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The 

Nightmare 

By CHAN DAVIS 

This is a story of the immediate 
tomorrow- and of c!vilization 
headed down the inescapable road 
to destruction-down the road that 
we have, already, selected-a-nd its 

nightmare end. 

Ros CiCCONE bent down, picked up the 
bottle of milk outside the door of his 
apartment, and started to pick up the 
paper beside it. When be saw the head
line that topped two columns on the left
hand side of the front page, he hesitated. 
Then he stood up and wiped his forehead. 

The morning newspaper is essentially 
a simple, ordinary, and familiar thing. 
It's a habit. But it doesn't seem quite so 
ordinary and familiar when you see your 
name in black type at the top of page one. 

Rob picked up the paper and went back 
into the flat to read it. With forced de· 
liberation, he slowly sat down in the most 
relaxing chair available and spread the 
paper carefully before starting the article. S.N.P. chapter meeting last night, but he 
He was worried. As far as he knew there had been planning to look for that write
was no reason for him to be on page one. up on page twenty-six or thereabouts. 
He did not belong there. He had, to be Worse, Rob's job was one of those in 
sure, been one of the speakers at the which you do not make page one in the 
2 



THE NIGHTMARE 
New York Dispatch. or any other paper, 
unless it is bad news, and very bad. 

He began to read, then the worry gave 
way to puzzlement. It wa! the report of 
the meeting after all, and carried, as he 
had expected, the by·line of his friend 
Creighton Macomb. It ran: 

CICCONE FLAYS CITY'S GEIGER 
SEARCH POLICY; WARNS 

PERIL GROWS 
Dr. Robert A. Ciccone, chief of the 

Bronx Sector Radioactive Search Com· 
mission, stated last night that the present 
system of Geiger-counter search would 
not be adequate for the prevention of an 
A-bomb bemg planted in the New York 
area. Addressing the Bronx Chapter of 
the Society of Nuclear Physicists, he said: 
.. No number of successes in preventing the 
importing of dangerous radioactives can 
compensate for just one failure, and I feel 
unable to state positively that failure, and 
disastrous failure, is impossible." 

So far so good, thought Bob. At least 
they were quoting directly. Of course the 
sentence quoted was the most outspoken 
of the whole thing; it read like a much 
stronger attack on the search program 
than he had actually dared to make. 

But the same thing had been said before 
by others. Ten years before, when the 
Geiger search had first been brought up 
as a counter-proposal to the Compton 
plan of decentralization, the whole subject 
had been batted back and forth in the 
press. Opponents of the search system, 
himself included, had claimed that New 
York was a sitting target for an atomic 
bomb. that no preventive measures could 
change that fact, and that the only answer 
to the danger was to scatter New York's 
industries and commerce over as wide an 
area as possible. The other party had 
pooh-poohed this warnin$.. pointing to the 
U.N.O. Security Council's strict super
vision of all the world's piles, and to the 
greatly improved methods for the detec� 
tion of radioactives. Finallv. the second 
party had won. And since that time even 
the most extreme alarmists had been given 
less and less newspaper space. He had 
thought his speech would be played down, 
interpreted as a suggestion that search 
methods be improved. Jnstead-this. 
Why? 

He read the remainder of the article 
hurriedly. It was O.K. Accurately re
ported, without editorializing. But it 
didn't answer his question. 

He thought of calling Crate Macomb. 
but looked at his watch and decided he'd 
have to wait. All through dressing, shav-

in& and breakfast, be wu too preoccu
pied either to finish the pap« or tG give 
any thought to the rather suspicious re
sults of some of the recent searches. 
Which in itself was unusual, for normally 
results that were not thoroughly innocu
ous were enough to take his mind off 
anything else. 

At 8: 15, when be was ready to leave 
for work, he dialed the Dispatch, gave an 
extension number. 

"Could I speak to Macomb? That you, 
Crate? " 

"Yeah. Hello. Rob.'' Macomb sounded 
ill at ease. 

"I .. . er ... I just called up to con
gratulate you on making the front page. 
Congratulate myself, too, of course." 

"Congratulate-? " He sounded 
puzzled. 

"That terrific billing I got in the paper 
this morning. I've got to admit I don't 
understand it. New editorial policy? " 

"Oh, I get it. You've only seen the borne 
edition, not the later editions. " 

''That's right. What have the later 
editions got?" 

"Well, I'll tell you the whole thing." He 
dropped his voice. ''The City Ed and I 
have been against this Geiger system right 
along, and looking for chances to slip 
through stories slanted against it." _ 

"I thought you gave that up." 
"I gave up bucking editorial policy 

openly, because it wasn't healthy, but I 
thought I'd take a chance on th1s story. 
The City Ed got it past His Nibs without 
too much trouble, it made the first edition 
O.K., and we thought the thing would 
come off But- " 

"Yeah, but. I knew that was coming. 
What about those later editions? " 

"That's the catch, all right. You re
member what you told me last night 
before the meeting? About the aerial 
radioactivity your boys found over the 
Bronx yesterday?" 

"You didn't let that into print, did 
you? " 

"I didn't, no. I know well enough that 
radioactivity in the air might be either 
chance air currents from the Oswego pile, 
or hidden radioactives around the city, 
and whichever it is I know darn well that 
telling the people about it right away is 
the worst thing to do. Even if I had sub
mitted copy on it. I wouldn't have ex
pected it to get past the editor. But some 
cub reporter got the dope from the man 
who took the aerial tests, and didn't know 
any better than to submit it." 

"And they ran it." 
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article with a rewritten version of what 
you read in the first edition. " 

"1 can imagine . . .. His Nibs couldn't 
recall the edition that featured my state4 
ment. so he set out to discredit me." 

''That's it. It Could be much worse. " 
Crate's tone of voice indicated what be 
meant. He meant, "Probably it will be 
much worse." 

Rob stopped to Jet the implications sink 
in. Finally, "Has the news started a panic 
in the Bronx 1 The news of the tests, I 
mean." 

"Not yet. Look, Rob. His Nibs doesn't 
know I was responsible for the slant in the 
original effeose this morning; he's blam
ing it on the City Ed. He doesn't know I 
know you personally, either. He does 
know I graduated in nuclear physics. So 
be's assigning me to- write a feature on 
you. Not a build-up." 

"Whew- So?" 
"So I'll have to do the best I can. So I'd 

appreciate it if l could see you some time 
soon and talk the whole thing over. I can 
tell you more then." 

That certainly seemed to be in order, to 
put it mildly. Rob named a cafeteria near 
the Disparch Building, promised to be 
right down, and rang off. 

On his way to the subway station he 
picked up a Dis parch. He was still on the 
front page, and, as Crate had indicated, 
the treatment of him was rather different. 
He had not merely addressed the Society 
of Nuclear Physicists; in this edition he 
had done much more. He had failed his 
trust as Sector Search Commissioner. The 
high aerial radioactivity indicated that an 
A-bomb was being assembled somewhere 
in his sector, although his search groups 
had failed to detect the importing of the 
bomb materials. It was hinted that the 
reason he had stressed, in his speech, the 
impossibility cf adequate searches, was to 
cover up his own incompetence when 
news of his failure broke. 

The slur, he reflected, would probably 
not hurt hlm much. His job was not 
political, and if he were incompetent no 
amount of fast talking would help him. 
Conversely, the press couldn't hurt him, 
outside of discrediting his statement. Still, 
you had to be careful not tc under
estimate the power of the press. 

The other angle was much more im
portant. Suppose the paper's first charge 

���;ig�� ���:C:o:�a
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that for some reason, maybe for the pur
posr- of building a bomb, radioactive� 

really had been smuggled into his sector. 
He wouldn't try to guess who might be 
doing it; he didn't know politics. But the 
thing was possible. Well? 

Before meeting Crate, he slipped into a 
phone booth and held a conversation
consisting chiefly of code phrases-,with 
the Bronx Sector headquarters. When it 
was done he hurried into the cafeteria 
and spotted Macomb. He asked abruptly: 
"Your car in town today?" 

"Yes, it is. " 
"The usual parking lot?" 
"Yeah. " 
"Good. We'd better go uptown right 

away. " Macomb came without question. 
"1 just phoned Charlie. They're still get

ting the same results, a little bit stronger, 
and consistent. The wind's changed to 
east, and the meteorologist says if the 
readings keep coming this way another 
hour there's no chance that it's a false 
alarm. They really should have got in 
touch with me earlier, but as it is I'll 
have to get there as quickly as I can. " 

"This takes precedence over everything 
else, all right. " 

"It takes precedence over just about 
anything in the whole city, if it's not a 
false alarm. Anyhow, " he added as they 
climbed into the car, "You're not skip
ping out on your assignment. If you're 
going to succeed in getting a story on my 
incompetence, here's your chance, and I 
certainly hope I disappoint you." 

They cut west toward Riverside Drive, 
Macomb at the wheel. When they were 
on the Drive, Ciccone asked suddenly, 
"Who runs the Dispatch, anyway?" 

"The Ed does a pretty fair job. " 
"Yes, but .. . you told me once the Ed 

takes orders from somebody. " 
The other laughed. "Things aren't as 

simple as that in the newspaper racket. 
Nobody gives orders. But if any one man 
determines the policies of the paper, I 
guess it's Ellsworth Bates. " 

Ellsworth Bates. Ciccone ran over in his 
mind what he knew of the man. Batefi was 
not, to the public, a prominent name. On 
the society page it was inconspicuous. In rv��calnne��st��s�a�::�ldft
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this Bates was a power; Macomb certainly 
should know. 

"I was thinking, " Rob went on. "Sup
pose for a minute a bomb is being 
assembled, and suppose Bates is connected 
with it. Wouldn't that ex:plain what bap-
peced this mornicg?" · 

"Why-" 
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"First. be may succeed in confusing our 

sector organization by slinging mud at 
me. Second, be may confuse the whole 
borough by starting a panic. Third, be 
would surely jump on anything that might 
talk. the public into decentralization; he'd 
want the city to remain a good, highly 
localized target. The decentralization 
issue was what started all this, remember." 

"Hm-m-m. Sounds plausible at first, but 
-forget it. Not a chance of it. Nobody 
with Bates' financial interests in the city 
is going to try to destroy it. and that rules 
out not only Bates but anyone else with 
the power to high-pressure into print a 
slam ar.inst you. Besides-this bomb 
scare m�ght start a panic amon$ the popu� 
lace, but on the other hand 1t puts the 
squeeze on tbe Search Commission, 
making sure they'll act as quickly and as 
e
���8t'Y r�� th�ha��ee���!��!�

t 
��;es is 

probably back of His Nibs' policy." 
"It'd be a good guess, all right." .... 
"And why," Rob said, half to himself, 

"does be go to such lengths to slap down 
anybody who speaks out for decentrali.za· 
tion?" 

They sped north along the Drive. 
Ahead of them was the Highway Search 
Station, where extrasensitive detectors 
would scan them, and in case they re
vealed radioactivity, would operate relays, 
causing the car to be photographed and 
an alarm bell to be rung. Ciccone bad 
been caught more than once; the detectors 
were so sensitive that small amounts of 
natural uranium adhering to his clothes 
and shoes after lab work could sometimes 
actuate them. This time they got past 
without the Search Commission's police 
giving chase. 

They were now in the Bronx Sector. 
"Where to?" asked Crate. 

"Just a minute. If you'll get off the 
Drive and stop at the next drugstore, I'll 
give Charlie another ring." 

"Use my radiophone if you want." 
"We avoid 'em. Easier to intercept them 

than it is to tap ordinary phone wires." 
"O.K." Macomb acceded to Rob's re

quest. 
Another coded phone conversation and 

Ciccone returned to the car. to give a 
��V:r ����r�;��� ;};;�:.�. ������l�ed� 
'There are two ways we might track this 
thing down. The first is to localize the 
source of the active gases by testing more 
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much I can do to help, The 8ecood, 

assuming that bomb materials are atill 
being shipped in, is to check. the import 
stations through which all truclciog 
passes." 

"You sound pretty certain that. it is a 
bomb," 

"Without having any idea who would 
want to build one here and now, I'd say 
the probability was about twenty-five per
cent and growing all the time." 

Unconsciously, Macomb gave the car 
another ten miles an hour's worth of gas. 

Traffic was light, and they made good 
time to the import station. As they entered 
the vast. warebouselike building, Rob 
said: "I thought tb.is'd be the station to 
inspect because those aerial tests seem to 
localize the thing between ten and fifty 
blocks northwest of here. Normally, I 
wouldn't suspect this station of having a 
�e::; �:� �:e': ��e

be
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of samples of any cadmium that passes 
through." 

"Cadmium? Why?" 
"It's one way you might shield U-235 

from the radiation detectors. Alloy it with 
plenty of cadmium and no neutrons get 
out. Just one of the dodges we have to be 
prepared for." 

lnside thS building, three lines of trucks 
were being sent slowly through what re
sembled roughly an assembly line. First 
the walls of the truck would be tested to 
insure that they were not radiation
absorbent, then a few of the crates, 
chosen at random, would be broken open 
and inspected in the same way. Following 
this, the truck would be driven slowly 
down a long double line of confusingly 
different instruments, and would watt 
fu
n
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preliminary inspection and would be 
ready to roll through. 

· The most important of the detectors 
were modifications of the familiar Geiger-
��:��.

r 
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cf:� 
the gas between two charged plates, 
allowing discharge. The discharges would 
be stored on a condenser, which in turn 
discharged through a glow tube if the 
counter operated more than a certain 
number of times in a given interval. 

Ciccone and Macomb stood at one 
corner of the 8oor watching the pro� 
ccdure. Ciccone said: "It's not as effec
tive as you might think. The stuff might 
!he b�i��� 

t
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where the outiide boxes would shield it. He did not have to aak a cop. At An
Those guys don't dig down and get at the son's, the two of them looked enough like 
inside often enough." retailers to get into a saleman's office 

"I should think this'd be one job where without delay. Rob interrupted the sales
they'd be more than willing to do a little man's commercial cordiality by showing 
extra work just to make sure." an F.B.I. badge, then asked without ex-

"No, people aren't that way. It's a lot planation, "Who's buying up that ship
of work to half-unload one of those ment of watches that's just coming in?" 
trucks. This is just a job to most of the "Why-let's see. I don't believe they're 
men, no matter bow hard we try to make all ordered yet." He showed no inchna-
it something more; it's just their job, and tion to continue. 
they make it as easy for themselves as "Who buys watches from you?" Rob 
they can. prompted. 

''Today they're being pretty thorough, "Well-" The man listed several 
though; when I called Charlie I told him jewelry and department stores. "Those are 
to needle the boys up a bit." the principal ones." 

"So I see." A large Diesel crane was This was not going to be quite as simple 
being used in one of the assembly lines as Rob had hoped. "Have any of them 
to remove the contents of one truck for specified any individual shipments, rather 
individual testing. Several men were than just naming brands?" 
clustered around with hand-test sets. In a "I wouldn't know. I don't have any-
few minutes Rob went over, motioning thing to do with-" 
Crate to accompany him. "I think you know." 

"One thing," he whispered on the way, "What is this about, anyway?" 
"whatever you see, don't act more than Rob debated whether to fib or to bully 
normally suspicious. You can't forget the the man with his F.B.I. badge; he decided 
possibility that the truck driver, or even -on the former course. "There's been some 
one of our men, might be an agent. Hello, highjacking of watches, and we're trying 
Sam. What you got here?" to track it down." It didn't sound at all 

"Radium dial watches. Darn things plausible, but the man, though baffled, 
scare the pants off us every time. Com- was apparently satisfied. 
pared to the little tiny bloops we get on "Well, now that you mention it," he 
our meters from most of tb.is stuff, they admitted, "Greiner's has specified ship-
look like Hiroshima." ments several times." He stopped, tenta-

"Been getting many?" tively. 
"Yeah, a good few." 'That's all," said Ciccone, and he and 
"I hope you check the inside boxes Macomb left, ti"ying to look like G-men. 

pr.etty often to make sure the watches' 
emissions aren't masking something else "Well," commented Rob, "I guess we 
underneath." can assume for now that he was telling 

"Yeah. we've been doing that." the truth." 
"Well." Rob looked down at the one "Might I ask you something, sir?" 

crate out of the truckload which contained "Ask me what?" 
the watches. It had been opened, and "The same thing that fellow in there 
several of the carefully packed boxes re- asked you: what tho heck is this all 
moved. An idea struck him, and he men- about?" 
tally noted the address on the crate, while Rob laughed. "I'm sorry. Those watches 
apparently examining the watches. The looked pretty innocent, didn't they, to be 
watches were a standard American make. causing all this? But we have to follow 

"Well, keep up the good work. Sam," up the implausible leads, because all the 
he said casually. "Oh, Sam. Have you seen plausible ones get investigated at the im-
the Dispatch this morning?" port station. This one is· 'highly non-

"No, why?" trivial,' as my math prof used to say." 
"Never mind." After watching a few "Look. We let radium dial watches 

more trucks pass uneventfully by, he left, through the import station because no one 
accompanied by Macomb. could possibly extract the fissionable sub-

" Anson Mercantile Company," he said stances from the phosphorescent paint on 
pensively as they climbed back into the those things without revealing themselves 
car; "no street or number given. As I --even if they could get enough into the 
remember, it's about ten blocks west and city that way. But there's another pas
four north. Suppose you let me drive, I · sibility. What if, instead of natural 
think J can find it. Jf I have to, I'll ask uranium, you were to use Pu-239, 
a cop, but I didn't want to ask in there." ordinary plutoniu.m, in your phoapbor-
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escent paint? It's an alpha-emitter with 
long half-life, like common U-238; our 
instruments couldn't tell the difference. 
You'd have the job of purifying after you 
got the stuff in, and you'd have to get in 
an awful lot. It's just possible, just barely. 
And all the probable things, as I say, are 
checked." 

"But it'd take so long to accumulate 

����dgn\ g�u!���ber:�ni�e�0��. ��ia 
they?" 

"Sure could. They could have been 
accumulating the stuff for years without 
giving themselves away. It wouldn't be 
until they started purifying that Sneezy
the aerial radioactivity detector-would 

��t�r f�J);�o�p �ab�e�air�n::d ;ff�� 
not that, we'll start looking around again. 
Greiner's did, after all, ask for particular 
shipments-those shipments, maybe, that 
they knew were loaded with plutonium. 
They wouldn't buy up the whole ship
ment, because that would seem peculiar 
to the wholesalers, and the Pu-239 watches 
are, I suppose, perfectly usable as such. 
They wouldn't ship the watches in direct 
to the store, because it's not usual 
business practice. 

"Everything fits. Which in itself proves 
nothing. Still, we can't afford not to check 
it. I don't think I can get much farther 
with this investigating, I better order a 
search right now." They had been walking 
toward the store; now Rob started once 
more for a phone. "You call police, give 
my name and the code word 'antipasto'. 
and say 'Greiner's Department Store.' 
I'll be calling the import station for some 
detectors." 

Luckily Schmidt's Drugstore had two 
empty phone booths. Nobody looked up 
as the'y walked in and slipped into the 
booths. 

Ciccone, as he dialed his number, bad 
a sudden vision. A pillar of multicolored 
smoke rising from the city, erasing the 
Bronx: and Manhattan down to Central 
Park, shattering windows in Nyack, light
ing 11p· the Albany sky. A nightmare, a 
familiar and a very real nightmare, an 
accepted part of modern life, something 
you couldn't get away from; and it 
seemed more immediate than ever right 
now. Trying to pretend it was just fancy, 
he looked out of the booth at the girl 
wiping off the drugstore counter, the 
middle-aged woman buying toothbrushes, 
the susoendered loafer thumbing through 
the mai;azines. He thought the common
placeness of Schmidt's Drugstore might 
be reassuring; but it didn't help. 

"Import Station Thr�." 
"Tius iii Ciccone. Could I speak to 

Sam?" 
Again be waited. The nightmare was 

still there, and somewhere, quite likely 
just a few blocks from where he was now, 
were ,the few ounces of metal that might 
be the nightmare. 

"Hello. Hello, Sam. Send down-anti
pasto--send down all your mobiles, ex· 
cept for one full battery to be left at the 
station. Greiner's Department Store. 
Know where it is?'' 

"Sure do. Right down." Sam hung up 
before Rob had a chance to tell him to 
hurry. He knew that an order like that in 
a situation like that, just plain meant 

·"hurry," in capital letters. 
Hurry. It might already be too late, or 

they might have months to spare, or there 
might be no danger at all. Yet the chance 
was always there that one minute's delay 
might make all the difference. 

Always that chance, he thought as he 
and Macomb walked up the innocent
looking street toward where the police 
and the search men would soon arrive. 
The chance that the time he had wasted 
at the meeting last night, and the hour 
he had wasted this morning because of 
that peculiar newspaper episode, might 
themselves have been fatal. 

"And yet," he said aloud. "assuming 
we get to this bomb in time-always 
assuming that-this man Ellsworth Bates. 
and whoever else be represents, may be 
more important than any one bomb. No 
number of successes can compensate for 
one failure-" 

Crate interrupted him. "The police 
have started arriving!" 

Ciccone knew the routine of tho search; 
he'd been largely responsible for prepar· 
ing police and search men alike for this 
eventuality. He knew perfectly well what 
had to be done, and he also knew that, 
since the organization was trained to func
tion without him, there was little he could 
do besides helping with the details. 

First a cordon had to be thrown around 
the block in as short a time as possible 
after giving the alarm. Plutonium, enough 
of it to make a bomb, could be taken 
from the block in a two-passenger coupC, 
or in the pockets of a few men willing to 
subject themselves to radioactive poison· 
ing by carrying it inadequately shielded. 
So the police had to make sure that. for 
the present. everybody inside the cordon 
stayed inside. 

The search men arrived not long after 
the police: a fleet of bizarre-looking, 
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in a group at one side of the block. The 
mobile search units made up a respectable 
detection laboratory in themselves. They 
carried, in addition to the larger, more 
sensitive instruments. enough simple 
hand-test sets to arm a large force of 
searchers. Some of these were distributed 
quickly to the policemen comprising the 
cordon. and the first part of the search 
began. 

A bluecoat would beckon to one of the 
bewildered passers-by who bad been 
caught in the cordon, and then, while a 
second policeman covered him, would 
search the man. This consisted in passing 
two test sets, one held in either band, over 
aU parts of his body; reading them and 
pressing a button to recharge the electro
scopes and readjust the counters' 
potential; and frisking him in the standard 
manner. He would then be allowed
ordered, rather-to leave the block. In 
this way the sidewalks were rapidly 
cleared. 

Macomb left Rob's side, pad and 
pencil in hand, to go to where a short, 
well-dressed man of about sixty was being 
searched by two bored policemen. Rob 
dismissed Macomb with the mental com
ment, "Good story for him." 

Himself he wanted to helP. with the big 
job: going through the bmldiogs on the 
block, one by one, story by story, with 
every type of instrument from Geiger 
counter to uranium neutron-detector. It 
was a big job, it would take, a lot of men 
a long time, and he knew they could use 
his help. 

The detectors were already being un
loaded from the trucks. Sam was organiz
ing a group of about twenty search men 
to begin on the row of five- and six-story 
apartments that made up one side of the 
block. 

"Say, Sam," began Rob. 
"Oh, there you are," said Sam. 
"I didn't see you; I was beginning to 

think that call was a fake. Have a 
counter." 

"Say, Sam, why don't you start at the 
store itself?" 

''The Sneezies are registering like bell 
right here-like all bell." He gave a few 
more instructions and the men scattered 
into the buildings. 

Ciccone found it almost a relief to 
know that the source of the radioactivity 
bad been located fairly closely. Now, all 
the uncertainties involved in blll reasoning 
were re!!olved. It might have been that 

Greiner's, like the wholesaler's, was Juat 
an intermediate stage in the smuggling; 
it might have been that the whole lead 
was a false one. But it wasn't. 

With Sam and one other, be started 
down tho basement steps of the first apart
ment house, to begin the search at the 
bottom. One of the tenants was comillg 
down from the second story and looked 
with amazed curiosity at their test sets 
and drawn guns. Sam waved him out onto 
the street, and the three of them continued 
on down. 

But the tedious and dangerous hunt 
which they had anticipated was inter
rupted. Suddenly, a booming voice filled 
the air. Rob looked around for a loud
speaker, but, seeing none. concentrated 
on the words. 

"You are looking," the voice said, with 
a slight foreign intonation, "for the bomb 
which is being assembled here. I would 
warn that we have a quantity of plutoni
um in excess of the critical mass. If any 
more men enter this block of buildings, 
or if anyone enters this particular build· 
ing, then the bomb, which is in readiness, 
will be exploded.'' 

Rob, followed by the others, ran out 
into the street. He didn't know why, but 
he felt an almost claustrophobic oppres
sion on the apartment stairway. As if 
getting out of the building would do any 
good were an A-bomb to go off! 

The voice from the hidden loudspeakers 
continued, to a petrified audience of 
policemen and search men: "We will 
leave our laboratory, which is that build
ing formerly used as a warehouse by the 
Greiner's Store, by helicopter. You must 
not attempt ·to intercept us-" 

Rob was standing beside the police cap
tain, looking up at the expressionless row 
of apartment houses. The decision, he 
realized, was up to him. Was this a bluff, 
and dare they call it? 

"-will, in any case, be detonated by 
radio in two weeks. This will give you 
time to largely clear the area, and the 
bomb will still accomplish our purpose of 
disruption. You must not interfere, and 
you must prepare for the explosion in 
exactly two weeks' time." A pause, then, 
"You are looking for the bomb which is 
being assembled here. l would warn-" 

It was a record, and it was repeating. 
The whole message was in Ciccone's 
hands now; it was up to him. He looked 
nervously around him. The police captain, 
Macomb, and the short, well-dressed old 
man to whom Macomb bad gone earlier. 
Ciccone hardly saw them. 

"-enters this particular building, then 
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the bomb. which is in readiness, will be 
exploded. We will leave our laboratory-" 

"It's a bluff," said Ciccone, and his 
voice sounded weak as death. "Enter the 
building." 

The captain didn't move, but stared 
straight ahead, his jaw knotted. 

"It's a bluJI. If they were going to set 
off an A-bomb, they wouldn't give us the 
opportunity to clear the people out of the 
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mum destruction. 
"Either they're not ready, or they are 

and we've nothing left to lose. Enter the 
building." 

''They're not ready," said a voice 
behind Rob. He turned; it was Macomb's 

:����� ���rtr�;oN�w \���t =��l� 
plan that the agents also be destroyed. 
Thus any chance would be eliminated of 
this country's learning the identity of the 
group, and they might be spared retalia
tion. Only if the bomb could not be 
detonated would such a bluff as this be 
attempted, on the chance that a copter 
might escape." 

Rob stared at the unknown in dumb 
amazement. The confidence and precision 
with which he had spoken were-in
human. 

But for the moment he ignored this 
remarkable interruption and turned once 
more to the captain. The latter's face had 
a look almost of resignation as he finally 
gave the necessary orders to about twenty 
of the policemen who lined the sidewalk. 
They hesitated; they, too, could hear that 
voice over the loudspeaker. "-will still 

Y��m���� n��r 
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prepare for the explosion-" 

Somehow, when the first of the police
men moved to obey, the others followed. 
Slowly they advanced toward a gap be
tween two buildings, through which they 
could reach the spot the voice bad named 
as the laboratory site. 

"-that we have a quantity of plutoni
um in excess of the critical mass. If anr, 
more men enter this block of buildings- ' 

They advanced, and one by one dis-
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they were, had not observed the violation 
of their conditions. Yet. 

Except for the loudspeaker, the whole 
street was in intolerable silence, as every
one-waited. Finally, as one, they relaxed 
and breathed more easily. It was not that 
they werr. ab�clu!ely certain yet that no 

bomb would go off, but simply that the 
tension could not be borne any longer. 

The police captain turned to his car 
radio. 

"In case those boys do get their heli
copter off that roof," be said, "I'm going 
to call for some of our planes to intercept 
them." 

Rob made a mental note to have planes 
added to the search plan in the future, 
and nodded assent. 

"No," Macomb's companion inter
jected. "lt was a bluff, but you must allow 
them to escape." 

Rob's previous amaZement waa re
doubled. He could find no anawer except 
to blurt, "Who are you. anyway?" 

"Ellsworth Bates." 

Before Ciccone could reply, all eyes 
were turned upward by a shout from one 
of the search men standing nearby. A 
helicopter was hovering over the apart
ment buildings, drifting slightly in the 
wind, and rising. 

The captain turned again to his radio, 
but was halted by the urgency in Bates' 
voice as he repeated : "No, they must 
escape. If they are captured, it will be 
discovered whom they represent, and this 
country will certainly open fire in retalia
tion. Every trace of their identity must be 
lost if there's going to be any chance of 
peace. Don't you see? It doesn't matter 
that they are the aggressors, that we, in a 
sense, would be in the right were we to 
fight them-whoever they are. The only 
thing we must consider is the impossibility 
of our fighting any war with anybody, 
now. Unfortunately, it's a thing our 
government, and our people, will prob
ably not consider if these men are 
identified. 

"The whole thing can be reported to 
the Security CounciL They can invet�ti
gate-secretly. The United States must 
not investigate." 

He paused. "Sabotage bomb attack is 
the only method of atomic warfare that 
can be used as long as the Security Coun
cil controls the worWs atomic power. 
Fissionable elements are rigidly con
trolled, they're bard to get, no one can 
get enough of them away from the 
Security Council's jurisdiction to arm a 
fleet of rockets. And a fleet is what you'd 

�e��e��n�a�a��;;:e�f J:i!:� th��:: 
Sabotage bomb attack is the only thing 
left. 
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the Security Council. grab aU the fission-
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able elements they can, and what have 
you? Chaos. Ruin. If you like to put it 
that way, the end of civilization. Once the 
Security Council's power is broken and 
the rocket-atomic war starts, we're lost, 
that's all. 

"Mr. Ciccone, I realize you're in charge 
here, and I'm unable to force your de
cision. Nevertheless, you've got to let that 
copter get away-delay your pursuit, say, 
ten minutes, and don't make it seem de
liberate. More than that, you've got to 
destroy the evidence in that building
again accidentally-and, if possible, de
stroy so much that it can't be proved a 
bomb was ever in the process of con
struction." 

He stopped. Rob looked up to where 
the helicopter was dwindling into the 
distance. "Mr. Bates, if there has been 
one bomb, there can be another, maybe 
from the same source." 

"No number of successes can make up 
for one failure. Precisely. But we wouldn't 
avert that possible failure by tracing down 
this bomb attempt. We'd precipitate it. 

"Granted, we'd find the culprit's 
identity. But after the cities of this and 
every other country had been destroyed, 
it'd be small consolation to know who 
started the thing." 

Then something happened inside Rob, 
and the nightmare was on him again. The 
light too bright to be seen, the sound too 
loud to be heard, the horror too great 
for any man to know. He sighed, and 
spoke to the captain: 

"You heard what he said?" 
"Yes." 
"Do what he said about the helicopter. 

The rest of it, forget. I mean that
forget it." 

Ciccone sat with Macomb and Bates 
in the front room of Crate's Greenwich 
Village flat, recounting the steps he had 
taken to follow Bates' plan. "Jt may work 
out," he said. "No one's been all the way 
inside the lab yet, except Sam and me. 
The lab will be accidentally destroyed 
tonight, after the plutonium has been re
moved and Sam has seen plenty of things 
which were not there at all. And, Mr. 
Bates, if your spell over the newspapers 
is as great as Macomb says it is, they may 
all print our version of the story." He 
indicated a Dispatch extra in his hand. 
"The radioactives were brought in by 
private experimenters dodging the 
U.N.O., they tried the bomb bluff in order 
to escape, and they then eluded police 
pursuers. No matter how much perjuring 
we do it's a weak story." 

"No," replied Bates, "with a few loop-

holes patched up, it'll go. Jf we're long on 
theorizing and minimize the actual fak
ing; we'll get our result without much 
risk. And don't worry about the perjury; 
this is one end that justifies any means." 

There was a silence while Ciccone 
gathered his courage. Bates was no longer 
the evil genius he had seemed earlier in 
the day; nevertheless courage was re
quired to begin, "So now we have one 
success-we've postponed the fatal failure 
a little further." 

Bates smiled. "Unless I miss my guess, 
you're getting back to decentralization." 

Macomb took up the theme. "Yes," he 
said, "that problem's still there. This 
���;�; bb��t6��e�8· b�h�thc::��sW��J ;�v�� 
have even relative safety until everything 
is so uniformly distributed that no one 
bomb cari destroy more than one of the 
old block-busters could now." 

"1'11 try to explain the thing to you," 
Bates began slowly. "You're right, that 
����1�ig�� ��eth�in�arh;� j���t�e�0s��: 
pressing the movement toward decentral
tzation. Now wait a minute: please don't 
interrupt. I know I seem to be contradict
ing myself, but let me start from the 
beginning.� 

"Teo years ago several of the small 
European nations, which bad not been 
getting much information on nuclear 
physics from the larger nations, independ
ently developed working chain-reactions. 
Tension mounted, and a large-scale 
atomic war might have resulted bad not 
the world been too exhausted from the 
recent World War II. As it was, every
body got such a bad case of the jitters 
that the affair was halted before the A
bomb was used. 

"This world-wide case of the jitters had 
other effects, you remember. The Security 
Council was quickly given supervision 
over all piles, plus sizable military and 
intelligence forces. Second, the movement 
for decentralization was started." 

"And stopped," put in Ciccone. 
"Yes. To what, if I may ask, did you 

ascribe its failure?" 
"Lack of vision on the pan of-well, 

leaders of indu!itry. People like you could 
have swung it." 

"No. The people whom you call leaders 
of industry saw everything you saw in 
the situation, and they did try to swing 
it. The thing is, when they got right down 

!� b�s���fi�. 
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tion was impoMible." 
"Impossible?" 
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"Becau&o of a factor which the lcientiat 

finds it easy to ignore: the terrific inertia 
of our civilization. Here's the way it 
works. New York businessmen see that 
the world would be a much safer place if 
all business were to disperse away from 
the big metropolitan centers. They think 
it would be fine if this were to be done. 
But they can't do it themselves if, say, 
Prague businessmen are going to remain 
concentrated, because it'd be a big 
financial blow to New York to stand the 
expense of moving and to give up their 
ready access to transportation. They 
wouldn't be able to compete with Prague, 
or London, or Calcutta. as the case might 
be-whatever city didn't go along. Unless 
everybody will take the step, nobody will 
take it. Jt has to be world-wide, and ten 
years ago the world wasn't unified 
enough. 

"You remember the 1929 crash? A 
little before your time, I guess. It was the 
same thing. The economists saw it com
ing several years ahead, but no one could 
duck out of the wave of overinvestment, 
because if they did, their competiton 
would not, and would continue to make 
profits from the boom. Everyone had to 
keep riding the wave as long as possible, 
even though they knew. such a .. policy 
was just insuring that the crash. when it 
came, would be really serious. There you 
are : inertia. Our overgrown civilization 
starts going in one direction, and it's just 
too much for individuals to stop. 

"So decentralization was impossible ten 
years ago. With different conditions and 
with a stronger political movement, it 
might have gone; but it didn't. We took 
what seemed like the next best plan, radar 
screens plus search programs, and so far 
it's worked. 

''Today, gradual decentralization has 
progressed to some extent. thanks to im
proved transportation and individuals' 
mistrust of cities. A new movement for 
the abrupt sort of decentralization would 
have some chance-less inertia now to 
overcome; but if it succeeded it would be 
very dangerous. 

"ln the last ten years, many things have 
changed. Reconstruction of the destruc
tion of World War II. is to all intents and 
purposes finished; capital is freed and 
looking for new investment opportunities; 
manufactured goods are looking around 
for markets. It's the type of situation 
where motives for aggression may be 
present, and everyone's jittery again. The 
jitters are not nearly so widespread as 
they were before, or even as they were 
after Hiroshima and Nagasaki, but 

they're ha.vinf: a much worse effect, and 
they're building up. Certain groups in 
several different countries are beginning 
to think seriously of atomic warfare, of 
beating the other guy to the punch and 
grabbing whatever's left when the smoke 
clears. Many of those who aren't con
sidering it, are suspecting others. And 
everybody has to keep his defenses up. 

"Now. What are our defenses? Let me 
list them again : radar screens, searches, 
and Security Council supervision of fis
sionable elements. Well, you tell me, Mr. 
Ciccone-what would happen to the 
effectiveness of your search program if 
New York were to begin tomorrow to 
move en masse to the Mohawk Valley?" 

"Yes, I see what you mean. We'd have 
a hard time keeping up even a pretense." 

"You certainly would. New York 
could be blasted before it had got well 
started moving. Another thing : atomic 
power plants, too, are centralized, to 
simplify tho Security Council's job of con
trol, so no doubt you'd ask that they be 
included in the program of dispersal. But 
think of the confusion involved in mov
ing billions of dollars' worth of industrial 
plant. How could a merely human 
Security Council prevent the smuggling 
out. somewhere, of a few hundred 
pounds of U-235 or Pu-2391 

"No, the pressure's on, and we have to 
stick by the choice we made. 

"Our civilization : a great, big, over
grown truck going much too fast. Sud
denly the road became dangerously 
narrow, and slippery besides, but the 
truck was too big and it was going too 
fast. It couldn't stop. Now we ·have only 
a few inches to spare on either side of our 
wheels, but we still can't do what you 
suggest, stop, get out, and look for a 
detour. No, we've chosen our road and 
we've got to stick to it. 

"Not much seems to be changed, at 
first glance-the truck's engine still runs 
smoothly-the steering gear still responds 
-even the driver isn't in such bad shape. 
Yet come tomorrow, it may all be over. 
If we don't steer straight, it certainly 
will be. 

"Makes quite a picture. Our magnifi
cent, overgrown, bungling civilization 
going on its own magnificent and sense
tess way because it is so big that nothing 
can stop it, so big that it can't even stop 
itself." 

Bates stopped speaking, but neither 
Ciccone nor Macomb answered. There 
was no answer. Ten years ago, there 
might perhaps have been, but not now. 



The Cure 
By LEWIS PADGETT 

The simplest way to drive a sane man mad is to face him with an 
absolutely insoluble dilemma. There are mort! complex ways, of 
course-but the cure gels complicated, too, and sometimes fails-

WHEN Dawson got back from his vacation 
in Florida, he was feeling no better. He 
hadn't expected a miraculous cure. In fac� 
be hadn't expected anything. Now he sat 
morosely at his desk, staring out at the 
tower of the Empire State and vaguely 
hoping it would topple. 

Carruthers, his partner in the law firm, 
came in and bummed a cigarette. "You 
look lousy, Fred," be remarked. "Why 
not go out and have a drink?" 

"I don't want a drink," Dawson said. 
"Besides, it's too early. I had enough 
liquor in Florida." 

"Maybe too much." 
"No. What griped me was . . .  [ dunno." 
"Great psychoses from little acorns 

grow," Carruthers said, his plump, pale 
face almost too casual. 

"So now I'm nuts?'' 
"You could be. You could be. Give 

yourself time. Why this abnormal fear of 
psychiatrists, anyway? I got psycho-
an
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ned?" 

"I'm going to marry a tall, dark 
woman," Carruthers said. "Just the same, 
psychiatry isn't in the same class with 
astrology. Maybe you bit your grand
mother when you were a child. Drag it 
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dwell in a morass of mental misery." 
"I'm not in a morass," Dawson said. 

"It's just-" 
"Yeah. Just- Listen, didn't you go to 

college with a guy named Hendricks?" 
"I did." 
"I met him in the elevator last week. 
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He's supposed to be one of the best 
psychiatrists in this country. Why not go 
see him?" 

"What could I say?" Dawson asked. 
"I'm not followed by little green men." 

"Lucky man." Carruthers said. "I am. 
Day and night. They drink roy liquor, 
1 2  

too. Just tell Hendricks you smell dead 
flies. You probably pulled the wings off 
an anopheles when you were a tot. It's as 
simple as that, see?" He rose from his 
cha1r, put his band on Dawson's shoulder, 
and added quietly, "Do it, Fred. As a 
favor to me." 

"Urn. Well- O.K." 
"Good," Carruthers said, brightening. 

He looked at his wristwatch. "You're due 
at his office in five minutes. I made the 
appointment yesterday." He fled, ignoring 
the curse Dawson flung at his bead. 
"Room twenty-five-forty," he called, and 
slammed the door. 

Scowling, Dawson located his hat, left 
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He met a short, fat, cherubic mao in 
tweeds emerging from twenty-five-forty. 
Mild blue eyes considered bun through 
glistening contact lenses. 

"Hello, Fred," the man said. "Don't 
know me now, eb?" 

"Raoul?" Dawson's voice was doubt
ful. 

"Right. Raoul Hendricks, somewhat 
fatter after twenty-five years, I'm afraid. 
You look the same, though. Look, I was 
just going down to your office. I didn't 
have a chance to eat breakfast this morn
ing. What about a bite downstairs?" 

"Didn't Carruthers tell you-" 
"We can kick that around better over 

food." Hendricks steered Dawson back 
to the elevator. "There's a lot I want to 
ask you about. The college chaps. I didn't 
keep in touch. I was in Europe most of 
the time." 

"I kept in touch,'' Dawson said. "Re
member Willard? He's just been indicted 
in an oil mix-up-" 

They talked over onion soup and 
through the entr4!e. Hendricks listened, 
mostly. Sometimes he watched Dawson, 
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served, Hendricks lighted a cigarette and 
blew a smoke ring. .._ 

"You want a snap diagnosis?" be 
asked. 

"O.K." 
"You're worried about something? Do 

you know what it is?" 
"Certainly I know," Dawson said. "lfs 

a sort of daydream. But Carruthers told 
you that." 

"He said you smeUed dead flies." 
Dawson laughed. "On a window-pane. 

A dusty window-pane. Probably it isn't 
that at �ll. I just got the impression, no 
more than that. I never see anything. It's 
a sort of extension of sensory conscious
ness." 

"It never occurs in your sleeping 
dreams?" 

"If it does, I don't remember. It's al
ways a flash. The worst part is that I 
know at the time that it's the window
pane that's real. Usually it happens when 
J'm doing some routine stuff. Suddenly I 
get this flash. It's instantaneous. I feel, 
very certainly, that whatever I happen to 
be doing at the tim� is a dream. And that 
really I'm somewhere smelling dead flies 
on a dusty window-pane." 

"Like the Red King? You think some
body's dreaming you?" 

"No. I'm dreaming-this." Dawson 
looked around the restaurant. 

"Well," Hendricks said, "possibly you 
are." He stubbed out his cigarette. "We 
get into metaphysics at that point, and 
I'm lost. It doesn't matter which is the 
dream. The main thing is to believe in 
the dream while you're having it. Unless 
it's a nightmare." 

"It isn't," Dawson said. "I've had a 
pretty good life so far." 

'Then where are we? You don't know 
what's worrying you. The dream's merely 
a symbol. Once you realize what the 
symbol represents, the whole structure 
collapses, and any neuroses you may have 
are gone. As a general rule, anyway." 

"Ghosts can't stand light, is that it?" 
''That's it, exactly. Don't misunderstand 

me. Neuroses can build up eventually to 
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accompaoymg delusion. You know the 
window-pane isn't there." 

"Yeah,'' Dawson said, "but there's 
something under my hand." 

''Tactile hallucination? What does it 
feel like?" 

"Cold and hard. I don't know what it 
is. If I move it, something will happen." 

"Do you move it?" 

After a long moment Dawson said 
"No," very softly. 

''Then move it." Hendricks advised. He 
took out pencil and paper and adjusted 
his watch. "Let's have a jury-rigged 
word-association test. O.K.?" 

"Well-why?'' 
wi:J�w;�e�li �:re�:u:a���ta�f 

br�f. 
if the censor's working, it'll show up. 
Spring cleaning. If you clean a house 
regularly, you save a lot of work later. 
No chance for cobwebs to accumulate. 
��e��ea:e�f th�u
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trimmings. As I just said. it's a question ���n�:o� thi�.;a�se�t�!ce Juo��;�at:nt3a!i 
doesn't bother you any more." 

"What if it isn't a straw dummy?" 
"Then, at least, you've recognized it, 

and can take steps to get rid of the in
cubus." 

"I See,'' Dawson said slowly. "If I'd 
been responsible for a man's death years 
�!i� �thi�do���a':e��hifd�e��· by taking 

"Read Dickens," Hendricks said. 
"Scrooge is a beautiful case history. Hal
lucinations, persecution complex, guilt 
complex-and atonement." He glanced at 
his watch. "Ready?" 

"Ready." 
When they had finished, Hendricks 

blinked at the results. "Normal," he said. 
"Too normal. A few odd quirks-but it 
takes more than one test to get any 
definite result. We don't want to be em-
��t'!fu,����\�t:� �g�ej��dre����J� 
the gadget under your hand." 

"I don't know if I can," Dawson said. 
But Hendricks only laughed. "Neural 

paralysis of the astral," he suggested. "I'm 
�!��v�8&b��e�ff ��u:arti:ker�a���r::e ra�� 
man always overestimates mental quirks. 
Your friend Carruthers has probably got 
you a bit worried." 

"Maybe." 
"So you've got a hallucinatory day

dream. That isn't uncommon. Once we 
find the cause, you'll have nothing left to 
worry about. Come in tomorrow, any 
time-give me a call first-and we'll give 
you a physical checkup. More coffee?" 

"No," Dawson said, and presently left 
Hendricks at the elevator. He was feeling 
irrationally relieved. Though he dis-
���f�o�ar��t�f!:.f �e 
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man's argument held water. There was 
logic io it. And certainly it was iUogical 
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to let a daydream inftue.occ his moodl so 
strongly. 

Back in his office, Dawson stood at the 
window, staring out over the serrated sky
line. The low, hushed roar of traffic 
mounted from the canyons below. In 
forty-two years he had come a long way, 
partner in a Jaw firm, member of a dozen 
clubs, taking an active interest in a 
variety of matters-a long way, for a boy 
who had begun his career in an orphaned 
asylum. He had married once, but there 
had been a divorce, amicable on both 
sides. Now it was more convenient to 
maintain a bacholar apartment near Cen
tral Park. He had money, prestige, power 
-none of which would help him if the 
hallucination developed. 

On impulse he left the office and 
visited a medical library. What be found 
only confirmed Hendricks' remarks. Ap
parently, as long as he didn't believe m 
the real existence of the dusty window
pane, he was fairly safe. When he did, 
dissociation stepped in, and all but sub
jective, false log1c would fall. Men have 
a vital need to believe they are acting 
rationally-and, since so many basic 
motives are too hidden and complicated 
to unscramble, they assign arbitrary 
meanings to their actions. But why a 
dusty windowpane� 

"Yeah," Dawson thought, thumbing 
through pages. "If 1 believed in this 
dream, I'd . . .  uh . . .  erect secondary 
delusions. I'd think of a good reason 
why there was a windowpane. Only there 
isn't any reason, luckily." 

As he walked out of the library, and 
saw the stream of street traffic before 
him, he suddenly felt that he was dream
ing. And the windowpane was back 
again. 

He knew he was lying close against it, 
his nose almost touching the glass, inhal
ing dust with every breath, and the 
smothering, dreary, somehow brownish 
odor of dead flies. It was singularly 
horrid-that feeling of suffocation and 
dead despair. He could feel the hard 
something under his hand, and he knew 
with a sudden sense of urgency that un
less he moved it-now-be was more 
than likely to smother there with his nose 
against the glass, smother from sheer 
inertia, inability to move. He knew he 
must not slip back into the dream of 
being Dawson. This was reality. There 
was nothing tangible about Dawson and 
his fool's paradise and his dream-city of 
New York. Yet be could lie here and die 
with the smell of dead flies in his nostrils, 

and Dawson would never suspect until 
that dreadful last moment between wak
ing and death, when it was too late to 
move the . . .  the hard object beneath his 
hand. 

Traffic roared at him. He stood at the 
curb, white and sweatin$. The unreality 
of the scene before h1m was briefly 
shocking. He stood motionless, waiting 
until the hollow world had resumed its 
tangibility. Then, his lips tight, be hailed 
a taxi. 

Two stiff shots of whiskey were com
forting. He was able to contemplate 
working on the current brief, a liability 
case which presented no difficulties. Car
ruthers bad gone to court, and he didn't 
see his partner that afternoon. Nor did 
the-hallucination-recur. 

But, after dinner, Dawson telephoned 
his ex-wife, and spent the evening with 
her at a roof-garden. He didn't drink 
much. He was trying to recapture some
thing of the vital reality that bad existed 
during the early part of their marriage. 
But he wasn •t too successful. 

The next morning Carruthers came in, 
perched on Dawson's desk, and cadged 
a cigarette. "What's the verdict?" be 
wanted to know. "Do you hear voices?" 

"Oft!!n," Dawson said. "I'm hearing 
one now. Yours." 

"But is Hendricks any good, really?" 
Dawson felt unreasonably irritated. 

"Do you expee;t him to wave a magic 
wand? All therapy takes time." 

"Therapy, huh? What did he say was 
wrong? 

"Nothing much." Dawson didn't want 
to discuss it. He opened a law book 
pointedly. Carruthers tossed his cigar
ette into the wastebasket and shrugged. 

"Sorry. I'd thought-" 
"Ob, I'm all right. Hendricks is pretty 

good, really. Hy nerves are a bit shot." 
Comforted, Carruthers said something 

and went back to his office. Dawson 
turned a page, read a few words, and 
felt things close in. The morning sun
light, slanting through the window, faded 
abruptly. Under his hand was a cold, 
hard object, and strong in his nostrils 
was the dusty smell of despair. And this 
time he k:new it was reality. 

It did not last long. When it had gone, 
he sat quietly, staring at the hollow desk. 
and the hollow wall beyond it'. The 
sounds from the traffic below were dream
noises. The curl of smoke spiraling up 
from the wastebasket was dream-smoke. 

"I hope you don't think: you're real," 
Tweedledum said scornfully. 
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He noticed that th e  smote had 

changed to orange ftame. The curtain 
caught fire. Presently be would waken. 

Someone screamed. Miss Anstruther, 
his secretary, stood in the doorway, 
pointing. After that, there was confusion, 
s�outing, and tbe spurting of a .fire ex
tmguisher. 

The flames died. The smoke vanished. 
"Oh, dear," Miss Anstruther said, wip

ing a smudge from her nose. "It's lucky 
I came in when I did, Mr. Dawson. You 
bad your nose in that book-" 

"Yeah," Dawson said. "I didn't even 
notice. I'd beuer speak to Mr. Car
ruthers about throwing cigarettes in the 
wastebaskets." 

Instead, he telephoned Hendricks. The 
psychiatrist could see him in an hour. 
Dawson passed the time with a cross
word puzzle, and, at teo, went upstairs 
and stripped. Hendricks used stethoscope, 
blood-pressure gadget, and other useful 
devices. 

"Well?" 
"You're all right." 
"Sound as a nut, eh?" 
"A nut?" Hendricks said. "Come on. 

Let's have it. What happened?" 
Dawson told him. "It's like epilepsy. 

I don't know when l'U have these at
tacks. They've never lasted long so far, 
but tbey might. And afterwards-the 
dream-feeling hangs over. I knew very 
well that there was a fire in the waste
basket, but it wasn't a real fire." 

"Daydreams are apt to carry over a 
bit. Reorientation isn't always instan
taneous." 

Oa'wson chewed on a fingernail. "Sure,. 
but-suppose Carruthers was falling out 
o{ a window? l wouldn't have tried to 
stop him. Hell, I'd have walked off a 
roof myself. I'd have known it wouldn't 
have hurt me. It's a dream." 

"Do you feel you're dreaming now?" 
"No," Dawson said, "not now, of 

course! It's only during these attacks, 
and afterward-" 

"You felt that hard object under your 
hand?" 

"Yeah. And the smell. There was 
something else, too--" 

''What?" 
"I don't know." 
"Move that object. Ifs a compulsion, 

i�..four-bit words. And don't worry about 
"Not even if I walk off a roof?" 
"Stay away from roofs for a while," 

Hendricks said. "Once you find out the 
meaning of this symbolism, you'll be 
cured." 

"And if I don't. I'll get secondary de
lusions." 

"You've been reading up on it, eh? 
Look. lf you tbink you're the richest man 
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that?" 
"I don't know," Dawson said. "May

be I'm eccentric." 
Hendricks shook his bead, his plump 

cheeks bobbing. ''No, you'll develop the 
logical delusion-a supplementary one
that you're the victim of an organized 
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windowpane. Don't start thinking a little 
man named Alice is popping out of the 
woodwork with a windowpane tucked 
Under his arm. Or that the glass-blowers' 
union wanls to persecute you. Just find 
the real meaning behind the symbolism. 
As I told you. Move that gadget under 
your hand. Don't simply be passive 
about it." 

"O.K.," Dawson said. "I'll move it. 
If I can." 

He dreamed that night, but it was a 
typical dream. The familiar hallucination 
didn't emerge. Instead, he found himself 
standing on a gibbet, a rope about his 
neck. Hendricks came rushing up, wav
ing a paper roll tied with a blue ribbon. 
"You're reprieved ! "  the psyc;:hiatrist 
shouted. "Here's your pardon! Signed 
by the governor." He thrust the roll into 
Dawson's hands. "Open it," he ordered 
urgently. "Untie tbe ribbon." Dawson 
didn't want to, but Hendricks kept in-
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cord that snaked across the platform 
and tvanished from sight beneath it. A 
e��e�

l
��1�e�

e
B�el�ut���r!���

r 
rfb���: 

he had opened the drop; he was falling. 
He woke up, sweating. The room was 

dark and silent. Cursing under his breath, 
Dawson got up and took a cool shower. 
He had not had nightmares for years. 

There were, after that, two more in
terviews with Hendricks. Each time the 
psychiatrist probed more deeply. But the 
refrain never altered. Recognize the sym
bol. Move your hand. Remember. 

On the third day, as Dawson sat wait
ing in Hendricks' outer office, he remem
bered. 

The familiar, leaden, sick inertia swept 
over him. Desperately he tried to focus 
on the buildings outside the window. 
But he could not battle the tide. At the 
last moment Hendricks' advice occurred 
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to him, and, as he felt the cold. hard 
object under his palm, he made a tre· 
mendous effort to move his band. 

To the left, something told him. To 
the left. 

Jt was hard to battle that lethargy, 
that smothering, dusty suffocation of 
despair. And it was hard to move. But be 
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He felt something click into place, and 
. .  and-

He remembered. 
The last thing before
Before what? 

"Jiital therapy," a voice said. "We 
grow fewer yearly. A nd we must f?Uard 
against that plague." 

Karest1y ran an eight-fingered hand 
over his sweating, bald head. "The tests 
show you need it, Dawsao." 

"I hadn't-" 
"You wouldn't know of course. lfd be 

imperceptible except by the instruments. 
But you need the therapy, that's certain." 

"I can't spare the time," Dawsao said. 
"The simplification formulas are just be
ginning to clear up. How long must I stay 
in the vorkyl? "  

"Half a year," Karestly said. "It 
doesn't matter." 

"And Pharr went in last month." 
"He needed it." 
Dawsao stared at the wall, made a 

mental signal, and opaqueness faded to 
translucence and transparency. He could 
see the City. 

be�����o���d, 
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isn't bad. It's stimulating, curative, and 
n�8��1:;eel normal." • 

"The machines don't lie. The emotion 
factor is wrong. Listen to me, Dawsao. 
I'm a great deal older than you, and I've 
been in the vorkyl twelve times." 

Dawsao stared. "Where to?" 
"Different eras each time. The one best 

fitted for my particular warp. Once it was 
Brazil in 1890. Another time, Restoration 
London. And the Second Han Empire. I 
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"Rubber?" 
Karestly smiled. "A substance-it was 

important at that time. I kept busy. It's 

rhe�a�er��). 1:ne�0�v�iJ!i �=inti�� 
constructional-visual and tangible, not 
the emotional and psychic therapy we 
use. However, their minds weren't de
veloped." 

"I bate the idea of being shut up in a 
five-sensed body," Dawsao said. 

"You wouldn't know any better. 
There's the artificial mnemonic angle. 
Your life-force will take possession of 
your body that's created for you at the 
therapic epoch we choose, and you'll 
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probably �in as a child. There may be 
temporal compression, so you'll be able 
to hve thirty or forty years in a half-year 
of our time." 

"I still don't like it." 
"Time travel," Karestly said, "is the 

best therapy known today. You live in a 
new environment, with a new set of 
values. And that's the vital part. You get 
away from the current herd instinct thafs 
caused all the trouble." 

"But-" Dawsao said, "but! Only four 
thousand of us still sane, in all the world! 
And unless we work fast-" 

"We're not immune. The whole trouble 
is that for hundreds of generations the 
race has followed false values, which 
conflicted with tbe primary instincts. 
Overcomplication plus oversimplification, 
both in the wrong places. We haven't 
kept pace with our growing mentality. 
There was a man--Clemens-who owned 
a mechanical typesetter that was perfect 

���!ft �e�n
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it kept breaking down." 
"Old stuff," Dawsao said. "I know the 

trouble. The machines are so enormously 
complicated now that humans can't keep 
up with them." 

"We're solving: it," Karestly said. 
"Slowly, but surely. There are four thous
and of us. And we know the right 
therapy now. After you've had six months 
in the vorkyl, you'll be a new man. You11 
find temporal therapy is fool proof and 
absolutely certain." 

"I hope so. I want to get back tO my 
work." 

"If you went back to it now, you'd be 
insane in six months," Karestly pointed 
oul "Temporal travel is like preventive 
serum shots. "You'll be occupied; we'll 
se�� you back to tho twentieth century 

"That far back?" 
"That period's indicated, in your case. 

You'll be given a complete set of artificial 
memories, and, while you're in the past, 
you'll have no consciousness of reality. 
Of this reality, I mean." 

"Well-" Dawsao said. 
"Como on." Karestly rose and floated 

toward the transport-disk:. "The vorkyl's 
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ready for you. The matrix i s  set. All you 
have to do is-" 

Dawsao got into the case. It closed 
behind him. He took a last look at 
Karestly"s friendly face and tightened his 
hand on the control. He moved it toward 
the right 

Then he was Fred Dawson, with a 
complete set of artificial memories, in 
the orphan asylum in Illinois. 

But now he Jay in the vorkyl, his nose 
against dusty glassocene that smelled of 
dead flies, and the vitiated air tore at his 
throat as he tried to breathe. All was in 
gray semidarkness around him. He sent 
out a frantic thought-command. 

Somewhere light grew. The distant wall 
faded to transparency. He could see the 
citft had changed. It was older. And a 
heaped pile of dust made a canopy atop 
the vorkyl in which he rested. 

The immense, red sun washed the city 
in bloody gloom. There was no sign of 
organized activity_ Figures moved here 
and there in the ruins. He could not 
make out what they were doing. 

He looked for Administration Building, 
the last stronghold of the race. It had 
altered, too. A long time must have 
��sr�ui
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and the white, naked shapes that crawled 
up and down the structure showed no 
sign of intelligence. The last light had 
gone out, then. The tide of madness bad 
engulfed the four thousand. 

He used his seventh sense of percep. 
tion, and his guess was confirmed. In aU 
the world, there was no sanity. The herd 
instinct had triumphed. 

And he could not breathe. That suffo: 
eating horror was a reality now. The last 
oxygen left in the sealed case was rapidly 
bemg absorbed by his now-active lungs. 
He could, of course, open the vorkyl !-

To what? 
Dawsao moved his hand. The control 

swung to the ri$ht a�ain. 
He was sittmg 10 the psychiatrist's 

outer office. The receptionist was at her 
desk, scribbling something; she dido "t 
look at him. The white light of morning 
sunshine made patterns on the rug. 

The reality-
"You may go in now Mr. Dawson." 
Dawson stood up and walked into 

Hendricks' sanctum. He shook hands, 
muttered something, and sank into a 
chair. 

Hendricks referred to his charts. "O.K., 
Fred," he said. "Feel up to another word
association test? You're lookiog a bit 
better." 

"Am I?" Dawson said. "Maybe I know 
what the symbol represents now." 

Hendricks looked at him sharply. "Do 
you?" 

"Maybe it isn't a symbol at aiL Maybe 
it's a reality." 

Then the familiar sensation came back, 
the dusty, suffocating claustrophobia, and 
��elti���wlh�n�n�d 
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But there was nothing to be done about it 
now, nothing at alL He waited. In a 
moment it was gooe again, and he looked 
across the desk at Hendricks, who was 
saying something about the danger of 
secondary delusions, of rationalizing. 

"It's a matter of finding the right sort 
of therapy," insisted the hollow man. 



Rescue Party 
By A!R'l'HUR C. CLARKE 

The mission was to rescue a fraction of a population-because 
the Galactic Union hadn't known that the Earth's Sun had inhab· 
ited planets until too late. But thq did know it was going Nova! 

Who was to blame? For three days Al
veron's thoughts had come back to that 
question, and still he had found no 
answer. A creature of a less civilized or 
a less sensitive race would never have let 
it torture his mind, and wquld have satis
fied himself with the assurance that no 
one could be responsible for the working 
of  fate. But Alveron and his kind bad 
been lords of the Universe since the dawn 
of history, since that far distant age when 
the Time Barrier had been folded round 
the cosmos by the unknown powers that 
lay beyond the Beginning. To them had 
been given all knowledge-and with in
finite knowledge went infinite responsi
bility. If there were mistakes and errors 
in the administration of the Galaxy, the 
fault lay on the heads of Alveron and his 
people. And this was no mere mi�tak�; 
it was one of the greatest tragedies m 
history. 

The crew still knew nothing. Even 
Rugon, his closest friend and the ship's 
deputy captain, bad been told only part 
of the truth. But now the doomed worlds 
lay less than a billion miles ahead. In a 
few hours, they would be landing on the 
third planet. 

Once again Alveron read the message 
from Base : then, with a flick of a ten
tacle that no human eye could have fol
lowed, he pressed the "Genera;! Atten
tion" button. Throughout the mile-long 
cylinder that was the Galactic Survey 
Ship S9000, creatures of many races laid 
down their work to listen to the words of 
their captain. 

"I know you have all been wondering," 
began Alveron. "why we were ordered to 
abandon our survey and to proceed at 
such an acceleration to this region of 
space. Some of you may realize what this 
acceleration means. Our ship is on its last 
vnyage : the generators have already been 
18  

running for sixty hours a t  Ultimate Over
load. We will be very lucky if we return 
to Base under our own power. 

"We are approaching a sun which is 
about to become a Nova. Detonation will 
occur in seven hours, with an uncertainty 
of one hour, leaving as a maximum of 
only four hours for exploration. There 
are ten planets in the system about to be 
destroyed-and there is a civifization on 
the third. That fact was discovered only 
a few days ago. It is our tragic mission to 
contact that doomed race, and if possible 
to save some of its members. I know that 
there is little we can do in so lihort a time 
with this single ship. No other machine 
can possibly reach the system before 
detonation occurs." 

There was a long pause during which 
there could have been no sound or move
ment in the whole of the mighty ship as 
it sped silently towards the worlds ahead. 
Alveron knew what his companions were 
thinking and he tried to answer their un
spoken question. 

"You will wonder bow such a disaster, 
the greatest of which we have any record, 
has been allowed to occur. On one point 
I can reassure you. The fault does not lie 
with the Survey. 

"As you know, with our present fleet of 
under twelve thousand sbips1 it is possible 
to re-examine each of the etght thousand 
million solar systems in the Galaxy at 
intervals of about a million years. Most 
worlds change very little in so short a 
time as that. 

"Less than four hundred thousand 
years ago, the survey ship S5600 
examined the planets of the system we are 
approaching. It found intelligence on 
none of them, though t�e third planet was 
teeming with animal ltfe and two other 
worlds had once been inhabited. The 
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usual report was submitted and the system 
is due for its next examination in six 
hundred thousand years. 

"It now appears that in the incredibly 
short period since the last survey, intelli
gent life has appeared in the system. The 
first intimation of this occurred when un
known radio signals were detected on the 
planet Kulath in the system X29.35, 
Y34.76, Z27.93. Bearings were taken on 
them and they were found to come from 
the system ahead. 

"Kulath is two hundred light-years 
from here, so those radio waves had been 
on their way for two centuries. Thus for 
at least that period of time a civilization 
has existed on one of these worlds-a 
civilization that can generate electro
magnetic waves and all that that implies. 

"An immediate telescopic examination 
of the system was made and it was then 
found that the sun was in the unstable 
prenova stage. Detonation might occur at 
any moment, and indeed might have done 
so while the light waves were on their way 
to Kulath. 

"There was a slight delay while the 
supervelocity scanners on Knlath II. were 
focused on to the system. They showed 
that the explosion had not yet occurred 
but was only a few hours away. If Kulath 
had been a fraction of a light-year further 
from this sun, we should never have 
known of its civilization until it had 
ceased to exist. 

''The Administrator of Kulath con
tacted Sector Base immediately, and I was 
ordered to proceed to the system at once. 
Our object is to save what members we 
can of the doomed race, if indeed there 
are any left. But we have assumed that a 
civilization possessing radio could have 
protected itself against any rise of tem
perature that may have already occurred. 

"This ship and the two tenders will each 
explore a section of the planet. Com
mander Torkalee will take Number One, 
Commander Orostron Number Two. 
They will have just under four hours in 
which to explore this world. At the end 
of that time, they must be back in the 
ship. It will be le:wing then, with or with
out them. I will give the two commanders 
detailed instructions in the control room 
immediately. 

"That is all. We enter atmosphere in 
two hours." 

On the world once known as Earth the 
fires were dying out : there was nothing 
ldt to burn. The great forests that had 
swept across the planet like a tidal wave 
with the passing of the cities were now 

no more than glowing charcoal and the 
smoke of their funeral pyres still stained 
the sky. But the last hours were still to 
come, for the surface rocks had not yet 
begun to flow. The continents were dimly 
visible through the haze, but their out
lines meant noth..ing to the watchers in 
the approaching ship. The charts they 
possessed were out of date by a dozen 
lee Ages and more deluges than one. 

The S9000 had driven past Jupiter and 
�een at once that no life could exist in 
those half-gaseous oceans of compressed 
hydrocarbons, now erupting furiously 
under the sun's abnormal heat. Mars and 
the outer planets they had missed, and 
Alveron realized that the worlds nearer 
the sun than Earth would be already melt
ing. 1t was more than lik"ely, he thought 
sadly, that the tragedy of this unknown 
race was already finished. Deep in his 
heart, he thought it might be better so. 
The ship could only have carried a few 
hundred survivors, and the problem of 
selection had been haunting his mind. 

Rugon, Chief of Communicatiom and 
Deputy Captain, came into the control 
room. For the last hour he had been striv
ing to detect radiation from Earth, but 
in vain. 

"We're too late,'' he announced 
gloomily. "I've monitored the whole 
spectrum and the ether's dead except for 
our own stations and some two-hundred
year-old programs from Kulath. Nothing· 
in this system is radiating any more." 

He moved towards the giant vision 
screen with a graceful flowing motion that 
no mere biped could ever hope to imitate. 
Alveron said nothing : he had been ex
pecting this news. 

One entire wall of the control room was 
taken up by the screen, a great black 
rectan$1e that gave an impression of al
most mfinife depth. Three of Rugen's 
slender control tentacles, useless for heavy 
work but incredibly swift at all manipula
tion, flickered over the selector dials and 
the screen lit up with a thousand points 
of light. The star field flowed swiftly past 
as Rugen adjusted the controls, bnnging 
the projector to bear upon the sun itself. 

No man of Earth would have recog
nized the monstrous shape that filled the 
screen. The sun's light was white no 
longer : great violet-blue clouds covered 
half its surface and from them long 
streamers of flame were erupting into 
space. At one point an enormous promin
ence had reared itself out of the photo
sphere, far out even into the flickering 
veils of the corona. It was as though a 
tree of fire had taken root in the surface 
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of the sun-a tree that stood half a 
million miles high and whose branches 
were rivers of flame sweeping through 
space at hundreds of miles a second. 

"I suppose," said Rugen presently, 
"that you are quite satisfied about the 
astronomers' calculations. After all-" 

"Oh, we're perfectly safe," said Al
veron confidently. "I've spoken to Kulath 
Observatory and they have been making 
some additional checks through our own 
instruments. That uncertainty of an hour 
includes a private safety margin which 
they won't tell me in case 1 feel tempted 
to stay any longer." 

He glanced at the instrument board. 
''The pilot should have brought us to 

the atmosphere now. Switch the screen 
back to the planet, please. Ah, there they 
go ! "  

There was a sudden tremor underfoot 
and a raucous clanging of alarms, in
stantly stilled. Across the vision screen 
two slim projectiles dived towards the 
looming mass of Earth. For a few miles 
they traveled together : then tbH separ
ated, one vanishing abruptly as it entered 
the shadow of the planet. 

Slowly the huge mother ship, with its 
thousand times greater mass, descended 
after them into the raging storms that 
already were tearing down the deserted 
cities of Man. 

It was night in the hemisphere over 
which Orostroo drove his tiny command. 
Like Torkalee, his mission was to photo
graph and record. and to report progress 
to the mother ship. The little scout bad 
no room for specimens or passengers. If 
contact was made with the inhabitants of 
this world, the S9000 would come at once. 
There would be no time for parleying. If 
there was any trouble the rescue would be 
by force and the explanations could come 
later. 

The ruined land beneath was bathed 
with an eerie, flickering light. for a great 
auroral display was raging over half the 
world. But the image on the vision screen 
was independent of external light, and it 
showed clearly a waste of barren rock 
that seemed never to have known any 
form of life. Presumably this desert land 
must come to an end somewhere. Oros
tron increased his speed to the highest 
value be dared risk in so dense an atmo
sphere. 

The machine fled on through the storm, 
and presently the desert of rock began to 
climb towards the sky. A great moun
tain range lay ahead, its peaks lost in the 
am�ke-Iaden clouds. Oroatroo directed 

scanners towards the horizon, and on the 
vision screen the line of mountains 
seemed suddenly very close and menac
ing. He started to climb rapidly. It was 
difficult to imagine a more unpromising 
land in which to find civilization and be 
wondered if it would be wise to change 
course. He decided against it. Five 
minutes later, he had his reward. 

Miles below lay a decapitated moun· 
tain, the whole of its summit sheared 
away by some tremendous feat of engin
eering. Rising out of the rock and strad
dling the artificial plateau was an 
intricate structure of metal girders, 
supporting masses of machinery. Oros
tron brought his ship to a halt and 
spiraled down towards the mountain. 

The slight Doppler blur had now 
vanished, and the picture on the screen 
was clear-cut. The lattice-work was sup
porting some scores of great metal 
mirrors, pointing skywards at an angle of 
forty-five degrees to the horizontal. They 
were slightly concave, and each had some 
complicated mechanism at its focus. 
There seemed something impressive and 
purposeful about the great array; every 
mirror· was aimed at precisely the same 
spot in the sky-or beyond. 

Orostron turned to his colleagues. 
"It looks like some kind of observatory 

t6 me," he said. "Have you ever seen 
anything like it before?" 

Klarten. a multitentacled, tripedal 
creature from a globular cluster at the 
edge of the Milky Way, had a different 
theory. 

''That's communication equipment. 
Those reflectors are for focusing electron
magnetic beams. I've seen the same kind 
of installation on a hundred worlds 
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unlikely, for the beams would be very 
narrow from mirrors that si.u." 

"That would explain why Rugon could 
detect no radiation before we landed," 
added Hansur II.. one· of the twin beings 
from the planet Thargon. 

Orostron did not agree at all. 
"If that is a radio station, it must be 

built for interplanetary communication. 
Look at the way the mirrors are pointed. 
r don't believe that a race which has only 
had radio for two centuries can have 
crossed space. It took my people six 
thousand years to d o  it." 

"We managed it in three," sa.id Hansur 
II. mildly, speaking a few seconds ahead 
of his twin. Before the inevitable, argu
ment cou\d develop, Klarten began to 
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wave his tentacles with excitement. While 
the others had been talking, he bad 
started the automatic monitor. 

"Here it is ! Listen ! "  
He threw a switch, and the little room 

was filled with a raucous whining sound, 
continually changing in pitch but never
theless retaining certain characteristics' 
that were difficult to define. 

The four explorers listened intently for 
a minute; then Orostron said : "Surely 
that can't be any form of speech! No 
creature could produce sounds as quickly 
as that ! "  

Haosur I had come t o  the same con
clusion. 

"That's a television program. Don't 
you think so, Klarten?" 

The other agreed. 
"Yes, and each of those mirrons seems 
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correct, one of the other planets in the 
system must lie along those beams. We 
.an soon check that.'' 

Orostron called the S9000 and reported 
the discovery. Both Rugen and Alveron 
were greatly excited, and made a quick 
check of the astronomical records. 

The result was surprising-and disap
pointing. None of the other nine planets 
lay anywhere near the line of trans
nussion. The great mirrors appeared to 
be pointing blindly into space. 

There seemed only one conclusion to 
be drawn, and Klarten was tho first to 
voice it. 

''They had interplanetary communica
tion," he said. "But the station must be 
deserted now, and the transmitters no 
longer controlled. They haven't been 
switched off, and are just pointing where 
th«;/W�j{e ��f& ·�con find out," said Oros
tron. "I'm going to land." 

He brought the machine slowly down 
to the level of the great metal mirrors, 
and past them until it came to rest on the 
mountain rock. A hundred yards away, a 
white stone building crouched beneath 
the maze of steel girders. It was window
Jess, but there were several doors in the 
wall facing them. 

Orostron watched his companions 
climb into their protective suits and 
wished he could follow. But someone had 
to stay in the machine to keep in touch 
with the mother ship. Those were AI
veron's instructions, and they were very 
wise. One never knew what would happen 
on a world that was being explored for 
the first time, especially under conditions 
1ucb at these. 

Very cautiously, the three explorers 
stepped out of the air lock and adjusted 
the antigravity field of their suits. Then, 
each with tho mode of locomotion 
peculiar to his race, the little party went 
towards the building, the Hansur twins 
leading and Klarten following close be
hind. His gravity control was apparently 
giving trouble, for he suddenly fell to the 
ground, rather to the amusement of his 
colleagues. Orostron saw them pause for 
a moment at the nearest door-then it 
opened and they disappeared from sight. 

So Orostron waited, with what patience 
he could, while the storm rose around 
him and the light of the aurora grew ever 
brighter in the sky. At the agreed times 
he called the mother ship and received 
brief acknowledgments from Rugen. He 
wondered how Torkalee was faring, half
way round the planet, but he could not 
contact him through the crash and 
thunder of solar interference. 

It did not take Klarten and the Hansurs 
long to discover that their theories were 
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of one tremendous room with a few small 
offices leading from it. In tho main 
chamber, row after row of electrical 
equipment stretched into the distance; 
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from the elements in a great avenue of 
vacuum tubes. 

But Klarten was not impressed. The 
first radio sets his race had built were now 
fossilized in strata a thousand million 
years old. Man, who bad possessed elec
trical machines for only few centurie.s. 
could not compete with those who bad 
known them for half the lifetime of the 
Earth. 

Nevertheless, the party kept their re
corders running as they explored the 
building. There was still one problem to 
be solved. The deserted station was 
broadcasting programs-but where were 

�irtb��nt:�m�iclr; t:!���- ��i��; 
designed to handle scores of programs 
simultaneously, but the source of those 
proe:rams was lost in a maze of cables that 
vamshed underground. Back in the S9000, !�fso�ndas���Ii:S tgisa���c� ���fd 
reveal their origm. It was impossible to 
trace cables that might lead across conti-
nents. • 

The party wasted little time at the de
serted station. There was nothing they 
could learn from it, and they were seeking 
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life rather than scientific information. A 
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towards the plains that must lie beyond 
the mountains. Less than three hours were 
still left to them. 

As the array of enigmatic mirrors 
dropped out of sight, Orostron was 
struck by a sudden thought. Was it 
imagination, or had they all moved 
through a small angle while he had been 
waiting, as if they were still compensating 
for the rotation of the Earth? He could 
not be sure, and he dismissed the matter 
as unimportant. It would only mean that 
the directing mechanism was still work
ing, after a fashion. 

They discovered the city fifteen 
minutes later. It was a great, sprawling 
metropolis, built around a river that had 
disappeared leaving an ugly scar winding 
its way among the great buildings and be
neath bridges that looked very incongru
ous now. 

Even from the air, the city looked de
serted. But only two and a half hours 
were left-there was no time for further 
exploration. Orostron made his decision, 
and landed near the largest structure he 
<;puld see. It seemed reasonable to suppose 
that some creatures would have sought 
shelter in the strongest buildings, where 
they would be safe until the very end. 
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its doom would only be delayed by the 
few hours it would take for the ravening 
wavefronts to cross the Solar System. 

Orostron could not know that the city 
had been deserted not for a few days or 
weeks, but for over a century. For the 
culture of cities, which had outlasted so 
many civilizations, had been doomed at 
last when the helicopter brought uni
versal transportation. Within a few 
generations the great masses of mankind, 
knowing that they could reach any part 
of the globe in a matter of hours, had 
gone back to the fields and forests for 
which they had always longed. The new 
civilization had machines and resources 
of which earlier ages had never dreamed, 
bot it was essentially rural and no longer 
bound to the steel and concrete warrens 
that had dominated the centuries before. 
Such cities that still remained were 
specialized centers of research, adminis
tration or entertainment; the others had 
been allowed to decay where it was too 
much trouble to destroy them. The dozen 
or so greatest of all cities, and the ancient 

university towns, had scarcely changed and 
would have lasted for many generations 
to come. But the cities that had been 
founded on steam and iron and surface 
transportation had passed with the in
dustries that had nourished them. 

And so while Orostron waited in the 
tender, his colleagues raced through end
less empty corridors and deserted halls, 
taking innumerable photographs but 
learning nothing of the creatures who bad 
used these buildings. There were libraries, 
meeting places, council rooms, thousands 
of offices-all were empty and deep with 
dust. If they had not seen the radio 
station on its mountain eyrie, the ex.· 
plorers could well have believed that this 
world had known no life for centuries, 

Through the long minutes of waiting, 
drostron tried to imagine where this race 
could have vanished. Perhaps they had 
killed themselves knowing that escape was 
impossible; perhaps they had built great 
shelters in the bowels of the planet, and 
even now were cowering in their millions 
beneath his feet, waiting for the end. He 
began to fear that ·he would never know. 

·It was almost a relief when at last he 
had to give the order for the return. Soon 
he would know if Torkalee's party had 
been more fortunate. And he was anxious 
to get back to the mother ship, for as the 
minutes passed the suspense had become 
more and more acute. There had always 
been the thought in Fiis mind : "What if 
the astronomers of Kulath have made a 
mistake?" He would begin to feel happy 
when the walls of the S9000 were around 
him. He would be happier still when they 
were out in space and this ominous 11un 
was shrinking far astern. 

As soon as his colleagues had entered 
the air lock, Orostron hurled his tiny 
machine into the sky and set the controls 
to home on the S9000. Then he turned to 
his friends. 

"Well, what have you found?" he 
asked. 

Klarten produced a large roll of canvas 
and spread it out on the floor. 
· "This is what they were like," he said 

quietly. "Bipeds, with only two arms. 
They seem to have managed well, in spite 
of that handicap. Only two eyes as well, 
unless there are others in the back. We 
were lucky to find this: it's about the only 
thing they left behind." 

The ancient oil painting stared stonily 
back at the three creatures regarding it so 
intently. By the irony of fate, its complete 
worthlessness had saved it from oblivion. 
When the city had b�en evacuated, no 



RESCUE PARTY 23 
one had bothered to move Alderman 
John Richards, 1909-1974. For a century 
and a half he had been gathering dust 
while far away from the old cities the new 
civilization had been rising to heights no 
earlier culture had ever known. 

"That was almost all we found," said 
Klarten. "The city must have been de
serted for years. I'm afraid our expedition 
has been a failure. If there are any living 
beings on this world, they've hidden them
selves too well for us to find them." 

His commander was forced to agree. 
"It was an almost impossible task," he 

said. "If we'd had weeks instead of hours 
we might have succeeded. For all we 
know, they may even have built shelters 
under the sea. No one seems to have 
thought of that." 

He glanced quickly at the indicators 
and corrected the course. 

"We'll be there in five minutes. Alveron 
seems to be moving rather quickly. I 
wonder if Torkalee has found anything?" 

The S9000 was hanging a few miles 
above the seaboard of a blazing con
tinent when Orostron homed upon it. The 
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maneuvered the little ship into its launch
ing tube and the party stepped out of the 
air lock. 
th��Th�a!a� ::b!I e����ed���f8r��� 
tron could see at once that something 
more than curiosity had brought his 
friends here. Even before a word was 
spoken, he knew that something was 
wrong. 

''Torkalee hasn't returned. He's lost his 
party and we're going to the rescue. Come 
along to the control room at once.'' 

From the beginning, Torkalee had been 
luckier than Orostron. He had followed 
m� f�t�le�:bt:i!il��!· !f�h��u�7�nt�l0� 
came to the shores of an inland sea. It 
was a very recent sea. one of the latest 
of Man's 'works, for the land it covered 
had been desert less than a century before. 
In a few hours it would be desert again, 
for the water was boiling and clouds of 
steam were rising to the skies. But they 
could not veil the loveliness of the great 
white city that overlooked the tideless sea. 

Flying machines were still parked 
neatly round the square in which Torka
Jee landed. They were disapJ>?intingly 
primitive, though beautifully fimshed, and 
depended on rotating airfoils for support. 
Nowhere was there any sign of life. but 
the place gave the impression that ita in-

habitants were not very far away. Ligbta 
were still shining from some of the 
windows. 

Torkalee's three companions lost no 
time in leaving the machine. Leader of 
the party, by seniority of rank and race 
was T'sinadree, who like Alveron him
self had been born on one of the ancient 
planets of the Central Suns. Next came 
Alarkane, from a race which was one of 
the youngest in the Universe and took a 
perverse pride in the fact. Last came one 
of the strange beings from the system of 
Palador. It was nameless, like all its kind, 
for it possessed no identity of ita own, 
being merely a mobile but still dependent 
cell in the consciousness of ita race. 
Though it and its fellows had long been 
scattered over the Galaxy in the explora
tion of countless worlds, some unknown 
link still bound them together as inexor
ably as the living cells in a human body. 

When a creature of Palador spoke, the 
pronoun it used was always "We." There 
was not., nor could ever be, any first 
person singular in the language of 
Palador. 

The great doors of the splendid build
ing batHed the explorers, though any 
human child would have known their 
secret. T'sinadree wasted no time on them 
but called Torkalee on his personal trans
mitter. Then the three burned aside while 
their commander maneuvred his machine 
into the best position. There was a: brief 
burst of intolerable flame; the massive 
steelwork flickered once at· the edge of 
the visible spectrum and was gone. The 
stones were still glowing when the eager 
party hurried into the building, the beams 
of their light projectors fanning before 
them. 

The torches were not needed. Before 
them lay a great hall, glowing with light 
from lines of tubes along the ceiling. On 
either side, the hall opened out into long 
corridors, while straight ahead a massive ��;��a,[

0
���pt majestically towards the 

For a moment T'sinadree hesitated. 
Then, since one way was as good as an
other. he led his companions down the 
first corridor. 

The feeling that life was near bad now 
become very strong. At any moment, it 
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hostility-and they could scarcely be 
blamed if they did-the paralyzers would 
be used at once. 
en��te

t�0fir:;a::Oe�: ��dt
o"r:l::eia;!a. 

when they saw that it held nothing but 
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machines-row after row of them, now 
stilled and silent. Lining the enormous 
room were thousands of metal filing 
cabinets, forming a continuous wall as far 
as the eye could reach. And that was all; 
there was no furniture, nothing but the 
cabinets and the mysterious machines. 

Alarkane, always the quickest of the 
three, was already examining the cabinets. 
Each held many thousand sheets of tough, 
thin material, perforated with innumer
able holes and slots. The Paladorian ap
propriated one of the cards and Alarkane 
recorded the scene together with some 
close-ups of the machines. Then they left. 
The great room, which bad been one of 
the marvels of the world, meant nothing 
to them. No living eye would ever again 
see that wonderful battery of almost 
human Hollerith analyzers and the five 
thousand million punched cards holding 
all that could be recorded of each man, 
woman and child on the planet. 

It was clear that this building had been 
used very recently. With growing excite· 
ment. the explorers hurried on to the next 
room. This they found to be an enormous 
library, for millions of books lay all 
around them on miles and miles of sbelv· 
ln;�:i[.e���utfe ���:ds1�!r:ucili'!dl:�! 
that Man had ever passed, and all the 
speeches that had ever been made in his 
council chambers. 

T'sinadree was deciding his plan of 
action when Alarkane drew his attention 
to one of the racks a hundred yards away. 
It was half empty, unlike all the others. 
Around it books lay in a tumbled heap 
on the floor, as if knocked down by some· 
one in frantic baste. The signs were un· 
mistakable. Not long ago, other creatures 
had been this way. Faint wheel marks 
were clearly visible on the floor to the 
acute sense of Alarkane, though the others 
could see nothing. Alarkane could even 
detect footprints, but knowing nothing of 
the creatures that had formed them he 
could not say which way they led. 

The sense of nearness was stronger 
than ever now, but it was nearness in 
time, not in space. Alarkane voiced the 
thoughts of the party. 

"Those books must have been valuable, 
and someone has come to rescue them
rather as an after thought, I should say. 
:rhat means there must be a place of 
refuge, possibly not very far away. Per· 
haps we may be able to find some other 
clues that will lead us to it." 

T'sinadree agreed, but the Paladorian 
refused to be enthusiestic. 

''That may be so," it said, "but the 
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waste no more time if we hope to rescue 
these people." 

The party hurried forward once more, 
pausing only to collect a few books that 
rriight be useful to the scientists at Base
though it was doubtful if they could ever 
be translated. They soon found that the 
great building was composed largely of 
small rooms, all showing signs of recent 
occupation. Most of them were in a neat 
and tidy condition, but one or two were 
very much the reverse. The explorers were 
particularly puzzled by one room-clearly 
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was Jittered with papers, the furniture had 
been smashed, and smoke was pouring 
through the broken windows from the 
fires outside. 

T'sinadree was rather alarmed. 
"Surely no dangerous animal could 

have got into a place like this ! "  he ex· 
claimed, fingering his paralyzer nervously. 

Alarkane did not answer. He began to 
make that annoying sound which his race 
called "laughter." It was several minutes 
before he would explain what had amused 
him. 

"I don't think any animal has done it," 
be said. "In fact, the explanation is very 
simple. Suppose you had been working 
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than that-no one will come after you. 
Everything is finished. How would you 
make your exit, T'sinadree?" 

The other thought for a moment. 
"Well, I suppose I'd just tidy things up 

and leave. That's what seems to have hap· 
pened in aJI the other rooms." 

Alarkane laughed again. 
"I'm quite sure you would. But some 

�n��tuilssb���d ha�!ffiJc�':{ ili����!��t that used this room." 
He did not explain himself further, and 

his two colleagues puzzled over his words 
for quite a while before they gave it up. 

It came as something of a shock when 
Torkalee gave the order to return. They 
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them to the missing inhabitants of this 
world. That problem was as bafDing as 
ever, and now it seemed that it would 
never be solved. There were only forty 
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minutes left before the S9000 would be 
de�n�ere halfway back to the tender 
when they saw the semi·circular passage 
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ferent from that used elsewhere, and the 
gently sloping floor was an irresistible 
attraction to creatures whose many legs 
had grown weary of the marble staircases 
which only bipeds could have built in 
such profusion. T'sioadree had been the 
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he was in a hurry-though no one had 
ever seen him perform this feat. 

The party stopped dead and looked 
down the passageway with a single 
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yet find people of this world and rescue 
some of them from their fate. For there 
was still time to call the mother ship if 
the need arose. 

T'sinadree signaled to his commander 
and Torkalee brought the little machine 
immediately overhead. There might not 
be time for the party to retrace its foot
steps through the maze of passages, so 
meticulously recorded in the Paladorian 
mind that there was no possibility of 
going astray. If speed were necessary. 
Torkalee could blast his way through the 
dozen floors above their head. In any 
case, it should not take long to find what 
iay at the end of the passage. 

lt took only thirty seconds. The tunnel 
ended quite abruptly in a very curios 
cylindrical room with magnificently 
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come and it was several seconds before 
the purpose of the chamber dawned on 
Alarkane's mind. It was a pity, he 
thought, that they would never have time 
to use this. The thought was suddenly 
interrupted by a cry from T'sinadree. 
Alarkane wheeled around, and saw that 
the entrance had closed silently behind 
them. 

Even in that first moment of panic, 
Alarkane found himself thinking with 
some admiration : "Whoever they were, 
they knew bow to build automatic 
n�achinery ! "  

The Paladorian was the first to speak. 
It waved one of its tendrils towards the 
seats. 

"We thin\:: it would be best to be 
seated," it said. The multiplex mind of 
Palador had already analyzed the situa
tion and knew what was �oming. 

They did not have long to wait before 

a low-pitched hum came from a grille 
overhead, and for the very last time in 
history a human, even if lifeless, voice 
was heard on Earth. The words were 
meaningless, though the trapped explorers 
could guess their message clearly enough. 

"Choose your stations, please, and be 
seated." 

Simultaneously, a wall panel at one et;td 
of the compartment glowed with light. 
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line. Each of the circles bad writing along
side it, and beside the writing were two 
buttons of different colors. 

Alarkane looked questioningly at his 
leader. 

"Don't touch them," said T'sinadree. 
"If we leave the controls, alone, the doors 
may open again." 

He was wrong. The engineers who had 
<lesigned the automatic subway had 
assumed that anyone who entere<l it 
woul<l naturally wish to go somewhere. 
If they selected no intermediate station, 
their destination could only be the end 
of the line. 

There was another pause while the re
lays and thyra tons waite<! for their orders. 
In those th1rty seconds, if they ba<l known 
what to do, the party could have opene<l 
the doors and left the subway. But they 
did not know, and the machines geared 
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ceptible vibration told of the speeJ at 
which they were traveling through the 
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guess, And in thirty minutes, the S9000 
would be leaving the Solar System. 

There was a long silence in the speed
ing machine. Tsinadree and Alarkane 
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single unit meant no more to the group
mind than the loss of a nail-paring to a 
man. But it could, though with great 
<lifficulty, appreciate the plight of in<li
vidual intelligences such as Alarkane and 
T'sinadree, and it was anxious to help 
them if it could. 

Alarkane had managed to contact 
Torkalee with his personal transmitter, 
though the signal was very weak and 
seemed to be fading quickly. Rapidly he 
explained the situation, and almost at 
ooce the signals became clearer. Torkalee 
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was following the path of the machine, 
flying above the ground under which they 
were speeding to their unknown destina
tion. That was the first indication they 
had of the fact that they were traveling 
at nearly a thousand miles an hour, and 
very soon after that Torkalee was able 
to give the still more disturbing news that 
they were rapidly approaching the sea. 
While they were beneath the land, there 
was hope, though a slender one, that they 
might stop the machine and escape. But 
under the ocean-not all the bratns and 
the machinery in the great mother ship 
could save them. No one could have de
vised a more perfect trap. 

T'sinadree had been examining the wall 
map with great attention. Its meaning was 
obvious, and along the line connecting 
the circles a tiny spot of light was crawl
ing. It was already halfway to the first of 
the stations marked. 

''I'm going to press one of those but
tons," said T'sinadress at last. "It won't 
do any harm, and we may learn some
thing." 

"I agree. Which will you try first?" 
"There are only two kinds, and it won't 

matter if we try the wrong one first. I 
suppose one is to start the machine and 
the other is to stop it." 

Alarkane was not very hopeful. 
"It started without any button press

ing," he said. "I think it's completely 
automatic and we can't contrQl it from 
here at all." 

T'sinadree could not agree. 
"These buttons are clearly associated 

with the stations, and there's no point in 
having them unless you can use them to 

f!othi'�����"u�·� only question is, which 

His analysis was perfectly correct. The 
machine could be stopped at any inter
mediate station. They had only been on 
their way ten minutes, and if they could 
leave now, no harm would have been 
done. It was just bad luck that T'sina
dree's first choice was the wrong button. 

The little light on the map crawled 
slowly through the illuminated circle 
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overhead. 
"You have just passed underneath a 

city and are heading out to sea. There 
cannot be another stop for nearly a 
thousand miles.'' 

Alveron had given up all hope of find
ing life on this world. The S9000 had 
roamed over half the planet, never stay
ing long in one place, descending ever 

and again in an effort to attract attention. 
There had been no response; Barth 
seemed utterly dead. If any of its inhabit
ants were still alive, thought Alveron, they 
must have hidden themselves in its depths 
where no help could reach them, though 
their doom would be none the less certain. 

Rugon brought news of the disaster. 
The great ship ceased its fruitless search
ing and fled back through the storm to 
the ocean above which Torkalee's little 
tender was still following the track of the 
buried machine. 

The scene was truly terrifying. Not 
since the days when Earth was boro had 
there been such seas as this. Mountains of 
water were racing before the storm which 
had now reached velocities of many 
hundred miles an hour. Even at this dis
tance from the mainland the air was full 
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not been anchored to the ground. No air· 
borne machine could have lived for a 
moment in such a gale. And ever and 
again even the roar of the wind was 
drowned as the vast water-mountains met 
head-on with a crash that seemed to 
shake the sky. 

Fortunately, there had been no serious 
earthquakes yet. Far beneath the bed of 
the ocean, the wonderful piece of engin
eering which had been the world presi
dent's private vacuum-subway was still 
working perfectly. unaffected by the 
tumult and destruction above. It would 
continue to work until the last minute of 
the Earth's existence, which, if the 
astronomers were right, was not much 
more than fifteen minutes a way-though 
precisely how much more, Alveron would 
have given a great deal to know. It would 
be nearly an hour before the trapped 
party could reach land and even the 
slightest hope of rescue. 

Alveron's instructions had been precise, 
though even without them he would never 
have dreamed of taking any risks with the 
great machine that had been intrusted to 
his care. Had he been human, the decision 
to abandon the trapped members of his 
crew would have been desperately hard to 
make. But he came of a race far more 
sensitive than Man, a race that so loved 
the things of the spirit that long ago, and 
with infinite reluctance, it had taken over 
control of the Universe since only thus 
could it be sure that justice was being 
done. Alveron would need all his super
human gifts to carry him through the next 
few hours. 

Meanwhile, a mile below the bed of the 
ocean Alarkane and Tsinadree were very 
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busy indeed with their private communi
cators. Fifteen minutes is not a long time 
in which to wind up the affairs of a life
time. It is indeed, scarcely long enough to 
dictate more than a few of those farewell 
messages which at such moments are so 
much more important than all other 
matters. 

All the while the Paladorian had re
mained silent and motionless, saying not 
a word. The other two, resigned to their 
fate and engrossed in their personal 
affairs, had given it no thought. They were 
startled when suddenly it began to 
address them in its peculiarly passionless 
voice. 

"We perceive that you are making cer
tain arrangements concerning your antici
pated destruction. That will probably be 
unnecessary. Captain Alveron hopes to 
rescue us if we can stop this machine 
when we reach land again." 

Both T'sinadree and Alarkane were too 
surprised to say anything for a moment. 
Then the latter gasped, "How do you 
know?" 

It was a foolish question for he remem
bered at once that there were several 
Paladorians-if one could use the phrase 
-in the S9000, and consequently their 
companion knew everything that was hap
pening in the mother ship. So he did not 
wait for an answer but continued : "Al
veron can't do that ! He daren't take such 
a risk ! "  

'"There will b e  n o  risk," said the Pala
dorian. "We have told him what to do. 
It is really very ·simple." 

Alar kane and T'sinadree looked at tbeic 
companion with something approaching 
awe, realizing now what must have hap
pened. In moments of crisis, the single 
units comprising the Paladorian mind 
could link together in an organization no 
less close than that of any physical brain. 
At such moments they formed an intellect 
more powerful than any other in the Uni
verse. All ordinary problems could be 
solved by a few hundred or thousand 
units. Very rarely millions would be 
needed, and on two historic occasions the 
billions of ceUs of the entire Paladorian 
consciousness had been welded together 
to deal with emergencies that threatened 
the race. The mind of Palador was one of 
the greatest mental resources of the Uni
verse; ifs full force was seldom required, 
but the knowledge that it was available 
was supremely comforting to other races. 
Alarkanc wondered how many cells' had 
co-ordinated to deal with this particular 
emergency. He also wondered how so 

trivial an incident bad ever come to 
its attention at all. 

To that question he was never to know 
the answer, though he might have guessed 
it had he known that the chillingly remote 
Paladorian mind possessed an almost 
human streak of vanity. Long ago, Alar
kane had written a book trying to prove 
that eventually all intelligent races would 
sacrifice individual consciousness and that 
one day only group-minds would remain 
in the Universe. Palador, he had said, was 
the first of those ultimate intellects, and 
the vast, dispersed mind had not been dis
pleased. 

They had no time to ask any further 
questions before Alveron himself began 
to speak through their communicators. 

"Alveron calling! We're staying on this 
planet until the detonation wave reaches 
it, so we may be able to rescue you. 
You're heading towards a city on the 
coast which you'll reach in forty minutes 
at your present speed. If you cannot stop 
yourselves then, we're going to blast the 
tunnel behind and ahead of you to cut off 
your power. Then we'll sink a shaft to get 
you out-the chief engineer says h e  can 
do it in five minutes with the main pro
jectors. So you should be safe within an 
hour, unless the sun blows up before." 

"And if that happens, you'll be de
stroyed as well! You mustn't take such a 
risk ! "  

"Don't let that worry you; we're per
fectly safe. When the sun detonates, the 
explosion wave will take several minutes 
to rise to its maximum. But apart from 
that, we're on the night side of the planet, 
behind an eighHhousand-mi!e screen of 
rock. When the first warning of the ex.
plosion comes, we will accelerate out of 
the Solar System, keeping in the shadow 
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leaving the cone of shadow, and the sun 
cannot harm us then." 

T'sinadree was still afraid to hope. An
other objection came at once into his 
mind. 

"Yes, but how will you get any warn
ing, here on the night side of the planet?" 

"Very easily," replied Alverson. This 
world has a moon which is now visible 
from this hemisphere. We have telescopes 
trained on it. If it shows any sudden in
crease in brilliance, our main drive goes 
on automatically and we'll be thrown out 
of the system." 

The logic was flawless. Alveron, 
cautious as ever, was taking no chances. 
It would be many minutes before the 
eight-thousand-mile shield of rock and 
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metal could be destroyed by the fires of 
the exploding suo. In that time, the S9000 
could have reached the safety of the 
velocity of light. 

Alatkane pressed the second button 
when they were still several miles from 
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could not stop between stations. It seemed 
too good to be true when, a few minUies 
later, the machine's slight vibration died 
away and they came to a halt. 

The doors slid silently apart. Even 
before they were fully open, the three had 
left the compartment. They were taking 
no more chances. Before them a long 
tunnel stretched into the distance rising 
slowly out of sight. They were starting 
along it when suddenly Alveron's voice 
called from the communicators. 

"Stay where you are ! We're going to 
blasti " 
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rock. Again the earth shook-and a 
hundred yards ahead the passageway 
vanished abruptly. A tremendous vertical 
shaft had been cut clean through it. 

The party hurried forward again until 
they came to the end of the corridor and 
stood waiting on its lip. The shaft in 
which it ended was a full thousand feet 
across and descended into the earth as 
far as the torches could throw their 
beams. Overhead, the storm clouds fled 
beneath a moon that no man would have 
recognized, so luridly brilliant was its 
disk. And, most glorious of all sights, the 
S9000 floated high above, the great pro
jectors that had drilled this enormous pit 
still glowing cherry red. 

A dark shape detached itself from the 
mother ship and dropped swiftly towards 
the ground. Torkalee was returning to 
collect his friends. A little later, Alveroo 
greeted them in the control room. He 
waved to the great vision screen and said 
quietly: 

"You see, we were only just in time." 
The continent below them was slowly 

settling beneath the mile-high waves that 
were attacking its coasts. The last that 
anyone was ever to see of Earth was a 
great plain, bathed with the silver light of 
the abnormally brilliant moon. Across its 
face the waters were pouring in a glitter
ing flood towards a distant range of 
mountains. The sea had won its final vic
tory, but its triumph would be short-lived 
for soon sea and land would be no more. 
Even aa the silent party in the control 
room watched the destruction below, the 
infinitely greater catastrophe to which this 

was only the prelude came swiftly upon 
them. 

It was as though dawn bad broken sud-
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shining with the brilliance of a second 
sun. For perhaps thirty seconds that awe
some, unnatural light burnt fiercely on 
the doomed land beneath. Then there 
came a sudden flashing of indicator lights 
across the control board. The main drive 
was on. For a second Alveron glanced at 
the indicators and checked their informa
tion. When he looked again at the screen, 
Earth was already gone. 

The magnificent, desperately over
strained generators quietly died when the 
S9000 was passing the orbit of Perse· 
phone. It did not matter, the suo could 
never harm them now, and although the 
ship was speeding helplessly out into the 
lonely night of interstellar space, it would 
only be a matter of days before rescue 
came. 

There was irony in that. A day ago, 
they had been tho rescuers, going to the 
aid of a race that now no longer existed. 
Not for the first time Alveron wondered 
about the world that had just perished. 
He tried, in vain, to picture it as it had 
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people had been, they might have offered 
much to the Universe later in history. If 
only they could have made contact! 
Regret was useless : long before their 
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And now they and their civilization 
would remain a mystery for the rest of 
time. 

Alveron was glad when his thoughts 
were interrupted by Rugoo's entrance. 
The chief of communications had been 
very busy ever since the take-off, trying 
to analyze the programs radiated by the 
transmitter Orostron had discovered. The 
problem was not a difficult one, but it 
demanded the construction of special 
equipment, and that had taken time. 

"Well, what have you found?" asked 
Alveroo. 

"Quite a Jot," replied his friend. 
"There's something mysterious here, and 
I don't understand it. 

"It didn't take long to find how the 
vision transmissions were built up, and 
we've been able to convert them to suit 
our own equipment. It seems that there 
were cameras all over tho planet, survey
ing points of interest. Some of them were 
apparently in cities, on the tops of very 
high bulldinas. The cameras were rotat-
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ing continuously to give panoramic views. 
In the programs we've recorded there are 
about twenty different scenes. 

In addition, there are a number of 
transmissions of a different kind, neither 
sound nor vision. They seem to be purely 
scientific-possibly instrument readings 
or something of that sort. All these pro
grams were going out simultaneously_ on 
different frequency bands. 

''Now there must be a reason for all 
this. Orostron still thinks that the station 
simply wasn't switched off when it was 
deserted. But these aren't the sort of pro
grams such a station would normally 
radiate at all. Jt was certainly used for in
terplanetary relaying-Klarten was quite 
right there. So these people must have 
crossed space, since none of the other 
planets had any life at the time of the last 
survey. Don't you agree'?" 

Alveron was following intently. 
"Yes, that seems reasonable enough. 

But it's also certain that the beam was 
pointing to none of the other planets. I 
checked that myself." 

"I know," said Rugon. "What I want 
to discover is why a giant interplanetary 
relay station is busily transmitting pictures 
of a world about to be destroyed-pic
tures that would be of immense interest 
to scientists and astronomers. Someone 
had gone to a Jot of trouble to arrange 
all those panoramic cameras. I am con
vinced that those beams were going 
so!1U!where." 

Alveron started up. 
"Do you imagine that there might be 

an outer planet that hasn't been re
ported'?" he asked. "If so, your theory's 
certainly wrong. The beam wasn't even 
pointing in the plane of the Solar System. 
And even if it were-just look at th•s." 

He switched on the vision screen and 
adjusted the controls. Against the velvet 
curtain of space was hanging a blue-white 
sphere, apparently composed of many 
concentric shells of incandescent gas. 
Even though its immense distance made 
all movement invisibLe, it was clearly ex
panding at an enormous rate. At its center 
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"You probably don't realize just how 
big that sphere ts," said Alveroo. "Look 
at this." 

He increased the magnification until 
only the center portion of the nova was 
visible. Close to 1ts heart were two minute 
condensations, one on either side of the 
nucleus. 

''Those are the two giant planets of the 
system. They have still managed to retain 

their existence-after a fash.ion. And they 
were several hundred million miles from 
the sun. 

''The nova is still expanding-but it's 
already twice the size of the Solar 
System." 

Rugon was silent for a moment. 
"Perhaps you're right," he said, rather 
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He made several swift circuits of the 

room before speaking again. Alveron 
waited patiently, he knew the almost in
tuitive powers of his friend, who could 
often solve a problem when mere logic 
seemed insufficient. 

Then, rather slowly, Rugon began to 
speak again. 

"What do you think of this'?" he said. 
"Suppose we've completely under
estimated this people? Orostron did it 
once-he thought they could never have 
crossed space, since they'd only known 
radio for two centuries. Hansur II. told 
me that. Well. Orostron wa� quite wrong. 
Perhaps we're all wrong. I've had a look 
at the material that Klarten brought back 
from the transmitter. He wasn't impressed 
by what he found, but it's a marvelous 
achievement for so short a time. There 
were devices .in that station that belonged 
to civilizations thousands of years older. 
Alveron, can we follow that beam to see 
where it leads?" 

Alveron said nothing for a full minute. 
He had been more than half expecting 
the question. but it was not an easy one 
to answer. The main generators had gone 
completely. There was no point in trying 
to repair them. But there was still power 
available, and while there was power 
anything could be done in time. It woul• 
mean a lot of improvisation, and somt. 
difficult maneuvers, for the ship still had 
its enormous initial velocity. Yes, it could 
be done, and the activity would keep the 
crew from becoming further depressed, 
now that the reaction caused by the 
mission's failure had started to set in. The 
news that the nearest heavy repair ship 
could not reach them for three weeks bad 
also caused a slump in morale. 

The engineers, as usual, made a tre
mendous fuss. Again as usual, they did the 
job in half the time they had dismissed 
as being absolutely impossible. Very 
slowly, over many hours, the great ship 
began to discard the speed its main drive 
had given it in as many minutes. In a 
tremendous curve, millions of miles in 
radius, the S9000 changed its course and 
the star fields shifted round it. 

The maneuver took three days, but at 
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the end of that time the ship was limping 
along a course parallel to the beam that 
had once come from Earth. They were 
heading out into emptiness, the blazing 
sphere that had been the sun dwindling 
slowly behind them. By the standards of 
interstellar flight, they were almost 
stationary. 

For hours Rugen strained over his in
struments, driving his detector beams far 
ahead into space. There were certainly no 
planets within many light-years; there 
was no doubt of that. From time to time 
Alveron came to see him and always he 
had to give the same reply: "Nothing to 
report.'' About a fifth of the time Rugen's 
intuition let him down badly; he began 
to wonder if this were such an occasion. 

Not until a week later did the needles 
of the mass-detectors quiver feebly at 
the ends of their scales. But Rugon said 
nothing, not even to his captain. He 
waited until he was sure, and he went on 
waiting until even the short-range 
scanners began to react, and to build up 
the first faint pictures on the vision 
screen. Still be waited patiently until he 
could interpret the images. Then, when he 
knew that his wildest fancy was even less 
than the truth, he called his colleagues 
into the control room. 

The picture on the vision screen was 
the familiar one of endless star fields, sun 
beyond sun to the very limits of the Uni
verse. Near the center of the screen a dis
tant nebula made a patch of haze that 
was difficult for the eye to grasp. 

Rugon increased the magnification. The 
stars flowed out of the field; the little 
nebula expanded until it filled the screen 
and then-it was a nebula no longer. A 
simultaneous gasp of amazement came 
from all the company at the sight that lay 
before them. 

Lying across league after league of 
space, ranged in a vast three dimensional 
array of rows and columns with the pre
cision of a marching army, were thou
sands of tiny pencils of light. They were 
moving swiftly; the whole immense lattice 
holding its shape as a single unit. Even as 
Alveron and his comrades watched, the 
formation began to drift off the screen 
and Rugon had to recenter the controls. 

After a long pause, Rugon started to 
speak. 

"'This is the race," he said softly, ''That 
has only known radio for two centuries 
-the race that we believed had crept to 
die in the heart of its planet. I have 
examined those images under the highest 
possible magnification. 

"That is the greatest fleet of which there 

has even been a record. Each of those 
points of light represents a ship larger 
than our own. Of course, they are very 
primitive-what you see on the screen are 
the jets of their rockets. Yes, they dared 
to usc rockets to bridge interstellar space! 
You realize what that means. It would 
take them centuries to reach the nearest 
star, The whole race must have embarked 
on this journey in the hope that its de
scendants would complete it, generations 
later. 

"To measure the extent of their accom
plishment, think of the ages it took us to 
conquer space, and the longer ages still 
before we attempted to reach the stars. 
Even if we were threatened with annihila
tion, could we have done so much in so 
short a time? Remember, this is the 
youngest civilization in the Universe. 
Four hundred thousand years ago it did 
not even exist. What will it be a million 
years from now?" 

An hour later, Orostron left the 
crippled mother ship to make co01act with 
the great fleet ahead. As the little torpedo 
disappeared among the stars, Alveron 
turned to his friend and made a remark 
that Rugon was often to remember in the 
years ahead. 

"I wonder what they'll be like? " he 
mused. "Will they be nothing but wonder
ful engineers, with no art or philosophy? 
They're going to have such a surprise 
when Orostron reaches them-I expect it 
will be rather a blow to their pride.olt's 
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should be grateful to us-we're going to 
save them a good many hundred years of 
travel." 

Alveron glanced at the Milky Way, 
lying like a veil of silver mist across the 
vision screen. He waved towards it with 
a sweep of a tentacle that embraced the 
whole circle of the Galaxy, from the Cen
tral Planets to the lonely suns of the Rim 

"You know," he said to Rugon, "I feel 
rather afraid of these people. Suppose 
they don't like our little Federation ? "  He 
waved once more toward the star-clouds 
that lay massed across the screen, glowing 
with the light of their countless suns. 

"Something tells me they'll bl! very 
determined people," he added. "We had 
better be polite to them. After all. we 
only outnumber them about a thousand 
million to one." 

Rugon laughed at his captain's little 
joke. 

Twenty years afterwards, the remark 
didn't seem so funny. 



A Son Is Born 
By A. E.  VAN VOGT 

Van Vogt starts a new series, of a world where atomic energy 
is old-and science forgotten, debased to ritual. A world 
into which a child touched by atomic rays is born-

JUNIOR scientists stood at the bell ropes all 
day, ready to sound forth the tidings of 
an important birth. By night time, they 
were exchanging coarse jests as to the 
possible reason for the delay. They took 
care, however, not to be overhead by 
seniors or initiates. 

The expected child had actually been 
born a few hours after dawn. He was a 
weak and sickly fellow, and he showed 
certain characteristics that brought im� 
mediate dismay to the Leader household. 
His mother, Lady Tania, when she 
wakened, listened for a while to his 
pit
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seems already afraid of life." 
Scientist Joquin, in charge of the de

livery, considered her words an ill-omen. 
He had not intended to let her see the 
monstrosity until the following day, but 
now it seemed to him that he must act 
swiftly to avert calamity. He hurriedly 
sent a dozen slave women to wheel in the 
carriage, ordering them to group around 
it in close formation to ward off any 
malignant radiation that might be in the 
bedroom. 

Lady Tania was lying, her slim body 
propped up in bed, when the astonishing 
procession started to squeeze through the 
door. She watched it with a frown of 
amazement and then the beginning of 
alarm. She bad patiently borne her hus
band three other children, and so she 
knew that what she was seeing was not 
part of any normal observance. She was 
not a soft spoken creature, and even the 
presence of a Scientist in the room did 
not restrain her. She said violently : 

"What is going on here, Joquin? "  
Joquin fluttered h i s  head at h e r  in dis· 

tress. Did she not realize that every ill
tempered word spoken at this period only 
doomed the handicapped child to further 
disasters? He noted, startled, that she was 
parting her lips to speak again-and, with 

a silent prayer to the atom gods, be took 
his life in his bands. 

Three swift strides he made towards the 
bed, and clapped his palm over her 
mouth. As he had expected, the woman 
was too astounded by the action to utter 
a sound. By the time she recovered, and 
began to struggle weakly, the carriage was 
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The gathering storm faded from her 
blue eyes. After a moment, Joquin gently 
removed his hand from her mouth, and 
slowly retreated beyond the carriage. He 
stood there, quailing with the thought of 
what he had done, but gradually as no 
verbal lightning struck at him from the 
bed, his sense of righteousness reasserted. 
He began to glow inwardly and ever after
wards claimed that what he had done 
saved the situation as far as it could be 
saved. In the . warmth of that self
congratulatory feeling, he almost forgot 
the child. 
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Tania 

"How did it happen?" 
Joquin nearly made the mistake of 

shrugging. He caught himself in time, but 
before he could say anything, the woman 
said, more sharply: 

"Of course, I know it's due to the atom 
gods. But when do you think it hap
pened?" 

Joquin was cautious. The scientists of 
the temples had had much experience with 
atomic mutation, enough to know that the 
controlling gods were erratic and not 
easily pinned down by dates. Neverthe
less, mutation did not occur after an em
bryo baby was past the fish stage, and 
therefore a time limit could be estimated. 
Not after January, 470 A.B., and not 
before- He paused, recalling the approxi
mate birth date of the Lady Tania's third 
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The woman was looking at the child 
now, more intently. What she saw 01ade 
her swallow visibly. Joquin, watching her, 
thought he knew what she was thinking. 
She had made the mistake a few days 
before her confinement of boasting in a 
small company that four children would 
give her an advantage over her sister, 
Chrosonc, who only bad two children, and 
over her stepbrother, Lord Tews, whose 
acid-tongued wife had borne him three 
children. Now, the advantage would be 
theirs, for, obviously, she could have no 
more normal children, and they could 
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changes at her expense. The potentialities 
for personal embarrassment were actually 
almost endless. 

All that, Joquin read in her face, as 
she stared with hardening eyes at the 
child. He .said hurriedly : 

"This is the worst stage, Lady. Fre
quently, the result after a few months 
or years is reasonably-satisfactory." 

He had almost said "human." He 
was aware of her gaze swinging towards 
him. He waited uneasily, but all she said 
finally was : 

"Has the Lord Leader, the child's 
grandfather, been in?" 

Joquin inclined his head. ''The Lord 
Leader saw the b:1by a few minutes after 
it was born. His only comment was to 
the effect that I should ascertain from 
you, if possible, when you were affected." 

She did not repJy immediately, but 
her eyes narrowed even more. Her thin 
face grew hard, then harsh. She looked 
up at the scientist at last. 

"I suppose you know," she said, "that 
only negligence at one of the temples 
could be responsible." 

Joquin bad already thought of that, 
but now he looked at her uneasily. Noth-
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growing on him that the Linns at least 
regarded this as a special case. He said 
slowly: 

"The a<om gods are inscrutable." 
The woman seemed not' to hear. Her 

cold voice went on : 
"The child will have to be destroyed, I 

suppose. But you may be sure that, with
in a month, there will be a compen
satory stretching of scientific necks such 
as the world has not seen in a genera
tion." 

She was not a pleasant person when 
roused, the Lady Tania Lion, daughter
in-law of the Lord Leader. 

It proved ea�y to trace the source of 

the mutation. The previous summer, 
Tania, tiring of a holiday on one of the 
fantily's west coast estates, returned to 
the capitol before she was expected. Her 
husband, General of the Realm Creg 
Linn, was having extensive alterations 
made to the Hill Palace. No invitation 
was forthcoming from her sister at the 
other end of the city, or from her step
mother-in-law, the wife of the Lord 
Leader. Tania, perforce, moved into an 
apartment in the Town Palace. 

This assortment of buildings, though 
still maintained by the state, had not been 
used as a residence for several years. The 
city had grown immense since it was 
built, and long since the commercial 
houses had crowded around it. Due to 
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lands surrounding the palace, and it had 
alwa.ys been deemed unwise to seize 
them by force. 

There was one particularly annoying 
aspect of the failure to realize the profit
able potentialities of the area. Th1s was 
the scientists' temple that towered in the 
shelter of one wing of the palace. It bad 
caused the Lady Tania no end of heart
ache the previous summer. On taking up 
residence, she discovered that the only 
habitable apartment was on the temple 
side, and that the three most gorgeous 
windows faced directJy onto the biank 
lead walls of the temple. 

The scientist who had built the temple 
was a member of the Raheinl group, hos
tile to the Lions. It had titillated the 
whole city when the site was made 
known. The fact that three acres of 
grounds were available made the affront 
obvious. 

It still rankled. 
The agents of the Lord Leader dis

covered at the first investi�ation that one 
small area of the lead wall of the temple 
�:r:��o�h�v

r�as;�?or �b�e a�i���� b�� 
cause the wall at that point was of the 
required thickness. But the fact was what 
�:&t:ro�� �c�b:�r �����ie�e�h�e �ifd 
was born, the decision was in the mak-
io�hortly before twelve, Scientist Joquin 
was called in, and told the trend of 
events. Once more he took his life in his 
hands. 

"Leader," he said, addressing the 
�real man direct, "this is a grave error 
mto which YQUr natural irritation is 
directing you. The scientists are a group, 
who, having full control of atomic energy 
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dispensation, have developed an inde
pendent attitude of mind, which will not 
take kindly to punishments for acciden
tal crimes. My advice is, leave the boy 
alive, and consult with the Scientists' 
Council. I will advise them to remove 
the temple of their own volition, and I 
feel sure they will agree." 

Having spoken, Joquin glanced at the 
faces before him. And realized that he 
had made a mistake in his initial assump
tion. There were two men and three 
women in the room. The men were the 
grave, lean Lord Leader and the plump
ish Lord Tews, who was the Lady 
L�ader's eldest son by her first marriage. 
Lord Tews was actmg General of the 
Realm in the absence of Lord Creg, 
Tania's husband, who was away fighting 
the Venusians on Venus. 

The women present were the Lady 
Leader Lion, wife of the Lord Leader, 
and stepmother-in-law to the two other 
women, Cbrosone, Tania's sister and 
Lady Tania still in bed. The Lady Tania 
and her sister were not on speaking 
terms, for a reason that need not be gone 
into here. 
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was psychological rather than logical. 
They listened intently to his words, but 
what he said apparently merely confirmed 
their previously held opinion. 

Lord Tews looked at his mother, a 
f�!:r!dilh�r
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remained frozen faced, staring at Joquin. 
The Lord Leader ended the tension by 
nodding a dismissal to the scientist 

Joquin went out, quivering. The wild 
idea came, to send a warning to the 
endangered temple scientists. But he 
quickly abandoned that as hopeless. No 
message from him would be allowed out 
of the palace. 

He retired finally, but he was unable to 
sleep. In the morning, the fearful rescript 
that he had visualized all through the 
night was posted on the military board, 
for all to read. Joquin blinked at it palely. 
It was simple and without qualification. 

It commanded that every scientist of 
the Raheinl temple was to be hanged 
before dusk. The property was ordered 
seized, and the buildings razed to the 
ground. The three acres of temple land 
were to be converted into a park. 

It did not say that the park was to be 
added to the Town Palace of the Lions, 
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though this later turned out to be the 
fact. 

The rescript was signed in the firm 
band of the Lord Leader himself. 

Reading it, Joquin recognized that a 
declaration of war had been made against 
thrbe'w�ie�
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who had premonitions. And certainly he 
had none as he walked slowly along 
towards the Raheinl temple. 

The morning glowed around him. The 
sun was out. A gentle breeze blew along 
the avenue of palms which stalked in 
stately fashion past his new home. In 
his mind was the usual cozy kaleidoscope 
of happy reminiscences, and a quiet joy 
that a simple country scientist had in 
only ten years become the chief scientist 
of the Raheinl temple. 

There was but one tiny flaw in that 
memory, and that was the real reason 
for his swift promotions. More than 
eleven years ago, he had remarked to 
another junior that, since the gods of the 
atom had yielded certain secrets of mech
anical power to human beings, it might 
be worthwhile to cajole them by experi
mental methods into revealing others. 
And that, after all, there might be a grain 
of truth in the vag1.1e legends about cities 
and planets ablaze with atomic power 
and hght 

Alden shuddered involuntarily at the 
brief remembrance. It was only gradually 
that he realized the extent of his blas
phemy. And when the other junior coolly 
mformed him the followin$ day that he 
bad told the chief scienbst-that had 
seemed like the end of all his hopes. 

Surprisingly, it turned out to be the 
beginning of a new phase in his career. 
Within a month he was called for his 
first private conversatioo with a visiting 
scientist, Joquin, who lived in the palace 
of the Lions. 

"It is our policy," Joquin said, "to 
���
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that radical ideas are common to young 
people, and that, as a man grows older, 
he attains a balance between his inward 
self and the requirements of the world. 

"In other words," the scientist finished, 
smiling at the junior, "have your thoughts 
but keep them to yourself." 

It was shortly after this that Alden was 
posted to the east coast. From there, a 
year later, he went to the capital. As he 
grew older, and gained power, he dis
covered tllat radicalism among the young 
men was much rarer than JOQuin had 
implied. 
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The years of ascendancy brought 
awareness of the foolishness of what be 
had said. At the same time, he felt a 
certain pride in the words, a feeling that 
they made him "different" from, and so 
superior to, tho other scientists. 

As chief be discovered that radicalism 
was the sole yardstick by which his 
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which includ.ed an account of unusual 
thinking on the part of the aspirant, 
however slight the variance from the 
norm, were ever acted upon. The limita· 
tion had one happy effect. In the begin· 
nina;, his wife, anxious to be the power 
behmd the power at the temple, declared 
herself the sole arbiter as who would be 
urged for promotion. The young temple 
poets visited her when Alden was not 
around, and read their songs to her 
privately. 

And then they discovered that her 
promises meant nothing. Their visits 
ceased. Alden had peace in his home, 
and a wife suddenly become considerably 
more affectionate. 

His reverie ended. There was a crowd 
ahead, and cries. He saw that people 
were swarming around the Raheinl 
tem_I:!le. Alden thought blankly, "An 
acc1dent?" 

He hurried forward pushing through 
tho outer fringes of the throng. Anger 
came at the way individuals resisted his 
advance. Dido 't they realize that he was 
a chief scientist? He saw mounted palace 
guardsmen urging their horses along the 
edge of the crowd a few score feet away, 
and he had his mouth open to call on 
them to assist him, when he saw some
thing that stopped his words in his throat. 

His attention had been on the temple 
proper. In his endeavor to move, his 
gaze flicked over the surrounding park. 

Five of Rosamind's young poets were 
hanging from a tree limb at the edge of 
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juniors and three scientists were still 
kicking spasmodically. 

As Alden stood paralyzed, a dreadful 
screaming came from four initiates whose 
necks were just being fitted with rope 
halters. 

The screaming ended, as the wagon on 
which they were standing was pulled 
from under them. 

The Lord Leader walked the streets 
of Linn. The downtown markets were 
crowded with traders from the hills and 
from across the lake, and there was tho 

usual pack of wild-eyed primitives from 
the other planets. It was no effort at all 
to start a conversation. 

He talked only to people who showed 
no sign of recognizing the unshaven man 
in the uniform of a private soldier as 
their ruler. It didn't take long to realize 
that the thousand persuasise men he had 
sent out to argue his side of the hangings 
were doing yeoman service. No less than 
three of them approached him during 
the course of the afternoon, and made 
skillful propaganda remarks. And the five 
farmers, three merchants and two labor
ers, to whom he talked, all answered his 
rough criticism of the Lord Leader with 
pro-government catchphrases they could 
only have heard from his own men. 

th!t 
fi�s�s 

c�f��if6!n�a:e
r�i�� h��:C��r�� 

out so well. 
The Linnan empire was only a genera

tion out of the protracted civil war that 
had brought the Linn family to the 
leadership. His tax collectors were still 
finding the returns lean. And trade, ���{,b J!s w��ki�;iv�ng 
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covery in other cities, which were not 
favored by special exemptions. 

Several wars of conquest were under 
way, three of them on Venus against the 
Venusian tribes. Ostensibly, these wars 
were being fought to punish the tribes 
for their raids against the Earth. But the 
Lord Leader koew of at least two more 
important reasons. First, there was not 
enough money at home to pay the 
soldiers who, his generals reported, were 
still in a dangerously revolutionary mood. 
And second, he hoped to replenish the 
treasury with loot from conquered cities. 

The Lord Leader paused mentally and 
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Linnan cast of feature and was obviously 
a citizen, or he wouldn't be in business. 
Only the opinions of citizens mattered. 
This one was in the throes of making a 
sale. 

While he waited, the Lord Leader 
thought of the temples. It seemed clear 
that the scientists bad never recovered 
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supported Rabeinl until the very day that 
he was capured and killed. (He was 
chopped into pieces by soldiers wielding 
meat axes.) The scientists promptly and 
collectively offered an oath of allegiance 
to the new regime, and he was not firmly 
enough entrenched in power to refuso. 

He never forgot, however, that their 
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vtrtual monopoly of atomic energy bad 
nearly re-established the corrupt re
public. And that, if they had succeeded, 
u was he who would have been executed. 

The merchant's sale fell through. He 
walked over grumpily, but at that mo
ment the Lord Leader noticed a passerby 
had paused, and was staring at him with 
half recognition. 

The Lord Leader without a word to 
the merchant turned hastily, and hurried 
along the street into the �athering dusk. 

The members of the Sctentists Council 
were waiting for him when, satisfied that 3��s��o

t
h

e
w;!

,
!��

-
ssailable, be returned 

It was not an easygoing gathering. 
OoJy six of the seven members of the 
council of scientists were present. The 
seventh, the poet and historian, Kourain, 
was ill, so Joquio reported, with fever. 
Actually, he had suffered an attack of 
acute caution on hearing of the hangings 
that morning, and had hastily set out on 
a tour of distant temples. 

Of the six, at least three showed by 
their expressions that they did not expect 
to emerge alive from the palace. The 
remaining three were Mempis, recorder 
of wars, a bold, white-haired old mao of 
nearly eighty; Teear, the logician, the 
wizard of numbers, who, it was said, had 
received some of his information about 
complicated numbers from the gods 
themselves; and, finally, there was Joquin, 
the �rsuader, who, for years, bad acted 
as ltaison between the temples and the 
government. , 

The Lord Leader surveyed his audience 
with a jaundiced eye. The years of success 
had given him a sardonic mien, that even 
sculptors could not eradicate from his 
statues without threatening the resemb
lance between the referent and the 
reality. He was about fifty years old at 
this Ume, and in remarkably good health. 
He began with a cold, considered and 
devastating attack on the Raheiol temple. 
He finished that phase of his speech with: 

"Tomorrow, I go before the Patronate 
to justify my action against the temple. 
I am assuming that they will accept my 
explanation." 

For the first time, then, he smiled 
bleakly. No one knew better than be or 
his audience that the slavish Patronate 
dared not even blink in a political sense 
without his permission. 

"I am assuming it," he went on, 
because it is my intention simultaneously 
to present a spontaneous petition from 
the temples for a reorganization." 

Tho hitherto silent spectators stirred. 
The three death-expecting members 
looked up with a vague hope on their 
faces. One of the three, middle-aged 
Hero, said eagerly : 

"Your excellency can count upon us 
for-" 

He stopped because Mempis was glar-
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returned. He had made his point. The 
Lord Leader must know that he was 
willing. 
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save his own skin. 
Joquin was saying suavely, "As Horo 

was about to state, we shall be happy to 
give your words a respectful hearing." 

The Lord Leader smiled grimly. But 
now he had r�ached the crucial part of 
his speech, and he reverted to legalistic 
preciseness. 

The government-be said-was pre
pared at last to split the temples into four 
separate groups as had been so long 
desired by the scientists. (This was the 
first they bad heard of the plan, but no 
one said anything.) As the scientists bad 
long urged, the Lord Leader went on, it 
was ridiculous that the four atom gods, 
Uranium, Plutonium, Radium and Ecks 
should be worshiped in the same templ'es. 
Accordingly, the scientists would divide 
themselves into four separate organiza
tions splitting the available temples evenly 
amea�t t��o�:r :��krgive itself to the 
worship of only one god and his attri· 
butes, though naturally they would 
continue to perform their practical func· 
lions of supplying transmitted god-power 
to all who sought to purchase it under 
the government regulations. 

Each group would be headed, not by a 
council of equals as was the temple 
system at present, but by a leader for 
whom an appropriate title must be 
selected. The four separate temple leaders 
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delegates. 

There was more, but they were details. 
The council had its ultimatum. And 
Joquin at least cherished no illusions. 
Four temple groups, each ruled by a 
willful scientist, responsible to no one 
except perhaps the Lord Leader, would 
end forever any hopes the more en
lightened scientists entertained. 

He rose hastily, lest one of the fearful 
councillors should speak first. He said 
gravely : 
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"The council will be very happy to 
consider your offer, and feels Itself 
privileged to have in the government a 
lord who devotes his obviousll valuable 
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ffe had not really expected to manage 
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finality : 

"Since I am personally making the 
announcement in the Patronate chamber 
tomorrow, the Scientists Council is cordi
ally invited to remain in the palace to 
discuss details of reorganization. I have 
assumed this will require anywhere [rom 
a week to a month or even longer, and I 
have had apartments assigned for your 
use." 

He clapped his bands. Doors opened. 
Palace guards came in. The Lord Leader 
said : · 

"Show these honored gentlemen to 
their quarters." 

Thus was the council imprisoned. 

Scientist Alden, tottered through the 
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into people, and staggered like a drunken 
man, but he was ooly dimly aware of his 
gyrations. 

If he had been the only person in the 
group reacting, he would have been 
marked instantly, and dragged off to the 
gibbet. But the executions caught the 
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going on suffered his own variation of 
tremendous shock. Women fainted. 
Several men vomited, and others stood 
with glazed eyes. 

As he approached one trailing end of 
the crowd, Alden·s brain began to trickle 
back into his head. He saw an open gate; 
and he had darted through it, and was 
floating-that was the new sensation in 
his legs-through the underbrush, when it 
struck him that he was inside the grounds 
of the Town palace of Lord and Lady 
Creg Linn. 

That brou_ght the most terrible moment 
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ornamental shrub, and lay in a half faint 
of fright. Slowly, he grew aware that 
there was a long, low outhouse ahead, 
and that trees would shelter him most of 
the way. He recognized that be could not 
safely hope to return the way he had 
come, nor dared he remain where he was. 
He rose shakily to his feet, and the gods 
were with him. He found himself shortly 

crouchins; in the long, narrow, bay store
room adJoining the stables. 
. It was not a good hiding place. Its 
width was prohibitively confining, and 
only by making a tunnel in the bay near 
the door farthest from the stables did he 
manage to conceal himself. 

He bad barely settled down when one 
of the stable doors a dozen feet to his 
right opened. A four-pronged fork flashed 
in a leisurely fashion, and withdrew 
transporting a bundle of hay. 

With a casual kick, the stable hand 
slammed the door shut, and there was the 
sound of retreating footsteps. Alden lay, ioa�:�g�re
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later, when, banr?! another door opened, 
and aoothe( fork gathered its bay, and 
det�!��as his morning, and yet despite 
the repeated nervous shocks, by noon his 
mind had almost resumed normal func
tioning. He bad his first theory as to why 
he had escaped the round-up that had 
caught the others. Only two weeks before 
he had moved to his new residence on the 
Avenue of Palms. The soldiers must have 
proceeded to his old address, and then 
had to cross the city to his new home, 
with the result that he had left the house 
by the time they arrived. 

Of such tenuous fabrics the patterns 
of his escape were woven. Alden shivered, 
and then, slowly, anger built up inside 
him, the deadly, gathering anger of a man 
wrongly persecuted. It was a fury that 
braced him for eventualities, and be was 
able at last to think with a clear-cut logic 
of what he must do. 
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little memories came to his aid, things be 
bad observed in earlier days without 
being aware that he did so. He recalled 
that every few nights hay ricks turned 
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be almost due. 

He must leave before the afternoon 
was out. 

He began to struggle along the line of 
hay to the right. There was a gate on that 
side, and he remembered having once 
glimpsed the stables through it while 
taking a walk. 

By sneaking out of the end door and 
around to the side of the stable, and then 
through that gate- If onry he could find 
another set of clothes hanging up in the 
stables, preferably in view of the long 
hair that scientists affected, a woman's 
overdress-
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He found what be wanted in tho ri&bt 

end of the stable, which was devoted to 
milk cows. The animals and he were 
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over their pretty dresses when they did 
their chores. 

The Town palace, after its brief flurry 
the year before as a Linn residence, bad 
reverted swiftly to its role of agricultural, 
industrial and clerical center. There 
were guards within sight of the gate, but 
they did not bother to question a rather 
stocky woman slave, who went out with 
a decisive manner as if she had been sent 
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sented himself at the Covis temple. He 
was admitted immediately by the aston
ished junior to whom be revealed his 
identity. 

On the fourth day, the baby was still 
alive. The main reason was that Tania 
could not make up her mind. 

"I've had the turmoil of birth," she 
said savagely, "and no woman in her 
�.�t senses nullifies that casually. Besides 

She stopped there. The truth was that, 
in spite of innumerable disadvantages, 
she could imagine certain uses for a son 
whom the �ods had molded in their 
peculiar fashton. And in this regard, the 
urgings of Joquin were not without their 
effect Joquin spent most of tho fourth 
morning on the subject 

"It is a mistake," he said, "to assume 
that all the children of the gods are idiots. 
That is an idle tale of the witless mob, 
which pursues these poor creatures along 
the street They are not given an oppor
tunity for education, and they are con
stantly under pressures so great that it is 
little wonder few of them ever attain the �:�:�x and sense of mature develop.. 
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"he is a Linn. At worst, you can make 
of him a trustworthy aide, who will not 
have the same tendency to wander off to 
live his own life as will your normal chil· 
dren. By keeping him discreetly in the 
background, you might acquire that best 
of all possble slaves, a devoted son. 

Joquin knew when to stop pushing. 
The moment he noticed from the 
thoughtful narrowing of the woman's 
eyes that his arguments were weighing 
with her, he decided to leave her to 
resolve tho doubts that still remained. He 
withdrew smoothly, and attended the 

rooming court of the Lord Leader-and 
there once more urged his suit. 

The great man's eyes were watchful as 
Joquin talked. Gradually, his satiric 
countenance grew puzzled. The Lord 
Leader interrupted at last : 

"Old man." be said curtly, "what is 
your purpose in thus defending the right 
to life of a freak?" 

Joquin had several reasons, one of 
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existence of the baby might, however 
slightly, be an advantage to the temples. 
The logic of that was simple. The baby's 
birth had precipitated a crisis. Its death 
would merely affirm that crisis. Con
versely, if it remained alive, the reason 
for the ferocious reaction of the Lions 
would be negated to some small degree. 

He had no intention of stating that 
particular reason, and be did not im· 
mediately mention his personal hope 
about the baby. He said instead: 

"Never before has a child of the gods 
been deliberately put to death. It was 
always assumed the gods bad their own 
h����e fo��SO�n ;!e�!�� ��t
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time that such is or is not the situation?" 

It was an argument that made the 
other man stare in astonishment. The 
wars the Lord Leader bad fought had 
thrown him into contact with advanced 
thinkers and skeptics on several planets, 
and he bad come to regard the gods as 
a means for keeping his rebellious sub-
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never in his practical life taken their 
possible supernatural powers into ac
count. 

But he respected this scientist. He 
climbed to his feet, and walking down 
the steps, drew Joquin aside. 

"Do you actually," he asked, "be
lieve what you are saying?"  

The question was an uncomfortable 
one. There was a time in Joquin's life 
when he had believed nothing. Slowly, 
however, certain things he had observed 
bad brought a half conviction that the 
mighty invisible force given forth by the 
tiniest radioactive substance could have 
no other explanation. He said carefully : 

"In my travels as a young man, I saw 
primitive tribes that worshiped rain gods, 
river gods, tree gods and various animal 
gods. And I saw more advanced races, 
some of them here on Earth, whose deity 
was an invisible omnipotent being wbo 
lives somewhere in space in a place 
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called heaven. All theKl things I ob- was still in process of realizing the situa-
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beginning of the Universe. One story has scientist of the Covis temple. 
it that we all came from the mouth of a "But Hero is not here," the junior 
snake. I have seen no such snake. protested. "He has but just now departed 
Another story is that a great flood for the palace of the Leader." 
deluged the planets, though how this Alden began briskly to remove his 
could have been done with the available female disguise. His weariness flowed 
water, 1 do not know. A third story is from him. Not here, he was thinking 
that man was · created from clay and gleefully. That meant he was the senior 
woman from man." scientist in the temple until Hero re-

He looked at h1s hearer. The Lord · turned. For a man who had had as many 
Leader nodded. "'Continue." thoughts as he had during the afternoon, 

"I have seen people who worshiped that was Jike a reprieve. He ordered that 
fire, and I have seen people who wor· food be brought him. He took possession 
shiped water. And then, as have so many of Hero's office. And he asked qucs
others before me. I finally visited the tions. 
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every planet, vast, desolate areas miles tions at the Rabeinl temple. Alden pen
deep and miles long and wide. And in dered the reason throughout the early 
these areas, I saw from a safe distance evening, and the more be thought the 
behind lead embankments the incredible angrier he grew. His thinking at this 
bright fires that still burn with unending time must already have been on a very 
fury in those fantastic deeps of Earth. radical plane, and yet, paradoxically, he 

" 'Truly,' I thought to myself, 'the felt mortified that the gods had been so 
gods, Uranium, Radium, Plutonium profoundly insulted in their temples. 
and Ecks are the most powerful gods in Somehow, with a crystalline certainty 
the Universe. Surely, I decided, 'no one -that, yet, bad in it no disbelief-he 
in his right senses would do anything to knew that they would not show their dis
offend them.' " pleasure of their own volition. The 

The Lord Leader, who had also ex- thoughts of a fugitive tended automati· 
amined some of the homes of the gods cally toward such practical convictions. 
in the course of his peregrinations, said, Before the evening was half through, be 
"Hm-m-m ! "  was examining the possibilities. 

He had no time then for further com- Certain processes the gods had favored 
meat. From somewhere--it seemed ter- from time immemorial. Naval captains 
ribly near-there was a sharp sound and other legal owners of spaceships 
louder than the loudest thunder that had brought ingots of iron to the temples. 
ever bellowed from the skies. It was The ceremonial and money prelimitl
followed half a minute later by a roar aries being completed, the iron was then 
so loud, so furious, that the palace floor placed in close proximity to the un
trembled. covered god stuff for one day exactly. 

There was a pregnant pause, not silent. After four days, one for each god, the 
From all directions came the sound of power of the god-stuff was transmitted 
windows shattering with a thousand to the ingot. It was then removed by the 
tinkling overtones. And then, that dis- offerer to his ship· where, with simple 
turbance was overwhelmed by a third ceremonials, it was placed in metal cham
explosion, followed - almost instantly by hers which any metal workers could 
a fourth. make-and by the use of what was 

This last was so vast a sound that it known as a pholectric cell-a device 
was clear to everybody that the end of also known from the earliest times, like 
tho world was imminent. fire and sword and spear and bow-an 

orderly series of explosions could be 
When Alden entered the great Covis started o r  stopped at will. 

temple on the afternoon of the third day When enough of these metal chambers 
after the birth of the Linn baby, he was were used, tho largest ships that could be 
a tired, hungry mao. But he was also a constructed by man were lifted as easily 
hunted man with tho special thoughts of as if they were made of nothingness. 
the fugitive. From the beginning of things, the god-

He sank into the chair that was offered stuff in all temples had been kept in four 
by the junior. And, while the young man separate rooms. And the oldest saying in 
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history was that when the gods were 
brought too close together, they became 
very angry indeed. · 
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four juniors carry a metal chamber from 
the testing cavern into lhe garden at the 
rear of the temple. At this point it struck 
him that other temples should participate 
in the protest. He bad learned that six 
of the seven members of the Scientists 
Council were still at the palace, and be 
had a rather strong suspicion as to their 
predicament. 

Writing from Hero's ornate office, be 
ordered the acting chiefs of the temples 
of the absent councillors to do exactly 
what he was doing. He described his plan 
in detail, and finished ; 

"High noon shall be the hour of pro
test." 

Each letter be sent by junior mes
senger. 

He had no doubts. By noon the fol
lowing day be had inserted his grains of 
uranium, radium, plutonium and ecks 
into the pholectric relay system. From 
what be decided was a safe distance, be 
pressed the button that clicked over the 
relays in order. As the wonderful and 
potent ecks, the last grain, joined the 
''pile," there was an explosion of con· 
siderable proportions. 

It was followed swiftly by three more 
explosions. Only two of the temples dis
regarded the commands of the fugitive. 
They were the fortunate ones. The first 
explosion blew half the Covis temple into 
dust, and left the remnant a tottering 
shambles of dislodged masonry and 
stone. 

No human being was found alive in 
any of the four temples. Of Alden there 
was not even a piece of fiesh or a drop 
of blood. 

By two o'clock mobs were surging 
around the foot of the palace hilL The 
palace guard, loyal to a man, held them 
off grimly, but retreated finally inside the 
gates, and the household of the Leader 
prepared for a siege. 

When the pandmonium wa! at its 
height half an hour later, Joquin, who 
had been down in the city, returned by a 
tunnel that ran through the hill itself, 
and asked permission to speak to the 
mob. 

Long and searchingly, the Lord Leader 
looked at him . Then finally be nodded. 

The mob rushed at the gates when they 
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piercing rather than a deep voice, but 
the rostrum that jutted out from the bill 
was skillfully constructed to enable a 
speaker to address vast throngs through 
a series of megaphones. 

His first act was to take tho ribbons 
out of his hair, and let it down around 
his shoulders. The crowd began to shout : 

"Scientist It's a scientist." 
Joquin raised his hand. And the silence 

he received was evidence to him at least 
that the riots were about to end. Tho 
crowd was controllable. 

On his own part, he had no illusions as 
to the importance of this mob attacking 
the palace. He knew that carrier pigeon 
messages bad been dispatched to the three 
legions camped outside the walls of the 
city. Soon, a disciplined force would be 
marching thr9ugh the streets, paced by 
cavalry units made up of provincial 
troops, whose god was a giant mythical 
bird called Erpleo. 

It was important that tho crowd be 
dis�rsed before those trained killers 
arnved on the scene. Joquin began : 

"People of Linn, you have today 
witnessed a telling proof of tho power of 
tho gods." 

Cries and fl:roans echoed his words. 
Then again, silence. Joquin continued : 

"But you have misread tho meaning 
of the signs given us today." 

Silence only this time greeted his words. 
He had his audience. 

"If the gods," he said, "disapproved 
of the Lord Leader, they could just as 
easily have destroyed his palace as they 
actually did destroy four of their own 
temples. 

"It is not the Lord Leader and his 
actions to which the gods objected. It is 
that certain temple scientists have lately 
tried to split up the temples into four 
separate groups, each group to worship 
one of the four gods only. 

''That and that alone is tho reason for 
the protest which the gods have made 
today." 

There were cries of, "But your temple 
was among those destroyed" 

Joquin hesitated. He did not fancy 
being a martyr. He had seen two of the 
letters Alden had written-to the two 
temples which had not obeyed the in· 
structions - and he had personally 
destroyed both letters. He was not sure 
how be ought to rationalize the fact that 
a purely mechanical union of godstuff 
had produced the explosions. But one 
thing at least was certain. The gods had 
not objected to their status of bei.na 
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worshiped four in one temple. And since 
that status was the only one that mado it 
possible for the scientists to remain 
strong, then what had happened could be 
tho gods way of showing it was their 
purpose, too. 

Joquin recognized uneasily that his 
reasoning was a form of sophistry. But 
this was no time to lose faith. He bowed 
his bead before the shouting, then looked 
up. 

"Friends," he said soberly, "I confess 
1 was among those who urged separate 
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worshiped each in his own temple. I was 
mistaken." 

He half-turned to face the palace, 
where far more important ears were 
listening than any in the crowd below. 
He said : 

"I know that every person who, like 

myself, believed the separatist heresy is 
now convinced as I am that neither the 
;��d 

g
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5��h �i�Preon:� would ever 
"And now, before there is any more 

trouble, go home, all of you." 
He retreated rather hastily back. into 

thT£!la[.��J0Le��er was a man who 
accepted necessities. ''There remains one 
undetermined question," he said later. 
"What is your real reason for keeping my 
daughter-in-law's baby alive?" 

Joquin said simply, "I have long 
wanted to see what will happen if a child 
of the gods is given a normal education 
and upbringing." 

That was all be said. It was enough. 
The Lord Leader · sat with eyes closed, 
considering the possibilities. At last, 
slowly, be nodded his head. 

I was to be allowed to live. 

Alexander 
The Bait 

By WILLIA'M TENN 

A new author presents an ingenious new idea on how to 
get interplanetary travel started. It's done with a Moon
radar system. But not quiJe as the world thought-
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tion for Alexander Parks. Time has 
softened even the families of the crews 
who rode the GA fleet into nowhere; and 
uncomfortable understanding of the great 
thing the man did has increased with the 
years. 

Still, he is penalized by a hidebound 
agency in a manner that, to him at any 
rate, is especially horrible. I refer to the 
FLC. I hope they read this. 

We wandered into each other a couple 
of years after the war to end isolation
ism. I bad just landed a Toledo accordion 
on a freight runway and was now beaded 

for a bar. There are some pilots who 
know just how much rye they need after 
towing an accordion; me, I just keep 
pouring it down until my heart floats 
back into place. 

A cab came up to the fl.ight building 
and a well-built man with a surprisingly 
small head got out. As I ran up to nail 
the cab, the man turned and stared at me. 
Something familiar about that shoe· 
button skull made me stop. 

"Were you in the Army Air Forces?'' 
he asked. 

"Yeah," I answered slowly. "The so
called Swasticker Squadron. Forty-Alex 
Parks I The voice with a dial ! "  
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He grinned. "That's right, Dave. For a 

minute I thought you were only talking 
to ex-flying officers. Ground control 
people carry a lot of inferiority complex 
around with them. You're looking weU." 

He looked better. The cloth�s he was 
wearing bad been designed by a tailor 
with the salary of a movie executive. I 
remembered something from the news
papers. "Dido 't you sell some invention 
or other to some corporation or other?" 

"Jt was the Radar Corporation of 
America. Just been capitalized. I sold 
them my multi-level negative beam 
radar." 

"Get much?" 
He pursed his lips and let his eyes 

twinkle. "Oh, a million five hundred 
thousand dollars.' 

I flapped my lips and let my eyes bug. 
"L-Iotta dough. What're you going to do 
with it?" 

"A couple of unholy scientific projects 
I've always dreamed about. I might be 
able to use you." He motioned to the cab. 
"Can we go somewhere and talk?" 

"I'm on my way to a bar," I told him 
as the cab got under way. "Just came iri 
with an accordion." 

"Accordion? Is that what you freight 
pilots call these glider trains?" 

"Yeah. And if you want to know why, 
just think of what happens when you hit 
an airpocket. Or a sudden head-wind. 
Or a motor stall." I grunted. "We make 
music-heavenly music." 

We sat in a back booth of the Matched 
Penny Cafe, Alex smiling admiringly as 
I consumed half the amber output of a 
good-sized distillery. "You'd have to cut 
down on that guzzling if you came with 
me," he said. 

I finished the glass, licked my teeth, 
my lips. and sighed. "Where?" 

"A mesa in Nevada I've purchased. 
Have to have someone I can trust to fly 
equipment in and help me around the 
place with some moderately heavy con
struction. Someone I can trust to keep 
his mouth shut A heavy drinker keeps 
his open too much to suit me." 

"I'll do that," I assured him. ''I'd drink 
nothinf:: but curded yak milk to get out 
of thts aerial movin� van business. 
Making an occasional tnp will be nothing 
compared to my daily routine with 
collapsible coffins. It's the combination of 
monotonous grind with the angel of 
death that's making me bottle-happy." 

He nodded. "And the lack of any 
Ions-range useful goal. You flew on almost 
as rigid a schedule during the war, but-

well, that was war. If there were some
thing fine for which you were risking 
your life, instead of the transportation of 
electrical harmonicas-" "

L
" · travel? That was · 

do some 

the green 
marble table top_ "I' need much more 
money than that. It's a nice thought
the human race finds itself at the point 
today where a little research, a little 
refinement of existing techniques, would 
send it to the sta,rs. But the people who 
could do it, the big manufacturing cor� 
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and research foundations, can' see 
enough money. We sit on this planet like 
a shipwrecked sailor on a desert island 
who sees a pair of oars in one spot and 
a boat in another and can't quite make 
up his mind to bring the two together. 

"No, not interplanetary travel. Not 
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of the world's greatest radar expert I 
intend to build the largest installation 
ever on that mesa-and make a long� 
distance radar survey." 

This wasn't the Alexander Parks I'd 
known. This idea, I decided, showed 

����nte
o1�h�t����;Y� th���te 

h�� 
sardonically soaring mind, his genius for 
subtlety. "A radar survey?" I asked 
weakly. 

His little head grew wide with laughter. 

��P
m�f·tbc? ��a�0��ve---a topographical 

Nevada was nice. Plenty of landing 
space. Plenty of working space. Practically 
no one to ask questions. Sharp, fragrant 
air on the top of Big Bluff Mesa, that 
affected me almost as strongly as hooch 
used to. Alex claimed atmospheric con
ditions here were perfect for maximum 
equipment efficiency 

The equipment was odd. Of course, I 
knew radar had developed enormously 
since the days of primitive gadgetry in 
the early forties. Parks' own MLN Beam 
had successfully fused communication 
and noncommunication radio into a 
fantastic set-up that required no trans
mitter and made it possible to tune in on 
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Alex and I got the shacks built our
selves, but we ran into trouble with the 
huge horizontal antenna and the gyro
scopically stabilized dipoles. In tbe end be 
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hired a man named Judson from Las 
Vegas. Judson did odd jobs around the 
place and supplied an extra pair of bands 
m construction jobs. Mrs. Judson cooked 
our meals. Alex admitted the ne.:essity 
for Judson, but seemed to regret it none
theless, I suspected he sent me on sleeve
less errands now and then, as if to keep 
me from having a coherent knowledge of 
his methods. I shrugged at that thought. 
If he thought I knew CI;lOUgh about 
m�� ridfi�I �aswtt�l� c;;����t��� 
train of impossible coils and surrealist 
tubes, he often insisted I stay put while 
he made some infinitesimal adjustment in 
the lab shack. I could climb out of the 
plane, then, but only if I went directly to 
tho hut which was our living quarters. 

Emmanuel Corliss, of the Radar Cor
poration of America, begged a ride 
from me once. All the way to Nevada he 
sang Alex's praises; he told me of the 
statue of Alex in the foyer of the cor
poration's sky-scraper in Manhattan; he 
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Fatter of Global Communication." He 
said he wanted Alex to come back as 
chief research consultant. I thought atom
head would enjoy having his ego caressed. 

I was wrong. 
Fifty miles from Big Bluff, a deep 

voice rattled tho reception panel. "Who's 
that you're talking to, Dave?" 

Carless piped up. "Thought I'd look in 
on you, boy. We mi$ht be able to use 
whatever you're working on now." 

"Well, you can't. The moment you 
land, Dave, unhitch the gliders and fly 
Mr. Corliss back to the nearest airport. 
Got enough fuel?" 

"Yep." I was embarrassed. Felt like 
a neighbor overhearing a newly-wed 
couple's first quarrel. 

"But, Parks," the executive wailed, "you 
don't know what an important figure 
you've become. The world wants to know 
what you're doing. Radar Corporation of 
Amenca wants to know what you're 
doing." 

Parks chuckled. "Not just yet. Don't 
get out of that plane, Corliss, or you'll 
get a load of buckshot in the most 
sensitive part of your upholstery. Re
member, I can call you a trespasser." 

Corliss sputtered angrilY. "Now you 
listen to me-" 

"No, you listen to me. Don't Ret out of 
that plane as you love your swivel chair. 
Believe it or not. old man, I'm doing you 
a favor." 

That was sort of that. After I'd 

deposited the red-faced corporation presi
dent. I bumped down to the mesa pretty 
thoughtfully. Alex was waiting for me; 
he looked thoughtful, too. 

"Don't do that again," \le told me. 
"Nobody comes out here until I'm ready 
for, well, for publication. I don't want 
strangers, especially scientific strangers, 
poking around in my layout." 

"Afraid they'd copy it?" 
My question tickled him. "That's it 

. . .  almost too exactly." 
"Afraid I'll copy it?" 
He threw a quick, shrewd glance at me. 

'"Let's have supper and do some talking, 
Dave." He put his arm around my 
�boulders. 

While Mrs. Judson dealt out the plain 
food very plainly prepared, Alex studied 
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nothing more than a miniature camera 
set on a massive, unwieldy tripod. 
Grease-stained blue jeans had long ago 
replaced the soft sartorial perfections in 
which I'd first seen him. The father of 
global commuolcation ! 

He looked covertly at Judson, saw that 
the hired man was interested in nothing 
but his stew, and said in a low voice: 
"If you feel I distrust you, Dave, I'm 
sorry. There is a good reason for all this 
secrecy, believe me." 

"That's your business," I told him 
shortly. "You don't pay me for asking 
questions. But I honestly wouldn't know 
an oscillator screen from an indicator 
rack. And if I did, I wouldn't tell any
one." 

He shifted on the hard wooden bench 
and leaned against the metal wall behind 
him. "You know what I'm trying to do. 
I send a high-frequency beam at the 
Moon. Some of it is absorbed in the 
ionosphere, most of it gets through and 
bounces off the Moon's surface. I catch 
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on a photographic plate and send 
another, slightly different, beam out im
mediately. On the basis of multiple 
beams, I build up a fairly detailed and 
accurate picture of the Moon from very 
close range. My multilevel negative 
radar pro.vides a somewhat stronger 
beam than science has had at its disposal 
before, but essentially the principlo is 
basic radar. It could have been done, with 
a little difficulty, ten years ago. Why 
wasn't it?" 

Stew congealed into r..n unsavory jelly 
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in my plato. I was interested in spite of 
myself. 

"It wasn't done," he continued, "for 
the same reason we don't have inter
planetary travel, suboceanic mining, 
grafting of complete limbs from corpses 
on amputation cases. Nobody can see 
any profit in it, any immediate, certain 
profit. Therefore, the small amount of 
research that is necessary to dose the 
gap between the knowledge we already 
have and the knowledge we almost have 
goes unfinaoced." 

"But work goes on in those fields," I 
pointed out. 

"Work goes on, all right. But at what 
a slow pace, under what heartbreaking 
conditions ! Have you ever heard the 
legend of how my namesake, Alexander 
the Great, circled the world astride a 
giant bird? He hung a piece of meat 
from a long pole and dangled it in front 
of the bird's beak. A strong gust of wind 
blew the meat close enough for the 
creature to snatch, and the redoubtable 
Alexander immediately cut a piece of 
flesh from his side and attached it to the 
pole. Thus, he was able to complete his 
trip with the bird futilely trying to reach 
the meat by increasing its speed. 

''The story occurs in several folklores 
with different heroes, but it shows how 
fundamental was the ancients' under· 
standing of human motives. Incidentally, 
it is also a beautiful illustration of the 
laws of compensation. In every age, a 
man must offer himself up as bait so that 
progress will not be limited to the back 
pages of the dictionary. We can't be said 
to be moving forward if we touch none 
of our newer potentialities." 

I stirred the stew with a heavy spoon, 
then pushed it away and reached for the 
coffee. ''I see what you mean. But why 
tell me all this?" 

Alex rose, stretched and moved to· 
wards the door. I smiled apologetically 
at my coffee and Mrs. Judson and fol· 
lowed him. 

The cool Nevada night hung heavily 
as we walked outside. A myriad stars 
blazed pinpoint mysteries. Was this black, 
inviting space man's natural medium, a 
domain waiting for the Hashing tread of 
a master? Could it be that my puny 
species was the appointed ruler of these 
vastnesses 1 I wondered how it would 
feel to bank suddenly out there, to level 
out for a landing. My hands itched for 
an unmade, still nonexistent throttle. 

'These are the maps I've made to 
date," my employer observed. We were 

standing in the lab shack with banked 
transformers, nightmares in spun glass 
and twisted wire weaving in and out of 
the huge display tubes around us. 

I glanced carelessly at the maps; I 
was no astronomer. Then I glanced very 
carefully indeed at the maps. 

The J?Oint is they weren't maps. They 
were pictures--over a thousand aerial 
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had sharper detail than any aerial photo
graphs I've ever seen. You could count 
the rocks on the surface; you could note 
pits and narrowest fissures. 

"They are pretty good," Alex said. 
He stroked one of the glossy sheets Jov· 
ingly. "A section of the Tycho BrahC 
Crater." 

"Why the Samuel Aloysius Hill don't 
you publish?" 

"Couldn't till now." He seemed to be 
in the throes of a hard decision. "I had 
to check somethin� first. And now I've 
got to trust you wtth my life's work by 
asking you to play a particularly dirty 
trick on yourself. I still can't afford to 
explain; my conversation tonight was 
sort of a song and dance to go with the 
request. But some day it will all fit." 

"Go ahead. I'm a loyal employee; I 
love the firm." 

The pinhead seemed to swell. "One 
week from today I want you to take a 
trip up to the Canadian North Woods 
with a couple of packages. You'll have a 
map with X's scattered over it; the co· 
ordinates of each X will be marked in the 
margin. Latitude and longitude in terms 
of degrees, minutes and seconds. Bury 
each package about two feet under· 
ground at X-designated spots, making 
certain that it is at the exact intersecting 
point of tho co-ordinates. Then go 
away." 

"Huh ? "  
" G o  away a n d  forget y o u  ever saw 

th..:-se packages. Don't even dream about 
them. Don't see me except socially for 
at least three years. Forget you ever 
worked for me. Forget you keep the 
plane and I'll add a sizable check as a 
parting gift. Will you do it?" 

I let my mind chew on it for a while. 
It didn't make sense, but I knew he'd 
told me all he intended to. "O.K., Alex, 
I'll take the high road and I'll take the 
dough road. I'll make out." 

He seemed tremendously relieved. 
"You will make out-much better than 
you think. Just wait a few months. When 
the united savants of the world start 
flocking in here, there will be lectures 
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and juicy magazine articles thrown at 
anyone who ever worked for me. Don't 
touch them with a transmitting antenna." 

That made me laugh. "1 wouldn't any
way. 1 don't play those games." 

Alex shut off the light and we returned 
to the Judsons feeling pretty good about 
each other. That was the way a sweet 
guy called Alexander Parks climbed up 
on the altar of history. When I think of 
the fundamental ambition that drove him 
to that conversation, the action of the 
FLC seems cruel on a scale immeasur
ably picayune. 

A week later I was flitting about the 
north woods laying little tarp covered 
eggs here and there by means of a chart 
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moments. 
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of the pictures Alex had showed me, 
smaller shots of Alex's small head sur
rounded by big-browed, white-maned 
profs from Oxford, Irkutsk and points 
east. 

"Radar Genius Maps Moon," they 
screamed. "Sage of Nevada reveals work 
of two years. Scientists flock to mesa, 
claim telescopes now obsolete except as 
check. Alexander Parks announces he 
will make mineralogical survey of lunar 
surface." 

So he had announced it. Good. 1 spent 
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art of making whiskey. The liquor, I 
found, hadn't changed; unfortunately, I 
had. Laboring under a diminished 
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woke up in a . bospital surrounded by a 
straitjacket. 

After the doctor bad chased the six
headed snakes away, l sat up and chir
ruped at the nurses. One luscious little 
redhead took: to reading me the news
papers in a pathetic attempt at self
defense. I was getting the news in jerky 
flashes, what with her dodging around 
night tables and behind screens, when l 
heard something that made me reach out 
and grab the newspaper. The girl, who 
had been preparing for a last, all-out 
effort, looked a little dazed. 

I still have a hazy memory of that 
nurse standing in a corner and shaking 
her head while I got clearance. The doc 
didn't feel I was cured yet at all, but be 
decided that as long as I wasn't talking 
too loudly about ring-tailed octopi it 

would be just as well for his hypo house 
if I took up residence elsewhere. 

Bascomb Rockets were the nearest and 
I was there a half hour after a starchy 
clerk bad given me my clothes, money 
and a little white certificate, suitable for 
framing. I'd gone through every news
paper in reach by the time J arrived; so 
I was prepared for what I saw. 

A two-by-three experimental house 
which had been operating on a frayed 
shoestring of a budget was expanding 
like a galaxy turned supernova. Far off 
into the distance, I could see shops and 
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Tim Bascomb was checking blue
prints. in front of the half-finished 
Parthenon that was to be the company's 
main building. I'd met him at an ex
pilots' convention a. year after the war, 
but I thought I might as well reintroduce 
myself�some insensitive people manage 
to forget me. 

The moment he heard my voice, he 
dropped the blueprints and grabbed my 
hand. "Dave ! You haven't signed any 
contracts yet ? "  he finished anxiously. 

"Nary a clause," I told h.im. "Can you 
use a former B-29er and accordion 
player?" 

"Can we use you? Mr. Hennessey� 
Mr. Hennessey, get me contractual form 
16, no, better make that 18. You were in 
on the early jet and rocket jobs," be ex
plained. "That puts you into an ad
vanced category." 

"Hiring a lot of the boys?" 
"Are we? Every backyard gadgeteer in 

the country is forming a corporation 
these days and we're keeping up with the 
best of them. They say the aulines are 
using hostesses as co-pilots and candy 
butchers as radiomen. You·n find Steve 
Yancy and Lou Brock of the Canada
Mexico Line in that shack, over there; 
they'd like to see you." 

Mr. Hennessey and a stenographer 
served as witnesses. I started scribbling 
my name on that contract as soon as I 
saw the numbers after the dollar sign 
under "salary." Bascomb laughed. 

''I'll back our payroll against any in 
the world. Not that at least fifty other 
companies don't do as well. We've got 
the backing of Radioactive Metals and 
the Ginette Mining Corporation as well 
as a government subsidy of five million." 

I wiped some blue-black ink off my 
fingers. "Since when is the government 
interested?" 

He chuckled. "Since when?" We began 
walking to a huge structure labeled 
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"Bascomb Rockets Experimental Pilots 
-No Admittance to Unauthorized Per· 
sonnel." Look, Dave boy, when Parks 
took those radar snapshots of the Moon, 
the astronomers were interested. When 
he worked out a spectroscopic table and 
found there were healthy hunks of gold 
under the surface, the banks and mines 
began to sit up. But when tha� Caltech 
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found alternate layers of radium and 
uranium, the nations of this planet 
looked up from atom bomb experiments 
long enough to harness everybody who 
knows the Moon is a quarter of a 
million miles from Earth. It's no longer 
a matter of the first extra-terrestrial ex
plorer becoming a trillionaire overnight, 
but of folks cooking atom bombs in 
their kitchens." 

I looked at the tractors backing and 
filling around me; at the cement-sloppy 
wheelbarrows being trundled by an army 
of construction workers; at the bare 
scaffolding of shops rising on every bare 
foot of ground. This scene was being 
duplicated everywhere in every state, 
probably in every nation. Slap some sort 
of a ship together, solve the problems 
with any kind of jerry-built apparatus
but get to the Moon first! 

"It isn't only a matter of national 
defense, either," Tim was expla'ining. 
"We almost have atomic power, in fact, 
we already have it but not in a com
mercial form. With the uranium that can 
be dredged out of the Moon, the old 
Sunday Supplement dream of crossing 
the Atlantic with a teaspoonful of sand 
for fuel will come true. General Atomics 
is devoting half their budget to space
ship research. They may not be the first 
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He led me into the pilots' shack 
where a lecture on astrogation was in 
progress. And that day the only rockets 
on the Bascomb lot were still on draw
ing boards! 

"The Mad Scramble"-isn't that the 
name of the definitive history of the 
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Russian scientists flaming mto an in
candescence that registered on every 
astronomical camera pointed at the 
Mooo. Then that wave of reaction 
sweeping the world toward the end of 
the decade and laws clamping ·down on 

irresponsible corporations and wildcat 
experimenters. 

Even then, Steve Yancy and his kid 
brother got knocked off on a simple 
experimental flight outside Earth.'s atmos-

F�k�d, �� ����j�s�
0t�il£�:c����le�I;.

· 

When Parks finally dropped in on us 
on his way from the Leroy Propulsion 
Project, we seemed to be getting nowhere 
fast. That was the Black April, the 
month of the GA Fleet. Bascomb had 
discovered 1 knew Parks personally and 
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to anyone who wants it from him. With 
his reputation, if he ever went to work 
for one organization he could name his 
own price. Try to get him to name it for 
us." 

''I'll try," I promised. 
"Of course, I know his basic interest 

is in radar research. If his machine had 
stopped with mapping the Moon, every 
hick college would probably have had 
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found uranium in them thar craters, kids 
are being jerked into research projects 
as fast as they finish elementary physics. 
That guy from Caltech-what was his 
name?-who first detected radio-active 
stuff with Parks' equipment, they say he 
has to go up to the mesa every time be 
wants to survey some more moon. He 
can't get the university even vaguely in
terested in building a toy for him, and 
Alex P. won't let anyone near t�e layout 
unless be's on the scene boldmg their 
leash." 

"Yeah." I grinned wryly, remembering 
the way Emmanuel Corliss bad been sent 
back to his dictaphone. Even when some 
scientific journals had attacked the tight 
control he maintained over the world's 
only lunar-surveying radar, he had re
torted angrily that the entire apparatus 
had been developed and built out of his 
own brain, time and funds and if anyone 
didn't like it they could build themselves 
another. Of course, with every research 
penny eventually finding its way into 
spaceship design, be bad the only game 
in town. 

Parks laughed when I gave him Bas
comb's messa�e. He clambered out of 
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week and sat on the curving metal run
way. 

"No, Dave, I like this being advisory 
expert.to big business in rocket research. 
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I get to travel and see all the different 
things we're trying. Did you know Gar
finkel of Illinois is working on a Cosmo
plane-sort of a sailboat sensitive to 
cosmic rays? J'd rather not get stuck in 
a job in one corner of this business. 
After aU, anyone may bit it." 

"But that isn't like you, Alex," I 
argued. "You were always the kind of 
guy who wanted to do things himself. 
This work isn't right up your alley, it is 
k��:/�e��e��.
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specialist who hits us once a month on 
his look-see circuit, but as the director, 
the co-ordinator of our research. I'm 
just a stumblebum who can make with 
a joystick, but you are the guy who'll 
get us there." 

"Ever mention our working to
gether?" 

"No." I sighed. He evidently didn't 
want in. I helped him change the subject. 
"Nasty-this GA business." 

He was staring at the ground. He 
nodded slowly, then looked up. There 
were ridges of anguish on his face. "That 
was Corliss," he said in a low, earnest 
voice. "He became president of General 
Atomics six months ago. The idea of the 
Fleet probably seemed like a good 
publicity trick." 

I disagreed with him. "After aU," I 
pointed out, "the logic was good. Ten 
ships setting off for the Moon together. 
When one of them hit a snag, the others 
could come up and help. In case of an 
impending blowup, the crews of the 
threatened ship could be transferred to 
safety. lt was just plain unfortunate that 
Fouquelles didn't discover the deep space 
Jura rays until a week after they left. 

Jds�'i'!t�d�:ai:�e�h�h��ff':� build will be 

''Five hundred men," Alex brooded. 
"Five hundred men and women lost 
without a trace. Nothing in the papers 
today about a radio signal, about some 
debris coming down somewhere? "  

"No. They probably got out o f  con
trol and drifted into the sun. Or maybe 
the ships-those that are left-are scud
ding aimlessly out of the system." 

He was himseU again when I left him 
at tho gate. "Maybe I'll have cracked it 
the next time I see you," I said. "We're 
moving pretty slowly, though." 
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heart set on getting off this planet. He'll 
do it-perhaps sooner than he thinks." 

Two months later, Captain Ulrieh Gall 

landed the Canadian Flutterer Ill in 
Plato Crater, using the double-flow drive. 
It's high-school history nOw how 
Gall lined his spacesuited crew behind 
him and prepared to move through the 
air lock. How he caught his foot on the 
ramp, and how his polynesian "boy," 
Charles Wau-Neil, hurrying to extricate 
him, tripped on the lock and shot out 
onto the lunar surface-thus being the 
first human to touch another world. 

I was co-pilot of the fifth ship to reach 
the Moon-"The Ambassador of Al
buquerque." I was also the first man to 
set insulated foot on the lunar Apen
nines. So I'll have a place in some 
six-volume detailed history of lunar 
exploration : ''An interesting discovery 
is credited to a minor adventurer 
named-" 

Well, you know what happened. Toe
bold, the colony Gall left on the Moon, 
continued the feverish examination of 
mineralogical samples. No go. In six 
months Toehold scientists radioed a com
plete confirmation of Gall's ear:y sus
picions. 

There was no uranium on the Moon. 
No radium. And there was just enough 
gold to be detectable in the most delicate 
analyses. 

Of course they did find some nice beds 
of iron ore. And someone discovered 
rocks. beneath the surface from which 
oxygen and the lighter elements could be 
extracted with ease, making possible 
Toehold's present indigenousness. But no 
uranium! 

I was on Earth when the storm of 
public opinion broke. Financed and en
couraged by hysterical corporations, 1t 
broke first around the head of a certain 
California professor of astronomy and 
buried him. He, it was, who had first 
announced the presence of radio-active 
minerals on the Moon as a resuJt of ex
periments with Parks' radar. Then it 
turned on Parks. 

Remember the headlines that day? 
"Parks Admits Fraud" in letters as big 
as tho end of the world. "AJexander 
Parks, Nevada charlatan, explained to the 
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Canada, co-ordinating his infernal 
machine with them to make it appear 
that tho impulses were arriving from a 
given portion of the Moon. 'I never 
allowed anyone to investigate the machine 
too closely,' Parks leered, 'and this, with 
my international reputation as a radar 
expert, prevented discovery.' "  

I scooted for his mesa. There were 
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state police coming out of the woodwork, 
FBI men being trampled underfoot and 
what looked like a full infantry regiment 
marching back and forth. After I'd satis
fied everybody that I was a reputable 
citizen, I was allowed to seo Alex. He 
was evidenly a de facto prisoner. 

Alex: was sitting at the plain table, his 
hands clasped easily in front of him. He 
turned and smiled with pleasure as I 
walked in. The man walking puffily up 
and down the small room turned too. 
With some difficulty I recognized the face 
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peering out of red-rimmed eyes began to 
grunt. After a while, I interpreted the 
grunts as "You ask him why. Ask him 
why he did it, why ho ruined me ! "  

"I've told you that a t  least a dozen 
times," Parks said mildly. "There was 
nothing against you personally, nothing 
against anybody. I simple felt it was 
time we bad interplanetary travel and 
that greed wag a goOO incentive. I was 
right" 

"Right ! "  CorliS9 screeched. "Right! 
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invested three million dollars to get what? 
Iron ore? If I want iron ore, isn't what 
we have on this planet goOO enough 1" 

"Your consolation, Mr. Corliss, in your 
financial bereavement, is that you have 
helped humanity to take a major histori
cal step. You will recall that I went as 
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investments, l'm afraid I can't help you." 
"Well, I can help you ! "  Tho president 

of General Atomics and the Radar Cor
poration of America shook a pudgy, 
quivering finger under Parks' nose. "I 
can help you into jail. I'll spend tho rest 
of my life trying ! "  He slammed the door 
behind him so hard that the shack seemed 
to move three feet. 

"Can he do anything, Alex?" I asked. 
He shrugged. The pinhead looked tired. 

I suspected there had been a lot of this 
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of my own funds. While I gave advice 
freely to those who wanted it, I never 
accepted a penny from any corporation 
or iodjvidual. I benefited in no material 
way from the fraud. My lawyers tell me 
it may be a tight squeeze, but there isn't 
anythmg that can be done in the way of 
punishment. I'm in the clear. Are . . .  are 
you angry at me?" 

"No ! "  I put my hand on his shoulder. 
"You've made life worth living for 
hundreds of us. Usten, Alex," I said 
softly, "I don't know what history will 
say, but there are a lot of sky-jockey's 
who will never forget you." 

He grinned up. "Thanks pal. I did try 
to keep you out of the mess. Name a 
precipice after me." 
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man ferrying job--secondhand of course 
-and as soon as I can scrounge up enough 
cash, I'm going to fit in with that new 
triple-flow drive. They say Venus should 
be in an early geological stage, and that 
means a lot of whole radium and 
uranium will be lying about. The fil1lt 
man to get there and stake out a claim 
would be kinda well-to-do the rest of his 
life. Yeah, that talk may be just some 
more sucker bait, but, just think, if it is 
•o-

Whatever its original impulses, inter-
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The Federal Lunar Commission (FLC) 
has issued a permanent injunction to all 
its offices against granting Alexander 
Parks terrestrial clearance. And unless he 
stows away on some supply ship, or time 
heals that particular wound, I'm afraid 
he'll be a w1stful Earthlubber to his dying 
day. 



Placet Is A 
Crazy Place 
By FREDE'RIG BROWN 

It wasn't 'that Placet itself was so crazy; it was just that 
the things Placet's gravitic situation did to human sensory 
organs was really remarkable. You could even solve 

impossible problems quite uru'ntentionally-

EvEN when you're used to it, it gets you though they knew the locomotive wasn't 
down sometimes. Liko that morning-if really there. 
you can call it a morning. Really, it was But I started to say, like that morning. 
night. But we go by Earth time on Placet I was sitting at my desk, the top of which 
because Placet time would be as screwy was covered with grass. My feet were
as everything else on that goofy planet. I or seemed to be-resting on a sheet of 
mean, you'd have a six-hour day and then rippling water. But it wasn't wet. 
a two-hour night and then a fifteen-hour On top of the grass of my desk lay a 
day and a one-hour night and-well, you pink flowerpot, into which, nose--first, 
just couldn't keep time on a planet that stuck a bright green Saturnian lizard. 
does a figure-ei�ht orbit around two dis- That-reason and not my eyesight told 
similar suns, gomg like a bat out of hell me-was my pen and inkwelL Also an 
around and between them, and the suns embroidered sampler that said "God 
����:!ti:� e�ta� o;�C:t '£a� ���0� �l��ally H��e·� i���g�r{���it�� 
omers thought it was only one sun until Center which had just come in on the 
the Blakeslee expedition landed here radiotype. I didn't know what it said be
twenty years ago. cause I'd come into my office after the 

You see, the rotation of Placet isn't any B.F. effect had started. I didn't think it 
even fraction of the period of its orbit really said "God Bless Onr Home" be
and there's the Blakeslee Field in the cause it seemed to. And just then I was 
middle between the suns-a field in which mad, I was fed up, and I didn't care a ��ftt

b
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s��'d!.��ll__:o a crawl and get "X. ho��u 
w�e��a:�b!uj.fiie�!; explain-. If you've not read the Blakeslee reports the Blakeslee Field effect occurs when 

on Placet, hold on to something, wh.ile I Placet is in mid-position between Argyle 
tell you this : I. and Argyle II., the two suns it figure-

Placet is the only known planet that eights around. There's a scientific ex
can eclipse itself twice at the same time, planation of it, but it must be expressed 
run headlong into itself every forty hours, in formulas, not in words. It boils down 
then chase itself out of sight. to this; Argyle I. is terrene matter and 

I don't blame you. Argyle II. is contraterrene, or negative 
I didn't believe it either, and it scared matter. Halfway between them-over a 

me stiff the first time I stood on Placet considerable stretch of territory-is a field 
,and saw Placet coming head-on to run in which light rays are slowed down, way 
into us. And yet I'd read the Blakeslee down. They move at about the speed of 
reports and knew what was really happen- sound. The result is that if something is 
ing, and why. It's rather like those early moving faster than sound-as Placet itself 
movies when the camera was set up in does-you can still see it coming after it's 
f����t!e

1rb��fn� �fJ�d!��C:rd�h�� �j:�� t���iy��i�a���r��o v�:���;:u�tet6! 
and would feel an impulse to run eveo field. By that time, Placet bas rounded 
41 
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one of its suns and meets its own image 
on the way back. In midfield, there's <�.n 
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at the same time. A little farther on. it 
runs into itself coming from the opposite 
direction-and scares you stiff if you're 
watching, even if you know it's not really 
happening. 
ge�e���-
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motive is commg toward you, only at a 
speed much faster than sound. A mile 
away, it whistles. It passes you and then 
you hear the whistle, commg from the 
point a mile back where the locomotive 
1sn't any more. That's the auditory effect 
of an object traveling faster than sound; 
what I've just described is the visual effect 
of an object traveling-in a figure-eight 
orbit-faster than its own visual image. 

That isn't tho worst of it; you can stay 
indoors and avoid the eclipsing and the 
head-on collisions, but you can't avoid 
the physio-psychological effect of the 
Blakeslee Field. 

And that, the physio-psychological 
effect, is something else again. The field 
does something to the optic nerve centers, 
or to the part of the brain to which the 
optic nerves connect, something similar 
to the effect of certain drugs. You have
you can't exactly call them hallucinations, 
because you don't ordinarily see things 
that area 't there, but you get an illusory 
picture of what is there. 

1 knew perfectly well that I was sitting 
at a desk the top of which was glass, 
and not grass; that the floor under my 
feet was ordinary plastiplate and not a 
sheet of rippling water; that the objects 
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an antique twentieth century inkwell and 
pen-and that the "God Bless Our 
Home" sampler was a radiotype message 
on ordinary radiotype paper. I could 
verify any of those things by my sense 
of touch, which the Blakeslee Field 
doesn't affect. 

You can close your eyes, of course, 
but you don't-because even at -the 
height of the effect, your eyesight gives 
you the relative size and distance of 
things and if you stay in familiar terri
tory your memory and your reason tell 
you what they are. 

So when the door opened and a two
headed monster walked in, I knew it was 
Reagan. Reagan isn't a two-headed 
monster, but I could recognize the sound 
of his walk. 

I said, "Yes, Reagan?" 
4 

The two-headed monster said, "Chief, 
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work in mid-periods." 
"Birds?" I asked. 
Both of his heads nodded. ''The under

ground part of those walls must be like· 
sieves from the birds dying through 'em, 
and we'd better pour concrete quick. Do 
you think those new alloy reinforcing 
oars the Ark'll bring will stop them ? "  

"Sure," I lied. Forgetting the field, I 
turned to look at the clock, but there was 
a funeral wreath of white lilies on the 
wall where the clock should have been. 
You can't tell the time from a funeral 
wreath. I said, "I was hoping we wouldn't 
have to reinforce those walls, till we had 
bars to sink in them. The Ark's about 
due; they're probably hovering outside 
right now waiting for us to come out of 
the field. You think we could wait till-" 

There was a crash. 
"Yeah, we can wait," Reagan said. 

"There went the machine shop, so there's 
no hurry at all." 

::����bu7�;ll
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That's what life on Placet is like. I've 
had enough of it; I'd had too much of it. 
I made up my mind while Reagan was 
gone. 

When he came back, he was a bright 
blue articulated skeleton. 

He said, "O.K., Chief. Nobody was 
inside." 

"Any of the machines badly smashed?" 
He laughed. "Can you look at a rubber 

beach horse with purple polka dots and 
tell whether it's an intact lathe or a 
busted one? Say, chief, you know what 
you look like?" 

I said, "If you tell me, you're fired." 
I don't know whether I was kidding 

or not; I was plenty on edge. I opened 
the drawer of my desk and p1,1t the "God 
Bless our Home" sampler in it and 
slammed the drawer shut. I was fed up. 
Placet is a crazy place and if you stay 
there long enough you go crazy yourself. 
One out of ten of Earth Center's Placet 
employees has to go back to Eearth for 
psychopathic treatment after a year or 
two on Placet. And I'd been there three 
years, almost. My contract was up. I 
made my mind up, too. 

"Reagan," I said. 
He'd been heading for the door. He 

turned "Yeah chief?" 
I said; "I w�nt yo� to send a message 

on the radiotype to Earth Center. And 
get it straight, two words: I quit." 
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He said, "O.K., chief." He went on 
out and closed the door. 

I sat back and closed my eyes to think. 
I'd done it now. Unless I ran after 
Reagan and told him not to send the 
message, it was done and over and 
irrevocable. Earth Center's funny that 
way; the board is plenty generous in 
some directions, but once you resign 
they never let you change your mind. 
It's practically an iron-clad rule and 
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actic projects. A man must be a hundred 
percent enthusiastic about his job to 
make a go of it, and once he's turned 
against it, he's lost the keen edge. 

I knew the mid period was about over, 
but I sat there with my eyes closed just 
the same. I didn't want to open them to 
look at the clock until I could see the 
clock as a clock and not as whatever it 
might be this time. I sat there and 
thought 

I felt a bit hurt about Reagan's casual
ness in accepting the message. He'd been 
a good friend of mine for ten years; he 
could at least have said he was sorry I 
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promotion, but even if he was thinking 
about that, he could have been diplomatic 
about it. At least, he could have-

Oh, quit feeling sorry for yourself, I 
told myself. You're throu�:h with Placet 
and you're through with Earth Center, 
and you're going back to Earth pretty 
soon now, as soon as they relieve you, 
and you can get another job there, 
probably teaching again. 

But darn Reagan, just the same. He'd 
been my student at Earth City Poly, and 
I'd got him this Placet job and it was a 
good one for a youngster his age, assist
ant administrator of a planet with nearlY 
a thousand population. For that matter, 
my job was a good one for a man my 
age - I'm only thirty-one myself. An 
excellent job, except that you couldn't 
put up a building that wouldn't fall down 
again and-Quit crabbing, I told myself; 
you're through with it now. Back to 
Earth and a teaching job a�:ain. Forget it. 

I was tired. I put my head on my arms 
on top of the desk, and I must have 
dozed off for a minute. 

I looked up at the sound o! footsteps 
coming through the doorway; they 
weren't Reagan's footsteps. The illusions 
were getting better now, I saw. It was
or appeared to be-a gorgeous redhead. 
It couldn't be, of course. There are a few 

women on Placet, mostly wives of tech
nicians, but-

She said, "Don't you remember me, 
Mr. Rand?" It was a woman; her voice 
was a woman's voice, and a beautiful 
voice. Sounded vaguely familiar, too. 

"Don't be silly," I said; "how can I 
recognize you at midper-" My eyes 
suddenly caught a glimpse of the clock 
past her shoulder, and it was a clock 
and not a funeral wreath or a cuckoo's 
nest, and I realized suddenly that every
thing else in the room was back to 
nonnal. And that meant midperiod was 
over, and I wasn't seeing things. 

My eyes went back to the redhead. 
She must be real, I realized. And suddenly 
I knew her, although she'd changed, 
changed plenty. All changes were im
provements, although Michaelina Witt 
had been a very pretty girl when she'd 
been in my Extraterrestrial Botany III 
class at Earth City Polytecb four . . . no, 
five years ago. 

She'd been pretty, then. Now she was 
beautiful. She was stunning. How bad 
the teletalkies missed her? Or had they? 
What was she doing here? She must have 
just got off the Ark, but- I realized I 
was still gawking at her. I stood up so 
fast I almost fell across the desk. 

"Of course I remember you, Miss 
Witt," I stammered. "Won't you sit 
down? How did you come here? Have 
they relaxed the no-visitors rule?" 

She shook her head, smiling. "I'm not 
a visitor, Mr. Rand. Center advertised for 
a technician-secretary for you, and I 
tried for the job and got it. Subject to 
your approval, of course. I'm on proba
tion for a month, that is." 

"Wonderful," I said. It was a master
piece of understatement. I started to 
elaborate on it : "Marvelous-" 

There wa.s the sound of someone 
clearing his throat I looked around; 
Reagan was in the doorway_ This time 
not as a blue skeleton or a two-headed 
monster. Just plain Reagan. 

He said, "Answer to your radiotype 
just came." He crossed over and dropped 
it on my desk. I looked at it. "O.K. 
August 19th." it read. My momentary 
wild hope that they'd failed to accept my 
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August 19th-the next arrival of the 
Ark. They certainly weren't wasting any 
time-mine or theirs. Four days! 

Reagan said, "I thought you'd want to 
know right away, Phil." 

"Yeah," I told him. I glared at him. 
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"1banks." With a touch of spite-or 
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or that message would have said so; 
they're sending a replacement on the next 
shuttle of the Ark. 

But I didn't say that; the veneer of 
civilization was too thick, I said, "Miss 
Witt. I'd like you to meet-" They looked 
at each other and started to laugh, and I 
remembered. Of course, Reagan and 
Michaelina had both been in my botany 
class, as had Michaelina's twin brother, 
Ichabod. Only, of course, no one ever 
called the redheaded twins Michaelina 
and Ichabod. It was Mike and Ike, once 
you knew them. 

Reagan said, "I met Mike getting off 
the Ark. I told her how to find your 
office, since you we reo 't there to do the 
honors." 

"Thanks," I said. "Did the reinforcing 
bars come?" 

"Guess so. They unloaded some crates. 
They were in a burry to pull out again. 
They've gone." 

I grunted. 
Reagan said, "Well, I'll check the 

ladings. Just came to give you the radio
type; thought you'd want the good news 
nght away." 

He went out, and I glared after him. 
The louse. The-

Michaelina said, "Am I to start to 
work right away, Mr. Rand?" 

I straightened out my face and man
aged a smile. "Of course not," I told her. 
"You'll want to look around the place, 
first. See the scenery and get acclimated. 
Want to stroll into the village for a 
drink?" 

"Of course." 
We strolled down the path toward the 

little cluster of buildings, all small, one
story, and square. 

She said, "It's . . .  it's nice. Feels like 
I'm walking on air, I'm so light. Exactly 
what is the gravity?" 

"Point seven four," I said. "If you 
weigh . . um-m, a hundred twenty 
pounds on Earth, you weigh about 
eighty-nine pounds here. And on you, it 
looks good." 

She laughed. "Thank you, professor
Db, that's right; you're not a professor 
now. Your're now my boss, and I must 
call you Mr. Rand. 

"Unless you're willing to make it Phil, 
Michaelina." 
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Jchabod." 
"How is Ike?" 

"Fine. Has a student-instructor job at 
Poly, but he doesn't like it much." She 
looked ahead at the village. "Why so 
many small buildings instead of a few 
bigger ones?" 

"Because the average life of a structure 
of any kind on Placet is about three 
weeks. And you never know when one 
is going to fall down-with someone 
inside. It's our biggest problem. All we 
can do is make them small and light, 
except the foundations, which we make as 
strons; as possible. Thus far, nobody has 
been hurt seriously in the collapse of a 
building, for that reason, but- Did you 
feel that?" 

"The vibration 'l What was it, an earth-
quake?" 

"No," I said. "It was a flight of birds." 
"What?" 
I bad to laugh at the expression on her 

face. I said, "Placet is a crazy place. A 
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you are doing just exactly that Placet is 
one of the rare objects in the Universe 
that is composed of both ordinary and 
heavy matter. Matter with a collapsed 
molecular structure, so heavy you couldn't 
lift a pebble of it. Placet has a �;ore of 
that stuff; that's why this tiny planet, 
which has an area about twice the size 
of Manhattan Island, has a gravity three
quarters that of Earth. There is life
animal life, not intelligent-living on the 
core. There are birds, whose molecular 
structure is like that of the planet's core, 
so dense that ordinary matter is as 
tenuous to them as air is to us. They 
actually fly through it, as birds on Earth 
fly through the air. From their standpoint, 
we're walking on top of Placet's atmos
phere." 

"And the vibration of their flight under 
the surface makes the houses collapse?" 

"Yes, and worse-they fly right through 
the foundations, no matter what we make 
them of. Any matter we can work: with is 
just so much gas to them. They fly 
through iron or steel as easily as through 
sand or loam. I've just got a shipment of 
some specially tough stuff from Earth
the special alloy steel you heard me ask 
.Reagan about-but I haven't much hope 
of it doing any good." 

"But aren't those birds dangerous? I 
mean, aside from making the buildings 
fall down. Couldn't one .get up enough 
momentum flying to carry it out of the 
ground and into the air a little way? And 
wouldn't it go right through anyone who 
happened to be there?" 

"It would," I said, "but it doesn't. I 
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mean, they never fly closer to the surface 
than a few feet. Some sense seems to 
tell them when they're nearing the top 
of their 'atmosphere.' Somelhing analo
gous to the supersonics a bat uses. You 
know, of course, bow a bat can fly in 
utter darkness and never fly into a solid 
object." 

"'Like radar, yes." 
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the widgie birds must use something that 
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in air than a bird could exist or fly in a 
vacuum." 

While we were having a cocktail 
apiece in the village, Michaelina men
tioned her brother again She said, "Ike 
doesn't like teaching at all, Phil. Is there 
any chance at all that you could get him 
a job here on Placet? "  

I said, "I've been badgering Earth 
Center for another administrative assist
ant. The work is increasing plenty since 
we've got more of the surface under cul
tivation. Reagan really needs help. I'll-" 

Her whole face was alight with eager
ness. And I remembered. I was through. 
I'd resigned, and Earth Center would pay 
as much attention to any recommenda
tion of mine as though I were a widgie 
bird. I finished weakly, "'I'll . . .  I'll see 
if I can do anything about it." 

She said, "Thanks-Phil." My hand 
was on the table beside my glass, and 
for a second she put hers over it. All 
right, it's a hackneyed metaphor to say 
it felt as though a high-voltage current 
went through me. But it did, and it was 
a mental shock as well as a physical one, 
because I realized then and there that I 
was head over heels. I'd fallen harder 
than any of Placet's buildings ever had. 
The thump left me breathless. I wasn't 
watching Michaelina's face, but from the 
way she pressed her hand harder against 
mine for a millisecond and then jerked 
it away as though from a flame, she 
must have felt a little of that current, too. 

I stoo.d up a little shakily and sug
gested that we walk back to head
quarters. 
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accepted my resignation and I was with
out visible or invisible means of support. 
In a psychotic moment, I'd cooked my 
own goose. I wasn't even sure I could 
IZet a teaching job. Ee.rth Center is the 

most powerful organization in the 
Universe and has a finger in every pie. 
If $:fid��c����� fi; Michaelina do 
most of the talking; I bad some heavy 
thinking to do. I wanted to tell her the 
truth-and I didn't want to. 

Between monosyllabic answers, I 
fought it out with myself. And, finally, 
lost. Or won. I'd not tell her-until just 
before the next coming of the Ark. I'd 
pretend everythin$ was O.K. and normal 
for that long, g1ve myself that much 
chance to see if Michaelina would fall 
for me. That much of a break I'd give 
myself. A chance, for four days. 

And then-well, if by then she'd come 
to feel about me the way I did about her, 
I'd tell her what a fool I'd been and tell 
her I'd like to- No, I wouldn't let her 
return to Earth with me, even if she 
wanted to, until I saw light ahead 
through a fo�gy future. All I could tell 
her was that tf and when I had a chance 
of working my way up again to a decent 
job-and after all I was still only thirty
one and might be able to-

That sort of thing. 
Reagan was waiting in my office, look

ing as mad as a wet hornet. He said, 
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crates of special steel-aren't." 

"Aren't what?" 
"Aren't anything. They're empty 

crates. Something went wrong with the 
crating machine and they never knew it." 

"Are you sure that's what those crates 
were supposed to contain?''  

"Sure I'm sure. Everything else on the 
order came, and the ladings specified the 
steel for those particular crates." He ran 
a hand through his tousled hair. It made 
him look more like an airedale than he 
usually does. 

I grinned at him. "Maybe it's invisible 
steel." 

"Invisible, weightless and intangible. 
Can I word the message to Center tell
ing them about it?" 

"Go as far as you like," I told him. 
"Wait here a minute, though. I'll show 
Mike where her quarters are and then I 
want to talk to you a minute." 

I took Michaelina to the best available 
sleeping cabin of the cluster around 
headquarters. She thanked me again for 
trying to get Ike a job here, and I felt 
lower than a widgie bird's grave when 
I went back to my office. 

"Yeah, chief?" Reagan said. 
"About thnt message to Earth," I told 

him. "I mean the one I sent this morning 
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I don't wani you to say anything about it 
to Michaelina." 

He chuckled. "Want to tell her your
self, huh? O.K., I'll keep my yap shut." 

I said, a bit wryly, "Maybe 1 was 
foolish sending it." 

"Huh?" he said. "I'm sure glad you 
did. Swell idea." 

He went out, and I managed not to 
throw anything at him. 

The next day was a Tuesday, if that 
matters. I remember it as the day I 
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1 was dictating some notes on green
wort culture-Placet's importance on 
Earth is, of course, the fact that certain 
plants native to the place and which 
won't grow anywhere else yield deriva-
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sledding because I was watching Michael
ina take the :totes; she'd insisted on 
starting work her second day on Placet. 

And suddenly, out of a clear sky and 
out of a muggy mind, came an idea. I 
stopped dictating and rang for Reagan. 
He came in. 

"Reagan," I said, "order five thousand 
ampoules of J-17 Conditioner. Tell 'em 
to rush it." 

''Chief, don't you remember? We tried 
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didn't affect the optic nerves. We still saw 
screwy. It's great for conditioning people 
to high or low temperatures or-" 

"Or lo� or short waking-sleeping 
periods," I mterrupted him. ''That's what 
I'm talking about, Reagan, Look, revolv
ing around two suns, Placet has such 
short and irregular periods of light and 
dark that we never took them seriously. 
Right?" 

"Sure but-" 
"But 'since there's no logical Placet 

day and night we could use, we made 
ourselves slaves to a sun so far away we 
can't see it. We use a twenty-four hour 
day. But midperiod occurs every twenty 
hours, regularly. We can use conditioner 
to adapt ourselves to a twenty-hour day 
-six hours sleep, twelve awake-with 
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them. And in a darkened sleeping room 
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year-and nobody goes psychopathic on 
us. Tell me what's wrong with it." 

His eyes went bleak and blank and he 
hit his forehead a resounding whack with 
the palm of his band. 

He said. ''Too simple, that's what's 
wrong with it. So darned simple only a 
genius could see it. For two years I've 
been going slowly nuts and the answer 
so easy nobody could see it. I'll put the 
order in right away." 

He started out and then turned back. 
"Now how do we keep the buildings up? 
Quick, while you're fey or whatever you 
are.'' 

I laughed. I said, "Why not try that 
, invisible steel of yours in the empty 
crates?" 

He said, "Nuts," and closed the door. 
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Michaelina on a walking tour around 
Placet. Once around is just a nice day's 
hike. But with Michaelina Witt, any 
day's hike would be a nice day's bike. 
Except, of course, that I knew I bad 
only one more full day to spend with 
he
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with the shipment of conditioner that 
would solve one of our problems-and 
with whomever Earth Center was sending 
to take my place. It would warp through 
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rocket powec from there. It would be here 
Friday, and I'd go back with it. But I tried 
not to think about that. 

I pretty well managed to forget it until 
we got back to head

ili
arters and Reagan 
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"Chief, you did it." 
"Swell," I said. "I did what?" 
"Gave me the answer what to use for 

reinforcing foundations. You solved the 
problem." 

"Yeah?" I said. 
"Yeah. Didn't be Mike?" 
Michaelina looked as puzzled as I must 

have. She said, "He was kidding. He aaid 
to use the stuff in the empty crates, didn't 
he?'' 

Reagan 
£

inned again. "He just thou�t 
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use what was in the empty crates, and· I 
go
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then I did what Reagan had done the day 
before-bit myself a whack on the fore-
hea
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"Hollow foundations," I told her. 

"What's the one thing widgie birds won't 
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fly tbrough7 Air. We can make buildinp 
as big as we need them, now. For founda
tions. we sink double walls with a wide 
air space between. We can-" 
m!r��0/J:!�· c��u: ii� :it�'\ ·�':� .. b�k 
on Earth looking for a job. 

And Thursday went and Friday came. 
I was working, up till the last minute, 

because it was the easiest thing to do. 
With Reagan and Michaelina helping me, 
1 was making out material lists for our 
new construction projects. First, a three
story building of about forty rooms for a 
be�i�:::r!�r�H�tf�st, because it would 
be midperiod shortly, and you can't do 
pa\'Cr work when you can't read and can 
wnte only by feel. , 

But my mind was on the Ark. I picked 
up the phone and called the radiotype 
shack to ask. about it. 

"Just got a call from them," said the 
operator. ''They've warped in, but not 
close enough to land before midperiod. 
They'll land right after." 

"O.K.," I said, abandoning the hope 
that they'd be a day late. 

I got up and walked to the window. 
We were nearing midposition, all right. 
Up in the sky to the north I could see 
Placet coming toward us. 

"Mike " I said "Como here " 
She jo'ined m,; at tho windOw and we 

stood there, watching. My arm was 
around her. I don't remember putting it 
there, but I didn't take it away, and she 
didn't move. 

Behind us, Reagan cleared his throat. 
He said, "I'll give this much of the list to 
the operator. He can get it on the ether 
right after midperiod." He went out and 
shut the door behind him. 

Michaelina seemed to move a little 
closer. We were both looking out the 
window at Placet rushing toward us. She 
said, "Beautiful, isn't it, Phil?" 

"Yes," I said. But I turned, and I was 
looking at her face as I said it. Then-I 
hadn't meant to-1 kissed her. 

I went back, and sat down at my desk. 
She said, "Phil, what's the matter? You 
haven't got a wife and six kids hidden 
away somewhere, or something, have 
you? You were single when I had a crush 
on you at Earth Polytech- and I waited 
five years to get over it and didn't, and 
finally wangled a job on Placet just to
Do I have to do the proposing?" 

I groaned. I didn't look at her. 1 said, 
"Mike, I'm nuts about you. But-just 
before you came, I sent a two.word radio· 
type to Earth. It said, '1 quit.' So I've got 

to leave Placet on this shuttle of the Ark, 
and I doubt if I can even get a teaching 
job, now that I've got Earth Center down 
on me, and-" 

She said, "But, Phil ! "  and took a step 
toward me. 

There was a knock on tho door, 
Reagan's knock. I was glad, for once, of 
the interruption. I called out for him to 
come in, and he opened the door. 

He said, "You told Mike yet, chief?" 
I nodded, $1-umly. 
Reagan gnnned. "Good," he said; 'Tve 

been busting to tell her. Ifll be swell to 
see Ike again." 

"Hub?" I said. "Ike who?" 
Reagan's grin fa�ed. He said, "Phil, are 

you slipping, or something? Don't you 
remember giving me the answer to that 
Earth Center radiotype four days ago, just 
before Mike got here?" 

I stared at him with my mouth open. I 
hadn't even read that radiotype, let alone 
answer it. Had Reagan gone psychopathic, 
or had I'! I remembered shoving it in the 
drawer of my desk. I jerked open the 
drawer and pulled it out. My hand shook 
a little as I read it. 

REQUEST FOR ADDITIONAL AS· 
SISTANT GRANTED. WHOM DO 
YOU WANT FOR THE JOB? 

I looked up at Reagan again. I said, 
"You're trying to tell me I sent an answer 
to this?" 

He looked as dumbfounded as I felt. 
'"You told me to," he said. 
"What did I tell you to send?" 
"Ike Witt.'' He stared at me. "Chief, 

are you feeling all right?" 
I felt so all right something seemed to 

explode in my head. I stood up and 
started for Michaelina. I said, "Mike, will 
you marry me?" I got my arms around 
her, just in time, before midperiod closed 
down on us, so I couldn't see what she 
looked like, and vice versa. But over her 
shoulder I could see what must be 
Reagan. I said, "Get out of here, you 
ape," and I spoke quite literally because 
that's exactly what he appeared to be. A 
bright yellow ape. 

The floor was shaking under my feet, 
but other things were happening to me. 
too, and I didn't realize what the shaking 
mean until the ape turned back and 
yelled, "A flight of birds going under us, 
chief! Get out quick, before-" 

But that was as far as he got before the 
house fell down around us and the tin 
roof hit my head and knocked me out. 
Placet is a crazy place. I like it. 
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There have been many tales of the terror and riots that precede 
the end of the Earth, when some scientist accurately predicts its 
doom. But now let's see-would men react quite that way . . . ? 

Tuesday, 1949, January 18. 
SUNSPOT maximum and three days with
out a single spot! 

This cycle is certainly developing in a 
peculiar way. From the last minimum 
about March, 1944, sunspot activity 
jumped to a Wolf Number of 252 in 
December, 1948, the highest index on 
record since that rather dubious maxi
mum back in 1778. But this month spots 
have simply failed to appear, as com��:!f 
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Clarke's elaborate empirical analysis 
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combination of harmonics can ever 
represent the approximate eleven-year 
rise and fall in the number of sunspots. 
Instead I favor Halm's oild idea that each 
cycle is a separate outburst in itself. The 
very fact that our star is a weak variable 
means it is to be a certain degree unstable. 
Not unstable to the extent of a Cepheid 
variable but still-unstable. Indeed, 
Halm's hypothesis appeals to me more 
strongly now than when he announced it 
four cycles ago. 

There I go measuring my life in sun· 
spot cycles again ! But four cycles does 
sound much less than forty-four years. 
Yet bow little more I know about the sun 
than when I first came to Western Tech. 
In many ways the sun reminds me of a 
woman : just when you think your are 
beginning to understand her, invariably 
she will fool you. Enough of that What 
business does an old bachelor have 
writing such things in his diary? 

The drivinQ: clock on the coelostat was 
out of comm1ssion again today but I will 
have to repair it somehow. President 
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grounds that the budget was already over 
the limit I notice, however, that others 
seem to have no trouble socuri01 large 
allotments. 

Until some spots show up I suppose I 
can best employ my time testing those 
new Eastman IV-K plates that arrived 
today. 

Evening. 
When I wrote this morning that tho sun 
invariably does the unexpected, I bad no 
idea my words would be so soon ful
filled. 

Spent an hour this afternoon taking 
test plates on the solar spectrum in the 
yellow and orange. Imagine my astonish
ment upon examining one of the plates 
with an eyepiece to see the 03 line of 
neutral helium. Of course, 03 often shows 
above active sunspots, but I believe this 
is the first case of its appearance over a 
calm undisturbed region. Smedley would 
probably know about this but I dread to 
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proof of my growing senility. How differ
ent was my own attitude when I was a 
young instructor ! 

The weather looked threatening at sun
set but when I stepped out on the plat
form just now the sky was clear. The 
valley five thousand feet above was .a 
carpet of lights from downtown Los 
Angeles to Santa Monica. Better drive 
down for a haircut and fresh pipe 
tobacco soon-my two-weeks supply is 
nearly gone. I really shouldn't stay on 
the mountain so long at a time. Too 
much solitude is as bad for the mind as 
too much inbreeding is bad for the race. 

Besides, I absolutely must get started 
on the notes Marley left behind. Publica
tion of such valuable material should not 
be so loog delayed. 

Wednesday, Janauary 19. 
The long quiescent spell in solar 

activity is broken at last, and how it was 
broken! 

An enormous spot is coming around 
tho east l,imb, that iboukl bo an easy 
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naked-eye object Within a few days. 
Unable to get magnetic classification but 
feel sure from general appearance must 
be a gamma. Radio and television stations 
beware. They will be in for pleny of 
trouble soon. 

After the two direct shOts of the sun, 
I switched the beam over for a look 
throu�h the polarizing monochromator, 
Just m time to catch a splendid surge. 
Near the big spot the sun was swollen up. 
like a boil. Suddenly a long arm emerged 
from the protuberance moving at a 
velocity I estimated at one hundred fifty 
miles per second. After reaching out to 
about sixty thousand miles the filament 
paused uncertainlY. Then it was with
drawn, as suddenly as it emerged. 

So often the sun conveys the feeliog of 
life. At times it is like a sleeping monster, 
sluggish, dormant; at others, alive and 
tense, like a tiger crouched to spring. 

Thursday, January 20. 
In addition to the spot-group that came 

around the limb yesterday, a fast-growing 
spot had broken out in heliographic 
latitude 42 N. This is the farthest I 
have ever ·seen a spot from the solar 
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but this is a large vigorous spot with a 
magnetic field of 2000 gauss. 

If the face of the sun is a strange sight 
when viewed directly, it is as nothing 
compared to its appearance when 
analyzed by the spectroscope. At 1 8  
hours GCf J?hotographed a broad bright 
wing projecung from the violet side of 
the red hydrogen line, presumably due to 
a streamer of gas spurting from the solar 
surface with a speed of around four 
hundred miles per second. 

Not so spectacular but much harder 
to believe, was the discovery of a faint 
bright line in the blue. Yesterday 1 
expressed my surprise at finding 5875, 
the yellow line of neutral helium, in the 
sun. Today I was positively shocked 
when I discovered that 4686 of ionized 
helium also showed faintly. 

I wonder if I should send a wire to 
Harvard? But I hesitate to take such a W.1So�efi���s { es
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observed anything unusual. I hate to 
consult with Smedley on anything. How 
I wish Marley were here. He was always 
so sympathetic and understanding. 

Friday, January 21 .  
Apparently I am the only astronomer 

who bas gotten a look at the sun recently. 

Talked with' Mount Wilson office in 
Pasadena this morning. They said there is 
feet of snow on the mountain with the 
power line out, and the road blocked by 
slides and boulders. The Atlantic coast 
�i��o s
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�ies:tilco��:'reb�tuation �as paralyzed 

Saturday, January 22. 
After clouds put a stop to observa

tions last Thursday, I drove down to the 
campus for a look at Marley's notes. I 
found the box in my office where it had 
come all the way from Dunedin, New 
Zealand. 

What a great observer Marley was. 
And what a lucky observer ! Three years 
in the southern hemisphere and three 
novae so far south he was the only one 
to get a complete photographic record. 
To think I had the same opportunity 
and turned it down. But somehow I was 
afraid to leave the old observatory here 
and venture into strange surroundings_ 

Marley was one of the most uncom
municative men I have ever known. 
Whenever he had anything to say he 
said it in his notebook. Taking notes 
got to be a habit with him, just as keep
ing a diary is with me. He kept his 
notes on special forms which he had 

fb!�ef0 f�be t�i!cruf�h�r�nd later bound 

Exploring the contents of the packing 
box was sad business. Here was the sum 
total of a man's life work-a dozen 
leatherbound volumes, some reprints of 
his published papers, a box of plates 
taken at the coude focus of the 60-inch, 
a worn account book, a few old letters 
and pictures. I feel guilty going through 
a man's personal effects in this way, but 
that was Marley's last wish. 

Those sunspots are wrecking our com
munication systems. Traders went Y<ild 
the other morning when stock market 
quotations came in all garbled up. For 
a while U.S. Steel was selling at 269 and 
Johns-Manville Corporation at 2t. 

Astronomy in Wall Street-it can 
happen I 

Sunday, January 23. 
More clouds and more desk work. 
Preparing Marley's notes for publica

tion in the Astrophysical Journal has not 
been so dull as I supposed. It begins to 
look as if he observed far more than 
any of us ever suspected; more than any
one bas ever observed before him. Ap-
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parently he got on the trail of one of 
tho biggest problems in astrophysics
tho spectrum of a nova before the out
burst. 

One of the essential characteristics of 
�:U;0

t�� ':a
a��fle�0 c�:���� ���c�; 

quite different rates. That is, some novae 
run through their life history much faster 
than others. The changes themselves are 
so familiar, however, that an expert can 
take one look at the spectrum of a 
nova and accurately predict its behavior 
in the future. 

We have many long series of observa
tioo.s on novae after the outburst. The 
one section of their life history that is 
still blank is the pre-maximum stage. 
Since novae arise from stars that were 
originally faint and inconspicuous, it is 
only by accident that we know anything 
about them before tho explosion oc
curred. But it seems reasonable to sup
pose that a star must �ive some indica
tion of the approachmg cataclysm in 
d?c�:�c0io�0

g 
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be tC�� 
symptoms could be observed and recog
nized. 
wh
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a�mM��ky 
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on March 7, 1948, writing of Nova 
Muscae, be says : "The spectral changes 
a star exhibits in the pre-maximum stage 
are so well-marked that I now have no 
hesitation in predicting not merely the 
day but the very hour of outburst. These 
chao.ges are identical although proceeding 
at vastly different rates for various types 
of novae. For example, a 'flash' nova, 
such as N Puppis 1942, might pass 
through a series of changes in a week, 
���t 

c:!u�� �\r���o�� f:i� �o��t�r� 
1925." 

Surely an observer as astute as George 
Lambert Marley would never have com
mitted himself to such a statement unless 
he had the necessary and sufficient proof 
to convince a dozen men. 

After poring over his notes till mid
night I stepped outside the office to 
check the weather. Fog was drifting in 
from the ocean but the sky was still clear 
in the northeast. At first I thought a 
forest fue had broken out behind the 
San Gabriel mountains, for the whole 
heavens in that direction were suffused 
with a dull crimson glow. Thi:n I realized 
it was an aurora, the finest I had seen 
since 1917.  It was the type classified by 
�ffu��te/�!tJ��� �:�:�:ic(bM.

ni�i:b 

often follow intense displays of rays and 
curtains. 

The red glow soon faded away, but 
���te��!rr!�::J, fe���n�h��J;:;��0�n� 
restless, so that sleep dtd not come till 
nearly dawn. 

Monday, January 24 
The clouds began to break about 

eleven o'clock this a.m., causing me to 
jump in the car and get back to the 
Observatory full speed ahead. I climbed 
�y 

t��o���it?: ���l�ukt 
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rors, and hastened down to the spectro
graph, arriving badly winded. 

My first glimpse of the sun was a re· 
velation. The high latitude northern spot 
has grown until there surely has never 
been a spot like it before. The excoriated 
area resembles not so much a sunspot as 
a great open wound in the· solar surface; 
a region where the white skin of the 
photosphere has been peeled aside reveal
mg the dark flesh of the umbra beneath. 

While I was focusing the image-for 
the seeing was pretty bad-suddenly a 
b����r 

tgf 
bl��n�ik:��o':ds, 

s��g���� 
so intensely brilliant that I was momen
tarily dazzled. For fully teo seconds I 
must have stood there dumbly before 
�:����c��tit

d��: :iFe:ti��� �f ��e
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Carrington had witnessed way back in 
1859-the only known case of a so-called 
solar "flare" becoming directly visible on 
the surface of the sun. 

Like Carrington, at first I was too 
startled to behave rationally. What to 
do? Should I try to photograph the spec-
:��� f!a���g

�
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g��: �e���� 
I could load a plate holder and make an 
exposure. Finally, goading myself into 
some kind of action, I grabbed an eye
piece and began examining the solar 
spectrum visually, cbeckinf; on the ap
pearance of the different lmes as best I 
could by eye. 

As I expected, the hydrogen lines were 
so bright over the flares that they actu
ally sparkled. In fact, the whole �almer 
series was lit up, from H alpha m the 
red to H epsilon in the violet. H beta 
glittered like Vega on a clear frosty 
ni�ht. Bright lines of ioo.ized metals, 
chtefl.y iron and titanium, were also 
visible. Wholly unexpected were two 
strong bright hoes gleaming in the green 
and red. Although unable to �easu�e 
their positions closely I am convmced m 
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my own mind of their identity. They are 
5303 of Fe XIV and 6374 of Fe X-lines 
previously observed only in the corona 
and a few novae. 

ne!!frmwJ�_
h1l��s ��: d�::m�e:r�� 

get a photograph at all costs. Rushing 
into the darkroom I tore tho wrapper off 
a fresh box of plates, loaded the plate 
holder, and was outside again in less 
than three minutes. But alas! ---clouds 
were racing over the image of the suo 

�����£eJ�s�,
th� ft�t':���o� co�l�i�i:; 

holder and pulled the slide, praying for 
five minutes of clear sky which was all 
the CX{lOSUre time I needed. But instead 
of gettmg better the clouds grew thicker, 
and before I knew it rain was splattering 
down on top of the spectrograph, forcing 
me to close the dome in a hurry. 

What an opportunity I missed! The 
second time in a century this effect has 
been seen and 1 failed to get a single 
permanent record. I hope Smedley never 
hears of this. 

Wednesday, January 26 
I have just telegraphed the Harvard 

College Observatory. Although fearful to 
release a message of such sensational 
import, I felt that the information in my 
possession should no longer be withheld. 

After failing to get a photograph of 
the coronal lines, the weather looked so 
bad that I decided to drive down to the 
office and continue work on Marley's 
notes. After the statement I found on 
Sunday night, I felt sure he must have 
left a complete account of the l?re
maximum stage behind. But he failed 
to mention the matter further, seeming 
to be more concerned with improving 
the transmission of his spectrograP.h than 
with stellar instability. 

I went through one leather bound 
volume after another until the entire set 
was exhausted, and nothing remained but 
some letters and an old account book. 
The latter I had already passed by several 
times, as unlikely to contai..l'l. anything 
more scientific than Marley's laundry 
bills or his losses at bridge. Yet it was 
in this very book that Marley had en
trusted his most valuable data, on the old 
principle of "The Purloined Letter," that 
people seldom look in the obvious place. 
These data might easily have been dis
covered accidentally if kept in his regular 
notebooks, but it was highly improbable 
that anyone would give a second place 
to Th�healrs���;! bo��C the caption, 

"Course of Events in Galactic Novae." 
Underneath he had writteri : "Once in
stability has definitely developed in a star 
the series of events as described herein 

�iff;;;;i�:f�S . .ft���f� of�e':I���e�� 
D, may be calculated for any particular 
date of outburst, N, by the formula, 
log N = log Rh / c - 3  log D. On the next 
page Marley bad given the values of the 
constants together with a table from 
which log D could be interpolated. The 
parameter, D, seemed to be a function 
of several variables the meaning of which 
was not clear. But there was no am
biguity about how to use D itself. 

The rest of the pages were ruled into 
three columns each. The first was labeled 
DATE, and bore such entries as N - 12, 
N - 1 1 ,  . . .  N, N + 1 ,  et cetera. The 
second cOlumn contained the predicted 
appearance of the nova's spectrum, 
while the third evidently referred to how 
well the predictions agreed with obser
vations. Obviously agreement was excel
lent in most cases, for generally there 
was simply a check mark, with perhaps 
some such comment as, "nebular lines 
exceptionally strong," or "4640 stage 
rather late," et cetera. 

At the end of the series Marley had 
..yritten the Greek letter capital Mu with 
a flourish. This was Marley's astronomi
cal signature, analogous to Herschel's 
famous H, and Otto Struve's Omicron 
Sigma. I happened to know it also meant 
Marley was satisfied with this piece of 

tig��:�d
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Turning through the leaves and mar
veling at the wealth of material at my 
fingertips, I began to be aware of some
thing vaguely familiar about certain of 
the entries. They followed a pattern that 
I recognized without • being able to 
identify. Thus near the beginning of the 
series there were such notations as, 

::J::::: ��ieta�fJ;�f
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"4686 of He II faintly visible." It was 
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be discerned with absolute assurance; in
deed, from my observations on T Pysidis 
and T Coronae Borealis, it appears that 
a star may exhibit all the foregoing symp
toms of instability without necessarily 
exploding. The first sure sign is the ap
pearance of the green and red coronal 
lines. These constitute proof positive that 
the star will proceed to outburst as a 
flash 110va." The italics are Marley's. 

I'll admit that after reading this I was 
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badly shaken. The inference was unmis-
takable. Something bad gone wrong 
within the sun. Instability instead of 
manifesting itself by the usual harmless 
eleven-year rise and fall in sunspot 
activity, bad been much more serious in 
the present cycle. Beginning as far back 
as 1945 or '46, some break or disloca
tion had occurred far below the surface. 
Insignificant at first, disruption bad 
gradually spread, releasing stores of 
latent energy previously untapped within 
the atom. This latent energy had now 
built up until the first signs were becom
ing evident, the warning signals that dis
ruption was close at band. 

No wonder the sunspot cycle had de
veloped in a peculiar way ! No wonder 
mammoth spots were breaking out in high 
latitudes. No wonder hi¥h temperature 
lines of helium were begmning to blaze 
in the solar spectrum I 

How long? 
Marley had giyen a little formula from 

which the rate of development could be 
calculated. To find the day of outburst it 
was only necessary to substitute the ap
propriate value of log D from his table 
and solve for the corresponding value 
of N. 

Dreading to know the answer, yet im-
r�:t{oa �;���ar�tf}s 

I ���1fh�0�;���i 
lines had appeared on day N�53, which 
in Marley's notation made log D equal 
to -8.7654. R was the radius of the sun in 
centimeters, h was Planck's constant, a c 
was the velocity of light. 

I began taking the numbers out of a 
log table with trembling hands. So great 
was my agitation that I was compelled to 
repeat the calculation several times. Add
ing up the figures I could not suppress a 
cry of desPair. Log N was 0.4774. Barely 
three days-seventy-two hours left. Next 
Saturday at the latest. 

Frantically I went back through the 
notes, searching for some loophole, some 
hint that might invalidate the whole pro
ceeding. Like a lunatic repeating the same 
act over and over again. I must have cal
culated the value of N a dozen times. I 
carried the figures out to a ridiculous 
number of decimals. Always the result 
was the same. Three days-seventy-two 
bou·rs. Less than that now I 

At daybreak I tossed the calculations 
�nt;,:b�f ���;�a
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I keep at the office. While it was boiling 
I composed the following message to 
Harvard: 

5875 HE I OBSERVED INTE
GRATED LIGHr CENTER OF SUN 
JANUARY 18. 4686 HE II OBSERVED 
IN EMISSION JANUARY 20. CORO
NAL LINES 5303 and 6374 SEEN 
OVER SPOT GROUP AT 57 WEST 42 
NORTII JANUARY 24. SOLAR PHE
NOMENA CLOSELY FOLLOWING 
PAITERN DESCRIBED BY MARLEY 

�UNPUBLISHED MATERIAL ON 
NOVA CIRCINAE 1947, NOVA 
MUSCAE 1947, NOVA ARAB 1948. 

PHILIP LATHAM. 
After telephoning the message to 

:���d��a�l��ti�f���i��� c::tai�f;�o v:l!� 
can accuse me of exaggeration or sensa
tionalism. I have stated the facts and 
nothing more. 

Evening, January 27. 
Well, the cat is out of the bag. 
This afternoon while measuring a plate 

of N Circinae taken at the Cassegrain 
spectrograph there came an authoritative 
knock at the door. Peering outside I dis
covered two young men, one of whom 
carried a camera and tripod. They 
introduced themselves as a reporter and 
photographer from the morning Chronicle. 
It seems that a flash bad come in over the 
teletype about my wire to Harvard and 
they had been sent out to investigate. 
When I expressed astonishment that my 
wire had reached the press they had a 
ready explanation. Scientific news has 
become so important since the war that 
men are especially trained to handle 
events of this kind. Naturally they keep 
a close watch on the Harvard College 
Observatory, which acts as the clearing 
house for astronomical discoveries. The 
result was that as soon as my message was 
received it was immediately rewritten in 
popular terms and J;Cleased over the wires 
of Science Associated. 

I was reluctant to talk at first, but the 
young man was very persuasive, and 
before I knew it I was telling {ar more 
than I ever intended. I be$an cautiously 
enough, emphasizing the unportance of 
Marley's brilliant work at Dunedin and 
minimizing my own efforts. I presume 
that reporters eventually grow extremely 
expert at drawing people out for it was 
certainly true in my case. After the re
porter had tilled several pages, the photog
rapher got me to pose for several pictures, 
peering into the eyepiece of the measur
mg machine, examining a celestial globe 
as if 1 were an astrologer, et cetera. I felt 
perfectly ridiculous, but whenever I 
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submitting to whatever they wished. The 
session lasted for fully an hour, and when 
it was over I felt as exhausted as if I bad 
given half a dozen lectures. 

Then just as the men from the Chronicle 
were leaving a couple more arrived from 
the Dispatch. Th1s time I really en
deavored to refuse them admittance, ob-. 
jecting quite vehemently to this invasion 
of my privacy. But they were so insistent, 
claiming that since I had given the 
Chronicle a statement it would be unfair 
not to do the same for them, that at length 
I relented. Besides, they said, if they re
turned to the office empty-handed, they 
might lose their jobs. So to my intense 
chagrin I had to go through the whole 
performance again. 

Since they left about an hour ago I 
have had time to think it all over and I 
feel terribly upset. The reclusive life of a 
professor of astronomy is surely a poor 
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I have to face men outside the university 
I feel so helpless, almost like a child. 

I see so clearly that I should have 
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assert myself, take a firm stand and thc;n 
stick to it. Now there is no telling where 
this may end. Worst of all, there is not 
the slightest excuse for me. Not the 
slightest excuse in the world. 

I am thoroughly aware of the official 
attitude here toward sensational news. 
paper publicity for members of the faculty. 
A professor over in the Economics De-
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of a story that he gave out to one of the 
picture magazines. Next year I will reach 
the age of retirement of sixty-seven, but 
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well as picking up a little pocket money 
teaching Astronomy 1 in summer session. 
But, if the statements I just issued arouse 
adverse criticism, my petition for post· 
retirement work will almost certainly be 
denied. 

Once I nearly screwed up sufficient 
courage to call the papers and forbid 
them to use the story. But I didn't know 
how to explain myself adequately over 
the phone, and bes1des it might result in 
making matters even worse. The more 
I turned the situation over in my mind 
the more deplorable it seemed. I would 

f: �:��� :o
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the best of my ability for four decades, 
only to end my career in humiliation and 
disgrace. 

Midnight 
Sitting in the gathering dusk a few 

hours ago my heart filled with despair, 
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that it had escaped me completely. 

wt!, ��ru:r��� �:Uii����i:: ::u�b� 
make? 

It required considerable time for my 
mind to grasp that elementary fact clearly 

:�r�iR:.mJ�� ��egr;: t?�e �fe��fr��� ;b: 
sensation was glorious-like being born 
again. 

Going back over the years it seemed to 
me I had always been afraid of some-
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my rightful position in the world. How 
often I had seen other men less capable 
move on ahead, become big research men 
or executives, while I was content to re. 
main obscurely in the background. 

I thought of how many other people 
there must be like myself who live con· 
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fear of dying of cancer, fear of a help
less old age-

Now that was behind me. I felt like a 
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to those around him. Life was going to be 
extremely simple. 

Thoroughly tired and relaxed, 1 
stretched out on the cot by the measuring 
machine, and fell immediately into a pro· 
found dreamless slumber. 

The ringing of the telephone awakened 
me. For several seconds I listened without 

���
n

t� ;��
r
��e;'j; �� :a';:! �!�k,

h��� 
end of the world, no need to worry any 
more, et cetera. 

"Hello," I grunted. 
"Is that you, Latham?" It was Smedley 

calling, the young man who bad recently 
been appointed instructor in astronomy. 

"Yes." 
"Well, I've been trying everywhere to 

find you," he compla10ed. "You weren't 
at your apartment or the Observatory." 

"Maybe that was because I was asleep 
here at the office." 

"What was that?" 
"[ said MAYBE IT WAS BECAUSE I 

WAS ASLEEP HERB AT THB 
OPPICE I "  
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"Ob ! "  be exclaimed. H e  sounded 
slightly startled. "Then you didn't bear 
the ten o'clock news broadcast over 
KQX ? "  

"No, I didn't bear it." 
"It was mostly about you," be chuckled. 

"I've heard some awful stuff over the 
radio but this takes the prize. Can't 
imagine how they could have gotten hold 
of such a story. Something about the sun 
turning into a fast nova." 

"Possibly they got it because I gave it 
to them." 

"You what ! "  
"Listen, Smedley : i f  I was quoted to 

the effect that the world is commg to an 
end then I was quoted correctly. That's 
exactly what I said and that's exactly what 
! meant." · 

"You aren't serious?" 
Je

wh!s���!� .���ft 
s�[ih�s �r �ll��·�. 

I'm sorry to have distur�ed you," and he 
hung up. 
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Friday morning, January 28 
Catherine Snodgrass, president Bixby's 

secretary and one of the minor fuehrers 
at Western Tech, called me early this 
morning as I was finishing a pot of coffee 
and reading "Of Human Bondage." As 
usual, she was very definite and positive. 

"President Bixby has arranged an ap
pointment for you at ten o'clock," she 
informed me. "If you will stop at my desk, 
I will see that you are admitted without 
delay." 

"Sorry," I said, "but I can't make it at 
ten." 

"I beg your pardon." 
People seemed to have trouble in under

standing me lately. "I said I can't be there 
at teo. Tell Bixby I'll be there at eleven 
instead." 

"The president is very anxious to see 
you. I would su�gest that you come at 
teo," she • said qmetly. 

"Sorry. Can't come till eleven." 
There was a long silence pregnant with 

meaning. "Very well, Dr. Latham, I will 
tell him. Thank you." 

There was no reason why I couldn't 
come at one time as well as another, ex
cept that I was seized with a perverse 
desire to frustrate the local hierarchy. I 
poured myself a fourth cup of coffee and 
went back to reading "Of Human Bond
age," a novel I bad been tryina; to finish 
for five yean. 

I had reached the part where Mildred 

is being particularly spiteful and was so 
absorved that eleven o'clock came before 
I knew it. Previously I would have been 
sitting on the edge of a chair in the 
reception room ten minutes before time, 
but now I sauntered slowly over to the 
Administration Building. 

Bixby was talkin� into a dictaphone 
when I came in. He IS a large powerfully 
built man, with strong prominent 
features, and a crisp white mustache. 
Hair graying slightly at the temples. Most 
common remark beard about him is that 
he looks more like an international 
banker than a professor. It has been said 
t�at to be a successful college president, 
a man must have the digestion of a billy 
goat. the hide of a rhinoceros, and the 
money-getting powers of a secretary of 
the treasury. There could be no denying 
that as head. of Western Tech, Bixby was 
an outstanding success. 

He lost no time getting down to 
business. 

"I believe I can say without fear or 
hesitation that no one has more vigor
ously championed the cause of academic 
freedom than myself. A scientist to be 
great must be free, at liberty to carry the 
bright torch of knowledge wherever 
nature beckons. These are truths upon 
which I am sure we are all agreed." 

I nodded assent 
"At the same time," he said clearing 

his throat, "we should be circumspect. 
In our relations With the man in the 
street, we must neither depict science as 
magic nor scientists as magicians, making 
stupendous discoveries. Otherwise the 
results of our labors are liable to serious 
misinterpretation by the ignorant and 
superstitious." 

He frowned at me through his rimless 
glasses. "Dr. Latham, I feel very strongly 
that your message should have been 
submitted to the faculty committee on 
announcements before sending to Har· 
vard." 

He paused, evidently expecting me to 
��in�0
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rejoinder, remained silent 

"Now, Latham," Bixby continued not 
unkindly, "I am familiar with your long 
and distinguished career here at Tech. 
Personally, l do not doubt for an instant 
that you had not the s.lightest intention 
of deliberately seeking sensational pub
licity. Unfortunately, the harm is done; 
the die is cast. The in9titution will be 
:::�r b�ti�o!:!�n�st}y h� �it; 
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counting on may be held up if this thing 
gets out of control." 

He got up and began pacing back and 
forth across the office. Suddenly he 
turned and confronted me. 

"You spend a lot of time at the 
Observatory, don't you?" 

"Yes,''- I replied, "my teaching duties 
have been very light in recent years." 

"Often up there for days and weeks 
at a time?" 

'"That's true," I admitted. 
"Just as I thought," he said. "You 

know, the'man most likely to get his feet 
off the ground is the man who works 
alone. We need the contact of others to 
keep us on the straight path. Even the 
very best go off the deep end occasionally. 
If I remember correctly, Kepler was 
something of a mystic. Herschel thought 
the sun was inhabited. Sir Isaac Newton 
had a theory about light particles having 
fits." He stopped uncertainly. 

I finished it for him. "And Philip 
Latham, associate professor of astronomy, 
thinks the world is coming to an end. It 
does sound kind of crazy, doesn't it?" 

He looked down at me and smiled. 
"Yes, Latham, to put it bluntly, it does 
sound kind of crazy. Glad you see it that 
wa

;r�· reached across the desk for pencil 
and paper. "Here. Suppose you write out 
something for the papers. No elaborate 
explanation, you understand; just any
thing to satisfy the reporters and calm 
down the people. Something about how 
new observations have caused you to 
revise your statement of yesterday, the 
sun is O.K., and looks good for another 
million years yet" 

He went around to the opposite side 
of the desk and began arranging some 
papers together and laying them in metal 
containers. "While you're doing that I'll 
have Kit-Miss Snodgrass---<:all the press 
and issue a statement Kill this thing 
right away." 

I shook my head. "I am not aware of 
any new observational evidence," I said. 
"My statement yesterday still stands." 

"What's that?" Bixby said absently, 
continuing to arrange the papers. 

"I said I have no intention of retract
ing my statement." 

Bixby stopped suddenly as if unable to 
believe his ears. Then he walked slowly 
around the side of the desk looming 
larger and larger, until he towered above 
me so high I felt like an ant. For an 
������e. 1 B��o�g�� :: s��e
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low tone, choosing his words very slowly 
and carefully. 

"There's something I haven't told you 
yet. Neither the board of trustees nor 
the regents know anything about it No
body knows about it but myself." His 
voice sank nearly to a whisper. "There's 
a good chance of getting three million 
dollars out of Irwin Mills, the publisher, 
for a new observatory. Wants to establish 
it as a memorial to his son who died in 
the war." He leaned forward impressively. 
"How would you like to be the director 
of that new observatory?" 

"It's a dream I've had for fifteen 
years." 

Bixby slammed his fist into the palm of 
his hand. "Exactly ! "  be said. "We've 
been needing a new telescope around here 
for a long time. Present equipment in 
pretty bad shape. But here's the point: 
we won't get a nickel out of Mills if 
this wild story builds up. He'll think 
we're a bunch of screwballs and pull out 
on us. We can't always get things just 
the way we want them. A man's got to 
be reasonable-practical." 

''That's what I'm trying to be-practi
cal," I told him, "although not that it 
makes much difference any more." 

I decided I might as well give it to him 
straight 

"You see it's really true, this wild story 
about the world coming to an end. As 
kids we read stories about the end of 
the world and all the different ways it 
could happen. But they were just words 
on a piece of paper born out of some
body's imagination. This is the real thinJt. 
Of course, you can't believe it. I can't 
actually believe it myself. We're all too 
engrossed in our own affairs, too colos
sally conceited, to believe that anything 
from outside could conceivably destroy 
the little world we have created for our 
s�.fh�f�j��e!�;ng t��!PerSaid. "I'm 
afraid nothing we can do is likely to 
change the situation." 

Bixby had remained impassive while I 
was speaking. Now he walked slowly to 
his desk and sat down. 

"Then you refuse to co-operate." He 
said it more to himself than to me. 
Iik�.'

�rugged. "Put it that way if you 

"This can ruin us. Ruin me and tho 
whole institution." He was studying me 
curiously, as if he had never really seen 
me before, and had just become aware of 
my existence. 

"You're mad," he said dully. 
I left him sitting there bunched over 
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the top of his desk. For the first time I 
noticed bow old and gray be looked. 

At the office I found the postman bad 
left a stack of letters for me. A.J. I 
seldom receive mail, except copies of the 
Scientific Monthly and the Astrophysical 
Journal, I opened the envelopes with 
considerable interest. They were from 
people who had heard about me over the 
radto, and felt impelled to take their pen 
in hand immediately. 

Some of the letters were hardly more 
than scrawls written on the back of old 
grocery bills and wrapping paper. Others 
were neat1y typed on fine stationery with 
impressive letterheads, such as Institute 
of Psychoelectrical Research, or Bureau 
of Cosmic Power and Light. Several 
writers inclosed pamphlets expounding 
their views in detail. Through them all 
ran the same theme. I have discovered 
the secret of the universe. I have refuted 
Newton's law of gravitation. I have found 
the law that explains the secret of the 
moon, sun, and stars. Three correspond
ents attacked me violent1y for trying to 
anticipate their own predictions of the 
end of the world. 

I wondered why victims of paranoia 
with delusions of grandeur so often find in 
astronomy the outlet which their minds are 
seeking? Every professional astronomer 
receives such letters. I know a director of 
a large observatory who has been getting 
letters from an inmate of an asylum for 
years. It is useless to attempt to point out 
the fallacies in their highly systematized 
delusions. That is the worst trouble with 
these people, I reflected. They are the 
last ones to see anything strange in their 
actions. 

Tossing the letters as.ide I reviewed 
the events of the morning. I admit I 
could not suppress a feeling of elation at 
my triumph over Bixby. Once I would 
have been utterly crushed by his tirade. 
Now it left me quite unmoved. What a 
surprise was in store for him tomorrow ! 
I started to laugh out loud, then checked 
myself barely in time. 

A psychiatrist had once told me that 
only the insane laugh out loud-alone. 

Midnight 
By evenin¥ my sense of elation had 

fled leaving m its wake a sense of deep 
depression. At the same time I was filled 
with a strange uneasiness which made my 
apartment seem intolerable. Ordinarily • I 
avoid people, having a dread of crowds 
that amount! almost to a. phobia. But 
tonight the thoua;ht of human cornpan-
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Chronicle, which I thought should have 
my story · by this time. Sure enough, 
there it was on the front page of the 
second edition. OLD SOL SET FOR 
BLOWUP ! the caption read. Under
neath was the subhead, World's End Due 
Saturday, says Dr. Latham of W.I.T. 

Naturally I had assumed that nothin� 
could compete with the end of the world 
for news interest Yet I found my story 
was overshadowed by an account of a 
shooting that had occurred on the Sunset 
strip, which occupied practically all the 
rest of the t'age. Worse still, my photo
graph was dtsplayed next to the principal 
in the shooting, a blond young woman 
in a playsuit. Anyone casually glancing at 
the paper would have gotten the impres
sion that I was also concerned in the 
affair. 

It seemed to me that all the stories I 
had ever read about the end of the world 
had been so different from the way this 
was turning out. In the stories there had 
always been wild tumult as the final hour 
drew near, half the people indulging in a 
frenzied orgy of pleasure while the other 
half offered up fervent prayers for 
deliverance. My prediction of the end of 
the world had now been broadcast over 
the radio dozens of times and widely 
publicized in the papers. Yet the only 
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premiere was trying to get under wav. 
Suppose, I said to myself, that I were 

to setze that young man there by the arm 
and try to explain to him I believed the 
end of the world was near. What evidence 
could I produce to prove my assertion? 

I could tell him of observations made 
with my own eyes. 

He would say I was lying; refuse to 
believe me. 

I could show him Marley's notes. 
They would be meaningless to him. A 

mere jumble of words and symbols 
scrawled in an old account book. 

Finally, I could produce actual photo
graphs of the spectrum lines. 

Nothing but chance agglomerations of 
silver grains on a gelatin emulsion. 
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duct of too muc&' port wine and brandy 
Suppose I drank myself into unoon-
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sciousness tonight. Would I awaken to
morrow to find the same old GO star 
shining as usual, radiating energy at the 
rate of 1 .94 calories per square centi
meter �r minute? 

DriVlng up the winding road to the 
Observatory late that evening I deter
mined upon my course of action next 
day. Writing it down here will serve to 
fix it in my mind. 

The time of outburst based upon Mar
ley's formula is 1 6 :  12  Pacific Standard 
Time, which is about an hour and a half 
before sunset at this time of year. lf the 
cloud of gas expands at the average rate 
of six hundred miles per second, it will 
not reach the Earth's orbit for nearly two 
days. The intense heat pouring from the 
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probably render the daylight side of 
Earth scorching hot· within a very few 
minutes. At any rate, after I detect the 
first signs of disruption in the mono· 
chromator there should be sufficient time 
for me to inclose this diary in a heat· 
resistant box and store it at the bottom 
of the suntower two hundred feet below 
ground. 

Is it insane to hope that this diary 
will by some miracle be spared? Only 
too well I realize the futility of taking 
any precautions against a waH of flame 
that will turn the solid earth into in· 
candescence. But in those last minutes it 
will at least be something to do, a definite 
plan to put into execution. 

N Day. 
08 : 00 : The solar rotation bas carried 

the large northern spot.group out of 
sigbt around the limb. The other spot 
has settled down to a stable beta.p 
group. Once again the face of the sun is 
normal. 

I have just completed the routine pro· 
gram of solar observations that I have 
carried out continuously since 1906. 
First two direct photographs of the sun. 

Then a photograph in hydrogen light, a 
photograph in calcium, and a series on 
the prominence projecting around the 
limb. The plates have been developed 
and are fixing in the darkroom. 

08 : 30 : Observed a tornado promi· 
nence of moderate height at position 
angle 170 " .  Spiral structure well defined. 
Usual wisp of smoke issuing from top. 
No certain indication of radial motion 
or change in P. A. 
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due to a wind that has sprung up from 
the west. The seeing was about 6 at noon 
but now is barely 2. 

14 : 00 :  The image is blurred and lack· 
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doesn't get so thick I will have to close 
up. 

16 : 12 :  The zero hour ! And still the 
sun looks just as I have seen it thousands 
of times before-a cherry·red disk with 
a few dark prominences streaked across 
iL 

1 7 : 00 :  Five o'clock p.m. on the 
Pacific coast. The image is very bad. 
Can't focus within three inches. Tower 
shaking in rising wind. Nothing unusual 
to report. 

17  : 28 : The sun will be below the 
horizon very soon now. I wonder if 
Marley's form-

Here it comes! The suo is swelling up 
like a toy red balloon. But so slowly ! 
I never supposed it would be so slow. 
like a slow.motion picture of tbe sun 
blowing up. 

I am glad. I was never so glad of any· 
thing before. 

Writing these last lines I thought of 
Bixby and Smedley and all the rest. Try· 
i"1a�0J�dtuf�n�
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ached, and the sound echoed back and 
forth between the empty wails of the sun 
tower. 



TA K E  U P  PE L MA N I S M  
C For Courage and C l ear Th i n ki ng � 

The Grasshopper Mlncl 
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at everything and masters nothing. 

At home in the evening he tunes in the wireless
gets tired of it-then glances through a magazine
can't get interested. Finally, unable to concentrate 
on anything, he_ either goes to the pictures or falls 
asleep in his cha1r. At the office he always takes up 
the easiest thing first, i!uts it down when it gets 
hard, and starts somethmg else. Jumps from one 
thing to another all the time. 

There are thousands of these people with " Grass
hopper Minds " in the world. In fact they are the 
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the world's clerical work, and the routine drudgery. 
Day after day, year after year --endless\ y-they hang 
on to the jobs that are sma11est·salaried, \ongest
houred, least interesting, and poorest-futured ! 

What Is Holding You Back ? 
If  you have a " Grasshopper i\lind " you know 

that this is true. And you know why it is true. 
Even the blazing sun can't bum a hole in a piece of 
tissue paper unless its rays are focussed and con
�entrated on _one Sf>Ot ! A mind that balks at stick
mg to one thmg for more than a few minutes surely 
cannot be depended upon to get you anywhere in 
your years of life ! 

The t_ra.!;edy of it all _ is this : You know that you 
have Wlthm you the mtelhgence, the eamestn�ss. 
and the ability that can take you right to the h1gh 
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scientific fact. That is all. Because, as Science says, 
you are using onlyone-tenthof your real brain-power I 

What Can You Do About It ? 
That is the question you are askmg yourself. 

Here is the answer. 
Take up Pelmanism now ! A course of Pelmanism 

brings out the mind's latent powers and develops 
them to the highest point of efficiency. It banishes 
such weaknesses and defects as Mind-Wandering. 
Inferiority, an? Indecision which interfere �ith th_e 
effective workmg powers �f the mind, and _m the1r 
place develops strong, pos_1tive, vital qualities such 
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Pelmamsm is quite easy and s1mple to follow. It 
takes up only a short time daily. Even the busiest 
man or woman can spare a few minutes daily for 
Pelmanism. 

Rememt..r-Etoer)'lhl,z )'0<1 do I• pr.cedld b)' 
)'Our attllude ol mind. 

HOW TO LEARN LANGUAGES 
lbe P<"lman Langua��;es Institute teacbes Frencb, 
German, Spanish, and Italian. Tbe Peiman metbod 
is uplained in foor lillle books, one for eacb lang\lage. 
Write for tbe book that interest$ you and it will be ..,�\ 
������urn, IOg<:lber with a opeeimen lesson, gratll 

Spcci<>ny •ult<U!/Hi!M:jr;;;.� F"!::.·•�• �� 

PELMAN LANGUAGES INSTITUTE 
:1110 Norfolk Mansions, WlgmoR Street 

' LoDdoa, W.t 

What Pelmanlsm Does 

FOR more than forty years now the Pelman 
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hundreds of thousands of men and women have 
practised the Pellll:an exercises, and by this means 
have increased thetr mental capacity and efficiency 
to an almost unbelievable extent. They have learned, 
a.s a result of Pelmanism, how to live fuller, happier, 
more interesting and more successful lives. 

�elmanism enables you to overcome defects and 
faihngs. Amongst those most often met with are 
the following :-

Indecision Lack of Confidence 
Timidity PrQ(:rastination 
Aimlessness Mind-\Vandering 
Depression Forgetfulness 
Feeling of Inferiority Weakness of Will 

All these defects and weaknesses can be com
pletely overcome by a course of Pelmanism. 

H.M. FORCES -�l 

All serving and ex-service members are 
now enb

.

'tled to receive the complete Pelman 
Course, wtth full tuition and guidance, at 

One-Half Usual Fee, . 
lmmed1ate application should be made for 

Special Enrolment Form {Services). 

Who Is The Happy Worker 1 
Then there are those opposite qualities which are 
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worker :-
-Concentration -Initiative 
-Observation -Courage 
-Judgment -Will-Power 
-Self-Control 
-Self-Confidence 

-Reliability 
-Presence of Mind 

You can devel?P and strengthen all these by a 
course of Pelmamsm. 

The dominant aim for every man and woman 
must be to show a coura.�:eous, conftdent, well
equipped mental front. This assured, then all 
else will be achieved, and the world has no more 
proven method than P�lmanism to attain

_ 
this end. 

The Pelman Course IS fully descnbed m a book 
entitled Tf1e Science of Success. The Course 
is simple and interesting and takes up very little 
time ; you can enrol on the most convenient terms. 
The book will be sent you, gratis and post free, on 
application to :-

PELMAN INSTITUTE 
(li>tabJided<Wt1' �0 Yt4TJ) 

210 Norfolk Mansions, Wigmor. Street, London, W.1 
Readus who can call at the Institute will be welcomed. 

PELMAN OVERSEAS /NST11'UTES: NEW YORK, •11 
r-.·otlh A'''"ut, Nn11 1-.'oc�r//e. MELBOURNE, 396 Fli.Wt1'J U..... 
DURBAN, Nalai B"d Clum.bm (llo..- r�89). JOHANNES· 
BUUG, P.O. Bo..- �928. CALCUTTA, zo� Chw> Sttut. DELHI, 
UJ Alif><>;o RWII. 
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MANY THOUSANDS MORE ARE 
URG ENTLY NEEDED. PREPARE 
Y O U R S E L F  F O R  A B ETT E R  
POSITION AND BETTER PAY. 
Ambitious 
succeeded 

men everywhere have 
through I.  C. S. Home-

Study Courses. So also can you. 

We offer you the benefit of our 

55 years' matchless experience 

as the creative pioneers of postal 

instruction. 

If you need technical training, our advice on any 
matter concerning your work and your career is 
yours for the asking-free and without obligation. 
Let us send you full information about I.C.S. 
Training in the subject in which you are specially 

interested. DON'T DELAY. Make ACTION 
your watchword. 

The successful man D O ES to-day w hat th e 
fa i l u r e  I N T E N D S d o i n g t o - m o r r ow. 

Write to us T O- DAY. 
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The I .C.S. offer Cou rses of Instruction 
i n  a wide range of subjects, incl ud i ng : 
Accountancy 
Advertising 
Aero Engine Fitting 
Aero Fitting and Rigging 
Aeronautical Engineering 
Aeroplane Designing 
Air-Conditioning 
Aircraft Eng. Licence 
Architectural Drawing 
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Boiler Engineering 
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Bui ld ing Construction 
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Business Management 
Busi ness Trai n irg 
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Chemical Engineering 
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Organic 
Civil Engineering 
Clerk of Works 
Coll iery Examiners 
Colliery Overman 
Commercial Art 
Concrete Engineering 
Cotton Manufacturing 
Diesel Engines 
Draughtsmanship (state 

which branch) 
Drawing Office Practice 
Electric Power, Lighting, 

Trans m ission and Trac
tion 

Electrical Engineering 
Eng. Shop Practice 
Fire Engi neeri ng 
Fuel Technology 
Garage Managenaent 
Gas-Power Design 
Heating and Ventilation 
Hyd rau l i c  Engineering 
Hydro-Electric 

Joinery 
Journalism 
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Machine-Tool Work 
Marine Engineers 
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M ine Surveying 
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Short Story Writing 
Steam Power Design 
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Surveying (state which 
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Telegraph Engineering 
Telephone Engineering 
Texti le Designing 
Water-Power Elec. 
Welding, Gas & Electric 
Woodworking Draw'g. 
Woollen Manufacturin& 
Works Engineering 
Works Management 
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