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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.
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The Brand


The following account is written at the command of my master, Bosk of Port Kar, the great merchant, and, I think, once of the warriors.


My name was Elinor Brinton. I had been independently wealthy.


There is much I do not understand. Let others find what meaning they can in this narrative.


I gather that my story is neither as unique, nor as strange, as it may seem. By the standards of Earth I was regarded as extremely beautiful. Yet on this world I am a fifteen-gold piece girl, more lovely than many, yet far excelled by many whose stunning beauty I can only envy. I was purchased for the kitchens of the house of Bosk. Traders, I have learned, ply the slave routes between this world and Earth. Women, among other goods, are acquired and brought to the markets of this strange world. If you are beautiful, and desirable, you may fear.


Apparently they may do what they wish.


Yet I think there are perhaps worse fates that might befall a woman than to be brought to this world, even as a prize of men.


My master has told me not to describe this world in great detail. I do not know why that is, but I shall not do so. He has told me to narrate primarily what has occurred to me. And he has asked me to put down my thoughts and, particularly, my emotions. I wish to do so. Indeed, even if I did not wish to do so, I would have to obey.


Suffice it then to say but little of my background and condition.


I was expensively educated, if not well educated. I endured a succession of lonely years at boarding schools, and later at one of the finest women's colleges in the northeastern portion of the United States. These years seem to me now oddly empty, even frivolous. I had had no difficulty in obtaining fine grades. My intelligence, it seems to me, was good, but even when my work seemed to me inferior, it was rated highly, as, indeed, was that of my sorority sisters. Our parents were wealthy and substantial grants to the schools and colleges were often made following our graduations. Also, I had never found men, and many of my instructors were such, hard to please. Indeed, they seemed eager to please me. I was failed in one course, in French. My instructor in this case was a woman. The Dean of Students, as was his wont in such circumstances, refused to accept the grade. I took a brief examination with another instructor, a male, naturally, and the grade became an A.


I sometimes recollect with amusement the Dean of Students, the other instructor, my many other instructors, and so many others.


How they strove to please me!


And I recall, too, the men of Earth!


How they strove to please women!


Did they think the women respected them for that?


Now, recalling such things, I laugh with chagrin.


Here things are much reversed, and for women such as I, absolutely so. Here we, or women such as I, must strive, and strive desperately, to please men—men, our masters.


The woman resigned from the school that Spring. I was sorry, but she should have known better. As a rich girl I had little difficulty in making friends. I was extremely popular. I do not recall anyone to whom I could talk. My holidays I preferred to spend in Europe.


I could afford to dress well, and I did. My hair was always as I wanted it, even when it appeared, deceptively, as most charmingly neglected. A bit of ribbon, a color on an accessory, the proper shade of expensive lipstick, the stitching on a skirt, the quality of leather in an imported belt and matching shoes, nothing was unimportant. When pleading for an extension for an overdue paper I would wear scuffed loafers, blue jeans and a sweatshirt, and hair ribbon. I would at such times smudge a bit of ink from a typewriter ribbon on my cheek and fingers. I would always get the extra time I needed. I did not, of course, do my own typing. Usually, however, I wrote my own papers. It pleased me to do so. I liked them better than those I could purchase. One of my instructors, from whom I had won an extension in the afternoon, did not recognize me the same evening when he sat some rows behind me at a chamber-music performance at the Lincoln Center. He was looking at me quizzically, and once, during an intermission, seemed on the point of speaking. I chilled him with a look and he turned away, red faced. I wore black, an upswept hairdo, pearls, white gloves. He did not dare look at me again.


I do not know when I was noticed. It may have been on a street in New York, on a sidewalk in London, at a cafe in Paris. It may have been while sun-bathing on the Riviera. It may even have been on the campus of my college. Somewhere. Unknown to me, I was noted, and would be acquired.


Affluent and beautiful, I carried myself with a flair. I knew that I was better than other people, and was not afraid to show them, in my manner, that this was true. Interestingly, instead of being angered, most people, whatever may have been their private feelings, seemed impressed and a bit frightened of me. They accepted me at the face value which I set upon myself, which was considerable. They would try to please me. I used to amuse myself with them, sometimes pouting, pretending to be angry or displeased, then smiling to let them know that I had forgiven them. They seemed grateful, radiant. How I despised them. How I used them! They bored me. I was rich, and fortunate and beautiful. They were nothing.


My father made his fortune in real estate in Chicago. He cared only for his business, as far as I know. I cannot remember that he ever kissed me. I do not recall seeing him, either, ever touch my mother, or she him, in my presence. She came from a wealthy Chicago family, with extensive shore properties. I do not believe my father was even interested in the money he made, other than in the fact that he made more of it than most other men, but there were always others, some others, who were richer than he. He was an unhappy, driven man. I recall my mother entertaining in our home. This she often did. I recall my father once mentioning to me that she was his most valuable asset. He had meant this to be a compliment. I recall that she was beautiful. She poisoned a poodle I had once had. It had torn one of her slippers. I was seven at the time, and I cried very much. It had liked me. When I graduated neither my mother nor my father attended the ceremony. That was the second time in my life, to that time, that I remember crying. He had a business engagement, and my mother, in New York, where she was then living, was giving a dinner for certain of her friends. She did send a card and an expensive watch, which I gave to another girl.


That summer my father, though only in his forties, died of a heart attack. As far as I know my mother still lives in New York City, in a suite on Park Avenue. In the settlement of the estate my mother received most everything, but I did receive some three quarters of a million dollars, primarily in stocks and bonds, a fortune which fluctuated, and sometimes considerably, with the market, but one which was substantially sound. Whether my fortune on a given day was something over a half million dollars or something over three quarters of a million dollars did not much interest me.


Following my graduation I took up my own residence, in a penthouse on Park Avenue. My mother and I never saw one another. I had no particular interest in anything following school. I smoked too much, though I hated it. I drank quite a bit. I never bothered with drugs, which seemed to me stupid.


My father had had numerous business contacts in New York, and my mother had made influential friends. I made a rare phone call to my mother a few weeks after my graduation, thinking it might be interesting to take up modeling. I had thought there might be a certain glamour to that, and that I might meet some interesting and amusing people. A few days later I was invited to two agencies for interviews, which, as I expected, were mere formalities. There are doubtless, many girls beautiful enough to model. Beauty, in itself, in a population numbering in the tens of millions, is not difficult to find. Accordingly, particularly with inexperienced girls, one supposes that criteria other than beauty and charm, and poise, often determine one's initial chances in such a competitive field. It was so in my case. I believe, of course, that I could have been successful on my own as well. But I did not need to be.


I rather enjoyed my career as a model, though it did not last more than a few weeks. I enjoy clothes, and wear them beautifully. I enjoy posing, though sometimes it is painful and wearying. The photographers and artists seemed intelligent, witty men, though sometimes abrupt. They were very professional. One of them once called me a bitch. I laughed. My assignments were frequent.


My most lucrative assignment was to be to model several pieces in a new line of swimwear being brought out by a rather well-known company, the name of which is, however, unimportant for purposes of this narrative.


I did not do so.


It was on a Monday afternoon that I received the assignment, and I was to report to the designated studio on Wednesday morning. I had no assignment for Tuesday. The evening before I had dismissed my colored maid and cook until Wednesday. I wanted the house to myself, to be alone, to read and play records.


I slept late Tuesday morning.


I was awakened by the sun streaming through the curtains. I stretched. It was a warm, lazy, lazy day. It was near noon. I sleep nude, between white satin sheets. I reached over to the ash tray on the night table near the bed and lit a cigarette. There was nothing unusual about the room. A stuffed toy, a fluffy koala bear, lay near the foot of the bed. The books lay on their tables. The lamp shade was tilted slightly as I remembered from the night before. The alarm clock, which I had not set, lay on the vanity. The cigarette did not taste well, but I had wanted it. I lay again on top of the sheets and stretched again, then swung my legs over the side of the bed and into my slippers. I pulled on a silken peignoir. I jammed the cigarette down into the ash tray and went to the bathroom to shower.


I tied my hair up and slipped off the peignoir and slid back the door of the shower, and stepped inside. Soon I was luxuriating in the warm water of the shower. It was a good day, a warm, lazy, lazy day. I stood there for some minutes, head back, eyes closed, letting the warm water run over my body. Then I picked up the soap and began to soap my body.


As my fingers applied the soap to my left thigh, I was suddenly startled. There was something there, that I had never before touched.


I leaned to my left side, my left leg extended and straight.


Suddenly things went almost black. I could not catch my breath. I looked in horror.


I had felt no pain.


But it had not been there the night before!


There was now a mark on my thigh. It was high on the thigh. The mark itself was about an inch and a half high. It was a graceful, cursive mark. In its way lovely. I knew it could not have been the result of a natural wound. It was in its way perfect, rather deep and clean. It was a deliberately, and precisely inflicted mark.


I gasped for breath, and felt for the wall to steady myself. Numbly, I washed the soap from my body and turned off the shower. I left the bathroom, still wet, and walked barefoot over the rug to stand before the full-length mirror at one side of the room. There, again I gasped, and again the room seemed to reel about me. On the mirror, which I had not noticed before, there was another mark. It had been drawn in my most scarlet lipstick on the surface of the mirror. It was more than a foot high, but it was the same mark that I wore on my thigh, that same graceful, cursive mark.


Disbelievingly, I looked at myself in the mirror. I touched again the mark on my thigh. I looked again at the red mark drawn in lipstick on the surface of the mirror. I beheld myself.


I knew almost nothing of these things, but there was no mistaking the lovely, deep, incised mark on my thigh.


Everything went black, and I collapsed to the rug before the mirror. I fainted.


I had been branded.
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The Collar


I do not know how long I lay on the thick rug before the mirror.


It was perhaps better than an hour, judging from the position of the sun coming through the curtains.


I rose to my hands and knees on the rug and looked at myself in the mirror.


I screamed.


I was going mad!


I threw my hands to my head, and shook my head.


I locked my fingers in the band at my throat, trying to tear it from my neck. It had been placed on me while I was unconscious!


About my throat, snugly, there was a graceful, gleaming band of steel.


Gathering my wits I simply reached behind my neck to release the catch, and remove it. My fingers fumbled. I could not find the release. I turned it slowly, carefully, because it fitted rather closely. I examined it in the mirror. There was no release, no catch. Only a small, heavy lock, and a place where a tiny key might fit. It had been locked on my throat! There was printing on the band, but I could not read it. It was not in a script I knew!


Once again the room seemed to go dark, and swirl, but I fought desperately to retain consciousness.


Someone had been in the room to place the band on my neck. He might still be here.


With my head down, hair falling to the rug, on my hands and knees, I shook my head. I tore at the pile on the rug. I would not lose consciousness. I must keep my wits.


I looked about the room.


My heart nearly stopped. It was empty.


I crawled to the telephone on the night table by the bed. I lifted it with great care, that not the slightest sound be made. There was no dial tone. The cord hung freely. Tears stung at my eyes.


There was another phone in the living room, but it was on the other side of the door. I was afraid to open the door. I glanced toward the bathroom. That room, too, frightened me. I did not know what might be within it.


I had a small revolver. I had never fired it. I thought of it only now. I leaped to my feet and darted to the large triple chest at the side of the room. I plunged my hand beneath the scarves and slips in the drawer and felt the handle. I cried out with joy. I looked at the weapon, disbelievingly. I could not even sob, or moan. I simply could not understand what had happened. Most of the weapon was a shapeless lump of metal. It was almost as if it were a piece of melted, steel chocolate. I dropped it back onto the silk. I stood up, numb, and looked at myself in the mirror. I was defenseless. But my terror was not a simple terror.


I sensed that more had occurred to me than could be accounted for simply in the terms of the world I knew. I was afraid.


I ran to the floor-length curtains before the huge window of my bedroom and flung them open.


I looked out on the city.


It hung dark with the gases of pollution, made golden in the sunlight. I could see thousands of windows, some with the sun reflecting from them, in the unreal golden haze. I could see the great walls of brick, and steel and concrete and glass.


It was my world.


I stood there for a moment, the sun streaming in upon me through the thick, dirty glass.


It was my world!


But I stood behind the glass nude, on my throat a band of steel, which I could not remove. On my thigh there was a mark.


"No!" I cried to myself. "No!"


I turned away from the window and, stealthily, made my way to the door to the living room, which was slightly ajar. I summoned all my courage, and opened the door slightly more. I almost fainted with relief. The room was empty. Everything was as I had left it.


I ran to the kitchen, which I could see from the living room, and threw open a drawer. I took out a butcher knife. I turned wildly, my back to the counter, holding the knife, but there was nothing.


With the knife in my hand I felt more secure. I returned to the living room, and the phone on the end table. I cursed as I saw that the cord had been severed.


I examined the penthouse. The doors were locked. The house was empty, and the patio on the terrace.


My heart was beating wildly. But I was elated. I ran to the wardrobe to dress, to leave the house and summon the police.


Just as I reached the wardrobe there was a heavy, firm knocking on the door.


I turned, grasping the knife.


The knocking was repeated, more insistently.


"Open the door," commanded a voice. "This is the police."


I almost fainted with relief. I ran toward the door, still holding the knife.


At the door I stopped, clutching the knife, terrified.


I had not called the police. In the penthouse it was not likely anyone had heard me scream. I had not tried to signal anyone when I had found the phones had been destroyed. I had only wanted to escape.


Whoever was on the other side of that door could not be the police.


The knocking was repeated again.


My head swam.


Then the knocking became even louder. "Open the door!" I heard. "Open the door. This is the police!"


I controlled myself. "Just a moment," I called, as calmly as I could. "I'll open the door in a moment. I'm dressing."


The knocking stopped.


"All right," said a voice. "Hurry."


"Yes," I called sweetly, sweating. "Just a moment!"


I ran into the bedroom and looked wildly about. I seized some sheets from a linen closet, feverishly knotting them together. I ran to the terrace. I felt sick, looking over the ledge. But some fifteen feet below me was a small terrace, one of hundreds projecting from the sides of the building. It opened into the apartment below me. In the sun, the air stinging my eyes, particles of soot and ash falling on me, I knotted one end of the rope of sheets securely about a small iron railing that surmounted a waist-high wall around the patio and terrace. The other end fell well down to the small terrace below. Had I not been terrified I would never have had the courage to do what I intended.


The knocking had now begun again on the door. I could sense the impatience in the sound.


I ran back into the bedroom to seize something to wear but as I entered the room I heard a man's shoulder strike at the heavy door.


I had seen on the patio that I could not carry the knife down the rope of sheets with me, for I would have to use both hands. Perhaps I should have held it between my teeth but, in my panic, I did not think of it. I was in the bedroom when I heard the door begin to splinter in, away from the hinges and the lock. Wildly I thrust the knife beneath the pillow on my bed and ran back to the patio. Not looking down, terrified, I seized the rope of sheets and, scarcely breathing, sick to my stomach, hand over hand, began to lower myself. I had disappeared over the ledge when I heard the door splinter fully away and heard men enter the apartment. As soon as I reached the terrace below, only a few feet away, I would be safe. I could attract the attention of the individuals in the apartment below or, if necessary, with a chair, or implement, or whatever might be found, break through the glass to their apartment.


Above me, from within the penthouse, I heard an angry cry.


I could hear noises from the street, far below. I did not dare look down.


I lowered myself in terror, foot by foot.


I swung fearfully in the air. The wind tore at my body, at the taut, swaying, drawn, clenched sheet.


I heard traffic far below, a car honking, seemingly far away.


Surely it was a simple thing to descend to the terrace below!


I was very clever.


The knot fastening the sheet to the railing above me slipped a little. I cried out with misery, clung the more tightly, the more miserably, to the sheet.


Where was the terrace below?


Then I lowered myself again.


Another foot.


I moved my feet, the tiny bit I dared, trying to reach for the railing on the waist-high wall of the terrace below.


My body struck the side of the wall, the bricks.


I feared I might lose my grip on the sheet.


Where was the railing!


I twisted on the sheet.


Surely I had not passed it, as I swung about, it then behind me! The sheet would not reach to the next terrace. I did not have the strength to climb back!


I looked up. I saw the railing on my terrace, the sheet tied to it. No, I had not passed it.


Again I struck the wall.


There was nothing to reach for, or hold to there.


I lowered myself another foot, and then another.


Where was the railing!


Then I felt it, the railing on the waist-high wall. I twisted about again. I lowered myself another foot. I was inside the railing! Then I was within the wall!


Then my feet touched the tiles of the terrace below!


I almost collapsed.


I cried out with pleasure.


I had outwitted them!


Did they think to match wits with Elinor Brinton?


Stupid men!


I was safe!


Something soft, folded and white slipped over my head, before my eyes. It was shoved deeply into my mouth. Another folded piece of cloth passed over my head. It was knotted tightly behind the back of my neck.


I tried to cry out but could not do so.


"We have her," I heard a voice say.
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Silken Cords


I stirred uneasily, shaking my head. It was a bad dream. "No, no," I murmured, twisting, wanting to awaken. "No, no."


It seemed as though I could not move as I wished. I did not like it. I was displeased. Angry.


Then, suddenly, I was awake. I screamed, but there was no sound.


I tried to sit upright, but I nearly strangled, and fell back. I struggled wildly.


"She's awake," said a voice.


Two men, masked, stood at the foot of the bed, facing me. I heard two others speaking in the living room.


The two men who had been at the foot of the bed turned and left the room, going to the living room to join the others.


I struggled fiercely.


My ankles had been bound together with light, silken cords. My wrists had also been bound together, but behind my back. A loop of the silken cord had been fastened about my neck, and by it I was bound to the head of the bed.


I could see myself in the mirror. The strange mark, drawn in lipstick, was still on the mirror's surface.


I tried to scream again, but could not. My eyes, I could see in the mirror, were wild over the gag.


I continued to struggle, but after some moments, hearing men returning to the room, stopped. Through the open door, I saw the backs of two men, in police uniforms. I could not see their faces. The two men with masks re-entered the room.


They looked upon me.


I wanted to plead with them, but I could make no sound.


I drew up my legs and turned on my side, to cover myself as well as I might.


One of the men touched me.


The other uttered a brief sound, abrupt. The other man turned away. The sound had been a word, doubtless of negation. I did not know the language.


The men had not ransacked the penthouse. The paintings remained on the walls, the oriental rugs on the floors. Nothing was touched.


I saw the man who had turned away, who seemed to be a subordinate, remove a leather holder from his inside jacket pocket, and remove from it what appeared to be a fountain pen. He unscrewed it, and I was startled. It was a syringe.


I shook my head wildly, no!


He entered the needle on my right side, in the back between my waist and hip.


It was painful. I felt no ill effects.


I watched him replace the syringe in its holder, and the holder in his inside jacket pocket.


The larger man looked at his watch. He spoke this time in English to the smaller man, he who had had the syringe. The larger man spoke with a definite accent, but I could not place the accent.


"We will return after midnight," he said. "It will be easier then. We can reach point P in five hours with less traffic. And I have other business to attend to this evening."


"All right," said the smaller man. "We'll be ready then." There had not been the slightest trace of an accent in the smaller man's response. I had no doubt that his native tongue was English. He perhaps had difficulty following the natural speech of the other. But when the other had spoken to him, curtly, in the strange tongue, he had obeyed, and promptly. I gathered he feared the larger man.


The room began to grow a bit dark at the edges.


The larger man came behind me and felt the pulse of one of my bound wrists.


Then he released me.


The room seemed to grow darker, and warmer. I tried to keep my eyes open.


The larger man left the room. The smaller lingered. He went to the night table and took one of my cigarettes and, with one of my tiny, fine matches, imported from Paris, lit it.


He threw the match into the ash tray. He touched me again, this time intimately, but I could not cry out.


I squirmed.


He grinned.


"You aren't the cold, inert little thing you pretend to be, are you, bound slut," he said. "I wonder what you will be like, when you are accommodated to your new condition."


I did not understand him.


"You show promise," he said. "Even now, if you were properly warmed, I think you might have some value."


I looked up at him.


"And later," he said, "I promise you, you will whimper and plead, and crawl and beg for it."


I thought him mad.


But as I was to learn, he was not.


"Yes," said he, "you will learn to crawl and beg for it, little slut."


He was not.


"You look well in a collar," he said.


I struggled.


"You belong in one," he said.


I pulled futilely against my bonds.


My efforts were useless.


I looked up at him.


"You would like to say something, wouldn't you, but you can't," he said.


I looked at him.


"How do you like being bound and gagged?" he asked.


I whimpered, protesting.


He lifted his hand again, moved it toward me.


I shook my head wildly, no, no, no!


But he did not touch me.


"Interesting, the effect of binding and gagging on a woman," he said.


I began to lose consciousness.


He blew smoke into my eyes and nose, leaning over me.


I turned my head away, miserably.


"You know you want it, don't you?" he said.


I shook my head, no, no!


He took my chin in his hand, and turned my head toward him, so again I must face him.


I looked up at him, wildly.


"You don't know what is going to be done to you, do you, you pretty little bitch," he said. "For the first time in your life," he said, "you are going to be what you should be, and you are going to be treated as you deserve to be treated."


I understood nothing of what he was saying.


I began to lose consciousness. Once more, leaning over me, slowly, patiently, he blew smoke into my eyes and nose.


My eyes stung, I could scarcely breathe.


As he held me I could not turn my head away.


I struggled weakly against the bonds, fighting to stay conscious.


"Yes, little slut," he whispered to me, "you will crawl and beg for it."


I heard the larger man's voice, from the doorway it seems, but it seemed, too, from far away.


The smaller man then left my side.


The larger man entered the room, and I turned my head weakly to regard him. I saw the two men in the uniforms of police officers leaving the penthouse, followed by the smaller man, who, as he left the house, was drawing the mask from his head. I did not see his face.


The larger man was looking down at me. I looked up at him, weakly, almost unconscious.


He spoke to me matter-of-factly. "We will return after midnight," he told me.


I struggled weakly to speak, fighting the gag, the drug. I wanted only to sleep.


"You would like to know," he asked, "what will happen to you then?"


I nodded.


"Curiosity," he said, "is not becoming in a Kajira."


I did not understand him.


"You might be beaten for it," he said.


I could not understand.


"Let us say simply," he said, "that we will return after midnight." Through the mouth hole in the mask I saw his lips twist into a smile. His eyes, too, seemed to smile. "Then," he said, "you will be drugged again."


He looked down upon me, tied on the bed, bound before him.


"And then," he added, "you will be crated for shipment."


He left the room.


I pulled at the cords that bound me, and lost consciousness.


* * * *


I awakened in the bed, still bound.


It was dark. I could hear the noises of the city's night traffic through the door open to the patio and terrace. Through the open curtains I could see the tens of thousands of bright rectangles of windows, many of them still illuminated. The bed was drenched in sweat. I had no idea of the time. I knew only it was night. I rolled over to see the alarm clock on the vanity, but the face had been turned to one side.


I struggled with my bonds, wildly. I must free myself!


But after a few precious minutes of futile struggle I lay bound as perfectly as I had been earlier in the afternoon.


Then suddenly new sweat broke out on my body.


The knife!


Before the men had burst into the penthouse I had thrust it beneath the pillow.


I rolled on to my side and, bound, lifted the pillow away with my teeth. I almost fainted with relief. The knife lay where I had left it. On the satin sheet I struggled to move the knife, with my mouth and the back of my head, toward my bound hands. It was a painful, frustrating task, but inch by quarter inch, I moved it downward. Once it fell to the floor and inwardly I cried out with anguish. Almost choking, from the loop on my throat, I slid half out of the bed and felt for the knife with my feet. My ankles had been crossed and lashed securely together. It was extremely difficult to pick up the knife. It fell again, and again. I cursed the neckrope that bound me to the head of the bed. I wept. Far below, in the streets, I heard the siren of a fire engine, and the other noises of the city night. I struggled, gagged and bound, silently, torturedly. At last I managed to get the knife to the foot of the bed. With my feet and body I managed to pull it up beneath me. And then I had the handle in my bound hands! But I could not reach the bonds. I held the knife but could not use it. Then, feverishly, I cried inwardly with joy, and pressed the point into the back of the bed and braced it with my own body. I began to saw at the cords with the knife. The knife, its handle braced against my sweating back, slipped four times, but each time I put it again in place and addressed myself again to my task. Then my wrists were free. I took the knife and slashed the cord at my throat and the cords at my ankles.


I leaped from the bed and ran to the vanity. My heart sank. It was already a half past midnight!


My heart was pounding.


I pulled the gag down from my face, pulled the heavy wad of soured packing from my mouth. Then I was suddenly ill, and fell to my hands and knees, and vomited on the rug. I shook my head. With the knife I cut the gag from where it lay about my neck.


I shook my head again.


It was now thirty-five minutes after midnight.


I ran to the wardrobe. I seized the first garments I touched, a pair of tan, bell-bottomed slacks and a black, buttoning, bare-midriff blouse.


I held them to me, breathing heavily. I looked across the room. My heart almost stopped. There I saw in the shadows, in the dim light in the room from the city outside, a girl. She was nude. She held something before her. About her throat there was a band of steel. On her thigh a mark.


"No!" we cried together.


I gasped, my head swam. Sick, I turned away from my reflection in the full-length mirror across the room.


I pulled on the slacks and slipped into the blouse. I found a pair of sandals.


It was thirty-seven minutes past midnight.


I ran again to the wardrobe and pulled out a small suitcase. I threw it to the foot of the triple chest and plunged garments into it, and snapped it shut.


I seized up a handbag and ran, with the suitcase, into the living room. I swung back a small oil, and fumbled with the dial of the wall safe. I kept, usually, some fifteen thousand dollars, and jewelry, at home. I scrabbled in the opening and thrust the money and jewelry into the handbag.


I looked with terror at the splintered door.


On the wall clock it was forty minutes past midnight.


I was afraid to go through the door. I remembered the knife. I ran back to the bedroom and seized it, shoving it into the handbag. Then, frightened, I ran to the patio and terrace. The rope of sheets that I had used to leave the penthouse had been removed. I ran again to the bedroom. I saw them lying to one side, separated, as though laundry.


I looked again in the mirror. I stopped. I buttoned the collar of the black blouse high about my neck, to conceal the steel band on my throat. I saw again the mark, drawn in lipstick, on the mirror. Seizing up my handbag and the small suitcase I fled through the broken door. I stopped before the tiny private elevator in the hall outside the door.


I ran back inside the penthouse, to get my wrist watch. It was forty-two minutes past midnight. With the key from my purse I opened the elevator and descended to the hall below, where there was a bank of common elevators. I pushed all the down buttons.


I looked at the dials at the top of the elevator doors. There were two that were already rising, one at the seventh floor and one at the ninth. I could not have called them!


I moaned.


I turned and ran toward the stairs. I stopped at the height of the stairs. Far below, on the steel-reinforced, broad cement stairs, ringing hollowly in the shaft, I heard the footsteps of two men, climbing.


I ran back to the elevators.


One stopped at my floor, the twenty-fourth. I stood with my back pressed against the wall.


A man and his wife stepped out.


I gasped, and fled past them.


They looked at me strangely as I pushed at the main-floor button.


As the door on my elevator slowly closed, I heard the door of the adjoining elevator open. Through the crack of the closing door I saw the backs of two men, in the uniforms of police.


Slowly, slowly the elevator descended. It stopped on four floors. I stood in the back of the elevator, while three couples and another man, with an attaché case, entered. When we reached the main floor I fled from the elevator but, in a moment, regained my control, checked myself and looked about. There were some people in the lobby, sitting about, reading or waiting. Some looked at me idly. It was a hot night. One man, with a pipe, looked up at me, over the top of his newspaper. Was he one of them? My heart almost stopped. He returned to his reading. I would go to the apartment garage, but not through the lobby. I would go by the street.


The doorman touched his cap to me as I left.


I smiled.


Outside on the street I realized how hot the night was.


Inadvertently I touched the collar of my blouse. I felt the steel beneath it.


A man passed, looking at me.


Did he know? Could he know that there was a band of steel on my throat?


I was foolish. I shook my head, trembling.


I threw my head back and walked hurriedly down the sidewalk toward the street entrance to the apartment garage.


The night was hot, so hot.


A man looked me over thoroughly as I walked past. I hurried past.


A few feet beyond I turned to look back. He was still watching.


I tried to turn him away, with a look of coldness, of contempt for him.


But he did not look away. I was frightened. I turned away, hurrying on. Why had I not been able to turn him away? Why hadn't he looked away? Why hadn't he turned away, shamefaced, embarrassed, and hurried on in the opposite direction? He hadn't. He had continued to look at me. Did he know that there was a mark on my thigh? Did he sense that? Did that mark make me somehow subtly different than I had been? Did it, somehow, set me apart from other women on this world? Could I no longer drive men away? And if I could no longer drive them away, what did that mean? What had that small mark done to me? I felt suddenly helpless, and somehow, suddenly, for the first time in my life, vulnerably and radically female. I stumbled on.


I entered the apartment garage.


I found the car keys in my handbag and gave them hurriedly, smiling, to the attendant.


"Is anything wrong, Miss Brinton?" he asked.


"No, no," I said.


Even he seemed to look at me.


"Please hurry!" I begged him.


He quickly touched his cap and turned away.


I waited, it seemed for years. I counted the beatings of my heart.


Then the car, small, purring, in perfect tune, a customized Maserati, whipped to the curb, and the attendant stepped out.


I thrust a bill in his hand.


"Thank you," he said.


He seemed concerned, deferential. He touched his cap. He held open the door.


I blushed, and thrust past him, throwing my suitcase and handbag into the car.


I climbed behind the wheel, and he closed the door.


He leaned over me. "Are you well, Miss Brinton?" he asked.


He seemed too close to me.


"Yes! Yes!" I said and threw the car into gear and burned forward, only to stop with a shriek of rubber, skidding some ten feet.


With the electric switch he raised the door for me, and I drove out into the swift traffic, out into the hot August night.


Even though the night was hot the air rushing past me, pulling at my hair, refreshed me.


I had done well.


I had escaped!


I drove past a policeman and was almost going to stop, that he might help me, protect me.


But how did I know? Others had worn the uniforms of the police. And he might think I was insane, mad. And I might be detained in the city. Where they were. They might be waiting for me. I did not know who they were. I was not even clear what they wanted. They could be anywhere. Now I must escape, escape, escape!


But the air invigorated me. I had escaped! I darted about in traffic, swiftly, free. Other cars would sometimes slam on their brakes. They would honk their horns. I threw back my head and laughed.


I had soon left the city, crossing the George Washington Bridge, and taking the swift parkways north. In a few minutes I was in Connecticut.


I slipped my wrist watch on my hand, as I drove. When I did so it was one forty-six A.M.


I sang to myself.


Once again I was Elinor Brinton.


It occurred to me that I should not follow the parkways, but seek less traveled roads. I left the parkway at 2:07 A.M. Another car followed me. I thought little of it, but, after some four turns, the car still followed.


Suddenly I became frightened and increased speed. So, too, did the other car.


Then, as I cried out in anguish, I was no longer Elinor Brinton, the one always in control of herself, the rich one, the sophisticated one, she with such exquisite taste and intelligence. I was only a terrified girl, fleeing from what she knew not, a bewildered, confused girl, a terrified girl, one with a mark on her left thigh, a circle of steel locked snugly on her throat.


No, I cried to myself, no. I would be Elinor Brinton! I am she!


Suddenly I began to drive coolly, swiftly, efficiently, brilliantly. If they wanted a chase, they should have it. They would not find Elinor Brinton easy game! Whoever they might be, she was more than a match for them. She was Elinor Brinton, rich, brilliant Elinor Brinton!


For more than forty-five minutes I raced ahead of my pursuer, sometimes increasing my lead, sometimes losing it. Once, grinding and spurring about graveled side roads, they were within forty yards of me, but I increased the lead, yard by yard.


I thrilled to their pursuit, and would elude them!


Finally, when I was more than two hundred yards ahead of them, on a cruelly winding road, I switched off my headlights and drove off the road into some trees. There were many turn-offs on the road, many bends. They would assume I had taken one.


I sat, heart pounding in the Maserati, with the lights off.


In a matter of seconds the following car raced past, skidding about a curve.


I waited for about thirty seconds and then drove back to the road. I drove lights off for several minutes, following the double yellow line in the center of the road by the moonlight. Then, when I came to a more traveled highway, a cemented road, well trafficked, I switched on my lights and continued on my way.


I had outsmarted them.


I continued generally northward. I assumed they would suppose that I had backtracked, and was returning southward. They would not suppose I would continue my journey in the same direction. They would suppose me too intelligent for that. But I was far more intelligent than they, for that was precisely what I would do!


It was now about four ten in the morning. I pulled into a small motel, a set of bungalows, set back from the road. I parked the car behind one of the bungalows, where it could not be seen from the road. No one would expect me to stop at this time. Near the bungalows, north on the highway, there was a diner, which was open. It was almost empty. The red neon lights of the diner loomed in the hot, dark night. I was famished. I had eaten nothing all day. I entered the diner, and sat in one of the booths, where I could not be seen from the highway.


"Sit at the counter," said the boy at the diner. He was alone.


"Menu," I told him.


I had two sandwiches, from cold roast beef, on dry bread, a piece of pie left from the afternoon, and a small carton of chocolate milk.


At another time I might have been disgusted, but tonight I was elated.


Soon I had rented a bungalow for the night, the one behind which I had parked the Maserati.


I put my belongings in the bungalow and locked the door. I was tired, but I sang to myself. I was exceedingly well pleased with how well I had done. The bed looked inviting but I was sweaty, filthy, and I was naturally too fastidious to retire without showering. Besides I wanted to wash.


In the bathroom I examined the mark on my thigh. It infuriated me. But, as I regarded it, in fury, I could not help but be taken by its cursive, graceful insolence. I clenched my fists. The arrogance, that it had been placed on my body! The arrogance, the arrogance! It marked me. But beautifully. I regarded myself in the mirror. I regarded the mark. There was no doubt about it. That mark, somehow, insolently, whether I wished it or not, incredibly enhanced my beauty. I was furious.


Also, incomprehensibly I found that I was curious about the touch of a man. I had never much cared for men. I put the thought angrily from me. I was Elinor Brinton!


Irritably I examined the steel band at my throat. I could not read the inscription on the band, of course. I could not even recognize the alphabet. Indeed, perhaps it was only a cursive design. But something in the spacing and the formation of the figures told me it was not. The lock was small, but heavy. The band fit snugly.


As I looked in the mirror the thought passed through my mind that it, too, like the mark, was not unattractive. It accentuated my softness. And I could not remove it. For an instant I felt helpless, owned, a captive, the property of others. The brief fantasy passed through my mind of myself, in such a band, marked as I was, naked in the arms of a barbarian. I shuddered, frightened. Never before had I felt such a feeling.


I looked away from the mirror.


Tomorrow I would have the steel band removed.


I stepped into the shower and was soon singing.


I had wrapped a towel about my hair, and, dried and refreshed, though tired, and very happy, emerged from the bathroom.


I turned down the sheets on the bed.


I was safe.


My wrist watch, when I had prepared to shower, I had slipped into my handbag. I looked at it. It was four forty-five. I replaced the watch in the handbag.


I reached to pull the tiny chain on the lamp.


I then saw it. On the mirror across the room. At the base of the mirror lay an opened lipstick tube, mine, which had been taken from my handbag, while I had showered. On the mirror itself, drawn in lipstick, was again the mark, the same mark, cursive and graceful, which I wore on my thigh.


I tore at the phone. It was dead.


The door to the bungalow was unlatched. I had locked it. But the lock had been opened, and even the bolt withdrawn. I ran to the door and relocked it, holding myself against it. I began to sob.


Hysterically I ran to my clothes and dressed.


I might have time. They might have gone away. They might be waiting just outside. I did not know.


I fumbled in the handbag for the car keys.


I ran to the door.


Then, terrified, I feared to touch it. They might be waiting just outside.


I moved to the back of the bungalow. I switched off the light, and stood, terrified, in the darkness. I pulled back the curtains on the rear window of the bungalow. The window was locked. I unlocked it. Noiselessly, to my relief, the window slid upward. I looked outward. No one was in sight. I had time. But they might be in front. Or perhaps they had gone, not expecting me to see the mark on the mirror until morning. No, no, they must be in front.


I crawled out of the window.


The small suitcase I left in the bungalow. I had the handbag, that was important. In it were fifteen thousand dollars and jewelry. Most important, I had the car keys.


Quietly I climbed into the car. I must turn on the ignition, put the car in gear and accelerate before anyone could stop me. The engine was still warm. It would start immediately.


Snarling and spurting the Maserati leaped into life, spitting stones and dust from its rear wheels, whipping about the corner of the bungalow.


I slammed on the brakes at the entrance to the highway and skidded onto the cement turning, and then with a scream of rubber, and the burning smell of it, roared down the highway. I had seen nothing. I switched on the car lights. Some traffic passed me, approaching me.


Nothing seemed to be behind me.


I could not believe that I was safe. But there was no pursuit.


With one hand I fumbled with the buttons on my black, bare-midriff blouse, fastening them. I then found the wrist watch in the handbag and slipped it on my wrist. It was four fifty-one. It was still dark, but it was August and it would be light early.


Abruptly, on an impulse, I turned down a small side road, one of dozens that led from the highway.


There would be no way of knowing which one I had taken.


I had seen no pursuit.


I began to breathe more easily.


My foot eased up on the accelerator.


I glanced into the rear-view mirror. I turned to look. It did not seem to be a car, but there was something, unmistakably, on the road behind me.


For an instant I could not swallow. My mouth felt dry. With difficulty I swallowed.


It was several hundred yards behind me, moving rather slowly. It seemed to have a single light. But the light seemed to light the road beneath it, in a yellow, moving pool of illumination that coursed ahead of it. As it neared, I cried out. It was moving silently. There was no sound of a motor or drive. It was round, black, circular, small, perhaps seven or eight feet in diameter, perhaps five feet in thickness. It was not moving on the road. It was moving above the road.


I switched off the lights on the Maserati and whipped off the road, moving toward some patches of trees in the distance.


The object came to where I had turned off the road, seemed to pause, and then, to my horror, turned gently in my direction, unhurried. In the yellow circle of light I could see the grass of the field, bearing the marks of my tires.


Hysterically I drove across the fields, twisting and turning, accelerating. I would get stuck, and would burn my way free.


Always the object, smoothly, not seeming to hurry, with the yellow light beneath it, approached more closely.


The Maserati struck a large stone. The engine stopped. Wildly I tried to start it again. There was a whine, then another. And then the ignition key only clicked meaninglessly, again and again. Suddenly I was bathed in yellow light and I screamed. It hovered over me. I fled from the car, into the darkness.


The light moved about, but it did not catch me again.


I reached the trees.


In the trees, terrified, I saw the dark disklike shape hover over the Maserati.


A bluish light then seemed, momentarily, to glow from the shape.


The Maserati seemed to shiver, rippling in the bluish light, and then, to my horror, it was gone.


I stood with my back against a tree, my hand before my mouth.


The bluish light then disappeared.


The yellowish light switched on again.


The shape then turned toward me, and began to move slowly in my direction.


I found that I clutched the handbag. Somehow I had seized it, instinctively, in running from the car. It contained my money, jewelry, the butcher knife I had thrust into it before leaving the penthouse. I turned and ran, wildly, through the dark woods. I lost my sandals. My feet were bruised and cut. My blouse was torn. Branches caught at my clothing and hair. A branch lashed my belly and I cried out in pain. Another stung my cheek. I fled. Always the light seemed near, but it did not catch me. I ran from it, forcing my way through the brush and trees, scraped and torn. Time and time again it seemed on the verge of illuminating me, yellow on the trees and brush only feet from me, but it would pass by, or I would turn away from it and run again. I stumbled on through the woods, my feet bleeding, gasping for breath. My hands, my right clutching the handbag, fought the brush and branches that tore at me. I could run no further. I collapsed at the foot of a tree, gasping, each muscle in my body crying out. My legs trembled. My heart pounded.


The light turned my way again.


I scrambled to my feet and ran wildly before it.


Then I saw some small lights beyond the trees and brush some fifty yards in front of me, in a sort of clearing in the woods.


I ran toward them.


I stumbled wildly into the clearing.


"Good evening, Miss Brinton," said a voice.


I stopped, stunned.


At the same time I felt a man's hands close on my arms from behind.


I tried weakly to free myself but could not.


I shut my eyes against the reflection of yellow light from the ground.


"This is point P," said the man. I now recognized his voice. It was that of the larger man who had been in my penthouse in the afternoon. He no longer wore his mask. He was dark haired, dark eyed, handsome. "You have been very troublesome," he said. Then he turned to another man. "Bring Miss Brinton's anklet."
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The Slave Capsule


The man holding me guided me from where I stood to a place at one side of the clearing. The other man accompanied him, and some others.


The yellow light flashed off, and the dark, disklike shape settled gently to the grass of the clearing.


It was still dark, but could not be long before morning.


In one of the lights I saw a hatch in the top of the disk open. A man crawled out. He wore a black tunic. The other men were dressed conventionally, those I saw then in the clearing.


Some further lights then, gradually, increased in intensity.


I gasped.


In the center of the clearing there was a large, dark shape, much larger than the small one, but not particularly different in design or appearance. It might have been thirty feet in diameter, perhaps some seven or eight feet in thickness. It rested on the grass. It was made of black metal. There were various ports in it, and hatch apertures. A large door, in the side facing me, had been opened. It opened in such a way as to touch the ground and formed a sort of ramp, by means of which the ship could be loaded.


"Who are you? What is this?" I had whispered.


"You may release her," said the man to he who held me.


He did so.


I stood among them.


I could now see there was a truck at another side of the clearing. Boxes of various sizes were being removed from it and being placed in the ship.


"Did you like your collar?" asked the man, pleasantly.


Inadvertently my fingers went to my throat.


He stepped behind me and tore open the top button of the black, bare-midriff blouse. I felt a small key being inserted into the small, heavy lock. The collar sprang open.


"You will doubtless have another," he said. He handed the collar to another man, who took it away.


He regarded me.


I still clutched the handbag.


"Let me go," I whispered. "I have money. Here. And jewelry. And much more. It's yours. Please."


I fumbled in the handbag and thrust the bills and the jewelry into his hands.


He handed the bills and jewelry to another man. He did not want them.


The men now began to bring, not gently, certain large square boxes from the truck, which they placed near the large, open hatch on the ship.


I clutched the handbag in my right hand, half-opened. Sick.


The large man took my left hand and removed the wrist watch from it.


"You will not need this," he said. He handed the watch to another man.


The time was five forty-two.


The men unloading the truck began to unsnap the sides of the large wooden boxes placed near the open hatch on the ship.


I watched with horror.


Inside each, secured with heavy straps and buckles, attached to rings in the box, was a girl. Each was unclothed. Each was unconscious. Each was gagged. Each wore a collar.


The men freed the girls, removing from them the gags and collars, and fastening on the left ankle of each what appeared to be a steel band.


They were then carried, unconscious, into the ship.


I screamed and turned to run. A man clutched at me. My hand tore the butcher knife from my handbag and I slashed wildly at him. He cried out with pain, holding his cut, bloody sleeve. I stumbled and got up to run. But they were all about me, encircling me. I raised the knife to strike at them, wildly. Then it seemed my whole hand and wrist and arm was struck with some fantastic, numbing shock. The knife fell from my fingers. My arm slowly fell, painfully. I could not move my fingers. I sobbed with the pain. One of the men picked up the knife. Another took me by the arm and dragged me back before the large man. I was hunched over, and looked up at him, sobbing, tears in my eyes.


The large man replaced a small implement in his jacket pocket. It resembled a pocket flashlight. But the beam that had struck me I had not seen.


"The pain will not last long," the man informed me.


"Please," I begged him. "Please."


"You were superb," he said.


I looked at him, numbly.


The man whom I had slashed with the knife stood behind him, holding his arm, grinning.


"Have your arm attended to," said the large man. The other grinned again and turned away, going toward the truck.


One of the men from the dark, disklike shape, the smaller one, which had followed me, approached. "There is little time," he said.


The large man nodded. But he did not seem perturbed, nor hurried.


He looked at me, carefully. "Stand straight," he said, not urgently.


I tried to stand straight. My arm still felt paralyzed from the shock. I could not move my fingers.


He touched the bloodied cut on my belly, where the branch had struck me. Then, with his hand, he lifted my head, turning it, looking at the cut on my cheek.


"We are not pleased," he said.


I said nothing.


"Bring salve," he said.


An ointment was brought, and he smeared it across the two cuts. It was odorless. To my surprise it seemed to be absorbed almost immediately.


"You must be more careful," he said.


Again I said nothing.


"You might have marked yourself," he said, "or might have been blinded." He returned the ointment to another man. "They are superficial," he told me, "and will heal without trace."


"Let me go!" I cried. "Please! Please!"


"There is little time, little time!" urged the man in the black tunic.


"Bring her handbag," said the large man, calmly. It was brought to him, from where it had fallen when I had tried to escape.


He looked at me.


"Perhaps you are interested in knowing how you were followed?" he asked.


I nodded, numbly.


From the handbag he extracted an object.


"What is this?" he asked.


"My compact," I told him.


He smiled, and turned it over. He unscrewed the bottom. Inside there was a tiny cylinder, fused to a round, circular plate, covered with tiny, copperish lines. "This device," he said, "transmits a signal, which can be picked up by our equipment at a distance of one hundred miles." He smiled. "A similar such device," he said, "was concealed beneath your automobile."


I sobbed.


"It will be dawn in six Ehn," said the man in the tunic.


I could see that there was a lightness in the east.


I did not understand what he said.


The large man nodded at the man in the black tunic. The man in the black tunic then lifted his arm. The small disklike ship then slowly lifted and moved toward the large ship. A port in the large ship slid upward. The small ship moved inside. I could briefly see men, in black tunics, inside, fastening it to plates in a steel flooring. Then the port slid shut again. The remains of the boxes had now been replaced in the truck. Here and there, about the clearing, men were moving about, gathering up equipment. They placed these things in the truck.


I could now move my arm and, barely, the fingers of my hand.


"But your ship," I said, "the small one, could not seem to find me."


"It found you," he said.


"The light," I said, "it couldn't catch me."


"You think it was simply your misfortune, a mere coincidence, that you stumbled into our camp?" he asked.


I nodded, miserably.


He laughed.


I looked at him, with horror.


"The light," he said. "You ran always to avoid it."


I moaned.


"You were herded here," he said.


I cried out with misery.


He turned to a subordinate. "Have you brought Miss Brinton's anklet?"


The subordinate then handed him an anklet. I could see that it was steel. It was open. It had a hinged catch.


Then I stood before them as I had, in the tan slacks, in the black, bare-midriff blouse, save that I now wore a steel anklet.


"Observe," said the large man, indicating the black ship. As I watched it, it seemed that lights began to flicker on its surface, and then it seemed that tendrils of light began to interweave across its steel, and, before my eyes, it began to change in color, turning a grayish blue, streaked with white.


I could now see the first streak of light in the east.


"This is a technique of field-light camouflage," said the large man. "It is primitive. The radar-screening device, within, is more sophisticated. But the light camouflage technique has considerably reduced sightings of our craft. Further, of course, we do little more, normally, with the large craft than arrive and depart, at given points. The smaller craft is used more extensively, but normally only at night, and in isolated areas. It, too, incidentally, is equipped for light-camouflage and radar-screening."


I understood very little of what he said.


"Shall we strip her?" asked one of the subordinates.


"No," said the large man.


The large man stepped behind me. "Shall we go to the ship?" he asked.


I did not move.


I turned to face him.


"Hurry!" called the man in the black tunic, from within the large ship. "Dawn in two Ehn!"


"Who are you? What do you want?" I begged.


"Curiosity," he said, "is not becoming in a Kajira."


I stared at him.


"You might be beaten for it," he said.


"Hurry! Hurry!" cried the man in the black tunic. "We must make rendezvous!"


"Please," invited the large man, gesturing to the ship with one hand.


Numbly I turned and preceded him to the ship. At the foot of the ramp I trembled.


"Hurry, Kajira," said he, gently.


I ascended the steel ramp. I turned. He was standing back on the grass.


"In your time," he said, "dawn occurs at this meridian and latitude, on this day, at six sixteen."


I saw the sun's rim at the edge of my world, rising, touching it. In the east there was dawn. It was the first dawn I had ever seen. It was not that I had not stayed up all night, even many times. It was only that I had never watched a sunrise.


"Farewell, Kajira," said the man.


I cried out and extended my arms. The steel ramp swung upward and locked in place, shutting me in the ship. A sealing door then slid across the closed ramp, it, too, locking in place. I pounded on its plates, wildly, sobbing.


Strong hands seized me from behind, one of the men in a black tunic. There was a tiny, three-pronged scar on his right cheekbone. I was thrust weeping and kicking through the ship, between tiers of piping and plating.


Then I was in a curved area, where, to my horror, I saw, crowded together, closely set tiers of metal racks. These racks were fixed to the curved metal ceiling at the top of the ship and the metal floor at the bottom. There were narrow walk spaces between the tiers. Fixed in these racks, held in place by belts, their long axes parallel to the floor, were large, transparent cylinders, or tubes, perhaps of heavy plastic. In these were the girls I had seen, those who had been taken from the truck.


I was forced down the central aisle, between the racks of tubes on the left and right.


Then I was held in place.


One tube, accessible, close to us, on the right, about at my eye level, was empty.


Here the man who held me from behind, by the arms, had stopped.


Another man, clad as the first, unscrewed one end of this tube.


I could see that there were two small hoses, one at each end, fixed in each tube. They led into a machine fixed in the wall.


"No!" I cried. "No!"


I struggled wildly, but the two men, one at my ankles, the other holding me under the arms, forced me into the tube. My prison was perhaps eighteen inches in diameter. The lid to the tube was screwed shut. I screamed and screamed, pushing and kicking at the cylinder. I turned on my side. I pressed my hands against the walls of the tube. The men did not seem to notice me.


Then I began to feel faint. It was hard to breathe.


One of the men attached a small hose to a tiny opening in the tube, above my head.


I lifted my head.


Oxygen streamed into the tube.


Another hose was attached at the other end of the tube, above my feet. There was a tiny, almost inaudible noise, as of air being withdrawn.


I could breathe.


The two men then, standing in the central aisle, seemed to brace themselves, one holding to the racking on the left, the other to the racking on the right. I suddenly felt as though I were in an elevator, and for the moment could not breathe. I knew then we were ascending. From the feeling of my body, pressing against the tube, I thought we must be ascending vertically, or nearly vertically. There was no peculiarly powerful stresses, and very little unpleasantness. It was swift, and frightening, but not painful. I heard no sound of motors, or engines.


After perhaps a minute the two men, holding to the racking, moved from the room.


The strange sensation continued for some time. Then, after a time, I seemed pressed against the side of the tube, rather cruelly, for perhaps several minutes. Then, suddenly, no forces seemed to play upon me, and, to my horror, I drifted to the other side of the tube. A finger's pressure now put me back to the side against which I had been cruelly pressed. I thought that that must be down. But shortly thereafter one of the men in a black tunic, wearing sandals with metal plates on the bottoms, stepped carefully, step by step, across the steel plating. It had been the floor, but now it seemed as though it were a wall at my left, and he moved strangely on the wall.


I cried out in misery.


I was now hopelessly disoriented in the capsule.


I had lost all sense of direction, of what might be up or down, or even if, any longer, there were such things.


He went to the machine into which the hoses from the tubes led, and moved a small dial.


In a moment I sensed something different in the air being conducted into my tube.


There were several other similar dials, beneath various switches, doubtless one for each of the containers.


I tried to attract his attention. I called out. Apparently he could not hear me. Or was not interested in doing so.


I was vaguely aware that now a gentle force seemed to draw my body against the tube differently. I was vaguely aware that now the ceiling and the floor seemed as they should be. I saw, not fully conscious of it, the man leave the room.


I looked out through the plastic. I pressed my hands against the heavy, curved, transparent walls of my small prison.


The rich, clever, vain, insolent, proud Elinor Brinton, it was clear, had not escaped.


She was a prisoner.


She did not know what had been done to her, whither she was bound, or what her fate was to be.


I fell unconscious.
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It is difficult for me to conjecture what happened.


I do not know how long I was unconscious.


I know only that I awakened, stunned, bewildered, lying on my stomach, head turned to the side, on grass. My fingers tore down at the roots. I wanted to scream. But I did not move. The events of the August afternoon and night flashed through my memory. I shut my eyes. I must go back to sleep. I must awaken again, between the white satin sheets in my penthouse. But the pressing of fresh grass against my cheek told me I was no longer in the penthouse, in surroundings with which I was familiar.


I got up to my hands and knees.


I squinted toward the sun. Somehow it seemed not the same to me. I moved my hand. I pressed my foot against the earth.


I threw up with horror.


I knew I was no longer on my world, on the world I knew. It was another world, a different world, one I did not know, one strange to me.


And yet the air seemed beautifully clear and clean. I could not remember such air. The grass was wet with dew, and rich and green. I was in a field of some sort, but there were trees, tall and dark, in the distance. A small yellow flower grew near me. I looked at it, puzzled. I had never seen such a flower before. In the distance, away from the forest, I could see a yellowish thicket, it, too, of trees, but not green, but bright and yellow. I heard a brook nearby.


I was afraid.


I cried out as I saw a bird, tiny and purple, flash past overhead.


In the distance, near the yellowish thicket, I saw a small, yellowish animal moving, delicately. It was far off and I could not see it well. I thought it might be a deer or gazelle. It disappeared into the thicket.


I looked about myself.


Some hundred yards or so from me I saw a mass of torn metal, a ruptured structure of black steel, half buried in the grass.


It was the ship.


I noted that I no longer wore the anklet on my left ankle. It had been removed.


I still wore the clothing in which I had been captured, the tan slacks, the black, bare-midriff blouse. My sandals I had lost in the woods on Earth, while fleeing from the small dark ship which had so unerringly, herding me like a frantic animal, delivered me to my captors.


I felt like running from the ship, as far as I might. But there seemed to be no sign of life about it. I was terribly hungry.


I crawled in the direction of the brook, and, lying on my stomach before it, scooped water into my mouth.


What I thought was a petaled flower underneath the swift, cold surface of the brook suddenly broke apart, becoming a school of tiny yellow fish. I was startled.


I slaked my thirst.


I wanted to run from the ship. Somewhere there might be the men.


These men, those in black tunics, and those, too, who had been instrumental in my capture, were the first men I had ever learned to fear.


On Earth I had not feared men. I had despised them. I had held them in contempt. They were so eager to please, so manipulable, so pliant, so meaningless, weak and docile. But these men, those in black tunics, and those who had been instrumental in my capture, I had learned to fear. They were the first men I had learned to fear. They would not be the last.


But the ship seemed still. I saw some small birds fluttering about it.


There might be food on the ship.


Slowly, frightened, I approached the ship, step by step.


I heard a singing bird.


At last, about twenty yards from the ship, I circled it, fearfully.


It was torn open, the steel plating split and bent, scorched and blistered.


There was no sign of life.


I then approached the ship, half buried in the grass. I looked inside, through one of the great rents in the steel. Its edges seemed to have melted and hardened. In places there were frozen rivulets of steel, as though heavy trickles of paint had run from a brush and then hardened. The inside of the ship was black and scorched. The piping, in several places, had ruptured. Panels were split apart, revealing a complex, blackened circuitry within. The heavy glass, or quartz or plastic, in the ports was, in many places, broken through.


Barefoot, on the steel plating, buckled under my feet, the bolts broken, I entered the ship, holding my breath.


There seemed no one there.


The interior of the ship was compactly organized, with often only small spaces between tiers of tubing, piping and meters. Sometimes these small passages were half closed with bent pipes and tangles of wire erupted from the sides, but I managed to crawl where I wished to.


I found what seemed to be a control room, with two chairs and a large port before them. In this room there were also chairs about the side, four of them, before masses of dials, gauges and switches. There was no engine room that I could find. Whatever force drove the ship must have been beneath it, reached perhaps through the floor plating. The engines of the ship, and its weapons, if weapons it had, must have been operated from the control room. I found the area where the heavy plastic tubes had been kept, in one of which I had been confined. The tubes had all been opened. They were empty.


I heard a sound behind me and I screamed.


A small, furred animal scurried past me, its claws scrabbling on the steel plating. It had six legs. I leaned against a rack of piping, to catch my breath.


But now I was afraid.


I had found no one in the ship.


But where could they be? There had been a crash. But there were no bodies. But if there had been survivors, where had they gone? Might they return soon?


I returned to the main portion of the ship, and looked again at the great rents in the steel. It did not seem likely to me that they had been caused simply by the crash. There were four of them. One, rather on the bottom of the ship, was about five foot square. Two, on the left side, were smaller. The rent through which I had entered the ship was the largest. It was, at the point at which I had entered, as the metal had been torn open, like steel petals, more than nine feet in height, a vast gash which, irregularly, on the left, tapered downward to a tear in the steel of only some four inches in height. There were, of course, numerous other points of damage on the ship, both interiorly and exteriorly, pitted, buckled plating and such. Much of the buckled plating, I supposed, might have been done when the ship impacted. I looked once more at the great rents. It did not seem unlikely to me that the ship had been attacked.


Frightened, I ran through the ship, wanting to find food or weapons. I found the crew's quarters. There were lockers there, and six cots, three on a side, mounted one over the other on the two walls, a mirror. The lockers had been split open and were emptied. I found blood on one side of one of the cots.


I hurried from the room.


I found the tiny galley. In one corner, hunched over, nibbling, I saw an animal, about the size of a small dog. It lifted its snout and hissed at me, the hair about its neck and on its back suddenly bristling out with a crackle.


I screamed.


It seemed twice the size it had been.


It crouched over a metallic container, round, not unlike a covered plate, that had been sprung open.


The animal was silken. Its eyes blazed. It was mottled, and tawny. It opened its mouth and hissed again. I saw it had three rows of needlelike teeth. It had only four legs, unlike the small animal I had seen earlier. Two hornlike tusks protruded from its jaw. Another two hornlike projections emerged from its head, just over its black, gleaming, wicked eyes.


I was wild with hunger. I opened a cabinet. It was empty, save for some cups.


I screamed and began to throw the cups, which were metal, at the animal, hysterically.


It snarled and, the cups banging behind it on the metal of the wall, darted past me. Its silken body struck my leg as it ran from the galley. It had a long, whipping, hairless tail.


I shut the door of the galley, crying.


I opened all the cabinets, all the drawers and boxes. Everything edible, it seemed, had been taken. I would have to starve!


Then I sat down on the floor of the steel galley and wept. When I had cried, I went to the flat, metal container, that sprung open and exposed, that from which the ugly, terrible, silken animal had been feeding.


Choking, almost vomiting, I fed myself.


It was meat. It was thick, grainy, something like beef, but it was not beef.


With my hand and fingers I scratched and scraped every particle of food from the container. There was not enough. I devoured it. I sucked even my fingers, for every last bit of juice.


I stood up, refreshed and stronger. I looked about, dismally. In my search for food I had found some utensils, but no knives, nothing to use as a weapon.


Then it seemed to me that I had remained too long at the ship. I had not found bodies, though I had found, in one place, on a cot, a stain of blood. If there had been survivors, they might return. I became frightened. I had forgotten everything in my search for food, and my eating.


I opened the galley door.


I heard a bird twittering.


It was a small bird, about the size of a sparrow, but it looked a bit like a tiny owl, with tufts over its eyes. It was purplish. It looked at me quizzically. It was perched on some split piping.


It looked at me for a moment, and then, with a flurry of wings, darted out of the ship.


I, too, fled the ship.


Outside, everything seemed calm. I stopped. The dark forest was behind the ship, in the distance. The fields extended to the right. Somewhat more to the left, in the distance, in the fields was the yellowish thicket I had seen earlier. The sun's position had altered, and the shadows were longer. I judged it to be in the afternoon, on this world. It was not cold. If this world had seasons, as I supposed it must, I would have guessed it was in the spring of their year. I wondered how long the year might be.


Outside, looking about more closely, I found some trampled grass, as though things had been placed there, perhaps earlier in the morning, boxes and such. In one place I found some strands of woman's hair. In another, there was a dark, reddish-brown stain on the grass.


I must get away!


I turned toward the forest, but its darkness frightened me.


Suddenly, from it, through the clear air, from far off, there drifted a roar, as of some large animal.


I turned away from the forest and began to run across the field, blindly toward the horizon, over the grass.


I had not run far when I stopped, for, in the sky, in the distance, I saw a swift, silverish, disklike object. It was moving rapidly and in my direction. I threw myself down in the grass. I covered my head with my hands.


In moments nothing had happened. I lifted my head.


The silverish disk had now landed near the rent, half-buried black ship.


The black ship itself glowed redly, but, in a few seconds, the glow faded.


Then hatches opened on the silverish ship and men leaped out. They carried silverish tubes, or wands, of some sort, perhaps weapons. They, like the men of the black ship, wore tunics but these were of some shimmering, purplish material. Their heads were shaved. Some of the men deployed themselves about the ship; others, carrying their weapons, entered.


Then, to my horror, a large, golden creature, six-legged, supporting itself on its four long back legs, almost upright, stepped from the ship. It had large eyes and, I thought, antennae. It moved swiftly, delicately, almost daintily toward the ship and, bending down, disappeared inside. Some of the men followed it in.
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