
        
            
                
            
        

    Something of Value
Analog – February 1985
(1985)*
James White
 
 
 
 
 

 
When members of one culture must judge another, their own values may not be enough ...
 
-
 
              The trouble with VIP visitors, Gregory thought as he glanced impatiently at his lapel watch and around the uncharacteristically tidy ward, was that they invariably arrived late, and their lack of punctuality varied in direct proportion to their degree of importance.
 
              An eminent consultant, usually through no fault of his own, was expected to be a few minutes late, A high Government official, ignorant of the ward's particular problems but with the power to provide much needed funding for additional medical staff and equipment, could keep them waiting anything up to an hour. But when the visitor was a very important person indeed and the representative, it was rumoured, of a Government encompassing many hundreds of inhabited solar systems, the degree of impunctuality became impossible to forecast.
 
              From the corridor there came the sound of light, hurried but undoubtedly human footsteps and Doctor Pearson entered. Without waiting to catch her breath, the pediatrician said, "It's here, Charge Nurse. In the ... administrator's office ... being introduced to heads of department and having coffee before ..."
 
              "Coffee?" said Gregory.
 
              Pearson smiled and said, "I fully realize, Charge Nurse, that the hospital's coffee is unfit for human or extraterrestrial consumption. The visitor is being offered coffee as a gesture of politeness, but I have no doubt that it is too highly intelligent to accept it.
 
              "But I sneaked out to tell you that this ward will definitely be visited," she went on quickly. "There was some discussion about excluding places which the visitor might find unpleasant or emotionally disturbing, but it insisted that you remain on its itinerary. It's due here in about twenty minutes. Now I have to get back to the others."
 
              "Wait," said Gregory as she turned to go. "What is it like, Doctor?"
 
              The nurses grouped behind him edged closer, but Pearson shook her head apologetically. "I can't describe it exactly. It isn't ugly, especially if you like horses, and it has a lot of hands and arms, six I think, but no legs. It speaks very well but sometimes it asks very awkward questions." She smiled up at him. "You'll find out for yourself soon enough. See you."
 
              Before he could reply there was a sudden, loud rattling sound from a cot at the other end of the ward. Michael, one of the spina bifida cases, started crying and Mary in the next cot began making the strident and unmusical hooting noises which she believed were singing. Within a few seconds the crying and cot-rattling was general and the first few soft toys were crash-landing in the middle of the highly polished floor.
 
              Things, Gregory thought wryly, were returning rapidly if prematurely to normal.
 
              "Calm them down, for God's sake," he said with quiet urgency. But his four nurses were already heading for the centers of disturbance armed with the non-material weapons of their profession. Gregory stooped quickly to pick up a yellow plastic duck with teeth-marks in its head and wagged an admonishing finger at its owner before tossing it back. Doctor Pearson's footsteps were already fading along the corridor.
 
              Twenty minutes, she had said.
 
              Picking up discarded toys, tidying rumpled bed linen and returning the smiles and gurgles and blank stares alike with reassuring noises or a pat on the shoulder, he moved unhurriedly down the ward. The idea was to project reassurance and an atmosphere of calm. In spite of their various disabilities, and often because of them, the patients were hypersensitive to atmosphere. The slightest hint of uncertainty, irritation or impatience displayed by the medical staff could be magnified by their small charges to the point where the situation could get quickly out of control, after which it would require much more than twenty minutes to restore the general emotional equilibrium. But the girls were already calming down the little terrors—except at the other end of the ward where Nurses Hayes and Nelson were encountering problems, the usual problems, with John and Jenny.
 
              "There, there, John," Nurse Hayes was saying as she gently but firmly detached the tiny fists from the bars of the cot. "Lie back, now, and be a good boy. That racket is frightening your girlfriend half to death, and you wouldn't want to do that, would you. Stop shouting, or Jenny won't even want to talk to you..." She ducked her head quickly to evade the hands which had grabbed for her spectacles, then straightened up, wrinkling her nose.
 
              "Oh, John," she went on, "I changed you not ten minutes ago ... Charge Nurse, do you think the visitor, being an alien and all, would know a bad smell from a good one? How much time do we have?"
 
              "Enough, I'd say," Gregory replied, watching Jenny whose crying had taken on a note of desperation. "Change him again. According to the book, when they are clean, comfortable and well-fed, they will be more relaxed and amenable to suggestions—like cutting out that racket—from the nursing staff."
 
              "Theoretically," said Nurse Hayes, already at work.
 
              "Theoretically," Gregory agreed, smiling. John gave a single, loud whoop then lay back and smiled silently back at him. Jenny was still crying as though she would never stop.
 
              In addition to a number of congenital defects which would ensure that she would not live to see puberty, Jenny had cerebral damage and was unsighted. There were times when Gregory tried to imagine the dark confusions the three-year old experienced via her severely limited sensory channels, and the form which the nightmares and occasional happy non-visions took in that innocent but flawed young mind—but he did not dwell on such imaginings for long because they were apt to spoil his sleep. Nurse Nelson had lifted Jenny from the cot and was holding her against her shoulder and using the free hand to pat the child's back. Jenny had her arms wrapped tightly around the nurse's neck, but her bright, tearful, blind eyes were seeing something that made her inconsolable.
 
              Gregory put out a large hand, fingers spread loosely open, and placed it very gently on Jenny's head, enclosing the top and back of the tiny cranium and holding it as if it were a fragile and delicate fruit. She stopped crying and her hands went to his wrist and she began trying to uproot some of the hairs there. Gregory winced and brought his thumb gently down across the forehead like a fleshy visor to rub away the tears.
 
              "How does he do that?" said Nurse Nelson. "And without even saying a word!"
 
              Without looking up from John, Hayes replied, "He has this strange attraction for small girls, and vice versa. One would think that with a hulking, hairy brute like him coming at them, nothing personal, Charge Nurse Gregory, any girl whatever her size would run away screaming, but instead ... Stop wriggling, John, that's a good boy ... Instead, well, do you think Doctor Pearson has been able to—"
 
              "Doctors and nurses," Nelson broke in, "frequently get married."
 
              "Yes," said Hayes, pulling up John's pyjamas. "Great big macho doctors marry poor little overworked nurses who escape from the wards to the home kitchen, where they thereafter remain, barefoot and pregnant, as mere chattels of their medical lords and masters."
 
              Nelson laughed and moved Jenny, smiling now, to cradle her against the other shoulder. She said, "He does some odd things at
times, does our Charge Nurse, but I can't see him getting pregnant. As for Pearson, it must be like being engulfed by an amorous avalanche."
 
              "Yes," said Nurse Hayes wistfully, and added, "Sometimes, if the genders are opposed and the emotional conditions are right, nurses have been known to marry nurses."
 
              "Go ahead and talk among yourselves, ladies," said Gregory drily, "as if I weren't here."
 
              He had arranged Jenny's, pillows to support her in a comfortable and nearly upright position for viewing by the visitor, if it should be interested in the case, and spread her toys around within easy reach. They were the oldest items in the toy locker and many of them were simply odds and ends, but it was the feel and shape of objects that Jenny found interesting, not their colors.
 
              "We wouldn't want to talk about you behind your back, Charge Nurse," said Hayes, patting John on the head and tucking his blanket around him. "Lie there quietly, John lad, and behave yourself. Do you think she was able to? Doctor Pearson, I mean?"
 
              "Fight him off, do you mean?" asked Nelson, laying Jenny back in her cot. "Or ambush him into making a successful assault? Would the Charge Nurse care to comment on this delicate matter?"
 
              Gregory reached down to smooth back the hair from Jenny's face. She looked up at him and laughed suddenly, but he knew that her eyes were simply following the sound of his breathing. Straightening up, he said, "No."
 
              Nelson stood back from the cot and took a deep breath, which further enhanced the contours of her already spectacular chest, and began, "Now if I were in Pearson's place I would ..."
 
              They did not find out what Nelson would have done because Nurse Day, who had returned to her position by the entrance, was waving urgently and pointing down the corridor. Their visitor was arriving, Gregory thought after a quick look at his lapel, nearly ten minutes early.
 
              Once again they lined up inside the entrance, with Gregory watching the arc of the corridor visible to him and watching his nurses give their caps a final straighten and smooth nonexistent wrinkles from their aprons. He waited anxiously as the sound of voices, one of them so clear and accentless that it had to belong to the visitor, drew nearer accompanied by the shuffling of at least twenty pairs of feet. He swore under his breath as he thought of the unsettling effect of that many people on his patients, to say nothing of the reactions to the visitor itself.
 
              The extraterrestrial came suddenly into view. Gregory was only vaguely aware that it was flanked by Doctor Pearson and her department head. Professor Cunningham, and that the corridor behind it was a mass of white coats, because all of his attention was on the being itself.
 
              Pearson's description, so far as it had been possible to go in a few sentences, had been a good one. The head, which was horselike but without ears, was partially covered by a narrow triangle of pale blue fur that began between the large eyes and widened to cover the upper scalp and the back of the neck. There was a wide-lipped mouth, unusual only in that it opened vertically rather than laterally, whose teeth w not visible. Between the eyes and the mouth there were a number of deep fissures and fleshy protuberances that probably included the aural and olfactory organs. The head was supported by a broad, triangular neck that widened to join the dumpy, cone-shaped body.
 
              There were six narrow, four-fingered hands, in vertical rows of three on each flank, but the bony structure of the arms was hidden by the convolutions of a               black, cloak-like garment which twinkled quietly as if it had been formed from a piece of the midnight sky. He could not see the visitor's legs, if it had any. because the cloak fell to within a few inches of the floor. But from the slight forward and backward motion of the being as it moved. Gregory suspected that it progressed in snail-like fashion on one or more sets of pads.
 
              "This is Charge Nurse Gregory," said Professor Cunningham, "and Nurses Hayes, Nelson, Day and Bannion. I have already explained the ward staff's duties and responsibilities, and should now explain that among the visitor's species the practice of shaking hands is not performed expect in very special circumstances."
 
              "The experience," the visitor joined in, speaking in a deep, rich voice which did not seem to be coming from its mouth, "would be disconcerting and probably unpleasant for both of us, Charge Nurse."
 
              The Other's eyes were just above the level of Gregory's waist, and they were regarding him with an expression that reminded him of the many times in his boyhood when he had to face a teacher with his homework undone and no good excuse ready. It was ridiculous. He was towering over the being and yet he felt sure that it was looking down at him.
 
              As he inclined his head in an abbreviated bow he wondered if bowing, too, was something which was done only in very special circumstances.
 
              "If I might make a suggestion. Professor," said the visitor, turning its large and inhumanly wise eyes in Cunningham's direction. "I suspect that a large number of persons accompanying me might give rise to emotional discomfort among these patients, and for this reason would you mind if I was escorted only by the entities Pearson and Gregory?"
 
              Is it telepathic, Gregory wondered, or just very well briefed?
 
              "Of course not," said the Professor.
 
              Looking as if it were riding on a wheeled rocking chair, the visitor moved into the ward and came to rest between the first set of cots. Its eyes regarded the area of floor between them and it did not speak. The silence lengthened and Pearson began to look uncomfortable, which was the way Gregory felt.
 
              "This ... this is the ward that treats congenitally and otherwise damaged young children," she began awkwardly. "Our equipment here is pretty basic and ... and you might not find it very interesting or ... I mean, sir, the facilities in our new intensive care and neurosurgery units are among the most advanced in the ..."
 
              She broke off and her face reddened with embarrassment as the visitor turned its eyes on her, and Gregory squirmed inwardly in sympathy. All things were relative and to this being, who was one of the first few dozen to visit Earth in ships that traveled many times faster than light, the difference between the facilities of this ward and those of the glossy new intensive care unit would be like differentiating between the charms on the necklaces of two witch-doctors. As Pearson's subordinate he was breaking medical protocol by speaking out of turn, but he wanted to get her off a very embarrassing hook.
 
              "This is Thomas," he said, indicating the tiny, wide-eyed figure staring at them from the nearest cot. "He is just under two years old, a spastic recuperating from an operation performed ten days ago. The dressing attached to the cranium can be removed if you wish to examine the wound and sutures. Subject to Doctor Pearson's approval he should be discharged and return to his parents in another three days."
 
              "The condition has been cured?" asked the visitor, moving closer and doing something to its garment that made the area below the front of its neck become a mass of moving and interweaving colored lights. Thomas crowed in delight and extended his thin, trembling arms towards the extraterrestrial, who moved back before the hands could touch it.
 
              Pearson cleared her throat, indicating that she was ready to take over again, and said. "Well, no. Thomas is suffering from a congenital abnormality that we call spastic quadriphlegia, which causes varying degrees .of paralysis in all four limbs. The condition is in an early stage with this patient, but is expected to worsen. The operation was largely exploratory and will, at best, alleviate the ..."
 
              She broke off, then went on apologetically, "The Professor did not introduce you by name or title, sir, or give me any information on your medical specialty. I have no idea of the depth or otherwise of the clinical information you require. Am I being too technical for you, sir?"
 
              As soon as she finished speaking, Pearson reddened again at her unthinkable presumption that the visitor might not be able to understand anything she had said, that in certain areas it might be ignorant. But if it performed the extraterrestrial equivalent of pinning her ears back, the visitor did so very gently.
 
              "I feel sure that my translation device is equal to the task, Doctor," it said, looking up at her. "The exact nature of my work is difficult to define, but I am used to working among or observing beings who are in need of assistance. Regarding my personal name, this is used only by members of my family and close personal friends, and to us the Earth habit of exchanging names at first meeting is a strange one indeed. In any case, my race has other means of identification for casual or professional contacts which you, Doctor, would find equally difficult to grasp.
 
              "If you wouldn't mind," it added, moving diagonally across the ward, "I would like to see the patient with the large head, over there."
 
              It was certainly picking the bad cases, Gregory thought.
 
              "This is Richard," said Pearson firmly. The visitor might find it strange, but it was obvious that she intended to go on identifying her patients by name because it was the only way she knew how to do it other than using their case-file numbers. "He is suffering from congenital hydrocephalus which developed during fetal life. The condition is caused by an excessive accumulation of cerebrospinal fluid within the cranium, and there is not a lot we can do for this patient apart from providing palliative medication."
 
              Richard's face was changing rapidly from pale blue to red to yellow and green as the neck of the visitor's cloak radiated its patterns of color, but there was no change in the patient's expression. The light show stopped and, without speaking, the visitor moved to the next bed.
 
              "This is Mary," said Pearson quietly. "A spina bifida case, three years old, admitted for further surgery. The prognosis is—"
 
              "Thank you, Doctor," said the visitor, turning away, its garment retaining the dark brightness of a star-crowded night sky. Mary was sleeping. It added quietly, "Is this another congenital defect?"
 
              "Yes, sir," said Pearson defensively. "There is very little that we can do for such cases."
 
              The visitor stood for a moment in the middle of the ward, looking all around it as the whole of its garment rippled suddenly into glowing color as if it were a magician's enchanted cloak. With a few exceptions the patients watched or waved their arms or crowed with delight, and Gregory could not remember an occasion when so many of them had looked so happy at the same time. This visit would leave a memory, he felt sure, that would never completely fade—even from minds which were flawed and retarded. Their excitement was intense, but quiet, except at the bottom of the ward where John was standing again and rattling his cot sides. The visitor headed in that direction.
 
              "Shush, John," said Pearson as they came up to him. To the visitor she went on, "This is a Downs syndrome infant, more commonly known as a mongol. It is a congenital disorder associated with an abnormality of the chromosomes and results in a severe degree of defective development of the mental processes. Fortunately, John shows no signs of the congenital heart disease that often accompanies this condition. He is a physically healthy child who will—"
 
              "Why was the condition allowed to reach this stage?" the visitor broke in.
 
              Gently, Pearson detached one of John's hands which had grabbed a pocket of her white coat and was threatening to tear it off. She said, "We do not possess the medical knowledge or ability to cure the condition, either pre-or post-natally. Now that we have been visited by several extraterrestrial races, all of whom are obviously far more advanced than we are, we are hoping for their assistance with this and many other problems."
 
              "You misunderstand me, Doctor," said the visitor. "I was asking why such births were allowed to take place?"
 
              Pearson looked away for a moment, toward the ward entrance where Professor Cunningham was standing and making chopping motions with one hand, then she said, "There is no simple answer to that. We can give advice and even warnings, but it is a matter for the parents whether or not conception takes place. When it does, even accidentally, it is still a matter for the parent or parents whether the fetus, which we know beyond all doubt will be abnormal, is to be born. It is a complex problem involving medical ethics and the rights of parent and offspring, and no amount of debating has led to conclusions that satisfy everyone. But if you'll excuse me, sir, the Professor is indicating to me that we may be taking up too much of your valuable time here. There must be other departments you wish to visit."
 
              Without taking its eyes off John, the extraterrestrial said, "I shall visit them if there is time. My purpose in coming to this hospital or, more accurately, my instructions, were primarily to visit this ward and report my findings."
 
              Gregory swallowed and looked at Pearson. She was staring back at him and it was plain that she, too, was trying to grasp the implications of what the visitor had just said. For a long moment neither of them spoke.
 
              "Charge Nurse," said the extraterrestrial suddenly, "have you anything to say?"
 
              "I, well," began Gregory, then he cleared his throat noisily and went on, "We cannot solve this problem, all we can do is handle the results to the best of our ability by caring for the patients. Doctor Pearson has suggested that with the proper help from you, or another race better qualified in this particular field, we might cure these cases and so avoid the ethical conflict which ... Are your people able to help us?"
 
              He was unable to read the other's facial expression, but there was a strange stillness of its head and the alien features seemed to take up subtly different positions before it spoke.
 
              "I do not belong to the most able race in the inhabited Galaxy," it said in a quiet voice that somehow made the back of Gregory's scalp prickle. "We are the Durrenneglen. More than any other intelligent species we are the explorers, the surveyors, the directors, and the administrators. Our technology is more advanced than is possible for you to conceive, and with pardonable pride, I believe, we admit to being the second best, since the race generally acknowledged to be our superior is as far above us as we are above the other intelligent inhabitants of the Galaxy. I tell you this not to over-awe you, but simply to inform. Your respect for us is deserved, but any flattery or self-abasement before us would merely irritate. There is very little that we could not do for you or any other race, if it were necessary to do it."
 
              "Then you can help these children?" said Pearson excitedly. "Or rather, help us to cure them?"
 
              "Probably not," the visitor replied gently, "because the problem is largely of your own making and the solution is in your own hands. The answer lies with the parents or would-be parents and in improved methods of educating them. I sympathize, but your patients should never have been born."
 
              "But they have been born!" Gregory burst out, loudly enough for the Professor waiting at the other end of the ward to stop waving at them and look anxious. "We must do everything possible for them, dammit, including asking for your help. John here, for example, is a—"
 
              "That's enough, Charge Nurse," Pearson broke in sharply. To the visitor she said, "Please forgive him, sir. There are times when he becomes too deeply involved with his patients, and seems unable to understand why others are not equally concerned."
 
              She was glaring at him more in concern than anger, Gregory knew, and silently urging him to be careful. She could also have told the visitor that he had a reputation for speaking out of turn; that his qualifications and ability entitled him to a much more senior post in the hospital, to a teaching or supervisory position, and that he had been appointed to this particular ward because none of the other senior nursing staff wanted the job. But Pearson would not say any of these things because they had grown very close during the few months since she had joined the staff, and she would say or do nothing to hurt him.
 
              "With respect," said Gregory more quietly, "not all the parents are uneducated or careless. Many of these conditions occur spontaneously or for reasons we do not yet understand, and are nobody's fault. Perhaps you could assist us with these cases. Granted that if your treatments were widely applicable we would use them to try to cure the others because, regardless of their parents' ignorance or irresponsibility, the patients themselves are not responsible for their own condition. They should not suffer for something that is not their fault. After all, they did not ask to be born."
 
              "Charge Nurse," said the extraterrestrial quietly, "in my considerable experience of the widely varying life forms who inhabit this Galaxy, I have yet to meet an entity who did ask to be born."
 
              Gregory felt his face growing warm. He took a deep breath and went on. "John, here, is mentally subnormal but is otherwise healthy. He is a very affectionate child, surprisingly sensitive to atmosphere and has a great capacity for the enjoyment of quite simple things. In my opinion, and taking into account his limitations, he should be given the chance to lead the fullest life possible for him, and—"
 
              "And in time," the visitor finished for him, "to produce others of his kind whose minds are similarly flawed?"
 
              "In such cases," said Pearson quickly, trying to avoid another verbal collision between Gregory and the visitor, "there is always a conflict between the .rights of the individuals and the correct course of action from the purely genetic standpoint. There are those here who hold that all life, and not just sentient life, is sacred. I wouldn't go that far, but in a perfect society we would not..."
 
              "Dump people like John in the scrap-heap," Gregory broke in. "I wouldn't do that to a dog!"
 
              "There is only one race, the Illoel, who have achieved anything close to perfection," said the visitor, not looking at Gregory. "We ourselves are far from perfect, although we are constantly striving toward that goal as are many of the other intelligent species known to us. But there are other species who seem to be incapable of ever achieving their full potential. In several respects they resemble your patients. Their sentience is occluded, their emotions are misdirected and uncontrolled, and they are incapable of looking after themselves and must be protected from environmental dangers and from each other.
 
              "Yet these races, if they would behave and think logically," the visitor went on, "could progress steadily and make a valuable contribution. Instead, they refuse to recognize their own weaknesses and, when they do, they are loath to do anything about them. This is intensely frustrating for our people who are trying to advise—"
 
              "Are you saying," Pearson broke in, her face as white as her crisply starched coat, "that we are mentally and culturally subnormal? Is the whole human race afflicted with Downs syndrome?"
 
              "I am merely saying," the visitor replied, "that perfection must be striven for, by long, hard and, at times, painful effort. It cannot be bestowed as a gift." Its head turned toward Gregory as it went on, "The close affinity your people have for dogs and other non-sentient creatures you sometimes choose as companions is very strange indeed. We have not encountered such behavior elsewhere."
 
              "This striving for perfection," said Gregory, trying hard to control the anger in his voice because in the next cot Jenny was beginning to look frightened. "Is there any place for feelings, human feelings like sympathy and pity and—"
 
              "Only when the feelings are properly directed and used constructively, Charge Nurse," said the visitor.
 
              "I don't believe this!" Gregory protested. "Dammit, there must be somebody who can help our patients, at least. They haven't done anything to deserve ... I want to refer the matter upstairs, to your superiors!"
 
              "A full report of everything that has transpired here will be made to my superiors," said the visitor quietly. "The decision regarding medical or any other assistance is not mine to make, Charge Nurse."
 
              "I've heard that excuse before," said Gregory. "Among us morons it means that somebody is passing the buck."
 
              "Shut up, Charge Nurse," said Pearson angrily. To the visitor she went on, "Please excuse him, sir, and his inexcusable bad manners. Sometimes he feels too strongly for his patients, as do we all. I hope you will not have to mention his behavior to—"
 
              "My report," the visitor broke in, "will most certainly include details of the behavior and verbal reactions of Charge Nurse Gregory and everyone else I have met, but rest assured, Doctor, it is not for the eyes of your superiors here. Thank you both for your time and co-operation, but now I must leave you."
 
              "Wait, please," said Gregory fiercely. He bent over Jenny's cot, lifted the incredibly light body in his large hands and then cradled her in one elbow while he smoothed down the tiny robe so as to conceal the wasted lower torso and legs. He brushed aside the rumpled curls which were hiding one side of her face. Slowly, then, he lifted her in both hands and moved her until she was only a few inches from the visitor's face.
 
              The extraterrestrial moved back, but only a few inches, then stopped.
 
              "This patient," he said in his coolest and most clinical tone, "is unsighted and suffers from congenital abnormalities that will ensure her termination before the age of puberty. None of these flaws, therefore, will be propagated. Is there not a case here for the alleviation or cure for her condition, an aspirin for one tiny headache, which I have no doubt an advanced species like yours could provide? Surely the people who can find their way through the limitless immensity of space can chart a path within the micro-universe of a child's damaged brain, and repair it?"
 
              The visitor did not reply, and Gregory added quietly, "Do you not feel a need, an obligation, or even a faint urge to help this child?"
 
              Jenny put out her hands and touched the visitor's head. She jerked them back, then reached forward again. The extraterrestrial did not move, and when it spoke its eyes did not leave the child's face.
 
              "I'm sorry, Charge Nurse," it said. "Such a cure is not possible for my race, since our talents lie in other directions. While there are species capable of providing what you want, you would refuse their help. There are no medical miracles, as you very well know, and even a simple painkiller is the result of long experimentation and research, and the methods of the beings who would conduct this research would be abhorrent to you. Since talking to you I know this to be so. You must find your own cure, as you undoubtedly will if you can force yourselves to try hard enough."
 
              No longer frightened, Jenny's hands were feeling all around the strange and tactilely intriguing contours of the visitor's head. Still it did not move except to close its large eyes when the tiny, exploring fingers came too close to them.
 
              "My feelings," it went on, "are difficult to describe with accuracy, because I have never before been placed in a situation like this one. Logic tells me to ignore them. I am sure, however, that I am suffering from a temporary emotional confusion and that there is nothing of value in this situation."
 
              Gently it began to disentangle its head from Jenny's tiny hands and arms. She tried to hug it tighter, reluctant to let go of this most unusual shape. Suddenly she pressed her face against the side of the visitor's vertically opening mouth, and she laughed. The sound was so joyous that for an instant everything in the ward seemed to stop. All the other children, the nurses and Professor Cunningham in the entrance were staring in their direction, and smiling. Gregory swore under his breath and Pearson blinked rapidly and turned her face away. The visitor moved away and there was silence for a few seconds before it spoke.
 
              "This changes nothing, Charge Nurse."
 
              As it moved up the ward to rejoin the Professor, Gregory tucked Jenny back in her cot. She was still laughing.
 
-
 
              As a trusted and able servant long in the confidence of its superiors, the Durrenneglenian felt obliged to add its own personal recommendations at the conclusion of the report.
 
              "I found the race to be backward, unstable, illogical and in many respects flawed," said the Durrenneglenian. "They are not capable of taking care of themselves. Without our continuing attention the planet's inhabitants would long since have destroyed themselves, and I am surprised that you maintain the protective surveillance. The people are confused, uncoordinated and overly emotional. With respect, we are wasting our time and resources. On Earth there is nothing of value."
 
              In the manner of a superior addressing an old and valued servant and near-friend whose behavior had been a minor disappointment, the llloel's reply was gently critical.
 
              "The Durrenneglen are a highly intelligent, cultured, and extremely able race but you, too, have a flaw. Did it not seem unusual to you that we sent an administrator of your elevated rank on what appeared to be little more than a sightseeing tour? The visit to Earth was intended to make you aware of this flaw. You should have realized that, in spite of the backward state of their present culture, a great many of its people have a very rare quality. They know instinctively what is right, and they insist on doing the right thing against all the dictates of logic and in spite of the pain and effort it costs them or the complete lack of reward. The faculty is still dormant, and they are as yet unable to appreciate their unique quality, but even now it is strong enough to resist the opposition and arguments of a Durrenneglen senior administrator who could not recognize this insistence on expending effort and resources without the expectation of reward, for what it is and will one day be.
 
              "They need more time. Protective surveillance will be maintained. On Earth there is something of value."
 
 
 
The End
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