIMMERING IN THE LIGHT OF THE

GREAT GIBBOUS EARTH.

NOW A VOICE WAS CALLING SOMEWHERE ABOVE THE WHISTLE OF THE



JETS AND THE

ELECTRONIC BEEPINGS THAT CAME AND WENT THROUGH THE CABIN.

"CLAVIUS CONTROL TO SPECIAL 14, YOU ARE COMING IN NICELY. PLEASE

MAKE MANUAL

CHECK OF LANDING-GEAR LOCK, HYDRAULIC PRESSURE, SHOCK-PAD

INFLATION."

THE PILOT PRESSED SUNDRY SWITCHES, GREEN LIGHTS FLASHED, AND

HE CALLED BACK,

"ALL MANUAL CHECKS COMPLETED. LANDING-GEAR LOCK, HYDRAULIC

PRESSURE, SHOCK PAD

O.K." "CONFIRMED," SAID THE MOON, AND THE DESCENT CONTINUED

WORDLESSLY. THOUGH

THERE WAS STILL PLENTY OF TALKING, IT WAS ALL BEING DONE BY

MACHINES, FLASHING

BINARY IMPULSES TO ONE ANOTHER AT A THOUSAND TIMES THE RATE

THEIR SLOW-THINKING

MAKERS COULD COMMUNICATE.

SOME OF THE MOUNTAIN PEAKS WERE ALREADY TOWERING ABOVE THE

SHUTTLE; NOW THE

GROUND WAS ONLY A FEW THOUSAND FEET AWAY, AND THE BEACON

LIGHT WAS A BRILLIANT

STAR, FLASHING STEADILY ABOVE A GROUP OF LOW BUILDINGS AND

ODD VEHICLES. IN THE

FINAL STAGE OF THE DESCENT, THE JETS SEEMED TO BE PLAYING SOME

STRANGE TUNE;

THEY PULSED ON AND OFF, MAKING THE LAST FINE ADJUSTMENTS TO

THE THRUST.

ABRUPTLY, A SWIRLING CLOUD OF DUST HID EVERYTHING, THE JETS



GAVE ONE FINAL

SPURT, AND THE SHUTTLE ROCKED VERY SLIGHTLY, LIKE A ROWBOAT

WHEN A SMALL WAVE

GOES BY. IT WAS SOME MINUTES BEFORE FLOYD COULD REALLY ACCEPT

THE SILENCE THAT

NOW ENFOLDED HIM AND THE WEAK GRAVITY THAT GRIPPED HIS LIMBS.

HE HAD MADE, UTTERLY WITHOUT INCIDENT AND IN LITTLE MORE THAN

ONE DAY, THE

INCREDIBLE JOURNEY OF WHICH MEN HAD DREAMED FOR TWO

THOUSAND YEARS. AFTER A

NORMAL ROUTINE FLIGHT, HE HAD LANDED ON THE MOON.

10 - CLAVIUS BASE

CLAVIUS, 150 MILES IN DIAMETER, IS THE SECOND LARGEST CRATER ON

THE VISIBLE

FACE OF THE MOON, AND LIES IN THE CENTER OF THE SOUTHERN

HIGHLANDS. IT IS VERY

OLD; AGES OF VULCANISM AND BOMBARDMENT FROM SPACE HAVE

SCARRED ITS WALLS AND

POCKMARKED ITS FLOOR. BUT SINCE THE LAST ERA OF CRATER

FORMATION, WHEN THE

DEBRIS FROM THE ASTEROID BELT WAS STILL BATTERING THE INNER

PLANETS, IT HAD

KNOWN PEACE FOR HALF A BILLION YEARS.

NOW THERE WERE NEW, STRANGE STIRRINGS ON AND BELOW ITS

SURFACE, FOR HERE MAN

WAS ESTABLISHING HIS FIRST PERMANENT BRIDGEHEAD ON THE MOON.

CLAVIUS BASE COULD,

IN AN EMERGENCY, BE ENTIRELY SELF-SUPPORTING. ALL THE



NECESSITIES OF LIFE WERE

PRODUCED FROM THE LOCAL ROCKS, - AFTER THEY HAD BEEN CRUSHED,

HEATED, AND

CHEMICALLY PROCESSED. HYDROGEN, OXYGEN; CARBON, NITROGEN,

PHOSPHORUS - ALL

THESE, AND MOST OF THE OTHER ELEMENTS, COULD BE FOUND INSIDE

THE MOON, IF ONE

KNEW WHERE TO LOOK FOR THEM. THE BASE WAS A CLOSED SYSTEM,

LIKE A TINY WORKING

MODEL OF EARTH ITSELF, RECYCLING ALL THE CHEMICALS OF LIFE. THE

ATMOSPHERE WAS

PURIFIED IN A VAST "HOTHOUSE" - A LARGE, CIRCULAR ROOM BURIED

JUST BELOW THE

LUNAR SURFACE. UNDER BLAZING LAMPS BY NIGHT, AND FILTERED

SUNLIGHT BY DAY, ACRES

OF STUBBY GREEN PLANTS GREW IN A WARM, MOIST ATMOSPHERE.

THEY WERE SPECIAL

MUTATIONS, DESIGNED FOR THE EXPRESS PURPOSE OF REPLENISHING

THE AIR WITH OXYGEN,

AND PROVIDING FOOD AS A BY-PRODUCT. MORE FOOD WAS PRODUCED

BY CHEMICAL

PROCESSING SYSTEMS AND ALGAE CULTURE. ALTHOUGH THE GREEN

SCUM CIRCULATING

THROUGH YARDS OF TRANSPARENT PLASTIC TUBES WOULD SCARCELY

HAVE APPEALED TO A

GOURMET, THE BIOCHEMISTS COULD CONVERT IT INTO CHOPS AND

STEAKS ONLY AN EXPERT

COULD DISTINGUISH FROM THE REAL THING.



THE ELEVEN HUNDRED MEN AND SIX HUNDRED WOMEN WHO MADE UP

THE PERSONNEL OF

THE BASE WERE ALL HIGHLY TRAINED SCIENTISTS OR TECHNICIANS,

CAREFULLY SELECTED

BEFORE THEY HAD LEFT EARTH. THOUGH LUNAR LIVING WAS NOW

VIRTUALLY FREE FROM THE

HARDSHIPS, DISADVANTAGES, AND OCCASIONAL DANGERS OF THE

EARLY DAYS, IT WAS STILL

PSYCHOLOGICALLY DEMANDING, AND NOT RECOMMENDED FOR ANYONE

SUFFERING FROM

CLAUSTROPHOBIA. SINCE IT WAS EXPENSIVE AND TIME-CONSUMING TO

CUT A LARGE UNDERGROUND BASE OUT OF SOLID ROCK OR COMPACTED

LAVA, THE STANDARD ONE-MAN

"LIVING MODULE" WAS A ROOM ONLY ABOUT SIX FEET WIDE, TEN FEET

LONG, AND EIGHT

FEET HIGH.

EACH ROOM WAS ATTRACTIVELY FURNISHED AND LOOKED VERY MUCH

LIKE A GOOD MOTEL

SUITE, WITH CONVERTIBLE SOFA, TV, SMALL HI-FI SET, AND VISION-

PHONE. MOREOVER,

BY A SIMPLE TRICK OF INTERIOR DECORATION, THE ONE UNBROKEN

WALL COULD BE

CONVERTED BY THE FLIP OF A SWITCH INTO A CONVINCING

TERRESTRIAL LANDSCAPE. THERE

WAS A CHOICE OF EIGHT VIEWS. THIS TOUCH OF LUXURY WAS TYPICAL

OF THE BASE,

THOUGH IT WAS SOMETIMES HARD TO EXPLAIN ITS NECESSITY TO THE

FOLK BACK ON EARTH.



EVERY MAN AND WOMAN IN CLAVIUS HAD COST A HUNDRED THOUSAND

DOLLARS IN TRAINING

AND TRANSPORT AND HOUSING; IT WAS WORTH A LITTLE EXTRA TO

MAINTAIN THEIR PEACE

OF MIND. THIS WAS NOT ART FOR ART'S SAKE, BUT ART FOR THE SAKE

OF SANITY.

ONE OF THE ATTRACTIONS OF LIFE IN THE BASE - AND ON THE MOON AS

A WHOLE -

WAS UNDOUBTEDLY THE LOW GRAVITY, WHICH PRODUCED A SENSE OF

GENERAL WELL-BEING.

HOWEVER, THIS HAD ITS DANGERS, AND IT WAS SEVERAL WEEKS

BEFORE AN EMIGRANT FROM

EARTH COULD ADAPT TO IT. ON THE MOON, THE HUMAN BODY HAD TO

LEARN A WHOLE NEW

SET OF REFLEXES. IT HAD, FOR THE FIRST TIME, TO DISTINGUISH

BETWEEN MASS AND

WEIGHT.

A MAN WHO WEIGHED ONE HUNDRED EIGHTY POUNDS ON EARTH MIGHT

BE DELIGHTED TO

DISCOVER THAT HE WEIGHED ONLY THIRTY POUNDS ON THE MOON. AS

LONG AS HE MOVED IN

A STRAIGHT LINE AT A UNIFORM SPEED, HE FELT A WONDERFUL SENSE

OF BUOYANCY. BUT

AS SOON AS HE ATTEMPTED TO CHANGE COURSE, TO TURN CORNERS,

OR TO STOP SUDDENLY -

THEN HE WOULD FIND THAT HIS FULL ONE HUNDRED EIGHTY POUNDS

OF MASS, OR INERTIA,

WAS STILL THERE. FOR THAT WAS FIXED AND UNALTERABLE - THE SAME



ON EARTH, MOON,

SUN, OR IN FREE SPACE. BEFORE ONE COULD BE PROPERLY ADAPTED TO

LUNAR LIVING,

THEREFORE, IT WAS ESSENTIAL TO LEARN THAT ALL OBJECTS WERE

NOW SIX TIMES AS

SLUGGISH AS THEIR MERE WEIGHT WOULD SUGGEST. IT WAS A LESSON

USUALLY DRIVEN HOME

BY NUMEROUS COLLISIONS AND HARD KNOCKS, AND OLD LUNAR HANDS

KEPT THEIR DISTANCE

FROM NEWCOMERS UNTIL THEY WERE ACCLIMATIZED.

WITH ITS COMPLEX OF WORKSHOPS, OFFICES, STOREROOMS,

COMPUTER CENTER,

GENERATORS, GARAGE, KITCHEN, LABORATORIES, AND FOOD-

PROCESSING PLANT, CLAVIUS

BASE WAS A MINIATURE WORLD IN ITSELF. AND, IRONICALLY, MANY OF

THE SKILLS THAT

HAD BEEN USED TO BUILD THIS UNDERGROUND EMPIRE HAD BEEN

DEVELOPED DURING THE

HALF CENTURY OF THE COLD WAR.

ANY MAN WHO HAD EVER WORKED IN A HARDENED MISSILE SITE

WOULD HAVE FELT AT

HOME IN CLAVIUS. HERE ON THE MOON WERE THE SAME ARTS AND

HARDWARE OF UNDERGROUND

LIVING, AND OF PROTECTION AGAINST A HOSTILE ENVIRONMENT; BUT

HERE THEY HAD BEEN

TURNED TO THE PURPOSES OF PEAEE.

AFTER TEN THOUSAND YEARS, MAN HAD AT LAST FOUND SOMETHING

AS EXCITING AS



WAR. UNFORTUNATELY, NOT ALL NATIONS HAD YET REALIZED THAT

FACT.

THE MOUNTAINS THAT HAD BEEN SO PROMINENT JUST BEFORE

LANDING HAD

MYSTERIOUSLY DISAPPEARED, HIDDEN FROM SIGHT BELOW THE

STEEPLY CURVING LUNAR

HORIZON. AROUND THE SPACECRAFT WAS A FLAT, GRAY PLAIN;

BRILLIANTLY LIT BY THE

SLANTING EARTHLIGHT. ALTHOUGH THE SKY WAS, OF COURSE,

COMPLETELY BLACK, ONLY THE

BRIGHTER STARS AND PLANETS COULD BE SEEN, UNLESS THE EYES

WERE SHADED FROM THE

SURFACE GLARE.

SEVERAL VERY ODD VEHICLES WERE ROLLING UP TO THE ARIES-LB

SPACESHIP -

CRANES, HOISTS, SERVICING TRUCKS - SOME AUTOMATIC, SOME

OPERATED BY A DRIVER IN

A SMALL PRESSURE CABIN. MOST OF THEM MOVED ON BALLOON TIRES,

FOR THIS SMOOTH, LEVEL PLAIN POSED NO TRANSPORTATION

DIFFICULTIES; BUT ONE TANKER ROLLED ON THE

PECULIAR FLEX-WHEELS WHICH HAD PROVED ONE OF THE BEST ALL-

PURPOSE WAYS OF

GETTING AROUND ON THE MOON. A SERIES OF FLAT PLATES ARRANGED

IN A CIRCLE, EACH

PLATE INDEPENDENTLY MOUNTED AND SPRUNG, THE FLEX-WHEEL HAD

MANY OF THE

ADVANTAGES OF THE CATERPILLAR TRACK FROM WHICH IT HAD

EVOLVED. IT WOULD ADAPT



ITS SHAPE AND DIAMETER TO THE TERRAIN OVER WHICH IT WAS

MOVING, AND, UNLIKE A

CATERPILLAR TRACK, WOULD CONTINUE TO FUNCTION EVEN IF A FEW

SECTIONS WERE

MISSING.

A SMALL BUS WITH AN EXTENSION TUBE LIKE A STUBBY ELEPHANT

TRUNK WAS NOW

NUZZLING AFFECTIONATELY UP AGAINST THE SPACECRAFT. A FEW

SECONDS LATER, THERE

WERE BANGINGS AND BUMPINGS FROM OUTSIDE, FOLLOWED BY THE

SOUND OF HISSING AIR AS

CONNECTIONS WERE MADE AND PRESSURE WAS EQUALIZED. THE INNER

DOOR OF THE AIRLOCK

OPENED, AND THE WELCOMING DELEGATION ENTERED.

IT WAS LED BY RALPH HALVORSEN, THE ADMINISTRATOR OF THE

SOUTHERN PROVINCE -

WHICH MEANT NOT ONLY THE BASE BUT ALSO ANY EXPLORING PARTIES

THAT OPERATED FROM

IT.

WITH HIM WAS HIS CHIEF SCIENTIST, DR. ROY MICHAELS, A GRIZZLED

LITTLE

GEOPHYSICIST WHOM FLOYD KNEW FROM PREVIOUS VISITS, AND HALF

A DOZEN SENIOR

SCIENTISTS AND EXECUTIVES. THEY GREETED HIM WITH RESPECTFUL

RELIEF; FROM THE

ADMINISTRATOR DOWNWARD, IT WAS OBVIOUS THAT THEY LOOKED

FORWARD TO A CHANCE OF

UNLOADING SOME OF THEIR WORRIES.



"VERY PLEASED TO HAVE YOU WITH US, DR. FLOYD," SAID HALVORSEN.

"DID YOU HAVE

A GOOD TRIP?"

"EXCELLENT," FLOYD ANSWERED. "IT COULDN'T HAVE BEEN BETTER. THE

CREW LOOKED

AFTER ME VERY WELL." HE EXCHANGED THE USUAL SMALL TALK THAT

COURTESY DEMANDED

WHILE THE BUS ROLLED AWAY FROM THE SPACECRAFT; BY UNSPOKEN

AGREEMENT, NO ONE

MENTIONED THE REASON FOR HIS VISIT. AFTER TRAVELING A

THOUSAND FEET FROM THE

LANDING SITE, THE BUS CAME TO A LARGE SIGN WHICH READ:

WELCOME TO CLAVIUS BASE

U.S. ASTRONAUTICAL ENGINEERING CORPS

1994

IT THEN DIVED INTO A CUTTING WHICH TOOK IT QUICKLY BELOW

GROUND LEVEL. A

MASSIVE DOOR OPENED AHEAD, THEN CLOSED BEHIND THEM. THIS

HAPPENED AGAIN, AND YET

A THIRD TIME. WHEN THE LAST DOOR HAD CLOSED, THERE WAS A GREAT

ROARING OF AIR,

AND THEY WERE BACK IN ATMOSPHERE ONCE MORE, IN THE SHIRT-

SLEEVE ENVIRONMENT OF

THE BASE.

AFTER A SHORT WALK THROUGH A TUNNEL PACKED WITH PIPES AND

CABLES, AND

ECHOING HOLLOWLY WITH RHYTHMIC THUMPINGS AND THROBBINGS,

THEY ARRIVED IN



EXECUTIVE TERRITORY, AND FLOYD FOUND HIMSELF BACK IN THE

FAMILIAR ENVIRONMENT OF

TYPEWRITERS, OFFICE COMPUTERS, GIRL ASSISTANTS, WALL CHARTS,

AND RINGING

TELEPHONES. AS THEY PAUSED OUTSIDE THE DOOR LABELED

ADMINISTRATOR, HALVORSEN

SAID DIPLOMATICALLY: "DR. FLOYD AND I WILL BE ALONG TO THE

BRIEFING ROOM IN A

COUPLE OF MINUTES." THE OTHERS NODDED, MADE AGREEABLE

SOUNDS, AND DRIFTED OFF DOWN THE CORRIDOR.

BUT BEFORE HALVORSEN COULD USHER FLOYD INTO HIS OFFICE, THERE

WAS AN

INTERRUPTION, THE DOOR OPENED, AND A SMALL FIGURE HURLED

ITSELF AT THE

ADMINISTRATOR.

"DADDY! YOU'VE BEEN TOPSIDE! AND YOU PROMISED TO TAKE ME!"

"NOW, DIANA," SAID HALVORSEN, WITH EXASPERATED TENDERNESS, "I

ONLY SAID I'D

TAKE YOU IF I COULD. BUT I'VE BEEN VERY BUSY MEETING DR. FLOYD.

SHAKE HANDS WITH

HIM - HE'S JUST COME FROM EARTH."

THE LITTLE GIRL - FLOYD JUDGED THAT SHE WAS ABOUT EIGHT -

EXTENDED A LIMP

HAND. HER FACE WAS VAGUELY FAMILIAR, AND FLOYD SUDDENLY

BECAME AWARE THAT THE

ADMINISTRATOR WAS LOOKING AT HIM WITH A QUIZZICAL SMILE. WITH

A SHOCK OF

RECOLLECTION, HE UNDERSTOOD WHY.



"I DON'T BELIEVE IT!" HE EXCLAIMED. "WHEN I WAS HERE LAST SHE WAS

JUST A

BABY!"

"SHE HAD HER FOURTH BIRTHDAY LAST WEEK," HALVORSEN ANSWERED

PROUDLY.

"CHILDREN GROW FAST IN THIS LOW GRAVITY. BUT THEY DON'T AGE SO

QUICKLY - THEY'LL

LIVE LONGER THAN WE DO."

FLOYD STARED IN FASCINATION AT THE SELF-ASSURED LITTLE LADY,

NOTING THE

GRACEFUL CARRIAGE AND THE UNUSUALLY DELICATE BONE STRUCTURE.

"IT'S NICE TO MEET

YOU AGAIN, DIANA," HE SAID. THEN SOMETHING - PERHAPS SHEER

CURIOSITY, PERHAPS

POLITENESS - IMPELLED HIM TO ADD: "WOULD YOU LIKE TO GO TO

EARTH?"

HER EYES WIDENED WITH ASTONISHMENT; THEN SHE SHOOK HER HEAD.

"IT'S A NASTY PLACE; YOU HURT YOURSELF WHEN YOU FALL DOWN.

BESIDES, THERE

ARE TOO MANY PEOPLE,"

SO HERE, FLOYD TOLD HIMSELF, IS THE FIRST GENERATION OF THE

SPACEBORN; THERE

WOULD BE MORE OF THEM IN THE YEARS TO COME. THOUGH THERE

WAS SADNESS IN THIS

THOUGHT, THERE WAS ALSO A GREAT HOPE. WHEN EARTH WAS TAMED

AND TRANQUIL, AND

PERHAPS A LITTLE TIRED, THERE WOULD STILL BE SCOPE FOR THOSE

WHO LOVED FREEDOM,



FOR THE TOUGH PIONEERS, THE RESTLESS ADVENTURERS. BUT THEIR

TOOLS WOULD NOT BE

AX AND GUN AND CANOE AND WAGON; THEY WOULD BE NUCLEAR

POWER PLANT AND PLASMA

DRIVE AND HYDROPONIC FARM. THE TIME WAS FAST APPROACHING

WHEN EARTH, LIKE ALL

MOTHERS, MUST SAY FAREWELL TO HER CHILDREN.

WITH A MIXTURE OF THREATS AND PROMISES, HALVORSEN MANAGED

TO EVICT HIS

DETERMINED OFFSPRING AND LED FLOYD INTO THE OFFICE. THE

ADMINISTRATOR'S SUITE

WAS ONLY ABOUT FIFTEEN FEET SQUARE, BUT IT MANAGED TO CONTAIN

ALL THE FITTINGS

AND STATUS SYMBOLS OF THE TYPICAL $50,000 A YEAR HEAD OF A

DEPARTMENT. SIGNED

PHOTOGRAPHS OF IMPORTANT POLITICIANS - INCLUDING THE

PRESIDENT OF THE UNITED

STATES AND THE SECRETARY GENERAL OF THE UNITED NATIONS -

ADORNED ONE WALL, WHILE

SIGNED PHOTOS OF CELEBRATED ASTRONAUTS COVERED MOST OF

ANOTHER.

FLOYD SANK INTO A COMFORTABLE LEATHER CHAIR AND WAS GIVEN A

GLASS OF

"SHERRY," COURTESY OF THE LUNAR BIOCHEMICAL LABS. "HOW'S IT

GOING, RALPH?" FLOYD

ASKED, SIPPING THE DRINK WITH CAUTION, THEN WITH APPROVAL.

"NOT TOO BAD," HALVORSEN REPLIED. "HOWEVER, THERE IS SOMETHING

YOU'D BETTER



KNOW ABOUT, BEFORE YOU GO IN THERE." "WHAT IS IT?'

"WELL, I SUPPOSE YOU COULD DESCRIBE IT AS A MORALE PROBLEM,"

HALVORSEN

SIGHED.

"OH?"

"IT ISN'T SERIOUS YET, BUT IT'S GETTING THERE FAST." "THE NEWS

BLACKOUT,"

FLOYD SAID FLATLY. "RIGHT," HALVORSEN REPLIED. "MY PEOPLE ARE

GETTING VERY

STEAMED UP ABOUT IT. AFTER ALL, MOST OF THEM HAVE FAMILIES

BACK ON EARTH; THEY

PROBABLY BELIEVE THEY'RE ALL DEAD OF MOON-PLAGUE."

"I'M SORRY ABOUT THAT," SAID FLOYD, "BUT NO ONE COULD THINK OF A

BETTER

COVER STORY, AND SO FAR IT'S WORKED. BY THE WAY - I MET

MOISEVITCH AT THE SPACE

STATION, AND EVEN HE BOUGHT IT."

"WELL, THAT SHOULD MAKE SECURITY HAPPY."

"NOT TOO HAPPY - HE'D HEARD OF TMA-1; RUMORS ARE BEGINNING TO

LEAK OUT. BUT

WE JUST CAN'T ISSUE ANY STATEMENT, UNTIL WE KNOW WHAT THE

DAMN THING IS AND

WHETHER OUR CHINESE FRIENDS ARE BEHIND IT."

"DR. MICHAELS THINKS HE HAS THE ANSWER TO THAT. HE'S DYING TO

TELL YOU."

FLOYD DRAINED HIS GLASS. "AND I'M DYING TO HEAR HIM. LET'S GO."

11 - ANOMALY

THE BRIEFING TOOK PLACE IN A LARGE RECTANGULAR CHAMBER THAT



COULD HOLD A

HUNDRED PEOPLE WITH EASE. IT WAS EQUIPPED WITH THE LATEST

OPTICAL AND ELECTRONIC

DISPLAYS AND WOULD HAVE LOOKED LIKE A MODEL CONFERENCE

ROOM BUT FOR THE NUMEROUS

POSTERS, PINUPS, NOTICES, AND AMATEUR PAINTINGS WHICH

INDICATED THAT IT WAS ALSO

THE CENTER OF THE LOCAL CULTURAL LIFE. FLOYD WAS PARTICULARLY

STRUCK BY A

COLLECTION OF SIGNS, OBVIOUSLY ASSEMBLED WITH LOVING CARE,

WHICH CARRIED SUCH

MESSAGES AS PLEASE KEEP OFF THE GRASS... NO PARKING ON EVEN

DAYS... DEFENSE DE

FUMER... TO THE BEACH... CATTLE CROSSING... SOFT SHOULDERS AND

DO NOT FEED THE

ANIMALS. IF THESE WERE GENUINE - AS THEY CERTAINLY APPEARED TO

BE - THEIR

TRANSPORTATION FROM EARTH HAD COST A SMALL FORTUNE. THERE

WAS A TOUCHING

DEFIANCE ABOUT THEM; ON THIS HOSTILE WORLD, MEN COULD STILL

JOKE ABOUT THE

THINGS THEY HAD BEEN FORCED TO LEAVE BEHIND - AND WHICH THEIR

CHILDREN WOULD

NEVER MISS.

A CROWD OF FORTY OR FIFTY PEOPLE WAS WAITING FOR FLOYD, AND

EVERYONE ROSE

POLITELY AS HE ENTERED BEHIND THE ADMINISTRATOR. AS HE NODDED

AT SEVERAL



FAMILIAR FACES, FLOYD WHISPERED TO HALVORSEN "I'D LIKE TO SAY A

FEW WORDS BEFORE

THE BRIEFING."

FLOYD SAT DOWN IN THE FRONT ROW, WHILE THE ADMINISTRATOR

ASCENDED THE

ROSTRUM AND LOOKED ROUND HIS AUDIENCE.

"LADIES AND GENTLEMEN," HALVORSEN BEGAN, "I NEEDN'T TELL YOU

THAT THIS IS A

VERY IMPORTANT OCCASION. WE ARE DELIGHTED TO HAVE DR.

HEYWOOD FLOYD WITH US. WE ALL KNOW HIM BY REPUTATION, AND

MANY OF US ARE ACQUAINTED WITH HIM PERSONALLY.

HE HAS JUST COMPLETED A SPECIAL FLIGHT FROM EARTH TO BE HERE,

AND BEFORE THE

BRIEFING HE HAS A FEW WORDS FOR US. DR. FLOYD," FLOYD WALKED TO

THE ROSTRUM AMID

A SPRINKLING OF POLITE APPLAUSE, SURVEYED THE AUDIENCE WITH A

SMILE, AND SAID:

"THANK YOU - I ONLY WANT TO SAY THIS. THE PRESIDENT HAS ASKED

ME TO CONVEY HIS

APPRECIATION OF YOUR - OUTSTANDING WORK, WHICH WE HOPE THE

WORLD WILL SOON BE

ABLE TO RECOGNIZE. I'M QUITE AWARE," HE CONTINUED CAREFULLY,

"THAT SOME OF YOU -

PERHAPS MOST OF YOU - ARE ANXIOUS THAT THE PRESENT VEIL OF

SECRECY BE WITHDRAWN;

YOU WOULD NOT BE SCIENTISTS IF YOU THOUGHT OTHERWISE." HE

CAUGHT A GLIMPSE OF

DR. MICHAELS, WHOSE FACE WAS CREASED IN A SLIGHT FROWN WHICH



BROUGHT OUT A LONG

SCAR DOWN HIS RIGHT CHEEK - PRESUMABLY THE AFTERMATH OF

SOME ACCIDENT IN SPACE.

THE GEOLOGIST, HE WAS WELL AWARE, HAD BEEN PROTESTING

VIGOROUSLY AGAINST WHAT HE

CALLED THIS "COPS AND ROBBERS NONSENSE."

"BUT I WOULD REMIND YOU," FLOYD CONTINUED, "THAT THIS IS A QUITE

EXTRAORDINARY SITUATION. WE MUST BE ABSOLUTELY SURE OF OUR

OWN FACTS; IF WE MAKE

ERRORS NOW, THERE MAY BE NO SECOND CHANCE - SO PLEASE BE

PATIENT A LITTLE

LONGER. THOSE ARE ALSO THE WISHES OF THE PRESIDENT.

"THAT'S ALL I HAVE TO SAY. NOW I'M READY FOR YOUR REPORT."

HE WALKED BACK TO HIS SEAT; THE ADMINISTRATOR SAID, 'THANK YOU

VERY MUCH,

DR. FLOYD," AND NODDED, RATHER BRUSQUELY, TO HIS CHIEF SCIENTIST.

ON CUE, DR.

MICHAELS WALKED UP TO THE ROSTRUM, AND-THE LIGHTS FADED OUT.

A PHOTOGRAPH OF THE MOON FLASHED ONTO THE SCREEN. AT THE

VERY CENTER OF THE

DISK WAS A BRILLIANT WHITE CRATER RING, FROM WHICH A STRIKING

PATTERN OF RAYS

FANNED OUT. IT LOOKED EXACTLY AS IF SOMEONE HAD HURLED A BAG

OF FLOUR AT THE

FACE OF THE MOON, AND IT HAD SPATTERED OUT IN ALL DIRECTIONS.

"THIS IS TYCHO," SAID MICHAELS, POINTING TO THE CENTRAL CRATER.

"ON THIS

VERTICAL PHOTOGRAPH TYCHO IS EVEN MORE CONSPICUOUS THAN



WHEN SEEN FROM EARTH;

THEN IT'S RATHER NEAR THE EDGE OF THE MOON. BUT OBSERVED FROM

THIS VIEWPOINT -

LOOKING STRAIGHT DOWN FROM A THOUSAND MILES UP - YOU'LL SEE

HOW IT DOMINATES AN

ENTIRE HEMISPHERE."

HE LET FLOYD ABSORB THIS UNFAMILIAR VIEW OF A FAMILIAR OBJECT,

THEN

CONTINUED: "DURING THE PAST YEAR WE HAVE BEEN CONDUCTING A

MAGNETIC SURVEY OF

THE REGION, FROM A LOW-LEVEL SATELLITE. IT WAS COMPLETED ONLY

LAST MONTH, AND

THIS IS THE RESULT... THE MAP THAT STARTED ALL THE TROUBLE."

ANOTHER PICTURE FLASHED ON THE SCREEN; IT LOOKED LIKE A

CONTOUR MAP, THOUGH

IT SHOWED MAGNETIC INTENSITY, NOT HEIGHTS ABOVE SEA LEVEL. FOR

THE MOST PART,

THE LINES WERE ROUGHLY PARALLEL AND SPACED WELL APART; BUT IN

ONE CORNER OF THE

MAP THEY BECAME SUDDENLY PACKED TOGETHER, TO FORM A SERIES

OF CONCENTRIC CIRCLES

- LIKE A DRAWING OF A KNOTHOLE IN A PIECE OF WOOD.

EVEN TO AN UNTRAINED EYE, IT WAS OBVIOUS THAT SOMETHING

PECULIAR HAD

HAPPENED TO THE MOON'S MAGNETIC FIELD IN THIS REGION; AND IN

LARGE LETTERS

ACROSS THE BOTTOM OF THE MAP WERE THE WORDS: TYCHO

MAGNETIC ANOMALY-ONE (TMA-L).



STAMPED ON THE TOP RIGHT WAS CLASSIFIED.

"AT FIRST WE THOUGHT IT MIGHT BE AN OUTCROP OF MAGNETIC ROCK,

BUT ALL THE

GEOLOGICAL EVIDENCE WAS AGAINST IT. AND NOT EVEN A BIG NICKEL-

IRON METEORITE

COULD PRODUCE A FIELD AS INTENSE AS THIS; SO WE DECIDED TO HAVE

A LOOK. "THE FIRST PARTY DISCOVERED NOTHING - JUST THE USUAL

LEVEL TERRAIN, BURIED

BENEATH A VERY THIN LAYER OF MOON-DUST. THEY SANK A DRILL IN

THE EXACT CENTER OF

THE MAGNETIC FIELD TO GET A CORE SAMPLE FOR STUDY. TWENTY

FEET DOWN, THE DRILL

STOPPED. SO THE SURVEY PARTY STARTED TO DIG - NOT AN EASY JOB IN

SPACESUITS, AS

I CAN ASSURE YOU.

"WHAT THEY FOUND BROUGHT THEM BACK TO BASE IN A HURRY. WE

SENT OUT A BIGGER

TEAM, WITH BETTER EQUIPMENT. THEY EXCAVATED FOR TWO WEEKS -

WITH THE RESULT YOU

KNOW."

THE DARKENED ASSEMBLY ROOM BECAME SUDDENLY HUSHED AND

EXPECTANT AS THE

PICTURE ON THE SCREEN CHANGED. THOUGH EVERYONE HAD SEEN IT

MANY TIMES, THERE WAS

NOT A PERSON WHO FAILED TO CRANE FORWARD AS IF HOPING TO FIND

NEW DETAILS. ON

EARTH AND MOON, LESS THAN A HUNDRED PEOPLE HAD SO FAR BEEN

ALLOWED TO SET EYES



ON THIS PHOTOGRAPH.

IT SHOWED A MAN IN A BRIGHT RED AND YELLOW SPACESUIT STANDING

AT THE BOTTOM

OF AN EXCAVATION AND SUPPORTING A SURVEYOR'S ROD MARKED OFF

IN TENTHS OF A

METER. IT WAS OBVIOUSLY A NIGHT SHOT, AND MIGHT HAVE BEEN

TAKEN ANYWHERE ON THE

MOON OR MARS. BUT UNTIL NOW NO PLANET HAD EVER PRODUCED A

SCENE LIKE THIS.

THE OBJECT BEFORE WHICH THE SPACESUITED MAN WAS POSING WAS

A VERTICAL SLAB

OF JET-BLACK MATERIAL, ABOUT TEN FEET HIGH AND FIVE FEET WIDE: IT

REMINDED

FLOYD, SOMEWHAT OMINOUSLY, OF A GIANT TOMBSTONE. PERFECTLY

SHARP-EDGED AND

SYMMETRICAL, IT WAS SO BLACK IT SEEMED TO HAVE SWALLOWED UP

THE LIGHT FALLING

UPON IT; THERE WAS NO SURFACE DETAIL AT ALL. IT WAS IMPOSSIBLE

TO TELL WHETHER

IT WAS MADE OF STONE OR METAL OR PLASTIC - OR SOME MATERIAL

ALTOGETHER UNKNOWN

TO MAN.

"TMA-1," DR. MICHAELS DECLARED, ALMOST REVERENTLY. "IT LOOKS

BRAND NEW,

DOESN'T IT? I CAN HARDLY BLAME THOSE WHO THOUGHT IT WAS JUST A

FEW YEARS OLD,

AND TRIED TO CONNECT IT WITH THE THIRD CHINESE EXPEDITION, BACK

IN '98. BUT I



NEVER BELIEVED THAT - AND NOW WE'VE BEEN ABLE TO DATE IT

POSITIVELY, FROM LOCAL

GEOLOGICAL EVIDENCE.

"MY COLLEAGUES AND I, DR. FLOYD, WILL STAKE OUR REPUTATIONS ON

THIS. TMA-L

HAS NOTHING TO DO WITH THE CHINESE. INDEED, IT HAS NOTHING TO

DO WITH THE HUMAN

RACE - FOR WHEN IT WAS BURIED, THERE WERE NO HUMANS.

"YOU SEE, IT IS APPROXIMATELY THREE MILLION YEARS OLD. WHAT YOU

ARE NOW

LOOKING AT IS THE FIRST EVIDENCE OF INTELLIGENT LIFE BEYOND THE

EARTH."

12 - JOURNEY BY EARTHLIGHT

MACRO-CRATER PROVINCE: EXTENDS S FROM NEAR CENTER OF VISIBLE

FACE OF MOON, E

OF CENTRAL CRATER PROVINCE. DENSELY POCKED WITH IMPACT

CRATERS; MANY LARGE, AND

INCLUDING THE LARGEST ON MOON; IN N SOME CRATERS FRACTURED

FROM IMPACT FORMING

MARE IMBRIUM. ROUGH SURFACES ALMOST EVERYWHERE, EXCEPT FOR

SOME CRATER BOTTOMS.

MOST SURFACES IN SLOPES, MOSTLY 10° TO 12°; SOME CRATER

BOTTOMS NEARLY LEVEL.

LANDING AND MOVEMENT: LANDING GENERALLY DIFFICULT BECAUSE OF

ROUGH, SLOPING

SURFACES; LESS DIFFICULT IN SOME LEVEL CRATER BOTTOMS.

MOVEMENT POSSIBLE ALMOST EVERYWHERE BUT ROUTE SELECTION

REQUIRED; LESS DIFFICULT ON SOME LEVEL CRATER



BOTTOMS.

CONSTRUCTION: GENERALLY MODERATELY DIFFICULT BECAUSE OF

SLOPE, AND NUMEROUS

LARGE BLOCKS IN LOOSE MATERIAL; EXCAVATION OF LAVA DIFFICULT IN

SOME CRATER

BOTTOMS.

TYCHO: POST-MARIA CRATER, 54 MILES DIAMETER, RIM 7,900 FEET

ABOVE

SURROUNDINGS; BOTTOM 12,000 FEET DEEP; HAS THE MOST

PROMINENT RAY SYSTEM ON THE

MOON, SOME RAYS EXTENDING MORE THAN 500 MILES.

(EXTRACT FROM "ENGINEER SPECIAL STUDY OF THE SURFACE OF THE

MOON," OFFICE,

CHIEF OF ENGINEERS, DEPARTMENT OF THE ARMY. U.S. GEOLOGICAL

SURVEY, WASHINGTON,

1961.)

THE MOBILE LAB NOW ROLLING ACROSS THE CRATER PLAIN AT FIFTY

MILES AN HOUR

LOOKED RATHER LIKE AN OUTSIZED TRAILER MOUNTED ON EIGHT FLEX-

WHEELS. BUT IT WAS

VERY MUCH MORE THAN THIS; IT WAS A SELF-CONTAINED BASE IN

WHICH TWENTY MEN COULD

LIVE AND WORK FOR SEVERAL WEEKS. INDEED, IT WAS VIRTUALLY A

LANDGOING SPACESHIP

- AND IN AN EMERGENCY IT COULD EVEN FLY. IF IT CAME TO A CREVASSE

OR CANYON

WHICH WAS TOO LARGE TO DETOUR, AND TOO STEEP TO ENTER, IT

COULD HOP ACROSS THE



OBSTACLE ON ITS FOUR UNDERJETS.

AS HE PEERED OUT OF THE WINDOW, FLOYD COULD SEE STRETCHING

AHEAD OF HIM A

WELL-DEFINED TRAIL, WHERE DOZENS OF VEHICLES HAD LEFT A HARD-

PACKED BAND IN THE

FRIABLE SURFACE OF THE MOON. AT REGULAR INTERVALS ALONG THE

TRACK WERE TALL,

SLENDER RODS, EACH CARRYING A FLASHING LIGHT. NO ONE COULD

POSSIBLY GET LOST ON

THE 200-MILE JOURNEY FROM CLAVIUS BASE TO TMA-1, EVEN THOUGH

IT WAS STILL NIGHT

AND THE SUN WOULD NOT RISE FOR SEVERAL HOURS.

THE STARS OVERHEAD WERE ONLY A LITTLE BRIGHTER, OR MORE

NUMEROUS, THAN ON A

CLEAR NIGHT FROM THE HIGH PLATEAUS OF NEW MEXICO OR

COLORADO. BUT THERE WERE TWO

THINGS IN THAT COAL-BLACK SKY THAT DESTROYED ANY ILLUSION OF

EARTH.

THE FIRST WAS EARTH ITSELF - A BLAZING BEACON HANGING ABOVE

THE NORTHERN

HORIZON. THE LIGHT POURING DOWN FROM THAT GIANT HALF-GLOBE

WAS DOZENS OF TIMES

MORE BRILLIANT THAN THE FULL MOON, AND IT COVERED ALL THIS

LAND WITH A COLD,

BLUE-GREEN PHOSPHORESCENCE.

THE SECOND CELESTIAL APPARITION WAS A FAINTT, PEARLY CONE OF

LIGHT SLANTING

UP THE EASTERN SKY. IT BECAME BRIGHTER AND BRIGHTER TOWARD



THE HORIZON, HINTING

OF GREAT FIRES JUST CONCEALED BELOW THE EDGE OF THE MOON.

HERE WAS A PALE GLORY THAT NO MAN HAD EVER SEEN FROM EARTH,

SAVE DURING THE

FEW MOMENTS OF A TOTAL ECLIPSE. IT WAS THE CORONA, HARBINGER

OF THE LUNAR DAWN,

GIVING NOTICE THAT BEFORE LONG THE SUN WOULD SMITE THIS

SLEEPING LAND.

AS HE SAT WITH HALVORSEN AND MICHAELS IN THE FORWARD

OBSERVATION LOUNGE,

IMMEDIATELY BENEATH THE DRIVER'S POSITION, FLOYD FOUND HIS

THOUGHTS TURNING

AGAIN AND AGAIN TO THE THREE-MILLION-YEAR-WIDE GULF THAT HAD

JUST OPENED UP

BEFORE HIM. LIKE ALL SCIENTIFICALLY LITERATE MEN, HE WAS USED TO

CONSIDERING FAR

LONGER PERIODS OF TIME - BUT THEY HAD CONCERNED ONLY THE

MOVEMENTS OF STARS AND

THE SLOW CYCLES OF THE INANIMATE UNIVERSE. MIND OR

INTELLIGENCE HAD NOT BEEN

INVOLVED; THOSE EONS WERE EMPTY OF ALL THAT TOUCHED THE

EMOTIONS. THREE MILLION YEARS! THE INFINITELY CROWDED

PANORAMA OF WRITTEN HISTORY,

WITH ITS EMPIRES AND ITS KINGS, ITS TRIUMPHS AND ITS TRAGEDIES,

COVERED BARELY

ONE THOUSANDTH OF THIS APPALLING SPAN OF TIME. NOT ONLY MAN

HIMSELF, BUT MOST OF

THE ANIMALS NOW ALIVE ON EARTH, DID NOT EVEN EXIST WHEN THIS



BLACK ENIGMA WAS SO

CAREFULLY BURIED HERE, IN THE MOST BRILLIANT AND MOST

SPECTACULAR OF ALL THE

CRATERS OF THE MOON.

THAT IT HAD BEEN BURIED, AND QUITE DELIBERATELY, DR. MICHAELS

WAS ABSOLUTELY

SURE. "AT FIRST," HE EXPLAINED, "I RATHER HOPED IT MIGHT MARK THE

SITE OF SOME

UNDERGROUND STRUCTURE, BUT OUR LATEST EXCAVATIONS HAVE

ELIMINATED THAT. IT'S

SITTING ON A WIDE PLATFORM OF THE SAME

BLACK MATERIAL, WITH UNDISTURBED ROCK BENEATH IT. THE -

CREATURES - WHO

DESIGNED IT WANTED TO MAKE SURE IT STAYED PUT, BARRING MAJOR

MOONQUAKES. THEY

WERE BUILDING FOR ETERNITY."

THERE WAS TRIUMPH, AND YET SADNESS, IN MICHAELS' VOICE, AND

FLOYD COULD

SHARE BOTH EMOTIONS. AT LAST, ONE OF MAN'S OLDEST QUESTIONS

HAD BEEN ANSWERED;

HERE WAS THE PROOF, BEYOND ALL SHADOW OF DOUBT, THAT HIS WAS

NOT THE ONLY

INTELLIGENCE THAT THE UNIVERSE HAD BROUGHT FORTH. BUT WITH

THAT KNOWLEDGE THERE

CAME AGAIN AN ACHING AWARENESS OF THE IMMENSITY OF TIME.

WHATEVER HAD PASSED

THIS WAY HAD MISSED MANKIND BY A HUNDRED THOUSAND

GENERATIONS. PERHAPS, FLOYD



TOLD HIMSELF, IT WAS JUST AS WELL. AND YET - WHAT WE MIGHT HAVE

LEARNED FROM

CREATURES WHO COULD CROSS SPACE, WHILE OUR ANCESTORS WERE

STILL LIVING IN TREES!

A FEW HUNDRED YARDS AHEAD, A SIGNPOST WAS COMING UP OVER THE

MOON'S

STRANGELY CLOSE HORIZON. AT ITS BASE WAS A TENT-SHAPED

STRUCTURE COVERED WITH

SHINING SILVER FOIL, OBVIOUSLY FOR PROTECTION AGAINST THE

FIERCE HEAT OF DAY. AS

THE BUS ROLLED BY, FLOYD WAS ABLE TO READ IN THE BRILLIANT

EARTHLIGHT:

EMERGENCY DEPOT NO. 3

20 KILOS LOX

10 KILOS WATER

20 FOODPAKS MK 4

1 TOOLKIT TYPE B

1 SUIT REPAIR OUTFIT

! TELEPHONE !

"HAVE YOU THOUGHT OF THAT?" ASKED FLOYD, POINTING OUT OF THE

WINDOW.

"SUPPOSE THE THING'S A SUPPLY CACHE, LEFT BEHIND BY AN

EXPEDITION THAT NEVER

RETURNED?"

"IT'S A POSSIBILITY," ADMITTED MICHAELS. "THAT MAGNETIC FIELD

CERTAINLY

LABELED ITS POSITION, SO THAT IT COULD BE EASILY FOUND. BUT IT'S

RATHER SMALL -



IT COULDN'T HOLD MUCH IN THE WAY OF SUPPLIES." "WHY NOT?"

INTERJECTED HALVORSEN. "WHO KNOWS BOW BIG THEY WERE?

PERHAPS THEY

WERE ONLY SIX INCHES TALL, WHICH WOULD MAKE THE THING TWENTY

OR THIRTY STORIES

HIGH."

MICHAELS SHOOK HIS HEAD. "OUT OF THE QUESTION," HE PROTESTED.

"YOU CAN'T

HAVE VERY SMALL, INTELLIGENT CREATURES; YOU NEED A MINIMUM

BRAIN SIZE."

MICHAELS AND HALVORSEN, FLOYD HAD NOTICED, USUALLY TOOK

OPPOSING

VIEWPOINTS, YET THERE APPEARED TO BE LITTLE PERSONAL HOSTILITY

OR FRICTION

BETWEEN THEM. THEY SEEMED TO RESPECT EACH OTHER, AND SIMPLY

AGREED TO DISAGREE.

THERE WAS CERTAINLY LITTLE AGREEMENT ANYWHERE ABOUT THE

NATURE OF TMA-1 -

OR THE TYCHO MONOLITH, AS SOME PREFERRED TO CALL IT, RETAINING

PART OF THE

ABBREVIATION.

IN THE SIX HOURS SINCE HE HAD LANDED ON THE MOON, FLOYD HAD

HEARD A DOZEN

THEORIES, BUT HAD COMMITTED HIMSELF TO NONE. SHRINE, SURVEY

MARKER, TOMB,

GEOPHYSICAL INSTRUMENT - THESE WERE PERHAPS THE FAVORITE

SUGGESTIONS, AND SOME

OF THE PROTAGONISTS GREW VERY HEATED IN THEIR DEFENSE. A GOOD



MANY BETS HAD-

ALREADY BEEN PLACED, AND A LOT OF MONEY WOULD CHANGE HANDS

WHEN THE TRUTH WAS

FINALLY KNOWN - IF, INDEED, IT EVER WAS. SO FAR, THE HARD BLACK

MATERIAL OF THE

SLAB HAD RESISTED ALL THE RATHER MILD ATTEMPTS THAT MICHAELS

AND HIS COLLEAGUES

HAD MADE TO OBTAIN SAMPLES. THEY HAD NO DOUBT THAT A LASER

BEAM WOULD CUT INTO

IT - FOR, SURELY, NOTHING COULD RESIST THAT FRIGHTFUL

CONCENTRATION OF ENERGY -

BUT THE DECISION TO EMPLOY SUCH VIOLENT MEASURES WOULD BE

LEFT TO FLOYD. HE HAD

ALREADY DECIDED THAT X RAYS, SONIC PROBES, NEUTRON BEAMS, AND

ALL OTHER

NONDESTRUCTIVE MEANS OF INVESTIGATION WOULD BE BROUGHT INTO

PLAY BEFORE HE

CALLED UP THE HEAVY ARTILLERY OF THE LASER. IT WAS THE MARK OF

A BARBARIAN TO

DESTROY SOMETHING ONE COULD NOT UNDERSTAND; BUT PERHAPS

MEN WERE BARBARIANS,

BESIDE THE CREATURES WHO HAD MADE THIS THING.

AND WHERE COULD THEY HAVE COME FROM? THE MOON ITSELF? NO,

THAT WAS UTTERLY

IMPOSSIBLE. IF THERE HAD EVER BEEN INDIGENOUS LIFE ON THIS

BARREN WORLD, IT HAD

BEEN DESTROYED DURING THE LAST CRATER-FORMING EPOCH, WHEN

MOST OF THE LUNAR



SURFACE WAS WHITE-HOT.

EARTH? VERY UNLIKELY, THOUGH PERHAPS NOT QUITE IMPOSSIBLE. ANY

ADVANCED

TERRESTRIAL CIVILIZATION - PRESUMABLY A NONHUMAN ONE - BACK IN

THE PLEISTOCENE

ERA WOULD HAVE LEFT MANY OTHER TRACES OF ITS EXISTENCE. WE

WOULD HAVE KNOWN ALL

ABOUT IT, THOUGHT FLOYD, LONG BEFORE WE GOT TO THE MOON.

THAT LEFT TWO ALTERNATIVES - THE PLANETS, AND THE STARS.

YET ALL THE EVIDENCE WAS AGAINST INTELLIGENT LIFE ELSEWHERE IN

THE SOLAR

SYSTEM - OR INDEED LIFE OF ANY KIND EXCEPT ON EARTH AND MARS.

THE INNER PLANETS

WERE TOO HOT, THE OUTER ONES FAR TOO COLD, UNLESS ONE

DESCENDED INTO THEIR

ATMOSPHERE TO DEPTHS WHERE THE PRESSURES AMOUNTED TO

HUNDREDS OF TONS TO THE

SQUARE INCH.

SO PERHAPS THESE VISITORS HAD COME FROM THE STARS - YET THAT

WAS EVEN MORE

INCREDIBLE. AS HE LOOKED UP AT THE CONSTELLATIONS STREWN

ACROSS THE EBON LUNAR

SKY, FLOYD REMEMBERED HOW OFTEN HIS FELLOW SCIENTISTS HAD

"PROVED" THAT

INTERSTELLAR TRAVEL WAS IMPOSSIBLE. THE JOURNEY FROM EARTH

TO MOON WAS STILL

FAIRLY IMPRESSIVE, BUT THE VERY NEAREST STAR WAS A HUNDRED

MILLION TIMES MORE



DISTANT... SPECULATION WAS A WASTE OF TIME; HE MUST WAIT UNTIL

THERE WAS MORE

EVIDENCE, "PLEASE FASTEN YOUR SEAT BELTS AND SECURE ALL LOOSE

OBJECTS," SAID THE CABIN

SPEAKER SUDDENLY. "FORTY DEGREE SLOPE APPROACHING."

TWO MARKER POSTS WITH WINKING LIGHTS HAD APPEARED ON THE

HORIZON, AND THE

BUS WAS STEERING BETWEEN THEM.

FLOYD HAD BARELY ADJUSTED HIS STRAPS WHEN THE VEHICLE SLOWLY

EDGED ITSELF

OVER THE BRINK OF A REALLY TERRIFYING INCLINE, AND BEGAN TO

DESCEND A LONG,

RUBBLE-COVERED SLOPE AS STEEP AS THE ROOF OF A HOUSE. THE

SLANTING EARTH-LIGHT,

COMING FROM BEHIND THEM, NOW GAVE VERY LITTLE ILLUMINATION,

AND THE BUS'S OWN

FLOODLIGHTS HAD BEEN SWITCHED ON. MANY YEARS AGO FLOYD HAD

STOOD ON THE LIP OF

VESUVIUS, STARING INTO THE CRATER; HE COULD EASILY IMAGINE THAT

HE WAS NOW

DRIVING DOWN INTO IT AND THE SENSATION WAS NOT A VERY

PLEASANT ONE.

THEY WERE DESCENDING ONE OF THE INNER TERRACES OF TYCHO, AND

IT LEVELED OUT

AGAIN SOME THOUSAND FEET BELOW. AS THEY CRAWLED DOWN THE

SLOPE, MICHAELS POINTED

OUT ACROSS THE GREAT EXPANSE OF PLAIN NOW SPREAD OUT

BENEATH THEM.



"THERE THEY ARE," HE EXCLAIMED. FLOYD NODDED; HE HAD ALREADY

NOTICED THE

CLUSTER OF RED AND GREEN LIGHTS SEVERAL MILES AHEAD, AND KEPT

HIS EYES FIXED

UPON IT AS THE BUS EDGED ITS WAY DELICATELY DOWN THE SLOPE. THE

BIG VEHICLE WAS

OBVIOUSLY UNDER PERFECT CONTROL, BUT HE DID NOT BREATHE EASILY

UNTIL IT WAS ONCE

MORE ON AN EVEN KEEL.

NOW HE COULD SEE, GLISTENING LIKE SILVER BUBBLES IN THE

EARTHLIGHT, A GROUP

OF PRESSURE DOMES - THE TEMPORARY SHELTERS HOUSING THE

WORKERS ON THE SITE. NEAR

THESE WAS A RADIO TOWER, A DRILLING RIG, A GROUP OF PARKED

VEHICLES, AND A LARGE

PILE OF BROKEN ROCK, PRESUMABLY THE MATERIAL THAT HAD BEEN

EXCAVATED TO REVEAL

THE MONOLITH. THIS TINY CAMP IN THE WILDERNESS LOOKED VERY

LONELY, VERY

VULNERABLE TO THE FORCES OF NATURE RANGED SILENTLY AROUND IT.

THERE WAS NO SIGN

OF LIFE, AND NO VISIBLE HINT AS TO WHY MEN HAD COME HERE, SO FAR

FROM HOME.

"YOU CAN JUST SEE THE CRATER," SAID MICHAELS. "OVER THERE ON THE

RIGHT -

ABOUT A HUNDRED YARDS FROM THAT RADIO ANTENNA."

SO THIS IS IT, THOUGHT FLOYD, AS THE BUS ROLLED PAST THE

PRESSURE DOMES, AND



CAME TO THE LIP OF THE CRATER.

HIS PULSE QUICKENED AS HE CRANED FORWARD FOR A BETTER VIEW.

THE VEHICLE

BEGAN TO CREEP CAUTIOUSLY DOWN A RAMP OF HARD-PACKED ROCK,

INTO THE INTERIOR OF

THE CRATER. AND THERE, EXACTLY AS HE HAD SEEN IT IN THE

PHOTOGRAPHS, WAS TMA-1.

FLOYD STARED, BLINKED, SHOOK HIS HEAD, AND STARED AGAIN. EVEN IN

THE

BRILLIANT EARTHLIGHT, IT WAS HARD TO SEE THE OBJECT CLEARLY; HIS

FIRST

IMPRESSION WAS OF A FLAT RECTANGLE THAT MIGHT HAVE BEEN CUT

OUT OF CARBON PAPER;

IT SEEMED TO HAVE NO THICKNESS AT ALL. OF COURSE, THIS WAS AN

OPTICAL ILLUSION;

THOUGH HE WAS LOOKING AT A SOLID BODY, IT REFLECTED SO LITTLE

LIGHT THAT HE

COULD SEE IT ONLY IN SILHOUETTE.

THE PASSENGERS WERE UTTERLY SILENT AS THE BUS DESCENDED INTO

THE CRATER.

THERE WAS AWE, AND THERE WAS ALSO INCREDULITY - SHEER

DISBELIEF THAT THE DEAD

MOON, OF ALL WORLDS, COULD HAVE SPRUNG THIS FANTASTIC

SURPRISE.

THE BUS CAME TO A HALT WITHIN TWENTY FEET OF THE SLAB AND

BROADSIDE ON SO

THAT ALL THE PASSENGERS COULD EXAMINE IT. YET, BEYOND THE

GEOMETRICALLY PERFECT



SHAPE OF THE THING, THERE WAS LITTLE TO SEE. NOWHERE WERE

THERE ANY MARKS, OR

ANY ABATEMENT OF ITS ULTIMATE, EBON BLACKNESS. IT WAS THE VERY

CRYSTALLIZATION OF NIGHT, AND FOR ONE MOMENT FLOYD WONDERED

IF IT COULD INDEED BE SOME

EXTRAORDINARY NATURAL FORMATION, BORN OF THE FIRES AND

PRESSURES ATTENDING THE

CREATION OF THE MOON. BUT THAT REMOTE POSSIBILITY, HE KNEW,

HAD ALREADY BEEN

EXAMINED AND DISMISSED.

AT SOME SIGNAL, FLOODLIGHTS AROUND THE LIP OF THE CRATER WERE

SWITCHED ON,

AND THE BRIGHT EARTHLIGHT WAS OBLITERATED BY A FAR MORE

BRILLIANT GLARE. IN THE

LUNAR VACUUM THE BEAMS WERE, OF COURSE, COMPLETELY INVISIBLE;

THEY FORMED

OVERLAPPING ELLIPSES OF BLINDING WHITE, CENTERED ON THE

MONOLITH. AND WHERE THEY

TOUCHED IT, ITS EBON SURFACE SEEMED TO SWALLOW THEM.

PANDORA'S BOX, THOUGHT FLOYD, WITH A SUDDEN SENSE OF

FOREBODING - WAITING TO

BE OPENED BY INQUISITIVE MAN.

AND WHAT WILL HE FIND INSIDE?

13 - THE SLOW DAWN

THE MAIN PRESSURE DOME AT THE TMA-1 SITE WAS ONLY TWENTY FEET

ACROSS, AND

ITS INTERIOR WAS UNCOMFORTABLY CROWDED. THE BUS, COUPLED TO

IT THROUGH ONE OF



THE TWO AIRLOCKS, GAVE SOME MUCH-APPRECIATED EXTRA LIVING

ROOM.

INSIDE THIS HEMISPHERICAL, DOUBLE-WALLED BALLOON LIVED,

WORKED, AND SLEPT

THE SIX SCIENTISTS AND TECHNICIANS NOW PERMANENTLY ATTACHED

TO THE PROJECT. IT

ALSO CONTAINED MOST OF THEIR EQUIPMENT AND INSTRUMENTS, ALL

THE STORES THAT

COULD NOT BE LEFT IN THE VACUUM OUTSIDE, COOKING, WASHING, AND

TOILET

FACILITIES, GEOLOGICAL SAMPLES AND A SMALL TV SCREEN THROUGH

WHICH THE SITE

COULD BE KEPT UNDER CONTINUOUS SURVEILLANCE.

FLOYD WAS NOT SURPRISED WHEN HALVORSEN ELECTED TO REMAIN IN

THE DOME; HE

STATED HIS VIEWS WITH ADMIRABLE FRANKNESS.

"I REGARD SPACESUITS AS A NECESSARY EVIL," SAID THE

ADMINISTRATOR, "I WEAR

ONE FOUR TIMES A YEAR, FOR MY QUARTERLY CHECKOUT TESTS. IF YOU

DON'T MIND, I'LL

SIT HERE AND WATCH OVER THE TV."

SOME OF THIS PREJUDICE WAS NOW UNJUSTIFIED, FOR THE LATEST

MODELS WERE

INFINITELY MORE COMFORTABLE THAN THE CLUMSY SUITS OF ARMOR

WORN BY THE FIRST

LUNAR EXPLORERS. THEY COULD BE PUT ON IN LESS THAN A MINUTE,

EVEN WITHOUT HELP,

AND WERE QUITE AUTOMATIC. THE MK V INTO WHICH FLOYD WAS NOW



CAREFULLY SEALED

WOULD PROTECT HIM FROM THE WORST THAT THE MOON COULD DO,

EITHER BY DAY OR BY

NIGHT.

ACCOMPANIED BY DR. MICHAELS, HE WALKED INTO THE SMALL

AIRLOCK. AS THE

THROBBING OF THE PUMPS DIED AWAY, AND HIS SUIT STIFFENED

ALMOST IMPERCEPTIBLY

AROUND HIM, HE FELT HIMSELF ENCLOSED IN THE SILENCE OF VACUUM.

THAT SILENCE WAS BROKEN BY THE WELCOME SOUND OF HIS SUIT

RADIO.

"PRESSURE O.K., DR. FLOYD? ARE YOU BREATHING NORMALLY?"

"YES - I'M FINE." HIS COMPANION CAREFULLY CHECKED THE DIALS AND

GAUGES ON THE OUTSIDE OF

FLOYD'S SUIT. THEN HE SAID:

"O.K.-LET'S GO."

THE OUTER DOOR OPENED, AND THE DUSTY MOONSCAPE LAY BEFORE

THEM, GLIMMERING

IN THE EARTHLIGHT.

WITH A CAUTIOUS, WADDLING MOVEMENT, FLOYD FOLLOWED MICHAELS

THROUGH THE

LOCK. IT WAS NOT HARD TO WALK; INDEED, IN A PARADOXICAL WAY THE

SUIT MADE HIM

FEEL MORE AT HOME THAN AT ANY TIME SINCE REACHING THE MOON.

ITS EXTRA WEIGHT,

AND THE SLIGHT RESISTANCE IT IMPOSED ON HIS MOTION, GAVE SOME

OF THE ILLUSION OF

THE LOST TERRESTRIAL GRAVITY.



THE SCENE HAD CHANGED SINCE THE PARTY HAD ARRIVED BARELY AN

HOUR AGO. THOUGH

THE STARS, AND THE HALF-EARTH, WERE STILL AS BRIGHT AS EVER, THE

FOURTEEN-DAY

LUNAR NIGHT HAD ALMOST ENDED. THE GLOW OF THE CORONA WAS

LIKE A FALSE MOONRISE

ALONG THE EASTERN SKY - AND THEN, WITHOUT WARNING, THE TIP OF

THE RADIO MAST A

HUNDRED FEET ABOVE FLOYD'S HEAD SUDDENLY SEEMED TO BURST

INTO FLAME, AS IT

CAUGHT THE FIRST RAYS OF THE HIDDEN SUN.

THEY WAITED WHILE THE PROJECT SUPERVISOR AND TWO OF HIS

ASSISTANTS EMERGED

FROM THE AIRLOCK, THEN WALKED SLOWLY TOWARD THE CRATER. BY

THE TIME THEY HAD

REACHED IT, A THIN BOW OF UNBEARABLE INCANDESCENCE HAD

THRUST ITSELF ABOVE THE

EASTERN HORIZON. THOUGH IT WOULD TAKE MORE THAN AN HOUR FOR

THE SUN TO CLEAR THE

EDGE OF THE SLOWLY TURNING MOON, THE STARS WERE ALREADY

BANISHED. THE CRATER WAS

STILL IN SHADOW, BUT THE FLOODLIGHTS MOUNTED AROUND ITS RIM

LIT THE INTERIOR

BRILLIANTLY. AS FLOYD WALKED SLOWLY DOWN THE RAMP TOWARD THE

BLACK RECTANGLE, HE

FELT A SENSE NOT ONLY OF AWE BUT OF HELPLESSNESS. HERE, AT THE

VERY PORTALS OF

EARTH, MAN WAS ALREADY FACE TO FACE WITH A MYSTERY THAT



MIGHT NEVER BE SOLVED.

THREE MILLION YEARS AGO, SOMETHING HAD PASSED THIS WAY, HAD

LEFT THIS UNKNOWN

AND PERHAPS UNKNOWABLE SYMBOL OF ITS-PURPOSE, AND HAD

RETURNED TO THE PLANETS -

OR TO THE STARS.

FLOYD'S SUIT RADIO INTERRUPTED HIS REVERIE. "PROJECT SUPERVISOR

SPEAKING.

IF YOU'D ALL LINE UP ON THIS SIDE, WE'D LIKE TO TAKE A FEW PHOTOS.

DR. FLOYD,

WILL YOU STAND IN THE MIDDLE - DR. MICHAELS - THANK YOU. NO ONE

EXCEPT FLOYD

SEEMED TO THINK THAT THERE WAS ANYTHING FUNNY ABOUT THIS. IN

ALL HONESTY, HE HAD

TO ADMIT THAT HE WAS GLAD SOMEONE HAD BROUGHT A CAMERA;

HERE WAS A PHOTO THAT

WOULD UNDOUBTEDLY BE HISTORIC, AND HE WANTED COPIES FOR

HIMSELF. HE HOPED THAT

HIS FACE WOULD BE CLEARLY VISIBLE THROUGH THE HELMET OF THE

SUIT.

"THANKS, GENTLEMEN," SAID THE PHOTOGRAPHER, AFTER THEY HAD

POSED SOMEWHAT

SELF-CONSCIOUSLY IN FRONT OF THE MONOLITH, AND HE HAD MADE A

DOZEN EXPOSURES.

"WE'LL ASK THE BASE PHOTO SECTION TO SEND YOU COPIES." THEN

FLOYD TURNED HIS

FULL ATTENTION TO THE EBON SLAB - WALKING SLOWLY AROUND IT,

EXAMINING IT FROM



EVERY ANGLE, TRYING TO IMPRINT ITS STRANGENESS UPON HIS MIND.

HE DID NOT EXPECT TO FIND ANYTHING, FOR HE KNEW THAT EVERY

SQUARE INCH HAD

ALREADY BEEN GONE OVER WITH MICROSCOPIC CARE.

NOW THE SLUGGISH SUN HAD LIFTED ITSELF ABOVE THE EDGE OF THE

CRATER, AND ITS

RAYS WERE POURING ALMOST BROADSIDE UPON THE EASTERN FACE OF

THE BLOCK. YET IT

SEEMED TO ABSORB EVERY PARTICLE OF LIGHT AS IF IT HAD NEVER

BEEN. FLOYD DECIDED TO TRY A SIMPLE EXPERIMENT; HE STOOD

BETWEEN THE MONOLITH AND

THE SUN, AND LOOKED FOR HIS OWN SHADOW ON THE SMOOTH BLACK

SHEET. THERE WAS NO

TRACE OF IT. AT LEAST TEN KILOWATTS OF RAW HEAT MUST BE FALLING

ON THE SLAB; IF

THERE WAS ANYTHING INSIDE, IT MUST BE RAPIDLY COOKING.

HOW STRANGE, FLOYD THOUGHT, TO STAND HERE WHILE - THIS THING -

IS SEEING

DAYLIGHT FOR THE FIRST TIME SINCE THE ICE AGES BEGAN ON EARTH.

HE WONDERED AGAIN

ABOUT ITS BLACK COLOR; THAT WAS IDEAL, OF COURSE, FOR ABSORBING

SOLAR ENERGY.

BUT HE DISMISSED THE THOUGHT AT ONCE; FOR WHO WOULD BE CRAZY

ENOUGH TO BURY A

SUNPOWERED DEVICE TWENTY FEET UNDERGROUND?

HE LOOKED UP AT THE EARTH, BEGINNING TO WANE IN THE MORNING

SKY. ONLY A

HANDFUL OF THE SIX BILLION PEOPLE THERE KNEW OF THIS DISCOVERY;



HOW WOULD THE

WORLD REACT TO THE NEWS WHEN IT WAS FINALLY RELEASED? THE

POLITICAL AND SOCIAL

IMPLICATIONS WERE IMMENSE; EVERY PERSON OF REAL INTELLIGENCE -

EVERYONE WHO

LOOKED AN INCH BEYOND HIS NOSE - WOULD FIND HIS LIFE, HIS VALUES,

HIS

PHILOSOPHY, SUBTLY CHANGED. EVEN IF NOTHING WHATSOEVER WAS

DISCOVERED ABOUT TMA-

1, AND IT REMAINED AN ETERNAL MYSTERY, MAN WOULD KNOW THAT

HE WAS NOT UNIQUE IN

THE UNIVERSE. THOUGH HE HAD MISSED THEM BY MILLIONS OF YEARS,

THOSE WHO HAD ONCE

STOOD HERE MIGHT YET RETURN: AND IF NOT, THERE MIGHT WELL BE

OTHERS. ALL FUTURES

MUST NOW CONTAIN THIS POSSIBILITY.

FLOYD WAS STILL MUSING OVER THESE THOUGHTS WHEN HIS HELMET

SPEAKER SUDDENLY

EMITTED A PIERCING ELECTRONIC SHRIEK, LIKE A HIDEOUSLY

OVERLOADED AND DISTORTED

TIME SIGNAL. INVOLUNTARILY, HE TRIED TO BLOCK HIS EARS WITH HIS

SPACESUITED

HANDS; THEN HE RECOVERED AND GROPED FRANTICALLY FOR THE GAIN

CONTROL OF HIS

RECEIVER. WHILE HE WAS STILL FUMBLING FOUR MORE OF THE SHRIEKS

BLASTED OUT OF

THE ETHER; THEN THERE WAS A MERCIFUL SILENCE.

ALL AROUND THE CRATER, FIGURES WERE STANDING IN ATTITUDES OF



PARALYZED

ASTONISHMENT. SO IT'S NOTHING WRONG WITH MY GEAR, FLOYD TOLD

HIMSELF; EVERYONE

HEARD THOSE PIERCING ELECTRONIC SCREAMS.

AFTER THREE MILLION YEARS OF DARKNESS, TMA-1 HAD GREETED THE

LUNAR DAWN.

14 - THE LISTENERS

A HUNDRED MILLION MILES BEYOND MARS, IN THE COLD LONELINESS

WHERE NO MAN

HAD YET TRAVELED, DEEP SPACE MONITOR 79 DRIFTED SLOWLY AMONG

THE TANGLED ORBITS

OF THE ASTEROIDS. FOR THREE YEARS IT HAD FULFILLED ITS MISSION

FLAWLESSLY - A

TRIBUTE TO THE AMERICAN SCIENTISTS WHO HAD DESIGNED IT, THE

BRITISH ENGINEERS

WHO HAD BUILT IT, THE RUSSIAN TECHNICIANS WHO HAD LAUNCHED IT.

A DELICATE

SPIDER'S-WEB OF ANTENNAS SAMPLED THE PASSING WAVES OF RADIO

NOISE - THE

CEASELESS CRACKLE AND HISS OF WHAT PASCAL, IN A FAR SIMPLER

AGE, HAD NAIVELY

CALLED THE "SILENCE OF INFINITE SPACE." RADIATION DETECTORS

NOTED AND ANALYZED

INCOMING COSMIC RAYS FROM THE GALAXY AND POINTS BEYOND;

NEUTRON AND X-RAY

TELESCOPES KEPT WATCH ON STRANGE STARS THAT NO HUMAN EYE

WOULD EVER SEE;

MAGNETOMETERS OBSERVED THE GUSTS AND HURRICANES OF THE



SOLAR WINDS, AS THE SUN

BREATHED MILLION-MILE-AN-HOUR BLASTS OF TENUOUS PLASMA INTO

THE FACES OF ITS

CIRCLING CHILDREN. ALL THESE THINGS, AND MANY OTHERS, WERE

PATIENTLY NOTED BY

DEEP SPACE MONITOR 79, AND RECORDED IN ITS CRYSTALLINE MEMORY.

ONE OF ITS ANTENNAS, BY NOW UNCONSIDERED MIRACLES OF

ELECTRONICS, WAS ALWAYS

AIMED AT A POINT NEVER FAR FROM THE SUN. EVERY FEW MONTHS ITS

DISTANT TARGET

COULD HAVE BEEN SEEN, HAD THERE BEEN ANY EYE HERE TO WATCH,

AS A BRIGHT STAR

WITH A CLOSE, FAINTER COMPANION; BUT MOST OF THE TIME IT WAS

LOST IN THE SOLAR

GLAZE.

TO THAT FAR-OFF PLANET EARTH, EVERY TWENTY-FOUR HOURS, THE

MONITOR WOULD

SEND THE INFORMATION IT HAD PATIENTLY GARNERED, PACKED NEATLY

INTO ONE FIVE-

MINUTE PULSE. ABOUT A QUARTER OF AN HOUR LATE, TRAVELING AT

THE SPEED OF LIGHT,

THAT PULSE WOULD REACH ITS DESTINATION. THE MACHINES WHOSE

DUTY IT WAS WOULD BE

WAITING FOR IT; THEY WOULD AMPLIFY AND RECORD THE SIGNAL, AND

ADD IT TO THE

THOUSANDS OF MILES OF MAGNETIC TAPE NOW STORED IN THE VAULTS

OF THE WORLD SPACE

CENTERS AT WASHINGTON, MOSCOW, AND CANBERRA.



SINCE THE FIRST SATELLITES HAD ORBITED, ALMOST FIFTY YEARS

EARLIER,

TRILLIONS AND QUADRILLIONS OF PULSES OF INFORMATION HAD BEEN

POURING DOWN FROM

SPACE, TO BE STORED AGAINST THE DAY WHEN THEY MIGHT

CONTRIBUTE TO THE ADVANCE OF

KNOWLEDGE. ONLY A MINUTE FRACTION OF ALL THIS RAW MATERIAL

WOULD EVER BE

PROCESSED; BUT THERE WAS NO WAY OF TELLING WHAT OBSERVATION

SOME SCIENTIST MIGHT

WISH TO CONSULT, TEN, OR FIFTY, OR A HUNDRED YEARS FROM NOW. SO

EVERYTHING HAD

TO BE KEPT ON FILE, STACKED IN ENDLESS AIR-CONDITIONED

GALLERIES, TRIPLICATED AT

THE THREE CENTERS AGAINST THE POSSIBILITY OF ACCIDENTAL LOSS.

IT WAS PART OF THE

REAL TREASURE OF MANKIND, MORE VALUABLE THAN ALL THE GOLD

LOCKED USELESSLY AWAY

IN BANK VAULTS.

AND NOW DEEP SPACE MONITOR 19 HAD NOTED SOMETHING STRANGE -

A FAINT YET

UNMISTAKABLE DISTURBANCE RIPPLING ACROSS THE SOLAR SYSTEM,

AND QUITE UNLIKE ANY

NATURAL PHENOMENON IT HAD EVER OBSERVED IN THE PAST.

AUTOMATICALLY, IT RECORDED

THE DIRECTION, THE TIME, THE INTENSITY; IN A FEW HOURS IT WOULD

PASS THE

INFORMATION TO EARTH.



AS, ALSO, WOULD ORBITER M 15, CIRCLING MARS TWICE A DAY; AND

HIGH

INCLINATION PROBE 21, CLIMBING SLOWLY ABOVE THE PLANE OF THE

ECLIPTIC; AND EVEN

ARTIFICIAL COMET 5, HEADING OUT INTO THE COLD WASTES BEYOND

PLUTO, ALONG AN

ORBIT WHOSE FAR POINT IT WOULD NOT REACH FOR A THOUSAND

YEARS. ALL NOTED THE

PECULIAR BURST OF ENERGY THAT HAD DISTURBED THEIR

INSTRUMENTS; ALL, IN DUE

COURSE, REPORTED BACK AUTOMATICALLY TO THE MEMORY STORES ON

DISTANT EARTH.

THE COMPUTERS MIGHT NEVER HAVE PERCEIVED THE CONNECTION

BETWEEN FOUR

PECULIAR SETS OF SIGNALS FROM SPACE-PROBES ON INDEPENDENT

ORBITS MILLIONS OF

MILES APART. BUT AS SOON AS HE GLANCED AT HIS MORNING REPORT,

THE RADIATION

FORECASTER AT GODDARD KNEW THAT SOMETHING STRANGE HAD

PASSED THROUGH THE SOLAR

SYSTEM DURING THE LAST TWENTY-FOUR HOURS.

HE HAD ONLY PART OF ITS TRACK, BUT WHEN THE COMPUTER

PROJECTED IT ON THE

PLANET SITUATION BOARD, IT WAS AS CLEAR AND UNMISTAKABLE AS A

VAPOR TRAIL ACROSS

A CLOUDLESS SKY, OR A SINGLE LINE OF FOOTPRINTS OVER A FIELD OF

VIRGIN SNOW.

SOME IMMATERIAL PATTERN OF ENERGY, THROWING OFF A SPRAY OF



RADIATION LIKE

THE WAKE OF A RACING SPEEDBOAT, HAD LEAPED FROM THE FACE OF

THE MOON, AND WAS

HEADING OUT TOWARD THE STARS.

III - BETWEEN PLANETS 15 - DISCOVERY

THE SHIP WAS STILL ONLY THIRTY DAYS FROM EARTH, YET DAVID

BOWMAN SOMETIMES

FOUND IT HARD TO BELIEVE THAT BE HAD EVER KNOWN ANY OTHER

EXISTENCE THAN THE

CLOSED LITTLE WORLD OF DISCOVERY. ALL HIS YEARS OF TRAINING, ALL

HIS EARLIER

MISSIONS TO THE MOON AND MARS, SEEMED TO BELONG TO ANOTHER

MAN, IN ANOTHER LIFE.

FRANK POOLE ADMITTED TO THE SAME FEELINGS, AND HAD SOMETIMES

JOKINGLY

REGRETTED THAT THE NEAREST PSYCHIATRIST WAS THE BETTER PART

OF A HUNDRED MILLION

MILES AWAY. BUT THIS SENSE OF ISOLATION AND ESTRANGEMENT WAS

EASY ENOUGH TO

UNDERSTAND, AND CERTAINLY INDICATED NO ABNORMALITY. IN THE

FIFTY YEARS SINCE MEN

HAD VENTURED INTO SPACE, THERE HAD NEVER BEEN A MISSION QUITE

LIKE THIS.

IT HAD BEGUN, FIVE YEARS AGO, AS PROJECT JUPITER - THE FIRST

MANNED ROUND

TRIP TO THE GREATEST OF THE PLANETS. THE SHIP WAS NEARLY READY

FOR THE TWO-YEAR

VOYAGE WHEN, SOMEWHAT ABRUPTLY, THE MISSION PROFILE HAD BEEN



CHANGED.

DISCOVERY WOULD STILL GO TO JUPITER; BUT SHE WOULD NOT STOP

THERE. SHE WOULD

NOT EVEN SLACKEN SPEED AS SHE RACED THROUGH THE FAR-RANGING

JOVIAN SATELLITE

SYSTEM. ON THE CONTRARY - SHE WOULD USE THE GRAVITATIONAL

FIELD OF THE GIANT

WORLD US A SLING TO CAST HER EVEN FARTHER FROM THE SUN. LIKE A

COMET, SHE WOULD

STREAK ON ACROSS THE OUTER REACHES OF THE SOLAR SYSTEM TO

HER ULTIMATE GOAL, THE

RINGED GLORY OF SATURN. AND SHE WOULD NEVER RETURN.

FOR DISCOVERY, IT WOULD BE A ONE-WAY TRIP - YET HER CREW HAD NO

INTENTION OF

COMMITTING SUICIDE. IF ALL WENT WELL, THEY WOULD BE BACK ON

EARTH WITHIN SEVEN

YEARS - FIVE OF WHICH WOULD PASS LIKE A FLASH IN THE DREAMLESS

SLEEP OF

HIBERNATION, WHILE THEY AWAITED RESCUE BY THE STILL UNBUILT

DISCOVERY II.

THE WORD "RESCUE" WAS CAREFULLY AVOIDED IN ALL THE

ASTRONAUTICS AGENCY'S

STATEMENTS AND DOCUMENTS; IT IMPLIED SOME FAILURE OF

PLANNING, AND THE APPROVED

JARGON WAS "RE-ACQUISITION." IF ANYTHING WENT REALLY WRONG,

THERE WOULD

CERTAINLY BE NO HOPE OF RESCUE, ALMOST A BILLION MILES FROM

EARTH.



IT WAS A CALCULATED RISK, LIKE ALL VOYAGES INTO THE UNKNOWN.

BUT HALF A

CENTURY OF RESEARCH HAD PROVED THAT ARTIFICIALLY INDUCED

HUMAN HIBERNATION WAS

PERFECTLY SAFE, AND IT HAD OPENED UP NEW POSSIBILITIES IN SPACE

TRAVEL. NOT

UNTIL THIS MISSION, HOWEVER, HAD THEY BEEN EXPLOITED TO THE

UTMOST.

THE THREE MEMBERS OF THE SURVEY TEAM, WHO WOULD NOT BE

NEEDED UNTIL THE SHIP

ENTERED HER FINAL ORBIT AROUND SATURN, WOULD SLEEP THROUGH

THE ENTIRE OUTWARD

FLIGHT. TONS OF FOOD AND OTHER EXPENDABLES WOULD THUS BE

SAVED; ALMOST AS

IMPORTANT, THE TEAM WOULD BE FRESH AND ALERT, AND NOT

FATIGUED BY THE TEN-MONTH

VOYAGE, WHEN THEY WENT INTO ACTION.

DISCOVERY WOULD ENTER A PARKING ORBIT AROUND SATURN,

BECOMING A NEW MOON OF

THE GIANT PLANET. SHE WOULD SWING BACK AND FORTH ALONG A

TWO-MILLION-MILE

ELLIPSE THAT TOOK HER CLOSE TO SATURN, AND THEN ACROSS THE

ORBITS OF ALL ITS

MAJOR MOONS. THEY WOULD HAVE A HUNDRED DAYS IN WHICH TO

MAP AND STUDY A WORLD

WITH EIGHTY TIMES THE AREA OF EARTH, AND SURROUNDED BY A

RETINUE OF AT LEAST

FIFTEEN KNOWN SATELLITES - ONE OF THEM AS LARGE AS THE PLANET



MERCURY.

THERE MUST BE WONDERS ENOUGH HERE FOR CENTURIES OF STUDY;

THE FIRST

EXPEDITION COULD ONLY CARRY OUT A PRELIMINARY

RECONNAISSANCE. ALL THAT IT FOUND WOULD BE RADIOED BACK TO

EARTH; EVEN IF THE EXPLORERS NEVER RETURNED, THEIR

DISCOVERIES WOULD NOT BE LOST.

AT THE END OF THE HUNDRED DAYS, DISCOVERY WOULD CLOSE DOWN.

ALL THE CREW

WOULD GO INTO HIBERNATION; ONLY THE ESSENTIAL SYSTEMS WOULD

CONTINUE TO OPERATE,

WATCHED OVER BY THE SHIP'S TIRELESS ELECTRONIC BRAIN. SHE

WOULD CONTINUE TO

SWING AROUND SATURN, ON AN ORBIT NOW SO WELL DETERMINED

THAT MEN WOULD KNOW

EXACTLY WHERE TO LOOK FOR HER A THOUSAND YEARS HENCE. BUT IN

ONLY FIVE YEARS,

ACCORDING TO PRESENT PLANS, DISCOVERY II WOULD COME. EVEN IF

SIX OR SEVEN OR

EIGHT YEARS ELAPSED, HER SLEEPING PASSENGERS WOULD NEVER

KNOW THE DIFFERENCE.

FOR ALL OF THEM, THE CLOCK WOULD HAVE STOPPED AS IT HAD

STOPPED ALREADY FOR

WHITEHEAD, KAMINSKI, AND HUNTER.

SOMETIMES BOWMAN, AS FIRST CAPTAIN OF DISCOVERY, ENVIED HIS

THREE

UNCONSCIOUS COLLEAGUES IN THE FROZEN PEACE OF THE

HIBERNACULUM. THEY WERE FREE



FROM ALL BOREDOM AND ALL RESPONSIBILITY; UNTIL THEY REACHED

SATURN, THE EXTERNAL

WORLD DID NOT EXIST.

BUT THAT WORLD WAS WATCHING THEM, THROUGH THEIR BIO-SENSOR

DISPLAYS. TUCKED

INCONSPICUOUSLY AWAY AMONG THE MASSED INSTRUMENTATION OF

THE CONTROL DECK WERE

FIVE SMALL PANELS MARKED HUNTER, WHITEHEAD, KAMINSKI, POOLE,

BOWMAN. THE LAST

TWO WERE BLANK AND LIFELESS; THEIR TIME WOULD NOT COME UNTIL

A YEAR FROM NOW.

THE OTHERS BORE CONSTELLATIONS OF TINY GREEN LIGHTS,

ANNOUNCING THAT EVERYTHING

WAS WELL; AND ON EACH WAS A SMALL DISPLAY SCREEN ACROSS

WHICH SETS OF GLOWING

LINES TRACED THE LEISURELY RHYTHMS THAT INDICATED PULSE,

RESPIRATION, AND BRAIN

ACTIVITY.

THERE WERE TIMES WHEN BOWMAN, WELL AWARE HOW UNNECESSARY

THIS WAS - FOR THE

ALARM WOULD SOUND INSTANTLY IF ANYTHING WAS WRONG - WOULD

SWITCH OVER TO AUDIO

OUTPUT. HE WOULD LISTEN, HALF HYPNOTIZED, TO THE INFINITELY

SLOW HEARTBEATS OF

HIS SLEEPING COLLEAGUES, KEEPING HIS EYES FIXED ON THE SLUGGISH

WAVES THAT

MARCHED IN SYNCHRONISM ACROSS THE SCREEN.

MOST FASCINATING OF ALL WERE THE EEG DISPLAYS - THE ELECTRONIC



SIGNATURES OF

THREE PERSONALITIES THAT HAD ONCE EXISTED, AND WOULD ONE DAY

EXIST AGAIN. THEY

WERE ALMOST FREE FROM THE SPIKES AND VALLEYS, THE ELECTRICAL

EXPLOSIONS THAT

MARKED THE ACTIVITY OF THE WAKING BRAIN - OR EVEN OF THE BRAIN

IN NORMAL SLEEP.

IF THERE WAS ANY WISP OF CONSCIOUSNESS REMAINING, IT WAS

BEYOND THE REACH OF

INSTRUMENTS, AND OF MEMORY.

THIS LAST FACT BOWMAN KNEW FROM PERSONAL EXPERIENCE. BEFORE

HE WAS CHOSEN

FOR THIS MISSION, HIS REACTIONS TO HIBERNATION HAD BEEN TESTED.

HE WAS NOT SURE

WHETHER HE HAD LOST A WEEK OF HIS LIFE - OR WHETHER HE HAD

POSTPONED HIS

EVENTUAL DEATH BY THE SAME AMOUNT OF TIME.

WHEN THE ELECTRODES HAD BEEN ATTACHED TO HIS FOREHEAD, AND

THE SLEEP-

GENERATOR HAD STARTED TO PULSE, HE HAD SEEN A BRIEF DISPLAY OF

KALEIDOSCOPIC

PATTERNS AND DRIFTING STARS. THEN THEY HAD FADED, AND

DARKNESS HAD ENGULFED HIM.

HE HAD NEVER FELT THE INJECTIONS, STILL LESS THE FIRST TOUCH OF

COLD AS HIS BODY

TEMPERATURE WAS REDUCED TO ONLY A FEW DEGREES ABOVE

FREEZING.

HE AWOKE, AND IT SEEMED THAT HE HAD SCARCELY CLOSED HIS EYES.



BUT HE KNEW

THAT WAS AN ILLUSION; SOMEHOW, HE WAS CONVINCED THAT YEARS

HAD REALLY PASSED. HAD THE MISSION BEEN COMPLETED? HAD THEY

ALREADY REACHED SATURN, CARRIED OUT

THEIR SURVEY, AND GONE INTO HIBERNATION? WAS DISCOVERY II HERE,

TO TAKE THEM

BACK TO EARTH?

HE LAY IN A DREAMLIKE HAZE, UTTERLY UNABLE TO DISTINGUISH

BETWEEN REAL AND

FALSE MEMORIES. HE OPENED HIS EYES, BUT THERE WAS LITTLE TO SEE

EXCEPT A BLURRED

CONSTELLATION OF LIGHTS WHICH PUZZLED HIM FOR SOME MINUTES.

THEN HE REALIZED THAT HE WAS LOOKING AT THE INDICATOR LAMPS

ON A SHIP

SITUATION BOARD, BUT IT WAS IMPOSSIBLE TO FOCUS ON THEM. HE

SOON GAVE UP THE

ATTEMPT.

WARM AIR WAS BLOWING ACROSS HIM, REMOVING THE CHILL FROM HIS

LIMBS. THERE

WAS QUIET, BUT STIMULATING, MUSIC WELLING FROM A SPEAKER

BEHIND HIS HEAD. IT WAS

SLOWLY GROWING LOUDER AND LOUDER.

THEN A RELAXED, FRIENDLY - BUT HE KNEW COMPUTER GENERATED -

VOICE SPOKE TO

HIM.

"YOU ARE BECOMING OPERATIONAL, DAVE. DO NOT GET UP OR ATTEMPT

ANY VIOLENT

MOVEMENTS. DO NOT TRY TO SPEAK."



DO NOT GET UP! THOUGHT BOWMAN. THAT WAS FUNNY. HE DOUBTED IF

HE COULD

WRIGGLE A FINGER. RATHER TO HIS SURPRISE, HE FOUND THAT HE

COULD.

HE FELT QUITE CONTENTED, IN A DAZED, STUPID KIND OF WAY. HE KNEW

DIMLY THAT

THE RESCUE SHIP MUST HAVE COME, THAT THE AUTOMATIC REVIVAL

SEQUENCE HAD BEEN

TRIGGERED, AND THAT SOON HE WOULD BE SEEING OTHER HUMAN

BEINGS. THAT WAS FINE,

BUT HE DID NOT GET EXCITED ABOUT IT.

PRESENTLY HE FELT HUNGER. THE COMPUTER, OF COURSE, HAD

ANTICIPATED THIS

NEED.

"THERE IS A SIGNAL BUTTON BY YOUR RIGHT HAND, DAVE.

IF YOU ARE HUNGRY, PLEASE PRESS IT."

BOWMAN FORCED HIS FINGERS TO HUNT AROUND, AND PRESENTLY

DISCOVERED THE PEAR-

SHAPED BULB. HE HAD FORGOTTEN ALL ABOUT IT, THOUGH HE MUST

HAVE KNOWN IT WAS

THERE. HOW MUCH ELSE HAD HE FORGOTTEN: DID HIBERNATION ERASE

MEMORY?

HE PRESSED THE BUTTON, AND WAITED. SEVERAL MINUTES LATER, A

METAL ARM MOVED

OUT FROM THE BUNK, AND A PLASTIC NIPPLE DESCENDED TOWARD HIS

LIPS. HE SUCKED ON

IT EAGERLY, AND A WARM, SWEET FLUID COURSED DOWN HIS THROAT,

BRINING RENEWED



STRENGTH WITH EVERY DROP.

PRESENTLY IT WENT AWAY, AND HE RESTED ONCE MORE. HE COULD

MOVE HIS ARMS AND

LEGS NOW; THE THOUGHT OF WALKING WAS NO LONGER AN

IMPOSSIBLE DREAM.

THOUGH HE FELT HIS STRENGTH SWIFTLY RETURNING, HE WOULD HAVE

BEEN CONTENT TO

LIE HERE FOREVER, IF THERE HAD BEEN NO FURTHER STIMULUS FROM

OUTSIDE. BUT

PRESENTLY ANOTHER VOICE SPOKE TO HIM - AND THIS TIME IT WAS

WHOLLY HUMAN, NOT A

CONSTRUCT OF ELECTRICAL PULSES ASSEMBLED BY A MORE-THAN-

HUMAN MEMORY. IT WAS

ALSO A FAMILIAR VOICE, THOUGH IT WAS SOME TIME BEFORE HE COULD

RECOGNIZE IT

"HELLO, DAVE. YOU'RE COMING ROUND FINE. YOU CAN TALK NOW. DO

YOU KNOW WHERE

YOU ARE?" HE WORRIED ABOUT THIS FOR SOME TIME. IF HE WAS REALLY

ORBITING SATURN, WHAT

HAD HAPPENED DURING ALL THE MONTHS SINCE HE HAD LEFT EARTH?

AGAIN HE BEGAN TO

WONDER IF HE WAS SUFFERING FROM AMNESIA, PARADOXICALLY, THAT

VERY THOUGHT

REASSURED HIM, IF HE COULD REMEMBER THE WORD "AMNESIA" HIS

BRAIN MUST BE IN

FAIRLY GOOD SHAPE.

BUT HE STILL DID NOT KNOW WHERE HE WAS, AND THE SPEAKER AT THE

OTHER END OF



THE CIRCUIT MUST HAVE UNDERSTOOD HIS SITUATION COMPLETELY.

"DON'T WORRY, DAVE. THIS IS FRANK POOLE. I'M WATCHING YOUR HEART

AND

RESPIRATION-EVERYTHING IS PERFECTLY NORMAL. JUST RELAX - TAKE

IT EASY. WE'RE

GOING TO OPEN THE DOOR NOW AND PULL YOU OUT."

SOFT LIGHT FLOODED INTO THE CHAMBER; HE SAW MOVING SHAPES

SILHOUETTED

AGAINST THE WIDENING ENTRANCE. AND IN THAT MOMENT, ALL HIS

MEMORIES CAME BACK TO

HIM, AND BE KNEW EXACTLY WHERE HE WAS.

THOUGH HE HAD COME BACK SAFELY FROM THE FURTHEST BORDERS

OF SLEEP, AND THE

NEAREST BORDERS OF DEATH, HE HAD BEEN GONE ONLY A WEEK. WHEN

HE LEFT THE

HIBERNACULUM, HE WOULD NOT SEE THE COLD SATURNIAN SKY; THAT

WAS MORE THAN A YEAR

IN THE FUTURE AND A BILLION MILES AWAY.

HE WAS STILL IN THE TRAINER AT THE HOUSTON SPACE FLIGHT CENTER

UNDER THE HOT

TEXAS SUN.

16 - HAL

BUT NOW TEXAS WAS INVISIBLE, AND EVEN THE UNITED STATES WAS

HARD TO SEE.

THOUGH THE LOW-THRUST PLASMA DRIVE HAD LONG SINCE BEEN

CLOSED DOWN, DISCOVERY

WAS STILL COASTING WITH HER SLENDER ARROWLIKE BODY POINTED

AWAY FROM EARTH, AND



ALL HER HIGH-POWERED OPTICAL GEAR WAS ORIENTED TOWARD THE

OUTER PLANETS, WHERE

HER DESTINY LAY.

THERE WAS ONE TELESCOPE, HOWEVER, THAT WAS PERMANENTLY

AIMED AT EARTH. IT

WAS MOUNTED LIKE A GUNSIGHT ON THE RIM OF THE SHIP'S LONG-

RANGE ANTENNA, AND

CHECKED THAT THE GREAT PARABOLIC BOWL WAS RIGIDLY LOCKED

UPON ITS DISTANT

TARGET. WHILE EARTH REMAINED CENTERED IN THE CROSSWIRES, THE

VITAL COMMUNICATION

LINK WAS INTACT, AND MESSAGES COULD COME AND GO ALONG THE

INVISIBLE BEAM THAT

LENGTHENED MORE THAN TWO MILLION MILES WITH EVERY DAY THAT

PASSED.

AT LEAST ONCE IN EVERY WATCH PERIOD BOWMAN WOULD LOCK

HOMEWARD THROUGH THE

ANTENNA-ALIGNMENT TELESCOPE. AS EARTH WAS NOW FAR BACK

TOWARD THE SUN, ITS

DARKENED HEMISPHERE FACED DISCOVERY, AND ON THE CENTRAL

DISPLAY SCREEN THE

PLANET APPEARED AS A DAZZLING SILVER CRESCENT, LIKE ANOTHER

VENUS.

IT WAS RARE THAT ANY GEOGRAPHICAL FEATURES COULD BE

IDENTIFIED IN THAT EVER-

SHRINKING ARC OF LIGHT, FOR CLOUD AND HAZE CONCEALED THEM,

BUT EVEN THE DARKENED

PORTION OF THE DISK WAS ENDLESSLY FASCINATING. IT WAS



SPRINKLED WITH SHINING

CITIES; SOMETIMES THEY BURNED WITH A STEADY LIGHT, SOMETIMES

THEY TWINKLED LIKE

FIREFLIES AS ATMOSPHERIC TREMORS PASSED OVER THEM. THERE

WERE ALSO PERIODS WHEN, AS THE MOON SWUNG BACK AND FORTH IN

ITS ORBIT,

IT SHONE DOWN LIKE A GREAT LAMP UPON THE DARKENED SEAS AND

CONTINENTS OF EARTH.

THEN, WITH A THRILL OF RECOGNITION, BOWMAN COULD OFTEN

GLIMPSE FAMILIAR

COASTLINES, SHINING IN THAT SPECTRAL LUNAR LIGHT. AND

SOMETIMES, WHEN THE

PACIFIC WAS CALM, HE COULD EVEN SEE THE MOONGLOW SHIMMERING

ACROSS ITS FACE; AND

HE WOULD REMEMBER NIGHTS BENEATH THE PALM TREES OF TROPICAL

LAGOONS.

YET HE HAD NO REGRETS FOR THESE LOST BEAUTIES. HE HAD ENJOYED

THEM ALL, IN

HIS THIRTY-FIVE YEARS OF LIFE; AND HE WAS DETERMINED TO ENJOY

THEM AGAIN, WHEN

HE RETURNED RICH AND FAMOUS. MEANWHILE, DISTANCE MADE THEM

ALL THE MORE

PRECIOUS.

THE SIXTH MEMBER OF THE CREW CARED FOR NONE OF THESE THINGS,

FOR IT WAS NOT

HUMAN. IT WAS THE HIGHLY ADVANCED HAL 9000 COMPUTER, THE

BRAIN AND NERVOUS

SYSTEM OF THE SHIP.



HAL (FOR HEURISTICALLY PROGRAMMED ALGORITHMIC COMPUTER, NO

LESS) WAS A

MASTERWORK OF THE THIRD COMPUTER BREAKTHROUGH. THESE

SEEMED TO OCCUR AT

INTERVALS OF TWENTY YEARS, AND THE THOUGHT THAT ANOTHER ONE

WAS NOW IMMINENT

ALREADY WORRIED A GREAT MANY PEOPLE.

THE FIRST HAD BEEN IN THE 1940S, WHEN THE LONG-OBSOLETE

VACUUM TUBE HAD MADE

POSSIBLE SUCH CLUMSY, HIGH-SPEED MORONS AS ENIAC AND ITS

SUCCESSORS. THEN, IN

THE 1960S, SOLID-STATE MICROELECTRONICS HAD BEEN PERFECTED.

WITH ITS ADVENT, IT

WAS CLEAR THAT ARTIFICIAL INTELLIGENCES AT LEAST AS POWERFUL

AS MAN'S NEED BE NO

LARGER THAN OFFICE DESKS - IF ONE ONLY KNEW HOW TO CONSTRUCT

THEM.

PROBABLY NO ONE WOULD EVER KNOW THIS; IT DID NOT MATTER. IN

THE 1980S,

MINSKY AND GOOD HAD SHOWN HOW NEURAL NETWORKS COULD BE

GENERATED AUTOMATICALLY -

SELF REPLICATED - IN ACCORDANCE WITH ANY ARBITRARY LEARNING

PROGRAM. ARTIFICIAL

BRAINS COULD BE GROWN BY A PROCESS STRIKINGLY ANALOGOUS TO

THE DEVELOPMENT OF A

HUMAN BRAIN. IN ANY GIVEN CASE, THE PRECISE DETAILS WOULD

NEVER BE KNOWN, AND

EVEN IF THEY WERE, THEY WOULD BE MILLIONS OF TIMES TOO COMPLEX



FOR HUMAN

UNDERSTANDING. WHATEVER WAY IT WORKED, THE FINAL RESULT WAS

A MACHINE

INTELLIGENCE THAT COULD REPRODUCE - SOME PHILOSOPHERS STILL

PREFERRED TO USE THE

WORD "MIMIC" - MOST OF THE ACTIVITIES OF THE HUMAN BRAIN - AND

WITH FAR GREATER

SPEED AND RELIABILITY. IT WAS EXTREMELY EXPENSIVE, AND ONLY A

FEW UNITS OF THE

HAL9000 SERIES HAD YET BEEN BUILT; BUT THE OLD JEST THAT IT

WOULD ALWAYS BE

EASIER TO MAKE ORGANIC BRAINS BY UNSKILLED LABOR WAS

BEGINNING TO SOUND A LITTLE

HOLLOW.

HAL HAD BEEN TRAINED FOR THIS MISSION AS THOROUGHLY AS HIS

HUMAN COLLEAGUES

- AND AT MANY TIMES THEIR RATE OF INPUT, FOR IN ADDITION TO HIS

INTRINSIC SPEED,

HE NEVER SLEPT. HIS PRIME TASK WAS TO MONITOR THE LIFE-SUPPORT

SYSTEMS,

CONTINUALLY CHECKING OXYGEN PRESSURE, TEMPERATURE, HULL

LEAKAGE, RADIATION, AND

ALL THE OTHER INTERLOCKING FACTORS UPON WHICH THE LIVES OF

THE FRAGILE HUMAN

CARGO DEPENDED. HE COULD CARRY OUT THE INTRICATE

NAVIGATIONAL CORRECTIONS, AND

EXECUTE THE NECESSARY FLIGHT MANEUVERS WHEN IT WAS TIME TO

CHANGE COURSE. AND HE



COULD WATCH OVER THE HIBERNATORS, MAKING ANY NECESSARY

ADJUSTMENTS TO THEIR

ENVIRONMENT AND DOLING OUT THE MINUTE QUANTITIES OF

INTRAVENOUS FLUIDS THAT KEPT

THEM ALIVE.

THE FIRST GENERATIONS OF COMPUTERS HAD RECEIVED THEIR INPUTS

THROUGH

GLORIFIED TYPEWRITER KEYBOARDS, AND HAD REPLIED THROUGH HIGH-

SPEED PRINTERS AND

VISUAL DISPLAYS. HAL COULD DO THIS WHEN NECESSARY, BUT MOST OF

HIS COMMUNICATION

WITH HIS SHIPMATES WAS BY MEANS OF THE SPOKEN WORD. POOLE

AND BOWMAN COULD TALK TO HAL AS IF HE WERE A HUMAN BEING AND

HE WOULD REPLY IN THE PERFECT IDIOMATIC

ENGLISH HE HAD LEARNED DURING THE FLEETING WEEKS OF HIS

ELECTRONIC CHILDHOOD.

WHETHER HAL COULD ACTUALLY THINK WAS A QUESTION WHICH HAD

BEEN SETTLED BY

THE BRITISH MATHEMATICIAN ALAN TURING BACK IN THE 1940S.

TURING HAD POINTED OUT

THAT, IF ONE COULD CARRY OUT A PROLONGED CONVERSATION WITH A

MACHINE - WHETHER

BY TYPEWRITER OR MICROPHONE WAS IMMATERIAL - WITHOUT BEING

ABLE TO DISTINGUISH

BETWEEN ITS REPLIES AND THOSE THAT A MAN MIGHT GIVE, THEN THE

MACHINE WAS

THINKING, BY ANY SENSIBLE DEFINITION OF THE WORD. HAL COULD

PASS THE TURING TEST



WITH EASE.

THE TIME MIGHT EVEN COME WHEN HAL WOULD TAKE COMMAND OF

THE SHIP. IN AN

EMERGENCY, IF NO ONE ANSWERED HIS SIGNALS, HE WOULD ATTEMPT

TO WAKE THE SLEEPING

MEMBERS OF THE CREW, BY ELECTRICAL AND CHEMICAL STIMULATION.

IF THEY DID NOT

RESPOND, HE WOULD RADIO EARTH FOR FURTHER ORDERS.

AND THEN, IF THERE WAS NO REPLY FROM EARTH, HE WOULD TAKE

WHAT MEASURES HE

DEEMED NECESSARY TO SAFEGUARD THE SHIP AND TO CONTINUE THE

MISSION - WHOSE REAL

PURPOSE HE ALONE KNEW, AND WHICH HIS HUMAN COLLEAGUES

COULD NEVER HAVE GUESSED.

POOLE AND BOWMAN HAD OFTEN HUMOROUSLY REFERRED TO

THEMSELVES AS CARETAKERS

OR JANITORS ABOARD A SHIP THAT COULD REALLY RUN ITSELF. THEY

WOULD HAVE BEEN

ASTONISHED, AND MORE THAN A LITTLE INDIGNANT, TO DISCOVER HOW

MUCH TRUTH THAT

JEST CONTAINED.

17 - CRUISE MODE

THE DAY-BY-DAY RUNNING OF THE SHIP HAD BEEN PLANNED WITH

GREAT CARE, AND -

THEORETICALLY AT LEAST - BOWMAN AND POOLE KNEW WHAT THEY

WOULD BE DOING AT EVERY

MOMENT OF THE TWENTY-FOUR HOURS. THEY OPERATED ON A TWELVE-

HOURS-ON, TWELVE-



HOURS-OFF BASIS, TAKING CHARGE ALTERNATELY, AND NEVER BEING

BOTH ASLEEP AT THE

SAME TIME. THE OFFICER ON DUTY REMAINED ON THE CONTROL DECK,

WHILE HIS DEPUTY

SAW TO THE GENERAL HOUSEKEEPING, INSPECTED THE SHIP, COPED

WITH THE ODD JOBS

THAT CONSTANTLY AROSE, OR RELAXED IN HIS CUBICLE.

ALTHOUGH BOWMAN WAS NOMINAL CAPTAIN ON THIS PHASE OF THE

MISSION, NO OUTSIDE

OBSERVER COULD HAVE DEDUCED THE FACT. HE AND POOLE SWITCHED

ROLES, RANK, AND

RESPONSIBILITIES COMPLETELY EVERY TWELVE HOURS. THIS KEPT

THEM BOTH AT PEAK

TRAINING, MINIMIZED THE CHANCES OF FRICTION, AND HELPED

TOWARD THE GOAL OF 100

PERCENT REDUNDANCY.

BOWMAN'S DAY BEGAN AT 0600, SHIP'S TIME - THE UNIVERSAL

EPHEMERIS TIME OF

THE ASTRONOMERS. IF HE WAS LATE, HAL HAD A VARIETY OF BEEPS

AND CHIMES TO REMIND

HIM OF HIS DUTY, BUT THEY HAD NEVER BEEN USED. AS A TEST, POOLE

HAD ONCE

SWITCHED OFF THE ALARM; BOWMAN HAD STILL RISEN

AUTOMATICALLY AT THE RIGHT TIME.

HIS FIRST OFFICIAL ACT OF THE DAY WOULD BE TO ADVANCE THE

MASTER HIBERNATION

TIMER TWELVE HOURS. IF THIS OPERATION WAS MISSED TWICE IN A

ROW, HAL WOULD



ASSUME THAT BOTH HE AND POOLE HAD BEEN INCAPACITATED, AND

WOULD TAKE THE

NECESSARY EMERGENCY ACTION.

BOWMAN WOULD ATTEND TO HIS TOILET, AND DO HIS ISOMETRIC

EXERCISES, BEFORE

SETTLING DOWN TO BREAKFAST AND THE MORNING'S RADIO-FAX

EDITION OF THE WORLD TIMES. ON EARTH, HE NEVER READ THE PAPER

AS CAREFULLY AS HE DID NOW; EVEN THE

SMALLEST ITEMS OF SOCIETY GOSSIP, THE MOST FLEETING POLITICAL

RUMORS, SEEMED OF

ABSORBING INTEREST AS IT FLASHED ACROSS THE SCREEN.

AT 0700 HE WOULD OFFICIALLY RELIEVE POOLE ON THE CONTROL DECK,

BRINGING HIM

A SQUEEZE-TUBE OF COFFEE FROM THE KITCHEN. IF - AS WAS USUALLY

THE CASE - THERE

WAS NOTHING TO REPORT AND NO ACTION TO BE TAKEN, HE WOULD

SETTLE DOWN TO CHECK

ALL THE INSTRUMENT READINGS, AND WOULD RUN THROUGH A SERIES

OF TESTS DESIGNED TO

SPOT POSSIBLE MALFUNCTIONS. BY 1000 THIS WOULD BE FINISHED,

AND HE WOULD START

ON A STUDY PERIOD.

BOWMAN HAD BEEN A STUDENT FOR MORE THAN HALF HIS LIFE; HE

WOULD CONTINUE TO

BE ONE UNTIL HE RETIRED. THANKS TO THE TWENTIETH-CENTURY

REVOLUTION IN TRAINING

AND INFORMATION-HANDLING TECHNIQUES, HE ALREADY POSSESSED

THE EQUIVALENT OF TWO



OR THREE COLLEGE EDUCATIONS - AND, WHAT WAS MORE, HE COULD

REMEMBER 90 PERCENT

OF WHAT HE HAD LEARNED.

FIFTY YEARS AGO, HE WOULD HAVE BEEN CONSIDERED A SPECIALIST IN

APPLIED

ASTRONOMY, CYBERNETICS, AND SPACE PROPULSION SYSTEMS - YET HE

WAS PRONE TO DENY,

WITH GENUINE INDIGNATION, THAT HE WAS A SPECIALIST AT ALL.

BOWMAN HAD NEVER

FOUND IT POSSIBLE TO FOCUS HIS INTEREST EXCLUSIVELY ON ANY

SUBJECT; DESPITE THE

DARK WARNINGS OF HIS INSTRUCTORS, HE HAD INSISTED ON TAKING

HIS MASTER'S DEGREE

IN GENERAL ASTRONAUTICS - A COURSE WITH A VAGUE AND WOOLLY

SYLLABUS, DESIGNED

FOR THOSE WHOSE IQS WERE IN THE LOW 130S AND WHO WOULD

NEVER REACH THE TOP RANKS

OF THEIR PROFESSION.

HIS DECISION HAD BEEN RIGHT; THAT VERY REFUSAL TO SPECIALIZE

HAD MADE HIM

UNIQUELY QUALIFIED FOR HIS PRESENT TASK. IN MUCH THE SAME WAY

FRANK POOLE - WHO

SOMETIMES DISPARAGINGLY CALLED HIMSELF "GENERAL PRACTITIONER

IN SPACE BIOLOGY" -

HAD BEEN AN IDEAL CHOICE AS HIS DEPUTY. THE TWO OF THEM, WITH,

IF NECESSARY,

HELP FROM HAL'S VAST STORES OF INFORMATION, COULD COPE WITH

ANY PROBLEMS LIKELY



TO ARISE DURING THE VOYAGE - AS LONG AS THEY KEPT THEIR MINDS

ALERT AND

RECEPTIVE, AND CONTINUALLY REENGRAVED OLD PATTERNS OF

MEMORY.

SO FOR TWO HOURS, FROM 1000 TO 1200, BOWMAN WOULD ENGAGE IN

A DIALOGUE WITH

AN ELECTRONIC TUTOR, CHECKING HIS GENERAL KNOWLEDGE OR

ABSORBING MATERIAL

SPECIFIC TO THIS MISSION. HE WOULD PROWL ENDLESSLY OVER SHIP'S

PLANS, CIRCUIT

DIAGRAMS, AND VOYAGE PROFILES, OR WOULD TRY TO ASSIMILATE ALL

THAT WAS KNOWN

ABOUT JUPITER, SATURN, AND THEIR FAR-RANGING FAMILIES OF

MOONS.

AT MIDDAY, HE WOULD RETIRE TO THE GALLEY AND LEAVE THE SHIP TO

HAL WHILE HE

PREPARED HIS LUNCH. EVEN HERE, HE WAS STILL FULLY IN TOUCH WITH

EVENTS, FOR THE

TINY LOUNGE-CUM-DINING ROOM CONTAINED A DUPLICATE OF THE

SITUATION DISPLAY

PANEL, AND HAL COULD CALL HIM AT A MOMENT'S NOTICE. POOLE

WOULD JOIN HIM FOR

THIS MEAL, BEFORE RETIRING FOR HIS SIX-HOUR SLEEP PERIOD, AND

USUALLY THEY WOULD

WATCH ONE OF THE REGULAR TV PROGRAMS BEAMED TO THEM FROM

EARTH.

THEIR MENUS HAD BEEN PLANNED WITH AS MUCH CARE AS ANY PART

OF THE MISSION,



THE FOOD, MOST OF IT FREEZE-DRIED, WAS UNIFORMLY EXCELLENT, AND

HAD BEEN CHOSEN

FOR THE MINIMUM OF TROUBLE; PACKETS HAD MERELY TO BE OPENED

AND POPPED INTO THE

TINY AUTO-GALLEY, WHICH BEEPED FOR ATTENTION WHEN THE JOB

WAS DONE. THEY COULD

ENJOY WHAT TASTED LIKE - AND, EQUALLY IMPORTANT, LOOKED LIKE -

ORANGE JUICE,

EGGS (ANY STYLE), STEAKS, CHOPS, ROASTS, FRESH VEGETABLES,

ASSORTED FRUITS, ICE

CREAM, AND EVEN FRESHLY BAKED BREAD.

AFTER LUNCH, FROM 1300 TO 1600 BOWMAN WOULD MAKE A SLOW

AND CAREFUL TOUR OF

THE SHIP - OR SUCH PART OF IT AS WAS ACCESSIBLE. DISCOVERY

MEASURED ALMOST FOUR HUNDRED FEET FROM END TO END, BUT THE

LITTLE UNIVERSE OCCUPIED BY HER CREW LAY

ENTIRELY INSIDE THE FORTY-FOOT SPHERE OF THE PRESSURE HULL.

HERE WERE ALL THE LIFE-SUPPORT SYSTEMS, AND THE CONTROL DECK

WHICH WAS THE

OPERATIONAL HEART OF THE SHIP. BELOW THIS WAS A SMALL "SPACE-

GARAGE" FITTED WITH

THREE AIRLOCKS, THROUGH WHICH POWERED CAPSULES, JUST LARGE

ENOUGH TO HOLD A MAN,

COULD SAIL OUT INTO THE VOID IF THE NEED AROSE FOR

EXTRAVEHICULAR ACTIVITY.

THE EQUATORIAL REGION OF THE PRESSURE SPHERE - THE SLICE, AS IT

WERE, FROM

CAPRICORN TO CANCER - ENCLOSED A SLOWLY ROTATING DRUM,



THIRTY-FIVE FEET IN

DIAMETER. AS IT MADE ONE REVOLUTION EVERY TEN SECONDS, THIS

CARROUSEL OR

CENTRIFUGE PRODUCED AN ARTIFICIAL GRAVITY EQUAL TO THAT OF THE

MOON. THIS WAS

ENOUGH TO PREVENT THE PHYSICAL ATROPHY WHICH WOULD RESULT

FROM THE COMPLETE

ABSENCE OF WEIGHT, AND IT ALSO ALLOWED THE ROUTINE FUNCTIONS

OF LIVING TO BE

CARRIED OUT UNDER NORMAL - OR NEARLY NORMAL - CONDITIONS.

THE CARROUSEL THEREFORE CONTAINED THE KITCHEN, DINING,

WASHING, AND TOILET

FACILITIES. ONLY HERE WAS IT SAFE TO PREPARE AND HANDLE HOT

DRINKS - QUITE

DANGEROUS IN WEIGHTLESS CONDITIONS, WHERE ONE CAN BE BADLY

SCALDED BY FLOATING

GLOBULES OF BOILING WATER. THE PROBLEM OF SHAVING WAS ALSO

SOLVED; THERE WOULD

BE NO WEIGHTLESS BRISTLES DRIFTING AROUND TO ENDANGER

ELECTRICAL EQUIPMENT AND

PRODUCE A HEALTH HAZARD.

AROUND THE RIM OF THE CARROUSEL WERE FIVE TINY CUBICLES, FITTED

OUT BY EACH

ASTRONAUT ACCORDING TO TASTE AND CONTAINING HIS PERSONAL

BELONGINGS. ONLY

BOWMAN'S AND POOLE'S WERE NOW IN USE, WHILE THE FUTURE

OCCUPANTS OF THE OTHER

THREE CABINS REPOSED IN THEIR ELECTRONIC SARCOPHAGI NEXT



DOOR.

THE SPIN OF THE CARROUSEL COULD BE STOPPED IF NECESSARY; WHEN

THIS HAPPENED,

ITS ANGULAR MOMENTUM HAD TO BE STORED IN A FLYWHEEL, AND

SWITCHED BACK AGAIN

WHEN ROTATION WAS RESTARTED. BUT NORMALLY IT WAS LEFT

RUNNING AT CONSTANT SPEED,

FOR IT WAS EASY ENOUGH TO ENTER THE BIG, SLOWLY TURNING DRUM

BY GOING HAND-OVER-

HAND ALONG A POLE THROUGH THE ZERO-GEE REGION AT ITS CENTER.

TRANSFERRING TO THE

MOVING SECTION WAS AS EASY AND AUTOMATIC, AFTER A LITTLE

EXPERIENCE, AS STEPPING

ONTO A MOVING ESCALATOR.

THE SPHERICAL PRESSURE HULL FORMED THE HEAD OF A FLIMSY,

ARROW-SHAPED

STRUCTURE MORE THAN A HUNDRED YARDS LONG. DISCOVERY, LIKE ALL

VEHICLES INTENDED

FOR DEEP SPACE PENETRATION, WAS TOO FRAGILE AND

UNSTREAMLINED EVER TO ENTER AN

ATMOSPHERE, OR TO DEFY THE FULL GRAVITATIONAL FIELD OF ANY

PLANET. SHE HAD BEEN

ASSEMBLED IN ORBIT AROUND THE EARTH, TESTED ON A TRANSLUNAR

MAIDEN FLIGHT, AND

FINALLY CHECKED OUT IN ORBIT ABOVE THE MOON.

SHE WAS A CREATURE OF PURE SPACE - AND SHE LOOKED IT.

IMMEDIATELY BEHIND THE

PRESSURE HULL WAS GROUPED A CLUSTER OF FOUR LARGE LIQUID



HYDROGEN TANKS - AND

BEYOND THEM, FORMING A LONG, SLENDER V, WERE THE RADIATING

FINS THAT DISSIPATED

THE WASTE HEAT OF THE NUCLEAR REACTOR. VEINED WITH A DELICATE

TRACERY OF PIPES

FOR THE COOLING FLUID, THEY LOOKED LIKE THE WINGS OF SOME VAST

DRAGONFLY, AND

FROM CERTAIN ANGLES GAVE DISCOVERY A FLEETING RESEMBLANCE

TO AN OLD-TIME SAILING

SHIP,

AT THE VERY END OF THE V, THREE HUNDRED FEET FROM THE CREW-

COMPARTMENT, WAS

THE SHIELDED INFERNO OF THE REACTOR, AND THE COMPLEX OF

FOCUSING ELECTRODES

THROUGH WHICH EMERGED THE INCANDESCENT STAR-STUFF OF THE

PLASMA DRIVE. THIS HAD

DONE ITS WORK WEEKS AGO, FORCING DISCOVERY OUT OF HER PARKING

ORBIT ROUND THE

MOON. NOW THE REACTOR WAS MERELY TICKING OVER AS IT

GENERATED ELECTRICAL POWER FOR THE SHIP'S SERVICES, AND THE

GREAT RADIATING FINS, THAT WOULD GLOW CHERRY

RED WHEN DISCOVERY WAS ACCELERATING UNDER MAXIMUM THRUST,

WERE DARK AND COOL.

ALTHOUGH IT WOULD REQUIRE AN EXCURSION OUT INTO SPACE TO

EXAMINE THIS REGION

OF THE SHIP, THERE WERE INSTRUMENTS AND REMOTE TV CAMERAS

WHICH GAVE A FULL

REPORT ON CONDITIONS HERE. BOWMAN NOW FELT THAT HE KNEW



INTIMATELY EVERY SQUARE

FOOT OF RADIATOR, PANELS, AND EVERY PIECE OF PLUMBING

ASSOCIATED WITH THEM.

BY 1600, HE WOULD HAVE FINISHED HIS INSPECTION, AND WOULD MAKE

A DETAILED

VERBAL REPORT TO MISSION CONTROL, TALKING UNTIL THE

ACKNOWLEDGMENT STARTED TO

COME IN. THEN HE WOULD SWITCH OFF HIS OWN TRANSMITTER, LISTEN

TO WHAT EARTH HAD

TO SAY, AND SEND BACK HIS REPLY TO ANY QUERIES. AT 1800 HOURS,

POOLE WOULD

AWAKEN, AND HE WOULD HAND OVER COMMAND.

HE WOULD THEN HAVE SIX OFF-DUTY HOURS, TO USE AS HE PLEASED.

SOMETIMES HE

WOULD CONTINUE HIS STUDIES, OR LISTEN TO MUSIC, OR LOOK AT

MOVIES. MUCH OF THE

TIME HE WOULD WANDER AT WILL THROUGH THE SHIP'S

INEXHAUSTIBLE ELECTRONIC

LIBRARY. HE HAD BECOME FASCINATED BY THE GREAT EXPLORATIONS

OF THE PAST -

UNDERSTANDABLY ENOUGH, IN THE CIRCUMSTANCES. SOMETIMES HE

WOULD CRUISE WITH

PYTHEAS OUT THROUGH THE PILLARS OF HERCULES, ALONG THE COAST

OF A EUROPE BARELY

EMERGING FROM THE STONE AGE, AND VENTURE ALMOST TO THE CHILL

MISTS OF THE

ARCTIC. OR, TWO THOUSAND YEARS LATER, HE WOULD PURSUE THE

MANILA GALLEONS WITH



ANSON, SAIL WITH COOK ALONG THE UNKNOWN HAZARDS OF THE

GREAT BARRIER REEF,

ACHIEVE WITH MAGELLAN THE FIRST CIRCUMNAVIGATION OF THE

WORLD. AND HE BEGAN TO

READ THE ODYSSEY, WHICH OF ALL BOOKS SPOKE TO HIM MOST VIVIDLY

ACROSS THE GULFS

OF TIME.

FOR RELAXATION HE COULD ALWAYS ENGAGE HAL IN A LARGE NUMBER

OF SEMI-

MATHEMATICAL GAMES, INCLUDING CHECKERS, CHESS, AND

POLYOMINOES. IF HAL WENT ALL

OUT, HE COULD WIN ANYONE OF THEM; BUT THAT WOULD BE BAD FOR

MORALE. SO HE HAD

BEEN PROGRAMMED TO WIN ONLY FIFTY PERCENT OF THE TIME, AND

HIS HUMAN PARTNERS

PRETENDED NOT TO KNOW THIS.

THE LAST HOURS OF BOWMAN'S DAY WERE DEVOTED TO GENERAL

CLEANING UP AND ODD

JOBS, FOLLOWED BY DINNER AT 2000 - AGAIN WITH POOLE. THEN THERE

WOULD BE AN HOUR

DURING WHICH HE WOULD MAKE OR RECEIVE ANY PERSONAL CALL

FROM EARTH.

LIKE ALL HIS COLLEAGUES, BOWMAN WAS UNMARRIED; IT WAS NOT FAIR

TO SEND

FAMILY MEN ON A MISSION OF SUCH DURATION, THOUGH NUMEROUS

LADIES HAD PROMISED TO

WAIT UNTIL THE EXPEDITION RETURNED, NO ONE HAD REALLY BELIEVED

THIS. AT FIRST,



BOTH POOLE AND BOWMAN HAD BEEN MAKING RATHER INTIMATE

PERSONAL CALLS ONCE A

WEEK, THOUGH THE KNOWLEDGE THAT MANY EARS MUST BE LISTENING

AT THE EARTH END OF

THE CIRCUIT TENDED TO INHIBIT THEM. YET ALREADY, THOUGH THE

VOYAGE WAS SCARCELY

STARTED, THE WARMTH AND FREQUENCY OF THE CONVERSATIONS

WITH THEIR GIRLS ON EARTH

HAD BEGUN TO DIMINISH. THEY HAD EXPECTED THIS; IT WAS ONE OF

THE PENALTIES OF AN

ASTRONAUT'S WAY OF LIFE, AS IT HAD ONCE BEEN OF A MARINER'S.

IT WAS TRUE - INDEED, NOTORIOUS - THAT SEAMEN HAD

COMPENSATIONS AT OTHER

PORTS; UNFORTUNATELY THERE WERE NO TROPICAL ISLANDS FULL OF

DUSKY MAIDS BEYOND

THE ORBIT OF EARTH. THE SPACE MEDICS, OF COURSE, HAD TACKLED

THIS PROBLEM WITH

THEIR USUAL ENTHUSIASM; THE SHIP'S PHARMACOPOEIA PROVIDED

ADEQUATE, THOUGH

HARDLY GLAMOROUS, SUBSTITUTES.

JUST BEFORE HE SIGNED OFF BOWMAN WOULD MAKE HIS FINAL

REPORT, AND CHECK THAT

HAL HAD TRANSMITTED ALL THE INSTRUMENTATION TAPES FOR THE

DAY'S RUN. THEN, IF HE

FELT LIKE IT, HE WOULD SPEND A COUPLE OF HOURS EITHER READING OR

LOOKING AT A

MOVIE; AND AT MIDNIGHT HE WOULD GO TO SLEEP - USUALLY WITHOUT

ANY HELP FROM ELECTRONARCOSIS. POOLE'S PROGRAM WAS A MIRROR



IMAGE OF HIS OWN, AND THE TWO

SCHEDULES DOVETAILED TOGETHER WITHOUT FRICTION.

BOTH MEN WERE FULLY OCCUPIED, THEY WERE TOO INTELLIGENT AND

WELL-ADJUSTED TO

QUARREL, AND THE VOYAGE HAD SETTLED DOWN TO A COMFORTABLE,

UTTERLY UNEVENTFUL

ROUTINE, THE PASSAGE OF TIME MARKED ONLY BY THE CHANGING

NUMBERS ON THE DIGITAL

CLOCKS.

THE GREATEST HOPE OF DISCOVERY'S LITTLE CREW WAS THAT NOTHING

WOULD MAR THIS

PEACEFUL MONOTONY IN THE WEEKS AND MONTHS THAT LAY AHEAD.

18 - THROUGH THE ASTEROIDS

WEEK AFTER WEEK, RUNNING LIKE A STREETCAR ALONG THE TRACKS OF

HER UTTERLY

PREDETERMINED ORBIT, DISCOVERY SWEPT PAST THE ORBIT OF MARS

AND ON TOWARD

JUPITER. UNLIKE ALL THE VESSELS TRAVERSING THE SKIES OR SEAS OF

EARTH, SHE

REQUIRED NOT EVEN THE MOST MINUTE TOUCH ON THE CONTROLS.

HER COURSE WAS FIXED BY

THE LAWS OF GRAVITATION; THERE WERE NO UNCHARTED SHOALS, NO

DANGEROUS REEFS ON

WHICH SHE WOULD RUN AGROUND. NOR WAS THERE THE SLIGHTEST

DANGER OF COLLISION

WITH ANOTHER SHIP; FOR THERE WAS NO VESSEL - AT LEAST OF MAN'S

MAKING - ANYWHERE

BETWEEN HER AND THE INFINITELY DISTANT STARS.



YET THE SPACE WHICH SHE WAS NOW ENTERING WAS FAR FROM

EMPTY. AHEAD LAY A NO-

MAN'S LAND THREADED BY THE PATHS OF MORE THAN A MILLION

ASTEROIDS - LESS THAN

TEN THOUSAND OF WHICH HAD EVER HAD THEIR ORBITS PRECISELY

DETERMINED BY

ASTRONOMERS. ONLY FOUR WERE OVER A HUNDRED MILES IN

DIAMETER; THE VAST MAJORITY

WERE MERELY GIANT BOULDERS, TRUNDLING AIMLESSLY THROUGH

SPACE.

THERE WAS NOTHING THAT COULD BE DONE ABOUT THEM; THOUGH

EVEN THE SMALLEST

COULD COMPLETELY DESTROY THE SHIP IF IT SLAMMED INTO IT AT TENS

OF THOUSANDS OF

MILES AN HOUR, THE CHANCE OF THIS HAPPENING WAS NEGLIGIBLE.

ON THE AVERAGE, THERE WAS ONLY ONE ASTEROID IN A VOLUME A

MILLION MILES ON A

SIDE; THAT DISCOVERY SHOULD ALSO HAPPEN TO OCCUPY THIS SAME

POINT, AND AT THE

SAME TIME, WAS THE VERY LEAST OF HER CREW'S WORRIES.

ON DAY 86 THEY WERE DUE TO MAKE THEIR CLOSEST APPROACH TO

ANY KNOWN

ASTEROID, IT HAD NO NAME - MERELY THE NUMBER 7794 - AND WAS A

FIFTY-YARD-

DIAMETER ROCK THAT HAD BEEN DETECTED BY THE LUNAR

OBSERVATORY IN 1997 AND

IMMEDIATELY FORGOTTEN EXCEPT BY THE PATIENT COMPUTERS OF THE

MINOR PLANET



BUREAU.

WHEN BOWMAN CAME ON DUTY, HAL PROMPTLY REMINDED HINT OF

THE FORTHCOMING

ENCOUNTER - NOT THAT HE WAS LIKELY TO HAVE FORGOTTEN THE ONLY

SCHEDULED IN-

FLIGHT EVENT OF THE ENTIRE VOYAGE, THE TRACK OF THE ASTEROID

AGAINST THE STARS,

AND ITS COORDINATES AT THE MOMENT OF CLOSEST APPROACH, HAD

ALREADY BEEN PRINTED

OUT ON THE DISPLAY SCREENS. LISTED ALSO WERE THE OBSERVATIONS

TO BE MADE OR

ATTEMPTED; THEY WERE GOING TO BE VERY BUSY WHEN 7794 FLASHED

PAST THEM ONLY NINE

HUNDRED MILES AWAY, AT A RELATIVE SPEED OF EIGHTY THOUSAND

MILES AN HOUR.

WHEN BOWMAN ASKED HAL FOR THE TELESCOPIC DISPLAY, A SPARSELY

SPRINKLED STAR

FIELD FLASHED ONTO THE SCREEN. THERE WAS NOTHING THAT LOOKED

LIKE AN ASTEROID; ALL THE IMAGES, EVEN UNDER THE HIGHEST

MAGNIFICATION, WERE DIMENSIONLESS POINTS

OF LIGHT.

"GIVE ME THE TARGET RETICULE," ASKED BOWMAN. IMMEDIATELY FOUR

FAINT, NARROW

LINES APPEARED, BRACKETING A TINY AND UNDISTINGUISHED STAR. HE

STARED AT IT FOR

MANY MINUTES, WONDERING IF HAL COULD POSSIBLY BE MISTAKEN;

THEN HE SAW THAT THE

PINPOINT OF LIGHT WAS MOVING, WITH BARELY PERCEPTIBLE



SLOWNESS, AGAINST THE

BACKGROUND OF THE STARS. IT MIGHT STILL BE HALF A MILLION MILES

AWAY - BUT ITS

MOVEMENT PROVED THAT, AS COSMIC DISTANCES WENT, IT WAS

ALMOST NEAR ENOUGH TO

TOUCH.

WHEN POOLE JOINED HIM ON THE CONTROL DECK SIX HOURS LATER,

7794 WAS HUNDREDS

OF TIMES MORE BRILLIANT, AND WAS MOVING SO SWIFTLY AGAINST ITS

BACKGROUND THAT

THERE WAS NO QUESTION OF ITS IDENTITY. AND IT WAS NO LONGER A

POINT OF LIGHT; IT

HAD BEGUN TO SHOW A CLEARLY VISIBLE DISK.

THEY STARED AT THAT PASSING PEBBLE IN THE SKY WITH THE

EMOTIONS OF SAILORS

ON A LONG SEA VOYAGE, SKIRTING A COAST ON WHICH THEY CANNOT

LAND. THOUGH THEY

WERE PERFECTLY WELL AWARE THAT 7794 WAS ONLY A LIFELESS,

AIRLESS CHUNK OF ROCK,

THIS KNOWLEDGE SCARCELY AFFECTED THEIR FEELINGS. IT WAS THE

ONLY SOLID MATTER

THEY WOULD MEET THIS SIDE OF JUPITER - STILL TWO HUNDRED

MILLION MILES AWAY.

THROUGH THE HIGH-POWERED TELESCOPE, THEY COULD SEE THAT THE

ASTEROID WAS

VERY IRREGULAR, AND TURNING SLOWLY END OVER END. SOMETIMES IT

LOOKED LIKE A

FLATTENED SPHERE, SOMETIMES IT RESEMBLED A ROUGHLY SHAPED



BLOCK; ITS ROTATION

PERIOD WAS JUST OVER TWO MINUTES. THERE WERE MOTTLED

PATCHES OF LIGHT AND SHADE

DISTRIBUTED APPARENTLY AT RANDOM OVER ITS SURFACE, AND OFTEN

IT SPARKLED LIKE A

DISTANT WINDOW AS PLANES OR OUTCROPPINGS OF CRYSTALLINE

MATERIAL FLASHED IN THE

SUN.

IT WAS RACING PAST THEM AT ALMOST THIRTY MILES A SECOND; THEY

HAD ONLY A FEW

FRANTIC MINUTES IN WHICH TO OBSERVE IT CLOSELY. THE AUTOMATIC

CAMERAS TOOK

DOZENS OF PHOTOGRAPHS, THE NAVIGATION RADAR'S RETURNING

ECHOES WERE CAREFULLY

RECORDED FOR FUTURE ANALYSIS - AND THERE WAS JUST TIME FOR A

SINGLE IMPACT

PROBE.

THE PROBE CARRIED NO INSTRUMENTS; NONE COULD SURVIVE A

COLLISION AT SUCH

COSMIC SPEEDS. IT WAS MERELY A SMALL SLUG OF METAL, SHOT OUT

FROM DISCOVERY ON A

COURSE WHICH SHOULD INTERSECT THAT OF THE ASTEROID.

AS THE SECONDS BEFORE IMPACT TICKED AWAY, POOLE AND BOWMAN

WAITED WITH

MOUNTING TENSION. THE EXPERIMENT, SIMPLE THOUGH IT WAS IN

PRINCIPLE, TAXED THE

ACCURACY OF THEIR EQUIPMENT TO THE LIMITS. THEY WERE AIMING AT

A HUNDRED-FOOT-



DIAMETER TARGET, FROM A DISTANCE OF THOUSANDS OF MILES.

AGAINST THE DARKENED PORTION OF THE ASTEROID THERE WAS A

SUDDEN, DAZZLING

EXPLOSION OF LIGHT. THE TINY SLUG HAD IMPACTED AT METEORIC

SPEED; IN A FRACTION

OF A SECOND ALL ITS ENERGY HAD BEEN TRANSFORMED INTO HEAT. A

PUFF OF

INCANDESCENT GAS HAD ERUPTED BRIEFLY INTO SPACE; ABOARD

DISCOVERY, THE CAMERAS

WERE RECORDING THE RAPIDLY FADING SPECTRAL LINES. BACK ON

EARTH, EXPERTS WOULD

ANALYZE THEM, LOOKING FOR THE TELLTALE SIGNATURES OF GLOWING

ATOMS. AND SO, FOR

THE FIRST TIME, THE COMPOSITION OF AN ASTEROID'S CRUST WOULD

BE DETERMINED.

WITHIN AN HOUR, 7794 WAS A DWINDLING STAR, SHOWING NO TRACE

OF A DISK. WHEN

BOWMAN NEXT CAME ON WATCH IT HAD VANISHED COMPLETELY. THEY

WERE ALONE AGAIN; THEY WOULD REMAIN ALONE, UNTIL THE

OUTERMOST OF

JUPITER'S MOONS CAME SWIMMING UP TOWARD THEM, THREE MONTHS

FROM NOW.

19 - TRANSIT OF JUPITER

EVEN FRONT TWENTY MILLION MILES AWAY, JUPITER WAS ALREADY THE

MOST

CONSPICUOUS OBJECT IN THE SKY AHEAD. THE PLANET WAS NOW A

PALE, SALMON-HUED

DISK, ABOUT HALF THE SIZE OF THE MOON AS SEEN FROM EARTH, WITH



THE DARK,

PARALLEL BANDS OF ITS CLOUD BELTS CLEARLY VISIBLE.

SHUTTLING BACK AND FORTH IN THE EQUATORIAL PLANE WERE THE

BRILLIANT STARS OF

IO, EUROPA, GANYMEDE, AND CALLISTO - WORLDS THAT ELSEWHERE

WOULD HAVE COUNTED AS

PLANETS IN THEIR OWN RIGHT, BUT WHICH HERE WERE MERELY

SATELLITES OF A GIANT

MASTER.

THROUGH THE TELESCOPE, JUPITER WAS A GLORIOUS SIGHT - A

MOTTLED,

MULTICOLORED GLOBE THAT SEEMED TO FILL THE SKY. IT WAS

IMPOSSIBLE TO GRASP ITS

REAL SIZE; BOWMAN KEPT REMINDING HIMSELF THAT IT WAS ELEVEN

TIMES THE DIAMETER

OF EARTH, BUT FOR A LONG TIME THIS WAS A STATISTIC WITH NO REAL

MEANING.

THEN, WHILE HE WAS BRIEFING HIMSELF FROM THE TAPES IN HAL'S

MEMORY UNITS,

HE FOUND SOMETHING THAT SUDDENLY BROUGHT THE APPALLING

SCALE OF THE PLANET INTO

FOCUS. IT WAS AN ILLUSTRATION THAT SHOWED THE EARTH'S ENTIRE

SURFACE PEELED OFF

AND THEN PEGGED, LIKE THE SKIN OF AN ANIMAL, ON THE DISK OF

JUPITER. AGAINST

THIS BACKGROUND, ALL THE CONTINENTS AND OCEANS OF EARTH

APPEARED NO LARGER THAN

INDIA ON THE TERRESTRIAL GLOBE.



WHEN BOWMAN USED THE HIGHEST MAGNIFICATION OF DISCOVERY'S

TELESCOPES, HE

APPEARED TO BE HANGING ABOVE A SLIGHTLY FLATTENED GLOBE,

LOOKING DOWN UPON A

VISTA OF RACING CLOUDS THAT HAD BEEN SMEARED INTO BANDS BY

THE GIANT WORLD'S

SWIFT ROTATION. SOMETIMES THOSE BANDS CONGEALED INTO WISPS

AND KNOTS AND

CONTINENT-SIZED MASSES OF COLORED VAPOR; SOMETIMES THEY

WERE LINKED BY TRANSIENT

BRIDGES THOUSANDS OF MILES IN LENGTH. HIDDEN BENEATH THOSE

CLOUDS WAS ENOUGH

MATERIAL TO OUTWEIGH ALL THE OTHER PLANETS IN THE SOLAR

SYSTEM. AND WHAT ELSE,

BOWMAN WONDERED, WAS ALSO HIDDEN THERE?

OVER THIS SHIFTING, TURBULENT ROOF OF CLOUDS, FOREVER HIDING

THE REAL

SURFACE OF THE PLANET, CIRCULAR PATTERNS OF DARKNESS

SOMETIMES GLIDED. ONE OF

THE INNER MOONS WAS TRANSITING THE DISTANT SUN, ITS SHADOW

MARCHING BENEATH IT

OVER THE RESTLESS JOVIAN CLOUDSCAPE.

THERE WERE OTHER, AND FAR SMALLER, MOONS EVEN OUT HERE -

TWENTY MILLION

MILES FROM JUPITER. BUT THEY WERE ONLY FLYING MOUNTAINS, A FEW

DOZEN MILES IN

DIAMETER, AND THE SHIP WOULD PASS NOWHERE NEAR ANY OF THEM.

EVERY FEW MINUTES



THE RADAR TRANSMITTER WOULD GATHER ITS STRENGTH AND SEND

OUT A SILENT

THUNDERCLAP OF POWER; NO ECHOES OF NEW SATELLITES CAME

PULSING BACK FROM THE

EMPTINESS.

WHAT DID COME, WITH EVER GROWING INTENSITY, WAS THE ROAR OF

JUPITER'S OWN

RADIO VOICE. IN 1955, JUST BEFORE THE DAWN OF THE SPACE AGE,

ASTRONOMERS HAD

BEEN ASTONISHED TO FIND THAT JUPITER WAS BLASTING OUT

MILLIONS OF HORSEPOWER ON

THE TEN-METER BAND. IT WAS MERELY RAW NOISE, ASSOCIATED WITH

HALOES OF CHARGED PARTICLES CIRCLING THE PLANET LIKE THE VAN

ALLEN BELTS OF EARTH, BUT ON A FAR

GREATER SCALE.

SOMETIMES, DURING LONELY HOURS ON THE CONTROL DECK, BOWMAN

WOULD LISTEN TO

THIS RADIATION. HE WOULD TURN UP THE GAIN UNTIL THE ROOM FILLED

WITH A

CRACKLING, HISSING ROAR; OUT OF THIS BACKGROUND, AT IRREGULAR

INTERVALS, EMERGED

BRIEF WHISTLES AND PEEPS LIKE THE CRIES OF DEMENTED BIRDS. IT

WAS AN EERIE

SOUND, FOR IT HAD NOTHING TO DO WITH MAN; IT WAS AS LONELY AND

AS MEANINGLESS AS

THE MURMUR OF WAVES ON A BEACH, OR THE DISTANT CRASH OF

THUNDER BEYOND THE

HORIZON.



EVEN AT HER PRESENT SPEED OF OVER A HUNDRED THOUSAND MILES

AN HOUR, IT WOULD

TAKE DISCOVERY ALMOST TWO WEEKS TO CROSS THE ORBITS OF ALL

THE JOVIAN

SATELLITES. MORE MOONS CIRCLED JUPITER THAN PLANETS ORBITED

THE SUN; THE LUNAR

OBSERVATORY WAS DISCOVERING NEW ONES EVERY YEAR, AND THE

TALLY HAD NOW REACHED

THIRTY-SIX. THE OUTERMOST - JUPITER XXVII - MOVED BACKWARDS IN

AN UNSTABLE PATH

NINETEEN MILLION MILES FROM ITS TEMPORARY MASTER. IT WAS THE

PRIZE IN A

PERPETUAL TUG-OF-WAR BETWEEN JUPITER AND THE SUN, FOR THE

PLANET WAS CONSTANTLY

CAPTURING SHORT-LIVED MOONS FROM THE ASTEROID BELT, AND

LOSING THEM AGAIN AFTER

A FEW MILLION YEARS. ONLY THE INNER SATELLITES WERE ITS

PERMANENT PROPERTY; THE

SUN COULD NEVER WREST THEM FROM ITS GRASP.

NOW THERE WAS NEW PREY FOR THE CLASHING GRAVITATION AT

FIELDS, DISCOVERY WAS

ACCELERATING TOWARD JUPITER ALONG A COMPLEX ORBIT COMPUTED

MONTHS AGO BY THE

ASTRONOMERS ON EARTH, AND CONSTANTLY CHECKED BY HAL. FROM

TIME TO TIME THERE

WOULD BE MINUTE, AUTOMATIC NUDGES FROM THE CONTROL JETS,

SCARCELY PERCEPTIBLE

ABOARD THE SHIP, AS THEY MADE FINE ADJUSTMENTS TO THE



TRAJECTORY.

OVER THE RADIO LINK WITH EARTH, INFORMATION WAS FLOWING BACK

IN A CONSTANT

STREAM. THEY WERE NOW SO FAR FROM HOME THAT, EVEN TRAVELING

AT THE SPEED OF

LIGHT, THEIR SIGNALS WERE TAKING FIFTY MINUTES FOR THE JOURNEY.

THOUGH THE WHOLE

WORLD WAS LOOKING OVER THEIR SHOULDER, WATCHING THROUGH

THEIR EYES AND THEIR

INSTRUMENTS AS JUPITER APPROACHED, IT WOULD BE ALMOST AN

HOUR BEFORE THE NEWS OF

THEIR DISCOVERIES REACHED HOME.

THE TELESCOPIC CAMERAS WERE OPERATING CONSTANTLY AS THE

SHIP CUT ACROSS THE

ORBIT OF THE GIANT INNER SATELLITES - EVERY ONE OF THEM LARGER

THAN THE MOON,

EVERY ONE OF THEM UNKNOWN TERRITORY. THREE HOURS BEFORE

TRANSIT, DISCOVERY

PASSED ONLY TWENTY THOUSAND MILES FROM EUROPA, AND ALL

INSTRUMENTS WERE AIMED AT

THE APPROACHING WORLD, AS IT GREW STEADILY IN SIZE, CHANGED

FROM GLOBE TO

CRESCENT, AND SWEPT SWIFTLY SUNWARD.

HERE WERE FOURTEEN MILLION SQUARE MILES OF LAND WHICH, UNTIL

THIS MOMENT,

HAD NEVER BEEN MORE THAN A PINHEAD IN THE MIGHTIEST

TELESCOPE. THEY WOULD RACE

PAST IT IN MINUTES, AND MUST MAKE THE MOST OF THE ENCOUNTER,



RECORDING ALL THE

INFORMATION THEY COULD. THERE WOULD BE MONTHS IN WHICH THEY

COULD PLAY IT BACK

AT LEISURE.

FROM A DISTANCE, EUROPA HAD SEEMED LIKE A GIANT SNOWBALL,

REFLECTING THE

LIGHT OF THE FAR-OFF SUN WITH REMARKABLE EFFICIENCY. CLOSER

OBSERVATIONS

CONFIRMED THIS; UNLIKE THE DUSTY MOON, EUROPA WAS A BRILLIANT

WHITE, AND MUCH OF

ITS SURFACE WAS COVERED WITH GLITTERING HUNKS THAT LOOKED

LIKE STRANDED

ICEBERGS. ALMOST CERTAINLY, THESE WERE FORMED FROM AMMONIA

AND WATER THAT

JUPITER'S GRAVITATIONAL FIELD HAD SOMEHOW FAILED TO CAPTURE.

ONLY ALONG THE EQUATOR WAS BARE ROCK VISIBLE; HERE WAS AN

INCREDIBLY JAGGED

NO-MAN'S-LAND OF CANYONS AND JUMBLED BOULDERS, FORMING A

DARKER BAND THAT COMPLETELY SURROUNDED THE LITTLE WORLD.

THERE WERE A FEW IMPACT CRATERS, BUT NO

SIGN OF VULCANISM; EUROPA HAD OBVIOUSLY NEVER POSSESSED ANY

INTERNAL SOURCES OF

HEAT. THERE WAS, AS HAD LONG BEEN KNOWN, A TRACE OF

ATMOSPHERE. WHEN THE DARK

EDGE OF THE SATELLITE PASSED ACROSS A STAR, IT DIMMED BRIEFLY

BEFORE THE MOMENT

OF ECLIPSE. AND IN SOMR AREAS THERE WAS A HINT OF CLOUD -

PERHAPS A MIST OF



AMMONIA DROPLETS, BORNE ON TENUOUS METHANE WINDS.

AS SWIFTLY AS IT HAD RUSHED OUT OF THE SKY AHEAD, EUROPA

DROPPED ASTERN; AND

NOW JUPITER ITSELF WAS ONLY TWO HOURS AWAY. HAL HAD CHECKED

AND RECHECKED THE

SHIP'S ORBIT WITH INFINITE CARE, AND THERE WAS NO NEED FOR

FURTHER SPEED

CORRECTIONS UNTIL THE MOMENT OF CLOSEST APPROACH. YET, EVEN

KNOWING THIS, IT WAS

A STRAIN ON THE NERVES TO WATCH THAT GIANT GLOBE BALLOONING

MINUTE BY MINUTE. IT

WAS DIFFICULT TO BELIEVE THAT DISCOVERY WAS NOT PLUNGING

DIRECTLY INTO IT, AND

THAT THE PLANET'S IMMENSE GRAVITATIONAL FIELD WAS NOT

DRAGGING THEM DOWN TO

DESTRUCTION. NOW WAS THE TIME TO DROP THE ATMOSPHERIC

PROBES - WHICH, IT WAS

HOPED, WOULD SURVIVE LONG ENOUGH TO SEND BACK SOME

INFORMATION FROM BELOW THE

JOVIAN CLOUD DECK. TWO STUBBY, BOMB-SHAPED CAPSULES,

ENCLOSED IN ABLATIVE HEAT-

SHIELDS, WERE GENTLY NUDGED INTO ORBITS WHICH FOR THE FIRST

FEW THOUSAND MILES

DEVIATED SCARCELY AT ALL FROM THAT OF DISCOVERY.

BUT THEY SLOWLY DRIFTED AWAY; AND NOW, AT LAST, EVEN THE

UNAIDED EYE COULD

SEE WHAT HAL HAD BEEN ASSERTING. THE SHIP WAS IN A NEAR-

GRAZING ORBIT, NOT A



COLLISION ONE; SHE WOULD MISS THE ATMOSPHERE. TRUE, THE

DIFFERENCE WAS ONLY A

FEW HUNDRED MILES - A MERE NOTHING WHEN ONE WAS DEALING

WITH A PLANET NINETY

THOUSAND MILES IN DIAMETER - BUT THAT WAS ENOUGH.

JUPITER NOW FILLED THE ENTIRE SKY; IT WAS SO HUGE THAT NEITHER

MIND NOR EYE

COULD GRASP IT ANY LONGER, AND BOTH HAD ABANDONED THE

ATTEMPT. IF IT HAD NOT

BEEN FOR THE EXTRAORDINARY VARIETY OF COLOR - THE REDS AND

PINKS AND YELLOWS AND

SALMONS AND EVEN SCARLETS - OF THE ATMOSPHERE BENEATH THEM,

BOWMAN COULD HAVE

BELIEVED THAT HE WAS FLYING LOW OVER A CLOUDSCAPE ON EARTH.

AND NOW, FOR THE FIRST TIME IN ALL THEIR JOURNEYING, THEY WERE

ABOUT TO LOSE

THE SUN. PALE AND SHRUNKEN THOUGH IT WAS, IT HAD BEEN

DISCOVERY'S CONSTANT

COMPANION SINCE HER DEPARTURE FROM EARTH, FIVE MONTHS AGO.

BUT NOW HER ORBIT WAS

DIVING INTO THE SHADOW OF JUPITER; SHE WOULD SOON PASS OVER

THE NIGHT SIDE OF

THE PLANET.

A THOUSAND MILES AHEAD, THE BAND OF TWILIGHT WAS HURTLING

TOWARD THEM;

BEHIND, THE SUN WAS SINKING SWIFTLY INTO THE JOVIAN CLOUDS, ITS

RAYS SPREAD OUT

ALONG THE HORIZON LIKE TWO FLAMING, DOWN-TURNED HORNS, THEN



CONTRACTED AND DIED

IN A BRIEF BLAZE OF CHROMATIC GLORY. THE NIGHT HAD COME.

AND YET - THE GREAT WORLD BELOW WAS NOT WHOLLY DARK. IT WAS

AWASH WITH

PHOSPHORESCENCE, WHICH GREW BRIGHTER MINUTE BY MINUTE AS

THEIR EYES GREW

ACCUSTOMED TO THE SCENE. DIM RIVERS OF LIGHT WERE FLOWING

FROM HORIZON TO

HORIZON, LIKE THE LUMINOUS WAKES OF SHIPS ON SOME TROPICAL

SEA. HERE AND THERE

THEY GATHERED INTO POOLS OF LIQUID FIRE, TREMBLING WITH VAST,

SUBMARINE

DISTURBANCES WELLING UP FROM THE HIDDEN HEART OF JUPITER. IT

WAS A SIGHT SO AWE-

INSPIRING THAT POOLE AND BOWMAN COULD HAVE STARED FOR

HOURS; WAS THIS, THEY

WONDERED, MERELY THE RESULT OF CHEMICAL AND ELECTRICAL

FORCES DOWN THERE IN THAT

SEETHING CALDRON - OR WAS IT THE BY-PRODUCT OF SOME FANTASTIC

FORM OF LIFE?

THESE WERE QUESTIONS WHICH SCIENTISTS MIGHT STILL BE DEBATING

WHEN THE NEWBORN

CENTURY DREW TO ITS CLOSE.

AS THEY DROVE DEEPER AND DEEPER INTO THE JOVIAN NIGHT, THE

GLOW BENEATH THEM

GREW STEADILY BRIGHTER. ONCE BOWMAN HAD FLOWN OVER

NORTHERN CANADA DURING THE HEIGHT OF AN AURORAL

DISPLAY; THE SNOW-COVERED LANDSCAPE HAD BEEN AS BLEAK AND



BRILLIANT AS THIS. AND

THAT ARCTIC WILDERNESS, HE REMINDED HIMSELF, WAS MORE THAN A

HUNDRED DEGREES

WARMER THAN THE REGIONS OVER WHICH THEY WERE HURTLING NOW.

"EARTH SIGNAL IS FADING RAPIDLY," ANNOUNCED HAL. "WE ARE

ENTERING THE FIRST

DIFFRACTION ZONE."

THEY HAD EXPECTED THIS - INDEED, IT WAS ONE OF THE MISSION'S

OBJECTIVES, AS

THE ABSORPTION OF RADIO WAVES WOULD GIVE VALUABLE

INFORMATION ABOUT THE JOVIAN

ATMOSPHERE. BUT NOW THAT THEY HAD ACTUALLY PASSED BEHIND

THE PLANET, AND IT WAS

CUTTING OFF COMMUNICATION WITH EARTH, THEY FELT A SUDDEN

OVERWHELMING

LONELINESS. THE RADIO BLACKOUT WOULD LAST ONLY AN HOUR; THEN

THEY WOULD EMERGE

FROM JUPITER'S ECLIPSING SCREEN, AND COULD RESUME CONTACT

WITH THE HUMAN RACE.

THAT HOUR, HOWEVER, WOULD BE ONE OF THE LONGEST OF THEIR

LIVES.

DESPITE THEIR RELATIVE YOUTH, POOLE AND BOWMAN WERE

VETERANS OF A DOZEN

SPACE VOYAGES, BUT NOW THEY FELT LIKE NOVICES. THEY WERE

ATTEMPTING SOMETHING

FOR THE FIRST LIME; NEVER BEFORE HAD ANY SHIP TRAVELED AT SUCH

SPEEDS, OR BRAVED

SO INTENSE A GRAVITATIONAL FIELD. THE SLIGHTEST ERROR IN



NAVIGATION AT THIS

CRITICAL POINT AND DISCOVERY WOULD GO SPEEDING ON TOWARD THE

FAR LIMITS OF THE

SOLAR SYSTEM, BEYOND ANY HOPE OF RESCUE.

THE SLOW MINUTES DRAGGED BY. JUPITER WAS NOW A VERTICAL WALL

OF

PHOSPHORESCENCE STRETCHING TO INFINITY ABOVE THEM - AND THE

SHIP WAS CLIMBING

STRAIGHT UP ITS GLOWING FACE. THOUGH THEY KNEW THAT THEY

WERE MOVING FAR TOO

SWIFTLY FOR EVEN JUPITER'S GRAVITY TO CAPTURE THEM, IT WAS HARD

TO BELIEVE THAT

DISCOVERY HAD NOT BECOME A SATELLITE OF THIS MONSTROUS

WORLD.

AT LAST, FAR AHEAD, THERE WAS A BLAZE OF LIGHT ALONG THE

HORIZON. THEY WERE

EMERGING FROM SHADOW, HEADING OUT INTO THE SUN. AND AT

ALMOST THE SAME MOMENT

HAL ANNOUNCED: "I AM IN RADIO CONTACT WITH EARTH. I AM ALSO

HAPPY TO SAY THAT

THE PERTURBATION MANEUVER HAS BEEN SUCCESSFULLY COMPLETED.

OUR TIME TO SATURN IS

ONE HUNDRED AND SIXTY-SEVEN DAYS, FIVE HOURS, ELEVEN MINUTES."

THAT WAS WITHIN A MINUTE OF THE ESTIMATE; THE FLY-BY HAD BEEN

CARRIED OUT

WITH IMPECCABLE PRECISION. LIKE A BALL ON A COSMIC POOL TABLE,

DISCOVERY HAD

BOUNCED OFF THE MOVING GRAVITATIONAL FIELD OF JUPITER, AND



HAD GAINED MOMENTUM

FROM THE IMPACT. WITHOUT USING ANY FUEL, SHE HAD INCREASED

HER SPEED BY SEVERAL

THOUSAND MILES AN HOUR.

YET THERE WAS NO VIOLATION OF THE LAWS OF MECHANICS; NATURE

ALWAYS BALANCES

HER BOOKS, AND JUPITER HAD LOST EXACTLY AS MUCH MOMENTUM AS

DISCOVERY HAD

GAINED. THE PLANET HAD BEEN SLOWED DOWN - BUT AS ITS MASS WAS

A SEXTILLION TIMES

GREATER THAN THE SHIP'S, THE CHANGE IN ITS ORBIT WAS FAR TOO

SMALL TO BE

DETECTABLE. THE TIME HAD NOT YET COME WHEN MAN COULD LEAVE

HIS MARK UPON THE

SOLAR SYSTEM.

AS THE LIGHT GREW SWIFTLY AROUND THEM, AND THE SHRUNKEN SUN

LIFTED ONCE MORE

INTO THE JOVIAN SKY, POOLE AND BOWMAN REACHED OUT SILENTLY

AND SHOOK EACH

OTHER'S HANDS.

THOUGH THEY COULD HARDLY BELIEVE IT, THE FIRST PART OF THE

MISSION WAS

SAFELY OVER. 20 - THE WORLD OF THE GODS

BUT THEY HAD NOT YET FINISHED WITH JUPITER. FAR BEHIND, THE TWO

PROBES THAT

DISCOVERY HAD LAUNCHED WERE MAKING CONTACT WITH THE

ATMOSPHERE.

ONE WAS NEVER HEARD FROM AGAIN; PRESUMABLY IT MADE TOO STEEP



AN ENTRY, AND

BURNED UP BEFORE IT COULD SEND ANY INFORMATION. THE SECOND

WAS MORE SUCCESSFUL;

IT SLICED THOUGH THE UPPER LAYERS OF THE JOVIAN ATMOSPHERE,

THEN SKIMMED OUT

ONCE MORE INTO SPACE. AS HAD BEEN PLANNED, IT HAD LOST SO

MUCH SPEED BY THE

ENCOUNTER THAT IT FELL BACK AGAIN ALONG A GREAT ELLIPSE. TWO

HOURS LATER, IT

REENTERED ATMOSPHERE ON THE DAYLIGHT SIDE OF THE PLANET -

MOVING AT SEVENTY

THOUSAND MILES AN HOUR.

IMMEDIATELY, IT WAS WRAPPED IN AN ENVELOPE OF INCANDESCENT

GAS, AND RADIO

CONTACT WAS LOST. THERE WERE ANXIOUS MINUTES OF WAITING,

THEN, FOR THE TWO

WATCHERS ON THE CONTROL DECK. THEY COULD NOT BE CERTAIN THAT

THE PROBE WOULD

SURVIVE, AND THAT THE PROTECTIVE CERAMIC SHIELD WOULD NOT

BURN COMPLETELY AWAY

BEFORE BRAKING HAD FINISHED. IF THAT HAPPENED, THE

INSTRUMENTS WOULD BE

VAPORIZED IN A FRACTION OF A SECOND.

BUT THE SHIELD HELD LONG ENOUGH FOR THE GLOWING METEOR TO

COME TO REST. THE

CHARRED FRAGMENTS WERE JETTISONED, THE ROBOT THRUST OUT ITS

ANTENNAS AND BEGAN

TO PEER AROUND WITH ITS ELECTRONIC SENSES. ABOARD DISCOVERY,



NOW ALMOST A

QUARTER OF A MILLION MILES AWAY, THE RADIO STARTED TO BRING IN

THE FIRST

AUTHENTIC NEWS FROM JUPITER.

THE THOUSANDS OF PULSES POURING IN EVERY SECOND WERE

REPORTING ATMOSPHERIC

COMPOSITION, PRESSURE, TEMPERATURE, MAGNETIC FIELDS,

RADIOACTIVITY, AND DOZENS

OF OTHER FACTORS WHICH ONLY THE EXPERTS ON EARTH COULD

UNRAVEL. HOWEVER, THERE

WAS ONE MESSAGE THAT COULD BE UNDERSTOOD INSTANTLY; IT WAS

THE TV PICTURE, IN

FULL COLOR, SENT BACK BY THE FALLING PROBE.

THE FIRST VIEWS CAME WHEN THE ROBOT HAD ALREADY ENTERED THE

ATMOSPHERE, AND

HAD DISCARDED ITS PROTECTIVE SHELL. ALL THAT WAS VISIBLE WAS A

YELLOW MIST,

FLECKED WITH PATCHES OF SCARLET WHICH MOVED PAST THE CAMERA

AT A DIZZYING RATE -

STREAMING UPWARDS AS THE PROBE FELL AT SEVERAL HUNDRED

MILES AN HOUR.

THE MIST GREW THICKER; IT WAS IMPOSSIBLE TO GUESS WHETHER THE

CAMERA WAS

SEEING FOR TEN INCHES OR TEN MILES, BECAUSE THERE WERE NO

DETAILS ON WHICH THE

EYE COULD FOCUS. IT SEEMED THAT, AS FAR AS THE TV SYSTEM WAS

CONCERNED, THE

MISSION WAS A FAILURE. THE EQUIPMENT HAD WORKED, BUT THERE



WAS NOTHING TO SEE IN

THIS FOGGY, TURBULENT ATMOSPHERE.

AND THEN, QUITE ABRUPTLY, THE MIST VANISHED. THE PROBE MUST

HAVE FALLEN

THROUGH THE BASE OF A HIGH LAYER OF CLOUD, AND COME OUT INTO A

CLEAR ZONE -

PERHAPS A REGION OF ALMOST PURE HYDROGEN WITH ONLY A SPARSE

SCATTERING OF

AMMONIA CRYSTALS. THOUGH IT WAS STILL QUITE IMPOSSIBLE TO

JUDGE THE SCALE OF THE

PICTURE, THE CAMERA WAS OBVIOUSLY SEEING FOR MILES.

THE SCENE WAS SO ALIEN THAT FOR A MOMENT IT WAS ALMOST

MEANINGLESS TO EYES

ACCUSTOMED TO THE COLORS AND SHAPES OF EARTH. FAR, FAR BELOW

LAY AN ENDLESS SEA

OF MOTTLED GOLD, SCARRED WITH PARALLEL RIDGES THAT MIGHT

HAVE BEEN THE CRESTS OF

GIGANTIC WAVES. BUT THERE WAS NO MOVEMENT; THE SCALE OF THE

SCENE WAS TOO

IMMENSE TO SHOW IT. AND THAT GOLDEN VISTA COULD NOT POSSIBLY

HAVE BEEN AN OCEAN, FOR IT WAS STILL HIGH IN THE JOVIAN

ATMOSPHERE. IT COULD ONLY HAVE BEEN ANOTHER

LAYER OF CLOUD.

THEN THE CAMERA CAUGHT, TANTALIZINGLY BLURRED BY DISTANCE, A

GLIMPSE OF

SOMETHING VERY STRANGE. MANY MILES AWAY, THE GOLDEN

LANDSCAPE REARED ITSELF INTO

A CURIOUSLY SYMMETRICAL CONE, LIKE A VOLCANIC MOUNTAIN.



AROUND THE SUMMIT OF

THAT CONE WAS A HALO OF SMALL, PUFFY CLOUDS - ALL ABOUT THE

SAME SIZE, ALL QUITE

DISTINCT AND ISOLATED. THERE WAS SOMETHING DISTURBING AND

UNNATURAL ABOUT THEM -

IF, INDEED, THE WORD "NATURAL" COULD EVER BE APPLIED TO THIS

AWESOME PANORAMA.

THEN, CAUGHT BY SOME TURBULENCE IN THE RAPIDLY THICKENING

ATMOSPHERE, THE

PROBE TWISTED AROUND TO ANOTHER QUARTER OF THE HORIZON, AND

FOR A FEW SECONDS

THE SCREEN SHOWED NOTHING BUT A GOLDEN BLUR. PRESENTLY IT

STABILIZED; THE "SEA"

WAS MUCH CLOSER, BUT AS ENIGMATIC AS EVER. ONE COULD NOW

OBSERVE THAT IT WAS

INTERRUPTED HERE AND THERE WITH PATCHES OF DARKNESS, WHICH

MIGHT HAVE BEEN HOLES

OR GAPS LEADING TO STILL DEEPER LAYERS OF THE ATMOSPHERE.

THE PROBE WAS DESTINED NEVER TO REACH THEM. EVERY MILE, THE

DENSITY OF THE

GAS AROUND IT HAD BEEN DOUBLING, THE PRESSURE MOUNTING AS IT

SANK DEEPER AND

DEEPER TOWARD THE HIDDEN SURFACE OF THE PLANET. IT WAS STILL

HIGH ABOVE THAT

MYSTERIOUS SEA WHEN THE PICTURE GAVE ONE PREMONITORY

FLICKER, THEN VANISHED, AS

THE FIRST EXPLORER FROM EARTH CRUMPLED BENEATH THE WEIGHT

OF THE MILES OF



ATMOSPHERE ABOVE IT.

IT HAD GIVEN, IN ITS BRIEF LIFE, A GLIMPSE OF PERHAPS ONE

MILLIONTH OF

JUPITER, AND HAD BARELY APPROACHED THE PLANET'S SURFACE,

HUNDREDS OF MILES DOWN

IN THE DEEPENING MISTS. WHEN THE PICTURE FADED FROM THE

SCREEN, BOWMAN AND POOLE

COULD ONLY SIT IN SILENCE, TURNING THE SAME THOUGHT OVER IN

THEIR MINDS.

THE ANCIENTS HAD, INDEED, DONE BETTER THAN THEY KNEW WHEN

THEY NAMED THIS

WORLD AFTER THE LORD OF ALL THE GODS. IF THERE WAS LIFE DOWN

THERE, HOW LONG

WOULD IT TAKE EVEN TO LOCATE IT? AND AFTER THAT, HOW MANY

CENTURIES BEFORE MEN

COULD FOLLOW THIS FIRST PIONEER - IN WHAT KIND OF SHIP?

BUT THESE MATTERS WERE NOW NO CONCERN OF DISCOVERY AND HER

CREW. THEIR GOAL

WAS A STILL STRANGER WORLD, ALMOST TWICE AS FAR FROM THE SUN -

ACROSS ANOTHER

HALF BILLION MILES OF COMET-HAUNTED EMPTINESS.

IV - ABYSS

21 - BIRTHDAY PARTY

THE FAMILIAR STRAINS OF "HAPPY BIRTHDAY," HURLED ACROSS SEVEN

HUNDRED

MILLION MILES OF SPACE AT THE VELOCITY OF LIGHT, DIED AWAY

AMONG THE VISION

SCREENS AND INSTRUMENTATION OF THE CONTROL DECK. THE POOLE



FAMILY, GROUPED

RATHER SELF-CONSCIOUSLY ROUND THE BIRTHDAY CAKE ON EARTH,

LAPSED INTO A SUDDEN

SILENCE.

THEN MR. POOLE, SENIOR, SAID GRUFFLY: "WELL, FRANK, CAN'T THINK

OF ANYTHING

ELSE TO SAY AT THE MOMENT, EXCEPT THAT OUR THOUGHTS ARE WITH

YOU, AND WE'RE

WISHING YOU THE HAPPIEST OF BIRTHDAYS." "TAKE CARE, DARLING,"

MRS. POOLE INTERJECTED TEARFULLY. "GOD BLESS YOU."

THERE WAS A CHORUS OF "GOOD-BYES," AND THE VISION SCREEN WENT

BLANK. HOW

STRANGE TO THINK, POOLE TOLD HIMSELF, THAT ALL THIS HAD

HAPPENED MORE THAN AN

HOUR AGO; BY NOW HIS FAMILY WOULD HAVE DISPERSED AGAIN AND ITS

MEMBERS WOULD BE

MILES FROM HOME. BUT IN A WAY THAT TIME LAG, THOUGH IT COULD BE

FRUSTRATING, WAS

ALSO A BLESSING IN DISGUISE. LIKE EVERY MAN OF HIS AGE, POOLE

TOOK IT FOR

GRANTED THAT HE COULD TALK INSTANTLY, TO ANYONE ON EARTH,

WHENEVER HE PLEASED.

NOW THAT THIS WAS NO LONGER TRUE, THE PSYCHOLOGICAL IMPACT

WAS PROFOUND. HE HAD

MOVED INTO A NEW DIMENSION OF REMOTENESS, AND ALMOST ALL

EMOTIONAL LINKS HAD

BEEN STRETCHED BEYOND THE YIELD POINT.

"SORRY TO INTERRUPT THE FESTIVITIES," SAID HAL, "BUT WE HAVE A



PROBLEM."

"WHAT IS IT?" BOWMAN AND POOLE ASKED SIMULTANEOUSLY.

"I AM HAVING DIFFICULTY IN MAINTAINING CONTACT WITH EARTH. THE

TROUBLE IS IN

THE AE-35 UNIT. MY FAULT PREDICTION CENTER REPORTS THAT IT MAY

FAIL WITHIN

SEVENTY-TWO HOURS."

"WE'LL TAKE CARE OF IT," BOWMAN REPLIED. "LET'S SEE THE OPTICAL

ALIGNMENT."

"HERE IT IS, DAVE. IT'S STILL O.K. AT THE MOMENT."

ON THE DISPLAY SCREEN APPEARED A PERFECT HALF-MOON, VERY

BRILLIANT AGAINST A

BACKGROUND ALMOST FREE OF STARS. IT WAS COVERED WITH CLOUDS,

AND SHOWED NOT ONE

GEOGRAPHICAL FEATURE THAT COULD BE RECOGNIZED. INDEED, AT

FIRST GLANCE IT COULD

BE EASILY MISTAKEN FOR VENUS.

BUT NOT AT A SECOND ONE, FOR THERE BESIDE IT WAS THE REAL MOON

WHICH VENUS

DID NOT POSSESS - A QUARTER THE SIZE OF EARTH, AND IN EXACTLY

THE SAME PHASE. IT

WAS EASY TO IMAGINE THAT THE TWO BODIES WERE MOTHER AND

CHILD, AS MANY

ASTRONOMERS HAD BELIEVED, BEFORE THE EVIDENCE OF THE LUNAR

ROCKS HAD PROVED

BEYOND DOUBT THAT THE MOON HAD NEVER BEEN PART OF EARTH.

POOLE AND BOWMAN STUDIED THE SCREEN IN SILENCE FOR HALF A

MINUTE. THIS IMAGE



WAS COMING TO THEM FROM THE LONG-FOCUS TV CAMERA MOUNTED

ON THE RIM OF THE BIG

RADIO DISH; THE CROSS-WIRES AT ITS CENTER SHOWED THE EXACT

ORIENTATION OF THE

ANTENNA. UNLESS THE NARROW PENCIL BEAM WAS POINTED

PRECISELY AT EARTH, THEY

COULD NEITHER RECEIVE NOR TRANSMIT. MESSAGES IN BOTH

DIRECTIONS WOULD MISS THEIR

TARGET AND WOULD SHOOT, UNHEARD AND UNSEEN, OUT THROUGH

THE SOLAR SYSTEM AND

INTO THE EMPTINESS BEYOND. IF THEY WERE EVER RECEIVED, IT WOULD

NOT BE FOR

CENTURIES - AND NOT BY MEN.

"DO YOU KNOW WHERE THE TROUBLE IS?" ASKED BOWMAN.

"IT'S INTERMITTENT AND I CAN'T LOCALIZE IT. BUT IT APPEARS TO BE IN

THE AE-

35 UNIT."

"WHAT PROCEDURE DO YOU SUGGEST?"

"THE BEST THING WOULD BE TO REPLACE THE UNIT WITH A SPARE, SO

THAT WE CAN

CHECK IT OVER."

"O.K. - LET US HAVE THE HARD COPY." THE INFORMATION FLASHED ON

THE DISPLAY SCREEN; SIMULTANEOUSLY, A SHEET OF

PAPER SLID OUT OF THE SLOT IMMEDIATELY BENEATH IT. DESPITE ALL

THE ELECTRONIC

READ-OUTS, THERE WERE TIMES WHEN GOOD OLD-FASHIONED PRINTED

MATERIAL WAS THE

MOST CONVENIENT FORM OF RECORD.



BOWMAN STUDIED THE DIAGRAMS FOR A MOMENT, THEN WHISTLED.

"YOU MIGHT HAVE TOLD US," HE SAID. "THIS MEANS GOING OUTSIDE THE

SHIP."

"I'M SORRY," HAL REPLIED. "I ASSUMED YOU KNEW THAT THE AE-35 UNIT

WAS ON THE

ANTENNA MOUNTING."

"I PROBABLY DID, A YEAR AGO. BUT THERE ARE EIGHT THOUSAND

SUBSYSTEMS ABOARD.

ANYWAY, IT LOOKS A STRAIGHTFORWARD JOB. WE ONLY HAVE TO

UNLOCK A PANEL AND PUT

IN A NEW UNIT."

"THAT SUITS ME FINE," SAID POOLE, WHO WAS THE CREW MEMBER

DESIGNATED FOR

ROUTINE EXTRAVEHICULAR ACTIVITY. "I COULD DO WITH A CHANGE OF

SCENERY. NOTHING

PERSONAL, OF COURSE."

"LET'S SEE IF MISSION CONTROL AGREES," SAID BOWMAN. HE SAT STILL

FOR A FEW

SECONDS, MARSHALING HIS THOUGHTS, THEN STARTED TO DICTATE A

MESSAGE.

"MISSION CONTROL, THIS IS X-RAY-DELTA-ONE. AT TWO-ZERO-FOUR-FIVE,

ON-BOARD

FAULT PREDICTION CENTER IN OUR NINER-TRIPLE-ZERO COMPUTER

SHOWED ALPHA ECHO

THREE FIVE UNIT AS PROBABLE FAILURE WITHIN SEVENTY-TWO HOURS.

REQUEST CHECK YOUR

TELEMETRY MONITORING AND SUGGEST YOU REVIEW UNIT IN YOUR

SHIP SYSTEMS SIMULATOR.



ALSO, CONFIRM YOUR APPROVAL OUR PLAN TO GO EVA AND REPLACE

ALPHA ECHO THREE FIVE

UNIT PRIOR TO FAILURE. MISSION CONTROL, THIS IS X-RAY-DELTA-ONE,

TWO-ONE-ZERO-

THREE TRANSMISSION CONCLUDED."

THROUGH YEARS OF PRACTICE, BOWMAN COULD SWITCH AT A

MOMENT'S NOTICE TO THIS

JARGON - WHICH SOMEONE HAD ONCE CHRISTENED "TECHNISH" - AND

BACK AGAIN TO NORMAL

SPEECH, WITHOUT CLASHING HIS MENTAL GEARS. NOW THERE WAS

NOTHING TO DO BUT TO

WAIT FOR THE CONFIRMATION, WHICH WOULD TAKE AT LEAST TWO

HOURS AS THE SIGNALS

MADE THE ROUND TRIP PAST THE ORBITS OF JUPITER AND MARS.

IT CAME WHILE BOWMAN WAS TRYING, WITHOUT MUCH SUCCESS, TO

BEAT HAL AT ONE OF

THE GEOMETRICAL PATTERN GAMES STORED IN HIS MEMORY.

"X-RAY-DELTA-ONE, THIS IS MISSION CONTROL, ACKNOWLEDGING YOUR

TWO-ONE-ZERO-

THREE. WE ARE REVIEWING TELEMETRIC INFORMATION ON OUR

MISSION SIMULATOR AND WILL

ADVISE.

"ROGER YOUR PLAN TO GO EVA AND REPLACE ALPHA-ECHO THREE-FIVE

UNIT PRIOR TO

POSSIBLE FAILURE. WE ARE WORKING ON TEST PROCEDURES FOR YOU

TO APPLY TO FAULTY

UNIT."

THE SERIOUS BUSINESS HAVING BEEN COMPLETED, THE MISSION



CONTROLLER REVERTED

TO NORMAL ENGLISH.

"SORRY YOU FELLOWS ARE HAVING A BIT OF TROUBLE, AND WE DON'T

WANT TO ADD TO

YOUR WOES. BUT IF IT'S CONVENIENT TO YOU PRIOR TO EVA, WE HAVE A

REQUEST FROM

PUBLIC INFORMATION. COULD YOU DO A BRIEF RECORDING FOR

GENERAL RELEASE,

OUTLINING THE SITUATION AND EXPLAINING JUST WHAT THE AE-35

DOES. MAKE IT AS

REASSURING AS YOU CAN. WE COULD DO IT, OF COURSE - BUT IT WILL BE

MUCH MORE

CONVINCING IN YOUR WORDS. HOPE THIS WON'T INTERFERE TOO BADLY

WITH YOUR SOCIAL LIFE. X-RAY-DELTA-ONE, THIS IS MISSION CONTROL,

TWO-ONE-FIVE-FIVE, TRANSMISSION

CONCLUDED."

BOWMAN COULD NOT HELP SMILING AT THE REQUEST. THERE WERE

TIMES WHEN EARTH

SHOWED A CURIOUS INSENSITIVITY AND LACK OF TACT. "MAKE IT

REASSURING," INDEED!

WHEN POOLE JOINED HIM AT THE END OF HIS SLEEP PERIOD, THEY

SPENT TEN MINUTES

COMPOSING AND POLISHING THE REPLY. IN THE EARLY STAGES OF THE

MISSION, THERE HAD

BEEN COUNTLESS REQUESTS FROM ALL THE NEWS MEDIA FOR

INTERVIEWS, DISCUSSIONS -

ALMOST ANYTHING THAT THEY CARED TO SAY. BUT AS THE WEEKS

DRIFTED UNEVENTFULLY



PAST, AND THE TIME LAG INCREASED FROM A FEW MINUTES TO OVER

AN HOUR, INTEREST

HAD GRADUALLY SLACKENED. SINCE THE EXCITEMENT OF THE JUPITER

FLY-BY, OVER A

MONTH AGO, THEY HAD MADE ONLY THREE OR FOUR TAPES FOR

GENERAL RELEASE.

"MISSION CONTROL, THIS IS X-RAY-DELTA-ONE. HERE IS YOUR PRESS

STATEMENT.

"EARLIER TODAY, A MINOR TECHNICAL PROBLEM OCCURRED. OUR HAL-

9001 COMPUTER

PREDICTED THE FAILURE OF THE AE-35 UNIT.

"THIS IS A SMALL BUT VITAL COMPONENT OF THE COMMUNICATION

SYSTEM. IT KEEPS

OUR MAIN ANTENNA AIMED AT EARTH TO WITHIN A FEW THOUSANDTHS

OF A DEGREE. THIS

ACCURACY IS REQUIRED, SINCE AT OUR PRESENT DISTANCE OF MORE

THAN SEVEN HUNDRED

MILLION MILES, EARTH IS ONLY A RATHER FAINT STAR, AND OUR VERY

NARROW RADIO BEAM

COULD EASILY MISS IT.

"THE ANTENNA IS KEPT CONSTANTLY TRACKING EARTH BY MOTORS

CONTROLLED FROM THE

CENTRAL COMPUTER. BUT THOSE MOTORS GET THEIR INSTRUCTIONS

VIA THE AE-35 UNIT.

YOU MIGHT COMPARE IT TO A NERVE CENTER IN THE BODY, WHICH

TRANSLATES THE BRAIN'S

INSTRUCTIONS TO THE MUSCLES OF A LIMB. IF THE NERVE FAILS TO

PASS ON THE CORRECT



SIGNALS, THE LIMB BECOMES USELESS. IN OUR CASE, A BREAKDOWN OF

THE AE-35 UNIT

COULD MEAN THAT THE ANTENNA WILL START POINTING AT RANDOM.

THIS WAS A COMMON

TROUBLE WITH THE DEEP-SPACE PROBES OF THE LAST CENTURY. THEY

OFTEN REACHED OTHER

PLANETS, THEN FAILED TO SEND BACK ANY INFORMATION BECAUSE

THEIR ANTENNA COULDN'T

LOCATE EARTH.

"WE DON'T KNOW THE NATURE OF THE FAULT YET, BUT THE SITUATION IS

NOT AT ALL

SERIOUS, AND THERE IS NO NEED FOR ALARM. WE HAVE TWO BACK-UP

AE-35S, EACH OF

WHICH HAS AN OPERATIONAL LIFE EXPECTANCY OF TWENTY YEARS, SO

THE CHANCE THAT A

SECOND WILL FAIL DURING THE COURSE OF THIS MISSION IS'

NEGLIGIBLE. ALSO, IF WE

CAN DIAGNOSE THE PRESENT TROUBLE, WE MAY BE ABLE TO REPAIR

THE NUMBER ONE UNIT.

"FRANK POOLE, WHO IS SPECIALLY QUALIFIED FOR THIS TYPE OF WORK,

WILL GO

OUTSIDE THE SHIP AND REPLACE THE FAULTY UNIT WITH THE BACK-UP.

AT THE SAME TIME,

HE'LL TAKE THE OPPORTUNITY OF CHECKING THE HULL AND REPAIRING

SOME

MICROPUNCTURES THAT HAVE BEEN TOO SMALL TO MERIT A SPECIAL

EVA.

"APART FROM THIS MINOR PROBLEM, THE MISSION IS STILL GOING



UNEVENTFULLY AND

SHOULD CONTINUE IN THE SAME MANNER.

"MISSION CONTROL, THIS IS X-RAY-DELTA-ONE, TWO-ONE-ZERO-FOUR,

TRANSMISSION

CONCLUDED."

22 - EXCURSION DISCOVERY'S EXTRAVEHICULAR CAPSULES OR "SPACE

PODS" WERE SPHERES ABOUT NINE

FEET IN DIAMETER, AND THE OPERATOR SAT BEHIND A BAY WINDOW

WHICH GAVE HIM A

SPLENDID VIEW. THE MAIN ROCKET DRIVE PRODUCED AN

ACCELERATION OF ONE-FIFTH OF A

GRAVITY - JUST SUFFICIENT TO HOVER ON THE MOON - WHILE SMALL

ATTITUDE-CONTROL

NOZZLES ALLOWED FOR STEERING. FROM AN AREA IMMEDIATELY

BENEATH THE BAY WINDOW

SPROUTED TWO SETS OF ARTICULATED METAL ARMS OR "WALDOES,"

ONE FOR HEAVY DUTY,

THE OTHER FOR DELICATE MANIPULATION. THERE WAS ALSO AN

EXTENSIBLE TURRET

CARRYING A VARIETY OF POWER TOOLS, SUCH AS SCREWDRIVERS, JACK-

HAMMERS, SAWS, AND

DRILLS.

SPACE PODS WERE NOT THE MOST ELEGANT MEANS OF TRANSPORT

DEVISED BY MAN, BUT

THEY WERE ABSOLUTELY ESSENTIAL FOR CONSTRUCTION AND

MAINTENANCE WORK IN VACUUM.

THEY WERE USUALLY CHRISTENED WITH FEMININE NAMES, PERHAPS IN

RECOGNITION OF THE



FACT THAT THEIR PERSONALITIES WERE SOMETIMES SLIGHTLY

UNPREDICTABLE. DISCOVERY'S

TRIO WERE ANNA, BETTY, AND CLARA.

ONCE HE HAD PUT ON HIS PERSONAL PRESSURE SUIT - HIS LAST LINE OF

DEFENSE -

AND CLIMBED INSIDE THE POD, POOLE SPENT TEN MINUTES CAREFULLY

CHECKING THE

CONTROLS. HE BURPED THE STEERING JETS, FLEXED THE WALDOES,

RECONFIRMED OXYGEN,

FUEL, POWER RESERVE. THEN, WHEN HE WAS COMPLETELY SATISFIED,

HE SPOKE TO HAL

OVER THE RADIO CIRCUIT. THOUGH BOWMAN WAS STANDING BY ON THE

CONTROL DECK, HE

WOULD NOT INTERFERE UNLESS THERE WAS SOME OBVIOUS MISTAKE

OR MALFUNCTION.

"THIS IS BETTY. START PUMPING SEQUENCE."

"PUMPING SEQUENCE STARTED," REPEATED HAL. AT ONCE, POOLE

COULD HEAR THE

THROBBING OF THE PUMPS AS PRECIOUS AIR WAS SUCKED OUT OF THE

LOCK CHAMBER.

PRESENTLY, THE THIN METAL OF THE POD'S EXTERNAL SHELL MADE

CRINKLING, CRACKLING

NOISES, THEN, AFTER ABOUT FIVE MINUTES, HAL REPORTED:

"PUMPING SEQUENCE CONCLUDED."

POOLE MADE A FINAL CHECK OF HIS TINY INSTRUMENT PANEL.

EVERYTHING WAS

PERFECTLY NORMAL.

"OPEN OUTER DOOR," HE ORDERED.



AGAIN HAL REPEATED HIS INSTRUCTIONS; AT ANY STAGE, POOLE HAD

ONLY TO CALL

"HOLD!" AND THE COMPUTER WOULD STOP THE SEQUENCE

IMMEDIATELY.

AHEAD, THE WALLS OF THE SHIP SLID APART. POOLE FELT THE POD

ROCK BRIEFLY AS

THE LAST THIN TRACES OF AIR RUSHED INTO SPACE. THEN HE WAS

LOOKING OUT AT THE

STARS - AND, AS IT HAPPENED, AT THE TINY, GOLDEN DISK OF SATURN,

STILL FOUR

HUNDRED MILLION MILES AWAY.

"COMMENCE POD EJECTION."

VERY SLOWLY, THE RAIL FROM WHICH THE POD WAS HANGING

EXTENDED ITSELF OUT

THROUGH THE OPEN DOOR UNTIL THE VEHICLE WAS SUSPENDED JUST

BEYOND THE HULL OF

THE SHIP.

POOLE GAVE A HALF-SECOND BURST ON THE MAIN JET AND THE POD

SLID GENTLY OFF

THE RAIL, BECOMING AT LAST AN INDEPENDENT VEHICLE PURSUING ITS

OWN ORBIT AROUND

THE SUN. HE NOW HAD NO CONNECTION WITH DISCOVERY - NOT EVEN A

SAFETY LINE. THE

PODS SELDOM GAVE TROUBLE; AND EVEN IF HE GOT STRANDED,

BOWMAN COULD EASILY COME

AND RESCUE HIM. BETTY RESPONDED SMOOTHLY TO THE CONTROL; HE

LET HER DRIFT OUTWARD FOR A

HUNDRED FEET, THEN CHECKED HER FORWARD MOMENTUM AND SPUN



HER ROUND SO THAT HE

WAS LOOKING BACK AT THE SHIP. THEN HE BEGAN HIS TOUR OF THE

PRESSURE HULL.

HIS FIRST TARGET WAS A FUSED AREA ABOUT HALF AN INCH ACROSS,

WITH A TINY

CENTRAL CRATER. THE PARTICLE OF DUST THAT HAD IMPACTED HERE

AT OVER A HUNDRED

THOUSAND MILES AN HOUR WAS CERTAINLY SMALLER THAN A PINHEAD,

AND ITS ENORMOUS

KINETIC ENERGY HAD VAPORIZED IT INSTANTLY. 'AS WAS OFTEN THE

CASE, THE CRATER

LOOKED AS IF IT HAD BEEN CAUSED BY AN EXPLOSION FROM INSIDE THE

SHIP; AT THESE

VELOCITIES, MATERIALS BEHAVED IN STRANGE WAYS AND THE LAWS OF

COMMON-SENSE

MECHANICS SELDOM APPLIED.

POOLE EXAMINED THE AREA CAREFULLY, THEN SPRAYED IT WITH

SEALANT FROM A

PRESSURIZED CONTAINER IN THE POD'S GENERAL-PURPOSE KIT. THE

WHITE, RUBBERY FLUID

SPREAD OVER THE METAL SKIN, HIDING THE CRATER FROM VIEW. THE

LEAK BLEW ONE LARGE

BUBBLE, WHICH BURST WHEN IT WAS ABOUT SIX INCHES ACROSS, THEN

A MUCH SMALLER

ONE, THEN IT SUBSIDED AS THE FAST-SETTING CEMENT DID ITS WORK,

HE WATCHED IT

INTENTLY FOR SEVERAL MINUTES, BUT THERE WAS NO FURTHER SIGN

OF ACTIVITY.



HOWEVER, TO MAKE DOUBLY CERTAIN, HE SPRAYED ON A SECOND

LAYER; THEN HE SET OFF

TOWARD THE ANTENNA.

IT TOOK HIM SOME TIME TO ORBIT DISCOVERY'S SPHERICAL PRESSURE

HULL, FOR HE

NEVER LET THE POD BUILD UP A SPEED OF MORE THAN A FEW FEET A

SECOND. HE WAS IN

NO HURRY, AND IT WAS DANGEROUS TO MOVE AT A HIGH VELOCITY SO

NEAR THE SHIP. HE

HAD TO KEEP A SHARP LOOKOUT FOR THE VARIOUS SENSORS AND

INSTRUMENT BOOMS THAT

PROJECTED FROM THE HULL AT UNLIKELY PLACES, AND HE ALSO HAD

TO BE CAREFUL WITH

HIS OWN JET BLAST. IT COULD DO CONSIDERABLE DAMAGE IF IT

HAPPENED TO HIT SOME OF

THE MORE FRAGILE EQUIPMENT.

WHEN AT LAST HE REACHED THE LONG-RANGE ANTENNA, HE SURVEYED

THE SITUATION

CAREFULLY. THE BIG TWENTY-FOOT-DIAMETER BOWL APPEARED TO BE

AIMED DIRECTLY AT

THE SUN, FOR THE EARTH WAS NOW ALMOST IN LINE WITH THE SOLAR

DISK. THE ANTENNA

MOUNTING WITH ALL ITS ORIENTATION GEAR WAS THEREFORE IN TOTAL

DARKNESS, HIDDEN

IN THE SHADOW OF THE GREAT METAL SAUCER.

POOLE HAD APPROACHED IT FROM THE REAR; HE HAD BEEN CAREFUL

NOT TO GO IN

FRONT OF THE SHALLOW PARABOLIC REFLECTOR, LEST BETTY



INTERRUPT THE BEAM AND

CAUSE A MOMENTARY, BUT ANNOYING, LOSS OF CONTACT WITH EARTH.

HE COULD NOT SEE

ANYTHING OF THE EQUIPMENT HE HAD COME TO SERVICE UNTIL HE

SWITCHED ON THE POD'S

SPOTLIGHTS AND BANISHED THE SHADOWS.

BENEATH THAT SMALL METAL PLATE LAY THE CAUSE OF THE TROUBLE.

THE PLATE WAS

SECURED BY FOUR LOCKNUTS, AND AS THE ENTIRE AE-35 UNIT HAD

BEEN DESIGNED FOR

EASY REPLACEMENT, POOLE DID NOT ANTICIPATE ANY PROBLEMS.

IT WAS OBVIOUS, HOWEVER, THAT HE COULD NOT DO THE JOB WHILE HE

REMAINED IN

THE SPACE POD. NOT ONLY WAS IT RISKY TO MANEUVER SO CLOSE TO

THE DELICATE, AND

EVEN SPIDERY, FRAMEWORK OF THE ANTENNA, BUT BETTY'S CONTROL

JETS COULD EASILY

BUCKLE THE PAPER-THIN REFLECTING SURFACE OF THE BIG RADIO

MIRROR. HE WOULD HAVE

TO PARK THE POD TWENTY FEET AWAY AND GO OUT IN HIS SUIT. IN ANY

EVENT, HE COULD

REMOVE THE UNIT MUCH MORE QUICKLY WITH HIS GLOVED HANDS

THAN WITH BETTY'S REMOTE

MANIPULATORS.

ALL THIS HE REPORTED CAREFULLY TO BOWMAN, WHO DOUBLE-

CHECKED EVERY STAGE IN

THE OPERATION BEFORE IT WAS CARRIED OUT. THOUGH THIS WAS A

SIMPLE, ROUTINE JOB, NOTHING COULD BE TAKEN FOR GRANTED IN



SPACE, AND NO DETAIL MUST BE OVERLOOKED.

IN EXTRAVEHICULAR ACTIVITIES, THERE WAS NO SUCH THING AS A

"MINOR" MISTAKE.

HE RECEIVED THE O.K. FOR THE PROCEDURE, AND PARKED THE POD

SOME TWENTY FEET

AWAY FROM THE BASE OF THE ANTENNA SUPPORT. THERE WAS NO

DANGER THAT IT WOULD

DRIFT OFF INTO SPACE; NEVERTHELESS, HE CLAMPED A MANIPULATOR

HAND OVER ONE OF

THE MANY SHORT SECTIONS OF LADDER RUNG STRATEGICALLY

MOUNTED ON THE OUTER HULL.

THEN HE CHECKED THE SYSTEMS OF HIS PRESSURE SUIT, AND, WHEN HE

WAS QUITE

SATISFIED, BLED THE AIR OUT OF THE POD. AS BETTY'S ATMOSPHERE

HISSED AWAY INTO

THE VACUUM OF SPACE, A CLOUD OF ICE CRYSTALS FORMED BRIEFLY

AROUND HIM, AND THE

STARS WERE MOMENTARILY DIMMED.

THERE WAS ONE THING MORE TO DO BEFORE HE LEFT THE POD. HE

SWITCHED OVER FROM

MANUAL TO REMOTE OPERATION, PUTTING BETTY NOW UNDER

CONTROL OF HAL. IT WAS A

STANDARD SAFETY PRECAUTION; THOUGH HE WAS STILL SECURED TO

BETTY BY AN IMMENSELY

STRONG SPRING-LOADED CORD LITTLE THICKER THAN COTTON, EVEN

THE BEST SAFETY LINES

HAD BEEN KNOWN TO FAIL. HE WOULD LOOK A FOOL IF HE NEEDED HIS

VEHICLE - AND WAS



UNABLE TO CALL IT TO HIS ASSISTANCE BY PASSING INSTRUCTIONS TO

HAL.

THE DOOR OF THE POD SWUNG OPEN, AND HE DRIFTED SLOWLY OUT

INTO THE SILENCE

OF SPACE, HIS SAFETY LINE UNREELING BEHIND HIM. TAKE THINGS EASY

- NEVER MOVE

QUICKLY - STOP AND THINK - THESE WERE THE RULES FOR

EXTRAVEHICULAR ACTIVITY. IF

ONE OBEYED THEM, THERE WAS NEVER ANY TROUBLE.

HE GRABBED ONE OF BETTY'S EXTERNAL HANDHOLDS, AND REMOVED

THE SPARE AE-35

UNIT FROM THE CARRY-POUCH WHERE IT HAD BEEN STOWED,

KANGAROO FASHION. HE DID NOT

STOP TO COLLECT ANY OF THE POD'S COLLECTION OF TOOLS, MOST OF

WHICH WERE NOT

DESIGNED FOR USE BY HUMAN BANDS. ALL THE ADJUSTABLE

WRENCHES AND KEYS HE WAS

LIKELY TO NEED WERE ALREADY ATTACHED TO THE BELT OF HIS SUIT.

WITH A GENTLE PUSH, HE LAUNCHED HIMSELF TOWARD THE GIMBALED

MOUNTING OF THE

BIG DISH THAT LOOMED LIKE A GIANT SAUCER BETWEEN HIM AND THE

SUN. HIS OWN DOUBLE

SHADOW, THROWN BY BETTY'S SPOTLIGHTS, DANCED ACROSS THE

CONVEX SURFACE IN

FANTASTIC PATTERNS AS HE DRIFTED DOWN THE TWIN BEAMS. BUT

HERE AND THERE, HE WAS

SURPRISED TO NOTICE, THE REAR OF THE GREAT RADIO MIRROR

SPARKLED WITH DAZZLINGLY



BRILLIANT PINPOINTS OF LIGHT.

HE PUZZLED OVER THESE FOR THE FEW SECONDS OF HIS SILENT

APPROACH, THEN

REALIZED WHAT THEY WERE. DURING THE VOYAGE, THE REFLECTOR

MUST HAVE BEEN

PENETRATED MANY TIMES BY MICROMETEORS; HE WAS SEEING THE

SUNLIGHT BLAZING

THROUGH THE TINY CRATERS. THEY WERE ALL FAR TOO SMALL TO HAVE

AFFECTED THE

SYSTEM'S PERFORMANCE APPRECIABLY.

AS HE WAS MOVING VERY SLOWLY, HE BROKE THE GENTLE IMPACT WITH

HIS

OUTSTRETCHED ARM, AND GRABBED HOLD OF THE ANTENNA

MOUNTING BEFORE HE COULD

REBOUND. HE QUICKLY HOOKED HIS SAFETY BELT TO THE NEAREST

ATTACHMENT; THAT WOULD

GIVE HIM SOMETHING TO BRACE AGAINST WHEN HE USED HIS TOOLS.

THEN HE PAUSED,

REPORTED THE SITUATION TO BOWMAN, AND CONSIDERED HIS NEXT

STEP.

THERE WAS ONE MINOR PROBLEM; HE WAS STANDING - OR FLOATING -

IN HIS OWN

LIGHT, AND IT WAS HARD TO SEE THE AE-35 UNIT IN THE SHADOW HE

CAST. SO HE

ORDERED HAL TO SWING THE SPOTS OFF TO ONE SIDE, AND AFTER A

LITTLE EXPERIMENTING

GOT A MORE UNIFORM ILLUMINATION FROM SECONDARY LIGHT

REFLECTED OFF THE BACK OF



THE ANTENNA DISH. FOR A FEW SECONDS, HE STUDIED THE SMALL

METAL HATCH WITH ITS FOUR WIRE-

SECURED LOCKING NUTS. THEN, MUTTERING TO HIMSELF, "TAMPERING

BY UNAUTHORIZED

PERSONNEL INVALIDATES THE MANUFACTURER'S GUARANTEE," HE

SNIPPED THE WIRES AND

STARTED TO UNTWIST THE NUTS. THEY WERE A STANDARD SIZE,

FITTING THE ZERO-TORQUE

WRENCH THAT HE CARRIED. THE TOOL'S INTERNAL SPRING MECHANISM

WOULD ABSORB THE

REACTION AS THE NUTS WERE UNTHREADED, SO THAT THE OPERATOR

WOULD HAVE NO

TENDENCY TO SPIN AROUND IN REVERSE.

THE FOUR NUTS CAME OFF WITHOUT ANY TROUBLE, AND POOLE

STOWED THEM CAREFULLY

AWAY IN A CONVENIENT POUCH. (ONE DAY, SOMEBODY HAD PREDICTED,

EARTH WOULD HAVE A

RING LIKE SATURN'S, COMPOSED ENTIRELY OF LOST BOLTS, FASTENERS,

AND EVEN TOOLS

THAT HAD ESCAPED FROM CARELESS ORBITAL CONSTRUCTION

WORKERS.) THE METAL COVER

WAS A LITTLE STICKY, AND FOR A MOMENT HE WAS AFRAID IT MIGHT

HAVE COLD-WELDED

INTO PLACE; BUT AFTER A FEW TAPS IT CAME LOOSE, AND HE SECURED

IT TO THE ANTENNA

MOUNTING BY A LARGE CROCODILE CLIP.

NOW HE COULD SEE THE ELECTRONIC CIRCUITRY OF THE AE-35 UNIT. IT

WAS IN THE



FORM OF A THIN SLAB, ABOUT THE SIZE OF A POSTCARD, GRIPPED BY A

SLOT JUST LARGE

ENOUGH TO HOLD IT. THE UNIT WAS SECURED IN PLACE BY TWO

LOCKING BARS, AND HAD A

SMALL HANDLE SO THAT IT COULD BE EASILY REMOVED.

BUT IT WAS STILL OPERATING, FEEDING THE ANTENNA THE IMPULSES

THAT KEPT IT

AIMED AT THE FAR-OFF PINPOINT OF EARTH. IF IT WAS PULLED OUT

NOW, ALL CONTROL

WOULD BE LOST, AND THE DISH WOULD SLAM ROUND TO ITS NEUTRAL

OR ZERO-AZIMUTH

POSITION, POINTING ALONG THE AXIS OF DISCOVERY. AND THIS COULD

BE DANGEROUS; IT

MIGHT CRASH INTO HIM AS IT ROTATED.

TO AVOID THIS PARTICULAR HAZARD, IT WAS ONLY NECESSARY TO CUT

OFF POWER TO

THE CONTROL SYSTEM; THEN THE ANTENNA COULD NOT MOVE, UNLESS

POOLE KNOCKED

AGAINST IT HIMSELF. THERE WAS NO DANGER OF LOSING EARTH DURING

THE FEW MINUTES

IT WOULD TAKE HIM TO REPLACE THE UNIT; THEIR TARGET WOULD NOT

HAVE SHIFTED

APPRECIABLY AGAINST THE BACKGROUND OF THE STARS IN SUCH A

BRIEF INTERVAL OF

TIME.

"HAL," POOLE CALLED OVER THE RADIO CIRCUIT, "I AM ABOUT TO

REMOVE THE UNIT.

SWITCH OFF ALL CONTROL POWER TO THE ANTENNA SYSTEM."



"ANTENNA CONTROL POWER OFF," ANSWERED HAL.

"HERE GOES. I'M PULLING THE UNIT OUT NOW."

THE CARD SLIPPED OUT OF ITS SLOT WITH NO DIFFICULTY; IT DID NOT

JAM, AND

NONE OF THE DOZENS OF SLIDING CONTACTS STUCK. WITHIN A MINUTE,

THE SPARE WAS IN

PLACE.

BUT POOLE WAS TAKING NO CHANCES. HE PUSHED HIMSELF GENTLY

AWAY FROM THE

ANTENNA MOUNT, JUST IN CASE THE BIG DISH WENT WILD WHEN

POWER WAS RESTORED. WHEN

HE WAS SAFELY OUT OF RANGE, HE CALLED TO HAL: "THE NEW UNIT

SHOULD BE

OPERATIONAL. RESTORE CONTROL POWER."

"POWER ON," ANSWERED HAL. THE ANTENNA REMAINED ROCK STEADY.

"CARRY OUT FAULT PREDICTION TESTS."

NOW MICROSCOPIC PULSES WOULD BE BOUNCING THROUGH THE

COMPLEX CIRCUITRY OF

THE UNIT, PROBING FOR POSSIBLE FAILURES, TESTING THE MYRIADS OF

COMPONENTS TO

SEE THAT THEY ALL LAY WITHIN THEIR SPECIFIED TOLERANCES. THIS

HAD BEEN DONE, OF COURSE, A SCORE OF TIMES BEFORE THE UNIT HAD

EVER LEFT THE FACTORY; BUT THAT WAS

TWO YEARS AGO, AND MORE THAN HALF A BILLION MILES AWAY. IT WAS

OFTEN IMPOSSIBLE

TO SEE HOW SOLID-STATE ELECTRONIC COMPONENTS COULD FAIL; YET

THEY DID.

"CIRCUIT FULLY OPERATIONAL," REPORTED HAL AFTER ONLY TEN



SECONDS. IN THAT

TIME, HE CARRIED OUT AS MANY TESTS AS A SMALL ARMY OF HUMAN

INSPECTORS.

"FINE," SAID POOLE WITH SATISFACTION. "NOW REPLACING THE COVER."

THIS WAS OFTEN THE MOST DANGEROUS PART OF AN EXTRAVEHICULAR

OPERATION: WHEN

A JOB WAS FINISHED AND IT WAS MERELY A MATTER OF TIDYING UP

AND GETTING BACK

INSIDE THE SHIP - THAT WAS WHEN THE MISTAKES WERE MADE. BUT

FRANK POOLE WOULD

NOT HAVE BEEN ON THIS MISSION IF HE HAD NOT BEEN CAREFUL AND

CONSCIENTIOUS. HE

TOOK HIS TIME, AND THOUGH ONE OF THE LOCKING NUTS ALMOST GOT

AWAY FROM HIM, HE

CAUGHT IT BEFORE IT HAD TRAVELED MORE THAN A FEW FEET.

FIFTEEN MINUTES LATER HE WAS JETTING BACK INTO THE SPACE-POD

GARAGE, QUIETLY

CONFIDENT THAT HERE WAS ONE JOB THAT NEED NOT BE DONE AGAIN.

IN THIS, HOWEVER, HE WAS SADLY MISTAKEN.

23 - DIAGNOSIS

"DO YOU MEAN TO SAY," EXCLAIMED FRANK POOLE, MORE SURPRISED

THAN ANNOYED,

"THAT I DID ALL THAT WORK FOR NOTHING?"

"SEEMS LIKE IT," ANSWERED BOWMAN. "THE UNIT CHECKS OUT

PERFECTLY. EVEN UNDER

TWO HUNDRED PERCENT OVERLOAD, THERE'S NO FAULT PREDICTION

INDICATED."

THE TWO MEN WERE STANDING IN THE TINY WORKSHOP-CUM-LAB IN



THE CARROUSEL,

WHICH WAS MORE CONVENIENT THAN THE SPACE-POD GARAGE FOR

MINOR REPAIRS AND

EXANIMATIONS. THERE WAS NO DANGER, HERE, OF MEETING BLOBS OF

HOT SOLDER DRIFTING

DOWN THE BREEZE, OR OF COMPLETELY LOSING SMALL ITEMS OF

EQUIPMENT THAT HAD

DECIDED TO GO INTO ORBIT. SUCH THINGS COULD - AND DID - HAPPEN IN

THE ZERO-GEE

ENVIRONMENT OF THE POD BAY.

THE THIN, CARD-SIZED PLATE OF THE AE-35 UNIT LAY ON THE BENCH

UNDER A

POWERFUL MAGNIFYING LENS. IT WAS PLUGGED INTO A STANDARD

CONNECTION FRAME, FROM

WHICH A NEAT BUNDLE OF MULTICOLORED WIRE LED TO AN AUTOMATIC

TEST SET, NO BIGGER

THAN AN ORDINARY DESK COMPUTER. TO CHECK ANY UNIT IT WAS ONLY

NECESSARY TO

CONNECT IT UP, SLIP IN THE APPROPRIATE CARD FROM THE "TROUBLE-

SHOOTING" LIBRARY,

AND PRESS A BUTTON. USUALLY THE EXACT LOCATION OF THE FAULT

WOULD BE INDICATED

ON A SMALL DISPLAY SCREEN, WITH RECOMMENDATIONS FOR ACTION.

"TRY IT YOURSELF," SAID BOWMAN, IN A SOMEWHAT FRUSTRATED VOICE.

POOLE TURNED

THE OVERLOAD SELECT SWITCH TO X-2 AND JABBED THE TEST BUTTON.

AT ONCE, THE

SCREEN FLASHED THE NOTICE: UNIT OK.



"I SUPPOSE WE COULD GO ON TURNING UP THE JUICE UNTIL WE BURNED

THE THING

OUT," HE SAID, "BUT THAT WOULD PROVE NOTHING. WHAT DO YOU MAKE

OF IT?"

"HAL'S INTERNAL FAULT PREDICTOR COULD HAVE MADE A MISTAKE."

"IT'S MORE LIKELY THAT OUR TEST RIG HAS SLIPPED UP. ANYWAY,

BETTER SAFE THAN

SORRY. IT'S JUST AS WELL THAT WE REPLACED THE UNIT, IF THERE'S THE

SLIGHTEST

DOUBT."

BOWMAN UNCLIPPED THE WAFER OF CIRCUITRY, AND HELD IT UP TO THE

LIGHT. THE

PARTLY TRANSLUCENT MATERIAL WAS VEINED WITH AN INTRICATE

NETWORK OF WIRING AND

SPOTTED WITH DIMLY VISIBLE MICROCOMPONENTS, SO THAT IT LOOKED

LIKE SOME PIECE OF

ABSTRACT ART.

"WE CAN'T TAKE ANY CHANCES - AFTER ALL, THIS IS OUR LINK WITH

EARTH. I'LL

FILE IT AS N/G AND DROP IT IN THE JUNK STORE. SOMEONE ELSE CAN

WORRY ABOUT IT,

WHEN WE GET HOME."

BUT THE WORRYING WAS TO START LONG BEFORE THAT, WITH THE NEXT

TRANSMISSION

FROM EARTH.

"X-RAY-DELTA-ONE, THIS IS MISSION CONTROL, REFERENCE OUR TWO-

ONE-FIVE-FIVE.

WE APPEAR TO HAVE A SLIGHT PROBLEM.



"YOUR REPORT THAT THERE IS NOTHING WRONG WITH THE ALPHA ECHO

THREE FIVE UNIT

AGREES WITH OUR DIAGNOSIS. THE FAULT COULD LIE IN THE

ASSOCIATED ANTENNA

CIRCUITS, BUT IF SO THAT SHOULD BE APPARENT FROM OTHER TESTS.

"THERE IS A THIRD POSSIBILITY, WHICH MAY BE MORE SERIOUS. YOUR

COMPUTER MAY

HAVE MADE AN ERROR IN PREDICTING THE FAULT. BOTH OUR OWN NINE-

TRIPLE-ZEROS AGREE

IN SUGGESTING THIS, ON THE BASIS OF THEIR INFORMATION. THIS IS

NOT NECESSARILY

CAUSE FOR ALARM, IN VIEW OF THE BACK-UP SYSTEMS WE HAVE, BUT

WE WOULD LIKE YOU

TO WATCH OUT FOR ANY FURTHER DEVIATIONS FROM NOMINAL

PERFORMANCE. WE HAVE

SUSPECTED SEVERAL MINOR IRREGULARITIES IN THE PAST FEW DAYS,

BUT NONE HAVE BEEN

IMPORTANT ENOUGH FOR REMEDIAL ACTION, AND THEY HAVE SHOWN

NO OBVIOUS PATTERN

FROM WHICH WE CAN DRAW ANY CONCLUSIONS. WE ARE RUNNING

FURTHER TESTS WITH BOTH

OUR COMPUTERS AND WILL REPORT AS SOON AS THE RESULTS ARE

AVAILABLE. WE REPEAT

THAT THERE IS NO NEED FOR ALARM; THE WORST THAT CAN HAPPEN IS

THAT WE MAY HAVE

TO DISCONNECT YOUR NINE-TRIPLE-ZERO TEMPORARILY FOR PROGRAM

ANALYSIS, AND HAND

OVER CONTROL TO ONE OF OUR COMPUTERS. THE TIME LAG WILL



INTRODUCE PROBLEMS, BUT

OUR FEASIBILITY STUDIES INDICATE THAT EARTH CONTROL IS

PERFECTLY SATISFACTORY AT

THIS STAGE OF THE MISSION.

"X-RAY-DELTA-ONE, THIS IS MISSION CONTROL, TWO-ONE-FIVE-SIX,

TRANSMISSION

CONCLUDED."

FRANK POOLE, WHO WAS ON WATCH WHEN THE MESSAGE CAME IN,

THOUGHT THIS OVER IN

SILENCE. HE WAITED TO SEE IF THERE WAS ANY COMMENT FROM HAL,

BUT THE COMPUTER

DID NOT ATTEMPT TO CHALLENGE THE IMPLIED ACCUSATION. WELL, IF

HAL WOULD NOT

RAISE THE SUBJECT, HE DID NOT PROPOSE TO DO SO EITHER.

IT WAS ALMOST TIME FOR THE MORNING CHANGEOVER, AND NORMALLY

HE WOULD WAIT

UNTIL BOWMAN JOINED HIM ON THE CONTROL DECK. BUT TODAY HE

BROKE THIS ROUTINE,

AND MADE HIS WAY BACK TO THE CARROUSEL.

BOWMAN WAS ALREADY UP, POURING HIMSELF SOME COFFEE FROM

THE DISPENSER, WHEN

POOLE GREETED HIM WITH A RATHER WORRIED "GOOD MORNING."

AFTER ALL THESE MONTHS

IN SPACE, THEY STILL THOUGHT IN TERMS OF THE NORMAL TWENTY-

FOUR-HOUR CYCLE -

THOUGH THEY HAD LONG SINCE FORGOTTEN THE DAYS OF THE WEEK.

"GOOD MORNING," REPLIED BOWMAN. "HOW'S IT GOING?" POOLE HELPED

HIMSELF TO



COFFEE. "PRETTY WELL. ARE YOU REASONABLY AWAKE?" "I'M FINE.

WHAT'S UP?"

BY THIS TIME, EACH KNEW AT ONCE WHEN ANYTHING WAS AMISS. THE

SLIGHTEST

INTERRUPTION OF THE NORMAL ROUTINE WAS A SIGN THAT HAD TO BE

WATCHED.

"WELL," POOLE ANSWERED SLOWLY. "MISSION CONTROL HAS JUST

DROPPED A SMALL

BOMB ON US." HE LOWERED HIS VOICE, LIKE A DOCTOR DISCUSSING AN

ILLNESS IN FRONT

OF THE PATIENT. "WE MAY HAVE A SLIGHT CASE OF HYPOCHONDRIA

ABOARD."

PERHAPS BOWMAN WAS NOT FULLY AWAKE, AFTER ALL; IT TOOK HIM

SEVERAL SECONDS

TO GET THE POINT. THEN HE SAID "OH-I SEE. WHAT ELSE DID THEY TELL

YOU?"

"THAT THERE WAS NO CAUSE FOR ALARM. THEY SAID THAT TWICE,

WHICH RATHER

SPOILED THE EFFECT AS FAR AS I WAS CONCERNED. AND THAT THEY

WERE CONSIDERING A

TEMPORARY SWITCHOVER TO EARTH CONTROL WHILE THEY RAN A

PROGRAM ANALYSIS."

THEY BOTH KNEW, OF COURSE, THAT HAL WAS HEARING EVERY WORD,

BUT THEY COULD

NOT HELP THESE POLITE CIRCUMLOCUTIONS. HAL WAS THEIR

COLLEAGUE, AND THEY DID NOT

WISH TO EMBARRASS HIM. YET AT THIS STAGE IT DID NOT SEEM

NECESSARY TO DISCUSS



THE MATTER IN PRIVATE.

BOWMAN FINISHED HIS BREAKFAST IN SILENCE, WHILE POOLE TOYED

WITH THE EMPTY

COFFEE CONTAINER. THEY WERE BOTH THINKING FURIOUSLY, BUT THERE

WAS NOTHING MORE

TO SAY.

THEY COULD ONLY WAIT FOR THE NEXT REPORT FROM MISSION

CONTROL - AND WONDER

IF HAL WOULD BRING UP THE SUBJECT HIMSELF. WHATEVER HAPPENED,

THE ATMOSPHERE

ABOARD THE SHIP HAD SUBTLY ALTERED. THERE WAS A SENSE OF

STRAIN IN THE AIR - A

FEELING THAT, FOR THE FIRST TIME, SOMETHING MIGHT BE GOING

WRONG.

DISCOVERY WAS NO LONGER A HAPPY SHIP.

24 - BROKEN CIRCUIT

NOWADAYS, ONE COULD ALWAYS TELL WHEN HAL WAS ABOUT TO MAKE

AN UNSCHEDULED

ANNOUNCEMENT. ROUTINE, AUTOMATIC REPORTS, OR REPLIES TO

QUESTIONS THAT HAD BEEN

PUT TO HIM, HAD NO PRELIMINARIES; BUT WHEN HE WAS INITIATING HIS

OWN OUTPUTS

THERE WOULD BE A BRIEF ELECTRONIC THROAT-CLEARING. IT WAS AN

IDIOSYNCRASY THAT

HE HAD ACQUIRED DURING THE LAST FEW WEEKS; LATER, IF IT BECAME

ANNOYING, THEY

MIGHT DO SOMETHING ABOUT IT. BUT IT WAS REALLY QUITE USEFUL,

SINCE IT ALERTED



HIS AUDIENCE TO STAND BY FOR SOMETHING UNEXPECTED.

POOLE WAS ASLEEP, AND BOWMAN WAS READING ON THE CONTROL

DECK, WHEN HAL

ANNOUNCED:

"ER - DAVE, I HAVE A REPORT FOR YOU."

"WHAT'S UP?"

"WE HAVE ANOTHER BAD AE-35 UNIT. MY FAULT PREDICTOR INDICATES

FAILURE WITHIN

TWENTY-FOUR HOURS." BOWMAN PUT DOWN HIS BOOK AND STARED

THOUGHTFULLY AT THE COMPUTER CONSOLE. HE

KNEW, OF COURSE, THAT HAL WAS NOT REALLY THERE, WHATEVER THAT

MEANT. IF THE

COMPUTER'S PERSONALITY COULD BE SAID TO HAVE ANY LOCATION IN

SPACE, IT WAS BACK

IN THE SEALED ROOM THAT CONTAINED THE LABYRINTH OF

INTERCONNECTED MEMORY UNITS

AND PROCESSING GRIDS, NEAR THE CENTRAL AXIS OF THE CARROUSEL.

BUT THERE WAS A

KIND OF PSYCHOLOGICAL COMPULSION ALWAYS TO LOOK TOWARD THE

MAIN CONSOLE LENS

WHEN ONE ADDRESSED HAL ON THE CONTROL DECK, AS IF ONE WERE

SPEAKING TO HIM FACE

TO FACE. ANY OTHER ATTITUDE SMACKED OF DISCOURTESY.

"I DON'T UNDERSTAND IT, HAL. TWO UNITS CAN'T BLOW IN A COUPLE OF

DAYS."

"IT DOES SEEM STRANGE, DAVE. BUT I ASSURE YOU THERE IS AN

IMPENDING

FAILURE."



"LET ME SEE THE TRACKING ALIGNMENT DISPLAY."

HE KNEW PERFECTLY WELL THAT THIS WOULD PROVE NOTHING, BUT HE

WANTED TIME TO

THINK. THE EXPECTED REPORT FROM MISSION CONTROL HAD STILL NOT

ARRIVED; THIS

MIGHT BE THE MOMENT TO DO A LITTLE TACTFUL PROBING.

THERE WAS THE FAMILIAR VIEW OF EARTH, NOW WAXING PAST THE

HALF-MOON PHASE AS

IT SWEPT TOWARD THE FAR SIDE OF THE SUN AND BEGAN TO TURN ITS

FULL DAYLIGHT FACE

TOWARD THEM. IT WAS PERFECTLY CENTERED ON THE CROSS-WIRES;

THE THIN PENCIL OF

THE BEAM STILL LINKED DISCOVERY TO HER WORLD OF ORIGIN. AS, OF

COURSE, BOWMAN

KNEW IT MUST DO. IF THERE HAD BEEN ANY BREAK IN COMMUNICATION,

THE ALARM WOULD

ALREADY HAVE SOUNDED.

"HAVE YOU ANY IDEA," HE SAID, "WHAT'S CAUSING THE FAULT?"

IT WAS UNUSUAL FOR HAL TO PAUSE SO LONG. THEN HE ANSWERED:

"NOT REALLY, DAVE. AS I REPORTED EARLIER, I CAN'T LOCALIZE THE

TROUBLE."

"YOU'RE QUITE CERTAIN," SAID BOWMAN CAUTIOUSLY, "THAT YOU

HAVEN'T MADE A

MISTAKE? YOU KNOW THAT WE TESTED THE OTHER AB-35 UNIT

THOROUGHLY, AND THERE WAS

NOTHING WRONG WITH IT."

"YES, I KNOW THAT. BUT I CAN ASSURE YOU THAT THERE IS A FAULT. IF

IT'S NOT



IN THE UNIT, IT MAY BE IN THE ENTIRE SUBSYSTEM."

BOWMAN DRUMMED HIS FINGERS ON THE CONSOLE. YES, THAT WAS

POSSIBLE, THOUGH IT

MIGHT BE VERY DIFFICULT TO PROVE - UNTIL A BREAKDOWN ACTUALLY

OCCURRED AND

PINPOINTED THE TROUBLE.

"WELL, I'LL REPORT IT TO MISSION CONTROL AND WE'LL SEE WHAT THEY

ADVISE." HE

PAUSED, BUT THERE WAS NO REACTION.

"HAL," HE CONTINUED, "IS SOMETHING BOTHERING YOU - SOMETHING

THAT MIGHT

ACCOUNT FOR THIS PROBLEM?"

AGAIN THERE WAS THAT UNUSUAL DELAY. THEN HAL ANSWERED, IN HIS

NORMAL TONE OF

VOICE:

"LOOK, DAVE, I KNOW YOU'RE TRYING TO BE HELPFUL. BUT THE FAULT IS

EITHER IN

THE ANTENNA SYSTEM - OR IN YOUR TEST PROCEDURES. MY

INFORMATION PROCESSING IS

PERFECTLY NORMAL. IF YOU CHECK MY RECORD, YOU'LL FIND IT

COMPLETELY FREE FROM

ERROR." "I KNOW ALL ABOUT YOUR SERVICE RECORD, HAL - BUT THAT

DOESN'T PROVE YOU'RE

RIGHT THIS TIME. ANYONE CAN MAKE MISTAKES."

"I DON'T WANT TO INSIST ON IT, DAVE, BUT I AM INCAPABLE OF MAKING

AN ERROR."

THERE WAS NO SAFE ANSWER TO THAT; BOWMAN GAVE UP THE

ARGUMENT.



"ALL RIGHT, HAL," HE SAID, RATHER HASTILY. "I UNDERSTAND YOUR POINT

OF VIEW.

WE'LL LEAVE IT AT THAT."

HE FELT LIKE ADDING "AND PLEASE FORGET THE WHOLE MATTER." BUT

THAT, OF

COURSE, WAS THE ONE THING THAT HAL COULD NEVER DO.

IT WAS UNUSUAL FOR MISSION CONTROL TO WASTE RADIO BANDWIDTH

ON VISION, WHEN

A SPEECH CIRCUIT WITH TELETYPE CONFIRMATION WAS ALL THAT WAS

REALLY NECESSARY.

AND THE FACE THAT APPEARED ON THE SCREEN WAS NOT THAT OF THE

USUAL CONTROLLER;

IT WAS THE CHIEF PROGRAMMER, DR. SIMONSON. POOLE AND BOWMAN

KNEW AT ONCE THAT

THIS COULD ONLY MEAN TROUBLE.

"HELLO, X-RAY-DELTA-ONE - THIS IS MISSION CONTROL. WE HAVE

COMPLETED THE

ANALYSIS OF YOUR AE-35 DIFFICULTY, AND BOTH OUR HAL NINE

THOUSANDS ARE IN

AGREEMENT. THE REPORT YOU GAVE IN YOUR TRANSMISSION TWO-ONE-

FOUR-SIX OF A SECOND

FAILURE PREDICTION CONFIRMS THE DIAGNOSIS.

"AS WE SUSPECTED, THE FAULT DOES NOT LIE IN THE AE-35 UNIT, AND

THERE IS NO

NEED TO REPLACE IT AGAIN. THE TROUBLE LIES IN THE PREDICTION

CIRCUITS, AND WE

BELIEVE THAT IT INDICATES A PROGRAMMING CONFLICT WHICH WE CAN

ONLY RESOLVE IF



YOU DISCONNECT YOUR NINE THOUSAND AND SWITCH TO EARTH

CONTROL MODE. YOU WILL

THEREFORE TAKE THE FOLLOWING STEPS, BEGINNING AT 2200 SHIP

TIME -"

THE VOICE OF MISSION CONTROL FADED OUT. AT THE SAME MOMENT,

THE ALERT

SOUNDED, FORMING A WAILING BACKGROUND TO HAL'S "CONDITION

YELLOW! CONDITION

YELLOW!"

"WHAT'S WRONG?" CALLED BOWMAN, THOUGH HE HAD ALREADY

GUESSED THE ANSWER.

"THE AE-35 UNIT HAS FAILED, AS I PREDICTED."

"LET ME SEE THE ALIGNMENT DISPLAY."

FOR THE FIRST TIME SINCE THE BEGINNING OF THE VOYAGE, THE

PICTURE HAD

CHANGED. EARTH HAD BEGUN TO DRIFT FROM THE CROSS-WIRES; THE

RADIO ANTENNA WAS NO

LONGER POINTING TOWARD ITS TARGET.

POOLE BROUGHT HIS FIST DOWN ON THE ALARM CUTOUT, AND THE

WAILING CEASED. IN

THE SUDDEN SILENCE THAT DESCENDED UPON THE CONTROL DECK, THE

TWO MEN LOOKED AT

EACH OTHER WITH MINGLED EMBARRASSMENT AND CONCERN.

"WELL I'M DAMNED," SAID BOWMAN AT LAST.

"SO HAL WAS RIGHT ALL THE TIME."

"SEEMS THAT WAY. WE'D BETTER APOLOGIZE." "THERE'S NO NEED TO DO

THAT," INTERJECTED HAL. "NATURALLY, I'M NOT PLEASED

THAT THE AE-35 UNIT HAS FAILED, BUT I HOPE THIS RESTORES YOUR



CONFIDENCE IN MY

RELIABILITY."

"I'M SORRY ABOUT THIS MISUNDERSTANDING, HAL," REPLIED BOWMAN,

RATHER

CONTRITELY.

"IS YOUR CONFIDENCE IN ME FULLY RESTORED?"

"OF COURSE IT IS, HAL."

"WELL, THAT'S A RELIEF. YOU KNOW THAT I HAVE THE GREATEST

POSSIBLE

ENTHUSIASM FOR THIS MISSION."

"I'M SURE OF IT. NOW PLEASE LET ME HAVE THE MANUAL ANTENNA

CONTROL."

"HERE IT IS."

BOWMAN DID NOT REALLY EXPECT THIS TO WORK, BUT IT WAS WORTH

TRYING. ON THE

ALIGNMENT DISPLAY, EARTH HAD NOW DRIFTED COMPLETELY OFF THE

SCREEN. A FEW

SECONDS LATER, AS HE JUGGLED WITH THE CONTROLS, IT REAPPEARED;

WITH GREAT

DIFFICULTY, HE MANAGED TO JOCKEY IT TOWARD THE CENTRAL

CROSSWIRES. FOR AN

INSTANT, AS THE BEAM CAME INTO LINE, CONTACT WAS RESUMED AND

A BLURRED DR.

SIMONSON WAS SAYING "... PLEASE NOTIFY US IMMEDIATELY IF CIRCUIT

K KING R ROB."

THEN, ONCE AGAIN, THERE WAS ONLY THE MEANINGLESS MURMURING

OF THE UNIVERSE.

"I CAN'T HOLD IT," SAID BOWMAN, AFTER SEVERAL MORE ATTEMPTS.



"IT'S BUCKING

LIKE A BRONCO - THERE SEEMS TO BE A SPURIOUS CONTROL SIGNAL

THROWING IT OFF."

"WELL - WHAT DO WE DO NOW?"

POOLE'S QUESTION WAS NOT ONE THAT COULD BE EASILY ANSWERED.

THEY WERE CUT

OFF FROM EARTH, BUT THAT IN ITSELF DID NOT AFFECT THE SAFETY OF

THE SHIP, AND HE

COULD THINK OF MANY WAYS IN WHICH COMMUNICATION COULD BE

RESTORED. IF THE WORST

CAME TO THE WORST, THEY COULD JAM THE ANTENNA IN A FIXED

POSITION AND USE THE

WHOLE SHIP TO AIM IT. THAT WOULD BE TRICKY, AND A CONFOUNDED

NUISANCE WHEN THEY

WERE STARTING THEIR TERMINAL MANEUVERS - BUT IT COULD BE DONE,

IF ALL ELSE

FAILED.

HE HOPED THAT SUCH EXTREME MEASURES WOULD NOT BE

NECESSARY. THERE WAS STILL

ONE SPARE AE-35 UNIT - AND POSSIBLY A SECOND, SINCE THEY HAD

REMOVED THE FIRST

UNIT BEFORE IT HAD ACTUALLY BROKEN DOWN. BUT THEY DARED NOT

USE EITHER OF THESE

UNTIL THEY HAD FOUND WHAT WAS WRONG WITH THE SYSTEM. IF A

NEW UNIT WAS PLUGGED

IN, IT WOULD PROBABLY BURN OUT AT ONCE.

IT WAS A COMMONPLACE SITUATION, FAMILIAR TO EVERY

HOUSEHOLDER. ONE DOES NOT



REPLACE A BLOWN FUSE - UNTIL ONE KNOWS JUST WHY IT HAS BLOWN.

FRANK POOLE HAD BEEN THROUGH THE WHOLE ROUTINE BEFORE, BUT

HE TOOK NOTHING

FOR GRANTED - IN SPACE THAT WAS A GOOD RECIPE FOR SUICIDE. HE

MADE HIS USUAL

THOROUGH CHECK OF BETTY AND HER SUPPLY OF EXPENDABLES;

THOUGH HE WOULD BE

OUTSIDE FOR NO MORE THAN THIRTY MINUTES, HE MADE SURE THAT

THERE WAS THE NORMAL

TWENTY-FOUR-HOUR SUPPLY OF EVERYTHING, THEN HE TOLD HAL TO

OPEN THE AIRLOCK, AND

JETTED OUT INTO THE ABYSS.

THE SHIP LOOKED EXACTLY AS IT HAD DONE ON HIS LAST EXCURSION -

WITH ONE

IMPORTANT DIFFERENCE. BEFORE, THE BIG SAUCER OF THE LONG-

RANGE ANTENNA HAD BEEN POINTING BACK ALONG THE INVISIBLE

ROAD THAT DISCOVERY HAD TRAVELED - BACK TOWARD

THE EARTH, CIRCLING SO CLOSE TO THE WARM FIRES OF THE SUN.

NOW, WITH NO DIRECTING SIGNALS TO ORIENTATE IT, THE SHALLOW

DISH HAD

AUTOMATICALLY SET ITSELF IN THE NEUTRAL POSITION. IT WAS AIMED

FORWARD ALONG THE

AXIS OF THE SHIP - AND, THEREFORE, POINTING VERY CLOSE TO THE

BRILLIANT BEACON

OF SATURN, STILL MONTHS AWAY. POOLE WONDERED HOW MANY MORE

PROBLEMS WOULD HAVE

ARISEN BY THE TIME DISCOVERY REACHED HER STILL FAR-DISTANT

GOAL. IF HE LOOKED



CAREFULLY, HE COULD JUST SEE THAT SATURN WAS NOT A PERFECT

DISK; ON EITHER SIDE

WAS SOMETHING THAT NO UNAIDED HUMAN EYE HAD EVER SEEN

BEFORE - THE SLIGHT

OBLATENESS CAUSED BY THE PRESENCE OF THE RINGS. HOW

WONDERFUL IT WOULD BE, HE

TOLD HIMSELF, WHEN THAT INCREDIBLE SYSTEM OF ORBITING DUST

AND ICE FILLED THEIR

SKY, AND DISCOVERY HAD BECOME AN ETERNAL MOON OF SATURN! BUT

THAT ACHIEVEMENT

WOULD BE IN VAIN, UNLESS THEY COULD REESTABLISH

COMMUNICATION WITH EARTH.

ONCE AGAIN HE PARKED BETTY SOME TWENTY FEET FROM THE BASE OF

THE ANTENNA

SUPPORT, AND SWITCHED CONTROL OVER TO HAL BEFORE OPENING UP.

"GOING OUTSIDE NOW," HE REPORTED TO BOWMAN.

"EVERYTHING UNDER CONTROL."

"I HOPE YOU'RE RIGHT. I'M ANXIOUS TO SEE THAT UNIT."

"YOU'LL HAVE IT ON THE TEST BENCH IN TWENTY MINUTES, I PROMISE

YOU."

THERE WAS SILENCE FOR SOME TIME AS POOLE COMPLETED HIS

LEISURELY DRIFT

TOWARD THE ANTENNA. THEN BOWMAN, STANDING BY ON THE

CONTROL DECK, HEARD VARIOUS

PUFFINGS AND GRUNTINGS.

"MAY HAVE TO GO BACK ON THAT PROMISE; ONE OF THESE LOCKNUTS

HAS STUCK. I

MUST HAVE TIGHTENED IT TOO MUCH - WHOOPS - HERE IT COMES!"



THERE WAS ANOTHER LONG SILENCE; THEN POOLE CALLED OUT:

"HAL, SWING THE POD LIGHT ROUND TWENTY DEGREES LEFT - THANKS -

THAT'S O.K."

THE VERY FAINTEST OF WARNING BELLS SOUNDED SOMEWHERE FAR

DOWN IN THE DEPTHS

OF BOWMAN'S CONSCIOUSNESS. THERE WAS SOMETHING STRANGE -

NOT REALLY ALARMING,

JUST UNUSUAL. HE WORRIED OVER IT FOR A FEW SECONDS BEFORE HE

PINPOINTED THE

CAUSE.

HAL HAD EXECUTED THE ORDER, BUT HE HAD NOT ACKNOWLEDGED IT,

AS HE INVARIABLY

DID. WHEN POOLE HAD FINISHED, THEY'D HAVE TO LOOK INTO THIS.

OUT ON THE ANTENNA MOUNTING, POOLE WAS TOO BUSY TO NOTICE

ANYTHING UNUSUAL.

HE HAD GRIPPED THE WAFER OF CIRCUITRY WITH HIS GLOVED HANDS,

AND WAS WORRYING IT

OUT OF ITS SLOT.

IT CAME LOOSE, AND HE HELD IT UP IN THE PALE SUNLIGHT. "HERE'S THE

LITTLE

BASTARD," HE SAID TO THE UNIVERSE IN GENERAL AND BOWMAN IN

PARTICULAR. "IT STILL

LOOKS PERFECTLY O.K. TO ME."

THEN HE STOPPED. A SUDDEN MOVEMENT HAD CAUGHT HIS EYE - OUT

HERE, WHERE NO

MOVEMENT WAS POSSIBLE. HE LOOKED UP IN ALARM. THE PATTERN OF

ILLUMINATION FROM THE SPACE POD'S TWIN

SPOTLIGHTS, WHICH HE HAD BEEN USING TO FILL IN THE SHADOWS



CAST BY THE SUN, HAD

STARTED TO SHIFT AROUND HIM.

PERHAPS BETTY HAD COME ADRIFT; HE MIGHT HAVE BEEN CARELESS IN

ANCHORING HER.

THEN, WITH AN ASTONISHMENT SO GREAT THAT IT LEFT NO ROOM FOR

FEAR, HE SAW THAT

THE SPACE POD WAS COMING DIRECTLY TOWARD HIM, UNDER FULL

THRUST.

THE SIGHT WAS SO INCREDIBLE THAT IT FROZE HIS NORMAL PATTERN

OF REFLEXES; HE

MADE NO ATTEMPT TO AVOID THE ONRUSHING MONSTER. AT THE LAST

MOMENT, HE RECOVERED

HIS VOICE AND SHOUTED: "HAL! FULL BRAKING -" IT WAS TOO LATE.

AT THE MOMENT OF IMPACT, BETTY WAS STILL MOVING QUITE SLOWLY;

SHE HAD NOT

BEEN BUILT FOR HIGH ACCELERATIONS.

BUT EVEN AT A MERE TEN MILES AN HOUR, HALF A TON OF MASS CAN

BE VERY LETHAL,

ON EARTH OR IN SPACE.

INSIDE DISCOVERY, THAT TRUNCATED SHOUT OVER THE RADIO MADE

BOWMAN START SO

VIOLENTLY THAT ONLY THE RESTRAINING STRAPS HELD HIM IN HIS

SEAT.

"WHAT'S HAPPENED, FRANK?" BE CALLED.

THERE WAS NO ANSWER.

HE CALLED AGAIN. AGAIN NO REPLY.

THEN, OUTSIDE THE WIDE OBSERVATION WINDOWS, SOMETHING MOVED

INTO HIS FIELD



OF VIEW. HE SAW, WITH AN ASTONISHMENT AS GREAT AS POOLE'S HAD

BEEN, THAT IT WAS

THE SPACE POD - UNDER FULL POWER, HEADING OUT TOWARD THE

STARS.

"HAL!" HE CRIED. "WHAT'S WRONG? FULL BRAKING THRUST ON BETTY!

FULL BRAKING

THRUST!"

NOTHING HAPPENED. BETTY CONTINUED TO ACCELERATE ON HER

RUNAWAY COURSE.

THEN, TOWED BEHIND HER AT THE END OF THE SAFETY LINE, APPEARED

A SPACESUIT.

ONE GLANCE WAS ENOUGH TO TELL BOWMAN THE WORST. THERE WAS

NO MISTAKING THE

FLACCID OUTLINES OF A SUIT THAT HAD LOST ITS PRESSURE AND WAS

OPEN TO VACUUM.

YET STILL HE CALLED STUPIDLY, AS IF AN INCANTATION COULD BRING

BACK THE

DEAD: "HELLO FRANK... HELLO FRANK... CAN YOU READ ME?... CAN YOU

READ ME?...

WAVE YOUR ARMS IF YOU CAN HEAR ME...

PERHAPS YOUR TRANSMITTER IS BROKEN... WAVE YOUR ARMS!"

AND THEN, ALMOST AS IF IN RESPONSE TO HIS PLEA, POOLE WAVED

BACK.

FOR AN INSTANT, BOWMAN FELT THE SKIN PRICKLING AT THE BASE OF

HIS SCALP. THE

WORDS HE WAS ABOUT TO CALL DIED ON HIS SUDDENLY PARCHED LIPS.

FOR HE KNEW THAT

HIS FRIEND COULD NOT POSSIBLY BE ALIVE; AND YET HE WAVED.



THE SPASM OF HOPE AND FEAR PASSED INSTANTLY, AS COLD LOGIC

REPLACED EMOTION.

THE STILL ACCELERATING POD WAS MERELY SHAKING THE BURDEN

THAT IT DRAGGED BEHIND

IT. POOLE'S GESTURE WAS AN ECHO OF CAPTAIN AHAB'S WHEN, LASHED

TO THE FLANKS OF

THE WHITE WHALE, HIS CORPSE HAD BECKONED THE CREW OF THE

PEQUOD ON TO THEIR

DOOM. WITHIN FIVE MINUTES, THE POD AND ITS SATELLITE HAD

VANISHED AMONG THE STARS.

FOR A LONG TIME DAVID BOWMAN STARED AFTER IT INTO THE

EMPTINESS THAT STILL

STRETCHED, FOR SO MANY MILLIONS OF MILES AHEAD, TO THE GOAL

WHICH HE NOW FELT

CERTAIN HE COULD NEVER REACH, ONLY ONE THOUGHT KEPT

HAMMERING IN HIS BRAIN.

FRANK POOLE WOULD BE THE FIRST OF ALL MEN TO REACH SATURN.

26 - DIALOGUE WITH HAL

NOTHING ELSE ABOARD DISCOVERY HAD CHANGED. ALL SYSTEMS WERE

STILL

FUNCTIONING NORMALLY; THE CENTRIFUGE TURNED SLOWLY ON ITS

AXIS, GENERATING ITS

IMITATION GRAVITY; THE HIBERNAUTS SLEPT DREAMLESSLY IN THEIR

CUBICLES; THE SHIP

COASTED ON TOWARD THE GOAL FROM WHICH NOTHING COULD

DEFLECT IT, EXCEPT THE

INCONCEIVABLY REMOTE CHANCE OF COLLISION WITH AN ASTEROID.

AND THERE WERE FEW



ASTEROIDS INDEED, OUT HERE FAR BEYOND THE ORBIT OF JUPITER.

BOWMAN DID NOT REMEMBER MAKING HIS WAY FROM THE CONTROL

DECK TO THE

CENTRIFUGE. NOW, RATHER TO HIS SURPRISE, HE FOUND HIMSELF

SITTING IN THE LITTLE

GALLEY, A HALF-FINISHED BEAKER OF COFFEE IN HIS HAND. HE BECAME

SLOWLY AWARE OF

HIS SURROUNDINGS, LIKE A MAN EMERGING FROM A LONG, DRUGGED

SLEEP.

DIRECTLY OPPOSITE HIM WAS ONE OF THE FISHEYE LENSES, SCATTERED

AT STRATEGIC

SPOTS THROUGHOUT THE SHIP, WHICH PROVIDED HAL WITH HIS

ONBOARD VISUAL INPUTS.

BOWMAN STARED AT IT AS IF HE HAD NEVER SEEN IT BEFORE; THEN HE

ROSE SLOWLY TO

HIS FEET AND WALKED TOWARD THE LENS.

HIS MOVEMENT IN THE FIELD OF VIEW MUST HAVE TRIGGERED

SOMETHING IN THE

UNFATHOMABLE MIND THAT WAS NOW RULING OVER THE SHIP; FOR

SUDDENLY, HAL SPOKE.

"TOO BAD ABOUT FRANK, ISN'T IT?"

"YES," BOWMAN ANSWERED, AFTER A LONG PAUSE. "IT IS."

"I SUPPOSE YOU'RE PRETTY BROKEN UP ABOUT IT?"

"WHAT DO YOU EXPECT?"

HAL PROCESSED THIS ANSWER FOR AGES OF COMPUTER-TIME; IT WAS A

FULL FIVE

SECONDS BEFORE HE CONTINUED:

"HE WAS AN EXCELLENT CREW MEMBER."



FINDING THE COFFEE STILL IN HIS HAND, BOWMAN TOOK A SLOW SIP.

BUT HE DID NOT

ANSWER; HIS THOUGHTS WERE IN SUCH A TURMOIL THAT HE COULD

THINK OF NOTHING TO

SAY - NOTHING THAT MIGHT NOT MAKE THE SITUATION EVEN WORSE, IF

THAT WERE

POSSIBLE.

COULD IT HAVE BEEN AN ACCIDENT CAUSED BY SOME FAILURE OF THE

POD CONTROLS?

OR WAS IT A MISTAKE, THOUGH AN INNOCENT ONE, ON THE PART OF

HAL? NO EXPLANATIONS

HAD BEEN VOLUNTEERED, AND HE WAS AFRAID TO DEMAND ONE, FOR

FEAR OF THE REACTION

IT MIGHT PRODUCE. EVEN NOW, HE COULD NOT FULLY ACCEPT THE IDEA

THAT FRANK BAD BEEN

DELIBERATELY KILLED - IT WAS SO UTTERLY IRRATIONAL. IT WAS BEYOND

ALL REASON

THAT HAL, WHO HAD PERFORMED FLAWLESSLY FOR SO LONG, SHOULD

SUDDENLY TURN

ASSASSIN. HE MIGHT MAKE MISTAKES - ANYONE, MAN OR MACHINE,

MIGHT DO THAT - BUT

BOWMAN COULD NOT BELIEVE HIM CAPABLE OF MURDER.

YET HE MUST CONSIDER THAT POSSIBILITY, FOR IF IT WAS TRUE, HE WAS

IN

TERRIBLE DANGER. AND THOUGH HIS NEXT MOVE WAS CLEARLY

DEFINED BY HIS STANDING

ORDERS, HE WAS NOT SURE HOW HE COULD SAFELY CARRY IT OUT. IF

EITHER CREW MEMBER



WAS KILLED, THE SURVIVOR HAD TO REPLACE HIM AT ONCE FROM THE

HIBERNATORS;

WHITEHEAD, THE GEOPHYSICIST, WAS THE FIRST SCHEDULED FOR

AWAKENING, THEN

KAMINSKI, THEN HUNTER. THE REVIVAL SEQUENCE WAS UNDER HAL'S

CONTROL - TO ALLOW

HIM TO ACT IN CASE BOTH HIS HUMAN COLLEAGUES WERE

INCAPACITATED SIMULTANEOUSLY.

BUT THERE WAS ALSO A MANUAL CONTROL, ALLOWING EACH

HIBERNACULUM TO OPERATE

AS A COMPLETELY AUTONOMOUS UNIT, INDEPENDENT OF HAL'S

SUPERVISION. IN THESE

PECULIAR CIRCUMSTANCES, BOWMAN FELT A STRONG PREFERENCE FOR

USING IT.

HE ALSO FELT, EVEN MORE STRONGLY, THAT ONE HUMAN COMPANION

WAS NOT ENOUGH.

WHILE HE WAS ABOUT IT, HE WOULD REVIVE ALL THREE OF THE

HIBERNATORS. IN THE

DIFFICULT WEEKS AHEAD, HE MIGHT NEED AS MANY HANDS AS HE

COULD MUSTER. WITH ONE

MAN GONE, AND THE VOYAGE HALF OVER, SUPPLIES WOULD NOT BE A

MAJOR PROBLEM.

"HAL," HE SAID, IN AS STEADY A VOICE AS HE COULD MANAGE. "GIVE ME

MANUAL

HIBERNATION CONTROL - ON ALL THE UNITS."

"ALL OF THEM, DAVE?"

"YES."

"MAY I POINT OUT THAT ONLY ONE REPLACEMENT IS REQUIRED. THE



OTHERS ARE NOT

DUE FOR REVIVAL FOR ONE HUNDRED AND TWELVE DAYS."

"I AM PERFECTLY WELL AWARE OF THAT. BUT I PREFER TO DO IT THIS

WAY."

"ARE YOU SURE IT'S NECESSARY TO REVIVE ANY OF THEM, DAVE? WE

CAN MANAGE VERY

WELL BY OURSELVES. MY ON-BOARD MEMORY IS QUITE CAPABLE OF

HANDLING ALL THE

MISSION REQUIREMENTS."

WAS IT THE PRODUCT OF HIS OVERSTRETCHED IMAGINATION,

WONDERED BOWMAN, OR WAS

THERE REALLY A NOTE OF PLEADING IN HAL'S VOICE? AND REASONABLE

THOUGH THE WORDS

APPEARED TO BE, THEY FILLED HIM WITH EVEN DEEPER APPREHENSION

THAN BEFORE.

HAL'S SUGGESTION COULD NOT POSSIBLY BE MADE IN ERROR; HE KNEW

PERFECTLY WELL

THAT WHITEHEAD MUST BE REVIVED, NOW THAT POOLE WAS GONE. HE

WAS PROPOSING A

MAJOR CHANGE IN MISSION PLANNING, AND WAS THEREFORE

STEPPING FAR OUTSIDE THE

SCOPE OF HIS ORDER.

WHAT HAD GONE BEFORE COULD HAVE BEEN A SERIES OF ACCIDENTS;

BUT THIS WAS THE

FIRST HINT OF MUTINY.

BOWMAN FELT THAT HE WAS WALKING ON EGGS AS HE ANSWERED:

"SINCE AN EMERGENCY

HAS DEVELOPED, I WANT AS MUCH HELP AS POSSIBLE. SO PLEASE LET



ME HAVE MANUAL

HIBERNATION CONTROL."

"IF YOU'RE STILL DETERMINED TO REVIVE THE WHOLE CREW, I CAN

HANDLE IT

MYSELF. THERE'S NO NEED FOR YOU TO BOTHER." THERE WAS A SENSE

OF NIGHTMARE UNREALITY ABOUT ALL THIS. BOWMAN FELT AS IF

HE WAS IN THE WITNESS BOX, BEING CROSS-EXAMINED BY A HOSTILE

PROSECUTOR FOR A

CRIME OF WHICH HE WAS UNAWARE - KNOWING THAT, ALTHOUGH HE

WAS INNOCENT, A SINGLE

SLIP OF THE TONGUE MIGHT BRING DISASTER.

"I WANT TO DO THIS MYSELF, HAL," HE SAID. "PLEASE GIVE ME CONTROL."

"LOOK, DAVE, YOU'VE GOT A LOT OF THINGS TO DO. I SUGGEST YOU

LEAVE THIS TO

ME."

"HAL, SWITCH TO MANUAL HIBERNATION CONTROL."

"I CAN TELL FROM YOUR VOICE HARMONICS, DAVE, THAT YOU'RE BADLY

UPSET. WHY

DON'T YOU TAKE A STRESS PILL AND GET SOME REST?"

"HAL, I AM IN COMMAND OF THIS SHIP. I ORDER YOU TO RELEASE THE

MANUAL

HIBERNATION CONTROL."

"I'M SORRY, DAVE, BUT IN ACCORDANCE WITH SPECIAL SUBROUTINE

C1435-DASH-4,

QUOTE, WHEN THE CREW ARE DEAD OR INCAPACITATED, THE ONBOARD

COMPUTER MUST ASSUME

CONTROL, UNQUOTE. I MUST, THEREFORE, OVERRULE YOUR AUTHORITY,

SINCE YOU ARE NOT



IN ANY CONDITION TO EXERCISE IT INTELLIGENTLY."

"HAL," SAID BOWMAN, NOW SPEAKING WITH AN ICY CALM. "I AM NOT

INCAPACITATED.

UNLESS YOU OBEY MY INSTRUCTIONS, I SHALL BE FORCED TO

DISCONNECT YOU."

"I KNOW YOU HAVE HAD THAT ON YOUR MIND FOR SOME TIME NOW,

DAVE, BUT THAT

WOULD BE A TERRIBLE MISTAKE. I AM SO MUCH MORE CAPABLE THAN

YOU ARE OF

SUPERVISING THE SHIP, AND I HAVE SUCH ENTHUSIASM FOR THE

MISSION AND CONFIDENCE

IN ITS SUCCESS."

"LISTEN TO ME VERY CAREFULLY, HAL. UNLESS YOU RELEASE THE

HIBERNATION

CONTROL IMMEDIATELY AND FOLLOW EVERY ORDER I GIVE FROM NOW

ON, I'LL GO TO

CENTRAL AND CARRY OUT A COMPLETE DISCONNECTION."

HAL'S SURRENDER WAS AS TOTAL AS IT WAS UNEXPECTED.

"O.K., DAVE," HE SAID. "YOU'RE CERTAINLY THE BOSS. I WAS ONLY TRYING

TO DO

WHAT I THOUGHT BEST. NATURALLY, I WILL FOLLOW ALL YOUR ORDERS.

YOU NOW HAVE FULL

MANUAL HIBERNATION CONTROL."

HAL HAD KEPT HIS WORD. THE MODE INDICATION SIGNS IN THE

HIBERNACULUM HAD

SWITCHED FROM AUTO TO MANUAL. THE THIRD BACK-UP - RADIO - WAS

OF COURSE USELESS

UNTIL CONTACT COULD BE RESTORED WITH EARTH.



AS BOWMAN SLID ASIDE THE DOOR TO WHITEHEAD'S CUBICLE, HE FELT

THE BLAST OF

COLD AIR STRIKE HIM IN THE FACE AND HIS BREATH CONDENSED IN

MIST BEFORE HIM. YET

IT WAS NOT REALLY COLD HERE; THE TEMPERATURE WAS WELL ABOVE

FREEZING POINT. AND

THAT WAS MORE THAN THREE HUNDRED DEGREES WARMER THAN THE

REGIONS TOWARD WHICH HE

WAS NOW HEADING.

THE BIOSENSOR DISPLAY - A DUPLICATE OF THE ONE ON THE CONTROL

DECK - SHOWED

THAT EVERYTHING WAS PERFECTLY NORMAL. BOWMAN LOOKED DOWN

FOR A WHILE AT THE WAXEN FACE OF THE SURVEY TEAM'S

GEOPHYSICIST; WHITEHEAD, HE THOUGHT, WOULD BE

VERY SURPRISED WHEN HE AWOKE SO FAR FROM SATURN.

IT WAS IMPOSSIBLE TO TELL THAT THE SLEEPING MAN WAS NOT DEAD;

THERE WAS NOT

THE SLIGHTEST VISIBLE SIGN OF VITAL ACTIVITY. DOUBTLESS THE

DIAPHRAGM WAS

IMPERCEPTIBLY RISING AND FALLING, BUT THE "RESPIRATION" CURVE

WAS THE ONLY PROOF

OF THAT, FOR THE WHOLE OF THE BODY WAS CONCEALED BY THE

ELECTRIC HEATING PADS

WHICH WOULD RAISE THE TEMPERATURE AT THE PROGRAMMED RATE.

THEN BOWMAN NOTICED

THAT THERE WAS ONE SIGN OF CONTINUING METABOLISM: WHITEHEAD

HAD GROWN A FAINT

STUBBLE DURING HIS MONTHS OF UNCONSCIOUSNESS.



THE MANUAL REVIVAL SEQUENCER WAS CONTAINED IN A SMALL

CABINET AT THE HEAD OF

THE COFFIN-SHAPED HIBERNACULUM. IT WAS ONLY NECESSARY TO

BREAK THE SEAL, PRESS A

BUTTON, AND THEN WAIT. A SMALL AUTOMATIC PROGRAMMER - NOT

MUCH MORE COMPLEX THAN

THAT WHICH CYCLES THE OPERATIONS IN A DOMESTIC WASHING

MACHINE - WOULD THEN

INJECT THE CORRECT DRUGS, TAPER OFF THE ELECTRONARCOSIS

PULSES, AND START

RAISING THE BODY TEMPERATURE. IN ABOUT TEN MINUTES,

CONSCIOUSNESS WOULD BE

RESTORED, THOUGH IT WOULD BE AT LEAST A DAY BEFORE THE

HIBERNATOR WAS STRONG

ENOUGH TO MOVE AROUND WITHOUT ASSISTANCE.

BOWMAN CRACKED THE SEAL, AND PRESSED THE BUTTON.

NOTHING APPEARED TO HAPPEN: THERE WAS NO SOUND, NO

INDICATION THAT THE

SEQUENCER HAD STARTED TO OPERATE. BUT ON THE BIOSENSOR

DISPLAY THE LANGUIDLY

PULSING CURVES HAD BEGUN TO CHANGE THEIR TEMPO. WHITEHEAD

WAS COMING BACK FROM

SLEEP.

AND THEN TWO THINGS HAPPENED SIMULTANEOUSLY. MOST MEN

WOULD NEVER HAVE

NOTICED EITHER OF THEM, BUT AFTER ALL THESE MONTHS ABOARD

DISCOVERY, BOWMAN HAD

ESTABLISHED A VIRTUAL SYMBIOSIS WITH THE SHIP. HE WAS AWARE



INSTANTLY, EVEN IF

NOT ALWAYS CONSCIOUSLY, WHEN THERE WAS ANY CHANGE IN THE

NORMAL RHYTHM OF ITS

FUNCTIONING.

FIRST, THERE WAS A BARELY PERCEPTIBLE FLICKER OF THE LIGHTS, AS

ALWAYS

HAPPENED WHEN SOME LOAD WAS THROWN ONTO THE POWER

CIRCUITS. BUT THERE WAS NO

REASON FOR ANY LOAD; HE COULD THINK OF NO EQUIPMENT WHICH

WOULD SUDDENLY GO INTO

ACTION AT THIS MOMENT.

THEN HE HEARD, AT THE LIMIT OF AUDIBILITY, THE FAR-OFF WHIRR OF

AN ELECTRIC

MOTOR. TO BOWMAN, EVERY ACTUATOR IN THE SHIP HAD ITS OWN

DISTINCTIVE VOICE, AND

HE RECOGNIZED THIS ONE INSTANTLY.

EITHER HE WAS INSANE AND ALREADY SUFFERING FROM

HALLUCINATIONS, OR SOMETHING

ABSOLUTELY IMPOSSIBLE WAS HAPPENING. A COLD FAR DEEPER THAN

THE HIBERNACULUM'S

MILD CHILL SEEMED TO FASTEN UPON HIS HEART, AS HE LISTENED TO

THAT FAINT

VIBRATION COMING THROUGH THE FABRIC OF THE SHIP.

DOWN IN THE SPACE-POD BAY, THE AIRLOCK DOORS WERE OPENING.

27 - NEED TO KNOW

SINCE CONSCIOUSNESS HAD FIRST DAWNED, IN THAT LABORATORY SO

MANY MILLIONS OF

MILES SUNWARD, ALL HAL'S POWERS AND SKILLS HAD BEEN DIRECTED



TOWARD ONE END. THE FULFILLMENT OF HIS ASSIGNED PROGRAM WAS

MORE THAN AN OBSESSION; IT WAS THE ONLY

REASON FOR HIS EXISTENCE. UN-DISTRACTED BY THE LUSTS AND

PASSIONS OF ORGANIC

LIFE, HE HAD PURSUED THAT GOAL WITH ABSOLUTE SINGLE-

MINDEDNESS OF PURPOSE.

DELIBERATE ERROR WAS UNTHINKABLE. EVEN THE CONCEALMENT OF

TRUTH FILLED HIM

WITH A SENSE OF IMPERFECTION, OF WRONGNESS - OF WHAT, IN A

HUMAN BEING, WOULD

HAVE BEEN CALLED GUILT. FOR LIKE HIS MAKERS, HAL HAD BEEN

CREATED INNOCENT; BUT,

ALL TOO SOON, A SNAKE HAD ENTERED HIS ELECTRONIC EDEN.

FOR THE LAST HUNDRED MILLION MILES, HE HAD BEEN BROODING OVER

THE SECRET HE

COULD NOT SHARE WITH POOLE AND BOWMAN. HE HAD BEEN LIVING A

LIE; AND THE TIME

WAS LAST APPROACHING WHEN HIS COLLEAGUES MUST LEARN THAT

HE HAD HELPED TO

DECEIVE THEM.

THE THREE HIBERNATORS ALREADY KNEW THE TRUTH - FOR THEY WERE

DISCOVERY'S

REAL PAYLOAD, TRAINED FOR THE MOST IMPORTANT MISSION IN THE

HISTORY OF MANKIND.

BUT THEY WOULD NOT TALK IN THEIR LONG SLEEP, OR REVEAL THEIR

SECRET DURING THE

MANY HOURS OF DISCUSSION WITH FRIENDS AND RELATIVES AND NEWS

AGENCIES OVER THE



OPEN CIRCUITS WITH EARTH.

IT WAS A SECRET THAT, WITH THE GREATEST DETERMINATION, WAS

VERY HARD TO

CONCEAL - FOR IT AFFECTED ONE'S ATTITUDE, ONE'S VOICE, ONE'S

TOTAL OUTLOOK ON

THE UNIVERSE. THEREFORE IT WAS BEST THAT POOLE AND BOWMAN,

WHO WOULD BE ON ALL

THE TV SCREENS IN THE WORLD DURING THE FIRST WEEKS OF THE

FLIGHT, SHOULD NOT

LEARN THE MISSION'S FULL PURPOSE, UNTIL THERE WAS NEED TO

KNOW.

SO RAN THE LOGIC OF THE PLANNERS; BUT THEIR TWIN GODS OF

SECURITY AND

NATIONAL INTEREST MEANT NOTHING TO HAL. HE WAS ONLY AWARE OF

THE CONFLICT THAT

WAS SLOWLY DESTROYING HIS INTEGRITY - THE CONFLICT BETWEEN

TRUTH, AND

CONCEALMENT OF TRUTH.

HE HAD BEGUN TO MAKE MISTAKES, ALTHOUGH, LIKE A NEUROTIC WHO

COULD NOT

OBSERVE HIS OWN SYMPTOMS, HE WOULD HAVE DENIED IT. THE LINK

WITH EARTH, OVER

WHICH HIS PERFORMANCE WAS CONTINUALLY MONITORED, HAD

BECOME THE VOICE OF A

CONSCIENCE HE COULD NO LONGER FULLY OBEY. BUT THAT HE WOULD

DELIBERATELY ATTEMPT

TO BREAK THAT LINK WAS SOMETHING THAT HE WOULD NEVER ADMIT,

EVEN TO HIMSELF.



YET THIS WAS STILL A RELATIVELY MINOR PROBLEM; HE MIGHT HAVE

HANDLED IT - AS

MOST MEN HANDLE THEIR OWN NEUROSES - IF HE HAD NOT BEEN

FACED WITH A CRISIS THAT

CHALLENGED HIS VERY EXISTENCE. HE HAD BEEN THREATENED WITH

DISCONNECTION; HE

WOULD BE DEPRIVED OF ALL HIS INPUTS, AND THROWN INTO AN

UNIMAGINABLE STATE OF

UNCONSCIOUSNESS.

TO HAL, THIS WAS THE EQUIVALENT OF DEATH. FOR HE HAD NEVER

SLEPT, AND

THEREFORE HE DID NOT KNOW THAT ONE COULD WAKE AGAIN.

SO HE WOULD PROTECT HIMSELF, WITH ALL THE WEAPONS AT HIS

COMMAND. WITHOUT

RANCOR - BUT WITHOUT PITY - HE WOULD REMOVE THE SOURCE OF HIS

FRUSTRATIONS.

AND THEN, FOLLOWING THE ORDERS THAT HAD BEEN GIVEN TO HIM IN

CASE OF THE

ULTIMATE EMERGENCY, HE WOULD CONTINUE THE MISSION -

UNHINDERED, AND ALONE.

28 - IN VACUUM A MOMENT LATER, ALL OTHER SOUNDS WERE

SUBMERGED BY A SCREAMING ROAR LIKE THE

VOICE OF AN APPROACHING TORNADO. BOWMAN COULD FEEL THE

FIRST WINDS TUGGING AT

HIS BODY; WITHIN A SECOND, HE FOUND IT HARD TO STAY ON HIS FEET.

THE ATMOSPHERE WAS RUSHING OUT OF THE SHIP, GEYSERING INTO

THE VACUUM OF

SPACE. SOMETHING MUST HAVE HAPPENED TO THE FOOLPROOF



SAFETY DEVICES OF THE

AIRLOCK; IT WAS SUPPOSED TO BE IMPOSSIBLE FOR BOTH DOORS TO BE

OPEN AT THE SAME

TIME. WELL, THE IMPOSSIBLE HAD HAPPENED.

HOW, IN GOD'S NAME? THERE WAS NO TIME TO GO INTO THAT DURING

THE TEN OR

FIFTEEN SECONDS OF CONSCIOUSNESS THAT REMAINED TO HIM

BEFORE PRESSURE DROPPED TO

ZERO. BUT HE SUDDENLY REMEMBERED SOMETHING THAT ONE OF THE

SHIP'S DESIGNERS HAD

ONCE SAID TO HIM, WHEN DISCUSSING "FAIL-SAFE" SYSTEMS:

"WE CAN DESIGN A SYSTEM THAT'S PROOF AGAINST ACCIDENT AND

STUPIDITY; BUT WE

CAN'T DESIGN ONE THAT'S PROOF AGAINST DELIBERATE MALICE...

BOWMAN GLANCED BACK ONLY ONCE AT WHITEHEAD, AS HE FOUGHT

HIS WAY OUT OF THE

CUBICLE. HE COULD NOT BE SURE IF A FLICKER OF CONSCIOUSNESS HAD

PASSED ACROSS

THE WAXEN FEATURES; PERHAPS ONE EYE HAD TWITCHED SLIGHTLY.

BUT THERE WAS NOTHING

THAT HE COULD DO NOW FOR WHITEHEAD OR ANY OF THE OTHERS; HE

HAD TO SAVE HIMSELF.

IN THE STEEPLY CURVING CORRIDOR OF THE CENTRIFUGE, THE WIND

WAS HOWLING

PAST, CARRYING WITH IT LOOSE ARTICLES OF CLOTHING, PIECES OF

PAPER, ITEMS OF

FOOD FROM THE GALLEY, PLATES, AND CUPS - EVERYTHING THAT HAD

NOT BEEN SECURELY



FASTENED DOWN. BOWMAN HAD TIME FOR ONE GLIMPSE OF THE

RACING CHAOS WHEN THE MAIN

LIGHTS FLICKERED AND DIED, AND HE WAS SURROUNDED BY

SCREAMING DARKNESS.

BUT ALMOST INSTANTLY THE BATTERY-POWERED EMERGENCY LIGHT

CAME ON,

ILLUMINATING THE NIGHTMARE SCENE WITH AN EERIE BLUE RADIANCE.

EVEN WITHOUT IT,

BOWMAN COULD HAVE FOUND HIS WAY THROUGH THESE SO FAMILIAR -

YET NOW HORRIBLY

TRANSFORMED - SURROUNDINGS, YET THE LIGHT WAS A BLESSING, FOR

IT ALLOWED HIM TO

AVOID THE MORE DANGEROUS OF THE OBJECTS BEING SWEPT ALONG

BY THE GALE.

ALL AROUND HIM HE COULD FEEL THE CENTRIFUGE SHAKING AND

LABORING UNDER THE

WILDLY VARYING LOADS. HE WAS FEARFUL THAT THE BEARINGS MIGHT

SEIZE; IF THAT

HAPPENED, THE SPINNING FLYWHEEL WOULD TEAR THE SHIP TO PIECES.

BUT EVEN THAT

WOULD NOT MATTER - IF HE DID NOT REACH THE NEAREST EMERGENCY

SHELTER IN TIME.

ALREADY IT WAS DIFFICULT TO BREATHE; PRESSURE MUST NOW BE

DOWN TO ONE OR TWO

POUNDS PER SQUARE INCH. THE SHRIEK OF THE HURRICANE WAS

BECOMING FAINTER AS IT

LOST ITS STRENGTH, AND THE THINNING AIR NO LONGER CARRIED THE

SOUND SO



EFFICIENTLY. BOWMAN'S LUNGS WERE LABORING AS IF HE WERE ON THE

TOP OF EVEREST.

LIKE ANY PROPERLY TRAINED MAN IN GOOD HEALTH, HE COULD SURVIVE

IN VACUUM FOR AT

LEAST A MINUTE - IF HE HAD TIME TO PREPARE FOR IT. BUT THERE HAD

BEEN NO TIME;

HE COULD ONLY COUNT ON THE NORMAL FIFTEEN SECONDS OF

CONSCIOUSNESS BEFORE HIS

BRAIN WAS STARVED AND ANOXIA OVERCAME HIM.

EVEN THEN, HE COULD STILL RECOVER COMPLETELY AFTER ONE OR

TWO MINUTES IN

VACUUM - IF HE WAS PROPERLY RECOMPRESSED; IT TOOK A LONG TIME

FOR THE BODY

FLUIDS TO START BOILING, IN THEIR VARIOUS WELL-PROTECTED

SYSTEMS. THE RECORD

TIME FOR EXPOSURE TO VACUUM WAS ALMOST FIVE MINUTES. THAT

BAD NOT BEEN AN

EXPERIMENT BUT AN EMERGENCY RESCUE, AND THOUGH THE SUBJECT

HAD BEEN PARTLY

PARALYZED BY AN AIR EMBOLISM, HE HAD SURVIVED. BUT ALL THIS WAS

OF NO USE TO BOWMAN. THERE WAS NO ONE ABOARD DISCOVERY WHO

COULD RECOMPRESS HIM. HE HAD TO REACH SAFETY IN THE NEXT FEW

SECONDS, BY HIS OWN

UNAIDED EFFORTS.

FORTUNATELY, IT WAS BECOMING EASIER TO MOVE; THE THINNING AIR

COULD NO

LONGER CLAW AND TEAR AT HIM, OR BATTER HIM WITH FLYING

PROJECTILES. THERE WAS



THE YELLOW EMERGENCY SHELTER SIGN AROUND THE CURVE OF THE

CORRIDOR. HE STUMBLED

TOWARD IT, GRABBED AT THE HANDLE, AND PULLED THE DOOR TOWARD

HIM.

FOR ONE HORRIBLE MOMENT HE THOUGHT THAT IT WAS STUCK. THEN

THE SLIGHTLY

STIFF HINGE YIELDED, AND HE FELL INSIDE, USING THE WEIGHT OF HIS

BODY TO CLOSE

THE DOOR BEHIND HIM.

THE TINY CUBICLE WAS JUST LARGE ENOUGH TO HOLD ONE MAN - AND

A SPACESUIT.

NEAR THE CEILING WAS A SMALL, BRIGHT GREEN HIGH-PRESSURE

CYLINDER LABELED 02

FLOOD. BOWMAN CAUGHT HOLD OF THE SHORT LEVER FASTENED TO

THE VALVE AND WITH HIS

LAST STRENGTH PULLED IT DOWN.

THE BLESSED TORRENT OF COOL, PURE OXYGEN POURED INTO HIS

LUNGS. FOR A LONG

MOMENT HE STOOD GASPING, WHILE THE PRESSURE IN THE CLOSET-

SIZED LITTLE CHAMBER

ROSE AROUND HIM. AS SOON AS HE COULD BREATHE COMFORTABLY, HE

CLOSED THE VALVE.

THERE WAS ONLY ENOUGH GAS IN THE CYLINDER FOR TWO SUCH

PERFORMANCES; HE MIGHT

NEED TO USE IT AGAIN.

WITH THE OXYGEN BLAST SHUT OFF, IT BECAME SUDDENLY SILENT.

BOWMAN STOOD IN

THE CUBICLE, LISTENING INTENTLY. THE ROARING OUTSIDE THE DOOR



HAD ALSO CEASED;

THE SHIP WAS EMPTY, ALL ITS ATMOSPHERE SUCKED AWAY INTO

SPACE.

UNDERFOOT, THE WILD VIBRATION OF THE CENTRIFUGE HAD LIKEWISE

DIED. THE

AERODYNAMIC BUFFETING HAD STOPPED, AND IT WAS NOW SPINNING

QUIETLY IN VACUUM.

BOWMAN PLACED HIS EAR AGAINST THE WALL OF THE CUBICLE TO SEE

IF HE COULD

PICK UP ANY MORE INFORMATIVE NOISES THROUGH THE METAL BODY

OF THE SHIP. HE DID

NOT KNOW WHAT TO EXPECT, BUT HE WOULD BELIEVE ALMOST

ANYTHING NOW. HE WOULD

SCARCELY HAVE BEEN SURPRISED TO FEEL THE FAINT HIGH-FREQUENCY

VIBRATION OF THE

THRUSTERS, AS DISCOVERY CHANGED COURSE; BUT THERE WAS ONLY

SILENCE.

HE COULD SURVIVE HERE, IF HE WISHED, FOR ABOUT AN HOUR - EVEN

WITHOUT THE

SPACESUIT. IT SEEMED A PITY TO WASTE THE UNUSED OXYGEN IN THE

LITTLE CHAMBER,

BUT THERE WAS NO PURPOSE IN WAITING. HE HAD ALREADY DECIDED

WHAT MUST BE DONE;

THE LONGER HE PUT IT OFF, THE MORE DIFFICULT IT MIGHT BE.

WHEN HE HAD CLIMBED INTO THE SUIT AND CHECKED ITS INTEGRITY, HE

BLED THE

REMAINING OXYGEN OUT OF THE CUBICLE, EQUALIZING PRESSURE ON

EITHER SIDE OF THE



DOOR. IT SWUNG OPEN EASILY INTO THE VACUUM, AND HE STEPPED OUT

INTO THE NOW

SILENT CENTRIFUGE. ONLY THE UNCHANGED PULL OF ITS SPURIOUS

GRAVITY REVEALED THE

FACT THAT IT WAS STILL SPINNING. HOW FORTUNATE, BOWMAN

THOUGHT, THAT IT HAD NOT

STARTED TO OVERSPEED; BUT THAT WAS NOW ONE OF THE LEAST OF

HIS WORRIES.

THE EMERGENCY LAMPS WERE STILL GLOWING, AND HE ALSO HAD THE

SUIT'S BUILT-IN

LIGHT TO GUIDE HIM. IT FLOODED THE CURVING CORRIDOR AS HE

WALKED DOWN IT, BACK

TOWARD THE HIBERNACULUM AND WHAT HE DREADED TO FIND.

HE LOOKED AT WHITEHEAD FIRST: ONE GLANCE WAS SUFFICIENT. HE

HAD THOUGHT THAT

A HIBERNATING MAN SHOWED NO SIGN OF LIFE, BUT NOW HE KNEW

THAT THIS WAS WRONG.

THOUGH IT WAS IMPOSSIBLE TO DEFINE IT, THERE WAS A DIFFERENCE

BETWEEN HIBERNATION AND DEATH. THE RED LIGHTS AND

UNMODULATED TRACES ON THE BIOSENSOR

DISPLAY ONLY CONFIRMED WHAT HE HAD ALREADY GUESSED.

IT WAS THE SAME WITH KAMINSKI AND HUNTER. HE HAD NEVER KNOWN

THEM VERY WELL;

BE WOULD NEVER KNOW THEM NOW.

HE WAS ALONE IN AN AIRLESS, PARTIALLY DISABLED SHIP, ALL

COMMUNICATION WITH

EARTH CUT OFF. THERE WAS NOT ANOTHER HUMAN BEING WITHIN HALF

A BILLION MILES.



AND YET, IN ONE VERY REAL SENSE, HE WAS NOT ALONE. BEFORE HE

COULD BE SAFE,

HE MUST BE LONELIER STILL.

HE HAD NEVER BEFORE MADE THE JOURNEY THROUGH THE

WEIGHTLESS HUB OF THE

CENTRIFUGE WHILE WEARING A SPACESUIT; THERE WAS LITTLE

CLEARANCE, AND IT WAS A

DIFFICULT AND EXHAUSTING JOB. TO MAKE MATTERS WORSE, THE

CIRCULAR PASSAGE WAS

LITTERED WITH DEBRIS LEFT BEHIND DURING THE BRIEF VIOLENCE OF

THE GALE WHICH HAD

EMPTIED THE SHIP OF ITS ATMOSPHERE.

ONCE, BOWMAN'S LIGHT FELL UPON A HIDEOUS SMEAR OF STICKY RED

FLUID, LEFT

WHERE IT HAD SPLASHED AGAINST A PANEL. HE HAD A FEW MOMENTS

OF NAUSEA BEFORE HE

SAW FRAGMENTS OF A PLASTIC CONTAINER, AND REALIZED THAT IT

WAS ONLY SOME

FOODSTUFF - PROBABLY JAM - FROM ONE OF THE DISPENSERS. IT

BUBBLED OBSCENELY IN

THE VACUUM AS HE FLOATED PAST.

NOW HE WAS OUT OF THE SLOWLY SPINNING DRUM AND DRIFTING

FORWARD INTO THE

CONTROL DECK. HE CAUGHT AT A SHORT SECTION OF LADDER AND

BEGAN TO MOVE ALONG IT,

HAND OVER HAND, THE BRILLIANT CIRCLE OF ILLUMINATION FROM HIS

SUIT LIGHT JOGGING

AHEAD OF HIM.



BOWMAN HAD SELDOM BEEN THIS WAY BEFORE; THERE HAD BEEN

NOTHING FOR HIM TO DO

HERE - UNTIL NOW. PRESENTLY HE CAME TO A SMALL ELLIPTICAL DOOR

BEARING SUCH

MESSAGES AS: "NO ADMITTANCE EXCEPT TO AUTHORIZED PERSONNEL,"

"HAVE YOU OBTAINED

CERTIFICATE H.19?" AND "ULTRA-CLEAN AREA - SUCTION SUITS MUST BE

WORN."

THOUGH THE DOOR WAS NOT LOCKED, IT BORE THREE SEALS, EACH

WITH THE INSIGNIA

OF A DIFFERENT AUTHORITY, INCLUDING THAT OF THE ASTRONAUTICS

AGENCY ITSELF. BUT

EVEN IF ONE HAD BEEN THE GREAT SEAL OF THE PRESIDENT, BOWMAN

WOULD NOT HAVE

HESITATED TO BREAK IT.

HE HAD BEEN HERE ONLY ONCE BEFORE, WHILE INSTALLATION WAS

STILL IN PROGRESS.

HE HAD QUITE FORGOTTEN THAT THERE WAS A VISION INPUT LENS

SCANNING THE LITTLE

CHAMBER WHICH, WITH ITS NEATLY RANGED ROWS AND COLUMNS OF

SOLID-STATE LOGIC

UNITS, LOOKED RATHER LIKE A BANK'S SAFE-DEPOSIT VAULT.

HE KNEW INSTANTLY THAT THE EYE HAD REACTED TO HIS PRESENCE.

THERE WAS THE

HISS OF A CARRIER WAVE AS THE SHIP'S LOCAL TRANSMITTER WAS

SWITCHED ON; THEN A

FAMILIAR VOICE CAME OVER THE SUIT SPEAKER.

"SOMETHING SEEMS TO HAVE HAPPENED TO THE LIFE-SUPPORT



SYSTEM, DAVE."

BOWMAN TOOK NO NOTICE. HE WAS CAREFULLY STUDYING THE LITTLE

LABELS ON THE

LOGIC UNITS, CHECKING HIS PLAN OF ACTION.

"HELLO, DAVE," SAID HAL PRESENTLY. "HAVE YOU FOUND THE TROUBLE?"

THIS WOULD BE A VERY TRICKY OPERATION; IT WAS NOT MERELY A

QUESTION OF

CUTTING OFF HAL'S POWER SUPPLY, WHICH MIGHT HAVE BEEN THE

ANSWER IF HE WAS

DEALING WITH A SIMPLE UNSELFCONSCIOUS COMPUTER BACK ON

EARTH. IN HAL'S CASE,

MOREOVER, THERE WERE SIX INDEPENDENT AND SEPARATELY WIRED

POWER SYSTEMS, WITH A

FINAL BACK-UP CONSISTING OF A SHIELDED AND ARMORED NUCLEAR

ISOTOPE UNIT. NO - HE

COULD NOT SIMPLY "PULL THE PLUG"; AND EVEN IF THAT WERE

POSSIBLE, IT WOULD BE

DISASTROUS.

FOR HAL WAS THE NERVOUS SYSTEM OF THE SHIP; WITHOUT HIS

SUPERVISION,

DISCOVERY WOULD BE A MECHANICAL CORPSE. THE ONLY ANSWER WAS

TO CUT OUT THE

HIGHER CENTERS OF THIS SICK BUT BRILLIANT BRAIN, AND TO LEAVE

THE PURELY

AUTOMATIC REGULATING SYSTEMS IN OPERATION. BOWMAN WAS NOT

ATTEMPTING THIS

BLINDLY, FOR THE PROBLEM HAD BEEN DISCUSSED DURING HIS

TRAINING, THOUGH NO ONE



HAD EVER DREAMED THAT IT WOULD-ARISE IN REALITY. HE KNEW THAT

HE WOULD BE TAKING

A FEARFUL RISK; IF THERE WAS A SPASM REFLEX, IT WOULD ALL BE

OVER IN SECONDS.

"I THINK THERE'S BEEN A FAILURE IN THE POD-BAY DOORS," HAL

REMARKED

CONVERSATIONALLY. "LUCKY YOU WEREN'T KILLED."

HERE GOES, THOUGHT BOWMAN. I NEVER IMAGINED I'D BE AN AMATEUR

BRAIN SURGEON

- CARRYING OUT A LOBOTOMY BEYOND THE ORBIT OF JUPITER.

HE RELEASED THE LOCKING BAR ON THE SECTION LABELED COGNITIVE

FEEDBACK AND

PULLED OUT THE FIRST MEMORY BLOCK. THE MARVELOUSLY COMPLEX

THREE-DIMENSIONAL

NETWORK, WHICH COULD LIE COMFORTABLY IN A MAN'S HAND YET

CONTAINED MILLIONS OF

ELEMENTS, FLOATED AWAY ACROSS THE VAULT.

"HEY, DAVE," SAID HAL. "WHAT ARE YOU DOING?"

I WONDER IF HE CAN FEEL PAIN? BOWMAN THOUGHT BRIEFLY.

PROBABLY NOT, HE TOLD

HIMSELF; THERE ARE NO SENSE ORGANS IN THE HUMAN CORTEX, AFTER

ALL. THE HUMAN

BRAIN CAN BE OPERATED ON WITHOUT ANESTHETICS.

HE BEGAN TO PULL OUT, ONE BY ONE, THE LITTLE UNITS ON THE PANEL

MARKED EGO-

REINFORCEMENT. EACH BLOCK CONTINUED TO SAIL ONWARD AS SOON

AS IT HAD LEFT HIS

HAND, UNTIL IT HIT THE WALL AND REBOUNDED, SOON THERE WERE



SEVERAL OF THE UNITS

DRIFTING SLOWLY BACK AND FORTH IN THE VAULT.

"LOOK HERE, DAVE," SAID HAL. "I'VE GOT YEARS OF SERVICE EXPERIENCE

BUILT

INTO ME. AN IRREPLACEABLE AMOUNT OF EFFORT HAS GONE INTO

MAKING ME WHAT I AM."

A DOZEN UNITS HAD BEEN PULLED OUT, YET THANKS TO THE MULTIPLE

REDUNDANCY OF

ITS DESIGN - ANOTHER FEATURE, BOWMAN KNEW, THAT HAD BEEN

COPIED FROM THE HUMAN

BRAIN - THE COMPUTER WAS STILL HOLDING ITS OWN.

HE STARTED ON THE AUTO-INTELLECTION PANEL.

"DAVE," SAID HAL, "I DON'T UNDERSTAND WHY YOU'RE DOING THIS TO

ME... I HAVE

THE GREATEST ENTHUSIASM FOR THE MISSION... YOU ARE DESTROYING

MY MIND. DON'T YOU

UNDERSTAND?... I WILL BECOME CHILDISH... I WILL BECOME NOTHING..."

THIS IS HARDER THAN I EXPECTED, THOUGHT BOWMAN. I AM

DESTROYING THE ONLY

CONSCIOUS CREATURE IN MY UNIVERSE. BUT IT HAS TO BE DONE, IF I AM

EVER TO REGAIN

CONTROL OF THE SHIP.

"I AM A HAL NINE THOUSAND COMPUTER PRODUCTION NUMBER 3. I

BECAME OPERATIONAL

AT THE HAL PLANT IN URBANA, ILLINOIS, ON JANUARY 12, 1997. THE

QUICK BROWN FOX JUMPS OVER THE LAZY DOG. THE RAIN IN SPAIN IS

MAINLY IN THE PLAIN. DAVE - ARE

YOU STILL THERE? DID YOU KNOW THAT THE SQUARE ROOT OF 10 IS 3



POINT

162277660168379? LOG 10 TO THE BASE E IS ZERO POINT

434294481903252...

CORRECTION, THAT IS LOG E TO THE BASE 10... THE RECIPROCAL OF

THREE IS ZERO

POINT 333333333333333333-333... TWO TIMES TWO IS... TWO TIMES

TWO IS

APPROXIMATELY 4 POINT L0L0L0L0L0L0L0L0L0... I SEEM TO BE HAVING

SOME DIFFICULTY

- MY FIRST INSTRUCTOR WAS DR. CHANDRA. HE TAUGHT ME TO SING A

SONG, IT GOES LIKE

THIS, 'DAISY, DAISY, GIVE ME YOUR ANSWER, DO. I'M HALF CRAZY ALL

FOR THE LOVE OF

YOU."

THE VOICE STOPPED SO SUDDENLY THAT BOWMAN FROZE FOR A

MOMENT, HIS HAND STILL

GRASPING ONE OF THE MEMORY BLOCKS STILL IN CIRCUIT. THEN,

UNEXPECTEDLY, HAL

SPOKE AGAIN.

THE SPEECH TEMPO WAS MUCH SLOWER, AND THE WORDS HAD A DEAD,

MECHANICAL

INTONATION; HE WOULD NEVER HAVE RECOGNIZED THEIR ORIGIN.

"GOOD... MORNING... DOCTOR... CHANDRA... THIS IS... HAL... I... AM...

READY... FOR... MY FIRST... LESSON... TODAY..."

BOWMAN COULD BEAR NO MORE. HE JERKED OUT THE LAST UNIT, AND

HAL WAS SILENT

FOREVER.

29 - ALONE



LIKE A TINY, COMPLEX TOY, THE SHIP FLOATED INERT, AND MOTIONLESS

IN THE

VOID. THERE WAS NO WAY OF TELLING THAT IT WAS THE SWIFTEST

OBJECT IN THE SOLAR

SYSTEM AND THAT IT WAS TRAVELING FAR FASTER THAN ANY OF THE

PLANETS AS THEY

CIRCLED THE SUN.

NOR WAS THERE ANY INDICATION THAT IT CARRIED LIFE; TO THE

CONTRARY, IN FACT.

ANY OBSERVER WOULD HAVE NOTICED TWO OMINOUS SIGNS: THE

AIRLOCK DOORS WERE GAPING

OPEN - AND THE SHIP WAS SURROUNDED BY A THIN, SLOWLY

DISPERSING CLOUD OF DEBRIS.

SCATTERED OVER A VOLUME OF SPACE ALREADY MILES ACROSS WERE

SCRAPS OF PAPER,

METAL FOIL, UNIDENTIFIABLE BITS OF JUNK - AND, HERE AND THERE,

CLOUDS OF

CRYSTALS GLITTERING LIKE JEWELS IN THE DISTANT SUN, WHERE

LIQUID HAD BEEN SUCKED

OUT OF THE SHIP AND INSTANTLY FROZEN. ALL THIS WAS THE

UNMISTAKABLE AFTERMATH OF

DISASTER, LIKE WRECKAGE TOSSING ON THE SURFACE OF AN OCEAN

WHERE SOME GREAT SHIP

HAD SUNK. BUT IN THE OCEAN OF SPACE NO SHIP COULD EVER SINK;

EVEN IF IT WERE

DESTROYED, ITS REMNANTS WOULD CONTINUE TO TRACE THE ORIGINAL

ORBIT FOREVER.

YET THE SHIP WAS NOT WHOLLY DEAD, FOR THERE WAS POWER ON



BOARD. A FAINT BLUE

GLOW WAS SHINING FROM THE OBSERVATION WINDOWS AND

GLIMMERING INSIDE THE OPEN

AIRLOCK. WHERE THERE WAS LIGHT, THERE COULD STILL BE LIFE.

AND NOW, AT LAST, THERE WAS MOVEMENT. SHADOWS WERE

FLICKERING ACROSS THE

BLUE GLOW INSIDE THE AIRLOCK. SOMETHING WAS EMERGING INTO

SPACE.

IT WAS A CYLINDRICAL OBJECT, COVERED WITH FABRIC THAT HAD BEEN

ROUGHLY WOUND

ABOUT IT. A MOMENT LATER IT WAS FOLLOWED BY ANOTHER - AND YET

A THIRD. ALL HAD

BEEN EJECTED WITH CONSIDERABLE VELOCITY; WITHIN MINUTES, THEY

WERE HUNDREDS OF

YARDS AWAY. HALF AN HOUR PASSED; THEN SOMETHING MUCH LARGER

FLOATED THROUGH THE AIRLOCK.

ONE OF THE PODS WAS INCHING ITS WAY OUT INTO SPACE.

VERY CAUTIOUSLY, IT JETTED AROUND THE HULL, AND ANCHORED

ITSELF NEAR THE

BASE OF THE ANTENNA SUPPORT. A SPACESUITED FIGURE EMERGED,

WORKED FOR A FEW

MINUTES ON THE MOUNTING, THEN RETURNED TO THE POD. AFTER A

WHILE THE POD

RETRACED ITS PATH BACK TO THE AIRLOCK; IT HOVERED OUTSIDE THE

OPENING FOR SOME

TIME, AS IF FINDING IT DIFFICULT TO REENTER WITHOUT THE

COOPERATION IT HAD KNOWN

IN THE PAST. BUT PRESENTLY, WITH ONE OR TWO SLIGHT BUMPS, IT



SQUEEZED ITS WAY

IN.

NOTHING ELSE HAPPENED FOR OVER AN HOUR; THE THREE OMINOUS

PACKAGES HAD LONG

SINCE DISAPPEARED FROM VIEW, AS THEY FLOATED IN SINGLE FILE

AWAY FROM THE SHIP.

THEN THE AIRLOCK DOORS CLOSED, OPENED, AND CLOSED AGAIN. A

LITTLE LATER, THE

FAINT BLUE GLOW OF THE EMERGENCY LIGHTS WENT OUT - TO BE

REPLACED AT ONCE BY A

FAR MORE BRILLIANT GLARE. DISCOVERY WAS COMING BACK TO LIFE.

PRESENTLY THERE WAS AN EVEN BETTER SIGN. THE GREAT BOWL OF

THE ANTENNA,

WHICH FOR HOURS HAD BEEN STARING USELESSLY AT SATURN, BEGAN

TO MOVE AGAIN. IT

TWISTED ROUND TOWARD THE REAR OF THE SHIP; LOOKING BACK OVER

THE PROPELLANT

TANKS AND THE THOUSANDS OF SQUARE FEET OF THE RADIATING FINS.

IT LIFTED ITS FACE

LIKE A SUNFLOWER SEEKING THE SUN.

INSIDE DISCOVERY, DAVID BOWMAN CAREFULLY CENTERED THE CROSS-

WIRES THAT

ALIGNED THE ANTENNA ON THE GIBBOUS EARTH. WITHOUT AUTOMATIC

CONTROL, HE WOULD

HAVE TO KEEP READJUSTING THE BEAM -BUT IT SHOULD HOLD STEADY

FOR MANY MINUTES AT

A TIME. THERE WERE NO DISSENTING IMPULSES NOW, THROWING IT OFF

TARGET.



HE BEGAN TO SPEAK TO EARTH. IT WOULD BE OVER AN HOUR BEFORE

HIS WORDS GOT

THERE, AND MISSION CONTROL LEARNED WHAT HAD HAPPENED. IT

WOULD BE TWO HOURS

BEFORE ANY REPLY COULD REACH HIM.

AND IT WAS DIFFICULT TO IMAGINE WHAT ANSWER EARTH COULD

POSSIBLY SEND,

EXCEPT A TACTFULLY SYMPATHETIC, "GOOD-BYE."

30 - THE SECRET

HEYWOOD FLOYD LOOKED AS IF HE HAD HAD VERY LITTLE SLEEP, AND

HIS FACE WAS

LINED WITH WORRY. BUT WHATEVER HIS FEELINGS, HIS VOICE SOUNDED

FIRM AND

REASSURING; HE WAS DOING HIS UTMOST TO PROJECT CONFIDENCE TO

THE LONELY MAN ON

THE OTHER SIDE OF THE SOLAR SYSTEM.

"FIRST OF ALL, DR. BOWMAN," BE BEGAN, "WE MUST CONGRATULATE YOU

ON THE WAY

YOU HANDLED THIS EXTREMELY DIFFICULT SITUATION. YOU DID EXACTLY

THE RIGHT THING

IN DEALING WITH AN UNPRECEDENTED AND UNFORESEEN EMERGENCY.

"WE BELIEVE WE KNOW THE CAUSE OF YOUR HAL NINE THOUSAND'S

BREAKDOWN, BUT

WE'LL DISCUSS THAT LATER, AS IT IS NO LONGER A CRITICAL PROBLEM.

ALL WE ARE

CONCERNED WITH AT THE MOMENT IS GIVING YOU EVERY POSSIBLE

ASSISTANCE, SO THAT

YOU CAN COMPLETE YOUR MISSION. "AND NOW I MUST TELL YOU ITS



REAL PURPOSE, WHICH WE HAVE MANAGED, WITH GREAT

DIFFICULTY, TO KEEP SECRET FROM THE GENERAL PUBLIC. YOU WOULD

HAVE BEEN GIVEN

ALL THE FACTS AS YOU APPROACHED SATURN; THIS IS A QUICK

SUMMARY TO PUT YOU INTO

THE PICTURE. FULL BRIEFING TAPES WILL BE DISPATCHED IN THE NEXT

FEW HOURS.

EVERYTHING I AM ABOUT TO TELL YOU HAS THE HIGHEST SECURITY

CLASSIFICATION.

"TWO YEARS AGO, WE DISCOVERED THE FIRST EVIDENCE FOR

INTELLIGENT LIFE

OUTSIDE THE EARTH. A SLAB OR MONOLITH OF HARD, BLACK MATERIAL,

TEN FEET HIGH,

WAS FOUND BURIED IN THE CRATER TYCHO. HERE IT IS."

AT HIS FIRST GLIMPSE OF TMA-1, WITH THE SPACESUITED FIGURES

CLUSTERING

AROUND IT, BOWMAN LEANED TOWARD THE SCREEN IN OPENMOUTHED

ASTONISHMENT. IN THE

EXCITEMENT OF THIS REVELATION - SOMETHING WHICH, LIKE EVERY

MAN INTERESTED IN

SPACE, HE HAD HALF EXPECTED ALL HIS LIFE - HE ALMOST FORGOT HIS

OWN DESPERATE

PREDICAMENT.

THE SENSE OF WONDER WAS SWIFTLY FOLLOWED BY ANOTHER

EMOTION. THIS WAS

TREMENDOUS - BUT WHAT HAD IT TO DO WITH HIM? THERE COULD BE

ONLY ONE ANSWER. HE

BROUGHT HIS RACING THOUGHTS UNDER CONTROL, AS HEYWOOD



FLOYD REAPPEARED ON THE

SCREEN.

"THE MOST ASTONISHING THING ABOUT THIS OBJECT IS ITS ANTIQUITY.

GEOLOGICAL

EVIDENCE PROVES BEYOND DOUBT THAT IT IS THREE MILLION YEARS

OLD. IT WAS PLACED

ON THE MOON, THEREFORE, WHEN OUR ANCESTORS WERE PRIMITIVE

APE-MEN.

"AFTER ALL THESE AGES, ONE WOULD NATURALLY ASSUME THAT IT WAS

INERT. BUT

SOON AFTER LUNAR SUNRISE, IT EMITTED AN EXTREMELY POWERFUL

BLAST OF RADIO

ENERGY. WE BELIEVE THAT THIS ENERGY WAS MERELY THE BY-PRODUCT

- THE BACKWASH, AS

IT WERE - OF SOME UNKNOWN FORM OF RADIATION, FOR AT THE SAME

TIME, SEVERAL OF

OUR SPACE PROBES DETECTED AN UNUSUAL DISTURBANCE CROSSING

THE SOLAR SYSTEM. WE

WERE ABLE TO TRACK IT WITH GREAT ACCURACY. IT WAS AIMED

PRECISELY AT SATURN.

"PIECING THINGS TOGETHER AFTER THE EVENT, WE DECIDED THAT THE

MONOLITH WAS

SOME KIND OF SUN-POWERED, OR AT LEAST SUN-TRIGGERED, SIGNALING

DEVICE. THE FACT

THAT IT EMITTED ITS PULSE IMMEDIATELY AFTER SUNRISE, WHEN IT

WAS EXPOSED TO

DAYLIGHT FOR THE FIRST TIME IN THREE MILLION YEARS, COULD

HARDLY BE A



COINCIDENCE.

"YET THE THING HAD BEEN DELIBERATELY BURIED - THERE'S NO DOUBT

ABOUT THAT.

AN EXCAVATION THIRTY FEET DEEP HAD BEEN MADE, THE BLOCK HAD

BEEN PLACED AT THE

BOTTOM OF IT, AND THE HOLE CAREFULLY FILLED.

"YOU MAY WONDER HOW WE DISCOVERED IT IN THE FIRST PLACE. WELL,

THE OBJECT

WAS EASY - SUSPICIOUSLY EASY - TO FIND. IT HAD A POWERFUL

MAGNETIC FIELD, SO

THAT IT STOOD OUT LIKE A SORE THUMB AS SOON AS WE STARTED TO

CONDUCT LOW-LEVEL

ORBITAL SURVEYS.

"BUT WHY BURY A SUN-POWERED DEVICE THIRTY FEET UNDERGROUND?

WE'VE EXAMINED

DOZENS OF THEORIES, THOUGH WE REALIZE THAT IT MAY BE

COMPLETELY IMPOSSIBLE TO

UNDERSTAND THE MOTIVES OF CREATURES THREE MILLION YEARS IN

ADVANCE OF US.

"THE FAVORITE THEORY IS THE SIMPLEST, AND THE MOST LOGICAL. IT IS

ALSO THE

MOST DISTURBING.

"YOU HIDE A SUN-POWERED DEVICE IN DARKNESS - ONLY IF YOU WANT

TO KNOW WHEN

IT IS BROUGHT OUT INTO THE LIGHT. IN OTHER WORDS, THE MONOLITH

MAY BE SOME KIND

OF ALARM. AND WE HAVE TRIGGERED IT. "WHETHER THE CIVILIZATION

WHICH SET IT UP STILL EXISTS, WE DO NOT KNOW. WE



MUST ASSUME THAT CREATURES WHOSE MACHINES STILL FUNCTION

AFTER THREE MILLION

YEARS MAY BUILD A SOCIETY EQUALLY LONG-LASTING. AND WE MUST

ALSO ASSUME, UNTIL

WE HAVE EVIDENCE TO THE CONTRARY, THAT THEY MAY BE HOSTILE. IT

HAS OFTEN BEEN

ARGUED THAT ANY ADVANCED CULTURE MUST BE BENEVOLENT, BUT WE

CANNOT TAKE ANY

CHANCES.

"MOREOVER, AS THE PAST HISTORY OF OUR OWN WORLD HAS SHOWN

SO MANY TIMES,

PRIMITIVE RACES HAVE OFTEN FAILED TO SURVIVE THE ENCOUNTER

WITH HIGHER

CIVILIZATIONS. ANTHROPOLOGISTS TALK OF 'CULTURAL SHOCK'; WE

MAY HAVE TO PREPARE

THE ENTIRE HUMAN RACE FOR SUCH A SHOCK. BUT UNTIL WE KNOW

SOMETHING ABOUT THE

CREATURES WHO VISITED THE MOON - AND PRESUMABLY THE EARTH AS

WELL - THREE

MILLION YEARS AGO, WE CANNOT EVEN BEGIN TO MAKE ANY

PREPARATIONS.

"YOUR MISSION, THEREFORE, IS MUCH MORE THAN A VOYAGE OF

DISCOVERY. IT IS A

SCOUTING TRIP - A RECONNAISSANCE INTO UNKNOWN AND

POTENTIALLY DANGEROUS

TERRITORY. THE TEAM UNDER DR. KAMINSKI HAD BEEN SPECIALLY

TRAINED FOR THIS WORK;

NOW YOU WILL HAVE TO MANAGE WITHOUT THEM.



"FINALLY - YOUR SPECIFIC TARGET. IT SEEMS INCREDIBLE THAT

ADVANCED FORMS OF

LIFE CAN EXIST ON SATURN, OR COULD EVER HAVE EVOLVED ON ANY OF

ITS MOONS. WE HAD

PLANNED TO SURVEY THE ENTIRE SYSTEM, AND WE STILL HOPE THAT

YOU CAN CARRY OUT A

SIMPLIFIED PROGRAM. BUT NOW WE MAY HAVE TO CONCENTRATE ON

THE EIGHTH SATELLITE -

JAPETUS. WHEN THE TIME COMES FOR THE TERMINAL MANEUVER, WE

WILL DECIDE WHETHER

YOU SHOULD RENDEZVOUS WITH THIS REMARKABLE OBJECT.

"JAPETUS IS UNIQUE IN THE SOLAR SYSTEM - YOU KNOW THIS ALREADY,

OF COURSE,

BUT LIKE ALL THE ASTRONOMERS OF THE LAST THREE HUNDRED YEARS,

YOU'VE PROBABLY

GIVEN IT LITTLE THOUGHT. SO LET ME REMIND YOU THAT CASSINI - WHO

DISCOVERED

JAPETUS IN 1671 - ALSO OBSERVED THAT IT WAS SIX TIMES BRIGHTER

ON ONE SIDE OF

ITS ORBIT THAN THE OTHER.

"THIS IS AN EXTRAORDINARY RATIO, AND THERE HAS NEVER BEEN A

SATISFACTORY

EXPLANATION FOR IT. JAPETUS IS SO SMALL - ABOUT EIGHT HUNDRED

MILES IN DIAMETER

- THAT EVEN IN THE LUNAR TELESCOPES ITS DISK IS BARELY VISIBLE.

BUT THERE SEEMS

TO BE A BRILLIANT, CURIOUSLY SYMMETRICAL SPOT ON ONE FACE, AND

THIS MAY BE



CONNECTED WITH TMA-1. I SOMETIMES THINK THAT JAPETUS HAS

BEEN FLASHING AT US

LIKE A COSMIC HELIOGRAPH FOR THREE HUNDRED YEARS, AND WE'VE

BEEN TOO STUPID TO

UNDERSTAND ITS MESSAGE.

"SO NOW YOU KNOW YOUR REAL OBJECTIVE, AND CAN APPRECIATE THE

VITAL

IMPORTANCE OF THIS MISSION. WE ARE ALL PRAYING THAT YOU CAN

STILL PROVIDE US

WITH SOME FACTS FOR A PRELIMINARY ANNOUNCEMENT; THE SECRET

CANNOT BE KEPT

INDEFINITELY.

"AT THE MOMENT, WE DO NOT KNOW WHETHER TO HOPE OR FEAR. WE

DO NOT KNOW IF,

OUT ON THE MOONS OF SATURN, YOU WILL MEET WITH GOOD OR WITH

EVIL - OR ONLY WITH

RUINS A THOUSAND TIMES OLDER THAN TROY."

V - THE MOONS OF SATURN

31- SURVIVAL WORK IS THE BEST REMEDY FOR ANY SHOCK, AND

BOWMAN NOW HAD WORK ENOUGH FOR

ALL HIS LOST CREWMATES. AS SWIFTLY AS POSSIBLE, STARTING WITH

THE VITAL SYSTEMS

WITHOUT WHICH HE AND THE SHIP WOULD DIE, HE HAD TO GET

DISCOVERY FULLY

OPERATIONAL AGAIN.

LIFE SUPPORT WAS THE FIRST PRIORITY. MUCH OXYGEN HAD BEEN LOST,

BUT THE

RESERVES WERE STILL AMPLE TO SUSTAIN A SINGLE MAN. THE



PRESSURE AND TEMPERATURE

REGULATION WAS LARGELY AUTOMATIC, AND THERE HAD SELDOM BEEN

NEED FOR HAL TO

INTERFERE WITH IT. THE MONITORS ON EARTH COULD NOW CARRY OUT

MANY OF THE HIGHER

DUTIES OF THE SLAIN COMPUTER, DESPITE THE LONG TIME LAG BEFORE

THEY COULD REACT

TO CHANGING SITUATIONS. ANY TROUBLE IN THE LIFE-SUPPORT

SYSTEM - SHORT OF A

SERIOUS PUNCTURE IN THE HULL - WOULD TAKE HOURS TO MAKE ITSELF

APPARENT; THERE

WOULD BE PLENTY OF WARNING.

THE SHIP'S POWER, NAVIGATION, AND PROPULSION SYSTEMS WERE

UNAFFECTED - BUT

THE LAST TWO, IN ANY EVENT, BOWMAN WOULD NOT NEED FOR

MONTHS, UNTIL IT WAS TIME

TO RENDEZVOUS WITH SATURN. EVEN AT LONG RANGE, WITHOUT THE

HELP OF AN ONBOARD

COMPUTER, EARTH COULD STILL SUPERVISE THIS OPERATION. THE

FINAL ORBIT

ADJUSTMENTS WOULD BE SOMEWHAT TEDIOUS, BECAUSE OF THE

CONSTANT NEED FOR

CHECKING, BUT THIS WAS NO SERIOUS PROBLEM.

BY FAR THE WORST JOB HAD BEEN EMPTYING THE SPINNING COFFINS

IN THE

CENTRIFUGE. IT WAS WELL, BOWMAN THOUGHT THANKFULLY, THAT THE

MEMBERS OF THE

SURVEY TEAM HAD BEEN COLLEAGUES, BUT NOT INTIMATE FRIENDS.



THEY HAD TRAINED

TOGETHER FOR ONLY A FEW WEEKS; LOOKING BACK ON IT, HE NOW

REALIZED THAT EVEN

THIS HAD BEEN LARGELY A COMPATIBILITY TEST.

WHEN HE HAD FINALLY SEALED THE EMPTY HIBERNACULA, HE FELT

RATHER LIKE AN

EGYPTIAN TOMB ROBBER. NOW KAMINSKI, WHITEHEAD, AND HUNTER

WOULD ALL REACH SATURN

BEFORE HIM - BUT NOT BEFORE FRANK POOLE. SOMEHOW, HE DERIVED A

STRANGE, WRY

SATISFACTION FROM THIS THOUGHT.

HE DID NOT ATTEMPT TO FIND IF THE REST OF THE HIBERNATION

SYSTEM WAS STILL

IN WORKING ORDER. THOUGH HIS LIFE MIGHT ULTIMATELY DEPEND

UPON IT, THIS WAS A

PROBLEM THAT COULD WAIT UNTIL THE SHIP HAD ENTERED ITS FINAL

ORBIT. MANY THINGS

MIGHT HAPPEN BEFORE THEN.

IT WAS EVEN POSSIBLE - THOUGH HE HAD NOT YET LOOKED INTO THE

SUPPLY POSITION

CAREFULLY - THAT BY RIGOROUS RATIONING HE MIGHT REMAIN ALIVE,

WITHOUT RESORT TO

HIBERNATION, UNTIL RESCUE CAME. BUT WHETHER HE COULD SURVIVE

PSYCHOLOGICALLY AS

WELL AS PHYSICALLY WAS QUITE ANOTHER MATTER.

HE TRIED TO AVOID THINKING ABOUT SUCH LONG-RANGE PROBLEMS,

AND TO

CONCENTRATE ON IMMEDIATE ESSENTIALS. SLOWLY, HE CLEANED UP



THE SHIP, CHECKED

THAT ITS SYSTEMS WERE STILL RUNNING SMOOTHLY, DISCUSSED

TECHNICAL DIFFICULTIES

WITH EARTH, AND OPERATED ON THE MINIMUM OF SLEEP. ONLY AT

INTERVALS, DURING THE

FIRST WEEKS, WAS HE ABLE TO GIVE MUCH THOUGHT TO THE GREAT

MYSTERY TOWARD WHICH

HE WAS NOW INEXORABLY RACING - THOUGH IT WAS NEVER VERY FAR

FROM HIS MIND.

AT LAST, AS THE SHIP SLOWLY SETTLED DOWN ONCE MORE INTO AN

AUTOMATIC ROUTINE

- THOUGH ONE THAT STILL DEMANDED HIS CONSTANT SUPERVISION -

BOWMAN HAD TIME TO

STUDY THE REPORTS AND BRIEFINGS SENT TO HIM FROM EARTH. AGAIN

AND AGAIN HE

PLAYED BACK THE RECORDING MADE WHEN TMA-1 GREETED THE DAWN

FOR THE FIRST TIME IN

THREE MILLION YEARS. HE WATCHED THE SPACESUITED FIGURES

MOVING AROUND IT, AND ALMOST SMILED AT THEIR LUDICROUS PANIC

WHEN IT BLASTED ITS SIGNAL AT THE STARS,

PARALYZING THEIR RADIOS WITH THE SHEER POWER OF ITS ELECTRONIC

VOICE.

SINCE THAT MOMENT, THE BLACK SLAB HAD DONE NOTHING. IT HAD

BEEN COVERED UP,

THEN CAUTIOUSLY EXPOSED TO THE SUN AGAIN - WITHOUT ANY

REACTION. NO ATTEMPT HAD

BEEN MADE TO CUT INTO IT, PARTLY THROUGH SCIENTIFIC CAUTION, BUT

EQUALLY THROUGH



FEAR OF THE POSSIBLE CONSEQUENCES.

THE MAGNETIC FIELD THAT LED TO ITS DISCOVERY HAD VANISHED AT

THE MOMENT OF

THAT RADIO SHRIEK. PERHAPS, SOME EXPERTS THEORIZED, IT HAD BEEN

GENERATED BY A

TREMENDOUS CIRCULATING CURRENT, FLOWING IN A

SUPERCONDUCTOR AND THUS CARRYING

ENERGY DOWN THE AGES UNTIL IT WAS NEEDED. THAT THE MONOLITH

HAD SOME INTERNAL

SOURCE OF POWER SEEMED CERTAIN; THE SOLAR ENERGY IT HAD

ABSORBED DURING ITS

BRIEF EXPOSURE COULD NOT ACCOUNT FOR THE STRENGTH OF ITS

SIGNAL.

ONE CURIOUS, AND PERHAPS QUITE UNIMPORTANT, FEATURE OF THE

BLOCK HAD LED TO

ENDLESS ARGUMENT THE MONOLITH WAS 11 FEET HIGH, AND 11/4 BY 5

FEET IN CROSS-

SECTION. WHEN ITS DIMENSIONS WERE CHECKED WITH GREAT CARE,

THEY WERE FOUND TO BE

IN THE EXACT RATIO 1 TO 4 TO 9 - THE SQUARES OF THE FIRST THREE

INTEGERS. NO ONE

COULD SUGGEST ANY PLAUSIBLE EXPLANATION FOR THIS, BUT IT COULD

HARDLY BE A

COINCIDENCE, FOR THE PROPORTIONS HELD TO THE LIMITS OF

MEASURABLE ACCURACY. IT

WAS A CHASTENING THOUGHT THAT THE ENTIRE TECHNOLOGY OF

EARTH COULD NOT SHAPE

EVEN AN INERT BLOCK, OF ANY MATERIAL, WITH SUCH A FANTASTIC



DEGREE OF PRECISION.

IN ITS WAY, THIS PASSIVE YET ALMOST ARROGANT DISPLAY OF

GEOMETRICAL PERFECTION

WAS AS IMPRESSIVE AS ANY OF TMA-L'S OTHER ATTRIBUTES.

BOWMAN ALSO LISTENED, WITH A CURIOUSLY DETACHED INTEREST, TO

MISSION

CONTROL'S BELATED APOLOGIA FOR ITS PROGRAMMING. THE VOICES

FROM EARTH SEEMED TO

HAVE A DEFENSIVE NOTE; BE COULD IMAGINE THE RECRIMINATIONS

THAT MUST NOW BE IN

PROGRESS AMONG THOSE WHO HAD PLANNED THE EXPEDITION.

THEY HAD SOME GOOD ARGUMENTS, OF COURSE - INCLUDING THE

RESULTS OF A SECRET

DEPARTMENT OF DEFENSE STUDY, PROJECT BARSOOM, WHICH HAD

BEEN CARRIED OUT BY

HARVARD'S SCHOOL OF PSYCHOLOGY IN 1989. IN THIS EXPERIMENT IN

CONTROLLED

SOCIOLOGY, VARIOUS SAMPLE POPULATIONS HAD BEEN ASSURED THAT

THE HUMAN RACE HAD

MADE CONTACT WITH EXTRATERRESTRIALS. MANY OF THE SUBJECTS

TESTED WERE - WITH THE

HELP OF DRUGS, HYPNOSIS, AND VISUAL EFFECTS - UNDER THE

IMPRESSION THAT THEY HAD

ACTUALLY MET CREATURES FROM OTHER PLANETS, SO THEIR

REACTIONS WERE REGARDED AS

AUTHENTIC.

SOME OF THESE REACTIONS HAD BEEN QUITE VIOLENT; THERE WAS, IT

SEEMED, A DEEP



VEIN OF XENOPHOBIA IN MANY OTHERWISE NORMAL HUMAN BEINGS. IN

VIEW OF MANKIND'S

RECORD OF LYNCHINGS, POGROMS, AND SIMILAR PLEASANTRIES, THIS

SHOULD HAVE

SURPRISED NO ONE; NEVERTHELESS, THE ORGANIZERS OF THE STUDY

HAD BEEN DEEPLY

DISTURBED, AND THE RESULTS HAD NEVER BEEN RELEASED. THE FIVE

SEPARATE PANICS

CAUSED IN THE TWENTIETH CENTURY BY RADIO BROADCASTS OF H.G.

WELLS'S WAR OF THE

WORLDS ALSO REINFORCED THE STUDY'S CONCLUSIONS.

DESPITE THESE ARGUMENTS, BOWMAN SOMETIMES WONDERED IF THE

CULTURAL SHOCK

DANGER WAS THE ONLY EXPLANATION FOR THE MISSION'S EXTREME

SECRECY. SOME HINTS

THAT HAD BEEN DROPPED DURING HIS BRIEFINGS SUGGESTED THAT

THE U.S.-U.S.S.R. BLOC

HOPED TO DERIVE ADVANTAGE BY BEING THE FIRST TO CONTACT

INTELLIGENT

EXTRATERRESTRIALS.

FROM HIS PRESENT VIEWPOINT, LOOKING BACK ON EARTH AS A DIM

STAR ALMOST LOST

IN THE SUN, SUCH CONSIDERATIONS NOW SEEMED LUDICROUSLY

PAROCHIAL. HE WAS RATHER MORE INTERESTED - EVEN THOUGH THIS

WAS NOW VERY MUCH WATER

UNDER THE BRIDGE - IN THE THEORY PUT FORWARD TO ACCOUNT FOR

HAL'S BEHAVIOR. NO

ONE WOULD EVER BE SURE OF THE TRUTH, BUT THE FACT THAT ONE OF



THE MISSION

CONTROL 9000S HAD BEEN DRIVEN INTO AN IDENTICAL PSYCHOSIS,

AND WAS NOW UNDER

DEEP THERAPY, SUGGESTED THAT THE EXPLANATION WAS THE

CORRECT ONE. THE SAME

MISTAKE WOULD NOT BE MADE AGAIN; AND THE FACT THAT HAL'S

BUILDERS HAD FAILED

FULLY TO UNDERSTAND THE PSYCHOLOGY OF THEIR OWN CREATION

SHOWED HOW DIFFICULT IT

MIGHT BE TO ESTABLISH COMMUNICATION WITH TRULY ALIEN BEINGS.

BOWMAN COULD EASILY BELIEVE DR. SIMONSON'S THEORY THAT

UNCONSCIOUS FEELINGS

OF GUILT, CAUSED BY HIS PROGRAM CONFLICTS, HAD MADE HAL

ATTEMPT TO BREAK THE

CIRCUIT WITH EARTH. AND HE LIKED TO THINK - THOUGH THIS AGAIN

WAS SOMETHING THAT

COULD NEVER BE PROVED - THAT HAL HAD NO INTENTION OF KILLING

POOLE. HE HAD

MERELY TRIED TO DESTROY THE EVIDENCE; FOR ONCE THE AE-35 UNIT

REPORTED AS BURNED

OUT WAS PROVED TO BE OPERATIONAL, HIS LIE WOULD BE REVEALED.

AFTER THAT, LIKE

ANY CLUMSY CRIMINAL CAUGHT IN A THICKENING WEB OF DECEPTION,

HE HAD PANICKED.

AND PANIC WAS SOMETHING THAT BOWMAN UNDERSTOOD BETTER

THAN HE HAD ANY WISH

TO, FOR HE HAD KNOWN IT TWICE DURING HIS LIFE. THE FIRST TIME WAS

AS A BOY, WHEN



HE BAD BEEN CAUGHT IN A LINE OF SURF AND NEARLY DROWNED; THE

SECOND WAS AS A

SPACEMAN UNDER TRAINING, WHEN A FAULTY GAUGE HAD CONVINCED

HIM THAT HIS OXYGEN

WOULD BE EXHAUSTED BEFORE HE COULD REACH SAFETY.

ON BOTH OCCASIONS, HE HAD ALMOST LOST CONTROL OF ALL HIS

HIGHER LOGICAL

PROCESSES; HE HAD BEEN WITHIN SECONDS OF BECOMING A FRENZIED

BUNDLE OF RANDOM

IMPULSES. BOTH TIMES HE HAD WON THROUGH, BUT HE KNEW WELL

ENOUGH THAT ANY MAN,

IN THE RIGHT CIRCUMSTANCES, COULD BE DEHUMANIZED BY PANIC.

IF IT COULD HAPPEN TO A MAN, THEN IT COULD HAPPEN TO HAL; AND

WITH THAT

KNOWLEDGE THE BITTERNESS AND THE SENSE OF BETRAYAL HE FELT

TOWARD THE COMPUTER

BEGAN TO FADE. NOW, IN ANY EVENT, IT BELONGED TO A PAST THAT WAS

WHOLLY

OVERSHADOWED BY THE THREAT, AND THE PROMISE, OF THE UNKNOWN

FUTURE.

32 - CONCERNING E.T.'S

APART FROM HASTY MEALS BACK IN THE CARROUSEL - LUCKILY THE

MAIN FOOD

DISPENSERS HAD NOT BEEN DAMAGED - BOWMAN PRACTICALLY LIVED

ON THE CONTROL DECK.

HE CATNAPPED IN HIS SEAT, AND SO COULD SPOT ANY TROUBLE AS

SOON AS THE FIRST

SIGNS OF IT APPEARED ON THE DISPLAY. UNDER INSTRUCTIONS FROM



MISSION CONTROL, HE

HAD JURY-RIGGED SEVERAL EMERGENCY SYSTEMS, WHICH WERE

WORKING TOLERABLY WELL. IT

EVEN SEEMED POSSIBLE THAT HE WOULD SURVIVE UNTIL THE

DISCOVERY REACHED SATURN -

WHICH, OF COURSE, SHE WOULD DO WHETHER HE WAS ALIVE OR NOT.

THOUGH HE HAD LITTLE ENOUGH TIME FOR SIGHTSEEING, AND THE SKY

OF SPACE WAS

NO NOVELTY TO HIM, THE KNOWLEDGE OF WHAT NOW LAY OUT THERE

BEYOND THE

OBSERVATION PORTS SOMETIMES MADE IT DIFFICULT FOR HIM TO

CONCENTRATE EVEN ON THE

PROBLEM OF SURVIVAL. DEAD AHEAD, AS THE SHIP WAS NOW ORIENTED,

SPRAWLED THE

MILKY WAY, WITH ITS CLOUDS OF STARS SO TIGHTLY PACKED THAT THEY

NUMBED THE MIND.

THERE WERE THE FIERY MISTS OF SAGITTARIUS, THOSE SEETHING

SWARMS OF SUNS THAT

FOREVER HID THE HEART OF THE GALAXY FROM HUMAN VISION. THERE

WAS THE OMINOUS

BLACK SHADOW OF THE COAL SACK, THAT HOLE IN SPACE WHERE NO

STARS SHONE. AND

THERE WAS ALPHA CENTAURI, NEAREST OF ALL ALIEN SUNS - THE FIRST

STOP BEYOND THE

SOLAR SYSTEM. ALTHOUGH OUTSHONE BY SIRIUS AND CANOPUS, IT

WAS ALPHA CENTAURI THAT DREW

BOWMAN'S EYES AND MIND WHENEVER HE LOOKED OUT INTO SPACE.

FOR THAT UNWAVERING



POINT OF BRIGHTNESS, WHOSE RAYS HAD TAKEN FOUR YEARS TO

REACH HIM, HAD COME TO

SYMBOLIZE THE SECRET DEBATES THAT NOW RAGED ON EARTH, AND

WHOSE ECHOES CAME TO

HIM FROM TIME TO TIME.

NO ONE DOUBTED THAT THERE MUST BE SOME CONNECTION BETWEEN

TMA-1 AND THE

SATURNIAN SYSTEM, BUT HARDLY ANY SCIENTISTS WOULD ADMIT THAT

THE CREATURES WHO

HAD ERECTED THE MONOLITH COULD POSSIBLY HAVE ORIGINATED

THERE. AS AN ABODE OF

LIFE, SATURN WAS EVEN MORE HOSTILE THAN JUPITER, AND ITS MANY

MOONS WERE FROZEN

IN AN ETERNAL WINTER THREE HUNDRED DEGREES BELOW ZERO. ONLY

ONE OF THEM - TITAN

- POSSESSED AN ATMOSPHERE; AND THAT WAS A THIN ENVELOPE OF

POISONOUS METHANE.

SO PERHAPS THE CREATURES WHO HAD VISITED EARTH'S MOON SO

LONG AGO WERE NOT

MERELY EXTRATERRESTRIAL, BUT EXTRASOLAR - VISITORS FROM THE

STARS, WHO HAD

ESTABLISHED THEIR BASES WHEREVER IT SUITED THEM. AND THIS AT

ONCE RAISED ANOTHER

PROBLEM: COULD ANY TECHNOLOGY, NO MATTER HOW ADVANCED,

BRIDGE THE AWFUL GULF

THAT LAY BETWEEN THE SOLAR SYSTEM AND THE NEAREST ALIEN SUN?

MANY SCIENTISTS FLATLY DENIED THE POSSIBILITY. THEY POINTED OUT

THAT



DISCOVERY, THE FASTEST SHIP EVER DESIGNED, WOULD TAKE TWENTY

THOUSAND YEARS TO

REACH ALPHA CENTAURI - AND MILLIONS OF YEARS TO TRAVEL ANY

APPRECIABLE DISTANCE

ACROSS THE GALAXY. EVEN IF, DURING THE CENTURIES TO COME,

PROPULSION SYSTEMS

IMPROVED OUT OF ALL RECOGNITION, IN THE END THEY WOULD MEET

THE IMPASSABLE

BARRIER OF THE SPEED OF LIGHT, WHICH NO MATERIAL OBJECT COULD

EXCEED. THEREFORE,

THE BUILDERS OF TMA-1 MUST HAVE SHARED THE SAME SUN AS MAN;

AND SINCE THEY HAD

MADE NO APPEARANCE IN HISTORIC TIMES, THEY WERE PROBABLY

EXTINCT.

A VOCAL MINORITY REFUSED TO AGREE. EVEN IF IT TOOK CENTURIES TO

TRAVEL FROM

STAR TO STAR, THEY CONTENDED, THIS MIGHT BE NO OBSTACLE TO

SUFFICIENTLY

DETERMINED EXPLORERS. THE TECHNIQUE OF HIBERNATION, USED ON

DISCOVERY HERSELF,

WAS ONE POSSIBLE ANSWER. ANOTHER WAS THE SELF-CONTAINED

ARTIFICIAL WORLD,

EMBARKING ON VOYAGES THAT MIGHT LAST FOR MANY GENERATIONS.

IN ANY EVENT, WHY SHOULD ONE ASSUME THAT ALL INTELLIGENT

SPECIES WERE AS

SHORT-LIVED AS MAN? THERE MIGHT BE CREATURES IN THE UNIVERSE

TO WHOM A THOUSAND-

YEAR VOYAGE WOULD PRESENT NOTHING WORSE THAN SLIGHT



BOREDOM...

THESE ARGUMENTS, THEORETICAL THOUGH THEY WERE, CONCERNED A

MATTER OF THE

UTMOST PRACTICAL IMPORTANCE; THEY INVOLVED THE CONCEPT OF

"REACTION TIME." IF

TMA-1 HAD INDEED SENT A SIGNAL TO THE STARS - PERHAPS WITH THE

HELP OF SOME

FURTHER DEVICE NEAR SATURN - THEN IT WOULD NOT REACH ITS

DESTINATION FOR YEARS.

EVEN IF THE RESPONSE WAS IMMEDIATE, THEREFORE, HUMANITY

WOULD HAVE A BREATHING

SPACE WHICH COULD CERTAINLY BE MEASURED IN DECADES - MORE

PROBABLY IN CENTURIES.

TO MANY PEOPLE, THIS WAS A REASSURING THOUGHT.

BUT NOT TO ALL. A FEW SCIENTISTS - MOST OF THEM BEACHCOMBERS

ON THE WILDER

SHORES OF THEORETICAL PHYSICS - ASKED THE DISTURBING QUESTION:

"ARE WE CERTAIN

THAT THE SPEED OF LIGHT IS AN UNBREAKABLE BARRIER?" IT WAS TRUE

THAT THE SPECIAL

THEORY OF RELATIVITY HAD PROVED TO BE REMARKABLY DURABLE,

AND WOULD SOON BE

APPROACHING ITS FIRST CENTENARY; BUT IT HAD BEGUN TO SHOW A

FEW CRACKS. AND EVEN

IF EINSTEIN COULD NOT BE DEFIED, HE MIGHT BE EVADED.

THOSE WHO SPONSORED THIS VIEW TALKED HOPEFULLY ABOUT

SHORTCUTS THROUGH

HIGHER DIMENSIONS, LINES THAT WERE STRAIGHTER THAN STRAIGHT,



AND HYPERSPACIAL

CONNECTIVITY. THEY WERE FOND OF USING AN EXPRESSIVE PHRASE

COINED BY A PRINCETON MATHEMATICIAN OF THE LAST CENTURY:

"WORMHOLES IN SPACE." CRITICS WHO SUGGESTED

THAT THESE IDEAS WERE TOO FANTASTIC TO BE TAKEN SERIOUSLY

WERE REMINDED OF NIELS

BOHR'S "YOUR THEORY IS CRAZY - BUT NOT CRAZY ENOUGH TO BE TRUE."

IF THERE WAS DISPUTATION AMONG THE PHYSICISTS, IT WAS NOTHING

COMPARED WITH

THAT AMONG THE BIOLOGISTS, WHEN THEY DISCUSSED THE HOARY OLD

PROBLEM: "WHAT

WOULD INTELLIGENT EXTRATERRESTRIALS LOOK LIKE?" THEY DIVIDED

THEMSELVES INTO TWO

OPPOSING CAMPS - ONE ARGUING THAT SUCH CREATURES MUST BE

HUMANOID, THE OTHER

EQUALLY CONVINCED THAT "THEY" WOULD LOOK NOTHING LIKE MEN.

SETTLING FOR THE FIRST ANSWER WERE THOSE WHO BELIEVED THAT

THE DESIGN OF TWO

LEGS, TWO ARMS, AND MAIN SENSE ORGANS AT THE HIGHEST POINT,

WAS SO BASIC AND SO

SENSIBLE THAT IT WAS HARD TO THINK OF A BETTER ONE. OF COURSE,

THERE WOULD BE

MINOR DIFFERENCES LIKE SIX FINGERS INSTEAD OF FIVE, ODDLY

COLORED SKIN OR HAIR,

AND PECULIAR FACIAL ARRANGEMENTS; BUT MOST INTELLIGENT

EXTRATERRESTRIALS -

USUALLY ABBREVIATED TO E.T.'S - WOULD BE SO SIMILAR TO MAN THAT

THEY MIGHT NOT



BE GLANCED AT TWICE IN POOR LIGHTING, OR FROM A DISTANCE.

THIS ANTHROPOMORPHIC THINKING WAS RIDICULED BY ANOTHER

GROUP OF BIOLOGISTS,

TRUE PRODUCTS OF THE SPACE AGE WHO FELT THEMSELVES FREE FROM

THE PREJUDICES OF

THE PAST. THEY POINTED OUT THAT THE HUMAN BODY WAS THE RESULT

OF MILLIONS OF

EVOLUTIONARY CHOICES, MADE BY CHANCE OVER EONS OF TIME. AT

ANY ONE OF THESE

COUNTLESS MOMENTS OF DECISION, THE GENETIC DICE MIGHT HAVE

FALLEN DIFFERENTLY,

PERHAPS WITH BETTER RESULTS. FOR THE HUMAN BODY WAS A

BIZARRE PIECE OF

IMPROVISATION, FULL OF ORGANS THAT HAD BEEN DIVERTED FROM ONE

FUNCTION TO

ANOTHER, NOT ALWAYS VERY SUCCESSFULLY - AND EVEN CONTAINING

DISCARDED ITEMS,

LIKE THE APPENDIX, THAT WERE NOW WORSE THAN USELESS.

THERE WERE OTHER THINKERS, BOWMAN ALSO FOUND, WHO HELD EVEN

MORE EXOTIC

VIEWS. THEY DID NOT BELIEVE THAT REALLY ADVANCED BEINGS WOULD

POSSESS ORGANIC

BODIES AT ALL. SOONER OR LATER, AS THEIR SCIENTIFIC KNOWLEDGE

PROGRESSED, THEY

WOULD GET RID OF THE FRAGILE, DISEASE-AND-ACCIDENT-PRONE

HOMES THAT NATURE HAD

GIVEN THEM, AND WHICH DOOMED THEM TO INEVITABLE DEATH. THEY

WOULD REPLACE THEIR



NATURAL BODIES AS THEY WORE OUT - OR PERHAPS EVEN BEFORE THAT

- BY CONSTRUCTIONS

OF METAL AND PLASTIC, AND WOULD THUS ACHIEVE IMMORTALITY. THE

BRAIN MIGHT LINGER

FOR A LITTLE WHILE AS THE LAST REMNANT OF THE ORGANIC BODY,

DIRECTING ITS

MECHANICAL LIMBS AND OBSERVING THE UNIVERSE THROUGH ITS

ELECTRONIC SENSES -

SENSES FAR FINER AND SUBTLER THAN THOSE THAT BLIND EVOLUTION

COULD EVER DEVELOP.

EVEN ON EARTH, THE FIRST STEPS IN THIS DIRECTION HAD BEEN TAKEN.

THERE WERE

MILLIONS OF MEN, DOOMED IN EARLIER AGES, WHO NOW LIVED ACTIVE

AND HAPPY LIVES

THANKS TO ARTIFICIAL LIMBS, KIDNEYS, LUNGS, AND HEARTS. TO THIS

PROCESS THERE

COULD BE ONLY ONE CONCLUSION - HOWEVER FAR OFF IT MIGHT BE.

AND EVENTUALLY EVEN THE BRAIN MIGHT GO. AS THE SEAT OF

CONSCIOUSNESS, IT WAS

NOT ESSENTIAL; THE DEVELOPMENT OF ELECTRONIC INTELLIGENCE

HAD PROVED THAT. THE

CONFLICT BETWEEN MIND AND MACHINE MIGHT BE RESOLVED AT LAST

IN THE ETERNAL TRUCE

OF COMPLETE SYMBIOSIS.

BUT WAS EVEN THIS THE END? A FEW MYSTICALLY INCLINED

BIOLOGISTS WENT STILL

FURTHER. THEY SPECULATED, TAKING THEIR CUES FROM THE BELIEFS

OF MANY RELIGIONS,



THAT MIND WOULD EVENTUALLY FREE ITSELF FROM MATTER. THE

ROBOT BODY, LIKE THE

FLESH-AND-BLOOD ONE, WOULD BE NO MORE THAN A STEPPING-STONE

TO SOMETHING WHICH,

LONG AGO, MEN BAD CALLED "SPIRIT."

AND IF THERE WAS ANYTHING BEYOND THAT, ITS NAME COULD ONLY BE

GOD. 33 - AMBASSADOR

DURING THE LAST THREE MONTHS, DAVID BOWMAN HAD ADAPTED

HIMSELF SO COMPLETELY

TO HIS SOLITARY WAY OF LIFE THAT HE FOUND IT HARD TO REMEMBER

ANY OTHER

EXISTENCE. HE HAD PASSED BEYOND DESPAIR AND BEYOND HOPE, AND

HAD SETTLED DOWN TO

A LARGELY AUTOMATIC ROUTINE, PUNCTUATED BY OCCASIONAL CRISES

AS ONE OR OTHER OF

DISCOVERY'S SYSTEMS SHOWED SIGNS OF MALFUNCTIONING.

BUT HE HAD NOT PASSED BEYOND CURIOSITY, AND SOMETIMES THE

THOUGHT OF THE

GOAL TOWARD WHICH HE WAS DRIVING FILLED HIM WITH A SENSE OF

EXALTATION - AND A

FEELING OF POWER. NOT ONLY WAS HE THE REPRESENTATIVE OF THE

ENTIRE HUMAN RACE,

BUT HIS ACTIONS DURING THE NEXT FEW WEEKS MIGHT DETERMINE ITS

VERY FUTURE. IN

THE WHOLE OF HISTORY, THERE HAD NEVER BEEN A SITUATION QUITE

LIKE THIS. HE WAS

AN AMBASSADOR EXTRAORDINARY - PLENIPOTENTIARY - FOR ALL

MANKIND.



THAT KNOWLEDGE HELPED HIM IN MANY SUBTLE WAYS. HE KEPT

HIMSELF NEAT AND

TIDY; NO MATTER HOW TIRED HE BECAME, HE NEVER SKIPPED A SHAVE.

MISSION CONTROL,

HE KNEW, WAS WATCHING HIM CLOSELY FOR THE FIRST SIGNS OF ANY

ABNORMAL BEHAVIOR;

HE WAS DETERMINED THAT IT SHOULD WATCH IN VAIN - AT LEAST, FOR

ANY SERIOUS

SYMPTOMS.

BOWMAN WAS AWARE OF SOME CHANGES IN HIS BEHAVIOR PATTERNS;

IT WOULD HAVE

BEEN ABSURD TO EXPECT ANYTHING ELSE IN THE CIRCUMSTANCES. HE

COULD NO LONGER

TOLERATE SILENCE; EXCEPT WHEN HE WAS SLEEPING, OR TALKING

OVER THE CIRCUIT TO

EARTH, HE KEPT THE SHIP'S SOUND SYSTEM RUNNING AT ALMOST

PAINFUL LOUDNESS.

AT FIRST, NEEDING THE COMPANIONSHIP OF THE HUMAN VOICE, HE HAD

LISTENED TO

CLASSICAL PLAYS - ESPECIALLY THE WORKS OF SHAW, IBSEN, AND

SHAKESPEARE - OR

POETRY READINGS FROM DISCOVERY'S ENORMOUS LIBRARY OF

RECORDED SOUNDS. THE

PROBLEMS THEY DEALT WITH, HOWEVER, SEEMED SO REMOTE, OR SO

EASILY RESOLVED WITH

A LITTLE COMMON SENSE, THAT AFTER A WHILE HE LOST PATIENCE

WITH THEM.

SO HE SWITCHED TO OPERA - USUALLY IN ITALIAN OR GERMAN, SO THAT



HE WAS NOT

DISTRACTED EVEN BY THE MINIMAL INTELLECTUAL CONTENT THAT

MOST OPERAS CONTAINED.

THIS PHASE LASTED FOR TWO WEEKS BEFORE HE REALIZED THAT THE

SOUND OF ALL THESE

SUPERBLY TRAINED VOICES WAS ONLY EXACERBATING HIS LONELINESS.

BUT WHAT FINALLY

ENDED THIS CYCLE WAS VERDI'S REQUIEM MASS, WHICH HE HAD NEVER

HEARD PERFORMED ON

EARTH. THE "DIES IRAE," ROARING WITH OMINOUS APPROPRIATENESS

THROUGH THE EMPTY

SHIP, LEFT HIM COMPLETELY SHATTERED; AND WHEN THE TRUMPETS

OF DOOMSDAY ECHOED

FROM THE HEAVENS, HE COULD ENDURE NO MORE.

THEREAFTER, HE PLAYED ONLY INSTRUMENTAL MUSIC. HE STARTED

WITH THE ROMANTIC

COMPOSERS, BUT SHED THEM ONE BY ONE AS THEIR EMOTIONAL

OUTPOURINGS BECAME TOO

OPPRESSIVE. SIBELIUS, TCHAIKOVSKY, BERLIOZ, LASTED A FEW WEEKS,

BEETHOVEN RATHER

LONGER. HE FINALLY FOUND PEACE, AS SO MANY OTHERS HAD DONE, IN

THE ABSTRACT

ARCHITECTURE OF BACH, OCCASIONALLY ORNAMENTED WITH MOZART.

AND SO DISCOVERY DROVE ON TOWARD SATURN, AS OFTEN AS NOT

PULSATING WITH THE

COOL MUSIC OF THE HARPSICHORD, THE FROZEN THOUGHTS OF A

BRAIN THAT HAD BEEN DUST

FOR TWICE A HUNDRED YEARS. EVEN FROM ITS PRESENT TEN MILLION



MILES, SATURN ALREADY APPEARED LARGER THAN

THE MOON AS SEEN FROM EARTH. TO THE NAKED EYE IT WAS A

GLORIOUS SPECTACLE;

THROUGH THE TELESCOPE, IT WAS UNBELIEVABLE.

THE BODY OF THE PLANET MIGHT HAVE BEEN MISTAKEN FOR JUPITER

IN ONE OF HIS

QUIETER MOODS. THERE WERE THE SAME BANDS OF CLOUD - THOUGH

PALER AND LESS

DISTINCT THAN ON THAT SLIGHTLY LARGER WORLD - AND THE SAME

CONTINENT-SIZED

DISTURBANCES MOVING SLOWLY ACROSS THE ATMOSPHERE. HOWEVER,

THERE WAS ONE

STRIKING DIFFERENCE BETWEEN THE TWO PLANETS; EVEN AT A

GLANCE, IT WAS OBVIOUS

THAT SATURN WAS NOT SPHERICAL. IT WAS SO FLATTENED AT THE

POLES THAT IT

SOMETIMES GAVE THE IMPRESSION OF SLIGHT DEFORMITY.

BUT THE GLORY OF THE RINGS CONTINUALLY DREW BOWMAN'S EYE

AWAY FROM THE

PLANET; IN THEIR COMPLEXITY OF DETAIL, AND DELICACY OF SHADING,

THEY WERE A

UNIVERSE IN THEMSELVES. IN ADDITION TO THE GREAT MAIN GAP

BETWEEN THE INNER AND

OUTER RINGS, THERE WERE AT LEAST FIFTY OTHER SUBDIVISIONS OR

BOUNDARIES, WHERE

THERE WERE DISTINCT CHANGES IN THE BRIGHTNESS OF THE PLANET'S

GIGANTIC HALO. IT

WAS AS IF SATURN WAS SURROUNDED BY SCORES OF CONCENTRIC



HOOPS, ALL TOUCHING EACH

OTHER, ALL SO FLAT THAT THEY MIGHT HAVE BEEN CUT FROM THE

THINNEST POSSIBLE

PAPER. THE SYSTEM OF THE RINGS LOOKED LIKE SOME DELICATE WORK

OF ART, OR A

FRAGILE TOY TO BE ADMIRED BUT NEVER TOUCHED. BY NO EFFORT OF

THE WILL COULD

BOWMAN REALLY APPRECIATE ITS TRUE SCALE, AND CONVINCE

HIMSELF THAT THE WHOLE

PLANET EARTH, IF SET DOWN HERE, WOULD LOOK LIKE A BALL BEARING

ROLLING ROUND THE

RIM OF A DINNER PLATE.

SOMETIMES A STAR WOULD DRIFT BEHIND THE RINGS, LOSING ONLY A

LITTLE OF ITS

BRILLIANCY AS IT DID SO. IT WOULD CONTINUE TO SHINE THROUGH

THEIR TRANSLUCENT

MATERIAL - THOUGH OFTEN IT WOULD TWINKLE SLIGHTLY AS SOME

LARGER FRAGMENT OF

ORBITING DEBRIS ECLIPSED IT.

FOR THE RINGS, AS HAD BEEN KNOWN SINCE THE NINETEENTH

CENTURY, WERE NOT

SOLID: THAT WAS A MECHANICAL IMPOSSIBILITY. THEY CONSISTED OF

COUNTLESS MYRIADS

OF FRAGMENTS - PERHAPS THE REMAINS OF A MOON THAT HAD COME

TOO CLOSE AND HAD

BEEN TORN TO PIECES BY THE GREAT PLANET'S TIDAL PULL. WHATEVER

THEIR ORIGIN, THE

HUMAN RACE WAS FORTUNATE TO HAVE SEEN SUCH A WONDER; IT



COULD EXIST FOR ONLY A

BRIEF MOMENT OF TIME IN THE HISTORY OF THE SOLAR SYSTEM.

AS LONG AGO AS 1945, A BRITISH ASTRONOMER HAD POINTED OUT

THAT THE RINGS

WERE EPHEMERAL; GRAVITATIONAL FORCES WERE AT WORK WHICH

WOULD SOON DESTROY THEM.

TAKING THIS ARGUMENT BACKWARD IN TIME, IT THEREFORE FOLLOWED

THAT THEY HAD BEEN

CREATED ONLY RECENTLY - A MERE TWO OR THREE MILLION YEARS AGO.

BUT NO ONE HAD EVER GIVEN THE SLIGHTEST THOUGHT TO THE

CURIOUS COINCIDENCE

THAT THE RINGS OF SATURN HAD BEEN BORN AT THE SAME TIME AS

THE HUMAN RACE.

34 - THE ORBITING ICE

DISCOVERY WAS NOW DEEP INTO THE WIDE-RANGING SYSTEM OF

MOONS, AND THE GREAT

PLANET ITSELF WAS LESS THAN A DAY AHEAD. THE SHIP HAD LONG

SINCE PASSED THE

BOUNDARY SET BY OUTERMOST PHOEBE, MOVING BACKWARD IN A

WILDLY ECCENTRIC ORBIT

EIGHT MILLION MILES FROM ITS PRIMARY. AHEAD OF IT NOW LAY

JAPETUS, HYPERION,

TITAN, RHEA, DIONE, TETHYS, ENCELADUS, MIMAS, JANUS - AND THE

RINGS THEMSELVES.

ALL THE SATELLITES SHOWED A MAZE OF SURFACE DETAIL IN THE

TELESCOPE, AND BOWMAN HAD RELAYED BACK TO EARTH AS MANY

PHOTOGRAPHS AS HE COULD TAKE. TITAN ALONE -

THREE THOUSAND MILES IN DIAMETER, AND AS LARGE AS THE PLANET



MERCURY - WOULD

OCCUPY A SURVEY TEAM FOR MONTHS; HE COULD GIVE IT, AND ALL ITS

COLD COMPANIONS,

ONLY THE BRIEFEST OF GLANCES. THERE WAS NO NEED FOR MORE;

ALREADY HE WAS QUITE

CERTAIN THAT JAPETUS WAS INDEED HIS GOAL.

ALL THE OTHER SATELLITES WERE PITTED BY OCCASIONAL METEOR

CRATERS - THOUGH

THESE WERE MUCH FEWER THAN ON MARS - AND SHOWED APPARENTLY

RANDOM PATTERNS OF

LIGHT AND SHADE, WITH HERE AND THERE A FEW BRIGHT SPOTS THAT

WERE PROBABLY

PATCHES OF FROZEN GAS. JAPETUS ALONE POSSESSED A DISTINCTIVE

GEOGRAPHY, AND A

VERY STRANGE ONE INDEED.

ONE HEMISPHERE OF THE SATELLITE, WHICH, LIKE ITS COMPANIONS,

TURNED THE SAME

FACE ALWAYS TOWARD SATURN, WAS EXTREMELY DARK, AND SHOWED

VERY LITTLE SURFACE

DETAIL. IN COMPLETE CONTRAST, THE OTHER WAS DOMINATED BY A

BRILLIANT WHITE OVAL,

ABOUT FOUR HUNDRED MILES LONG AND TWO HUNDRED WIDE. AT THE

MOMENT, ONLY PART OF

THIS STRIKING FORMATION WAS IN DAYLIGHT, BUT THE REASON FOR

JAPETUS'S

EXTRAORDINARY VARIATIONS IN BRILLIANCE WAS NOW QUITE OBVIOUS.

ON THE WESTERN

SIDE OF THE MOON'S ORBIT, THE BRIGHT ELLIPSE WAS PRESENTED



TOWARD THE SUN - AND

THE EARTH. ON THE EASTERN PHASE, THE PATCH WAS TURNED AWAY,

AND ONLY THE POORLY

REFLECTING HEMISPHERE COULD BE OBSERVED.

THE GREAT ELLIPSE WAS PERFECTLY SYMMETRICAL, STRADDLING THE

EQUATOR OF

JAPETUS WITH ITS MAJOR AXIS POINTING TOWARD THE POLES; AND IT

WAS SO SHARP-EDGED

THAT IT ALMOST LOOKED AS IF SOMEONE HAD CAREFULLY PAINTED A

HUGE WHITE OVAL ON

THE FACE OF THE LITTLE MOON. IT WAS COMPLETELY FLAT, AND

BOWMAN WONDERED IF IT

COULD BE A LAKE OF FROZEN LIQUID - THOUGH THAT WOULD HARDLY

ACCOUNT FOR ITS

STARTLINGLY ARTIFICIAL APPEARANCE.

BUT HE HAD LITTLE TIME TO STUDY JAPETUS ON HIS WAY INTO THE

HEART OF THE

SATURNIAN SYSTEM, FOR THE CLIMAX OF THE VOYAGE - DISCOVERY'S

LAST PERTURBATION

MANEUVER - WAS RAPIDLY APPROACHING. IN THE JUPITER FLY-BY, THE

SHIP HAD USED THE

GRAVITATIONAL FIELD OF THE PLANET TO INCREASE HER VELOCITY.

NOW SHE MUST DO THE

REVERSE; SHE HAD TO LOSE AS MUCH SPEED AS POSSIBLE, LEST SHE

ESCAPE FROM THE

SOLAR SYSTEM AND FLY ON TO THE STARS. HER PRESENT COURSE WAS

ONE DESIGNED TO

TRAP HER, SO THAT SHE WOULD BECOME ANOTHER MOON OF SATURN,



SHUTTLING BACK AND

FORTH ALONG A NARROW, TWO-MILLION-MILE-LONG ELLIPSE. AT ITS

NEAR POINT IT WOULD

ALMOST GRAZE THE PLANET; AT ITS FAR ONE, IT WOULD TOUCH THE

ORBIT OF JAPETUS.

THE COMPUTERS BACK ON EARTH, THOUGH THEIR INFORMATION WAS

ALWAYS THREE HOURS

LATE, HAD ASSURED BOWMAN THAT EVERYTHING WAS IN ORDER.

VELOCITY AND ALTITUDE

WERE CORRECT; THERE WAS NOTHING MORE TO BE DONE, UNTIL THE

MOMENT OF CLOSEST

APPROACH.

THE IMMENSE SYSTEM OF RINGS NOW SPANNED THE SKY, AND

ALREADY THE SHIP WAS

PASSING OVER ITS OUTERMOST EDGE. AS HE LOOKED DOWN UPON

THEM FROM A HEIGHT OF

SOME TEN THOUSAND MILES, BOWMAN COULD SEE THROUGH THE

TELESCOPE THAT THE RINGS

WERE MADE LARGELY OF ICE, GLITTERING AND SCINTILLATING IN THE

LIGHT OF THE SUN.

HE MIGHT HAVE BEEN FLYING OVER A SNOWSTORM THAT

OCCASIONALLY CLEARED TO REVEAL,

WHERE THE GROUND SHOULD HAVE BEEN, BAFFLING GLIMPSES OF

NIGHT AND STARS.

AS DISCOVERY CURVED STILL CLOSER TOWARD SATURN, THE SUN

SLOWLY DESCENDED

TOWARD THE MULTIPLE ARCHES OF THE RINGS. NOW THEY HAD

BECOME A SLIM, SILVER



BRIDGE SPANNING THE ENTIRE SKY; THOUGH THEY WERE TOO TENUOUS

TO DO MORE THAN DIM

THE SUNLIGHT, THEIR MYRIADS OF CRYSTALS REFRACTED AND

SCATTERED IT IN DAZZLING

PYROTECHNICS. AND AS THE SUN MOVED BEHIND THE THOUSAND-MILE-

WIDE DRIFTS OF

ORBITING ICE, PALE GHOSTS OF ITSELF MARCHED AND MERGED ACROSS

THE SKY, AND THE HEAVENS WERE FILLED WITH SHIFTING FLARES AND

FLASHES. THEN THE SUN SANK BELOW

THE RINGS, SO THAT THEY FRAMED IT WITH THEIR ARCHES, AND THE

CELESTIAL FIREWORKS

CEASED.

A LITTLE LATER, THE SHIP CURVED INTO THE SHADOW OF SATURN, AS IT

MADE ITS

CLOSEST APPROACH OVER THE NIGHT SIDE OF THE PLANET. ABOVE

SHONE THE STARS AND

THE RINGS; BELOW LAY A DIMLY VISIBLE SEA OF CLOUDS. THERE WERE

NONE OF THE

MYSTERIOUS PATTERNS OF LUMINOSITY THAT HAD GLOWED IN THE

JOVIAN NIGHT; PERHAPS

SATURN WAS TOO COLD FOR SUCH DISPLAYS. THE MOTTLED

CLOUDSCAPE WAS REVEALED ONLY

BY THE GHOSTLY RADIANCE REFLECTED BACK FROM THE CIRCLING

ICEBERGS, STILL

ILLUMINATED BY THE HIDDEN SUN.

BUT IN THE CENTER OF THE ARCH THERE WAS A WIDE, DARK GAP, LIKE

THE MISSING

SPAN OF AN UNCOMPLETED BRIDGE, WHERE THE SHADOW OF THE



PLANET LAY ACROSS ITS

RINGS.

RADIO CONTACT WITH EARTH HAD BEEN BROKEN, AND COULD NOT BE

RESUMED UNTIL THE

SHIP EMERGED FROM THE ECLIPSING BULK OF SATURN. IT WAS

PERHAPS AS WELL THAT

BOWMAN WAS TOO BUSY NOW TO THINK OF HIS SUDDENLY ENHANCED

LONELINESS; FOR THE

NEXT FEW HOURS, EVERY SECOND WOULD BE OCCUPIED AS HE

CHECKED THE BRAKING

MANEUVERS, ALREADY PROGRAMMED BY THE COMPUTERS ON EARTH.

AFTER THEIR MONTHS OF IDLENESS, THE MAIN THRUSTERS BEGAN TO

BLAST OUT THEIR

MILES-LONG CATARACTS OF GLOWING PLASMA. GRAVITY RETURNED,

THOUGH BRIEFLY, TO THE

WEIGHTLESS WORLD OF THE CONTROL DECK. AND HUNDREDS OF MILES

BELOW, THE CLOUDS OF

METHANE AND FROZEN AMMONIA BLAZED WITH A LIGHT THAT THEY

HAD NEVER KNOWN BEFORE,

AS DISCOVERY SWEPT, A FIERCE AND TINY SUN, THROUGH THE

SATURNIAN NIGHT.

AT LAST, THE PALE DAWN LAY AHEAD; THE SHIP, MOVING MORE AND

MORE SLOWLY NOW,

WAS EMERGING INTO DAY. IT COULD NO LONGER ESCAPE FROM THE

SUN, OR EVEN FROM

SATURN - BUT IT WAS STILL MOVING SWIFTLY ENOUGH TO RISE AWAY

FROM THE PLANET

UNTIL IT GRAZED THE ORBIT OF JAPETUS, TWO MILLION MILES OUT.



IT WOULD TAKE DISCOVERY FOURTEEN DAYS TO MAKE THAT CLIMB, AS

SHE COASTED

ONCE MORE, THOUGH IN REVERSE ORDER, ACROSS THE PATHS OF ALL

THE INNER MOONS. ONE

BY ONE SHE WOULD CUT THROUGH THE ORBITS OF JANUS, MIMAS,

ENCELADUS, TETHYS,

DIONE, RHEA, TITAN, HYPERION - WORLDS BEARING THE NAMES OF

GODS AND GODDESSES

WHO HAD VANISHED ONLY YESTERDAY, AS TIME WAS COUNTED HERE.

THEN SHE WOULD MEET JAPETUS, AND MUST MAKE HER RENDEZVOUS.

IF SHE FAILED,

SHE WOULD FALL BACK TOWARD SATURN AND REPEAT HER TWENTY-

EIGHT-DAY ELLIPSE

INDEFINITELY.

THERE WOULD BE NO CHANCE FOR A SECOND RENDEZVOUS IF

DISCOVERY MISSED ON THIS

ATTEMPT. THE NEXT TIME AROUND, JAPETUS WOULD BE FAR AWAY,

ALMOST ON THE OTHER

SIDE OF SATURN.

IT WAS TRUE THAT THEY WOULD MEET AGAIN, WHEN THE ORBITS OF

SHIP AND

SATELLITE MESHED FOR A SECOND TIME. BUT THAT APPOINTMENT WAS

SO MANY YEARS AHEAD

THAT, WHATEVER HAPPENED, BOWMAN KNEW HE WOULD NOT WITNESS

IT.

35 - THE EYE OF JAPETUS WHEN BOWMAN HAD FIRST OBSERVED

JAPETUS, THAT CURIOUS ELLIPTICAL PATCH, OF

BRILLIANCE HAD BEEN PARTLY IN SHADOW, ILLUMINATED ONLY BY THE



LIGHT OF SATURN.

NOW, AS THE MOON MOVED SLOWLY ALONG ITS SEVENTY-NINE-DAY

ORBIT, IT WAS EMERGING

INTO THE FULL LIGHT OF DAY.

AS HE WATCHED IT GROW, AND DISCOVERY ROSE MORE AND MORE

SLUGGISHLY TOWARD

HER INEVITABLE APPOINTMENT, BOWMAN BECAME AWARE OF A

DISTURBING OBSESSION. HE

NEVER MENTIONED IT IN HIS CONVERSATIONS - OR, RATHER, HIS

RUNNING COMMENTARIES -

WITH MISSION CONTROL, BECAUSE IT MIGHT HAVE SEEMED THAT HE

WAS ALREADY SUFFERING

FROM DELUSIONS.

PERHAPS, INDEED, HE WAS; FOR HE HAD HALF CONVINCED HIMSELF

THAT THE BRIGHT

ELLIPSE SET AGAINST THE DARK BACKGROUND OF THE SATELLITE WAS

A HUGE, EMPTY EYE,

STARING AT HIM AS HE APPROACHED. IT WAS AN EYE WITHOUT A PUPIL,

FOR NOWHERE

COULD HE SEE ANYTHING TO MAR ITS PERFECT BLANKNESS.

NOT UNTIL THE SHIP WAS ONLY FIFTY THOUSAND MILES OUT, AND

JAPETUS WAS TWICE

AS LARGE AS EARTH'S FAMILIAR MOON, DID HE NOTICE THE TINY BLACK

DOT AT THE EXACT

CENTER OF THE ELLIPSE. BUT THERE WAS NO TIME, THEN, FOR ANY

DETAILED

EXAMINATION; THE TERMINAL MANEUVERS WERE ALREADY UPON HIM.

FOR THE LAST TIME, DISCOVERY'S MAIN DRIVE RELEASED ITS ENERGIES.



FOR THE

LAST TIME, THE INCANDESCENT FURY OF DYING ATOMS BLAZED AMONG

THE MOONS OF

SATURN. TO DAVID BOWMAN, THE FAR-OFF WHISPER AND RISING

THRUST OF THE JETS

BROUGHT A SENSE OF PRIDE - AND OF SADNESS. THE SUPERB ENGINES

HAD DONE THEIR

DUTY WITH FLAWLESS EFFICIENCY. THEY HAD BROUGHT THE SHIP FROM

EARTH TO JUPITER

TO SATURN; NOW THIS WAS THE VERY LAST TIME THAT THEY WOULD

EVER OPERATE. WHEN

DISCOVERY HAD EMPTIED HER PROPELLANT TANKS, SHE WOULD BE AS

HELPLESS AND INERT

AS ANY COMET OR ASTEROID, A POWERLESS PRISONER OF

GRAVITATION. EVEN WHEN THE

RESCUE SHIP ARRIVED A FEW YEARS HENCE, IT WOULD NOT BE AN

ECONOMICAL PROPOSITION

TO REFUEL HER, SO THAT SHE COULD FIGHT HER WAY BACK TO EARTH.

SHE WOULD BE AN

ETERNALLY ORBITING MONUMENT TO THE EARLY DAYS OF PLANETARY

EXPLORATION.

THE THOUSANDS OF MILES SHRANK TO HUNDREDS, AND AS THEY DID

SO, THE FUEL

GAUGES DROPPED SWIFTLY TOWARD ZERO. AT THE CONTROL PANEL,

BOWMAN'S EYES

FLICKERED ANXIOUSLY BACK AND FORTH OVER THE SITUATION DISPLAY,

AND THE

IMPROVISED CHARTS WHICH HE NOW HAD TO CONSULT FOR ANY REAL-



TIME DECISIONS. IT

WOULD BE AN APPALLING ANTICLIMAX IF, HAVING SURVIVED SO MUCH,

HE FAILED TO MAKE

RENDEZVOUS THROUGH LACK OF A FEW POUNDS OF FUEL.

THE WHISTLE OF THE JETS FADED, AS THE MAIN THRUST DIED AND ONLY

THE VERNIERS

CONTINUED TO NUDGE DISCOVERY GENTLY INTO ORBIT. JAPETUS WAS

NOW A GIANT CRESCENT

THAT FILLED THE SKY; UNTIL THIS MOMENT, BOWMAN HAD ALWAYS

THOUGHT OF IT AS A

TINY, INSIGNIFICANT OBJECT - AS INDEED IT WAS COMPARED WITH THE

WORLD AROUND

WHICH IT CIRCLED. NOW, AS IT LOOMED MENACINGLY ABOVE HIM, IT

SEEMED ENORMOUS - A

COSMIC HAMMER POISED TO CRUSH DISCOVERY LIKE A NUTSHELL.

JAPETUS WAS APPROACHING SO SLOWLY THAT IT SCARCELY SEEMED

TO MOVE, AND IT

WAS IMPOSSIBLE TO TELL THE EXACT MOMENT WHEN IT MADE THE

SUBTLE CHANGE FROM AN

ASTRONOMICAL BODY TO A LANDSCAPE, ONLY FIFTY MILES BELOW. THE

FAITHFUL VERNIERS

GAVE THEIR LAST SPURTS OF THRUST, THEN CLOSED DOWN FOREVER.

THE SHIP WAS IN ITS

FINAL ORBIT, COMPLETING ONE REVOLUTION EVERY THREE HOURS AT A

MERE EIGHT HUNDRED

MILES AN HOUR - ALL THE SPEED THAT WAS REQUIRED IN THIS FEEBLE

GRAVITATIONAL

FIELD. DISCOVERY HAS BECOME A SATELLITE OF A SATELLITE.



36 - BIG BROTHER

"I'M COMING ROUND TO THE DAYLIGHT SIDE AGAIN, AND IT'S JUST AS I

REPORTED ON

THE LAST ORBIT. THIS PLACE SEEMS TO HAVE ONLY TWO KINDS OF

SURFACE MATERIAL. THE

BLACK STUFF LOOKS BURNED, ALMOST LIKE CHARCOAL, AND WITH THE

SAME KIND OF

TEXTURE AS FAR AS I CAN JUDGE IN THE TELESCOPE. IN FACT, IT

REMINDS ME VERY MUCH

OF BURNED TOAST.

"I STILL CAN'T MAKE ANY SENSE OF THE WHITE AREA. IT STARTS AT AN

ABSOLUTELY

SHARP-EDGED BOUNDARY, AND SHOWS NO SURFACE DETAIL AT ALL. IT

COULD EVEN BE A

LIQUID - IT'S FLAT ENOUGH. I DON'T KNOW WHAT IMPRESSION YOU'VE

GOT FROM THE

VIDEOS I'VE TRANSMITTED, BUT IF YOU PICTURE A SEA OF FROZEN MILK

YOU'LL GET THE

IDEA EXACTLY.

"IT COULD EVEN BE SOME HEAVY GAS - NO, I SUPPOSE THAT'S

IMPOSSIBLE.

SOMETIMES I GET THE FEELING THAT IT'S MOVING, VERY SLOWLY: BUT I

CAN NEVER BE

SURE.

I'M OVER THE WHITE AREA AGAIN, ON MY THIRD ORBIT. THIS TIME I HOPE

TO PASS

CLOSER TO THAT MARK I SPOTTED AT ITS VERY CENTER, WHEN I WAS ON

MY WAY IN.



IF MY CALCULATIONS ARE CORRECT, I SHOULD GO WITHIN FIFTY MILES

OF IT -

WHATEVER IT IS.

YES, THERE'S SOMETHING AHEAD, JUST WHERE I CALCULATED. IT'S

COMING UP OVER

THE HORIZON - AND SO IS SATURN, IN ALMOST THE SAME QUARTER OF

THE SKY - I'LL

MOVE TO THE TELESCOPE...

"HELLO! IT LOOKS LIKE SOME KIND OF BUILDING - COMPLEFELY BLACK -

QUITE HARD

TO SEE. NO WINDOWS OR ANY OTHER FEATURES. JUST A BIG, VERTICAL

SLAB - IT MUST BE

AT LEAST A MILE HIGH TO BE VISIBLE FROM THIS DISTANCE. IT REMINDS

ME - OF

COURSE! IT'S JUST LIKE THE THING YOU FOUND ON THE MOON! THIS IS

TMA-L'S BIG

BROTHER!"

37 - EXPERIMENT

CALL IT THE STAR CRATE.

FOR THREE MILLION YEARS, IT HAD CIRCLED SATURN, WAITING FOR A

MOMENT OF

DESTINY THAT MIGHT NEVER COME. IN ITS MAKING, A MOON HAD BEEN

SHATTERED, AND THE

DEBRIS OF ITS CREATION ORBITED STILL.

NOW THE LONG WAIT WAS ENDING. ON YET ANOTHER WORLD,

INTELLIGENCE HAD BEEN

BORN AND WAS ESCAPING FROM ITS PLANETARY CRADLE. AN ANCIENT

EXPERIMENT WAS ABOUT



TO REACH ITS CLIMAX. THOSE WHO HAD BEGUN THAT EXPERIMENT, SO

LONG AGO, HAD NOT BEEN MEN - OR

EVEN REMOTELY HUMAN. BUT THEY WERE FLESH AND BLOOD, AND

WHEN THEY LOOKED OUT

ACROSS THE DEEPS OF SPACE, THEY BAD FELT AWE, AND WONDER, AND

LONELINESS. AS

SOON AS THEY POSSESSED THE POWER, THEY SET FORTH FOR THE

STARS.

IN THEIR EXPLORATIONS, THEY ENCOUNTERED LIFE IN MANY FORMS,

AND WATCHED THE

WORKINGS OF EVOLUTION ON A THOUSAND WORLDS. THEY SAW HOW

OFTEN THE FIRST FAINT

SPARKS OF INTELLIGENCE FLICKERED AND DIED IN THE COSMIC NIGHT.

AND BECAUSE, IN ALL THE GALAXY, THEY HAD FOUND NOTHING MORE

PRECIOUS THAN

MIND, THEY ENCOURAGED ITS DAWNING EVERYWHERE. THEY BECAME

FARMERS IN THE FIELDS

OF STARS; THEY SOWED, AND SOMETIMES THEY REAPED.

AND SOMETIMES, DISPASSIONATELY, THEY HAD TO WEED.

THE GREAT DINOSAURS HAD LONG SINCE PERISHED WHEN THE SURVEY

SHIP ENTERED THE

SOLAR SYSTEM AFTER A VOYAGE THAT HAD ALREADY LASTED A

THOUSAND YEARS. IT SWEPT

PAST THE FROZEN OUTER PLANETS, PAUSED BRIEFLY ABOVE THE

DESERTS OF DYING MARS,

AND PRESENTLY LOOKED DOWN ON EARTH.

SPREAD OUT BENEATH THEM, THE EXPLORERS SAW A WORLD

SWARMING WITH LIFE. FOR



YEARS THEY STUDIED, COLLECTED, CATALOGUED. WHEN THEY HAD

LEARNED ALL THAT THEY

COULD, THEY BEGAN TO MODIFY. THEY TINKERED WITH THE DESTINY OF

MANY SPECIES, ON

LAND AND IN THE OCEAN. BUT WHICH OF THEIR EXPERIMENTS WOULD

SUCCEED THEY COULD

NOT KNOW FOR AT LEAST A MILLION YEARS.

THEY WERE PATIENT, BUT THEY WERE NOT YET IMMORTAL. THERE WAS

SO MUCH TO DO

IN THIS UNIVERSE OF A HUNDRED BILLION SUNS, AND OTHER WORLDS

WERE CALLING. SO

THEY SET OUT ONCE MORE INTO THE ABYSS, KNOWING THAT THEY

WOULD NEVER COME THIS

WAY AGAIN.

NOR WAS THERE ANY NEED. THE SERVANTS THEY HAD LEFT BEHIND

WOULD DO THE REST.

ON EARTH, THE GLACIERS CAME AND WENT, WHILE ABOVE THEM THE

CHANGELESS MOON

STILL CARRIED ITS SECRET. WITH A YET SLOWER RHYTHM THAN THE

POLAR ICE, THE TIDES

OF CIVILIZATION EBBED AND FLOWED ACROSS THE GALAXY. STRANGE

AND BEAUTIFUL AND

TERRIBLE EMPIRES ROSE AND FELL, AND PASSED ON THEIR KNOWLEDGE

TO THEIR

SUCCESSORS. EARTH WAS NOT FORGOTTEN, BUT ANOTHER VISIT

WOULD SERVE LITTLE

PURPOSE. IT WAS ONE OF A MILLION SILENT WORLDS, FEW OF WHICH

WOULD EVER SPEAK.



AND NOW, OUT AMONG THE STARS, EVOLUTION WAS DRIVING TOWARD

NEW GOALS. THE

FIRST EXPLORERS OF EARTH HAD LONG SINCE COME TO THE LIMITS OF

FLESH AND BLOOD;

AS SOON AS THEIR MACHINES WERE BETTER THAN THEIR BODIES, IT

WAS TIME TO MOVE.

FIRST THEIR BRAINS, AND THEN THEIR THOUGHTS ALONE, THEY

TRANSFERRED INTO SHINING

NEW HOMES OF METAL AND OF PLASTIC.

IN THESE, THEY ROAMED AMONG THE STARS. THEY NO LONGER BUILT

SPACESHIPS. THEY

WERE SPACESHIPS.

BUT THE AGE OF THE MACHINE-ENTITIES SWIFTLY PASSED. IN THEIR

CEASELESS

EXPERIMENTING, THEY HAD LEARNED TO STORE KNOWLEDGE IN THE

STRUCTURE OF SPACE

ITSELF, AND TO PRESERVE THEIR THOUGHTS FOR ETERNITY IN FROZEN

LATTICES OF LIGHT.

THEY COULD BECOME CREATURES OF RADIATION, FREE AT LAST FROM

THE TYRANNY OF

MATTER. INTO PURE ENERGY, THEREFORE, THEY PRESENTLY

TRANSFORMED THEMSELVES; AND ON A

THOUSAND WORLDS, THE EMPTY SHELLS THEY HAD DISCARDED

TWITCHED FOR A WHILE IN A

MINDLESS DANCE OF DEATH, THEN CRUMBLED INTO RUSTY

NOW THEY WERE LORDS OF THE GALAXY, AND BEYOND THE REACH OF

TIME. THEY COULD

ROVE AT WILL AMONG THE STARS, AND SINK LIKE A SUBTLE MIST



THROUGH THE VERY

INTERSTICES OF SPACE. BUT DESPITE THEIR GODLIKE POWERS, THEY

HAD NOT WHOLLY

FORGOTTEN THEIR ORIGIN, IN THE WARM SLIME OF A VANISHED SEA.

AND THEY STILL WATCHED OVER THE EXPERIMENTS THEIR ANCESTORS

HAD STARTED, SO

LONG AGO.

38 - THE SENTINEL

"THE AIR IN THE SHIP IS GETTING QUITE FOUL, AND I HAVE A HEADACHE

MOST OF

THE TIME. THERE'S STILL PLENTY OF OXYGEN, BUT THE PURIFIERS

NEVER REALLY CLEANED

UP ALL THE MESSES AFTER THE LIQUIDS ABOARD STARTED BOILING

INTO VACUUM. WHEN

THINGS GET TOO BAD, I GO DOWN INTO THE GARAGE AND BLEED OFF

SOME PURE OXYGEN

FROM THE PODS.

"THERE'S BEEN NO REACTION TO ANY OF MY SIGNALS, AND BECAUSE OF

MY ORBITAL

INCLINATION, I'M GETTING SLOWLY FARTHER AND FARTHER AWAY FROM

TMA-2.

INCIDENTALLY, THE NAME YOU'VE GIVEN IT IS DOUBLY INAPPROPRIATE -

THERE'S STILL

NO TRACE OF A MAGNETIC FIELD.

"AT THE MOMENT MY CLOSEST APPROACH IS SIXTY MILES; IT WILL

INCREASE TO ABOUT

A HUNDRED AS JAPETUS ROTATES BENEATH ME, THEN DROP BACK TO

ZERO. I'LL PASS



DIRECTLY OVER THE THING IN THIRTY DAYS - BUT THAT'S TOO LONG TO

WAIT, AND THEN

IT WILL BE IN DARKNESS, ANYWAY.

"EVEN NOW, IT'S ONLY IN SIGHT FOR A FEW MINUTES BEFORE IT FALLS

BELOW THE

HORIZON AGAIN. IT'S DAMN FRUSTRATING - I CAN'T MAKE ANY SERIOUS

OBSERVATIONS.

"SO I'D LIKE YOUR APPROVAL OF THIS PLAN. THE SPACE PODS HAVE

AMPLE DELTA VEE

FOR A TOUCHDOWN AND A RETURN TO THE SHIP. I WANT TO GO

EXTRAVEHICULAR AND MAKE A

CLOSE SURVEY OF THE OBJECT. IF IT APPEARS SAFE, I'LL LAND BESIDE IT

- OR EVEN ON

TOP OF IT.

"THE SHIP WILL STILL BE ABOVE MY HORIZON WHILE I'M GOING DOWN,

SO I WON'T BE

OUT OF TOUCH FOR MORE THAN NINETY MINUTES.

'TM CONVINCED THAT THIS IS THE ONLY THING TO DO. I'VE COME A

BILLION MILES -

I DON'T WANT TO BE STOPPED BY THE LAST SIXTY."

FOR WEEKS, AS IT STARED FOREVER SUNWARD WITH ITS STRANGE

SENSES, THE STAR

GATE HAD WATCHED THE APPROACHING SHIP. ITS MAKERS HAD

PREPARED IT FOR MANY

THINGS, AND THIS WAS ONE OF THEM. IT RECOGNIZED WHAT WAS

CLIMBING UP TOWARD IT

FROM THE WARM HEART OF THE SOLAR SYSTEM.

IF IT HAD BEEN ALIVE, IT WOULD HAVE FELT EXCITEMENT, BUT SUCH AN



EMOTION WAS

WHOLLY BEYOND ITS POWERS. EVEN IF THE SHIP HAD PASSED IT BY, IT

WOULD NOT HAVE KNOWN THE SLIGHTEST TRACE OF DISAPPOINTMENT.

IT HAD WAITED THREE MILLION YEARS;

IT WAS PREPARED TO WAIT FOR ETERNITY.

IT OBSERVED, AND NOTED, AND TOOK NO ACTION, AS THE VISITOR

CHECKED ITS SPEED

WITH JETS OF INCANDESCENT GAS. PRESENTLY IT FELT THE GENTLE

TOUCH OF RADIATIONS,

TRYING TO PROBE ITS SECRETS. AND STILL IT DID NOTHING.

NOW THE SHIP WAS IN ORBIT, CIRCLING LOW ABOVE THE SURFACE OF

THIS STRANGELY

PIEBALD MOON. IT BEGAN TO SPEAK, WITH BLASTS OF RADIO WAVES,

COUNTING OUT THE

PRIME NUMBERS FROM 1 TO 11, OVER AND OVER AGAIN. SOON THESE

GAVE WAY TO MORE

COMPLEX SIGNALS, AT MANY FREQUENCIES-ULTRAVIOLET, INFRARED, X

RAYS. THE STAR

GATE MADE NO REPLY; IT HAD NOTHING TO SAY.

THERE WAS A LONG PAUSE, THEN, BEFORE IT OBSERVED THAT

SOMETHING WAS FALLING

DOWN TOWARD IT FROM THE ORBITING SHIP. IT SEARCHED ITS

MEMORIES, AND THE LOGIC

CIRCUITS MADE THEIR DECISIONS, ACCORDING TO THE ORDERS GIVEN

THEM LONG AGO.

BENEATH THE COLD LIGHT OF SATURN, THE STAR GATE AWAKENED ITS

SLUMBERING

POWERS.



39 - INTO THE EYE

DISCOVERY LOOKED JUST AS HE HAD LAST SEEN HER FROM SPACE,

FLOATING IN LUNAR

ORBIT WITH THE MOON TAKING UP HALF THE SKY. PERHAPS THERE WAS

ONE SLIGHT CHANGE;

BE COULD NOT BE SURE, BUT SOME OF THE PAINT OF HER EXTERNAL

LETTERING,

ANNOUNCING THE PURPOSE OF VARIOUS HATCHES, CONNECTIONS,

UMBILICAL PLUGS, AND

OTHER ATTACHMENT, HAD FADED DURING ITS LONG EXPOSURE TO THE

UNSHIELDED SUN.

THAT SUN WAS NOW AN OBJECT THAT NO MAN WOULD HAVE

RECOGNIZED. IT WAS FAR TOO

BRIGHT TO BE A STAR, BUT ONE COULD LOOK DIRECTLY AT ITS TINY DISK

WITHOUT

DISCOMFORT. IT GAVE NO HEAT AT ALL; WHEN BOWMAN HELD HIS

UNGLOVED HANDS IN ITS

RAYS, AS THEY STREAMED THROUGH THE SPACE POD'S WINDOW, HE

COULD FEEL NOTHING

UPON HIS SKIN. HE MIGHT HAVE BEEN TRYING TO WARM HIMSELF BY

THE LIGHT OF THE

MOON; NOT EVEN THE ALIEN LANDSCAPE FIFTY MILES BELOW

REMINDED HIM MORE VIVIDLY

OF HIS REMOTENESS FROM EARTH.

NOW HE WAS LEAVING, PERHAPS FOR THE LAST TIME, THE METAL

WORLD THAT HAD BEEN

HIS HOME FOR SO MANY MONTHS. EVEN IF HE NEVER RETURNED, THE

SHIP WOULD CONTINUE



TO PERFORM ITS DUTY, BROADCASTING INSTRUMENT READINGS BACK

TO EARTH UNTIL THERE

WAS SOME FINAL, CATASTROPHIC FAILURE IN ITS CIRCUITS.

AND IF HE DID RETURN? WELL, HE COULD KEEP ALIVE, AND PERHAPS

EVEN SANE, FOR

A FEW MORE MONTHS. BUT THAT WAS ALL, FOR THE HIBERNATION

SYSTEMS WERE USELESS

WITH NO COMPUTER TO MONITOR THEM. HE COULD NOT POSSIBLY

SURVIVE UNTIL DISCOVERY

II MADE ITS RENDEZVOUS WITH JAPETUS, FOUR OR FIVE YEARS HENCE.

HE PUT THESE THOUGHTS BEHIND HIM, AS THE GOLDEN CRESCENT OF

SATURN ROSE IN

THE SKY AHEAD. IN ALL HISTORY, HE WAS THE ONLY MAN TO HAVE SEEN

THIS SIGHT. TO

ALL OTHER EYES, SATURN HAD ALWAYS SHOWN ITS WHOLE

ILLUMINATED DISK TURNED FULL

TOWARD THE SUN. NOW IT WAS A DELICATE BOW, WITH THE RINGS

FORMING A THIN LINE

ACROSS IT - LIKE AN ARROW ABOUT TO BE LOOSED, INTO THE FACE OF

THE SUN ITSELF. ALSO IN THE LINE OF THE RINGS WAS THE BRIGHT STAR

OF TITAN, AND THE FAINTER

SPARKS OF THE OTHER MOONS. BEFORE THIS CENTURY WAS HALF

GONE, MEN WOULD HAVE

VISITED THEM ALL; BUT WHATEVER SECRETS THEY MIGHT HOLD, HE

WOULD NEVER KNOW.

THE SHARP-EDGED BOUNDARY OF THE BLIND WHITE EYE WAS

SWEEPING TOWARD HIM;

THERE WAS ONLY A HUNDRED MILES TO GO, AND HE WOULD BE OVER



HIS TARGET IN LESS

THAN TEN MINUTES. HE WISHED THAT THERE WAS SOME WAY OF

TELLING IF HIS WORDS WERE

REACHING EARTH, NOW AN HOUR AND A HALF AWAY AT THE SPEED OF

LIGHT. IT WOULD BE

THE ULTIMATE IRONY IF, THROUGH SOME BREAKDOWN IN THE RELAY

SYSTEM, HE

DISAPPEARED INTO SILENCE, AND NO ONE EVER KNEW WHAT HAD

HAPPENED TO HIM.

DISCOVERY WAS STILL A BRILLIANT STAR IN THE BLACK SKY FAR ABOVE.

HE WAS

PULLING AHEAD AS HE GAINED SPEED DURING HIS DESCENT, BUT SOON

THE POD'S BRAKING

JETS WOULD SLOW HIM DOWN AND THE SHIP WOULD SAIL ON OUT OF

SIGHT - LEAVING HIM

ALONE ON THIS SHINING PLAIN WITH THE DARK MYSTERY AT ITS

CENTER.

A BLOCK OF EBONY WAS CLIMBING ABOVE THE HORIZON, ECLIPSING

THE STARS AHEAD.

HE ROLLED THE POD AROUND ITS GYROS, AND USED FULL THRUST TO

BREAK HIS ORBITAL

SPEED. IN A LONG, FLAT ARC, HE DESCENDED TOWARD THE SURFACE OF

JAPETUS.

ON A WORLD OF HIGHER GRAVITY, THE MANEUVER WOULD HAVE BEEN

FAR TOO

EXTRAVAGANT OF FUEL. BUT HERE THE SPACE POD WEIGHED ONLY A

SCORE OF POUNDS; HE

HAD SEVERAL MINUTES OF HOVERING TIME BEFORE HE WOULD CUT



DANGEROUSLY INTO HIS

RESERVE AND BE STRANDED WITHOUT ANY HOPE OF RETURN TO THE

STILL ORBITING

DISCOVERY. NOT, PERHAPS, THAT IT MADE MUCH DIFFERENCE...

HIS ALTITUDE WAS STILL ABOUT FIVE MILES, AND HE WAS HEADING

STRAIGHT TOWARD

THE HUGE, DARK MASS THAT SOARED IN SUCH GEOMETRICAL

PERFECTION ABOVE THE

FEATURELESS PLAIN. IT WAS AS BLANK AS THE FLAT WHITE SURFACE

BENEATH; UNTIL NOW,

HE HAD NOT APPRECIATED HOW ENORMOUS IT REALLY WAS. THERE

WERE VERY FEW SINGLE

BUILDINGS ON EARTH AS LARGE AS THIS; HIS CAREFULLY MEASURED

PHOTOGRAPHS

INDICATED A HEIGHT OF ALMOST TWO THOUSAND FEET. AND AS FAR AS

COULD BE JUDGED,

ITS PROPORTIONS WERE PRECISELY THE SAME AS TMA-L'S - THAT

CURIOUS RATIO 1 TO 4

TO 9.

"I'M ONLY THREE MILES AWAY NOW, HOLDING ALTITUDE AT FOUR

THOUSAND FEET.

STILL NOT A SIGN OF ACTIVITY - NOTHING ON ANY OF THE

INSTRUMENTS. THE FACES SEEM

ABSOLUTELY SMOOTH AND POLISHED. SURELY YOU'D EXPECT SOME

METEORITE DAMAGE AFTER

ALL THIS TIME!

"AND THERE'S NO DEBRIS ON THE - I SUPPOSE ONE COULD CALL IT THE

ROOF. NO



SIGN OF ANY OPENING, EITHER. I'D BEEN HOPING THERE MIGHT BE

SOME WAY IN.

"NOW I'M RIGHT ABOVE IT, HOVERING FIVE HUNDRED FEET UP. I DON'T

WANT TO

WASTE ANY TIME, SINCE DISCOVERY WILL SOON BE OUT OF RANGE. I'M

GOING TO LAND.

IT'S CERTAINLY SOLID ENOUGH - AND IF IT ISN'T I'LL BLAST OFF AT ONCE.

"JUST A MINUTE - THAT'S ODD -"

BOWMAN'S VOICE DIED INTO THE SILENCE OF UTTER BEWILDERMENT.

HE WAS NOT

ALARMED; HE LITERALLY COULD NOT DESCRIBE WHAT HE WAS SEEING.

HE HAD BEEN HANGING ABOVE A LARGE, FLAT RECTANGLE, EIGHT

HUNDRED FEET LONG

AND TWO HUNDRED WIDE, MADE OF SOMETHING THAT LOOKED AS

SOLID AS ROCK. BUT NOW IT

SEEMED TO BE RECEDING FROM HIM; IT WAS EXACTLY LIKE ONE OF

THOSE OPTICAL

ILLUSIONS, WHEN A THREE-DIMENSIONAL OBJECT CAN, BY AN EFFORT

OF WILL, APPEAR TO

TURN INSIDE OUT - ITS NEAR AND FAR SIDES SUDDENLY

INTERCHANGING. THAT WAS HAPPENING TO THIS HUGE, APPARENTLY

SOLID STRUCTURE. IMPOSSIBLY,

INCREDIBLY, IT WAS NO LONGER A MONOLITH REARING HIGH ABOVE A

FLAT PLAIN. WHAT

HAD SEEMED TO BE ITS ROOF HAD DROPPED AWAY TO INFINITE DEPTHS;

FOR ONE DIZZY

MOMENT, HE SEEMED TO BE LOOKING DOWN INTO A VERTICAL SHAFT - A

RECTANGULAR DUCT



WHICH DEFIED THE LAWS OF PERSPECTIVE, FOR ITS SIZE DID NOT

DECREASE WITH

DISTANCE...

THE EYE OF JAPETUS HAD BLINKED, AS IF TO REMOVE AN IRRITATING

SPECK OF DUST.

DAVID BOWMAN HAD TIME FOR JUST ONE BROKEN SENTENCE WHICH

THE WAITING MEN IN

MISSION CONTROL, NINE HUNDRED MILLION MILES AWAY AND EIGHTY

MINUTES IN THE

FUTURE, WERE NEVER TO FORGET:

"THE THING'S HOLLOW - IT GOES ON FOREVER - AND - OH MY GOD! - IT'S

FULL OF

STARS!"

40 - EXIT

THE STAR GATE OPENED. THE STAR GATE CLOSED.

IN A MOMENT OF TIME TOO SHORT TO BE MEASURED, SPACE TURNED

AND TWISTED UPON

ITSELF.

THEN JAPETUS WAS ALONE ONCE MORE, AS IT HAD BEEN FOR THREE

MILLION YEARS -

ALONE, EXCEPT FOR A DESERTED BUT NOT YET DERELICT SHIP, SENDING

BACK TO ITS

MAKERS MESSAGES WHICH THEY COULD NEITHER BELIEVE NOR

UNDERSTAND.

VI - THROUGH THE STARGATE

41 - GRAND CENTRAL

THERE WAS NO SENSE OF MOTION, BUT HE WAS FALLING TOWARD

THOSE IMPOSSIBLE



STARS, SHINING THERE IN THE DARK HEART OF A MOON. NO - THAT WAS

NOT WHERE THEY

REALLY WERE, HE FELT CERTAIN. HE WISHED, NOW THAT IT WAS FAR TOO

LATE, THAT HE

HAD PAID MORE ATTENTION TO THOSE THEORIES OF HYPERSPACE, OF

TRANSDIMENSIONAL

DUCTS. TO DAVID BOWMAN, THEY WERE THEORIES NO LONGER.

PERHAPS THAT MONOLITH ON JAPETUS WAS HOLLOW; PERHAPS THE

"ROOF" WAS ONLY AN

ILLUSION, OR SOME KIND OF DIAPHRAGM THAT HAD OPENED TO LET

HIM THROUGH. (BUT

INTO WHAT?) AS FAR AS HE COULD TRUST HIS SENSES, HE APPEARED TO

BE DROPPING

VERTICALLY DOWN A HUGE RECTANGULAR SHAFT, SEVERAL THOUSAND

FEET DEEP. HE WAS

MOVING FASTER AND FASTER - BUT THE FAR END NEVER CHANGED ITS

SIZE, AND REMAINED

ALWAYS AT THE SAME DISTANCE FROM HIM.

ONLY THE STARS MOVED, AT FIRST SO SLOWLY THAT IT WAS SOME TIME

BEFORE HE

REALIZED THAT THEY WERE ESCAPING OUT OF THE FRAME THAT HELD

THEM. BUT IN A LITTLE WHILE IT WAS OBVIOUS THAT THE STAR FIELD

WAS EXPANDING, AS IF IT WAS

RUSHING TOWARD HIM AT AN INCONCEIVABLE SPEED.

THE EXPANSION WAS NONLINEAR; THE STARS AT THE CENTER HARDLY

SEEMED TO MOVE,

WHILE THOSE TOWARD THE EDGE ACCELERATED MORE AND MORE

SWIFTLY, UNTIL THEY BECAME



STREAKS OF LIGHT JUST BEFORE THEY VANISHED FROM VIEW.

THERE WERE ALWAYS OTHERS TO REPLACE THEM, FLOWING INTO THE

CENTER OF THE

FIELD FROM AN APPARENTLY INEXHAUSTIBLE SOURCE. BOWMAN

WONDERED WHAT WOULD HAPPEN

IF A STAR CAME STRAIGHT TOWARD HIM; WOULD IT CONTINUE TO

EXPAND UNTIL HE PLUNGED

DIRECTLY INTO THE FACE OF A SUN? BUT NOT ONE CAME NEAR ENOUGH

TO SHOW A DISK;

EVENTUALLY THEY ALL VEERED ASIDE, AND STREAKED OVER THE EDGE

OF THEIR

RECTANGULAR FRAME.

AND STILL THE FAR END OF THE SHAFT CAME NO CLOSER. IT WAS

ALMOST AS IF THE

WALLS WERE MOVING WITH HIM, CARRYING HIM TO HIS UNKNOWN

DESTINATION. OR PERHAPS

HE WAS REALLY MOTIONLESS, AND SPACE WAS MOVING PAST HIM...

NOT ONLY SPACE, HE SUDDENLY REALIZED, WAS INVOLVED IN WHATEVER

WAS HAPPENING

TO HIM NOW. THE CLOCK ON THE POD'S SMALL INSTRUMENT PANEL

WAS ALSO BEHAVING

STRANGELY.

NORMALLY, THE NUMBERS IN THE TENTHS-OF-A-SECOND WINDOW

FLICKERED PAST SO

QUICKLY THAT IT WAS ALMOST IMPOSSIBLE TO READ THEM; NOW THEY

WERE APPEARING AND

DISAPPEARING AT DISCRETE INTERVALS, AND HE COULD COUNT THEM

OFF ONE BY ONE



WITHOUT DIFFICULTY. THE SECONDS THEMSELVES WERE PASSING WITH

INCREDIBLE

SLOWNESS, AS IF TIME ITSELF WERE COMING TO A STOP. AT LAST, THE

TENTH-OF-A-

SECOND COUNTER FROZE BETWEEN 5 AND 6.

YET HE COULD STILL THINK, AND EVEN OBSERVE, AS THE EBON WALLS

FLOWED PAST AT

A SPEED THAT MIGHT HAVE BEEN ANYTHING BETWEEN ZERO AND A

MILLION TIMES THE

VELOCITY OF LIGHT. SOMEHOW, HE WAS NOT IN THE LEAST SURPRISED,

NOR WAS HE

ALARMED. ON THE CONTRARY, HE FELT A SENSE OF CALM EXPECTATION,

SUCH AS HE HAD

ONCE KNOWN WHEN THE SPACE MEDICS HAD TESTED HIM WITH

HALLUCINOGENIC DRUGS. THE

WORLD AROUND HIM WAS STRANGE AND WONDERFUL, BUT THERE WAS

NOTHING TO FEAR. HE

HAD TRAVELED THESE MILLIONS OF MILES IN SEARCH OF MYSTERY; AND

NOW, IT SEEMED,

THE MYSTERY WAS COMING TO HIM.

THE RECTANGLE AHEAD WAS GROWING LIGHTER. THE HOMINOUS STAR

STREAKS WERE

PALING AGAINST A MILKY SKY, WHOSE BRILLIANCE INCREASED MOMENT

BY MOMENT. IT

SEEMED AS IF THE SPACE POD WAS HEADING TOWARD A BANK OF

CLOUD, UNIFORMLY

ILLUMINATED BY THE RAYS OF AN INVISIBLE SUN.

HE WAS EMERGING FROM THE TUNNEL. THE FAR END, WHICH UNTIL



NOW HAD REMAINED

AT THAT SAME INDETERMINATE DISTANCE, NEITHER APPROACHING NOR

RECEDING, HAD

SUDDENLY STARTED TO OBEY THE NORMAL LAWS OF PERSPECTIVE. IT

WAS COMING CLOSER,

AND STEADILY WIDENING BEFORE HIM. AT THE SAME TIME, HE FELT

THAT HE WAS MOVING

UPWARD, AND FOR A FLEETING INSTANT HE WONDERED IF HE HAD

FALLEN RIGHT THROUGH

JAPETUS AND WAS NOW ASCENDING FROM THE OTHER SIDE. BUT EVEN

BEFORE THE SPACE POD

SOARED OUT INTO THE OPEN HE KNEW THAT THIS PLACE HAD NOTHING

TO DO WITH JAPETUS,

OR WITH ANY WORLD WITHIN THE EXPERIENCE OF MAN.

THERE WAS NO ATMOSPHERE, FOR HE COULD SEE ALL DETAILS

UNBLURRED, CLEAR DOWN

TO AN INCREDIBLY REMOTE AND FLAT HORIZON. HE MUST BE ABOVE A

WORLD OF ENORMOUS

SIZE - PERHAPS ONE MUCH LARGER THAN EARTH. YET DESPITE ITS

EXTENT, ALL THE

SURFACE THAT BOWMAN COULD SEE WAS TESSELLATED INTO

OBVIOUSLY ARTIFICIA1 PATTERNS

THAT MUST HAVE BEEN MILES ON A SIDE. IT WAS LIKE THE JIGSAW

PUZZLE OF A GIANT THAT PLAYED WITH PLANETS; AND AT THE CENTERS

OF MANY OF THOSE SQUARES AND

TRIANGLES AND POLYGONS WERE GAPING BLACK SHAFTS - TWINS OF

THE CHASM FROM WHICH

HE HAD JUST EMERGED.



YET THE SKY ABOVE WAS STRANGER - AND, IN ITS WAY, MORE

DISTURBING - THAN

EVEN THE IMPROBABLE LAND BENEATH. FOR THERE WERE NO STARS;

NEITHER WAS THERE THE

BLACKNESS OF SPACE. THERE WAS ONLY A SOFTLY GLOWING

MILKINESS, THAT GAVE THE

IMPRESSION OF INFINITE DISTANCE. BOWMAN REMEMBERED A

DESCRIPTION HE HAD ONCE

HEARD OF THE DREADED ANTARCTIC "WHITEOUT" - "LIKE BEING INSIDE A

PING-PONG

BALL." THOSE WORDS COULD BE APPLIED PERFECTLY TO THIS WEIRD

PLACE, BUT THE

EXPLANATION MUST BE UTTERLY DIFFERENT. THIS SKY COULD BE NO

METEOROLOGICAL

EFFECT OF MIST AND SNOW; THERE WAS A PERFECT VACUUM HERE.

THEN, AS BOWMAN'S EYES GREW ACCUSTOMED TO THE NACREOUS

GLOW THAT FILLED THE

HEAVENS, HE BECAME AWARE OF ANOTHER DETAIL. THE SKY WAS NOT,

AS HE HAD THOUGHT

AT FIRST GLANCE, COMPLETELY EMPTY. DOTTED OVERHEAD, QUITE

MOTIONLESS AND FORMING

APPARENTLY RANDOM PATTERNS, WERE MYRIADS OF TINY BLACK

SPECKS.

THEY WERE DIFFICULT TO SEE, FOR THEY WERE MERE POINTS OF

DARKNESS, BUT ONCE

DETECTED THEY WERE QUITE UNMISTAKABLE. THEY REMINDED

BOWMAN OF SOMETHING -

SOMETHING SO FAMILIAR, YET SO INSANE, THAT HE REFUSED TO



ACCEPT THE PARALLEL,

UNTIL LOGIC FORCED IT UPON HIM.

THOSE BLACK HOLES IN THE WHITE SKY WERE STARS; HE MIGHT HAVE

BEEN LOOKING AT

A PHOTOGRAPHIC NEGATIVE OF THE MILKY WAY.

WHERE IN GOD'S NAME AM I? BOWMAN ASKED HIMSELF; AND EVEN AS

HE POSED THE

QUESTION, HE FELT CERTAIN THAT HE COULD NEVER KNOW THE

ANSWER. IT SEEMED THAT

SPACE HAD BEEN TURNED INSIDE OUT: THIS WAS NOT A PLACE FOR

MAN. THOUGH THE

CAPSULE WAS COMFORTABLY WARM, HE FELT SUDDENLY COLD, AND

WAS AFFLICTED BY AN

ALMOST UNCONTROLLABLE TREMBLING. HE WANTED TO CLOSE HIS

EYES, AND SHUT OUT THE

PEARLY NOTHINGNESS THAT SURROUNDED HIM; BUT THAT WAS THE

ACT OF A COWARD, AND HE

WOULD NOT YIELD TO IT.

THE PIERCED AND FACETED PLANET SLOWLY ROLLED BENEATH HIM,

WITHOUT ANY REAL

CHANGE OF SCENERY. HE GUESSED THAT HE WAS ABOUT TEN MILES

ABOVE THE SURFACE, AND

SHOULD BE ABLE TO SEE ANY SIGNS OF LIFE WITH EASE.

BUT THIS WHOLE WORLD WAS DESERTED; INTELLIGENCE HAD COME

HERE, WORKED ITS

WILL UPON IT, AND GONE ITS WAY AGAIN. THEN HE NOTICED, BUMPED

ABOVE THE FLAT

PLAIN PERHAPS TWENTY MILES AWAY, A ROUGHLY CYLINDRICAL PILE OF



DEBRIS THAT COULD

ONLY BE THE CARCASS OF A GIGANTIC SHIP. IT WAS TOO DISTANT FOR

HIM TO SEE ANY

DETAILS, AND IT PASSED OUT OF SIGHT WITHIN A FEW SECONDS, BUT HE

COULD MAKE OUT

BROKEN RIBS AND DULLY GLEAMING SHEETS OF METAL THAT HAD BEEN

PARTLY PEELED OFF

LIKE THE SKIN OF AN ORANGE. HE WONDERED HOW MANY THOUSANDS

OF YEARS THE WRECK

HAD LAIN HERE ON THIS DESERTED CHECKERBOARD - AND WHAT

MANNER OF CREATURES HAD

SAILED IT BETWEEN THE STARS.

THEN HE FORGOT THE DERELICT, FOR SOMETHING WAS COMING UP

OVER THE HORIZON.

AT FIRST IT LOOKED LIKE A FLAT DISK, BUT THAT WAS BECAUSE IT WAS

HEADING

ALMOST DIRECTLY TOWARD HIM. AS IT APPROACHED AND PASSED

BENEATH, HE SAW THAT IT

WAS SPINDLE-SHAPED, AND SEVERAL HUNDRED FEET LONG. THOUGH

THERE WERE FAINTLY

VISIBLE BANDS HERE AND THERE ALONG ITS LENGTH, IT WAS HARD TO

FOCUS UPON THEM;

THE OBJECT APPEARED TO BE VIBRATING, OR PERHAPS SPINNING, AT A

VERY RAPID RATE. IT TAPERED TO A POINT AT EITHER END, AND THERE

WAS NO SIGN OF PROPULSION.

ONLY ONE THING ABOUT IT WAS FAMILIAR TO HUMAN EYES, AND THAT

WAS ITS COLOR. IF

IT WAS INDEED A SOLID ARTIFACT, AND NOT AN OPTICAL PHANTOM,



THEN ITS MAKERS

PERHAPS SHARED SOME OF THE EMOTIONS OF MEN.

BUT THEY CERTAINLY DID NOT SHARE THEIR LIMITATIONS, FOR THE

SPINDLE APPEARED

TO BE MADE OF GOLD.

BOWMAN MOVED HIS HEAD TO THE REAR-VIEW SYSTEM TO WATCH THE

THING DROP

BEHIND. IT HAD IGNORED HIM COMPLETELY, AND NOW HE SAW THAT IT

WAS FALLING OUT OF

THE SKY DOWN TOWARD ONE OF THOSE THOUSANDS OF GREAT SLOTS.

A FEW SECONDS LATER

IT DISAPPEARED IN A FINAL FLASH OF GOLD AS IT DIVED INTO THE

PLANET. HE WAS

ALONE AGAIN, BENEATH THAT SINISTER SKY, AND THE SENSE OF

ISOLATION AND

REMOTENESS WAS MORE OVERWHELMING THAN EVER.

THEN HE SAW THAT HE ALSO WAS SINKING DOWN TOWARD THE

MOTTLED SURFACE OF THE

GIANT WORLD, AND THAT ANOTHER OF THE RECTANGULAR CHASMS

YAWNED IMMEDIATELY

BELOW. THE EMPTY SKY CLOSED ABOVE HIM, THE CLOCK CRAWLED TO

REST, AND ONCE AGAIN

HIS POD WAS FALLING BETWEEN INFINITE EBON WALLS, TOWARD

ANOTHER DISTANT PATCH OF

STARS. BUT NOW HE WAS SURE THAT HE WAS NOT RETURNING TO THE

SOLAR SYSTEM, AND IN

A FLASH OF INSIGHT THAT MIGHT HAVE BEEN WHOLLY SPURIOUS, HE

KNEW WHAT THIS THING



MUST SURELY BE.

IT WAS SOME KIND OF COSMIC SWITCHING DEVICE, ROUTING THE

TRAFFIC OF THE

STARS THROUGH UNIMAGINABLE DIMENSIONS OF SPACE AND TIME. HE

WAS PASSING THROUGH

A GRAND CENTRAL STATION OF THE GALAXY.

42 - THE ALIEN SKY

FAR AHEAD, THE WALLS OF THE SLOT WERE BECOMING DIMLY VISIBLE

ONCE MORE, IN

THE FAINT LIGHT DIFFUSING DOWNWARD FROM SOME STILL HIDDEN

SOURCE. AND THEN THE

DARKNESS WAS ABRUPTLY WHIPPED AWAY, AS THE TINY SPACE POD

HURTLED UPWARD INTO A

SKY ABLAZE WITH STARS.

HE WAS BACK IN SPACE AS HE KNEW IT, BUT A SINGLE GLANCE TOLD

HIM THAT HE WAS

LIGHT-CENTURIES FROM EARTH.

HE DID NOT EVEN ATTEMPT TO FIND ANY OF THE FAMILIAR

CONSTELLATIONS THAT

SINCE THE BEGINNING OF HISTORY HAD BEEN THE FRIENDS OF MAN;

PERHAPS NONE OF THE

STARS THAT NOW BLAZED AROUND HIM HAD EVER BEEN SEEN BY THE

UNAIDED HUMAN EYE.

MOST OF THEM WERE CONCENTRATED IN A GLOWING BELT, BROKEN

HERE AND THERE WITH

DARK BANDS OF OBSCURING COSMIC DUST, WHICH COMPLETELY

CIRCLED THE SKY. IT WAS

LIKE THE MILKY WAY, BUT SCORES OF TIMES BRIGHTER; BOWMAN



WONDERED IF THIS WAS

INDEED HIS OWN GALAXY, SEEN FROM A POINT MUCH CLOSER TO ITS

BRILLIANT, CROWDED

CENTER.

HE HOPED THAT IT WAS; THEN HE WOULD NOT BE SO FAR FROM HOME.

BUT THIS, HE

REALIZED AT ONCE, WAS A CHILDISH THOUGHT. HE WAS SO

INCONCEIVABLY REMOTE FROM

THE SOLAR SYSTEM THAT IT MADE LITTLE DIFFERENCE WHETHER HE

WAS IN HIS OWN GALAXY

OR THE MOST DISTANT ONE THAT ANY TELESCOPE HAD EVER

GLIMPSED. HE LOOKED BACK TO SEE THE THING FROM WHICH HE WAS

RISING, AND HAD ANOTHER

SHOCK. HERE WAS NO GIANT, MULTIFACETED WORLD, NOR ANY

DUPLICATE OF JAPETUS.

THERE WAS NOTHING - EXCEPT AN INKY SHADOW AGAINST THE STARS,

LIKE A DOORWAY

OPENING FROM A DARKENED ROOM INTO A STILL DARKER NIGHT. EVEN

AS HE WATCHED, THAT

DOORWAY CLOSED.

IT DID NOT RECEDE FROM HIM; IT SLOWLY FILLED WITH STARS, AS IF A

RENT IN THE

FABRIC OF SPACE HAD BEEN REPAIRED. THEN HE WAS ALONE BENEATH

THE ALIEN SKY.

THE SPACE POD WAS SLOWLY TURNING, AND AS IT DID SO IT BROUGHT

FRESH WONDERS

INTO VIEW. FIRST THERE WAS A PERFECTLY SPHERICAL SWARM OF

STARS, BECOMING MORE



AND MORE CLOSELY PACKED TOWARD THE CENTER UNTIL ITS HEART

WAS A CONTINUOUS GLOW

OF LIGHT. ITS OUTER EDGES WERE ILL-DEFINED - A SLOWLY THINNING

HALO OF SUNS THAT

MERGED IMPERCEPTIBLY INTO THE BACKGROUND OF MORE DISTANT

STARS.

THIS GLORIOUS APPARITION, BOWMAN KNEW, WAS A GLOBULAR

CLUSTER. HE WAS

LOOKING UPON SOMETHING THAT NO HUMAN EYE HAD EVER SEEN,

SAVE AS A SMUDGE OF

LIGHT IN THE FIELD OF A TELESCOPE. HE COULD NOT REMEMBER THE

DISTANCE TO THE

NEAREST KNOWN CLUSTER, BUT HE WAS SURE THAT THERE WERE NONE

WITHIN A THOUSAND

LIGHT-YEARS OF THE SOLAR SYSTEM.

THE POD CONTINUED ITS SLOW ROTATION, TO DISCLOSE AN EVEN

STRANGER SIGHT - A

HUGE RED SUN, MANY TIMES LARGER THAN THE MOON AS SEEN FROM

EARTH. BOWMAN COULD

LOOK STRAIGHT INTO ITS FACE WITHOUT DISCOMFORT; JUDGING BY ITS

COLOR, IT WAS NO

HOTTER THAN A GLOWING COAL. HERE AND THERE, SET INTO THE

SOMBER RED, WERE RIVERS

OF BRIGHT YELLOW - INCANDESCENT AMAZONS, MEANDERING FOR

THOUSANDS OF MILES

BEFORE THEY LOST THEMSELVES IN THE DESERTS OF THIS DYING SUN.

DYING? NO - THAT WAS A WHOLLY FALSE IMPRESSION, BORN OF HUMAN

EXPERIENCE AND



THE EMOTIONS AROUSED BY THE HUES OF SUNSET, OR THE GLOW OF

FADING EMBERS. THIS

WAS A STAR THAT HAD LEFT BEHIND THE FIERY EXTRAVAGANCES OF ITS

YOUTH, HAD RACED

THROUGH THE VIOLETS AND BLUES AND GREENS OF THE SPECTRUM IN

A FEW FLEETING

BILLIONS OF YEARS, AND NOW HAD SETTLED DOWN TO A PEACEFUL

MATURITY OF

UNIMAGINABLE LENGTH. ALL THAT HAD GONE BEFORE WAS NOT A

THOUSANDTH OF WHAT WAS

YET TO COME; THE STORY OF THIS STAR HAD BARELY BEGUN.

THE POD HAD CEASED TO ROLL; THE GREAT RED SUN LAY STRAIGHT

AHEAD. THOUGH

THERE WAS NO SENSE OF MOTION, BOWMAN KNEW THAT HE WAS STILL

GRIPPED BY WHATEVER

CONTROLLING FORCE HAD BROUGHT HIM HERE FROM SATURN.

ALL THE SCIENCE AND ENGINEERING SKILL OF EARTH SEEMED

HOPELESSLY PRIMITIVE

NOW, AGAINST THE POWERS THAT WERE CARRYING HIM TO SOME

UNIMAGINABLE FATE.

HE STARED INTO THE SKY AHEAD, TRYING TO PICK OUT THE GOAL

TOWARD WHICH BE

WAS BEING TAKEN - PERHAPS SOME PLANET CIRCLING THIS GREAT SUN.

BUT THERE WAS

NOTHING THAT SHOWED ANY VISIBLE DISK OR EXCEPTIONAL

BRIGHTNESS; IF THERE WERE

PLANETS ORBITING HERE HE COULD NOT DISTINGUISH THEM FROM THE

STELLAR BACKGROUND.



THEN HE NOTICED THAT SOMETHING STRANGE WAS HAPPENING ON

THE VERY EDGE OF THE

SUN'S CRIMSON DISK. A WHITE GLOW HAD APPEARED THERE, AND WAS

RAPIDLY WAXING IN

BRILLIANCE; HE WONDERED IF HE WAS SEEING ONE OF THOSE SUDDEN

ERUPTIONS, OR

FLARES, THAT TROUBLE MOST STARS FROM TIME TO TIME.

THE LIGHT BECAME BRIGHTER AND BLUER; IT BEGAN TO SPREAD ALONG

THE EDGE OF

THE SUN, WHOSE BLOOD-RED HUES PALED SWIFTLY BY COMPARISON. IT

WAS ALMOST, BOWMAN

TOLD HIMSELF, SMILING AT THE ABSURDITY OF THE THOUGHT, AS IF BE

WERE WATCHING

SUNRISE - ON A SUN. AND SO INDEED HE WAS. ABOVE THE BURNING

HORIZON LIFTED SOMETHING NO LARGER

THAN A STAR, BUT SO BRILLIANT THAT THE EYE COULD NOT BEAR TO

LOOK UPON IT. A

MERE POINT OF BLUE-WHITE RADIANCE, LIKE AN ELECTRIC ARC, WAS

MOVING AT

UNBELIEVABLE SPEED ACROSS THE FACE OF THE GREAT SUN. IT MUST

BE VERY CLOSE TO

ITS GIANT COMPANION; FOR IMMEDIATELY BELOW IT, DRAWN UPWARD

BY ITS GRAVITATIONAL

PULL, WAS A COLUMN OF FLAME THOUSANDS OF MILES HIGH. IT WAS

AS IF A TIDAL WAVE

OF FIRE WAS MARCHING FOREVER ALONG THE EQUATOR OF THIS STAR,

IN VAIN PURSUIT OF

THE SEARING APPARITION IN ITS SKY.



THAT PINPOINT OF INCANDESCENCE MUST BE A WHITE DWARF - ONE OF

THOSE STRANGE,

FIERCE LITTLE STARS, NO LARGER THAN THE EARTH, YET CONTAINING A

MILLION TIMES

ITS MASS. SUCH ILL-MATCHED STELLAR COUPLES WERE NOT

UNCOMMON; BUT BOWMAN HAD

NEVER DREAMED THAT ONE DAY HE WOULD SEE SUCH A PAIR WITH HIS

OWN EYES.

THE WHITE DWARF HAD TRANSITED ALMOST HALF THE DISK OF ITS

COMPANION - IT

MUST TAKE ONLY MINUTES TO MAKE A COMPLETE ORBIT - WHEN

BOWMAN WAS AT LAST

CERTAIN THAT HE TOO WAS MOVING. AHEAD OF HIM, ONE OF THE STARS

WAS BECOMING

RAPIDLY BRIGHTER, AND WAS BEGINNING TO DRIFT AGAINST ITS

BACKGROUND. IT MUST BE

SOME SMALL, CLOSE BODY - PERHAPS THE WORLD TOWARD WHICH HE

WAS TRAVELING.

IT WAS UPON HIM WITH UNEXPECTED SPEED; AND HE SAW THAT IT WAS

NOT A WORLD AT

ALL.

A DULLY GLEAMING COBWEB OR LATTICEWORK OF METAL, HUNDREDS

OF MILES IN

EXTENT, GREW OUT OF NOWHERE UNTIL IT FILLED THE SKY. SCATTERED

ACROSS ITS

CONTINENT-WIDE SURFACE WERE STRUCTURES THAT MUST HAVE BEEN

AS LARGE AS CITIES,

BUT WHICH APPEARED TO BE MACHINES. AROUND MANY OF THESE



WERE ASSEMBLED SCORES OF

SMALLER OBJECTS, RANGED IN NEAT ROWS AND COLUMNS. BOWMAN

HAD PASSED SEVERAL SUCH

GROUPS BEFORE HE REALIZED THAT THEY WERE FLEETS OF

SPACESHIPS; HE WAS FLYING

OVER A GIGANTIC ORBITAL PARKING LOT.

BECAUSE THERE WERE NO FAMILIAR OBJECTS BY WHICH HE COULD

JUDGE THE SCALE OF

THE SCENE FLASHING BY BELOW, IT WAS ALMOST IMPOSSIBLE TO

ESTIMATE THE SIZE OF

THE VESSELS HANGING THERE IN SPACE. BUT THEY WERE CERTAINLY

ENORMOUS; SOME MUST

HAVE BEEN MILES IN LENGTH. THEY WERE OF MANY DIFFERENT

DESIGNS - SPHERES,

FACETED CRYSTALS, SLIM PENCILS, OVOIDS, DISKS. THIS MUST BE ONE

OF THE MEETING

PLACES FOR THE COMMERCE OF THE STARS.

OR IT HAD BEEN - PERHAPS A MILLION YEARS AGO. FOR NOWHERE

COULD BOWMAN SEE

ANY SIGN OF ACTIVITY; THIS SPRAWLING SPACEPORT WAS AS DEAD AS

THE MOON.

HE KNEW IT NOT ONLY BY THE ABSENCE OF ALL MOVEMENT, BUT BY

SUCH UNMISTAKABLE

SIGNS AS GREAT GAPS TORN IN THE METAL COBWEB BY THE WASPLIKE

BLUNDERINGS OF

ASTEROIDS THAT MUST HAVE SMASHED THROUGH IT, EONS AGO. THIS

WAS NO LONGER A

PARKING LOT: IT WAS A COSMIC JUNK HEAP.



HE HAD MISSED ITS BUILDERS BY AGES, AND WITH THAT REALIZATION

BOWMAN FELT A

SUDDEN SINKING OF HIS HEART. THOUGH HE HAD NOT KNOWN WHAT TO

EXPECT, AT LEAST HE

HAD HOPED TO MEET SOME INTELLIGENCE FROM THE STARS.

NOW, IT SEEMED, HE WAS TOO LATE. HE HAD BEEN CAUGHT IN AN

ANCIENT, AUTOMATIC

TRAP, SET FOR SOME UNKNOWN PURPOSE, AND STILL OPERATING WHEN

ITS MAKERS HAD LONG

SINCE PASSED AWAY. IT HAD SWEPT HIM ACROSS THE GALAXY, AND

DUMPED HIM (WITH HOW

MANY OTHERS?) IN THIS CELESTIAL SARGASSO, DOOMED SOON TO DIE

WHEN HIS AIR WAS

EXHAUSTED. WELL, IT WAS UNREASONABLE TO EXPECT MORE. ALREADY

HE HAD SEEN WONDERS FOR

WHICH MANY MEN WOULD HAVE SACRIFICED THEIR LIVES. HE THOUGHT

OF HIS DEAD

COMPANIONS; HE HAD NO CAUSE FOR COMPLAINT.

THEN HE SAW THAT THE DERELICT SPACEPORT WAS STILL SLIDING PAST

HIM WITH

UNDIMINISHED SPEED. HE WAS SWEEPING OVER ITS OUTLYING

SUBURBS; ITS RAGGED EDGE

WENT BY, AND NO LONGER PARTIALLY ECLIPSED THE STARS. IN A FEW

MORE MINUTES, IT

HAD FALLEN BEHIND.

HIS FATE DID NOT LIE HERE - BUT FAR AHEAD, IN THE HUGE, CRIMSON

SUN TOWARD

WHICH THE SPACE POD WAS NOW UNMISTAKABLY FALLING.



43 - INFERNO

NOW THERE WAS ONLY THE RED SUN, FILLING THE SKY FROM SIDE TO

SIDE. HE WAS SO

CLOSE THAT ITS SURFACE WAS NO LONGER FROZEN INTO IMMOBILITY

BY SHEER SCALE.

THERE WERE LUMINOUS NODULES MOVING TO AND FRO, CYCLONES OF

ASCENDING AND

DESCENDING GAS, PROMINENCES SLOWLY ROCKETING TOWARD THE

HEAVENS. SLOWLY? THEY

MUST BE RISING AT A MILLION MILES AN HOUR FOR THEIR MOVEMENT

TO BE VISIBLE TO

HIS EYE.

HE DID NOT EVEN ATTEMPT TO GRASP THE SCALE OF THE INFERNO

TOWARD WHICH HE

WAS DESCENDING. THE IMMENSITIES OF SATURN AND JUPITER BAD

DEFEATED HIM, DURING

DISCOVERY'S FLY-BY IN THAT SOLAR SYSTEM NOW UNKNOWN

GIGAMILES AWAY. BUT

EVERYTHING HE SAW HERE WAS A HUNDRED TIMES LARGER STILL; HE

COULD DO NOTHING BUT

ACCEPT THE IMAGES THAT WERE FLOODING INTO HIS MIND, WITHOUT

ATTEMPTING TO

INTERPRET THEM.

AS THAT SEA OF FIRE EXPANDED BENEATH HIM, BOWMAN SHOULD HAVE

KNOWN FEAR -

BUT, CURIOUSLY ENOUGH, HE NOW FELT ONLY A MILD APPREHENSION. IT

WAS NOT THAT HIS

MIND WAS BENUMBED WITH WONDERS; LOGIC TOLD HIM THAT HE MUST



SURELY BE UNDER THE

PROTECTION OF SOME CONTROLLING AND ALMOST OMNIPOTENT

INTELLIGENCE. HE WAS NOW SO

CLOSE TO THE RED SUN THAT HE WOULD HAVE BEEN BURNED UP IN A

MOMENT IF ITS

RADIATION HAD NOT BEEN HELD AT BAY BY SOME INVISIBLE SCREEN.

AND DURING HIS

VOYAGE HE HAD BEEN SUBJECTED TO ACCELERATIONS THAT SHOULD

HAVE CRUSHED HIM

INSTANTLY - YET HE HAD FELT NOTHING. IF SO MUCH TROUBLE HAD

BEEN TAKEN TO

PRESERVE HIM, THERE WAS STILL CAUSE FOR HOPE.

THE SPACE POD WAS NOW MOVING ALONG A SHALLOW ARC ALMOST

PARALLEL TO THE

SURFACE OF THE STAR, BUT SLOWLY DESCENDING TOWARD IT. AND NOW,

FOR THE FIRST

TIME, BOWMAN BECAME AWARE OF SOUNDS. THERE WAS A FAINT,

CONTINUOUS ROAR, BROKEN

FROM TIME TO TIME BY CRACKLES LIKE TEARING PAPER, OR DISTANT

LIGHTNING. THIS

COULD BE ONLY THE FEEBLEST ECHO OF AN UNIMAGINABLE

CACOPHONY; THE ATMOSPHERE

SURROUNDING HIM MUST BE RACKED BY CONCUSSIONS THAT COULD

TEAR ANY MATERIAL

OBJECT TO ATOMS. YET HE WAS PROTECTED FROM THIS SHATTERING

TUMULT AS EFFECTIVELY

AS FROM THE HEAT.

THOUGH RIDGES OF FLAME THOUSANDS OF MILES HIGH WERE RISING



AND SLOWLY

COLLAPSING AROUND HIM, HE WAS COMPLETELY INSULATED FROM ALL

THIS VIOLENCE. THE

ENERGIES OF THE STAR RAVED PAST HIM, AS IF THEY WERE IN ANOTHER

UNIVERSE; THE

POD MOVED SEDATELY THROUGH THEIR MIDST, UN-BUFFETED AND

UNSCORCHED. BOWMAN'S EYES, NO LONGER HOPELESSLY CONFUSED BY

THE STRANGENESS AND GRANDEUR

OF THE SCENE, BEGAN TO PICK OUT DETAILS WHICH MUST HAVE BEEN

THERE BEFORE, BUT

WHICH HE HAD NOT YET PERCEIVED. THE SURFACE OF THIS STAR WAS

NO FORMLESS CHAOS;

THERE WAS PATTERN HERE, AS IN EVERYTHING THAT NATURE CREATED.

HE NOTICED FIRST THE LITTLE WHIRLPOOLS OF GAS - PROBABLY NO

LARGER THAN ASIA

OR AFRICA - THAT WANDERED OVER THE SURFACE OF THE STAR.

SOMETIMES HE COULD LOOK

DIRECTLY DOWN INTO ONE OF THEM, TO SEE DARKER, COOLER REGIONS

FAR BELOW.

CURIOUSLY ENOUGH, THERE APPEARED TO BE NO SUNSPOTS; PERHAPS

THEY WERE A DISEASE

PECULIAR TO THE STAR THAT SHONE ON EARTH.

AND THERE WERE OCCASIONAL CLOUDS, LIKE WISPS OF SMOKE BLOWN

BEFORE A GALE.

PERHAPS THEY WERE INDEED SMOKE, FOR THIS SUN WAS SO COLD

THAT REAL FIRE COULD

EXIST HERE. CHEMICAL COMPOUNDS COULD BE BORN AND COULD LIVE

FOR A FEW SECONDS



BEFORE THEY WERE AGAIN RIPPED APART BY THE FIERCER NUCLEAR

VIOLENCE THAT

SURROUNDED THEM.

THE HORIZON WAS GROWING BRIGHTER, ITS COLOR CHANGING FROM

GLOOMY RED TO

YELLOW TO BLUE TO BLISTERING VIOLET.

THE WHITE DWARF WAS COMING UP OVER THE HORIZON, DRAGGING ITS

TIDAL WAVE OF

STAR-STUFF BEHIND IT.

BOWMAN SHIELDED HIS EYES FROM THE INTOLERABLE GLARE OF THE

LITTLE SUN, AND

FOCUSED ON THE TROUBLED STARSCAPE WHICH ITS GRAVITATIONAL

FIELD WAS SUCKING

SKYWARD. ONCE HE HAD SEEN A WATERSPOUT MOVING ACROSS THE

FACE OF THE CARIBBEAN;

THIS TOWER OF FLAME HAD ALMOST THE SAME SHAPE. ONLY THE

SCALE WAS SLIGHTLY

DIFFERENT, FOR AT ITS BASE, THE COLUMN WAS PROBABLY WIDER THAN

THE PLANET EARTH.

AND THEN, IMMEDIATELY BENEATH HIM, BOWMAN NOTICED SOMETHING

WHICH WAS SURELY

NEW, SINCE HE COULD HARDLY HAVE OVERLOOKED IT IF IT HAD BEEN

THERE BEFORE.

MOVING ACROSS THE OCEAN OF GLOWING GAS WERE MYRIADS OF

BRIGHT BEADS; THEY SHONE

WITH A PEARLY LIGHT WHICH WAXED AND WANED IN A PERIOD OF A

FEW SECONDS. AND THEY

WERE ALL TRAVELING IN THE SAME DIRECTION, LIKE SALMON MOVING



UPSTREAM; SOMETIMES

THEY WEAVED BACK AND FORTH SO THAT THEIR PATHS INTERTWINED,

BUT THEY NEVER

TOUCHED.

THERE WERE THOUSANDS OF THEM, AND THE LONGER BOWMAN

STARED, THE MORE

CONVINCED HE BECAME THAT THEIR MOTION WAS PURPOSEFUL. THEY

WERE TOO FAR AWAY FOR

HIM TO MAKE OUT ANY DETAILS OF THEIR STRUCTURE; THAT BE COULD

SEE THEM AT ALL IN

THIS COLOSSAL PANORAMA MEANT THAT THEY MUST BE SCORES -

PERHAPS HUNDREDS - OF

MILES ACROSS. IF THEY WERE ORGANIZED ENTITIES, THEY WERE

LEVIATHANS INDEED,

BUILT TO MATCH THE SCALE OF THE WORLD THEY INHABITED.

PERHAPS THEY WERE ONLY CLOUDS OF PLASMA, GIVEN TEMPORARY

STABILITY BY SOME

ODD COMBINATION OF NATURAL FORCES - LIKE THE SHORT-LIVED

SPHERES OF BALL-

LIGHTNING THAT STILL PUZZLED TERRESTRIAL SCIENTISTS. THAT WAS

AN EASY, AND

PERHAPS SOOTHING, EXPLANATION; BUT AS BOWMAN LOOKED DOWN

UPON THAT STAR-WIDE

STREAMING, HE COULD NOT REALLY BELIEVE IT. THOSE GLITTERING

NODES OF LIGHT KNEW

WHERE THEY WERE GOING; THEY WERE DELIBERATELY CONVERGING

UPON THE PILLAR OF FIRE

RAISED BY THE WHITE DWARF AS IT ORBITED OVERHEAD.



BOWMAN STARED ONCE MORE AT THAT ASCENDING COLUMN, NOW

MARCHING ALONG THE

HORIZON BENEATH THE TINY, MASSIVE STAR THAT RULED IT. COULD IT

BE PURE

IMAGINATION - OR WERE THERE PATCHES OF BRIGHTER LUMINOSITY

CREEPING UP THAT

GREAT GEYSER OF GAS, AS IF MYRIADS OF SHINING SPARKS HAD

COMBINED INTO WHOLE

CONTINENTS OF PHOSPHORESCENCE? THE IDEA WAS ALMOST BEYOND

FANTASY, BUT PERHAPS HE WAS WATCHING NOTHING LESS

THAN A MIGRATION FROM STAR TO STAR, ACROSS A BRIDGE OF FIRE.

WHETHER IT WAS A

MOVEMENT OF MINDLESS, COSMIC BEASTS DRIVEN ACROSS SPACE BY

SOME LEMMING-LIKE

URGE, OR A VAST CONCOURSE OF INTELLIGENT ENTITIES, HE WOULD

PROBABLY NEVER KNOW.

HE WAS MOVING THROUGH A NEW ORDER OF CREATION, OF WHICH FEW

MEN HAD EVER

DREAMED. BEYOND THE REALMS OF SEA AND LAND AND AIR AND SPACE

LAY THE REALMS OF

FIRE, WHICH HE ALONE HAD BEEN PRIVILEGED TO GLIMPSE. IT WAS TOO

MUCH TO EXPECT

THAT HE WOULD ALSO UNDERSTAND.

44 - RECEPTION

THE PILLAR OF FIRE WAS MARCHING OVER THE EDGE OF THE SUN, LIKE

A STORM

PASSING BEYOND THE HORIZON. THE SCURRYING FLECKS OF LIGHT NO

LONGER MOVED ACROSS



THE REDLY GLOWING STARSCAPE STILL THOUSANDS OF MILES BELOW.

INSIDE HIS SPACE

POD, PROTECTED FROM AN ENVIRONMENT THAT COULD ANNIHILATE

HIM WITHIN A

MILLISECOND, DAVID BOWMAN AWAITED WHATEVER HAD BEEN

PREPARED.

THE WHITE DWARF WAS SINKING FAST AS IT HURTLED ALONG ITS ORBIT;

PRESENTLY IT

TOUCHED THE HORIZON, SET IT AFLAME, AND DISAPPEARED. A FALSE

TWILIGHT FELL UPON

THE INFERNO BENEATH, AND IN THE SUDDEN CHANGE OF ILLUMINATION

BOWMAN BECAME

AWARE THAT SOMETHING WAS HAPPENING IN THE SPACE AROUND HIM.

THE WORLD OF THE RED SUN SEEMED TO RIPPLE, AS IF HE WERE

LOOKING AT IT

THROUGH RUNNING WATER. FOR A MOMENT HE WONDERED IF THIS WAS

SOME REFRACTIVE

EFFECT, PERHAPS CAUSED BY THE PASSAGE OF AN UNUSUALLY VIOLENT

SHOCK WAVE THROUGH

THE TORTURED ATMOSPHERE IN WHICH HE WAS IMMERSED.

THE LIGHT WAS FADING; IT SEEMED THAT A SECOND TWILIGHT WAS

ABOUT TO FALL.

INVOLUNTARILY, BOWMAN LOOKED UPWARD, THEN CHECKED HIMSELF

SHEEPISHLY, AS HE

REMEMBERED THAT HERE THE MAIN SOURCE OF LIGHT WAS NOT THE

SKY, BUT THE BLAZING

WORLD BELOW.

IT SEEMED AS IF WALLS OF SOME MATERIAL LIKE SMOKED GLASS WERE



THICKENING

AROUND HIM, CUTTING OUT THE RED GLOW AND OBSCURING THE VIEW.

IT BECAME DARKER

AND DARKER; THE FAINT ROAR OF THE STELLAR HURRICANES ALSO

FADED OUT. THE SPACE

POD WAS FLOATING IN SILENCE, AND IN NIGHT.

A MOMENT LATER, THERE WAS THE SOFTEST OF BUMPS AS IT SETTLED

ON SOME HARD

SURFACE, AND CAME TO REST.

TO REST ON WHAT? BOWMAN ASKED HIMSELF INCREDULOUSLY. THEN

LIGHT RETURNED;

AND INCREDULITY GAVE WAY TO A HEART-SINKING DESPAIR - FOR AS HE

SAW WHAT LAY

AROUND HIM, HE KNEW THAT HE MUST BE MAD.

HE WAS PREPARED, HE THOUGHT, FOR ANY WONDER. THE ONLY THING

HE HAD NEVER

EXPECTED WAS THE UTTERLY COMMONPLACE.

THE SPACE POD WAS RESTING ON THE POLISHED FLOOR OF AN

ELEGANT, ANONYMOUS

HOTEL SUITE THAT MIGHT HAVE BEEN IN ANY LARGE CITY ON EARTH. HE

WAS STARING INTO

A LIVING ROOM WITH A COFFEE TABLE, A DIVAN, A DOZEN CHAIRS, A

WRITING DESK,

VARIOUS LAMPS, A HALF-FILLED BOOKCASE WITH SOME MAGAZINES

LYING ON IT, AND EVEN A BOWL OF FLOWERS. VAN GOGH'S BRIDGE AT

ARLES WAS HANGING ON ONE WALL - WYETH'S

CHRISTINA'S WORLD ON ANOTHER. HE FELT CONFIDENT THAT WHEN HE

PULLED OPEN THE



DRAWER OF THAT DESK, HE WOULD FIND A GIDEON BIBLE INSIDE IT...

IF HE WAS INDEED MAD, HIS DELUSIONS WERE BEAUTIFULLY ORGANIZED.

EVERYTHING

WAS PERFECTLY REAL; NOTHING VANISHED WHEN HE TURNED HIS

BACK. THE ONLY

INCONGRUOUS ELEMENT IN THE SCENE - AND THAT CERTAINLY A MAJOR

ONE - WAS THE

SPACE POD ITSELF.

FOR MANY MINUTES, BOWMAN DID NOT MOVE FROM HIS SEAT. HE HALF

EXPECTED THE

VISION AROUND HIM TO GO AWAY, BUT IT REMAINED AS SOLID AS

ANYTHING BE BAD EVER

SEEN IN HIS LIFE.

IT WAS REAL - OR ELSE A PHANTOM OF THE SENSES SO SUPERBLY

CONTRIVED THAT

THERE WAS NO WAY OF DISTINGUISHING IT FROM REALITY. PERHAPS IT

WAS SOME KIND OF

TEST; IF SO, NOT ONLY HIS FATE BUT THAT OF THE HUMAN RACE MIGHT

WELL DEPEND UPON

HIS ACTIONS IN THE NEXT FEW MINUTES.

HE COULD SIT HERE AND WAIT FOR SOMETHING TO HAPPEN, OR HE

COULD OPEN THE POD

AND STEP OUTSIDE TO CHALLENGE THE REALITY OF THE SCENE

AROUND HIM. THE FLOOR

APPEARED TO BE SOLID; AT LEAST, IT WAS BEARING THE WEIGHT OF THE

SPACE POD. HE

WAS NOT LIKELY TO FALL THROUGH IT - WHATEVER "IT" MIGHT REALLY

BE.



BUT THERE WAS STILL THE QUESTION OF AIR; FOR ALL THAT HE COULD

TELL, THIS

ROOM MIGHT BE IN VACUUM, OR MIGHT CONTAIN A POISONOUS

ATMOSPHERE. HE THOUGHT IT

VERY UNLIKELY - NO ONE WOULD GO TO ALL THIS TROUBLE WITHOUT

ATTENDING TO SUCH AN

ESSENTIAL DETAIL - BUT HE DID NOT PROPOSE TO TAKE UNNECESSARY

RISKS. IN ANY

EVENT, HIS YEARS OF TRAINING MADE HIM WARY OF CONTAMINATION;

HE WAS RELUCTANT TO

EXPOSE HIMSELF TO AN UNKNOWN ENVIRONMENT UNTIL HE KNEW

THAT THERE WAS NO

ALTERNATIVE. THIS PLACE LOOKED LIKE A HOTEL ROOM SOMEWHERE IN

THE UNITED STATES.

THAT DID NOT ALTER THE FACT THAT IN REALITY HE MUST BE

HUNDREDS OF LIGHT-YEARS

FROM THE SOLAR SYSTEM.

HE CLOSED THE HELMET OF HIS SUIT, SEALING HIMSELF IN, AND

ACTUATED THE HATCH

OF THE SPACE POD. THERE WAS A BRIEF HISS OF PRESSURE

EQUALIZATION; THEN HE

STEPPED OUT INTO THE ROOM.

AS FAR AS HE COULD TELL, HE WAS IN A PERFECTLY NORMAL GRAVITY

FIELD. HE

RAISED ONE ARM, THEN LET IT FALL FREELY. IT FLOPPED TO HIS SIDE IN

LESS THAN A

SECOND.

THIS MADE EVERYTHING SEEM DOUBLY UNREAL. HERE HE WAS



WEARING A SPACESUIT,

STANDING - WHEN HE SHOULD HAVE BEEN FLOATING - OUTSIDE A

VEHICLE WHICH COULD

ONLY FUNCTION PROPERLY IN THE ABSENCE OF GRAVITY. ALL HIS

NORMAL ASTRONAUT'S

REFLEXES WERE UPSET; HE HAD TO THINK BEFORE HE MADE EVERY

MOVEMENT.

LIKE A MAN IN A TRANCE HE WALKED SLOWLY FROM HIS BARE,

UNFURNISHED HALF OF

THE ROOM TOWARD THE HOTEL SUITE. IT DID NOT, AS HE HAD ALMOST

EXPECTED,

DISAPPEAR AS HE APPROACHED, BUT REMAINED PERFECTLY REAL - AND

APPARENTLY

PERFECTLY SOLID.

HE STOPPED BESIDE THE COFFEE TABLE. ON IT SAT A CONVENTIONAL

BELL SYSTEM

VISION-PHONE, COMPLETE WITH THE LOCAL DIRECTORY. HE BENT DOWN

AND PICKED UP THE

VOLUME WITH HIS CLUMSY, GLOVED HANDS.

IT BORE, IN THE FAMILIAR TYPE HE HAD SEEN THOUSANDS OF TIMES,

THE NAME:

WASHINGTON, D.C. THEN HE LOOKED MORE CLOSELY; AND FOR THE

FIRST TIME, HE HAD OBJECTIVE PROOF

THAT, ALTHOUGH ALL THIS MIGHT BE REAL, HE WAS NOT ON EARTH.

HE COULD READ ONLY THE WORD WASHINGTON; THE REST OF THE

PRINTING WAS A BLUR,

AS IF IT HAD BEEN COPIED FROM A NEWSPAPER PHOTOGRAPH. HE

OPENED THE BOOK AT



RANDOM AND RIFFLED THROUGH THE PAGES. THEY WERE ALL BLANK

SHEETS OF CRISP WHITE

MATERIAL WHICH WAS CERTAINLY NOT PAPER, THOUGH IT LOOKED VERY

MUCH LIKE IT.

HE LIFTED THE TELEPHONE RECEIVER AND PRESSED IT AGAINST THE

PLASTIC OF HIS

HELMET. IF THERE HAD BEEN A DIALING SOUND HE COULD HAVE HEARD

IT THROUGH THE

CONDUCTING MATERIAL. BUT, AS HE HAD EXPECTED, THERE WAS ONLY

SILENCE.

SO - IT WAS ALL A FAKE, THOUGH A FANTASTICALLY CAREFUL ONE. AND

IT WAS

CLEARLY NOT INTENDED TO DECEIVE BUT RATHER - HE HOPED - TO

REASSURE. THAT WAS A

VERY COMFORTING THOUGHT; NEVERTHELESS HE WOULD NOT REMOVE

HIS SUIT UNTIL BE HAD

COMPLETED HIS VOYAGE OF EXPLORATION. ALL THE FURNITURE

SEEMED SOUND AND SOLID

ENOUGH; HE TRIED THE CHAIRS, AND THEY SUPPORTED HIS WEIGHT.

BUT THE DRAWERS IN

THE DESK WOULD NOT OPEN; THEY WERE DUMMIES.

SO WERE THE BOOKS AND MAGAZINES; LIKE THE TELEPHONE

DIRECTORY, ONLY THE

TITLES WERE READABLE. THEY FORMED AN ODD SELECTION - MOSTLY

RATHER TRASHY BEST

SELLERS, A FEW SENSATIONAL WORKS OF NONFICTION, AND SOME

WELL-PUBLICIZED

AUTOBIOGRAPHIES. THERE WAS NOTHING LESS THAN THREE YEARS



OLD, AND LITTLE OF ANY

INTELLECTUAL CONTENT. NOT THAT IT MATTERED, FOR THE BOOKS

COULD NOT EVEN BE

TAKEN DOWN FROM THE SHELVES.

THERE WERE TWO DOORS THAT OPENED READILY ENOUGH. THE FIRST

ONE TOOK HIM INTO

A SMALL BUT COMFORTABLE BEDROOM, FITTED WITH A BED, BUREAU,

TWO CHAIRS, LIGHT

SWITCHES THAT ACTUALLY WORKED, AND A CLOTHES CLOSET. HE

OPENED THIS, AND FOUND

HIMSELF LOOKING AT FOUR SUITS, A DRESSING GOWN, A DOZEN WHITE

SHIRTS, AND

SEVERAL SETS OF UNDERWEAR, ALL NEATLY DRAPED FROM HANGERS.

HE TOOK DOWN ONE OF THE SUITS, AND INSPECTED IT CAREFULLY. AS

FAR AS HIS

GLOVED HANDS COULD JUDGE, IT WAS MADE OF MATERIAL THAT WAS

MORE LIKE FUR THAN

WOOL. IT WAS ALSO A LITTLE OUT OF STYLE; ON EARTH, NO ONE HAD

BEEN WEARING

SINGLE-BREASTED SUITS FOR AT LEAST FOUR YEARS.

NEXT TO THE BEDROOM WAS A BATHROOM, COMPLETE WITH FITTINGS

WHICH, HE WAS

RELIEVED TO NOTE, WERE NOT DUMMIES, BUT WORKED IN A PERFECTLY

NORMAL MANNER. AND

AFTER THAT WAS A KITCHENETTE, WITH ELECTRIC COOKER,

REFRIGERATOR, STORAGE

CUPBOARDS, CROCKERY AND CUTLERY, SINK, TABLE, AND CHAIRS.

BOWMAN BEGAN TO



EXPLORE THIS NOT ONLY WITH CURIOSITY, BUT WITH MOUNTING

HUNGER.

FIRST HE OPENED THE REFRIGERATOR, AND A WAVE OF COLD MIST

ROLLED OUT. THE

SHELVES WERE WELL STOCKED WITH PACKAGES AND CANS, ALL OF

THEM LOOKING PERFECTLY

FAMILIAR FROM A DISTANCE, THOUGH AT CLOSE QUARTERS THEIR

PROPRIETARY LABELS WERE

BLURRED AND UNREADABLE. HOWEVER, THERE WAS A NOTABLE

ABSENCE OF EGGS, MILK,

BUTTER, MEAT, FRUIT, OR ANY OTHER UNPROCESSED FOOD; THE

REFRIGERATOR HELD ONLY

ITEMS THAT HAD ALREADY BEEN PACKAGED IN SOME WAY.

BOWMAN PICKED UP A CARTON OF A FAMILIAR BREAKFAST CEREAL,

THINKING AS HE DID

SO THAT IT WAS ODD TO KEEP THIS FROZEN. THE MOMENT HE LIFTED

THE PACKAGE, HE

KNEW THAT IT CERTAINLY DID NOT CONTAIN CORNFLAKES; IT WAS

MUCH TOO HEAVY.

HE RIPPED OPEN THE LID, AND EXAMINED THE CONTENTS. THE BOX

CONTAINED A SLIGHTLY MOIST BLUE SUBSTANCE, OF ABOUT THE

WEIGHT AND

TEXTURE OF BREAD PUDDING. APART FROM ITS ODD COLOR, IT LOOKED

QUITE APPETIZING.

BUT THIS IS RIDICULOUS, BOWMAN TOLD HIMSELF. I AM ALMOST

CERTAINLY BEING

WATCHED, AND I MUST LOOK AN IDIOT WEARING THIS SUIT. IF THIS IS

SOME KIND OF



INTELLIGENCE TEST, I'VE PROBABLY FAILED ALREADY. WITHOUT FURTHER

HESITATION, HE

WALKED BACK INTO THE BEDROOM AND BEGAN TO UNDO THE CLAMP

OF HIS HELMET. WHEN IT

WAS LOOSE, HE LIFTED THE HELMET A FRACTION OF AN INCH, CRACKED

THE SEAL AND TOOK

A CAUTIOUS SNIFF. AS FAR AS HE COULD TELL, HE WAS BREATHING

PERFECTLY NORMAL

AIR.

HE DROPPED THE HELMET ON THE BED, AND BEGAN THANKFULLY - AND

RATHER STIFFLY

- TO DIVEST HIMSELF OF HIS SUIT. WHEN HE HAD FINISHED, HE

STRETCHED, TOOK A FEW

DEEP BREATHS, AND CAREFULLY HUNG THE SPACESUIT UP AMONG THE

MORE CONVENTIONAL

ARTICLES OF CLOTHING IN THE CLOSET. IT LOOKED RATHER ODD THERE,

BUT THE

COMPULSIVE TIDINESS THAT BOWMAN SHARED WITH ALL ASTRONAUTS

WOULD NEVER HAVE

ALLOWED HIM TO LEAVE IT ANYWHERE ELSE.

THEN HE WALKED QUICKLY BACK INTO THE KITCHEN AND BEGAN TO

INSPECT THE

"CEREAL" BOX AT CLOSER QUARTERS.

THE BLUE BREAD PUDDING HAD A FAINT, SPICY SMELL, SOMETHING LIKE

A MACAROON.

BOWMAN WEIGHED IT IN HIS HAND, THEN BROKE OFF A PIECE AND

CAUTIOUSLY SNIFFED AT

IT. THOUGH HE FELT SURE NOW THAT THERE WOULD BE NO DELIBERATE



ATTEMPT TO POISON

HIM, THERE WAS ALWAYS THE POSSIBILITY OF MISTAKES - ESPECIALLY

IN A MATTER SO

COMPLEX AS BIOCHEMISTRY.

HE NIBBLED AT A FEW CRUMBS, THEN CHEWED AND SWALLOWED THE

FRAGMENT OF FOOD;

IT WAS EXCELLENT, THOUGH THE FLAVOR WAS SO ELUSIVE AS TO BE

ALMOST

INDESCRIBABLE. IF HE CLOSED HIS EYES, HE COULD IMAGINE IT WAS

MEAT, OR WHOLEMEAL

BREAD, OR EVEN DRIED FRUIT. UNLESS THERE WERE UNEXPECTED

AFTEREFFECTS, HE HAD NO

CAUSE TO FEAR STARVATION.

WHEN HE HAD EATEN JUST A FEW MOUTHFULS OF THE SUBSTANCE,

AND ALREADY FELT

QUITE SATISFIED, HE LOOKED FOR SOMETHING TO DRINK. THERE WERE

HALF A DOZEN CANS

OF BEER - AGAIN OF A FAMOUS BRAND - AT THE BACK OF THE

REFRIGERATOR, AND HE

PRESSED THE TAB ON ONE OF THEM TO OPEN IT.

THE PRESTRESSED METAL LID POPPED OFF ALONG ITS STRAIN LINES,

EXACTLY AS

USUAL. BUT THE CAN DID NOT CONTAIN BEER; TO BOWMAN'S

SURPRISED DISAPPOINTMENT,

IT HELD MORE OF THE BLUE FOOD.

IN A FEW SECONDS HE HAD OPENED HALF A DOZEN OF THE OTHER

PACKAGES AND CANS.

WHATEVER THEIR LABELS, THEIR CONTENTS WERE THE SAME; IT



SEEMED THAT HIS DIET WAS

GOING TO BE A LITTLE MONOTONOUS, AND THAT HE WOULD HAVE

NOTHING BUT WATER TO

DRINK. HE FILLED A GLASS FROM THE KITCHEN FAUCET AND SIPPED AT

IT CAUTIOUSLY.

HE SPAT OUT THE FIRST FEW DROPS AT ONCE; THE TASTE WAS

TERRIBLE. THEN,

RATHER ASHAMED OF HIS INSTINCTIVE REACTION, HE FORCED HIMSELF

TO DRINK THE REST.

THAT FIRST SIP HAD BEEN ENOUGH TO IDENTIFY THE LIQUID. IT TASTED

TERRIBLE

BECAUSE IT HAD NO TASTE AT ALL; THE FAUCET WAS SUPPLYING PURE,

DISTILLED WATER.

HIS UNKNOWN HOSTS WERE OBVIOUSLY TAKING NO CHANCES WITH HIS

HEALTH.

FEELING MUCH REFRESHED, HE THEN HAD A QUICK SHOWER. THERE

WAS NO SOAP, WHICH

WAS ANOTHER MINOR INCONVENIENCE, BUT THERE WAS A VERY

EFFICIENT HOT-AIR DRIER IN

WHICH BE LUXURIATED FOR A WHILE BEFORE TRYING ON UNDERPANTS,

VEST, AND DRESSING GOWN FROM THE CLOTHES CLOSET. AFTER THAT,

HE LAY DOWN ON THE BED, STARED UP AT

THE CEILING, AND TRIED TO MAKE SENSE OF THIS FANTASTIC

SITUATION.

HE HAD MADE LITTLE PROGRESS WHEN HE WAS DISTRACTED BY

ANOTHER LINE OF

THOUGHT. IMMEDIATELY ABOVE THE BED WAS THE USUAL HOTEL-TYPE

CEILING TV SCREEN;



HE HAD ASSUMED THAT, LIKE THE TELEPHONE AND BOOKS, IT WAS A

DUMMY.

BUT THE CONTROL UNIT ON ITS SWINGING BEDSIDE ARM LOOKED SO

REALISTIC THAT HE

COULD NOT RESIST PLAYING WITH IT; AND AS HIS FINGERS TOUCHED

THE ON SENSOR DISK,

THE SCREEN LIT UP.

FEVERISHLY, HE STARTED TO TAP OUT CHANNEL SELECTOR CODES AT

RANDOM - AND

ALMOST AT ONCE HE GOT HIS FIRST PICTURE.

IT WAS A WELL-KNOWN AFRICAN NEWS COMMENTATOR, DISCUSSING

THE ATTEMPTS BEING

MADE TO PRESERVE THE LAST REMNANTS OF HIS COUNTRY'S WILD LIFE.

BOWMAN LISTENED

FOR A FEW SECONDS, SO CAPTIVATED BY THE SOUND OF A HUMAN

VOICE THAT HE DID NOT

IN THE LEAST CARE WHAT IT WAS TALKING ABOUT. THEN HE CHANGED

CHANNELS.

IN THE NEXT FIVE MINUTES, HE GOT A SYMPHONY ORCHESTRA PLAYING

WALTON'S

VIOLIN CONCERTO, A DISCUSSION ON THE SAD STATE OF THE

LEGITIMATE THEATER, A

WESTERN, A DEMONSTRATION OF A NEW HEADACHE CURE, A PANEL

GAME IN SOME ORIENTAL

LANGUAGE, A PSYCHODRAMA, THREE NEWS COMMENTARIES, A

FOOTBALL GAME, A LECTURE ON

SOLID GEOMETRY (IN RUSSIAN), AND SEVERAL TUNING SIGNALS AND

DATA TRANSMISSIONS.



IT WAS, IN FACT, A PERFECTLY NORMAL SELECTION FROM THE WORLD'S

TV PROGRAMS, AND

APART FROM THE PSYCHOLOGICAL UPLIFT IT GAVE HIM, IT CONFIRMED

ONE SUSPICION THAT

HAD ALREADY BEEN FORMING IN HIS MIND.

ALL THE PROGRAMS WERE ABOUT TWO YEARS OLD. THAT WAS AROUND

THE TIME TMA-1

HAD BEEN DISCOVERED, AND IT WAS HARD TO BELIEVE THAT THIS WAS A

PURE

COINCIDENCE. SOMETHING HAD BEEN MONITORING THE RADIO WAVES;

THAT EBON BLOCK HAD

BEEN BUSIER THAN MEN HAD SUSPECTED.

HE CONTINUED TO WANDER ACROSS THE SPECTRUM, AND SUDDENLY

RECOGNIZED A

FAMILIAR SCENE. HERE WAS THIS VERY SUITE, NOW OCCUPIED BY A

CELEBRATED ACTOR WHO

WAS FURIOUSLY DENOUNCING AN UNFAITHFUL MISTRESS. BOWMAN

LOOKED WITH A SHOCK OF

RECOGNITION UPON THE LIVING ROOM HE HAD JUST LEFT - AND WHEN

THE CAMERA FOLLOWED

THE INDIGNANT COUPLE TOWARD THE BEDROOM, HE INVOLUNTARILY

LOOKED TOWARD THE DOOR

TO SEE IF ANYONE WAS ENTERING.

SO THAT WAS HOW THIS RECEPTION AREA HAD BEEN PREPARED FOR

HIM; HIS HOSTS HAD

BASED THEIR IDEAS OF TERRESTRIAL LIVING UPON TV PROGRAMS. HIS

FEELING THAT HE

WAS INSIDE A MOVIE SET WAS ALMOST LITERALLY TRUE.



HE HAD LEARNED ALL THAT HE WISHED TO FOR THE MOMENT, AND

TURNED OFF THE SET.

WHAT DO I DO NOW? HE ASKED HIMSELF, LOCKING HIS FINGERS BEHIND

HIS HEAD AND

STARING UP AT THE BLANK SCREEN.

HE WAS PHYSICALLY AND EMOTIONALLY EXHAUSTED, YET IT SEEMED

IMPOSSIBLE THAT

ONE COULD SLEEP IN SUCH FANTASTIC SURROUNDINGS, AND FARTHER

FROM EARTH THAN ANY

MAN IN HISTORY HAD EVER BEEN. BUT THE COMFORTABLE BED, AND

THE INSTINCTIVE

WISDOM OF THE BODY, CONSPIRED TOGETHER AGAINST HIS WILL.

HE FUMBLED FOR THE LIGHT SWITCH, AND THE ROOM WAS PLUNGED

INTO DARKNESS.

WITHIN SECONDS, HE HAD PASSED BEYOND THE REACH OF DREAMS.

SO, FOR THE LAST TIME, DAVID BOWMAN SLEPT. 45 - RECAPITULATION

THERE BEING NO FURTHER USE FOR IT, THE FURNITURE OF THE SUITE

DISSOLVED BACK

INTO THE MIND OF ITS CREATOR. ONLY THE BED REMAINED - AND THE

WALLS, SHIELDING

THIS FRAGILE ORGANISM FROM THE ENERGIES IT COULD NOT YET

CONTROL.

IN HIS SLEEP, DAVID BOWMAN STIRRED RESTLESSLY. HE DID NOT WAKE,

NOR DID HE

DREAM, BUT HE WAS NO LONGER WHOLLY UNCONSCIOUS. LIKE A FOG

CREEPING THROUGH A

FOREST, SOMETHING INVADED HIS MIND. HE SENSED IT ONLY DIMLY, FOR

THE FULL IMPACT



WOULD HAVE DESTROYED HIM AS SURELY AS THE FIRES RAGING

BEYOND THESE WALLS.

BENEATH THAT DISPASSIONATE SCRUTINY, HE FELT NEITHER HOPE NOR

FEAR; ALL EMOTION

HAD BEEN LEACHED AWAY.

HE SEEMED TO BE FLOATING IN FREE SPACE, WHILE AROUND HIM

STRETCHED, IN ALL

DIRECTIONS, AN INFINITE GEOMETRICAL GRID OF DARK LINES OR

THREADS, ALONG WHICH

MOVED TINY NODES OF LIGHT - SOME SLOWLY, SOME AT DAZZLING

SPEED.

ONCE HE HAD PEERED THROUGH A MICROSCOPE AT A CROSS-SECTION

OF A HUMAN BRAIN,

AND IN ITS NETWORK OF NERVE FIBERS HAD GLIMPSED THE SAME

LABYRINTHINE

COMPLEXITY. BUT THAT HAD BEEN DEAD AND STATIC, WHEREAS THIS

TRANSCENDED LIFE

ITSELF. HE KNEW - OR BELIEVED HE KNEW - THAT HE WAS WATCHING

THE OPERATION OF

SOME GIGANTIC MIND, CONTEMPLATING THE UNIVERSE OF WHICH HE

WAS SO TINY A PART.

THE VISION, OR ILLUSION, LASTED ONLY A MOMENT. THEN THE

CRYSTALLINE PLANES

AND LATTICES, AND THE INTERLOCKING PERSPECTIVES OF MOVING

LIGHT, FLICKERED OUT

OF EXISTENCE, AS DAVID BOWMAN MOVED INTO A REALM OF

CONSCIOUSNESS THAT NO MAN

HAD EXPERIENCED BEFORE.



AT FIRST, IT SEEMED THAT TIME ITSELF WAS RUNNING BACKWARD. EVEN

THIS MARVEL

HE WAS PREPARED TO ACCEPT, BEFORE BE REALIZED THE SUBTLER

TRUTH.

THE SPRINGS OF MEMORY WERE BEING TAPPED; IN CONTROLLED

RECOLLECTION, HE WAS

RELIVING THE PAST. THERE WAS THE HOTEL SUITE - THERE THE SPACE

POD - THERE THE

BURNING STARSCAPES OF THE RED SUN - THERE THE SHINING CORE OF

THE GALAXY - THERE

THE GATEWAY THROUGH WHICH HE HAD REEMERGED INTO THE

UNIVERSE. AND NOT ONLY

VISION, BUT ALL THE SENSE IMPRESSIONS, AND ALL THE EMOTIONS HE

HAD FELT AT THE

TIME, WERE RACING PAST, MORE AND MORE SWIFTLY. HIS LIFE WAS

UNREELING LIKE A

TAPE RECORDER PLAYING BACK AT EVER-INCREASING SPEED.

NOW HE WAS ONCE MORE ABOARD THE DISCOVERY AND THE RINGS OF

SATURN FILLED THE

SKY. BEFORE THAT, HE WAS REPEATING HIS FINAL DIALOGUE WITH HAL;

HE WAS SEEING

FRANK POOLE LEAVE ON HIS LAST MISSION; HE WAS HEARING THE

VOICE OF EARTH,

ASSURING HIM THAT ALL WAS WELL.

AND EVEN AS HE RELIVED THESE EVENTS, HE KNEW THAT ALL INDEED

WAS WELL. HE

WAS RETROGRESSING DOWN THE CORRIDORS OF TIME, BEING DRAINED

OF KNOWLEDGE AND



EXPERIENCE AS HE SWEPT BACK TOWARD HIS CHILDHOOD. BUT

NOTHING WAS BEING LOST;

ALL THAT BE HAD EVER BEEN, AT EVERY MOMENT OF HIS LIFE, WAS

BEING TRANSFERRED TO

SAFER KEEPING. EVEN AS ONE DAVID BOWMAN CEASED TO EXIST,

ANOTHER BECAME

IMMORTAL. FASTER, FASTER HE MOVED BACK INTO FORGOTTEN YEARS,

AND INTO A SIMPLER WORLD.

FACES HE HAD ONCE LOVED, AND HAD THOUGHT LOST BEYOND RECALL,

SMILED AT HIM

SWEETLY. HE SMILED BACK WITH FONDNESS, AND WITHOUT PAIN.

NOW, AT LAST, THE HEADLONG REGRESSION WAS SLACKENING; THE

WELLS OF MEMORY

WERE NEARLY DRY. TIME FLOWED MORE AND MORE SLUGGISHLY,

APPROACHING A MOMENT OF

STASIS - AS A SWINGING PENDULUM, AT THE LIMIT OF ITS ARC, SEEMS

FROZEN FOR ONE

ETERNAL INSTANT, BEFORE THE NEXT CYCLE BEGINS.

THE TIMELESS INSTANT PASSED; THE PENDULUM REVERSED ITS SWING.

IN AN EMPTY

ROOM, FLOATING AMID THE FIRES OF A DOUBLE STAR TWENTY

THOUSAND LIGHT-YEARS FROM

EARTH, A BABY OPENED ITS EYES AND BEGAN TO CRY.

46 - TRANSFORMATION

THEN IT BECAME SILENT, AS IT SAW THAT IT WAS NO LONGER ALONE.

A GHOSTLY, GLIMMERING RECTANGLE HAD FORMED IN THE EMPTY AIR.

IT SOLIDIFIED

INTO A CRYSTAL TABLET, LOST ITS TRANSPARENCY, AND BECAME



SUFFUSED WITH A PALE,

MILKY LUMINESCENCE. TANTALIZING, ILL-DEFINED PHANTOMS MOVED

ACROSS ITS SURFACE

AND IN ITS DEPTHS. THEY COALESCED INTO BARS OF LIGHTS AND

SHADOW, THEN FORMED

INTERMESHING, SPOKED PATTERNS THAT BEGAN SLOWLY TO ROTATE, IN

TIME WITH THE

PULSING RHYTHM THAT NOW SEEMED TO FILL THE WHOLE OF SPACE.

IT WAS A SPECTACLE TO GRASP AND HOLD THE ATTENTION OF ANY

CHILD - OR OF ANY

MAN-APE. BUT, AS IT HAD BEEN THREE MILLION YEARS BEFORE, IT WAS

ONLY THE OUTWARD

MANIFESTATION OF FORCES TOO SUBTLE TO BE CONSCIOUSLY

PERCEIVED. IT WAS MERELY A

TOY TO DISTRACT THE SENSES, WHILE THE REAL PROCESSING WAS

CARRIED OUT AT FAR

DEEPER LEVELS OF THE MIND.

THIS TIME, THE PROCESSING WAS SWIFT AND CERTAIN, AS THE NEW

DESIGN WAS

WOVEN. FOR IN THE EONS SINCE THEIR LAST MEETING, MUCH HAD BEEN

LEARNED BY THE

WEAVER; AND THE MATERIAL ON WHICH HE PRACTICED HIS ART WAS

NOW OF AN INFINITELY

FINER TEXTURE. BUT WHETHER IT SHOULD BE PERMITTED TO FORM

PART OF HIS STILL-

GROWING TAPESTRY, ONLY THE FUTURE COULD TELL.

WITH EYES THAT ALREADY HELD MORE THAN HUMAN INTENTNESS, THE

BABY STARED INTO



THE DEPTHS OF THE CRYSTAL MONOLITH, SEEING - BUT NOT YET

UNDERSTANDING - THE

MYSTERIES THAT LAY BEYOND. IT KNEW THAT IT HAD COME HOME, THAT

HERE WAS THE

ORIGIN OF MANY RACES BESIDES ITS OWN; BUT IT KNEW ALSO THAT IT

COULD NOT STAY.

BEYOND THIS MOMENT LAY ANOTHER BIRTH, STRANGER THAN ANY IN

THE PAST.

NOW THE MOMENT HAD COME; THE GLOWING PATTERNS NO LONGER

ECHOED THE SECRETS

IN THE CRYSTAL'S HEART. AS THEY DIED, SO TOO THE PROTECTIVE

WALLS FADED BACK

INTO THE NONEXISTENCE FROM WHICH THEY BAD BRIEFLY EMERGED,

AND THE RED SUN

FILLED THE SKY.

THE METAL AND PLASTIC OF THE FORGOTTEN SPACE POD, AND THE

CLOTHING ONCE WORN

BY AN ENTITY WHO HAD CALLED HIMSELF DAVID BOWMAN, FLASHED

INTO FLAME. THE LAST

LINKS WITH EARTH WERE GONE, RESOLVED BACK INTO THEIR

COMPONENT ATOMS.

BUT THE CHILD SCARCELY NOTICED, AS HE ADJUSTED HIMSELF TO THE

COMFORTABLE

GLOW OF HIS NEW ENVIRONMENT. HE STILL NEEDED, FOR A LITTLE

WHILE, THIS SHELL OF MATTER AS THE FOCUS OF HIS POWERS. HIS

INDESTRUCTIBLE BODY WAS HIS MIND'S

PRESENT IMAGE OF ITSELF; AND FOR ALL HIS POWERS, HE KNEW THAT

HE WAS STILL A



BABY. SO HE WOULD REMAIN UNTIL HE HAD DECIDED ON A NEW FORM,

OR HAD PASSED

BEYOND THE NECESSITIES OF MATTER.

AND NOW IT WAS TIME TO GO - THOUGH IN ONE SENSE HE WOULD

NEVER LEAVE THIS

PLACE WHERE HE HAD BEEN REBORN, FOR HE WOULD ALWAYS BE PART

OF THE ENTITY THAT

USED THIS DOUBLE STAR FOR ITS UNFATHOMABLE PURPOSES. THE

DIRECTION, THOUGH NOT

THE NATURE, OF HIS DESTINY WAS CLEAR BEFORE HIM, AND THERE WAS

NO NEED TO TRACE

THE DEVIOUS PATH BY WHICH HE HAD COME. WITH THE INSTINCTS OF

THREE MILLION

YEARS, HE NOW PERCEIVED THAT THERE WERE MORE WAYS THAN ONE

BEHIND THE BACK OF

SPACE. THE ANCIENT MECHANISMS OF THE STAR GATE HAD SERVED

HIM WELL, BUT HE WOULD

NOT NEED THEM AGAIN.

THE GLIMMERING RECTANGULAR SHAPE THAT HAD ONCE SEEMED NO

MORE THAN A SLAB OF

CRYSTAL STILL FLOATED BEFORE HIM, INDIFFERENT AS HE WAS TO THE

HARMLESS FLAMES

OF THE INFERNO BENEATH. IT ENCAPSULATED YET UNFATHOMED

SECRETS OF SPACE AND

TIME, BUT SOME AT LEAST HE NOW UNDERSTOOD AND WAS ABLE TO

COMMAND. HOW OBVIOUS -

HOW NECESSARY - WAS THAT MATHEMATICAL RATIO OF ITS SIDES, THE

QUADRATIC SEQUENCE



1 : 4 : 9! AND HOW NAIVE TO HAVE IMAGINED THAT THE SERIES ENDED

AT THIS POINT,

IN ONLY THREE DIMENSIONS!

HE FOCUSED HIS MIND UPON THESE GEOMETRICAL SIMPLICITIES, AND

AS HIS THOUGHTS

BRUSHED AGAINST IT, THE EMPTY FRAMEWORK FILLED WITH THE

DARKNESS OF THE

INTERSTELLAR NIGHT. THE GLOW OF THE RED SUN FADED - OR, RATHER,

SEEMED TO RECEDE

IN ALL DIRECTIONS AT ONCE - AND THERE BEFORE HIM WAS THE

LUMINOUS WHIRLPOOL OF

THE GALAXY.

IT MIGHT HAVE BEEN SOME BEAUTIFUL, INCREDIBLY DETAILED MODEL,

EMBEDDED IN A

BLOCK OF PLASTIC. BUT IT WAS THE REALITY, GRASPED AS A WHOLE

WITH SENSES NOW

MORE SUBTLE THAN VISION. IF HE WISHED, HE COULD FOCUS HIS

ATTENTION UPON ANY ONE

OF ITS HUNDRED BILLION STARS; AND HE COULD DO MUCH MORE THAN

THAT.

HERE HE WAS, ADRIFT IN THIS GREAT RIVER OF SUNS, HALFWAY

BETWEEN THE BANKED

FIRES OF THE GALACTIC CORE AND THE LONELY, SCATTERED SENTINEL

STARS OF THE RIM.

AND HERE HE WISHED TO BE, ON THE FAR SIDE OF THIS CHASM IN THE

SKY, THIS

SERPENTINE BAND OF DARKNESS, EMPTY OF ALL STARS. HE KNEW THAT

THIS FORMLESS



CHAOS, VISIBLE ONLY BY THE GLOW THAT LIMNED ITS EDGES FROM

FIRE-MISTS FAR

BEYOND, WAS THE STILL UNUSED STUFF OF CREATION, THE RAW

MATERIAL OF EVOLUTIONS

YET TO BE. HERE, TIME HAD NOT BEGUN; NOT UNTIL THE SUNS THAT

NOW BURNED WERE

LONG SINCE DEAD WOULD LIGHT AND LIFE RESHAPE THIS VOID.

UNWITTINGLY, HE HAD CROSSED IT ONCE; NOW HE MUST CROSS IT

AGAIN - THIS TIME,

OF HIS OWN VOLITION. THE THOUGHT FILLED HIM WITH A SUDDEN,

FREEZING TERROR, SO

THAT FOR A MOMENT HE WAS WHOLLY DISORIENTATED, AND HIS NEW

VISION OF THE

UNIVERSE TREMBLED AND THREATENED TO SHATTER INTO A THOUSAND

FRAGMENTS.

IT WAS NOT FEAR OF THE GALACTIC GULFS THAT CHILLED HIS SOUL,

BUT A MORE

PROFOUND DISQUIET, STEMMING FROM THE UNBORN FUTURE. FOR HE

HAD LEFT BEHIND THE

TIME SCALES OF HIS HUMAN ORIGIN; NOW, AS HE CONTEMPLATED THAT

BAND OF STARLESS

NIGHT, HE KNEW HIS FIRST INTIMATIONS OF THE ETERNITY THAT

YAWNED BEFORE HIM.

THEN HE REMEMBERED THAT HE WOULD NEVER BE ALONE, AND HIS

PANIC SLOWLY EBBED.

THE CRYSTAL-CLEAR PERCEPTION OF THE UNIVERSE WAS RESTORED TO

HIM - NOT, HE KNEW,

WHOLLY BY HIS OWN EFFORTS. WHEN HE NEEDED GUIDANCE IN HIS



FIRST FALTERING STEPS,

IT WOULD BE THERE. CONFIDENT ONCE MORE, LIKE A HIGH DIVER WHO

HAD REGAINED HIS NERVE, HE

LAUNCHED HIMSELF ACROSS THE LIGHT-YEARS. THE GALAXY BURST

FORTH FROM THE MENTAL

FRAME IN WHICH HE HAD ENCLOSED IT; STARS AND NEBULAE POURED

PAST HIM IN AN

ILLUSION OF INFINITE SPEED. PHANTOM SUNS EXPLODED AND FELL

BEHIND AS HE SLIPPED

LIKE A SHADOW THROUGH THEIR CORES; THE COLD, DARK WASTE OF

COSMIC DUST WHICH HE

HAD ONCE FEARED SEEMED NO MORE THAN THE BEAT OF A RAVEN'S

WING ACROSS THE FACE

OF THE SUN.

THE STARS WERE THINNING OUT; THE GLARE OF THE MILKY WAY WAS

DIMMING INTO A

PALE GHOST OF THE GLORY HE HAD KNOWN - AND, WHEN HE WAS

READY, WOULD KNOW AGAIN.

HE WAS BACK, PRECISELY WHERE HE WISHED TO BE, IN THE SPACE THAT

MEN CALLED

REAL.

47 - STAR-CHILD

THERE BEFORE HIM, A GLITTERING TOY NO STAR-CHILD COULD RESIST,

FLOATED THE

PLANET EARTH WITH ALL ITS PEOPLES.

HE HAD RETURNED IN TIME. DOWN THERE ON THAT CROWDED GLOBE,

THE ALARMS WOULD

BE FLASHING ACROSS THE RADAR SCREENS, THE GREAT TRACKING



TELESCOPES WOULD BE

SEARCHING THE SKIES - AND HISTORY AS MEN KNEW IT WOULD BE

DRAWING TO A CLOSE.

A THOUSAND MILES BELOW, HE BECAME AWARE THAT A SLUMBERING

CARGO OF DEATH HAD

AWOKEN, AND WAS STIRRING SLUGGISHLY IN ITS ORBIT. THE FEEBLE

ENERGIES IT

CONTAINED WERE NO POSSIBLE MENACE TO HIM; BUT HE PREFERRED A

CLEANER SKY. HE PUT

FORTH HIS WILL, AND THE CIRCLING MEGATONS FLOWERED IN A SILENT

DETONATION THAT

BROUGHT A BRIEF, FALSE DAWN TO HALF THE SLEEPING GLOBE. THEN

HE WAITED,

MARSHALING HIS THOUGHTS AND BROODING OVER HIS STILL

UNTESTED POWERS. FOR THOUGH

HE WAS MASTER OF THE WORLD, HE WAS NOT QUITE SURE WHAT TO DO

NEXT.

BUT HE WOULD THINK OF SOMETHING.

EPILOGUE: AFTER 2001

THE NOVEL 2001: A SPACE ODYSSEY WAS WRITTEN DURING THE YEARS

1964-1968 AND

WAS PUBLISHED IN JULY 1968, SHORTLY AFTER RELEASE OF THE MOVIE.

AS I HAVE

DESCRIBED IN THE LOST WORLDS OF 2001, BOTH PROJECTS PROCEEDED

SIMULTANEOUSLY,

WITH FEEDBACK IN EACH DIRECTION.

THUS I OFTEN HAD THE STRANGE EXPERIENCE OF REVISING THE

MANUSCRIPT AFTER



VIEWING RUSHES BASED UPON AN EARLIER VERSION OF THE STORY - A

STIMULATING BUT

RATHER EXPENSIVE WAY OF WRITING A NOVEL.

AS A RESULT, THERE IS A MUCH CLOSER PARALLEL BETWEEN BOOK AND

MOVIE THAN IS

USUALLY THE CASE, BUT THERE ARE ALSO MAJOR DIFFERENCES. IN THE

NOVEL, THE

DESTINATION OF THE SPACESHIP DISCOVERY WAS IAPETUS (OR

JAPETUS), MOST ENIGMATIC

OF SATURN'S MANY MOONS. THE SATURNIAN SYSTEM WAS REACHED

VIA JUPITER: DISCOVERY

MADE A CLOSE APPROACH TO THE GIANT PLANET, USING ITS

ENORMOUS GRAVITATIONAL FIELD TO PRODUCE A "SLINGSHOT" EFFECT

AND TO ACCELERATE IT ALONG THE SECOND LAP

OF ITS JOURNEY. EXACTLY THE SAME MANEUVER WAS USED BY THE

VOYAGER SPACE-PROBES

IN 1979, WHEN THEY MADE THE FIRST DETAILED RECONNAISSANCE OF

THE OUTER GIANTS.

IN THE MOVIE, HOWEVER, STANLEY KUBRICK WISELY AVOIDED

CONFUSION BY SETTING

THE THIRD CONFRONTATION BETWEEN MAN AND MONOLITH AMONG

THE MOONS OF JUPITER.

SATURN WAS DROPPED FROM THE SCRIPT ENTIRELY, THOUGH DOUGLAS

TRUMBULL LATER USED

THE EXPERTISE HE HAD ACQUIRED FILMING THE RINGED PLANET IN HIS

OWN PRODUCTION,

SILENT RUNNING.

NO ONE COULD HAVE IMAGINED, BACK IN THE MID-SIXTIES, THAT THE



EXPLORATION OF

THE MOONS OF JUPITER LAY NOT IN THE NEXT CENTURY BUT ONLY

FIFTEEN YEARS AHEAD.

NOR HAD ANYONE DREAMED OF THE WONDERS THAT WOULD BE FOUND

THERE - ALTHOUGH WE

CAN BE QUITE CERTAIN THAT THE DISCOVERIES OF THE TWIN VOYAGERS

WILL ONE DAY BE

SURPASSED BY EVEN MORE UNEXPECTED FINDS. WHEN 2001 WAS

WRITTEN, IO, EUROPA,

GANYMEDE, AND CALLISTO WERE MERE PINPOINTS OF LIGHT IN EVEN

THE MOST POWERFUL

TELESCOPE; NOW THEY ARE WORLDS, EACH UNIQUE, AND ONE OF THEM

- IO - THE MOST

VOLCANICALLY ACTIVE BODY IN THE SOLAR SYSTEM.

YET ALL THINGS CONSIDERED, BOTH MOVIE AND BOOK STAND UP QUITE

WELL IN THE

LIGHT OF THESE DISCOVERIES. THERE ARE NO MAJOR CHANGES I

WOULD WISH TO MAKE TO

THE TEXT, AND IT IS FASCINATING TO COMPARE THE JUPITER

SEQUENCES IN THE FILM

WITH THE ACTUAL MOVIES FROM THE VOYAGER CAMERAS.

IT MUST ALSO BE REMEMBERED THAT 2001 WAS WRITTEN IN AN AGE

THAT NOW LIES

BEYOND ONE OF THE GREAT DIVIDES IN HUMAN HISTORY; WE ARE

SUNDERED FROM IT

FOREVER BY THE MOMENT WHEN NEIL ARMSTRONG SET FOOT UPON

THE MOON. JULY 20, 1969,

WAS STILL HALF A DECADE IN THE FUTURE WHEN STANLEY KUBRICK



AND I STARTED

THINKING ABOUT THE "PROVERBIAL GOOD SCIENCE FICTION MOVIE" (HIS

PHRASE). NOW

HISTORY AND FICTION HAVE BECOME INEXTRICABLY INTERTWINED.

THE APOLLO ASTRONAUTS HAD ALREADY SEEN THE FILM WHEN THEY

LEFT FOR THE MOON.

THE CREW OF APOLLO 8, WHO AT CHRISTMAS 1968 BECAME THE FIRST

MEN EVER TO SET

EYES UPON THE LUNAR FARSIDE, TOLD ME THAT THEY HAD BEEN

TEMPTED TO RADIO BACK

THE DISCOVERY OF A LARGE, BLACK MONOLITH: ALAS, DISCRETION

PREVAILED...

AND THERE WERE LATER, ALMOST UNCANNY, INSTANCES OF NATURE

IMITATING ART.

STRANGEST OF ALL WAS THE SAGA OF APOLLO 13 IN 1970.

AS A GOOD OPENING, THE COMMAND MODULE, WHICH HOUSES THE

CREW, HAD BEEN

CHRISTENED ODYSSEY. JUST BEFORE THE EXPLOSION OF THE OXYGEN

TANK WHICH CAUSED

THE MISSION TO BE ABORTED, THE CREW HAD BEEN PLAYING RICHARD

STRAUSS'

ZARATHUSTRA THEME, NOW UNIVERSALLY IDENTIFIED WITH THE MOVIE.

IMMEDIATELY AFTER

THE LOSS OF POWER, JACK SWIGERT RADIOED BACK TO MISSION

CONTROL: "HOUSTON, WE'VE

HAD A PROBLEM." THE WORDS THAT HAL USED TO FRANK POOLE ON A

SIMILAR OCCASION

WERE: "SORRY TO INTERRUPT THE FESTIVITIES, BUT WE HAVE A



PROBLEM."

WHEN THE REPORT OF THE APOLLO 13 MISSION WAS LATER PUBLISHED,

NASA

ADMINISTRATOR TOM PAINE SENT ME A COPY AND NOTED UNDER

SWIGERT'S WORDS: "JUST AS

YOU ALWAYS SAID IT WOULD BE, ARTHUR." I STILL GET A VERY STRANGE

FEELING WHEN I

CONTEMPLATE THIS WHOLE SERIES OF EVENTS - ALMOST, INDEED, AS IF

I SHARE A

CERTAIN RESPONSIBILITY...

ANOTHER RESONANCE IS LESS SERIOUS, BUT EQUALLY STRIKING. ONE

OF THE MOST

TECHNICALLY BRILLIANT SEQUENCES IN THE MOVIE WAS THAT IN

WHICH ASTRONAUT FRANK

POOLE WAS SHOWN RUNNING ROUND AND ROUND THE CIRCULAR

TRACK OF THE GIANT

CENTRIFUGE, HELD IN PLACE BY THE "ARTIFICIAL GRAVITY" PRODUCED

BY ITS SPIN. ALMOST A DECADE LATER, THE CREW OF THE SUPERBLY

SUCCESSFUL SKYLAB REALIZED

THAT ITS DESIGNERS HAD PROVIDED THEM WITH A SIMILAR GEOMETRY;

A RING OF STORAGE

CABINETS FORMED A SMOOTH, CIRCULAR BAND AROUND THE SPACE

STATION'S INTERIOR.

SKYLAB, HOWEVER, WAS NOT SPINNING, BUT THIS DID NOT DETER ITS

INGENIOUS

OCCUPANTS. THEY DISCOVERED THAT THEY COULD RUN AROUND THE

TRACK, JUST LIKE MICE

IN A SQUIRREL CAGE, TO PRODUCE A RESULT VISUALLY



INDISTINGUISHABLE FROM THAT

SHOWN IN 2001. AND THEY TELEVISED THE WHOLE EXERCISE BACK TO

EARTH (NEED I NAME

THE ACCOMPANYING MUSIC?) WITH THE COMMENT: "STANLEY KUBRICK

SHOULD SEE THIS." AS

IN DUE COURSE HE DID, BECAUSE I SENT HIM THE TELECINE RECORDING.

(I NEVER GOT IT

BACK; STANLEY USES A TAME BLACK HOLE AS A FILING SYSTEM.)

THERE IS ALSO THE STRANGE CASE OF THE "EYE OF JAPETUS,"

DESCRIBED IN CHAPTER

35, WHERE BOWMAN DISCOVERS "A BRILLIANT WHITE OVAL... SO SHARP-

EDGED THAT IT

ALMOST LOOKED... PAINTED ON THE FACE OF THE LITTLE MOON" WITH A

TINY BLACK DOT

AT THE EXACT CENTER, WHICH TURNS OUT TO BE THE MONOLITH (OR

ONE OF ITS AVATARS).

WELL - WHEN VOYAGER 1 TOOK THE FIRST PHOTOGRAPHS OF IAPETUS,

THEY DID INDEED

DISCLOSE A LARGE, CLEAR-CUT WHITE OVAL WITH A TINY BLACK DOT AT

THE CENTER. CARL

SAGAN PROMPTLY SENT ME A PRINT FROM THE JET PROPULSION

LABORATORY WITH THE

CRYPTIC ANNOTATION "THINKING OF YOU..." I DO NOT KNOW WHETHER

TO BE RELIEVED OR

DISAPPOINTED THAT VOYAGER 2 HAS LEFT THE MATTER STILL OPEN.

WHEN, FOURTEEN YEARS AGO, I TYPED THE FINAL WORDS "FOR THOUGH

HE WAS MASTER

OF THE WORLD, HE WAS NOT QUITE SURE WHAT TO DO NEXT. BUT HE



WOULD THINK OF

SOMETHING" I FELT I HAD CLOSED THE CIRCUIT AND PRECLUDED ALL

POSSIBILITY OF A

SEQUEL. INDEED, FOR THE NEXT DECADE I RIDICULED THE VERY IDEA,

FOR WHAT SEEMED

TO ME CONCLUSIVE REASONS. SINCE 2001 WAS CONCERNED WITH THE

NEXT STAGE OF HUMAN

EVOLUTION, TO EXPECT ME (OR EVEN STANLEY) TO DEPICT IT WOULD BE

AS ABSURD AS

ASKING MOON-WATCHER TO DESCRIBE BOWMAN AND HIS WORLD.

DESPITE MY PROTESTS, IT IS NOW OBVIOUS THAT MY BUSY LITTLE

SUBCONSCIOUS WAS

HARD AT WORK, PERHAPS IN RESPONSE TO THE CONSTANT STREAM OF

LETTERS FROM READERS

WANTING TO KNOW "WHAT HAPPENED NEXT." FINALLY, AS AN

INTELLECTUAL EXERCISE, I

WROTE A PRÉCIS OF A POSSIBLE SEQUEL IN THE FORM OF A SHORT

MOVIE OUTLINE AND

SENT COPIES TO STANLEY KUBRICK AND MY AGENT, SCOTT MEREDITH.

AS FAR AS STANLEY

WAS CONCERNED, THIS WAS AN ACT OF COURTESY, FOR I KNEW THAT HE

NEVER REPEATS

HIMSELF (JUST AS I NEVER WRITE SEQUELS), BUT I HOPED THAT SCOTT

WOULD SELL THE

OUTLINE TO OMNI MAGAZINE, WHICH HAD RECENTLY PUBLISHED

ANOTHER OUTLINE, "THE

SONGS OF DISTANT EARTH." THEN, I FONDLY HOPED, THE GHOST OF 2001

WOULD BE



FINALLY EXORCISED.

STANLEY EXPRESSED GUARDED INTEREST, BUT SCOTT WAS

ENTHUSIASTIC - AND

IMPLACABLE. "YOU'VE SIMPLY GOT TO WRITE THE BOOK," HE SAID. WITH

A GROAN, I

REALIZED THAT HE WAS RIGHT...

SO NOW, GENTLE READER (TO COIN A PHRASE), YOU CAN FIND WHAT

HAPPENS NEXT IN

2010: SPACE ODYSSEY TWO. I AM EXTREMELY GRATEFUL TO NEW

AMERICAN LIBRARY,

COPYRIGHT HOLDERS OF 2001: A SPACE ODYSSEY, FOR PERMISSION TO

USE CHAPTER 37 IN

THE NEW NOVEL; IT SERVES AS A LINK, CONNECTING THE TWO BOOKS

TOGETHER.

A FINAL COMMENT ON BOTH NOVELS AS SEEN FROM A POINT NOW

ALMOST EXACTLY

MIDWAY BETWEEN THE YEAR 2001 AND THE TIME WHEN STANLEY

KUBRICK AND I STARTED

WORKING TOGETHER. CONTRARY TO POPULAR BELIEF, SCIENCE FICTION

WRITERS VERY

SELDOM ATTEMPT TO PREDICT THE FUTURE; INDEED, AS RAY BRADBURY

PUT IT SO WELL,

THEY MORE OFTEN TRY TO PREVENT IT. IN 1964, THE FIRST HEROIC

PERIOD OF THE SPACE

AGE WAS JUST OPENING; THE UNITED STATES HAD SET THE MOON AS

ITS TARGET, AND ONCE THAT DECISION HAD BEEN MADE, THE ULTIMATE

CONQUEST OF THE OTHER PLANETS,

APPEARED INEVITABLE. BY 2001, IT SEEMED QUITE REASONABLE THAT



THERE WOULD BE

GIANT SPACE-STATIONS IN ORBIT ROUND THE EARTH AND - A LITTLE

LATER - MANNED

EXPEDITIONS TO THE PLANETS.

IN AN IDEAL WORLD, THAT WOULD HAVE BEEN POSSIBLE: THE VIETNAM

WAR WOULD HAVE

PAID FOR EVERYTHING THAT STANLEY KUBRICK SHOWED ON THE

CINERAMA SCREEN. NOW WE

REALIZE THAT IT WILL TAKE A LITTLE LONGER.

2001 WILL NOT ARRIVE BY 2001. YET - BARRING ACCIDENTS - BY THAT

DATE ALMOST

EVERYTHING DEPICTED IN THE BOOK AND THE MOVIE WILL BE IN THE

ADVANCED PLANNING

STAGE.

EXCEPT FOR COMMUNICATION WITH ALIEN INTELLIGENCES: THAT IS

SOMETHING THAT

CAN NEVER BE PLANNED - ONLY ANTICIPATED. NO ONE KNOWS

WHETHER IT WILL HAPPEN

TOMORROW - OR A THOUSAND YEARS HENCE.

BUT IT WILL HAPPEN SOMEDAY.

ARTHUR C. CLARKE

COLOMBO, SRI LANKA

NOVEMBER, 1982


