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Enter the SF Gateway …


In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain’s oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language’s finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:




‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today’s leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’





Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.


The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.


Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.


Welcome to the SF Gateway.











PROLOGUE



Dr. Chatvieux took a long time over the microscope, leaving la Ventura with nothing to do but look at the dead landscape of Hydrot. Waterscape, he thought, would be a better word. From space, the new world had shown only one small, triangular continent, set amid endless ocean; and even the continent was mostly swamp.


The wreck of the seed-ship lay broken squarely across the one real spur of rock which Hydrot seemed to possess, which reared a magnificent twenty-one feet above sea-level. From this eminence, la Ventura could see forty miles to the horizon across a flat bed of mud. The red light of the star Tau Ceti, glinting upon thousands of small lakes, pools, ponds and puddles, made the watery plain look like a mosaic of onyx and ruby.


‘If I were a religious man,’ the pilot said suddenly, ‘I’d call this a plain case of divine vengeance.’


Chatvieux said: ‘Hmn?’


‘It’s as if we’d been struck down for – is it hubris? Pride, arrogance?’


‘Hybris,’ Chatvieux said, looking up at last. ‘Well, is it? I don’t feel swollen with pride at the moment. Do you?’


‘I’m not exactly proud of my piloting,’ la Ventura admitted. ‘But that isn’t quite what I mean. I was thinking about why we came here in the first place. It takes a lot of arrogance to think that you can scatter men, or at least things very much like men, all over the face of the galaxy. It takes even more pride to do the job – to pack up all the equipment and move from planet to planet and actually make men, make them suitable for every place you touch.’


‘I suppose it does,’ Chatvieux said. ‘But we’re only one of several hundred seed-ships in this limb of the galaxy, so I doubt that the gods picked us out as special sinners.’ He smiled. ‘If they had, maybe they’d have left us our ultraphone, so the Colonization Council could hear about our cropper. Besides, Paul, we don’t make men. We adapt them – adapt them to Earthlike planets, nothing more than that. We’ve sense enough – or humility enough, if you like that better – to know that we can’t adapt men to a planet like Jupiter, or to the surface of a sun, like Tau Ceti.’


‘Anyhow, we’re here,’ la Ventura said grimly. ‘And we aren’t going to get off. Phil tells me that we don’t even have our germ-cell bank any more, so we can’t seed this place in the usual way. We’ve been thrown onto a dead world and dared to adapt to it. What are the pantropes going to do with our recalcitrant carcasses – provide built-in waterwings?’


‘No,’ Chatvieux said calmly. ‘You and I and all the rest of us are going to die, Paul. Pantropic techniques don’t work on the body; that was fixed for you for life when you were conceived. To attempt to rebuild it for you would only maim you. The pantropes affect only the genes, the inheritance-carrying factors. We can’t give you built-in waterwings, any more than we can give you a new set of brains. I think we’ll be able to populate this world with men, but we won’t live to see it.’


The pilot thought about it, a lump of cold blubber collecting gradually in his stomach. ‘How long do you give us?’ he said at last.


‘Who knows? A month, perhaps.’


The bulkhead leading to the wrecked section of the ship was pushed back, admitting salt, muggy air, heavy with carbon dioxide. Philip Strasvogel, the communications officer, came in, tracking mud. Like la Ventura, he was now a man without a function, and it appeared to bother him. He was not well equipped for introspection, and with his ultraphone totally smashed, unresponsive to his perpetually darting hands, he had been thrown back into his own mind, whose resources were few. Only the tasks Chatvieux had set him to had prevented him from setting like a gelling colloid into a permanent state of the sulks.


He unbuckled from around his waist a canvas belt, into the loops of which plastic vials were stuffed like cartridges. ‘More samples, Doc,’ he said. ‘All alike – water, very wet. I have some quicksand in one boot, too. Find anything?’


‘A good deal, Phil. Thanks. Are the others around?’


Strasvogel poked his head out and hallooed. Other voices rang out over the mudflats. Minutes later, the rest of the survivors of the crash were crowding into the pantrope deck: Saltonstall, Chatvieux’ senior assistant, a perpetually sanguine, perpetually youthful technician willing to try anything once, including dying; Eunice Wagner, behind whose placid face rested the brains of the expedition’s only remaining ecologist; Eleftherios Venezuelos, the always-silent delegate from the Colonization Council; and Joan Heath, a midshipman whose duties, like la Ventura’s and Phil’s, were now without meaning, but whose bright head and tall, deceptively indolent body shone to the pilot’s eyes brighter than Tau Ceti – brighter, since the crash, even than the home sun.


Five men and two women – to colonize a planet on which ‘standing room’ meant treading water.


They came in quietly and found seats or resting places on the deck, on the edges of tables, in corners. Joan Heath went to stand beside la Ventura. They did not look at each other, but the warmth of her shoulder beside his was all that he needed. Nothing was as bad as it seemed.


Venezuelos said: ‘What’s the verdict, Dr. Chatvieux?’


‘This place isn’t dead,’ Chatvieux said. ‘There’s life in the sea and in the fresh water, both. On the animal side of the ledger, evolution seems to have stopped with the Crustacea; the most advanced form I’ve found is a tiny crayfish, from one of the local rivulets, and it doesn’t seem to be well distributed. The ponds and puddles are well-stocked with small metazoans of lower orders, right up to the rotifers – including a castle-building genus like Earth’s Floscularidae. In addition, there’s a wonderfully variegated protozoan population, with a dominant ciliate type much like Paramoecium, plus various sarcodines, the usual spread of phyto-flagellates, and even a phosphorescent species I wouldn’t have expected to see anywhere but in salt water. As for the plants, they run from simple blue-green algae to quite advanced thallus-producing types – though none of them, of course, can live out of the water.’


‘The sea is about the same,’ Eunice said. ‘I’ve found some of the larger simple metazoans – jellyfish and so on – and some crayfish almost as big as lobsters. But it’s normal to find salt-water species running larger than fresh-water. And there’s the usual plankton and nannoplankton population.’


‘In short,’ Chatvieux said, ‘we’ll survive here – if we fight.’


‘Wait a minute,’ la Ventura said. ‘You’ve just finished telling me that we wouldn’t survive. And you were talking about us, the seven of us here, not about the genus man, because we don’t have our germ-cell banks any more. What’s—’


‘We don’t have the banks. But we ourselves can contribute germ-cells, Paul. I’ll get to that in a moment.’ Chatvieux turned to Saltonstall. ‘Martin, what would you think of our taking to the sea? We came out of it once, long ago; maybe we could come out of it again on Hydrot.’


‘No good,’ Saltonstall said immediately. ‘I like the idea, but I don’t think this planet ever heard of Swinburne, or Homer, either. Looking at it as a colonization problem alone, as if we weren’t involved in it ourselves, I wouldn’t give you an Oc dollar for epi oinopa ponton. The evolutionary pressure there is too high, the competition from other species is prohibitive; seeding the sea should be the last thing we attempt, not the first. The colonists wouldn’t have a chance to learn a thing before they’d be gobbled up.’


‘Why?’ la Ventura said. Once more, the death in his stomach was becoming hard to placate.


‘Eunice, do your sea-going coelenterates include anything like the Portuguese man-of-war?’


The ecologist nodded.


‘There’s your answer, Paul,’ Saltonstall said. ‘The sea is out. It’s got to be fresh water, where the competing creatures are less formidable and there are more places to hide.’


‘We can’t compete with a jellyfish?’ la Ventura asked, swallowing.


‘No, Paul,’ Chatvieux said. ‘Not with one that dangerous. The pantropes make adaptations, not gods. They take human germ-cells – in this case, our own, since our bank was wiped out in the crash – and modify them genetically toward those of creatures who can live in any reasonable environment. The result will be manlike, and intelligent. It usually shows the donors’ personality patterns, too, since the modifications are usually made mostly in the morphology, not so much in the mind, of the resulting individual.


‘But we can’t transmit memory. The Adapted Man is worse than a child in the new environment. He has no history, no techniques, no precedents, not even a language. In the usual colonization project, like the Tellura affair, the seeding teams more or less take him through elementary school before they leave the planet to him, but we won’t survive long enough to give such instruction. We’ll have to design our colonists with plenty of built-in protections and locate them in the most favorable environment possible, so that at least some of them will survive learning by experience alone.’


The pilot thought about it, but nothing occurred to him which did not make the disaster seem realer and more intimate with each passing second. Joan Heath moved slightly closer to him. ‘One of the new creatures can have my personality pattern, but it won’t be able to remember being me. Is that right?’


‘That’s right. In the present situation we’ll probably make our colonists haploid, so that some of them, perhaps many, will have a heredity traceable to you alone. There may be just the faintest of residuums of identity – pantropy’s given us some data to support the old Jungian notion of ancestral memory. But we’re all going to die on Hydrot, Paul, as self-conscious persons. There’s no avoiding that. Somewhere we’ll leave behind people who behave as we would, think and feel as we would, but who won’t remember la Ventura, or Dr. Chatvieux, or Joan Heath – or the Earth.’


The pilot said nothing more. There was a gray taste in his mouth.


‘Saltonstall, what would you recommend as a form?’


The pantropist pulled reflectively at his nose. ‘Webbed extremities, of course, with thumbs and big toes heavy and thorn-like for defense until the creature has had a chance to learn. Smaller external ears, and the eardrum larger and closer to the outer end of the ear-canal. We’re going to have to reorganize the water-conservation system, I think; the glomerular kidney is perfectly suitable for living in fresh water, but the business of living immersed, inside and out, for a creature with a salty inside means that the osmotic pressure inside is going to be higher than outside, so that the kidneys are going to have to be pumping virtually all the time. Under the circumstances we’d best step up production of urine, and that means the antidiuretic function of the pituitary gland is going to have to be abrogated, for all practical purposes.’


‘What about respiration?’


‘Hm,’ Saltonstall said. ‘I suppose book-lungs, like some of the arachnids have. They can be supplied by intercostal spiracles. They’re gradually adaptable to atmosphere-breathing, if our colonist ever decides to come out of the water. Just to provide for that possibility, I’d suggest that the nose be retained, maintaining the nasal cavity as a part of the otological system, but cutting off the cavity from the larynx with a membrane of cells that are supplied with oxygen by direct irrigation, rather than by the circulatory system. Such a membrane wouldn’t survive for many generations, once the creature took to living out of the water even for part of its lifetime; it’d go through two or three generations as an amphibian, and then one day it’d suddenly find itself breathing through its larynx again.’


‘Ingenious,’ Chatvieux said.


‘Also, Dr. Chatvieux, I’d suggest that we have it adopt sporulation. As an aquatic animal, our colonist is going to have an indefinite life-span, but we’ll have to give it a breeding cycle of about six weeks to keep up its numbers during the learning period; so there’ll have to be a definite break of some duration in its active year. Otherwise it’ll hit the population problem before it’s learned enough to cope with it.’


‘And it’d be better if our colonists could winter over inside a good, hard shell,’ Eunice Wagner added in agreement. ‘So sporulation’s the obvious answer. Many other microscopic creatures have it.’


‘Microscopic?’ Phil said incredulously.


‘Certainly,’ Chatvieux said, amused. ‘We can’t very well crowd a six-foot man into a two-foot puddle. But that raises a question. We’ll have tough competition from the rotifers, and some of them aren’t strictly microscopic; for that matter even some of the protozoa can be seen with the naked eye, just barely, with dark-field illumination. I don’t think your average colonist should run much under 250 microns, Saltonstall. Give them a chance to slug it out.’


‘I was thinking of making them twice that big.’


‘Then they’d be the biggest animals in their environment,’ Eunice Wagner pointed out, ‘and won’t ever develop any skills. Besides, if you make them about rotifer size, it will give them an incentive for pushing out the castle-building rotifers, and occupying the castles themselves, as dwellings.’


Chatvieux nodded. ‘All right, let’s get started. While the pantropes are being calibrated, the rest of us can put our heads together on leaving a record for these people. We’ll micro-engrave the record on a set of corrosion-proof metal leaves, of a size our colonists can handle conveniently. We can tell them, very simply, what happened, and plant a few suggestions that there’s more to the universe than what they find in their puddles. Some day they may puzzle it out.’


‘Question,’ Eunice Wagner said. ‘Are we going to tell them they’re microscopic? I’m opposed to it. It may saddle their entire early history with a gods-and-demons mythology that they’d be better off without.’


‘Yes, we are,’ Chatvieux said; and la Ventura could tell by the change in the tone of his voice that he was speaking now as their senior on the expedition. ‘These people will be of the race of men, Eunice. We want them to win their way back into the community of men. They are not toys, to be protected from the truth forever in a fresh-water womb.’


‘Besides,’ Saltonstall observed, ‘they won’t get the record translated at any time in their early history. They’ll have to develop a written language of their own, and it will be impossible for us to leave them any sort of Rosetta Stone or other key. By the time they can decipher the truth, they should be ready for it.’


‘I’ll make that official,’ Venezuelos said unexpectedly. And that was that.


And then, essentially, it was all over. They contributed the cells that the pantropes would need. Privately, la Ventura and Joan Heath went to Chatvieux and asked to contribute jointly; but the scientist said that the microscopic men were to be haploid, in order to give them a minute cellular structure, with nuclei as small as earthly rickettsiae, and therefore each person had to give germ-cells individually – there would be no use for zygotes. So even that consolation was denied them; in death they would have no children, but be instead as alone as ever.


They helped, as far as they could, with the text of the message which was to go on the metal leaves. They had their personality patterns recorded. They went through the motions. Already they were beginning to be hungry; the sea-crayfish, the only things on Hydrot big enough to eat, lived in water too deep and cold for subsistence fishing.


After la Ventura had set his control board to rights – a useless gesture, but a habit he had been taught to respect, and which in an obscure way made things a little easier to bear – he was out of it. He sat by himself at the far end of the rock ledge, watching Tau Ceti go redly down, chucking pebbles into the nearest pond.


After a while Joan Heath came silently up behind him, and sat down too. He took her hand. The glare of the red sun was almost extinguished now, and together they watched it go, with la Ventura, at least, wondering somberly which nameless puddle was to be his Lethe.


He never found out, of course. None of them did.





BOOK ONE




Seeding Program





1


The spaceship resumed humming around Sweeney without his noticing the change. When Capt. Meiklejon’s voice finally came again from the wall speaker, Sweeney was still lying buckled to his bunk in a curious state of tranquility he had never known before, and couldn’t possibly have described, even to himself. Though he had a pulse, he might otherwise have concluded that he was dead. It took him several minutes to respond.


‘Sweeney, do you hear me? Are – you all right?’


The brief hesitation in the pilot’s breathing made Sweeney grin. From Meiklejon’s point of view, and that of most of the rest of humanity, Sweeney was all wrong. He was, in fact, dead.


The heavily insulated cabin, with its own airlock to the outside, and no access for Sweeney at all to the rest of the ship, was a testimonial to his wrongness. So was Meiklejon’s tone: the voice of a man addressing, not another human being, but something that had to be kept in a vault.


A vault designed to protect the universe outside it – not to protect its contents from the universe.


‘Sure, I’m all right,’ Sweeney said, snapping the buckle and sitting up. He checked the thermometer, which still registered its undeviating minus 194°F – the mean surface temperature of Ganymede, moon number III of Jupiter. ‘I was dozing, sort of. What’s up?’


‘I’m putting the ship into her orbit; we’re about a thousand miles up from the satellite now. I thought you might want to take a look.’


‘Sure enough. Thanks, Mickey.’


The wall speaker said, ‘Yeah. Talk to you later.’ Sweeney grappled for the guide rail and pulled himself over to the cabin’s single bullseye port, maneuvering with considerable precision. For a man to whom 1/6 Earth gravity is normal, free fall – a situation of no gravity at all – is only an extreme case.


Which was what Sweeney was, too. A human being – but an extreme case.


He looked out. He knew exactly what he would see; he had studied it exhaustively from photos, from teletapes, from maps, and through telescopes both at home on the Moon and on Mars. When you approach Ganymede at inferior conjunction, as Meiklejon was doing, the first thing that hits you in the eye is the huge oval blot called Neptune’s Trident – so named by the earliest Jovian explorers because it was marked with the Greek letter psi on the old Howe composite map. The name had turned out to have been well chosen: that blot is a deep, many-pronged sea, largest at the eastern end, which runs from about 120° to 165° in longitude, and from about 10° to 33° north latitude. A sea of what? Oh, water, of course – water frozen rock-solid forever, and covered with a layer of rock-dust about three inches thick.


East of the Trident, and running all the way north to the pole, is a great triangular marking called the Gouge, a torn-up, root-entwined, avalanche-shaken valley which continues right around the pole and back up into the other hemisphere, fanning out as it goes. (Up because north to space pilots, as to astronomers, is down.) There is nothing quite like the Gouge on any other planet, although at inferior conjunction, when your ship is coming down on Ganymede at the 180° meridian, it is likely to remind you of Syrtis Major on Mars.


There is, however, no real resemblance. Syrtis Major is perhaps the pleasantest land on all of Mars. The Gouge, on the other hand, is – a gouge.


On the eastern rim of this enormous scar, at long. 218°, N. lat. 32°, is an isolated mountain about 9,000 feet high, which had no name as far as Sweeney knew; it was marked with the letter pi on the Howe map. Because of its isolation, it can be seen easily from Earth’s Moon in a good telescope when the sunrise terminator lies in that longitude, its peak shining detached in the darkness like a little star. A semicircular shelf juts westward out over the Gouge from the base of Howe’s pi, its sides bafflingly sheer for a world which shows no other signs of folded strata.


It was on that shelf that the other Adapted Men lived.


Sweeney stared down at the nearly invisible mountain with its star-fire peak for a long time, wondering why he was not reacting. Any appropriate emotion would do: anticipation, alarm, eagerness, anything at all, even fear. For that matter, having been locked up in a safe for over two months should by now have driven him foaming to get out, even if only to join the Adapted Men. Instead, the tranquility persisted. He was unable to summon more than a momentary curiosity over Howe’s pi before his eye was drawn away to Jupiter himself, looming monstrous and insanely-colored only 600,000 miles away, give or take a few thousand. And even that planet had attracted him only because it was brighter; otherwise, it had no meaning.


‘Mickey?’ he said, forcing himself to look back down into the Gouge.


‘Right here, Sweeney. How does it look?’


‘Oh, like a relief map. That’s how they all look. Where are you going to put me down? Don’t the orders leave it up to us?’


‘Yeah. But I don’t think there’s any choice,’ Meiklejon’s voice said, less hesitantly. ‘It’ll have to be the big plateau – Howe’s H.’


Sweeney scanned the oval mare with a mild distaste. Standing on that, he would be as conspicuous as if he’d been planted in the middle of the Moon’s Mare Crisium. He said so.


‘You’ve no choice,’ Meiklejon repeated calmly. He burped the rockets several times. Sweeney’s weight returned briefly, tried to decide which way it wanted to throw itself, and then went away again. The ship was now in its orbit; but whether Meiklejon had set it up to remain put over its present coordinates, or instead it was to cruise criss-cross over the whole face of the satellite, Sweeney couldn’t tell, and didn’t ask. The less he knew about that, the better.


‘Well, it’s a long drop,’ Sweeney said. ‘And that atmosphere isn’t exactly the thickest in the system. I’ll have to fall in the lee of the mountain. I don’t want to have to trudge a couple of hundred miles over Howe’s H.’


‘On the other hand,’ Meiklejon said, ‘if you come down too close, our friends down there will spot your parachute. Maybe it’d be better if we dropped you into the Gouge, after all. There’s so much tumbled junk down there that the radar echoes must be tremendous – not a chance of their spotting a little thing like a man on a parachute.’


‘No, thank you. There’s still optical spotting, and a foil parachute looks nothing like a rock spur, even to an Adapted Man. It’ll have to be behind the mountain, where I’m in both optical and radar shadow at once. Besides, how could I climb out of the Gouge onto the shelf? They didn’t plant themselves on the edge of a cliff for nothing.’


‘That’s right,’ Meiklejon said. ‘Well, I’ve got the catapult pointed. I’ll suit up and join you on the hull.’


‘All right. Tell me again just what you’re going to do while I’m gone, so I won’t find myself blowing the whistle when you’re nowhere around.’ The sound of a suit locker being opened came tinnily over the intercom. Sweeney’s chute harness was already strapped on, and getting the respirator and throat-mikes into place would only take a moment. Sweeney needed no other protection.


‘I’m to stay up here with all power off except maintenance for 300 days,’ Meiklejon’s voice, sounding more distant now, was repeating. ‘Supposedly by that time you’ll have worked yourself in good with our friends down there and will know the setup. I stand ready to get a message from you on a fixed frequency. You’re to send me only a set of code letters; I feed them into the computer, the comp tells me what to do and I act accordingly. If I don’t hear from you after 300 days, I utter a brief but heartfelt prayer and go home. Beyond that, God help me, I don’t know a thing.’


‘That’s plenty,’ Sweeney told him. ‘Let’s go.’


Sweeney went out his personal airlock. Like all true interplanetary craft, Meiklejon’s ship had no overall hull. She consisted of her essential components, including the personnel globe, held together by a visible framework of girders and I-beams. It was one of the longest of the latter, one which was already pointed toward Howe’s H, which would serve as the ‘catapult’.


Sweeney looked up at the globe of the satellite. The old familiar feeling of falling came over him for a moment; he looked down, reorienting himself to the ship, until it went away. He’d be going in that direction soon enough.


Meiklejon came around the bulge of the personnel globe, sliding his shoes along the metal. In his bulky, misshapen spacesuit, it was he who looked like the unhuman member of the duo.


‘Ready?’ he said.


Sweeney nodded and lay face down on the I-beam, snapping the guide-clips on his harness into place around it. He could feel Meiklejon’s mitts at his back, fastening the JATO unit; he could see nothing now, however, but the wooden sled that would protect his body from the beam.


‘Okay,’ the pilot said. ‘Good luck, Sweeney.’


‘Thanks. Count me off, Mickey.’


‘Coming up on five seconds. Five. Four. Three. Two. One. Hack.’


The JATO unit shuddered and dealt Sweeney a nearly paralyzing blow between his shoulder-blades. For an instant the acceleration drove him down into his harness, and the sled spraddled against the metal of the I-beam.


Then, suddenly, the vibration stopped. He was flying free. A little belatedly, he jerked the release ring.


The sled went curving away from under him, dwindling rapidly among the stars. The pressure at his back cut out as the JATO unit, still under power, flamed ahead of him. The instantly-dissipated flick of heat from its exhaust made him ill for a moment; then it had vanished. It would hit too hard to leave anything where it landed but a hole.


Nothing was left but Sweeney, falling toward Ganymede, head first.


From almost the beginning, from that day unrememberably early in his childhood when he had first realized that the underground dome on the Moon was all there was to the universe for nobody but himself, Sweeney had wanted to be human; wanted it with a vague, impersonal ache which set quickly into a chill bitterness of manner and outlook at his unique everyday life, and in dreams with flares of searing loneliness which became more infrequent but also more intense as he matured, until such a night would leave him as shaken and mute, sometimes for several days at a stretch, as an escape from a major accident.


The cadre of psychologists, psychiatrists and analysts assigned to him did what they could, but that was not very much. Sweeney’s history contained almost nothing that was manipulable by any system of psychotherapy developed to help human beings. Nor were the members of the cadre ever able to agree among themselves what the prime goal of such therapy should be: whether to help Sweeney to live with the facts of his essential inhumanity, or to fan instead that single spark of hope which the non-medical people on the Moon were constantly holding out toward Sweeney as the sole reason for his existence.


The facts were simple and implacable. Sweeney was an Adapted Man – adapted, in this instance, to the bitter cold, the light gravity, and the thin stink of atmosphere which prevailed on Ganymede. The blood that ran in his veins, and the sol substrate of his every cell, was nine-tenths liquid ammonia; his bones were Ice IV; his respiration was a complex hydrogen-to-methane cycle based not upon catalysis by an iron-bearing pigment, but upon the locking and unlocking of a double sulfur bond; and he could survive for weeks, if he had to, upon a diet of rock dust.


He had always been this way. What had made him so had happened to him literally before he had been conceived: the application, to the germ cells which had later united to form him, of an elaborate constellation of techniques – selective mitotic poisoning, pinpoint X-irradiation, tectogenetic microsurgery, competitive metabolic inhibition, and perhaps fifty more whose names he had never even heard – which collectively had been christened ‘pantropy’. The word, freely retranslated, meant ‘changing everything’ – and it fitted.


As the pantropists had changed in advance the human pattern in Sweeney’s shape and chemistry, so they had changed his education, his world, his thoughts, even his ancestors. You didn’t make an Adapted Man with just a wave of the wand, Dr. Alfven had once explained proudly to Sweeney over the intercom. Even the ultimate germ cells were the emergents of a hundred previous generations, bred one from another before they had passed the zygote stage like one-celled animals, each one biassed a little farther toward the cyanide and ice and everything nice that little boys like Sweeney were made of. The psych cadre picked off Dr. Alfven at the end of that same week, at the regular review of the tapes of what had been said to Sweeney and what he had found to say back, but they need hardly have taken the trouble. Sweeney had never heard a nursery rhyme, any more than he had ever experienced the birth trauma or been exposed to the Oedipus complex. He was a law unto himself, with most of the whereases blank.


He noticed, of course, that Alfven failed to show up when his next round was due, but this was commonplace. Scientists came and went around the great sealed cavern, always accompanied by the polite and beautifully uniformed private police of the Greater Earth Port Authority, but they rarely lasted very long. Even among the psych cadre there was always a peculiar tension, a furious constraint which erupted periodically into pitched shouting battles. Sweeney never found out what the shouting was about because the sound to the outside was always cut as soon as the quarrels began, but he noticed that some of the participants never showed up again.


‘Where’s Dr. Emory? Isn’t this his day?’


‘He finished his tour of duty.’


‘But I want to talk to him. He promised to bring me a book. Won’t he be back for a visit?’


‘I don’t think so, Sweeney. He’s retired. Don’t worry about him, he’ll get along just fine. I’ll bring you your book.’


It was after the third of these incidents that Sweeney was let out on the surface of the Moon for the first time – guarded, it was true, by five men in spacesuits, but Sweeney didn’t care. The new freedom seemed enormous to him, and his own suit, only a token compared to what the Port cops had to wear, hardly seemed to exist. It was his first foretaste of the liberty he was to have, if the many hints could be trusted, after his job was done. He could even see the Earth, where people lived.


About the job he knew everything there was to know, and knew it as second nature. It had been drummed into him from his cold and lonely infancy, always with the same command at the end:


‘We must have those men back.’


Those six words were the reason for Sweeney; they were also Sweeney’s sole hope. The Adapted Men had to be recaptured and brought back to Earth – or more exactly, back to the dome on the Moon, the only place besides Ganymede where they could be kept alive. And if they could not all be recaptured – he was to entertain this only as a possibility – he must at least come back with Dr. Jacob Rullman. Only Rullman would be sure to know the ultimate secret: how to turn an Adapted Man back into a human being.


Sweeney understood that Rullman and his associates were criminals, but how grievous their crime had been was a question he had never tried to answer for himself. His standards were too sketchy. It was clear from the beginning, however, that the colony on Ganymede had been set up without Earth’s sanction, by methods of which Earth did not approve (except for special cases like Sweeney), and that Earth wanted it broken up. Not by force, for Earth wanted to know first what Rullman knew, but by the elaborate artifice which was Sweeney himself.


We must have those men back. After that, the hints said – never promising anything directly – Sweeney could be made human, and know a better freedom than walking the airless surface of the Moon with five guards.


It was usually after one of these hints that one of those suddenly soundless quarrels would break out among the staff. Any man of normal intelligence would have come to suspect that the hints were less than well founded upon any real expectation, and Sweeney’s training helped to make him suspicious early; but in the long run he did not care. The hints offered his only hope and he accepted them with hope but without expectation. Besides, the few opening words of such quarrels which he had overheard before the intercom clicked off had suggested that there was more to the disagreement than simple doubt of the convertibility of an Adapted Man. It had been Emory, for instance, who had burst out unexpectedly and explosively:
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