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No court in history had drawn so much world attention. Six televison cameras
swivelled dowly as they followed red and black-robed legd lights parading solemnly
to their seats. Ten microphones sent the creaking of shoes and rustling of papers
over national networks in both hemispheres. Two hundred reporters and special
correspondents filled a gdlery reserved for them aone. Forty representatives of
cultural or-ganizations stared across the court at twice their number of governmental
and diplomatic officials sitting blank-faced and impassive.

Tradition had gone by the board; procedure resembled nothing familiar to the
average lawyer, for this was a special occasion devised to suit a special case.
Technique had been adapted to cope with a new and extraordinary culprit, while the
dignity of justice was upheld by means of stagy trim-mings.

There were five judges and no jury, but a billion citizens were in their homes
watching and listening, determined to ensure fair play. Ideas of what constituted fair
play were as var-ied as the unseen audience, and most of them unreasoning, purey
emotional. A minority of spectators hoped for life, many lusted for death, while the
waverers compromised in favor of arbitrary expulsion, each according to how he
had been influenced by the vast flood of colorful and bigoted propaganda preceding
this event.

The judges took their places with the casual unconcern of those too old and
deeply sunk in wisdom to notice the limelight. A hush fdl, broken only by the
ticking of the large clock over their rostrum. It was the hour of ten in the morn-ing of
May 17, 1977. The microphones sent the ticking around the world. The cameras
showed the judges, the clock, and finaly settled on the center of dl this attention: the
crea-ture in the defendant's box.

Six months ago this latter object had been the sensation of the century, the foca
point of afew wild hopes and many wilder fears. Since then it had appeared so often
on video screens, magazine and newspaper pages, that the public sense of
amazement had departed, while the hopes and fears remained. It had dowly
degenerated to a cartoon character contemptuously dubbed "Spike," depicted as
hafway between a hopelessy maformed imbecile and the crafty emissary of a
craftier other-world enemy. Familiarity had bred contempt, but not enough of it to
kill the fears.

It's name was Maeth and it came from some planet in the region of Procyon.
Three feet high, bright green, with feet that were mere pads, and stubby limbs fitted
with suckers and cilia, it was covered in spiky protrusions and looked somewhat like
an educated cactus. Except for its eyes, great golden eyes that looked upon men in
nalve expectation of mercy, because it had never done anyone any harm. A toad, a
wigtful toad, with jewesin its head.

Pompously, a black gowned official announced, "This spe-cial court, held by
internationa agreement, and convened within the area of jurisdiction of the Federd
Government of the United States of America, is now in session! Silence!"

The middle judge glanced at his fellows, adjusted his spec-tacles, peered gravely
a the toad, or cactus, or whatever it might be. "Maeth of Procyon, we are given to



understand that you can neither hear nor speak, but can comprehend us telepathically
and respond visualy."

Cameras focussed as Maeth turned to the blackboard immediately behind him and
chalked one word. "Yes."

"You are accused," the judge went on, "generdly of illegd entry into this world
known as Earth and specificaly into the United States of America. Do you plead
guilty or not guilty?'

"How else can one enter?' inquired Maeth, in bold white letters.

The judge frowned. "Kindly answer my question."

"Not guilty."

"You have been provided with defending counsel—have you any objection to
him?'

"Blessed be the peacemaker.”

Few relished that crack. It smacked of the Devil quoting Scripture.

Making a sign, the judge leaned back, polished his glasses.

Adjusting the robes on his shoulders, the prosecuting attorney came to his feet.
He was tall, hatchet-faced, sharp-eyed. "First witness!"

A thin, reedy man came out of the wdl of the court, took his char, sat
uncomfortably, with fidgeting hands.

"Name?'

"Samuel Nall."

"Y ou farm outside Dansville?"

"Yes, gr. [

"Do not cal me “sir." Just reply to my questions. It was upon your farm that this
creature made its landing?'

"Your Honors, | object!" Mr. Defender stood up, a fat, florid man, but
deceptively nimble-witted. "My client is a person, not a creature. It should therefore
be referred to as the defendant.”

"Objection overruled,” snapped the middle judge. "Pro-ceed, Mr. Prosecutor."

"It was upon your farm that this creature landed?"

"Yes," sad Samud Ndl, staring pridefully at the cameras. "It come down dl of a
sudden and—"

"Confine yourself to the question. The arivd was accom-panied by much
destruction?"'

Yes'

"How much?"'

"Two barns and a dollop of crops. I'm down three thousand dollars."

"Did this creature show any remorse?"

"None." Ndl scowled across the court. "Acted like it couldn't care less.

Mr. Prosecutor seated himsdf, throwing a mock smile at the fat man. "Your
witness."

Standing up, the latter eyed Nal benevolently and in-quired, "Were these barns of
yours octagonal towers with walls having movable louvres and with barometrically
controlled roofs?

Samuel Nal waggled his eyebrows and uttered a faint, "Huh?"

"Never mind. Dismiss that query and answer me this one: were your crops



composed of foozles and bicolored mer-kins?

In desperation, Ndl said, "It was ripe barley."

"Dear me! Barley—how strange! Don't you know what foozles and merkins are?
Wouldn't you recognize them if you saw them?"

"l reckon not," admitted Farmer Nall, with much reluc-tance.

‘Permit me to observe that you seem singularly lacking in perceptive faculties,”
remarked Mr. Defender, tartly. "indeed, | am redly sorry for you. Can you detect
sorrow in my face?'

"I dunno,” said Ndl, feding that his throne before the cameras was becoming
somehow like a bed of nails.

“In other words, you cannot recognize remorse when you see it?"

"Objection!" roared Mr. Prosecutor, coming up crimson. "The witness cannot
reasonably be expected—." He stopped as his opponent sat down. Recovering
swiftly, he growled, "Next witness!"

Number two was big, beefy, clad in blue, and had dl the assurance of one long
familiar with courts and the tedious processes of the law.

"Name?'

‘Joseph Higginson.’

"Y ou are an officer of the Dansville police?!

‘Correct.”

"Y ou were summoned by the first witness?"

"I was."

Mr. Prosecutor wore the smile of one in complete com-mand of circumstances as
he went on, "Discovering what had occurred, you tried to apprehend the cause of it,
did you not?

"l sure did." Officer Higginson turned his head, threw a scowl at the golden eyes
pleading in the box.

"And what happened?’

"It parayzed me with alook."

The judge on the I€eft interjected, "You appear to have recovered. How extensive
was this paralysis, and how long did it last?"

"It was complete, Y our Honor, but it wore off after a cou-ple of hours."

"By which time," said Mr. Prosecutor, taking over again, "this outlandish object
had made good its escape?' Lugubrioudy, "Yes."

"It therefore obstructed a police officer in the execution of his duty, assaulted a
police officer, and resisted arrest?' "It did," agreed Higginson, with emphasis.

"Your witness." Mr. Prosecutor seated himsdf, wel satis-fied.

Mr. Defender arose, hooked thumbs in vest-holes, and in-quired with disarming
amiability, "Y ou can recognize another police officia when you see him?"

"Naturally."

"Very well. There is one at present seated in the public section. Kindly point him
out for the benefit of this court.”

Higginson looked carefully over the smal audience which represented in person
the vaster audience beyond. Cameras swung in imitation of his search. Judges,
reporters, officials, dl looked the same way.

"He must bein plain clothes," declared Higginson, giving up.



The middle judge interposed mildly, "This court can hardly accept witness's
inability to recognize a plain clothes officer as evidence."

"No, Your Honor," agreed Mr. Defender. His plump features registered
frustration and disappointment which glad-dened the heart of his watching opponent.
Then, satisfied that the other had reached the heights, he plunged him to the depths
by brightening and adding, "But the said officid isin full uniform."

Mr. Prosecutor changed faces like swapping masks. Hig-ginson got a crick in the
neck as he took in the audience again.

"Olive-drab with red trimmings," Mr. Defender went on. "He is a Provost Marsha
of the Corps of Military Police."

"You didn't tll me that," Higginson pointed out. He was openly aggrieved.

"Did you tdl the defendant that you were a police officer?' The witness reddened,
opened his mouth, closed it, gazed appedlingly at the prosecuting attorney.

"Answer the question!" insisted a judge.

"No, | did not tdl it."

"Why not?

Mopping his forehead, Higginson said' in hoarse tones, "Didn't think it was
necessary. It was obvious, wasn't it?"

"It is for me to put the questions; for you to provide the answers. Do you agree
that the Provost Marshal is obvious?"

"Objection!" Mr. Prosecutor waved for attention. "Opin-ions are not evidence."

"Sustained!" responded the middle judge. He eyed defend-ing attorney over his
glasses. "This court takes cognizance of the fact that there was no need for witness
to offer vocally any information available to defendant telepathically. Pro-ceed with
your examination."

Mr. Defender returned his attention to Higginson and asked "Precisely what were
you doing at the moment you were paralysed?'

"Aiming my gun."

"And about to fire?'

"The witness's habits are not relevant,” put in the middle judge. He looked at
Higginson. "Y ou may ignore that ques-tion."

Officer Higginson grinned his satisfaction and duly ignored it.

"From what range were you about to fire?" pursued defending attorney.

"Fifty or sixty yards."

"So far? You are an excellent marksman?”

Higginson nodded, without pride, and warily. The plump man, he had decided,
was a distinct pain in the neck. "About what time do you hope to get home for
supper?' Caught on one foot by this sudden shift of attack, the witness gaped and
said, "Maybe midnight."

"Y our wife will be happy to know that. Were it not for the radio and video, you
could not have told her vocally, could you?'

"l can't bawl from here to Dansville," assured Higginson, dightly sarcastic.



"Of course not. Such a distance is completely beyond range of the unaided
human voice." Mr. Defender rubbed his chin, mused awhile, suddenly demanded,
"Can you bawl tele-pathically for fifty to sixty yards?"

No reply.

"Or is your mentd limit in keeping with what the defendant assures me to be the
normal limit of twenty-five to thirty yards?"'

Higginson screwed up his eyes and said nothing.

"Don't you know?"'

"No."

"A pity!" commented Mr. Defender, shaking his head sadly and taking a seat.

The third witness was a swarthy, olive-skinned character who stared sullenly at his
boots while the prosecuting attor-ney got to work.

"Name?'

"Dominic Lolordo." He gave it in an undertone, as if reluctant to have it coupled
with hisimage on the video. "Y ou operate a sea-food restaurant?’

"Yes."

"Do you recognize the creature in that box?"

His eyes did sidewise. "Yes."

“In what circumstances did you last see it?"

‘In my joint, after hours.

"It had forced an entrance, had it not, shortly before dawn, and it awakened you
while plundering the place?' "That's correct.”

"You did not try to catch it?"

Lolordo made a face. "Catch that? Look at it!"

""Appearance aone would not deter you if you were being robbed,” Mr.
Prosecutor suggested meaningly. "Surely there was something else?”

"It had waked in through the window,” said Lolordo, his voice rising
considerably. "Right through the window, leaving a hole its own shape. It went out
the same way, making another hole. No broken glass around, no splinters, nothing.
What can you do with a green nightmare that walks through glass as if it wasnt
there?

"Seaing this demonstration of supernormal powers, you ran for assistance?"

"You bet!"

"But it came too late? This unscrupulous plunderer had gone?'

"Yes."

The questioner handed over with a gesture, and the defending attorney began.

"Y ou assert that you were plundered? Of what?"'

" Stuff."

"That is not an answer."

"Ain't it?" Lolordo yawned with exaggerated disinterest. The middle judge bent
forward, frowning heavily. "Does the witness desire to be committed for contempt?’

"L obsters and oysters,” said Lolordo, hurriedly and with bad grace.

"In other words, a square meal?' inquired Mr. Defender. "If that's what you want
to cal it."

"Was it being consumed as if the defendant were raven-oudly hungry?”

"l didn't stick around to see. | took one look and went on my way—fast."



"So that if the defendant picked up enough of your thoughts to redise that a
felonious act had been committed, there was no opportunity to apologise or make
restitution?"

No reply.

"And, in any case, your departing thoughts were violently hostile?"

"l wasn't hot-footing for a bouquet," assured Lolordo.

Mr. Defender said to the judges, "This witness is imperti-nent. | have no further
use for him."

The judges conferred, and the middie one decided coldly, "The witness will be
detained within the precincts of this court until the case has been decided.”

Lolordo stamped away from his seat, glowering right and |eft.

"Fourth witness!"

The chair was taken by a middle-aged, dapper man who resembled the movie
notion of a bank president or an emi-nent surgeon. He could have been cast equaly
wel for either part.

"Name."

"Winthrop Allain."

"You are aresident professor of zoology, are you not?' in-quired the prosecuting
attorney.

"That is correct."

"Y ou recognize the creature in the box?"

"l ought to. | have been in close communication with it for many weeks."

Mr. Prosecutor made an impatient gesture. "In what cir-cumstances did you first
encounter it?'

An answer to that one seemed unnecessary. The whole world knew the
circumstances, had been told them time and time again with many fanciful frills.

Nevertheless, Allain responded, "It appeared in the zoo some two hours after
closing time. How it got there | don't know."

"It was snooping around, seeing dl there was to see, mak-ing menta notes of
everything?'

Hestantly, "Well—"

"Was it or was it not looking over the place?"

"It certainly saw a good bit of the zoo before the keepers discovered it, but—"

"Please do not embdlish your answers, Professor Allain,” said Mr. Prosecutor,
firmly. "Let us continue: owing to the great furore created by this strange object's
ariva and subsequent exploits, your keepers had no difficulty in recognising it?"

"None at dl. They reported to me a once."

"What did you do then?"

"| attended to the matter myself. | found it a warm and comfortable apartment in
the unused section of the Reptile House."

The entire court dong with the cameras peered respectfully at the expert who
could treat such an occasion with such nonchalance.

"How did you achieve this without suffering paralysis, dis-integration or some
other unnaturd fate?' Mr. Prosecutor's voice had a touch of acid. "Did you
gracioudy extend a cor-dia invitation?"

The witness, dryly, "Precisaly!"



"Thereis atime and place for humor, Professor," reproved Mr. Prosecutor, with
some severity. "However, the court un-derstands that you classified this nightmarish
entity as a reptile and managed to put it in its proper place.”

"Nonsense!l The Reptile House was immediatdy avalable, convenient and
acceptable. The defendant is unclassifiable."

Dismissing that with a contemptuous gesture, the prosecut-ing attorney went on,
"You are not prepared to tel this court by what means you overcame this creature's
menacing pow-ers and succeeded in trapping it?"

"l did not trap it. | knew it was sentient and treated it as such."

"If we can rely upon the evidence of other witnesses," said Mr. Prosecutor, tartly,
"you were fortunate to have any choice about the matter. Why did this caricature
permit you to make the contact it denied to others?”

"Because it recognized my mind as of a type accustomed to deding with
non-human forms. With considerable logic it assumed that contact with me would be
far easer than with any others."

"With considerable logic," echoed prosecuting attorney, turning toward the
judges. "I ask Your Honors to make espe-cial note of that remark, bearing in mind
that witness has a distinguished status.” He returned his attention to Allain. "By that,
you mean it isintelligent?’

"Indubitably!"

"Y ou have had many weeks in which to study the mind of this unwanted invader.
Just how inteligent would you say it is?'

"As much so as we are, though in a different way."

"Do you consider this sample to be fairly representative of its race?’

"l have no reason to suppose otherwise."

"Which race, therefore, equals us in brain-power?"

"Very probably." Professor Allan rubbed his chin and mused a moment. "Yes,
insofar as one can relate things which are not the same, I'd say they are our
intellectud equals.”

"Perhaps our superiors, not only in brains, but also in numbers?"

"l don't know. | doubt it."

"The possibility cannot be ruled out?' persisted Mr. Prose-cutor.

"Such data as is avalable is far from sufficient and therefore |—"

"Do not evade my question. There is a possibility, no matter how remote, that the
life-form represented by this mon-ster now standing before us is the direst menace
humanity has ever been called upon to face?"

"Anything can be construed as a menace if you insist, but—"

"A menace, yes or no?"

The middle judge interjected profoundly, "Witness cannot be required to provide
apositive answer to a hypothetical question.”

Not fazed in the least, Mr. Prosecutor bowed. "Very well, Your Honor, | will put
it differently.” He resumed with Allain. "In your expert estimation, is the inteligence
quotient of this life-form high enough to enable it to conquer, subdue and endave
humanity if it so desired?"

"l do not know."

"That is your only answer?"



"I'm afraid so."

"It is quite satisfactory,” commented Mr. Prosecutor, throwing a significant ook
through the cameras at the un-seen but billion-strong jury. "inasmuch as it admits the
possi-hility of peril, extreme peril.’

"l did not say that,” protested Allain.

"Neither have you said the contrary,” retorted the other. He seated himsdf,
confident and pleased. "Y our witness."

Mr. Defender began heavily, "Professor Allain, have your various hand-outs
concerning the defendant been reported factually?'

"Without exception, they have been grosdly distorted,” said

Allain, grimly. He cast a cold look at the big group of report-ers who grinned back
arrogantly.

"Defendant has repeatedly been described as a spy who must “receive drastic
treatment lest worse befall. Does your data support that theory?'

"No."

"What status do you assign to the defendant?"

"A refugee,” said Allain.

"It isimpossible for the defendant's motives to be hostile?"

"Nothing is impossible," said Professor Allain, honest though the heavens fall.
"The smartest of us can be fooled. But | don't think | am fooled. That is my opinion,
for what it is worth."

Mr. Defender sighed, "As | have been reminded, opinions are not evidence." He
sat down murmuring, "Most unfortu-nate! Most unfortunate!"

"Fifth witness!"

"Tenth witness!"

" Sixteenth witness!"

That one, number sixteen, ended the prosecution's roster. Four or five times as
many witnesses could have been pro-duced, but these were the pick of the bunch.
They had something cogent to offer, something calculated to help the public to
decide once and for al—at least with its prgudices if not with its brains—whether
gdlivanting life-forms were to be tolerated, or given the bum's rush, or worse. The
guestion at issue was the ephemera one of public safety, and it was for the public to
say whether or not they were going to take any risks. With this in mind, the evidence
of the sixteen made a formidable indictment against the queer, golden-eyed thing on
trid for its liberty or even itslife,

Conscious that he was leading on points, Mr. Prosecutor came erect, gazed
authoritatively a the defendant.

"Just why did you come to this world?"

"To escape my own."

"Do you expect us to believe that?"

"l expect nothing," chalked Maeth laborioudly. "1 merely hope."

"Y ou hope for what?"'

"For kindness."

It disconcerted the questioner. Left with no room for a telling retort, he was slent
amoment while he sought another angle.



"Then your own world did not please you? What was wrong with it?"

"Everything," responded Maeth.

"Meaning you were a misfit?"

"Yes."

"Nevertheless you view this world as a suitable dumping-ground for misfits?'

No reply.

"l suggest that your plea is nonsense, your whole story a sheer fabrication. |
suggest that your motives in coming here are degper and darker than you dare admit.
| will go further and put it to you that you do not come even from the region of
Procyon, but from somewhere a good dedl nearer, such as Mars."

Sill no reply.

"Are you aware that astronautical engineers have subjected your damaged ship to
long and careful examination and made a report on it?"

Maeth stood there, pathetically patient, eyes looking into the distance as if in
search of peace, and said nothing.

"Are you aware that they have reported that while your vessdl is far in advance of
anything yet developed by us, and while it is undoubtedly capable of traveling far
outside this solar system, it is not able to reach Alpha Centauri, much less
Procyon?"

"That istrue," wrote Maeth on the board.

"Yet you maintain that you came from the region of Pro-cyon?"

"Yes."

The prosecuting attorney spread despairing hands. "You have heard defendant,
Your Honors. His ship cannot reach here from Procyon. All the same, it came from
Procyon. This creature cannot manage to be consistent, either because it is
dimwitted or, more probably, an ineffectud liar. | therefore see little purpose in
continuing my—"

"l rode on arock," scrawled Maeth.

“There!" Mr. Prosecutor pointed sardonically at the black-board. "Defendant rode
on a rock. That is the escape from a self-created impasse—a rock, no less!" He
frowned at the box. "Y ou must have ridden a long, long way."

"l did."

"So you sat your ship on this rock and saved fud by let-ting it carry you many
millions of miles? Have you any idea of the mathematicd odds against finding a
wandering aster-oid in any section of space?’

‘They are very large," admitted Maeth.

"Yet you discovered the very asteroid to bring you dl the way here? Most
astonishing spacemanship, isit not?"

"It did not bring me dl the way. It brought me most of the way."

"All right," agreed Mr. Prosecutor, with airy contempt. "Ninety-nine millions
instead of one hundred millions or whatever the distance is supposed to be. It is ill
amazing."

‘Moreover," continued Maeth, writing steadily, "l did not select one to bring me
here, as you imply. | thankfully used the only visible rock to take me anywhere. | had
no specific destination. | fled into the void a random, putting my trust in the fates."

"So some other rock might have borne you some place else, might it not?"



"Or no place a dl," Maeth put morbidly. "The fates were kind."

"Don't be too sure of that." Mr. Prosecutor hooked thumbs in vest pockets and
studied the other with sinister expression. "If your red purposes, your read motives
arein fact those which have been attributed to you by our ever-aert news-services, it
Is to be expected that you would have a cover-up story replete with plausbility. You
have given this court such a story but have offered no concrete evidence in proof.
We are left with nothing but your unsupported word —and the word of an ill-formed
dien, an unknown quantity, at that!" He paused, ended, "Can you not submit to this
court something more materia than a series of bald asserta-tions?"

"l have no way of combating disbelief,” wrote Maeth, dowly and tiredly, "except
with trust."

Mr. Prosecutor countered that one by striking hard and ruthlessy. "How many
others of your kind are now upon this world, following their dastardly designs while
you distract at-tention by posing in the full glare of publicity?’

The court, the hidden audience, had not thought of that. Haf a dozen reporters
quietly kicked themselves for not hav-ing conceived its first and played it up for dl it
was worth. It had been assumed from the beginning that the dien in their hands was
the only one on the planet. Yet there might well be more, a dozen, a hundred, hiding
in the less frequented places, skulking in the shadows, biding their time. People
stared at each other and fidgeted uneasly.

"l came aone," Maeth put on the board.

"| accept that statement. It may be the only truthful one you have made. Experts
report that your vessel is a single-seater scout, so obviously you came in it aone.
But how many other vessels came about the same time?"

"None."

"It would be a comfort to think so,” remarked Mr. Prose-cutor, thereby
discomforting his listeners. "Doubtless, your world has many other ships, much
larger and more powerful than yours?'

"Many," admitted Maeth. "But they can go no farther or faster. They can only
have greater loads."

"How did you come by your own ship?’

"l stoleit.”

"Indeed?' The prosecuting attorney raised his eyebrows. gave a little laugh. "A
self-confessed thief!" He assumed an ar of broadminded understanding. "It is
expected, of course, that one would suffer less by confessing to theft rather than
espionage." He let that sink in before attempting another hard blow. "Would you
care to tdl us how many other bold and adventurous males are ready or making
ready to follow your path to conquest?"

Defending attorney stood up and said, "l advise my client not to answer."

His opponent waved him down, turned to the judges. "Your Honors, | am ready
to state my case."

They consulted the clock, taked in undertones between themselves, then said,
"Proceed.”

The speech for the prosecution was able, devastating and long. It reviewed the
evidence, drew dark conclusions, im-plied many things from which the hidden



audience could draw other and ill darker conclusions. This is not to say that Mr.
Prosecutor had any red hatred of or fear of the stranger at the gate; it was merdly
that he was doing his spe-cialised job with ability that was considerable.

"This case, with its own new and peculiar routine," be reminded, "will go down in
legd annals. As from today it will constitute a precedent by which we shal determine
our atti-tude toward future visitors from space. And the fina arbiters of that attitude
will be you, the members of the genera public, who will reap the reward of outside
dliances or"—he paused, hardened his voice—"suffer the sorrows of other-world
enmities. Allow me to emphasise that the rewards can be small, pitifully small—while
the sorrows can be immense!™

Clearing his throat, he had a sip of water, started to get into his stride. "In trying to
decide what should be done for the best we have no basis for forming conclusions
other than that provided by the fantastic example who will be the subject of your
verdict.”

Turning, he stared at Maeth while he went on. "This crea-ture has not been put on
oath because we know of no oath binding upon it. Its ethics—if any—are its own,
having little in common with ours. All we do know is that its farfetched and highly
Imaginative story places such a strain upon human credulity that any one of us might
be forgiven for deeming it a shameless liar."

Maeth's large eyes closed in pain, but Mr. Prosecutor went determinedly on.
"While the question of its truthfulness or lack of same may reman a matter for
speculation, we do have some evidences based upon fact. We know, for instance,
that it has no respect for property or the law, which forms of respect are the very
foundation-stones of the civili-zation we have builded through the centuries and
intend to preserve againg dl corners."

He overdid it there. Magth was too smdl, too wide-eyed and aone to fit the part
of a ruthless destroyer of civilizations. Nevertheless, the picture would serve to
sway opinions. Some thousands, probably millions, would argue that when in doubt
itis best to play safe.

"A thief. More than that: a self-admitted thief who steals not only from us but also
from his own," declared the prose-cuting attorney, quite unconscious of switching
his pronoun from neuter to mae. "A destroyer, and an intelligent one, possibly the
forerunner of a host of destroyers. | say that ad-visedly, for where one can go an
amy can follow." Dismiss-ing the question of whence said army was going to get its
flock of trans-cosmic asteroids, he added, "A dozen armies!"

His voice rising and faling, hardening and softening, he played expertly upon the
emotions of his listeners as a master would play on a giant organ, appealing to world
patriotism, pandering to parochialism, justifying prejudices, enlarging fears—fear of
sdf, fear of others, fear of the strange in shape, fear of tomorrow, fear of the
unknown. Solemnity, ridicule, sonorousness, sarcasm, al were weapons in his vocal
armory.

"He," Mr. Prosecutor said, pointing at Maeth and till using the male pronoun, "he
pleads for admission as a citi-zen of this world. Do we take him with dl his faults
and fol-lies, with dl his supernormal powers and eccentric aptitudes, with al his
hidden motives that may become clear only when it is too late? Or, if indeed he be as
pure and innocent as he would have us believe, would it not be better to inflict upon



him a grave injustice rather than court infinitely greater injus-tices to a great number."

Chdlengingly he stared around. "If we take him, as a refu-gee, who will have him?
Who will accept the society of a creature with which the average human has no joint
understanding?' He gave a short, sharp laugh. "Oh, yes, there have been requests for
the pleasure of his company. Incredible as it may seem, there are people who want
him."

Holding up a letter for dl to see, he continued, "This persons offers him a home.
Why? Wll, the writer claims that he himsdlf was a spiky thing in Procyon during his
eighth incar-nation." He tossed the letter on his desk. "The crackpots are always with
us. Fortunately, the course of human history will be decided by camly reasoning
citizens and not by incurable nuts."

For a further half hour he carried on, a constant flow of words which concluded
with, "In human affairs there is a swift end for the human spy, quick riddance for the
sus-pected spy. | conceive of no reason why any dien form deserves treatment more
merciful than that which we accord to felow humans. Here, we have before as one
who at very least is an undesirable character, a most the first espionage agent of a
formidable enemy. It is the prosecution's case that you have to consider only
whether it isin the best interest of public safety that he be rewarded with death or
with sum-mary expulsion into the space from which he came. The weght of
evidence rules out dl other dternatives. You will not have faled to note that the
witnesses who have appeared are overwhemingly for the prosecution. Is it not
remarkable that there is not one witness for the defense?' He waited to give it time to
snk home, then drove it further by repeating, "Not one!"

Another sip of water, after which he seated himsalf, carefully smoothed the legs of
his pants.

One thing seemed fairly clear: Maeth was a stinker.

Mr. Defender created a mild stir right at the start by risng and saying, "Your
Honors, the defense does not intend to state its case.”

The judges peered a him as if he were a sight ten times more strange than his own
client. They pawed papers, talked together in whispers.

In due time, the middle one inquired, "By that, do you mean that you surrender to
verdict by public poll?

"Eventudly, of course, Your Honor, but not just yet. | wish to produce evidence
for my side and will be content to let my case rest on that.’

"Proceed," ordered the judge, frowning doubtfully.

Addressing Maeth, the defending attorney said, "On your home world dl are like
you, namely, telepathic and non-vocal ?'

"Yes, everyone."

"They share a common neura band, or, to put it more ssimply, they think with a
communa mind?'

"Yes."

"That is the essentia feature in which your home world differs from this one of
ours: that its people share aracia mind, thinking common thoughts?"

"Yes," chaked Mageth.

“Tdl this court about your parents.”

Maeth's eyes closed a moment, as if the mind behind them had gone far, far away.



"My parents were freaks of nature. They drifted from the common band until they
had almost lost contact with the race-mind.”

"That was something the race-mind could not tolerate?' asked Mr. Defender
gently.

"No."

"So they were killed—for having minds of their own?"

A long pause and aslow, "Yes." The scrawl on the board was thin, shaky, barely
decipherable.

"As you would have been had you not fled in sheer desper-ation?"

"Yes."

Mr. Defender eyed the judges. "I would like to put further questions to the fourth
witness."

They signed agreement, and Professor Allain found his way back to the chair.

"Professor, as an expert who has made a long, personal study of my client, will
you tell this court whether defendant is old or young."

"Young," said Allan promptly.

"Very young?'

"Fairly young,” Allan responded. "Not quite an adult.” "Thank you." Mr.
Defender let his mild, guileless gaze roam over the court. There was nothing in his
plump features to warn them of the coming wallop. In quieter tones, he asked, "Made
or female?'

"Female," said Allain.

A reporter dropped a book. That was the only sound for most of a minute. Then
came a deep indrawn hiss of breath, a rapid ticking as cameras traversed to focus on
Maeth, a run-ning murmur of surprise from one end of the court to the other.

Back of the gdlery, the most pungent cartoonist of the day tore up his latest
effort, a sketch of defendant strapped to a rocket hel-bent for the Moon. It was
captioned, "Spike's Hike." What could one cdl it—him—her, now? Spikina? He
raked his hair, sought a new tack, knowing that there was none. You just can't
crucify asmal and lonely female.

Mr. Prosecutor sat with firmed lips and the fatalistic air of one who has had eighty
percent of the ground snatched from under his feet. He knew his public. He could
estimate their reaction to within ten thousand votes, plus or minus.

All stared at the golden eyes. They were Hill large, but somehow had become soft
and luminous in a way not noticed before. You could see that now. Having been
told, you could redly see that they were feminine. And in some peculiar, inexplicable
manner the outlines around them had become sub-dued, less outlandish, even
vaguely and remotely human!

With effective technique, the defending attorney gave them plenty of time to stew
thar thoughts before carefully he struck again.

"Y our Honors, there is one witness for my side.”

Mr. Prosecutor rocked back, stared searchingly around the court. The judges
polished their glasses, looked around also. One of them motioned to a court official
who promptly bawled in stentorian tones.

"Defense witness!”

It shuttled around the great room in echoing murmurs. "Defense witness! There is



awitness for the defense!”

A bald-headed little man came self-consciously from the public section, bearing a
large envelope. Reaching the chair, he did not take it himsdlf, but instead placed
upon it a photograph blown up to four feet by three.

Court and cameras gave the picture no more than the brief-est glance, for it was
instantly recognisable. A lady holding alamp.

Rising with a disapproving frown, the prosecuting attorney complained, "Your
Honors, if my learned opponent is permitted to treat the Statue of Liberty as a
witness he will thereby bring into ridicule the proceedings of this—."

A judge waved him down with the acid comment, "The bench is fully capable of
asserting the dignity of this court." He shifted his attention to Mr. Defender, eyeing
him over the tops of his glasses. "A witness may be defined as one able to assist the
jury in arriving a a just conclusion.”

"I am aware of that, Your Honor," assured Mr. Defender, not in the least
disturbed.

"Very well." The judge leaned back, dightly baffled. "Let the court hear witness's
statement.”

Mr. Defender signed to the little man who immediately produced ancther large
photograph and placed it over the first.

This was of the enormous plinth, with Liberty's bronze skirt-drapes barely visble
a its top. There were words on the plinth, written bold and large. Some in the court
gave the picture only another swift look, since they knew the words by heart, but
others read them right through, once, twice, even three times.

Many had never seen the words before, including some who had passed near by
them twice daly, for years. Cameras picked up the words, transmitted them
pictoridly to millions to whom they were new. An announcer recited them over the
radio.

Send me your tired, your poor,

Your huddled masses yearning to breathe free.
The wretched refuse of your teeming shore,
Send these, the homel ess, tempest-tost to me—
| lift my Lamp beside the Golden Door

In the deep, heart-searching sllence that followed nobody noticed that Mr.
Defender had bowed deeply to the judges and resumed his seat. The defense rested,
having nothing more to add.

Midnight. A large stone cell with a meta grille, a bed, a table, two chairs and a
radio in one corner. Maeth and the plump man sat there conversing, examining
correspondence, watching the clock.

"The opposition picked a sloppy one with that crackpot's letter," remarked Mr.
Defender. He could not refrain from expressing himsdlf vocally though he knew full
well that the other was hearing only the thoughts within his mind. He tapped a heavy
forefinger on the bunch of missives at which they had been looking. "I could easly
have countered him with this bunch written from a week ago to way back. But what



was the use? They prove nothing except that dl people don't think dike."

He sighed, stretched his arms wide and yawned, had his twentieth or thirtieth look
a the clock, picked up another letter. "Listen to this one." He read it aloud.

"My son, aged thirteen, keeps pestering us to offer your client a home for at least
alittte while. | redly don't know whether we are being wise in giving way to him, but
we shall certainly suffer if we don't. We have a spare room here, and if your client is
clean about the house and don't mind a bit of steam around on wash-days—"

His voice petered out as he had to yawn again. "They say it will be sx in the
morning before this public poll is com-plete. Bet you it's at least eight o'clock and
maybe ten. They're dways late with these things." He jerked around in vain effort to
make himsdlf more comfortable in his hard chair. "However, I'm staying with you
until we've seen this through, one way or the other. And don't kid yourself I'm the
only friend you've got." He pointed to the letters. "Y ou've plenty there, and none of
them certifiable."

Maeth ceased perusa of a note in uneven spidery writing, reached for pencil and
paper and scribbled, "Allain did not teach me enough words. What is a 'veteran'?'
Having had it explained, she said, "I like this writer best. He has been hurt. If | am
freed | will accept his invitation."

"Let me see." Taking the note, Mr. Defender read it, mur-muring, "Urn . . . um . .
" as he went along. He handed it back. "The choice is yours. You'll have something
in com-mon, anyway, since youll both be coping with a cock-eyed world."
Throwing a glance at the wall, he added, "That clock has gone into a crawl. It's
going to take us aweek to get to morning."

Somebody opened the grille with a jangle of keys, and Mr. Prosecutor came in.
Grinning at his rivd, he said, "Al, you sure make it tough for yourself in clink—you
don't even use the comforts provided.”

"Meaning what?"

"The radio."

Mr. Defender gave a disdainful sniff. "Darn the radio. Noise, noise, noise. We've
been busy reading—in peace and quiet." Sudden suspicion flooded his ample
features. "What have we missed on the radio, if anything?'

“The midnight news." Mr. Prosecutor leaned on the edge of the table, il
grinning. "They have thrown up the poll."

"They can't do that!" The defending attorney stood up, flushed with anger. "It
was by internationa agreement that this case was—"

"They can do it in certain circumstances,” interrupted the other. "Which are that a
torrent of votes overwhemingly in favor of your client has aready made further
counting awaste of time." He turned to Maeth, finished, "Just between you and me,
Funny-face, | was never more happy to lose afight."

The man in the back room was nearing middle age, prematurely gray, and had
long dender fingers that were sensitive tools. He was listening to the radio when the
doorbell rang. There was no video in the room, only the radio softly playing a
Polynesian melody. The bell jarred through the music, causing him to switch off and
come upright. Very deliberately he moved around the room, through the door and

into the passage.



Strange for anyone to cdl in the early evening. Not often that people came then.
The malman occasionally turned up in the morning and one or two tradesmen
toward midday. Rarely did somebody appear later, dl too rarely. He was not
expecting a visitor, either.

He trod gently along the passage toward the front door, his feet silent on the thick
carpet, his right hand brushing the wall.

There was something mighty queer about this summons be-cause as he neared the
door he conceived the weird notion that he knew in advance who was waiting
outside. The pic-ture crept into his mind, shadowy but discernable, as if insin-uated
by some means he could not define, as if hopefully pro-jected by one of those
beyond the door. It was a picture of a big, plump, confident man accompanied by
something small, dl green and golden.

Despite past trials and stern testings which had made him what he was today, his
nerves were passably good and he was not subject to delusions, or had not yet
developed a tendency to delusions. So he was puzzled, even a little upset by
precon-ceptions without any basis. He had never known a big, heavy man such as
his brain was picturing, not even in other more normal days. As for the second one .

Here and there of course, are people with greatly sharp-ened senses, with odd
aptitudes developed to an extreme.

That was to be expected, for the fates were kind and pro-vided compensation.
Without them, it would be hard to get around. But he knew his own and they
included none like this.

His fingers, usualy so precise, fumbled badly as they sought the door-latch,
amogt as if they had temporarily forgotten where it was placed. Then, finding it, they
began to turn the lock, and at that point a thin piping voice came into his mind as
clearly as atinkling bell.

"Open please—I| am your eyes"



