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OF MEN AND DREANES-

There are those who will scornfully tell you day dreaming
is a waste of time. Pay them no heed. The man who does not
dream denies his own imagination and can look forward only
to bleak tomorrows.

There are those who will righteously tell you the dreamer
and the doer are opposites; the negative and the positive; the
drone and the worker. Reject this canard. For what laborer on
a skyscraper, a bridge, a superhighway, is not bringing some
man’s dream into visible form?

There are those who will tell you a dreaming mind is an idle
mind. Turn away from them. For every manifestation of man’s
powers on this earth budded first in wishful reverie. Edison,
Ford, Leonardo da Vinci, Abraham Lincoln, were dreamers all.

Actually, no man, woman, or child can pass through a single
wakeful day without motivating unnumbered dreams. I wiish
I had a bettter jolb. This is a day dream. I wigh I could mextt that
givll gettitwg off the bus. This is a day dream. I wigh I could
vall iy thatt bank and come out wilth enouglh momay fo pay
my bills. This is wishful thinking and such is the fabric from
which all dreams are woven.

And what is a day dream other than the vicarious wielding
of incredible powers? Incredible? Perhaps that isn't the word,
because an ancient and honored saying gives all powers a
validity : Whait mam can imagiiee, mam can do.

So perhaps the various powers you, as the reader, will wield
in this magazine are not as incredible as they may appear.

And one more thing—I'm not going to welwi¥ryou into
Drean Worlkll even if you are a new reader of our magazine.
That isn't necessary. You and I and all of us have been here all
our lives. —PWE
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HIS TOUCH
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STONE TO
FLESH
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day before yesterday for her
Bar Harbor vacation.

“Yes, Miss—uh—?" he be-
gan. His name was Ralph
Harper, he couldn’'t take his
eyes from the startling,
overall effect.

“Call me Mitzi,” the girl
said with an ingenuous smile
on her face. “F—well, Mr.
Harper, I was wondering what
in heaven's name all that
racket in here was.”

“Sculpting,” Ralph Harper
answered promptly but with
marked shyness.

“Oh?” A lilt of interest
raised Mitzi’s voice. “You're a
sculptor?” She smiled. “That
thing in your hand looks like
something a second-story man
might use.”

“It’s an adze. I guess my
banging away in there was
making too much noise. I'm
sorry. You see, usually my
wife reminds me to lay off
around eleven at night, but
since she's away—"

“Oh, how nice!”

Ralph Harper blinked twice
as he did a double-take.
“What did you say?”

“How nice—that is, how
nice that she tells you when
it’s time to lay off.”

“Oh.” Ralph smiled weakly
and felt a faint flush of color
on his cheeks. He was thirty-
one years old, had been mar-

ried for eight years, had
never been unfaithful to his
wife Beverly, whom he loved,
and had never even thought
ruttishly about another wom-
an, until now.

“What are you making?”
Mitzi asked. She had made no
move to leave the docrway.
Nor had Ralph invited her in.
Awkwardly he suggested,
“Er, want to take a loak?”

She ogled hir, then smiled.
“Showing a girl your etch-
ings, Mr. Harper? My gosh,
you're a fast worker.”

“Ha-ha,” said Ralph Harper
nervously. He followed her
into his apartment and shut
the door. She walked with a
tight control to her hipswing,
a control which Ralph Harper
found far more seductive than
the loose and fikisbby abanden
practiced by some woimen.

They entered a large living
room which had been remade
into a studio. Sculpting was
Ralph Harper’'s hobby. He
had always been very good
with his hands and had pre-
ferred something more crea-
tive than the usual basement
workshop to keep them busy
when he wasn’t at his engi-
neer’s drafting beard. The
answer was sculpting, al-
though Ralph was first to
admit he was far from a ffitst-
rate artist.

Mitzi swung around with
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an expectant smile on her
face. “Where—?" she began.

Ralph, who was lost in
thought and still a little self-
conscious over the way he was
attracted to the girl who
couldn’t have been more than
twenty-one, didn’t realize she
stopped and turned. He bump-
ed into her. Front to front.
Delightfully.

He blushed. Mitzi went on
smiling. She put her hand on
his hand. His hand tingled
and he withdrew it so sudden-
ly that Mitzi lost her balance
and fell toward him. He
caught her, and for an imstant
found himgself actually hold-
ing her in his arms. She was
wearing a subtle fragramce
she probably had paid for by
the drop. It made Ralph feel
like a satyr. She also wore a
bare-backed summery dress
with a scoop neckline, three-
ineh heels which made her as
tall as Ralph, and no stock-
ings.

Ralph backed away. “It—
it's over there,” he said. His
voice, which he usually prided
himself on, came out as a
nervous squawk. He pointed
to the unfinished statuette of
a woman fiigihting: her way out
of her girdle. Lady Wyeatiler,
he ealled it. Originally he had
thought the idea was very
funny, but somewhere along
the line it had gone sour and

he was tired of the foot-tall
statuette which, somehow, he
had not been able to imbue
with that indefinable some-
thing whieh seulptors refer to
as “life’—a quality of seem-
ing te be real.

Mitzi surveyed it with a
pensive pout on her pretty
face. “You mean, you were
making all that noise just to
carve a few more lines in—in
that thing?”

“You don’t like it?”

“Well, it's so small. Haven't
you ever thought of working
life-size?”

“The marbie,” Ralph point-
ed out, “costs a small fortune.
Also, there’s the problem of
inadequate floor support,” he
added somewhat pedantically.
“A block of life-size marble
weighs tons.”

“Umm-mm. Well, I'd think
it would be more fun.” She
grinned at him, taking his
hand. His pulse pounded when
her fimgers closed on his
wrist. "Thirsty?” she asked.
It was a warm July night,
and there wasn't a breath of
air in the apartment.

“And how,” said Ralph.

“Come on to my place, then.
I can make you a drink.”

Ralph scowled at the way
his heart leaped in his chest.
Here it was only two days
since Beverly had left the
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city, and already he had vi-
sions of himself making out
with the cute little trick in
the next apartment. Hell's
bells, he thought, you love
Beverly, don’t you? Yes, he
loved Beverly. It had nothing
to do with loving Beverly. He
was crazy about roast prime
ribs of beef, but he didn’t
throw boiled lobster out of his
plate. He was crazy about
Beverly, but he wouldm't
throw Mitzi out of his . . .
whoa, boy! he thought. She
hasn’t invited you in tihere
yet. But he grinned while
Mitzi stared at him, waiting
for his answer, She made him
feel so—so over-poweringly
masculine. He had read some-
where that all husbands were
potential philanderers; all
they needed was the oppor-
tunity. And, natunallly, he had
seen The Sewam Yemsr Ik, His
was an efgiit year iteh, and
nine If you counted the year
of courtship with Beverly
priof to thelf mariiage a long
time ., . .

“Well?" Mitzi asked, wet-
ting her lips with a pink
tongue.

Ralph opened the door with
a flowrish. “Apreezvouss,” he
said, and down the hall they
went.

After their third drink in
Mitzi’s apartment the girl
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abruptly asked, “Why dom't
you do a statue of—me?”

“You? Er, you, Miitzi?"

“Sure. Life size, of me. Why
not?”’

“I never worked life size
before.”

“Did you ever do a wom-
an?” Mitzi asked.

“No, not really.”

“What do you mean?
How’'s about Ladly Wvesstler
inside?" Mitzi smiled. They
were seated on the sofa in her
living room. Ralph’s head
was wrapped around three
martimis, and spinning. Mitzi
went on: “Surely your wife
must have modeled for it.”

“My wife!” gasped Ralph,
outraged. “Why Beverly has
the figure of an eighteen-year-
old who—"

“Cool off, Ralph, I was just
pulling your leg. And, inci-
dentally, never talk to one gal
about another gal’s figure. It
just isn’t done. The other gal
might want to prove a point
or two of her own.”

Ralph didn’'t say anything.

Mitzi slid on the sofa, re-
arranging herself comfort-
ably. Her dress hiked up a few
inches, and Ralph stared. She
had perfect legs, and even an
amateur sculptor like Ralph
knew they would be a real
challenge to his adze, his
mallet, and his chisel.

“You serious?” Ralph ask-
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ed. “About doing a life size
of youw?"

“You're darned right I'm
serious!”

“I—I was just thinking of
the possibilities. I, er, know a
place . . . nope. Too far.”

“Where is itt?"

“Forget it,” Ralph said.

“No. Tell me.”

“It's an old bungalow down
in Manhattam Beach. It has a
concrete block floor which
would hold anything.”

“That sounds perfect!”
Mitzi came closer. There was
suddenly a fourth drink in
Ralph’s hand. The supple
warmth of Mitzi's flank was
against his side. He drank.
Mitzi went around and
around, and settled, alighting
almost weightlessly, her lips
on his lips. At least he
thought so. It might have
been a ruttish daydream
brought on by too much
liquor. He thought he was re-
sponding, tentafiively, like a
husband who has outdone the
Sewsm Year Iath with an Itch
of his own.

“Well?” Mitzi whispered.
She had to disengage lips to
do it. Her face was so close,
Ralph couldn’t focus on it.

Ralph didn’t answer at
first. The liquor had drugged
him, the warm weight of
Mitzi against him was some-
thing he didn’t want to forego

because of an ill-chosen word,
and Ralph didn't know what
to say.

Mitzi urged: “I'll rent the
place. I'll pay for the marble.
All you have to do is sculpt.
Well?”

“Mitzi, I—-"

“If you have any qualms,
don’t answer right away.”

He didn’t answer right
away. She browsed on his
face. He browsed on hers, and
elsewhere. They got into a
more comfortable position on
the sofa, although still not a
dangerous one from the point
of view of compromising any-
one’s anything.

Mitzi said, “We—117"

Ralph said, “Yes, I'll de
it?” He blurted the words be-
cause in another moment they
would have gone beyond the
point of no returm and half of
him strugpglled against this be-
cause of his martiage and the
way he felt about Beverly
while the other half did be-
cause somehow, subconseclous-
ly, he sensed that Mitzi had
arranged the whole thing,
coming in to ecomplain half-
heartedly about the nolse,
then talking about his hobby,
then inviting him Ia heie, in
order to get him to do a life
size statue of her for some
reason he didn’t understand.

Mitzi looked up at him. He
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blinked. She was on the floar,
her upswept blonde hair was
messed, but she was smiling.
Apparently he had answered
her affinmatively and sat up
so suddenly that he upended
her.

He lurched to his feet and
reached down to help Mitzi to
hers. Just then the doorbell

rang.

“T wonder who that can
be?” Mitzi said wunconvine-
ingly.

She got up. As she went to
the door, Ralph looked
aiound wildly and with an un-
necessarily melodramatic in-
clination to find somewhere to
hide. After all, he told him-
self, calming down, so what
if you’re found here? An in-
nocent drink or two. Or three
or four or more. And a little
kissing—after all, eight years
with the same woman was a
long time. He'd almost forgot-
ten what it was like to make
a conquest. But, nosiree, he
hadn’t lost the old technique.
An hour, no more, and he had
the prettiest filly in the
apartment building making
bedroom eyes at him. Add the
sophistication he had now, he
thought, to his old youthful
enthusiasm, and he’d be a
twentieth century Don Juan,

But wait a minute, he
thought. If she had arranged
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all this, don’t go patting your-
self on the back.

He stood up, suddenly re-
membering to dab at the lip-
stick on his face with a
handkerchief. He scrubbed.
The handkerchief came away
red. He watched Mitzi’s mag-
nificent walk as she went to
the door. If, somehow, in his
statue, he could manage to
capture, frozen for a moment
out of time, the fluid seduc-
tivity of that walk, it would
be a mastetpizce. A work that
every sculptor dreams of.

Mitzi opened the door. A
small homely man owerdressed
for a summer night in New
York or anywhere tipped his
derby hat at her and came
into the apartment. He was
quite a nondescript fellow
pushing middle-age, except
for his eyes. He had amazing
eyes, even from across the
room. They seemed to bore
into Ralph and through him
and, somehow frighteningly,
back Into him from behind, as
if they could strip away scalp
and skull and leave his brain
naked.

“This is the—ulh—anttiistt?™
the little man with the incred-
ible eyes asked.

Ralph felt a sinking sensa-
tion. Then it had all been
planned after all.

“Is he any good?” the little
man demanded.
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“I'm no expert,” Mitzi ad-
mitted. “Middling, 1 guess.”

“Yes, to be sure. Middling.
Will he go ahead with it

“I think so."

“Splendid. Then  you'll
leave us alone now, It will
take about an hour, Miss
Hunter.”

“No,” Mitzi said. “I want
to watch, if you don't mind.”

“As you wish.”

Mitzi said: “Ralph Harper,
I'd like you to meet Mr, Qvid
Nearing.”

Ralph offered his hand,
wishing he hadn't drunk so
much. He was aware of Ovid
Nearing's rather limp hand-
shake and of the fact that
Mitzi had turmed off all the
lights in the living room ex-
cept one, something which
she hadn’'t done while they
were necking.

Ovid Nearing’s reedy voice
said: “You are now being
commissioned to do a life-
sized statue of Miss Hunter.
You umdi@rstand ?*

“Of course I understand.

But—"

“Then listen carefully.
Carefully. Yes, carefully.” All
at once, unexpectedly, the

reedy voice of Ovid Nearing
became the most soathing
sound Ralph had ever heard.
It was lulling, as a gentle surf
is lulling with the hot sun

beating down on your eyelids,
It was lulling, and then it was
suspiciously lulling—but by
then, of course, Ralph Harper
had been hypnotized. After-
wards, he wasn’t to remember
the conversation which fol-
lowed, but it went like this:

“You are an artist who
sculpts in stone, Mr. Harper?
Answer me, Please answer all
my questions. But remain in
a sleep. Remain in a very deep
sleep, please. Yes, that is
fine.”

“It’'s only a hobby,” Ralph
said.

“Yes, but you understand
an artist’s problems, Mr. Har-
per. The big challenge for an
artist, the big challenge down
the centuries for an artist
working in any medium, has
been the challenge of life, If
somehow an artist could man-
age to reproduce life in his
work, heightening It perhaps,
giving 1t significance, but re-
produelng It none the less, he
would have achieved mere
than any artist before him if
the histery of all the arts.”

“But,” came Ralph’s hyp-
notized voice, “that’s impos-
sible.”

“Impossible? Nothing is
impossible, Mr. Harper,” Ovid
Nearing assured him. “You
are to remember that when
you awaken: nothing is im-
possible. Or, the impossible is
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precisely that which the
serious artist strives for. And
yes, yes Mr. Harper, they
have come close, our greatest
artists, to reproducing life. A
painting by Rembrandt—
doesn’t it all but breathe life
with its perfect reproduction
of darkness and light? Or,
what was it the writer Hem-
ingway said—that all his life
he had tried, and failed but
only by a nartow margin, to
create 3 fifth dimension In fic-
tion writing, a dimension In
whieh fiction, somehow, would
come to life?

“I tell you, Ralph Harper,
this is not impossible! But of
course, an artist must believe
he can do it.”

Ralph said, “I'm not even a
very good scullptor.”

“Foolish man, that doesn™t
matter. If you have the in-
tent, the understanding—and,
most of all, if you bdiesee. ...”

Ovid Nearing’s voice wove
a dream, a spell, almost like
some medieval incantation,
summoning hidden depths of
understanding and faith
which Ralph never knew he
possessed. For a few minutes,
the conflict of remaining a
good husband and re-asserting
his  &ight-years-on-the-mari-
tal-tieadimill manhood was
forgotten. Ovid Nearing’s ifi-
cantation, merging metaphys-
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ics, the oldest of the sciences,
and psychology, one of the
newest, contained the follow-
ing:

“All through the ages,
Ralph Harper, man has played
with the idea of an atomic
world. Lucretius and Democri-
tus started it, thousands of
years ago. There were atoms
and void, they said. Every-
thing was atoms and void.”
Ralph didn’t know what atoms
and void had to do with mak-
ing a statue that lived, but,
being hypnotized, he listened
with interest. "Atoms and
void, Mr. Harper. The sum
total of the universe. But
what are atoms? Paiticles of
positively, negatively and
neutrally charged energy!
Electrieity—or, more aeeu-
rately, electro-magnetie vibra-
tion.

“This atomic theory was
proven in the physical sci-
ences, Mr. Harper. I dom’t
have to tell you of fission and
thermonuclear experiments.
The physical world is, as the
ancients thought, atoms and
void.

“Electromagmetic particles,
and space. And nothing more.
And what of the psychic
world, Mr. Harper? Why
shouldn’t it be the same? If
the ancients were right about
the physical world, astonish-
ingly right, Mr. Harper, why
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not the psychic world as well ?
Atoms—the partiicles of mat-
ter. Or, if you prefer, elec-
trons and protons. Photons—
the tiny energy particles of
light. Neutrons—the positive
electrons which make atomic
power possible. Neutrinos—
the neutrally charged sub-
atomic particles which some
physicists claim are the bind-
ing force of the inter-atomic
world. Ergs, Mr. Harper—dis-
creet particles of energy.
Atoms and void, Mr. Harper.
You understand? You under-
stand?

*“I now give you—the life-
ton, the ultimate living par-
ticle, the particle of life.
Solve its mysteries and you
will have solved the mysteries
of life to their deepest depth.
What is a protein, Mr. Har-
per? A complex caron-hydro-
gen molecule, that is all. And
what is life? Its a protein
molectle—with the unknown
lifeton added. Ergs for
efiergy, photons for light, life-
tons for life!

“That is what the artist has
sought down through the
ages—the lifeton. But the
trouble with all artists wmtil
yow, Mr. Harper, was that
they strove to duplicate life
in  outward  appearance,
rather than to reproduce it
intermallly and extermallly, re-
produce It In every way, S0

that what they create is as
real as life itself because it s
life—because, in short, life-
tons go into its cormposition.

“If an artist believes this,
he has the power over life. If
you believe—but of course
you will believe, since I am
hypnotizing you to do so.
Henceforth, Mr. Harper, you
have the power of the lifeton
in your filngertipss. It is not
stramge, It is the most natural
thing in the world—if you be-
lieve. For the space of the
universe is filled with sub-
atomic particles of which we
know nothing, the cosmie
rays. Harmess them as the
laws of nature harmess them
and they give solidity and
weight to matter by becoming
atomic partieles, energy to
motien by beeceming ergs, a
different form of energy to
light by beeeming phetess,
and life to the living by be-
eoming lifetens.

“They're not merely at
your fiingertigss, Mr. Harper—
they’'re at everyone's. Any
man, if he believed as you will
believe, could create life—
provided he had the ability to
make a roughly lifelike object
into which the lifetons could
flow. Then, the lifetons will do
the rest. You understand?
You are a tramsmittet, Ralph
Haiper. A transtitter—or, If
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you prefer, a transformer.
Cosmic rays to lifetons. Stone
—to life! You can do it. You
will do it!™

There was a pause. Ovid
Nearing glanced at Mitzi,
whose face was covered with
a patinia of sweat. She smiled
at him shyly. He said,
“Awaken, Ralph  Harper.
Awaken and remember noth-
ing of what 1 have told you
about the lifetons. But
awaken with their pewer if
your fingertips. Now, very
well, you are awake!”

Ralph yawned, opening his
eyes. “I guess I kind of conk-
ed out on you,” he said
apologetically. “Liquor . . .
hot night , . . you know. For-
give me, Mr. Nearing. Did
you want to tell me some-
thing?”

Ovid Nearing and Mitzi ex-
changed glances. “It can
wait,” Nearing said. “I ander-
stand, though, that you are
going to do a statue of this
gifl, starting tomorrow.”

“Well, I didn’t say I'd ac-
tually . . .”

“Didn’'t youw?”

Why not? Ralph found
himself thinking. Heck, yes,
why shouldn’t he do it? He
stole a glance at Mitzi. She
smiled at him. He could taste
her lipstick on his lips. He
hardly thought of Beverly at
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all. He didn’t remember think-
ing that his meeting with
Mitzi had been arramged. He
thought of it all as having
happened becatise he was still
an A-1 operator, despite eigit
years of domestieity. He felt
like pounding his ehest and
struttiing. He was an operator,
all right. An eperater, in a
seulptor's studio, with a
gorgeous gir , . .

“Sure,” Ralph said. “Sure, 1
did.” He gave Mitzi the ad-
dress of the Manhattan Beach
house with the concrete slab
floor. He told her where the
marble could be obtained.
And he added:

“Er, how would you like te
pose?”

Mitzi looked at Mr. Near-
ing, who shrugged almost
imperceptibly.

Mitzi said, laughing, “You
tell me, you're the doctor.”

Ralph felt a hot flush in his
throat and cheeks. He blurt-
ed, “Well, I never did a life
study of a waman.”

“You mean, in
uh_"

“Of course, if you domt—"

“No, I didn't say that,
Ralph, I'll pose however you
wish, Tomorrow, then? Man-
hattan Beach? I can get a
week off from work, if*you
can.”

A week off, Ralph thought.
Beverly had practically beg-
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ged him to take some time off,
at least a week, and join her
up at the Harbor. He'd been
too busy, though. That’s what
he'd said. He looked at Mitzi.
She was the most attractive
girl he had ever known. She
stirred him even more than
Beverly had during their
courtship. She was the em-
bodiment of the wild oat he
had never sowed. He said:

“Yes, I can take a week off.
I'll meet you out at Mamhat-
tan Beach tomorrow morn-
ing.”

He practiically ran from the
apartment before he could
change his mind.

“Well, what do you think,
Ovid?” Mitzi asked Mr. Near-
ing after Ralph had gone.

“It will work.”

“It sounds so—fantastic.”

“You have nothing to lose,
my dear.”

“That’s true. You said I get
a thousand for posing for him
—and twenty-five thousand
if it works. If the statue—
comes to life. Is that cor-
rect?”

“You’re very businesslike,”
Ovid Nearing said in a disap-
pointed voice.

“What did you expect,
Ovid? I know how you feel
about me. I just can’t respond
to you. You know that. So if
you really think this strange

lifeton idea of yours ean turn
a statue of me into a living
creature . . .”

“Into a replica of you, my
dear!”

“All right. Into a replica of
me then. But I can’t believe
you really gave Ralph Harper
this power.”

“I didn’t give him any-
thimg, don’t you wunderstand
that ? It was latent in him. It
is latent in all artists, all
painters, writers, musicians,
sculptors. Its why they’re able
to create art at all. Its the
ability to create life, incom-
pletely realized, latent within
themn. But if, subconsciously,
they have faith that this
latent force they possess can
be realized completely. . .

Mitzi didn’t answer. She
poured herself a drink. She
hadn't drunk with Ralph be-
cause she’d wanted to remain
sober and alert. Now she
needed the drink. Her identi-
cal twin—carved from hard
cold martble, and brought to
life? It didn’t seem possible
—and yet, and yet . . .

Ovid Nearing was a mod-
erately famous scientist, a
physical chemist at New York
University. He was a sober,
prosaic man. He was 30 sober
and prosaic, in fact, that his
courtship bored her. They had
met at a party and for Ovid
Nearing it had been love at
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firstt sight. Not only did he
bore her, he didn’t have
enough money. Then he had
talked to her about this life-
ton scheme and she had
thought immediately, why
not? I have nothing to lose, 1
make a thousand dollars if
he’s wrong and twenty-five
thousand if he’s right. Of
course, having an identical
twin who's bora full grown at
the age of twenty-one is liable
to be a complicated thing,
but . ..

But there was a lot of
money in it for her, and Ovid
Nearing would get out of her
hair.

“Good night,” he said. He
didn’t drink with her. He
never drank. She closed the
door behind him and got un-
dressed for bed, thinking of
Ralph Harper, who, at this
moment, possibly had the
power of life in his fifigeettips.

Ralph, in his apartment
next door, scowled at Lady
Whresitéer. She wasn't really a
wrestler, of course. She was
a twelve inches high stat-
uette, almost completed, of a
plump and even somewhat
frowzy woman wearing noth-
ing but a girdle into which
she was trying to wriggle her
ample buttocks without too
much success.

Ralph grinmed. It
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was

about the best thing he’d ever
done, and he thought it was
pretty funny. Beverly had
told him, watching him at
work a couple of days ago, be-
fore she left for Bar Harbar:
“If you tell anyone you've
modeled that from life, and 1
was the model, I'll get a di-
vorce.” Natumally, she didn't
mean it, he hadn’t modeled it
from life, and if he'd had, Bev
certainly wouldn’t have been
the model, since Bev had a
trim girlish figure which
would draw whistles on the
street even if it wasn’t in the
same class with Mitzi Hunt-
er’s incredible curves.

“Hey, PWivesdller,”
Ralph said, satisfied with
himself and his work and try-
ing to take his mind off the
Beverly-Mitzi conflict, *“you're
just about a fimished product,
you know it? Just a little
polishing over here . ..”

He touched Ladly Wires-
tler'ss small, upthrust hip
where it was thrust out an-
gularly above the top of the
too-tight girdle.

He stepped back, startled.

He had felt something
vaguely like a mild electric
shock tingle through his fin-
gertips. Static electricity, he
thought. He reached out ex-
perimentzlly to touch Lady
Wrestléer again.

But he couldn’t because at
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that. moment she jumped awk-
wardly off her small pedestal
and alighted, almost falling
over, on the tabletop.

Ralph's eyes bulged. The
first thing he thought of was
the DT's. But you don't get
DT’s from a few drinks. You
get them from years of over-
drinking and a consequen-
tially inadequate diet. He
blinked. Ladly Wrestiéer was
still there on the tabletop. He
had carved her from pink
Tennessee marble. She was
flesh colored, with a slight
sunburn. She was only a foot
high, but otherwise a very
realistically formed woman
of forty or so with a club-
womanish face and a hairdo
whieh looked as If it stood for
the better part of somebody’s
forty-hour work week.

She stared up at Ralph an-
grily. He had made her star-
ing down, with the same an-
gry look, at her too tight
girdle. She said in a shrill,
piping voice:

“If you had to make me
wearing the darmmed thing, at
least you could have made me
one that fitt!”

She struggled with the
girdle. It wouldn't go on.
There was a napkin on the
table. She cloaked herself
with it, while Ralph watched,
open-mouthed. There was a
considerable  amount  of

writhing. The napkin swirled.
Off came the girdle. Ladly
Wiestléer smiled in relief, still
cloaking her miniature nudity
with the linen napkin.

“That's much better,” she
said.

Ralph managed a croak
which might have been,
“Who ... are ... you?"

It probably was, and Ledy
Wrestiéer probably under-
stood, because the series of
croaks brought a giggle and
the answer: “Why, you made
me. You called me Lady
Wresttéer, but that isn’t my
name. That's just a joke, as
you know. My name is
Matilda - Jame - Marie -
Gertrude - Phyllis - Harriet «
Abby.”

“I beg your pardom?”

“Those were the names of
the women who formed the
composite you unconsciously
carved me to look like. Ma-
tilda jerks sodas at the
luncheonette near your office,
Jane is the girl at the pants
pressers, Marie is a receptlon-
Ist at your dentist's of-
fice. . . .”

"0.K. Don’t tell me  the
rest of it, just tell me how
you kmoww all that, and how
you—well—how you Aep-
pemad/, when of course you
couldn’t possibly happen.”

“Oh, couldn’'t I?” Matilda-
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J%me - Marie - Gertrude -
Phyllis - Harriet - Abby
shrillled up at him. “A fat lot
you artists know. You creat-
ed me. With lifetons and all.
So here I am. You can believe
your own eyes, can’t yow?”

Instead of answering that
—since an answer seemed to
lead toward the brink
of madness—Ralph asked:
*What am I going to do with
you?”

“You could,” Matilda-Jane
Ete. suggested with a sniff,
“exhibit me. Were I life size,
you might have difficultty con-
vincing people you'd sculpted
me from pink Tennessee
marblle, but I'm only twelve
inches tall. They'll have to be-
lleve you.”

“Yes,” said Ralph.

“But I don’t want to be ex-
hibited!”

“No,” said Ralph.

“You made me practically
naked,” Matilda-Jane said ac-
cusingly. “The first thing you
ought to do is sew me some
clothing. Can you sew?”

Ralph said he could not.
Matilda-Jame settled for a
second napkin. An artful use
of both of them gave her a
presentable white - on - white
eape and skirt.

Matilda-Jane perched her
plump fiigure on the edge of
the table. “All right,” she

said, pouting. “You made
me. Now make me happy. I
want a friend. Man or wom-
an, I don’t care. Just so it's
my size.”

Ralph, in a daze, found a
chunk of Tennessee marble in
his storerwom. It was consid-
erably smaller than Matilda-
Jame, but it would have to do.
Ralph worked feverishly. His
hands flew. The adze cut deep-
ly into the small chunk of
maitble, the hammer and
chisel did their work more
dellcately, the polishing
stones more delicately still.

Matilda-Jame oo’d and ah'd
all night long. Ralph didn’t
think about her. He couldn’t
think about her, not yet. That
was why he worked so hard
on the second statuette. It was
a little boy, eight inches high
and ten years old. It was &
pretty good job, considering
Ralph’s haste.

When dawn was brighten-
ing the windows, he was fin-
ished. He had carved the
little boy in an appropriate
summer costume, shorts and
a T-shirt, shoes and socks.
The boy was smiling.

“Touch him,” Matilda-Jane
said, her face rapt.

“Touch him?”

“Yeah, just touch him.”

Ralph was exhausted, men-
tally as well as physically. He
touched a fiingertip to the
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boy-statuette. He felt the
now-familiar tingling. The
tiny boy stretched and stood
up.
“Sonny!” cried Matilda-
Jame.

They ran to each other, and
embraced.

Life, Ralph Harper was
thinking. I touch stone, and
it comes to life. Me, Ralph

Harper.

He took a drink. He felt
numb now, a numbness in his
entire being. The drink did
nothing for him.

I touch stone, he thought.
And it comes to life.

Power. Power over life.

Power such as no man had
ever had in the history of the
world. Why? Why me? he
wondered.

He thought of.the greatest
statues of the greatest
sculptors in the history of
that art-form, and wondered
what they would have to say,
what wonderful secrets they
could tell, if they came alive.
About Michelangelo, of Phi-
dias .....

He thought of Mitzi Hunt-
er, of whom he was going to
do a life size nude.

Which, as far as he knew,
he had the power to bring to
life merely by touching her
with his fifipgettips.

He took another drink. He

shuddered, suddenly cold de-
spite the warmth of the
night.

It was the most incredible
gift a man could receive, al-
though he had apparently
plucked it out of thin air. In-
credible, yes. Wonderful, yes.
But he wished Bev was there
with him. He wished he could
confide in her, ask her advice.
He could turnh stone to fllesh.
He was afraid.

Utterly exhausted, he fell
asleep, dressed, in his chair.

When he awoke several
hours later, the door was
slightly ajar.

He looked all over the
apartment for Matildia-Jane
and Sonny. He called them,
feeling a little foolish. Either
he imagined the whole thing,
or they had gone.

Because he couldn’t find
them anywhere.

When Ralph got to the
bungallow in  Mamhattan
Beach late the next after-
noon, Mitzi was waiting for
him.

“Well,” she said, “I almost
thought you weren’t going to
show up.”

Ralph looked around. In
the center of the unfurnished
living room was a block of
blushing pink  Tennessee
marible. About ten feet away
was a small model’s platform.
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Mitzi had also installed a
screen for modesty’s sake.
And light streamed into the
room from a hole in the ceil-
ing.

“Tell me what happened up
there?” Ralph asked.

“Oh, that. It's going to be
a skylight, but they haven't
put it in yet. It will be put in
tonight, so it won't interfere
with our work. Meanwhile,
this being a nice sunny day
in mid-July, even though it's
kind of late in the aftermoon,
can we get started ? After all,
1 only have a week.”

Ralph only had a week, too.
Mr. Jamisom, his foreman at
the engineering division of
the plant, had been surprised
when he asked for the week
off during the height of the
emergency over the govern-
ment eontract. But in the end,
Ralph—who hadn’t taken a
vaeation in almost two years
—had won his point.

All of this seemed unreal,
because Ralph couldn't get his
mind off Matilda-Jane and
Sonny. He couldn't simply
have imagined them, yet they
had apparently disappeared
without a trace. . . .

He heard Mitzi's laughter,
and her voice: “What are you
staring off into space for?"

Ralph shook his head to
clear it. He had brought his
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adze, mallet and chisel in a
small leather bag, and now
unpacked them. He was one
of those amateur sculptors
who preferred working di-
rectly on stone rather than
from preliminary sketches.

“I won't be a minute!”
Mitzi said, tripping behind
the screen. She was wearing
Bermuda shorts and a crew-
necked blouse, both of whieh
she filled to perfection. Her
voice floated out from behind
the screen: “You still want
to do a life study, don't
you?”

Pulses began to throb in
Ralph's temples. When the
cat’s away, he thought, then
groaned, wondering what
Beverly would say if she
could see him now. On the
other hand, eight years awas
eight years, and besides—the
thought came to him sudden-
ly—how did he know what
Bev was doing up at Bar Har-
bor? Sure, he went 6n with
the idea, ratiomalizing, there
were plenty of bachelefs, and
mariied fen tee, oA the
fake at a resert like Bar
Harbor. Se hew did he knew
that Bev wasn't in the pree:
ess of, well, &xperimenting,
in the same way that he was?
Hew did he khow that wasn't
the reason she'd flewn up 8
Bar Harber in the fiFst place?
Bev had all the expeeted fe-
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male impulses, just as he had
all the expected male ones.

Bermuda shorts came filwat-
ing over the top of the screen,
to land on the floor inches
from the crew-necked blouse.
There was a pause—and a
giggle.

Ralph looked up at the
hole in the ceiling. They had
perhaps two hours of really
good light left. He looked at
the screen. Mitzi was mo-
tionless behind it now.

Mitzi called,
again: “That’s all.”

“All? All what?”

In a disappointed voice: “I
thought you'd be surprised,
Ralph. That’s all. All I'm
wearing.”

Two items of clothing. The
shorts and the blouse. “But
—" Ralph began.

“Well, it is summer, isn't
it?” Another giggle.

Ralph, his heart hammer-
ing, took his position in
front of the block of Tennes-
see marble. He waited. A
slow flush crept up his neck
and over his face. And then
he heard the pad-pad-pad of
Mitzl’'s bare feet, and really
began to blush.

He squeezed his eyelids
shut. Silence stretched out.
Then Mitzi, in a coy voice,
called: “Ralph, I'm ready. I'm
ready, Ralph.”

giggling

The glue of modesty clung
to his eyelids. He wasn’t even
thinking about his wild abil-
ity to turn stone to flesh, if it
really existed and hadn't all
been a dream. He was only
thinking that Mitzi Hunter,
the most beautiful girl he had
ever seen, with the lushest,
most perfect figure, was
standing about ten feet away
from him, with a lot of air
and a shaft of sunlight for
clething.

He opened his eyes, rivet-
ing them to the pink Tennes-
see maible. He hefted his
adze and began to chip away
at the block. The fitskes filew,
He worked rapidly.

“But how do you want me
to standP?’ Mitzi asked.

The artist in Ralph remem-
bered her perfect feminine
walk. If he could capture her
walk, he could capture the
essence of her. He might not
be a great sculptor, ibut he
knew that mtieh.

“Take a single long stride,”
he said, “and hold it,”

“Like this, Ralph?” ,,

He had to answer her, of
course. In order to answer, he
had to look. It wasn't that
he didn’'t want to see Mitzl
posing for a life study. He
could think of few things he
would want to see more. It
was just that he feared his
own reaction and definitely
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did not want to make a fool
of himself.

He turmed his head slowly.
He looked.

Mitzi was an incredible
white and pink and tan
dream. Ralph sighed. He

dropped the adze and stooped
for’it. He began to chip away
at the marble. His hands
weren’t steady. He lit a ciga-
rette. Mitzi stood there in the
act of walking, one long, per-
fectly formed leg oufi-thrust,
emphasizing the curve of hip
and the long line of thigh; the
opposite arm swinging for-
ward, the same arm swinging
back and bringing the beau-
tiful breast into prominence;
the pelvis and hips curving in
the act of walking; the love-
ly head high, with a Mena
Lisa smile enigmatic but se-
eure in its own beauty.

Ralph took a deep breath.
His hands steadied as the
artist in him took over. With
the adze he began to chip the
oblong block of manble, which
stood on one of its small ends,
into the rough semblance of
a walking figure from the
navel up. He liked working
like that, concemtrating first
en one half of a study and
leaving the other half in its
matkix until he was ready to
bring it forth. It gave him,
gofmehew, a feeling of powser.
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After a while Mitzi com-
plained, “Hey, how's about a
ten-minute break, Gemneral?
This modeling is something
new to me. A gal can get
tired.”

Ralph mumbled an apology
and put his adze down. “Shall
I get your robe?” he asked,
walking toward the screen to
get it for her.

“Robe? What robe? Was 1
supposed—"

“Never mind,” Ralph said.
He went behind the screen
and squatted on the floor
there, Indian fashion, thus
guaramteeing Mitzi's modesty,
as much as you can guarantee
the modesty of a gorgeous
girl posing for a life study
about ten feet from you.

He heard the padding of
feet. He started to stand up,
reddening. Mitzi appeared.
She placed her hand on his
shoulder and thrust him back
down. “All I want is a ciga-
rette,” she said. He gave her
one. She had to steady his
hand to light it. She inhaled
and blew a plume of smoke
in his direction.

“You know,"”
“you're cute.”

He swallowed the lump in
his throat. She was sitting on
her hams right alongside of
him. He could have reached
out and touched her. The
worst part of it—or maybe
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the best part of it—was that
he wanted to.

Just then he heard foot-
steps. Someone had come into
the unlocked bungalow.

“Hey! Anybody home?” a
voice called.

“We're back here,” Ralph
answered automatiicallly, then
sprinted out from behind the
screen to retrieve Mitzi's
blouse and Bermuda shorts.
Just as he picked them up, a
man of about thiry~five came
into the unfurmished room.
He had tousled, thinning
hair, long limbs, and a cynical
smile on his face. Another
man, short and plump, came
in behind him. Ralph froze
with the Bermuda shorts and
erew-necked blouse clutched
te his cheat. The second man,
the plump one, was earrying
a press camera. There was a
flash of light whieh indieated
he had used it.

Ralph blinked. Two tiny
creatukes came into the room
behind the pair of men who,
obviously, were a reporter-
photographer team.

“You Ralph Harper?” the
reporter asked unnecessarily.

The tiny creatures were
Matilda-Jane and Sonny.

“Pamming’s the name,” the
cynical-smiling reporter said.
“I was out covering a story
at dawn, and I almost ran
your two—uh—friends here

down. They said you made
them. I'm from Missouri, bus-
ter. Well?”

Matilda-Jane piped: “We
started to cross the street. We
had no idea how big it would
be, how long a walk for folks
our size. Especially Sonny,
he's only ten.”

“You never should have
left the apartment,” Ralph
admonished her. “You never
should have taken little
Sonny and—"

He stopped talking. His
mouth fell open. Mitzi, still
wearing air and sunshine,
came out from behind the
screen. She was staring rapt-
ly at Matilda-Jame. “Why
that . . . that's Ladly Wires-
thenl?” she gasped. "Only yes-
terday she was a hunk ef
lifeless stone. You did it! Yeu
did it!” And she ran te Ralph,
flingiiigy her bare arms areund
him and hef bare other things
against him, and kissed him
soundly en the lips. After all
it meant twenty-five thousand
dollars to hef.

The plump phaotogirapher’s
strobe unit brightemed the
room as he took a picture of
their- clinch. Ralph broke
away. “Hey, give me that
camera,” he said, trying to
say it ominously."

But Panning slipped quick-
ly between him and the pho-
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tographer. “Just a minute,
bucko,” he said.

Mitzi took the Bermuda
shorts and blouse from Ralph,
and ducked behind the screen
with them. In a moment she
reappeated, clothed. She
headed for the door. “Let me
out of here,” she said. “Me
for a telephome!”

Panning barred her way.
“Sister,” he said, “this is our
story. An exclusive, you get
it?” He turmed to Ralph. “You
and Lady Godiva here aren’t
mattied, are you?”

“Why, er, no.”

“I didn’t figure you were,
0.K., folks. We've got this
picture of you. It's our guar-
antee that the story stays
ours. Otherwise .

“You can't prlnt that pic-
ture!” Ralph cried out.

Panning made a depreca-
tory gesture. “Who wants
to?” he said. “Unless you
don't play ball. If you dom't
play ball, that's different.”

Ralph groamed, “What do
you want us to do?”

“Hey, Pete,” Panning said.
“Get a pic of him with the
little ones, huh?”

Pete took his picture,
which showed Matilda-Jane
and Sonny comfortably nes-
tled in the crook of Ralph's
right aim. Then Panning
said:
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“According to the pint-
sized dame, you made them
out of—well, she says, mar-
ble. That right?”

Ralph admitted it.

“Then you touched them,”
Panning said, “according to
her story, and they came to
life.”

“Yes, I know,” Ralph said.
“That’s precisely how I did
it.”

Panning beamed. “And you
can do it to anything? Any-
thing at all?”

Ralph shook his head.
“No, I don’t think so. I think
—well, I have a hunch I'm
limited to stone statwes. In
fact I'm sure of it.”

“Some limit,” Panning
scoffed while Pete nodded.
“The world is full of stone
statuwes.” He beamed on
Ralph. He beamed on Mitzi,
and on Matilda-Jane and
Sonny. He said, “Folks, you
got yourselves a press-agent.
You got yourself two of
them.”

“Yessir,” said Pete.

“We'll make you the most
famous world-celebrity since
Winston Churchill retired,”
Panning vowed. “We'll put
your picture on every . . .
say, what's this? New statue,
huh—and a big one?”

“It’'s going to be a life
study of me,” Mitzi said.

Panning leered. *“That
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right? I got to hand it to you,
Harper.”

“I told you he could do it,"
Matilda-Jane said.

Ralph said, “I don't want
a press-agent. I don't want
any publicity because, frank-
ly, I don't know yet what to
do with this stramge power.”

“Don’t know!”  wailed
Mitzi, forgetting herself.
4Pl tell you what you’re go-
ing to do. You’re going to
nake that statue of me, and
make it come to life, so Ovid
Nearing gives me twenty-five
thousand dollars, that’s what
you're going to do.”

But Ralph hardly heard
her, and Panning ocertainly
was preoccupied. He was mus-
ing: “Don’t you see, Ralph
boy? As fast as stone-makers
ean turn ’em out, you'll bring
the statues to life. They won’t
be human in the eyes of the
law, even if they look human.
But If these two pint-sized
folks here — no offense,
ma’am and sonny—are a sam-
ple, they’ll not only look
human but be able to perform
any human funetion.”

As if to prove it, Iittle
Sonny said, “Maw, I'm hun-
gw.ll

“Human—but not human,”
Panning went on. “People
could buy ’em and own ’em
and make ’em do all the work,
or perform, or . . . well, you

get the idea. All Pete and me
want is, let’s say, fiffty per-
cent.”

“Let’s say,” Mitzi told him
icily, “ten percent.”

Ralph didn’t say anything.
He went into the kitchen and
found a jar of jam in the re-
frigerator. He sniffed it. It
smelled all right. He covered
the tip of the spoon with jam
and brought 1t back to
Sonny. After all, sinee he had
created thern, he felt that
Sonny and Matilda-Jane were
his responsibility. Senfy tast-
ed the jam by getting a fist-
full off the tip of the speen.
He liked it, and began to eat.

“Well, maybe fiiffteen per-
cent,” Mitzi was saying, “but
not a penny more.”

Panning and Pete went
into a huddle. “Listen,” Ralph
told Mitzi, “I haven’t said I'd
agree to anything.”

“But don’t you see, Ralph,
honey,” Mitzi pleaded, plac-
ing her arms around his neck,
“Mr. Panning is right. Say
the word, and you'll become
the richest, most impertant
man in the world. Panning
and his friend deserve, oh,
say fiifteen percent anyway,
for giving you the right kind
of publieity. Then Ovid Near-
ing deserves another flffieen
percent, because it was Hhis
theery that made all this pes-
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sible. That leaves—Ilet me see
—seventy percent for us.”

“Us? You mean, you and
i

“Of course that’s what 1
mean, Ralph honey. If you
want, it will be a purely busi-
ness proposition. On the other
hand, if you'd rather . . .”

Panning interrmpted her
with: “Hey, where does she
figure in for half of seventy
percent? Nobody needs her at
all. That's why I say, Mr.
Harper, fifty percent for you
and fifty for me and Pete
here ... .”

“Over my,” shouted Mitzi,

“dead bodiy!"

Ralph put his hands to his
head and groaned.

Mitzi and Panning began
to shout at one another. In
her shrill piping, little Ma-
tilda-Jane told still smaller
Sonny that he’d had enough
to eat. Outside somewhefe, a
fire engine, siren shrieking,
was rushing to a fire. And
plump Pete, awaiting the out-
comme of the argument, took a
pint bottle from his hip
pocket, uneorked It, and took
a leng drink.

“Hey, lay off that stuff,”
=Panning warmed. “We got
business to transact.”

Matilda-Jane was  still
shrilling at Sonny. The fire
engine sped by outside. Pan-
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ning and Mitzi began shout-
ing again. Ralph cupped his
hands over his ears and ran.

He didn't stop until he had
driven all the way home.

Pete the photographer was
responsible for what hap-
pened next, but Ralph didn’t
know that. When Panning
and Mitzi couldn’t reach any
mutually satisfactory agree-
ment but settled for comntinu-
ing the disecussion over
dinner, Pete retutmed to his
bachelor apartment and fin-
ished the pint bottle by him-
self. An all-consuming curios-
ity possessed him afterwards,
as it always did when Pete
had had a few teo many, 86
he teek his Graphie and the
undeveloped plates dewn to
the Swir building, where he
developed the plates. In the
graphie ease he aleo had Pan-
fing's Rastily seribbled netes
for a stery’-ipRs joted
dewn before Panming had de-
gided there was a fertune in
Ralph Haiper and his wild
talent.

There were four plates.
The first showed Matilda-
Jame and Sonny standing
with the left front wheel of
Panning’s car towering over
them as a backdrop. The sec-
ond showed Ralph, clutching
Mitzi’'s blouse and Bermuda
shorts to his chest and look-
Ing bewildered. The third
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showed Ralph holding Matil-
da-Jane and Sonny on his
arm. The fourth showed
Ralph and Mitzi, the latter
wearing only Ralph's arms,
¢linching.

Pete stared at the pictures.
They were fine shots. Pete
was a fine photographer. No-
body knew how fine, he
thought. Nobody really ap-
preciated him. For example,
did that luseious babe go to
dinner with him? Ste did not,
she went with Panming, and
galy because Panning had
the gift of gab. Well, wasn't
gfie pieture werth a thousand
werds? Isa't that what the
philesephers had said?

He'd show them. He didm’t
have one picture. He had fiour
of them. And also, he had
Panning's notes which could
be turmed over to a clever re-
write man and which, along
with the little Pete had to
add, would make one heck of
a fine story.

Pete looked at the plates
again. They were dry now.
He thought, self-pity engulf-
ing him, that Panning’s plan
wouldn’'t have worked any-
way. He again studied the
plates. They were great. They
might even get him a fiifty-
buck bonus. Fifty buecks in
the hand is worth—how many
milllons on the bush? He
leered drumkemly. It wouldn’t

have worked out. Not for him
at any rate. He was just too
unlucky.

He called a rewrite man,
who was skeptical at ffost.
But then Pete showed him the
pictures. If nothing else could
convince him the pictures did.

The next morning, Ralph
awoke with a headache. He
had taken the phone off the
hook before he retired be-
cause he didn't want Panning
or Mitzi to bother him. He
left it off the hook, showered,
shaved, and dressed.

There were several small
blocks of marible in the apart-
ment, and Ralph was tempted
to sculpt something—any-
thing—and try his magic
power again. But the more he
thought of It, the less he
llked the ldea. Matildw-Jane
and Sonny were already run-
ning around on the loose,
Panning was tiying to e€arve
him up inte fimaneiall sectiens,
and  pgorgeous  Mitzi—the
hardest part of all to resist
—would eheerfully enter an
illjeit liasen with him te at-
tain her ewn ends.

Thinking all this over,
Ralph sat down to a break-
fast of toast and coffee. He
had already decided to call
Mr. Jamison and say he was
going back to the plant to
work. He didn’t want a%
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more of Mitzi and the rest of
it.

Or did he?

Wasn’t he washing his
hands of all of it primariilly be-
cause he couldn’'t trust him-
self?

He frowmed, and bit into
cold toast.

And the doorbell rang.

Ralph went to the door
warily. He didn’t know whom
to expect, or why. “Yes?” he
asked.

“Mr. Harper? Mr. Ralph
Harper?”

Ralph admitted that much.

“My name is Onager, sir,”
the muffled voice came
through the door. “I am the
director of the New York
Museum of Non-Objective
Art. May 1 come in?”

Ralph opened the door re-
luctantly. Onager was a port-
ly gentleman with a pince
nez and an utterly bald dome
of a head. He took Ralph’s
arm and said in a comspira-
torial voice: "Quick, my
young friend! We have to get
out of here before the others
éome.”

“Huh? Which otthers?”

“Haven't you seen the
Mormihgg Star;, young man?
The world—yes, the whole
word—uwill be beating a path
to your doorstep. But it isn’t
the whole world I'm worrying
about: it's those phonies from
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the Museum of Classical Art
who claim that modern, non-
objective art is inferior to
their own decadent art-form.
Natunsdlly, we real artists
know better, don’'t we?”

“Well,” admitted Ralph
while Onager groamed his
despair, “to tell you the
truth, I never really did un-
derstand non-objective art.”

Onager rushed him down-
stairs and into a car.

“There he is!” someone
shouted.

“There goes Ralph Har-
per!”

“Hey, wait for us!”

“Mr. Harper, will you en-
dorse . . .”

“I have here in my hand
for you to sign ....”

“He's getting away!”

With a lurch, and with a
sweating Onager behind the
wheel and a dazed Ralph
alongside him, the car sped
away.

That morning, the Board
of Directors of the Museum
of Non-Objective Art had de-
cided not to open their estab-
lishment to the public. In-
stead, they were waiting
tensely for Director Omnager
to artive with Ralph Harper.
When he did so, Onager look-
ing triuraphant and Harper
looking bewildered, they all
eommenced talking at once.
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Ralph only shook his head.
They went right on talking.
Ralph was vaguely aware of
peing in a dim hall with
monstrous, nightmare - ish
shapes of non-objective sculp-
ture all around him.

“Silence!” Onager roared.
He had a voice like a bull's.
The Board of Director's shut
up to a man.

Onager said: “I’ll put it to
you simply, Mr, Harper. The
Board of Directors of the
Museum of Classical Art
have, collectively and indi-
vidually, always looked down
thelr noses at us. This hurt,
1 can assure you, especially
gince the public, unable to
comprehend non - objective
art, has tended to patronize
the Classical Art Museum in
a ratio of eleven to one as
agalnst the Museum of Non-
Objective Art, in which you
now stand. You understand?”

Ralph nodded. The rest of
the Board began to mutter,
but Onager boomed for si-
lence and carmifimued:

“The public's big gripe
against our form of art, my
dear sir, is that it is not true
to life. Our contention, of
course, is that subjective
truth, the inner truth seen by
the unconscious mind or, if
you will, the pre-conscious, is
every bit as important as, if

not more important than, the
merely objective truth avail-
able in every box camera
photograph.” Onager rubbed
one of his rather large ears,
and went om:

“Now, if non-objective art
were not in its own way as
true-to-life as objective art,
then your strange power
would not be able to bring it
to actual life, correct?”

“Yes, I think so. But,”
gasped Ralph, "how did you
know about my wild talemt?”

“The Mowmingy Stair,” Ona-
ger said. “It's in the
Starr, with wonderful phote-
graphs.”  Onager leered.
“Your girl friend Is quite a
piece of . . .”

“She'’s not my girl friend!”

“Well, anyway, my dear
sir, what we want you to do,
here, today, in this museum,
right now, is to bring to life
a piece of non-objective sculp-
ture, specifically, the statue
awardied first prize in our re-
cent nationwide comntest.
You'll do it?”

Ralph didn’t answer. They
waited breathlessly.

Then Onager said: “If
you do, and if you are sue-
cessful, we will mail you a
check for five thousand dol-
lars.”

Ralph did not particularly
want to bring another statue
to life. It seemed a wonderful
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talent, but it had brought him
nothing but trouble so far, On
the other hamd, he thought
dismally, with pictures of
himself and Mitzi in the
Meuniiwg Starr, which he knew
was mailed to Beverly up in
Bar Harbor, he would need
every penny of that five
thousand dollars for a series
of gifts to appease Beverly's
fury, If appeasing it were
possible. So, while the Board
of Directors, to a man, shout-
ed bravo! as if Ralph had just
brought down the curtain
with an aria, if Ralph could
have sung an aria, which ob-
vieusly, he could not have,
Ralph nedded his head and
said he weuld do what they
wished.

A member of the Board
went to a wall switch and
flooded the museum with
light. Ralph found himself
standing in a statue gallery
which contained about a
dozen incredible specimens
of non-objective sculpture.
There were flying things and
sailing things and Jleaning
things and falling things. All
of them were enormous and
none of them made any sense
to him. Some of them, even,
were oddly frightening, but
perhaps that was because he
knew he was about to attempt
bringing one of them to life.
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Onager took his arm and
steered him toward one of
the statuwes. It was one of the
smaller figures in the room, a
mere seven feet tall. It seem-
ed to be carved of some
speckled metallic rock. It had
a placard hung from what
apparently was its neck, and
the placard saidl:

FIRST PRIZE, 1957 NON-
OBJECTIVE SHOW
YOUNG LOVE, FEMALE—
sculptter by
JEREMIAH H. BEAM, BRONX,
NEW YORK

Younty Lo, Femalte looked
like a hatrack with a knob of
a head, four groping arms, a
scrawny neck, a single elon-
gated and frozenly-undulating
toiso-leg, and, of course, ne
clothing—except for a single
blaeck leathet man’s glove that
clung to one of the groping
arms.

“Isn't she magnificent?”
Onager rhapsodized.

The .other Board members
agreed, clustering around all
raving about Young Lowe.

Ralph looked up dubiously
at Youny Love on her pedes-
tal. If he was right about his
stramge power, it would only
work on something which
was life-like. But was Yeung

Louwe life-like? He didn’t
know. Subjectively, as Ona-
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ger claimed, perhaps she was.
And if she was . . .

“Don't you—ah—have to
make passes at it or passes in
air in front of it or some-
thing?” one of the Beard
members asked.

Ralph shook his head.
Awe-struck, they watched
him. A feeling of tremendous
power, of unique power, pos-
sessed him, He, Ralph Har-
per, was going to bring stone
to life, turn hard stone to
soft, yielding flesh. A few
minutes ago he had never
wanted to use his power
again, but that was ridicu-
lous. Of course he would use
it. Of course—

He approached Young
Love.

Reaching up, he could bare-
ly touch the tip of her single
leg-torso on the high pedes-
tal.

His fiigertips, tapping the
powers of the universe, tin-
gled.

“He—he's glowing like a
neon sign!” one of the Board
cried.

“So’s the statue!™

“Yes, yes . . .”

“Look! It
moves!”

Ralph stepped back.

moves, it

Youny Lowe came stiffly off
her pedestal. Warily, the
Board of Directors backed
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away from the huge, towering
figure. So did Ralph. But he
couldn’t get his eyes off the
statue. Stone, hard stone.
Non-objective. A  hatrack
wearing a man’s glove. And
he had brought it to liifke.....

Yourty Loxe;, hopping on
her one lower appendage,
came toward Ralph.

She tripped.

She fell heavily, but not as
hard stone would fall.

As flesh, which could
bruise, would.

Youny Loue cried out.

And, before all their aston-
ished eyes, changed.

The stone-flesh seemed to
flow together, to coalesce,
then to flow out again. Yeowng
Love shimmered, became in-
distinct. The nod of a head
seemed to grow a face, and
hair, and—

Onager roared: “Loak!”

Where before the non-ob-
jective statue had been
stretched out on the hard
floor of the museum, an
eighteen-yearold girl, seven
feet tall and wearing only a
man’s leather glove on her
right hand, was getting up
and looking around in a daze.

Ralph hastily gave her his
jacket, but it didn't reach
much below her navel. One
of the Board members, with
an unexpectedly theatrieal
flouridh, took down a hanging
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and presented it to her.
Youny Loue cloaked her truly
enormous but proportionate
attributes.

She gazed fondly at Ralph.
More than fondly. She said:
“I love you.”

Ralph backed away. Wewung
Loue followed him.

Neither Onager nor any of
the others made a move to
stop Ralph, who called out,
“Don’t forget my check. Mail
it. I'm going to need it.”

Onager suddenly seemed to
to snap out of his bemuse-
ment. “The statue,” he said.
“We can’t let her get away.
She’s the living proof that
non-objective art is, in its
own subjective way, true to
life.” And, so saying, he went
after Younyy Laowve.

Ralph had reached the
door. He opened it. ¥aeung
Lovs, a look of rapture on her
face, made a lunge for him.
Ralph slammed the door and
Fai.

Onager grabbed ¥aung
Louwets arm. “Wait,” he said.
“You've got to stay here with
ug‘"

Youry Lo, who was
seven feet tall, towered over
him. “Silly man,” she said,
“let go of my arm.”

But Onager wouldnt.

Until Youny Louw, coltish-
ly exuberant but in a hurry
to go after Ralph too, picked
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him up and threw Omager
about ten feet across the mu-
seum floor, where he alighted
against the former pedestal
of the former statue.

Then Yosny Lowee got out
of there.

It was Director Omager
who moaned, “What will
Jeremiah Beam say when he
finds out what happened to
his statue?”

The Board of Directors
helped Onager to his feet, and
they all rush outside after
Younyy Lawve.

But they didn’'t see her
anyplace.

For a moment they looked
at one another in despair.
Then Onager asked, “What’s
the by-line on those photos in
the SStar?”

One of the Board members
produced a folded sheet of
newsprint. The name Pete
Wombly was spoken. As many
of the Board members as
could squeeze in hailed a cab
and headed downtown for the
Movnihgg Starr building.

Meanwhile, Ralph sat on
the edge of the back seat of
his own cab, clutching the
rear of the front seat.

“Can’t you go any faster?”

“Mac, there's trafffic laws in
this city.”

Ralph squirmed around to
look through the rearview
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mirror. There was another
¢ab back there. It wasn't just
any old cab. Yowny ILawe,
penniless but perhaps quite
éapable of paying the driver
with her own special coin,
had commandeered it.

“I'll give you," Ralph prom-
ised, “five dollars extra if
you shake that cab behind
us.”

The driver squinted up at
his rearview mirror. It was
a private cab behind him, not
a member of a taxi fleet. He
scowled, then shook his head.
"Tiatt cab, Mac? I couldn't
lose it with a jet plane.
That's Madman  Sammy
Schrunk. I know the guy.
He's the fastest thing on
wheels in the City of New
York.”

“At least tryl”

The driver shrugged. “I
can try,” he agreed.

The tires squealed, the cab
lurched up on two wheels for
8 sudden left turm. Harns
blatted their mechanical dis-
may. Ralph mopped the sweat
from his face with an already
sodden handkerchief.

There was the shrieking of
tires. Ralph looked around.
Madman Sammy Sdirunk’s
cab sailed serenely around the
corner behind them.

The driver, whose name
was Moe Spivvy according to
the identification card in the

cab, shook his head. *“I
coulda tol’ ya, Mac.”

“Keep trying, please.”

Ralph thought of Yaowng
Low, and shuddered. What
was alive about her, of
course, was subjective. And
what was subjective about
her was love. Ralph was the
first man she had seen in her
new state. She loved him. She
was seven feet tall. And be-
sides, Ralph already had (&)
a wife and (b) a model who
gave every sign of throwing
herself at him. And . . .

Ralph gasped.

“You all right, Mac?” Moe
Spivvy wanted to know.

“I—I just thought of
something.” Mitzi, he reflect-
ed. Even now, Mitzi was
probably waiting for him at
Manhattam Beach. He didn’t
know what she’d do if he
failed to show up, but he
knew she'd figure out some-
thing special—and especially
bad.

“Hey, Mac,” Moe Spivvy
pointed out, “you never even
said where we was going.”

Ralph looked back. Mad-
man Sammy Schrunk's cab
hadn't gone away. Yaung
Louwe was in it. Sighing, Ralph
gave the Manhattan Beach
address. Since Mimhattan
Beach was, and is, in Brook-
lyn, the drive was a long 6ne.
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All the way out there Ralph
kept his eyes glued to the rear
window.

Crossing the Mamihattan
Bridge, Ralph began to think
they had lost Madman Sam-
my in the trafific. He allowed
himself a grateful sigh. When
they reached Prospect Park,
still no Madman Sammy's cab
behind them. Through the
park, and beyond.

Madman Sammy Scirunk,
apparently, wasn't anywhere.

“Here he comes now!"”
Mitzi eried.

One change had been
wrought in the Mamihattan
Beach bungalow. The hole in
the ceiling now contained a
brand new, tinted glass sky-
light. Maybe a sculptor
wouldn’t like the tinted effect,
Mitzi thought, but it sure
was nice to look at.

Ovid Nearing said, “I dom’t
See r o0

“The cab, silly! Hide some-
place. Anyplace. In the
closet. If he sees you here ...."

“What about those report-
ers?” little Ovid Nearing
asked, making no move to
hide.

“Yes, yes, we'll- have to
worry about the reparters
later. It's why I called you,
Ovid dear. I couldn't handle
them alone and I didn't want
them horning in. I've thought
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it over and decided this is
bigger, much bigger, than
the twenty-five grand you
were going to give me.”

Ovid Nearing nodded, then
scowled doubtfully. “But my
dear, I'd like to point owt—"

“Not now. No time. Get in
the closet, quick.”

And she shoved him.

“I've been trying to tell
you that—"

A final shove, then beoth
hands against the closet doer,
then a click as it closed and
remained closed.

Just in time, for Mitzl
heard footsteps coming brisk-
ly up the walk. She had time
to light a cigarette and put a
bored expression on her faee,
then Ralph came in.

“I thought you'd changed
your mind,” Mitzi said pout-
ing.

“I—er—was delayed. Did
you see the papers?”

“Yes. That's our friend
Panning’s work, probably.
We couldn’t get together on
the split last night, Ralph.
I'm sorry. I'm sure you know
I had your best interests at
heart.” She gave him a coy
smile. “We’ll have to do
something about Mr. Pan-
ning. If you want my adviee,
we'll have to cut him off with
nothing at all.”

Ralph didn’t say yes, and
didn’t say no. He rushed to
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the door, opened it, peered
outside. He didn't see Mad-
man Sammy Sechrunk’s eab.

“Somebody following you?"

Ralph couldn't think. His
mind was in a tunmwil, and
he told himself, his brain
whirling, he’'d better do some
sculpting.  Sculpting, of
course, was his hobby. It
calmed him, If he picked up
mallet and chisel now, and at-
tacked Mitzi's life study,
after a little while he might
be able to figure out what to
do. Maybe . . .

Mitzi was wearing a well-
filled halter and a different

pair of Bermudas today.
Ralph said, “Er, Mitzi, if
you’ll—"

She understood at once,
Eschewing the screen, drop-
ping the two whisps of gar-
ments en route to the plat-
form, she took her striding
position about thirty seconds
after the idea had oeaurred

to Ralph.
“The smile,” he said.
The Mona Lisa smile

tugged at her lovely lips.

“Ah, that’s perfect! Hold
it.”

For the first time, and to
his considerable surprise,
Ralph found that he could be
completely objective about
her. She was a woman. A
nude, beautiful woman—but
she was also, and this, all at

once, loomed as far more im-
portant, the model for a
statue he was attempting to
carve. He didn’t know why
the change should have oc-
curred, but then he remem-
bered Yeunty Lowe. Perhaps
Younty Love had semething to
do with it. He shuddeied to
think what might happen if
she ever got him in her em-
brace. It was a little like the
man dylng of thirst, he
thought a little weyly as he
began to tap the handle ef the
chisel with the weed mallet,
who, sereaming fer water, is
suddenly deluged By a tidal
wave and drowns. Se it had
been with Ralph. Eight years
on the demestie leash—then
whame! Mitzi, gergeeus ﬁﬁd
uRinhibited, and Youhty 1L.oVe,
a glamazen whe had gnly Sﬂé
all-eonsuming m@twaﬁ@m her
leve for Ralph. .

He worked in a frenzy, los-
ing track of time, of place, of
circumstamce. There was also
another answer to his sudden
objectivity, but so far it had
only nibbled at his consecious-
ness. He paused in his werk
for a moment, to look at his
hands. They were ordinary-
looking hands, sure. But
what they eould do! They
could take a hunk of formless
marblle, work it ever, ehisel
off a flake heie, @f@ﬁt@ af
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angle there, polish, smooth,
until the formless hunk of
marible took on shape, person-
ality, identity.

And more than that. They
could touch the statme, his
statue -or any statwe, and
bring it to life. Ralph studied
his hands, fascinated. It was
the greatest gift since
Prometheus brought fire to
man, but Ralph remembered
some of Panning’s ideas yes-
terday, and wasn’t so happy
with himself. The Pannings
in this world were legion.
For every individual who'd
want to use such a power for
the good of mankind, there'd
be ten who, like Panning,
thought only in terms of prof-
it and exploitation. Ralph
went on looking at his hands.
He didn’t knew if he wanted
the stramge power of fot.

Mitzi’s voice broke through
his revery. “It’s amazing,
how fast you're working. And
—and it looks so real!”

Ralph paused for breath.
Even he was amazed. He'd
hardly been aware of sculpt-
ing, yet Mitzi's likeness in the
pink Tennessee marible was
eomplete, except for final
polishing, down to the navel.
Ralph stood back, surveying
his work. He was even more
amazed. It was easily the best
thing he’d ever done. Ralph
was a pretty good critic and
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had always been able to judge
his own work with comsider-
able objectivity.

This half-completed statue
of Mitzi Hunter was a
genuine work of art.

But why? thought Ralph.
Until today his was only
second-rate amateur statuary.
But now, if this statue of
Mitzi meant anything, his
work would stand high in the
first rank of comtemporary
sculptors.

He didn't get it at flinst.
Then he spread the fiingers of
his right hand wide and look-
ed at them. Why not? he
thought. What is the artistic
attempt, but an attempt at
recreation of life, always
doomed to failure but always
steiving for at least symbolle
success? So, if he had the
power to touch stone into
flesh, it stood to reason that
the same hands that ecould
perform that feat would alse
be able to do an artist’s life-
reereation job very well ifi-
deed. Whatever else hap-
pened, Ralph had a hunheh, at
least this would remain.

Unconsciously, he had gone
closer to the unfinished Mitzi-
statue. Eyes rapt, he surveyed
it. Every line, every: -curve,
was perfect. Even Mitzi, who
had gone behind the screen
with her clething now, sens-
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ing that he had done as mueh
as he could for today, must
have realiized that.

The statue seemed so utter-
ly real. But it was only cold
Tennessee maiible, of course,
pink glowing, but quite cold
and quite dead. Ralph hadn’t
touched it to life yet, and
wouldn't. Matilda-Jame, Son-
ny, and Yowny Lowz, he had
already decided, were quite
enough,

The curves, he thought, so
exquisitely perfect. Surely it
wouldn't be hard cold stone
to the touch. Surely . . .

His hand reached out.
And he
statue’s breast.
Cold dead marble.
And a tingling.

“It's on firel”
screamed.

But it wasn't on fire,
Shocked, Ralph stepped back.
The pink marble of the Mitzi-
statue seemed to glow from
the navel up. Ralph hadn't
worked on any more of the
statue than that. Ralph let
his chisel fall from nerveless
fingerss.

The Mitzi-statue stretched,
smiled languidly, stroked the
perfection of flésir—yes,
flesh!l—whibh was her body,
purred like a cat, then saw
Ralph and really smiled at
him. She made a motion as if
to come forward, but of

touched the

Mitzi

course, there wasn't any of
her from the navel down. Just
a block of marble.

The smile on her lips turn-
ed to a pout. “You made me,”
she said, “and I was going to
reward you for it. But you
can’t leave me like this. You
can’t! You've got to finish me.
You wouldn’t be cruel enough
to leave me half flesh, half
stone ... .”

“Good God,” the real Mitzi
said in a subdued voice as she
came out from behind the
screen. “She—she’s me. And
she's alive.”

Just then the closet door
burst open. It was more than
Ovid Nearing, who wanted
nothing more out of life than
a real live statue of Mitzi
Hunter, could stand.

“At last!” he cried. “At

last, you've done it—" His
voice trailled off. He saw the
block of mauble, the half-fif=
ished job.
“But surely you're going
to...”
“Somebody’s at the door,”
Mitzi said, cutting him off.

There was, indeed, a
pounding at the door.

Ralph went over there war-
ily. “Who is it?” he de-
manded.

“Youmgg Loeed?” a girlish
voice answered triumphantly.
“I"'ve found you at Jast.”
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And she pounded on the
door again. Ralph wouldn't
open it. It was a solid oak
door and her pounding was
of no avail. After a while she
went away. Or so Ralph
thought.

“Now then,” Ovid Nearing
was saying as Ralph got back
to the unfinished statue,
“you've got to hurry. You see,
1 know more about this power
you have than you do. It was
1 whe—shall we say—sug-
gested it te you? I'm respon-
gible for it.”

"Suggested it?”

“Through hypnosis, yes.
But of course it would have
failed utterly if you hadn't
had the germ of great art
latent within you. What I've
been trying to say, though, is
this: you'll have to hurry,
for although you've tapped
the eesmie rays, as indeed,
gvery matkix of energy which
would beeeme mmatter in the
yniverse fust de, altheugh
yeu've tapped them, it was a
eombination ef my hyphetie
siggestion and yeur ewn
artistic talents, and it ean
snly be tempeorary.”

“You mean,” gasped Ralph,
“I won't have the power for-
ever?”

“Certainly not. So please.
Please hurry. Finish the
statue for me. I'll double my
fee. Half for you, half for the
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model. Twenty thousamd dol-
lars, Mr. Harper.”

“But what will happen to
me...my...”

“As for you, that is simple.
You will be left with your
latent artistic talent fully
realized. In that way, at least,
you will always be able to
utilize the lifetons. As fer the
statuwes, however,” Ovid Neaf-
ing added doubtfully, "that is
quite another matter. Quite,
Mr. Harper. There are twe
possibilities. The first is 6er-
tain, the seeend is preblem-
atical. Abeut the first I ean
do nothing. Abeut the see-
end, I'm quite willing te risk
my forty thousand dellars.
But get ahead with it. Please
get en with #!”

Ralph shook his head. “Ne.
First you're going to tell
me.”

In an agitation of haste,
Nearing spoke so quickly. that
Ralph could hardlly hear the
words. Besides, something
else was occupying Ralph’s
attention. He thought he
heard a suspicious noise en
the roof. Nearing said:

“The first is definite. You'll
lose your power. You'll never
turn another statue of stone
into a life of flesh after the
power leaves you. The second
—I don’t know. The second
relates to the statues you have
already made. They may ge
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#ight on living. They may re-
vert to their original lifeless
form. I do not know." He
gazed raptly at the half-com-
plete, and living, statue of
Mitzi Hunter. “I simply do
fnot know. But you can see
why you've got to hurry. As
nearly as I can judge, your
power should be almost ex-
hausted.”

“Think,” agreed the Mitzi
statue earmestily, “how I feel."

The scraping, scratching
noise on the roof disappeared
for a moment. Ralph looked
up at the ceiling, at the new-
ly-installed, tinted glass sky-
light.

There was an explosive
sound—and the skylight sud-
denly burst down at them.

Through the shards of fly-
ing glass and metal struts
raining down, diving head-
first into the room with her
eloak up In front of her face
to protect her from broken
glass, ecame Younty ILowe.

She alighted on all fours
and stood up lithely, the cloak
swirling about her. She tow-
ered over everyone in the
room. She strode like a lion-
ess toward Ralph. “At last,”
she said in her childish voice,
“all-my life I've wanted to
M-.v.now you're here and
I'm . ..” her voice tigilled off,
and returhed on an omMinous

note. “Just who a¥e all these
people?”

“Listen,” Ralph said has-
tily, “I didn’t make you. I had
nothing to do with that. All I
did was bring you to life and
I couldn’t have unless the
sculptor, Jeremiah Beam, had
done a terifific job. So it isn’t
me you want at all,” he added
hopetfully. It isn’t me. You're
fot erazy about me. You just
made a mistake. You're really
crazy about Jeremiah Beam.
He’s the one you want.”

Youngy Lowe advanced in-
exorably over the glass
shards. “I never heard of any
Jeremiah Beam, Ralph dar-
ling,” she said. She was very
close to him. In another me-
ment, she would take him in
her bone-crashing embrace.
Ralph could practicallly feel
his ribs ereaking already. Of
eourse, Youny Love wouldi't
fean any harm by it, but she
just dida’t knew her ewd
stiength.

Ralph backed against the
pedestal of the Mitzi-statue.
The statue shouted some-
thing, but he didn’t hear what
it was. He had nowhere else
to retreat. Youngy Lo pos-
sessed an enormous reaech,
and used it to bloek his way.

Then. something came into
view behind Youngy ILove’s
shoulder. It was Ovid Near-
ing’s small, middle-aged face,
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and it looked frightened. But
it also looked determined.

Ovid Nearimg, a small man,
raised himself on his tiptoes.
He had to, in order to reach
the top of Younty Louet’s head
with Ralph’s mallet. He did
$0.

There was a ihwnlcing
sound. The mallet bounced off
Younty LoweSs head and out of
Ovid Nearing’s hand.

Younty Loaee collapsed like a
felled redwood tree.

Nearing - circumambulated
the body. Youny Louwe was
breathing. When she came to
she’d probably have nothing
more serious than a lump and
a painful headache. But, nat-
urallly, she’d be furious. He
eouldn’t blame her.

“l had to do it,” Ovid
Nearing said. “There’s no
time to lose. The statue. You
must finish the statue.”

Mechanically, Ralph picked
up chisel and mallet. @Hwk-
clinkatlike. He struck three

times.

“It's ticklish!” the Mitzi-
statue said, giggling. It
sounded just like Mitzi’s own
giggle.

Clink - clinit - clinc. Three
more blows.

And someone kmocked at
the door.

Ralph threw his hands up.
“Let them in,” he said. “Let
them all in!”

AR

But when no one went to
the door, Ralph went himself.

“Who's there?” he said in
a tired voice.

The voice which answered
was muffled and indistinet.
“Let me i{n. It's important.”

Ralph shrugged fatalisti-
cally. Younty Louee had already
arrived and—at least for the
nonce—had been dealt with.
The worst that could happen,
had happened. Or so he
thought.

Ralph opened the door.

And the reporter Panning
stalked into the bungalow be-
hind the barrel of a .45 auto-
matic.

Pete the photographer was
with him, but Pete looked un-
happy. He sat down on the
edge of the model's platform
and didn't say a word. He
didn’t enter into what fol-
lowed, either.

Panning said, "All right,
Harper. You had your chanee.
I wanted to share fifffgyflifty
with you. I thought that was
fair. I was even willing to go
down a little if I had to, but
you just weren’'t buying, were
you?”

Ralph didn’t say anything.
He was standing about two
feet from Panming. The .45
looked like a sixteen ineh
naval gun.

“So now,” Panning said,
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waving the gun, “I'm going
to take the works. All of it.”

Ralph was surprised. He
didn’t have the slightest idea
what Panning had in mind,
nor did he know how Panning
could do it, whatever it was
he did have in mind. Then he
happened to look down at the
floor. Matilda-Jane and Sonmy
were standing there. Evi-
dently they had come in with
Panning. They ramged them-
selves alongside his ankles.

Matilda-Jame said hostile-
1y, “We've had all we want of
you, Mr. Ralph Harper.”

“Mr. Panning feeds us and
everything,” Sonny said in an
arrogant ten-year-old’s voice.

“He recognized our impor-
tance right away,” Matilda-
Jame sniffed. “We're on his
side.”

Panning looked aroumd the
room. When he saw Nawung
Lowe stretched out on the
floor he whistled. “All that
girl couldn’t be for real,” he
said. “You make it?”

“I brought it to life,” Ralph
said.

“Then she comes. Hey,
Pete! Cart her outside to the
truck.”

“Do you mind,” Ralph ask-
ed coldly, “telling me what
your plan is?"

“That’s a cinch,” Panning
said. “Take the two pint-
sized folks.” Miatilda-Jane

and Sonny, far from minding
the appellatiom, beamed up at
him. “Take the big broad.
And—" he glanced at the in-
complete, partizlly alive Mit-
zi-statue—"hawe you fiimish
that one up and take it too.
Find ourselves a sciemtist
who can examine them and
learn what makes them tick.
And—start producing. What
could be simpler?”

Ralph wanted to grin,
knowing it would never work.
The combination of the life-
ton force, as Ovid Nearing
had explained, and of Ralph’s
own very special talent, was
necessary. But Ralph sensed
that it wasn't what Panning
could or couldn’t do so much
as what he wanited to do.
Somehow, the presence—and
plans—of a man like Panning
rubbed off on everyone pres-
ent. Ralph felt dirty just be-
ing near him.

“Well?” Panning  said
ominously. “You gonna do
it?”

“Do what?”

“Finish that statue you're
working on. Come on, we
don’t have all day.”

Ralph knew that he'd work-
ed today as one possessed.
Probably, he could finish the
Mitzi-statue in a couple of
hours rather than the days or
even weeks one would expect.
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But he wasn't going to tell
Panning that. He wouldn't do
a thing to help Pannming. In
fact, since all this had started
with his own special talent, if
somehow he didn't foil Pan-
ning, even at danger to him-
self, he’d never be able to look
himself in the eye again.

“It would take weeks!” he
protested.

Panning looked at him,
then at Ovid Nearing. Near-
ing meant no harm. He had a
one track mind, though. He
wanted to see the statue of
Mitzi completed. He said,
“The way Mr. Harper has
been working, he could fimish
it in two or three hours.”

Panning leered at Ralph.
Stubbornly, Ralph shook his
head.

“Oh, you might as well go
ahead and do it, Ralph,” Mit-
zi said.

In spite of himself, Ralph
smiled. Panming wanted the
statues for his own selfish
ends. Pete didn't seem to be
actively helping him, but
wasn’t hindering him either.
Mitzi saw nothing immoral
about it, and obviously want-
ed the money Ovid Nearing
had promised her. Nearing
only wanted one thing, selfish-
ly—tthe statue, completed.
Little Matilda and Sonny, two
tiny walking inferiority com-
plexes, thanks to their size,
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wanted to feel =mpartant,
hence would play along with
Panming. And all Panning
wished to do was learn the
secret of creation—which he
couldn’t do, but that was be-
sides the point—and, Jezsrning
it, create life, for enslave-
ment.

Ralph smiled grimly. I
guesss, he thought, tihalt legves
me. He didn’t feel particularly
saintly, but he did feel an-
noyed—annoyed that se many
people could so easily and ap-
parently without remorse put
their own interests ahead ef
all that should have been hu-
mane, unselfish, and dominant
within them.

“Get to work,” Panning in-
sisted.

His eyes roved, held for a
moment on the mallet on the
floor.

Ralph hit him.

They tumibled back to-
gether. The .45 went off,
burning a path through air
inches from Ralph’s cheek.
The roar of the automatie
deafened him, and he fought
in a frightening world of ut-
ter silence. At any moment he
half-expected one of the
others to come to Panning’s
aid.

Panning hit him, and Ralph
felt a numbness spread from
his stomach. He began to sag,
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but saw a double-image of
Panning, the .46 raised, a
smug smile on his face, about
to bring the weapon down on
his head and end the fight.
Ralph clawed up, his fiigprs
closing on Panning’s wrist.

With his free hand, Pan-
ning jabbed at Ralph's face,
snapping his neck back.
Ralph, with a roaring in his
ears and still barely able to
breathe, went crashing back
against the Miitzisitatue's
pedestal. He thought he heard
the Mitzi-statue scream, He
bounced off, came at Panning
with fists flailing,.

Panning dropped him with
a right cross that almost
shook Ralph loose from the
world. But in doing so, Pan-
ning had to switch the auto-
matic from his right hand to
his left. He dropped it. Ralph,
already on the floar, scram-
bled after it.

Panning kicked it out of
reach.

Ralph scrambled to his
feet. They circled warily, jab-
bing at air. Ralph’s breath
was roaring in his throat. He
thought of all the evil in the
world, most of it stemming
directly from human selfish-
ness, and all at once for him
Panning seemed to be the
personification of it.

Ralph—who was told later
that he bellowed like an an-

gry bull—put his head down
and charged.

His first wild rush bore
Panning back and off his feet.
They went over in a mad
scramble of arms and legs,
then Ralph felt the good,
clean pain shooting up
through his right arm as his
fist pounded Panning’s face.
His hand would swell like a
balloon, he told himself cheer-
fully. Well, let it. It would be
like a medal . . .

They had to drag him off
Panming. He got to his feet,
gasping for breath. He could
hear now, but there was still
a roaring in his ears, Pete, on
his knees, was administering
to the beaten Panmning. Mitzi
was hugging Ralph and tell-
ing him what a great big
strong man he was.

Then the door opened.

The first one in was a po-
liceman, evidently attracted
by the gunfire. He looked at
the Mitzi-statue and almost
lost his cap. He stared down
at Youny Lous;, who was just
regaining consciousness, and
did. He asked questions, and
everybody tried to answer
him at once.

He was the first one
through the door, but he
wasn't the only one. Director
Onager and his cohorts, who
had followed Yowny Leve,
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were next. At first Ralph
didn’t know why they had
waited outside all this time.
Then he knew. They had rein-
forcements in the person of
the biggest man Ralph had
ever seen in his life—a huge
fat man almost as tall as
Younty Lowe and twice as
heavy. He had wild red hair
and a wilder beard halfway
down to his waist.

He boomed: “My statue!
Where's my statue?”

He stalked into the room.
The floor shook. He gazed
around with tiny, close-set
eyes. He looked like the
Terrytoon wersion of the
giant in Jack and the Bean-
stalk. He was Jeremiah Beam
of the Bronx, and he had
carved Youwny Lowe. He spot-
ted her on the floor. She was
just getting up.

Apparently Onager had
told him what had happened.
Jeremiah Beam moaned. It
was a noise like a railroad
whistle. “You did this!” he
accused the still-dazed Ralph.
"You ruined my non-objec-
tive masterpizce. Look at
her! Look at her! Real flesh
and blood. I'm ruined!
Ruined!”

His right fist trawelled about
four inches and deposited
Ralph on the flloor.

His head was cradied in
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Mitzi's lap. He did not know
how it got there. He was com-
fortable and didn't try to
move it. He opened his eyes.
He blinked. Younty Loue was
getting up.

And changing.

The soft flesh and the
round curves glowed, altered
—became hard stone and stiff
angles. Ralph blinked again.
He was staring at the orig-
inal Youny Lowe—afin over-
sized abstract hatrack wear-
ing a man’s black leather
glove. Jeremiah Beam, tears
in his eyes, went over and em-
braced it.

On the floor near Ralph
stood  Matilda-Jane  and
Sonny. They were statues
again. The Sonny-statue was
stuffimg a cracker crumb inte

its mouth. It was 6w,
miraculously, a fifigstrate
work of art.

His eyes went higher. He
saw the Mitzi-statue, reagh-
ing out in supplication yet
managing to look seductive
at the same time—and, of
course, frozen forever that
way in cold marble.

He sighed, and heard Ovid
Nearing say:

“I told you this might hap-
pen. He has lost the power of
the lifetons—to a degree. He
cannot create life now from
stone. The statues have re-
verted—" here Ovid Nearing
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shed a tear for what might
have been— “to their original
form. From now on the life-
tons will merge with his own
creative talent. What he
carves from stone will be
dead by biological standards
—but will live forever like
the Venus of Milo!"

It should have been
enough, but of course it
wasn’t. For one more person
still had to come through that
much-used door. She did,
Ralph never knew how she
had found out where to reach
him. He never gained the
courage to ask her,

It was his wife, Beverly.

Ralph suddenly became
aware that his head was still
cushioned on Mitzi's shorts-
clad lap. Beverly said some-
thing. Mitzi said something.
Beverly said something an-
grily. Mitzi got up in a huff,
Ralph's head went beng
against the hard floor. No one
helped him up, not even Bev-
erly. He climbed to his feet.
Beverly looked wrathful, but
beautiful in her own way. Not
in the stereotyped mode of
beauty that was copied to
sueh perfection by Mitzi, but
in her own inimitable way,
in the way of the wife that
Ralph loved.
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He went over_to her. She
gave him an "ngry look.
Everyone else was arguing.
The cop was taking notes
furiously. Panning, locking
thoroughly beaten with two
black eyes and a swollen jaw,
was just regaining conscious-
ness.

“Can we slip out?” Beverly
whispered.

Ralph nodded. He took her
arm and they went outside
into the sunshine.

There was no check from
Onager waiting for him at
home, and now there wouldn’t
be one. And maybe his sculpt-
ing wouldn't scale the
heights that Ovid Nearing
had predicted, but it would
be art from now on, so Ralph
could give up his engineering
and make his living from his
statues as, secretly, he had
always wanted to do. And as
for the oat of his eight yesars
of domesticity, he had sown
it. Indeed he had.

He looked at Beverly lov-
ingly. She pretendied anger.
Then she stopped pretending,
and, as it turmed out, Ralph
and Beverly were still more
than able to share some wild
oats between them.

THE END



Mzr. Milford’s Magic Camera

By FORREST NORTON

Wtr. Mlilfendd pihatoayapiishied a moddt! in am expravive ave-
ningy gown., But whiern he dewddpgird the prinis, he fuudd a
compidielyly nudde gimtl. Thiee camerea had umdtessséd hew! Mil-
forcd wass instentlyly aliiee to te possibitieses of his naewftound
powser. Waldd he be strwg eneugh to resifd: remppatioion?

R. MILFORD was in the

dark. Literallly. Mr. Mil-
ford was a professional pho-
tographer and he was doing
what would ordinarilly be a
very routine job—developing
a batch of negatives. For the
first time in twemntyy-five years,
however, this usual chore
was filled with delightful
anticipation.

His slender hands trem-
bled slightly in the dark as
he carefully slid each film
from its holder and gently
placed it- in a developing
hanger. He thought back to
the sitting that he had made
last night. He remembered
the exact time yesterday that
this delicious looking blonde
had : walked into the studio
and asked if he could do a
drape photograph of her that
evening.
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For all his years Ia the
business, Mr. Milford had
done very little glameuf phe-
tography; mest of his werk
was with ehildren. He hated
ther. Net publiely, of sourse,
but in his private theughts
he hated them. When he
theught of the th@ugaﬂag ef
littie Brats He Hhad Eé;%ﬁ
inte sitting still while Re
§ﬂ& @%@ the shutter, he shiv-

Theusands of them, all
ankef and theusands § ae-

EBfHBQEW ng met %5%
[ 8 S%% §
i

[% %ﬁ{éﬁ iﬁ% ”%é
Mr. Ml]fOI‘d shuddered,

What the little apes really
needed was a good swift boot






in the britches. Instead, lie
smiled at the mothers, smiled
at the childrem, squeezed the
bulb instead of their little
necks and kept on eating off
of a dull job.

But last night! That had
been diffferent. A little tremor
of excitement shook Mr.
Milford’s thin frame as he
remembered last night. Oh,
there’d been nothing wrong
—at least not in actuality.
Mr. Milford blushed in the
dark as he recalled the
esoteric thoughts that had
flooded his mind when the
girl had come out of the dress-
ing room. The soft folds of
the draping cloth revealed no
more than a white shoulder,
but Mr. Milford had a splen-
did imagination.

They had gone into the
lighted camera room and Mr.
Milford had arramged the
shimmering material to half
cover, half reveal. His hands
had tremibled so in this
pleasurable, but unaccus-
tomed, task that the girl had
looked at him queerly. He had
essayed a couple of mild jokes
to ease his tension.

For nearly an hour he had
posed and shot her in every
pose he could remember see-
ing in the magazimes. He fin-
ished reluctantly. When she
had re-dressed herself, he
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ushered her from the studio,
promising to have the proofs
for her tomorrow. A daz-
zling smile had been his
reward.

He had wanted to stay and
develop them that night, but
he knew it would be too- hard
to explain working that late.
Leora, his slightly out-size
wife, always seemed able to
see right through him. When
they were first maruiied, she
had been a cute little thing,
hardly larger than the blonde
he had photographed. Small
as he was, he had felt quite
masculine beside . her. 1le
sighed as he thought what
fifttem years had accom-
plished.

He placed the last film in
the rack and lifted it gently
over to the developing tank.
It was heavier tham usual.
He'd shot much more film
than ordinarilly. His mouth
curved in a little smile as he
remembered how much.

He slid the loaded rack into
the developer with the deft-
ness of long practice. His
mind on last night, he switch-
ed on the light. An oath that
was more of a groan escaped
him. He'd forgotten to put
the cover on the tank!

Frantioadlly, he yanked the
light out and stood in the
darkmess, trembling. Unfa-
miliar words rolled from his
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lips as he cursed himself for
a blundering fool. The film
would be ruimed. He fumbled
for the tank cover, put it in
place, turmed on the light
again and reached instinctive-
ly for the timer.

**“What for?” he asked him-
self, aloud. Two big tears of
frustration slid over his
cheek., He dashed his hand
angrily across his face. No
sense crying. He'd just have
to explain to the sitter that
a bad batch of film had
spoiled the job. He smiled
wryly as he thought how that
handy excuse had served
many & photographer over
the years.

At least, he'd have the fun
of doing the job over again.
He brightemed at this pleas-
ing thought. One day's delay
in fimishing the pictures
shouldn’t make too much
difference. At least he hoped
it woulktiritt

He reached toward the
tank; might as well dump
these films. Experience as-
sured him that they were
ruined. As his hands touched
the cover, he hesitated. May-
be, just mayde;, some of the
shots would be all right. It
was a forlorn. hope, but, he
decided, he might just as well
let them go the full time. He
turmed out the light again.

A sudden thought struck

MR. MILFORD'S MAGIC CAMERA

him, as he agitated the films
in the tank. Maybe some of
the films would be . . . what
was the word? He searehed
his memoiy. Selarized! that
was It. He'd read artieles
about it. You expesed paf-
tially developed film to white
light and a reversal teek
place en parts of the nega-
tives. 1t made very whusual
prints. Might even give nim
something fer the art shew
ggl gfgg BAe of the pratessignal

His spirits lifting slightly,
he turmed on the light and
glanced at the timer. Two
minutes to go, he thought
impatientlly. He snapped the
light off and agitated the
rack vigorously as if to speed
the passage of time.

BRKRINNGG! went the
timer, finally. He lifted the
rack out and dropped the
films into the fixer. Counting
off sixty seconds of final
darkmess, he snapped the
light on and lifted one of the
films from the tamk. It
wouldn’t have cleared yet, he
knew, but he could get some
idea of what he might have.
He held it up to the light.

He looked, blinked his eyes
rapidly, then looked again.
With shaking hands and
beating heart he carefully
placed the film in the tank
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again, staggered to a stool in
the corner and collapsed on
it. His head whirled, dizzily,

“It can't be,” he muttered,
“I'd better see a doctor."

He fumbled for a handker-
chief, removed his glasses
and polished them carefully,
Then he stood up uncertainly
and approached the tank as
though it were a time bomb.

He took the same negative
out again. It had cleared now
and was probably the most
perfect one that Mr, Milford
had ever seen. He replaced
it, looked at the others, his
heart thumping. All the same

. . all perfect. Perfect
wasn't the word for them!
There was the lovely

blonde, looking even more
beautiful tham he remem-
bered. But something had
happened to the negative . . .
and no ameunt of eye blink-
ing eould ehange that faet.
There was the blonde, all
right, but where was the
drape? And where were the
other clothes she had been
wearing? Mr. Milford’s star-
tled eyes were looking at a
get of negatives of the flimest
fiudes he had ever seen!
“Wow!" The exclamation
burst from him. Then, always
the careful technician, he put
the films to wash. This done,
he put a sign “Out to Lunch”
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in the window, locked the
door and went back and sat
down. This was going to re-
quire some thought.

What could have happened,
he wondered. This wasn’t
solarization . . . certaimly not
the way the articles described
it. This was something fan-
tastic . . . something wonder-
ful. The possibilities of the
process began to dawn on Mr.
Milford.

I'l be rich! he thought. I'll
make a million dollars. I can
photograph  anybody and
Zipp! out comes a nude. He
tremiblled  with  excitement.
There was no limit to what
he could do with the process.

His mind raced ahead. Best
thing to do would be to con-
nect up with some art
agency . . . this thing was
too big for him to handle
alone. A tinge of regret at
splitting the profits was tem-
pered by the thought that an
established agency could
make more money for both
of them than he could by him-
self,

He flloated in a delirious
dream for several minutes,
then bumped back to reality
with a thud. What if he
couldn't do it again? What
if it was a fluke? He groaned
out loud, the excitement re-
placed by sudden dread. He
sat slumped for a minute,
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then jumped up. There was
only one way to find out.

He loaded a holder with
fumbling hamds, went into
the camera room and turned
on the lights. The camera
focused on the posing bench,
he slipped the film in, went
over and sat down with the
bulb in his hand.

He suddenly felt embar-
rassed, sitting there, realizing
what he was trying to do.
Mr. Milford was a sensitive
soul where nudity was con-
cerned. His own nudity, that
is. He hated undressing in
public. The way some of the
guys at the golf club paraded
around the locker room on
their way to the showers al-
ways made him avert his
eyes. He always wrapped a
towel around his thin frame.

Even at home he never ap-
peared before his wife in
anything other tham full
dress. She, he regretted, was
not so fastidious. So what he
was about to do brought a
faint blush to his cheeks.

“Hell,” he said out loud,
“it's only an experiment.
And I can burn the film right
away.” He forced himself to
look, at the accusing camera
eye and squeezed the bulb.

He breathed a sigh of re-
lief when it was done, dashed
to the darkroom and plopped
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the film into the developer.
Trying to remember how he
had done it before, he eount-
ed ten slowly, snapped the
light on, counted ten seeonds
again and yanked the light
out. He eovered the tank and
set the timer.

The next five minutes were
the longest Mr. Milford had
ever spent. He alternated be-
tween high hope amnd black
dispair . . . between a fever-
ish flush and shaking chllls.
The lump in his thioat grew.

When the buzzer fimmally
went off, he jerked the light
out, snatched the film from
the tank and plunged it into
the fixer. Sixty seconds later
he turmed on the light and
fearfully lifted the dripping
film and looked at it. A low
moan of anguish broke from
his lips.

There he was, fully clothed
and looking somewhat sheep-
ish. He slammed the hanger
to the floor and sank down
on the stool in the corner, his
dreams turming to dust in his
dry mouth. He wanted to
cry.

Some time later he was
dragged back to reality by
the sound of pounding on the
front door. He tried to dis-
regard it, but finally forced
himself to his feet and went
out to see who it was.
Through the glass he could
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see the furious face of his
wife.

Oh, damn it, he thought.
Why did she have to come
here right now ? What'll I tell
her? As he unlocked the door,
he searched his mind for a
good excuse,

“Hello, Leora,”
brightly.

She stalked past him heav-
ily, then whirled and snap-
ped, “What's the idea of
closing up in the middle of
the morning? Are we so rich
that you don't have to work?
Out to lunch, indeed. Are you
trying to drive customers
away? Well, answer mel”

“Bu . .. but 1 iwas work-
ing, dear,” he stammered.

She sniffed, nastily.

he said,

A sudden inspiration flash-
ed through Mr. Milford's
mind. What if there was
nothing wrong with his new-
found process. Nothing, that
is, excepting the sitter. What
if it wouldn't work unless . . .
he blushed slightly . . . unless
he stoed back of the camera
looking at the sitter and
th@u%it .o o well, theught
THOUGHTS.

“What are you blushing
about?” his wife diemanded,
suspiciously. “Henry, do you
have someone in here you
don’t want me to see?”

Mr. Milford was aghast
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at the accusation and its im-
plications.

“Why, Leora, how can you
say such a thing! I was just
... just...” he fumbled for
a logical explanation. An-
other insplratiom hit him. “I
was just tiying out seme fnew
lighting,” he finished, trium-
phantly. “On myself,” Hhe
added, hastiy, as his wife
moved tewards the &amera
reem. /

She snorted, and stuck her
head through the curtains.

The back view tempted Mr,
Milford’'s toe, but he re-
straimedt himself. He had a
better idea.

"I was trying a new type
of lighting one of the boys
demonstrated at the meeting
the other night,” he said
smoothly. “But it's hard te
arramge the lights when I'm
the sitter. I locked the door
because I didn't want anyone
barging in on me. I'd feei
sort of silly if they caught
me taking my own picture.”
This last, at least, was true.

“You'd look silly, too,” his
wife assured him, nastilly, but
the suspicion faded from her
eyes.

“I'll tell you what, Leora.
Slip off your coat, and let me
tey a couple of shots of you.”

“Why Henry,” she said,
coyly, “you haven't taken my
picture in years. But I can't
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do it now. I promised mother
I'd meet her at eleven and
it's almost that now.”

“Please, Leora,” he begged.
“It'll only take a couple of
minutes.”

“But my hair’s a mess, and
my make-up . ...” she protest-
ed, weakly.

"It'll only take a minute to
fix your hair,” he said,
eagerly. “And your make-up
is perfect. This process is
different. The lighting takes
care of a lot of things.” It
sure does, he thought, grin-
ning.

Persuaded, she wvanished
into the dressing room to
fuss with her hair while
Henry went to load some
holders. He returmed gquickly.

“I'm ready, my dear,” he
called, gaily.

His wife came in, smiling
archly. Mr. Milford shud-
dered. This wasn't going to
be easy.

“Sit right here,” he told
her.

“But Henry, these Ilights
don’t look any different than
the ones you always use!”

Mr. Milford cursed his
carelessness and explained,
lamely. “It's only partly in
the lighting, dear. Most of
it is in the developing
process.”

“Are you sure I look all
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right?” his wife asked, anx-
iously.

“You never looked better,”
he assured her, with a smoth-
ered giggle. “Now turn just
a little bit this way, tilt your
head to the left . . . perfect,
Hold it just like that.”

Mr. Milford stood with
the bulb in his hand, stared
at his wife, and tried to think
the kind of thoughts the
blonde had inspired last
night. A little groan eseaped
him. It wasn’t going to werk,

“Is  something  wrong,
dear?” his wife asked.

“No, no,” he said, hastily.
He tried closing his eyes.
That was a little better. A
hazy image of his wife fflitted
thiough his mind. A vagrant
thought of the blonde titillat-
ed him, but he suppiessed it
stermlly. If his theefy was
tight, he had to keep his mind
of the sitter. He grunted a
little w;th the mental effert,
g@t a hazy image of his wife

aek agam, and snapped the

He made four shots, then,
so that he'd have something
to show his wife, thought of
her dressed and made several
more shots.

“That should do it,” he
said. “And thanks for help-
ing me.”

“I hope they’re good,” she
simpered. “I know mother
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would like to have one.” She
slipped into her coat, smiled
coyly, and left.

Mr. Milford watched
through the window until she
turmed the corner, then lock-
ed the door and dashed to the
darkioom. Ten minutes later
he was looking at the nega-
tives of his wife. He laughed
out leud and did an awkward
little danee.

“It works!” he shouted,
gleefully. True, he didn’t
have any pictures of a nude,
but he did have exactly what
he had seen in his mind’s eye
. ... a slightly hazy pieture
of his wife, partiallly un-
dressed. Obviously, it all de-
pended en the subjeet.

It was almost lunchtime,
but Mr. Milford was too ex-
cited to think about food. He
sat on the stool in the dark-
room and tried to make plans.
He'd need help in prometing
his process. But who could he
trust? Seomeone whe eould
handle this thing and previde
him with the proper medels.

He moistened his suddenly
dry lips. What a future! No
more babies, no more chil-
dren, no more simpering
brides. By all means, ne
more brides! He ehuckled as
he thought what weuld hap-
pen if He tried to do tHwew.
Maybe, just for the hell of
it, he wowri do a few. He
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could always tell them that
something had spoiled the
film. He might even control
his imagination long enough
to get a few usable shots.

But who could he get to
handle the stuff for him?
This wasn't just a hebby . . .
this was mint. He thought of
Fort Knox and sneered.

A name popped into his
mind. Alan Morse. That’s my
boy, he thought. He didn’t
like Morse, nor the over-ex-
pansive type he represented.
But he was eertainly the guy
whe eould put this thing ever
and eash in on all the pessi-
bilities.

Alan was head of Morse
and Associates, a big eom-
mercial studio. They handled
a lot of advertising work and
were used to working with
models. Lots of beautiful
medels. Henry rubbed his
hands gleefully.

Better get going, he
thought. He checked the neg-
atives of the blonde. They
were dry. He picked out a
couple of the best ones and
made careful prints. He gave
thern a quiek wash, then slid
thefn levingly inte the drier.

While they were drying, he
phoned Miss Martin, the
blonde of the night before,
to tell her that something
had gone wrong with the sit-
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ting. It was with mixed feel-
ings that he heard her say
ghe was going out of town
and would be unable to come
in again. He knew he'd never
pe able to photograph her
and keep her clothes on. He
mumbled an apology and
Aung up. It would have been
fun, he thought, regretfully.
Maybe later . . .

Then he looked up Mlorse's
fiumber and dialed it.

“Alan Morse ard Asso-
giates,” a cultured voice in-
formed him.

“Let me speak to Mr.
Merse,” he said.

“Whom shall I say is call-
ing?”

“Mr. Milford.”

Silence for a minute, then,
“I'm sorry, Mr. Milford. Mr.
Meorse is just leaving for
luach. May I have him call
you back later?”

A sense of his new power
surged through Henry.

“Tell Morse to wait right
there,” he snapped. “I'll be
in his offiice in fiffteen minutes
and I expect him to be there.
He can eat later.” He banged
the phone down and sat there
breathing heavily. Luneh, in-
deed! If he was willing te
witheut luneh, Morse eeuld
tee. It weuldn't hurt Alan te
whss a fheal. He was tee fat
Myway.

He took the prints out of
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the drier, slid them into an
envelope, and left the studie
clutching them to his skinny
chest. A passing cab caught
his eye, and he signalled the
driver. It screeched to the
eurb, he eclimbed in, gave
Morse’s address and leaned
baek happily.

The receptionist in the of-
fice of Morse and Associates
looked at him apprehensively
when he anmounced his name.

“Oh, yes, Mr. Milford.”
She glanced over her shoul-
der and lowered her voice.
“Mr. Morse was very much
up ....” A door down the hall
burst open and Morse erupt-
ed.

“What the hell do you
mean, Milford, ordering me
to wait here for you?” He
glared at Henry. “I've got
half a notion to . ... to . ..
he spluttered to a stop as
Henry walked towards him,
Jaumdiily.

“Thanks for  waiting,
Morse,” he threw over his
shoulder as he brushed past
into the luxurious office. He
pulled a comfortable chair up
to the desk, sat down and
smiled up at Morse. “Sit
down,” he said.

Morse subsided into his
chair and looked at Henry in
bewilderment.

“What's come over you,

57



Milfard? You don't act like

the same man. Are you
drunk?” he asked, suspi-
ciously.

Henry nodded. “Could be.”
He held up his hand as
Morse started to rise. “But
not with alcohol. With an
idea.”

Morse was no fool. People
like Henry didn't suddenly
change, unless some strong
idea had taken hold of them.
And Morse had built a for-
tune by taking other men’s
ideas, peolishing them up a
bit, and eashing in en them.
He had rejeeted hundreds of
erack-pet sehemes, but he al-
ways listened. A few Hhad
tukhed et to be highly prefit-
able . ... te him, at least. He
leaned across the desk, 166k-
ed keenly at Henry.

“What is it?” he asked.

“Look at these.” Henry slid
the envelope over to him.

Morse slipped the prints
out and looked at them.

“Why, Henry!” he said,
archly. “This is not like
you.”

Henry flushed, but said
nothing.

“But,” continued Morse,
with a leer, “interesting as
they are, I don’t see where it
concerns us. Unless,” he
added, “you want us to use
this model.” He thumbed
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through the pictures again.
“Very interesting, I must ad-
mit. We could probably give
her some work ocessionally.
Now, if that’s all,” he stood
up, looking annoyed, “I wish
you had brought these in at
a more convenient time. Just
leave the gifl’s name with the
reeeptionist.” He glaneed
meaningly at his wateh.

Henry smiled, pityingly.
“Sit down,” he commmanded.

Morse sat.

“That isn’t all. You don’t
think I'm running around
peddling pictures of nudes,
do you? The important thing
is that that girl was fully
dressed when 1 took her pie-
ture.”

Morse did a double take,
then looked at Henry in
alarm.

“Of course she was, old
boy,” he said, soothingly. He
estimated the distance to the
door in case Henry got vio-
lent. He could just make it,
he decided. He inched his
chair towards the corner of
the desk and started to rise.
"Now, you wait right here,
and Il get my seeretary to
fmake eut a file eard e this
girt.»

*Sit down!” Henry snap-
ped.

Morse did, smiling a some-
what sickly smile.

“When I said that girl had
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her clothes on, I meant exact-
ly that. When I photographed
her last night she was fully
dressed. Oh, she had a drape
on instead of a blouse, but,
outside of that, she was
wearing all of her clathes.
When I developed the nega-
tives this morning, they came
out like that.” He gestured
towards the photographs.

“You’re nuts,” Morse said
bluntly, forgetting diplo-
macy.

Henry shook his head. “I
thought I was too. So I re-
peated the experiment on my
wife. They weren't as good
as these,” he admitted, *“but
they proved I could do it. I'm
positive I can do it on any-
body.”

“You mean,” Morse de-
manded, “that you could take
a picture of me, and I'd come
out . . .”

Henry made a rude noise.
A mental picture of Alan
parading around naked as-
sailed him and he shuddered.
“Hell, no. That is, I probably
could, but I'm dammed if I
would. It would make me
in.”

Morse ignored this. “But
you could take a picture of
any girl and make it come
out -like this?”

Henry nodded.

“How do you do
Morse asked, eagerly.
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it?”

Henry smiled a very supe-
rior smile. “If you think I'm
going to tell you how 1 do it,
you're nuts.”

“Could you do it here?”

“Sure,” Henry said, posi-
tively.

Morse jurnped up. *“Come
on. I'll get the receptiomist!”

“How about your lunch?”
Henry asked, slyly.

“To hell with my lunch! I
want to see if you can really
do this.”

He bounded out of the door,
yelled “Miss Jennings, come
into the camera room,
please,” and dashed down the
hall.

Henry followed more se-
dately, allowing the attractive
Miss Jennings to precede
him. His eyes followed her
retreating figure speculative-
ly. This was going to be fun.

In the camera room, he ex-
plained to her that he was
going to demonstrate a new
type of lighting to Mr. Morse.
He arramged her carefully on
the bench and fussed with

the lights.

“Hurry up,” Morse said,
impatiently.

Henry ignored him. He

focused the camera, slipped
a film holder in and pulled
the slide. Then he stood, bulb
in hand, looking intently at
Miss Jennings. Morse hovered
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over his shoulder, breathing
heavily.

It was no use. The -improp-
er thoughts wouldn't come.
He turmed to Morse in annoy-

ance. “You'lll have to get
out.”

“But . ... but . . .” Morse
spluttered.

“I can't do it with you
hanging over my shoulder.”
For the benefit of Miss Jen-
nings he added, “I've showed
you how the lights are
arramged. But I can’'t make
the exposure properly with
you breathing down my neck.
You can see the negatives
after they’'re developed. Now
beat it!”

“But I want to watch!”
Morse wailed. “And I want
to see how you develope
them!”

“Out!” Henry commmanded.

When Morse had left, still
grumbling, he made several
shots in various poses. He
enjoyed every minute of it.
When he had fimished, Miss
Jennings showed him where
the darkroom was.

He went in, carefully lock-
ed the door and developed the
films in his newly discovered
way. When they were in the
fixer; he turmed on the lights
and took an eager look at
them. Perfect! He rubbed his
hands in gleefull satisfaction,
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unlocked the door and invited
the impatient Morse in.

“There!” he said, dramat-
ically, pointing to the tank.

Morse grabbed a dripping
hanger and held it up to the
light. “Zowie!” He plunged
it back and inspected the
others. “I've always won-
dered how she'd . ... he caught
himself.

“Satisfied?”
manded.

Morse threw an enthusias-
tic arm around his thin
shoulders.

“Boy oh boy! We've got it
made. Henry, there’s a mil-
lion dollars in your process.”
He grew suddenly serious.
“You're sure you can repeat
this any time you want to?”

Henry hesitated. “It may
depend on the model,” he
said slowly. “I won't say
why, but it may not work on
everyone.”

“But on most of them,”
Morse insisted, anxiously.

Henry nodded. “I'm sure
of it.”

Morse beamed on him,
“Oh, Brother! Are we going
to have fun with this!” He
suddenly became all busi-
ness. “Come on into may of-
fice and we’ll draw up a con-
tract.” He started from the
room,

Henry followed, his mind
whirling. What kind of a con-
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tract should he sign? Maybe
he ought to get a lawyer. Hell,
he decided, he didn't need a
lawyer. With his new-found
feeling of power, he felt a
match for anyone. Miorse
couldn’t put anything over on
him. He went into the office
and sat down next to the
desk.

Morse was already seated,
scribbling  furiously.  He
grunted a couple of times,
read what he had written,
made a couple of changes and
handed the paper to Henry.

Henry glanced at it, sneer-
ed, tore the paper in half and
dropped the pieces into the
wastebasket.

“Hey!” Morse protested.
"What’s the idea?”

Henry looked at him, dis-
dainfully. “If you think I'd
sign anything like that,
you’re nuts. Give me a sheet
of paper. 'l write the con-
tract.” He thought for a mo-
ment, wrote briefly then
shoved the paper over to
Morse. “Read it out loud.”

Morse cleared his throat
and read. “For the sume of
One Thousand Dollars a
week . .. WHAT!"

IIGO on.l!

Morse’'s hand trembled
slightly as he continued.
“, . . one thousand dollars a
week, I, Henry Milford, agree
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to work for Alan Morse and
Associates for a period of
one year from this date. It is
further agreed that I will
work only one day per week.”

Morse screamed. “One day
a week! We can’t get any-
thing done in one day a
week!”

“Shut up and finish it,”
Henry said.

Morse glared, but con-
tinued. “Said day to consist
of not over eight hours. Dur-
ing this time I will make, de-
velop and print such pictures
as Alan Morse may direct.”
Morse groaned. “Eight hours!
And this doesn't say anything
about your process.”

“If you think I'm going to
say anything in there about
what kind of pictures I'm go-
ing to take, you're off your
rocker. That would look
swell if it ever got out. Read
the rest of it.”

Morse gave him a look of
grudging admiration. “You
are right,” he admitted. “I
hadn't thought of that.” He
picked up the contract again.
“It is further agreed that
any profit resulting from my
work will be divided equally
between myself and Morse
and Associates.”

Morse slammed the paper
on the desk. “I won't sign it!”
he said.

Henry shrugged and stood
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up. “That’s up to you. If you
won't somebody else will.
Somebody a damn sight
smarter than you," He
reached for the camtract.

Morse snatched it wup.
“Don’t be in such a rush,” he
complained. “It’s just that I
had something else in mind."

“I'll bet you did," Henry
sneered. “Well, this is may
process and I'll dictate the
terms. I thought I was being
very generous, only taking
half the profits.”

“Plus a grand a week,"
Morse reminded him,

“Peanuts,” Henry said,
“That's just so I'll have a
little expense money coming
in each week. And it'll be
easier to explain to my wife
why I'm clesing my own stu-
dio if she sees something
regular. Not,” he amended,
hastilly, “that she's going to
know how much I'm getting.
A couple of hundred should
keep her satisfied.”

Morse looked up from his
study of the contract. “What
if you can't keep on making
the right kind of pictures?
Where does that leave me?”

“Right up that creek,"
Henry told him,

“But . . ." Morse started
to protest.

“That’s the chance you
take. And besides, where will
I be if I can't produce?”
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“Sitting back with Mfiifty
grand of my money in your
pocket,” was the bitter an-
SwWer.

“All life is a gamble,”
Henry said, loftily. “Are you
going to sign or aren't you?
I can’t waste all day here.”

Morse glared helplessly,
reached for his pen reluctant-
ly and signed the paper.
Henry took the pen from him,
signed his name and put the
contract in his pocket. He
kissed the pen softly and
stuck it in his pocket, too.

“That’s my pen,” Morse
protested.

“I'll buy you a new one. I
want this one for a souvenir.
And now,” he said, “if you'll
have your bookkeeper make
out a check for my flirst
week's salary, I'll be on my
way. It’s been a very tough
day.”

Morse pushed the intercom
button. “Miss Jenmimgs, have
a check for one thousand dol-
lars made out to Henfry
Milford. Charge it to my per-
sonal aceownt.”

“Wait a minute,” Henry
broke in. “"Have them make
out two checks. One for .. .”
he thought for a moment.
“One for two hundied, the
other for eight. Twe hun-
dred’s enough fer Leera. If
she theught you were paying
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me more than that, she'd
think you were crazy.”

“I am,” Morse told him bit-
terly, relaying the informa-
tion.

They sat in silence while
they waited for the checks,
Morse chewing his nails,
moodily. Miss Jennings fiimal-
ly came in, looked at Henry
curiously and handed the
checks to Morse. He fumbled
for his pen.

“Use my new one,” Henry
said, graciously, handing it
to him. “But don’t forget to
give it back.” He grinned,
wonderful—this new power.

Morse scribbled his signa-
ture and shoved the pen and
the two checks over to Henry.
“Here, Shylock.”

Henry stuck the pen in his
pocket, looked at the ffggures
on the checks reverently, and
stowed them away. He'd have
to get a new wallet, he de-
cided . ... a thousand dollars
looked out of place in the old
one.

He crossed to Morse and
slapped him on the shoulder.
“Cheer up, Boss. Think of all
the money we're going to
make. When do I start to
work?”

Morse brightened a little.
“This is Tuesday,” he said.
“I'll need a couple of days
to decide how we'll use the
pictures and to line up some
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models. How about coming in
Friday?™

“Fine.” Henry started for
the door. “Imcidentally,” he
threw over his shoulder,
magnamimousdly, “I  won't
charge you for the shots I
made this morming. You can
keep them for your private
collection.”

“Thanks,” Morse said,
leering. “See you Friday,
about ten.”

Henry nodded and left. He
floatedl down the hall, past
the receptionist. Wouldn't
she be startlled, he thought,
if 1 told her about the funny
little birthmark I noticed in
one of her pictures. He
grimmed at her. She smiled
back, cautiously.

“See you Friday,” Henry
said. “I'll be doing some spe-
cial work here for a while.”

“It will be nice having you
with us, Mr. Milford,” she
said, as he left.

The next few days were
the most pleasant Henry had
ever spent. He opened a pri-
vate checking account (im a
different bank from the one
where he and Leora had
their’s) ; bought some new
clothes; made arrangements
to have the balance of the
work at the studio done by
a printing service. He was
darmed if he was going to
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waste his time printing pic-
tures of babies.

He broke the news of his
new job to an unbelieving
Leora. He said nothing about
the short hours, the money
or the kind of work. When
he fimally convinced her, she
threw her arms around him,
For the first time in fffiteen
years, she looked at him with
a gleam of respect in her
eyes. Mr. Milford grimmed to
himself, wondering what
she’d say if she kmew the
whole truth.

Friday, Henry showed up
at his new job. A respectful
receptionist escorted him to
his. new office. It was next to
Morse's and almost as large
and luxurious. He was bounc-
ing happily in the comfort-
able chair back of the big
desk when Morse came in.

Henry greeted him gaily.
“Hi, Boss! All set for me to
go to work?”

Morse nodded. “I've got six
models waiting, and ten more
coming in this afternoon.
You may be only waorking
one day a week,” he said,
grimly, “but brother, you're
sure as hell going to grind
out pictures on that one day.
Let's go!” He tumed, abrupt-
ly, and left the room, Henry
following.

Three blondes,
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two bru-

nettes and a redhead were
waiting in the camera room.
Henry looked and gulped.
He'd never even dreamed that
dolls like these existed out-
side of magazine pictures. He
was filled with admiratiiom at
the off-hand way Morse greet-
ed the girls. Of course, he
realized, this was old stufff to
the boss. Maybe even he
could get used to it after a
while, but he doubted it. A
little shiver of anticipation
shook him.

“Do they know what’s go-
ing to happen?” he whis-
pered.

Morse shook his head and
grinmed, wickedly. “If they
did, they'd sure as hell want
more than the twenty-five
bucks an hour they're get-
ting. Though that ain't hay,”
he added, warmingly. “Shoot
your stuff as quickly as pos-
sible. There’s a hundred and
fifty dollars an hour standing
there.”

Henry became all business.
He deliberatedd a moment,
then pointed to the redhead.
“You stay. The others go
with Mr. Morse and I'll call
you when I need you.”

“I want to watch!” Morse
wailed.

“Out!” Henry said, flinmly.
“I've got to work alone. I told
you I couldn’t stand to have
anyone watching me.”
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Morse left, reluctantly, fol-
lowed by the girls.

Henry's heart was beating
rapidly as he posed the girl
carefully. This was going to
be fun, he thought. He
grinmed at the girl and she
smiled back, sweetly. He
made a few casual adjust-
ments on the lights. That was
the nicest part, he thought,
happily. It didn't much mat-
ter what the lighting was ...
it was all in his mind.

He focused carefully, slid
in a film holder and pulled
the slide. Then he stood quiet-
ly, bulb in hand, staring at
the girl.

Lovely, he thought. Leora
had looked a little bit like
that when they were married.
She'd been pretty and slim
and her hair had had golden
lights all through it. He
sighed, thinking what time
and his wife's carelessness
had wrought, then pulled his
mind back to the job at hand.

The model sat there quiet-
ly, a sweet, trusting look @it
her face. Henry tried to
imagine what she’'d look like
without any . ... his mind re-
belled at what he was trying
to do. The improper thoughts
refused to come. He suddenly
felt as though his Puritan an-
cestors stood behind him,
staring disapprovingly. He
glanced around, nervously.

MR. MILFORD'S MAGIC CAMERA

A chill shook him. Beads
of perspiratiion trickled down
his forehead. He fumbled for
a handkerchief, wiped them
away. He tried again, grunt-
ing a little with the effort.

The girl looked at him ap-
prehensively. “Is something
wrong, Mr. Milford?” she
asked.

“Oh, no,” Henry assured
her. In desperatiom, he made
a couple of exposures, chang-
ed her position and made
several more.

“That’s all,” he said, wip-
ing his forehead again.
“Thank you. Will you please
send in one of the other girls.
Any one.”

She glanced at him curious-
ly but said nothing as she
left.

The next five were a repe-
tion of the fiirst sitting. Henry
was filled with revulsion at
what he was trying to do. He
got it over quickly. He could
not let himself think about it.

When the last girl had
left, a beaming Morse came
in. “Good boy,” he said heart-
ily. *You certainly did that
job up in quick time.”

Henry avoided his eyes. A
stramge foreboding filled him
as he gathered up the ex-
posed holders.

Morse looked at him,
sharply. “Anything wrong?”
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he demanded. “You look sort
of sick.”

Henry shook his head. “I'm
all right,” he mumbled. “I
guess it’s just that I'm not
used to working so fast. Or
maybe I ate something for
breakfast that didn't agree
with me. I did feel a httle
dizzy, but I'm all right now."

Morse leered at him. “Just
not used to seeing so much
pulchritude,” he said, slyly.
Moistening his lips, he con-
tinued, “How about getting
them developed? I can hardly
wait to see them.”

“Shut up,” Henry snapped.
“And get out of here. I'll call
you when they're ready.” He
went towards the darkroom.

“I sure wish I could watch
you,” Morse said, dejectedly.

Henry left without hother-
ing to answer. The big slob,
he thought. Drooling over
the idea of seeing those nice
glrls undressed. He locked
the deor and went through
the developing process me-
ehanically. When the buzzer
went off, he put them inte the
fixer. He sat theie, in the
dark, eentrelling his anxiety
uAtil he was sure the film had
gleared.

Then he snapped on the
light, took one of the films
from the tank and looked at
it. He choked, looked at the
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others humikdlly, then stag-
gered to a chair in the corner
and collapsed. He sat there
for a long time, his mind
whirling, breathing heavily.

A pounding on the door
snapped him out of it. Morse
was yelling at him. “Aren't
you done yet? What's holding
up the parade? Let me in; I
want to see them.”

Henry crossed slowly to
the door and unlocked it
with trembling hands. Morse
bounded in.

“How are they?” he asked,
eagerly.

Henry pointed silently to
the tank.

Morse grabibed at the flirst
hanger, looked at it, gasped
and reached for another one.
Wordlessly, he examined the
tankful, then turmed to
Henry, his face furious.

“Why . ..why...why...”
he spluttered. “They’re all
dressed!”

Henry nodded, unhappily.
“I know.”

Morse advameced on him,
forbiddingly. His voice was
dangerously soft as he asked,
“what happened?”

Henry didn't answer; just
stood there looking miser-
able.

“Say something!”
roared.

“I couldn't do it,” Henry
said, dejectedly. “They look-
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ed like such nice girls, T just
couldn’t imagine them being
undressed.”

“What the hell has that got
to do with it?” Morse
screamed.

Henry looked slightly puz-
Zled. “I'm not quite sure,” he
said, slowly. “But I suspect it
has everything to do with
it.”

“What do you mean?”
Morse demanded.

Henry tried to explain. “I
think it's part of the process.
When I look at them while
I'm taking their plcture, I
think . ... I think . . .” he
Ralted.

“Go on.”

“Well, I think about how
they look . ....” Henry stop-
ped, blushing.

Morse glared at him.

"Well, about how they'd
look . . . undressed,” Henry
blurted. “And,” he comtinued,
defiantly, "they looked like
sueh nice girls, and when 1
thought what we were going
to do . . . how we were going
te eommereialize on it . ... I
just eouldn’t de it. They were
§6 unsuspeeting and sert ef
trusting. 1 ean do it for fun,”
e explained, “But 1 just ean't
de it ter meney.”

A dreamy smile spread over
Henry’s face. "Not for fiifiy-
one more weeks,” he said,
softly. “I've got a eemiract.”

“I'll. break it!™ Morse
sneered.

Henry shook his head. “No
you won’'t,” he said, confl-
dently. *There’s nothing in
the contract that says what
kindl of pletures I have to
take. It only says that 1 agree
to work one day a week for
you. ARd that you agiee te
pay e a thousand dellars a
m@@k f%f ene y@%ﬁ“ He §§-A@@€:

e, Beaming hap lll%s fie
what a year it %l% g!

Morse's shoulders sagged.
He was beaten and he knew
it. He turmed and left with-
out a word.

Henry walked over to the
tank and picked up one of the
red head's negatives. Not
bad, he thought, critically. A
glow of pleasurable anticipa-
tion spread over him. His
process might not work com-
meieiallly, but he was willing
to bet it weuld still werk just
for the fun of it. The pres-
pest of a pleasant year leem=
ed ahead and he sighed
Rappihy-.

He'd have to get the red-

Morse exploded. “You're head's name and address out
fired!!” of the files.
THE END

MR. MILFORD'S MAGIC CAMERA
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THE BIG

TRANCE

By HARLAN ELLISON

You: standd alonee in a hygnoviteerd citw. Arowmdd yaur are help-
less thousemdds complétdly’y in yourr power =wailinging fo mbey
yourr slighitéstt commandd. Brilliine: mindds, beautthfil/ ‘bodies.
Which'/: will! inbrestt yow most?? Yot ram degreddc or iingpie;
aid or injurer; satisffy youwr desimess or theirss. Ivs up to jyou.

CTOR MAINWARING

had always wanted two
things from that carnucopia
known as life. Power and the
love of a good woman. Not
the sort of power that makes
nations bend to one man's
will, nor the sort of power
that throm's a world into
war, Just the sort of iitiernal
power that makes others
pause ifi the stieet and stare,
thinking, “There goes some-
ene te reekon with! Whieh,
when it eomes right dlewn to
it, is 4 pretty reasonaple and
havimless sert of pewer to de-
sife. The "goed woman" had
long sinee Been decided upen
By Vieter as being Feliee
Witiggrad. He had werked
Beside her in Nediek's Times
Square erange juice stand for
gVer two years, and to him
she was the ultimate in
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beauty, refinement and de-
sirability. 1t might be noted
that Victor's standaids were
his own, and only peculiar in-
sofar as everypwess standards
are peculiar. But in any €ase,
Sophia Loren and Kim Nevak
held ne thuillls for Vietor
Mainwarimg, beside the slim,
perspiring figure of Feliee
Winegrad. Many were the
times he yearned, within hif-
self, for just .these twe
things: pewer, and the leve
of Feliee Winegrad.

On Friday, July 14th, Vie-
tor got both.

First he got the 7power.

Then he got the love of
Felice . . .

. .. and every other waoman
in the City of New York.

It is a constant. When
reality is less tham satisfae-
tory, a certain breed of man






will resort to dreams and
artiificial aids. So it had been
with Victor. When his small
attentions to Felice had
brought him hardly any rec-
ognition from her direction,
when his appeal for a three-
dollar raise had gone unno-
ticed, he resorted fo that
dream factory where strength
of body and spirit are manu-
factured. The advertisements
of the pulp magazimes. He
read them avidly.

In one such, he had found
a list of books that had been
remaindered, gathered to-
gether by a wholesale outfit,
and were being offered at a
pittamee. As his eyes ran
down the columns of books
being offered, pausing here
and there to read the explana-
tory paragraph with each,
his attention was drawn to
one which said:

THE POWER OF HYPNOSIS!

Do you find younsedlf al sea
iokem it comes to beimy florce-
full witth othens?? Would wyou
like to matke peoplle see tHimgs
your wey? Wantt to males
yoursedlf atirectiiee to wwomen,
be the life of the pavthy, en-
tevthidye, myptifyy? Thizs book
is a rare edifiam, only a flew
eopies at hamd], so semd at
once, and learm how to Hyp-
notizee, and stantlde fHiends
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and relatiiges.
posthmidd,

Consequently, he had taken
a flyer. If reality could not
bring him what he wanted,
he would resort to artiificial
aids. So he had walked over
to the post office, gotten a ten
cent postal money order for
one dollar and ninety-eight
cents, and mailed it off to the
Collessus Book Co. of Provi-
dence, Rhode 1sland.

Then he had gone home,
prepared himself for the
day's work—his shift went
from two o’clock in the after-
noon till nine-thirty at night
—and promptly relegated the
book "“The Power of Hyp-
nosis” to a rear segment of
his mind. The next thirteen
days went as uneventfully as
they always did. He werked
his shift beside Feliee, dish-
Ing up hot degs and paper
cups of orange juice; he went
to the seedy litHe mevie
houses alefig 42nd Stieet, he
got his wavy brewn hair eut,
and enee even went 5o far as
to have a manieure.

Then, on Friday, July 14th,
at ten o'clock in the morning,
when the, mail atived, his
entire life changed direetion.
Like a river, dammed up for
centuries by alluvial depesits,
suddenly freed and raeing te
the sea, Victor Migimwaring’s
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life broke free of its silt, and
streaked away for freedom.
The book came, and he hur-
riedly stripped away the card-
board protecting shield, the
wrapping paper, the twine, It
was wrapped in a copy of the
Piovidence, Rhode Island
Journed/, and after he had
peeled away the newsprint,
there it was, just as the ad-
vertisement had said it would
be.

THE POWER OF HYPNOSIS
by A. Ramakalandra III

Victor opened the book, and
saw that much dust had
caked in the backstrap.
There was no dust wrapper
on it, and the binding seemed
to be a very fine sort of buck-
ram. The title was engraved
on the front cover in gold
seript, and the same on the
title page.

In addition to the title and
author credits, a line at the
bottom of the page bore the

perplexing legend:

Melametialién Presss — HRing-
Jaupatdaf, 1658 B.C.

But that was sheer non-
sense. Aside from the fact
that-he knew of no such place
as the unpronounceable
Ruwg-Jaupalat, how could
anyone print a book in 1658
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B.C. and kmow it was B.C. No
one can read the future . ..
can they? And besides, that
was long before printing
presses, or even the English
language. It must have been
a typographical error, so
common in these old books.

The mystery deepened,
however, and explained away
part of his objection on the
next page. Where most books
of this old a vintage would
delineate the type used, the
sort of paper and the name
ofidthe printer, this voliume
said:

Thizs book has beem set in
Tangiihbikity Bold, set to read
in any languagee Ghe aromer
desiness. The paper 15 mune-
preelf Kopliss Bomdl wiith
watbematkdced and ppeadhented
endpapeess. The printéer is U.
Isititinii & Sonss. 1658 B.C.

Please Kespp Awayy HFirom
Cauldhanss and Deep Hieezes

Victor Mainwaring read
this with more tham the
usual amount of comeern.
What had he bought? Was
this some sort of ringer, a
charlatammadiiced book of
frippery when he so desper-
ately needed help? His disap-
pointment grew, for the typo-
graphical error he had stp-
posed the date to be, was
again repeated. But how
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could amgmree call his time
Before Christ, if it was . ..
well, befonee Christ? His mys-
tification grew, and he settled
down in his one-room apart-
ment’s single chair. He turn-
ed the pages slowly and
carefully, for the book crack-
led with each turning,
obviously never having been
opened before.

Then it dawmned on him-—
if this book were actuadlly as
old as it seemed, what a hell
of a remainder it must have
been! From having seen the
caliber of books remaindered
in the book stores dotting
42nd Street, Victor decided
this one must be a deuce of
a stinker. But he began to
read it, nonetheless, for one
dollar and ninety-eight cents
1§ net waste paper.

It was writtem in a literate
style, and though he was com-
pletely unfamiliar with hyp-
nosis and any of its sub-top-
ies (Save a brief and unhappy
excursion into Bricley Mur-
phyism, which quickly con-
vinced him he was a miser-
able one-liiffer), he soon began
te realize that the-book knew,
fully, of what it spoke about.
He read with wncontained
enthusiasm, for it did indeed
tell him how to hypotize and
subject people’s minds to his
desires. It all seerned so clear.

The detailed imstructions
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for producing tranees, post-
hypnotic suggestions, etc.
were not quite those he had
grown to associate with stage
mesmerists or television plays
dealing with such subjects:
but they seemed quite logical
—in a sort of illogical way—
and he was determimed, be-
fore he had finished reading
the volume, to try It out.

As he sat there in his un-
derwear, turming the pages,
vision after vision came to
him. He would hypnotize
Felice, and convince her she
loved him greatlly. He would
hypnotize his section man-
ager, and get that raise. He
would hypnotize the fat sleb
who dropped In every after-
noon at four to eat one het
dog and a plate of peotato
salad, and who always insult-
ed him that the buns were
eold. He weuld make thait one
think he was a dog in seareh
of a hydrant. OR, the visiens
eame and went flestingly,
gaeh one leaving Vieter a
littie ere eertain he esuld
de what the besk §uﬁg@§£@a,
and eenvineing Rim that this
was the end te all his treu-
Bles.

He was only half correct.

This was the begimnihgg of
his troubles.

He fiimished the book at
1:30, and had to hurty to
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shower, brush his teeth, comb
his hair, get dressed and take
the bus to the stand. He made
it ten minutes late, and the
man he was to relieve, a
horse-faced ex-stevedore who
always burmed the toast, a
fellow named Krueger, was
waiting, hands on beefy hips,
with curses ready to be
hutiled.

“Waddaya think ya doin’,
Mainwarn’? Ya think I got
all day ta loaf aroun’ here
waitin’ on ya? Fer Chris-
sakes, whyn't ya show up an’
get ’ere on time, huh?” His
mouth was loose-lipped and
worked like a sphincter. Vic-
tor despised him. (A) Be-
eause he was bigger than
Vietor, (B) because he was
a bully, and (C) because
mueh against her wishes,
Krueger llked his hands on
Felice’s body. Vietor wished
he had the nerve or the size
of a big gun, to take Krueger
to task,

Instead, he humbly apolo-
gized, got into his aprom, and
went to work. The book was
in the inside pocket of his
jacket. Victor was deter-
mined to try hypnotizing
Felice before the day was
over.

“Hello, Felice,” he tried
timidly, as he took up posi-
tion behind the moving
rollers on which the dogs
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heated. She was cleaning off
the counter with a damp rag,
and threw him a sweet look
over her right shoulder.

“Hello, Vic. Why didn’t
you answer that big creep?
You gonna let him tatk to you
like that all your life?” Her
voice was indignant, and for
a moment he thought he de-
tected interest in her tones.
But he passed that olf
quickly as idle hoping, and
;hm@geﬂ his shoulders at

er.

“What can I do? He'll tell
the boss if I make a fuss.”

She pursed her lips and
batted her full eyelashes an-
grily, and turmed away to
wait on a customer.

Oh, boy, now I did it, he
thought, sinkingly. MNow
she's sore at e but good.

But as the aftermoon pass-
ed noisily into evening on
Times Square, Felice forgot
her anmnoyame, and they
worked shoulder to shoulder,
seldom touching, but Viector
always feeling the warmth of
her close by. It was pleasant,
even working at such a
meniall task as dishing up pe-
tato salad, just to be beside
her. Thean at five o’eloek,
when it was Felice’s work-
day’s end, and Vietor was off
for dinner (whieh he ugualg
felt obligated to eat at Ned-
iel¢’s, and whieh invariably
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gave him heartburn), he ap-
proached her. “H-how would
you like to eat dinner with
me before you go home,
Felice?”

She looked at him as
though she were seeing him
for the first time, and her
cheeks  blushed  prettily.
“Well, sure, I guess that’d be
real nice, Vic. Yeah, sunce,
let’s go.”

So Victor took Felice to
The Grotto on West 46th
Street, where they went into
the back dining roam—ihat
has tin foil walls and looks
like a cave—and had Italian
food that made Felice feel
like she was really someone,
and gave Victor even more
acute heartburm. While they
were sipping their eespresso,
Vietor excused himself, and
went into the men’s room. He
took the book from his jacket
pocket, and read agaim, hur-
riedly, the chapter on basie
tiaiees, and how to put peo-
ple into them. This was to be
the moment!

He ram over the peculiar
phrases several times, and
manweled again that not once
did the word “sleep” appear
in them. That was very pe-
culiar, he was sure. Every
stage hypnotist he had ever
seen, had said sleep many
times. He shrugged; it didn’t
matter. Not if the phrases
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worked and Felice was hyp-
notized.

(It might be noted that Vie-
tor had a great deal of faith
in the printed word. If the
book said it would put people
into tramces, then by George,
it woultl! It might also be
noted at this point that Vie-
tor was gullible to a fault at
odd moments. But them, that
is what makes Vietor Vietor
and not sofeorne &lse.)

He flipped through the
pages quickly, as the text re-
ferred him to an appendix
note. The note held several
diagrams for fliiger positions
and thoughts to think, while
tramcimg. Vietor thought this
rather odd, but he seratehed
the small line on the under-
side of his stubby nose, and
committed the rulles to mem-
ory. Then he put the velume
back In his jacket poeket,
patted it affectionately, and
deeided to comb back his al-
most-auburh hair. It wouldn't
look goed to be traneifg un-
der anything but eptimum
gonditions.

The restaurant had cleared
out pretty much, when he
threaded back through the
tables; the crowd had ffittered
out to make the theaties. But
Felice was enchanted by it
all; Vietor conjectured that
this was perhaps the fiisst*
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time she had eaten in an off-
Broadway restauramt. It was
quite a change for her—from
slinging food, to having it
served to her in such a nice
place. Victor suddenly felt
patromizing, and caught him-
self. Then he felt violent
qualms about what he was
going to do.

In fact, he realized, it was
on the verge of being cad-
dish ! Verge;, hell, his thoughts
tracked each other, it is cad-
disth, and boundemshh, fioo!

But he sat down at the
table, determimed, anyhow.

“Felice,” he said timidly,
though he did not fesdl timid
inside, “would you like to see
something interesting? Some-
thing I've had for a hobby
for a long time? Something
I've been practicing and've
been wanting to show you?”

He knew he'd asked too
many questions at once, but
was gratified by her quick
flash of a smile. “What is it,
Vic?” '

“You ever been hypno-
tized?” he asked, grinning
disarmimgiy.

She made a tsk-tsk sound
and waggled a finger at him.
“Oh, now, come on Vie! I
know all about that stuff. You
can’'t hypmotize me, no one
ever could.” Her face dark-
ened. “I remember one guy at
a party tried to do it, and
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then he tried to ...” She
stopped. Then, “Hey! You
ain't got no ideas, have ya?”

Victor stopped her protests
with a hand. “Ne, no, this is
striictly a scientific experi-
ment ; I've got no ulterior mo-
tives.” He was lying in his
well-lined-up teeth.

She smiled slowly, and
pointed out, “You know what
they say. No one’ll do any-
thing under hynosis that goes
against their morals.” She
smiled again, and Vietor be-
gan to hope that Felice's mor-
als had feet of clay.

“Well, let's see what hap-
pens,” he said gayly, “all in
the spirit of fun.” Felice
agieed, and they settled back
to begin the experiment.

According to the instruc-
tions in the book, Victor was
firstt supposed to thikk he
could hypmnotize. He was to
think this with all his might
and mind; till he left no reom
for what the book had called
“negating doubt,” 1n his
mind. He was also to think
—sequentially—about rhinoe-
eros horms, fifty-eightt foot
high walls, ladies’ underwear,
and frogs,

Victor found these last
somewhat perplexing, but if
the book said he was sup-
posed to do it, then he was
going to do it. Victor's gulli-
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bility for the primted word
was occasionally monstrous.

So he thought about what
he was supposed to think
about, got them spinning
nicely in his head, and went
on to the fimger positions. The
left hand palm-forward be-
fore the subject’s face, thumb
and forefinger making a
circle, the remaining three
fimgers as rigid as possible.
Right hand: thumb and
fourth finger making a circle
aeross the palm; lay the hand
next to the other, palm-up, re-
maining thiee fiingers extend-
ed full.

He did precisely as the in-
structions had commanded.

Then he went into the
chant . . .

“Descend, descend, descend.
By the rumes of the Moather
Tongue. By the cabal of
Gooryalat and the fanged
mouth of Osi-Uvu. Descend.
Tramces of the upper air,
trances of fire, tramces of
Earth and water, attend me.
Commands made to be
sensed in that realm where
all things stand as all things
stand when the call relives its
original sins! Descend.”

As he began to speak, her
eyes fllickered shut. As his
words progressed, her body
twitched slightly, grew limp,
and finally teetered sidewise
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in the chair. In a few sec-
onds, Felice Winograd was
completely hypnotized.

"Oh, Boy!” Victor rejoiced,
as visions of sins danced in
his head.

He sat with finger in mouth
for a moment, tiying to de-
cidle—now that he had her
where and how he wanted her
—how to phrase his desire.
Fimallly, he said to her, “Fe-
llee. When you wake up, you'll
have ne recollection of this
tramce. But yeuw’ll be willing,
ne matter what 1 swugesst...
and you’ll love me.”

Then he snapped his fin-
gers fourteen times, as the
book had indicated he should.

Nothing happened.

Nothing at all.

Felice did not move a
twitch.
He snapped his ffingers

fourteen times again. Still no
movement. Them he noticed
something very strange: the
few patrons still in the din-
ing room, they too were
immobile. One fat mam with
a blobby nose had a forkful
of spaghetti halfway to his
mouth, poised in mid-air. The
spaghetti was hanging limply
—net wnwinding.

A woman across the aisle
had been wiping her mouth,
and looked very stramge with
the napkin half in her mouth,
and her eyes shut as she had
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them the moment of wiping.
A waiter was halted in the
passageway  between  the
front and rear dining sec-
tions, one foot in mid-step, a
tray balanced precariously.
Nobody moved.

The truth dawmned with a
slam. The truth caught Vic-
tor in the back of the neck,
and gave him a rabbit punch.
The book was a good book ....
in fact too good. That was
probably why it had been re-
maindered. No authoritative
text would be reduced for
quick-sale, but one that had
small defects in it—such as
putting a reomful of people
into a tramee instead of just
one—would be. Vietor was
framtic. The power of the
tiamee Wwas stiong, plenty
strong.

He whipped out the book
and re-read the section on
TRANCES, BRINGING
PEOPLE OUT OF. But all it
said was that the fourteen-
snap finger method should
work. And it didn't. Viector
was getting even mone Wor-
ried. What if their contire
bodies were immobile? What
if their hearts and brains
were in tianee, too? Then all
these people—he counted
twelve of them—would die
when their bedily funetiens

stopped.
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But Felice was breathing,
he could see her ample bosom
rising and falling regularly.
So were the rest of them.

Well, then, they were safe
on that count, but he was go-
ing to have to get them out
of it. He realized immediate-
ly that he needed campetent
aid. He would go to the po-
lice, at once,

There was undoubtedly one
on Broadway.

He slipped back his chair,
kissed Felice, telling her deaf
ears, “I'll be right back, dear.
Don't go away.”

Then he was running past
the poised waiter, knocking
the tray to the floor, apolo-
gizing to the wnheeding
statwe, and streaking through
the front dining room.

He noted, in rapid passing,
that everyone there, also, was
in a traneze. “Oh, boy,” he tit-
tered aloud, not meaning it
as he had before. Not mean-
ing it that way at all.

How many years in jail
could they give him for this?
Was it illegal, or just simply
immorall.

Then he was on the street,
racing down toward Broad-
way. Traffic seemed to have
come to a stop. The pedes-
trians weren't making much
time either.

Then he was out on Times
Square.
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“Oh, no!™

This was the big trance.
New York City was hypno-
tized.

It took him over two hours
to realize the extent of his
tramcing. Whether it had been
the imperfect nature of the
book’s instructions and theo-
ries, to begin with, or whether
the age of the chants had done
it, or perhaps because the
tience had been delivered in-
slde walls of tin foil, strength-
ening and changing it as it
went out—whatever it was,
the effects were complete.
Net a person in the city
moeved. For a wild moment
Vietor thought perhaps the
entire worlill was under the
tranee, but when he turned
6fi a radie in one of the cigar
stores on Broadway, he heard
voiees and singing. That sat-
isfied him fer the mement, but
as he turhed the radio off he
woendered if perhaps that
hadn't been tramserited of 6n
tape. Now that he thought
abeut it, he'd had te turn for
seme time till he get even
thade.

The thought was pretty
frightening.

He walked head-bent-down
through the clogged Times
Square area, having little
trouble making  passage,
merely side-stepping the in-
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animate objects littering the
sidewalks. It was a pretty
neat puzzler, and to help him-
self think, he wanted a ciga-
rette. Victor smoked very
seldom, and never cartied a
pack, but once In a great
while the smoke cleared his
mind. A man was standing
outside a Whalen’s, just 1ip-
ping the cellophane off a pack.
Victor absently walked up,
took the deck from the man’s
unresisting fingers, and with-
drew a eigarette frem the
pack. He replaced the paek,
fished in the man’s peeket for
a fateh, eame up with a geld
lighter, lit the eigarette, fe-
placed the lighter, staird teo
walk away, and stopped. Celd.
Dead. Completely.

“Wow!” he said, thinking
instantly how adolescent it
had sounded along the silent
Broadway stretch.

Maybe not such a problem
after all. He had the whole
world to do with as he liked.
He could rob every bank in
the city, get enough money
never to have to Werk another
day in his entire life. He
could have fun with any wom-
an he wanted without any
tiouble (not much response,
elther, he mused ruefully, but
then you can’'t have every-
thibgl)). He could get even
with every doorman and bus
driver who had ever snubbed
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him or insulted him. He could
see the world free of charge.
He could learn to fly and learn
to pilot a ship. He could ....

He did.

He walked back, and took
the rest of the pack of ciga-
rettes from the tramed buyer.
He was about to take the
lighter, too, but something
made him stop. Hell, there
were a million better lighters
in shops all along the street.
He walked away with a jaun-
ty half-hop, and decided to
stop 1n somewhere for a
drink. That was one thing
Vietor did enjoy—he just
could net afford it en Ned-
lek’s salary. He snapped his
fingeis in disdain at the
thought of Nediek’s. Phufh
of them!

He went info a swank
ebony and glass bar and
found himself a place at the
bar. Then he realized the bar-
tender was frozen in tramce,
too, so he leaned over and
took the martimi shaker from
the man’s hands. He had to
get off the stool and walk
around to get a martini glass,
but as he poured the pale
erystal llquid, he grinmed to
himself.

“And if you ever come out
of this,” he said to the bar-
tender, “you’ll forget this
command, but whenever I
come in, you'll mix me all the
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drinks I want for free. And
don’t water them on me.”

He sat down and drank the
martimi. It was watery; the
ice had completely melted
and the drink was warm. He
made a wry face, and mixed
himself one from the best
stock on the shelves. It wasn’t
as good as a professional
could do, but then, it was free.

The street was too damned
quiet for anythimg, so Victor
took a stroll up to 42nd and
looked in at Nedick’s. The re-
lief man was still on—you’re
gonna have -a real long shift
tonight, buddy-o, Victor
wanted to mumble—and still
smiling at a cute redhead with
big ears who was accepting a
tuna fish salad sandwich. Vie-
tor walked away, hands In
pockets. Somehow the city
wasn't right this way. New
York had to have noise. If it
didn’t, it was just an empty,
listless hulk. He stiolled down
the sidewalk every now and
then pinehing an atraetive
girl, every now and then step-
ping in seme shep te seleet
an iterm that eaught his eye.

It took him a week to get
bored with the whole thing.

He had spent the day re-
turning things he had “bor-
rowed” from shops. They
were mostly superfluous any-
how, and he saw no reason to
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become a thief—even if only
in his own eyes—if it didn't
please him. And there was no
thrill at all in kissing a
tramved female, no matter
how beautiful she was.

He had wandered through
the lobbies of most hotels,
found a few celebrities listed
on the check-in books, and
gone up to their rooms to see
them in person, but once
there, so what? He had even
come across one chesty,
brassy-haited movie star
whom he had bussed, and in-
stiueted to call him if and
when she came out of the
tieice. “You're going to
thiow me a surprise party the
fight you get un-trameed,” he
instiweted her, and left.

That had takem a week. A
week all alone, wandering in
and out, up and down, and
enjoying nothing. Loneliness
was eating him up inside.

Finally, he sat down with
the book, in an effart to find
out ‘what could have gone
wrong, and how to rectify the
error. Because by this time he
had realized he muait bring
things back to normal. If he
did not, he would soon go mad
from boredom and loneliness.

The book was detailed
about in-tramcing, but some-
how, the more he read it
over, the more certain he was
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that the instructions for out-
tramcing were all wrong, all
wrong. He sat down and dis-
sected the sentemces, word
for word, and finally hit the
diffienilty.

As he had suspected about
another segment of the book,
tihiss portion held a typograph-
ical error. A very dangerous
and annoying one. Where the
manuscript should have read
“clap” It said "snap.” Se that
the section which advised
clappihgy the hands fourteen
times to un-traice, had only
made things worse.

Victor was confident this
was the answer, and he was
about to do as the book
shoadttl have said, when he got
a strong qualm. If he let
everyone out of the tramce
state, he would lose control
over them. He was pretty
sure he could command everys
one to do what he wanted
them to do, when they came
out of it, and somehow the
command would be eariiied te
everyone. But again, he dign’t
really want that. 1t was fie
fun having everyene de what
you wanted them to, if yeu
knew they were ofily deing it
because they'd been put uh-
der post-hypneotie suggestion.

So Victor wandered out
again, and decided at least to
set a few things right before
he released them all.
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He looked up Krueger’s ad-
dress in the phone book, and
went over to the bully’s apart-
ment on West 34th Street.
The big man was in bed,
sleeping, still tramced, and
Victor had -only a moment's
hesitation before he hauled
off and popped the big slob
in the eye. It was swelling,
even as Victor said, “And
from now on, you grease-
monkey, when you see me,
you call me, ‘Mr.” ” Then Vic-
tor left, feeling very good.

He saw a blind man on the
street, with a tin cup, and he
instructed everybody to give
the man a dollar as they pass-
ed him.

He walked into the swank-
iest hotel dining room in
town, found the manager’s
office, wrote out his name and
address on a card, and put it
in the man's hand, saying,
“Call me when you get out of
this . . . you want me for
your wailtee de at twice the
salary the guy you've got now
gets.”

Then he went back to The
Grotto for the first time in a
week.

He was surprised to see
Felice still looked awfully
good to him, even after the
beautiful women he had met
during the past week. She
was honest, and cleancut and
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well, just right for his taste.
But he wasn't sure he wanted
her to be his love, if she was
hypnoticallly conditioned to
wanting it. He wanted her
honestly.

He realized with a start
that the week had changed
him pretty severely. The
ruthlless and unhealthy por-
tions of his character that
had been festering within him
for so long, sublimated only
by his backward nature,
waiting to be let out to ram-
page like mad dogs, had al-
tered not-so-subtly. He was
now ashammed of many things
he had done during the week,
and wanted to make up for it
somehow.

But how?

What could he do?

Then an idea came to him,
and he thought about it for a
long, long time before he
stood up, cupped his hands to
his mouth, and said, “When
you all come out of this
trane, there will be no de-
sire to fight in any of you,
You will not hate anybedy
else, no matter what they've
done to you, and the thought
of war will be so terrible
yowll start destroying your
stockpiled arms at once.”

Then he sat down again.
That was as good a deed as
any man could do. Pity no one
would ever know that the
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saviour of mankind had been
Victor Maimwaring.

He stared across at Felice.
It wouldn't be right to have
her shackled to him for the
rest of her life, if deep inside
her she didn't love him. He
rescinded the order of love he
had given her a week before.

Then he sat there, feeling
dejected, feeling lost and
empty. He had all this power,
but what good was it doing
him? Then he remembered
the blind man, and he stood
up again, cupped his hands
again, and said loudly, “First
of all, the government shall
never want to tax me, when
they come out of this. Second,
anybody with ten dollars or
more in their pocket, shall
either give me or mail me a
dollar a week for the next ten
years. If it won’t strap them.”

Then he anmoumced his
name and address. Finally he
clapped his hands fourteen
times.

The waiter fell over as he
slipped in -the spilled stuff
from the dumped tray.

The woman across the
aisle wiped her face and got
up from the table.

Outside, cars began to
move, and people went on to
catch shows a week old.

Felice started, and blinked
her eyelashes prettily.

Several people came
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in,

walked over to Victor's table,
and laid down a dollar bill,
shaking his hand. Felice just
stared.

“Wh-what are they doing
that for?” she said, reaching
into her handbag and putting
a dollar in front of Vietor.

He didn't answer, but
leaned across and took her
hand. “Fdlice, will you marry
me?"” he said bluntly.

Her cheeks turmed pink,
and she looked away, but her
hand tightemed in his, and
Victor was sure that she
would say yes someday soon.
He was perfectly happy to
give her time.

“Let’s go,” Victor said, get-
ting up.

“We’ll have a drink over at
the Waldorf bar—the barten-
der there doesn’t water the
martimis on me—and then
perhaps we’ll go to a party.”

Felice was thnillled. “Oh!
Who's having a party?”

“A friend of mine. She just
got martied. I think her name
is Miller now, Marilyn Mil-
ler.”

They left the restaurant,
and all down the street, the
dollar bills kept coming.

Victor stopped off at
Whalen'’s and bought a big
box of matches. He had some-
thing to burn when he got
home. And it tvasnitf time.

THE END
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THE MAN WHO COULDN'T LOSE

By G. L. VANDENBURG

T WAS Friday marning

and George Wellington
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at was the time George

Wellington looked forward
to.

At 6:35 he would leave the
house and walk five blocks to
the Marietta Bar and Grill.
Three beers later he would
leave the bar and return
home. By 8:30 he would be
fast asleep. Short but wel-
come relief.

This ritual had been per-
formed for exactly six hun-
dred and fiifty-twe Fridays, a
period covering some twelve
and a half years. George
lived a life as unvaried as the
hands on a self-winding
clock.

As he sat down to break-
fast he thought of Miarietta’s
Bar and could almost taste
the foam frosted, tangy beer
trickling down his throat.
Those two hours were sacred
to him.
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His reverie was shattered
by a discordant voice.

“Well, it's about time,
George Wellington!” Elvira
eyed the antique clock above
the mantle. “If I had known
you planned to be late for
breakfast I would have wait-
ed with the eggs. They're
probably icy by now!”

He tucked a neat white
napkin under his chin and his
tone was apologetic. “I hadn't
planned to be late, Elvira. 1
really don’'t think the eggs
have had a chance to freeze in
thirty seconds.”

When the antique clock
struck 8:30 George was still
immersed in the wmorning
paper, casually spooning his
coffee.

“Lord Almlghty, George
Wellington, wil {
Don't you care about& bein
on time for work? No, I don’
imagine you do. Suppese
Piero & Fegs U
and fired you? Where would
that put us? Out in the street
more than likely.”

Elvira Wellington had a
habit of asking and answer-
ing her own questions. She
never let her brother get a
word in. She manipulated his
life on the pretext that he was
her litilke brother and he need-
ed looking after.

Elvira as efficent. But
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George often wondered if her
efficiency wasn't outweighed
by her constant nagging and
badgering.

Whenever he tried to in-
ject a degree of novelty into
the hum-drum routine of
things she was on hand to
shame him out of it. If he
occasionally wanted a little
fun she was right there to re-
mind him that life was a duty.
A reverent, decorous duty.

George yearmed for the
courage to openly rebel, to
tetl Elvira what he had so
often told himself: I it
werenitt forr me she'tll be stary-
ing to disgih!

His longing for rebellion
remained stifled by habit and
routine. He had become con-
tent to pray—as he had
prayed for twelve long years
—that Elvira would get mar-
ried and have children and
lead a life of her own.

But the years had trickled
by and his hope of such good
fortune had long ago fllick-
ered out. Deep down. he had
resigned himself to be stuck
with an old maid sister until
the day she died . ... or he
did. . ..

The day went, as usual.
Contrary to Elvira’s fears
Pienase and Andieesws jvould
not have fired him for such a
flimsy reason as being late
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The fat man lost again. Was he softening George for the kill?
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for work, although tardiness
on his part would have been
something of a shock to them,
George was the finest records
analyst with the firm, but
having had humility and de-
corum drummed into him at
home, he was not aware of
his value to the campany.

That evening, in his haste
to enjoy his solitary two
hours at the tavern George
arriwved home at 5:34, one
minute ahead of. schedule.

“You're early, George!"
Elvira arched her eyebrows.
“What's wrong? What’s hap-
pened? You were late for
work and they fired you!"” Be-
fore he could produce a reply
she redoubled her attack.
t“George Wellington, what on
earth Is that on the cuffs of
your pants?”

“Huh?” He looked down at
the area in question. “Oh,
while 1 was standing at the
bus stop—uwvell, I gness there
was a mud puddle in the road
—and a truck—"

“A truck went by and
simply ruimed your best pair
of trousers! And you just
stood there like a ninny and
let it happen! Sometimes I
don’t know what to think of
you!” She sighed like a well-
fed martyr. "Well, you'd best
g0 upstairs and put on an old
pair of pants.”

A plaintive smile crossed
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his lips. “Elvira, this is my
night out.”

“Then just change into
something clean. You can’t go
out looking like that. Not
even to a bar and grill'”
Emphatic contempt was put
upon the words “bar and
grill.” It had long been El-
vira’s notion to keep George
pure every night of the week
by persuading him to aban-
don his only extira-curricular
activity.

But on this score alone, she
failed.

“Evening, Mr. Welling-
ton.” Chester was an ema-
ciated little bartender with
thimble-size pouches under
each eye. He drew George’s
beer as he issued the saluta-
tion.

“"What’s new Chestier?”

“There’s never nuthin’ new
when you get here, Mr. Wel-
lington. Only after you leave
and the late crowd comes is
anything ever new. By the
tirne you come around a week
later it ain't new no more.”
He slid a glass of beer in
fronit of Geerge.

Out of habit George chug-
a-lugged the fiirst one. Aside
from the comforting effect it
had on his parched throat
there was a certain boldness
In the aect that provided an
inner satisfaction. «
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He smacked his lips and
gave Chester a five-deollar-
bill. Accustomed to Gearge’s
routine, the bartender de-
ducted the price of three
beers and slipped him his
change.

George had over an hour to
go. He would nurse the next
two. He settled himself on a
stool and gave the tavern a
casual once over. There were
three other customers. On his
left an elderly gentleman oc-
cupied a stool at the far end
of the bar. On his right, seat-
ed in a booth, was a girl.

The third customer was a
bejowled giant wearing a
leather jacket and dungarees
and too much grease in his
hair. He was talking to the
girl. George could not hear
the conversatiom, but it ap-
peared that the man was
annoying the young lady. He
had pulled up a chair and
stiedidled it beside the booth,
and there was an arrogant
look of self-importance on his
face-that George didn’t like.

Every so often the girl
would toss a few words out
of the side of her mouth, but
she refused to look at the
man.

“Chester, why do you allow
a fellow like that in your
place?”

The bartender looked in the
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direction of the man and the
girl and shrugged. "She can
take care of herself.”

“But that man is bothering
her!”

“He bothers everybody,”
said Chester, "but people
ain't about to tamgle with
him. Used to be a prizefight-
er. What are you gonna do?
You gotta take the bad with
the good.”

George nursed his beer and
watched the girl grow an-
grier. She wouldn't take the
bad with the good much long-
er.

During moments like this
George became a dreamer,
wishing he had the couwrage
to use his six feet, hundred-
seventy pounds exaeting jus-
tice for the wronged and
oppressed.

Why domtt you do it, pal?
Go on, youllge got wikait it
takess. One good Figlit €ross
and thait govillln willl jolili wp
like a paper- bag.

George  spun himself
around on his stool. “What
did you say, Chester?”

Chester stopped wiping a
glass. “I didn't say nuthin’.”

George looked toward the
other end of the bar. The
elderly gentleman was bent
over his drink, paying attes-
tion to nothing else.

I'm tallingy to youw, pal!
Youl! Natiodly else. Nawids the
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timd! Go on, give that dwm
the bissmess!

George jumped down from
his stool and strode over to
where the man was bothering
the girl. His hand went out
and latched onto the shoulder
padding of the leather jacket.
He twisted the man’s shoul-
der around. “That will be all,
mister.”

The man looked up, scowl-
ing. “Who the hell are you?"

“Just leave this young
lady alone.”

“Hold on a minute, Macl
You know who you're talking
to?”

“I don't care. You were
annoying this young lady.
That isn't a very gentlemanly
thing to do.”

The hoodlum  grinned.
“Well, aren't we just too, too
dainty . . ™

The mysterious voice cut in
sharply. Now, pal, note!! Fake
a. mowe witth your lefi, ithen
give it evergbingy you got
wilth your rightt below the

heattd!
George jerked his left
hand back six inches. The

blg man crouched. George
drove a vicious punch right
below the heart as per in-
stiuctions. It was fun. He
tried a left, that was even
more fun. Then, regretfully,
he stopped. There was noth-
jng more to hit. Leather Jack-
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et was strefched out on the
floor.

The bartender rushed over
and applied cold towels.
George's heart throbbed, his
fists remaimed clenched as he
stared dumbly at the big fel-
low. For the moment he
didn't think about the voice
that had commandeeted the
assault. He dldn’t think about
anything. He was in a trance,
and couldn't comprehend the
thing he had done.

Chester, kneeling beside
the heckler, looked up. “What
the hell did you do, Mr. Wel-
lington? This guy -won't
wake up!”

“Is he—is he
George muttered.

“Hell, no! But he just
won’t come to, you know what
I mean? If you'd been wear-
ing gloves I'd swear you had
horseshoes in them!”

George slowly faced the
girl. She was still sitting in
the booth, looking into her
glass, paying no attemtion to
the incident. It was the first
close look George had taken.
She was in her middle twen-
ties, wearing a black slicker
tied at the waist, red™ beret
and heavy make-up.

George looked toward the
bar. The old gentleman was
gone, frightened away by the
fracas. A look back at the
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bartender found him shaking
his head over the still limp
body. Another look at the
girl. Her eyes remaimed glued
to the table, her rouged face
was expressionless.

George shook his head like
a groggy figiter. He had
thought he heard a voice
give him instructions. But
there was no voice now. He
must have imagined it. He
took two hesitant steps to-
ward the girl’s booth.

“I—I'm  sorry,
thought you—"

The girl turmed her head.
Her drooping eyes met his.
She manufactured a faint un-
happy smile. “What do you
do for an encore, buddy?”

Her cold tone puzzled
George. Maybe she had
wanitell to be picked up. Ches-
ter had told him she could
take care of herself. George
backed away, embarrassed.
“I'm sorry—ieallly I—" He
bumped into a table. The girl
eontinued to stare at him.

Chester got to his feet and
took George by the arm.
“"Come on, I better give you
something to bolster you up,
Mr. Welllimgton.”

“No, thamks, Chestter—I—I
better—be gaimg—"

“Come on,” the bartender
insisted. “You may not want
it but you sure need it.”

Chester was right. Gearge
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miss—I

looked himself up and down
in the mirtor. He put his
hands to the bar to keep them
from weambling.

“Chester, do you think the
young lady is angry? I mean
did she really want the man
to pick her up or some-
thing?”

“Who knows?” said Ches-
ter with a grin. “"All 1 knew
is when some of the crowd
hears what you did you'll
probably have people asking
for your autograph.”

The bourbon was one
hundred proof. It was the fiirst
hard whiskey of George's ufi-
explored life and it went
down like a burning torpede.
But once down it made him
feel better. He ordeied an-
other . . .

When George reached the
street he turmed suddenly. It
wasn't the liquor, he told him-
self. And it wasn't the cold
air that blasted him In the
face as he opened the tavern
door. It was what he had
done. It had caused a dull,
twisting ache deep down in
his stomach. When he reaeh-
ed up to brush his hair baek
he noticed his hands were
qulvering again.

His stomach pitched and
rolled. Grimly, he fought
nausea—turmed his mind
from it.
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He couldn't believe that he,
George Wellington, records
analyst, white collar worker,
creature of non-violence,
could have beat up another
man. To say nothing of a man
bigger than himself. He
hugged the building, unable
to move, trying to repel a
surge of terror that poured
through him. 1t was the most
soul shattering experience he
had ever known.

Now justt relax;, pal. You
kmwivw—Hwn glad | ram across
youw. Thattss some righttt wpper-
cut you hwwe.

George jerked his head
around in the direction the
voice seemed to come from,
He saw nothing. The street
was empty. The flloresoent
street lamp glared at him
from above. He heard an
amused chuckle.

DonY look for me. You
{vomtt see wme.

“Who are you?"” George de-
manded halfheartedly, “Why
did you make me hit that
man?”

I didhitt mallee you do amy-
thingy you didntt want! to do,
pall. Besiibss, the jetk had it
eomiingy, didmit he?

“Well, yes—but—

Them domt wornyy about Wt
Justt pidll younsedlf togther
and get a lot of sleep teanight.
Yauitee goimy to have a lusy
day tomenroow. Il see wew—
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“Wait a minute,” George
pleaded. “Don't leave me—"
His eyes darted from side to
side to see if anyone was
watching him. The street was
still empty. He waited for a
moment. The voice did net
speak again. There was noth-
ing left to do but follow its
counsel and get some sleep.
With some effort he lifted
first one foot, then the &fther
and tiudged on toward
home. . . .

As he passed the newsstand
at the corner of Third and
Main, just two blocks from
his house, the voice re=
turmed.

I fongpet seoreéthing.

George froze in his tracks.
There were other people
milling around the newsstand.
He eyed them carefully to see
it any of them could hear
what he was hearing.

Get a copy of the Morning
Herald. Theretds a foanit page
story you shouwlll read. Maybe
itlll clear a faow thinggs up for
Youk.

No one at the newsstand
ackmowledged the statement.
He was certain that only he
had heard the voice. That
made him feel even worse.
But he obeyed the instruc-
tions and tossed a nickle on
the coumter.
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“Morniigg Heralll?” He
was surprised at the ring of
authority in his voice.

The news dealer, a ruddy
complexioned, toothless man,
grinmed coyly and said,
“Why, Mister Wellington,
you haven't had a nip out of
the old bottle now, have
you?”

George didn't answer. In-
stead his eyes met the news
dealer's and stayed there. He
continued to perform a men-
tal autopsy until the news
dealer got fidgety and took a
step backward.

“I was only kidding, Mr,
Wellington.  Here’s  your
Morniiyy HHerald.”

“"Thank you,” George said
softly. He took the paper and
ambled away, leaving the
news dealer utterly confused.

Now yowhe getidigg the
ferllngg, pall It as easy a@s
pie, ismit 4t?

“I wish you'd go away and
leave me alone,” said Gearge.

There was no reply,
George stopped walking and
looked around. In a moment
he resumed his jourmey to-
ward the two-storey bunga-
low. He would have given
anything if only that feeling
in the pit of his stomach
would go away. . . .

It was ten minutes to nine
when George entered the
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house. Elvira was sitting
close to the front door so as
not to miss him when he ar-
rived.

“Well, you ought to be
ashamed of yourself, George
Wellington! Do you realize
how late you are! Exactly
twen—"

“Twenty minutes. So what
is that to you?” George said
coldly.

Elvira retreated as the
aroma of expensive bourbon
drifted under her small but
sensitive nose. “Liquor!!” 1t
was all she could manage to
say.

George hung up his coat.

Elvira stood there with
her mouth hanging open.

George slammed the front
door, jarrimg her, and went
upstairs to his room without
another word.

After locking his door he
unfolded the Mowniig Herald
and gazed at the headline
which blackened {ts front
page:

ROD LUNDIGAN SLAIN!

The story below told how
the well known underworld
leader had been found in his
swank apartment with a bul-
let in his heart.

It was several hours before
George could get to slkegp....

George artiived at the table
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for breakfast at twenty-nine
minutes after eight the next
morning. His eggs were cold
and shriveled.

“George Wellington, you
seem determimed to outdo
yourself every time you're
late. If you don't appreciate
my work perhaps you'd like
to do without it!”

“Perhaps 1 would,” he de-
clared indifferently.

“George!”

Hey, whattss the nmdter,
pal? Yox don look macth bet-
ter this mormingg tham youw did,
last nnigght!

George shivered. There
was no use looking around.
He knew he wouldn't find
anything if he did. That's
what worried him, what made
it all too possible that George
Wellington was ready for the
booby hatch. Desperately, he
ignered the voice.

“Elvira, leave me alone.”

“No, George, there’s some-
thing wrong with you. I
knew it when you got home
last night. And unless I miss
my guess you've met a wom-
an. Now I've warmed you
about women, Gearge."

“I am not involved with a
woman, Elvira—"

The voice cut in impatient-

L@@Ka ml, ?6&‘ dept wigue
witth &
"Neﬁ Wen, what é@ I do?*
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“George, who are you talk-
ing to?”

“Keep quiet, Elvira.”

Youllee got to standl up and
let her have it riglitt badboeen
the ayes.

“Let her have what right
between the eyes?”

“George, perhaps I'd bet-
ter call Doctor Ellis.”

“Stay where you are, El-
viral”

That!3s it, pall! Youitee the
boss in thia: house. Alll you
have to do is stantt actinty Mke
ity Go to it. Staw hev you
mearn blussiness.

George rose from the table,
threw his shoulders back and
jammmed his index fimger into
Elvira’s chest. *Now listen to
me, Elvira! This is my house.
Youwd better start reallzing
it. If you don’t like my terms
you can pack up and leave.”

Elvira broke into tears and
ran upstairs to her room.

George Wellingtom left his
house that morning, a differ-
ent man. A cold, tough ex-
terior had replaced the meek,
subservient quality he had
owned before. The voice of
Rod Lundigam, dead rack-
eteer, was sending him on a
mission, for what reason
George did not know. He had
been given an address and he
knew he had to go theie, he
wanted to go. He had no idea
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what would happen once he
artived.

The apartment building
was in the swank Forestview
section of town. The elevator
man let him off at the four-
teenth floor and pointed to
apartment 14-F.

Before pressing the buzzer
George went through one final
rehearsal of the voice’s in-
structions in his mind. Then
he tugged his coat collar close
around his neck and put his
hands in his pockets, thumbs
out. He only rately smoked
but for this occasion he lit a
cigarette and let it dangle
from his lips.

Good goimy, Mv. Widling-
tom! exclaimed the voice.
Good g@oimg!

“Yes!” George agreed, be-
wilderment written on his
face. “Not a bad showing if
I do say so myselff!”

Shalll we get righitt dowm to
busihasss, Mr. Wi¥édington?

“Now wait a minute,”
George interjected. “First of
alt 1 want to know who you
are. Or what you are.”

Didnitt you read the Maorn-
ing Herald like I told you?

“Yes, but it didn't clear
anything up for me like you
said it would.”

The voice sighed. Okay;, let
me clear it up for you mow.
Whatt did the headlinee say?
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“Something about a man
named — ah — Lundigam get-
ting killed. He was a rack-
eteer.”

Pleasad! the voice winced.
You shouliiitt believe eavery-
thingy you read in the mews-
paperss. It happenss thait I sold
pratbetioon. Yow kmowy, like in-
surancee. It waads a wemy Fe-
spectatiiée radok-basswess,

“You!” George gulped,
gulped. “You mean you're—
you—it’s impossible—I mean
—you're dead—aren't you?
The paper—I read—"

Dead as thew come, pal.
Andl thattss wiby I need you.
You see, | have a prettyy good,
idea wilo did the job but I
have to be sune befonee I ean
taller cattion.

“If you're dead I don’t see
how you can take action any-
way."”

I canll, pal. Butt you can.

“Me? Oh, no—no, thanks.
If it's all the same to you I
already have a job that keeps
me pretty busy.”

Now Il give you all the
help I can. Alll you have to do
is folllom: a fonr simplée (iastue-
tionss.

“Yes, but—"

Andl youlll have to be a
prettyy good actor to pulll fhis
off f ,ssbdd thbe vuiteg, ighyondfigg
George's pleas. Yow see, )
pichatl on you for a veny spe-
eial 1aason.
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“Now wait a minute, Mr.—
Mr.—"

George sensed an invisible
grin as the voice came again.
Whattss the wmattée?? Not
scavet], are you?

“I don’t know. 1—"

Dont ever let on ymw're
scaved]! of anytbingg. Youlll get
a lot of respentt that way. For
instemcee thatt chavaatber in the
bar last wightt is goimy to
thiilde  tivikee befonee he ewver
tanglhss wilth yow agaim, see
wikait I meam?

“What is it you'd like me to
do, Mr. Lundigan?”

Look—hhuee you ever been
to Fboestbilew?

“I'm afraid that section of
town is a little rich for my
blood.”

Natt angmovee. Theneds a
gidl lives theree in the Mer-
kenfidt! Apartheresis. Suite
1YyF. A real plusth jontt. I
shoultll kmaww. I bougiht! it for
heg..

“She was your girl?

You could say thatt, wnes.
Her name is Jolle. Yowlll go
theree to see her. Only when
you get thene youwiee not go-
ing to be George Wulling-
ton—

“Who am I going to he?”
George asked with a puzzled
frown.

Sit doiom, mistber and Uisten
eaveftlyy. If yow cam amrry
tiiss off tveill enougth youwiee go-
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ing to be a big mam—aa wery
big womm!

George lit a cigarette, took
a nervous drag, and let it
dangle from his lips.

The girl who came to the
door would have made an
hour glass look like an lee
cube. She was a brunette with
an ingratiating smile and a
bosom ready to spill eut of a
form fltting: dress. She looked
as soft and fragile as a kit-
ten.

“What can I do for you?”

George stared, wondering
how such a beautiful, inno-
cent looking creature ever got
mixed up in the rackets. Won-
dering didn’t clarify things.

“Come on, Mister, are you
selling something? What do
you want ?”

He gave the door a gentle
shove with his foot. It swung
open revealing an immense
plush living room.

The girl turmed suddenly
nervous. “Look—I got no
time—" She moved to close
the door. George raised his
arm. His eyes didn't leave the
girl’s.

“Look, who are you, mis-
ter? What do you want?”

George stared her into the
room and kicked the door
shut behind him. He glanced
around at the expensive
ultra~moderm furniture.
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“Comfortable
have here, Julie.”

“How did you know my
name?”

He stood silent.

A sense of recognition and
fear swept her face. “You—
you're a friend of Rods!™

“More than a friend.” He
put his hand on her shoulder
and moved her aside to open
the bedroom door; went over
and checked the closet. Julie
followed him, toying nervous-
ly with the sash on her dress.

“lI don’t think I wunder-
stand,” she said.

“Maybe I'm the man Rod
took orders from.”

The girl tried to smile but
could only manage a shock-
inspired grin. “Well, gee,
mister, any friend of Rod's is
a friend of mine, you know
what I mean? If you tell me
what it is you're after I might
be able to help you.”

“I'm just having a look
around. You don't mind, do
you?”

“Hell, no!” she said, “Be
my guest, mister.” Somehow
the profanity seemed all
wrong coming from her
mouth. George felt sorry for
her. In a stramge way, he
thought, she was like him.
She too had gotten herself
into a position where other
people owned her and used
her.
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place you

Back in the living rooma
George picked up a large
Chinese jade figwrine. He
snapped his fingers against it
and a hollow sound resulted.

“Very nice.”

She laughed uneasily. “It's
nothing. I like collecting odd
pieces of junk.”

“I'd like to meet the junk-
man who sold you this. I'll
bet he was dressed In mofrn-
ing suit and spats.” He tuirned
the figurine around in Hhis
hands. “Hmim, this is almost
big enough to keep a gun if-
side.”

She looked away from him,
her fingers now savagely
fidgetiny with the sash.
George suddenly hated what
he was doing to her.

He put the figurine on the
table. His eye was drawn to
a pocket novel with an
envelope folded in its pages.
He picked it up and read the
title: “WHee Cursee of the
Golden Corpse.”

Her trembling increased as
he started to remove the
envelope.

“You'll lose my place!” she
gasped.

“Don’'t be nervous.” He un-
folded the envelope. “3115
Stallings Boulevard. Who
lives there?”

Julie had difficultty ffinding
her voice. *“Just—ah—just
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my aunt. Yes, yes, my aunt—
I mean she used to live there
—she moved.”

“The letter is postmarked
three days ago.” He glanced
up. “You're perspiring.”

The front door opened. A
young man stopped short at
the sight of a stranger in the
room. The man was hard
looking but handsome. Sharp
features. Slick hair.

“What the hell's
on?” he demanded.

Julie's relief was ohvious.
“Tony, this man came in fif-
teen minutes ago. He's been
searching the apartment. He
says—"

Before she could finish the
man called Tony whipped out
a gun. “Who are you? What
do you want? Talk fast!!"

George spoke as though
commenting on the weather,
“Take one shot and inside of
twenty-four hours the cops
will find you in the North
River.”

“Listen to him, Tony,” said
the ternified girl. He's telling
the truth. He said he's a
friend of Rod's, that Rod
took orders from him.”

Tony lowered the gun. He
studied George Wellington
carefully, muttering to him-
self, “Six feet—pretty well
built—a hundred seventy
pounds—and just an average
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loocking guy—yeah, yeah, it
could be—"

“Just like Rod always de-
scribed him,” said Julie
clinging to Tony's arm.

“Yeah, but how can we be
sure he isn't a phony? What’s
your name, mister?”

“You've never known my
name, Tony. So how could it
indicate whether or not I'm
a phaemy?”

“Okay, okay, so you're the
Big Boy himself. What did
you come here for?

George smiled and looked
at the envelope. “To find out
where you live.”

Tony looked at the girl for
some kind of sign but her face
stayed frozen. "Thirty one fif-
teen—" he paused and
swallowed hard, “Stallings
Boulevard.”

“Thanks.” George moved
toward the door. “Don’t
leave town. I may have some
business with you in the next
couple of days.”

“My letter,” said Julie.

He tossed it on the table,
"Give my regards to your

aunt, Julie. I'll be seeing
you.”
After George left Julie

stood staring at the door. She
shivered. “He's just like Rod
always said.”

“Yeak."”

“Tony, what are we going
todo...?
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Tony had no answer.

When George reached the
street the sick feeling hit him
again. Why had he done it, he
asked himself. Why! He had
a mind of his own. Or did he?
What he had done was con-
trary to his whole way of
life. Or maybe it wasn’t! Was
it really his philosophy that
a man such as he should al-
ways tura the other cheek?
Should allow another person
to dominate his whole exist-
ence? Should never swerve
from the agonizing nething-
ness of his life to stand up
and speak his own mind?

George's head throbbed
with confusion. And through
all of his misery came the
sensation of having enjoyed
what he had done. Then why
did he feel so sick and terri-
fied now, after carrying it off
so well?

He was afraid! That was
it, of course. He realized he
had always been umcomtrolla-
bly afraid. And yet, now that
he had twiice asserted himself,
it had left him with this feel-
ing of sheer fright inside.

As he walked down the
avenue toward the bus stop
a new problem overtook him.
Could he go on like this? It
was fine to be able at last to
be a man. But wasn't he go-
ing about it in the wrong
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way? He couldn't go on hav-
ing conversations with him-
self for the rest of his life!
He would wind up ln an in-
stitution for sure. If nebedy
else saw to that, Elvira would.

He bypassed the bus stop
and walked four bloeks to6
Forestview Avenue. He had
known Robert Masters sinee
they were both kids. He
would take his tioubles to
him. Bob Masters was the
best psychiatrist in the eity.

He was less than a blogk
from Masters® office when—

Everythiiong  wentt off Mke
clockwarki;, huth?

George hurried his steps,
trying to get to the doctor’s
before he found himself car-
rying out more orders. “I
thought you were gone.”

We stilll have thingss to do.
I talee it you veallly fooled
‘em,, fwh?”

“What do you mean?”

They thoughit yow wens the
Big Boy. I kmenw they would.
Maitéer of faati yow could pass
for- him. Well, we got tiem
scaredl. Now we reallly get
dowm to bhusimess.

“Don't you want to know
what I found out?”

Uh-uth. All I wenite] ivas
for you to wallee coortiect,

“I sure wish you had been
with me. There were a couple
of moments when I could
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have used you. I was pretty
worried.”

r'm somy about that, pel.
Butt I cant stay withh you as
long as I'd like to.

“Just where the devil are
you anyway?"

I domt know. Newheeee, [
guesss. Somatiinees [ see eavery-
thingy real clear like, Fnow
wihait I wmean?? Them every-
thingy gets fogayy and I asm't
see aapyihing.

“Are you a ghost?"” gulped
George.

Mayfiee I am. Maytiee diuring
the timass everygbingg gets
fogayy I'm out getingy 7re-
chavgedl or seomtthing.

“Are you really Rod Lundi-
gan?"

Soee 1 am! These hwe
kmoleed me off and by Ged
you'me goimg te make Uhewm

pay-

Doctor Masters’ home was
a pastel green two-storey
stucco. George opened the
gate and sta up the
walk. -

Hey, where you auing’

George stopped and took a
deep breath. “I've been hear-
ing you long enough. I'm go-
ing to have my head ex-
amined.”

Now waitt a mimnée! You
meam you don't believe mie?
Yow domt think v the Mc-
Coy? Iz putt gugs on ice for
sayingy less tham that. No
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reasom for yow to be a wriv-
ileged charactber, pal!

“I'm sorry but I don’t
think I'd better listen to you
anymore.”

Whyy, you dirtyy erumih, you
can’t do thiz to we!

"“Try and stop me.” George
gritted his teeth and headed
once again for the doctor's
front door.

Mayliee I cant stop youw. But
il bet twantyy grandd will,

It did. George Wellingten
turmed slowly on his heels and
gaped. “Did—did you say—"

Yeath, twneniyy thoavsond,
Does thatt appeall to you?

It was a cool day but
George wiped perspiration
from his brow. “I don't know
whether I'm mentally sick or
not,” he said, “but I'm listen-
ing?”

Thatlss belthr?! Now Here’s
witatt we'hee goimy to dio—

“After I talk to Bob Mas-
ters,” George said ffinmly.

The voice did not reply but
there was a sighing sound as
though the mind were dis-

couraged.

George laid back wearily on
the psychiatrist’s couch. He
had been on his feet from the
time he had left the house
that morning. His limbs were
not accustomed to such
strenuious exercise.

Bob Masters looked quite
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prosperous for having been
practicing only five years.
George congratulated him.
The young doctor asked him
to describe in detail the
events of the past two days.
George began with his Fri-
day morning episode with
Elvira and continued up to
the present moment. He gave
the story more detail and
clarity than a psychiatrist ex-
pects at a first session.

“So this voice, this Rod
Lundigan,” George concluded,
“first of all wants me to get
the pair who killed him. And
then I'm supposed to finish
one other piece of business
for him. He hasn’t told me
what it is yet” A worried
frown covered his face. “Am
1 erazy?”

Bob Masters chewed lazily
on an unlit pipe. “No, I don’t
think so. But you are an in-
teresting case. Can you come
back tomaorrow?”

“Tomorrow's Sunday. EI-
vira will want me to . . .” he
stopped, angry with himself
for what he was about to say.
“Yes! I'll be here tomorrow.”

“Good. Let's make it the
same time. In the meantime
go home and get some rest.
You're a tired man, George.
You haven’t been getting
nearly enough rest.”

“Thanks, Bob.”

“Remember,” said the doc-
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tor, a sternmess in his voice,
“go right home. That’s an or-
der. It's very impairtant.”
"Okay—and thanks.”

A block from Doctor Mas-
ters’ house Rod Lundigan
caught up with him,

Lettss hop a strosttear. We're
going to the maces.

“Sorry. The Doc told me to
go right home and get some
rest.” George was surprised
at the way he was now tak-
ing Rod Lundigan for grant-
ed.

Anee you stilll talking orders
frarm peoplk? Wiem are you
going to grow up, SDoYy
boy?

George stopped walking.
"What do you mean by
that?”

I meam yow had wiatt i took
last nightt and thiss »morning.
Now youhee righitt back avhere
you stantedd. Lettligg ather
jenkss Fum yousr sThou,

“But I have to see the doc-
tor again tomarrow.”

So do you hawve to let on
you were witth me al the
races?

“This is crazy!” George put
his hand to his forehead.

You wentt to walee that
teentyy grandl or domt you?

“I'd almost forgotten about
that.” George frowned. *“I
don't know how to play the
races.”

99



So mucth the betiarr. That
meanss you wonitt do any kib-
itzigy. How muath momay you
got wilth you?

“About ten dollkars.”

Tem dollavs! We'ree not go-
ing to a nicketbodoon. We're
goimy wieree the big morey
is! Now how muath loot you
got wiith you?

“Ten dollars.” George in-
sisted. Rod’s attitude annoyed
him.

Okayy, I guess wve'll have to
startt out at the dime wiitndiow.
Come. on, RodisfgHHer, let's
eut out. Jusit dont stand
thenee. Get noaing.

The race track was teem-
ing with spectators, gamblers
and the usual shifty charac-
ters. George had never seen
such utter confusion and ex-
citement before. Almost im-
mediately a tout had him by
the Japel. But Rod Lundigan
was close at hand to protect
him.,

Get away from that qguy,
George!!

llwhy?"

Hes a tout!! A crumdl! A
no-goodhitkt! Stherr clear, un-
derstbna® ?

“¥oss, but he has a horse in
the flirst race that’s a cinch to
win . . .”

The tout, let go of Gearge's
lapel. “Who the hell are you
talkin’ to, cium?”
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Come on. He's a ssuedlHtime
crook.

“What business is it of
yours? I'll pick my own
friends.”

“Okay, okay, chum,” said
the mixed-up tout, “no of-
fense. Be seein’ you around.”
The tout walked away, his
index fimgers pointed out-
ward making a rectamgle in

the air to Indicate that
George was fresh from
squatawiilie.

Go to the temdblltur win-
dow and bet on Kid Mames to
vim.

"We aren't going to bet
everything we have on the
first race, are we?”

Wilk yow do like I'm tiling
you? [ kmow wholll win the
goddarm first race, so doen't
wortsy !

George wore a no-confi-
dence frown on his face as he
placed the bet.

Kid Manos came in and
paid 25 to 1.

The voice instructed him to
place his two humndred and
sixty dollars on Stevens’
Blockbuster in the third race.

“What about the second
race?” George asked, puz-
zled.

Wil you justt kesp wyour
trapy shutt and do ltke I say?

"Okay, Rod, I just had a
thought—"

Looi;, three days ago, just
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beforee I got kmoadeetl off [
fized foun of these races, so
jostt sit tighit!, woilll you?

“That’s chezsting!”

It is like hell? Payibgy offf
jockeygs cost me a swalll fior-
tome. Andl I'm not even
aroundl to enjoy !

Stevens’ Blockbuster came
in- and paid 6 to 1.

George and the voice left
the track with a grand total
of twenty-one thousand, eight
hundred and forty dollars. ...

George arrived promptly at
two o'clock the following day
in Doctor Masters’ office.

“Before we get started,”
said George, “there’s some-
thing I'd better tell you.”

“You didn't follow my or-
ders and go right home to
rest yesterday,” said the doc-
tor.

“How did you know?"

“I didn't. But I was hoping
you wouldn't follow those or-
ders. Had you automatically
done as I told you we might
have had more serious prob-
lems on our hands. As it is I
think we'll be able to clear up
your trouble in one or two
more visits. What happened
after you left here yester-
day?” The doctor assumed his
position in a chair behind
George's head.

“Well, the voice came back
and we went to the race track
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—that is I went to the race
track—I mean the voice told
me_"

“Relax, George. It's per-
fectly all right to refer to
yoursellf and this wvoice as
‘we.” It makes matters sim-
pler.”

“So we went to the track
and won twemnty-one thousand
dollars—"

“Twenty-ome thousand—!"
Doctor Masters cleared his
throat and regaimed his com-
posure. “Go on.”

“Today, right after I leave
here I'm going to take care
of that unfinished business 1
was telling you about. I'm go-
ing to a poker game.”

“Do you play poker?"

“No, but Rod—the voice
—came to my room last night
and taught me the fundamen-
tals.”

“I see.” The doctor jotted
down a note.

"One of the players in this
game will be a big fat fellow
they call the House. He has
always been able to bluff Rod
—the voice—when the chips
are down. Now that Rod is
dead he's pretty miserable
about it. He wants me to go
there and beat this man just
once—so he can rest easier—
or S0 he says.”

“That’s all you have to do?”

“He says it won’t be easy.
All the players are experts,”
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"Aren't you afraid it might
be a little dangerous?”

George looked up over his
head at the doctor. “Certain-
ly not. I'm getting used to it.”

Doctor Masters smiled.
“How is Elvira, Gearge?”

“I haven’t seen my sister
since she disappeared into
her room yesterday morn-
ing...”

George stood in front of
the modest looking apartment
building, his coat collar
turmed up, his hands thrust
in his pockets. He kept
shifting from one foot to the
other, occasionally dragging
a hand out of his pocket to
check the time.

Well, heve I am, pal! You
all reedy?

“Where have you been?”
George demanded. “I'm freez-
ing.”

Sormyy, but simee I don't
kmow witenee the hell I am
thenee ismit very wucth I cen
do sometlinegs to expedite
witeree ' goimgy. Noww Histen.
Do you have these disserip-
tions: all set in your smind?

“I think so.”

You thinld: so! You have to
be sured! One slip wiilh these
monkeygs upsikirss and pou're
a dead pipoon.

“I've got it straight.”

Okay. Now, one afther
thing. 'm not receiititggy you
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as good as usuall tomighii. I
have a feddligy my days woay
be numiisreed. So let’s moue in
and get it over wilth fiast

“Right.”

George went into the
building and took the self-
service elevator to the elev-
enth floor. He pressed the
buzzer at 1136 and kept his
fimger on it until a short
mousy character in shirt-
sleeves answered the door.

"Lookin’ for a fire, clium?”
His larynx sounded as though
it had been freshly sanded.

“Hello, Monty.” George
grinned at him.

The little guy was caught
off guard. He took an uncon-
scious step backward and
George pushed on into the
room.

His eyes stopped at a large
round table with a green felt
top. Three men were seated
there. George could see the
one they called the House sit-
ting at the far end.

He took a deep breath and
moved into the room with the
confidence of a ringer in a
sandlot ball game.

“"Hello, Louis. Hi, Char-
lie.”

“Who're you?”  Louis
growled.

George placed particular
emphasis on his greeting to
the fat man. “And how are
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you today, House? You look
a little pale.”

The slob shouwlkihift look
wodks, the weay he eats!! Some-
body ouglitt to carue off some
of thatt blubtben and wihe his
nose witth it.

George paid no attention to
the voice. The three had
gone into action. Louis and
Charlie drew automatics and
covered him on either side
while Monty stepped up in
back and frisked him.

“He's clean,” Monty said.

“Tell them to put away the
iron, House,” George or-
dered.

Louis shoved his gum into
George's ribs. “Who the hell
are you, mister? Come on,
talk! I've got very nervous
type fingers.”

“The House will tell you
who I am.”

The fat man’s frog eyes
squinted, searching for some-
thing that would make him
more eertain.

George's eyes held steady.
“For a man who's in line to
follow Rod Lundigan as head
of the protection racket you
should have given that an-
swer some more thought. Too
bad.” He started for the
front door.

The fat man’s neck rained
perspiration. “Wait a min-
ute!” George stopped. “Okay,

HEEMAN WHO COULDN'T LOSE

boys, put away the artillery.
It’s him all right.”

“It's who?” asked Charlie
defiantly.

“The Big Boy himself, you
numbskull!” growled the
House. “Now do as I tell you.”

The three mob members put
away their guns.

"“Sit down, Chief, sit
down,” the House said.
“Maybe you'd like to join us,
huh? Take your mind oft
business matters?”

“Sure, House,” George
smiled. “I don’t mind turning
a few with the boys. Nething
like getting to know the per-
sonnel better.”

The four card playeirs
laughed and in a moment the
House was dealing a game of
five card stud. George work-
ed into the game easily.

With the help of Rod Lun-
digan's voice George soon
parayed the twenty-one
thousand he’d won on the
horses into seventy thousand
dollars. This failed to endear
him to any of the card play-
ers but they were not inclined
to argue.

When Monty began deal-
ing a hand of five card draw
Rod’s voice gave George the
word. Okay;, pal, thiz is going
to be it! Ff you play your
cards righitt yow can wallk out
of heve witth a quanttr of a
milllia,  bucks. Nowds your
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chame to squance thingss for
me.

George looked at his hand.
Ten of spades, Jack of hearts,
Deuce of hearts, Queen of

diamonds and Queen of
spades.
“Open,” Louis mumbled,

“for a grand.”

“Raise.” The House shoved
two thousand into the pot.

“Raise you!” Charlie con-
tributed four thousand.

George hesitated. “Call,” he
said, depositing his four
thousand.

The rest of the players
called. There was no further
raising.

“Cards!” Monty barked.

“Three,” said Louis.

The House said, “Give me
the lid.”

“Same for me,”
said.

George looked aroumd at
the other four players. His
eyes stopped at the House.
The big man's face was set in
gramite. Not a muscle moved.
"Give me three.”

“Right you are, Chief,”
Monty served him three
cards, “and the dealer is also
honest.”

George picked up his
cards: Deuce of clubs, Seven
of hearts and Queen of clubs.
The triplets looked powerful.

“"Opener checks,” Louis
murmabled.
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Charlie

House pawed at a stack of
chips. “Five grand.”

“Call you and raise five,”
said Charlie.

“And I'll raise you five
thousamd, Charlie.” George
was nervous but he knew that
to show it might prove fatal.

Louis tossed his hand on
the table. "I'm dead. Kings
opened.”

“I'm with you, chum,”
Monty's cards hit the table.

“Right back at you, Chief,”
said the House. “I'll double
the bet. Make it thirty thou-
sand.”

Charlie called.

George stalled, waiting for
some advice from Rod but
none came. He cleared his
throat. “Let’s make it forty
thousand.”

Louis and Monty sat up
and took an intense interest
in the proceedings.

“I don’t know, Chief. I got
a pretty smooth hand here.
Say we push it up to sixty?”
The House took another quick
look at his cards.

George swallowed hard.
What had happened to Rod?

“"Make it seventy thou-
sand,” came the wunexpected
announcement from Charlie.

The House glared at him.
“Oh, sandbagging, huh? What
a sneaky bastard you are!”

“All in a day's play,” Char-
lie beamed.
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uIv“ dmp,”
with a sigh.

“And I'll just up you ten
thousand more,” the fat man
growled at Charlie.

“Okay, House,” shrugged
Charlie, “you’re called but
you better be loaded.”

The fat man proudly dis-
played his hand. “Three
Jacks, Charlie.”

Charlie dropped his cards
with a snarl. And George felt
the frustration that had fol-
lowed Rod beyond the grave;
the bitterness of folding to an
inferior hamnd. Charlie had
missed and tried to bluff it
thiough. The House was just
too good. Wherever he was,
Red wouild have to earry that
bitter knowledge through
eternity. But George could
now see what that wotuld
fean to a gambler. He knew
also, why Rod had remained
silent during the hand. This
ene had to be on the level or
Rod weuld have gained neth-
ing. The Heuse had to be
beaten man to man.

said Gearge

Tony Borelli sat staring
down the barrel of the .45
automatic George had pur-
chased after he left the card
game.

“Look, mister, I'll do any-
thing you ask—but I'd be a
sucker to sign a comnfession—"

“You killed Rod Lundigan
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on your own. You did it be-
cause you wanted Julie. That
wasn't very smart, Tony.
You've even worrtied a few
other people. So in order to
make sure you don’t drearm up
any more fancy plans we
want you to sign a little note.
That way you'll be protected

and we'lll be protected.”
George  smiled.  “Under-
stand?”

Julie put her arms around
Tony's shoulder. *I think
they mean business, honey.
Maybe you better do what he
says.”

George was getting impa-
tient. He wanted to get it over
with and get out. “I'll give
you thirty seconds, Tony.”

Tony jumped out of the
chair and went to Julie’s
desk. He was barely able to
hold the pen steady as he
scrawled a one page confes-
sion. George snatehed up the
paper and fead it.

“Thanks, Tony,” he chuck-
led ....

In the lobby of the apart-
ment house George asked the
pretty switchboard operator
for an envelope.

He stuffed the confession
inside the envelope, sealed it
and addressed it to the Police
Department. He winked play-
fully at the switchboard
operator as he deposited
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Tony Borelli’'s death warrant
in the apartment house mail-
box. . ..

Doctor Masters fiimished his
notes behind his desk and
glanced over at George lying
peacefully on the couch.

“Well, George,” the doctor
shoved his chair away and
tase, “I don’t think you'll
have to come back again. Pro-
fessionally, that is. But I
hope you'll pay me a social
call from time to time.” He
paused, "George?” He walked
over to the couieh. There was
a faint snoering seund.

Masters shook George by
the shoulders. “George, 1
haven't been boring you, have
I?"

“Huh?” George came to
and blinked several times.
“Oh, no, no! I must have
dozed off,” he chuckled.

Doctor Masters Jlaughed.
“Well, it shows you're no
longer even concerned. May-
be that's the best possible
sign.”

“You mean there's nothing
wrong with me?”

“Not anymore.”

“But you didn't give me
any advice or—I mean you
haven't even talked about
what was wrong with me."”

Masters pulled a chair
around and faced his patient,
“George, you've lived your
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whole life in a shadow. You've
been nothing more tham a
shell of a man. Subconscious-
ly you've always yearmed to
be able to assert yourself,
make your own decisions, live
your own life. After twelve
years of allowing Elvira and
a lot of other people to push
you around you bhecame fed
up. You decided to do some-
thing about it.”

George was puzzled. “No, |
didn’t.”

“Yes, you did, George.
Whether you're aware of it
or not Rod Lundigam was
your own creation. His voice
was in your mind and only in
your mind. An hallucination
brought about as a result—"

“Hallucination?”

The doctor grinmed, “Calm
yourself, old boy. It isn't as
bad as it sounds. People
have them every day. Very
ordinary people, too. You're
an ordinary person, Gearge.
And your hallucination per-
formed a valuable service for
you. It enabled you for the
firstt time In your life to as-
sert yourself, to transform
daydreams Into actions, to
lift your ego to the surface
where it belongs. You and
you alone did this. As a result
you're a much healthier man
today tham you were last Fri-
day.”
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“You mean I just imagined
the voice and because of that
my whole life has changed?”

“Don’t you think it's chang-
ed for the bettter?”

George nodded. “Yes, yes,
I think it has. Iz fact I'm
sure of it!”

“Then go on home. You
have a lot to look forward to,
George. Like all new discov-
eries I have a feeling your
life is going to be most inter-
esting from now on.”

George got up from the
couch. He stretched his arms
and felt good.

He descended the front
steps two at a time. He raised

his hand and a taxi screeched
to a halt. “Three-Twenty East
Elm?!”

Well, pal, we certaintyy put
one over on thatt pggybhisirist
jerk, didnitt ae!

George went pale. With
great trepidation he leaned
over and said, “I beg your
pardon, driver?”

The cabbie threw him a
look of disdain. “I didn't say
nuthin®, Mac.”

George settled back with a
sigh as Rod chuckled.

Andl novw—abbatt thatt diamn
poberr game. We got to get
anoitierr stallee togettierr. Il tell
you wiatl we'he goma do—

THE END

N

*I'd thought 'd be safe 10,000 feet up in the air.

Then, this wise guy turned -on the automatic pilot"

oz



Lockkididge disquverecrd tihe worwdifufi/ polerss of psi. Tihey
seemedd [imitlhsss. fide coedld readl mindds, praditr: e fAunre,
standd on thim aiv, tvaveb! milbss in am instants, Theree wvas
onlp> one amswerr to all/ thiss. Fee coutl /have—

Ampthbing His
Heantt IMegires

“ TUST a minute,” Howard
¢) Lockridge called, as he

put down the book he was

reading. “I'm coming.”

A moment later, the vice-
provost of MacFleckmoe Col-
lege approached the door of
Lockridge’s apartiment. The
doorbell rang.

Lockridge opened the door
and let the other in. “Good
of you to drop over,” he said.
“[t's nice to see a sympathetic
face again, Lionel.”

The vice-provost shook the
snow from his shoes, cough-
ed, and stared curiously at
Lockridge. After a pause he
said, "Officially, Howard, I'm
here wearing an wnsympa-
thetie face, and keep that in
mind. If old Denson ever
learned 1 had eome here on
a seeial visit—"

“One of these days,” Lock-
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By ROBERT SILVERBERG

ridge said, “I'm going to put
a hex on Denson thatll turn
his blood to applesauee, and
then youlll be runming this
college. If 1 were you, I'd stay
on my good side, Lienel.”

Lockridge returmed to the
small, cozily-decorated living
room that was the central
focus of his thiee-ioom  fae-
ulty apartment and tuihed on
the hi-fi set. High-fidelity was
Howard Lockridge’s main
hebby; the set, an expensive
one, had been put together
by one of the eellege’s elee-
tionies instivwetois, and Loek-
ridge, whe taught English,
was proud te beast that he
had fet the slightest khewl:
gdge oF the phonegraph’s
inner werklngs:

He took a record from the
cabinet and put it on. “Bar-
tok’'s Fifth Quartet,” he
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explained. “It's good unset-
tling music to hold a serious
discussion by.”

After a few moments of
uneasy silence, the vice-
provost remarked, “That was
part of it, wasn't it?"

“What was?”

“Coming to the door that
way—before I ramg. Is that
one of your new powers?”

Lockridge nodded. “That’s
just about the only one, so
far,” he said. “I'm afraid this
whole thing has become
greatly exaggerated since 1
made that announcement at
the faculty meeting Tuesday.
Tell me,” he said, leaning for-
ward, “just what sort of an
impression did I make? Be
frank, Lionel.”

The vice-provost looked
unhappy. “Framkly, Howard,
you startiled us. MiacElecknoe
College may never recover
from the effect. Picture it:
after half an hour of dull de-
bating on exam procedures,
one of the younger English
profs gets up and announces
he's learmed how to read
minds! Naturzllly it caused a
fuss.”

“You people just weren't
paying attention—as usuall”
Lockridge said angrilly. He
got up and began to pace. “I
never said anything about
reading minds. What I said—
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or at least I thiikk I said it—
was that I had succeeded in
enhancing the normal psi-po-
tential of the human brain.”

“Doesn’t that mean read-
ing minds?”

“It could,” admitted Lock-
ridge. “But psi covers all

kinds of extia-sensory mani-
festations — telepathy, psy-
chokinesis, levitation, and so
on. In my case, it's limited so
far to just two abilities: pre-
cognition when someone’'s at
my door, and card-reading.”

“Can you prove this?” the
vice-provost asked.

“Probaibly not to Denson’s
satisfaction. He's dead set on
throwing me out, isn't he? I
don’t suppose he’ll even give
me a chance to try to clear
myself.”

“It doesn’t look likely. Lis-
ten to this note I got from
him just before coming over.”
He unfolded a crumpled piece
of stationery. “ ‘Dear Profes-
sor Cordman'—that’s a tip,
by the way. He calls me ‘Dear
Lionel’ except when he’s hop-
ping mad. ‘Dear Professor
Cordman: In view of Dr.
Lockridge’s actions at yester-
day’s faculty meeting, would
you kindly see to it that word
gets around that Dr. Lock-
ridge is to be indefinitely sus-
pended from his academic
duties? This means, of course,
that he is to have no camtact
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whatsoever with members of
the student body.’ ”

Lockridge frowned. “I
guess he means it,” he said.

“I guess he does,” said
Cordman. “But listen, How-
ard. I'm on your side, even if
no one else is. Don’'t leave
MacFleckmoe. I'm almost cer-
tain I can get you reinstated.
The students are up in arms
about the affair now, and they
may make it rough for Den-
son."”

Lockridge ran nervous fin-
gers through his graying
crew-cut. “What do I have to
do to get back in his maj-
esty’s good graces? Deny
everything?”

“It would help,” Cardman
suggested.

“I figuredl you'd say that.
But I can’t do it—not now,
when my research has fimally
borne fruit.”

“Heam.” Cordman beat
time to the music for a mo-
ment, and then said, casually,
“Suppose you give me a dem-
onstration. This card busi-
ness, I mean. I'm anxious to
see it work.”

Lockridge smiled. “I'm
glad you asked me. I don’t
dare suggest things to peo-
ple any more, not after
Tuesday.” He reached into
his pocket and took out a
thin bundle of worn playing-
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cards. He handed them to
Cordman.

“Here, Lionel. Examine
them. They're called Rhine-
Zener cards, named after the
firstt experimenters in psi.
There are twenty-five of them
all together, in five suits of
five each—stars, rectangles,

wavy lines, eireles, and
erosses. The way we use
thera is to place them face

down, like this, and try t8
guess of pereeive the symbel
en the ether side. An avei-
age Persen usually guesses
five oF six right eaeh time he
trhes.”

“And you?”

Lockridge consulted a little
notebook. "The last hundred-
sixty-two times I've been
through the deek, I've hit
twenty~five out of twenty-
five. Want a demeighration?”

The vice-provost nodded
uneasily. “Go ahead. Show
me."

“Shuffle the cards,” Lock-
ridge saidl. Cordman shuf-
fled.

“Put them down here. Now,
as I call off a symbel, pick up
the card and tell me if I'm

right.”
“I've got it,” said Cardman.
Lockridge took a deep

breath, stared at the cards
for a moment, and said,
“Circle.”

Cordman gingerly lifted
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the first
right.”

“Waves.”

“Right.”

“Another circle.”

‘lRight-”

“CI'OSS."

Cordman nodded. “Right.
This is—it's umcammwy, How-
ard.”

Lockridge smiled impas-
sively. “Don’t interrupt the
run. Let's go through the
entire deck.” He stared at the
next card.

“Cross,” he said.

card. “That's—

Twenty cards later, Cord-
man sat back and shook his
head. “I don’t believe it,
Howard. Twenty-five out of
twenty-five! It's an amazing
power."”

“It's just the beginning,”
Lockridge said. His eyes
were flaming with enthus-
iasm. “Now that I've demon-
strated the existence of the
psi powers, I'm going to get
to work on my new project.”

“Which is?”

“First, to help others to
kindle their potential extra-
sensory powers, and second,
to develop my own even fuir-
ther. The reach of the mind
is simply extraordinary,
Lienel! Semeday, perhaps, It
P'm allowed te continue my
researeh, man will be able to
fly as easily as he walks te-
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day, be able to tramsmit him-
self instantzneously from
place to place! All I need is
some help—a grant from the
Trustees, perhaps, and a
semester’s leave with pay.
That’s what I was going to
request when Denson got so
upset and dissolved the meet-
ing. Who can tell what
heights I'll be able to reach—
right here at MacFlecknoe!”

“It sounds wonderful,
Howard.”
“Then youll help me?

You'll intercede with Denson
for me?”

Cordman shook his head
sadly. “Unfortumatelly, no. I
can't risk it. Denson is so
firmlly convinced you're cirazy
that he won't listen to reas-
on; he's determimed to get
you put away before you
tarmish MacFlecknoe's fair
name or something. And I'm
afraid I can't risk my own
position in the college by tak-
ing your side, Howard. I'm
sorry to have to fail you like
this.”

“I know how it is, Lionel,”
Lockridge said, putting his
hand on the older man’s

shoulder. “I shouldn’'t have
asked you to jeopardize
your—"

He paused. “Just a minute.
Someone’s at the door.”

Cordman was puzzled.
“But I didn’t hear—"
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The sound of the doorbell
rang out over the droning of
the phonograph. Cardman
smiled weakly. “Oh, I see. |
forgot about your pow—"
Then, suddenly, he bhecame
pamicky. As Lockridge rose
to answer the door, the vice-
provost grasped his arm des-
perately.

“Wait, Howard! That may
be Denson—he mustn’t find
me here! Let me get out the
back way before you open the
door.”

“There isn’t any back
way,” Lockridge said.
“The window, then?”

Cordman was feverish with
anxiety. “He mustyf't fiiml me
with you, Howard!”

Lockridge smiled. “It’'s a
twenty-foot drop to the
ground,” he said. “So I'm
afraid you're stuck here. But
it's nothing to worry about,
though. It's only the presi-
dent of the Student Board out
there.” He turmed. “I'm com-
ing,” he said, a fraction of a
second before the bell rang a
second time.

The president of the Stu-
dent Board was a shapely co-
ed named Carol Gray, a lively
brunette who seemed to be
active in every MacFlecknoe
activity from the lone cam-
pus sorority to the cheering
squad. Leckridge first had
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encountered her when she
was a freshman in his Re-
quired Emglish Camposition
A1-A2 course.

She had developed a crush
on Lockridge which had
posed a serious problem for
a while, but by dint of care-
ful coolness he had managed
to dampen her ardor, and she
was now, in her senior year,
happily pinned to a star half-
back.

“Come on in, Carol,” Lock-
ridge said. “What brings
you to this forbidden terri-
tory?”

“I've heard the news, Dr.
Lockridge, and I'm here on
behalf of Student Board to
find out—oh, there's Profes-
sor Cordman! I thought you
knew about President Den-
son’s new instruction that no
faculty members were to
visit Dr. Lockridge during
his suspension.”

Cordman coughed and red-
dened. Lockridge hastily
said, “Dr. Cordman was
merely performing his official
duties by informing me of
that unpleasant fact.”

“Harrmmpth! That's exact-
ly right,” Cordman said
stifly. "And now, if you
please, Lockridge, I'll have to
go. My coat, please?” He
marched out.

When Cordmamn was gone,
Lockridge turmed to Carol.
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“All right, what's up? They
tell me that I'm off-bounds
for students too, or didn't you
know that?”

Carol smiled, revealing a
row of exceptionally white
teeth. “Oh, I knew that well
enough, Dr. Lockridge. But
you don’t think we always
listen to what Denson—I
mean President Denson—
commands, do you? We do
have minds of our own."”

Lockridge said nothing.

A little filusteredi, she con-
tinued anyway. “The Student
Board met a little while ago
and decided to send me over
to investigate the complaint
against you. We don't think
it's righitt to treat you like a
leper before amyone knows
whether you're telling the
truth or not,” she said sym-
patheticaily.

“I appreciate that, Carol.
It's been a very hard two
days for me, and it's good to
see that someone’s on my
side.” Ewm if s only the
Studdent Bodly, he added si-
lently.

She nodded. “I've heard
the whole story,” she said.
“About your—powers,” She
looked soulfully into his eyes,
and Lockridge winced a little
until he recalled she was
wearing the halfback's pin,
“Is it trume, Dr. Lockridge?
Do you really have extra-sen-
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sory perceptiomn, or whatever
they said?”

He smiled and reached for
the deck of cards.

Ten minutes later, she was
speechless for, perhaps, the
first time in nineteen years.

After gazing at him in awe
for nearly a full minute, she
said, “I'd like to make a
phone call, Dr. Lockridge.”

He gestured toward the
alcove where the telephone
was. “Go ahead, Carol.”

He listened as she dialed
and spoke. “Hello, Iggy?”
she said. “Carol. I'm here at
Lockridge’s. . . . Yeah, that’s
right. I'm still alive and in
one piece. . . . All right, all
right, ne remarks! ., .. He's
on the square, Iggy. Either
that of he's the bippest eard-
gharp sinee . . . Iavite him?
But yeu knew what Den-
§6R . . . 7 All fight, if y@u §a
86: E@ Bver 1R & GQHBS

§ee§ h She huﬂg Up, €ame
and faeed Leeckridge
E&%%l}% Y.

“That was the head of the
Cheering Squad,” she said.
"He extends an invitation to
you to deliver the half-time
pep talk to the assembled
multitudes when we play
State on Saturday. Hew
abeut?”

Lockridge shook his head.
“But I don’t know anything
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about football,” he protested.
*And besides, President Den-
son has ordered me to stay
away from all student activi-
ties. Sorry, but I ean't aecept.
I'm honored by the invita-
tien.”

She was adamant. “I won't
take no for an answer, Dr.
Lockridge. You're not afraid
of Denson, are you? He ean't
do anything to you in publie,
we'd riet!”

“I'm afraid 1—"

She looked at him archly.
“Dr. Lockridge?” she sald.

“Yes, Carol?”

“Would you do it—just for
me? We're counting on hav-
ing you, you know."”

“I’ll think it over,” he said,
handing her her coat.

After she left, Lockridge
gave his first attention to the
phonograph, taking off the
Bartok and putting on a
Mozart adagio to calm him-
self down. He had notieed,
for the past few minutes,
an anger meunting in him.

At any other college, he
thought, his researches would
have brought him Jasting
fame. Dr. Rhine, down at
Diuke, was world-renowned.
While here, at MacFleeknoe,
old Denson was 8o coneerned
with aveiding seandal that he
had betted Leekridge up
completely. 1t Rurt. The frus-
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tration of being ordered to
his room and kept from con-
tact with other mortals was
something Lockridge hadn’t
experienced since his chlld-
hood, and that had been a
lorig time ago. He resented it,
bitterlly. Suddenly he felt a
burning desire to eress the
Quad and beard Densen iA
his laif, as it were. He eould
gee the plump lite eollege
president new, and Leek-
pidge's seul swelled with
Burning hatred.

Ff I could get hold of Den-
son nowy, ITd—

Lockridge gasped and tried
to catch on to the desk, but
it was too late. He felt a
welrd swirling sensation,
and, before he could react to
it, it was succeeded by a feel-
ing of coldness, as if he had
abruptly been transperted
out inte the wintky Nevem:-
Ber aiF.

And then he was indoors
again. When he opened his
eyes, he saw an astonished
President Denson.

“Loddriddee’” Denson snap-
ped. “How dare you come
into my study unannounced?
What are you doing here? 1
gave you strict orders to re-
main in seclusion until the
tiustees could consider your
ease.”

Lockridge ignored him.
“Teleportation!” he said ex-
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ultantly. “There! Another
power! It's starting to build
up, now, Denson. That’s the
third power.”

“What are you talking
about, you madman?”

Lockridge regarded the
president scornfully. “Don’t
call me a madmamn, you nar-
row-minded old fool.” Stifling
Derison’s  outraged  gasp,
Lockridge went on. “That
fakes thiee powers—no,
four. 1 ean read the Rhine
Cards, 1 ean tell when seme-
efie’s eutside my deor, I knew
whes edt thewe, and I ean
teleport! Each time, if reae-
tien te seme erisis of severe
emetienal state, i've devel-
oped seme Aew power.”

He turmed menacingly on
the cowering president. “And
you're the one who's blocking
me! You, you petty little
academician, you piously say
no sueh things can exist while
I proceed to unveil all the
mysteries of the mind. Yeu
stand in My way! Yeu eut off
fy funds, suspend me, erder
iy eolleagues and students to
keep away! Why, 1 esuld
whisk yeu off te Mars i an
instant if 1=

Suddenly, aghast at him-
self, Lockridge stopped and
gulped. For the moment, he
hadn't doubted he could tele-
port Denson to Mars If he
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tried hard enough, but now
it occurred to him that it
would probably mean mur-
der,

Even though there’d be no
corpuss delecti;, he didn't hate
Denson thatt much. He back-
ed away.

Denson recovered the use
of his voice first. Now it was
his turh to menace. “You
raving lunatic,” he said, calm-
ly, in a half-whisper. "I hired
you against all my best judg-
ment, but there’s Ao deubt i
fy mind abeut what teo de
with yeu new. Whea the
tiustees meet en Menday, I'Ml
fecemmend Aot enly that yeu
be disaffiliated frem Mae:
Fieekneoe Cellege immediate:
Iy, But that yeu Be commitied
te & mental #nstitution!”

Denson stepped boldly for-
ward, and Lockridge retreat-
ed. “You're not fit to remain
in what once was a sane and
respectable small college,
Lockridge. I hope you haven't
alieady hopelessly destioyed
eur reputation. I kaew 1
sheuldn't have hired an 6ut:
sider, a Harvard man' Only
a MaeFlecknoe man ean fully
understand the MacFleeknee
tradition.”

He stood on tiptoes to glare
directly into Lockridge’s eyes.
“"Get back to your apart-
ment,” he ordered. "And stay
there! I'll give orders to the
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campus police to seize you and
put you away if you're seen
anywhere in the open. Un-
derstand?”

“Yes, sir,” Lockridge said
weakly, and backed out.

He crossed the quad on
foot this time; he didn’t dare
trust to teleportation a sec-
ond time. He marched deject-
edly through the snow, ignor-
ing the boisterous students
having a snowball fight down
at the far end of the quad,
near the fratermity house.

As Lockridge started up
the steps of the faculty resi-
dence hall, one of the students
detached himself from the
group and trotted over.

It was Rick Jamsem, Carol’s
halfback. He ran up the steps
and hailed Lockridge.

Lockridge paused. "What is
it, Rick?” he asked wearily.

“I just saw Carol, and she
said you don’t want to speak
at the half-time rally Satur-
day. This true?”

Lockridge nodded. “Maybe
you haven't heard—"

“She told me the whole
story,” Jamsen said. “About
the cards, and all.” His smile
dropped for an instant. “I
don’t know whether to be-
lieve it or not, yet, but I want
to tell you, sir, that on behalf
of the football team I want
to repeat the request Carol
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made. We'd be honored to
have you come, sir.”

He started to tell the half-
back about Denson’s threats,
about how he’d be picked up
by the eampus police if seen
in any part of the MacFleek-
noe campus, and then Hhe
thought, Wiy, not? Why net
make one last gesture en Be-
half of MaeFieeknoe? I'il be
ridden eut of here en a rail
anyway Menday, as §e6a as
the trustees meet. Might as
well make it 3 grand &xit.

“All right,” he said. "You
can tell her I aeecept. I'll
speak at half-time.”

“Great, sir!” Jamsen said
enthusiasticallly. “Itl really
be_”

"Hey, Jamsen!” someone
called. “Here's a completed
pass for you!” It was Hal
Kelly, a star piteher for Mae-
Flecknoe’s otherwise undis-
tinguished baseball varsity.
He was heldifg a eompact-
leoking snewball in his dead-
ly left hand. He went inte a
windup.

“Better duck, sir!” Jansen
said hurriedlly. *If he's wild
and hits you Iit's going to
hurt.”

“Don’t worry, Riek,” Loek-
ridge said casually, feeling a
new power come over him.
He reached out with his mind
and coolly batted the snewball
back. It thudded inte the
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amazed southpaw’s stomach,
and he sat down hard.

“That's just a sample,
Rick,” Lockridge said. “You
can tell Denson about that
one.” He turmed and went in-
side.

He took out his notebook
and carefully recorded all the
phenomena he had expe-
rienced during the day, start-
ing with the precognition as
vice-provost Cordman had
approached the door, and fin-
ishing with the telekinesis of
the snowball. It was quite a
record for one day.

Lockridge began to feel a
kind of radiant self-confi-
dence that he had never
known before—until he re-
membered that he was all
washed up, that his academic
career was over. Gloomily he
realized that he now qualified
as a full-scale Crackpot; he'd
be forced to find a private
backer to support further ex-
periments in psi, and that
meant enduring laughter,
abuse, newspaper stories, and
all the other twrmemits anyone
of unusual ability is inevi-
tably required to endure.

Then he brightemed. He'd
met each crisis so far, and
responded with an extension
of his powers. The original
problem was to prove to him-
self that extra-sensory pow-
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ers existed at all. He'd been
a confirmed skeptic until be-
ginning his researches. The
further he had delved into the
reaches of the mind, the more
fascinated he had become—
and the more skeptical. Until
the day when there had been
the unheard “chdi?’ in his
mind, and he knew he had
crossed the fiirst barrier.

He had hit twenty-five out
of twenty-five on the Rhine-
Zener tests. First once, then
twice in a day's experiment-
ing. And then he had begun
to hit full score all the time.

That had been the begin-
ning. The other powers had
followed, one by one. He
smiled. I'll get thene yet;, he
resolved. I've had some ace in
the hole every time, and
when they throw me out on
Monday I'll—

Then he remembered that
he'd probably get thrown out
on Saturday, when he spoke
at the football game. He
shrugged his shoulders. I'll
managee, he thought.

He turmed on the phono-
graph and put on the Char-
pentier Mardizz de TFiéommphe.
He was confident, but he
wanted a little musical reas-
surance.

The day of the game was
perfect for football. The
weather was cold, crisp, and
clear, with an irony-gray,
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cloudless sky and a light but
brisk wind blowing in from
the north. That was a sur-
prise in itself, Lockridge re-
flectedl; football Saturdays
were invariably rainy or
slushy or nasty in some
other way. He had attended
just two football games in his
four years at MacFlecknoe;
he hadn't enjoyed them, and
when he realized that the
99.78% turmout at each game
left him the opportunity to
stroll the campus in complete
solitude or use the library un-
disturtbed, he ceased going to
games forthwith and relished
the privacy each Saturday
afforded.

This Saturday, though, he
was awakened -earlier than
usual. He sensed many figures
outside his door, and he had
his robe half on before the
doorbell rang.

Still more than a little
asleep, he opened the door.
“What’s going on?”

The smiling, well-serubbed
face of Rick Jamsen greeted
him. “It's us, Dr. Lockridge.
Today's the day of the
game.”

IISO?"

“I guess you haven't heard.
Denson seems to have found
out you're going to be there,
and he's planning to post
guards outside your apart-
ment as soon as the sun's up.
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So we came to get you NREW.
We'll keep you in the &lyb-
house until half-time; By
then it’ll be too late for Den-
son to do anything. He ean't
very well ariest you in front
of everybody.”

“You don't know Denson,”
Lockridge said. “But I'll go
thiough with it. Let me get
dressed and find a book, and
I’ll be with you in a couple of
minutes.”

He shaved and dressed
hastilly, grabbed up the first
book he could find, Rous-
seau's Confésssooss. and deliv-
ered himself into their hands.
There were five or six of
them, he saw now, all mem-
bers of the football team.
They bundled him speedily
out to an old jalopy of un-
certain mobility.

The two-mile drive to the
MacFlecknoe Bowl was a
hartowing one, but in due
time they approached the
miniature stadium and piled
out of the car.

Lockridge, completely at a
loss for direction, started
walking, but Rick Jansen
whistled him back. “It’s this
way, Dr. Lodkridge.”

They led him to the club-
house. The sun was just
starting to rise as he went in-
side.

“Just take one of the rub-
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bing tables, Dr. Lockridge.
They’re very comfortable for
reading. We'll bring you your
breakfast as soon as they get
back with it.”

Ten minutes later, some
toast and coffee arrived.
Lockridge grunted his thanks,
settled down with his Rous-
seau, and waited. He read
patiently all morning. About
noon, the athletes returned,
bringing lunch, and while
Lockridge ate they donned
their uniforms, Lodkridge
watched, amazed, at the layer
after layer of padding re-
quired. Footballl, he decided,
was a rougher sport than he
had thought. He found him-
self profoundly thankful he
had concentrated on Chaucer
and Donne in college instead.

“The game starts at 1:30,"
Jamsen said. “The fivst half
ought to be over by three or
so, if those guys from State
stall the way they usually do.
Then it'll be your turn to
speak.”

*Anything special I'm sup-
posed to say?”

“Just usual pep stufff; you
know.”

Lockridge nodded. “I'll do
my best. Just keep Denson
and his traimed bruisers away
from me.”

“We'll
promised.
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try, sir,” Jansen

When the game started,
Lockridge was led out bun-
dled in a blanket and smug-
gled onto the MacFlecknoe
bench, where he sat, head
down, trying to look incon-
spicuous.

He watched the first half
with a minimum of compre-
hension. It seemed as if the
State players were all about
seven feet talll, and it seemed
too as if the MacFlecknoe
varsity weren't very good.
State took the ball seventy-
two yards for a touchdowm on
the first play from scrim-
mage, and though MacFleck-
noe managed to hold them to
a fifty-six yard TD on the
next play, it wasn’t much of
an improvement.

Then, oddly enough, things
tightemed up. State still con-
tinued to batter MacFlecknoe
mercilessly, but they never
managed to get within ten
yards of paydirt again. And,
when, twenty seconds from
the end of the half, Jansen
kicked a field goal, narrow-
ing the margim to 14-8 the
roar from the highly partisan
MacFlecknoe crowd  was
deafening.

As the varsity eleven came
jogging back to the bench at
the end of the half, Jansen
paused for a moment to talk
to Lockridge.

“We've done our stuff,”
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Jamsen said. “Now it's your
turm. Carol's going to intro-
duce you.”

Then he trotted into the
dressing-room to freshen up
for the second half. Lock-
ridge, uneasy, turmed to call
him, but was interrupted by
a monstrous fanfare and
drurroll from the band.

Then Carol Gray stepped
up to the microphone near
the scoreboard, about twenty
feet away.

“Loyal sons of Red-and-
Green!” she said loudly. “As
you know, it's an old Mac-
Flecknoe custom to have a
faculty member address us
during halves of the annual
game with State. You all re-
member the fiery, inspiration-
al talk Dr. Logan of—ah—
the Latin department gave
last year.”

Chuckles ran through the
crowd.

“This year, howev—this
year, we have with us one of
the best-loved members of
the wonderful MacFlecknoe
faculty: a man you all know,
whose course you've all taken,
whose charming personality
and dashing appearance
have made him tops in popu-
larity on campus.”

Lockridge reddened; appar-
ently Carol hadn't fully out-
grown that freshman ecrush
yet.
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“You all know who he is.
He is a man whose new ex-
periments will, I'm sure,
bring fame and glory to Mac-
Flecknoe. I give yow—that
incredible superman — Dr,
Howaid Lockridge!”

The stands were up and
roaring. As someone pushed
Lockridge toward the micro-
phone, he was almost deaf-
ened by the joyous outcry
that burst from a thousand
loyal throats. They were
screaming his name, over and
over again.

He grasped the microphone
with both hands as if it were
a writhing serpent and
cleared his throat. The sound
boomed back at him from the
giant amplifier above.

“Colleagues and students,”
he begam, in a small, timid
voice. Cries of “Louder!”
reverberated from the stu-
dents in the stands.

“Colleaguess and stidderiis!”
he bellowed. “This is the first
—I blush to admit it—the
first time I have seen our
school face State on the grid-
iron. Football is a noble
game, and I regret having
overlpoked it so long. I hope
our team will march on to
victory today, because—Dbe-
cause this will be the last time
I will ever—"

A low murmur started up
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in the stands. Puzzled, Lock-
ridge paused to see what was
causing it. The sound grew
to an angry snail. Then he
sensed elearly what was
happening. He didn’t need to
look.

Five members of the blue-
coated campus police, led by
President  Denson, were
sneaking up behind him.

“Watch out!” someone
called from the stamds, but
the warning was unneces-
sary. Lockridge had already
whiiled to face them.

“I told you,” Denson said,
approaching. “I told you I'd
put you away if you did any-
thing like this, and I'm going
to. Grab him, boys!”

The policemen  circled
around him. Lockridge fend-
ed them off with the micro-
phone, but they drew in
closer, while the outraged
shouts from the stands be-
came positively tumultuous.
Finally ene of the police
reached out and graphed the
microphone from Leekridge’s
eold, aumb hands.

“Now you've got him!”
Denson called exultantly.

“No we don’t!” one of the
policemen said.

The stadium suddenly be-
came territbly silent.

Lockridge stared. The po-
licemen were backing away
from him, whitefaced. He
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looked down in suddem in-
spiratiion.

He was two feet off the
ground, and still rising.

Ledittaitioh! He  smiled
broadly. Good old psi; his
powers never failed him when
they were needed! Limitless
vistas opened before his eyes
as he floated higher and
higher.

He saw the pale, stricken
face of Denson watching him
from below. And now the
shocked silence was broken.
The crowd was cheering,
calling his name, wildly ap-
plauding.

He rose even higher. He
was now about fiifteem feet off
the ground, and drifting to-
ward the center of the sta-
dium. He was hovering just
above the ffftty-yardl line.

Lockridge held up his hand
for silence, amd began to
speak. His voice was like a
trumpet; he was plainly audi-
ble throughout the Bowl.

“As | was saying,” he be-
gan, “this will probably be
the last chance I have to see
a  MacFlecknoe  football
game.”

He rose a bit higher. Look-
ing down, he estimated he
was almost thirty feet in the
air.

“You probably can under-
stand why,” he said. "But 1
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want ray last game to be a
good one!” He looked down.
Fiifyy festt. He started to feel
alarmed.

“We're only eleven points
behind,” he said. He made a
hasty mental canmputation.
“Ah—two touchdowns, I be-
lieve, will fix that.” S&ixty-five
faat?? “Go out there, Mac-
Flecknoe,” he exhorted pas-
sionately. “Go out there and
wipe up the field with them!”

The student body rose as
one man to acclaim him, and
the ground got further away.
Denson, frozen in midfield,
was just a dot now, and
Lockridge kept going, higher
and higher.

In a moment, the stadium
was a doughnut beneath him.

Four days later, a weary
and footsore Lockridge quiet-
ly entered the MacFlecknoe
quad. He heard running steps
behind him, and looked
around to see vicejurovost
Cordman coming to meet him.

“Hello, Lionel,” he said
tiredly. “I'm back to pick up
my stuff. I've been walking
for the last three days—
didn’t dare trust any of my
powers after that fiasco. I
wound up in Fond du Lac,

Wisconsin, when I finally
came down.”
“It's good fto see you

again,” Cordman said warm-
ly. “We've all been so worried
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about you since you—floated
away."

“I'll bet. It's a pity I
couldn't see the expression on
Denson’s face when I van-
ished.”

Cordman’s face darkened.
“Oh—Denson. Very sad case.
Apoplectic fit. He's in bad
shape; they don't think he’ll
live.”

Cordman smiled. “But the
trustees met yesterday and
removed him, you know.
They've elected me president
of MacFlecknoe,” he said
proudly.

Suddenly Lockridge felt
the familiar sensation of
power entering his mind, and
his eyes widened.

*“Congratulations,”
ridge said.

“That’'s not all the good
news [ have,” Cardman
beamed. Shoulltl [ tell im
about: his fdlbaskbipp now or
later”? he thought.

Lockridge picked up the
thought clearly. “Go ahead,”
he urged. “Tell me about my
fellowship now, not later,” he
said.

"Well, you've been given a
grant to do research in psi
and—" Cordman paled. “Good
Lord, do you read minds now
too?”

Lock-

“That's only the begin-
ning,” Lockridge smiled.

THE END
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Quops—sorry, Fred, | didn’t realize “iif he's not at Grace Jones’, try
you were in hene? Saillly Brown's or Betty Gray's."
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“The elderly lady you were helping scress the streef is mueh beties "

T |

“For goodnass' sake, when are you g@ng to start
acting like &



“Om second thought, let's put out the firies™

Inl

|
—

"He never forgot that | was the one who bagged him.'






GUIDED TOUR THROUGH

DREAMLAND

Fram the Biblk to the post-Headibnn novelisit, mem have

been intnigpedd by the meaninggs of dreamss. Whettlerr for -
mosplieree or symiindicc and religiouss signifitancee, Aictional
heroes; are as haunitell by dveanss as ordinaryy people. Ouy @uiz
deseritiess some of the mest Fammes dreamss in wonlldll liliéendiure.
Talkee a pencill and check the 6oFiewt answasss 10 eaeh qauestion.
Iff youvee a good literaryy detRiivee, youi batingy avenagee should
be 15 out of 20.

10.

The heroine has recurring nightmares in which she is lost in a fog.
Goee Width thee Witndwuilémidiering H edgilits

. The wife of the hero dreams that her husband is being murdered. De-

spite her wamings he goes to work that day -and is killed.
Hdileus Caes@uesaMdatdrbét

. The heroine dreams that the villain carries her off and becomes in-

volved in a fight with her sweetheart. Olklc/otshemd «Garusel

. While lying wounded the hero dreams about the sorrow of the girl he

has repudiated. Waar anid PleeeAndhnna Kakeretina

. The heroine dreams that the hero is dying, calling to her with his last

breath, Slegingng Bredwtpeallecuty amd the Baeat

. An old miser dreams of his past and present sins and his terrible des-

tiny. Chidkdeet om the Heaantin—A Cliistotonas Coaiol

. The night before her wedding, a young girl dreams she is carrying a

child along a lonely road and comes to her fiance's house, now in

ruins. Jmue ByrewuslRutdering Heigits

. Some residents of Athens have strange adventures in a forest when

they become involved in the world of fairies. But they are put to sleep
at dawn and when they awasike, think it was all a dream.
Muich sodo Aobout NoatihgrpsidsMidauniner Naotst's Doream

. A little girl becomes involved in a dream world populated by animated

chessmen and other strange creatures.
Tthoapgh thee Lookhigng Glsssaticklice im W ondedddand

A king dreams of seven fat ears of corn eaten by seven lean ears and
seven fat cattle devoured by seven lean.
The Ol Testaomente—The Dew Testestmgert
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11. A sailer kills an albatross. He then falls into a dream and hears the
spirits talking of his long penance.
Rime of the Awident Mavmimer\Widtkeck of the Hlelepeonus

12. A poor student finds in a dream his justification for killing a money-
lender whom he detests. THie Flosasstedridirime amd Puristignent

13. Having lost his chance of fortune, the hero falls into a delirium, in
which he dreams of the fiery death of an old woman he is unable to
save. Blzik Hausse-CEneat Eipaeindions

14. A sleepwailking lady dreams that her hands are stained with blood
that will not wash off. Mubdiethcind(ing Lear

15. An average man becomes, In his daydreams, a series of valiant heroes.
Thee Smreet Litfe of Walléer Mityy-MMy Life and Hurtd Times

16. A dope addict tells of seeing Our Lady of Sorrows in his dreams.
The: Mam Whith the Goldem Amm-Glidesfessions of amn Or@pmaEkder

17. A little boy's stuifed animals come alive in his dreams.
Mayy Pagpprins-Willhienie the Pooh

18. A Negro slave dreams of being ridden by a witch.
Thee Luokk of Rwaviigg Campp—Fifhe Adleenteres of Huckkdedeyry Fivnm

19. Two children go on a dream search for happiness accompunied by their
pets. Pater Pam-Hhe Bllice Bird

20. A boy is afraid to go out after dark because a murderous half-breed
haunts his dreams. Tiee Adisentases of Tom SuwgerthThe VA§oifion

ANSWERS

1. Gome Wiith the Winid-SSodriett O'Hara is the dreamer. 2. Jalfms
Cazsnr—CElpuinia sees his doom. 3. OKidhmae-tdaitrie is the heroine— "
Pore Jud, the villain, is her dream. 4. War andl Pemge—AAdidyey dreams
of Nata.sha 5. Bauity amdl the Bwsst. 6. A Chnitsihans Carall—Surogge ia
the miser. 7. Jure Eyee-OOme of her many ominous dreams; 8. A Mhd-
surmper Nipls's Dvesom. 9. Thoegph the Lewdigg Glasss—Alitice is the
heroine. 10. Thee Old TeteawrintRhRisardoh’s perplexing dream is gor-
rectly interpreted by Joseph. 11, TWiee Riimee of the Antident Mariiner. 12,
Critvee  andl PuvidhhsmeniRaitkehlishvikov is the here. 13. Gweait Ekpeeds-
tionss=Pitip has the dreams of frustration. 14, Macdk#ih. 15. The Seeeiet
Lidfe of Wallter Mitty. 18. Cowffesisioms of am Opitn Briter-LIn whieh
Themag de Quiney reeords his experiences while using drugs. 17. WWinwe
thee Podh. 18, The Adloewtores of Hutkidetidyry Fiin=1Tim is the Negre
glawx 19. Te Blge Bitrd. 20. Tom Sawger-Tolom is haudted By Injun
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Emjmyaiille science-fiction reading is yours month
after month iIn these exciting Ziff-Dawis maga-
zimes. Look for them at your favorite newsstand.

Scientific, imaginative nar-
ratives! World's oldest, mmast
widely-read science-fiction
magazine.

f\ . Unique and dramatic tales
an s of the weird, the supemat-
ural and the macabre!

Unusual stories of ordinary
people endowed with extra-
ordinary powers. A new type
of science-fietion!
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