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THERE'S A LESSON HERE . . . A LESSON, ODDLY ENOUGH, IN THE POWER OF LOVE OVER HUMAN DESTINY . . .
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The creeper, moved slowly across the crusty deck of the darkened hold. Cargo, the creeper, came to an abrupt halt when it touched something immobile in the darkness.




 

At first it assumed that the motionless object was Cargo, the thinker. 

 

"No," said the thinker. "It is not me. It is Cargo, the corpse, once Cargo, the emoter." 

 

"Sad, sad," murmured Cargo, the feeder. "So sad that our emoter has been deprived of life." 

 

"You miss it more than any of us, do you not?" remarked Cargo, the excretor. "Though I have suspected that the creeper feels the lack of it almost as much . . ." 

 

"No more than you!" said the creeper. "No more than any of us. And as Cargo, the whole, we will surely find reproduction an unhappy experience— without the emoter. As for me, I suspect that forming the mother egg will be impossible without it. I suggest . . ." 

 

"Enough!" commanded the thinker. "The problem is mine. I do not suspect, I know that you, creeper, are letting your powers wane. You desire to return to our mother egg, and you know that is impossible, even were we from whence we were taken. Our mother egg has long been without life, remember that. Now it is our turn to form a mother egg, and reproduce our eventual replacements." 

 

"But without the emoter . . ." chorused the others. 

 

"I believe that it can be done without the emoter," continued Cargo, the thinker. "Each of us serves a specific purpose. The chief purpose of the emoter was to intensify our desire to reproduce. It is our duty and our purpose to survive and to reproduce. We all feel this urge despite the lifelessness of the emoter. I believe we can unite and form a mother egg, which will produce our offspring." 

 

"But you do not really know," said the creeper. 

 

"True, it is a theory unproven," admitted the thinker. "We can but try. If we succeed then I am proven correct. If we do not succeed, I am proven incorrect. Then it will be my duty purpose and desire to think of another way for us . . ." 

 

"But what if our attempt to form a mother egg fails, and in failing, deprives all of us of life?" argued the excretor. 

 

"It may be painful without the emoter," suggested the feeder. "Since they deprived it of life, I sometimes find the absorption of our food a painful process. Perhaps it is the food they give us, though it is similar to our diet at the place from whence we were taken." 

 

"I too find it painful at times—" began the excretor. 

 

"Enough!" came the thinker's command again. "We must bear this uncomfortable situation until I have thought of our way out of it. I too feel the pain sometimes, as do we all. Further, I must warn you that when we do unite to form the mother egg the pain may be more intense— without our emoter to turn pain into pleasantness— for we will be united physically as well as telepathically. However, I have a plan assuming our uniting proves fruitful." 

 

"A plan for what?" asked the creeper, dully. 

 

"If the mother egg we form produces young, and if the young is another Cargo— the whole possessing all five free-moving parts— and if we survive the reproduction phase by disuniting, it might be wise to destroy four members of the newly formed whole. We could save only the new emoter . . ." 

 

"Which we can adopt!" said the feeder and the excretor together. 

 

"It is a far-fetched plan," grumbled the creeper. "But we must do as you instruct. Further, you risk as much as we, so . . ." 

 

"So shall we begin to form a mother egg?" suggested the feeder. 

 

"It is not time," said the thinker. "All of this must be done with great care and at the proper time. Remember that we are captives. Our captors—from what I can read of their thoughts— do not plan to destroy us, unless we indicate a desire to destroy them. They wish to take us to the place from whence they came. Then we will be shown to their fellows. 

 

"Remember that we appear as a strange life-form to them, even as they appear as a strange life-form to us. The emoter was deprived of its life by an accident, due to the clumsiness on the part of our captors. In fact, they do not know that it is lifeless. In fact—." 
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