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Thereis another world which lies alongside our own.
| know because | have journeyed there.

| am Rahbert, of the Caddlemon tribe. We are one of about twenty tribesin the world (but now that
| know there is more than oneworld, I must be more specific, and say the world of Baytahsfere). We
men hunt goat, pig, and deer. Only when we are very hungry do we hunt the cows. They are
embarrassingly easy to bring down, but we hate to kill such ahuge beast and then let the meat rot before
itishdf gone. The women gather berries and nuts.

The Caddlemon tribe has sixteen huts near the lowest | atitude of Baytahsfere. We get dong well
with our neighbors. Sometimes other tribes cometo our village; sometimeswe go to theirsfor avist. We
dance around the campfire. We sing songs. Sometimes their songs are known to us, sometimesthey are
strange.

My parents are both dead, but | am old enough for the hunt. | am not yet with wife. Most of the
girlsin my tribe do not seem to enjoy my congtant talk concerning the origins of things, and why the
worldisasitis.

| am not like most men of Baytahsfere. Many of my days are spent exploring the world. Once, |
even walked its entire circumference. The other men of the Caddiemon tribe chastised mefor this; for the
journey took me dl day and well into the night, and | didn't get any hunting done. The other huntersare
aways criticizing me for spending so much time exploring. They say | am not supporting mysdlf, and est
much more than | bring home from the few kills1 go dong on. But | yearn to know everything thereisto
know intheworld. Eventualy, | would cometo discover things that none other in Baytahsfere knew.

| remember thelast time | heard the legend of our beginnings with innocent ears. It was nearing the
end of the day. We men had returned to the Caddlemon village, and were starting to gather wood for the
fire. Therewere only afew tiny cloudsin the skiesthat evening, so | sat down, and began to look dl
through the world. | wanted to see where the herds were at, so we might know the best direction to set
out in the next morning. To Spinward there seemed to be very few animas. To Anti-spinward there were
acouple of decent-sized herds of ek, and one herd of horses. Horses were nasty; they kick vicioudy,
and can run far faster than the quickest hunter. | tilted my head back further, and saw scatterings of
antelope higher up on the world.

Then | laid on my back before my neck became siff from looking up. Almost directly overhead
were large herds of cows. There might have been other animastoo, but bulls and cows were about the
only animals which could be made out clearly on the other side of the world, even by one with the eyes of
an eagle. The cow herds were almost directly behind the sun, and so were hard to seeinthe glare. The
sun would dim and go out soon as night fell, but then the light would be gone. Then we would see nothing
but the campfire lights of the other tribes of Baytahsfere scattered al over the sky.
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Later, when it was dark, the fire was high, and our bellieswere filled, we began to pester Storyteller
to recite the tae of our origins. Storyteller knows much of what came to pass before our time; tales
passed down from hisfather, from his grandfather, from how far back even he himsdf was not sure. We
knew al his stories by heart, but still clamored to hear them.

"The human race was born not in Baytahsfere, as most men suppose, but in another place named
Earth," Storyteller began. "Earth wasto Baytahsfere as Baytahsfereisto asmall pebble. Eath wasabal,
aso, but the people of Earth lived on the outside of their ball, not on theinside. The land was so vast that
no curvature could be seen by any man. Beneath their feet wereflat lands, and above their heads nothing
but sky with no lands beyond it."

| thought back to the last time the tale of our beginningswastold. | had spoiled the story at this
point by interrupting to ask what would it have looked like to have been in Earth (or | suppose one
should say "on Earth™). | could not imagine flat land beneath me that did not curve up dl around meto
above the sky. Storyteller told me that none of us can imagine this, and to shut up and not spoil stories
with my congtant questions.

"The men who lived before the time of Baytahsfere were like Gods. They wielded amagic known
as Lectricy. Lectricy enabled man to see things which werefar away, to talk to other men at agreat
distance, to move faster than the horse, to fly through the air. In time, the Lectricy magic enabled them to
fly away from Earth, and to build their own worlds esawhere.”

"Eventually, they grew weary of their sun. Beings known to us as the Strucshuncroo built Thuhship
S0 that the men might fly to another sun which they liked better.”

We had all heard stories of the Strucshuncroo since childhood. There were even illustrations of
them on some scrolls Storyteller kept. The drawings showed strange, white, puffy, wrinkled beingswith
round heads and no face. In place of aface was one huge eye, but the eye only reflected everything
around it. The Strucshuncroo had sguare backs, and flew about through black nothingness on tongues of
flame. According to legend, they built the lands, the waters, and the sky with their own hands.

"They built atiny sun and put it insde of Baytahsfere, for the journey would take many years. The
sun wasfired by the Animatter, from which al light and warmth and life flows."

Storyteller dways paused at this point to let the tribe make asmall prayer of thanksto the Animatter
for lifeand light.

"They put in al of the green growing things, and dl of the animals, the birds, and thefish,” he
continued. "They left the sun they had always known, and set out for the new sun. But their journey was
not long underway before the day of the Impact arrived. A great and horrible sound filled the world, and
ashudder went through | of Baytahsfere. Suddenly, the flow of the Lectricy magic stopped. The magic
the L ectricy made possible was no more. Man was forced to live by hunting for game theresfter, and
huntsto thisday.”

"But we continue to fly to the new sun. Someday soon perhaps, we will arrive. Perhaps the
Strucshuncroo will re-agppear, and build us anew world. Perhaps they will even bring back the Lectricy
magic, o that we may once again live as the Gods of old and never have to hunt again. But hereisthe
interesting part of the story: Thuhship had more than oneworld iniit. In addition to Baytahsfere, therewas
another world built dongside it known as Alfahsfere. When the flow of the Lectricy magic ceased, men
could no longer travel between the two worlds, nor could they speak between them, nor see between
them. There may beto this day, somewhere outside of Baytahsfere, another world like our own, filled
with our brothers and sisters whom we have not seen in uncountable generations.”



| spent that night staring up at the roof of the unmarried men's hut, trying to imagine what the
inhabitants of Alfahsfere were like. | wondered if they hunted animals like the ones we hunt, or ones
which wereinconceivably different. Then | wondered if they hunt at all. Perhaps the Lectricy magic il
flowed for them. Perhapsthey lived as Gods. Maybe they even knew the Strucshuncroo.

* % %

Now | will tell you the story of how | traveled to the end of the world.

All hunters know that the higher up you go on Baytahsfere, the lighter you get. Any hunter must be
abletotdl if an antelopeisgoing to jump six feet or twenty when it springs. We have been on hunting
expeditions where we went higher than the clouds. | weighed less than half of what | did back at the
village, and could dowly jump over twice asfar.

Onenight | laid awake thinking about this. Things on the other side of the world have weight too,
only they are pulled in the opposite direction. We are dways pulled away from the middle of the world,
no matter where in Baytahsferewe are. It isas you head farther updope, elther to Bow or to Stern, that
you get lighter. So, after some thinking, it seemed to me that as one approached the middle of the world,
one should continue to weigh less and less, until, when you finaly reached the middle, you would weigh
nothing at al. To go past this point would be to approach the other side of theworld. Y ou would begin
to weigh more and more, only in the opposite direction. This made senseto me.

| closed my eyes, and tried to imagine weighing nothing at al. Would | be ableto fly like abird?
Would the other tribesmen of Baytahsfere point upward and cry "Look, it is Rahbert! Heisflying likean
eaglel"? It was an amusing fantasy.

We had never been higher in the world than the walls. They are like stone, only flat and featureless,
and nearly white. There are two of them, oneto Bow and oneto Stern. Each went al the way around the
world, and prevented us from going any higher. All the tribes said that no man had been beyond the walls
since before the Impact, and that they were uncrossable. | decided that come the next morning, | would
find out for mysdlf.

Only shortly after the sun had turned on, | set off on my journey. | briefly stopped and pondered.
Should | head towards Bow or Stern? If | headed to Bow, and successfully found away past thewall, |
could makeit to the base of the support which holds the sun out to the center of theworld. It would have
been something to tell back at the village; that | had actually touched the support for the sun. But knowing
my tribe, they probably would not have been impressed; not if | had returned again with no game.
Besides, the sun support would have kept me from reaching the exact middle of the world. | turned, and
headed upslopeto Stern.

As| ascended, | grew aslight as| had ever beenin my life. Eventually, | arrived at thewall. 1t was
many times higher than aman. Even though | could now legp incredibly high, | till could not hopeto get
more than half-way up thewal'sside. It dso curved back over, making any attempt to scaleit foolhardy.
| began to bound alongside the wall, to seeif there was any way past.

This high up on Baytahsfere, it didn't take me very long to go nearly hafway around the world. It
wasthere| cameto aforest. Up there where things were so light, the trees grew to enormous size. |
cameto a part of the wall which was crumbling and partly collapsed at the top. Nearby was alargetree.
| felt confident that asfar as| could now legp at thisdtitude, | could probably make it from the branches
of thetree to the top of the wall.

| climbed; an easy thing aslight as| was. Edging out on alimb asfar as| dared (even with my
weight so greetly reduced), | sprung, dowly arced through the air, and landed on the crumbling top of the



wall. Sncethewal curved back in thedirection | had come from, it was no difficult thing to gradualy
dide down the far sde of thewall to the ground. | was dso confident | would easily be ableto climb up
thissde of thewall on my way back.

| resumed my upward journey. The land became steeper and steeper, but | kept getting lighter and
lighter, and so had no problem continuing. Eventualy, | was heading dmost straight upwards, and not so
much walking as pulling mysdlf dong by grabbing onto grass and bushes. It wasalittlelike diving into a
lake, and then pulling yoursdlf aong the bottom, only even less effort.

Now my destination could be seen. The middle of the world on the Stern side was marked by a
large, open, light-gray, cylindrica structure jutting out of the vertica landscape above me. It was about
three times as big around as aman's height, and was made of metal, like the houses of the ancients. As|
got closer, | saw it was very dowly turning around.

| pulled mysdlf into it through one of the many open areas, and was now at the very middle of the
world.

Letting go of everything, | hovered in the center of the cylinder. | didn't fall toward Caddlemon
village. | didn't fal away from Caddlemon village. | didn't fal anywhere, and could no longer even say
what was down or up. | merely drifted asin adream. Sometimes, when | turned my head too fast, | felt a
little Sick to my stomach; but mostly the sensation was pleasant. | decided to call it no-weight.

Findly drifting close enough to one of thewallsto grab on, | pulled mysdlf over to the end of the
cylinder. Theview of Baytahsfere from this place was breath-taking. All the lands around me seemed
equally far away, and the Bow side of the world was almost lost in the blue mists of distance. The
support for the sun wasinvisible, hidden behind the sun itsalf.

| wondered what would happen if | launched mysdlf from the cylinder. It seemed that | would
merely drift around, rather than fall, but how could | control where | wanted to go? How would | get
back?What if leaving the cylinder caused my weight to return? Thisdidn't seem very likely tome, but |
wasnt willingtorisk my lifeonit.

Swimming back out of the cylinder, | pulled acouple of rocks out of the vertical landscape. |
returned to the end of the cylinder, and threw out first one, then the other. They didn't ssemto fal any,
but had very soon tumbled away out of sight. Something bigger was needed. | went back, and uprooted
two small bushes. When they were cast out, they drifted about for abit. But dowly, each began to move
in an ever-widening outward spird. After along while, they had spirded out far enough to hit the steep
landscape severa hundred feet below, and dowly began crashing down the dope. There would be no
flying for Rahbert today .

| began to explore the other end of the cylinder, whereit joined up with the land. At thisend there
was asmaller, closed cylinder. On the side was something which looked like adoor, only it was made of
meta, not hide like the door to a hut. But like adoor, it was split down the middle. Maybe the two sides
could be pushed apart like ahut door. They didn't move easily, but with the utmost of my strength they
werefindly forced asde, screeching with an ancient cresk.

Inside was avery tiny room, scarcely big enough for six or seven men. It was square and yellow.
Thewadlswereflat, like thosein the houses of the ancients. On one wall by the door was a series of
smadl, circular disks with strange markings on them. They pushed in very dightly when touched.

At thetop of the dark little room was asquare panel. Bracing myself, | pressed against it. The panel
cameloose, and drifted away into blackness. Very cautioudly, | stuck my head through the square
opening. Theair inddewas cool, and it was very dark. In time, my eyes adjusted, and along tunnel could



be seen. But thiswas not like the burrow of an anima. It was smooth, and about one and ahalf timesas
big around asaman's height. The tunnd wasn't sraight. It curved around very dightly in one direction,
until one could see no farther. Intrigued, | desperately wanted to explore thistunnd. But common sense
told me "Not today". The tunnd was black dark, and | had neither atorch nor alittlesun with me. Also, it
was very cold in there. Better to come back another day with alittlesun to see, and a cloak to keep me
warm.

| went back down into the little square room and out, and then sailed over to the other end of the
cylinder to have one more look at the world from this strange perspective. Then apeculiar thought came
to me.

Asl said before, the cylinder was very dowly rotating. Holding onto theinside, it seemed as though
al of Baytahsfere was smoothly turning about me. Suddenly | thought, "What if | am not turning at al?
What if | am standing till, and it redlly is the whole world turning about thiscylinder and 17" | am
well-known for having strange thoughts like this.

Then, for thefirg timein my life, the redization came that the word 'spin’ was in the words
‘Spinward' and 'Anti-spinward'. | couldn't help but wonder if that didn't mean something. Did it mean that
the world literaly spun around, and uswith it?

That evening | once again had to face the complaints of the other tribesman, returning with no game,
only an appetite. That night | laid down to deep within speaking distance of Storyteller. He has much of
the old knowledge, and | wanted to try an ideaout on him.

"Storytdler, | think | know why we have weight."
"What do you mean, why we have weight?" Storytdler asked. "Why wouldn't we have weight?"

| decided not to tell him where | had been, and what | had done that day. But | still wanted him to
hear my new idea.

"Thisiswhat | think. I think the wholeworld isdowly turning. It islike when we hunt with ading.
When wetwirl the ding, the rock staysin. Even when the ding is upside down, the rock does not fal out.
| think theworld islike that, and we are like the stone. If the world did not spin, we would have no
weight, and would drift about like clouds. What do you think of my idea?'

"| think that if you insst on exploring al day," he responded, ™Y ou can at least take care to get out
of the sun every once and awhile. Y ou let the sun beat down on your head far too long today. Now stop
asking foolish questions, and go to deep.”

* * %

Thevery next morning, | set off Sternward again, thistime carrying my cloak and alittlesun.

The littlesuns were something | had found long ago in one of the houses of the ancients. Thetribe
aways laughed at my explorations of the old houses, but when | discovered the littlesuns and brought
them back to the village, they had to admit I'd done well that day. The littlesuns are cylinderswhich fit
eadly into one's hand. If you took care to leave them out in the sun during the day, and then, at night,
pressed on them in a certain way, they made alight. It was as though they could store the light of the sun
by day, and then release it after the sun had stopped shining. They were far better than torches, and have
been aboon to our tribe. With them, we could hunt farther from the village since we could easily make
our way back, even after dark.



Ascending the dope, | once again used thetall tree to get over thewall, and climbed upward to the
turning cylinder. Again | drifted about in no-weight. | pulled on the cloak, and then swam into the tunnd,
turning on the littlesun.

My pulse quickened, and my senseswere all at their keenest state of alert. Perhaps the others were
wrong about me, and | was not such a poor hunter after al. Maybe it wasjust that | preferred to hunt a
mystery. My favorite quarry was the unknown.

| began floating through the tunnel. At first it was dow progress. My hands could not make good
purchase on the smooth sides, and for the most part | just dowly bounced from one side of the tunndl to
the other. But when | got up abit more speed, something became gpparent. Since the tunnd gently
curved, and since between pushes | dways moved in astraight line, | tended to bounce to one sde more
so than the other. Deciding to treet this direction as"down™, and the other direction as"up”, | turned
mysdlf, and began pushing off with my feet instead of my hands. Thisworked much better. It was dmost
like running, only very dowly, and with gigantic leaps of many feet each. | felt asthough | wereracing
through atunnd which aways doped upwards ahead, but yet was dwayslevel.

In short order | was getting very good at this. | ran asfast as| had ever run beforein my life, asfast
as| had ever chased any game animd, only with very little effort. Then adisturbing thought entered my
mind. What if | had to stop suddenly?

Trying to dow down alittle, | began tumbling over and over. It seemed to take forever (and many
bounces) to regain control, and dow any. There had to be a better way to stop.

Remembering the fedl of the cool wind on my face when at my full speed, | wondered if it would
help meto dow down if | spread out my cloak, and caught thewind iniit.

| resumed running, going as fast as before. Then | threw out my cloak. It filled with air, and my feet
gently swung out in front of me. | began to dow down alittle. | started trying to stop with my feet abit,
and didn't tumble thistime. Convinced | now had agood way to dow down if needed, | pushed on even
faster.

This strange, dowly bounding running was not much exertion, but the tunnel seemed to go on
forever, unchanging. After along whilel findly did begintotirealittle. Redlizing | would haveto run just
asfar as| had cometo get back, and then still had the descent downd ope to Caddlemon village, | began
to use my cloak to dow down. Maybe some other day | would be more determined, and presson
further down thistunnel againgt the promise that there might be something interesting at the other end. But
not today. Turning around, | began making long, loping strides back theway | came.

| returned to the village late, without meat, and hungry.
Now | will tell you the story of the day we decided it was the end of the world.

It was early morning. The sun had not been on for very long. We men were preparing to go out on
the hunt. | had agreed to go with them that day.

Then the sun went out.

It didn't gradudly dim, and then darken asit doeswith thefal of night. Besides, it wastimefor day,
not night. No, it just suddenly winked out, and was gone.

Many began moaning and softly crying, especialy the children. We ran around, re-lighting torches



which we had just put out only moments before. | was glad this had not happened when we were out on
the hunt. We might have had a hard time finding our way back to the village, even with the littlesuns. The
campfirewas still burning redly abit, at least enough for usto see where it was. We hegped more sticks
onthefire, and built it up again. All over the sky, campfires began brightening as the other tribes did the
same.

Most began praying to the Animatter, crying, "Why have you forsaken us now? What have we
doneto offend you? Why do you turn your back on your people?’ We knew full well that with no sun,
there could be no grasses. With no grasses, no game. With no game, we would starve and die. We had
no way of knowing how cold it would get if the sun never came on again.

The men gathered in conference, but no one knew what to do. While the others got bogged down
in apointless discussion of how we might have angered the Animatter, | began to think. If the people of
Alfahdfere redly were out there somewhere, and only knew what had happened to us, surdly they could
help. Eveniif they were only men and not Gods after dl, till, maybe they knew the Strucshuncroo. The
Strucshuncroo built the sun, surely they could makeit shine again.

Then athought entered my head which made me abruptly cometo my feet. What if the tunnel | had
found wasthe way to Alfahsfere? | immediately went to the unmarried men's hut, and began throwing on
my cloak. | grabbed some food, and some water in agourd jug for the journey.

Storyteller had seen me suddenly enter the hut, and came in after me.
"Where are you going?' he asked tremuloudly.
"Storyteler, | think | know how to get to Alfahsfere. I'm sure they can help us.”

"Y ou take our food, when soon there may be none," he accused. | grabbed two of the littlesuns,
and stuffed them into my pouch. "No! Not thelittlesuns" he cried. "We need them!™

| whirled to face him. "Y ou know the littlesuns only work ashort time! | need them wherel am
going. Now let meleavel”

Dashing out of the hut, | left Caddlemon village (not, hopefully, for the last time), making my way
with atorch so asto not use up thelittlesuns. | scrambled over the Sternward wall, and ascended to the
cylinder and to no-weight.

It wasthefirst timel had ever seen Baytahsfere from the middle a night. The campfires kept blazing
up brighter. Thiswasfoolishness. There were not enough treesin dl the world to make our campfires
bright enough to bring back the day. The air up here was usudly hot and dry. Now it was cool and
damp. My cloak felt good al around me.

| headed through the little square room, and into the tunndl. | put out the torch, and left it floating in
no-weight. By thelight of one of my littlesuns, | began to legp like adeer down the dark, curving tunnel.
But | had to remember to pace mysdlf, knowing the journey ahead of me could be very long.

The tunnel seemed endless, and never changed. Occasiondlly | grew tired, dowing down and
drifting awhile. Then | would take adrink from my gourd, which was atricky thing to do in no-weight.
The water did not pour from the gourd, but instead separated from it in little, shimmering, floating balls.
But | could still drink thelittle balls of water out of theair.

Thefirgt littlesun dimmed, and went out. It hadn't had much chanceto liein the sun today. Putting it
away, | fumbled for the second one, and then continued.



| began to wonder if the tunnel just went on forever. Sometimes | cursed mysdlf for sarting this
journey, wondering if | would soon die cold and alone, too far into thistunnd to ever get back out again.
Surely better to have died by our yellow-glowing campfire, surrounded by the tribe. But whenever |
thought of the tribe, | quickened my pace, and continued my journey.

| was running at my full speed when suddenly, for thefirgt time, there was achangein the tunnd. It
had suddenly split in two, with the origina tunne continuing to arc upward. The division between tunnels
sailed over my heed by lessthan afoot. The tunnel | now found myself in was straight, but ahead | could
seeit beginning to bend around in a direction opposite to the tunnel | had beeniin.

| thrust out my cloak, and eventualy brought myself to astop. Backing up to the division, | shone
my littlesun further down the tunndl traveled up until now. For asfar as could be seen, it was changeless.

| briefly agonized over thisdecison. If the wrong choice were made, it might mean adesth by thirst,
drifting in ablackness where no one ever came. Somehow, it seemed to make more senseto look for
something new down the new tunnel than the old. | went back down the new tunndl.

Thistunnel went straight for adistance, but then began curving even more sharply than the other.
Shortly, another tunnel joined up withiit.

Eventually the end appeared up ahead. Slowing with my cloak, | cameto astop at another set of
metd doors, like the ones on the little square room before. With only alittle effort, they parted.

Beyond wasameta room, not unlike aroom in the houses of the ancients. But then something
happened which never happened in those old, decayed structures.

The room began to blaze with light.

| briefly wondered if the sun had turned on again, bursting forth with such pent-up brilliance that the
light had found itsway up that long, curving tunnd to where | floated. But it was not the sun.

On one sde of the room were square panels which were shining like many, strange, close suns. |
findly redlized one was supposed to turn onesdf to where that side was like the ceiling, so that the lights
shone"down" from "above", and not into the eyes. The room wasfilled with severd, curious-looking,
incomprehensible machines.

| 1eft both of the littlesuns hanging in the air under one of the weird, glowing panels, hoping they
would store the light of these square sunsaswell asthey did the light of the sun back in Baytahsfere.

There were long halways connecting the many rooms here. As | approached a hallway or aroom,
the sunsin the ceiling came on. It was as though they knew | was here, and eagerly lit my way before me.
| began to explore.

In oneroom | saw asght difficult to understand. Thefirst strange thing about thisroom was the
sguare opening into amuch larger room beyond. A pproaching the opening, | was dumbfounded to catch
my ghostly reflectioninit, asinavery ill pool of water.

| tentatively put out my hand, and felt a surface. Thiswas not an opening a al. Whatever weird
substance | was fegling was clearer than the quietest pool (and cool like water aso), but ashard as
stone. But it was the sight beyond this strange water-stone, the vista which appeared when many distant
lightsturned on, which | till have trouble understanding.

In the vast, cavernous spaces out there dwelt huge bone-white shapes, large enough for my entire
tribetolivein. Great complex thingswhich dl attached to agigantic column many timesthe diameter of



the greatest tree | had ever seen.

There were pictures of something like them in Storytdler's scrolls. | did not know what they were,
but knew what they were called.

They are known as spayshups.

Intime, failing to comprehend any small part of what | was seeing, | turned and continued my
explorations. Shortly | cameto another strange sight.

Onawall inthedirection | had come from, there was another one of those peculiar, square,
water-stone things. Beyond it, to my left and right, were two gigantic bals set againgt ablack
nothingness. The globes dowly turned on their sdes, ends pointing in my direction. It took me awhileto
grasp the scale of what | waslooking at. Asamazing athing asit was, the redlization struck that | was
seeing my world from the outside.

| had been right, the world does dowly spin around. And right next to it was another equaly-large
ball spinning in the opposite direction. It had to be...yes...it had to be...

Alfahsfere.

Even thetunnds| had been traveling could be seen. There was along one which went around in a
perfect haf-circle, and entered each ball at the point on which it spun, joining the two globes. | could see
the point where | had left my home, and entered that long, dark passageway which led between worlds.
Two other tunnels branched off of the middle of the main one, and headed thisway, joining together
shortly before passing below into the structure in which | floated. More than any other man from
Baytahdfere ever had, | was seeing the totality of Thuhship.

The sght of both worlds from the outside was both enheartening and discouraging. Enheartening,
because my destination could now be seen. All doubt was now removed. Discouraging, because | could
see | was exactly hdf-way there. | had just asfar again to travel. But no matter. | knew | would makeit.
For the sake of my tribe, and every living thing in Baytahsfere, | had to.

Finally beginning to look into the black spaces beyond the pair of worlds, I noticed there were
many small lights out there. They looked very much like campfires spread out across the nighttime sky.
For ashort while, | struggled with the impossible idea that outside of our universe was another,
much-larger universe of colossal hunters and gigantic, distant campfires. Wasthere any limit to bigger and
bigger universesthe further out you went? And were there tiny, unnoticed universesinsde of
Baytahsfere? These were the kind of thoughts which gave even me aheadache. But | soon decided the
little lights were not distant campfires. They didn't flicker as campfires do. What they were, | could not

say.

After resting, and eating some of thefood | had brought in my pouch, | collected my two drifting
littlesuns, and went back into the tunnels. When | cameto thefirst branch, | knew which way to go. The
branch to the left would eventualy join up with the long semi-circular tunnd farther dong in the direction
of Alfahsfere. There would be no need for meto retrace my steps back up theright tunnel.

| ran and rested, ran and rested. The tedium was growing unbearable. But knowing | had to
eventually reach my quest, | kept going.

While running at my top speed, suddenly...

| was at the end of the tunndl!



Y anking out my cloak, | swung my legsup in front of mejust in timeto cushion theimpact. |
rebounded, and tumbled. After regaining control, | came back to the end of the tunndl. Next to it wasa
pair of metal doorslike | had seen before. | tried to push them apart, but they refused to move.

Wasthis how it would end? Would | now die here at the very doorway to Alfahsfere?

| pressed my ear to the door to listen. For along while nothing could be heard. Then afaint
thumping, and the sound of adistant conversation.

"Help," | cried, clinging to the door and banging on it. "Help me please! Over herel™

Thevoicescame closer. | could now tdll that it was a man and awoman. Their accentswere
strange, but | could still understand most of what they said.

"My God, there€'s someone in the elevator shaft!" said the woman.
"Noway," said the man. "That's hard vacuum on the other side of that door."

"Then we're both having the same hdlucination. There's someone there, and they're yelling to us, so
therésgot to beair.”

"Who's there?' asked the man.

"l am Rahbert. Get me out of here, please.”

"How in theworld did you get in there?" the woman wanted to know.
"| came from Baytahsfere."

"Oh, surely it'snot possible," exclaimed the woman. They seemed to understand what this meant;
that | was from another world. But they acted like it wasimpossible for anyone to be from Baytahsfere. |
suspected they had no ideawe existed.

"Hold on," she said, "I'm going to get arescue crew."

The woman left. The man stayed behind and talked to me while | floated, waiting for arescue. He
told me his name was Tony, and the woman's name was Jennifer. Tony said he was ateacher.

"What isthat?' | asked.
"Um, |...teach young people. | teach them what they need to know."

"Oh. Areyou agorytdler? Do you tell people the stories of their origins, and thingswhich have
passed before?"

"Well, yes" hereplies, "Among other things."

After awhile Jennifer came back, saying help was on the way. While we waited, they asked me
how many were dill divein Baytahsfere. | told them alittle about my people, how we lived, and how |
had gotten there.

Then they asked how much history | knew. When | told them of the day of the Impact, and how the
L ectricy magic ceased flowing, Jennifer became confused.

"Lectricy magic, what's he talking about?' she wondered.



"Well you're the ectrical engineer, Sweety,” Tony responded. "Y ou of al people ought to be able
to work that out."

"Electricity?' she asked increduloudy.

"Sure. After theimpact, they lost dl of their utilities power. They regressed to a hunter-gatherer
existence. After acouple of millenniums of recitation, the words become distorted, and history takeson

mythic proportions.”

"Good thing their sun was on aseparate circuit,” Jennifer said. " Life was dtill abletogoonin
Beta-sphere, if not technology.”

| could hear men working on the door. With agreat grinding sound, the two halves of the door
were forced apart. Floating through the doorway, | could now see the people of Alfahsfere for thefirst
time

Tony had black hair and eyes. Jennifer had long, wavy brown hair tied up at the back. The reason
for keegping it bound was easy to understand. In no-weight, along head of hair must get in theway. The
strangest thing about the people of Baytahsfere wastheir clothes, which covered them from below the
neck down to their toes, and al the way down each arm to just above the hands. They fit their bodies
like a second skin, and were made from the hides of some anima far more fine-furred, and brilliantly
colored, than any | had ever seen before.

"Come with us, Robert," Jennifer said while tugging on my arm. "We're taking you to someone who
needsto talk to you."

Jennifer and Tony led me out of the area. We werein acylinder somewheat like the onein the
middle of Baytahsfere, only much larger. There were many rooms and halwaysinside. We swam out of
the cylinder, and the whole of Alfahsfere could now be seen.

It wastruly another world, much like my own. They had their own sun, and cloud-filled skies. There
were fields and lakes. The biggest difference was that there were many more housesin Alfahsfere, and
they were shiny and clean-looking. Most were the size of the houses of the ancients, but some were
many times bigger; large enough to house my entiretribe. Also, there were far fewer animas. Apart from
birds, | saw only a couple of herds of cows, penned into square areas.

Tony and Jennifer floated me over to amachine. Wedl got insgde. Without warning, the machine
began to move. We were diding down the dopes of Alfahsfere. My weight dowly began to return.

The machine was moving far faster than | had ever ranin my life. | decided | now knew what the
horsesfelt like as they thundered over the fields. There could now be no doubt. For the people of
Alfahsfere, the Lectricy magic il flowed.

Looking around, | asked a question.
"Why arethere no wdlsin Alfahsfere?"

"Oh please," Jennifer pleaded, suddenly saddened and concerned. "Please don't think that we were
trying towall your peoplein!”

"Y ou see, Robert,” Tony explained. "Alpha-sphere was the main residentia area of the ship.
Beta-sphere was where we kept most of the animal species we wanted to take with usto
Alpha-Centauri. Y our ancestors were conservationists, game wardens, cattlemen, and environmental
engineers. Thewalls were necessary because of al the free-roaming herds. Animas still don't have good



ingtincts for space habitats. If you let them, they can wander clear up to the spin axis, and then float away
from the sphereinto the air. Then, around ahaf-hour later, they inevitably meet arather nasty fate far
below."

| remembered my experiments with the bushes, and could easily imagine what he meant.

"There were gatesin the walls, but of course they were eectrically powered,” Jennifer said. "When
you guys lost power, you were stuck behind the walls. But we were stuck in our sphere aswell, because
the power to the elevators was out too."

"But why two worlds?" | ask.

"Modlly it was a safety factor,” said Tony. "Either habitat could have supported our entire
population in an emergency. But it dso helped to have two counter-rotating spheres so that the angular
momentums would cancel each other out. If there was just one rotating sphere, the gyroscopic forces
would makeit nearly impossible...”

"Dear," Jennifer interrupted, "He's not going to understand gyroscopic forces.™

"OK. Um...with two spheres spinning in opposite directions, it makes it easier for usto turn the
ship, so that we can maneuver.”

We came down to where the ground was more level. My full weight was back, and now | felt as
though | were made of stones. It had been sometime since | had felt any weight. The machine was
dowing somewhat, and many of the people of Alfahsfere could be seen aswe passed by them. They
looked back at me, curious. Like us, they camein many different colors, but the palest of them were far
whiter than anyone in Baytahsfere.

Soon the machine came to a top at one of the larger houses. We went inside, past doors which
opened without a touch. Tony and Jennifer led me to aroom where aman sat behind alarge, square
object. | wasinvited to sit in what they caled achair.

They caled the man Captainduncan, or sometimesjust Captain. | gathered he was the leader of
their tribe. Perhaps of dl their tribes. He was amazed to learn | was from Baytahsfere. Indeed, he
seemed astonished to learn there were any peoplein Baytahsfere at all.

"How in the world did you find him?* he asked. "And how could he have gotten here with the
elevators not working?'

"Jennifer and | werein the zero-G cylinder playing Spaceball,” Tony replied. "We werejust leaving
the locker-room when we heard Robert banging around in the elevator shaft, yelling for help. Asfor how
he got here, I'll let him tdll you the story."

| told Captainduncan my tale, and alittle bit about how my people lived, ending it with the story of
how our sun had died, and apleafor help.

"Who's this'Strucshuncroo’ he keeps talking about?' Captain asked.

"I think he's referring to the construction crew that built the ship,” Tony explained. "There's been
some phonetic drift in our languages.”

"Is there anything we can do about the loss of sun-power to Beta-sphere?' Captain asked, turning
to Jennifer.



"Wdl, now that we know the space docks are till intact, it's just amatter of an EVA repair. We
would have to get the €lectromagnetic driversin the evator shaftsworking again." Jennifer looked at
me. "The place you visited between the habitat spheres was the space docks. That's the only place we
can safely exit the ship. There are emergency escape airlocksin Alpha-sphere, but if | |eft through one of
them, I'd be flung away from the ship so fast | couldn't carry enough fud to return.” She turned back to
Captainduncan. "If we could get the evators working again, and | could get to the airlocks, | could go
outside the ship and try to repair the power bus.”

"And how do we do that?' asked Captain.

Jennifer frowned in thought. "If we could just get a power cable run from here to the space docks,
we could charge the emergency power cellsfor the shafts. That would last long enough to get severa
elevators over there."

"But how do we run the cable? We don't have any vehicles small enough to fit through those
ghafts”

"Hey," Tony interjected. "Thisguy madeit al the way from Beta-sphere by himslf."

Captain looked me up and down. "I don't think any of us have his physique or endurance. He's
been chasing down game hiswhole life, while weve been getting waited on by machines.”

They dl looked at me. "l anrested,” | told them. "I am ready."

* * %

Wedl ascended to the middle of Alfahsfere, and went to the forced-open door inthelarge
cylinder. They strapped a huge object onto my back which they called a" cable spool”. 1t spun, and left
behind avine-like linewhich wasthe"cable’ part of the term. Jennifer put something on my head which
stuck in my ear, and poked out in front of my mouth. To my astonishment, her voice could now be heard
as though she were speaking directly into my ear, even though she was severa feet away. More of this
Lectricy magic. But they would cal it Electricity magic.

They handed me alittlesun somewhat larger than what | had been used to. | entered the tunnel, and
began the quest to the spacedox. The cable snaked out behind me as | sprinted down the tunnel.
Jennifer'svoicein my ear remained just as loud, even as the distance between us grew.

Inaway, thisjourney was the most difficult. One could not exactly say the cable spool was heavy,
snceit wasin no-weight. But it did seem to make it harder to keep mysdlf going. | had to stop and rest
more often. But in another way, thistrip was the easiest because of Jennifer'svoicein my ear; telling me
when | was half-way there, two-thirds of the way there, nearly there now.

The sde-tunnel did not take me by surprise thistime. | followed it around the other way to the place
where | had seen both worlds at once.

At Jennifer'singructions, | pulled the rest of the cable off the spool, and pushed the end into ahole
inthe wall which she directed meto. | pulled the empty spool off my back, and set it adrift. Then there
wasalong wait. It excited meto know that the Electricity magic was flowing through this very line.

Findly, Jennifer told me that it's enough, and | wasto pull the cable out of its hole. Then she warned
me they were withdrawing the cable. It began to whip though the air, then darted down the tunnel, and
was gone. Very shortly later, what | knew must be an "devator" arrived.

It was alittle square room, like the one discovered near the beginning of my adventures. The door



opened by itsdf. Inside were Jennifer, Tony, Captainduncan, and...
One of the Strucshuncroo.

But on looking closer, | saw it was hollow; merely an empty shell. They weredl pulling it out long
with them, and gliding over to adoorway. They opened the white shell up, and Jennifer climbed insde.
They put the round head with its huge, single, reflective eye down over her head, and sedled it to the
neck. Tony explained to me that where she was going there was no air. She needed the suit to provide
her with it, and to protect her from the intense cold.

Sheflew into asmall room. The doors shut. Through the water-stone in the door she could still be
seen hanging there, as though waiting for something to happen. Then the outer doors opened, and she
drifted out into darkness.

"WElIl be able to monitor her from the Observation Deck," Captain said. We swam through severa
hallways, and came to the very room from which | saw the two worlds. Captain and Tony seemed
amazed at the view, particularly a the fact that Baytahsfere wasintact. | got the impression that asfar as
they had known up until now, my world no longer existed.

Captainduncan went over and did something to one of the walls, and then a square pand suddenly
lit up with aview which seemed to be outside of Thuhship. It wastrue; those with the magic could see
thingsat adistance.

Jennifer was coming around the edge of some cloud-white machinery which was surrounded by
blackness. Thiswas surely where our legends of the Strucshuncroo came from. Seemingly at her bidding,
tiny tongues of flamejetted out from her suit, and sent her where she willed. If anyone could fix our sun, |
knew Jennifer could.

"It'sthe weirdest thing," she said in avoice which we could easily hear intheroom. "Theresthis
sharp bend in the power bus cabling, and the metd in the cableisdistorted. It'sdl piled upinabig,
congealed glob off to one sde, and what's eft on thelineitsalf isburnt up. Oh my God, | know what it is!
It'selectromigration! That's something we usualy only seein integrated circuits on the micron scale. But
when you're dealing with currents comparable to the power needs of a nation, and time-scales of
millenniums, | guessit can manifest itself on amacro scale”

What Jennifer was now calling a cable was nearly as big around as shewas. "I'm going to pull up
some dack, and then use some of the spare cabling to bypass the break.” She set to work while we
watched her.

* * %

"OK, now al I've got to do isjam thislast connector home, and we should have acomplete circuit.”
Jennifer took a spindly object, and stuck one end of it into some of the machinery. Then she dipped her
feet into the other end. It looked like ahandy thing to have; | knew how hard it was to keep yoursalf
geady in no-weight.

Jennifer was bringing the end of the massive cable into a connection. The cable had dmost touched,
when suddenly therewas abrilliant flare of light. It waslike the sun, only an intense, vivid blue. Jennifer
shrieked and recoiled, amost loosing her grip on the heavy cable.

"Jenny, areyou adright?' Tony asked.

"Yeah, yeah, I'm dright. | guess| should've redlized apotentia difference thislarge would create an



arc, even in vacuum. Man, it scares the pee out of meto think what kind of voltages I'm playing around
with here”

Shetried again, and again was repulsed by that dazzling, sputtering, blue glare.

Captainduncan was suddenly upset. "Jennifer, listen to me. That's causing major spikesin our entire
electrica system! Every time you do that, we are inching closer and closer to losing anti-matter
containment. Y ou've got to get this done on the next try, or nobody will survivein either spherel™

Seeking to understand the danger, | asked Tony to explain what was going on; and hetried. | was
sure the thing he was talking about was the same thing we call the Animaiter (dthough they said it with an
extraT' sound). But apparently the people of Alfahsfere had a different concept of it than we. Rather
than the bringer of light and warmth and life, they seemed to view the Animatter as an evil genie,
imprisoned in abottle. A genie so incredibly destructive that not only could it not be let out, it couldn't
even be permitted to touch the sides of the bottle. Apparently, al of Thuhship was now in danger of
being destroyed by the Animatter.

Jennifer sucked in her breath, and plunged the cable in one moretime. Therewas along, sizzling
scintillation. Findly it was over with. The cablewasin.

"I seewere ill here,” Tony commented.

Captain flew over to one machine, and looked at it intently. "Beta-gphere's sun is shining!" he cried
out with delight.

“I'm blind."

Jennifer'slevel remark made us al freeze. Asbright asthat searing light was, it was easy to see how
it could taken her sight. Tony grew pde.

"l don't just mean | have spotsin front of my eyes. | mean | am stone blind. | can't seeathing.”
"Wait aminute," Captainduncan said. "Turn yourself around toward the camera”
Thewholefront of her white suit was now shiny, and metallic-looking.

"Key up your O, gauge read-out,” Captain ordered. "Can you see your in-helmet display?'

A chuckle, gushing with relief, told us she could.

"That'swhat | thought! Every time you arced, you were vaporizing metd. In the vacuum, it sprayed
out and deposited itself on whatever surfaces were nearby. It'sal over your front, and coated your
faceplate to where you can't see anything. Hang tight. I'll send for another suit, and then I'll come out and
bring you back in."

Captain soared from the room. Tony turned me around to face him.
"She's going to be OK. Y our people are going to be OK. Wedid it!"
Baytahsfere iswarming back up again. And our long-separated people are again united.

They now call me the Hero of Baytahsfere. The Caddlemon tribe keeps saying how proud they are
of me. Sometimes this makes me angry, remembering how they used to pick on me for my curiogty.



Only now that it has saved them al do they seeausefor it. But mostly | just try to smile and be polite.
They pester meto tell my tale worse than they used to pester Storyteller. | notice he listensto my story as
often as he can, and seemsto be trying to learn dl the words. He may be wasting histime. | think one of
the things the Lectricy magic...the Electricity...can do is store the sights and sounds of the past, so that
they can beretrieved for the curious. Storyteller may soon be out of ajob.

Tony showed me one of those ancient, stored images at a meeting we had with Captain Duncan,
Jennifer, and severa others.

What | now know to call a"monitor" showed aview toward the engines, back aong our line of
flight. Suddenly everything waslit up with abrilliant flash. Then thousands of pieces of ruined junk began
drifting back. A giant sphere, ripped nearly in half, cameinto view. Still dowly spinning, the globe
spewed vapors and soil from agaping tear. In asurprisingly short time, the huge sphere had receded into
the distance, dwindling away to nothing.

"Theflash from theimpact knocked out al of our forward and Side-viewing cameras,” Tony
explained. "The stern cameras were the only record of what happened. At the same time our ancestors
saw thisimage, dl instrument readings from Beta-sphere and the space docks ceased. They cameto the
obvious conclusion: Beta-sphere and the space docks had been ripped away in the collision.”

"Wl obvioudy that concluson waswrong,” the Captain grumbled. "For the last two millenniums
we've considered the other habitat to be dead and gone forever. And al that while it was spinning merrily
aong right beside us, intact and unharmed, save for theloss of dectricd utilities. Sotdl me: If that wasn't
Beta-sphere we just saw coming apart and faling away behind us, then just what the hell wasit?!

"I've been talking to some of the historians at Alpha University, and we think we have an answer."
"Whichis...?"
Tony couldn't keep himsdlf from grinning alittle. " Space pirates.”

Jennifer closed one eye, made an " Aaarrrrrhhh” sound, and then chuckled. What this meant, | could
not say.

" Space pirates,” Captain Duncan said cautioudly. "'l assume you're putting me on.”

"Not at al,” Tony replied. "History records that in the Twenty-second century there were afew
outlaw communitiesin the Oort cloud. They madether living by preying on other habitats, attacking them
and stedling their supplies of anti-matter. We speculate that when one of them found out the system's first
starship was going to pass through their space, they decided aload of anti-matter sufficient to propel us
to Alpha-Centauri was just too good akill to passup.”

"The history books say our radar systems went screwy right before the impact. That would be
consgtent with the kind of radar-jamming techniques the pirates used. They tried to match velocities with
us, only they must have miscalculated. | seem to remember reading somewhere that the ship wasleaving
the system with asomewnhat higher acceleration profile than what had originaly been planned. We must
have taken them by surprise. They probably burned up most of their fuel in afutile attempt to match
velocities, and then didn't have enough &ft to get out of our way. All thistime we've been assuming we hit
achunk of ice about the size of thistable at hundreds of kilometers per second. | submit that we instead
hit something nearly asbig aswe are, a hundreds of kilometers per hour."

Jennifer glanced at me briefly. "We dl know therest of the story, but I'll run through it for Robert's
benefit. Whatever we dammed into punched right through our erosion shield, and blew four fuel tanks



wide open. Seven more tanks were ruptured, and spewed away their fud in afew hours. We had lost the
biggest part of our reaction mass, and we gill needed to hold back areserve for the deceleration at the
end of our journey. We never even got close to our planned cruising speed. Thistrip was supposed to
only take 360 years. It's been 2,200 years since the impact. But our ancestors knew the anti-matter
origindly intended for dmost two centuries of constant engine thrust could instead power our sunsfor the
two millenniums the trip would now take. And we're still going to makeit, probably within the lifetimes of
most of ushere”

"When wefindly do get there" Tony chimedin, "It'sgoing to bethe latest arrival in human history.
Y ou know, in my more pessmistic moments, | sometimes think about how much technological
advancement in star drivesthere could be over the course of 2,200 years. I'm aimost afraid that when
we do pull into Alpha-Centauri, were going to find it brimming over with millions of habitats, dl filled with
people grumbling about the over-crowding and wishing they were out in the frontier sysemswhere dl the
excitement is. It would be a shame. Our ancestors redlly were counting on their descendants building their
own new worldsin the Centauri system.”

* * %

Tony tellsme he will soon send me to something called school. He says | will learn how to read,
which will inturn help meto learn everything ese | ever wanted to know.

It's funny how everybody wishes meto turn out like them. Captain Duncan wants me to consider
becoming aship'sofficer. | takeit thismeans | would work for him. Jennifer saysthat Sncel am so
impressed by electricity, | redly should go into eectrica engineering, like her. She entices me by saying |
will learn what dectricity is, and how to direct it and make it do useful things. Tony notices how well | tell
my story to an audience, and thinks | would make a great teacher.

| think | will take Jennifer'sadvice. For if | have learned anything in my travels, it isthat many of the
things we in Beta-sphere took for magic were redlly things built by the hands and minds of people not
terribly different from ourselves. They only have knowledge which we currently lack.

| hopethat Tony iswrong, and that we do not arrive at the new sun only to find the worlds aready
made by others. | think it would be very chalenging to build new worlds with my own two hands.

TheEnd
Returnto
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