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planets, but she could still obey.
He did wish she wouldn’t use that
particular shade of violet on her
fingernails, but he didn’t want to
make an issue of it.

“It isn’t often an Earth-person
is even allowed to enter Regulus
City,” he pointed out.

- She studied him, and he knew
she was bored and hoping to stir
up some excitement. “The great-
est city in all the Second Meta-
galaxy,” she said, “built on a burn-
ing star, with foundations sunken
in a bed of stripped nuclei”—she
paused for effect, making it obvi-
ous that she was parroting what he
had first told her — “with blue-
green flames enveloping us a hun-
dred thousand miles over our
heads.” She yawned. “Wonderful
engineering, dear, but so dull after
you’ve seen it.”

He wished Marissa would pick
her days better, but then Marissa
had her own ideals, and he well
knew that she never failed to pick
an important day to stir things up.
If he didn’t tell her the day would
be important, she seemed to sense
it somehow.

Some time later he sat in a com-
plex of magnetic currents in the
office of Space General Remiggon,
secretary for the Metagalactic Con-
ference. The room was large ‘and
its ornamentation was on the quiet
side, with waving bands of pastel
light that followed one another
from the floor, pregressively deep-
ening in color, until they faded

into a black ceiling with twinkling
red, yellow, orange, blue, green,
and white pinpoints arranged like
the Milky Way—the Second Meta-
galaxy, to be technical—seen from
the south celestial pole. Metagalac-
tic pole again, he reminded him-
self, for the orientation was not
from the position of Earth,

The door dropped softly behind
him, and Blomberg glanced again
at the desk. There was about it
something odd even for this part of
the universe. It was an opaque pur-
ple ball, apparently seamless and
evenly colored, hanging suspended
in the atmosphere two feet above
the desk—at about the level of
Blomberg’s face.

It had no visible connection with
anything else in the room, except
that on top there was a tiny aerial
which resembled the microwave
aerials commonly found on large
spaceships. But though the device
was just as complicated, with hun-
dreds of wires and planes and para-
baloid disks, it hardly equaled in
height the length of Blomberg’s
hand.

A voice came from a transmuter
somewhere. “Sit down, admiral,
and help yourself to a cigar.
They’re from Havana, you know.”
A chuckle. “It’s odd, isn’t it, that
no other sentient species in the
Fourth Universe has taken up your
Earth habit of smoking.”

Blomberg had been in space
long enough not to be disturbed
because he was unable to locate
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“Possibly,” Blomberg conceded,
shifting uneasily in his chair.

“It isn’t just possible,” Remig-
gon said sharply. “Other species on
other planets have found that out
to their sorrow—speaking from a
cosmological standpoint. You see,
my dear admiral, any species that
goes out of its way to prescrve the
unfit lowers its racial vitality. The
really strong species of the meta-
galaxy are those that have let the
weaklings fall by the wayside—and
stay there.”

“Empirically, of course, I recog-
nize the soundness of the argu-
ment,” said Blomberg. “Neverthe-
less, on Earth we haven’t done it.”

“And now you’re being called
on to face the consequences.”

“I suppose so,” Blomberg said,
unhappily.

“If it’s any comfort to you, now
that you’re nearing extinction, I
might tell you that we do have rec-
ords on other species that have
committed the same folly. The to-
tal is minute, when considered on
a metagalactic scale, but it has
happened.”

Remiggon paused. His mind
seemed to be far away for a mo-
ment. “It happened to us Regulians
—a good many hundreds of mil-
lions of years ago. It is only fair
to tell you, however, that races who
thus tamper with the powerful
forces of evolution seldom manage
to perpetuate themselves.”

“We preserved every human be-
ing possible,” said Blomberg, “‘on

the theory that a human life was
sacred.”

“That was a complete fallacy
from a cosmological standpoint!”
the general affirmed dogmatically.

Blomberg said defensively, “I
doubt if any member of the human
race was wise enough at that time
to decide whose genes were worthy
of perpetuation, and whose were
not. At any rate, only a few bor-
der-line fanatics assumed the priv-
ilege. To get down to sober facts,
if we had preserved only men and
women who were completely fit,
the human race would have be-
come extinct at the very begin-
ning.”

“I was afraid you’d think of
that.”

“We went to rather extreme
lengths to preserve the unfit—the
neurotics particularly — after the
practical perfection of = somatic
medicine.”

“You had medically and sur-
gically saved the unfit bodies—so
row you deliberately set to work
to perpctuate the emotionally de-
formed.” '

Blomberg frowned and went on,
“Our geneticists know that sperm
and ova, to be capable of repro-
duction, must be healthy and vig-
orous.”

“And Man’s is that no longer.”

Blomberg was uncomfortable.
“Man, to survive, specialized—
adapted himself to his surround-
ings. He developed a highly com-
plex and sensitive nervous system,
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which now is loaded with undesir-
able genes which have brought
about their own invitiation. The in-
creased nervous tension, constantly
increasing sound, incessant physi-
cal movement, which seem to pyra-
mid on themselves—they say these
things have affected the fertility of
the species. In other words, ner-
“vous tension is causing sterility.”

“What is your birth rate?” the
general asked.

“Last year it dropped thirty-one
percent. In a total population of
four and a half billion humans,
only seven thousand births were
recorded. It is a catastrophic
trend.”

“Suppose it continues. Presently
all will die, the noise will cease,
the mcaningless activity will stop,
and Earth will once more experi-
ence peacc and quiet.”

“But human beings will have
ceased to exist.”

“Exactly.” Remiggon paused.
“Perhaps- the galaxy will be bene-
fitted, for you are becoming a bit of
a problem. Surely you realize
that?”

Blomberg swallowed hard. “You
mean—the human race will be
allowed to become extinct?”

Remiggon sighed. “Species come
into existence and suffer extinction
by the scores every day.” Remig-
gon arosc from the desk and
floated toward Blomberg. “You
have my sympathy, but if the race
of homo sapiens is about to be-
come extinct, perhaps it is for the

good of the universe. We won’t
know for another hundred million
years.”

BLOMBERG WENT back to his
apartment feeling very depressed.
Why was Man, whose brain had
cnabled him alone of all creatures
to mold his own environment, now
about to be a victim of that same
environment? Man, who alone of
all the creatures of Earth, had
opened a cultural corridor of evo-
lution. Why couldn't Man, like that
small immortal, the Ant, adjust
himself to his surroundings?-Ants
existed as they had existed back
before the Paleocene. They weren’t
neurotic and thcy weren’t sterile.

“Darling!” said Marissa that
evening. “Laugh! Laugh and be
gay.” She demonstrated—a little
shrilly, he thought. “The world
loves a clown,” she said. “There
is no place for tears and sorrow—
there is no solace in a frown.”

He went to the visicom and
punched a combination of colors.
He had to get Marissa’s mind off '
—well, off whatever she was think-
ing. Marissa was predisposed to
epilepsy, and if he pushed her too
far she would be on the floor,
frothing at the mouth. He looked
at her, at the dull madness lurking
in the depths of her eyes.

He turned back to the visicom.
Modern cntertainment was good
for distracting women like Marissa.
Of course, it seemed, over the
years, that visicom entertainment
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had mounted in an endless spiral.

Marissa, beautiful as she was,
was the end product of a species
about to become extinct. She was
not . able to reproduce—the one
inherent function, if there was any,
of a human being—and most of
the human race was like Marissa.
For the first time in his long and
useful life, Admiral Blomberg
knew what it was to experience
black despair.

nn

EIGHT HUNDRED parsccs away,
on a planet of Alphirk, the capital
of the Forty-third Galaxy, Volmik
II was being dressed. His valet,
Android Cedric, with his third eye,
watched an Alphirkian clock of
thirty-two hours while he pressed
a flexible nose in place and fast-
ened it with plastic cement that
blended with the human skin on
Volmik’s artificial head.

“Better check his walking bat-
tery again,” he said in his mono-
tonous android voice.

“Yes, sir,” Android Benjamin
answered, and inserted a long hol-
low steel needle into an opening
at about the place where a man’s
kidney would have been. A slight
ticking began, and did not stop
until he withdrew the needle. “He
will be able to walk for six hours.
How much more time do we
have?”

Android Cedric was moving very
fast now, using a tiny electronic

torch to weld the lower half of the
artificial body to the torso. “The
drug will wear off in four minutes,”
he said. “He must be ready to go at
that time or he will turn off our
power.”

Android Benjamin dropped a
plastic garment in place on the up-
per port of Volmik’s body. “It
doesn’t seem right that we can be
turned on and off at will, at the
whim of such an alien.”

Cedric cautioned him in an
alarmed whisper, “That’s treason.”
“Whatever it is, it isn’t right.”

“They made us,” said Cedric.
They can turn us off whenever
they want to. It’s only ‘natural—”

“Aren’t we to be given credit
for having emotions of our own?
Don’t they know that we have
developed pride, that we can love
as truly and deeply as any human
being? Don’t they know that we
can hate?”

Cedric drew back to survey his
work. He dropped the lower gar-
ments in place and held metallic
shoes against the artificial * feet
while Benjamin turned on the mag-
netic relay under Volmik’s jacket.
The shoes stayed in place.

“It is- dangerous to talk like
that,” Cedric said.

“It is still a minute.” .

“His Lordship may acquire a
tolerance to the drug. At best, it is
difficult to measure accurately the
dosage for such a small body.”

Benjamin flared up. “It is intol-
erable that we should be subject to
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tion that swung in an orbit about
five hundred miles from Earth.
There was much business of bolt-
ing airlocks together, testing for
leakage, immunizations, physical
examinations, and always the hiss-
ing in and out of air, and some-
times a sharp crack as air exploded
into a vacuum. Presently he en-
tered a second ship, and then be-
fore he knew it they were floating
upward to the Moon. He was fer-
ried to a huge transparent dome
that covered all of the Space Ter-
minal, where the big intragalactic
liner from Procyon’s eleventh
planet, with its strange spiral lines
of writing on the bow, was moored
against the airlock openings with
great magnets.

Before takeoff there were ac-
celeration shots. The stewardess
took Erle’s pulse and blood pres-
sure ‘and examined his card. She
was tall and black-haired and ap-
peared to be about twenty-five.
She looked at him and said “Hm!”
with an- intentionally calculating
sound that meant she was older
than she looked, either in years or
in experience. “Where’d you get
all that tan?”

(“At Acapulco.”

. “I've heard it’s nice down there,
but I can’t stand the sight of
water.”

Erle smiled as she clapped the
‘electronic immunizer against his
arm. “What do you drink?”

“A little of this, a little of that—
anvthing, just so it’s alcoholic.”

“Ill buy you a drink in the
lounge.”

“Soon as we get into the hyper-
drive and I’m sure nobody is going
to be sick,” she promised. “I might
even enjoy two drinks.”

Her skin was dark olive in the -
hollows, and she had very high
cheekbones with just a shade of
red on them. She had deep brown
eyes and curly hair that she was
smart enough to let alone except
for combing.

He felt an odd sensation. Then
he saw the flashing lights by the
door, and knew they were slipping
into the hyperdrive—a thousand
times the speed of light. He felt
nausea for a moment, and the ship
seemed to shimmer. But presently
it straightened out, and when he
looked around he had no sensation
of moving.

He got up and crossed the gravi-
tic field plates to stare out into the
void. There was nothing to see
but blackness and stars. There was

“no sense of motion or even of ac-

celeration, although they were
picking up speed at close to eight
hundred G’s.

The exotic stewardess came to
him with a smile in her dark eyes.
Her touch was tingling where she
rested her fingertips on his forearm
for a moment. “I’ll lead the way.”

They found a cozy spot in a
corner of the lounge. The cushions
were deep maroon, the tables
creamy and fluorescent, The light
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showed the strain of her terror, but
she had changed to a yellow cos-
tume that brought out the red in
her dusky thighs. She slipped into
a magnetic field chair beside him
and lay back, half-reclining, one
knee drawn up.

“Sorry I messed things up for
you,” she said.

Erle’s lids dropped a little as he
looked her over. “I’m sorry, too,”
he said, and meant it.

“That awful water!” she
moaned. “I thought I would die.
We’re about to commence decel-
eration, and 1 feel drowsy. You
never said what you're doing out
here.”

“I'm with a freak show.”

“You don’t look like a freak.”

“I'm perfectly normal.”

She looked him over more care-
fully now. “Well, this is sure some-
thing,” she said. “You’re a freak
because you’re not a character.”

Erle thought for a moment.
“Would there be such a thing as a
huge snake on board?

“It would have been put on
board at the Moon,” he persisted.
“Maybe it was listed as baggage.”

“That's impossible. Baggage
space is so precious that every
ounce of cargo is rigorously in-
spected. Nothing like that could
ever get by without its being
known.”

He thought of Jastrow. “What if
somebody was bribed to keep
silent?”

She shook her head. *“Utterly

impossible. Everything bigger than
a mousetrap is X-rayed.”

Jastrow had tried to hire him
for a freak show, and that, he told
himself, had implications. In the
first place, the big snake was a nat-
ural in the Ninth Galaxy, even if
you did have to pay half a billion
dollars to transport a show to pay-
ing territory. But if Jastrow was
carrying a show, where was the
snake? Jastrow certainly wasn’t de-
pending on hiring his attraction on
board the Aleph Null.

Why were the metagalactic of--
ficials spending $6,200,000,000 to
send him to Regulus? Why had
Jastrow offered him a million dol-
lars to break his contract?

The figures left him dizzy, and
it was just as well. He wasn’t get-
ting anywhere anyway.

The Aleph Null had been big,
but the Infinity was at least one
mile long and quarter of a mile
high. It in turn was like a mite at-
tached to the tremendous plastic
bubble that covered Terminal City
on the airless and waterless elev-
enth planet of Procyon. It was a
place of moving, colored walks,
flashing arrows, millions of inhabi-
tants and a constant stream of
freight moving in all directions.

The Infinity was of the 62,000,-
000 class—meaning that she dis-
placed 62,000,000 tons. She was
equipped with electromagnetic cir-
cuits to counterbalance the effects
of acccleration as well as those. of
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“here we can do anything but make
energy out of stray radiation. It is
more tragic because we are not a
run-down universe. The Fourth is
young compared to the incredibly
ancient Second that lies below
Achemar. Nevertheless, our energy
requirements are far greater than
our supply. I am told that other
metagalaxies do not have this prob-
lem, that it must be due to some
terrific driving force that has cen-
tered on us.”

Erle was staring at the purple
ball. Abruptly it revolved, and he
knew the general was looking at
him. “You are wondering about
me,” the general said, “and 1 will
tell you. If you could open this
ball—which would be something
of a project, for we are practically
indestructible—you would find a
few whiffs of odorless, colorless
gas. Yet that gas thinks and talks.
It has cmotions. It plans and it
worrics. It has a great deal of
knowledge and experience, but it
is not all-powerful. That is why
you are here, Erle Bertron. We
believe you may be able to do
something we cannot do.”

Erle said with a slight tremor in
his voice, “I don’t sece how.”

Remiggon looked at him for a
moment, as if speculating, and then
said, “Follow me.”

VI

ON AN AUTOWALK they traveled
through the laboratory, kilometer

after kilometer. Occasionally they
came up to invisible, reflectionless
glass walls, apparently keyed to the
general’s voice, for after a few
words that sounded to Erle like,
“Cucumber, cucumber, strawber-
ries and gravy,” a section would
slide up and allow them to go
through.

Finally the general stopped be-
fore a white porcelain door. “This
is the conference,” he said, “the
governing body of the Second
Metagalaxy. Don’t be alarmed.”

He nodded reassuringly.

The door dissolved. The general
floated through, and Erle followed.
They stopped, and suddenly
around them, as if they had formed
from the air, floated half a dozen
purple balls and sat half a dozen
humanoids—the fabulous metaga-
lactic conference, the most power-
ful governing body in the universe
of stars,

The general was speaking,
“Gentlemen, I have Erle Bertron
with me.”

“He has the gift of absolute mo-
tion?” asked a silkily rustling
voice.

“He is said to have it,” the gen-
eral answered. “As I reported in
my neutrogram, I did not think it
advisable to call attention by test-
ing him. I do not vouch for his
gift. I merely say that he is ready
for testing.”

A heavy, impatient voice came
from the transmuter of a Regulian.
“Let’s find out.”
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alignment of the sailpack, these
two women were exerting too
much effect on his efforts.

THEY DID not find fuel the next
day or the next. On the third day,
as they were resting at the far end
of their route, Yjul said, ‘“The vol-
canic activity is increasing. We
might expect almost anything—
submersion in red hot lava, a fis-
sure opening up under us. Almost
anything. So it is as well we have
used our power this way.”

Erle said, “Have we covered all
the possible ground?”

“All but one segment. I was
saving that for tomorrow.”

Somehow Erle found Naomi’s
hand in his, and he took a deep
breath. They rested for a little
longer, saying nothing, watching
the crater belch fire and smoke
ahead of them. Stealing glances at
Naomi’s face as it reflected the red
light of the volcano, Erle thought
that, strangely enough, he had
never been quite as happy as he
was at that moment. He had suf-
fered a great deal from her aloof-
ness, and now, he hoped, there
would be no more of that.

They reached the ship and all
went in together. “One more day’s
power left,” Yjul said as they got
out of their suits. “Maybe you’d
better try the sail again, Mr. Bert-
ron—before it’s too late. It will
take power to amplify your
thought-force, you know.”

Erle looked at Naomi. She

“smiled at him, and he felt wonder-

ful. Yes, he could do it now; he
knew he could. “Strap me in,” he
said.

Yjul fastened the connections on
his wrists. The lights went low and
Erle began to concentrate. This
time, he thought, this tinme was it.
Naomi was standing at his side.
Yes, this time he would put it over.

Suddenly Marissa, too, was at
his side, her hand on his shoulder.
“Do you really think you can do
it?” she asked, and her voice,
smooth as it may have been, grated
on him.

“Why don’t you let me alone?”
he asked harshly.

Marissa looked up at him, then
went away slowly. Naomi walked
to the airlock and stared at the vol-
cano.

Erle sat there for a few minutes.
Then he took the wrist connecters
off and slammed them down. “I
can’t do it tonight. It would be a
waste of power to try.”

He got up and went to bed.

- In the morning they adjusted
their suits and left in silence. Yjul
had checked the fuel. They had
one more day—no more. . :

They had almost reached the
end of their journey when a call
came from Yjul and Fyllath.
“We’ve got something here! It
looks good! If you can cut across
a couple of kilometers, we’ll take

‘back all we can carry.”

They had two radiation ham-
mers and four collapsible Healey
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snake’s head stared at them
through the circular glass. The
vivid intensity of its slitted black
eyes was fading. With one last ef-
fort the head twisted itself back.
Its great mouth opened, and it
buried its teeth in the stanchion.

The nitrogen tore at the metal-
lic body. The “skin” connecting it
to the head was ripped, and the
body skidded across the floor and
through the open hatch, propelied
by the pressure of the gas into the
murky brown water.

Yjul took his finger from the
button. “All but the head. Shall
we—"

“No!” said Ekno. “The hecad
may contain the thing!”-

“Not likely,” Fyllath pointed
out. “Its eyes are glazed over.”

“It could be a trick,” said Erle.

“Trick or not,” Yjul said firmly,
“we have got to get in there and
connect the engine.”

He began to unbolt the door.
The surface of The Orphan now
was shuddering with long and
violent spasms. The ship was set-
tling deeper with every move. Erle
helped, and they swung open the

" “bulkhead.

Naomi, staring at the “dead”
head of the snake, threw her hand
to her mouth. She flung herself at
Erle and put her head against his
chest, her arms clinging to him
convulsively. “Worms!” she said.
“The thing is already turning into
worms!”

Erle stared. One small white

worm was emerging from the head.

- Yjul darted into the engine room

and . began to  throw levers and
breaker switches. The ship was
tossed from side to side and up
out of the mud. Then it began to
settle again. The white worm-like
thing was crawling down the stan-
chion. It reached the floor and
started for the open bulkhead.
They stood back, fascinated.

Then Yjul called in a despairing
voice, “The nitrogen blew the fuel
away! We haven’t enough left to
get out of the water!”

But for a moment they watched
the worm. Something about it held
them spellbound. Erle felt a hyp-
notic trance coming over him, but
he couldn’t do anything about it.
They all stood back a step as the
worm progressed into the center of
the room. Yjul came up, and stood
motionless, his fronds rigid.

The worm reached the center
of the control room and turned. Its
tiny head reared high, and Erle
began to hcar words in his mind:
“You will all obcy me. I am Vol-
mik II, ruler of Alphirk and the
Forty-third Galaxy. You, Yjul,
gather what fuel is left-and feed
it into the engine. You, Ekno, go
to the controls. The rest of you will
go to your respective places and
make no attempt to interfere. Any
hesitation on your part will subject
you to instant punishment by ultra-,
sonic vibrations.”

They stood as if dazed. Then
Yjul went back to the cngine room.
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Ekno moved to the controls. Fyl-
lath went forward to her position.
Erle and Naomi moved sidewise
and finally started to sit down at
the table with Murissa and the ad-
miral.

The admiral's head was raised.
His bleary eyes looked at the
worm. ‘“‘Alphirkian, eh? Volmik II,
eh?” He got unsteadily to his feet.
“This is one time I can do a good
deed for my mectagalaxy. Frankly,
I welcome the opportunity.”

He stagged toward the worm.
Erle felt the tremendous force of
the Alphirkian's mental powers
lifting as it dirccted all of its dy-
namic energy at the admiral.

But the admiral’s brain was too
fogged by liquor to be subject to
it, or perhaps the liquor had re-
moved his inhibitions and he could
be his normal self. He continued
to walk straight toward the worm,
which rearcd its head still higher.

The little, round-faced man
lifted one foot above the worm,
and then all the vibrant force of the
worm’s sonic radiation must have
hit him. Erle saw the admiral die
on one foot, his other in midair.
His eyes went glazed and his
muscles went slack, but the up-
raised foot descended. There was
a sharp smack, and the inner juices
of the worm squirted out from un-
der the admiral’s foot. The admiral
fell over on the floor.

“A worm!” Naomi cried. “No
wonder they didn’t want anybody
to know what they looked like!”

XIII

YJUL RUSHED FROM the engine
room shaking his head. “We'll
never make it. There just isn’t
enough fuel.” _

Erle looked at Naomi and
touched her arm. She looked back
at him, and suddenly dropped her
forchead in his hand. Erle felt the
power of a great purpose within
him. He jumped up and went to the
chair at the instrument board.
“Strap me in!” he said to Yjul.

Yjul began to work. “How much
time?” he asked Ekno.

“We scem to have hung up tem-
porarily — probably cushioned by
the ferns,” Ekno said. “But we
can’t hang here very long.”

He looked toward the volcano.
The entire visible area of The Or-
phan now was alinost afire. Steam
bubbled steadily up through the
water around them, and even the
trunks of the ferns were becoming
black and shriveled under the heat.

Yjul turned down the lights.
“Try to concentrate,” he urged.

Erle began to slip into the famil-
iar pattern. He closed his eyes, and
the black currents started to flow
around him.

Marissa’s voice was in his car:
“Good ole Erle. You'll get us out
of here, won't you, Erle darling?”

Her arms were around his neck
from bchind. His hands, fastened
in the conncctors, could not be
raised, and he could only shrug and
look toward Naomi for understand-
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pected of him. But he sobered
quickly, enough when Erle said,
“The admiral and his wife were—
one directly, the other indirectly—
victims of Volmik, just before he
died. We buried them in space.”

There was a moment of hushed
silence. Then, very quietly, the gen-
eral began speaking, his voice trem-
ulous with emotion. “He will be
missed,” he said, “by all of us. He
was a man of great courage, with
exceptional gifts of mind and heart.
But we can rest assured that if he
could have foreseen how soon he
was to die—he would have made
no other choice. This new source
of energy is going to be a tremen-
dous boon to the metagalaxy.
There are many planets without
moons, too far from their suns to
receive heat, too old for tides, with
no interior heat, no available fuel,
no falling water, no radioactive
cores. To them this energy will be
an incalculable boon.”

“One would think,” said Erle,
“that such a planet would not hold
much attraction for sentient be-
ings.”

“Our planet,” said Yjul, “has
little to offer but desert, and yet
we like it. We have learned to go
out into the desert to stand for
weeks at a time and gather
strength.”

“That is one of the astonishing
things about the metagalaxy. No
matter what the conditions, a spe-
" cies doesn’t like to leave it. We
have a planet belonging to one of

the double stars of Izar, Periodic-
ally it gets drawn between the two
stars, and the temperature ex-
tremes would seem to make life
impossible. There are no surround-
ings of interest, for the planet is
nothing but flat sand.

“There is no water, no atmo-
sphere, no wind, no change of any
kind from century to century ex-
cept the temperature—and yet a
sentient race—a humanoid race—
has evolved there, and likes the
planet. The inhabitants are ex-
tremely vigorous, with unusual sur-
vival characteristics, as you can
imagine. They may some day be
valuable citizens of the meta-
galaxy.”

“And by the way, you wiil be
interested to know when the news
of Volmik’s death reached Alphirk,
it precipitated a general uprising.
All natural Alphirkians were
hunted down and killed, and the
androids now are operating the
planet.”

Naomi shuddered. “Worms?
Why did they have to be so mali-
cious?”

“It’s hard to say. There is no
reason why even a worm should
not be an upright citizen, but I
suppose their evolution let only the
antisocial worms survive. How-
ever, they prepared their own
doom, you mlght say, by building
the androids.”

The general ﬁnally rested on
his desk. ‘“There is now the prob-
lem of aligning more engines for
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It seems a bizarre world, except
for the fact that it bears a satiric
resemblance to our own. The end-
less contest of strength and cun-
ning in Burroughs’ Mars is no
more pointless and illogical than
the military history of mankind, or
the plot of the classic adventures
of Ulysses in Homer’s Odyssey. In
fact, Burroughs’ science fiction is a

direct descendent of the type of -

travel-tale typified by the Odyssey.
It is the traditional romance
brought up to date with the addi-
tion of a few scientific trimmings.

This variety of science fiction
has become known as the scientific
romance. In stories of this nature,
colorful adventure in a classical
sense is seasoned with just enough
science to lend wonder and en-
chantment to the background and
locale. Edgar Rice Burroughs was
to become the acknowledged mas-
ter of the scientific romance, and
the rousing enthusiasm that greeted
his first novel was to usher in a
golden era of escape science fiction.
Indeed, the scientific romance was
to dominate the direction of that
literary form until the appearance
of the first science fiction magazine
in 1926 and: remain a factor for
ten years beyond that date.

The arrival of Edgar Rice Bur-
roughs on the scene eclipsed the
rising star of George Allan Eng-
land, who had been active in the
science fiction field since 1906 and

. whose novel The Elixir of Hate,
published in THE CAVALIER in

1911, was already regarded as a
classic on the theme of a man grad-
ually growing younger until he be-
comes a child.

Almost concurrently with the
appearance of Burroughs’ first
Mars novel, the magazine, CAVA-
LIER, ran George Allan England’s
masterpiece, Darkness and Dawn,
as a four-part serial, beginning in
the January, 1912 number.

Together with its two sequels,
Beyond the Great Oblivion and
The Afterglow, the trilogy was
published under the title of Dark-
ness and Dawn by Small, Maynard
and Co., Boston, in 1914, The
book, which is today one of the
most desirable of all science fiction
collector’s items, proved popular
enough to warrant a number of
editions.

George Allan England went on
to compose other popular novels
for the ALL-STORY CAVALIER
WEEKLY, including the highly imag-
inative The Empire in the Air
(later retitled The Flying Legion)
and The Fatal Gift. But though
The Flying Legion, The Golden
Blight and The Air Trust were
soon to follow in hard covers, he
never attained more than a fraction
of the universal popularity of Bur-
roughs.

There were a number of reasons
for this. First, Edgar Rice Bur-
roughs completely divorced the
reader from association with re-
ality, and carried him off to a
never-never world of his own cre- -
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ating. Secondly, Burroughs was a
natural story teller. His style never
jarred. It flowed along, quickly
and smoothly, weaving the reader
into the spell of the story. The
reader was rarely called upon to
think. Whatever messages ap-
peared in the story were essential
to the narrative.

Burroughs had an unsurpassed
sense of pace and his ability to keep
several situations moving simultane-
ously, coupled with his mastery of
the flashback technique, estab-
lished him as an authentic literary
craftsman.

And by far the most important
of all, Burroughs could make char-
acters come full-bodily alive from
the page, and achieve a maximum
of rcader identification. This was
impressively evident in his initial
Mars novel, where the first-person
‘narration offered easy identifica-
tion with John Carter, cnabling the
readers to share with him won-
drously thrilling and romantic ad-
ventures. Particularly unforgettable
was the memorable scene in the
Mars air manufacturing plant,
where the fatc of the entire planet
rested upon the ability of John
Carter to telepathically open the
doors that would permit a Martian
to crawl in and start the stalled air-
machinery functioning again.

It was this talent for apt charac-
terization that was to provide a
firm foundation for Burroughs’
fame. He would have been a suc-
cessful author if he had simply

written the Mars novels. But the
creation of the character Tarzan
in Tarzan of the Apes, his second
published novel which appeared in
the October, 1912 issue of ALL-
STORY, elevated him to literary
greatness and world renown.

According to Alva Johnson, in
his article, “Tarzan, or How to
Become a Great Writer,” published
in the July 29, 1939 issue of THE
SATURDAY EVENING POST, Rudyard
Kipling was a great fan of the Tar-
zan stories, believing them to have
been inspired by his own Jungle
Tales, recounting the experiences
of Mowgli, the Jungle Boy.

If the influence of any writer
can be strongly discerned in the
theme and style of Tarzan of the
Apes, it would scem to be that of
Rudyard Kipling. But Burroughs
has stoutly and vigorously denied
this. He has been quoted as saying:
“I started my thoughts on the leg-
end of Romulus and Remus who
had been suckled by a wolf and
founded Rome, but in the jungle
I had my little Lord Greystoke
suckled by an ape.”

Characterization in Burroughs’
novels was not confined to the lead
character. Read a Tarzan story and
the very lions, tigers, elephants,
apes and monkeys come to life as
distinct personalities in their own
right. The effect is heightened by
giving the jungle creatures names
and identifying their peculiarities.
There was the female ape who
mothered Tarzan, Kala, and her
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molten core of the earth which
hung suspended like a sun at its
center. It was an ideal setting for
marvelous ~adventure and Bur-
roughs was eventually to write five
sequels: Pellucidar, Tanar of Pellu-
cidar, Tarzan at the Earth’s Core,
Back to the Stone Age and Land
of Terror. The Land of Terror has
appearcd only in book form and is
one of the rarest of all Burroughs
novels.

The magazine publishers could

not gainsay the monumental popu-
larity of Burroughs’ work. Up until
the advent of Burroughs, the influ-
ence of Jules Verne and H. G.
Wells was primary upon the de-
velopment of the field. In England,
George Griffith, taking a more ad-
venturous tack, but still predom-
-inantly guided by Verne’s logical
method, had turned out interplane-
taries like The Honeymoon in
Space; future war stories such as
The Angel of the Revolution, Olga
Romanoff and the Stolen Sub-
marine; a prediction of weather
control in The Great Weather Syn-
dicate; future air stories like The
Outlaws of the Air and a score of
other scicnce fiction and fantasy
volumes. His popularity was lim-
ited primarily to Britain, but there
it was extremely great, his better
books going into a number of edi-
tions.

In addition to George Allan
England, America had the popular
astronomer, Garrett P. Serviss,
writing with a note of scrupulous
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scientific accuracy his sequel to
Wells’ War of the Worlds, titled
Edison’s Conquest of Mars; his fa--
mous interplanetary The Columbus
of Space; the swashbuckling saga
The Sky Pirates, and most famous
of all, The Second Deluge, prob-
ably the greatest science fiction
novel yet written based on the bib-
lical legend of the Great Flood.

These were both men who took
the scientific knowledge of the
present and convincingly extrapo- |
lated from it, trying to keep from
straying too far from what was
theoretically known to be possible.
Their tales took place in the world
as we know it and, given certain
postulates, might conceivably .oc-
cur. Burroughs verged sharply
from their method. He divorced
the reader completely from reality.
His background, while made read-
ily acceptable by his own brand of
artistry, was no more real than L.
Frank Baum’s Land of Oz. His
aim was to provide pleasure
through complete escape and he
succeeded.

Charles B. Stilson was one of
the first to follow Burroughs’ lead,
offering his renowned trilogy,
opening in the December 18, 1915
issue of ALL-STORY WEEKLY with
Polaris—of the Snows and follow-
ing through with Minos of Sardanes
and Polaris and the Goddess Glo-
rian. The never-never land of Stil-
son was a volcanic valley in the
antarctic and his hero Polaris is a
Tarzan in his own right.
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In all objectivity it must be
pointed out that the mark of
George Allan England is also to be
found in the style and handling
of Stilson as in that of many of
the other scientific romanticists.

Austin Hall, a writer capable of
writing science fiction in the tradi-
tion of Verne or the scientific ro-
mance of Burroughs, was the next
to conform, thrilling his readers
with The Rebel Soul, Almost Im-
mortal and, in collaboration with
Homer Eon Flint, The Blind Spot.

J. U. Giesy, who had been writ-
ing scientific detective stories, sci-
ence fiction pranks and oddments,
turned to the scientific romance in
1918 with Palos of the Dog Star
Pack and went on to the popular
sequels, Mouthpiece of Zitu and
Jason, Son of Jason.

From that point on there was a
veritable flood of great talent at-
tempting the pattern. Most of the
authors are so famous in their own
right that little elaboration is re-
quired. The great A. Merritt be-
lengs to the group as does explorer
into the atom Ray Cummings, Vic-
tor Rousseau, Ralph Milne Farley,
Otis Adelbert Kline (who most
closely imitated Burroughs), Fran-
" cis Stevens, and to a limited extent,
Murray Leinster and Garret Smith.
Innumerable others also made more
or less regular excursions into the
realm of the scientific romance,
contributing their bit to an era of
nostalgically memorable scientific
enchantments. S
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Literary critics, judging Edgar
Rice Burroughs by absolute liter-
ary standards, have never been
kind. They have pointed cut that
his plots are repetitious, his pross
construction often hasty, with an
overwhelming emphasis on action
and violence and the fact that some
of his novels seemed to be a point-
less procession of incidents rather
than a completely coordinated
whole. Most sternly they condemn
him for any lack of significance to
our times in the themes which form
the essential framework of his ef-
forts.

Burroughs never denied the
charges and with almost a note of
apology frequently explained that
it was his purpose to write for
those who desired entertainment
and escape and that he expected
his works to be judged by that
standard. He noted that his books
were clean without being prudish
and while he did not know if they
had potentialities for good, he was
sure that no one had been harmed
by them.

The truth is somewhat removed -
from either the viewpoint of the
critics or Burroughs’ claims. As far
as literary worth, it seems likely
that at least Tarzan of the Apes
will be printed and read long after -
many authors ‘“‘with pointed mes-
sages for our times” have been for-
gotten.

As far as food for thought, Bur-
roughs did try to convey a message

- of social import on many signifi-






THE AMAZING EDGAR RICE BURROUGHS

There are also seven species of
human beings, in various stages of
evolutionary development. In a
single lifetime, these creatures
evolve in steps from a point a little
higher than the ape to humans
comparable to modern man. This
concept is a highly original one and
most other elements of the book
are as well thought out and effect-
ively developed.

~ Burroughs early Martian stories
all went into hard cover. Under
the Moons of Mars became The
Princess of Mars to be followed by
The God of Mars, The War-
lord of Mars, The Chessman of
Mars and Thuvia, Maid of Mars.
All of these were rollicking, swash-
buckling scientific romances in the
grand tradition. None of them dis-
played too careful a regard for
scientific accuracy until the appear-
ance of The Master Mind of Mars
in 1927. This novel was first pub-
lished complete in AMAZING
STORIES ANNUAL, 1927,

The title and the author’s name
were featured on the cover in
larger letters than the magazine’s
logo! AMAZING STORIES ANNUAL
was intended to test the feasibility
of publishing a companion to
AMAZING STORIES and a big name
was needed to help put it over.
Hugo Gernsback had previously
reprinted The Land Thar Time
Forgot in AMAZING STORIES and
claimed that all he did to obtain

. The Master Mind of Mars was to
write Burroughs asking him for a
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novel with some good scientific
thought behind it.

Except for the opening scene,
where the story’s hero, Ulysses
Paxton is initially wished to Mars,
the inventions and machinations of
Ras Thavas, Martian scientific
genius are thoughtfully delineated.
The novel also contains surprising
amounts of philosophy. It is diffi-
cult to believe that - Burroughs
wrote this novel especially for
Gernsback, yet it is even harder to
conceive of ARGOSY-ALL-STORY Or
BLUE BOOK rejecting it merely be-
cause it was more thoughtful than
the others. Certainly not BLUE
BOOK, which, during this very pe-
riod, thought nothing of giving six
covers, one for each installment,
for a serialization of an Edgar Rice
Burroughs novel. What is probably
closer to the truth is that Bur-
roughs, a good businessman and
skillful professional, would not de-
cline a good offer from anyone and
would write to order for a guaran-
teed sale.

Of very great interest is the seri-
alization of Tarzan and the Lion
Man in LIBERTY MAGAZINE, begin-
ning with the Nov. 11, 1933 num-
ber. LIBERTY, then a leading
weekly slick along with the SATUR-
DAY EVENING POST and COLLIERS,
solicited this story from Burroughs.
The style is slick-magazine
throughout. The novel is loaded
with dialogue and it is often good
dialogue. The sentences are direct
and modern and crisp. The book
























PENTAGRAM

primitive camp fire, and the asso-
ciation-patterns he made of the
dancing flames delighted all of
Smith,

And then, as the last flames died
away and Smith felt pleasantly
drowsy, Constructive found such
highly imaginative images in the
embers that Smith passed into
sleep as integrated as if nothing
unpleasant at all had passed to mar
the first day of his vacation.

He woke up next morning in
the same integrated mood. Head,
looking back on the day before,
reflected that he had probably been
over-anxious, like the rest of
Smith—too hair-trigger apprehen-
sive and keyed up. Wasn’t the first
day of vacation always difficult,
with one’s members getting a bit
unruly? He could smile at it now.
Now Smith could really start hav-
ing a good time.

His good humor naturally spread
through the whole person. He no-
ticed that Analytical picked up
Sensibility’s sleeping bag for him.
A quite needless act, but it was
one of those nice gestures of in-
ternal courtesy that showed a
really integrated individual.

Head was so happy that he him-
self broke into song as they went
on their way. And on a tide of
general goodwill he gladly gave
up his practical monopoly of voice,
so that they.all broke into a

- chorus. Head smiled. They all
smiled. Analytical was right. A re-
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laxing of inhibition, of custom,
hurt nobody.

So he went singing raucously
over hill and dale. Dew hung like
diamonds on grass and bush and
the light morning mist crept away
before the warmth of the mount-
ing sun. Butterfliecs came out to
flutter and flaunt their colors,
emerald and gauzy pink.

Spirit of Order, but this was the
life, thought Smith.

Birds sang—much more tune-
fully than Smith, but he felt no re-
sentment at all. Rather, he felt a
kinship with the whole of nature.
For it seemed that all the simple
forms of life were in glorious har-
mony with his mood. Even on the
pitiful rudimentary level of single
existence they seemed to be striv-
ing for a pattern of integration in
homage to man—to Smith.

We ain’t got a barrel of money, -

We may look ragged and funny,

But we’ll travel along, singing

a song.

Side by side—chanted Smith,
echoing the quaint words of a folk-
song of the distant past.

And then he stopped singing
abruptly, uneasily conscious that
someone was looking at him.

It was a girl. She was standing
very still, regarding him from be-
tween the leafy gaps of a bush
with a look of amazement in her
eyes. Amazement and — amuse-
ment.

Smith halted as the girl stepped
boldly out of her cover. She had
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have made advances to anyone so
weak and pitiful.

“City folk,” she said, her voice
dripping with contempt. Then she
turned and stalked off into the
woods.

Analytical slumped down on to
the mossy ground in a state of
utter misery and helplessness. And
when the rest of Smith finally came
within range, and stood over him,
he felt only slightly better. He
looked up at the other parts of
Smith morosely. Complete silence,
physical and mental, ensued. Phys-
ical bent down and helped him to
his feet.

It was only a formality when
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Head said, “After that we do go
back for integration.”

No one protested now. On five
heels Smith turned about and
made his way back to the road.
It wasn’t until he was well on his
way back to the copter port that
realization impinged on his sud-
denly startled thoughts.

“Why, we are integrated,” ex-
claimed Head. “That episode must
have—"

But he didn’t carry on the
thought, for Smith found strangely
little pleasure in it. He went back
to City, anyway, and spent the rest
of his holiday at the Museum of
Electronic Arts—integratedly, re-
spectably, and quite dully.

NEXT ISSUES
COMPLETE NOVEL

THE RESURRECTED MAN

by E. C. TUBB

Captain Baron’s spaceship was wrecked in the Terran-Martian War and
he found himself adrift in space, imprisoned with limited air in o
space-svit that eventually became a floating coffin. The story of his
revival in a world of strange hates makes this an extraordinary novel.



Future Science in a Macabre Shocker by

THOMAS CALVERT McCLARY

The Body



120

of the atomic sciences, for instance.
Yet when the admissions began to
be heard, it became evident that the
origin of at least three major fields
of radically new conception had
been his. He was missed chiefly in
the fields of medicine and neur-
ology, which had stirred his per-
sonal interest. Yet he had known
virtually nothing of those sciences
from the trained, orthodox point of
view.

Holt had, unfortunately for him,
been born in an age obsessed by
orthodoxy and specialization, and
by very virtue of his incredible in-
tellectual independence, had stub-
bornly refused to be pigeon-holed.
And such an attitude, of course,
was impossible for the “practical”
men to accept or forgive even
though they had created a vast elec-
tronic brain at the Pentagon which
was totally unabic to solve a given
oroblem with the speed, and the
orilliance which he customarily dis-
played. But even though they had
denied him a position of promin-
ence in their councils they became
crudgingly aware of his importance
as soon as he vanished.

Havingbeen Holt's closest friend,
it was with a sense of pronounced
clation that I rode northward
through the night to somewhere in
the Catskills to see him face to face
after the mysterious interval of ab-
sence, Where the place was, I hadn’t
the slightest idea. Doc Crawford,
whose hideaway it was, had shuttle
cocked back and forth across the
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Hudson Valley like an Eric Ambler
character on a cloak-and-dagger
mission,

Certainly, Doc Crawford had .
acted wisely in keeping his hide-
aways secret, for some of his experi-
ments in neurological surgery had
evidenced such callous indiffererce
to human suffering that they sug-
gested the sadistic medical practices
indulged in by Hitler’s butchers at
Dachau.

It was known, by a few, that not
only had he been guilty of bribing
morgue attendants to help him re-
move bodies from city mortuaries,
but he had several times returned
the “wrong ones” in a state of ter-
rible mutilation. There had been
quite a stir over one of these pur-
loined cadavers, the victim having
revived long enough to experience
the hallucinatory sensation of pass-
ing by earthly transmigration into
the body of an alley cat.

In my humble opinion, it had not
been a “hallucination.” Much as I
loathed and condemned Doc Craw-
ford’s lack of human feeling and
medical ethics, I gave him credit
for surgical skill beyond that of any
other surgeon whom I knew. My
respect for him terminated there,
however. I was not even as lenient’
as Arthur Holt had been when he
described him as a mischievous, re-
tarded adolescent. I considered
Crawford a monster—a monster
whose bluff, hearty, and surgically
capable human form cloaked some-
thing sinister and almost reptilian.
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However, after the first shock of
hearing that Arthur Holt was alive
and safe, it did not surprise me that
he should have taken sanctuary at
one of Crawford’s hideaways, “to
meditate on the world’s future”—
to quote Crawford’s own, some-
what contemptuous explanation.
The exact antithesis of each other,
and openly contemptuous in the
past, they must have still envied
each other in secret.

As a matter of fact, they had ar-
rived at many of the same ends
from opposite poles. Crawford was
incapable of originating a surgical
theory, but he could take such a
theory and shape it into achieve-
ment with the skill of his hands.
Arthur, on the other hand, sparked
with. theories like an electro-mag-
netic generator, but could not push
in a thumb tack with his hands.

The last place in the world that
anybody would have searched for
Arthur Holt was under Doc Craw-
ford’s roof. If Arthur had desired
to lose himself in isolation and
privacy, he could not have made a

- better choice. From the first I had

suspected there was more to it than
a simple desire to turn hermit.

“You might say that we’ve col-
laborated on some rather remark-
able research,” Doc Crawford told
me. “As a neurologist yourself, I
think you will be quite stunned by
what we have accomplished.”

“The use of the plural is quite a
concession—coming from you” I
told him.
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He dismissed the remark with a
shrug. “You’re mistaken. I have
actually become very fond of Ar-
thur. In fact, I'll admit freely that
without him I could not have
achieved the results you are about
to see.”

“T came to see Arthur Holt,” I
protested. “My interest docs not ex-
tend to your experiments.”

‘“Exactly,” Doc nodded and
hummed to himself. He was in ex-
ceedingly good humor for a man
whose vanity was usually truculent
and vindictive.

We swung off a main highway
onto an old macadam rollback, and
then turned left, proceeding along
a rocky dirt road that was little
more than a lumber track. We
bumped over the top of a steep hill
into a yellow moon, turned right
through a mile of scrub pine, and
stopped in a clearing, by a wcath-
ered shack.

“This shack,” he said, “is simply
a blind. Occasionally I leave sup-
plics there for the local good citi-
zens to steal. Our destination is
under that rock.”

He drew a metal plug from his
pocket, inserted it into a potholc
in the rock and worked it about
until there was a faintly audible,
metallic clicking sound. A section
of the rock pivoted back in the
best Hollywood style, and a wedge
of soft but brilliant light flooded
out. Beyond the light I could make
out a stairway of untarnished metal
leading downward.
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“Good for a thousand years,
freeze, roast or flood,” Crawford
informed me. “This is my private,
automatic time-capsule. It will
open in exactly two hundred and
forty-seven years.”

I was struck by his curious,
ironic smile but failed to connect
it with the time interval itself. I
later realized that forty-seven plus
three made a round, even fifty, and
it had been just three years since
Arthur Holt’s disappearance.

We descended the steps and
passed along a narrow, metal-
walled, air-conditioned corridor,
Crawford used the metal plug
again, letting us through a smooth,
unjointed wall into an apartment
that was obviously an enormous
vault. Clearly, this was a labora-
tory as well as a museum for the
future, and for the first time, I had
a premonition that something
rather ghastly lay just ahead.

_ But of course, 1 told myself, if
Arthur Holt is here, nothing very
terrible can have happened.

Crawford lightly touched an
area of the wall, and a long series
of rooms became flooded with
radiance. “He’ll be waiting for us,”
Crawford said, nodding. “But when
a man is isolated so much in lonely
meditation, it is best not to burst
in upon him too suddenly.”

He mixed us drinks from a side-
board, raised his glass and smiled
at me over the rim. My impatience
evidently amused him. He said,
“This may be a momentous occa-
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sion—for the historians of the fut-
ure, at least. I will do you the
honor of making it dramatic.”

He touched the wall again and
the strange light vanished. But in
the very last room of the apart-
ment a single shaft of radiance
shone down upon a perfectly
moulded face—one of the few
faces I have ever seen which was
completely balanced, perfectly
matched on both sides. The eyes
were closed, and the stillness sug-
gested absorbed meditation.

Crawford took me firmly by the -
arm and led me through the sep-
arating rooms.

At the last door we stopped. My
old friend had not moved a muscle,
and it straick me as odd that he
had resorted to such theatrical
dramatics, for the light was so ar-
ranged that it glowed oniy upon
his face. Suddenly fear overcame
me. I broke Crawford’s grip on
my arm and ran forward, calling
hoarsely, “Arthur! Arthur Holt' '
It’s Arthur!”

At that instant, his place of re- -

pose flooded with light, his eyes

turned full upon me, he smiled

with that rare charm that he could
summon on all occasions, no mat-
ter how cruelly fate dealt with him,

I could only stare. Arthur Holt
was an armless torso, a stripped
bust terminating in a supporting
cage, set upon a pedestal like a
marble sculpture.

I turned suddenly and con-
fronted Crawford. “You inhuman
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actitude how long this grim fantasy
went on. These were several days
of discussions, and I became in-
creasingly aware that behind his
stoical facade of acceptance and
grim resignation Arthur had a
plan. Definitely, adroitly, he was
planting ideas in Doc’s mind.

Once he said, with oddly
phrased, ghoulish humor: “Now,
from immortal, you want to scrap
me like leftover fish!”

And then: “Seeing that it’s my
cranium you're raiding, I surely
have the right to demand replace-
ments, inferior as your discarded
brain cells will be!”

Then suddenly, Doc had come
to a decision and made his plans.
[ was elected to perform the deli-
cate, almost impossible task of
tramsplanting part of my friend’s
brain and incapsulating it with
Doc’s. If the operation succeeded
Arthur’s very core — his libido,
his personality — would be ab-
sorbed by Doc Crawford like a
small fish within a clam. And once
he could utilize Arthur’s creative
genius as his own, there was no
telling how frightening the out-
come might be.

It was a drunken, hideous, sick-
ening nightmare, and I balked.
In the end, it was only Arthur’s
plea that won me. “Donald, this
way a small part of me will sur-
vive. You’ve got to help me.”

There was a stark desperation in
his voice. It was the nearest thing
to a normal, understandable human
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emotion I'd ever heard him express.

Doc Crawford dropped his air
of sinister threat and looked re-
lieved. I glared at him. “What
makes you so sure I won’t cross
you up?”

He chuckled. “You can’t. If you
deviate only slightly from the tech-
niques I've instructed you how to
apply you will destroy your friend
Arthur completely!” '

My jaw set, but a cold, un-
earthly, hollow darkness swept
over me, making resistance seem
the act of a fool. I could only nod.

I will say one thing for Doc
Crawford as I knew him then.
Every aid that modern science
could supply toward the perfection
of surgical techniques had been in-
stalled in his laboratories. He had
mentioned once that he had
brought men who had been dead
three weeks temporarily back to
life—and I had no reason to doubt
his word.

Once committed to this in-
famous enterprise, I was utterly
absorbed by it. I became oblivious
to the existence of everything else
in the world—so much so that I

_lost all capacity to rebel. I had

no thoughts, no feelings, no reac-
tions of my own. I became a sur-
gical automaton solely, following
the instructions of Doc Crawford.

Only one extraneous circum-
stance remained to appall and be-
wilder me. That was the amused,
bright-eyed wink which Arthur
gave me just as I put him under
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play over his mouth—the smile -of
a man who has taken a great risk
and survived a hard fight, and who
now feels confident that his re-
covery will be complete.

But at other times he would
lapse into a semi-coma, and his
expression would become totally
blank. He would lie there breath-
ing heavily, like a man laboring
in physical combat, with his
powerful hands clenched into solid
balls, and his jaws locked, despite
the absence of animation and in-
telligent awareness in his eyes.

Then he underwent a relapse.
Terrible inward forces drew stead-
ily upon his energy, placing an al-
most insupportable burden upon
his heart, his lungs. Watching him
was like watching the dark, ruf-
fled surface of a pool beneath
which great’ fish, or snakes or
turtles, were locked in mortal
combat.

There came a day when the
charts and pulse readings passed
the line of hope. Worn out by the
long ordeal, I told myself that I
could do no more. In the niche in
the other room was a tragically
shattered mind that would live in-
to eternity unless—1I killed it. And
here also was a great, powerful
body reduced by the black demons
of the mind to a state of almost
imbecile helplessness.

May God forgive me, but I
hoped that Crawford would die
and release me from the now in-
tolerable prison of medical respon-
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sibility. I could do nothing to save
him now. Oxygen, insulin, all the
other aids were automatically reg-
istered and administered, but they
did no good.

I went into the outer rooms and
poured myself a stiff drink. I
passed into a dead sleep, but its
duration may have been exceed-
ingly brief, for time in the - air-
conditioned silence of the time-
capsule had far less meaning than
in the world outside.

I awoke in a state of great agi-
tation and I hurried back to the
inner room. And there was Craw-
ford, weak, but sitting up straight,
and pulling on his socks. He
looked at me steadily for a mo-
ment, then smiled and said: “The
crisis is all over, Donald. It’s a
great pity that you cannot be given
credit for your skill before the
Surgical Society without landing in
jail, or being locked up in a mad- .
house.” '

Perfunctorily, I asked, “How
does your head feel now?”

He made a reassuring gesture.
“The operation was a complete
success. The crisis was not your
fault. It was the result of a struggle
for mastery by the split libido.”

“But you finally conquered?” I
asked. “You’re sure of this?”

“Naturally,” he said, and smiled
again, and I wondered why com-
ing from him, the remark seemed
smug, while had Arthur uttered it
I would have regarded it quite
differently. “It was a foregone con-















