






 



It was about fourteen feet in diameter. A sphincter lock opened 

from the narrow corridor to cargo bays and crewmen’s quarters, while a 

second led into the cabin’s functional equivalent of a bathroom. 

Planetbound men and women are always surprised and a little shocked 

when they see the sanitary arrangements on a spaceship. But once 

they’ve tried to perform normal bodily functions in free fall, they 

understand the peculiar equipment very well. 

 I’ve made six trips across the Galaxy in as many cycles. I’m 

practically an old hand, and can even wash my face in free fall without 

drowning. The trick is to use a sponge and suction. But, by and large, I 

understand perfectly why spacemen, between planets, usually look a bit 

unkempt.  

 I stretched out on the padding of the main cabin, and waited with 

growing uneasiness for the nonhuman to show. Fortunately, it wasn’t 

long before the diaphragm on the outer sphincter lock expanded and a 

curious, peaked face peered through.  

 “Vargas Miss Hel-len?” said the Theradin in a sibilant whisper. 

 “That’s my name,” I replied instantly. I pulled upward, and added, 

quite unnecessarily, “You are Haalvordhen, of course.” 

 “Such is my identification,” confirmed the alien, and the long, 

lean, oddly muscled body squirmed through after the peaked head. “It is 

kind, Vargas Miss, to share accommodation under this necessity.” 

 “It’s kind of you,” I said vigorously. “We’ve all got to get home 

before this war breaks out!” 

 “That war may be prevented, I have all hope,” the nonhuman said. 

He spoke comprehensibly in Galactic Standard, but expressionlessly, for 

the vocal cords of the Theradins are located in an auxiliary pair of inner 



lips, and their voices seem reedy and lacking in resonance to human 

ears. 

 “Yet know you, Vargas Miss, they would have hurled me from this 

ship to make room for an Empire citizen, had you not been heart-kind to 

share.” 

 “Good heavens!” I exclaimed, shocked. “I didn’t know that!” 

 I stared at him, disbelieving. The captain couldn’t have legally 

done such a thing – or even seriously have entertained the thought. Had 

he been trying to intimidate the Theradin into giving up his reserved 

place? 

 “I – I was meaning to thank you,” I said, to cover my confusion.  

 “Let us thank we-other, then, and be in accord,” the reedy voice 

mouthed. 

 I looked the nonhuman over, unable to hide completely my 

curiosity. In form the Theradin was vaguely humanoid – but only 

vaguely – for the squat arms terminated in mittened “hands” and the 

long, sharp face was elfin and perpetually grimacing.  

 The Theradin have no facial muscles to speak of, and no change of 

expression or of vocal inflection is possible for them. Of course, being 

telepathic, such subtleties of visible or auditory expression would be 

superfluous on the face of it.  

 I felt – as yet – none of the revulsion which the mere presence of 

the Theradin was supposed to inspire. It was not much different from 

being in the presence of a large











 



He wasn’t dead. While I looked, I saw the bruised and bleeding 

“hands” flutter spasmodically. Then, abruptly, the alien made a queer, 

rasping noise. I felt helpless, and for some reason I was stirred to 

compassion. 

 I bend and laid a hesitant hand on the Garensen apparatus, which 

was now neatly and expertly fastened. I was bitter about the fact that for 

the first time in my life I had lost consciousness! Had I not done so, the 

crewman could not have so adroitly covered his negligence. But it was 

important to remember that the circumstance would not have helped 

Haalvordhen much either. 

 “Your feelings do you nothing but credit!” The reedy, flat voice 

was almost a whisper. “If I may trespass once more on your kindness – 

can you unfasten these instruments again?” 

 I bent to comply, asking helplessly as I did so, “Are you sure 

you’re all right?” 

 “Very far from all right,” the alien mouthed, slowly and without 

expression. 

 I had the feeling that he resented being compelled to speak aloud, 

but I didn’t think I could stand that telepath touch again. The alien’s flat, 

slitted eyes watched me while I carefully unfastened the suction tubes 

and cushioning devices.  

 At this distance I could see that the eyes had lost their color and 

that the raw “hands” were flaccid and limp. There were also heavily 

discolored patches about the alien’s throat and head. He pronounced, 

with a terribly thick effort: 

 “I should have – been drugged. Now it’s too late. Argha maci -” 

The words trailed off into blurred Samarran, but the discolored patch in 



his neck still throbbed sharply, and the hands twitched in an agony 

which, being dumb, seemed the more fearful.  

 I clung to the skyhook, dismayed at the intensity of my own 

emotion. I thought that Haalvordhen had spoken again when the sharp 

jolt of command sounded, clear and imperative, in my brain.  

 “Procalamine!” For an instant the shock was all I could feel – the 

shock, and the overwhelming revulsion at the telepathic touch. There 

was no hesitation or apology in it now, for the Theradin was fighting for 

his life. Again the sharp, furious command came: “Give me 

procalamine!”  

 And with a start of dismay I realized that most nonhumans needed 

the drug, which was kept on all spaceships to enable them to live in free 

fall. 

 Few nonhuman races have the stubbornly persistent heart of the 

Terrans, which beats by muscular contraction alone. The circulation of 

the Theradin, and similar races, is dependent on gravity to keep the vital 

fluid pulsing. Procalamine gives their main blood organ just enough 

artificial muscular spasm to keep the blood moving and working.  

 Hastily I propelled myself into the “bathroom” – wiggled hastily 

through the diaphragm and unscrewed the top of the bin marked First 

Aid. Neatly pigeonholed beneath transparent plastic were sterile 

bandages, antiseptics clearly marked Human – and separately, for the 

three main types of nonhuman races, in one deep bin – the small plastic 

globules of vital stimulants. 

 I sorted out two purple fluorescent ones – little globes











 



there where Theradin-we around dying-”  The jumble of words blurred 

again, and the limp “hands” clutched spasmodically, in and out.  

 Then, in a queer, careful tone, the nonhuman said, “But I am not 

living to return where I can stop-die. Not so long Haalvordhen-I be 

lasting, although Vargas-you Miss be helping most like real instead of 

alien. Sorry your people be most you unhelping-” he stopped again, and 

with a queer little grunting noise, continued, “Now Haalvordhen-I be 

giving Vargas-you stop-gift of heritage, be needful it is.” 

 The flaccid form of the nonhuman suddenly stiffened, went rigid. 

The drooping lids over the Theradin’s eyes seemed to unhood 

themselves, and in a spasm of fright I tried to fling myself backward. 

But I did not succeed. I remained motionless, held in a dumb fascination.  

 I felt a sudden, icy cold, and the sharp physical nausea crawled 

over me again at the harsh and sickening touch of the alien on my mind, 

not in words this time, but in a rapport even closer – a hateful touch so 

intimate that I felt my body go limp in helpless fits and spasms of 

convulsive shuddering under the deep, hypnotic contact. 

 Then a wave of darkness almost palpable surged up in my brain. I 

tried to scream, “Stop it, stop it!” and a panicky terror flitted in my last 

conscious thought through my head. This is why, this is the reason 

humans and telepaths don’t’ mix- 

 And then a great dark door opened under my senses and I plunged 

again into unconsciousness.  

 

 It was not more than a few seconds, I suppose, before the 

blackness swayed and lifted and I found myself floating, curled 

helplessly in midair, and seeing, with a curious detachment, the 



Theradin’s skyhook below me. Something in the horrid limpness of that 

form stirred me wide awake.  

 With a tight band constricting my breathing, I arrowed downward. 

I had never seen a dead Theradin before, but I needed no one to tell me 

that I saw one now. The constricting band still squeezed my throat in dry 

gasps, and in a frenzy of hysteria I threw myself wildly across the cabin, 

beating and battering on the emergency button, shrieking and sobbing 

and screaming… 

 They kept me drugged all the rest of the trip. Twice I remember 

waking and shrieking out things I did not understand myself, before the 

stab of needles in my arm sent me down into comforting dreams again. 

Near the end of the flight, while my brain was still fuzzy, they made me 

sign a paper, something to do with witnessing that the crew held no 

responsibility for the Theradin’s death.  

 It didn’t matter. There was something clear and cold and shrewd in 

my mind, behind the surface fuzziness, which told me I must do exactly 

what they wanted, or I would find myself in serious trouble with the 

Terran authorities. At the time I didn’t even care about that and 

supposed it was the drugs. Now, of course, I know the truth.  

 When the ship made planetfall at Samarra, I had to leave the Vesta 

and transship for Terra. The Vesta’s little captain shook me by the hand 

and carefully avoided my eyes, without mentioning the dead Theradin. I 

had the feeling – strange, how clear it was to my perceptions – that he 

regarded me the same way he would regard a loaded 







 


