


Contestants will be interested in the latest and most complete 
' 

book for Unicorn and American Puzzlers. 

Bill Sunners, the dean of American Puzzle Solvers, has written 
a book beamed at the largest puzzle prizes in history. We are 
proud to have Mr. Sunners on our wri�ing staff. This big book 
contains vital information for the forthcoming Unicorn Tie· 
breakers. IT IS READY NOW. 

Read -the exclusive features listed below and .-·see how this 
remarkable book will help yaL'· i.n. ¥8Ui' -quest for First Prize. . 

- . ' . 

"HOW TO SOLVE UNICORN TIE-BREAKERS" is now ready . 

for immediate shipment. Order today before the first edition 1s _ 
· sold out. Complete for $10. 

"HOW TO SOLVE UNICORN TIE-BREAKERS" may be 
bought in three easy payments. Send only $4.95 with coupon 
betow and $3. per month for two months thereafter. 

r-
EXCLUSIVE FEATURES 1 

• CAT'EGORIES Thousands I 
-of different category names I 

for selecting your answer. J 
• OBJECTS Over a thousand I 

difficult objects used in past 
puzzles, with their identifi- I 
cations. I 

• PUZZLES Hundreds of 
complete puzzles with identi
fications and answers. 

e s-YNONYMS Hundreds of 
different synonyms. 

e METHODS Three different 
methods of solving Unicorn 
Tie Breakers to suit your 
own particular abi I ities. 

• Tl PS Inside tips on how to 
beat your competition the 
easy way. Less effort but 
ltetter results. 
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.. CLIP OFF AND MAIL .. 

RESEARCH BOOK CO . -'� 

30/ Church St. 

New York 7, N. Y. 

Please send me immedi
ately "HOW TO SOLVE 
UNICORN TIE-BREAK
ERS." I am enclosing �.95 
with this coupon and prom
ise to send $3. per month 
for two additional months. 

N AM E . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 

ADDRESS .. ............. . 

0 Check here to save 95 
cents shipping and postal 
charges by enclosing full 
$10.00 with coupon. 
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You will make good-eventually! But why wait until 
you're 50 or older? Start now to enjoy the things you want. 

Go farther faster! Win promotion over more 
experienced men. Gain the respect and admiration of 
others. Use the hours they waste to put yourself ahead. 

Famous International Correspondence Schools 
can lead you step by step up the unmarked path to 
personal triumph. Doubt it? Then just let I. C. S. 
prove it-without cost or obligation. 

WIN PROMOTION f As an I. C. S. stu
dent, your chances of promotion 10 
up fast. I. C. S. keeps employers In
formed ot progress of students. Many 
report new jobs whlle still enrolled. 

NEW CAR I You can a1ford it on the 
higher pay you ret as a trained man. 
Raises come regularly to I. C. S. stu
dents. During one SO-day period, 68� 
reported Increases In take-home pay. 

NEW HOMEI Want real security? 
Listen-99()/o of today's active I. C. S. 
students are holding down jobs while 
they study. Graduates include lead
ers In everfl American industr11. 

.. 

ONLY 1. C. S. can ofler vo-u $91 up-to-date course• 
to choose from. The cottpon lists 114. Ohec11 one 
that interests you. We'll send you eomplete in for-

mation including special catalog em field of your 
(Jhoice plua helpful, 36.page guide to advancement, 
f'Bow to Suoceed." Bere•a tAGt famous coupon:-

SCRaNTON 9. PENNA. 
Without cost or obliptlon, send me �·HOW IG SUCCEED" end lhe booklet about the course BEFORE which I have marked X: 

Alfr S Heating Cl VI L, ST RUCTO RA L § Collese Preparatory 0 Stationary Steam EnainHrinJ 8 Commercial Art Steam Fittlnl lNG IN E E Rl NG Mathematics 0 Stationary Fireman 
Magazine and Book Air Condltloninc Civil EnslneerlnJ Commercial RADIO TELEVISION, Illustrating 0 Electric ian Structural Engineer ina 0 Good Engl ish COMMUNICATIONS 

0 Cartoon ing BUS I NESS Surveying and Mapplna MECHANICAL 0 General Radio 
0 Show Card and Si1n lettering 0 Business Administration Structural Drafting AND SHOP 0 Radio Operation 0 fashion Illustrating 0 Certified Public Accountant 0 High�ay Engine.er ing 0 M�han.fcal En;�inee,rina 0 Radio Servicing-FM 

AUTOMOTIVE 0 Account1ng 0 Readmg Bluepnnts g lnd ustnal Engmee nng 0 Television 
Automobile, M�hanic 0 Bookkeeping 0 Concrete Construction Industrial Supervis ion 0 Electronics 
Auto-Eiec. Technician 0 Stenography and Typing 0 Sanitary Engineering 0 Foremanship 0 Telephone Work 
Auto Body Rebu ildinJ 0 Secretarial DRAFTING 0 Mechanical Drafting RAILROAD 
l�d Refinishing . 0 Fed�ral Tax Cl Aircr.aft Drafting . 0 Mach!ne Design-Ora!ting 0 Locomotive Engineer h�·o D1eser-Gas Eng1 nes 0 Busmess Correspondence 0 Arch itectural Draftma CJ Mach me Shop Practice 0 Diesel locomotive 
AVJAT_ION . _ 0 Person��� and Labor Relations 0 Electr ic�! Oraftin� · 0 Tool De�ign 0 Air Brakes o Car Inspector 
�eror'laut1cal Eng1 neermg Jr. 0 Advert1s1 ng 0 Meehan &cal Drafting 0 I ndustnal Instrumentation 0 Ra i I road Administration Engine Mechanic 0 Retail Business Management 0 Structural Drafting 0 Machine Shop Inspection TEXTI L£ 

e Draft ing 0 Manag ing Small Business 0 Sheet Metal Drafting 0 Reading Blueprints 0 Textile Engineering I L DING 0 Sales Management 0 Mine Surveying and Drafting 0 Toolmaking 0 Cotton Man ufac ture 
ftecture 0 Salesmansh ip ELECTRICAL 0 Gas -Electric Welding 0 Rayon Manufacture 

Drafting 0 Traffic Management 0 Electrical Enginee ring 0 Heal Treatment- Metallurgy 0 Woo leu Manufacture 
Contractor CHEMISTRY 0 Electrician 0 Sheet Metal Work 0 Loom Fixing 

.... t,, g . 0 Chemica I Eogineeri ng 0 Electr !tal Ma i n�enance 0 She�t Me�al Pattern Draft ing 0 Fin ish i ng and Dyeing cs••n••.t• .. and Mill Work 0 Chemrstry 0 Electncal Draftmg 0 Refr1geratron 0 Textile Designing 
Carpenter Foreman 0 Analytical Chemistry 0 Electric Power and Light POWER 

0 ReadinR Blueprints 0 Petroleurn-Nat'l Gas 0 Lineman 0 Combustion Engineering YEAR OF THE SIX 
0 Hoose Planning 0 Pulp and Paper Making HIGH SCHOOL 0 Diesel-Electric 
0 PlumbinK 0 Plastics 0 High School Subjects 0 Electric Light and Power MILLIONTH STUDENT 

Hame·--------------------A&e'---Home Address�-------------------

CitY------------Zone---State·--------------Working Hours _____ ,_ A.M. to -----P.M. 

Occupation�------ -----_.. ____ ,__ ____ _ 
• 

Special tuition rates to members of the Armed Forces. Canadian residents send 
coupon to International Correspondence Schools C<�nadian, Ltd., Montreal, Canada 

• 
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Week Wit It Dr. Phillips 
Plan 

Reduce to a slimmer more graceful figure the way Dr. 
Phillips recommends without starving without missing 

a single meaH Here for you Now a scientific way which 

guarantees you can lose as much weight as you wish or 

you pay nothing! No Drugs, No Starvation, No Exercises or 

Laxatives. The Amazing thing is that it is so easy to follow 

-simple and safe to lose those ugly, fatty bulges. Each and 

every week you lose pounds safely until you reach the 

weight that most becomes you. Now at last you have the 

doctors' new modern way to reduce To acquire that 

dreamed about silhouette, an improved slimmer, excit

ing more graceful figure. Simply chew delicious im· 
proved Formula Dr. Phillips Kelpidine Chewing Gum and 
follow Dr. Phillips Plan. This wholesome. tasty delicious 

. 

12 
DAY 

SUPPLY 
ONLY 

Kelpidine Chewing Gum contains Hexitol, reduces appetite and 
is sugar free. Hexitol is a new discovery and contains no fat 
.aDd no available carbohydrates. Enjoy chewina this delicious SU1D 
and reduce with Dr. Phillips Plan. Try it for 12 days, then step oa 
the scale. You'll hardly beUeve your eyes. Good fer mea too • 

• 
Mall the coupon now! Tnt the amazin1 Dr. Phillips KELPIDINE CHEWING 
GUM REDUCING PLAN for 10 days at our expense. If after 10 days your 
friends, your mirror and your sc:ale do not tell you that you have lost weight 
and look slimmer you pay nothing. 

AMERICAN HEALTHAIDS. CO., Dept. CH·873, 318 Market St., Newark, N. J. 
Just mail us your name and address, and $1.00 cash, check or money-order. You will recetve a 12 d•y supply 
of KELPIDINE CHEWIN& 6UM (improved FormuleJ, and Dr. Phillips Reducing Plan postege prefNicl. 

' 

�JI\�E: ......................•...••...•.................................................•.................. �DDitE�� .... J ................................................................ .. 
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0 Send me Special 24 day supply and FREE 12 day package for $2.00. I understand that If I am not delightecl 
with KELPIDINE CH!WIN6 SUM and Dr. Phil lips Re ducing Plan, I ••n return in 10 days for full purcheae 
price refund. 
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A DEPARTMENT WHE. E SCIENCE-FICTION READERS AND THE EDITOR MElT 

·NOTHER bubble· has burst, another il
lusion been destroyed. 

Chlorophyll has been debunked. 
This will come as a crushing blow to the 

younger set, whioh fondly believed it had 
rendered its breath kissing-sweet by five min
utes of chewing clilorophyll gum. 

B-ut the i·mplications·· are· n1ore serious even 
than this. A huge new industry, busily itn
planting chlorophyll into every product fron1 
mouthwash to· innersoles, totters. on the brink. 
American ingenuity stands with its back to the 
wall. And Science; the handmaiden of busi
ness, gets a black eye. 

Being·. afflicted: with a perverse· sense of 
humor, we happen to. find all this very funny. 
For, having. obser.ved the progress of. many 
similar booms :and·husts, we believe that Ameri .. 

can industry will happily count its profits from 
the chlorophyll boom· and next year bounce 
into something new and equally promotable. 

In this respect, An1erican industry derives its. 
quality from the tnercurial temperament of the 
American people itself. Few other nations push 
a hoom so far, so fast, and tire ·· of it so quickly� 
A new song s·weeps the· country:- in a matter of 
weeks. For an agonizing period; it is, on e?ery• 
one's lips; the airwaves are full of it, juke 
boxes belabor it tirelessly, millions of record5.. 
and musi·c sheets are sold. Then abruptly every
one is sick of it and it is gone. 

We do i t  with people too. Last year Dagn1ar 
was the password; this year it is Marilyn Mon
roe though by the time this reaches print it 
may be someone new. It has always been our 
conviction that the assassination of Huey Long 
occurred· when he had reached· the peak of his 
notoriety, and had he been· let alone, he woukf 
have started down from· then on. As a people 
we sin1ply do not seem to be able to sustain 
our enthusiasms for long· and•this may be· due· to� 
the fact that we get them too· high too soon. 

.� 

Now this may not seen1 like a completely ad
mirable trait. Yet it has been the saving of us 
before and will �be again. For one thing it 
n1akes the job of any wouldJbe dictator just 
that ·much more difficult. The weapon of a dic
tator is propaganda, and we have so good a 
machinery for the dissemination of propaganda 
that it seems n1ade to order for the purpose. 
But its efficiency bears its own seed of destruc
tion. There have been any nun1ber of little tin 
gods who arose in Atneri·can political life and 
threatened to becon1e a n1enace. They had their 
day they attracted millions of listeners and 
they faded. 

Which brings us back to science fiction and 
the· recurrent theme· of dictatorship in ·many 
s·cience-fiction stories4 It seen1s odd: to· us that 
so many· writers visualize the far future in 
terms of the past kings, emperors, dictators, 
oligarchies or what have you. At least one dis
tinguished scientist, Sir Charles Darwin, shares 
this viewpoint. We are not convinced. If this 
be optimisn1, so be it. 

But to get hack to chlorophyll, about which 
you are· presumably wondering ail this time. 
A. team of Scotch scientists, appaJJed at all the 
money; being= spent for chlorophy11 chewing gum 
and tablets, put the stuff to; the acid test. They 
tried it. out on onions, garlic, perspiration, var
ious foul gasses and a skunk. The result, they 
report, is that so far as they· can tell, chlorophyll .. 
appears to have no deodorant properties at aU. 
A full report appears in the British Medical 
Journal. Apparently in these tests cltlorophyll 
either did not remove the offending. odors, or 
in some cases, as when tried on slices of onion, 
combined · with the material to form· a worse 
odor than·· before. As a final test, Dr. Brockle
hurst, of the· dep&rtment of Materia Medica of 
Glasgow University, talked some of his col
leagues. into. joining him, in· swatlowinr� 

(Conftn-ueil; tm Jl•ge·lJI} 
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TRY IT SOME TIME. Concentrate intently upon an· 
other person seated In a room �ilL you, without his 

nolldnf II. Observe him gradually become restless and 
&nally turn and loolc ln your direction. Simple-yet it Is 

.a posLUve demonstration that thought generates a mental 
tnerty wbtcll can be projected from your mind to the 
COI\Idouaneat o( another. Do you realize bow much or 
your succeu and happineaa In life depend upon your 
lnRuencfng others? Is it not important to you to have 
others understand your point of view-to be receptive lo 

' vour proposals? 

Demonstrable Facts 
How many times have you wished there were some way 

,ou could impress another favorably-gel across lo him 
or la.r your tdeos? That thoughts can be transmitted, 
received. and understood by others is now scientifically 
demonstrable. The tales o( miraculous accomplishments . 
of min� by the ancients are now known to be fact-not . 
rahle. The metho<:l whereby these things can be inlen· 
Uonolly, no\ accidentally. accomplished has Leen a secret 
lon�t cherished by the Rosicrucians-one o( the schools of· 
ancient wisdom existing throuQhout the world. To thou,. 
aand1 everywhere. for centuries. the RosicNclans have 

privately taught tltia nearly-lost art of the practical use 
of mind power. 

This Free Book Points Out the Way 
. The Rosicrucians (not a religious organization) invite 
you to explore the powers of your mind. Their sensible, 
simple suggestions have caused intelligent men and women 
to soar to new heights of accomplishment. They will sllow 
�ou how to use your natural forces and talents to do 
things you n.ow thinlc are beyoncj your ability. Use tla. 
coupon befow end �end for a copy of the fascinatint 
1ealed free book, ·The Mastery of Life." which explains 
how you may receive this unique wisdom and benefit by 
Its application to your daily allairs. 

�he ROSICRU 
(AMORC) 

Scribe V.C.Y. The Rosicrucians. AMORC. 
Rosicrucian Park. San Jose, Cahfomia . 

Kindly send lit@: a free copy of the hook ... The 
Mastery of I.Jfe." I ani Interested in Ieeming how 
1 may receive instructions about the full use of my 
natural powers. 

• l'l�tlll�--·········�····�···· .. ---��···---····-----·�---·--···· .. ····--··· ... -

Addres•····----····-····-.. ·-·-···-····-·--State ... - · ·-·· ., -



The next sixteen issues (32 weeks) of RANCH ROMANCES would cost you 
84.00 at the regular single copy price. But, by enterin.g your subscription now 
at the special introductory rate of sixteen issues for only 83.00, you save a 
Jull dollar! 
And that's not all! In addition to this big 25% saving, you'll enjoy the conven· 
ience of having copies of each issue delivered right to your door. And instead of 
paying extra money for this service, you pocket a dollar. 

No other magazine in the field gives you SO MUCH - stirring, thrill ute 
fiction (including at least oqe novel and many short stories in every issue) . • • 

dari .. tales of romance •• . true yarns of the Old West ... regular round-ups of 
• 

Western movies and _movie stars written by the famous actor, ROBERT 
CUMMINGS • . .  rodeo reports • . •  and SCORES of other exclusive features. 

' 

Don't miss this ·opportunity · 

to start RANCH ROMANCES 
eomin:g your way regularly 

at -BIG savings. Fill out a� 

mail the coupon below today! 

Year INS1JRAN«:E lley 
fly �uh8rrihing to RANCH RO�IANCES, 
you not only �au'! Sl.OO over· tbe sint�1e 
�opy <'O�I of sixteen il�eues, but you insure 
youl'�eJf against mi&�ing a single issu� 
due to newsstand sellouts • . .  and you 
protec·t yourself again!!'t possible price 
i n(·reu�es as well. 

• . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . -· . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • • • • • •. 

RA CHROMA CES • 10 East 40th Street, New York 16, N.Y. 
, 

Yes, I want to take advantage of your money .. saving offer! Here's my S3 for &· 
32 week introductory subscription ( 16 big issues) to RANCH ROMANCES. 

Name • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •.• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • 

Address • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • . • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • 
' 

.:=tty , • • , , • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • Zone • • • • • • State • • • • • • • • • • • • • • ••• 

FS-7 (Add 50¢ for Canadian pos·ta.ge;.$1.00 for foreign) 
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A Page of News from the Science Front 

HE WO O L LY BE AR S WERE 
WRONG last win.ter. The furry brown 

caterpiiJars had seemed to be such good 
weather ·prophets that eyen reputable natural
ists were taking them ·seriously. But last win
ter cooked their goose. T he woolly bears, 
which predict the weather by the size of the 
light-colored band around their middles, in
sisted that last winter would be the coldest 
in fivt years. But official records show it was 
the fourth war1nest in the history of the 
Weather Bureau. 

THE MIGHTY MALE has suffered anoth
·er damaging blow to his prestige. In a Lon
don laboratory a. fish known to_ millions of 
y�ungsters as the guppy, has given birth to 
young by parthenogenesis. Thirteen cases in 
alJ have been recorded all the thirteen eft
spring being female. A poll of available 
human females on the occasion indicated 
t�ty took a dim view of the proceedings. 
.,t's nice to have a man around ·the 'house," 
seemed to be the consensus. Relax, men. 

FLUORIDATED CHEWING GUM to cut 
tooth decay is the latest product of the labo .. 

ratories. Fluorine taken this way, or in 
drinking water, is alleged to reduce caries 
considerably in children.-- Adults, whose 
� have already formed and hardened, are 
not helped appreciably. But for youngsters 
of about four, a stick of this gum a day is 
claimed to be as effective as fluorided water, 
which some municipalities are introducing. 

AN ASTEROID MOVING AT HIGH 
SPEED came close to earth during March, 
1953. Astronomers were unusually interested 
in it, but others who might have been inter
ested would be the space satellite men, for 
whom such an asteroid might solve the prob
lem of carrying heavy materials into space 
to build a platform. What better platform 
could there be than a nice handy asteroid ? 

• 

, 

CH LOROPHYLL, THE BASIS O F  P LANT 
LIFE, may have been created accidentaUy on 
earth billions of years ago. In a test at Ohio 
State University it was demonstrated that 
carbon dioxide, ammonia and water, heated 
over silica, produced porphyrin, which is 
structurally like chlorophyll. Since earth con
tained these gasses, plus plenty of heated 
rocks with silica content, there is some sup
port for_ the thought that plant life may have 
thus been given its start. 

TR.l\NSISTORS ARE MUCH IN THE 
NEWS and transistors are made of ger
manium a metal which can be Hgrown" in 
laboratories. Lead mines yield the raw ma
terial, an oxide which reacts with hydrogen 
to produce a germanium powder. This is 
t�en meJte,d and a small nub of germaniun1 
dtpped tn the molten metal, which crystal
lizes upon the nub. By withdrawing. the nub 
and rotating it slowly, the crystallization 
takes place evenly and the crystal grows. 
A "grown" crystal of this type is more de
sirable because more uniform and because it 
is th�n interchangeable with others made 
the same way. 

EVEN FISH OUTS IDE G. 0 L D F I S H 
BOWLS H AVE NO PRIVACY. C anadian 
naturalists are using underwater television to 
spy on fish in Lake Minnewanka. All they 
have discovered so far is that trout may lay 
eggs as deep down as 80 feet:" Examination 
of the lake bottom promises interesting re
sults. 

METEORS AS WELL AS COMETS 
leave trails in our atmosphere, it has been 
discovered. The trails are ionized air and 
can be seen through the radio telescopes used 
at Stanford University. The trails are fron1 
15 to 30 miles long and are definitely not the 
exhaust jets of flying saucers. , 

�Dixon W ella 
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WAS P-rofessor Noel Gouf's final class 
in Senior Math at the Stratton, New 

Jersey, High School. He stood at the black
board with a piece of chalk in his hand, a 
little bug-eyed man of forty-five with a big 
bulb of a head growing out on the stem of 
his thin neck like an overripe spring onion, 
to give his talk on the fourth dimension . 

• 

The little professor of mathematics 

I stepped into the fourth 

- . 

dimension and solved his problems 

in no time at all .... ·l 

published in June, 1949, Thrilling Wonder St.ories 
11 



12 FANTASTIC STORY MAGAZINE 

For twenty-nine years he had always 
concluded the course in Senior Math 
with the same little discourse. It had 
become a tradition, with generations of 
graduating seniors at Stratton High, 
like the Senior W oggle. Old Prof Gouf 
and his lecture on tHe fourth dimension� 

Today, however, he was giving it· for 
the last time, although none of them 
knew it. There would be no more classes 
in Senior Math for him at Stratton High, 
nor any place else, he was afraid. Prin
cipal MacGlurk and the Board of Educa
tion had not renewed his contract. And 
since middle-aged,. ineffectual high 
school mathematics teachers are far 
more plentiful than jobs, little Noel Gouf. 
knew that he .was finished. 

· 

"Ladies· and gentlemen,." he said 
apologetically, clearing his throat� · 

Outside the open windows the warm, . 
bright June afternoon dozed and 
hummed. Inside the classroom thirty
seven seniors of assorted sizes and 
shapes of both sexes settled down to 
their individual pursuits. 

Muriel Morton had already laid her 
lovely head against her curled fist and 
was off day-dreaming. Billy Camorra •. 

twenty years old and six-feet.three, 
draped a lanky leg with garterl�$ .;sock 
over his Qther knee and began to,falJri
cate a cardboard spitball, fishing around 
in his pockets for a rubber- band� 

Blond Niles Gowambley, the football 
captain with the blitz haircut� turned 
sideways to resume the endless game 
of tick-tac-toe which he had been play
ing all year with Gloria Glick, the presi
dent of the student councit. Leaping 
Leander Leverwaite, the hurdling track 
star, arose and stretched himself in 
preparation to crossing the classroom 
to shake dice with Four-eyes Ryan. 

A buzz of conversation filled the air, 
like the buzz of bees, . . hornets, flies, gnats, 
and Japanese beetles out the windows. 

"Ladies and gentlemen " said little 
Noel Gouf, beaming with his ineffectual 
smile. 

No one paid the slightest attention to 

him. No one ever paid any attention 1:4 
old Prof Gouf. No one ever understood 
anything about the formulas which he 
wrote down and the endless computa
tions he made, and the diagrams he 
drew. It was the universal opinion of 
the,&tudent body that:he�didlit un� 
stand . anything about .them himself. 

� 

Still, he · was a well-meanin• 
harmless old screwball. Give him a 
blackboard and a piece of chalk, and•He 
could amuse himself happily for hours, 
standing at it and muttering to him
self. Like a child whose fingers have 
been smeared with molasses and then 
is given a feather to pick back and forth 
from one hand to the other, to its . end
less entertainment. It accomplishes 
nothing but it does no harm. 

"Ladies and gentlemen,'' said little 
Professor Gouf, "on this last day of our 
happy little class, which I trust has been 
both stimulating and instructive to all 
of you, I am going to dispense with the 
ordinary textbook problems and, instead; 
am going to discourse briefly on a 
theoretical world of four dimensions, aa 
has been my custom for many years " 

For many years, he thought. And now 
the end of it. Suddenly he · wanted to 
burst into tears. :ro be a boy again and 
lay his head: on the lap of his mother, 
and weep his heart out. But .a man can't 
cry. 

Mathematics. Abstruse theories� 'Dle 
lovely, perfect world of intangible and 
unreal speculation. 

E HAD been a boy once, a big-domed 
boy. He had been an infant prodigy, 

the delight of his teachers, the pride 
and awe of his heavy-shouldered, tired, 
plodding, slow-speaking laborer father ; 
the hope and glory of his shining-eyed 
young mother. He had graduated from 
this very high school at eleven. He had 
graduated from Harvard summa cum 
laude at fourteen. 

Noel Gouf. The mathematical wizard. 
Written up in newspapers and maga
zines. Lecturing to the Graduate Facul-
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'ty on "The Theory of the Fourth Dimen-

• 

sion" at fifteen. 
, What a lovely world, the perfect world 
·.6f mathematics. Minus quantities. Mul�tiply x to the nth power. Carry onward 
lo infinity. Everything working out to 
perfection with a pencil and a piece of 
paper, or a blackboard and some chalk. 

All that in his big dome. But what of 
· it ? The pure and beautiful world of 
mathematics is not a world in which a 
man must live, or can. Butch Sunder-

twenty-seven hundred dollars a year, 
giving the same discourse to a class of 
indifferent high school half-wits that he 
had given to the attentive Graduate 
Faculty when he had been fifteen, thirty 
years ago. And now he had lost even 
this poor job. 

In that pure world of mathematics 
in which he had lived and dreamed, the 
world had passed him by. It had never 
had llluch use for him, a theoretical and 
impractical dreamer, · at best. Now it 

HE myth of the small, meek, fantastically impractical professor 
continues to enjoy a vogtle in certain circles of American life. 

Speaking personally rather than editorially, we have never met 
one of these types. Our own professors at college were brisk, 
dynamic and practical men who not only made a satisfying career 
of teaching, but who used the considerable leisure time it afforded 
them for profitable bylines. 

However, with wh·at we suspect is tongue in cheek, author 
•• 

. Rogers has here taken the ultimate in meek professors and per· 
mitted. him his moment of glory. Real or not, the revolt of the 
underdog is a sight which always restores one's faith in happy 
endings. 

-The Ed#,t,or . . . 
•• 

sohn had been in his high school clas� · 

thirty-three years ago and_had flunked 
out of elemel)tary algebra after repeat
iq.it three.times. He was the multimil
lionaire head of Sundersohn Industries 
now, with a half a billion dollars in war 
contracts. 

Skiddy Merton, the class playboy at 
Harvard, into whose amiable bubble
blown brain little Noel Gouf had dili
gently tried to cram sufficient tutorial 
information to get him through fresh
man trig, was head of his own great 
brokerage house. He was director of 
thirty or more great corporations with 
assets of twenty billion .dollars, even 
though he still didn't know what a cosine 
was. 

And Noel Gouf, the infant prodigy,· 
the Phi Beta Kappa, the summa cum, 
was a professor in Stratton High at 

had none at all. It would have been bet
te:r for him if he had never been born, 
with his pig head, into this hard and 
tough and all-too imperfect world of 
practicality. 

ERHAPS if he had been able to finish 
his graduate work and get his Ph.D., 

he might have obtained some berth on 
a university faculty where he could 
have continued his speculative mathe
matics. Old Hoogstetter, the mathe
matics head, had dryly suggested that 
sometime, in another thirty years, young 
Gouf might have his place. He might 
have become another and greater Ein
stein by this time. 

Still, there are only a limited number 
of Einsteins for whom universities can 
find room on their faculties. Universi
ties are practical businesses, run by 
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practical men, and such men have to 
think of hard, realistic matters like en
dowments and shrinking per cents on 
invested capital, and the necessity of 
having a well-rounded faculty, and the 
importance of being useful and construc
tive in their teaching. 

A man needs only one necktie and one 
handkerchief in his breast pocket and 
is not any better dressed if he wears a 
dozen. So a university needs only one 

" 

phenomenal abstract mathematician, 
only one outstanding Sansl\:rit scholar, 
one Grade A atom-smasher, one supreme 
authority on the life and habits of the 
female titmouse, and one of other kinds 
of decorative but not indispensable scho
lars, to appear sufficiently resplendent 
and well-dressed. Doubling the number 
or multiplying them by a hundred is 
superfluous. 

Noel Gouf had not gone on to earn 
his Ph.D., anyway. One June day like 
this, when he had been sixteen years old 
and finishing his second year in Grad
uate School, his quiet, tired, plodding, 
slow-speaking father had collapsed "Bt 
his laborer's j ob, digging a sewer be
neath the boiling ·sun. 

He had died in half an hour of the 
heart disease which he had kept silent 
about so long. . 

Noel Gouf had haq his bright-eyed, 
worshipful little mother to take care of, 
with the illness which had rendered her 
helpless, and with the years she had to 
live not many. _.-So he had left the Grad
uate School and had taken the mathe
matics teaching job here at Stratton 
High temporarily. 

• 

Four years afterward there had been 
Jessica Corlay, his brightest and love
liest pupil, and though she had under
stood nothing about mathematics, she 
had worshiped him. So he had found 
himself married, in the year his mother 
had died. And then there had been lit
tle Tommy, and in a few more years 
little Caroline followed. 

Algebra, plane geometry, solid geome
try, and elementary trig. He had been 

professor of mathematics at Strattoa 
for twenty-nine years. 

And now it was ended. 

II 

ROFESSOR GOUF stood there at� 
the blackboard with the chalk duat on -

his gray flannel suit, the dust of twenty 
years. With his big dome of a head and 
his big scared eyes. With his wistful, 
pathetic smile, and his terror of life. 

A little man, not above five feet five. 
Getting older every year. He who had 
once been an infant prodigy, the bright
est boy in all the school, the joy of his 
teachers, the pride of his father, the 
hope and glory of his mother. With all 
the world before him, it had seemed. 

He would like to say to the giggling, 
slumbering, playing, inattentive class 
before him: 

"Ladies and gentlemen, I know that-
1 am a joke, and that my life has been 
a hideous failure. My boy Tom began 
to despise me as an impractical moron 
when he was no more than ten years 
old. When he finished high school, he 
got himself a job working with hia 
hands as a mechanic. He said that his 
grandfather had been a laborer and had 
been more useful than anything I had 
ever been. He is now a flying instructor 
in the air service and with his flying 
pay earns more than I do. 

"My daughter Caroline is a secretary 
in a judge's office and earns almost as 
much. She, too, despises me. She is en
gaged to an illiterate but highly success
ful labor politician who l think ia a 
crook, instead of the young English pro
fessor that I wanted her to marry. She 
only laughs at me when I say the man's 
no good. 

"My wife, who knows me best· of the 
whole world, long ago came to realize 
that I am a man with no more commo1l 

' 

sense than a six-year-old child and must 
be scolded and petted and treated ae-
cordingly. I have no pals and buddieJ 
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among men. They alJ know that I am 
a freak and avoid me. Even you pimply
faced young rug-cutters and jive-
. brained morons regard me as a complete 
:Idiot. ·And you are right. You are per-
1ectly right. 
:- · '4I am a failure, a dolt, a clown, and 
an idiot. Old Jawbone MacGlurk is go
ing to fire me because I can't keep order 
among you. When I lose this jab, I'll 
never be able to find another. I can't 
even get a defense job. The Army would 
laugh at me if I tried to volunteer. 

"Last week, in a mood of desperation, 
I mortgaged· my house for everything it 
would carry and borrowed to the hilt 
on my furniture and my old car and the 
three-thousand-dollar life insurance pol
icy I carry and put the money into Wall 
Street, to see if I could make five thou
sand into fifty, with all the mathematics 
that I know. I put it in the broke�age 
house of a college classmate of mine 

.. who couldn't pass elementary trig and 
who flunked out of about everything else, 
and who is now worth fifty million dol
lars. 

''Already, in five days, I have lost a 
thousand dollars of the little stake I had 
put in. Just this morning I ordered 
my brokers to buy two hundred shares 
of Sundersohn Industries cumulative 
preferred at seventy-eight dollars on 
margin, in a desperate effort to recoup. 
That was more than I had margin for, 
and I had to send them a check by spe
cial delivery for twenty-five hundred 
dollars which I do not have in the bank. -

uThe stock has been rising steadily 
for the past three weeks. It is a sure 
thing that within the next few days the 
company will declare at least ·a thirty
dollar dividend on account of deferred 
payments, and the stock will rise at least 
ten points more. In which case, if I 
can hold on, I will make two thousand 
dollars. And sell and take my profits 
and get the money in the bank before 
that check I sent them has gone through. 

''But if the declaration of the divi
dend is delayed a few days, the stock 

may hesitate, and I may have to sell at 
a loss. And if by any chance it should 
drop too much before I can sell out, my 
four thousand dollars will be wiped out, 
and I will have nothing to cover the 
check I have sent them, and I will go 
to jail." 

E WANTED to continue his silent 
lecture. �'I am Noel Gouf and I was 

an infant prodigy once, and I have a big, 
bulging brain. And I am of no more 
use than if I were an i�iot drooling in 
a dark room. J can't even feed myself. 
I don't know enough to come in out of 
the rain. 

''Thirty years ago, when I was young
er than the youngest of you, I was lec
turing to the Graduate Faculty on the 
fourtli dimension, and old Hoogstretter 
told me that I would make discoveries 
which would shake the mathematical 
world before I was done. And here I 
am. You are quite right, young ladies 
and gentlemen. I am just a perfectly fu
tile fool, and a joke and a clown." 

But they were not paying any atten
tion to him, and they wouldn't even if he 
talked like that. Nothing he could do or 
say would surprise them or even inter
est them. He was just an idiot, old Prof 
Goof. 

"Ladies and gentlemen," was what he 
did say, ''let us consider briefly the pos
sibility of the existence of another, or 
fourth dimension. In other words, the 
possibility that instead of this being a 
world in which everything is measured 
only in three dimensions, namely, width, 
lengtl1, and height, there may be actu
ally one or more additional dimensions to 
reality which we fail to perceive because 
of some human intellectual limitation. 
And let us try · to picture by diagram, 
if possible, what such a world would be 
like. 

"The simplest approach is to imagine 
a two-dimensional world, and what it 
would look like to our three-dimensional 
eyes. To two-dimensional people, in such 
a two-dimensional world, a line, such as 
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this line AB " he drew a line upon the 
blackboard, labeling the ends of it A and 
B "would be the equivalent of a blind 

. and . impassable wall. Something over 
which no one could climb, and through 
which no one could look. As solid and 
impenetrable as the brick wall behind 
this blackboard in front of me. Yet with 
our three-dimensional perception we can 
see on both sides of this line AB at once, 
of course, and we would find no difficulty 
at all in traversing it. 

''Here is a two-dimensional room, 
ABCD " he drew three more lines on 
the blackboard, making a square on the 
line which he had previously drawn, and 
labeling the additional corners · C and 
D "in which the two-dimensional in
habitants would feel themselves as shut 
off as we feel ourselves in any three
dimensional room. Pulling down the 
shades, they might undress and go hap-

. pily to bed, quite unaware that three
dimensional people could see into their 
shut-in room as easily as if the walls did 
not exist. 

"So in all the acts of their lives, be
cause they could perceive only two di
mensions, they would have a feeling of 
impenetrability which would be ludi
crous to us with our three-dimensional 
perception. 

4'Let us try to picture a four-dimen
sional world, and what this three-dimen
sional world, as we see it, would look like 
to people who have the perception of 
such a fourth dimension. To anyone 
with such a perception, we would be as 
exposed inside a closed three-dimension
al room, like this classroom, as our two
dimensional people would be to us in
side this square. 

"A person with the fourth-dimension
al perception could see and reach 
through what seems solid and impene
trable to us. Could step over and through 
or between these walls in the same way 
that we can step over the lines of a two
dimensional square. 

"Is there such an additional dimen
sion to reality, and do some men have 

perception of it? There have been mAll· 
cians such as the famous Houdini, who 
performed feats explicable by no kn 
laws of the three-dimensional world • 

Such as getting out of locked steel box
es, with his limbs shackled, beneath the 
sea. 

"Houdini always claimed that there 
was nothing supernatural in his exploits 
-but he never explained how he did 
them. A fourth dimension would not 
be supernatural, of course, if it exists. 
He and other famous magicians may 
quite possibly have happened to discover 
it, but decided to use it for their 
professional purposes and profit rather 
than making it known to science. 

"Let us try to diagram such a four
dimensional world. Let us take this 
square ABCD and extend it into this 
solid ABCDEFGH " he drew legs from 
the four corners of the square, joining 
them at the top by another series of 
lines, like a glass box seen in persp.e_c
tive "and see if we can picture " 

He had done the same thing for thirty 
years. The same words, the same dia
grams, the same little formulae. But 
he felt a fever mounting in him this 
afternoon, an eerie feeling. Outside the 
window&; the murmuring of the fat 
June-laden . 

· · was a soporific song. 
He felt · the bones:. inside him rush and 
melt. An intangible trembling had taken 
hold of him. · . .  

T THEIR desks the thirty-seven pu-

, pils went about their business. Billy 
Camorra, tossing back his raven hair 
that had fallen over his forehead, had. 
made his cardboard missile, hard and· 
stinging, shaped like a boomerang. He 
had found a rubber band in his pocket. 
Muriel Morton, with her head cradled 
against her hand, felt an intrusive 
midge, which had come in the open win
dow, chew her leg above the knee, and 
put down a curved finger to lift her skirt 
and scratch it delicately. 

Niles Gowamley's blond blitz head, 
bent over the tick-tac-toe paper with 



. 

Gloria Glick's auburn tresses, brushed 
foreheads with her briefly with one of 
those long, ardent looks of young love 
which, fortunately, are so fleeting that 
their bug-eyed and drooling appearance 
seldom registers on the consciousness. 

I_jeaping Leander Leverwaite, the 
hurdling star, was vaulting over a chair 
on his way across the room. The electric 
clock upon the wall stood at just half 
past two. 

There was that strange tingling in 
little Noel Gouf's nerves and ·in his 
bones. The bones, the solid flesh of him, 
seemed to melt and rush together. 

' 'Let us draw this line, continuing 
it--" 

He drew a swift corkscrewing para .. 
bola. His hand went in through the 
blackboard, following the swift line he 
had been drawing, and which had re· 

• 

ceded in. 
"Well, I'll be jigged !" he gasped, 

.dropping his chalk. 
The blackboard was like rubber or 

jelly. More like a translucent plasm, it 
might be called. The chalk line he had 
drawn had gone in like a corkscrew, un
winding like a spool of thread, to arm's 
length in front of him. He reached· in 
and caught hold of the spiraling end 
of it and tied it in a knot ! 

� . 

"Q.E.D. !'  he said breathlessly� "Quod 
erat demonstrandum! What was to be 
demonstrated ! Ladies and gentlemen, 
the fourth dimension !" 

-

He turned around, beaming, dizzy, to ' 

face the classroom. A boomerang-shaped 
cardboard stinger from Billy Camorra's 
rubber band was coming at his face from 
just three feet away. The rubber was 
still stretched forward in its snap from 
the fork of Billy's fingers. 

Muriel Morton's bright red index fin
gernan ·rested on her white knee, hooked 
in a delicate scratching gesture, an inch 
from a nimble and wary midge which 
hung motionless above her knuckle. 
Niles Gowamley and Gloria Glick had 
their noses pressed together, grinning 
Idiotically at eadh other. 

17 

. ..  

. ............. 

� �-
� .. " 

• 

. :-"':, 

• 

He floated through the air 
when his legs became tired 

. � . . � .y,, 
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Leander Leverwaite was just jumping 
over a desk on his way from one aisle 
to another. Six inches above the desk, 
with legs neatly folded, he remained mo
tionless, as if kneeling on an invisible 
pillow. The humming of insects outside 
had ceased. The clock stood at just half 
past two. 

"Well, I'll be run-jiggered !" said little 
Noel Gouf. 

He had penetrated Time. Time was 
the fourth dimension, of course, as Ein
stein had always said. Somehow he had 
solved the enigma if . it. At least, had 
penetrated it. He walked forward, a lit
tle dazedly, on rubber feet that seemed 
to have no foundation beneath him. 

"Watch the. old goof," he heard a voice 
in the motionless, silent classroom air as 
he moved forward. 

He paused and bent his head back. 
"Watch," ·was in his ear. He moved 

his head an inch forward. 
"The old goof," was in his ear. He 

moved his head a little more forward, 
scooping with his ear. 

"Jump when this hits him," the' lazy 
sentence was finished. · · 

Ill 

0 ONE was speaking. No 1ips 
moved. Leaping Leander remained in 
motionless flight six inches above the 
desk he had been clearing. The midge 
which had itched Muriel Morton re
mained poised an inch above her curved 
finger .. The rubber band, snapping for
ward in its propulsive bound, remained 
motionless in Billy Camorra's forked 
fingers. The missile which Billy had 
shot remained motionless in the air. 

The voice, of course, was the sound 
waves of Billy's voice, frozen motion
less in the air. The first word he had 
uttered was farthest from him. The 
rest of them going right down to his 
slack, grinning mouth. 

The air was crisscrossed with other 
sound waves·, some of them tangled to
gether like invisible coils of tape. By 

pushing his ear forward, this-. way &lld 
that, tiptoeing around the room, N-oel 
Gouf could pick them up. Moving to
ward the windows, he could even pick 
up the hum of the bees again, poised 
motionless on motionless wings above 
the delphinium spikes outside. 

The clock stood still. The sun stood 
still. Time stood still. It was the fourth 
dimension, and he had penetrated it! 

He flipped his thumbnail on Billy 
Camorra's nose with stinging force. 

"You garter less, overgrown, grinning 
half-wit," he said. "I'd like to kick -you 
in the seat of the pants for all the trou
ble you've given me." 

Six-foot Billy, sitting slumped with 
one leg over the other, continued his un
changing grin. 

Noel Gouf went out the classroom 
door, taking a deep breath and squaring 
his shoulders. He passed by Principal 
MacGlurk's office on his way to the 
school front door. Inside he saw Miss 
Peavy, MacGlurk's secretary, sitting

with her sharp-pointed pencil poised 
above her notebook . .  

Jawbone MacGlurk was dictating to 
her. He had been pacing up and down 
·as. was his custom,· jingling coins in his 
hand,.. w:�th. his- long jaw extended while 
he orate4. He� lut,d paused in the instant 
to stoop and pick llp from the floor a 
nickel he had dropped. 

· 

Noel Gouf caught a word coming out, 
as he tiptoed by. 

"Professor Gouf " 
He started in mortal terror. Jawbone 

MacGlurk had terrorized him for ten 
years. The man's mean, malicious mind 
had squeezed his brain. MacGlurk's 
sadistic pleasure in exercising authority 
and inflicting hurt had petrified his spir
it. The sight of, and even the name of, 
MacGlurk was enough to make him 

" 

cringe. 
But MacGlurk was not speaking to 

him, of course. He was: not aware of 
him, through the fourth dimensionr They 
were just . words that the bony, progna. 
thous principal of Stratton High had 
been dictating, the sound waves of them 



THROUGH THE. BLACKBOARD II 
were projected horizontally in the air. 

TH a bent ear, Noel Gouf went 
quietly into the sacrosanct precincts, 

scooping up the motionless waves of 
sound and toward MacGlurk's stooped 
form and downward-bent countenance. 

"Professor Gouf is a man totally un
able to main�ain discipline, and for that 
reason, if none other, I would find it 
impossible to recommend him for the 
position. Period. New paragraph. In 
the large view, he is a man of a highly 
impractical " 

Little Noel Gouf had followed the 
sound waves right down Principal Mac
Glurk's bent head and the tight, twisted 
mouth in MacGlurk's long bony jaw. 
He had to kneel beside MacGlurk's . mo
tionless figure to scoop in the last word 
which had been uttered. The rest of 
them were still in MacGlurk's larynx 
and in his brain. 

He arose with a trembling mouth and 
tears in his eyes. He had given Mac
Glurk's name as a recommendation 
when he had applied for the teaching 
position at the state Defective Institu
tion. Only fifteen hundred a year, and 
the life would be rather awful. 

But with children now grown up and 
self-.. supporting, somehow he and J es
sie might have got along on it. Now 
MacGlurk wouldn't even recommend him 
for that miserable starvation-job, after 
�enty-nine years. . 

"You you jaw-boned old toad," he 
whispered, almost crying. "I feel like " 

Well, he could actually do it. Mac- . 
Glurk remained there, stooped, with 
his rear end lifted in the .air and the 
seat of his pants stretched tight, as he 
reached for his nickel. 

Professor Noel Gouf lifted back his 
right foot and swung it with all the so
lidity of his short, stubby frame against 
the spot indicated .. Principal MacGlurk 
did not. move, did not change expression, 
&till reached for the nickel he had 
dropped. · 

�el Gouf went out the ·ornate Gothic 
entrance· of the ·Stratton High Schoel 

into the bright warm day. Motionless 
insects on motionless wings hung in the 
air. Motionless motor cars stood on the 
streets, with motionless blue exhaust 
coming from their pipes, with motion
less wheels spurning the pavement. 

Motionless pedestrians were frozen 
on the sidewalks. Motionless waves 
glinted with motionless sunlight on the 
blue little river. Motionless wind blew 
motionless factory smokes. 

He went down the street. He went 
skimming. His bones were melted. His 
feet were bottomless and rubber. He 
moved at first at his brisk little pace 
of thirty inches to the step, but soon 
found that he could take thirty feet as 
easily, or three hundred, or any amount 
that he desired. That fourth dimension, 
which he had· penetrated, made all other 
dimensions valueless, like the chalk line, 
which would have been a wall to two
dimensional people. 

It was two-thirty. It was two-thirty 
of the afternoon. The stock market in 
New York across the river wouldn't 
close for half an hour. The - .first and 
most impGrtant thing in his life was to 
find out whether SI preferred, Sunder
sohn Industries preferred, on which he 
had�staked so much every dollar he had 
and more had gone up since he had 
bought his two hundred shares at sev
enty this morning, or whether it had 
gone down, and he was due for jail. He 
went skimming to the Stratton commut
ing station, trying to ·remember what 
was: the· next train out. 

0 TRAINS were running, of course. 
· 

But he didn't need a train. It was 
hard to adjust himself to that. To real
ize it at one�, completely. He went 
skimming to the Hudson's shore fifteen 
miles away, and across the river, skating 
above motionless waves, past motionless 
ferries, dodging motionless gulls poised 
over the water. . 

The .clock overlooking the Battery and 
the· tall towers of financial Manhattan 
said half past two. The sun stood still. 

''It's. amazing," he whispered to him-
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self. "It's perfectly amazing. It's well, come right through the man. 
it's wonderful." ,. He was Skiddy Merton, old Skiddy 

He didn't need to hurry so. He had with his amiable bubble brain, who 
all the time in the world. Before going didn't know what a cosine was yet, but 
to his brokers, Skiddy Merton & Co., had made a pile of money on the market, 
whose offices were uptown, he might as even more than Butch Sundersohn. Gouf _ 

well drop in and see the offices of the hadn't hurt Skiddy, going through him 
Sundersohn Industries, themselves, in that way. Skiddy hadn't even noticed. 
the great Sundersohn building down. Still, it was the polite thing to beg par-
overlooking the harbor. don. 

The revolving doors were motionless, He went toward Butch Sundersohn 
filled with motionless people going in at the far end of the table, scooping up 
and coming out. He went through the Butch's booming sound waves with his 
glass panel of the locked side door. The ear, stepping through the tabJe and the 
elevators were motionless .. but he went men seated around it with little rnur
up the stairs, three, and seventeen, and murs of apology. 
fifty at a time, and seven whole flights "The necessity of declaring no divi-
within a step. dend at all on the preferred," he scooped 

He went through glass-paneled doors, up Butch's sound waves hanging roo
past motionless secretaries, into the pri- tionless in the air, ''in consj deration of 
vate office of B.  B. Sundersohn, who had the serious tax outlook and the fact that 
been Butch Sundersohn in his class at profits have been much below prelim
Stratton High thirty-th.ree years ago inary estimates. To insure no unfair ad
and hadn't even been able to add A plus vantage among ourselves, we wiil wait . 
B together, but had added together five to make our announcement till after the 
million dollars. . market's close. I think we are agreed. 

In the directors' room, off Butch's However, I rather imagine that most of 
private office, a dozen men sat around us have had some forewarning and have 
the big board table at lunch. They already succeeded in disposing, at the 
spooned ice cream to their mouths mo- recent not unfavorable market " 
tionlessly� They drank from tilted high
ball glasses out of which no liquid 
poured. 

Butch Sundersohn, big, bald, power
ful, with shrewd pale eyes, stood at the 
head of the table, with the knuckles of 
his left hand resting on a sheaf of pa
pers. The red point of the cigar in his 
right hand, which he held out before 
him in a declamatory gesture, did not 
burn in this timeless space, and yet it 
did not die. 

"We are agreed, gentlemen, on the 
necessity,'' Noel Gouf scooped in Butch 
Sundersohn's booming voice as he came 
through the door. 

"Pardon me," he murmured. 
He had come through in such haste 

and curiosity that he had failed to no
tice that one of the directors was stand
ing on the inside of the door, with his 
hand on the bolt, locking it. He had 

HEY were not going to declare the 
huge thirty-dollar dividen<l on the 

preferred, or any dividend at all.  They 
were goiRg to pass it again. They had 
known all along that they were going to 
pass it. They had just spread the rumor 
of the big dividend so that they would 
have a market among the little specu
lators speculators like himself to un
load their stock. '" 

Noel Gouf pushed his face right up 
through the ring of cigar smoke which 
stood motionless in front of Butch Sun
dersohn's mouth, but that was the last 
word out. Butch had paused to blow his 

-

cigar ring before resuming. 
"Butch !" Noel Gouf said. "For Pete's 

· sake, Butch, aren't you really going to 
declare it ?" 

He was panic-stricken. The stock 
would drop thirty points. He would lose 



THE BLACKBOARD !I 
U thousand dollars, two thousand more 
than he had. He would go to jail for life, 
and Jessie would starve. He clutched 
Butch Sundersohn's lapel, trying to 
shake Butch's large, impassive frame. 

"Butch !" he cried. "This is Brains 
Gouf, Butch. You remember me. The 
little guy who was in your high school 
elass at Stratton thirty-three years ago. 
The one who always got the A's. I'm 
here in the fourth dimension, Butch. 
Listen to me ! I've sunk everything. I've 
gone overboard. I got the tip straight 
:from Skiddy Merton's own head office 
that the dividend would surely be de
clared, and I might make two thousand 
dollars ! Please do something about it, 
Butch !" 

He was almost crying. Butch Sunder
sohn remained stolid and impassive, 
with shrewd, cold-wrinkled eyes looking 
beyond him, with the cigar ring unbrok .. 

en in front of his round mouth. He did 
not move to Noel Gouf's frantic shaking. 
His face waa unchanged. 

.. For gosh sake," thought the little 

• • • 
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man, releasing him. "This isn't any time 
to him at all, of course. I'm not even 
here. Any more than a man peering over 
the walls of a two-dimension house 
would be there to a two-dimension per
son. It's hard to keep it straight." 

He got out his handkerchief and 
wiped his forehead. He poured himself 
a glass of water from a carafe on the 
table and drank it. 

"Well, so long,' '  he said. 
He straightened his shoulders and 

went out through the wall, stepping 
from the parapet of the Sundersohn 
building to the top of the Woolworth 
tower, and skating from there to the 
Empire State thirty blocks uptown, and 
rolling over on his back and floating 
from there to the tall-clustered spires of 
Rockefeller Center, a mile farther on. 

He got out there on the eighty-seventh 
floor and walked sedately down the 
stairs, eighty-three flights of them, one· 
step at a time. _ There was such a thing 
as carrying anything to excess in the 

[Turn page] 
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way of speed. He needed time to think. The black pads were the buy orders. 

In shaking anxiety, Noel Gouf reached 
IV for a red-printed pad on the counter and 

wrote on it : 

ITTLE Professor Gouf was tired 
and breathless, and his calf muscles were 
wobbling when he entered the offices of 
Skiddy Merton & Co. down on the fourth 
floor. The clock in the board room said 
half past two. The huge g·reen board 
with threefold wings had eight hundred 
big board stocks listed on it, with a few 
selected curbs, and wheat, oats, cotton, 
and lard. Opening price, low price, high 
price, and latest price for each stock. 

In .big leather lounge chairs, facing 
the board, the traders sat, watching the 
motionless translux tape. At the trad
ing counter the customers' men stood 
at telephones with pencils poised, with 
changeless smiles upon their faces, in 
that changeless instant. 

Noel Goof's eyes went roving to In
dustrials. SI pfd. had opened at 77%, 
which was also its low for the day. Its 
last and high were the same, 79%. To
morrow morning it would open at about 
50. Or maybe 40 or below. It was go
ing to· be a cold, freezing day in SI pfd. 
when the word . got out that that hoped
for dividend had been passed by. 

He went to the counter where his � 

customer's man, old Grilby, looking like 
a decayed nineteen-hundred-style con
fidence man in bright striped shirt, 
bright checked suit, and diamond horse
shoe stickpin stood. Grilby was smiling, 
with pencil poised over a black-printed 
order blank on the counter before him 
and a telephone at his ear. 

"How is SI preferred acting, Mr. 
Qrilby ?" said the sound waves clustered 
around the telephone. 

"Up. Up. All the boys seem to be 
crazy about it." The sound waves of 
Grilby's voice, rising up and down in 
the air like a roller-coaster, came joy
ously. 

He was an optimist, Mr. Grilby, as a 
customer's man should be, and it was 
all a roller-coaster to him. 

Sell to account of Noel Gouf 200 SI pfd. 
at market. 

He pushed it beneath old Grilby's pen
cil and wiped his forehead. Selling at 
the market meant selling at whatever 
price happened to be bid. If the last 
price was 791;2,  though, he ought to get 
,781h, ; anyway. 

Allowing a half a point for taxes and 
commissions in buying and selling, that 
would just about clear him, after having 
bought this morning at 78. If the mar
ket price were a half a point more, he 
might even make a hundred dollars. He 
had escaped losing thousands, anyway, 
and more than he liad, and going to jail. 

He wiped his forehead again and 
pulled back the red pad. Beneath the 
order he had written, he wrote further : 

Sell 200 SI pfd. short at market. 

He pushed it under old Grilby's pencil 
again. Wiping his sweating hands, he 
went tiptoeing out, afraid that some po
lice officer's hand would reach out and 
pinch hitn before he had gained the door. 

- ·-

E. WALKED down the . stairs and 
went out upon the street, still a 

little dazed. A cop's whistle made him 
jump. But it was only a track of sound 
waves which he had run into from the 
traffic policeman at the corner directing 
the motionless traffic with motionless 
hand upraised. He looked absently at 
his watch. It was still half past two. 

His daughter Caroline had had a 
luncheon engagement at the Pigeon Club 
today, he remembered, with Allison 
Clouber, the powerful young labor poli
tician to whom she was engaged. She 
and Clouber might still be lingering at 
lunch. 

· 

He turned down the side street . n 
which the Pigeon Club was located, p ss
ing through the door and through the ad-
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miral-uniformed doorman, who was just 
starting hurriedly out, with hand up
lifted and whistle to his lips, to signal 
a passing cab. 

Caroline and Clouber were sitting at 
a table in an alcove. An empty bottle 
that had held champagne showed that 
they had been celebrating. Caroline had 
her glass half lifted to her lips. Her 
eyes were bright. Her face was smiling. 
She was so much like what her mother 
had been at nineteen that the sight of 
her always tore old Noel Goof's heart. 
He had been only a failure to Caroline, 
a despised cipher in her existence. It 
was no wonder she had chosen a man 
so different. 

The luncheon bill was in front of 
Cl_,ouber on its silver platter. With one 
hand on his coat lapel, he had pulled out 
his pocketbook. Inadvertently, he had 
pulled out a letter from his inside breast 
pocket with it, too. His broad, pale face, 
powerful and big.;.jawed, was smiling a 
little quizzically as he glanced down at 
the letter behind his pulled-out lapel. 

"We'll take the plane for St. Louis this 
afternoon, Caroline." The sound waves 
of his voice hung motionless in the air. 
"You'd like to meet my sister." 

The letter which he had pulled out 
and was glancing down at was on pink 
paper with a blue deckle edge. The 
writing on it was in violet ink. 

Noel Gouf had always had a str\lng 
prejudice against reading other persons' 
letters. But anything written on deckle
edged paper with violet ink had nothing 
sacrosanct about it. He removed it 
gently but firmly from Clouber's big, 
square, well-manicured hand, without 
even a murmur of apology. He read : 

Dear A\, 
How much longer are you going to play 

that judge's secretary, that Goof girl? 
Your wasting time. A Dame like that 
ain't going to give you no inside Info 
about the case their building up against 
you for Rakateering without you get her 
1n a box & under your Thumb. You bring 
her out to St. Loo where I break her for 
�ou like I broke others. 

Your lovein_g wife, 
Madame Sally Lou 

• 

Little Noel Gouf read the violet ink on 
the pink paper with a feeling of creep
ing horror. What it meant or what it 
suggested was something quite outside 
the rang� 8f his mathematics, and not 
less out of his own simple personal ex
periences in life. Still it gave him a 
feeling of some dark and brutalizing 
horror which threatened his lovely 
young Caroline, from this great, pale, 
wrinkled beast of a young man. 

Perhaps if she read it herself, she 
would understand something in it. She 
was young, but she was wiser in so 
many ways than her father. Gently, 
plump little Professor Noel Gouf re
moved the half-lifted champagne glass 
from her hand and set it down on the 
tablecloth. He inserted the pink sheet, 
opened in her hand, before her smiling 
face. 

He started out the door of the Pigeon 
Club and bumped into the doorman, still 
rushing out in motionless silence, with 
his hand lifted and his silent whistle at 
his lips. With a thought, Noel Gouf 
removed the whistle from the doorman's . 
lips. 

He went back to the table where Caro
line and Clouber sat. Picking up a nap
kin, he wiped the whistle diligently. He 
dunked it in a water glass, rinsing it, 
and wiped it again. As a last measure, 
he immersed it in Caroline's champagne. 
Champagne had alcohol in it, he was 
sure, and alcohol is sterilizing. 

Once having taken these precautions, 
he placed �t between Caroline's smiling 
and half-parted lips. He spat into his 
palm and doubled up his right fist. He 
swung it straight at young Clouber's 
broad white nose and wrung his 
knuckles when the blow had landed. 
Young Clouber remained smiling ironic
ally, still looking down at his half-ex
tricated purse and the pink letter which 
was no longer in bis hand. 

UBBING his bruised knuckles, little 
Professor Noel Gouf went marching 

out of the Pigeon Club &(ain, going 
through the wall this time so as not to 
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go through the doorman. 
The motionless sun was bright above. 

The day was at perfection. In this time
less space the weather couldJlot change. 
No cloud could come. No drop of rain 
could fall. Little Professor Noel Gouf 
walked up Broadway� through a city of 
seven million people where no one 
walked or moved but him, enjoying the 
fine balmy afternoon June weather. 

The sound waves of a loudspeaker 
horn above a radio shop, playing Deep 
in the Heart of Texas, were seined up 
by his ear. He looked at his watch, and 
it was just half past two. 

"I could make it out there and back 
in no time," he muttered to himself, in 
the way that he had had, for thirty 
years, of muttering at his blackboard 
while he worked out his problems. 
"Texas is only two thousand miles away, 
after all. Yes, out there and back in 
no time. I've always wanted to see it." 

He started out, sauntering up Broad
way to the George Washington bridge 
s.ix . miles to the north, and sauntering 
across the bridge, enjoying the motion
less sparkle of the motionless sunlight 
on the motionless river deep below. He 
paused to cut himself a walking stick 
when he had reached the Jersey side, 
and then started out for Texas. 

It was difficult to explain. He him
self found it somewhat difficult to ex
plain, with all his mathematical knowl
edge. But by penetrating time and 
thereby reducing all the other dimen� 
sions of reality to chalk marks, it didn't 
really make any difference how far he 
went or at what speed he went. 

It didn't make any difference whether 
he sauntered slowly along country roads, 
enjoying wild flowers and scooping his 
ear to catch the sound waves of singing 
birds, or whether he paused and medi
tated ; or whether he skated gracefully 
above the tree tops in mile-long skim
ming strokes, or whether he tried a 
trudgeon crawl and went plowing 
through the air with a scissors kick, 
overtaking motionless hawks and sta
tionary formations of combat planes and 

frozen lightning bolts in his swift prog
ress. 

It didn't make any difference whether 
it was two hundred feet or two thousand 
miles he went, either. For the time that 
it took him to go anywhere, at whatever 
speed, was just exactly nothing. 

So he started out for Texas, not going 
• 

like a wild hawk or like a plane or like 
a bullet or a lightning bolt, for even the 
last takes a measurable eleven thou
sandths of a second to go two thousand 
miles. And it was taking him just ex
actly no time at all. 

He started out walking, swinging the 
walking stick that he had cut, leisurely 
enjoying the scenery, on the ground or 
floating through the air when his legs 
got a little tired. At the end of precisely 
no time, at two-thirty Eastern War 
Time, one-thirty Central War Time, he 
was at Collins Field in Texas, where his 
son Tom was stationed as a flying in
structor. 

In just precisely no time he was there 
from the Pigeon Club. Jn precisely no 
time from the board room of Skiddy 
Merton & Co., and in no time from the 
directors' room of Sundersohn Indus
tries. And in no time from Jawbone 
MacGiurk's office and his own classroom 
in the Stratton High School in the pleas
ant little town of Stratt�n, on the spark
ling river two thousand miles away. 

He was out there in Texas in no time, 
a hundred feet above the ground, which 

""' 

was a bad patch of rocky ground. His 
hand was on. the cockpit of a training 
plane which was poised . motionless in 
the air with its nose down and its wings 
sideways, and its ailerons and flippers 
and rudder all twisted in what seemed 
to him, with his mathematical mind, 
somewhat peculiar and irrational posi
tions. 

He was holding on to the cockpit edge 
and looking at the wrenched, terrified 
face of a student pilot in the rear seat 
of the trainer. The student was cling
ing with both hands to the control stick 
hard against his belt in a stone grip like 
death, with motionless drops of saliva 
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avouting. from the edges of his wide
open mouth, and sound waves frozen in 
the. motionless air about his mouth. 
They were discernible even in the great 
rocky corrugated sound waves of the 
p)an.e's motor. 

"I want to go home !" his sound waves 
screamed. 

v 

IRS.T LIEUTENANT TOM GOUF, 
· in the front seat, was looking around, his 
hand gripping the dual stick in his cock
pit and trying to force . it forward from 
hi1n. A twisted and considerably alarmed 
look was frozen on his lean, hard, brown 
face, 

"Hello, Tom," said little Noel Gouf, 
apologetically. "I'm here in the. fourth 
dimension. It was such a pleasant day 
that I thought I'd pop out and see you." 

Tom made no reply to him, sat there 
with that motionless glare. 

"I don't mean to butt in with my 
theories," said little· Noel Gouf, apolo
getically, "but it seems to me that, speak
ing in terms of pure abstract mathe
matics, the position of line of flight of 
·your plane in relation to the direct line 
of gravity forms an extremely acute 
angle which, if continued, would. cause 
your line AB to meet the ground line CD 
almost perpendicularly and with consid
erable force. 

"I know nothing about flying, of 
course. Still, the proper maintenance of 
the Kv curve is a mathematical formula. 

I thought that perhaps. you wouldn't 
mind if I pointed out to you the mathe
matics of the situation. "  

Tom's frozen face glared back. The 
professor edged up along the fuselage 
toward Tom's cockpit timidly. Tom had 
always hated for him to give any advice. 

"Let go," Tom's sound waves came 
into his ear as he moved up toward him. 
"That stick ! You crazy fool !" 

"Goodness gracious," said little Pro
fessor- Noel Gouf, rubbing his chin. "The 
young fellow is really quite crazy with 
fright, isn't he ? And he had seized the 
controls and has swerved your plane into 
this most singular and mathematically 
absurd position. And the ground is ex
tremely close. At a speed of approxi
mately two hundred miles per hour, you 
will hit in approximately three· h-qndred 
and. seventeen thousandths of a second. 
With disastrous consequences, I pre
sume, since the force of impact is in pro
portion to the sq�are of the speed. Let 
me think a moment." 

But there were no moments at all, of 
course, to think. He stood with his foot 
on the cockpit stirrup,. rubbing his chin 
and analyzing all the mathematics of it, 

• 

muttering to himself, while no. moment 
passed, and then another. 

"I  have it," he said. "Just wait a 
moment. No moment, I mean." 

He dropped down to the stony ground 
and looked around. He selected a 
smooth, oblong-shaped flint rock, after 
due reflection, of about two pounds in 
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weight, which fitted nicely into his 
palm. , He was back beside Tom's plane 
again in no time. 

"Pardon me," he said. 
He put one hand upon the side of the 

head of the bug-eyed, screaming student. 
He struck a little tap with the stone just 
back of that petrified young man's ear. 

"Dear me," he said, "I hope that's 
firm enough. Perhaps I had better re
peat it, though, for good measure and a 
little more emphatically." 

· 

He gave a somewhat more vigorous 
and impressive tap, with nicely calcu
lated force. The motionless student 
with mouth open continued his sound
less screaming, still clutching the stick 
in that timeless instant. However, 
when time began again, he . would be, 
Professor Gouf felt, sufficiently well tak
en care of. He tossed away th� rock, 
which remained motionless in the air a 
few feet away. 

"I  really believe that should do it, 
Tom," he said. "Hope I haven't both-
ered you." 

, 

E LOOKED at the watch on Tom's 
wrist, and it said half past one. He 

looked at his own watch, and it said 
half past two. He was walking down 
the shady side of Maple Street in Strat
ton toward the high school a block away, 
still looking at his watch. His legs felt 
quite tired. As near as he could remem
ber, he had walked the whole way from 
Texas. 

Along the shady sidewalk, he saw a 
tall, brisk, white-bearded figure striding 
toward him. A white beard parted in 
the middle and combed out in big puffs 
upon each side. A pair of steel-rimmed 

• 

dark blue glasses, the color of eye-cup 
glass, over a pair of glittering, ·eagle 
eyes. An old and bony figure, walking 
with a little hop. 

Little Professor Noel Gouf had not 
seen him for almost thirty years. But 
it could be none othe-r than Dr. Alcibi
ades Hoogstetter, the head of the Mathe
matics Depa1·tment of the Graduate 
School ; the great savant. 

"Bless my soul, if it isn't young Gouf," 
said old Hoogstetter, stopping and shak
ing hands with him heartily. "I was 
just thinking of you, Gouf. I am retir
ing, and none of the other young fellows 
seem to fit into my shoes. I have always 
expected you t<Ttake over after me. I 
inquired about you, but they told me you 
had left the Graduate School and were • 

now in Stratton. It took me a little by 
surprise." 

"I left Graduate School twenty-nine 
years ago, Doctor," said little Noel Gouf 
with a trembling mouth. 

"Indeed ?" the old man said. ''Time 
flies. It'8 quite difficult to keep track 
of it. I had a birthday only the other 
day, or maybe it was a few years back. 
I thought that I was forty-two, but they 
told me I was eighty-one. Felt like a 
perfect fool. I thought that I had seen 
you around tP,e Yard only yesterday, 
Gouf, or the day before, but you tell me 
it's been months. What have you been 
doing in mathematics in recent weeks ?" 

Little Noel Gouf drew himself up to 
his full height. He took a deep breath. 

"I  have discovered the fourth dimen
sion, Doctor," he said quietly. 

Old · Hoogstetter nodded absently. 
"Good good !" he said. "I was sure you 
would. You were right on the tail of it. 
Write me your mathematical computa
tions, and I will check them over. A 
fascinating discovery. It's good, of 
course, for a doctorate. But that would 
hardly be required of you, Gouf. I have 
the full authority to name my successor 
and I have always had you in mind for 
it, as I told you only yesterday." 

"Twenty-nine years ago, Doctor," said 
little Noel Gouf. 

"Well, well, time flies. I had a birth
day the other day, and they told me I 
was ninety-seven. I thought I was still 
thirteen. But think the matter over, 
Gouf. I'll write you a confirming letter, 
offering you the post. In fact, I'll have 
my secretary take a letter right now. 
What is your address, _you say ? Strat
ton, New Jersey ? Where is that?" 

"You're right there now, Doctor." 
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"Yes, I'll have h.er write to you at I am on my way down to East Peoria 
once. Well, good day to you, Gouf." where my dear old aunt lives. Glad to 

"Wait a minute !" said little Noel Gouf have seen you, Professor." 
as old Dr. Alcibiades Hoogstetter lifted He walked on down shady Maple 
his hat courteously and turned away, go- Street, with his hands clasped behind 
ing absently around a corner three steps him, still pacing and meditating. Slow
distant. "Wait a minute, Doctor ! How ly pacing, he walked into the air and 
the dickens are you wal�ing and talk- went whisking away over the roofs of 
ing " Stratton like a bullet. 

He ran around the corner after the Little Professor Noel Gouf wiped his 
brisk old man. forehead and turned into the high 

"Hey, wait a minute !" school's Gothic doors. He passed by 
But there were no minutes to wait. In Principal Jawbone MacGlurk's office 

no time the brisk old figure of Dr. Hoog- door, and MacGlurk was still stooped 
stetter had vanished. over inside, still reaching for his nickel. 

ITTLE Noel Gouf turned back, con
- siderably bewildered, and resumed 

his course down Maple Street. Really, 
any way he looked at it, it was most in
explicable. It was almost supernatural 
that Dr. Hoogstetter should talk to him 
that way and then abruptly vanish. He 
had never heard of such an extraordi
nary occurrence in his life. 

He was almost at the high school 
steps when he saw the slight little figure 
of the Reverend Holmes, the new youth
ful pastor of the church which Jessie at
tended, walking toward him along the 
timeless and motionless street, with 
hands clasped behind him, head bowed 
in meditation. Would wonders never 
cease? 

"Good afternoon, Parson," said little 
Noel Gouf. 

Little Professor Noel Gouf stopped in 
again and delivered another mighty kick 
to the surface so prol)linently displayed, 
before proceeding on. 

He went into his classroom in Senior 
Math. Nothing there had changed. The 
clock on the wall still stood at half past 
two. The spitball from Billy Camorra,

s 
rubber band still hung in the air three 
feet from where he had been standing at 
the blackboard. Muriel Morton still 
scratched her milk-white thigh. Niles 
Gowamley and Gloria Glick still had 
their noses and foreheads pressed to
gether. Leaping Leander still sailed in 
motionless grace six inches above the 
chair. · 

Professor Noel Gouf paused. He got 
out a box of matches from his pocket. 
He struck one. It lit instantly, with a 
motionless flame, though it did not burn. 

"Oh, good afternoon, Professor. 
was just thinking over my sermon." 

I He stooped and inserted it in Niles 

UI have solved the riddle of the fourth 
dimension," said little Noel Gouf with 
shy pride. "But, of course, you have, 
too, haven't you, or you wouldn't be 
here?" 

The young clergyman nodded absent
ly. "Yes, yes," he said. "There's really 

• 

nothing to it. Amusing little experi-
ment at times, though, to get us out of 
ourselves." 

"I just came from Texas," said Noel 
Gouf. 

"I just came from China," said the 
young clergyman. "Norway. Abyssinia. 

Gowamley's hip pocket. He struck an
other and inserted it in Leaping Lean
der's shoe, curled gracefully beneath 
him. 

He struck a third and, after reflection, 
tucked it gently into the sole of Billy 
Camorra's shoe, with j ust the flame ex
truding. He flipped his thumbnail on 
Billy's nose again. 
. He went back up to the blackboard a 
little hurriedly. He would have to com
plete the diagram and set down the 
mathematical formula while it was still 
clear in his mind the diagram and the 
mathematical formula of the fourth di-
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mension. He bent down to pick up the VI 
piece of chalk that he had dropped. . . . 

THE directors' room of Sundersohn 
Industries, Inc., big Butch Sunder

sohn laid down his burning cigar and 
blew away the smoke ring which drifted 
slowly six inches in front of his big 
face. , 

"Two-thirty now, even," he said. 
"We'll play fair with the public by hold
ing the news till after the market closes. 
That's just a half hour more.'' 

At the door, Skiddy Merton, turning 
the bolt, said, "Curse it, something went 
right through me. I don't know what." 

He clicked the bolt and turned around 
from the door, resuming his seat at the 
table. 

"A lot of little margin speculators are 
going to be hit," he said. "They've been 
hopping on SI preferred for a free ride. 
There's a little bug-eyed guy I · used to 
know in colleg-e. Named something 
Gouf. Valedictorian of the class, first 
marshal of Phi Beta one of these in
fant prodigies. 

"He came to me last week, a seedy 
little fellow, a h�gh school teacher, with 
a few thousand bucks that he wanted· to 
put into a margin account and make 
fifty thousand out of. Somebody had 
given him a tip on Sundersohn pre
ferred, and he asked me about it. I 
couldn't tell him anything, naturally. I 
just told him to watch it. I almost wish 

• 

now I had told him to lay off." 
"Why ?'� said B u t c h  Sundersohn. 

4 4Sooner or later, a guy like that is bound 
to lose it. He doesn't know the inside." 

He picked up his cigar again, sitting 
down in his seat at the head of the table. 

"I  went to high school with him my
self,' '  he said. "They used to call him 
Brains. Funny, I was thinking of him 
j ust this minute. Hadn't thought of him 
in thirty years, I guess. Teaching high 
school, is he ? That's where they all end 
up. A theoretiC'al guy like that, they 
never amount to much." 

"The thought of him went right 
through me," said Skiddy Merton. 

N SKIDDY MERTON & CO.'S 
board room, the half-past two bell 
bonged. Old Grilby, the customers' 
man, put down his phone. With his 
flashy horseshoe tie pin, his flashy 
striped shirt, and gambler's checked 
suit, he couldn't possibly be dishonest. 
Customers' men who wear blue serge 
suits and black ties and who look like 
undertakers are the ones to watch. 

Old Grilby had just given a quote on 
SI preferred to a rich widow, one of his 
most successful traders, and she had 
given him an order to buy five hundred 
shares. He reached for the black pad to 
put the order down and saw the red 
''sell" pad on the counter right beneath 
his pencil. 

''I must be getting old," he said to a 
conferee beside him at the counter. 
Here's one I overlooked." 

An order to sell two hundred SI pfd. 
at the market and to sell two thousand 
additional short, for that seedy little new 
customer, Noel Gouf of Stratton. He 
initialed it and rushed out to the phone 
desk to have it transmitted down to the 
exchange floor for execution_. 

He glanced across at the moving 
translux and the big quote board with 
its snapping prices, when he had re
turned to his station. He read the 
morning translux figures : 

SI preferred 79% . . .  Two hundred 6 
. . .  One hundred 7 . . . Five hundred 80 
. . . Five hundred at % .  
44Are they grabbing it !", he enthused. 

''They're going wild. It will never stop. 
It'll hit ninety tomorrow morning when 
the big dividend is declared. Hey, that 
fool is going to lose twenty thousand 
dollars !" 

"What fool ?"' said the adjacent cus
tomers' man. 

"Fellow just started an account this 
week," said old Grilby. "Made a few 
trades, lost a thousand. He bought a 
couple of lots of SI preferred this morn
ing on my recommendation and when 
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rhe bas made a point or two, he loses his 
nerve. Sells out. Goes overboard · on 

. the other . side - and sells .two thousand 
·short. He's going to lose twenty thou
sand dollars.· ·  

"Is he good for it�" 
" 'He. who sells what isn't his'n, must 

�pay .for it or go to pris'n,' " .Grilby 
·hummed the old song softly. "Well, he 
must be good for it. Seedy little fel
lows like that generally have plenty 
tucked away in the sock. They save on 
clothes, that's how they make money." 
. '�Sold two thousand short," said the 
other customers' m·an in ·some alarm, 

�thinking it over. "I've got ten shares 
! of ·. si puffed ·myself. Wonder if he ·had 
any inside information?" 

".How could he have ? He doesn't have 
.any Street connections. He's ·just :a 
mathematical shark at some little jerk
water high school out in Jersey." 

"A math·ematical shark. Two thou
.sand is ·a big lump. If they don't de
, clare a dividend, he's going to make 
,ilbout .sixty dollars by :tomorrow morn-
i11g." 

"Listen," said old Grilby uncertainly, 
"Sundersohn is going to pay that divi
dend. It's going up ·and up . .  And up. 
Nothing can stop it. Look ·at me. I 
know. Who made two million dollars 
in Twenty-nine by riding them up 'and 

:.Qp 1" 
"Show me two dollars now that you 

own," said the other customers' man un
sympathetically. "I think I'll cash in 
on my little ten shares myself. Ju·st for 
luck.'' 

Old Grilby went out to the order desk 
to confirm the execution of Gouf's order. 
It had gone through, two hundred shares 
.at &: little less than eighty, two thousand 
shares · short- at a little more. 

"He must have known something," he 
whispered to himself. 

He watched the translux out in the 
·hoard room. SI pfd. was hovering 
around 50 and a quarter. There were a 
: lot of buyers, but there was also a lot 
of stock. Old Grilby picked up his phone 
.and began calling his customers. 

'-�SI preferred doesn't look so good," 
he said cautiously. "There's a rumor 
-going around. A big short sale. 'It 
might be · just a·s well to take your 
profits " 

The hunch had come to him from 
where all hunches and Wall Street tips 
come. From the fourth dimension . . . •  

• 

N THE Pigeon Club, Caroline Gouf 
smiled at Allison Clouber across thQ· 

table. He was so big and crude ·:al\d. 
strong. His very ugliness had a charm. 
for her. He was some kind of an out-

' law, qtiite likely, but there was a bold
ness and daring about him which fasci
nated her. All the girls she knew were 
crazy about · him. 

She lifted up h·er wine glass and 
smiled as ·the clock pointed to half past 
two. The waiter had set down the 
luncheon reckoning on the table before 
·AI. H·e ·reached into his pocket for his 

· billfold, · with his quizzical smile. 
Sud-denly blood spurted from his ·nose, 

and his head jerked back. He glared at 
her. 

"What did you do that for ?" ·he 
·snarled. "What ·are you doing with that 
blasted whistle in your mush ? Where 
did you get that letter ? Curse you, don't 
you try to-otie me up with Sally Lou !" 

He was on his feet, with his blood
dripping ·nose, glaring ·at her with ter
.rible eyes. She thought she had a wine 
·glass in her hand, but it was a pink letter 
with violet ink. 

"Oh !" 
She started to exhale her breath. A 

police blast came from her startled lips. 
AI struck at her with a swinging fist. He 
was leaping, a pistol coming from his 
·pocket. Men were running at him. She 
arose with a frightened gasp, pulling 
the whistle from her lips, as AI went 
down beneath a flying horde. 

A man kneeling on the floor looked up 
at her. · · 

''You're from Judge Barnaby's office, 
aren't you ?" he said. "We've been tail
ing him. We've been trying to tie him 
up with a traffic out in St. Louis in 
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whicb. too many girls have disappeared, 
but he's always been too smart for us. 
Have you got hold of some letter of his, 
some - written document ? That was 
quick work, Miss, blowing that police 
whistle. And you are a brave girl to 
have gone out with him alone." 

''I guess I have a guardian angel," she 
gasped. "I g-guess I have " 

She burst into tears. She went out 
• 

crying, with some young man support-
ing her. 

4'1 want to go home," she said. ..1 
want to go home. . . . " 

The rushing ground was whirling up 
a hundred feet below the whipping 
plane, down there in Texas. Pushing 
the frozen stick and the jammed rudder 
bar with all his strength, Tom Gouf 
yelled at the paralyzed, screaming fool 
behind him for his life. 

"Let go that stick !" 
The loco student's head dropped side

ways. He had fainted. The stick was 
loose in Tom's gasp within the instant, 
and he pushed it down. Nose rushing 
at the ground, the ship straightened 
from its spin. He brought its nose back 
as its belly scraped along the rushing 
rocky ground and lifted it in a zoom. 

'4That was a!>out the longest moment 
of my life !" he muttered, sweating. "I 
must have a guardian angel somewhere. "  

He still had a curious feeling, a curi
ous eerie feeling, which would be with 
him all his life, that he had seen a rock, 
a smooth, two-pound flint rock, dropping 
aimlessly into empty space two feet 
away from his tail surfaces in that in
stant when the loco student had fainted, 
and he had got the controls again. 

A YBE it was a meteorite that had 
dropped down, for there was a con

tusion on the white-faced, retching 
student's head just back of his right ear, 
when they had returned to the field and -
landed. But it would seem that a mete-
orite, falling from outer space, would 
have hit harder than just to tap him . . . .  

In his study at Cambridge, Massachu
setts, old Dr. Alcibiades Hoogstetter 

swung around in his big leather swivet 
chair. 

"I  was meditating a moment,, he said 
to his secretary, combing his white 
beard. "Will you take a letter to Pro
fessor Noel Gouf, Stratton High School, 

· Stratton, New Jersey . . . .  Dear Gouf 
-1 am ready to retire and it has oc
curred to me that you might be interest
ed. As I once mentioned to you, I have 
always had you in mind as my successor. 
How are you progressing in your theory 
of the fourth dimension ? I always felt 
that you had something there. Sincere
ly yours, etc., etc." 

In his office in the Stratton High 
School, Principal Jawbone MacGlurk 
pacing up and down and jingling coins 
as he dictated, stooped to pick up a 
nickel he had dropped. He fell flat upon 
his face and plowed forward across the 
floor on his chin. 

He arose, rather lamely, bending over 
and feeling the seat of his pants, while 
Miss Peavy, his secretary, burst into 
screams of laughter, and threw her note
book over her shoulder, and threw her 
pencil at the ceiling. 

"I've lived ·for this day," she said. 
•'You're fired," said MacGiurk. 
She screamed with laughter. '•You've 

got splinters in your chin . . . .  " 
Little Professor Noel Gouf stooped 

and picked up the chalk which he had 
dropped. He had drawn a three-dimen
s i o n  c u b e  o n  t h e  b l a c k b o a r d ,  
ABCDEFGH, like the outline of a glass 
box seen in perspective.. Then his chalk 
had slipped and - had described a mean
ingless corkscrewing parabola, trailing 
off to nowhere as it fell from his grasp. 

4 4Let us imagine," he said straighten
ing up with the retrieved chalk in his 
grasp, ''that this is a three-dimensional 
solid " 

Something thudded against the back 
of his head with a hurtling sting which 
brought the tears into his eyes. He 
turned around meekly to the classroom. 

The clock ticked. Outside the open 
windows, bees and o t h e r  i n s e c t a  

.. 

hummed. Leaping Leander was just de-
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scending into · the · aisle from vaulting 
over a chair . .  Muriel Morton was pull�. 
ing down the· hem of her skirt briefly and 
discreetly, Niles Gowamley, the big 
blond blitz football captain, and Gloria 
Glick separated their heads, bent to
gether over the tick-tac-toe game. Just 
for an instant their foreheads brushed. 

Billy Camorra, .  slumped grinning in 
his seat with a long, lanky, garter less leg 
draped over the other knee and a quiv
ering rubber band fastened to his forked 
fingers, put his hand to his nose. 

"Ouch!" he · yelled. 
Niles Gowamley reached to his hip 

pocket with. a yelp. . Leaping Leander 
Leverwaite, just landing on the floor, 
reached down to his shoe, yelped. Billy 
Camorra arose with a spring. 

"Who did that ?" he yelled. 
"Ladies. and gentlemen !" said· little 

Professor N.oel Gouf helplessly� 
Niles Gowamley was on his feet, his 

fists swinging. Lanky Billy Camorra 
swung his arm at Leaping Leander's .. 
jaw. I.eaping. Leander.,. div-ing under,, 
butted his head into Billy's stomach. The· 
girls w-ere standing on their seats, laugh• · 
ing·an d  screaming hysterically .. 

"Ladies and gentlemen, "  said little 
Professor Gouf, more helpless and al
most crying. "Please pay attention ! I 
was just on 1!\e verge of a most im
portant thought. I almost had some• 
thing. Let us for. the moment imagine " , 

But he had lost the thread of his 
thought. For an instant, only for a tiny, 
split, infinitesimal fraction of a second, 
he h11d thought that he had the answer 
to the fourth dimension. 

H�Y were all in an uproar and 
screaming. It made no difference 

whether he was there or not. Dodging 
and tlucking between them, he made his 
way to the classroom door and out. 

He passed by Principal MacGlqrk's 
office. MacGlurk was bent over inside, 
feeling the seat of his pants. 

.. You've got splinters in your chin·!" 
the happy voice of Miss Peavy rang out. 

''You're fired !'' yelled M a c  G I u r k. 

Little Professor Noel Gouf stopped in 
on his way out. He swung back his foot 
and landed it solidly and with all the 
emphasis of his stock little frame upon 
MacGlurk's bent hind· end. He had al
ways - wanted to do it, he realized. He 
wondered why he had never done it be
fore. It almost seemed to him that he 
had. 

"You're fired !" yelped MacGlurk as he 
went forward with great speed and hit 
the floor again. 

But somehow little Noel Gouf didn't 
care any more. He didn't care or worry 
about anything .. There was a great peace 
in him. � 

He went out upon the streets, at his 
little pace of twenty inches to the step. 
He bumped into y o u n g Reverend 
Holmes, the new· clergyman of the 
chura'h w:hich Jessie· attended. 

''I was just on my·· way to see you, Pro
fessor," said the young clergyman, fall
in·g into step w�th him. " I  was writing 
my· sern1on. and all at. on·ce I thought of 
you. I thought we· had a fascinating 
conversation, but I couldn't think about 
what." 

"About the fourth dimension,'' said 
Noel Gouf. "I almost thought that I had 
solved· it, for an infinitesimal split frac
tion of a second." 

"Perhaps we all solve it, more than 
once in our' lives," said the young parson 
gravely. "In times of stress or need, 
when we get out of ourselves.. Hunches. 
Intuitions. Visions. Artists' creative 
inspirations. Things which come to us 
while we may be wandering in some 
fourth dimension. Only we never re
member about it afterward. I might 
put that in my sermon. I thought I 
don't know why but I thought there 
might be something you would be able 
to tell me, something of that world. You 
have forgotten ?" 

"If I sold SI short today and it goes 
down tomorrow,. the fourth dimension is 
real," said Noel Gouf. "That is all that 
I can tell you." 

And· he-went home to call up his brok
ers and make sure that he had. 



His despondency darkened to desperation 

' 
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He was- all in favor 

of the experiment-

until be actually tried it/ 
32 

R. MARK TERRIEN, of the Insti
tute of Physical Studies, flicked on 

the. voxbox with a trembling hand. 
"Hoppy !"  he s h o u t e d  excitedly. 

"Hoppy, come up here ! The last one 
just died and it was exactly the same 
story !" 
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. '11te sub-acid voice of Professor Archi- hurt my feelings and compliment me at 
medea Hopkins said, "All right, boy, all the same time," he said, "you're not get-

_right. Let us ·be cal�." ting anywhere. Come in here." 
-- � _ - ·

.
,•Calm, nothing !" Mark retorted. Professor Hopkins followed him into 

.J'This could be the biggest thing in your the next room. 
young Jifetime." "Observe yon mouse," Terrien said, 

"AU right, boy, all right," the Pro- trying not to sound like the excited 
fessor said. "It's the biggest thing in schoolboy which his old teacher seemed 
anybody's lifetime, and I'm just jeal- to consider him. He pointed to an 
ous." enameled table under a flood lamp. 

"Stop being so infernally funny and Pinned to a dissection board was a small 
come up here," Terrien said. eviscerated �orpse. . 

"I just dashed out the door," said Pro- "Hmpf !" sniffed Professor Hopkins. 
fessor Hopkins. "Don't try to tell me anything so hashed 

In point of fact the old man merely up can be immortal. If that mouse isn't 
snapped off his communicator, tugged dead, I'll eat him, and I just had lunch, 
irritably at the rumpled felt hat which too." 
he was rumored to wear even to bed, "Of course he's dead," Mark said. 
and continued his leisurely assault on "But you don't know how old he was 
the two thin lettuce sandwiches which when he died. Physically, I mean. Not 
always comprised the 1Iopkins lunch. in actual years." 
Half an hour later he rose from his "Four hundred and three last Tues-
chair, stretched, strolled down the cor- day," the Professor said promptly. 
ridor and took the lift to the tenth level Mark laughed hollowly. "I wish you 
and Dr. Terrien's laboratory. could keep from being so dismally amus-

When he entered, his former pupil �ing," he said. 
was impatiently stabbing out the third "Don't tell it isn't amusing," said Pro
cigarette he had lit since their voxbox fessor Hopkins, "if yo"Q. claim that 
conversation. $0Uped-up jukebox you call a 'CX irradi-

"Dr. Terrien, · I believe ?" the pro- ation chamber' actually works. If it 
fessor said with deep for1nality. does, how conie yon mous.e rendered up 

• 

"Good gosh;· H«mPY, where have you his tiny ghost in the space of weeks ?'' 
been ?" Mark demanded. "I began to "I've told you I always accelerate the 
think you'd taken a header down the test animals' metabolism," Mark said. 
elevator shaft." "It would be years before I was sure the 

"I did," Professor Hopkins said sol- machine worked if I didn't do that." 
emnly. "Luckily I happened upon the , "Dear me !" Professor Hopkins said, 
secret of eternal life as I fell." glancing with exaggerated sympathy at 

uThere's nothing to laugh at, Hoppy," the little furry form on the dissection 
Mark said. "This is important." board. "You don't mean to tell me you 

"Yes," the professor agreed. ''Too speeded this fellow up more than you 
important to go off half cocked about. slowed him down. Was that quite fair ?" 
Why is it that you young fellows always 
have to get into such a snit about every
thing? Young Dr. Powerbrain says, 
'Look at the pretty bomb I just invented ! 
Let's light the fuse and see what hap
pens.' It's hurry, hurry, hurry ! Find 
the half-answer today and get the whole 
·headache tomorrow. Why does genius 
have to be so ign.orant ?" 

Mark _grinned. "If you're tryin�r to 
• 

. 
ARK groaned inwardly. Good old 

Hoppy always had to have his fun 
before he got down to business. But 
this one time it would ·be nice if he 
could cut it short. 

"An ordinary mouse," he went on dog
gedly, "lives about two years. This one 
was physically more than eight years 
old when he died. I've got a dqg down 
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, in the kennel that's more than 42 and 
frisky as a pup." 

''So I'm going to live to be 280," Pro
fessor Hopkins said. 441 doubt if the 
University pension committee is going 
to be overjoyed." 

_ 

'41 wish you'd be serious," Mark said. 
"You must realize that this is very 
solemn busin�ss, yet you treat me as if 
I were a sort of juvenile quack." 

The old man's impish expression van
ished. He pushed his hat back and 
rubbed h i  s high-domed f o r e  h e a d  
thoughtfully with a fingertip. 

••1 don't want to belittle what you've 
got, Mark," he said soberly. "Matter of 
fact, I've been sort of whistling in the 
dark, because what you've got scares the 
wits out of me. I just hope and pray 
that you don't rush along into something 
bigger before you have more da�a. 
You've got a long way to go, boy, before 
you should light any fuses." 

"A long way?" Mark echoed in sur
prise. "I don't �ee how you can say 
that, Hoppy. I think I'm about ready 
for the ultimate test." 

'4Hm,;' the P r o f e s s o r  murmured. 
u 'The ultimate test.' Brave words, 
those. You mean on people?" 

· 

''Yes, on people," Terrien said warm
ly. "And why not? I've proved the CX 
chamber on mice, rats, rabbits ·and dogs. 
I've held back till some specimens died 
and I could determine the age of their 
organs at the time of death. I've done 
that in fourteen cases now, and the re
sults all jibe." 

ul should think they'd have to jibe," 
Professor Hopkins said. "You acceler
ated each animal's metabolism in the 
same way, didn't you ?" 

"Yes, but the amount of acceleration 
I set up would have killed every speci
men within a few days. The CX radia
tions made them live for weeks. Isn't 
that proof enough that I'm ready for 
people?" 

, 

"I'll admit everything,'t Professor 
Hopkins said softly, "with one excep
tion. You're dealing with acceleration 
and deceleration. Whenever I hear 

those words, no matter in what connee
tion, I think of corollary effects." 

"What do you mean, Hoppy�" 
"Corollary effects. Effects additional 

to the principal result. Whenever you 
play around with time relationships, 
even theoretically, you tend to create 
paradoxes. And the best way to escape 
a paradox is by an unanticipated corol
lary effect." 

"Such as ?" Mark said, trying not to 
sound impatient. He was anxious to get 
on with "the ultimate test." How long 
would the old man continue with his 
futile arguments ? 

'• . 

"Well, suppose you invent a time 
-

travel gadget," the Professor was say-
ing. "This gadget is a wondrous thing-, · 
thoroughly automatic and dependable. 
Y OQ. load it up with mice and rats and 
rabbits and dogs and ship it off to th� 
fiftieth century. Half an hour later your 
menagerie is back all safe and sound, 
except · for such mayhem as they may 
have committed on each other. So you

� 

figure the gadget is checked out for hu
man passengers, and you allow your as
sistant to volunteer to take the trip. 
Whish, he's in the fiftieth century. But 
when you try to bring him back, what 
happens ?-- His return, unlike that of the 
animals, will create a paradox because 
his knowledge of the future may enable 
him to control it to an extent. Conse
quently, an unexpected corollary ettect 
sets in. Either he returns with no mem
ory of what he has seen, or he is unable 
to come back at all.'' 

"All very true," Mark admitted weari
ly. •'But, Hoppy, can't you see that it has 
no bearing whatsoever on the ex cham
ber ? There's no chance of creating 
paradox when you extend the life span 
-not even as much as in travel to the 

• 

future, which you say doesn't generate 
paradox at all." 

. .  I'm not so sure," Professor Hopkins 
said slowly. "At all events I'd advise 
you to look out for corollary effects. 
There wasn't any way you could ask 
those mice and rats and rabbits and logs . 
what their experience was wben you put 
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them in the chamber."  

"They seemed cheerful about it," 
Mark said. "Maybe a little surprised." 

"I hope your first human victim 
doesn't get surprised," the Professor 
said. "Who is he?" 

HMyself," Dr. Terrien said. 

HARACTERISTICALL Y Mark Ter-
rien had no fear of the coming ex

periment. As a scientist, he had faith 
in the scientific method, and he had 
demonstrated to his own satisfaction, if 
not to Happy's, that the CX irradiation 
chamber would extend life without harm 
to the subject. 

Nevertheless he felt uneasy at the 
thought of telling his wife Mary that 
"two weeks from today, more or less, 
when I finish building a bigger chamber, 
I'm going to fix it so l'll live· Ionger than 
anybody since Moses.,  For some reason 
Mary, like Professor Hopkins, had an 
almost superstitious feeling about Proj
ect ex. 

But must he tell Mary ? Perhaps the 
out was a cowardly one, but it had the 
virtue of being harmless and simple. No, 
he would say nothing to Mary till after
ward. 

When he got home that night, he 
kissed Penny, aged 18 months, who was 
in her pen on the lawn enjoying the late 
afternoon June sunshine, and answered 
Mary's query about his day with a non
committal Hoh-the-usual-thing." 

One of the factors contributing to 
man's love of woman is her uncanny 
ability to surprise him. Mary scanned 
Mark's face and said, "I suppose you're 
about ready to stick a man in that thing, 
and I suppose I don't get any prize if 
I ·name the man." 

Mark · started, then shrugged resign
edly. "No, you don't get any prize," he 
said. 

Mary took Penny out of his arms. HI 
don't know why you want to live for
ever," she said. "Probably the good 
Lord will just compensate by spreading 
the fun that much thinner." 

"You know the reason," Mark said. 

'•Yes, I know the reason," she said. 
"It's the urge, the human urge to know. 
People wouldn't be people if they didn't 
have it. They'd still be in the trees. 
But I don't have to like it, do I ?" 

Mark thought she had never looked 
prettier. For a fleeting instant he won
dered if beauty, too, might be thinned, 
diluted, by longer life. He tried to ban
ish the thought. But it would not go 
till Penny was back in het· pen and Mary 
was in his arms. 

"You don't have to squash me," she 
said, smiling up at him. "You're not 
leaving me forever are you ?" 

HE day of the experiment Professor 
Hopkins met Mark at the door of the 

Terrien lab. , 
"I didn't sleep last night," the old man 

said, tugging nervously at his floppy hat. 
"And there's another paradox for you. 
If you like someone, any danger he faces 
is greater by the amount of the liking." 

"Thanks, Hoppy," Mark said. "I ap
preciate that sentiment.'' 

"And there's something else," the Pro
fessor said. 

Mark smiled wryly. "The bitter un
der the sugar," he said. "I suppose 
you're going to tell me that the corollary 
effect will be to return me to the womb 
so that I can live longer." 

HN o," the Professor said. "There will 
be no joking today. I merely want to 
say one more thing about metabolic 
acceleration." 

"Come inside," Mark said. "But don't 
think you're going to change my mind." 

'•A mind that can't change," the old 
man rejoined, "has ceased to be a mind." 

They entered the lab. 
"How do you know," Professor Hop

kins said, "that your irradiation cham
ber will work without the opposing and 
possibly catalytic effect of metabolic ac
celeration ? Don't you think it would be 
wise to allow some of your specimens to 
live out their normal lives without inter
fering with their metabolism ? Then 
you'd know the chamber as such has an 
extension effect." 
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Mark smiled. "I somehow forgot to 
tell you, Hoppy," he said, "that I have 
two dozen Lichera fruit flies which are 
now six weeks old. I haven't accelerated 
their metabolism, and as you know 
Licheras ordinarily live only a week or 
ten days." 

The Professor drew a long breath. 
"Never let it be said," he sighed, "that 
I haven't tried everything." He sank 
into a chair and pulled his hat over his 
eyes. "But you aren't a fruit fly, Mark," 
he added, "though I must say your think
ing is upcommonly fruit-flyish these 
days. Think of that lovely wife of 
yours. Think of your baby girl. Think 
of " 

"Think of what a long and happy life 
Mary and I will have together," Mark 
broke in, ••after I finish the test and use 
the machine on her. Think of how long 
you and I will have to work on a thou
sand other things. Think of the po
tentialities of the human mind if it 
doesn't have to go back to scratch and 
start over every seventy years, if instead 
it is allowed to amass knowledge and 
imagination and techniques for another 
two centuries or so." 

"Count me out, boy,'' the old man said. 
When you get to be my age, you aren't 
as crazy about life as all that. But may 
I stick around and pick up your pieces ?" 

Mark laughed. "I insist on it," he 
said. "I suppose you've brought along 
your patent corollary effect inhibitor ?" 

E LED the way to the inner room. 
The new and larger CX irradiation 

chamber occupied the whole of a small 
closet which had previously contained 
shelves of chemical supplies. The in
sid·e of the closet was now lined with a 
bluish metal alloy, to which an inner 
envelope of silver mesh was fused at 
various nodal points. Thick power lines 
led from the wall on either side of the 
door to a red, transformer-like box about 
three feet high, with dials and ·control 
switches on top. 

Mark indicated ·the box. "First you 
close this main switch," he .said. "When 

M&GAZINB 
the needle hits 140 and the green ftuid 
which will rise in this tube begins to 
fluoresce, you throw the smaller switch. 
I have to give myself eleven minutes, in
stead of the four the dogs got, and at the 
proper moment an alarm buzzer will go 
off. When you hear it, you !hrow out 
the main switch and open the door. It's 
as simple as that." 

"I hope it is," the Professor said. 
"Look, Mark, why don't you try it on 
me first ? If it's as foolproof as you 
seem to think it is, why should you ob
ject to letting me have the first crackt" 

"You don't want to live forever, re
member ?" Mark said with a grin. "Come 
on. Let's .go." 

He stepped into the closet. 
.. 

"Hadn't you better give me any metal 
you have on you ?" the old man said in a 
tight voice·�· Mark recognized it as an 
attempt to delay the experiment another 
minute or two in the desperate hope that 
something perhaps an interruption
would force a postponement. He had 
never realized the strength of Hoppy's 
affection for him, and it made him proud 
and a little sad. 

"You're wearing clothes, too, and the 
animals weren't," the Professor· said. 

' 'Hoppy, you don't seem to think I've 
got a brain in my head," Mark said. "The 
last mouse was wearing full dress over 
a complete suit of chain mail!' 

"Well, I just thought-" 
"Come on, Professor. Shut the door. 

I want time to test a small irradiated 
slice of myself before we go out and 
have three martinis before lunch." 

"All right, boy, all right," the old man 
said. There were tears in his eyes as he 
took Mark's hand and wrung it. Mark 
was relieved when the door finally 
swung shut, and he was alone in the 
darkness, facing an unknown of which 
he was not in the least afraid. 

HEN Mark Terrien again became 
fully aware of his surroundings," he 

found that he was walking along Farrell 
Street under the well-known elms. The 
sun was low behind the tower or the 
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American Building,

' 
the town's only sky- nize her own father, yet how could she ? 

scraper. At least six hours must have In only a few moments six yea1·s had 
passed since the experiment, hours of gone by. Everything had changed. The 
which he had no faint memory. barberry hedge was gone. The color of 

Well, as soon as he got home he would the house, Mark noticed now, was light
call Hoppy and find out how things had gray instead of the white he had painted 
gone and how he had acted during the it during his and Mary's stay-at-home 
houra he could · not recall .  Presumably honeymoon. Even the style of clothes 
he and the Prefesor had had lunch, as worn by little girls had altered radically. 
planned, becauSe he wasn't hungry. And the time of year was early fall, in-

Mark was eager to get on with the stead of June ; the leaves were turning. 
tests on samples of his own tissue, but How did you greet a daughter who 
unfortunately these would have to wait didn't know you ? Maybe it would be 

�lor the morrow. The delay was hard wise to get a formal introduction from 
to �ke, though there was no reason to her mother, your wife. 
doubt· the results. Mark was serene in ''Hello, Penny," Mark said casually, 
his certainty that his few minutes in he hoped. "Is your mother around ?" 
the irradiation chamber had made the "No," said the little girl. "My mother 
�peeted changes in the character of his is dead.'' · 

body cells, changes which should be easy The blow so stunned him that he could 
to identify because of their similarity to not feel anything. As if in a dream he 
those observed in the test animals. heard the child add, "And my name's not 

As he turned in at the gate of the Penny." 
house which he and Mary had inherited "Not Penny ?" Mark heard himself 
from her father, he was sharply apnoyed say. "What what is your name ?" 
to note that since morning someone had "My name is Mary Lord," she said. 

· pulled up and made off with every shrub "What's yours ?" 
of the barberry hedge which he had set "Mark Terrien," he said automatical
out on either side of the walk. Such ly. His brain was u�able to accept what 
vandalism went too far, he decided. ·He it had just taken in. This child Mary 
would bring it to the attention of the Lord, his Mary Lord ? Why, that would 
police at the first opportunity. mean he had been proj ected backward 

He forgot all about the hedge, how- in time at least twenty years ! That 
ever, in the shock of recognizing the would account for the missing barberry 
little girl who was playing a species of bushes, the odd clothes the child wore. 
single-handed croquet on the lawn, not 
using the wickets. Any child who re
sembled Mary so much must be Penny, 
yet Penny had been only eighteen 
months old that morning ! This little 
girl was at least seven years old. 

Could this be one of Hoppy's corollary 
effects? Or had the irradiation chamber 
somehow malfunctioned, with the result 
that it had aged Mark si.x years instead 
of quadrupling the life of his tissues ? 

Clearly the tests could not wait till to--
morrow. 

His astonished stare had embarrassed 
Penny. She was blushing and twisting 
the croquet mallet in her hands. It 
.seemed strange that she did not recog-

UT how could such a thing have come 
about ? If one of the effects of the 

ex irradiation chamber was to alter 
the subject's environment in this man
ner, it would mean that the mouse or 
rabbit or man would have to disappear 
from his normal environment. Certain
ly the test mice and rabbits did nothing 
of the kind, so why had he ? 

How about Hoppy's analogy, when he 
was discussing corollary effects ? Had 
he not pointed out that objects which 
would not create a time paradox, like 
test animals, might readily return from 
the future, while a man could not? Per· 
haps there was some parallel here. 
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No, there couldn't be, because the 
analogy had been proved false by Mark's 
own experience. In a sense he had re
turned from the future and was now in 
a position to influence it. 

A man whom he recognized as a 
youngish edition of Mary's father came 
out onto the porch and stared at Mark. 

"Are you looking for somebody, Mis
ter ?" Mr. Lord demanded. Good Lord! 
Mark thought. He thinks I'm annoying 
this child-my wife! 

An almost irresistible urge to laugh 
seized him. What would the proper re
tort be ? Something like, No, Mr. Lord, 
I'm not looking for anyone. But do you 
mind if I hang around fqr fifteen years 
or so till your little girl grows up enough 
to marry me again ? 

"I I wonder if I could use your tele
phone," Mark finally managed. 

With ill-concealed distaste, Mary's 
father asked him in. The furnishings in 
the house were as Mark remembered 

. 

them when he first began seeing Mary, 
but so new, so very new. 

There was no Archimedes Hopkins in 
the phone book. Of course not ! Hoppy 
hadn't come to the University yet. In 
a sudden fever of curiosity, Mark called 
his own parents' home. He dreaded to 

' 

hear his mother, so long dead, answer 
the phone, but an unfamiliar voice, per
haps that of a cleaning woman, came 
over the wire. 

On impulse he asked for himself. 
"Mark went out on an errand," the 

voice said. "You can probably find him 
at Harper's Drug Stare." 

Mark had not the stomach to meet his 
younger self face to face. It was enough 
and too much to know that somehow, in 
his effort to alter the forces of life, he 
had duplicated himself. To be fair to 
the boy he had been, he must not inter
fere, must not saddle the child with the 
effects of a time paradox. He must get 
away, out of this town, out of this state. 
He must work his way up to a position 
similar to that he had held in his previ
ous existence and then try to build a ma
chine which would undo what he had 

done. 
All very well to say, of course. Any

thing like that would take many years. 
Even if Mark was finally successful, 
which was unlikely, Mary might be an 
old woman before he returned to her. 

"Good-bye, Mary," he said to the lit
tle girl as he headed for the gate. "I 
know you won't understand, or remem
ber, but if only you'd drag your future 
husband out of his laboratory in time !" 

The child glanced fearfully at his 
strained features and then at her father, 
who was overseeing Mark's departure 
from the porch. 

"Leave her alone, can't you ?'' Mr. 
Lord cried angrily. "On your way, Mis
ter, and don't come back !" 

ET out of town, sure ! With what? 
Mark had only three dollars in his 

wallet. He would have to get a job right 
here, and how did you get a job as a 
physicist or as anything else when you 
didn't have a reference or even a name. 
when legally yes, and morally you 
didn't even exist ? 

In time-travel stories the traveler 
sometimes made a good thing out of his · 

by foretelling the future, 
forecasting · the - stock  market and the 

' 

like.. But who waa going to believe a 
nameless wanderer who to the 
door and said, "General Electric ·atoek 
will hit 70 on November such-and-such 
1952, ten-dollars-please." It would be 
an eminently successful way to get your
self removed from circulation. . -

In Mark's mind the time it was going 
to take before he would even be in a 
position to try to save himself grew and 
grew until it seemed endless. There was, 
in fact, no hope. 

His despondency darkened to desper
ation. What an idiot he had been to 

. 

tamper with the flow of natural forcea. 
Perhaps, he thought as he paused in the 
middle of the Third Street bridge, there 
was only one way to readjust matters, 
at least partially. If you couldn't im
mediately remove the surplus Mark Ter
rien from this place, you could certainly 
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eliminate him from this time and a forti
ori from this place. You could commit 
1uieide. Why shouldn't you, if you would 

never see your wife, or your daughter, 
or your world again ? 

But not here. Not in this river, be
cause you might be rescued� If you 
were rescued, you would be even worse 
off than you were now, because your 
lack of knowledge of this time and your 
inability to account for yourself or even 
name yourself would undoubtedly cost 
you your freedom. 

·No. The suicide must be surer than 
this river could make it. There were 
trains to · jump under messy, perhaps, 
but sure, very sure. Extra sure at night. 

It seemed to take hours for the sun 
to go down, and Mark ascribed the lag 
in the �ge of --time to his fear that 
his resOlution might fail him before he 
had - done what he planned to do. At 
length, howeverJ it was dark. He was 
standing on the platform of the May
wood suburban station where, as a boy, 
he had watched the expresses hurtle 
through without stopping. There was 
one coming now ; you could see the head
light. Mark stepped to the edge of the 
platform, the image of Mary before his 
eyes . . . .  

HE door of the irradiation chamber 
swung open and a dazed Mark Ter

rien fell forward into the waiting arms 
of Professor Hopkins. 

"What why " Mark spluttered, un
able to comprehend exactly what had 
happened to him. 

,.All right, boy, all right," said the 
Professor, easing him into a chair. "It's 
the biggest thing in years, but let us 
be calm." 

"How did you do it, Hoppy ?" he asked 
when his nerves steadied. 

"After demonstrating a great deal of 
senile stupidity," the Professor said with 
a grimace, "I did the obvious thing and 
reversed the fields." 

uy ou didn't do it any too soon, either," 
Mark said. ''I was about to jump under 
a train." 

His eye fell on a package which lay 
on the dissection table. A piece of 
gummed tape on its side read "Harper's 
Drug Store.'' 

"Where did that come from, Hoppy ?" 
"Hm," murmured Professor Hopkins. 

"Our young friend must have left it." 
'•Our young friend ! You mean ?" 
''Yes, and he didn't like it here any 

more than you liked it there. He even 
�ried. Said he was going to be late for 
supper." 

"Then he wasn't in the other time 
when I was !" Mark exclaimed. "I was 
afraid I'd meet him and mess up iny 
own future, so to speak." 

''You two belonged in parallel · time 
continua," the · Professor said. "You 
couldn't tell that with the mice and rab
bits and things because they couldn't 
talk any more than they could have if 
they'd returned from the future in a 
time travel gadget." 

"But they were adults," Mark said. 
"My alternate was a boy." 

The Professor shrugged. "You gave 
yourself a bigger dose. Maybe it was 
too big." 

''Maybe," Mark admitted. "But how 
about the longer · life span of the alter
nates ?" 

"You must have noticed that time 
runs slower in that other world," Pro-
fessor Hopkins said. 

· 

"Well, it did take a long time for it 
to get dark, but I thought-:-" 

"Probably about four times as long 
as usual ?" the Professor prompted. 

"Well, yes.'' 
"Then a year over there would be 

four years here. Your junior self would 
have lived to 280, instead of the Biblical 
70, if I'd let him stay." 

''I'm glad you didn't," Mark said 
thankfully. 

"So am I," smiled the old man, tug ... 

ging at his battered hat. "But do you 
understand now about unexpected corol-· 
lary effects ?'' 

"Yes, Hoppy," Mark said. "But did 
you have to go to such lengths to prove 
your point ?" 
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The stars were on the blink. And it took an astronomy 

prof to show why the brightest neon sign looked 

like a glimmering glowworm next to the 

greatest gimmick in the qalaxy 
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The Dipper didn't look right it was distorted 

published in Winter, 1946, Thrilling Wonder Stories 

OGER JEROME PHLUTTER, for 
whose absurd surname I offer no 

defense other than that it is genuine, 
was, at the time of the events of this 
story, a hard-working clerk in the office 
of the Cole Observatory. 

He was a young man of no particular 
brilliance, although he performed his 
daily tasks assiduously and efficiently, 
studied the calculus at home for one hour 

a n o v e et 

I 

every evening, and hoped some day to 
become a chief astronomer of some im
portant observatory. 

Nevertheless, our narration of the 
events of late March in the year 1999 
must begin with Roger Phlutter for the 
good and sufficient reason that he·, of all 
men on earth, was the first observer of 
the stellar aberration. 

lVIeet Roger Phlutter. 
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Tall, rather pale from spe11ding too 
much time indoors, thickish, shell
rimmed glasses, dark hair close-cropped 
in the style of the nineteen nineties, 
dressed neither particularly well nor 
badly, smokes cigarettes rather exces
sively . . . .. 

At a quarter to five that afternoon, 
Roger was engaged in two simultaneous 
operations. One was examining, in a 
blink-microscope, a photographic plate 
taken late the previous night of a sec
tion in Gemini. The other was consider
ing whether or not, on the three dollars 
remaining of his pay from last week, 
he dared phone Elsie and ask her to go 
somewhere with him. 

Every normal young man has un
doubtedly, at some time or other, shared 
with Roger Phlutter his second occupa
tion, but not everyone has operated or 
understands the operation of a blink
microscope. So let us raise our eyes from 
Elsie to Gemini. 

A blink-mike provides accommodation 
• 

for two photographic plates taken of the 
same section , of sky but at different 
times. These plates are earefully juxta
posed and the operator may alterJl&tely 
focus his vision, through the eyepiece, 
first upon one and then upon the other, 
by means of a shutter. If the plates are 
identical, the operation of the shutter 
reveals nothing, but if one of the dots on 
the second plate differs from the position 
it occupied - on the first, it will call at
tention to itself by seeming to jump back 
and forth as the shutter is manipulated. 

Roger manipulated the shutter, and 
one of the dots jumped. So did Roger. 
He tried it again, forgetting as we 
have all about Elsie for the moment, . 
and the dot jumped again. It jumped 
almost a tenth of a second. 

Roger straightened up and scratched 
his head. He lighted a cigarette, put it 
down on the ash tray, a11d looked into 
the blink-mike again. The dot jumped 
again when he used the shutter. 

Harry Wesson, who worked the even
ing shift, had just come into the office 

and was hanging up his topcoat. 
"Hey, Harry !" Roger said. "There's 

something wrong with this blinking 
blinker." 

"Yeah ?" said Harry. 
"Yeah. Pollux moved a tenth of a 

second." 
, "Yeah ?" said Harry. ''Well, that's 
about right for parallax. Thirty-two 
light years parallax of Pollux is point 
one o one. Little over a tenth of a 
second, so if your comparison plate was 
taken about six months ago, when the 
earth was on the other side of her orbit, 
that's about right." 

''But, Harry, the comparison plate 
was taken night before last: They're 
twenty-four hours apart." 

"You're crazy." 
"Look for yourself." 
It wasn't quite five o'clock yet, but 

Harry Wesson magnanimously over
looked that and sat down in front of the 
blink-mike. He manipulated the shut
ter, and Pollux obligingly jumped. 

. 
HERE wasn't any doubt about ita 
being Pollux, for it was far and awaJ 

the brightest dot on the plate. Pollux is 
a star of 1.2 magnitude, one of the 
twelve brightest in the sky and by far 
the brightest in Gemini. And none of 
the faint stars around it had moved at 
all. 

. . . 

"Urn," said Harry Wesson. He 
frowned and looked again. "One of 
those plates is misdated, that's all. I'll 
check into it first thing." 

"Those plates aren't misdated," Roger 
said doggedly. "I dated them myself." 

"That proves it," Harry told him. 
"Go on home. It's five o'clock. If Pol
lux moved a tenth of a second last night, 
I'll move it back for you." 

So Roger left. 
He felt uneasy somehow, as though 

he shouldn't. have. He couldn't put his 
finger on just what worried him, but 
something did. He decided to walk home 
instead of taking the bus. 

Pollux was a fixed star. It couldn't 
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have moved a tenth of a second in twen
ty-four hours. 

••Let's see thirty-two light years." 
Roger said to himself. '•Tenth of a sec
ond. Why, that would be movement sev
eral times faster than the speed of light. 
Which is positively silly !" 

Wasn't it ? 
He didn't feel much like studying or 

reading tonight. Was three dollars 
enough to take out Elsie ? 

The three balls of a pawn-shop loomed 
ahead, and Roger succumbed to tempta
tion. He pawned his watch and then 

• 

origin of the phrase "pi in 
the sky" escapes us, hut it has 

been most heavily used in recent 
years by the comrades of the ex
treme left. However, anything 
Marxian in Fred Brown's story is 
eloser to the Marx Brothers than 

· Karl of the same name. Fred Brown 
has been missed in science fiction 
1ince WHAT MAD UNIVERSE hit . 
.best-selling lists. Let's hope this 
email revival jogs hu elb�w. 

. · The Editor 

,...... • .  
• 

phoned Elsie. "Dinner and a show ?" 
uwhy certainly, Roger." 
So until he took her home at one-thir

ty, he managed to forget astronomy. 
Nothing odd about that. It would have 
been strange if he had managed to re
member it. 

But his feeling of restlessness came 
back as soon as he left her. At first, 
he didn't remember why. . He knew 
merely that he didn't feel quite like go
ing home yet. 

The corner tavern was still open, and 
he dropped in for a drink. He was hav
ing his second one when he remembered. 
He ordered a third. 

uHank," he said to the bartender. 

"You know Pollux ?" 
"Pollux who ?" asked Hank. 
"Skip it," said Roger. He had an

other drink and thought it over. Yes, 
he'd made a mistake somewhere. Pollux 
couldn't have moved. 

He went outside and started to walk 
home. He was almost there when it 
occurred to him to look up at Pollux. Not 
that, with the naked eye, he could detect 
a displacement of a tenth of a second, 
but he felt curious. 

He looked up, allocated himself by the 
sickle of Leo, and then found Gemini
Castor and Pollux were the only stars 
in Gemini visible, for it wasn't a par
ticularly good night for seeing. They 
were there, all right, but he thought they 
looked a little farther apart than usual. 
Absurd, because that would be a mat
ter of degrees, not minutes or seconds. 

He stared at them for a while and then 
looked across at the Dipper. Then he 
stopped walking and stood there. He 
closed his eyes and opened them again, 
carefully. 

The Dipper just didn't look right. It 
was distorted. There seemed to be more 
space between Alioth and Mizar, in the 
handle than between Mizar and Alkaid. 
Phecda and Merak, in the bottom of the 
Dipper, were closer together, making the 
angle between the bottom and the lip 
steeper. Quite a bit steeper. 

Unbelievingly, he ran an imaginary 
line from the pointers, Merak and Dub
he, to the North Star. The line curved. 
It had to. If he ran it straight, it missed 
Polaris by maybe five degrees. 

Breathing a bit hard, Roger took off 
his glasses and polished them very care
fully with his handkerchief. He put 
them back on again, and the Dipper was 
still crooked. 

So was Leo when he looked back to it. 
At any rate, Regulus wasn't where it 
should be by - a  degree or two. 

A degree or two ! At the distance of 
Regulus. Was it sixty-five light years ? 
Something like that. 

Then, in time to save his sanity, Roger 
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remembered that he'd been drinking. He any known star, moving at the rate of 
went home· without daring to look up- ten and a quarter seconds a year. 'Ber
ward again. He went to bed but he nard's Star' is not visible to the naked 
couldn't sleep. eye." 

He didn't feel drunk. He grew more Probably no astronomer on earth slept 
excited, wide awake. that day. 

OG ER wondered if he dared phone 
the observatory. \Vould he sound 

drunk over the phone ? The devil with 
whether he sounded drunk or not, he 
finally decided. He went to the telephone 
in his pajamas. 

"Sorry," said the operator. 
"What d'ya mean, sorry ?" 
"I  cannot give you that number," said 

the operator in dulcet tones. And then, 
"I am sorry. We do not have that in
formation." 

He got the chief operator and the in
formation. Cole Observatory had been 
so deluged with calls from amateur as
tronomers that they had found it nec
essary to request the telephone company 
to discontinue all incoming calls save 
long distance ones from other observa
tories. 

"Thank�." said Roger. ''Will you get 
me a cab ?" 

It was an unusual request but the 
chief operator obliged and got him a 
cab. 

He found the Cole Observatory in a 
state reserobling a madhouse. 

The following morning most news
papers carried the news. Most of them . 
gave it two or three inches on an inside 
page but the facts were there. 

The facts were that a number of stars, 
in general the brightest ones, within the 
past forty-eight hours had developed no
ticeable proper motions. 

"Tl1is does not imply," quipped the 
New York Spotlight, "that their motions 
have been in any way improper in the 
past. 'Proper motion' to an astronomer 
means the movement of a star across the 
face of the sky with relation to other 
stars. Hitherto, a star named 'Barnard's 
Star' in the constellation Ophiuchus has 
exhibited the greatest proper motion of 

The observatories locked their doors, 
with their full staffs on the inside, and 
admitted no one, except occasional news
papel'reporters who stayed a while and 
went away with puzzled faces, convinced 
at last that something strange was hap-

• 

pen1ng. 
Blink-microscopes blinked, and so did 

astronomers. Coffee was consumed in 
prodigious quantities. Police riot squads 
were called to six United States observa-

, 

tories. Two of these calls were occa-
sioned by attempts to break in on the 
part of frantic amateurs without. The 
other four were summoned to quell fist
fights developing out of arguments with
in the observatories themselves. The 
office of Lick Observatory was a sham
bles, and James Truwell, Astronomer 
Royal of England, was sent to London 
Hospital with a mild concussion, the re
sult of having a heavy photographic 
plate smashed over his head by an irate 

· subordinate. 
·But these incidents were exceptions. 

The observatories, in general, were well
ordered madhouses. 

. . 

The center of attention in the mare 
• 

enterprising ones was the loud-speaker 
in which reports from the Eastern 
Hemisphere could be relayed to the in
mates. Practica1ly all observatories kept 
open wires to the night . side of earth, 
where the phenomena were still under 
scrutiny. 

Astronomers under the night skies of 
Singapore, Shanghai, and Sydney did 
their observing, as it were, directly into 
the business end of a long-distance tele
phone hook-up. 

Particularly of interest were reports 
from Sydney and Melbourne, whence 
came reports on the southern skies not 
visible even at night from Europe or 
the United States. The Southern Cross 
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was, by these reports, a cross no longer, 
fts Alpha and Beta being shifted north
ward. Alpha and Beta Centauri, Cano
pus and Achernar, all showed consid
erable proper motion all, generally 
speaking, northward. Triangulum Aus
trale and the Magellanic Clouds were 
undisturbed. Sigma Octanis, the w_eak 
pole star, had not moved. 

Disturbance of the southern sky, then, 
was much less than in the northern one, 
in point of the number of stars dis
_placed. However, relative proper motibn 
of the stars which were disturbed was 
greater. While the general direction of 
movement of the few stars which did 
move was northward, their paths were 
not directly north, nor did they converge 
upon any exact point in space. 

United States and European astron
omers digested these facts and drank 
more coffee. 

n 

ING papers, particularly in 
Americ�, showed greater awareness that 
something. indeed unusual was happen
ing in the skies. Most of them moved " 
the story to the front pag · t not the 
banner headline&,· giving it a half-col
umn with · a · rU.nover ·· that was long or 

\81\ort/depending upon the editor's luck 
in ·obtaining quotable statements from 
astronomers. 

The statements, when obtained, were 
invariably statements of fact and not 
of opinion. The facts themselves, said 
these gentlemen, were sufficiently start
ling, and opinions would be premature. 
Wait and see. Whatever was happen
ing was happening fast. 

"How fast ?" asked an editor. 
"Faster than possible," was the reply. 
Perhaps it is unfair to say that no 

editor procured expressions of opinion 
thus early. Charles Wangren, ent erpris
ing editor of The Chicago Blade, spent 
a small fortune in long-distance tele
phone calls. Out of possibly sixty at
tempts, he finally reached the chief as-

tronomers at five observatories. He 
• 

asked each of them the same question. 
"What, in your opinion, is a possible 

cause, any possible cause, of the stellar 
movements of the last night or two ?" 

He tabulated the results. 
"I wish I knew." Geo. F. Stubbs, 

.Tripp Observatory, Long Island. 
"Somebody or something is crazy, and 

I hope it's me I mean I." Henry Col
lister McAdams, Lloyd Observatory, 
Boston. 

"What's happening is impossible. 
There can't be any cause." Letton Tis
chauer Tinney, Burgoyne Obse:r:vatory, 
Albuquerque. 

"I'm looking for an expert on as
trology. Know one ?" Patrick R. Whi
taker, Lucas Observatory, Vermont. 

''It's all wacky !''  Giles Mahew Fra
zier, Grant Observatory, Richmond. 

Sadly studying this tabulation, which 
had cost him $187.35, including tax, to 
obtain, Editor Wangren signed a vouch
er to cover the long distance calls and 
then dropped his t�bulation into. the 
wastebasket. He. telephoned his regular 
space-rates writer on scientific subjects. . .  '. 

"Can you give me a series of articles 
-two-three thousand words each on 
all this astronomical excitement ?" 

"Sure," said the writer. "But what 
excitement ?" It transpired that he'd 
just got back from a fishing trip and had 
neither read a newspaper nor happened 
to look up at the sky. But he wrote the 
articles. He even got sex appeal into 
them through illustrations, by using an
cient star-charts, showing the constella
tions in deshabille, by reproducing cer
tain famous paintings, · such as ''The 
Origin of the Milky Way," and by using 
a photograph of a girl in a bathing suit 
sighting a hand telescope, presumably 
at one of the errant stars. Circulation of 
The Chicago Blade increased by 21.7 per 
cent. 4 

It was five o'clock again in the office 
of the Cole Observatory, just twenty
four and a quarter hours after the be
srlnning: of all the commotion. RoJre ... 
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Phlutter yes, we're back to him again could." 
-woke up suddenly when a hand was He had to be content with that. He 
placed on his shoulder. decided to walk uptown to eat. 

"Go on home, Roger," said Mervin . 
Armbruster, his boss, in a kindly tone. WAS early evening, and too early 

Roger sat up suddenly. to see stars overhead, although the 
"But, Mr. Annbruster," he said, "I'm clear blue sky was darkening. Whm 

sorry I fell asleep." . the stars did come out tonight, Roger 
"Bosh," said Annbruster. "You can't knew few of the constellations would 

stay here forever, none of us can. Go be recognizable. 
on home." As .he walked, he thought over Elsie's 

Roger Phlutter went home. But when comments and decided that they were as 
he'd taken a bath, he felt more restless i:htelligent as anything he'd heard at the 
than sleepy. It was only six-fifteen. He Cole Observatory. In one way, they'd 
phoned Elsie. brought out one angle he'd never thought 

"I'm awfully sorry, Roger, but I have of before, and that made it more in
another date. What's going on, Roger ? comprehensible. 
The stars, I mean." All these movements had started the 

"Gosh, Elsie they're moving. No- same evening yet they hadn't. Cen-
body knows." tauri must have started moving four 

"But I thought all the stars moved:' years or so ago, and Rigel five hundred 
Elsie protested. "The sun's a star, isn't and forty years ago when Christopher 
it ? Once you told me the sun was mov- Columbus was still in short pants, if any, 
ing toward a point in Samson." and Vega must have started acting up 

"Hercules." the year he- .. Roger, not Vega was 
"Hercules, then. Since you said all the born, twenty-six years ago. Each star 

stars were moving, what is everybody out of the hundreds must have started 
getting excited about ?" oli a date in exact relation to its distance 

"This is different," said Roger. "Take from Earth. Exact relation, to a light
Canopus. It's ·started moVing at the rate second, for cheek-ups of all the pho
of seven light years a day. It can't do tographic plates taken night before last 
that." indicated that all the new stellar move-

"Why not?" ments had started at four��n a. m., 
"Because," said Roger patiently, Greenwich time. What a mess ! 

unothing can move faster than light." Unless this meant that light, after all, 
4CBut if it is moving that fast, then it had infinite velocity. 
can," said Elsie. "Or else maybe your If it didn't have and it is sympto
telescope is wrong or something. Any- matic of Roger's perplexity that he could 
way, it's pretty far off, isn't it ?" postulate that incredible "if" then�-

" A hundred and sixty light years. So then what? Things were just as puz- · 
far away that we see it a hundred and zling as before. 
sixty years ago." Mostly he felt outraged that such 

"Then maybe it isn't moving at all," events should be happening. 
said Elsie. "I mean, maybe it quit mov- He went into a restaurant and sat 
ing a hundred and fifty years ago and down. A radio was blaring out the lat
you're getting all excited about some- est composition in dissarhythm, the new 
thing that doesn't matter any more be- quarter-tone dance music in which cause it's all over with. Still love me ?" chorded woodwinds provided back-

1'! sure do, honey. Can't you break ground patterns for the mad melodies 
that date ?" pounded on tuned tomtoms. Between 

" 'Fraid not, Roger. But I wish I each number and the next a frenetic 
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announcer extoUed the virtues of a prod
uct. 

Munching a sandwich, Roger listened 
appreciatively to the diss�rhythm and 
manag·ed not to hear the commercials. 
Most intelligent people of the nineties 
h�d developed a type of radio deafness 
which enabled them not to hear a human 
voice coming from a loudspeaker, al
though they could hear and enjoy the 
then infrequent intervals of music be
tween announcements. In an age when 
advertising competition was so keen that 
there was scarcely a bare wall or an 
unbillboarded lot within miles of a pop
ulation center, discriminating people 
could retain normal outlooks on life only 
by carefully-cultivated partial blindness 
and partial deafness which enabled them 
to ignore the bulk of that concerted as
sault upon their senses. 

For that reason a good part of the 
newscast which followed the dissa
rhythm program went, as it were, into 
one of Roger's ears and out the other 
before it occurred to him that he was 
not listening to a panegyric on patent 
breakfast foods. 

E THOUGHT he recognized the 
voice, and after a sentence or two 

he was sure that it was that of Milton 
-H•. _ ·.Unent physicist whole new 
tl\t»ry; on::·�priueiple of i:ddeterminaey 
had recently oeeasiotted ao· much scien
tific controversy. Apparently, Dr. Hale 
was being interviewed by a r�dio an
nouncer. 

" . . .  a heavenly body, therefore, may 
have position or velocity, but it may not 
be said to have both at the same time, 
with relation to any given space-time 
frame." 

unr. Hale, can you put that into com
mon every-day language ?'' said the 
syrupy-smooth voice of the interviewer. 

,.That is common language, sir. Scien
tifically expressed, in terms of the Hei
senberg contraction principle, then n to 
the seventh power in parentheses, rep
resenting the pseudo-position of a Died-

rich quantum-integer in relation to the 
seventh coefficient of curvature of 
mass " 

"Thank you, Dr. Hale, but I fear you 
are j ust a bit over the heads of our lis
teners." 

And your own head, thought Roger 
Phlutter. 

"I am sure, Dr. Hale, that the ques
tion of greatest interest to our audience 
is whether these unprecedented stellar 
movements are real or illusory." 

"Both. They are real with reference 
to the frame of space but not with refer
ence to the frame of space-time." 

"Can you clarify that, Doctor '!" 
"I believe I can. The difficulty is 

purely epistemological. In strict �ausal
ity, the impact of the macroscopic:

The slithy toves did gyre and gimble 
in the wabe, thought Roger Phlutter. 

" upon the parallelism of the en
tropy -gradient." 

"Bah !" said Roger aloud. 
44Did you say something, sir ?" asked 

the waitress. Roger noticed her for the 
first time. She was small and blonde 
and cuddly. Roger smiled at her. 

"That depends upon the space-time 
frame from which one regards it/.' he 
said judicially. "The difficulty is epis
temological.' '  

To make up for that, he tipped her 
more than he should and left. 

The wor)d's �most .e�i(nent _ ph�icist, 
he 'realized; knew- les8 of what was· hap
pening than did the general public. . The 
public knew that the fixed stars were 
moving or that they weren't. Obviously, 
Dr. Hale didn't even know that. Under 
a smoke-screen of qualifications, Hale 
had hinted that they were doing both. 

Roger looked upward but only a few 
stars, faint in the early evening, were 
visible through the halation of the myr
iad neon and spiegel-light signs. Too 
early yet, he decided. 

He had one drink at a nearby bar, 
but it didn't taste quite right to him 
so he didn't finish it. He hadn't real
ized what was wrong but he was punch-
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drunk from lack of sleep. He merely 
knew that he wasn't sleepy any more 
and intended to keep on walking until 
he felt like going to bed. Anyone hit
ting him over the head with a well-pad
ded blackjack would have been doing 
him a signal service, but no one took the. 
trouble. 

He kept on walking and, after a while, 
turned into the brilliantly lighted lobby 
of a cineplus theater. He bought a ticket 
and took his seat just in time to see the 
sticky end of one of the three feature 
pictures. Followed several advertise
ments which he managed to look at with
out seeing. 

"We bring you next," said the screen, 
"a special visicast of the night sky of 
London, where it is now three o'clock in 
the morning." 

The screen went black, with hundreds 
of tiny dots that . were stars. Roger 
leaned forward to watch and listen care
fully this would be a broadcast and 
visicast of facts, not of verbose nothing-
ness. 

"The arrow," said the screen, as an 
arrow appeared upon it, ''is ·now point
ing to Polaris, the pole star, which is 
now ten degrees from the celestial pole 
in the direction of Ursa Major. Ursa . 
Major itself, the Big Dipper, is no longer 
recognizable as a dipper, but the arrow 
will now point to the stars that formerly 
composed it." 

Roger breathlessly followed the arrow 
and the voice. 

"Alkaid and Dubhe," said the voice.· 
''The fixed stars are no longer fixed, but 
-" the · picture changed abruptly to a 
scene in a modern kitchen "the quali
ties and excellences of Stellar's Stoves 
do not change. Foods cooked by the 
superinduced vibratory method taste as 
good as ever. Stellar Stoves are unex
celled." 

EISUREL Y, Roger Phlutter stood up 
and made his way out into the aisle. 

He took his pen-knife from his pocket 
as he walked toward the screen. One 

easy jump took him up onto the low 
stage. His slashes into the fabric were 
not angry ones. They were careful, 
methodical cuts and intelligently de
signed to accomplish a maximum of 
damage with a minimum of expenditure 
of effort. 

The damage was done, and thorough
ly, by the time three strong ushers gath
ered him in. He offered no resistance 
either to them or to the police to whom 
they gave him. In night court, an hour 
later, he listened quietly to the charges 
against him. 

"Guilty or not guilty ?" asked the pre
siding magistrate. 

"Your Honor, that is purely a ques
tion of epistemology," said Roger ear
nestly. "The fixed stars move, but Corny 
Toastys, the world's greatest breakfast 
food; still represents the pseudo-position 
of a Diedrich quantum-integer in rela
tion to the seventh coefficient of curva
ture !' 

Ten minutes later, he was sleeping 
soundly. In a cell, it is true, but sound
ly nonetheless. Soundlessly, too, for the 
cell was padded. The · police left him 
there because they realized he needed 
sleep . . . .  

Among other minor tragedies of that 
night can be included the case of the 
schooner Ra.nsagansett, off the coast of 
California. Well off the coast of Cali
fornia ! A sudden squall had blown her 
miles off course, how many miles the 
skipper could only guess. 

The Ransagansett was an American 
vessel, with a German crew, unde� 
Venezuelan registry, engaged in running 
booze from Ensenada, Baja California, 
up the coast ta Canada, then in . the 
throes of a prohibition experiment. The 
Ransagansett was an ancient craft with 
foul engines and an untrustworthy com
pass. During the two days of the storm, 
her outdated radio receiver vintage of 
1975 ·had gone haywire beyond the 
ability of Gross, the first mate, to repair. 

But now only a mist remained of the 
storm, and the remaining shreds of wind 
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were blowing it away. Hans Gross, hold
ing an _ ancient astrolabe, stood ·on the 
dock, waiting. About him \vas utter 
darkness, for the ship was running with
out lights to avoid the coastal patrols. 

"She clearing, .Mister Gros� ?" called 
the voice of the captain from below. 

4 1Aye, sir. Idt iss glearing rabbidly. " 
In the cabin, Captain Randall went 

back to his game of blackj ack with the 
second mate and the engineer. The 
crew an elderly German named Weiss, 
with a wooden leg was asleep abaft the 
scuttlebutt wherever that may have 
been. 

A half hour went by. An hour, and 
the captain was losing heavily to the 

• 

. eng�neer� 
:!' : �,-. _ .. -

Gross !" he called out. 
There wa�·t any answer, and he 

called again and still obtained no re
sponse� 

' 'Just a minute, mein fine feathered 
friends," he said to the second mate and 
engineer and went up the companion
way to the deck. 

Gross 'f8S standing there, staring up
ward with his mouth open. The mists 
were gone. 

"Mister Gross," said Captain Randall. 
The first mate didn't answer. The 

captain saw that his first mate was re
volving slowly where he stood. 

''Hans !''  said Captain Randall .  ''What 
the devil's wrong with you ?" Then he, 
too, looked up. 

UPERFICIALL Y the sky looked per
fectly normal. No angels flying 

around, no sound of airplane motors. 
The Dipper Captain Randall turned 
around slowly, but more rapidly than 
Hans Gross. Where was the Big Dip
per? 

For that matter1 where was anything? 
There wasn't a constellation anywhere 
that he could recognize. No sickle of 
Leo. No belt of Orion. No horns of 
Taurus. 

Worse, there was a group of eight 
bright stars that ought to have been a 
constellation, for they were shaped 

� 

roughly like an octagon. Yet if such a 
constellation had ever existed, he'd never 
seen it, for he'd been around the Horn 
and Good Hope. Maybe at that -but no, 
there wasn't any Southern Cross ! 

Dazedly, Captain Randall walked to 
the companionway. 

"Mister Weisskopf," he called. "Mis
ter Helmstadt. Come on deck." 

They came and looked. Nobody said 
anything for quite a while. 

HShut off the engines, Mister Helm
stadt," said the captain. Helmstadt sa
luted the first time he ever had and 
went below. 

"Captain, shall I vake opp Veiss ?'' 
asked Weisskopf. 

"What for ?" 
' 'I  don't know." 
The captain considered. "Wake him 

up," he said. 
ui think ve are on der blanet Mars," 

said Gross. 
But the captain had thought of that 

and had rejected it. 
"No," he said firmly. "From any 

planet in the solar system the constella
tions would look approximately the 
same.'' 

"You mean ve are oudt of de cosmos ?" 
The throb of the engines suddenly 

ceased, and there was only the soft fa
miliar lapping of the waves against the 
hull and the gentle familiar rocking of 
the boat. 

• 

W eisskopf retu;rned with . Weiss, and 
Helmstadt came on deck and saluted 

• 

again. 
"Veil, Captain ?" 
Captain Randall waved a hand to the 

after deck, piled high with cases of 
liquor under a canvas tarpaulin. "Break 
out the cargo," he ordered. 

The blackjack game was not resumed. 
At dawn, under a sun they had never ex
pected to see again and, for that mat
ter, certainly were not seeing at the mo
ment -the five unconscious men were 
moved from the ship to the Port of San 
Francisco Jail by members of the coast 
patrol. During the night the Ransagan
sett had drifted through the Golden Gate 
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and bumped gently into the dock of ·the 
Berkeley ferry. 

In tow at the stern of the schooner 
was a big canvas tarpaulin. It was 
transfixed by a harpoon whose rope was 
firmly tied to the after-mast. Its pres
ence there was never explained officially, 
although days later Captain Randall had 
vague recollection of having harpooned 
a sperm whale during the night. But 
the elderly able-bodied seaman named 
Weiss never did find out what happened 
to his wooden leg, which is perhaps just 
as well. 

· 

III 

ILTON HALE, PH.D., eminent 
physicist, had finished broadcasting and 
the program was off the air. 

"Thank you very much, Dr. Hale," 
said the radio announcer. The yellow 
light went on and stayed. The mike was 
dead. "Uh . your check will be waiting 
for you at the window. You uh know 
where." 

"I know where," said the physicist .. 
He was a rotund, jolly-looking little 
man. With his bushy white beard he 
resembled a pocket edition of Santa 
Claus. His eyes twinkled, and he smoked 
a short stubby pipe. 

He left the sound-proof studio and 
walked briskly down the hall to the 
cashierts window. 14Hello, sweetheart/' 
he · said to the girl on duty there. ul 
think you have two checks for Dr. Hale., 

"You are Dr. Hale?" 
"I sometimes wonder," said the little 

man. "But I carry identification that 
seems to prove it." 

"Two checks?" 
"Two checks. Both for the same 

broadcast, by special arrangement. By 
the way, there is an excellent revue at 
the Mabry Theater this evening." 

"Is there ? Yes, here are your checks, 
Dr. Hale. One for seventy-five and one · 
for twenty-five. Is that correct ?'·' 

"Gratifyingly correct. Now about 
that revue at the Mabry ?" 

"If you wish, I'll call my husband and 
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ask him about it,� said the girl. "He' a 
the doorman over there." 

Dr. Hale sighed deeply, but his eyes 
still twinkled. "I think he'll agree," he 
said. "Here are the tickets, my dear, 
and you can take him. I find that I have 
work to do this evening." 

The girl's eyes widened, but she took 
the tickets. 

Dr. Hale went into the phone booth 
and called his home. His home, and Dr. 
Hale, were both run by his elder sister. 
"Agatha, I must remain at the office this 
evening," he said. 

"Milton, you know that you can work 
just as well in your study here at home. 
I heard your broadcast, Milton. It was 
wonderful." 

"It was sheer balderdash, Agafha. 
Utter rot. What did I say'l" 

"Why, ·you said that uh that the 
stars were I mean, you were not •• 

"Exactly, Agatha. My idea was to 
avert panic on the part of the populace. 
If I'd told them the truth, they'd have 
worried. But by being smug and s�ien
tific, I let them get the idea that every
thing was uh under control. Do you 
know, Agatha, what I mean by the par
allelism of an entropy-gradient ?'' 

'Why not exactly." 
"Neither did I ." 
"Milton, tell me, have you been drink

ing?" 
"Not y No, I haven't. I really can't 

come home to work this evening, Agatha. 
I'm using my study at the university, 
because I must have access to the li
brary there, for reference. And the star
charts." 

"But, Milton, how about that money 
for your broadcast ? You know it isn't 
safe for you to have money in your 
pocket, especially when you're feeling-
like this." 

"It isn't money, Agatha. It's a check, 
and I'll mail it to you before I go to the 
office. I won't cash it myself. How's 
that?" 

"Well if you must have access to the 
library, · I suppose you must. Good-by, 
Milton.•• 
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. ·· HALE went across the street to 

the drug store. There he bought a 
stamp and envelope and cashed the 
twenty-five-dollar check. The seventy
five-dollar one he put into the envelope 
and mailed. 

Standing beside the mailbox, he 
glanced up at the early evening sky
shuddered, and hastily lowered his eyes. 
He took the straightest possible line for 
the nearest double Scotch. 

"Y'ain't been in for a long time, Dr. 
Hale," said Mike, the bartender. 

''That I haven't, Mike. Pour me an
other." 

"Sure. On the house, this time. We 
had your broadcast tuned in on the radio 
just now. It was swell." 

'�es." 
"It sure was. I was kind of worried 

what waa happening up there, with my 
son an aviator and all. But as long as 
you scientific guys know what it's all 
about, I guess it's all right. That was 
sure a good speech, Doc. But there's 
one question I'd like to ask you." 

"I was afraid of that," said Dr. Hale. 
''These stars. They're moving, going 

somewhere. But where are they going ? 
I mean, like you said, if they are." 

"There's no way of telling that, ex
actly, Mike." . 

· '�Aren't they moving in a straight line, 
each · one of them ?" 

For just a mon1ent the celebrated 
scientist hesitated. , 

"Well yes and no, Mike. According 
to spectroscopic analysis, they're main
taining the same distance from us, each 
one of them. So they're really moving 
-if they're moving in circles around 
us. But the circles are straight, as it 
were. I mean, it seems that we're in the 
center of those circles, so the stars that 
are moving aren't coming closer to us or 
receding." 

"You could draw lines for those 
circles ?" 

"On a star-globe, yes. It's been done. 
They all seem to be heading for a cer
tain area of the sky, but not for a given 
point. They don't intersect." 

"What part of the sky they going to?" 
"Approximately between Ursa Major 

and Leo, Mike. The ones farthest from 
there are moving fastest, the ones near
est are moving slower. But darn you, 
Mike, I came in here to forget about 
stars, not to talk about them. Give me 
another." 

"In a minute·, Doc. When they get 
there, are they going to stop or keep on 
going ?" 

"How the devil do I know, Mike ? They 
started suddenly, all at the same time, 
and with full original velocity I mean, 
they started out at the same speed 
they're going now without wartning 
up, so to speak so I suppose they could 
stop as unexpectedly." 

He stopped just as suddenly as the 
stars might. He ·stared at his reflection 
in the mirror back of the bar as though 
he'd never seen it before. 

"What's the matter; Doc?" 
"Mike !" 
"Yes, Doc ?" 
"Mike, you're a genius." 
�'Me ? You're kidding." 
Dr. Hale groaned. "Mike, I'm going 

to have to go to the university to work 
this out. So I CMl have access to the 
library and the star-globe there. You're 
making an honest man out of me, Mike . 
Whatever kind of Scotch this is, · wrap 
me up a bottle." . 

"It's Tartan Plaid. A quart ?" 
"A quart, and make it sn·appy. I've 

got to see a man about a dog-star." 
"Serious, Doc?" 
Dr. Hale sighed audibly. "You brought 

that on yourself, Mike. Yes, the dog
star is Sirius. I wish I'd never come in 
here, Mike.. My first night out in weeks, 
and you ruin it." 

E TOOK a cab to the university, let 
himself in, and turned on the lights 

in his private study and in the library. 
Then he took a good stiff slug of Tartan 
Plaid and went to work. · 

First, by telling the chief operator 
who he was and arguing a bit, he got a 
telephone connection with the cl1ief as-
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tronomer of Cole Observatory. 
- "This is Hale, Armbruster," he said. 
"I've got an idea, but I want to check 
my facts before I start to work on it. 
Last information I had, there were four 
hundred and sixty-eight stars exhibiting 
new proper motion. Is that still cor
rect ?'' 

"Yes, Milton. The same ones are still 
• 

at it, and no others." 
"Good. I have a list, then. Has there 

been any change in speed of motion of 
any of them ?'' 

"No. Impossible as it seems, it's con
stant. What is your idea ?" 

"I want to check my theory first. If 
it works out into anything, I'll call you." 
But he forgot to. 

It was a long, painful job. First, he 
made a .chart of the heavens in the area 

-

between Ursa Major and Leo. Across 
that chart he drew four hundred and 
sixty-eight lines representing the pro
jected path of each of the aberrant stars. 
At the border of the chart, where each 
line entered, he made a notation of the 
apparent velocity of the star not in 
light years per hou� but in degrees per 
hour, to the fifth decimal. 

Then he did some reasoning. 
"Postulate that the motion which be

gan simultaneously will end simultane
ously," he told himself. "Try a guess at 
the time. Let's try ten o'clock tomorrow 
evening.". 

He tried it and looked at the series 
of p�sitions indicated upon the chart. 
No. 

Try one o'clock in the morning. It 
looked almost like sense ! 

Try midnight. 
That ··did it. At any rate, it was close 

enough. The calculation could be only 
a few minutes off one way or the other, 
and there was no point now in working 
out the exact time. Now that he knew 
the incredible fact. 

He took. another drink and stared at 
the chart grimly. 

A trip into the library gave Dr. Hale 
the further information he needed. · The 
address ! 

Thus began the saga of Dr. Hale's 
journey. A useless journey, it is true, 
but one that should rank with the trip 
of the message to Garcia. 

He started it with a drink. Then, 
knowing the combination, he rifled the 
safe in the office of the president of the 
university. The note he left in the safe 
was a masterpiece of brevity. It read : 

Taking money. Explain later. 
� 

Then he took another drink and put 
the bottle in his pocket. He went out
side and hailed a taxicab. He got in. 

"Where to, sir?" asked the cabby. 
Dr. Hale gave an address. 
"Fremont Street?" said the cabby. 

"Sorry, sir, but I don't know where that 
is." 

"In Boston," said Dr. Hale. "I should 
have told you, in Boston." 

'4Boston ? You mean Boston, Massa
chusetts ? That's a long way from here." 

"Therefore, we better start right 
away," said Dr. Hale reasonably. A 
brief financial discussion and the pass
ing of money, borrowed from the uni
versity safe, set the driver's mind at 
rest, and they started. 

It was a bitter cold night, for March, 
and the heater in the cab didn't work 
any too well. But the Tartan Plaid 
worked superlatively for both Dr. Hale 
and the cabby, and by the time they 
reached New Haven, they were singing 
old-time songs lustily. 

uoff we go, into the wide, wild yon
der . . . " their voices roared. 

T IS regrettably reported, but possibly 
untrue that, in Hartford, Dr. Hale 

leered out of the window at � young 
woman waiting for a late streetcar and 
asked her if she wanted to go to Boston. 

I 

Apparently, however, she didn't, for at 
five o'clock in the morning, when the 
cab drew up in front of 614 Fremont 
Street, Boston, only Dr. Hale and the 
driver were in the cab. 

Dr. Hale got out and looked at the 
house. It was a millionaire's mansion, 
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and it was surrounded by a high iron 
fence with barbed wire on top of it. The 
gate in the fence was locked, and there 
was no bell button to push. 

But the house was only a stone's throw 
from the sidewalk, and Dr. Hale was not 
to be deterred. He threw a stone.. Then 
another. Finally he succeeded in smash
ing a window. 

After a brief interval, a man appeared 
in the window. A butler, Dr. Hale de-
cided. . 

ul'm Dr. Milton Hale," he called out. 
"I want to see Rutherford R.  Sniveley"' 

' 

right away. It's important." 
"Mr. Sniveley is not at home, sir," said 

the butler. "And about that window " 
-"The devil with the window," shouted 

Dr. Hale. "Where is Sniveley ?" 
"On a fishing trip." 
"Where?" 
"I have orders not to give that infor

mation." 
Dr. Hal� was just a little drunk, per

haps. "You'll give it, just the same," 
he roared. "By orders of the President 
of the United States !" 

The butler laughed. "I don't see him." 
"You will," said Hale. 
He got back in the cab. The driver 

had fallen asleep, but Hale ahook him 
awake. · 

· 

' 'The White House," said Dr. Hale. 
-

. - . . �''Bub!" . 

"The White House, in Washington,'' 
said Dr. Hale. "And hurry !" He pulled 
a hundred-dollar bill from his pocket. 
The cabby looked at it, and groaned. 
Then he put the bill into his pocket and 
started the cab. 

A light snow was beginning to fall. 
As the cab drove off, Rutherford R. 

Sniveley, grinning, stepped back from 
the window. Mr. Sniveley had no butler. 

If Dr. Hale had been more familiar 
with the peculiarities of the eccentric 
Mr. Sniveley, he would have known 
Sniveley kept no servants in the place 
overnight but lived alone in the big 
house at 614 Fremont Street. Each 
morning at ten o'clock, a small army 
of servants descended upon the houae, 

did their worlr as rapidly as possible, and 
were required to depart before the 
witching hour of noon. Aside from 
these two hours of every day, Mr. Snive
ley lived in solitary splendor. He had 
few, if any, social contacts. 

SIDE from the few hours a day he 
spent administering his vast inter

ests as one of the country's leading man
ufacturers, Mr. Sniveley's tim� was his 
own, and he spent practically all of it in 
his work_shop, making gadgets. 

Sniveley had an ashtray which would 
hand him a lighted cigar any time he 
spoke sharply to it, and a radio receiver 
so delicately adjusted that it would cut 
in automatically on Sniveley-sponsored 
programs and' shut off again when they 
were finished. He had a bathtub that 
provided a full orchestral accompani
ment to his singing therein, and he had 
a machine which would read aloud to 
him from any book which he placed in 
its hopper. 

His life may have been a lonely one, 
• 

but it was not without such material 
comforts. Eccentric, yes, but Mr. Snive-

, 

ley could afford to be eccentric with a 
net income of four million dollars a 
year. Not bad for a man who'd started 
life as the son of a shipping clerk. 

Mr. Sniveley chuckled as he watched 
the taxi drive away, and then he went 
back to bed and to the sleep of the just. 

"So somebody has figured things out 
nineteen hours ahead of time," he 
thought. "Well, a lot of good it will do 
them !" 

There wasn't any law to punish him 
for what he'd done . . . .  

Bookstores did a land-office business 
that day in books on astronomy. The 
public, apathetic at first, was deeply in
terested now. Ev�n ancient and musty 
volumes of Newton's Principia sold at 

• • 
premtum prices. 

The ether blared with comment upon 
the new wonder of the skies. Little of 
the conunent was professional, or even 
intelligent, for most astronomers were 
asleep that day. They'd managed to 
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stay awake for the first forty-eight hours 
from the start of the phenomena, but 
the third day found them worn out men
tally and physically and inclirred to let 
the stars take care of themselves while 
they the astronomers, not the stars
caught up on sleep. 

Staggering offers from the telecast 
and broadcast studios enticed a few of 
them to attempt lectures, but their 
.efforts were dreary things, better for
gotten. Dr. Carver Blake, broadcasting 
from KNB, fell soundly asleep between 
a perigee and an apogee. 

Physicists were also greatly in de
mand. The most eminent of them all, 
however, was sought in vain. The soli
tary clue to Dr. Milton Hale's disap
pearance, the brief note, "Taking money. 
Explain later� Hale," wasn't much of a 
help. His sister Agatha feared the 
worst. 

For the first time in history, astro
nomical news made banner headlines in 
the newspapers. 

IV 

NOW had started early that morn
ing along the northern Atlantic seaboard 
and now it was growing steadily worse. 
Just outside Waterbury, Connecticut, 
the driver of Dr. Hale's cab . began to 
weaken. 

It wasn,t human, he thought, for a 
man to .be expected to drive to Boston 
and then, without stopping, from Boston 
to Washington. Not even for a hundred 
dollars. · 

Not in a storm like this. Why, he 
could see only a dozen yards ahead 
through the driving snow, even when he 
could manage to keep his eyes open. His 
fare was slumbering soundly in the back 
seat. Maybe he could get away with 
stopping here along the road, fer nn 
hour, to catch some sleep. Just an hour. 
His fare wouldn't ever know the differ
ence. The guy must be loony, he 
thought, or why hadn't he taken a plane 
or a train ? 

Dr. Hale would have, of course, if he'd 

thought of it. But he wasn't used to 
traveling and besides, there'd been the 
Tartan Plaid. A taxi had seemed the 
easiest way to get anywhere no worry
ing about tickets and connections and 
stations. Money was no object, and the 
plaid condition of his mind had caused 
him to overlook the human factor in
volved in an extended journey by taxi. 

When he awoke, almost frozen, in the 
parked taxi, that human factor dawned 
upon him. The driver was so sound 
asleep that no amount of shaking could 
-arouse him. Dr. Hale's watch had 
stopped, so he had no idea where he was 
or what time it was. 

Unfortunately, too, he didn't know 
how to drive a car. He took a quick 
drink to keep from freezing and then got 
out of the cab, and as he did so, a ear 
stopped. 

It was a policeman what is more it 
was a policeman in a million. 

Yelling over the roar of the storm, 
Hale hailed him. 

''I'm Dr. Hale," he shouted. "We,re 
lost, where am I ?" 

"Get in here before you freeze," or
dered the policeman. "Do you ·mean Dr. 
Milton Hale, by any chance ?" 

"Yes." 
' 

"I've read all your books, Dr. Hale," 
said the policeman. "Physics ia . my 
hobby, and I've always wanted to meet 
you. I want to ask you about the re
vised value of the quantum." 

"This is life or death," said Dr. Hale. 
"Can you take me to the nearest airport, 
quick ?" 

"Of course, Dr. Hale." 
"And look there's a driver in that • 

cab. and he'll freeze to death unless we 
' 

send aid." 
"I'll put him in the back seat of my 

car and then run the cab off the road. 
,� . .,. e'll take care of details later." 

"Hurry, please." 
The obliging . Policeman hurried. He 

got in and ·started the car. 
''About the revised quantum value, 

Dr. Hale,' '  he began, then stopped talk-
• 

1ng. 
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R. HALE was sound asleep. The po-
liceman drove to Waterbury Air

port, one of the largest in the world 
since the population shift from New 
York City in the 1960s and 70s had given 
it a central position. In front of the 
ticket office, he gently awakened Dr. 
Hale. -

"This is the airport, sir," he said. 
Even as he spoke, Dr. Hale was leap

ing out of the car and stumbling into the 
building, ·yelling, "Thanks," over his 
shoulder and nearly falling down in do-

• 

tng so. 
The warm-up roaring of the motors 

of a superstratoliner out on the field lent 
wings to his heels as he dashed for the 
ticket window. 

"What plane's that?" he yelled. 
"Washington Special, due out in one 

minute . .  But I don't think you can make 
•t "  1 • 

Dr. Hale slapped a hundred-dollar bill 
on the ledge. "Ticket," he gasped. 
"Keep change." 

He grabbed the ticket and ran, getting 
into the plane just as the doors were 
being closed. Panting, he fell into a 
seat, the ticket still clutched in his hand. 
He was sound asleep before the hostess 
strapped him in for the blind take-off. 

N HOUR later, the hostess awakened 
· him. The passengers were disem

barking. 
Dr. Hale rushed out of the plane and 

ran across the field to the airport build
ing. A big clock told him that it was 
nine o'clock, and he felt elated as he ran 
for the door marked "Taxis." He got 
into the nearest one. 

"White house," he told the driver. 
"How long'll it take ?" 

"Ten minutes." 
Dr. Hale gave a sigh of relief and sank 

back against the cushions. He didn't go 
back to sleep this time. He was wide 
awake now. But he closed his eyes to 
think out the words he'd use in explain
ing matters . . . .  

"Here you are, sir." 
Dr. Hale gave the driver a bill and 

hurried out of the cab and into the build
ing. It didn't look as he had expected it 
to look. But there was a desk, and he 
ran up to it. 

"I've got to see the President, quick. 
It's vital."  

The' clerk frowned. "The President 
of what ?" 

Dr. Hale's eyes went wide. "The 
President of wh say, what building is 
this ? And what tqwn ?" 

The clerk's ·frown deepened. "This is 
the White House Hotel," he said. 
"Seattle, Washington." 

Dr. Hale fainted. He woke up in a 
hospital three hours later. It was then 
midnight, Pacific Time, which meant it 
was three o'clock in the morning on the 
Eastern seaboard. It had, in fact, been 
midnight already in Washington, D. C., 
and in Boston, when he had been leaving 
the Washington Special in Seattle. 

Dr. Hale rushed to the window and 
shook his fists, both of them, at the sky. 
A futile gesture. · 

Back in the East, however, the storm 
had stopped by twilight, leaving a light 
mist in the air. The star-conscious pub
lic had thereupon deluged the weather 
bureaus with telephoned requests about 
the persistence of the mist. 

"A breeze off the ocean is expected," 
they were told. "It is blowing now, in 
fact, and within an hour or two will have 
cleared off the light fog." 

By eleven-fifteen the skies of Boston 
were clear. 

Untold thousands braved the bitter 
cold and stood staring upward at the un
folding pageant of the no-longer-eternal 
stars. It almost looked as though an 
incredible development had occurred. 

And then, gradually, the murmur 
grew. By a quarter to twelve, the thing 
was certain, and the murmur hushed 
and then grew louder than ever, waxing 
toward .. midnight. Different people re
acted differently, of course, as might be 
expected. There was laughter as well as 
indignation, cynical amusement as well 
as shocked horror. · There was even ad
miration. 
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Soon, in certain parts of the city, a 
concerted movement on the part of those 
who knew an address on Fremont Street 
began to take place. Movement afoot 
and in cars and public vehicles, con-

• 

verging. 
At five minutes o.f twelve, Rutherford 

R. Sniveley sat waiting within his house. 
He was denying himself the pleasure of 
looking until, at the last moment, the 
thing was complete. 

It was going well. The gathering mur
mur of voices, mostly angry voices, out
side his house told him that. He heard 
his name shouted. 

ST the same, he waited until the 
twelfth stroke of the clock before he 

stepped out upon the balcony. Much as 
he wanted to look upward, he forced 
himself to look down at the street first. 
The milling crowd was there and it was 
angry. But he had only contempt for 
the milling crowd. 

Police cars were pulling up, too, and 
·· he recognized the mayor of Boston get
ting out of one of them, and the chief of 
police was with him. But so what ? 
There wasn't any law covering this. 

Then having denied himself the su
preme pleasure long enough, he turned 
his eyes up to the silent sky, and there 
it was. The four hundred and sixty
eight brightest stars, spelling out : 

USE 
SNIVELY'S 

SOAP 

For just a second did his satisfaction 
last. Then hi� face began to turn an 
apoplectic purple. 

"My heavens !" said Mr. Sniveley. 
uit's spelled wrong !" 

His face grew more purple still, and 
then, as a tree falls, he fell backward 
through the window. 

An ambulance rushed the fallen mag
nate to the nearest hospital, but he was 
pronounced dead of apoplexy upon 
entrance. 

But misspelled or not, the eternal 

stars held their positions as of that mid

and again the stars were fixed. Fixe 
to spell SNIVELY'S SOAP. 

Of the many explanations offered by 
all and sundry who professed some 
physical and astronomical knowledge, 
none was more lucid or closer to the 
actual truth than that put forth by 
Wendell Mehan, president emeritus of 
the New York Astronomical Society. 

''Obviously, the phenomenon is a trick 
of refraction," said Dr. Mehan. "It is 
manifestly impossible for any force con
trived by man to move a star. The stars, 
therefore, still occupy their old places in 
the firmament. 

"I suggest that Sniveley must have 
contrived a method of refracting the 
light of the stars, sap1ewhere in or just 
above the atmospheric layer of the 
earth, so that they . appear to have 
changed their positions. This is done, 
probably, by radio waves or similar 
waves, sent on some fixed frequency 
from a set or possibly a series of four 
hundred and sixty-eight sets some
where upon the surface of the earth. 
Although we do not understand just how 
it is done, it is no more unthinkable that 
light rays should be bent by a field of 
waves than by a prism or by gravitation
al force. 

"Since Sniveley was not a great scien
tist, I imagine that his discovery was 
empiric rather than logical an acciden
tal find. It is quite possible that even 
the discovery of his projector will not 
enable present-day scientists to under
stand its secret, any more than an 
aboriginal savage could understand the 
operation of a simple radio receiver by 
taking one apart. 

"My principal reason for this asser
tion is the fact that the refraction ob
viously is a fourth-dimensional phenom
enon, or its effect would be purely local 
to one portion of the globe. Only in the 
fourth dimension could light be so re
fracted . . . .  '' 

There was more but it is better to skip 
to his filial paragraph : 
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"This effect cannot possibly be per
manent more permanent, that is, than 
the wave-projector which causes it. 
Sooner or later, Sniveley's machine will 
be found and shut off or will break 
down or wear out of its own volition. 
Undoubtedly it includes vacuum tubes 
which will some day blow out, as do the 
tubes in our radios. . . ." 

HE excellence of Dr. Mehan's analy
sis was shown two months and eight 

days later, when the Boston Electric Co. 
shut off, for non-payment of bills, serv
ice to a house situated at 901 west 
Rogers Street, ten blocks · from the 
Sniveley mansion. At the instant of the 
shut-off, excited reports from the night 
side of Earth brought the news that the 
stars had flashed back to their former 
positions instantaneously. 

Investigation brought out that the 
description of one Elmer Smith, w�o 
had purchased that house six months be
fore, corresponded with the description 
of Rutherford R. Sniveley, and undoubt
edly Elmer Smith and Rutherford R. 
Sniveley were one and the same person. 

In the attic was found a complicated 
network of four hundred and sixty-eight 
radio-type antennae, each antenna of 
different length and running in a differ
ent direction. The machil\e to which 
they were connected was not larger, 
strangely, than the average ham's radio 

projector, nor did it draw appreciably 
more current, according to the electric 
company's record. 

By special order of the President of 
the United States, the proj-ector was de
stroyed without examination of its in
ternal arrangement. Clamorous pro
tests against this high-handed executive 
order arose from many sides. But inas
much as the projector had already been 
broken up, the protests were to no avail. 

Serious repercussions were, on the 
whole, amazingly few. 

Persons in general appreciated the 
stars more but trusted them less. 

Roger Phlutter got out of jail and 
married Elsie. 

Dr. Milton Hale found he liked Seattle 
and stayed there. Two thousand miles 
away from his sister, Agatha, he found 
it possible for the first time to defy her 
openly. He enjoys life more but, it is 
feared, w-ill write fewer books. 

There is one fact remaining which is 
painful to consider, since it casts a deep 
reflection upon the basic intelligence of 
the human race. It is proof, though, 
that the president's executive order was 
justified, despite scientific protest. 

That fact is as humiliating as it is en
lightening. During the two months and 
eight days during which the Sniveley 
machine was in operation, sales of 
Sniveley Soap increased nine-hundred
twenty per cent. 

Comfraw in the Nest l••ue 

A Novel by MANLY WADE WELLMAN 

Plu• Storie• by L. Sprague de Camp, Robert Moore William• and Otlaer•l 
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He'd already been in so ERGEANT RION McBRIAR barked 
his order. 

many jams that one 

more couldn't hurt much! 

' 'Pull over to that pylon !" 
The sergeant's voice was loud and 

harsh with the effort to hide his fear. 
Not fear of the pilot of that peculiar 
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looking craft but of Captain Kennedy. 
If McBriar allowed the Peace Parade 
to be messed up, Kennedy· would cer
tainly send him back to the sticks. Me
Briar hoped no official eyes were on this 
incident. 

The pilot turned his helmeted head, 
. gave McBriar a penetrating look, and 
obeyed the pointing finger. He swung 
the blunt snout of his flyer toward the 
spidery pylon, picked up McBriar's 
thought impulses, and cursed himself as 
he stalled his ship beside the·high, brigh� 
tower. 

N org,- he thought, you have been 
stupid. This being is a petty official. 
You have broken a rule, carelessly, and 
may be exposed. 

Norg considered striking McBriar 
dead, then discarded the thought. ·The 
inhabitants of this planet had no such 
weapon as his, and they must have no 
knowledge of it until too late. He 
waited, faintly amused at the fuming 
thoughts that swirled in McBriar'a 
middle-aged head. • 

"Where did you learn to fly ?" McBriar 
demanded wrathfully. He brought his 
traffic car to the side of the long, dull 
craft and eyed the pilot with steady con
tempt. "You may fly that way in the 
country, cousin, but you're in the city 
now. Didn't you see the warning ?" 

Norg glanced at his panel instrument 
that broke these alien sounds down into 
thought patterns, picked up the antici
pated reply from McBriar's thoughts, 
and made appropriate sounds of his own. 

"I am sor-ry.'' 
A tiny flicker of suspicion rippled 

across McBriar's thoughts, · brought a 
calculating gleam to h'is gray eyes and a 
wrinkle to his brow. 

He thought : funny talking guy. 
Funny looking, too. Never saw eyes like 
them. What's that helmet ? Maybe
oh, lord, maybe he's some big bug that's 
got a right here. But why didn't he tell 
me ? 

"What're you doing here ?" Me Briar 
demanded with subdued belligerence. 
"Look !" 

He waved at motionless traffic, hun
dreds of passenger craft at the local 
level, big freighters above them, and at 
two majestic liners, small and high. 

"They stopped, see ? And I don't care 
who you are, you should've, too. The 
parade's coming." 

N org read thoughts, picked up the 
expected answer. 

"I did not know of a pa-rade. I am 
sor-ry.'' 

McBriar gave him a blank look of 
astonishment. 

"Where you been, anyway ? Every
body knows there's a Peace Parade 
every year. This is it, chum." 

"I am sor-ry," Norg repeated. 
"You talk funny," McBriar said in a 

worried voice. "Look, maybe you got a 
right here, and if so, I apologize. B·ut 
you better let me see your " he broke 
off as he caught movement far off. "Oh 
-oh. Here it comes. Stay where you 
are till I get back.'' 

McBriar tilted his d r i v e prism, 
swoopea up on a long curve to official 
level, arid brought his bright red craft 
to attention. To his right and left, other 
red traffic ships were regularly spaced, 
facing replicas of themselves across the 
parade channel. Below them and above, , 
traffic was still. 

ERGEANT RION McBRIAR paid 
little or no attention to the scene. He 

was no more consciously aware of fa
miliar objects than that he was breath
ing. He had seen it so often, the in
dividual ships, the shining roofs of the 
greatest city in the world, the sprinkle 
of pedestrians on crosswalks. 

His strange encounter was in his 
mind, obscuring the oncoming parade. 
His thoughts drowned out ceremonial 
speeches from the leading ship. He had 
heard it all before the history of this 
day and the pact it celebrated. He 
thought of the helmeted pilot and the 
peculiar craft that had moved when 
others stopped. 

Not that the ship was really so 
strange, he thought. Everyone, these 
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days, colored his flyer or equipped it 
with gadgets. Individuality was the 
watchword. But there was a feel to the 
ship. That was it, McBriar said to him
self. It felt different. · And the pilot, 
too. That funny looking helmet, the 
hesitating speech. 

Just my luck, he thought, if the guy is 
an Experimenter. If he's in with the 
big boys. I'll catch a little hell. Any
way, nothing happened, really. Nobody 
saw it I hope. 

The hope was thin, dying even as it 
formed. For bad luck had dogged his 
career and fended off even a sergeancy 
until recently.. McBriar remembered 
with some bitterness how younger men 
passed over him to higher offices and 
how his contemporaries had become 
commissioners. All because of the 

, 

breaks. 
Somebody was a cinch to have seen 

the incident. Of course, it had to occur 
in his section. Perverse fate saw to that. 
It couldn't have happened to one of the 
other boys. Oh, no ! They w-ere all 
young men, headed for cushy jobs. No, 
it came straight to McBriar,· and slight 
though the disturbance had been, it 
would wi�d up as a black mark OJl his 
record. 

· 

The parade began to pass. McBriar's 
eyes, filmed with gloom, were hardly 
aware of the glittering line of ' ships. 
Only his subconscious registered the 
event and recorded the pompous spec
tacle. His conscious mind turned in
ward to himself. 

Suddenly he stiffened, jerked his gaze 
to one side where a flash of movement 
marred the immobile symmetry of 
civilian traffic. His hand shot out to his 
controls but froze midway. Nothing 
was important enough to pull him out of 
position, not even that strange ship 
which now streaked across the front of 
the parade and disappeared. 

McBriar cursed. He'd lose his ser
geant's star now. That was certain. 
Not only had his brother officers ob
served his flagrant break of traffic rules 
and noted that it had occurred in Me-

Briar's sector, but all the high and 
••• 

mighty officials on earth were in that 
front ship. 

McBriar could picture their scandal
ized expressions as the peculiar craft cut 
across their bow, could hear the crack
ling messages which must even now be 
burning the ears of Captain Kennedy. 

McBriar was stunned with despair. 
He would face Kennedv for this. And 

• 

painful as that incident was sure to be, 
it was certain to be pleasant compared 
to the ordeal of facing his wife and kids 
later. 

Myrna wouldn't bawl him out, no. 
That was the devil of it. She'd comfort 
him and try to build up his ego. But 
then she'd go off by herself and cry. And 
the kids would be casually contemptuous 
of his loss. 

''What's an old star ?" they'd say. "We 
like the country. So what are we wait-
ing for ?" � 

And he'd reply in kind, wisecracking 
while packing to go back to the sticks, 
and with the he::frt of him breaking in
side. 

-

- "If I ever catch that guy " McBriar 
said aloud through stiff lips. His mind 
took it up, made pictures of satisfying 
tortures. 

He'd just finished knocking the guy's 
helmet off with his own bloody leg when 
the signal came through for traffic to 

• 

move again. 
Hard on the signal came a voice, rasp

ing from his monitor. 
"McB�iar ! Wake up ! And get down 

here. I want to talk to you !, 
The sergeant went unhappily. . . . 

FTER his meeting with McBriar, 
N org had watched the little red car 

pull away and assume position. With 
one swift comprehensive glance, he sized 
up the motionless panorama, the formal 
waiting. When the parade came, all the 
inhabitants in this locality would remain 
where th·ey were. Should he go or stay ? 

He had felt the uneasy suspicions of 
the petty official who had stopped him. 
That one would be back to investigate. 
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Close investigation would not neces
sarily bring the truth to light, but it 
would force him to action which might 
prove disastrous. 

Dangers here were manifold, but not 
to his person. If by some fluke these�
what did they call their planet- · Earth ? 
-these Earthmen should learn that he 
was different and so pursue him, N org's 
own fate would be sealed. He could 
elude them, and he could destroy some 
of them, but they would know. 

In that knowledge lay disaster for his 
own people who waited for his report 
far out in space. N org had learned 
many things since his scout ship had en
tered this planet's atmosphere, and chief 
among these was that the inhabitants of 
this planet were intelligent. 

Weak, yes, and ill-prepared to resist 
an attack. But even so, though their in
telligence was rudimentary compared to 
his own, they were keen enough to use 
sheer force of numbers to advantage. 

Therein lay his own people's weak
ness they were few in number. Only 
by complete surprise could they wipe 
out this Earth race and appropriate the 
planet. If one Earthman suspected that 
N org were alien, that suspicion would 
generate a certain amount of uneasy 
alertness which might prove trouble
some. . . 

That official, for example, would re-
tutn to complete his examination when 
the parade had passed. He was afraid 
of losing some bauble, apparently a sym
bol of his position. Though N org could 
not understand such childish fear, he 
knew that it was important to the petty 
official. He knew that the official would 
prosecute his inquiry with dogged per
sistence and that exposure might well 
follow. 

On the other hand, if he went away 
from here, a search would be instituted. 
His scout ship was distinctive enough to 
give direction to the search, and eventu
ally someone would spot him and raise 
the authorities. 

N org made his decision. As long as 
he was a fugitive, these creatures would 

not know, would not be frightened into 
action that might harm the invasion at
tempt. Furthermore, l).e had spent some 
time enough time, perhaps in this 
greatest of their cities and knew what 
he needed to know about this race. Be
fore reporting to his flagship, he had yet 
to estimate the fruitfulness of the land. 

He would go, then, to the rural spaces 
where eyes were few and danger mini
mized. If his report on the people them
selves was sketchy, it should be counter
balanced by over-elaborate data on the 

• 

planet itself. 
He acted at once, swooping across the 

front of the parade. He caught a welter 
of horrified and angry thoughts from 
the flagship as he cut across her bow. 
Caught, too, thoughts of helpless rage. 
None could pursue, the pattern of the 
parade could not be broken. 

A thought of exultation exploded 
along his brain. He was safe, then, for 
a time. He didn't need much time. This 
was perfectly obvious, as endless green 
fields rolled backward under him. There 
was a rich fatness in them, unlike the 
barren, dead spac�s of other planets he 
had scouted. 

Here was home for the homeless who 
had been forced out of their own by a 
rogue star. 

He remembered the bright destruction 
of that far planet on which he had been 
born ; remembered the grim despair 
which laid a curtain of thought around 
that vast caravan ; remembered the 
search through stellar systems, the ris
ing hopes when a n�w planet was sight
ed, the disappointments after explora
tion. 

This was home. He felt it, knew it. 
No poisonous atmosphere, no killing 
gravity, no inedible staples. There it 
lay below him, fat with life, rolling with 
green beauty, and thrusting upward in 
the distance were stark hills which col
lected water in their season. 

He dropped down in the vicinity of a 
small community. He could take samples 
here and continue his observations of 
such inhabitants as were available. 



FANTASTIC STORY MAGAZINE 

Then off to his own people, report ; make 
a swift surprise attack, wipe out this 
race, every member of it, and-

At long last, home. . . . 

here� " he tapped the sheaf of reports 
''some interesting data concerning 

efficiency. It concerns you, Sergeant. In 
fact, it is a long record of incidents 
which eloquently reflect your efficiency. 

ERGEANT RION McBRIAR was un- Now, there are many who say that I 
easy. He wanted to twist his hands, would allow these reports to influence 

but resisted the loss of dignity this I my personal relations with you. No ?" 
would entail. McBriar's jaw hardened. "I don't 

He twisted them, however, in his mind know what you're getting at, Captain/'-
a-s he waited for Captain Kennedy to "Ah ? For example, during your pro-
open the interview. bationary period, your zeal drove you to 

He leaned forward on the edge of his reprimanding an Experimenter before 
chair as his superior went leisurely you discovered his mission and identity. 
through a sheaf of official reports. He You may remember." 
could see only the top of Kennedy's head, McBriar remembered. That was the 
but the silver sheen seemed baleful to first of a series of bad breaks. The man 
McBriar, as he knew the frosty blue eyes had been surly in response to routine 
would be when they met his. questions, and McBriar had reacted as 

They did and they were. � The voice, any officer should. 
however, was dulcet, seemingly sympa- He said nothing. He waited for Ken-
thetic. The tone indicated that Captain nedy to go on. 
Kennedy's sole concern was the happi- "And here is another, Sergeant. The 
ness, comfort, and general well-being of Baltar robbery. You may reme:t:nber the 
Sergeant McBriar. results of your investigations." 

"Well, Sergeant,"  Kennedy purred, "I McBriar winced. He had acted on 
trust you are well ?" what he believed to be a bona fide tip. 

McBriar stiffened inside. He thought : How was he to know it was a gag? He 
so he's going to draw it out, cat and · had gone ahead in pursuance of duty and . 
mouse. arrested Captain Kennedy's brother-in-

"Yes, sir," he said formally. "I am law. He remembered the explosions. 
well." "There are others, Sergeant," Ken-

"And the little woman, Sergeant ? nedy continued, riffling the papers. "But 
She is well. And the children ? Boys, I why rub salt in your wounds ? Let's get 
believe ? Ah, yes, strong lads, both." down to today's incident." 

McBriar couldn't keep a small glow McBriar decided suddenly that he had 
from his eyes, but his voice was imper- had enough. After all, a man had his 
sonal. � pride. He couldn't remain indefinitely 

"We are all well, sir." before another in the attitude of a small 
"Good-!" Kennedy said heartily. 41You boy caught stealing cookies. 

know, Sergeant, that many members of "If you're going to break me, Captain, 
the force seem to feel that I place get at it. I don't have to take this sort 
efficiency above human relations. Isn't of thing from you or anybody else." 
that true?" Captain Kennedy showed a faint cold 

"I don't know� Captain," McBriar said amusement. He touched a stud on his 
evenly. ' �I haven't heard any talk. My desk. 
duties keep me too busy to listen to gos- "I  have stopped the recorder, Ser
sip." A good thing, the sergeant thought, geant. What I am about to say consti
the guy can't read my mind. , tutes language unbecoming an officer, 

"Of course," Kennedy said, "you are and I ·have no wish for it to be on official 
busy. But I'm sure that you are as records. I want you to know exactly 
aware as I of my reputation. I have what I think of you." 
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McBriar said, "Take it easy, Kennedy. 

I've been wanting to give you a beating 
for a long time." 

ENNEDY got to his large feet. His 
wide shoulders were hunched, arms 

half bent, hands forming huge fists. His 
face held not even the false friendliness 
of a few moments before. 

"If rules and regulations did not re
quire a trial, I would kick you off the 
force, McBriar. But the evidence indi
cates that you were not wholly at fault. 
Now, I know that evidence aoesn't even 
hint at the truth that you are the ·most 
miserable excuse for an officer I have 
seen in fifty years on this desk. 

"You have no imagination, and what 
little brain you possess has become 
atrophied from disuse. You have only a 
habit pattern. You move straight .ahead, 
bli · , doggedly, a mindless force 
whi can adapt itself to no changing 
condition, however slight. The simplest 
robot reflects more credit on the human . 
race than you, for 'it indicates that its 
makers have ilnagination and ability:-

"You are merely evidence of a de
plorable blunder on the part of nature. 
Whatever natural selection went into the 
process of bringing you to a contempt
ible manhood belongs to dark, lost ages." 

McBriar was held rn6tionless by shock 
and surprise. One man did n9t speak 
to another in this fashion. Controlled, 
and therefore all the niore vicious, con
tempt dripped from Kennedy's . slow 
words. They cut more deeply than the 
most vivid invective, were more shame
ful than public insult, more rousing than 
a slap in the face. 

He, too, got to his feet as rage surged 
through him in adrenalin waves. His 
eyes glazed slightly. He stepped for
ward and threw a right jab at the mock
ing face. 

What happened in the next few min
utes was never very clear to him. 

The sergeant came back to conscious
ness with only a hazy recollection of 
events. He noted the overturned furni
ture, scattered papers, the litter of office 

supplies all over the floor, and recon
structed the fight to some extent. Then 
he got to his feet and saw, with surprise, 
that Captain Kennedy was affable be ... 
hind his desk again. 

Not a single ruffled silver hair, not a 
mark indicated that Kennedy had even 
exerted himself. His knuckles were 
over-red, but that was all. 

His voice was pleasant enough, too, 
with its mocking overtones. 

"Thank ypu, Sergeant, for the work
out.. I've bee� neglecting my exercise 
lately. I'm going to cut in the recorder 
again. Let me see, I believe your last 
remark was that you didn't have to take 
that from me or anybody else. Please 
sit down again before we resume." 

cBRIAR was tired. He ached. He 
sat. He waited. Kennedy touched 

the recording stud again, waited a sec
ond, then said in shocked tones : 

"Break you, Sergeant ? Ah, no. Ex
perienced officers are not so plentiful 
that I can -dispense with one whose only 
fault is an ah affinity for bad luck. 
But before I give you another assign .. 
ment, I want details on the incident at 
the parade. What was it ?" 

"I I don't know," McBriar muttered. 
Kennedy's eyes widened. "You

don't know ? You can't mean that, 
Sergeant." 

"I was about to look at his identifica
tion," McBriar said desperately, "when 

· the parade came into sight. I told him 
to wait and took my position. That was 
more important. So he took off when 
the parade came abreast.'' 

"I see. Well, no matter. We can find 
his name easily enough. What was the 
type and number of his plane ?" 

"I uh " 
McBriar fell silent before the look of 

horror which overspread Captain Ken
nedy's features. 

"Yes ?" Kenne9y whispered. "Yes?" 
"I guess it didn't have a number, Cap

tain." 
"You guess ? Did you say guess, 

Sergeant?'' 
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"I mean, it didn't have a number. It 
was a kind of funny ship. Queer, some
how." 

Kennedy continued to whisper, words 
falling softly from a tight mouth below 
• 

Icy eyes. 
41lt didn't have a number, and you let 

it get a�ay? Is that can it be true, 
Sergeant ?'' 

"Now listen, Captain," McBriar said 
earnestly. "I couldn't do anything else. 
Here's what happened exa<Jtly.'' 

He related the incident from its be
ginning, while Captain Kennedy lis
tened. And as he listened, the captain 
tapped the top of his desk slowly with 
one finger tip. When McBriar had fin
ished, he continued to tap the desk for a 
long time. 

Then, "Give a description of this 
plane,· Sergeant. "  

"Well, it's uh that is, I can't exact
ly, Captain." 

"Then give a partial description of it, 
you idiot," roared Kennedy. "Give us 
something. we can pass on to the men. 
They must know something about it be
fore they can find it." 

Sergeant McBriar was unhappy. He 
dropped his goo4 eye to the floor. He 
really twisted his hands. 

"I can't, Captain," he said miserably. 
'!It was just queer. _ It had a funny
uh feel. It didn't feel like other ships." 

"You touched it, Sergeant, and don't 
know any more than that ?" 

"Well, no, I didn't touch it, Captain. 
You could feel it by just looking." 

Captain Kennedy's jaw dropped. He 
didn't say anything for a long time. 
Then his speech came sadly, gently. 

"You married a fine woman, Sergeant. 
It isn't her fault that you are as you 
are, and she shouldn't suffer. I should 
be perfectly justified if I chose to strip 
you of all insignia and reduce you to 
your misbegotten normal. 

"But I'm soft-hearted, Sergeaqt. I 
treat my men as human beings. I have 
consideration for their families. So I 
am not going to break you, Sergeant, 
even though your action today or lack 

of it-reflected discredit on the depart
ment and caused me ··me, Sergeant !
to receive severe reprimands from the 
international council. I am going to 
send you to a post befitting your peculiar 
talents." 

Kennedy paused, and to McBriar's un
easy eye he was licking his chops, savor
ing what was to come. 

"Your duties will not be onerous, Ser
geant. But even so, you will report to 
me personally before you so much as 
give a citiz�n directions to the post office. 
I am giving you another chance, and I 
am going to make sur_e that you make 
good. "  Kennedy paused again and 
smiled. It \Vas not a pretty smile, Me
Briar reflected it was all teeth. uln 

. 

Rayville," Kennedy said. 

N THE third day, Sergeant McBriar 
began to enjoy his work. True, he 

had little to do that was worthy of men
tion, for the comn1unity was given over 
to the serious business of developing 
agricultural product�. But he mentioned 
every move he made, short of breathing, 
to Captain Kennedy. He managed to in
terrupt Kennedy at least a dozen times 
each day and at least Qnce in the dead 
of each night when coyotes came down 
from the hills and howled outside the 
poultry station. 

Pursuing his theory that eventually 
Captain Kennedy's choler would over
whelm him and perhaps bring on heart 
failure he brought minor events to the 
attentiol! of his superior at 10 o'clock 
of the third morning, at the time the 
captain was wont to slip out for a mid
morning coffee and cigarette. 

If Captain Kennedy was annoyed, or 
even beginning to crack up, he k·ept all 
hint of it from the image which ap
peared on McBriar's panel screen. 

"Ah, Sergeant," he said pleasantly, 
"what world-shakers have we this morn
ing?'' 

"Sergeant Rion McBriar reporting 
from Rayville, sir," McBriar intoned. 
"At eight-thirty-two this morning, three 
boys allowed their model rocket ship to 
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get out of control. Result : it crashed 
against the pyro-plex front of Mrs. 
Archer's sun porch and seared the pane 
so that it is completely opaque." 

Captain Kennedy pursed his lips. 
"Hmm. Now don't lose your head, 

Sergeant. Keep calm, man. You've 
handled things as big as this before. Re
member the time the man asked you 
what. to do with a dead cat. Keep that 
in mind, believe that you are equal to 
,this emergency, and you'l� be all right. 
Do you have any suggestions ?" 

"Yes, sir," Sergeant McBriar said 
smartly. "I know. the identity of the cul
prits and " 

"Good work, man, good work !" Cap
tain Kennedy interrupted. "We'll have 
you using your head yet. Go on." 

" and I thought their parents should 
replace the pane, sir." 

"Exactly, Sergeant. Anything else ?" 
Sergeant McBriar winced at the 

patronizing tones. He didn't like being 
treated as a small boy. However, it was 
in a good cause his avowed purpose be
ing to drive Captain Kennedy to mad-

- ...... � he simulated a flush of -pleas-
un. , 

Besides, the thought and the.tho\ight 
...... t a real flush of.-pleaiure ·he had 

som of _a lulu fer the captain this 
• 

morning. ( 

·"Yea, sir." Sergeant McBriar kept 
exeitement out of- his voice. ''Another 
of the plant episodes." 

"Sergeant, you do have your troubles. 
So somebody pulled up a couple of pe
tunias again, eh ?" 

"No, sir, it was potatoes." 
11I was using petunias symbolically, 

Sergeant." C a p t a i n  Kennedy's tone 
sharpened a trifle, and McBriar glowed 

• 

again. 
usorry, sir," he said. 
"So it was potatoes. Have you any 

further news to give me of this night 
marauder ?" 

"No, sir, except that he's been seen. 
That is, his ship has been seen.'' 

"Ah1 What kind is it?" 
"Why uh it's a funny kind. I didn't 

get a very good description. It's uh
apparently like the one that cut across 
the Peace Parade, maybe the same one." 

Captain Kennedy's blue eyes sharp
ened on the screen. He became a trifle 
avid. 

"Where is he ?" he snapped. 
"Why, I don't know, sir," McBriar 

said blandly. "It's out of my sector. 
I'm confined to the limits of Rayville." 

"Never mind that !" Kennedy barked. 
"Go find him." 

Sergeant McBriar quoted the rules 
with a fat satisfaction. 

''Section 402, subsection 26, article 16, 
paragraph 4 of the Official Code, sir, 
says, 'No officer of the law may leave his 
post if such departure renders that post 
liable to unregulated movement.' I'll 
have to be relieved, Captain, if . I go 
after him." 

"You'll do what I say, you nitwit ! 
Rayville could get along forever with
out supervision." 

"I'm following orders,'' McBriar said 
stubbornly. "Those orders are part of 
.the official record made in your offie�. I 
stand on my rights." 

''You'tl · stand on your ear," Kennedy 
fumed, "if I have to come out there . 
Remember that. Get after that
man ! I want him !" 

Captain Kennedy cut the circuit. 
Sergeant McBriar grinned, waited ten 
seconds, called it again, and presently 
Kennedy's red face filled the little 
screen. 

uThere's one more thing, sir," he said 
apologetically. " I  hope I didn't inter
rupt you again ?" 

Kennedy's jaw set. His eyes reddened. 
He said nothing. 

"There was a death last night, sir." 
"Well ?" Kennedy grated. "What do 

you want me to do handsprings ? Nat
ural deaths don't -concern you." 

"But this wasn't natural, sir. He was 
killed.' ' 

''Killed ? How?" 

"Apparently by the same person who's 
been stealing potatoes and corn and 
what not. How, sir? Nobody knows.'' 
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E time had come to go, N org de
cided. His soil analyzers had shown 

this planet to be similar to his own be-
fore it had exploded.. He had eaten this 
planet's food and detected no bad effects. 
Now was the time to go, report to his 
people, and lead them in lightning at
tack. 

The effect of his weanon on the native 
-

last night was disconcerting. The being 
had simply fallen dead, with none of the 
pyrotechnic displays which normally ac
companied the use of his device. These 
beings were more rugged than his own 
people. But, he consoled himself, they 

-- died. 
' 

They could die en masse as well as 
singly. 

But now he must go and he must drift 
into noonday traffic as if he were one of 
them. He must not repeat his earlier 
mistake of violating their idiotic laws. 
He must become one of the herd until 
he was away from the nearby settlement. 
Then he could zoom off into space. . . . 

McBriar said, "You got here quick." 
Capta.in Kennedy was in no mood for 

chit-chat. ·· 

. .  . . 

44Where's your ship ?" To the youth in 
corporal's green, "You s t a y  h e r e ,  
Beeks." To McBriar, sharply, "Where's 
your ship, man ?" 

"On the roof, Captain." 
"Well ? Get moving !" 
When they were in the little red plane, 

Captain Kennedy gave crisp orders. 
'4W e'll comb those hills till we find 

him. I want to get my hands on him 
' 

for about fifteen minutes. After that, 
we'll question him. 

"But the-rules " 
"The devil with the rules ! He created 

a disturbance in a Peace Parade. Do 
you know what that has meant to me? 
No, you wouldn't. Never will. You're 
about as likely to become a captain as I 
am a monkey's grandmother. Well, 
what's funny about that ?'-' 

"Nothing, nothing," McBriar said 
hastily. "But look, Captain, if you're 
holding this guy to blame, then why do 
I take the rap ? Why send me out here ?" 

"Shut up !" Kennedy snapped. ul'11 
ask the questions. Get going !" 

Sergeant McBriar · reached for the 
controls, scanned the sky overhead, and 
froze. " 

"L-look !" he gabbled. "It's him !" 
"Stop all traffic !" 

cBRIAR touched the stud which 
lighted a warning signal on all 

panels and launched the little ship to
ward the quarry! That one came to a 
stop sluggishly, McBriar noted, but 
stopped nonetheless. He pulled along
side, hoping that the man was an Ex
perimenter and that Captain l{ennedy 
would lose his stripe for interference. 

"Pull over to that pylon !" he ordered. 
The pilot apparently started to obey, 

then fled. Captain Kennedy pu11ed his 
gun. 

"Aw, Captain," McBriar protested. 
"My gosh, not that !" He cited another 
rule. "The Official Code says no emer
gency justifies taking a human life. You 
know what'll happen, Captain, if you 
kill him." 

-

Captain Kennedy lowered his arm. 
''Catch him, then ! You fool, get going I" 

Sergeant McBriar set the ship into 
motion at top speed, but the strange 
craft pulled away faster and faster. 

Captain Kennedy sighted again. Me
Briar laid a hand on his arm. 

Captain Kennedy jerked away from 
McBriar•s restraining fingers. 

"You fool, I'm only going to disable 
his ailerons. You attend to holding the 
ship steady." 

Kennedy aimed, �epressed the acti-
• 

VISOr. 
What happened then was awesome, 

.. spectacular, and satisfying to McBriar. 
First, the tail end of the ship exploded. 
This seemed to set off a chain explosion 
which progressed swiftly, but not faster 
than the eye could follow, along the 
length of the ship and sent brilliant bits 
of passenger and ship plunging to the 
ground. McBriar followed more leis
urely. 

During the descent, Kennedy mut-
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tered over and over : 
"It's impossible ! It can't happen !l' 
"Then they can't break you, Captain," 

McBriar said cheerfully. "If it's im
possible, they can't take your uniform 
away from you." 

"Listen, McBriar," Captain Kennedy 
said, "I don't imagine anybody else saw 
ine shoot. Suppose we don't mention it." 

"Wh1, Captain ! You shock me. I 
am a sworn officer. Truth and honesty, 
that's me. I can't twist the truth. " 

"You won't lose by. it," Kennedy prom-
ised. 

They landed, then, among the litter in 
an open field. 

Presently other ships collected, but 
McBriar waved them away. 

HEY examined the residue and saw 
that no explanation could be recon

structed from the charred bits of mat
ter and a half dozen scorched potatoes. 
Captain Kennedy then sat on a rock and 
stared into space. McBriar called in for 
chemists and photographers and joined 
his superior. 

"I still don't understand it," Kennedy 
muttered. He looked up at McBriar. 
HOb nuts, I suppose I've got this coming 
from you. I've stopped you from going 
up in the service, the same as I've held 
back everyone else. I was proud of my 
job 

'
and wanted to keep it. Lord knows, 

though, \Vhat my wife "rill say. Well, I 
pulled a boner. I'll pay for it. "  

McBriar thought : why, the guy's hu
man, after all. 

''Uh look, Captain," he said. "I 
guess I wouldn't do anybody any good 
by testifying that you killed the guy. 
I'm not glad you did, exactly, even if he 
did cause me trouble. But if it had to 
be somebody, I'm glad it was him. He 
won't get me demoted again. So I'll say 
it looked like internal combustion."  

"Sergeant, you'll never regret this," 
Kennedy said brokenly. 

McBriar waved away the hand. 
unon't get me wrong. I still hate your 

face. And if I do this for you, I want 
one favor." 

' HN arne it, McBriar !" 
"It's not a promotion," McBriar said. 

"I'll take that if I earn it and not as a 
bribe. But you can bribe me. Remem
ber that beating you gave me ?" 

•'I'm sorry about that, Sergeant." 
"Well, I'm not. I'm sore. So here's 

what I want. You're a little bigger than 
I am and maybe better with your fists. I 
never went in for fighting. So you can 
still whip me, I guess. All right, here's 
what I want. Drop your hands and let 
me take the first sock." 

Kennedy stared. "You think I'm 
mad ?" 

"What I think is beside the point. 
Look, Captain. Nothing like this ever 
happened before. / If the truth goes in, 
you'll be busted for killing an Experi
menter. That's what he must have been, 
because a ray gun won't do that to 
ordinary stuff. That ship was some new 
kind of material. 

"But if I say it was internal combus
tion, the big shots will just be sorry, but 
not sore enough to kick you off the 
force. I'll say it, but I want one good 
sock. Drop your hands !" 

C a p t a i n  Kennedy's jaw set. He 
dropped his hands . 

.,All right, McBriar," he grated. ••I'll 
remember this." 

Sergeant Rion McBrair grinned. "So 
will I, believe me !" . 

He s�Tung. His fist landed with a 
satisfying crack on Kennedy's jaw. His 
superior did a satisfyi�g loop in the air. 
But, to McBriar's amazement, the cap
tain bounded to his feet and before Me
Briar could defend himself, took a swing 
of his own. 

The blackness paled. Kennedy was 
helping McBriar to his feet. 

"You dumb Irishman," Kennedy said 
with a grin. "Nothing was said about 
me returning a sock." 

McBriar shook his head, glared, then 
grinned. 

"No," he admitted, "nothing was said 
about that. Ain't I a dope?" 

He stuck out his hand. Kennedy took 
it. 
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Lou Costello wonders what he's gotten himself into 

• 

U niveraal-International 

FTER appearing together in thirty film� ter and Orville head for the wild nothing yon-
Abbott and Costello have finally gone der via th_e Holland Tunnel and Brooklyn 

right out of this world or tried to in Uni- Bridge. They narrowly miss the Empire State 
versal-lnternational's "AlJbott and Costello Go B uilding and land not on Mars, but in Ne·w 
to Mars." Produced by Howard Christie and Orleans ! And, since you can't tell 1\f ars fron1 
directed by Charles Lamont, this marks the the Mardi Gras without a progratn, Lester 
fi·rst time that a top-flight comedy team has and Orville, surrounded by grotesque mas -
turned to science-fiction for its material. queraders, think they've made the jump sue-

Some day there may be an Oscar-winning cessfully. 
space drama entitled "A Rocket Ship Named Outfitted in  spacesuits and heltnets, they 
Desire," but in the tneantitne� anyone \vho blend in \vith the scenery quite inconspicuous-
wants to have fun with space travel has our Jy until two n1obsters, similarly attired. rob a 
permission. Besides, there's no telling w·ho \v i l l  - bank. On the lam, they force the h:vo conle
be the first to set foot on another world, and dians into taking off. This titne, it's for real. 
we don't want to ·be caught with our planets In the tnanner of \V rong-Way Corrigan of 
down if it is a couple of jokesters, after all. early aeronautics fatne, the boys tnake it not 

Orville, played by rotund Lou Costello, and to the Red Planet, but to Venus. When thev 
Lester, played by his acidulous sidekick Bud . find the planet populated solely by luscious 
Abbott, find themselves the unexpected denizens glan1azons who cares ? Whether the last 
of  a spaceship. The ship, modeled after a sec- laugh is on the Earthlings or the Venusians 
tion of the V2 rocket is ( if you'll pardon us) ( or should it be Venuses ? )  we leave to you 
a mighty old-fashioned way to get to Mars. Of movie-goers if you can tear yourself away 
course, who kno\vs from all the buttons as Les- from FSM long enough. 
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Abbott and Costello and Mari Blanchard, Queen of Venus 

The supporting cast includes exotic, breath- had to be fortified \Vith Mothersill's famous 
taking, Virgil Finlayish, Mari Blanchard. Want seasick ren1edy before it could continue its 
to know what special talents Miss Blanchard space travels. 
brings to her first acting assignment as Allura, Not only did Lou Costello suffer a pummel-
Queen of Venus ? She was New York's highest- ling, but after lugging the spacesuit, plastic 
paid bathing suit model before she turned ac- helmet and magnetic-soled boots around the 
tress. We suspect it was type casting, but stud io for four days, he lost five of his treas
Mari certainly fills the bill and more. ured pounds. For all we know, space may 

Along with the ship, ray guns and a flying prove popular as a reducing salon. 
saucer, the cast includes eight of the conte.stants Along with other rumors, the n1Dviemakers 
in the most recent Miss Universe beauty pag- were plagued with airplanes swooping lo\v on 
eant. The gals deserve at least one supersonic the lot for a close look at the flying saucer 
wh istle, and several not so supersonic for their which forn1s one of the movie's important 
performances as astral bDdies. props. Curious throngs, una\vare that it was 

A production gi�mmick you might \Vant to for a Hollywood epic, started reporting its ex-
set up in your backyard was the picture's space- istence to official headquarters. Catnouflaged 
ship cabin. Cradled in a giant \Vhee1 and with a tent, shooting proceeded. 
mounted on rollers, it spun in various directions. We think it was all a gag. What those pilots 
To give the illusion of free fall, the players \Vere really interested in wasn't the spurious 
were bounced from deck to bulkhead and back fly ing saucer, but the flying sorceresses. 
again, saved from serious injuries by their Volunteers for the first flight to Mars ( via 
padded suits. But one unexpected effect : after Venus ) line up at the right. But get your 
being unceremoniously tossed about, the cast theatre tickets while you wait. Pat Jones 
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There wasn't any use trying to run away because 

Time and Space were both working in her favor . . • • 

COULDN'T see the faint vertical scars in front of Mrs. Ogilvie's ears. 
They were hidden behind long beautician's curls that made her look 

like a hennaed senora. But I knew they were there. The stiffness of her 
mouth, the slight expansion of what should have been thin nostrils� the 
upturned outer corners of her tiny eyes all told me Mrs. Ogilvie had re
cently had her face lifted. 

She was a scrawny old bat. When she spoke, her lips moved about as 
much as a ventriloquist's talking for his dummy. She said, "Mr. Williams, 
I want you to find my husband." 

I thought I probably would find him, poor devil. I said, "I'll have to 
know something about him, Mrs. Ogilvie. We don't operate by guesswork, 
And it'll cost you unless we're lucky." 

.. 

She said, "Money's no object. I want Philip back.'' 
For one terrible moment I thought she was going to cry. If she did, 

I was afraid that rebuilt face of hers might crumple like a wad of wet paper. 
But she got hold of herself in time and gave me what I wanted or what 
she could. She was practical, matter-of-fact. Whatever else she was or 
wasn't, she wasn't dumb. 

Philip Ogilvie had taken a walk out of that Sutton Place apartment about 
a week earlier. He had said he was going out for the early edition of one 
of the morning papers the New York American. No there had been no 
quarrel. He hadn't been unaffectionate. Quite the reverse. In fact, for a 
woman of her years she surprised me by being so frank about that, seeing 
she'd had her face lifted - his ardor had been a strain and embarrassment 
at times. 

I thought, well, you never know, and asked her how long they'd been 
married. She said, "Twenty-seven years last March," and that shut the 

door on the May-September Ideas which I had been secretly nourishing. 
His business was money and, up to his disappearance, he had been one 

of the few still making it on the Street. No gaudy plunging, mind you
just sound speculation that brought it in a few hundred grand at a clip. . . 
I thought I'd like to have the knack for i speculation. It was a new 
one to me. 
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For hobbies, Philip Ogilvie liked sports. He read Damon Runyon in the 
American evenings, Bill McGeehan in the Herald Trib mornings and Joe 
Vila in the Sun afternoons. He rarely missed an afternoon at the Stadium 
or the Polo Grounds during the season and had even been known to cross 
the river for a look at Burleigh Grimes and his Bums. He went to a lot of 
:football games in the fall, and hockey and six-day bike grinds in the winter. 
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Quite a sportsman. Philip Ogilvie. I Then I got out of there in a hurry. 
wondered if I hadn't bumped into him at Back at the agency we had a couple 
some of these spectacles. And then I of hundred prints made of the picture. 
thought, he'd be sitting in boxes while We sent most of them around the 
I was glad to settle for bleacher seats. country and sat back and waited. We 

I said, "Does he play anything him- got a few nibbles here and there, but 
self, Mrs. Ogilvie ?" they didn't pan out. And then we got 

She said, "He was a Class-A squash a letter from a city down South. Rather, 
racquets player until I made him give it from a lieutenant in the state constabul
up three years ago. His heart. Since ary. :He said he had our man spotted 
then he's played a little golf. Is there and could we send somebody down there 
anything else ?" to wrap it ·Up. 

"No ot�er hobbies ?" I asked. The boss grumbled about that, but 

HE thought a moment she'd have 
frowned if that stretched skin of 

hers would have let her then she said, 
"Well, Philip always had a lot of doctor 
friends. He used to like to sit in on 
surgical clinics when they asked him 
to." She looked faintly distressed at 
the idea of watching some poor sufferer 
cut open on a table in front of spectators. 
I could go along with her on that. 

I said, "Got a picture ?" 
She hesitated again. Then she nodded 

toward the piano and said, "You'd better 
take that one. It's a good likeness of 
Philip. But I'd like to have it back 
if I may." 

I said, "Sure, lady," and got up and 
looked at it. It-showed a long-faced half
handsome young man with a sort of 
sardonic half-smile. He couldn't have 
been a day over thirty. I said, "Haven't 
you got something more recent, Mrs. 
Ogilvie ?" 

She just looked at me and I was glad 
I couldn't read minds. There was some
thing in back of her eyes that scared me. 
Then she said, "Take it out of the frame. 
The photographer stamped the date 
on it when he printed it." 

I pulled out the velvet stand-back and . 
drew the photograph from its silver 
frame. The date was there. It had been 
taken only a couple of months before. 
I turned it over and looked at the face · 

again. I opened my mouth to say some
thing but Mrs. Ogilvie's eyes stopped 
me. I finally said, "Okay, Mrs. Ogilvie. 
This'll do fine. "  

since Mrs. Ogdlvie was paying the-checks, 
and they were good, he told me to get 
packing. After all, Philip Ogilvie hadn't 
committed a crime by walking out on 
his wife. There was certainly no hard
ship involved, not even kids. There was 
nothing we could make a police case 
out of. 

The boss glowered at the picture and 
dry-chewed his cigar and said to me, 
"You say his wife's an old broad ?" And, 
at my nod, •'And this joker's been mar
ried to her twenty-seven years ?" And, 
when I nodded again, "If you find out 
how he does it, let me know. I could 
use some myself." 

"You and me both,"  I told him and 
took a· powder as soon as he wrote out 
my expense-dough voucher. It looked 
open and shut but there was one thing 
I didn't like about the case. · it didn't 
make sense. 

When I got off the train the air in 
the station was even hotter than it had 
been in the Pullman yeah, with Mrs. 
Ogilvie paying the freight it was strict
ly an extra-fare job. Lieutenant Thomp
son was there to meet me. He was a 
chunky blue-chinned citizen who wore 
a crumpled Palm Beach suit and a drawl 
you could slice with a straight razor. 
He piled me and my one bag into a 
black sedan, a Buick, and rode me right 
out of town. 

He finally pulled off the road and 
stopped on the top of a hill. On our 
left was a sizeable hupk of slash pine 
woods. On our right was part of a golf 
course. There was a well-trapped putting 
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iJreen right on the other side of the 
fence beyond the ditch. A bit of breeze 
picked up the red flag on top of the 
stick marking the cup and I read the 
number 14 on it in white letters. Just 

• 

,. beyond it was the tee for the next hole, 
the fifteenth. 

I said, "Nice view, Lieutenant. You 
want me to look at it ?" 

He nodded and dug a pack of limp 
cigarettes out of his breast pocket. I 
took one in the interests of good will, 
got an end in fair shape and accepted a 
light. When he waved the match out 
he said, "I want you to look at a guy 
when he comes along." 

I shrugged and said, "Okay, Lieuten
ant, it's your l.lailiwick. When you get 
tired maybe you'll drive us somewhere 
and we can get a drink and a bite to 
eat. It's on me my client's loaded." 

••Now that's right good hearin', Mr. 
Wi11iams, '' he told me. His eyes crinkled 
like his Palm Beach suit when he smiled. 
••The name's Jarvis." 

''Cheer up," I said. "Mine's Dirk. 
Some parents we picked." 

411 reckon we didn't have much choice 
in the matter," he told me. He reachJ!d 
into the dashboard compartment and 
pulled out a pint . of eom. It was some 
of the best whisky I'd ever tasted, and 
l told him so� He liked that and said, 
"It - better be good, Dirk. I got these 
back-country bumpkins trained so they 
don't dare give rne rotgut. Some of the 
stuff they brew would blow the top off 
your head." 

...... SETTLED down to a real chum
my session. In spite of the· way 

Thompson talked I got the feeling he 
was a good cop. You can always tell a 
pro. I figured he had something in mind 
and conditions could have been worse in 
spite of the heat, so I waited it out. 

It was a sunny Saturday afternoon 
and the links were crowded. We watched 
one foursome after another come up the 
hill to the green, take their putts, then 
go onto the fifteenth tee beyond. I was 
beginning to get fed up with it after 

about an hour when Thompson said 
softly, "Take a look at that tall fellow 
in the yellow pullover. Got a nice easy 
swing, ain't he ?" 

I took the neck of the almost empty 
pint out of my mouth and followed his 
eyes. The minute I looked at Yellow 
Sweater I got the pitch. He was wear
ing a dark coat of tan, but otherwise he 
was Philip Ogilvie's picture in the flesh. 
He was even younger and better looking 
than I'd expected. 

-

I watched him hole out a long putt, 
then lead the way to the tee. He moved 
with the easy insolence of a young man 
with plenty of assurance. He was · first ' 
off the tee, and he whipped into that 
little white ball as if he hated the 
wrapped rubber inside. From the atti
tudes of the others I could tell he had 
really belted it. 

When he had vanished over the lip 
of the hill I looked at Thompson. There 
was a question in his eyes. I nodded 
and he stepped on the starter and said, 
"Now maybe we better put somethin' 
solid in our guts. I didn't want to talk to 
you if I had the wrong fella. We got 
us a bit of a situation, it seems like." 
He pronounced it sitck-ee-ay-shun. 

He drove me about ten miles, part of 
it through the rim of the city, to an old 
pillared mansion framed in lawns and 
willows alongside a creek so sluggish it 
didn't look like it moved at all. I spotted 
a Rolls, a Duesenberg, any number of 
Packards, Caddies and Pierce Arrows 
in the parking lot. Thompson gave me 
a quick look before he got out of the 
car. He said, "It's a good thing you 
got you a rich client, Dirk, boy." 

I decided that since he had led me 
straight to my skip-out, neither Mrs. 
Ogilvie or I could kick about footing the 
bill. We had the first real mint juleps 
I'd ever had in my life and followed 
them with some kind of lobster soup, 
a planked steak - that could have fed six 
with all the trimmings, some kind of 
flaming ice cream and black bitter coffee 
you could almost cut into squares like 
fudge. 
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The headwaiter put us in a dark cor
ner, which was okay with me. A couple 
of working stiffs like us were definite 
misfits in that kind of a place. None of 
the other men and women in the room 
looked or sounded as if they had a 
problem in the world beyond their next 
divorce or their next yacht, or maybe 
their next polo pony. 

We had us a couple of real cigars 
with our coffee and when I'd got mine 
lit I said, "Thanks, pal, but what's the 
pitch ?" Somehow I . had an idea he 
wasn't enjoying the free load like he 
should have. He didn't even quite finish 
his two-thirds of the steak and every 
so often he'd stop eating and hate 1\im-
self for not having more fun. 

· 

Now he said, real soft, "Dirk, you're 
here on vacation." 

I started to say, "The hell I am," but 
something in his eyes stopped me. They 
were crinkled again, but not from a 
smile. He was dead serious. So I waited 
him out. 

"You're just a Damyankee who won 
a couple of lucky bets and wants to spend 
some of it where livin' is a heap cheaper 
than it is up No'th. I'm stakin' you out 
in a joint called Happy Rest a couple 
of miles from here. The only things in 
its favor are it's protected and wide 
open and it backs up on a flock of big 
estates." 

He paused, then went oii with, "You 
go on down to the bar when you get 
settled. It's Saturday, and things'll be 
right gay. There'll be a little dark gal 
there, waitin' for her date. Her name's 
Amanda Lopez and she works for Mrs. 
Dulac in one of the big houses." 

"Okay," I said. "So I work close to 
this Judy. Then what ?" 

"Your Mr. Philip Ogilvie," he told me 
drily, "and our Mr. Brett Fearing have 
been payin' Mrs. Dulac an extended visit 
the last three-four weeks. "  

"They're the guy in the yellow sweat
er ?" I asked. 

� NODDED. "You'll do right well, 
I reckon," he went on. "This Lopez 

gal likes action. Just don't call her 
Mandy." 

"I'll try to remember," I told him. 
Then, because I was getting more curi
ous by the second, "But if this little gal 
likes to play, why don't you handle it 
yourself or put one of your own boys 
on it ?" 

"I'm a married man," he drawled, 
straight-faced. "Besides, I've had a 
couple of the boys on it already." 

"Got 'em all pegged ?" I asked. He 
nodded. I knocked a good two inches 
of ash off my cigar and said, "Maybe 
I'm dumb, out what in hell does this 
play have to do with my identifying 
Philip Ogilvie, or Brett Fearing, or whatj 
ever he calls himself here ?" 

"You ain't positively identified him 
yet/1 Thompson informed me, as if I 
didn't know. •'You might not find it 
so downright easy if Mr. Ogilvie-Fear
ing decides to play it pat." 

That was true enough. I could send 
Mrs. Ogilvie a wire and have her come 
galloping south on the fastest post
chaise but if her husband denied hia 
identity it might take some doing to 
prove who he was. Remember, he hadn't 
committed any crime, he hadn't been 
fingerprinted· and he seemed to be tied 
up with the champagne set. Besides, I 
wasn't in any hurry to get back to New 
York. 

So I said, "Okay, Jarvis, I'll play. But 
what's the real deal and how do I and 
my skipper fit into it ?" 

He looked actually worried. He was 
scraping the tip of his spoon on the 
tablecloth when he said, "I wish I could 
give you the answer, Dirk. I'm not sure 
of a thing. All I know is we got us a 
bunch of unsolved disappearances and 
all the clues we got lead right to this 
Mrs. Jeanne Dulac. She was Jeanne 
Morley before she married." 

"Okay," I said, "so what's a Morley ?" 
"It's the snag in the ointment," 

Thompson told me gravely. "We've had 
us two United States senators, five �
gressmen and a whole slew of judges 
and governors named Morley in this 
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state. The Morleys are even kissin' kin 
to a couple of ex-Presidents." 

"I catch," I said. "Now what's a 
Dulac ?'' 

He shrugged and looked weary. He 
looked tired all over. Even his shirt
collar looked tired. He said, ''N othin' 
much, I reckon. He was a doctor in the 
City. The talk has it Jeanne Morley 
maiTied him out of spite, when a guy 
she was steamed-up over refused to 
shed his wife." 

"You said 'was'," I told him. ''What 
happened to Dulac ?" 

His eyes were sunk deep in his head. 
But they were steady on mine as he 
said, "Who knows ? Doc Dulac ain't 
been seen since a couple of days after 
y()ur skipper hit town." -

"Why don't you get a warrant and 
look for him ? I asked. 

His eyes dropped. He fingered his 
spoon again. He said, "I reC'kon you 
know the answer to that.'' 

"Too much Morley ?" · 

"Too much Morley." 

THOUGHT it over. I said, "And you 
want me to crash the house and take 

a look for you, is that it ?" 
"You're on the beam, Dirk," he told 

me. "We want evidence to get a search 
warrant. You want something on your 
skipper. Dammit, I'm givin' you all the 
co-operation I can." 

He pushed his chair back, but I didn't 
move. I said, "There's more than that. 
What about these other disappearances ? 
What gives ?" 

He sighed and rumpled his short 
black hair. He said, "Bums, mostly. 
Some dames. No-account folk. But 
they're beginnin' to add up to somethin' 
frightenin'. Besides, a thing like this 
gives the whole outfit a black eye." 

I looked at my watch. It was already 
past eight-thirty. I said, "I think I'll 
go back to New York." 

He said, "That's quite a wrist ticker 
you got there, Dirk.'' 

I was proud of that watch. One of 
my few grateful clients had given it 

to me the year before. It was one of 
those gold Swiss things with little slits 
in the dial that showed the hours, min
utes and seconds on tape moving under
neath. It wound· itself and it needed 
no regulation. I let Jarvis look it over. 

He grunted with passive envy, then 
said, ''Let's go. "  

Happy Rest was a dive one of those 
roadside plants with a dance floor and 
restaurant downstairs and what passed 
for rooms upstairs. My room was about 
nine by twelve. It contained an iron bed 
covered with chipped white paint, one 
chair that looked as if it had been dis
carded from somebody's kitchen, a wash
stand with pitcher, basin and one dark
white towel, a bureau with one corner 
propped up by a wooden block, a fly
specked and yellowed p"icture showing 
Confederate women sewing on a Stars 
and Bars. It oost me ten bucks a ·week. 
I hoped to hell I wouldn't have to use 
up the entire ten living there. 

Judging from the sounds that came 
through the walls on either side, the 
Saturday night bedlam was in full 
swing, upstairs as well as down. I went 
down and found a table. The orchestra 
was riding out full blast on the Wash
ington and Lee Swing. It consisted of 
a colored pianist, a blue-gum drummer 
with patched instruments, and a mulatto 
saxaphonist who seemed to be suffering 
from a split reed. It was hotter than the 
hinges of hell. 

The waiter who came around looked 
like walking jaundice. He asked me a 
few questions and I told him I was just 
traveling around. He looked at me sus
piciously, but got me a pint of corn for 
two bucks. The minute I tasted it l 
knew I'd been robbed blind. 

The place stunk of sweat, but the 
dancers seemed to be having a ball. 
They were doing some form of the Lindy 
Hop. Most of them had steamfitters' 
haircuts or no haircuts at all. The girls 
looked a little better but not much. 
My pal Jarvis had planted me in a rough 

• 

spot. 
When the musicians finally took a rest 
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and retired for their between-set reefers, 
the crowd on the floor drifted back to 
the tables. I looked for little dark girls 
who looked like plenty of action. There 
were two of them present who would fit 
the bill. But one of these was reeling 
drunk and had to be propped up in her 
chair. 

The other girl interested me. She was 
sitting with a mob of five or six people 
two tables away. She had a lush, com
pact little figure with an unexpectedly 
slim waist. Her blac� hair was shingled, 
and framed one of those faces that looks 
almost plain in repose, but lights up 
like an electric sign in a smile. 

If that was Lopez, I decided, things 
might not be so bad after all. I caught 
her dark eyes on me a couple of times 
and gave her back in kind. When the 
yellow-faced waiter stopped by her 
table I saw her question him. Then she 
gave me a real going over. I let her do 
it for ten seconds, then grinned at her 
and pointed at my glass and one of the 
empty chairs at my table.. She looked 
away. 

When the music started again she 
didn't dance. That was the tip-off .. I sat 
there and waited and pretended to pay 
no attention. A minute or so later she 
dropped into the empty chair. I said, 
"Hello, honey, care for a slug of this 
liquid death ?" 

She didn't answer. She just looked at 
me as if she was trying to read my 
skull. Then she gave my body the same 
business .. Then she said, "My, but you're 
strong, Yankee man." 

"The name's Dirk," I told her. "What's 
yours, honey ?" 

She said, "Amanda, Dirk. I will have 
that drink now.'' 

...... HAD it.. Then we had another·
and another. I gave her the business 

about being a drifter with a few bucks 
and suggested we spend a few of them 
together. She didn't seem to mind and 
told me she was a maid at the Dulac 
place on the other side of the brook. I 
called her Mandy on purpose and got my 

ears skinned for that and suggested we 
split another pint in my room upstairs. 

I didn't know whether to be surprised 
or not when she said sure and went on 
up with me. Later I decided Jarvis 
Thompson was truly one of nature's 
noblemen. Little Lopez proved to be 
quite a dish. She was fresh and young 
as a kitten but she had been around. 
Once or twice, though, when I got a 
look at her eyes when she wasn't on 
guard, I got a little frightened. They 
looked older than Egypt. 

We made a date for the next after
noon, when she was off, before she left. 
I made a crack or two about not having 
had a decent meal since I'd left New 
York and hinted at a handout from the 
kitchen of the Dulac mansion. She 
didn't seem to think it would be im
possible to arrange. We were a very 
friendly couple indeed. She liked my 
muscles and I liked well, I liked 
her . . . .  

I met her at four the next afternoon 
near a gate on the path that led from the 
rear of my palatial hotel through the 
white-oaks and willows, across a rotting 
wooden footbridge that �panned the 
brook, to the well-groomed back gar
dens of the Dulac mansion. 

Amanda looked as if she'd never 
stayed out after nine a single night in 
her life. Me my knees were watery, 
the back of my neck had intermittent 
hot flashes and my eyes felt like holes 
in an asbestos curtain. Amanda, the 
little devil, seemed to think it was 
funny. But a minute later she. took 
pity on me and said, "We got something 
at the house that'll fix you right up, 
dear." Then, when I hesitated, "It's 
okay, Dirk honey, everybody's gone out 
but cook and she's asleep.'' 

So I cracked the Dulac mansion just 
like that. I tried to tell myself things 
were going too easy, but then that little 
Lopez started frisking around me and 
I decided to ride with the current. Some 
things are too damn much fun to risk 
tampering with. 

The Dulac mansion was just that-it 
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looked like a Hollywood movie set, only 
better. There were all sorts of outbuild
ings and formal gardens and finally the 
house itself. It was a huge white col
lonaded job with a back door more im
pressive than the front doors of a lot of 
millionaires' houses up North. 

But I did notice one item. We walked 
up a dirt lane to the service entrance, 
and on a big rock near the gate that led 
to it I spotted a hobo sign one of those 
tric-k crosses that tells the gentlemen of 
the road that here is a spot for a good 
free handout. 

Thinking back to what Jarvis had told 
me about the disappearances, I was both 
bothered and reassured. The sign was a 
definite lure for bums all right but it 
also seemed to mean that at least one 
of them had walked away happy. Unless 
someone in the house had put the sign 
there for bait. 

The kitchen was about the size of a 
railroad station with rows and rows of 
gleaming copper pots and pans hung 
on the walls. Amanda looked quickly 
around, then led me into a sort of sitting 
and dining room combined off of it. 
She said, "Wait right here, honey I'll 
have you fixed up in a jiffy." She kissed 
me and pushed me into a chair and went 
twinkling back toward the kitchen. 

' . 

I �ould hear her humming snatches of 
an odd little tune through the open door, 
as she got busy making something for 
me. I might have just sat back and re
laxed but for one thing I got the dam
nedest impression of being watched. 

OU'RE always hearing about people 
who can sense when someone is star

ing at them. As far as I'm concerned, 
it's so much hogwash. But just then I 
could feel it. I tried to look relaxed and 
at the same time to find the source of 
the feeling that was bothering me. 

I couldn't find it. The room was fur
nished with worn but comfortable wick
er chairs and a table that probably had 
been discarded from the front of the 
house. · There were chintz curtains at 
the wind9ws and a table strewn with 

magazines mostly confession or movie 
books and a bright-colored �opy of 
Ballyho�. The walls were decorated with 
a flowered wallpaper and hung with 
some hunting prints. 

But I was still feeling that way when 
Amanda came back, carrying a tray. 
On it were slices of ham and chic·ken 
and biscuits and a pair of tall frosted 
glasses. She put it down on the table 
and said, "Wade in, honey this will do 
it for you." 

As I got up to help myself there was 
a sharp click somewhere. I must have 
jumped because Amanda giggled and 
said, "These old houses they make 
more noise than a silly old ghost story."  

It didn't sound like an old-house noise 
to me. But I waded into the food and 
drink, both of which were great, and 
made an occasional pass at Amanda, 
who was better still. After .a while we 
went back outside, and this time, when 
she led me into a secluded copse among 
the trees, things went a whole lot better. 
That was a beautiful twilight. 

Later that evening, by prearrange
ment, I met Jarvis. He was late and I 
got a little sore and said, "What kept 
you you're twenty min:utes late." 

He pointed to his dashboard clock
it read ten o'clock on the nose. I showed 
him my - wristwatch it read twenty
one minutes past ten . .  I told him his 
clock was wrong, and he insisted it 
wasn't. We both acted like kids and 
finally checked it against a clock in the 
little town nearest to us. My watch was 
wrong by that clock, too. I said, ul 
can't figure it out." 

"Better let me take it to town for 
you," he told me. "I know a j eweler 
who can regulate anything. It ain't 
doin' you no good that way." He seemed 
pleased that my expensive toy was out 
of whack and I couldn't blame him 
much. I thanked him and gave it to him. 

He heard .me out when I told him 
what had happened. But when I came 
to the hobo's cross on the rock he shook 
his head. "Dammit," he said peevishly, 
"that's one of . the items that's got us 
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knockin' our heads together. Plenty of N THE ride back from the track 1 
tramps and hobos do get handouts and looked over a paper and at the bot-
walk away happy. But some of them tom of an inside page spotted a para
don't." graph about an unemployed steno-

"lt lo�ks like I'm not one of the elite," grapher, who had been missing for a 
I told h1m. week. On the side, it said, she had been 

He just grunted and said, "Yo're a female shot-putter. T� idea of any-
doin' okay, mister." one making off with a she-Tarzan like 

"So far,'' I said. I'd made a date with that hit me funny or maybe funny 
Amanda for the following night, but 1 wasn't the word. Somehow I knew this 
didn't see any point in telling Jarvis. w�s another of Jarvis's headaches and 
After all, ·he was the guy who had put mtne. 

me on the case. We made a date to meet For some reason this scared me. I 
Tuesday night. He took the Ingersoll decided I was going to wrap up my own 
off his wrist and gave it to me. "Maybe little case and get the hell back to New 
this will help you be on time," he told York before I got wrapped UJJ in some
me. thing a lot worse. By this time, I 

I had to take it. He drove me back figured, I had Amanda pretty well sewed 
close to Happy Rest and I acted the part up. It was time to level with her and 
of the slap-happy tourist for a while·, get her to help me find something that 
then rolled on up to bed and a hot miser- would mark her mistress's Brett Fear
able night on my lumpy mattress. ing as Philip Ogilvie. If I turned u_p 

I'd been passing the word around that evidence that would get Jarvis his war

I'd been lucky at the races �'Up Nawth," rant, okay. If not, he could whistle for 

just to make my masquerade look solid. it. 

So the next day a couple of the char- That night a fine rain was falling that 

acters that hung around Happy Rest made everything seem remote and un

drove me out to a racetrack on the edge real. But Amanda was real sitting on 

of the city. I crossed my fingers and the edge of my bed, smoking a cigarette. 

hoped Mrs. Ogilvie's expense account I said, no� bothering with preliminaries, 

would take the lacing it was about to "Honey, I need your help. I got to get 

get. something to prove this Brett Fearing 

I bet blind on the second race, just on is a Mr. Ogilvie from New York. His 

the looks of a chestnut filly in the pad- wife's got me after him." 

dock, and my pals said I was crazy. But I didn't mean to frighten the kid�
the goat came in to place, and I got hell, she'd been much too nice to me for 
thirty-six for a double sawbuck. I that but apparently I scared her right 
dropped all of that in the next three out of her olive-brown skin. She j umped, 
sprints. Then, in the sixth, I spotted a and the bottle of corn liquor slipped 
nag I'd seen win under wraps up at from her hot little fist. She made a grab 
Narragansett a year or so earlier while for it, just as it hit the edge of the 
I was following an embezzler in Provi- washstand and broke. Result--one of 
dence. the nastiest gashes I ever saw, between 

His owner must have been keeping her right thumb and forefinger. 
him under wraps, or else the horse had If it had happened to me I'd have 
been - unlucky, because the odds were yelped. · But she never let out a peep. It 
fat. So I plunged with another double bled like the devil but I had some ftrst-
·saw and came out of it sixty-three bucks aid stuff sent up . and we managed 
ahead. By this time my pals believed to get it staunched and taped. Bpt it 
in my luck, if they'd ever doubted it. I ended the fun and games for the evening. 
dropped ten on the last race and t-hat I walked her home through the rain. 
was that. When I kissed her good-night I said, 
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''Baby, I'm sorry I scared you but what 0 I had to tell him about my date for 
the hell, I'm just a guy who happens to the evening. He listened and scowled 
be a detective."  and kept on driving for a while. Finally 

She looked at me steadily and even in he said, "Dirk, I don't like it. You seem 
the dark of that dark night I thought like a nice guy and I wouldn't want to 
I could read the appraisal in her eyes. be responsible if anythin' went wrong.'' 
She said, "I it's okay, Dirk. I'm just I said, "Well, if anything does, you 
sorry you felt you had to keep it from can get a search warrant over my dead 
me." body." .. 

"Gee, you're a honey," I told her. "If we can find it," he replied, and I 
"Then you'll help me ?" stopped being flippant. He added, "Now, 

"Of course," she said quietly. "To- give me the pitch again, real slow." 
morrow night. Meet me at the gate So I gave it to him again. He stopped 
about nine-thirty. The family's going the car and reached in the dashboard. 
out after dinner." Before he pulled anything out he said, 

I decided Jarvis could do the waiting "You got a gun ?" 
this time while I washed up the case. I I shook my head. "Not on this job," 
kissed her and said, "How's the hand I told him. 
hurt much ?" , 

"I�d gtve you one if I thought it would 
••Not at all," she said as if she was do any good," he told me. ul got a hunch 

surprised . at my asking. · this will do better. Keep the thong 
I wondered about that on the way around your wrist and keep it out of 

home. Either she was the toughest sight." 
woman I'd ever met or she had leprosy "Grandma knows how to suck eggs," 
and couldn't feel it. Yet she hadn't I told him. 
sounded as if she was concealing pain, "If you ain't- out of there by ten 
and I was pretty damn sure there was o'clock we're comin' in," he said. "And 
nothing wrong with her physically. I if you ain't in some sort of mess, we'll 
finally gave it up and crawted onto have to pinch you as a house breaker. 
the .  chain mail of my mattress. Don't fret over it it ain't for real." 

The next afternoon I was sitting i.�. "Better not be," I told him. ''Thanks." 
the bar when Jarvis walked in and had I took the slingshot he handed me and 
a drink. He didn't even look at me, so slapped it against my palm. It stung 
I ·  gave him no sign. But while he was satisfactorily. Then he gave me back 
drinking I got up and went out for a my wristwatch and I hanged him back 
walk. I hadn't gone a quarter of a mile his Ingersoll. 
when he pulled up alongside and told me .,Let's hope that fancy item of yours 
to get in his car. keeps the right time tonight," he told 

I said, "What is it this time that me. "You don't want to be too early." 
female shot-putter ?" Th h d b k t H 

''You saw that ? We killed it in the 
en e rove me ac 0 appy 

Rest. 
later editions." Somehow I hadn't been able to take 

''I saw it," I told him. my lieutenant friend's warnings too 
"That's j ust part of it," he said. seriously until Amanda opened the serv

"We've had two others a bum and a ice door of the mansion for us that eve
former ballplayer down on his luck. All ning. Then I happened to look at her 
of them were last seen somewhere in right thumb. There wasn't even a mark 
this vicinity.  where she had cut herself the night be-

"Why don't you raid the place ?" I fore. 
asked him. I said, "Hey, are you twins or some-

He shook his head. " Not a chance," thing ?" 
he said. "How about you ?" She followed my gesture, made a 
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quick move to put her hand behind T THE top of the staircase Amanda 
her, then said, laughing a little, '·Oh, said, "Turn left through the first 
I have quick-sealing skin, honey I door, Dirk honey." 
told you not to worry about it." That "honey" made me a little bitter, 

She led me baek into the sitting room but I obeyed and walked not into a 
off the kitchen and told me to wait while reconstructed bedroom of the Old South 
she made sure the coast was clear. but a gleaming white enamel and 
Again I got that weird feeling of being chromium laboratory that any New 
watched. I waited about five minutes, York hospital would have envied. There 
then got out of there and went back was only one item to spoil its spotless 
through the huge kitchen. I opened a appearance a thin trickle of bright red 
door on the other side and went through fresh blood that had flowed under a 
a pantry into an immense dining room metal door that led to a room in the rear 
with a crystal chandelier. of the mansion. I thought of the ghast-

The further door was open, leading in- ly gurgling scream I had heard and felt 
to a hall about twenty feet high. I my stomach turn over. 
poked my head into it and listened. I "Evening, Williams," said the tall 
heard voices from up above, then the half-handsome young man who was fac
opening of a door. Before it was shut ing me. "I understand you've been look-
1 heard the most horrible moaning gur- ing for me." He was wearing a regula
gling wail I've ever had to listen to in tion surgeon's white jacket and could 
my life. The sound froze. me and I knew have passed for a movie-goer's idea of 
I wasn't playing any fun game. What- what a surgeon should look like. 
ever was going on, it was for real. "Yeah," I said, "your wife was wor-

Amanda must have been somewhere ried about you." 
else. Anyway, the first thing I knew she ''That old hag!" said a husky Southern 
was behind me, saying, "Thanks for sav- • voice with contempt. I saw the wotnan 
ing me the trouble, honey. Go right on sitting in the chair to one sfde for the 
upstairs." first tilm!. She was one of those lean, 

I didn't know what sort of weapon aristocratic Creole-type dames with her 
she was jabbing into the small of my black hair pulled down sleek from a part 
back but I was in no mood to risk in the middle and coiled into a bun over 
finding out. Not after her self-sealing each e�r. Her eyes were light blue and 
skin, those disappearances and that glittered as they surveyed me.- She was 
scream. All I was wishing was that smoking a cigarette and wearing a long 
Jarvis and his myrmidons would 8frive white frock of some strange, opales-
in a hurry. · cent fabric. 

"Maybe I shouldn't have told you who "You have no cause for complaint, 
I was," I said, just · to pass the time of Jeanne," said Ogilvie quietly. I knew 
day. We were climbing a magnificent then that this was the redoubtable 
circular staircase whose beauties evaded Jeanne Morley Dulac also that she 
me at the moment. must be utterly mad or sane in a way 

"It wouldn't have made any difference, that would have no meaning for me. 
honey," she told me in matter-of-fact "This isn't going to hurt," Ogilvie
tones. "Your report came in yesterday Fearing informed me as he began pour
-we want you." ing some sort of milky dosage into a 

"For what ?'' I asked her and wished glass. "The whole ·experiment will last 
I hadn't. 

· 
only a little while.'' 

"You'll find out soon enough," she "What experiment ?" I flared with a 
told me. It was hardly reassuring. But weak show of indignation. 
she jabbed that thing in my back and I He shrugged, and his eyes moved to-
had to keen on climbinJl those stairs. ward Mrs. Dulac. Then he came toward 
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me and held out the glass. "Drink it," a bit. In fact, for a few minutes after 
he said. ,.Then you'll have to be very you get the injection, you're going to 
still for a few minutes." be practically immortal." 

I drank it. It didn't taste like any- "It hardly seems worthwhile if it 
thing much. Under Amanda's prod- doesn't last," I told her. I could feel cold 
ding I sat down on a chair. "Dr." Ogil- sweat streaming under my clothes. 
vie muttered som�ihing to Amanda in a 
tongue I could not understand, then 
strode slowly from the room. Jeanne '
Dulac, after studying me with a fierce 
speculation that chilled my bones, got 
up and moved to the door through which 
crimson fluid still flowed. 

••n1 wait in here till you have him 
ready," she said and opened it. 

I couldn't have got out of my chair 
then if I'd wanted to. What I saw 
through that opened door made me 
think of an abbatoir. A girl was hung 
from a hook like a side of beef a girl 
whose arms and legs had been hacked 
off. A girl who couldn't possibly be 
alive but who was alive. A gag had 
been stuffed in her mouth to stifle her 
screams, but there was no mistaking the 
live anguish i the glaring eyes she 
turned in- my irection. 

I looked up at Amanda, who was 
studying my reactions with a sort of 
clinical detachment. I looked at the 
pistol in her hand and braced myself 
for a leap. Being shot would be a hell 
of a lot better than going through what 
'that poor female shot-putter had suf
fered. 

Amanda read my intention. She said, 
''I wouldn't, Dirk honey. The kind of 
bullets this gun shoots wouldn't kill you. 
But they're a lot more painful than the 
kind that would." 

Somehow I couldn't doubt her. I forced 
myself to sit still. And ! ·said, 4'What have 
I gotten myself into, anyway ?" 

"Call it an experiment, honey," she in
formed me. Then, with a little glow of 
proprietary pride, .. 1 knew you could 
make it, even before we got the reports 
on your first examination." 

"Make that ?" I asked her, nodding to
ward the closed door. 

She shrugged, said, ''Oh that. What 
we're going to do to you won't hurt you 

HE laughed the little devil actually 
laughed. She said, "Well, we couldn't 

very well leave our successful experi
ments walking around loose, could we, 
honey ? It might make all sorts of trou� 
ble on this world of yours. It might even 
lead to our discovery." 

That took a little while to sink in. 
Then I got it. I asked, "Where are you 
from, Amanda you and Ogilvie ?" . 

"From a world like this one but not 
quite," she told me. "Our universes are 
co-existent. Occasionally, at intervals 
that are regular in our time, but not so 
regula:r: in yours, we can cross over. That 
is the basis of our experiment. We must 
come here because, in our world, your 
reactions are not the same." 

"But why ?" I asked her. "What are 
you after ?" 

"The same thing you people are after," 
she said, and her use of the word "peo
ple" had the patronage of a rich banker 
for his depositors. She added, '.'A longer 
life span." 

I was trying to keep my mind off the 
other room and concentrate on what 
Amanda was telling me. I thought of 
Philip Ogilvie, who never seemed to age 
-at least not in twenty-seven years. I 
looked at Amanda and thought of her 
eyes and wondered how old she actually 
was. 

I said, · "Why, since you people· seem 
to live almost forever." 

·"Maybe it looks that way to you," she 
replied with something like contempt. 
"But remember, to us you are like 
winged ants like fruit flies." 

"So our lives are of no importance," I 
said. 

"How can they be ?" she countered. 
''You don't live long enough to accom
plish anything. You don't live long 
enough to learn anything." 
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I nodded in the direction of the closed 
door. "What about Jeanne Dulac ?" 

Amanda studied me almost with pity. 
Finally she said, "We must have a place 
to operate while our worlds are in con
junction. We need protection for our 
experiments. Can you think of a better 
way to get it, honey than to bribe a 
money-mad, man-hungry woman ?" 

The "honey" after that cold-blooded 
confession made me writhe. I looked at 
my watch and my heart leapt with sud
den hope. It was already past ten o'clock. 
I could see the logic of the arrangement, 
all right. These these whatever they 
were needed some protection. Not being 
human or rather since we were not 
human to them they went about it with 
systematic coolness. 

Probably they had paid Jeanne Dulac 
to get rid of her husband, and bribed her 
to let them use the protection of her 
house and name. In return they catered 
to .her own, more temporal, appetites. 

I said, "Why pick on me ?" 
She told me, "Because you're so 

strong. We get better results from our 
tests by using the strQngest men and 
women we can find. Unfortunately, we 
can seldom obtain as sound a specimen 
as you, honey. I knew you would pass as 
soon as I saw you. That's why I brought 
you · to the house and had you microed 
last Sunday." 

I thought back to the time she'd left 
me alone in the sitting room off the kitch
en, to the feeling I'd had then of being 
watched. I remembered the odd click I'd 
heard when she came back with the tray. 
And I remembered what had happened 
to my watch. 

While I was in that room downstairs 
I must have been enclosed in a chamber 
of their time. Probably, to them, it had 
lasted a mere second or two but in our 
time it had gone O:tl for twenty-one min
utes ! I glanced at my wristwatch again 
-it read twelve minutes past ten but 
my hopes of rescue faded, and so did my 
stomach. 

"How long has this experiment been 
going on ?" I asked her. 

She shrugged, told me, "It's hard te 
tell by your time, honey. But I'd say 
hundreds of your years." 

I felt cold chills gallop up my spine 
• 

and set my teeth on edge. I said, "Does-
n't what you and I've been to each other 
mean a damned thing to you, Amanda ?" 

She looked at me with open contempt 
and said, "You were using me I was 
using you. Why should it ?'' 

HILIP OGILVIE came back into the 
room then before I could think of any 

more to say. He was using both hands to 
prepare an odd-looking hypodermic 
needle. He lifted an eyebrow at Amanda, 
who said, "No trouble, Brett. He's been 
a real woolly lamb." 

Her tone and words chilled me almost 
more than what lay ahead of me in the 
next room. But I didn't have much time 
for wonder. Ogilvie said, "Take off your 
jacket, Williams, and roll up your left 
sleeve.'' 

This was a break. Apparently Ogilvie 
wanted the injection to be on the side of 
my heart. The slingshot Jarvis had given 
me was tied to my right wrist. I might 
not have any real chance, I thought, but 
if I could j ust land one solid wallop I'd 
feel a lot better. I obeyed orders slowly, 
seeking the right moment to move. 

It came just as Ogilvie focussed .his 
attention on jabbing the needle into my 
arm. I saw Amanda's eyes �ve-r, and I 
lifted my right ann and swung, letting 
the slingshot drop into my fingers as I 
did so. 

I felt the needle enter my flesh, then 
the satisfying thock as the weighted 
leather smashed into the thin part of 
his skull, j ust above and in front of his 
left ear. I heard Amanda scream faintly 
and then felt a paralyzing shock per
vade my whole body as she fired her 
pistol. I couldn't move, and the pain grew 
worse and worse until mercifully I 
blacked out. The last thing I remember 
was the needle still sticking into the 
inside of my left elbow . . . .  

Jarvis Williams said the damned thing 
was still sticking into me when they 
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pulled me out of the burning mansion caught a glimpse of Amanda. She was 
incidentally I was the only one they did sitting between a fat woman with bun
pull out alive. dies and a man reading a newspaper. I 

They found Ogilvie-Fearing and came in through the door and saw her 
Jeanne Dulac and some others about sitting there, looking like a demure little 
whom the less said the better. The whole girl whose figure had developed too fast. 
thing was hushed up, naturally. Ogilvie She looked up and our eyes met and 
hadn't died in the blaze apparently my I ducked back through the doors just as 
wild swipe with the slingshot had they slid shut. She started up toward me 
crushed his left temple like an eggshell. but not quite in time. 

But they didn't find a trace of Aman- I went back to the office and collected 
da Lopez and there wasn't any doubt what dough I had coming and got the 
but that the fire was set. Funny thing hell out of town. I went elsewhere and 
was my watch was out of phase again. changed my name and managed to 

. I went back and made my report to spread the little dough I had in a few of 
Mrs. Ogil"ie, giving the official version. the right places. I did all right. 
On the whole, she seemed relieved. In Well, that mess down South happened 
the back of her shrewd mind she must almost exactly twenty years . ago. I was 
have known something was wrong and just thirty at the time . .  I got through 
not dared to guess what. She moved out the Second World War okay, and I've 
of New York a few months later and managed to rack up quite a pile. But 
spent the rest of her life in Nyack. I've never been able to marry. 

Well, that was twenty years ago. I You see, I wouldn't want to put any 
hung around the office, doing this and woman through what Ogilvie put his 
sundry for a couple of years. Then one wife as far as looks go I'm still thirty 
day when I was riding the subway I today. And there's always Amanda. 
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I 

ROM beginning to end, it was · Pete 
Marshall's show. His show, and the 

knife's. 
Marshall had a big reputation as an 

archaeologist, and there's no question 
but that he'd earned it. But the knife 
ruined him professionally. You see, he'd 
worked out his own system for spotting 
digs, and for a time he was the fair
haired boy of American archaeology. 

He pointed out that cities and settle-

• • • • �·• I & • ' I • ·: 

' �·�� � - .... . 

Complete Nove let by 
ments aren't located by chance, but for 
definite reasons a harbor, trade-route, 
fertile ground or whatnot and that sur
face remains aren't necessary to justify 
a dig. If a place should have been the 
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for the Aztec caravans of slaves and 
merchandise even Prescott knew about 
-and found those Tartar artifacts in 
California, Pete Marshall was pretty 

f t much of an authority. arr ay e D S  er But then he went down to Yucatan to 
see if he could locate traces of pre

site of a human settlement in ages past, Mayan culture, and he came back with 
it is worth while to dig it up to see. So the knife. 
Marshall dug. . The knife wasn't remarkable except 

After he'd located Aztec remains in a that it had an odd handle. You can go 
Kansas cornfield a trading-post it was, down to a hardware store right now and 
published in Thrilling Wonder Stories for Summer, 1946 
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buy one almost exactly like it. A slight
ly different-shaped blade, perhaps, and 
the handle won't be at all the same, ·but 
practically the same thing in all essen
tials. 

The knife Pete Marshall brought back 
from Yucatan was perfectly ordinary. 
But he swore that he'd found it twelve 
feet down in absolutely undisturbed 
strata, in the remnants of a primitive 
Indian culture of which there'd never 
been any previous sign. He brought 
back broken pottery and various odd
ments, which did seem to .establish a 
culture of �orts more primitive than 
anything previously found south of the 
Aleutians, however but that knife 
messed everything up. 

It was a steel knife. Moreover, it was 
a stainless steel knife, and Marshall 
claimed it was at least eight thousand 
years old, and, he believed, more.. But 
you don't have to. know archaeology to 
realize that people weren't using steel 
knives eight thousand years ago, much 
less stainless steel ones. 

It was absurd. . . . 
But Marshall went to bat for the 

authenticity of his find. He staked his 
reputation on it. And he lost. .The di
rectors of the Museum of Comparative . 
Anthropology tried to argue him out of 
his claims. He lost his temper and called 
them a pack of fools. They said, in 
pained language, that they accepted his 
resignation. 

, 

Truculently he asked what about the 
knife, and they said that he might as 
well take it away because, if they wanted 
stainless steel knives, they didn't have to 
fit out expeditions to get them. They 
could be bought in any modern depart
ment store. 

ARSHALL put the knife in his 
pocket and marched out. Then he 

went to a chemical firm and had a bit 
of it analyzed, and he patented the com
position. 

Because, you see, the knife was eight 
thousand years old a g·ood bit older, as 
it turned out- and it was as bright as 

the day it was made. Modern stainless 
steel just isn't that good. So the cor
poration that was formed to make the 
new· steel is pretty prosperous, turning 
out precision instruments and physical 
standards and the sort of stuff that they 
used to have to use osmiridium for. 

That steel is special ! 
But Marshall was ruined professional

ly, just the same. When you compared 
the knife with the primitive pottery and 
chipped flints Marshall claimed to have 
found with it, it didn't make sense ! Still, 
he got moderately rich out of his patent 
on the new stainless steel alloy, and then 
sank most of the money in a new, select 
expedition to go back to Yucatan and 
hunt for some more. 

He took just two other men with him, 
Bill Apsley and Jeff Burroughs, but they 
were good. Burt:Qughs, in his stolid 
fashion, knew as much about primitive 
man as anybody else in America. Apsley 
wasn't so much of g specialist, but he 
had an intuitive way of seeing through 
archaeological problems that had made 
sense out of nonsense before. In hia 
fashion, he was brilliant. 

The three of them sailed with a lot of 
very special apparatus, and unloaded at 
a tiny port in Yucatan where Marshall 
set to work. He had a genius for or
ganization. He had a mule-train hired 
and loaded, and had a gang of tl�t-faeed 
peons hired out because they'd ride to 
their work on mules. The mule-train 
went swinging off into a jungle-trail 
only five days after the expedition's stuff 
came ashore. 

The three white men and their gang 
spent four days reaching the place where 
Marshall claimed he'd found the knife. 
His trenches were half-way filled in and 
already overgrown with jungle-stuff. 

His gang cleaned them out in a hurry 
and they spent two weeks ·doing more 
work. Marshall set off a neat blast of 
explosives, blew a sweet crater in the 
ground and started a new trench from 
that. Crazy ? Not at all. As the trench 
was dug, dirt wasn't hauled out of it. 
It was simply trundled to the crater and · 
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piled up, filling it. 
That way it wasn't hauled above

ground and the peons considered that 
they weren't really working. What they 
hate is pushing loaded wheelbarrows up 
inclined planes. Marshall had rubber
tired wheelbarrows for them, by the 
way, for their psychological effect. He 
got more work . done with less trouble 
than anybody else in Central America. 

F COURSE he wasn't digging up a 
whole city area. He was looking for 

something, not uncovering a site. And 
he found what he was looking for. Or 
rather, he didn't find what he didn't ex-

traces in the culture of later peoples. 
And Apsley said flatly that eight thou
sand years were much too low an esti
mate of the culture-age. He put it much 
farther back, about contemporary with 
the Cro-Magnons of Europe, which was 
twenty to twenty-five thousand years 
ago. 

�'Hm," said Marshall, when the job 
was finished. "I didn't think we'd find 
any more knives. The one I found was 
either traded in or looted. There's ab
solutely no sign that these pre-Mayans 
could have come anywhere near making 
•t , 1 • 

"No-o-o," said Apsley. "They couldn't. 

THE·ORY ia an explanation designed to fit certain observed 
facta. Having once established a theory its sponsor is apt to 

fall in love with it and become disturbed when subsequently ob· 
served facts begin to punch it full of holes. Then comes the 
struggle as to whether the theory is amended or discarded, or the 
facts are juggled to make them continue to fit. You might call 
thie a back-handed de&nition of the difference between totali· 
tarianism and dem·oeracy ; that in any system where certain pre
cepts have been ballyhooed as eternal truths, disagreeable faet.s 
must be distorted or suppressed, while in a free system, facta 
must be welcomed. 

· 

There were certain unbelievable facts confronting Mr. Lein· 
eter'• exploren in DEAD CITY which started the whole thing and 
if you try hard enough you can always make a parable of it. 

-The Editor 

·�·· 

pect to find. He didn't find any more 
knives. 

The remains of the ancient settlement 
were there, all right, and the expedition 
breezed through them. Artifacts were 
photographed in situ, uncovered, and 
packed. Ashes were picked over, dirt 
sifted, everything neatly catalogued, and 
on again with the trench. 

It was archaeology in high gear, and 
at the end of it Apsley and Burroughs 
were pleased and happy. They had ma
terials for a fairly complete study of a 

re-Mayan culture that had never even 
een guessed at before. 

It seemed to· have vanished without 

Do you still insist you found that knife 
here ?'' 

Marshall nodded -without resentment. 
"I  always figured ·that it came from 

somewhere else," he said. "So I had 
some air-photo topographic maps made 
of all the country for a long way around. 
They cost like the devil ! Figuring that 
ancient savages were as lazy as their 
descendants, I've traced out just about 
the most probable line either trading or 
looting-parties from here would travel 
on. We break camp tomorrow." 

That expedition moved like clockwork. 
One group of muleteers headed back to 
the coast with pack-mules loaded with 
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artifacts from this first site. They'd get 
more supplies and come on to the next 
dig. The others would be already work
ing on it. Marshall was systematic�· 
Efficient. He knew what he was doing. 

They followed jungle trails for three 
days, cutting some of them for them
selves. On the way Marshall looked 
over the ground as well as anybody could 
in jungle country, and shook his head. 
Then he stopped and got out the induc
tion balances. You know what they are. 
These had been made to locate land
mines and dud shells in the war, and he'd 
stepped them u.p to make them really 
sensitive. This was their first use in 
archaeology. 

He spent a half-day fussing with 
them, with workmen cutting paths for 
him with their machetes. Then he set . 
men to watk digging three wells. He 
said they were wells, but they weren't. 

� feet down in one hole, twelve in 
another, and only seven in a third, 

they found more steel knives with pot
tery and stone arrow-heads. Apsley and 
Burroughs unearthed them in person at 
the bottoms of the three holes. The 
earth was absolutely undisturbed, and 
they were mixed with ashes and crude 
pots and stone axes and such stuff. They 
were just as bright and shining as if 
they'd been taken off a hardware store 
shelf that morning. That stainless steel 
is a very good alloy ! 

"All of them identical," said Marshall 
meditatively when the last was up. 
"Mass production. Apsley says twenty 
thousand years ago ! More of them here 
than farther east. We'll keep going 
west.'' 

''Listen, Marshall," Burroughs said 
rather helplessly. "I dug one of those 
knives out of the ground myself. And I 
know it's been there all along. But I 
still don't believe it ! What do you ex
pect to find ?'' 

' 'Where they were made," Marshall 
said. 

Burrough.s knew his primitive man. 
"But look," he said helplessly. ''With 

. 
metal like that, a race would have aJl 
enormous advantage over flint-and-pot
tery tribes. They couldn't be wiped out. 
How could an art like that be lost ? You 
know and I know that there simply 
aren't any lost arts." 

Marshall was spreading out his air
mosaic photographic maps. He whistled 
a little, soundlessly. 

"I've been called all sorts of names 
about that first knife. If I told you, 
even now, what I think, you'd take me 
back to the coast to a doctor. Have 
you tried to use one ?" 

Burroughs picked up a knife, and 
Apsley another. They puttered with 
them while Marshall werit over his 
maps. All around them was the camp of 
the peons, who had been paid well for 
something over five weeks, and had only 
worked so they considered for about 
two. A very cheerful place, that camp. 
There was jungle all about, but with 
insecticide bombs and various gadgets 
that came out of the war to make jungle 
fighting possible, jungle camping wasn't 
bad at all. 

"Mighty unhandy, these knives," Aps
ley said, presently. "How would you 
hold 'ein ?" 

Burroughs swallowed. 
"Marshall !" he said. uThey don't fit 

my hands. There isn't any sense to it." 
"I know," said Marshall. "There isn•t. 

Look I'm going to head for this place. 
It's over a hundred miles away and the 
going will be rough. But if there was 
ever a spot designed for a city site in
land, that would be it. I'm going to take 
a chance and go straight there." 

E WENT away to talk to the brown-
skinned man who bossed his labor 

force. He had forty Indian workmen 
who were eating high, loafing pJenty, 
and getting paid for it. They thought 
Marshall was a cross between a wacky 
fool and Santa Claus. 

Presently Marshall came back to 
where Apsley and Burroughs. sat staring 
at each other. 

"Marshall !" said Burroughs. "These 
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knives weren't designed for people to 
use. What do you suppose they were ? 
Ceremonial ?" T TOOK over a week to g�t to the 

"You guess," said Marshall. "My place Marshall had picked out as a per-
guess is crazy."  feet site for an inland city. On the way 

"They're awkward to hold," Bur- they were all pretty tactful. They didn't 
. 

roughs insisted. "Hang it, you can't get mention the knives a single time. They 
a real grip on them. And your primi- talked about the scenery which was 
tive man may have been ignorant, but he all lush jungle and thoroughly monoto
was a practical cuss. He wouldn't make nous and about the grub which was 
knives like this." adequate but abominably cooked. � 

"No," Marshall agreed. "Primitive Sometimes they discussed archae-
man wouldn't." ology. But they never talked about the 

"He couldn't, if he was primitive," three knives. They had plenty of time to 
put in Apsley. "And, primitive or civil- dodge the subject, too. 
ized, men simply wouldn't make knives It was a little over a hundred miles 
with handles that were so unhandy to airline to their destination, but they 
hold. But here they are." had to go roundabout. They would never 

"Yes," said Marshall. "That's the have found it but for the air-maps. 
question that bothers me." . At last, though, they came out into a 

Burroughs and Apsley both stared valley with a lake in it. It was a curious 
blankly at him. 

· sort of lake. It was almost exactly cir-
"1 don't get it,'' Burroughs com- cular, and was bordered with a stretch 

plained. of savannah-grass growing where the 
"The metal is wrong," Marshall ex- lake level apparently rose and fell with 

plained. ''Men back in those days didn't the seasons. 
know how to make steel, especially The valley opened out on a level plain 
stainless steel, and still more especially ten miles across cleared, it · would have 
a better alloy than we've worked out for been perfect agricultural country and 
ourselves. But the handles are even then all the ground got tumbled again 
more wrong. Men wouldn't have n1ade and there w�re mountains in every di-
knives like these even if they could. rection. . 
So the question is, who-or what did In the days before airplanes, it would 
make them ? And what happened to a have been beautifully isolated. A city 
civilization with that much of a head- or even a civilization could grow up 
start over our ancestors ?" there and last for a thousand years with-

Shamefaced, the other white men out anybody from the outer world hav
looked at each other. Archaeology isn't ing any reason to enter it. As a matter 
a very practical science, perhaps, but of fact, Marshall and the others never 
there's a lot of hard common sense used did find any direct evidence that human 
in it. beings had ever been there before. But 

"Let's forget it," Apsley said irritably, the indirect evidence was upsetting. 
after an instant's glance. "Or we'll all The valley was plain jungle. There 
go crazy wondering.. The thing to do is were no pyramids or impressive ruins 
find out just where these knives come in view. But Marshall hadn't expected 
from." , them. He relied on his induction bal-

"Yes," said Marshall. "I made quite ances. As they descended into the valley 
a lot of money out of that first knife, he had some good looks over the jungle
but I'm willing to spend it all to find top and his expression was satisfied. 
that out. And somehow I'm afraid I'm · They made camp near a small stream a 
not exactly going to like what it is I do half-hour before sundown. Apsley saw 
ftnd." Marshall's look of contentment. 
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"You think there's something here?" 
. 

Marshall nodded. 
'4This sort of jungle usually grows 

pretty even on top," he observed. "Here 
there are some places where it humps 
up. I think we've got a real find." 

Apsley hesitated· a moment. "Mar
shall, I hope we don't find anything !" 
he said. 

"I'll bet," said Marshall, "that I can 
find indications with an induction bal
ance before sundown." 

That would be less than half an hour. 
Apsley

.
didn't answer. He meant it when 

he said he hoped they wouldn't find any
thing. The handle of ·a knife can mean 
a lot to a trained archaeologist. The 
handles on those stainless-steel knives 
were not right. 

But Marshall got out an induction 
balance, checked the dry-cell batteries, 
and put on the headphones. He swung 
the thing about a couple of times and 
then moved cautiously through the thick 
growth around the space his men were 
clearing even then. 

All of a sudden the headphones nearly 
deafened him. 

He jerked them off and rubbed his 
ears. 

"I got it !" he · said. "Right there." 
.--

E POINTED. There was a monstrous 
hardwood tree where he pointed. It 

had huge, thick, gnarled roots, and 
above where one of the roots went �n
derground there was a sort of mound, 
as if the root were lifting a rock as it 
swelled. The mound dripped vines, and 
things grew out of it, but there's a 
sixth sense that comes to a man who's 
done a lot of digging. 

"Just for the devil of it, I'm going to 
see what that is," said Marshall. "It's 
near the surface, anyhow. Send a cou .. 
pie of men over here with spades, won't 
you ?" 

Apsley went back. He was ·a little bit 
pale. He sent a couple of the peons over 
with shovels which they hauled off a 
mule-pack. Marshall was already poking 
at the mass. Things were crawling and 

squirming and popping out of the tan
gled root-stuff. You never know how 
many living things there are until you 
start poking around in a tropical jungle. 
Marshall grabbed one of the shovels and 
thrust in a couple of times, and there 
came a ring of metal. 

Marshall kept his head, of course. He 
didn't interfere with the making of 
camp. But he had flares burning around 
that thing after sundown, and a dozen 
men working at it. Then he put the 
whole gang on the job and moved it to 
the cleared space. Then he and Apsley 
and Burroughs looked at it. 

But it wasn't like anything any 
archaeologist had ever dug up before. 
It was what you might call a vehicle of 
some sort. It was not too large, maybe 
seven feet long and four feet wide. It 
didn't have wheels. It had something 
that might have been a caterpillar tread, 
only there had been other metals than 
stainless steel built into that part of it, 
and they were gone in crumbled masses 
of corrosion. 

Most of the bottom had been·left . un-
, 

derground when the vehicle was heaved 
up. Afte1· all, it had been buried a good 
many thousand years. Twenty thousand 
of them, by Apsley's estimate. And at 
that period there wasn't any human civ
ilization, which niade the thing even 
more disturbing. 

"I think that we are now faced with 
the question," Marshall said. 

Burroughs knew primitive man, but 
he stared at that thing helplessly. 

"It's an artifact, but its purpose is 
beyond me," he said dubiously. 

Apsley looked sick. 
"I have a feeling that we'd better get 

away from he
.
re," he said slowly. 

Marshall glanced at him. 
"I mean it," said Apsley. He looked 

wretched. "I have hunches sometimes. 
I guess you'd call this a hunch. Once 
I felt this way about a monolith in 
Petra. The cursed thing had been stand
ing for a couple of thousand years. But 
I had a feeling that it ought to be kept 
away from. I was ashamed to say any-
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thing about it. One day it crumbled and 
crushed two Arab workmen. I've got a 
feeling that there's something wrong 
here. That we'd better get away. If I 
could, I'd strike camp and leave tonight. 
I don't know why. I just feel that way !" 

Marshall nodded. 
"It does feel creepy to look at this 

contrivance. I suppose you might as 
well call it an automobile. you notice 
it has two seats." 

IUBut it can't be an automobile," Bur
roughs said indignantly. "Other plain 
facts aside, it's too small. "  

"For human beings, yes," Marshall 
said. 

URROUGHS swallowed with a sort 
of clicking noise. Apsley and he had 

carefully skirted that point in their own 
minds. The knife-handles had been 
wrong. Now there was this thing, which 
was a vehicle, with two queerly-shaped 
places in it that could only be seats. 
But not seats designed for human b.e
ings. And not conceivably for human 
adults. 

, The three white men were very still 
for a while. Then they elaborately got 
to work. No engine was visible, and 
they looked for it. They found only 
corrosion, and no gears or cylinders or 

· any trace of them. Presently Marshall. 
pointed out bits of greenish-colored rust 
that still clung to a bright-metal shaft. 
ApsJey was staring at something else 
about the thing, then. 

"This might be the motor, or one of 
them," Marshall said. "Anybody who 
could make an alloy that would stay 
bright underground all this time would 
be past using gears. He'd put motors 
wherever he needed power." 

"That is a guess, but it is no guess 
that this is not primitive," Burroughs 
said stolidly. 

"Hardly," said Marshall.. "You can't 
say primitive after you look at these 
decorations. "  

Apsley retched, suddenly. The others 
felt like doing the same thing. Because 
-have you ever looked at those "optical 

illusions" that are sometimes printed in 
believe-it-or-not newspaper features ? 

You look at them, and now they look 
this way, and now they look that way, 
and you wind up with your eyes dazed 
because you can't decide - which way 
they're, supposed to look. 

The decorations cast in the bright 
metal of this thing were something like 
that. Only instead of making your eyes 
hurt they did something else to you. 
The lines and masses were distinct. Hor
ribly so. And you tried to find a mean
ing in them, and you wound up with an 
inchoate mass of emotional impressions 
of which you were partly ashamed,' and 
part of which nauseated you. 

"I don't think that human beings are 
responsible for this art-work," Marshall 
said judicially. "After all, there is an 
inherent decency in the human race, 
however often we doubt it. Also, when 
we set out to be nasty it's usually a mat
ter of simple nastinesses. We don't 
often blend them." 

Burroughs snorted disdainfully. "It's 
not primitive," he repeated unnecessar
ily.. "It's a sort of art, and it's highly 
civilized. Primitive painting is simple 
and representative. There's no attempt 
at heightening the effect of one color 
by the use of another. Primitive music 
is simple, too. It's your civilized man 
who mixes colors · and sounds for more 
urgent effects. This stuff is well emo
tional, as all art is. But this has mixed 
up things that suggest all the most vio
lent and unpleasant emotions possible, 
and they're blended so that they gain 
force by contrast with each other. It's a 
high stage of art, but it's not to human 
taste. The creatures who liked this 
wouldn't be nice company." 

Marshall's voice took on a shade of 
• 

grimness. 
"Anyhow they're all dead. And one 

of their knives was important to our 
civilization. There's 1nore stuff around 
that might be important, too." 

"I still feel that hunch that we'd be 
better off away from this place,'' Apsley 
said sickishly. "There's no sense to it, 
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but I feel it strongly." 
Marshall looked thoughtful. After all, 

a man who's spent years digging up 
things that dead men left behind realizes 
that there are feelings and feelings. 
Your experienced archaeologist is a 
hard-headed man, and a severely prac
tical one, but there are limits to his 
incredulity. Looking at Apsley's face 
and knowing what he did of him, Mar
shall didn't dismiss the hunch utterly. 
It was a fact. As a fact, it should be 
weighed in. 

"We'll go to sleep," he said after cogi
tation. "I'll post a couple of sentries, 
j ust in case, and we'll get to work in 
the morning. It's hard to understand 
how a civilization as far advanced as 

' 

this one could have died out without 
leaving a trace !" 

URING the night all three of the 
white men awoke abruptly. The:re 

was a queer throbbing in the air. It 
wasn't a sound. It '\\·asn't a vibration of 
the earth. It was a sort of pulsation just 
below the lowest note that the human 
ear can catch. 

Pete Marshall got up and went out of 
• 

the tent. 
There was a fire burning and two of 

the peons were playing some mysterious 
game with things that looked like dice 
but weren't. They were the sentries, 
watChing so they considered against 
animals who might raid the mule-corral 
or the supplies. 

"Un temblor, senor," one of them said 
tranquilly. 11Pero un poquito." 

An earthquake, but a little one. 
Marshall knew it wasn't so, but he 

said notihng. The pulsation died grad
ually away. •He went back into his tent. 

All three of the white men lay awake. 
They could hear the two peons· talking 
over their game. Speaking to the white 
men they used fairly intelligible Span
ish, but among themselves they used a 
mixture of Spanish with the remnants 

• 

of a vocabulary that was pure Maya. 
They were quite amiable about their 

play. One in particular was cracking 

j okes and chuckling over his own witti
cisms, poor devil. 

Marshall rather envied them their 
peace of mind. Apsley's hunch worried 
him. He almost shared it. That art
work ! But when a .civilization has been 
dead for twenty thousand years, it's 
dead ! It can't be dangerous ! Still we1l 
-it wasn't a pleasant thing to think 
about. 

While the three Americans were at 
breakfast, the pulsation came again. 
Apsley noticed it first. You couldn't 
hear· it. You felt it, mostly in your 
chest. It grew louder and louder no 
"louder" isn't the word: It grew 
stronger, with a swift rise to a peak of 
amplitude. Then it died as swiftly away 
again. That. was all. 

"Som.ethi�g . new, there," Marshall 
said. "I wonder." . . 

Neither Burroughs nor Apsley made 
any comment. There simply wasn't any
thing to say. Marshall concentrated on 
the problem. 

"Here"' he said abruptly. "Counting 
in everything, including your hunch, 
Apsley, I've come to a conclusion that 
hurts. We're archaeologists, and that's 
all. We've a smattering of the other 
things archaeology calls for, but no 
more. If the thing we found last night 
is an automobile of sorts, it needs a 
specialist to work on it. We can handle 
rotted fabrics and such things, with 
paraffin, and I've even done a little with 
the electrolytic restoration of corroded 
objects. But I wouldn't know how to 
set about preserving or restoring a com
plicated piece of machinery that had 
been buried for -twenty thousand years. 
There's never been anything like this 
before. So I think we'd better go back 
and get some really good men on this 
job." 

Apsley drew a deep breath. But Bur.
roughs objected, frownin·g. 

"That's a rather drastic decision to 
make on one artifact !" 

"It's a rather drastic artifact," Mar
shall said drily. "I took a knife, and 
made what they tell me will be a prac-
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tfcaiiy new industry. Here's an auto
mobile or a reasonably distorted fac
simile of one. What will it do to our 
civilization ? I suspect this place calls 
for a group of physicists with training 
in archaeology and jungle-camping.'' 

"At least that," Apsley said quietly. 
"But we can't take this thing back. We 
wouldn't be believed any more than you 
were, photographs regardless." 

"True enough," Marshall agreed. "So 
we'll take the induction balances and 
spread out, making a sort of map of any 
indications we find. If we find one place 
where the indications are especially 
promising, we'll make a complete dig of 
the one area. Or else we'll make a group 
of small digs until we get something 
convincing. In other words, we cut down 
our sights. We'll admit that we're only 
scouting. We won't try to do more than 
size up the job and prove it's worth do
ing. Right ?" 

Apsley's face was still strained. 
"That's reasonable," he admitted. 

"It's sane. But I wish I felt it was 
enough. I've still got the hunch that we 
ought to get the devil away from here." 

ARSHALL laughed, but he was not 
altogether at ease. Apsley wasn't 

a moody man. He was a quiet, level
headed, and thoroughly capable field 
man. But some people do have- hunches 
which are sound. You don't talk archae
ological shop without hearing about 
hunches that worked out. And the dec
orations on the thing which the tree 
had lifted out of the ground, they were 
very, very upsetting. No one would en
joy looking at them very long. 

Again the expedition w�nt like clock
work. A camp party went on clearing 
a camping space, and three other gangs 
set out with Apsley and Burroughs and 
Marshall. Each of the three took an in-

, 

duction balance, which could be adjusted 
to register a dime ten feet underground. 
They spread out fanwise, machete-men 
going on ahead. But in an hour they 
were all together again, staring .. 

"I got indications in a practically 

continuous line," Apsley said calmly .. 
"There's as much metal underground 
here as there'd be if New York were 
buried under this jungle." 

"I think my detector is out of order," 
Burroughs said irritably. "A primitive 
culture simply couldn't have this much 
metal ! It's too much !" 

I 

Marshall's eyes ·were very queer. 
"They used to measure the technical 

position of nations by the amount of 
sulphuric acid they used in industry," 
he said irrelevantly. "Nowadays it's 
been suggested that light metals would 
be a better index. But the only metal 
that would be metal after even eight 
thousand years let alone that twenty 
Apsley estimates would be that stain
less steel the, er, inhabitants of this city 
knew how to make. By that test, these 
inhabitants had a culture as high as 
a modern one. What destroyed it ? What 
could?" 

Burroughs was bewildered, and in
dignant because , he was bewildered. 
Apsley was ver_y pale. 

"It wasn't a human civilization," Aps
ley said suddenly. "I'm sure it wasn't. 
Marshall, I'm getting scared !" 

. "We could change our plans again,'' 
Marshall said slowly. "Grab up a few 
artifacts we can get them quickly 
enough and pull out of here in a hurry. 
We can't do a real job by ourselves, 

· that's sure. We could try only to get 
evidence of the job that needs to be 
done." 

"I'm not quite that scared," said Aps
ley. "But the sooner we're away from 
here the better I'll feel." 

."We'll start from the lake," Marshall 
said decisively. "The city would surely 
front on that. We'll go around the lake
shore and find out if it was built up all 
around. Then spread out toward the 
perimeter. If it's as big as this concen
tration of metal would seem to imply, 
there'd be more metal in a dense popu
lation than in a small one. We can't 
even hope to map it. But maybe we can 
find out how big the city was." 

So far they had seen one artifact . .and 
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the rest was jungle. But they knew. it, but all the peons had, and their de
Silently, they started off again. The scriptions tallied. 
lakeshore was half swampy. No trees The discussion got nowhere at all. 
grew there. Machetes were not needed 
to clear the way. It was, incredibly 
enough, absolutely without indication 
of metal. For a hundred yards beyond 
it, in the jungle, the detectors regis
tered absolutely nothing. There would 
come small, sporadic indications. Then, 
abruptly, masses of metal in such quan
tities as would be turned up by detec
tors going over the very heart of a 
modern city which had been bombed to 
rubble and covered over \Vith vegeta
tion. 

••n'you know," Marshall said that 
night, "when you consider this lakt+oe -
I'd like to have soundings of it the 
indications we get are just what we'd 
find if a wl1opping big city had been 
destroyed by, say, a single bomb of fifty 
or sixty thousand tons of TNT dropped 
in its middle ! That would account for 
the lake and the absence of metal any
where near it. The lake would be a 
bomb-crater. But what a bomb !" 

There was a sudden throbbing in the 
air. It grew to a fierce intensity and 
there wer� cries from the peons in the 
encampment. 

11Sefiores! Senores! Un aeroplano! 
Alla! M onstruoso !" 

As the three white men came out into 
the sunset, the sensation of pulsations 
in the air suddenly diminished. And 
there were renewed cries from the 
peons. 

They babbled excitedly. After all, 
they had seen airplanes many times. 
Not many parts of the world haven't. 
They were not alarmed. They described 
a huge, shining thing in mid-air over a 
place. near the center of the lake. It 
was un aeroplano, but they had not seen 
its wings. And it had vanished like 
magic. It must have been traveling very 
fast indeed. . . . 

Apsley was white as a sheet. But 
he set his teeth grimly and tried to dis
cuss the apparition calmly. None of 
the three white men had even glimpsed 

In 

ARL Y the next day they set to work 
upon a huge mound a good half-mile 
from the lake's edge. There was metal 
in it. Plenty of metal. They attacked 
an almost ov,erhanging side of the"rnound 
and cut through five feet of matted 
climbers and three feet of mould. Then 
they struck stone. 

They widened the face of their attack 
and reached a doorway, choked with 
mould and the roots that had grown in
ward through milleniums. The doorway 
was four feet high. Six feet in they came 
upon emptiness, a choking, fetid open 
space filled· with the rank smell of cor-
ruption twice corrupt. , 

Marshall, gagging, set a charge of 
powder to burn inside. It would leave 
a sulphu:r:ous reek, but at least it would 
drive out the stench of ages. 

In an hour they were able to go in. 
Two men came back from the camp with 
a sixty-pound portabJe generator and 
strings of wire and lights. Things slith
ered away from the lights before the 
advance of the men who found them
selves in a huge room, completely intact 
after thousands of years. 

On the walls were panels of bright 
·stainless steel. There were heaps of 
greenish oxide here and there, inter
spersed with dark-gray powder. There 
was a hole in the roof of this room, and 
emptiness above it, under which was an
other heap of rust and fragments of the 
same bright steel. 

No stairs were to be seen. There were 
other low doorways, leading to other 
rooms. Some of those, also, had open
ings which once had led to the outer air. 
They were choked with serpentine, 
clutching roots which fumbled inward 
in complete futility. Pete Marshall saw 
one patch where ceiling had fallen and 
bright metal showed through. 

"My gosh !" he said. '4Steel-frame con-
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struction ! Twenty thousand years ago ! The peons chattered excitedly at first 
And what sort of concrete would last recognition of the figure as an Indian 
this long ?" recognizably like themselves. But grad-

He went on by himself. He vanished. ually the chattering stopped. They 
The others looked about them. stared at the plaque as the background 

There was a jabbering. The peons made its impact. One or two crossed 
had gathered before a bright-steel panel themselves. Th.ey drew away from it, 
on the wall. It depicted a human being, uneasily. 
in exact anatomical accuracy. He "There's another," said Apsley. 
strained in agony, and about the figure "Hideous beasts !" 
were more designs like those on the Burroughs, again, looked at this hu-
artifact of the night before. man figure from the standpoint of a 

They were not conventional and not student of primitive man. This figure 
stylized. They conveyed their meaning was at bay with a stone axe. His antag
directly and without symbolism, as mu- onist or antagonists did not appear. 
sic conveys emotions without words. The Only the man, with abstract designs 
designs conveyed emotions which, some� about him which uncannily conveyed 
how, made a normal human being feel the feeling of despair. And such des
sick and ashamed. pair ! The peons murmured as they saw 

"Subjective art," Apsley said in a it. 
queer tone. "They� moulded their emo- "Quaint," �psley said. "They made 
tional sensations direct. My stars !" humans the subject of their art, or the 

"Interesting cranial index, Apsley," occasion -of it." , 
Burroughs said. "An Indian, of course. Somehow the bas-reliefs made certain 
His skull-shape reminds me of the ones that men had not made them. Burroughs 
in the Aleutian digs. Blasted fine work ! was busily making notes. · 

See, that sandal he's wearing looks like "Remember 'Stag at Bay ?' " he asked 
the remnants we found back there where abruptly. "They might have enjoyed 
Marshall picked up the first knife. watching humans in emotional situa
Here's a contemporary portrait of a tions, as we like to watch animals !" 
pre-Mayan of the culture we dug up." Apsley discovered a third plaque. It 
Then he asked abruptly, as if sur- was indescribable. There were two 
prised : figures, and the emotional effect would 

"What's he afraid of?" send throbbing rage through the veins 

HE figure conveyed fear and terror 
in its pose. That was all. But the 

background or was it the background 
-was composed of moulded designs 
which were not pictures of anything at 
all, but told much. The only possible 
analogy was to music. 

As chor�s are grave or gay, melan
choly or inspiriting, the indicated forms 
conveyed impr�sions. The figure alone 
might have been a man struggling 
against an unseen obstacle. The figure 
and those designs together gave the feel
ing of a human being in the grip of such 
terror and . such unthinkable horror--
horror far past the fear of death hor
ror even beyond madness. 

of any man who looked at it. 
-Then Marshall came in through a 

doorway he had to stoop almost double 
to use. His expression was very strange 
indeed. 

"You chaps come along," he said in 
an odd, choked voice. "I've something 
to show you." He spoke abruptly in 
Spanish to the crowding peons, order
ing them to clear the entry place more 
thoroughly. He led off through the door
way he'd returned by. The others fol
lowed. Marshall turned on a flashlight 
and flung �ts beam before him.. Some
thing slithered out of the room. 

"I don't want them to see this,'' 
Marshall said jerkily. "There's a ramp 
here. Listen ! This place was really 
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built ! It hasn't collapsed� It's a ruin from any angle the central mass of 
because the · whole top part was shat- metal could be seen. They varied from 
tered by something. Something like an one end of the mass to the other, too. 
explosion. The thing I've got to show "But what is it ?" That was Apsley. 
you !" Then he said angrily, "God ! What ar-

• 

He swallowed. They . came to the tists ! And what beasts !" 
ramp. It went up and up, with what Absorbed, Burroughs blinked at it. 
might have been a handrail save that it "This is a new trick," he said. "At 
was hardly more than a foot above the this end it's an infant . .  At that end it's 
ramp level. The air was not wholly an old woman. In between it's all the 
clear, here. The odor of incalculable other ages. But I I see the whole figure 
age and dampness and fetor was all of the infant, and the whole figure of 
about. There was a musky smell. But the old woman, and everything else . . .  
Marshall led the archaeologists, flash- look at that ! Here's where she changes 
ing the light ahead and breathing quick- her dress from that of a child to a mar
ly. riageable woman. Primitive, but you 

"It isn't possible !" he said feverish- can make it out. There she changes to 
ly. ''When were the laws of perspective a matron's hair style. Tltere . . . what 
worked out ? Fourteen hundred ? Fif- the devil is this, Marsha11 ?" 
teen hundred ? They simply didn't know ''It's perspective," Marshall said in a 
how. Then somebody found out, and curiously taut voice. "Look ! We can 
everybody knew. As soon as they'd seen take a series of pictures of a child as it 
it done once, they all knew how." grows up. In each one, in two dimen

E BENT low and almost crawled 
through an opening under. the four

foot height of the doorways on the lower 
level. He stood in darkness, swallowing 
noisily as . the others joined him. 

"This is going to be hard to take,'' 
he said thickly. "The implications are 
incredible. It explains why Apsley feels 
that we ought to get away. It explains 
everything ! But it is going to be hard 
to take." 

Then he turned on the flashlight again. 
There was a mass of glistening stainless 
steel, mirror-bright, utterly untarnished, 
only faintly dulled by a coating of im
palpable dust. 

"You'll see it better if you turn on 
your lights, too," he said hoarsely. "It 
will take a minute or two to get what 
it's all about. But it's � not a machine. 
It's art, maybe. It must have been 
made just to be looked at." 

Two other flashlight beams came on. 
They played upon the intricate array of 
solidified abstract designs about a cen
tral mass of metal. This was not in re
lief but in the round, and the designs 
were fined out and not repeated so that, 

sions we can give a perspective of three. 
If we stack a series of pictures of one 
person at different ages, we've got a 
series of two-dimensional sections of 
them. Looking at them one after the 
other, we can get a sort of vague idea 
that they're all the same person, and 
conceive somehow of a person growing 
up and growing old. But we won't get 
perspective. We can't make one three
dimensional image which blends them 
all. But these creatures whatever they 
were they did !" 

'"Look at this detail, Marshall," Bur
roughs said, eagerly. '�I could write a 
book about the costumes and hair-dress 
styles alone. It's a biography of a pre
Mayan woman." 

"Confound them," Apsley said harsh
ly. ''They've used the emotions of a 
child for contrast to adolescent im
aginings, and the thrilling happiness. of 
early marriage, and and blast them 
-they've gloated over everything that's 
horrible in human life. They've even 
pointed up their gloating by contrasting 
it with the dreams of young people ! 
I'd like to smash the rotten thing. I'd 
like to wipe it out !" 
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Marshall faced them, with . the same over, he knew, always, exactly what he 

tautness in his manner. .. wanted done and explained it simply. 
"But you miss the point," he said. They had reached the edge of the lake 

"Listen, you chaps. We can't take three when Marshall paused abruptly. 
dimensions and give a perspective of "A camera obscura threw objects in 
four because we've never had the right three dimensions into perspective in two 
viewpoint. But whoever made this had. dimensions," he said. ' 'Then artists 
Does it occur to you that the laws of were able to duplicate the trick. These 
perspective were discovered when the creatures must have had something that 
camera obscura was invented ? When threw objects in four dimensions into 
artists saw perspective they could paint perspective in three. I'm just as scared 
it ! If you think, you'll realize that you as you are now, Apsley. Those devils 
don't see this Indian woman from the were civilized ! They made steel that 
front, or back, or from above, or below. was better than any we knew how to 
You see her from time. You see all her make, and this art of theirs is amazing . .  
ages at once ! You see her from a fourth And before you could visualize four 
dimension ! Now how the deuce did dimensions in perspective in three, you'd 
these creatures learn how a human be- have to have some command of four 
ing looks from a dimension that's none dime:psions." 
of the three we know ?" "And that means -what ?" Apsley 

asked . 
.... ERE was silence. Marshall snapped "An impossibility," Marshall snapped. 
off his flashlight. Apsley did the same. "It woul,.d lead to a time-machine." 

Burroughs reluctantly pointed to the They walked along the lakeshore. It 
doorway with his flash so they could was perfectly round, that lake . 

• 

stoop to go through it. , "That had been a tall building," Mar-
The peons were outside. Some of them shall said almost fretfully. "The bottom 

were working to clear a better entrance was intact. The level above the one 
to the hollow mound. The others were where we were was smashed. What 
frankly loafing. There was nothing for could smash a building of this size and 
them to do, and the plaques on the wall make a lake such as this besides ? Fifty 
made them uncomfortable. So they had thousand tons of TNT going off at once ? 
come out into the sunlight. Marshall An atom bomb ? What destroyed this 
nodded. city? How could such a civilization fall ? 

-

"I don't want to disturb thOSEr heaps It should have been invincible against 
of rust which aren't stainless steel," he anything co�temporary, . and if-they ·had 
said curtly. ''There must be some way weapons to match their other stuff, even 
of getting those heaps of rust back to modern men would be hard put to it to 
something like their original form. But beat them." 
it wi11 take a technique that hasn't been The enigmatic pulsation of the air 
developed as yet. Let's go bacl{ to camp began. One felt it mostly in his chest. 
and think." It was faint at first, but it grew stronger 

He gave orders. His men piled cut and stronger. 
· 

llanas and brush over the opening they "Senores! El aeroplano !" 
had cleared. It would keep any large Th peons babbled the words, pointing. 
animal out, and snakes and such al- Marshall turned, the others with him. 
ready had ingress. They fell in behind And there in mid-air abov� the center 
the white men on the way back to camp. of the circular lake they saw the thing. 
Senor Marshall was a good man to work It was the mirror-bright of stainless 
for. He had rubber-tired wheelbarrows, steeL It was perhaps fifty feet long by 
and he did not try to keep men busy twenty thick, and it had no wings or 
when there was no work to do. More- oronellers or Iandin� 2"ear. 
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Along its sides were great doors, not 
faired into smoothness, but strictly utili
tarian. Also there were folded-up things 
beneath, like the legs of a giant grass
hopper, but more complicated and small
er in. proportion to the size of the thing. ' 

As they gaped at it, it vanished, fad-
ing into cloudiness and then into noth
ingness within seconds. The throbbing 
pulsations died away. 

"Did you say impossible ?" Apsley 
asked very quietly. "That was· a time
machine, Marshall. . It couldn't be any
thing else. When I saw it, I knew ! 
That's what I'm afraid of." 

"It was going through," Marshall said 
grimly. "That changes everything. It 
could probably stop here. Where- -the 
-devil does- it go ? I hope to God it 
doesn't come back." 

But it did. 

IV 

EXT morning Pete Marshall lo·oked 
as if he hadn't slept. At breakfast he 
scowled savagely. 

"I admit it, I'm scared out," he said. 
"We're going to make a dash over to the 

_ place we got into yesterday. We're go
ing _to take out what plaques we can, and 
that abomination upstairs. Then we're 
going back to the coast. With that art
work to show, we'll be believed. The 
Mexican Government has sense in such 
matters, anyhow. We'll come back here 
with a regiment of soldiers to guard 
against possible unauthorized looters. 
We'll have a couple of anti-aircraft guns 
mounted to command the lake. Then 
we'll see what we see." 

Apsley drew a deep breath. Burroughs 
looked stubborn, but he kept his mouth 
shut. 

"If I know humans, those plaques 
are going to rate as_ super-modernistic 
art," Apsley said after a moment. ''Be
ing twenty thousand years old they'd 
fetch prices that will knock your eyes 
out. They'll go .in museums. But per
sonally, I wouldn't want to have any 
of them in a house I lived in !" 

Marshall glowered. 
"When we say we were scared away 

by a time-machine, how many kinds of 
liars will they call us ?" 

"Who cares ?" Apsley shrugged. 
"Frankly, I don't think the danger is to 
us alone. As you said, if they had have 
-had weapons on a par with the rest 
of their culture, they're plenty danger
ous. 

Marshall made an angry gesture. That 
was really what was in his mind. He 
finished his breakfast in silence. He 
ordered the camp equipment packed by · 
a gang he left behind. But the three 
white men, with most of the peons, went 
down to the lake and headed around its 
border for the mound into which they'd 
dug an entrance. 

They were three-quarters of the way 
there, with the peons straggling in their 
wake along the half-swampy--shore, when 
the queer throbbing sounded in the air 
once more. 

The men faced the lake, expectantly. 
Instinctively the white men turned their 
eyes in the same direction. 

There was a cloudiness in the air . • 

which thickened as the throbbing grew 
more intense. 

Suddenly the fifty-foot metal hull 
flashed into- view. It was· a good sixty 
feet above the water. 

It stayed in view for two_ seeou4a- .or 
thereabouts, and vanished again. The 
throbbing died away. 

The peons babbled. Then they came 
on. It was un aeroplano. It was mys
terious. But while they had seen air
planes or heard of them enough not to 
be afraid of them, they did not know 
them well enough to realize that this was 
something different. 

Apsley was white as they · resumed 
their march. Marshall ground his teeth. 
There were only two things they could 
do : run away at once or do as they had 
planned ; take some artifacts and get out
quickly, or clear out without anything 
at all. They went on to the mound. 

They moved with speed, at that. Bur
roughs assumed charge of three men and 
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began to chip one bright-steel plaque out 
of the wall inside the mound. Apsley 
set to work with others on a second 
plaque. Marshall equipped six of. them 
with poles and canvas and went to try 
to manhandle the tound sculpture if 
you could call it that down the ramp. 
He hoped to be able to sling it in a sort 
of litter between two mules and get it 
to the coast that way. All of them set 
to work. 

ARSHALL could hear nothing at all, 
deep in the mound with ten to 

twenty feet of mould and vegetation 
above him, atop an unguessed-at depth 
of folded, shattered masonry. Apsley 
and Burroughs could hear little more. 
They may have heard the throbbing re
turn, but it was muted, and would hard
ly be felt distinctly through the four
foot doorway and the tunnel from the 
open air. It stopped. 

Apsley worked on grimly. He did 
not turn his head. He had a feeling that 
something was wrong, but he'd had such 
an idea all along. There was nothing to 
be done but finish the job and get away 
from this place. 

Burroughs went stolidly about his 
task, noting as he worked new details of 
anthropological interest in the bas-relief 
he was lQosel\jJ;l&__from the wall. Neither 
of therit;- -- ·· · - · . ::� �Y attention to 
the peons who · no· ilnmediate· .useful
ness within the mound and so stayed out
aide. Apsley, afterward, thought he re- , 

membered an excited babbling, but then 
he was engrossed in what to him was the 
distasteful task of taking down the re
volting plaque from the wall. 

Marshall's task, in its essentials, was 
the easiest. The Indian-woman art ·ob
ject simply had to be swathed in can
vas, lifted from its base though that 
was a job and then wrangled onto stout 
sticks and through the doorway, down 
the ramp and then through two other 
doors. 

But it was hair-raising to try to do it 
without hitting any of the designs which 

surrounded it. The task had to be per
formed step-by-step, with men balancing 
the mass on either side and keeping it 
from sliding or rolling or lurching cater
cornered out of sheer clumsiness. 

Marshall and his helpers were sweat
ing freely when they got it into the big 
room they'd first entered. Apsley had 
his first plaque down. Burroughs was 
almost as far advanced. 

"These men h a v e w o r k e d long 
enough," Marshall said, "I'll call in some 
others to start it toward camp." 

He bent down and went out-of-doors. 
There was nobody near. He stared about 
him. The peons had vanished. Com
pletely. 

Then he saw the thing above the lake. 
It was out there above the middle of 

the water. It was just what they had 
seen, and just in the same place. The 
contrivances like grasshopper-legs had 
6nfolded incredibly. They reached down, 
thin and spidery, to and into the water. 
They actually upheld the mirror-bright 
cylinder in the exact spot in mid-air 
where before it had appeared and van-
ished. · 

Directly underneath the cylinder there 
was a floating object which was certain
ly new to the lake. There were huddled 
figures on it. Human figures. The peons, 
who half an hour since had been cheer
fully loafing 'bef�re the entrance to. the 
mound, were. out t��re. � ·

'r.hen . Marshall saw thinning smoke 
coming from · the jungle by the lake's · 

edge. It was white, stifling smoke. And 
tropic jungle does not catch fire. Not 
in Yucatan ! 

THREE minutes Marshall had 
settled on a plan and given orders. 

The peons w�re to use their machetes 
and cut a way th�ough the jungle to the 
camp, avoiding the shore� Apsley and 
Burroughs would go with them. 

Apsley quietly refused. Burroughs 
swore, but one of the three white men 
had to go. The men were to be gotten 
out of the camp. To the devil with 
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equipment. Get the men away ! They 
could wait out of sight, with a courier 
service ready to tell them when to run, 
if necessary. Burroughs would remain 
somewhere near the ·camp, taking pho
tographs if he could. He would use his 
j udgment but he was to get out with 
news of what had happened, and pic
tures if possible. 

"That thing can't fly, or it wouldn't 
stay out there in the middle of the lake 
like a stork,'' Marshall said grimly. ''It 
appeared before in that exact spot� re
member. I suspect it has to. I'm going 
to see what I can do, but if anything 
happens, this'll be a job for bombing 
planes." 

-He watched the men disappear into 
the jungle, single file and bent over, the 
lead man slashing a way through creep
ers and vines for the rest. With no bur
dens and no need to cut more than space 
for one man to squeeze through, they 
could travel swiftly for jungle work. 

Marshall started grimly for the lake
shore. Apsley went with him. 

''You,re a fool," Marshall said angrily. 
"You should get out and back up Bur-
roughs' story !" .. 

"The peQns thought that thing'was a 
plane," Apsley said irrelevently. "It put 
down those legs, and they thought that 
was all right too. Next the floating 
thing came ashore, and they piled down 
to meet the aeronauticos. And then 
something happened. There was a tire 
somewhere. And why are they left 
floating on the lake ? Why weren't they 
taken up into the thing ? There ought 
to be room enough. Those doors along 
the side look like cargo-hatches." 

Something stirred alongside the mir
ror-bright object. Then two things 
went dangling downward along ropes. 
One was plainly a human being. The 
other was much smaller, and there was 
mirror-brightness about it. But it had 
members, and they moved as if purpose
fully. 

The two dangling objects, the one hu
man, the other something else, halted 
fifteen feet above the floating object. 

Human figures gesticulated wildly from 
the float. Sunlight flashed on metal. 
They were waving machetes. A faint, 
faint ululation came over the water. The 
men on the floating thing screamed de
fiance imprecations. , threats. 

There were puffs of steam from the 
surface of the water. Marshall swore. 
His hands were clenched. He broke into 
a run. 

"But what are you going to do ?" 
Apsley asked, pelting along beside him. 

"I don't know," Marshall cried. "But 
• 

I've got to do something." 
He reached the edge of the water. He 

shouted furiously, and there was an an
swering chorus of .cries from the peons 
on the float. · One of them suddenly flung 
himself overboard. Then there was a 
jetting of steam from the surface of the 
lake. Then cries. 

Sullenly the man swam back and 
hauled himself onto the float again. 

Marshall roared imprecations, the 
more furious because futile. He had no 
boat. He had a revolver. Back at camp 
there were some sporting-rifles, and a 
certain amount of explosive such as he'd 
used· to make a crater at the first dig. 
There were cameras and induction-bal
ances and ntbber-tired wheelbarrows. 
But there were no weapons with which 
to attack anything like this ! 

IGH up, on the brightly-polished 
thing, an object moved. It was so 

small that one could only be sure that 
some object was moving. But instantly 
thereafter there came a burst of unbear
able heat, and a section of green jungle 
to Marshall's right erupted into flame. 
A pause, and a second section erupted 
volcano-like on his left. Then another 
pause, and treetops overhead e·xploded 
horribly. 

Marshall g r o u n d h i s teeth and 
clenched his hands. But no fourth flare 
of heat appeared. 

"That was to scare me, so I'd stay here 
until they're ready to come after me,'' 
he said in an icy voice, "sneak away 
through the jungle, Apsley ! Tell Bur-
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roughs the creatures have heat-rays. All them up, driving them onto the queerly 
he knows is primitive man. That's im- shaped craft. One man, maddened by 
portant information.'' fear, had tried to attack the creatures 

"He couldn't help seeing," Apsley said with his machete. I n s t a n t  1 y h e  
calmly. screamed with pain. One arm and part 

There were no more outcries from of his breast seemed to burst into steam. 
the peons on the float beneath the time- He was out on the float now, moaning. 
machine. The dangling thing which was The rounded-up peons had been taken 
not human it was wearing armor of - out to the stilt-supported object, and one 
some sort continued to hang at the end of them hauled aloft. Half an hour later 
of the cable ten or fifteen feet from the just now he'd come down with a 
float. strange expression on his face, wearing 

Once, Marshall almost. believed that . a metal cap upon his head.. He said 
he saw a cord leading from it to the float. that the people of the aeroplano were 
The human figure had been replaced friends, muy generoso, and admirable 
among its fellows. The peons shifted persons. . 
their positions. They were· not under Since jets of steam had just kept one 
restraint, except from swimming ashore. of them from escaping, the others had 
They still had their machetes. questioned the assertion. Soon he had 

Time passed. A long, long time. asked questions which he said the men 
Marshall fumed. Then a man leaped on the aeroplano wished to have an
overboard and swam strongly for the swered. Where the men had come from, 
shore. No jets of steam sprang up to how many people lived there, what they 
check him. A second man, a third and did here, and if they had ever heard of 
fourth and fifth. The rest remained on a city at this place ? 
the float. 

"They're turned loose, ' '  Marshall said, 
scowling. "At least they were allowed 
to leave." 

"Why not all of them ?" 
"Maybe they ·can't swim," Marshall 

growled�' :'�We'll go and see · what they 
have to say." 

He stalked along the lakeshore, thrust
ing through the savannah-grass that 
grew at the edge. 

There was no further threatening 
stab of heat. Half a mile on, they found 
the first of the peons just wading out of 
the water. He was scared, but he still 
had his wits about him. 

Apsley had guessed correctly. They 
had seen the thing appear above the lake. 
Something like a boat had come toward 
the shore. They'd gone down to meet 
the aeronauticos. When the peons saw 
the stranger-creatures tll�Y were fright
ened, because they seemed so small. 

When they would have fled, the jungle 
burst into flame all around them, and 
four tiny figures in metal suits ��como 
pkl;ta, senor " like silver, had rounded 

ARSHALL interjected a s h a r p  
query. The answer was no. The 

answers they gave to Juan, who wore 
the cap, were not translated by him. It 
w� as if he merely wished the dangling 
dwarf in the suit like silver to overhear, 

Keen questioning had gone an. They 
had told about the white men for whom 
they worked, and of the white men's 
marvelous devices. Then Juan he with 

• 

the metal cap and strange expression- . 
had said that anybody who wished to go 
ashore could do so, with a message that 
the men in the ship wished to speak to 
the white men, and would come ashore 
presently. They wished to be friends. 

But after this Juan had taken off the 
cap and immediately his face had become 
empty and like that of an idiot. He had 
sat making faces to himself and uttering 
mewing sounds.. He would not speak 
again, and the man in the silvery suit 
was hauled up out of sight. Then the 
rest of the peons had swum ashore. 

The others, on arrival, were three 
parts panicky and one part bewildered. 
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They confirmed this account in every more about the fourth dimension than 
detail. They stared imploringly·:at Mar- we do. It hinted at their ability to make 
shall. He had their confidence. If he a time-machine. The plaques hinted at 
were frightened, they would be fright- a particular ability to perceive emotions. 
ened. If he were brave they would be The way that time-machine has been-
well relatively brave. well casting back and forth since we've 

Marshall led the way toward the been here has been remarkably like the 
camp. On the way he abruptly asked questing casts of a bird dog who smells 
what had happened to the cap after Juan something, just before he points." 
took it off. It had been attached to a He looked at Marshall, and Marshall 
long cord, and the little man in the shin- nodded again. 
ing armor carried it up with him. "That is a time-machine," Apsley said. 

Burroughs and the rest of the peons "If it was hunting for a particular mo
cut. their way to the camp a little later. ment in which to stop, it is odd that it 
Marshall started to pace up and down, stopped at just the time we're here in 
his forehead corrugated. Apsley told this valley, which probably hasn't had 
Burroughs the news while Marshall men in it before for thousands of years. 
scowled and muttered to himself. Be- Unless unless it came because we were 
fore he had finished, there was a cry here." .He licked his lips and went on. 
from the peon who had been set on guard "After all, the way it appeared and dis-
to watch the time-machine. appeared does seem like it was casting 

'1Mas aeroplanos, senor!" back and forth through time to find a 
Marshall's face went gray. Then the particular moment. So it must hav�e -

cries were specific. stopped on our account. And if it could 
uDos poquitos, senor! Does aero- scent us out from the fourth dimension, 

planos poquitisimos!" it's rather likely its helicopters could 
Two little ones. Two very little ones ! . scent us from a few hundred feet over

N OBJECT darted across the sky. It 
was not a duplicate of the great ma

chine on stilts. Something whirred 
above it. It came to a dead stop in mid
air directly above the encampment. It 
seemed to survey the camp. The cockpit 
was completely enclosed. The whole 
machine was no more than ten or fifteen 
feet long. It suddenly moved away, so 
swiftly that the eye could not quite fol
low it. 

"Helicopters or something like that," 
Marshall said harshly. ' 'That settles it. 
We haven't the ghost of a chance to get 
away." 

"I don't see why not," Burroughs said 
irritably. "Jungle will hide anything." 

Apsley viewed the subject� with his 
usual detachment. 

''I see it, I think," he said. "Because 
they stopped at this place or time?" 
When Marshall nodded, he went on pre
cisely. "I have been thinking. That In
dian-woman thing proves they know 

head if we tried to duck through the 
jungle�" 

"Of course," Marshall said curtly. "Do 
you realize what happened to Juan?" 

Burroughs blinked. Apsley .gagged. 
"He wore a cap and asked questions," 

Marshall said savagely. ' 'He asked ques
tions he already knew the answers to ! 
Then he took off the cap it was on a 
cord which would be an electric cablH-e -
and promptly became an idiot. You see! 
They could use his brain as a translating 
device, if he wasn't in it. But they 
couldn't read it. They wouldn't have 
had to ask questions if they could. All 
they could do was make him an idiot and 
use him as part of a device for com .. 
munication with us. You see what that 
implies ?" 

Apsley's smile was sickish. 
"Those plaques and the Indian-woman 

thing didn't represent idiots," Marshall 
went on. "They represented human be
ings in the most overwhelming and pain
ful of emotional states. That's their 
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Mea of emotional satisfaction. My stars ! 
Spanish art goes in for pictures of bull
fighting. They'd go in for pictures of 
people. gripped by horror and despair 
and frenzy because to sense such 
things is their idea of pleasure !" 

Marshall paced up and· down again. 
He stopped. 

"I think we can guess the rest," he 
said coldly. "They enjoy human emo
tion, because they like to portray it, and 
the more poignant the better. My 
suspicion is that they win want to col
lect human beings as sources of pleas
ure." 

"What's that ?, Burroughs demanded 
sharply. 

'4The Romans," Marshall said sar
donically, "ravaged all the known world 
for wild beats to die in their arenas, be-

• 

cause they liked to watch it. This is in 
addition to the slaves and criminals they 
killed. Think back to the time when 
this city was standing. The human 
population of the world was thin then, 
everywhere. Maybe t h e s e  creatures 
thinned it ! So if there weren't enough 
humans to torture in their world and 
period, ·why shouldn't they hunt through 
time for more victims ?" · 

- ·  

Apsley moved quickly to the edge of 
the can1p. He was sick. Then another 
shout came from where men watched th� 
lake. 

"Senores! Senores!" 
The floating t h i n g  w a s  moving 

thro�gh the water. It came matter-of
factly toward the point of the shore 
nearest to the camp . 

. 

v 

HEN it reached the shore it did 
not stop. Without a pause it came onto 
dry land. It was, in effect, an amphibi
ous tractor with a flat, wide deck on 
which to carry a load. It had a small 
cabin forward which seemed to be trans
parent plastic. 

There were two small figures inside, 
elad in metal suits which gleamed with 
an ever-so-faint yellowish tint as they 

stirred� Small, searchlight-like objects 
on top of the cabin moved restlessly, 
wavering back and forth from one group 
of humans to another. 

The peons who had not swum ashore 
rode on the deck. When it stopped, one 
of them spoke tonelessly and the others 
leaped off, helping a groaning comrade 
to the ground. He was the one who had 
been burned on arm and shoulder. 

One human figure remained seated on 
the deck. It was it had been Juan, 
whom Marshall had heard cracking 
jokes as he played some game while on 
guard the first night of the encampment 
in this valley. Now he wore a metal 
cap on his head, from which a wire 
dangled, leading to the cabin. His ex
pression was of an icy tranquillity. It 
was unearthly . 

"Senores," he said in a curiously emo
tionless tone, "los gentiles hombres de 1;a 
maquina desean preguntarles algunas 
cosas.'' 

· 

It was unhuman, that speech. It was 
a message from creatures of the thing 
above the lake, speaking through Juan's 
brain and lips. His brain translated 
thoughts into words as he knew, and 
would translate words back into the 
thoughts the creatures of the time-ma
chine could understand. The transfer 
was possible only because Juan's own in
telligence was not present to interfere. 
His brain had become a living machine. 

Marshall growled. 
"Very well," he said, in Spanish be

cause Juan's brain could handle nothing 
else. "I realize I speak direct to you 
from the time-machine. What do you 
wish to know ?" 

A pause. Juan's face remained emo
tionless. Then, still without intonation, 
he asked questions. How far to the 
place from which the white men had 
come ? How many people there? They 
had metal. How many metals did they 
know ? 

4'Ninety-four elements, of which some 
are metals," Marshall answered. The 
query was to learn the degree of civiliza
tion of the white men, who obviously 
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had advanced beyond the Indians, the 
only men the creatures of the time-ma
chine had known before. 

Another pause. The toneless voice 
again. Why had they come here ? What 
were the legends about the city ? 

"The city is unknown to any men but 
us !" Marshall snapped. .. 

· 

The unhumanly inflected voice went · 
on, using Juan's lips and Juan's voc�bu
lary to ask questions he could never con
ceivably have thought of. How many 
people in other nations ? - In all the 
world ? It took time for the world-popu
lation estimate of two billion human be
ings to reach a phrasing Juan's brain 
could translate. Other questions. 

One of Marshalrs answers implied the 
use of power. So men had power, now ! 
What was its fuel ? 

"The same as yours," M a r s h  a I I  
growled. 

"What metal is broken up ?" Juan's 
voice said, and Marshall . fairly jumped. 

R a metal to be broken up as a fuel 
meant atomic power. Marshall lied, 

deliberately using Juan's limited vocab
ulary to confuse the issue. 

The voice asked coldly whether men 
had found it possible. to stabilize power 
so that it did not require constant atten
tion. Marshall said no. Then came 
questions about weapons ; Marshall de
liberately multiplied the efficiency and 
range of human annaments. He ·sud
denly barked a question of his own. 

"Where do you come from ?" 
The reply was -tonelessly contemptu

ous. "An answer would have no mean� 
ing to you. From another star." 

"And you must wear special suits and 
helmets or die," Marshall rasped out. 
"Why do you stay when even ·our air is 
not fit for your breathing?" 

The question was ignored. There was 
merely a perceptible delay. Then spe
cific inquires on power. How did men 
broadcast their power. With Juan's vo
cabulary, that came out in Spanish : 

"How is power spread through the 
air 1" 

Marshall sweated, and said he was a • 

specialist in another field. The ques
tions changed again. Shrewd questions, 
penetrating questions, utterly without 
any quality of human feeling or emotion 
of any sort. . A calculating, deliberate 
merciless brain formed them, so con
temptuous of humanity that it made no 
atten1pt to forestall speculation of the 
purpose behind such quest of knowledge. 
At the end Marshall threw in another 
query. • 

"Why do you seek men ?" he asked. 
The toneless voice answered with the 

same contemptuous baldness of phras-
• 

1ng. 
"Pleasure. You would not under

stand." 
"I think I would," Marshall said grim

ly. 
44Never," satid the voice, icily. "Our 

race is old as your sun. Emotion is bred 
out of it for intelligence, but emotion is 
pleasure. Your race provides us with 
pleasure. You would not understand 
that." 

"I rather think I do," Marshall said 
savagely. "But you feel only one emo
tion. You would like to know why your 
city, which was great and thriving in 
the time you came from, is now a jungle. 
You have the emotion of curiosity, and 
perhaps of fear !" 

There was no answer. Instead, unin
flected words continued . 

• 

· "We shall take back your possessions 
for study. You will follow to your camp. 
You will load your belongings on this 
vehicl� We shall not take any of you 
with us this time. It would be incon
venient and useless. You are only men.". 

The thing that had come ashore moved 
forward. The small things atop it 
stirred. The jungle before it flared into 
flame. The tractor rolled deliberately 
into a very inferno of its own creation. 
Heat-rays literally b u r n e d  a path 
through dense forest. 

The men were left behind. Apsley 
watched it with scientific detachment. 

"I am puzzled," Apsley said. "Before 
they came, I was scared. Now I'm not 
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1cared any more. What do you make of roughs. Burroughs was furious. Aps
all this, Marshall ?" ley created a diversion by arranging that 

ARSHALL led the way through the 
hacked-through path that would 

lead to the camp without going through 
the roasting heat of the way the tractor 
had blasted. 

4'They use atomic power," he said. 
"It's dangerous, even to them. The gen
erators have to be watched all the time. 
They broadcast their power probably 
on that account. · And they're taking all 
our stuff home to study, to find out how 
much we know. By the way, you notice 
they're wearing garments like diving
suits. Our air doesn't suit them. By 
their color, I suspect its mostly chlorine. 
That would explain why they needed to 
develop so perfect a stainless steel. With 
any moisture at ·an, ordinary iron 
wouldn't last an hour, and it's the most 
plentiful strong metal anywhere. I 
wonder how they held the atmosphere 
in place over their city ? Force-fields ?" 

He led the way. The peons were 
cowed. They followed the white men 
simply because the white men seemed 
to know what to do. Because the white 
men had talked in Spanish with Juan 
who spoke for the things in the object 
over the lake. . Because the white men 
did not seem to ·be scared as the peons 
themselves were . 

.,But that dosn't change the fact that 
things look bad," Apsley said. 

"It changes everything," Marshall 
said sternly. "Look ! We've got to load 
up their tractor or be burned down. It 
won't hold all our stuff. We'll keep out 
grub. Understand 1" 

They came in sight of the camp. The 
tractor waited. Behind it a smoking 
lane of acrid smoke led back to the lake
shore. 

"Confident devils !" Burroughs was in
dignant. '•They didn't even think we 

• • 
m1ght run away !" 

uu seless," Mars;hall answered. "You 
chaps keep them busy watching you 
while I pack up for them." 

Apsley was better at it than Bur-

only one of each article was to be load
ed, to save space. One wheelbarrow, one 
shovel, one tent, one induction-balance. 

Presently Marshall staggered up with 
a huge parcel. He put it in place and 
tied it fast. He arranged the lashings 
which completed the job. He stood back, 
brushing· his· hands grimly. 

Juan, the peon with the metal cap and 
the strange expression on his face, spoke 
again tonelessly. 

�'Bueno pues," Juan said. "We shall 
take this back. And you have curiosity, 
too. You may know about the city. We 
will return with our report. Our race 
will move forward in time, to this age 
which has two billion humans for our 
pleasure. We will build a new city, per
haps here, perhaps elsewhere, removing 
all we wish from the old. And that the 
human race may not be warned of our 
existence between the times of our rul
ing of the earth, we will destroy the 
early city after the new one is built." 

Then Juan who was part of the com
munication-apparatus of the creatures 
in the machine out of time Juan 
stepped down to the· ground, and took the 
metal cap off his head, and instantly -his 
features became utterly vacuous. He 
made grimaces to himself, and little 
bubbling sounds. 

BRUPTL Y the tractor stirred. It 
moved, with its bulky load of pos

sessions from the expedition. The stuff 
had been tied fast. It moved off toward 
the still-smoking lane through the 
jungle. One of the searchlike things 
turned 1:1ntil it was pointed at Juan. He 
exploded in incandescent steam. 

Twenty minutes later, Marshall and 
Apsley and Burroughs stood at the edge 
of the jungle and watched the metal 
cylinder above the lake . 

• 

"They can tell our emotions," Mar-
shall growled, ul knew I was plenty sore, 
so I had you two stay around the tractor 
while I packed up." 

The tractor, floatiDg sQggily, came out 
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of the water attached to cables. It was 
hauled up to the bright cylinder on stilts. 
The two helicopters came back, hovered 
briefly, and were swallowed up. 

The tractor went up and up, swaying, 
and Marshall's hands clenched tightly. 
A great side door opened, and the tractor 
was swung within. The door closed. 

Suddenly there was a throbbing pul
sation in the air and the metal thing 
grew cloudy, and the spindly legs began 
to fold up to its. bulk even as they grew 
unsubstantial. Then the air above the 
lake was empty. Marshall smiled grim
ly. Apsley drew a long breath. 

"I've got a hunch," he said quietly. "I 
was scared before that thing got here. 
Then, suddenly, while we were talking 
to it down ·by the shore, I wasn't scared 

• 

any more. What is it, Marshall ?" . 
"Blast 'em !" Burroughs sputtered. 

"They got some of my notes ! And the 
peons are already loading the mules. 
They're leaving. We can't make them 
stay any longer, Marshall. "  

"That's all right," Marshall said. He 
added sourly, "Mighty superior crea
tures, weren't t�ey ? Didn't bother �o 
take any of us back because we were 
only men. Didn't mind telling us what . 
their plans would be because we're · too 
puny to interfere. They take everything 
they want out of the city and destroy it 
so the human race won't know anything 
about them between the two periods 
when they rule the world. Th� devil 
with' them !" He turned and moved back 
toward the encampment. 

"We're leaving, just the same, and 
staying away," he said .. "We want 
things to worl{ out as they did. If we 
hung around now, while they made those 
casts through time for humans, we 
might mess up the past. But if we stay 
away they'll never come back." 

Apsley followed close behind. 
"I've got a hunch that it's all right," 

he said. "What causes it, Marshall ?" 

ARSHALL g r i n n e d mirthlessly. 
"They didn't take everything out of 

the city before they destroyed it, did 

they ?" he answered. "And the way to 
destroy a city is with a lot of little ex
plosions, not one big one. They didn,t 
take out their works of art, and we saw 
the rust that was their machines. And 
there's this lake that says the city was 
destroyed by an explosion equivalent to 
fifty thousand tons of TNT going off at 
one time ! That would smash whatever 
kept their atmosphere so they could 
breathe, and every one of the race that 
the explosion didn't kill would die of 
breathing the very air we humans thrive 
on. They're dead, every 'one ! They've 
been dead for twenty thousand years !" 

His fists clenched and unclenched. 
"Rotten beasts," he added. "Using 

humans for pleasure ! Making men suf
fer because they enjoyed it ! Cruel 
beasts ! Serves 'em right !, 

"What did you do?" Apsley demanded. 
"They were so certain and confident 

after I'd told them about our guns," 
Marshall said wrathfully. "When I said 
we had atomic power too, they asked if 
it had to be watched. And they broad� 
casted their power. That was -it� Atomic 
power is tricky, and has to be watched. 
So I fixed up something they couldn't 
watch against ! We're only men. They 
weren't afraid of us. So I took all the 
explosive we had and made a booby•trap.,. 
While it was left on the tractor the way 
I piled it, it would be all right. But the 
last thing I did was to pull out a string 
that armed it. When they started to 
unload that tractor, eighty pounds of de
molition explosives was fixed to go off !" 

Apsley stared at Marshall. 
''Why are you so sure ?" he asked. 

. "There was an atomic-power unit in 
the time-machine," Marshall said. "Had 
to be ! They couldn't broadcast power 
through time. So the machine will go 
back to their city, and they'll start un� 
loading what they've taken back, and 
the booby-trap will blow up. In a thing 
the size of that machine it will raise the 
devil. The atomic-power unit in the ma
chine will blow. That will be a darn 
sight bigger explosion. And that will 
set off the atomic-power unit which runs 
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their whole city and keeps their atmos
phere in and does everything else. That'll 
be an explosion equal to fifty or sixty or 
a hundred thousand tons of TNT, and it 
will blow their c_ity to blazes !" 

"Maybe but it m i g h t  not hap
pen . . .  " Apsley said doubtfully. 

"And the answer to that is that it 
did explode !" Marshall waved his hand 
back toward the ruins. ''The city's gone, 
isn't it ? Well, I destroyed that city
twenty thousand years ago !'·' 

They reached the camp. The peons 
were working in a queer, nerve-wracked 
haste, loading the mules with wha� was 
left. If Marshall had tried to stop them, 
they would have run away. Instead, he 
organized them. In a .. half-hour the ex
pedition swung off on the trail that 
would lead back toward the coast. And 
that night Burroughs complained. 

"Hang it t" he said querulously. "I 
know my primitive man, but I still don't 
understand what happened. You're sure 
those creatures will never return ?" 

outwears ordinary twills 
• • • keeps that brand-new look 

I N  L E E  S H I RTS A N D  PA NTS . 

Marshall nodded. 
"But we never even got a glimpse of 

. them," Burroughs said. 4'We don't 
know what they were really like." 

"Personally," said Apsley, "I don't 
even want to know." 

"Blast the luck !" Burroughs snapped. 
"A culture like that we ghould at least 
have tried to work out the real cause 
that doomed it. There was a marvelous 
civilization, and it vanished utterly. 
What happened to all its technics,. its 
knowledge, its sciences ?" 

4'Marshall," Apsley said drily. 
"Let's say that it was us who did it," 

Marshall said. "But nobody'll ever be
lieve us. We happened to it !" 

But in that he was a bit over-gener
ous. It was really Marshall1s show from 
beginning to end. His, and the knife's. 
Only it's four knives now. He has four fine 
stainless steel knives, and he's considered 
a crackpot because he insists they're 
twenty thousand years old. What's more, 
Burroughs and ·l\psley agree. 

Buy the,. 
•e,IHJrGte� or 

ln. mGtched •ete 
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"Mother," the machine repeated hollowly 

... 

. � 

Can a selfish mother tie a machine to her apron strings? 

UT I died,'' he said. was an experimental table. 
His father looked at him without He was in the laboratory. 

speaking. There was no expression on His eyea .. moved back to those of his 
her face. He stood over the bed and. . . . father. He felt so heavy. So stiff. "What 

Or was it the bed ? is it ?" he asked. 
His eyes left his father's face. He And suddenly realized that the sound 

looked down and it wasn't the bed. It of his
· 
voice was different. A man didn't 

108 
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know the actual sound of his voice, they 
said. But when it changed so much, he 
knew. He could tell when it was no 
longer that voice of a man. 

"Peter, " his father spoke at last, "I 
know you'll despise me for what I've 
done. I despise myself already. " 

But Peter wasn't listening. He was 
trying to think. Why was he so heavy ? 
Why couldn't he lift his head ? 

"Bring me a mirror," he said. 
That voice. :,fhat grating, wheezing 
• I 

VOlCe. 
He thought he trembled. 
His father didn't move� 

' 

"Peter, " he said, "I want you to 
understand t'his ·wasn't my idea. It was 
your . . . .  " 

"A mirror. " 
A moment longer his father stood 

looking down at him. Then he turned 
and walked across the dark-tiled floor 
of the -laboratory. 

Peter tried to sit up. At first he 
couldn't. Then the room seemed to move 
and he knew he was sitting but . there 
was no feeling. What was wrong? Why 
didn't he feel anything in his muscles ? 
His eyes looked down. 

His father took a mirror from his 
desk. 

But Peter didn't need it. He had seen 
his hands. 

Metal hands. - . 

Metal arms. Metal shoulders. Metal 
chest. Metal trunk, metal legs, metal 
feet. 

Metal man! 
The idea made him shudder. But the 

metal body was still. It sat there with
out moving. 

His body ? 
He tried to close his eyes.. But ·he 

couldn't. They weren't his eyes. Noth
ing was his. 

Peter was a robot. 

IS father came to him quickly. 
"Peter, I never meant to do this," 

he said in .a flat voice. " I  don't know 
what came over me it was your moth
er." 

"Mother," said the machine hollowly. 
"She said she couldn't live without 

you. You know how devoted she is to 
you." . 

"Devoted," he echoed. 
Peter turned away. He could hear the 

clockwork of himself ticking in a slow, 
precise way. He could hear · the ma
chinery of his body with the tissue of his 
brain. 

"You brought me back," he accused. 
His prain felt mechanical too. The 

shock of finding his body gone and re
placed with this. It numbed his think-
• 

Ing. 
"I'm back," he said, trying to under

stand. "Why ?" 
Peter's father ignored his question. 
He tried to get off the table, tried to 

raise his arms. At nrst they ·hung down, 
motionless. Then, he heard a clicking 
in his shoulders and his arms raised up. 
His small glass eyes saw it and his brain 
knew that his arms were up. · 

Suddenly it swept over him.. All of i't. 
'•But I'm dead !" he cried. ' He did not cry. The voice that spoke 

'his anguish was a soft, rasping voice. 
An unexcited voice. 

"Only your body died," his father said, 
trying to convince himself. 

"But I'm dead !'' Peter screamed. 
Not screamed. The machine spoke in 

a quiet, orderly way. A machine-like 
way. 

It made his mind seethe. 
"Was this her idea ?" he thought and 

was appalled to hear the 1hollow voice of 
the machine echo his thought. 

His fath�r didn't reply, standing 
miserably by the table, his face gaunt 
and lined with weariness. He was think
ing that all the ex1hausting struggle had 
been for nothing. He was wondering, 
half in fright, if toward the end he had 
not been more interested in what he 
was doing than in why. 

He watched the machine walk, clank 
rather, to the window, carrying his 
son's brain in its metal ·case. 

Peter stared out the window. He 
could see the campus. See it? The red 
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glass eyes in the skull could see. The of darkness had enveloped him. 
steel skull that held his brain. The eyes Now he was back again. His body waa 
registered, his brain translated. He had gone. There were no veins to cut, no 
no eyes of his own. heart to crush or stab, no lungs to 

••what day is it ?" he asked. smother. Only his brain, lean and auf-
,. Saturday, March tenfu," he heard fering. But he was back. 

the quiet voice of his father say, "Ten He stood facing the window again. 
o'clock at night. " Looking out over the Fort College cam-

Saturday. A Saturday he'd never pus. Far across he could see the red 
wanted to see. The enraging thought glas·s lenses could see the building 
made him want to whirl and confront where he had taught Sociological Sur
.his father with vicious words. But the · veys. 
big steel frame clicked mec'hanically and ''Is my brain uninjured ?" he asked. 
eased around with a creaking sound. Strange how the feeling seemed to 

''I've been working on it since Mon- abate now. A moment ago he had wanted 
day morning when . . . .  " to scream out of lungs that were no 

"When I killed myself," said the ma- longer there. Now he felt apathetic . 
. chine. ''As far as I can tell," said his father. 

IS father gasped, stared at him 
with dull eyes. He had always been 

so assured, so brittle, so confident. And 
Peter had always hated that assurance. 
Because he had never been assured of 
himself. 

Himself. 
It broug'ht him back. Was this him

self? Was a man only his mind ? How 
often he had claimed that to be so. On 
those quiet evenings after dinner when 
other teachers came over and sat in the 
living room with him and his parents. 
And, w.hile his mother sat by him, 
smiling and proud, 1he would claim that 
a man was his mind and nothing more·. 
Why had she done this to him ? 

He felt that fettered helplessness 
again. The feeling of being trapped. He 
was trapped. In a great, steel-jawed 
snare, this body his father had made. 

He 1had felt the same rigid terror for 
the past six months. The same feeling 
that escape was blocked in every direc
tion. That he would never get away 
from the prison of his life ; that chains 
of daily schedule hung heavy on his 
limbs. Often he wanted to scream. 

He wanted to scream now. Louder 
than �he ever had before. He had chosen 
the only remaining exit and even that 
was blocked. . Monday morning he had 
slashed open his veins and the blanket 

• 

"That's fine," Peter said, the ma
chine said, '•That's just tine." 

.. Peter, I want you to understand this 
wasn't my idea." 

The machine stirred. The voice gears 
rubbed a little and grated but no words 
came. The red eyes shone out the win
dow at the campus. . 

"I promised your mother," bfi father 
said, "I had to, Peter. She was ·hysteri
cal. She . . .  there was no other way!' 

•• And besides, it was a most interest
ing experiment," said the voice_ of the 
machine, his son. 

Silence. 
4'Peter Deartield," said Peter, said the 

turning, twinkling gears in the steel 
throat, "Peter Dearfield is resurrected !" 
He turned to look at his father. He knew 
in 'his mind that a living heart would 
have been beating heavily, but the little 
wheels turned methodically. The hands 
did not tremble, but hung in polished 
muteness at his steel sides. There was 
no heart to beat. And no breath to 
catch, for the body was not alive but a 
machine. 

"Take out my brain," Peter said. 
His fat'her began to put on his veat 1 

his tired fingers buttoned it slowly. 
"You can't leave me like this." 
"Peter, I . . .  I must." 
"For the experiment1" 
"For your mother." 
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"You hate her and you hate me !" 
His father shook his head. 
"Then I'll do it myself, " intoned the 

mac'hine. 
The steel hands reached up. 
"You can't, " said his father, "You 

can't harm yourself/' 
"Damn you ! "  

0 OUTRAGED cry followed. Did 
his father know that, in his mind, 

Peter was screaming ? The sound of his 
voice was mild. It could not enrage. 
Could the well-modulated requests of a 
machine be heeded ? 

The legs moved
.
heavily. The clanking 

body moved toward Doctor Dearfield. He 
raised his eyes. 

"And have you ta:ken out the ability 
to kill ?" asked the machine. 

The old man looked at the machine 
standing. before him. The machine that 
was his only son. 

"No," he said, wearily, "You can kill 
me." 

The machine seemed to falter. Gears . 
struck teeth, reversed themselves. 

"Experiment successful," said the flat 
voice, "You've made your own son into a 
machine." 

His father stood there with a tired 
look on his face. 

"Have I ?" he said. 
Peter turned from his father with a 

clicking of gears not trying to speak, 
and moved over to the wall mirror. 

"Don't you want to see your mother ?" 
asked his father. 

Peter made no answer. He stopped be
fore the mirror and the little glass eyes 
looked at themselves. 

He wanted to tear the brain out of 
its steel container and 1hurl it away. 

No mouth. No nose. A gleaming red 
eye on the right and a gleaming red eye 
on the left. 

A head like a bucket. All with little 
rivets like tiny bumps on his new metal 
skin. 

"And you did all this for her," he said. 
He turned on well-oiled wheels. The 

red eyes did not show the hate behind 

them. "Liar, " said the machine. "You 
did it for yourself for the pleasure of 
experimenting.'' 

If only he could ·rush at his father. If 
only he could stamp and flail his arms 
wildly and scream until the laboratory 
echoed with the screams. 

But how .could he ? His voice went on 
as before. A whisper, a turning of 
oiled w'heels, spinning like gears in a 
clock. 

His brain turned and turned. 
"You thought you'd make her happy, 

didn't you ?" Peter said, "You thought 
she'd run to me and embrace me. You 
thought she'd kiss my soft, warm skin. 
You thought she'd look into my blue 
eyes and tell me how handsome I. . • . " 

"Peter this will do no. . . .  " 
" . . .  how hands-ome I am. Kiss me dn 

the mouth. " 
He stepped toward the old doctor oll 

slow, steel legs. His eyes flickered in 
the fluorescent light of the small labor-
atory. .. 

"Will she kiss my mouth ?" Peter 
asked, "You haven't given me one." 

His father's skin was ashen. His hands 
trembled. 

"You did it for yourself," said the 
machine, "You never cared about her.
or about me. " 

"Your mother is waiting, '' 1his father 
said quietly putting on his coat. 

"I'm not going." 
"Peter, she's waiting." 
The thought made Peter's mind swell 

up in anguish. It ached and throbbed in 
its hard, metal casing. Motilier, mother, 
how can I look at you now ? After what 
I've done. Even though these aren't my 
own eyes, how can I look at you now ? 

"She mustn't see me like this," in-
sisted the machine. 

"She's waiting to see you." 
"No!" 
Not a cry, but a mannerly turning of 

wheels. 
"She wants you Peter. "  
He felt helpless again. Trapped. He 

was back. His mother was waiting for 
him. 
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The legs / moved him. His father hollow laughter. Instead the gears be
opened the door and he went out to his gan to grin and he heard nothing but 
mother. the friction of gnashing teeth. He saw 

• 

his mother try to smile, then fail to con-
HE stood up suddenly from the ceal her look of sick horror. 

bench, one hand clutching her "Peter," she wailed, slumping to the 
throat, the other holding her dark, floor. 
leather handbag. Her eyes were fastened "I'll tear it apart," he heard his father 
on the robot. The color left her cheeks. saying huskily, ul'll destroy it." 

u Peter," she said. Only a whisper. For Peter there was an upsurge of 
He looked at her. At her grey hair, hope. 

her soft skin, the gentle mouth and eyes. But then his mother stopped tremb
The stooped form, the old overcoat she'd ling. She pulled away from her bus
worn so many years because she'd in- band's grip. 
sisted that he take her extra money and I "No," she said and Peter heard the 
buy clothes for himself. · ·granite-like resolve in her voice, the 

He looked at his mother who wanted strength he knew so well. 
him so much she would not let even "I'll be all right in a minute," she said. 
death take him from her. She walked straight toward him, 

" Mother," said the machine, forget- smiling. 
ting for a moment. " It's all right, Peter," she said. 

Then he saw the twitching in her face. •'Am I handsome, Mother ?" he asked. 
And he realized what he was. "Peter, you . . . .  " 

He stood motionless ; her eyes fled to "Don't you want to kiss me, mother?" 
his father standing beside him. And asked �he machine. , 
Peter saw what her eyes said. He saw her throat move. He saw tears 

They said why like this ? on her cheeks. Then she leaned forward. 
He wanted to turn and run. He wanted He could not. feel her lips press against 

to die. When ·'he had killed himself the the cool steel. He only heard it, a slight 
despair ·was a quiet one, a despair of thumping against the metal skin. 
hopelessness. It had not been this brain- "Peter," she said, "Forgive us for 
bursting agony. His life had ebbed away what we've done." 
silently and peacefully. Now he wanted Alf he could think was-
to destroy it in an instant, violently. Can a machine forgive ? 

"Peter," she said. 
But she did not smother him with 

kisse.s. How could she, his brain tor
tured. Would anyone kiss a suit of 
armor? 

How long would she stand there, star
ing at him ? He felt t1he · rage mount
ing in his mind . 

. • , Aren't you satisfied ?" he said. 
But something went wrong inside him 

and his words were jumbled into a me
chanical croaking. He saw his mother's 
lips tremble. Again she · looked at his 
father. Then back at the machine. 
Guiltily. 

"How do you . . .  feel, Peter ?" 
There was no hollow laughter even 

though his brain wanted to send out 

HEY took him out the back doorway 
of the Physical Sciences Center. 

They tried to hustle him to the car. But 
halfway down the walk Peter saw every
thing spin around and there was a stab
bing in his brain as the mass of his 
new body crashed backward on the 
cement. .. 

His mother gasped and looked down 
at him in fright. . 

His father bent over and Peter saw 
his fingers working on the right knee 
joint. His voice was muffled as he 
worked. 

'\ 

"How does your brain feel ?" 
He didn't answer. The red 

glinted. 
eyea 
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" Peter," his father said urgently. 
He didn't answer. He stared at the 

dark trees �hat lined Eleventh Street. 
"You can get up now," his father said. 
"No." 
"Peter, not here." 
"I'm not getting up," the machine 

said. 
"Peter, please," his mother begged. 
"No, I can't, mother, I can't." 
Spoken like a hideous metal monstor. 
"Peter, you can't stay there. " 
The memory of all the years before 

stopped him. He would not get up. 
"Let them find me," he said, "Maybe 

they'll destroy me." 
His fatfu.er looked around with worried 

eyes. And, suddenly, Peter realized that 
no one knew of this but his parents. If 
the board found out, his father would be 
pilloried. He found the idea pleased 
hiEn. . 

But his wired reflexes were too slow 
to stop his father from placing hands on 
his chest and pulling open a small hinged 
door. 

Before he could swing one of his 
clumsy arms, his father flicked his me
chanism and, abruptly, the arm s.topped 
as the connection . between his will .and 
the machinery was broken. 

Doctor Dearfteld pushed a button and 
the robot stood and walked stiffly to the 
car. He followed behind, his frail chest 
laboring for breat'h. He kept thinking 
what a horrible mistake he had made 
to listen to his wife. Why did he always 
let her alter his decisions ? 

Why had he allowed her to control 
their son when he lived ? Why had he 
let .her convince him to bring their son 
back when he had made a last, desperate 
attempt to escape ? 

His robot son sat in the back seat stif
fly. Doctor Dearfield slid into the car 
beside his wife. 

"Now he's perfect," he said, "Now 
you can lead him around as you please. 
A pity 1he wasn't so agreeable in life. 
Almost as pliable, almost as machine
like. But not quite. He didn't do every
thling you wanteq him to., 

HE looked at her husband with sur-
prise, glancing back at the robot as 

if afraid it might hear. It was her son's 
mind. And she had said a man was his 
mind. 

The sweet, unsullied mind of her son ! 
The mind she had always protected and 
.sheltered from the . ugly taint of world
liness. He was her life. She did not 
feel guilty for having him brought back. 
If only he weren't so . . . .  

"Are you satisfied, Ruth ?" asked her 
husband, "Oh, don't worry ; he can't 
hear me." 

But he could. He sat there and lis
tened. Peter's brain heard. 

"You're not answering me, " said Doe
tor Dearfield, starting the motor. 

"I don't want to talk about it." 
"You have to talk about it," he said, 

"What have you planned for him now ? 
You always made it a point to live his 
life before." 

"Stop it, John. "  
"No, you've broken my silence, Ruth. 

I must have been insane to listen to you. 
Insane to let myself get interested in 
such a . . . hid.�ous project. -To · bring 
you back your dead son." 

- , "Is it hideous that I love my son and 
want him with me ?" 

"It's 'hideous that you defy his last 
desire on Earth ! To be dead and free 
of you and at peace at last." 

"Free of me, free of me," she screamed 
angrily, "Am I such a monster?" 

"No," he said quietly, "But, with my 
help, you've certainly made our son a 
monster/' 

She did not speak. Peter saw her lips 
draw into a thin line. 

"What will he do now ?" asked her 
husband, "Go back to his classes ? Teach 
sociology ?" 

"I don't know," she murmured. 
"No, of course you don't. All you ever 

worried about was his being near you." 
Doctor Dearfield turned the corner. 

He started up College Avenue. 
"I  know," he said, "We'll use him for 

an ashtray." 
"John, stop it ! " 
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She slumped forward· and Peter heard Until he had ended them. 
her sobbing. He watched his mother ''He's still my son," he heard hia 
with the red glass eyes of the machine mother saying. 
he lived in. "Is he?" mocked his father. 

"Did you . . .  h-have to make him so "It's still his mind, and a man's mind 
. . .  so . . . .  " is everything." 

"So ugly ?" "What about his body ?" her husband 
''I . . . .  " persisted, "What about his hands ? They 
,.Ruth, I told you what he'd look like. are j ust two pronged claws like hooks. 

You just glossed over my words. All Will you hold his hands as you used to1 
you could th-ink of was getting your Those riveted metal arm-s would you 
claws into him again. "  let him put those arms around you and 

"I  didn't, I didn't," she sobbed. embrace you ?" 
"Did you .ever respect a single one "John, please " 

of his wishes ?" her husband asked. "What will you do with him ? Put 
"Did you ? When he wanted to write, him in a closet ? Hide him when guests 
would you let him ? No ! You scoffed. come ? What will you " 

Be practical, darling, you -said. It's a "I  don't want to talk about it !" 
pretty thought but we must be practical. "You must talk about it ! What about 
Your father will get you a nice position his face ? Can you kiss that face ?" 
with the college." She trembled and, suddenly, her hus ... 

She shook her head silently. band drove the car to the curb and 
4'When he wanted to go to New York stopped it with a j erk. He grabbed her 

to live, would you let him ?  When he shoulder and turned her forcibly around. 
wanted to marry Elizabeth, would you 

u Look at him! Can you kiss that metal 
let h1·m?" L- ? , face ? Is it your son, is tnU�t your son ' 

The angry words of his father faded She could not look. And it waa the as Peter looked out at the dark campua final blow at Peter's brain. He knew on his right. He was thinking, dream. that she had not loved his mind, his ing, of a pretty, dark-haired girl in his personality, his character at all. It was class. Remembering �he d-ay she'd the living person she had doted upon, the spoken to him. Of the walks, the con- bOdy she could direct, the hands she certs, the soft, exciting kisses, the ten- could hold the responses she could con-der, shy caresses. trol. If only he could sob, cry out. "You never loved him," his father 
But ·a - rnachine could not cry and it said cruelly. "You possessed him. you had no heart to break. 

destroyed him." 
"Year after year," his fat1her's voice "Destroyed !" she moaned in anguish. 

fluttered back into hearing, ''Turning And then they both spun around in 
him into a machine even then." horror. Because the machine had said, 

And Peter's mind pic1ured the long, "Yes. Destroyed. " 
elliptical walk around the campus. The His father was staring at him. 
walk he had so many times trud-ged to "I thought . . .  " he said, thinly. 
and from classes, briefcase gripped firm- "I am now, in objective forrn, what I 
ly in his hand. The dark gray hat on his have always been," said the robot. "A 
balding head, balding .at twenty-eight ! wen�controlled machine." 
The heavy overcoat in winter, the gray The throat gears made sound. 
tweed suit in fall and spring. The lined "Mother, take home your little boy," 
seersucker d·uring the hot months when said the machine. 
he taught summer session. . But Doctor Dearfield had already 

Nothing but depressing days fuat turned the car around and was head-
stretched on endlessly. ing back. • 
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..... NO was the first great scientist," Professor Hardy stated, looking 
sternly around his classroom. "For example, take his paradox of 

the frog and the well. As Zeno showed, the frog will never reach the 
top of the well. Each jump is half the previous jump ; a small but very 
real margin always remains for him to travel." 

There was silence, as the afternoon Physics 3-A Class considered 
115 
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Hardy's oracular utterance. Then, in 
the back of the room, a hand slowly went 
up. 

Hardy stared at the hand in disbelief. 
"Well ?" he said. "What is it, Pitner ?" 

"But in Logic we were told the frog 
would reach the top of the well. Pro
fessor Grote said " 

"The frog will not !" 
"Professor Grote says he will." 
Hardy folded his arms. "In this class 

the .frog will never reach the top of the 
. I 

well. I have examined the evidence my-
self. I am satisfied that he will always 
be a small distance away. For example, 
if he jumps " 

The bell rang. 
All the students rose to their feet and 

began to move toward the door. Pro
fessor Hardy stared after them, his sen
tence half-finished. He rubbed his jaw 
with displeasure, frowning at the horde 
of young men and women with their �· 
bright, vacant faces. 

When the last of them had gone, 
Hardy picked up his pipe and went out 
of the room, into the hall. He looked 
up and down. Sure enough, not far off 
was Grote, standing by the drinking 
fountain, wiping his chin. 

"Grote !" Hardy said. "Come here !" 
Professor Grote looked up, blinking. 

"What?" 
"Come here." Hardy strode up to 

him. "How dare you try to teach Zeno ? 
He was a scientist, and as such he's my 
property to teach, not yours. Leave 
Zeno to me !" 

"Zeno was a philosopher." Grote 
stared up indignantly at Hardy. "I 
know what's on your mind. It's that 
paradox about the frog and the well. 
For your information, Hardy, the frog 
will easily get out. You've been mis
leading your students. Logic is on my 
side." 

"Logic, bah ! "  Hardy snorted, his eyes 
blazing. "Old dusty maxims. It's ob
vious that the frog is trapped forever, 
in an eternal prison and can never get 
away !" 

"He will escape." 

"·He will not." 
"Are you gentlemen quite through?" 

a calm voice said. They turned quickly 
around. The Dean was standing quietly 
behind them, smiling gently. "If you 
are through, I wonder if you'd mind 
coming into my office for a moment.'' 
He nodded toward his door. "ij won't 
take too long." 

Grote and Hardy looked at each other. 
"See what you've done ?" Hardy whis
pered, as they filed into the Dean's office. 
"You've ·got us into trouble again." 

"You started it you and your frog !" 
"Sit down, gentlemen." The Dean 

indicated two stiff-backed chairs. "Make 
yourselves comfortable. I'm sorry to 
trouble you when you're so busy, but I 
do wish to speak to you for ·a  moment.', 

He studied them moodily. "May I ask 
what is the nature of your discussion 
this time ?" 

"It's about Zeno," Grote murmured. 
"Zeno ?'' · 
"The paradox about the frog and the 

·��11.'' . 
"I see." The Dean nodded.. "I see. 

The frog and the well. A two-thousand
year-old saw. An· ancient puzzle. And 
you two grown men stand in the hall 
arguing like a " 

"The difficulty," Hardy said, after a 
time, "is that no one has ever performed 
the experiment. _ The paradox is a pure 
abstraction." 

"Then you two are going to be the 
first to lower the frog into his well and 
actually see what happens." 

"But the frog won't jump in con
formity to the conditions of the para
dox." 

"Then you'll have to make him, that's 
all. I'll give you two weeks to�. set up 
control conditions and determine the 
truth of this miserable puzzle. I want 
no more wrangling, month after month. 
I want this settled, once and for all." 

Hardy· and Grote were silent. 
"Well, Grote," Hardy said at last, 

"let's get it started.'' 
"We'll need a net,'' Grote said. 
"A net and a jar." Hardy sighed. 
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·� e might as well be at it as soon as 
possible." 

HE uFrog Chamber," as it got to be 
called, was quite a project. The Uni

versity donated most of the basement to 
them, and Grote and Hardy set to work 
at onee, carrying parts and materials 
downstairs. There wasn't a soul who 
didn't know about it, before long. Most 
of the science majors were on Hardy's 
side ; they formed a Failure Club and de
nounced the frog's efforts. In the phi
losophy and art departments there was 
some agitation for a Success Club, but 
nothing ever came of it. 

Grote and Hardy worked feverishly 
on the project. They were absent from 
their classes more and more of the time, 
as the two weeks wore on. The Cham
ber itself grew and developed; resem
bling more and more a long section of 
sewer pipe running the length of the 
basement. One end of it disappeared 
into a maze of wires and tubes ; at the 
other there was a door. 

One day when Grote went downstairs 
there was Hardy already, peering into 
the tube. 

"See here," Grote said, "we agreed 
to keep �ands off unless both of us were 
present." · 

.. I'm just looking inside. It's dark in 
there." Hardy grinned. ••1 hope the 
frog will be able to see." 

"Well, there's only one way to go." 
Hardy lit his pipe. "What do you 

think of trying out a sample frog ? I'm 
itching to see what happens." 

4'It's too soon." Grote watched nerv
ously as Hardy searched about for his 
jar. "Shouldn't we wait a bit?" 

''Cali't face reality, eh ? Here, give 
me a h·and." 

There was a sudden sound, a scraping 
at the door. They looked up. Pitner 
was standing there, looking curiously 
into the room, at the elongated Frog 
Chamber. 

"What do you want ?" Hardy said. 
''We're very busy." 

"Are you going to try it out ?" Pinter 

came into the room. "What are all the 
coils and relays for ?" 

"It's very simple," Grote said, beam
ing. "Something I worked out myself. 
This end here " · 

"I'll show him," Hardy said. "You'll 
only confuse him. Yes, we were about 
to run the first trial frog. You can stay, 
boy., if you want." He opened the jar 
and took a damp frog from it. HAs you 
can see, the big tube has an entrance 
and an exit. The frog goes in the en
trance. Look inside the tube, boy. Go 
on." 

Pitner peered into the open end of 
the tube. He saw a long black tunnel. 
"What are the lines ?" 

"Measuring lines. Grote, turn it on." 
The machinery came on, humming 

softly. H a r d y  t o o k  the frog and . 
dropped him into the tube. He swung 
the metal door shut and snapped it tight. 
"That's so the frog won't get out again, 
at this end." 

"How big a frog were you expecting?" 
Pitner said. "A full-grown man could 
get into that." 

"Now watch." Hardy turned the gas 
cock up. "This end of the tube is 
warmed. The heat drives the frog up 
the tube. We'll watch through the win
dow." 

They looked into the tube. The frog 
was sitting ·quietly in a little heap, star
ing sadly ahead. 

4'Jump, you stupid frog," Hardy said. 
He turned the gas up. 

"Not so high, you maniac !" Grote 
shouted. "Do you want to stew him ?" 

"Look !'' Pitner cried. "There he 
goes." 

The frog jumped. "Conduction car
ries the heat along the tube bottom," 
Hardy explained. "He has to keep on 
jumping to get away from it. Watch 
him go." 

Suddenly Pitner gave a frightened 
rattle. ''My God, Hardy. The frog has 
shrunk. He's only half as big as he 
was." 

Hardy beamed. "That is the miracle. 
You see, at the far end of the tube there 
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is a force field. The frog is compelled "Suit yourself," Hardy said, grinning. 
to jump toward it by the heat. The He turned off the gas and opened the big 
effect of the field is to reduce animal tis- metal door. 
sue according to its proximity. The frog "Give me the flashlight," Grote said. 
is made smaller the f6rther he goes." Hardy handed him the flashlight and he 

"Why ?" crawled into the tube, grunting. His 
"It's the only way the jumping span voice echoed hollowly. "No tricks, now!' 

of the frog can be reduced. As the frog Hardy watched him disappear. He 
leaps he diminishes in size, and hence bent down and looked into the end of 
each leap is proport1onally reduced. We the tube. Grote was halfway down, 
have arranged it so that the diminution wheezing and struggling. "What's the 

... 

is the same as in Zeno's paradox." matter ?" Hardy said. 
"But where does it all end ?" "Too tight. . . ."  
"That,'' Hardy said, "is the question to "Oh ?" Hardy's grin broadened. He 

which we are devoted. At the far end took his pipe from his mouth and set it 
of the tube there is a photon beam which on the table. "Well, maybe we can do 
the frog would pass through, if he ever · something about that." 
got that far. If he could reach it, he He slammed the metal door shut. He 
would cut off the field." hurried to the other end of the tube and 

"He'll reach it," Grote muttered. snapped the switches. Tubes lit up, re-
"No. He'll get smaller a.nd smaller, lays clicked into place. 

and jump shorter and shorter. To him, Hardy folded his arms. "Start hop
the tube will lengthen more and more, ping, my dear frog," he said. "Hop for 
endlessly. He will never get there." all you're worth." 

They glared at each other. "Don't be He went to the gas cock and turned It 
so sure," Grote said. on. 

Suddenly Pitner gave a cry. "Look !" 

HEY peered through the window into 
the tube. The frog had gone quite a 

distance up. He was almost invisible, 
now, a tiny speck no larger than a fly, 
moving imperceptibly along the tube. He 
became smaller. He was a pin point. 
He disappeared. 

"Gosh," Pitner said. 
"Pitner, go away," Hardy said. He 

rubbed his hands together. "Grote and 
I have things to discuss." 

He locked the door after the boy. 
"All right," Grote said. ''You de

signed this tube. What became of the 
frog?'' 

"Why, he's still hopping, somewhere 
in a sub-atomic world." 

"You're a swindler. Someplace along 
that tube the frog met with misfortune." 

"Well," Hardy said. "If you think 
that, perhaps you should inspect the tube 
personally." 

"I believe I will. I may find a-a trap 
door." 

T WAS very dark. Grote lay for a 
long time without moving. His mind 

was filled with drifting thoughts. What 
was the matter with Hardy! What was 
he up to ? At last he pulled himself onto 
his elbows. His head cracked against 
the roof of the tube. 

• 

It began to get warm. "Hardy !" His 
voice thundered around him, loud and 
panicky. "Open the door.. What's go
ing on ?" 

He tried to turn around in the tube, 
to reach the door, but he couldn't budge. 
There was nothing to do but go forward. 
He began to crawl, muttering under his 
breath. "Just wait, Hardy. You and 
your jokes. I don't see what you expect 
to " 

Suddenly the tube leaped. He fell, his 
chin banging against metal. He blinked. 
The tube had gr9wn ; now there w.as 
more than enough room. And his cloth
ing ! His shirt and pants were like a 
tent around him. 

"Oh, heavens," Grote said in a tiny 
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He voice. He rose to his knees. Laborious
ly, he turned around. He pulled himself 
back through the tube the way he had 
come, toward the metal door. He pushed 
against it, but nothing happened. It 
was now too large for him to force. 

He sat for a long time. When the 
metal floor under him became too warm 
he crawled reluctantly along the tube 
to a cooler place. He curled himself up 
and stared dismally into the darkness. 
44What am I going to do ?" he asked him
self. 

After a time a measure of courage re
turned to him. "I must think logically. 
I 've already entered the force field once, 
therefore I'm reduced in size by one
half. I must be about three feet high·. 
That makes the tube twice as long." . 

He got out the flashlight and some 
pap�r from his immense pocket and did 
some figuring. The flashlight was al
most unmanageable. 

Underneath him the floor became 
warm. Automatically he shifted a little 
up the tube to avoid the heat. "If I stay 
here long enough," he murmured, "I 
might be '' 

The tube leaped again, rushing off in 
all directions. He found himself flound
ering in a sea of rough fabric, choking 
and gasping. At last he struggled freeJ 

"One and a half feet," Grote said, 
staring around him. "I don't dare move 
any more, not at all." 

But when the floor heated under him 
he moved some more. "Three quarters 
of a foot." Sweat broke out on his face. 
44Three quarters of one foot." He looked 
down the tube. Far, far down at the 
end was a spot of light, · the photon 
stream crossing the tube. If he - (�uld 
reach it, if only he could reach it ! 

He meditated over his figures for a 
time. uwell," he said at last, ''I hope 
I'm correct. According to my calcula
tions I should reach the beam of light in 
about nine hours and thirty minutes,· if 
I keep walking steadily." He took a 
deep breath and lifted the flashlight to 
his shoulder. 

"However," he murmured, 441 may be 

rather small by that time. • • ." 
started walking, his chin up. 

ROFESSOR HARDY turned to Pit
ner. 44Tell the class what you saw 

this morning." 
Everyone turned to look. Pitner swal

lowed nervously. uwell, I was down
stairs in the basement. I was asked in 
to see the Frog Chamber. By Professor 
Grote. They were going to start the ex· 
periment." 

HWhat experiment do you refer to?" 
"The Zeno one," he explained nervous

ly. '4The frog. He put the frog in the 
tube and closed the door. And then Pro-. 
fessor Grote turned on the power." 

"What occurred ?" 
"The frog started to hop. ·He got 

smaller.'' 
� 

''He got smaller, you say. And then 
what?" 

"He disappeared." 
Professor Hardy sat back in his chair. 

"The frog did not reach the end of the 
tube, then ?" 

''No."' 
"That's all." There was a murmuring 

from the class. "So you see, the frog 
did not reach the end of the tube, ·as ex
pected by my colleague, Professor Grote. 
He will never reach the end. Alas, we 
shall not see that unfortunate frog 
again." 

There was a general stir. Hardy 
tapped with his pencil. He lit his pipe 
and puffed calmly, leaning back in his 
chair. "This experiment was quite an 
awakener to poor Grote, I'm afraid. He 
1has had a blow of some unusual proper
tion. As you may have noticed, he hasn,t 
appeared for his afternoon classes. Pro
fessor Grote, I understand, has decided 
to go on a long vacation to the moun
tains. Perhaps after he has had time 
to rest and enjoy himself, and to for
get " 

Grote winced. But he kept on walk
ing. ''Don't get frightened," he said to 
himself. 44Keep on." 

The tube jumped again. He staggered. 
The flashlight crashed to the floor and 
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went out. He was alone in an enormous 
cave, an immense void that seemed to 
have no end, no end at all. 

He kept walking. 
After a time he began to get tired 

again. It was not the first time. "A rest 
wouldn't do any harm." He sat down. 
The floor was rough under him, rough 
and uneven. "According to my figures 
it will be more like two days, or so. 
Perhaps a little longer . . . .  " 

He rested, dozing a little. Later on 
he began to walk again. The sudden 
jumping of the tube had ceased to fright
en him ; he had grown accustomed to 
it. Sooner or later he would · reach the 
photon beam and cut through it. The 
force field would go off an-d he would 
resume his normal size. Grote smiled a 
little to himself. Wouldn't Hardy be 
surprised to -

He stubbed his toe and fell, headlong 
into the blackness around him. A deep 
fear ran through him and he began to 
tremble. He stood up, staring '·a round 
him. 

Which way ? 
� 

"My God," he said. He bent down and -
touched the floor under him. Which way ? 
Time passed. He began to walk slowly, 
first one way, then another. He could 
make out nothing, nothing at all. 

Then he was running, hurrying 
through the darkness, this way and that, 
slipping and falling. All at once he 
staggered. The familiar s�nsation : he 
breathed a sobbing sigh of relief. He 
was moving in the right direction ! He 
began to run again, calmly, taking deep 
breaths, his mouth open. Then once 
more the staggering shudder as he 
shrank down another notch ; but he was 
going the right way. He ran on and on. 

And as he ran the floor became rough
er and rougher. Soon he was forced to 
stop, falling over boulders and rocks. 
Hadn't they smoothed the pipe down 1 
What had gone wrong with the sanding, 
the steel wool ··� 

"Of course," he murmured. 14Even 
the surface of a razor blade . . •  if one is 
small . • • .  " 

He walked ahead, feeling his way 
along. There was a dim light over 
everything, rising up from the great 
stones around him, even from his own 
body. What was it ? He looked at his 
hands. They glittered in the darkness. 

"Heat," he said. "Of course. Thanks, 
Hardy." In the half light he leaped 
from stone to stqne. He was running 
across an endless plain of rocks and 
boulders, jumping like a goat, from crag 
to crag. "Or like a frog," he said. He 
jumped on, stopping once in a while for 
breath. How long would it be ? He 
looked at .the size of the great blocks of 
ore piled up around him. Suddenly a 
terror rushed through him. 

"Maybe I shouldn't figure it out," he 
said. He climbed up the side of one 
towering cliff and leaped across to the 
other side. The next gulf was even 
wider. He barely made it, gasping and 
struggling to catch hold. 

He jumped endlessly, again and again. 
He forgot how many times. 

He stood on the edge of a rock and 
leaped. 

Then he was falling, down, down, into 
the cleft, into the dim light. There was 
no bottom. On and on he fell. 

Professor Grote closed his eyes. Peace 
came over him, his tired body relaxed. 

"No more jumping," he said, drifting 
down, down. "A certain law regarding 
falling bodies . . . the smaller the body 
the less the effect of gravity. No won
der bugs fall so lightly . . .  certain char-
acteristics. . . . " -

He closed his eyes and allowed the 
darkness to take him over, at last. 

ND so," Professor Hardy said, "we 
can expect to find that this experi

ment will go down in science as " 
He stopped, frowning. The class was 

staring toward the door. Some of the 
students were smiling, and one began to 
laugh. Hardy turned to see what it was. 

"Shades of Charles Fort," he said. 
A frog came hopping into the room. 
Pitner stood up. "Professor," he said 

excitedly. "This confirms a theory I've 
• 
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worked out. The frog became so re
duced in size that he passed through the 
spaces " 

"What ?" Hardy said. "This is an
other frog. " 

" through the spaces between the 
molecules which form the floor of the 
Frog Chamber. The frog would then 
drift slowly to the floor, since he would 
be proportionally less affected by the law 
of acceleration. And leaving the force 
field, he would regain his original size." 

Pitner beamed down at the frog as 
the frog slowly made his way across the 
room. 

"Really," Professor Hardy began. He 
sat down at his desk weakly. At that 
moment the bell rang, and the students 
began to gather their books and papers 
together. Presently Hardy found him
self alone, staring down at the frog. He 
snook his head. "It can't be," he mur
mured. ,.The world is full of frogs. It 
can't be the same frog." 

A student came up to the desk. "Pro
fessor Hardy. " 

Hardy. looked up. 

"Yes ? What is it ?" 
"There's a man outside in the hall 

wants to see you. He's upset. He has a 
blanket on." 

"All right," Hardy said. He sighed 
and got to his feet. At the door he 
paused, taking a deep breath. Then he 
set his jaw and went out into the hall. 

Grote was standing there, wrapped in 
a red-wool blanket, his face flushed with 
excitement. Hardy glanced at him apolo
getically. 

"We ·still don't know ! "  Grote cried. 
"What ?'' Hardy murmured. "Say, er, 

Grote " 
"We still don't know whether the frog 

would have reached the end of the tube. 
He anp I fell out between the molecules. 

' 

We'll have to find some other way to test 
the paradox. The Chamber's no good." 

"Yes, true," H a r d y  said. ''Say, 
Grote " 

"Let's discuss it later," Grote said. "I 
have to get to my classes. I'll look you 
up this evening." 

And he hurried off down the hall 
clutchina- his blanket. 

the wide white sky asunde•, 
He vanished into the blue ; 
Leaving a sonic roil of thunder 
To lash the vacuum he drew • • • •  

Curved like a shaft of radiant Hght, 
Curved was the stairway he traveled, 
Curved like a curving arrow in flight, 
Curved, as if guide-vanes were raveled. • • • 

. 

Strong was the song . of a airen sun
None saw the ftame·ftaring ember. 

··-

Only the stars ·know the voyage is done ; 
Maybe the stars will remember. 

�by A. Kulik 
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Who would have tbought that the Coney Island ape-man 

could be a genuine Neanderthal 50�000 years of age? 

R. MATILDA SADDLER first saw ' . 
the gnarly man on the evening of 

June 14th, 1956, at Coney Island. The 
spring meeting of the Eastern Section 
of the American Anthrovological As
sociation had broken up, and Dr. Sad
dler had had dinner with two of her 
professional colleagues, Blue of Colum
bia and J effcott of Yale. She mentioned 
that s'he had never visited Coney Island, 
and meant to go there that evening. She 
urged Blue and J effcott to come along, 
but they begged off. 

I 
Watching Dr. Saddler's retreating 

back, Blue of Columbia crackled : "The 
Wild Woman from Wichita. Wonder if . 
she's hunting another husband ?" He 
was a thin man with a small gray beard 
and a who-the-hell-are-you-sir expres-

• SIOD. 
"How many has she had ?" asked Jeff

cott of Yale. 
"Three to date. Don't know why an

thropologists lead the most disorderly 
private lives of any scientists. Must be 
that they study the customs and morala 

122 
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of all these different peoples, and ask 
themselves. 'If the Eskimos can do it 
why can't we ?' I'm old enough to be safe, 
thank God.'' 

"I'm not afraid of her," said Jeffcott. 
He was in his early forties and looked 
like a farmer uneasy in store-clothes. 
"I'm so very thoroughly married.'' 

"Yeah ? Ought to have been at Stan
ford a few years ago, when she was 
there. It wasn't safe to walk across the 
campus, with Tuthill Chasing all the 
females and Saddler all the males.'' 

123 

Dr. Saddler had to fight her way off 
the subway train, as the adolescents who 
infest the platform of the B.M.T.'s Still
well Avenue Station are probably the 
worst-mannered people on earth, pos
sibly excepting the Dobu Islanders of the 
Western Pacific. She didn't muc'h mind. 
She was a tall, strongly-built woman in 
her late thirties, who had been kept in 
trim by the outdoor rigors of her pro
fession. Besides, some of the inane re
marks in Swift's paper on accultura
tion am.ong the Arapaho Indians had 
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gotten her fighting blood up. The curtain dropped. 
Walking down Surf Avenue toward The ape-man was squatting at the 

Brighton Beach, she looked at the con- back of his cage. He dropped his chaint 
cessions without trying them, prefer- got up, and shuffled forward. He 
ring to watch the human types that did grasped two of tlhe bars and shook them. 
and the other human types that took They were appropriately loose and rat
their money. She did try a shooting gal- tied alarmingly. Ungo-Bungo snarled 
lery, but found knocking the owls off at the patrons, showing his even yellow 
their perch with a .22 too easy to be teeth. 
much fun. Long-range work with an Dr.. Saddler stared hard. This was 
army rifle was her idea of shooting. something new in the ape-man line. 

T·he concession next to the shooting Ungo-Bungo was. about five feet three, 
gallery would have been called a side- but · very massive, with enormous 
show if there had been a main show for hunched shoulders. Above and below his 
it to be a side-show to. The usual lurid blue swimming trunks thick, grizzled 
banner proclaimed the uniqueness of the hair covered him from crown to ankle. 
two-headed calf, the bearded woman, His short, stout-muscled anns ended in 
Arachne the spider-girl, and other mar- big hands with thick gnarled fingers. 
vels. The piece de resistance was Ungo- His neck projected slightly forward, so 
Bongo, the ferocious ape-man, cap- from the front he seemed to have but 
tured in the Congo at the cost of twenty- little neck a� all. 

-

seven lives. The picture showed an en- His face well, thought Dr. Saddler, 
ormous Ungo-Bungo squeezing a hapless she knew all the living races of men, 
Negro in each hand, while others sought and all the types of freak brought about 
to throw a net over him. by glandular maladjustment, and none 

Although Dr. Saddler knew perfectly of them had a face like tJhat. Jt was 
well that the ferocious ape-man would deeply lined. The forehead between the 
turn out to be an ordinary Caucasian short scalp-hair and the brows on the 
with false hair on his chest, a streak -of huge super-orbital ridges receded sharp
whimsicality impelled her to go in. Per- ly. The nose, though wide, was not ape
haps, she thought, she could have._ some like ; it was short and hooked. T1he face 
fun with her colleagues about it. ended in a long upper lip and a retreat-

The spieler went through his leather- ing chin, and the yellowish skin appar
lunged harangue. Dr. Saddler guessed e·ntly belonged to Ungo-Bungo. 
from his expression that · his feet ·burt. ; The curtain was whisked up again. 
The tatooed lady didn't interest her, as Dr. Saddler went out with the others, 
her decorations ob·viously had no cui- but paid another dime, and soon was 
tural significance, as they have among back inside. She paid no attention to the 
the Polynesians. · As for the ancient spieler, but got a good position in front 
Mayan, Dr. Saddler thought it in ques- of Ungo-Bungo's cage before the rest of 
tionable taste to exhibit a poor micro- the crowd arrived. 
cephalic idiot that way. Professor Yogi's Ungo-Bungo repeated his perform
legerdemain and fire-eating weren't ance with mechanical precision. Dr. Sad
bad. ler noticed that he limped a little as he 

CURTAIN hung in front of Ungo-
Bungo's cage. At the appropriate 

moment there were growls and the 
sound of a length of chain being slapped 
against a metal plate. The spieler wound 
up on a high note : " . . .  ladies and gen
tlemen, the one and only Ungo-Bungo !" 

came forward to rattle the bars, and 
that the skin under his mat of hair bore 
several big whitish scars. The last joint 
of his left ring-finger was missing. She 
noted certain things about the propor
tions of his shin and thigh, of his fore
arm and upper arm, and his big splay 
feet. 
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Dr. Saddler paid a third dime. An this." He drew his fingers horizontally 
Idea was knocking at her mind some- through space, jerking down sharply to 
where, trying to get in ; either she was indicate the effects of rain. "But as I 
crazy or physical anthropology was hay- said, people don't appreciate what you 
wire or something. But she knew that try to do for 'em. It's not j ust the money ; 
if she did the sensible t'hing, which was I think of myself as an ottist. A creative 
to go home, the idea would plague her ottist. A show like this got to have a 
from now on. balance and proportion, like any other 

After the third performance she spoke ott . . .  " 
to the spieler. "I think your Mr. Ungo- It must have been an hour later when 
Bungo used to be a friend of mine. Could a slow deep voice at the door said, "Did 
you arrange. for me to see him after he somebody want to see me?" 
finishes his act ?" The gnarly man was in the doorway. 

HE SPIELER checked his sarcasm. 
His questioner was so obviously not 

the sort of dame who asks to see guys 
after they finish side-show acts. 

"Oh, him," he said. " Calls himself 
Gaffney Clarence Aloysius GafJ'ney. 
That the guy you· want ?" 

"Why, yes." 
"Guess you can." He looked at his 

watch. "He's got four more turns to do 
before we close. I'll have to ask the 
boss." He popped through a curtain and 
called, "Hey, Morrie !" Then he was 
back. "It's okay. Morrie says you can 
wait in his office. Foist door to the . 
right." ; 

Morrie was stout, bald; and hospit
able. "Sure, sure," he said, waving his 
cigar. "Glad to be of soivice, Miss Sad
dler. Chust a minute while I talk to 
Gaffney's manager." He stuck his head 
out. "Hey, Pappas ! Lady wants to talk 
to your ape-man later. I meant lady. 
Okay." He returned to orate on t'he diffi
culties besetting the freak business. 
"You take this Gaffney, now. He's the 
best damn ape-man in the business ; all 
that hair really grows outa him. And 
the poor guy really has a face like that. 
But do people believe it ? No ! I hear 'em 
going out, saying about how the hajr is 
pasted on, and the whole tlling is a fake. 
It's mortifying." He cocked his head, 
listening. "That rumble wasn't no rolly
eoaster ; it's gonna rain. Hope it's over 
by tomorrow. You wouldn't believe the 
way rain can knock your receipts off. 
If you drew a coive, it would be like 

In street clothes, with the collar of his 
raincoat turned up and his hat brim 
pulled down, he looked more or less hu
man, though the coat fitted his great 
sloping figure with a leather loop near · 
the top end. A small dark man fidgeted 
behind him. 

"Yeah," said Morrie, interrupting his 
lecture. "Clarence, this is Miss Saddler. 
Miss Saddler, this is Mister Gaffney, 
one of our outstanding creative ottists." 

"Pleased to meetcha," said the gnarly 
man. "This is my manager, Mr. Pap
pas." 

Dr. Saddler explained, and said she'd 
like to talk to Mr. Gaffney if she might. 
She was tactful ; you had to be to pry 
into the private affairs of Naga head-

.. 

·hunters, for instance. The gnarly man 
said he'd be glad to have a cup of coffee 
with Miss Saddler ; there was a place 
around the corner that they could reach 
without getting wet. 

As they started out, Pappas followed, 
fidgeting more and more. The gnarly 
man said, "Oh, go home to bed, John. 
DoB't worry about me." He grinned at 
Dr. Saddler. The effect would· have been 
unnerving to anyone but an anthropolo
gist. "Every time he sees me talking to 
anybody, he thihks it's some other man
ager trying to steal me." He spoke 
American, with a suggestion of Irish 
brogue in the lowering of the vowels in 
words like "man'' and "talk.'' "I made 
the lawyer who drew up our contract 
fix it so it can be ended on short notice." 

Pappas departed, still looking sus
picious. The rain bad practically ceased. 
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The gnarly man stepped along smartly used to say that." 
despite his limp. A woman passed with "Mr. Gaffney, I'm a scientist, and rm 
a fox terrier on a leash. The dog sniffed not trying to get anything out of you 
in the direction of the gnarly man, and for my own sake. You can be frank with 
then to all appearances went crazy, me." 
yelping and slavering. The gnarly man There was something remote and im
shifted his grip on the massive stick personal in his stare that gave her a 
and said quietly, "Better hang on to slight spinal chill. "Meaning that you 
him, ma'am." The woman departed has- think I haven't been frank with you so 
tily. "They just don't like me," com- far ?" .. _ 
mented Gaffney. "Dogs, that is." "Yes. When I saw you I decided that 

HEY found a table and ordered their -
coffee. When the gnarly man took off 

his raincoat, Dr. Saddler became aware 
of a strong smell of cheap perfume. He 
got out a pipe with a big knobby bowl. 
It suite� him, just as the walking-stick 
did. Dr. Saddler noticed that the deep 
eyes under the beetling arches were 
light hazel. 

"'\\r ell ?" he said in his rumbling 
drawl. 

She began her questions. 
"My parents were Irish," he an

swered. "But I was born in South 'Bos
ton let's see forty-six years ago. I 
can get you a copy of my birt'h certifi
cate. Clarence Aloysius Gaffney, May 
2, 1910." He s�emed to get some secret 
amusement out of that statement. 

"Were either of your parents of your 
somewhat unusual physical type ?" 

He paused before answering. He al
ways did, it seemed. "Uh-huh. Both of 
'em. Gland, I suppose." 

"Were t'hey both born in Ireland ?" 
"Yep. County Sligo." Again that mys

terious twinkle. 
She pau§ed. "Mr. Gaffney, you 

wouldn't mind having some photographs 
and measurements made, would you ? 
You could use the photographs in your 
business .. " 

JJ 

"Maybe." He took a sip. "Ouch ! Ga-
zooks, that's hot ! " 

"What ?" · 

"I said the coffee's hot." 
"I mean before that." 
The gnarly man looked a little embar

rassed. "Oh, you mean the 'gazooks' ? 
Well, 1 uh · once knew a man who 

there was something extraordinary in 
your background. I still think there is. 
Now, if you think I'm crazy, say so and 
we'll drop the subject. But I want to 
get to the bottom of this.'' 

He took his time about answering. 
"That would depend." There was an
other pause. Then he said, "With your 
connections, do you know any first-class 
surgeons ?" 

"But yes, I know Dunbar." 
"The guy who wears a purple gown 

when he operates ? The guy who wrote 
a book on 'God, Man, and the Uni
verse' ?" 

"Yes. He's a good man, in spite of his 
theatrica] mannerisms. Why ? What 
would you want of him ?'' 

"Not what you're thinking. I'm satis
fied with my uh unusual physical 
type. But I have some old inj _ ... ... "W 
broken bones that didn't knit properly 
-that I want fixed up. He'd have to be 
a good man, though. I have a couple of 
thousand in the bank, but I know the 
sort of fees. those guys charge. If you 
could make the necessary arrange
ments " 

"Why, yes, I'm sure I could. In fact 
I could guarantee it. Then I was right ? 
You'll " She hesitated. 

·"Come clean ? Uh-huh. But remember, 
I can still prove I'm Clarence Aloysiua 
if I have to." 

''Who are you, then ?" 
Again there was a long pause. Then 

the gnarly man _ said, "Might as · well 
tell you. As soon as you repeat any of 
it, you'll have put your profes$ional 
reputation completely in my hands, re
mem·ber." 
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IRST OFF, I wasn't born in Massa
ohusetts. I was born on the upper Rhine, 
near Momenheim, and as nearly as I can 
figure out, about the year fifty thousand 
B. c." 
. Dr. Saddler wondered whether she'd 
stumbled on the biggest thing in anthro
pology or whether this bizarre man was 
making Baron Munchausen look like a 
piker. 

He seemed to guess her thoughts. "I 
oan't prove that, of course. But so long 
as you arrange about that operation, I 
don't eare whether you believe me or 
not." 

''But but how ?" 
"I think the lightning did it. We were 

out trying to drive some bison into a 
pit. Well, this big thunderstorm came 
up, and the bison bolted in the wrong 
direction. So we gave up and tried to 
ftnd shelter. And the next thing I knew 
I was lying on the ground wit'h the rain 
running over me, and the rest of the 

• 

olan standing. around wailing about 
what had they done to get the storm
god sore at them, so he made a bull's-eye 
on one of their best hunters. They'd 
never said that about me before. It's 
funny how . you're never appreciated 
while you're alive. 

''But I was alive, all right. My nerves 
were pretty well s'hot for a few weeks, 
but otherwise I was all right except for 
some burns on the soles of my feet. I 
don't know just what happened, except 
I was reading a couple of years ago that 
scientists had located the machinery that 
controls the replacement of tissue in the 
medulla oblongata. I think maybe the 
lightning did something to my medulla 
to speed . it up.. Anyway I never got 
any older after that. Physically, that is. 
And except for those broken bones I told 
you about. I was iftlirty-three at the 
time, more or less. We didn't keep track 
of ages. I look older now, because the 
lines in your face are bound to get sort 
of set after a few thousand years, and 
our hair was always gray at the ends." 

"Then you're you mean to say you're 

-you're trying to tell me you're " 
"A Neanderthal man ? Homo neander

thalensis ? That's right . . . .  " 
Matilda Saddler's hotel room was a bit 

crowded, with the gnarly man, the frosty 
Blue, the rustic Jeffcott, n·r. Saddler her
self, and Harold McGannon the his
torian. This McGannon was a small man, 
very neat and pink-skinned. He looked 
more like a New York Central director 
than a professor. Just now his expres
sion was one of fascination. Dr. Saddler 
looked full of pride ; Professor Jeffcott 
looked interested but puzzled ; Dr. Blue 
looked bored. He hadn't wanted to come 
in the first place. The gnarly man, 
stretched out in the most comfortable 
'Chair and puffing his overgrown pipe, 
seemed to be enjoying himself. 

McGannon was asking a question. 
"Well, Mr. Gaffney ? I suppose that's 
your name as much as any." 

"You might say so," said the gnarly 
man. "My original name was something 
like Shining Hawk. But I've gone under 
hundreds of names since then. If you 
register in a hotel as .'Shining Hawk' it's 
apt to attract attention. And I try to 
avoid that." . 

4'Why ?" asked McGannon. 
The gnarly man looked at his audience 

as one might look at wilfully stupid chil
dren. "I don't like trouble. The best way 
to keep out of trouble is not to attract 
attention. That's why I have to pull up 
stakes and move every ten or fifteen 
years. People might get curious as to 
�hy I never got any older." 

"Pathological liar," murmured Blue. 
The words were barely audible, but the 

. gnarly man heard them. 
'•You're entitled to your opiniont Dr. 

Blue," he said affably. "Dr. Saddler's 
doing me a favor, so in return I'm letting 
you all shoot questions at me. And I'm 
answering. I don't give a damn whether 
you believe me or not." 

McGannon hastily threw in another 
question. "How is it that you have a 
birth certificate, as you say you have ?" 

"Oh, I knew a man named Clarence 
Gaffney once. He got killed by an auto
mobile, and I took his name.'' 
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"Was there any reason for picking this 
Irish background ?�' 

"Are you Irish, Dr. McGannon ?" 
"Not enough to matter." 
4'0kay. I didn't want to hurt any feel

ings. It's my best bet. There are real 
Irishmen with upper lips like mine." 

Dr. Saddler broke in. "I meant to ask 
you, Clarence." She put a lot of warmth 
into his name. "There's an argument 
as to whether your people interb·red wifu 
mine, when mine overran Europe at the 
end of the Mousterian. It's been thought 
that the 'old black breed' of the west 
coast of Ireland might have a little 
Neanderthal blood.'' 

LARENCE grinned slightly. "Well, . 
"""""' yes and no. There never was any back 

in the Stone ·Age, as far as I know. But 
those long-lipped Irish are my fault." 

''How?" 
••Believe it or not, in the last fifty 

centuries there have been some women 
of your species that didn't find me too 
repulsive. Usually there were no off
spring. But in the sixteenth century I 
went to Ireland to live. They were burn
ing too many people for witchcraft in 
the rest of Europe to suit me at that 
time. And there was a woman. · The re
sult this time was a flock of hybrids.
cute little devils they were. So the 'old 
black breed' are my descendants." 

••Wha� did happen to your people ?" 
asked McGannon. "Were they killed 
off ?" 

The gnarly man shrugged. "Some of 
them. We weren't at all warlike. But 
then the tall ones, as we called them, 
weren't either. Some of the tribes of 
the tall ones looked on us as legitimate 
prey, but most of them let us severely 
alone. I guess they were almost as scared 
of us as we were of t'hem. Savages as 
primitive as that are really pretty peace
able people. You have· to work so hard, 
and there are so few of you, that there's 
no object in fighting wars. That comes 
later, when you get agriculture and live
stock, so you have something worth 
!tealing. 

• 

"I remember that a hundred yeara 
after the tall ones had come, iftlere were 
still N eandertha1ers living in my part 
of the country. But they died out. I think 
it was that they lost their ambition. The 
tall ones were pretty crude, but they 
were so far ahead of us that our things 
and our customs seemed silly. Finally we 
just stayed around and lived on what 
scraps we could beg from the tall ones' 
camps. You might say we died of an 
inferiority complex. "  

"What happened to you ?" asked Mc-
Gannon. ' 

''Oh, I was a god among my own 
people by then, and naturally I repre
sented them in dealings with the tall 
ones. I got to know the tall ones pretty 
well, and they were willing to put up 
with me after all my own clan were 
dead. Then in a couple of hundred years 
they'd forgotten all about my people, 
and took me for a hunchback or some
thing. I got to be pretty good at flint
working, so I could earn my keep. When 
metal came in I went into that, and final
ly into blacksmithing. If you put all the 
horseshoes I've made in a pile, they'd
well, you'd have a damn big pile of 
horseshoes anyway." . 

•'Did you limp at that time 1" asked 
McGannon. 

"Uh-huh. I busted my leg back in the 
Neolithic. Fell out of a tree, and had to 
set it myself, because there wasn't any
body around. Why ?" 

"Vulcan,'' said McGannon softly. 
, "Vulcan ?" repeated the gnarly man. 
"Wasn't he a Greek god or something?" 

uy es. He was the lame blacksmith of 
the gods." · 

uYou mean you think that maybe 
.. somebody got the idea from me·! That's 
an interesting idea. Little late to check 
up on it, though." 

Blue leaned ... forward, and said crisply, 
''Mr. Gaffney, no real Neanderthal man 
could talk as entertainingly as you do. 
That's shown by the poor development 
of the frontal lobes of the brain, and 
the attachments of the tongue muscle• 
which they had." · 
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HE GNARLY MAN shrugged again. ney? There're lots of things I'd like to 
"You can believe what you like. My ask you. " 

own clan considered me pretty smart, The gnarly man told him. "I'm free 
and then you're bound to learn some- mornings. My working hours are two to 
thing in fifty thousand years." midnight on weekdays, with a couple of 

Dr. Saddler said, "Tell them about hours off for dinner. Union rules, you 
your teeth, Clarence." know." 

The gnarly man grinned. ''They're ''You mean there's a union for you 
false, of course. My own lasted a long sho\v people ?" 
time, but they still wore out somewhere "Sure. Only they call it a guild. They 
back in the Paleolithic. I grew a third think they're artists, you know." 
set, and they wore out too. So I had to Blue and J effcott watched the gnarly 
invent soup. " man and the !historian walking s'owly 

"'\'lou what ?" It was the usually taci- toward the subway together. Blue said, 
turn Jeffcott. "Poor old Mac ! I always thought he had 

.. 1 had to invent soup to keep alive. sense. Looks like he's swallowed this 
You know, the bark dish-and-hot-stones Gaffney's ravings hook, line, and 
method. My gums got pretty tough after sinker. " · 

a while, but they still weren't much good "I'm not so sure," said Jeffcott, frown
for chewing hard stuff. So after a few ing. "There's something funny about the 
thousand years I got pretty sick of soup business. I'd like to get to the bottom 
and ·mushy food generally. of it." -

When rnetal came in I began experi- "What ?" barked Blue. "Don't tell me 
menting with false teeth. I finally made that you believe his story of being alive 
some pretty good ones. Amber teeth in for fifty 11housand years ? A cave-man 
copper plates. You might say I invented who uses perfume ? Good God !" 
them too. I tried often to sell them, but "N -no,'' said J effcott. "Not the fifty 
they never really caught on until around thousand part. But I don't think it's a 
1750 A.D. I was living in Paris then, and simple case of paranoia or plain lying 
I built up quite a little business before either. And the perfume's quite logical, 
I moved .on/' . if he were telling the truth. "  

He· pulled the handkerchief out of his "Huh?" 
bre�st pocket to wipe his forehe·ad ; Blue "Body odor. Sad.dler told us how dogs 
made a face as the wave of perfume hate him. He'd have a smell different 
reached him. from ours. We're so used to ours that we 

" Well, Mr. Cave-man," snapped Blue don't even know we have · one, unless 
sarcastically, "how do you like our rna- somebody goes without a bath for a 
chine age ?" couple of months. But we might notice 

The gnarly man ignored the tone of his if he didn't disguise it. " 
the question. "It's not bad. Lots of inter- Blue snorted. "You'll be believing him 
esting things happen. The main trouble yourself in a minute. It's an obvious 
is the shirts.'' glandular case, and he's made up this 

"Shirts?" �tory to fit. All that talk about not car-
"Uh-hu'h. Just try to buy a shirt with ing whether we believe him or not is just 

a twenty neck and a twenty-nine sleeve. bluff. Come on, let's get some lunch. Say, 
I have to order 'em special. It's almost did you see the way Saddler looked at 
as bad with hats and shoes. I wear an him every time she said 'Clarence' ? Won
eight and a half hat and a thirteen der what she thinks she's going to do 
shoe." He looked at his watch. ''I've got with him?'' 

· 

to get back to Coney to work." Jeffcott thought. "I can gues·s. And if 
McGannon jumped up. "Where can I he is telling the truth, I think there's 

ret in touch with you again, Mr. Gaff- something in Deuteronomy against it." 
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m life. And before I even got within bow
shot, I fell into one of the Roman's cov

HE GREAT SURGEON made a ered pits. I didn't land on the point of 
point of looking like a great surgeon, the stake, but I fetched up against the 
to pince-nez and Vandyke. He waved side of it and busted my shoulder. There 
the X-ray negatives at the gnarly man, wasn't any help, because the Gauls were 
pointing out this and that. too busy running away from Cae-

.. We'd better take the leg first," he sar's German cavalry to bother about 
said. "Suppose we do that next Tuesday. wounded men . . . .  " 
When you've recovered from that we can The author of "God, Man, and the 
tackle the shoulder." Universe" gazed after his departing pa-

The gnarly man agreed, and shuffled tient. He spoke to his assistant. ''What 
out of the little private hospital to where do you think of him ?" 
McGannon awaited him in his car. The "I think it's so," said the assistant. 
gnarly man described the tentative "I  looked over those X-rays pretty close
schedule of operations, and mentioned ly. That skeleton never belonged to a 
that he had made arrang�ments to quit human being." 
his job at the last minute. "Those two �·Hmm, hmm,'' said Dunbar. "That's 
are the main thing," he said. �'I'd like _ rig'ht, .he wouldn't be human, would he ? 
to try professional wrestling again some . Hnun. You know, if anything happened 
day, and I can't unless I get this shoul- to bin1 ." 
der fixed �o I can raise my left arm over The assistant grinned understanding-
m�

. 
head. . ?" ly. "Of cours� theJe's the S.P.C.A." 
What happened to - It .  asked Me- "We needn't worry aQout them. 

Gannon. . . Hmm." He thought, "Youtve ·\Jee;n slip-
. Th�

. 
gnarly man closed his �yes, th.mk- ping : nothing big in the · · . . . for a 1ng. Le� me see . .  I get things mt�ed year. But if you published a cOiil*te up sometimes. People do when . t'hey. re anatomical description of a Neanderthal 

only �f!Y �ears old, so you can Imagine man or if you found out why his me
what It s ltke for me. dulla functions the way it does hmm-

"ln Forty-two B.C. I was living with of course it would have to be managed 
the Bituriges in Gaul. You remember properly. . . . 
that Caesar shut up Werkingh�torich
V ercingetorix to you in Alesia, and the 
confederacy raised an army of relief un
der Caswallon.', 

"Caswallon ?" 
The gnarly man laughed shortly. "I 

meant Wercaswallon. Caswallon was a 
Briton, wasn't he- ? I'm always getting 
those two mixed up. 

"Anyhow, I got drafted. That's all you 
can call it ; I didn't want to go. It wasn't 
exactly my war. But they wanted me 
because I could pull twice as heavy a 
bow as anybody else. 

''When the final attack on Caesar's 
ring of fortifications came, they sent me 
forward with some other archers to pro
vide a covering fire for their infantry. 
At least that was the plan. Actually I 
never saw such a hopeless muddle in my 

ET'S have lunch at the Natural His
- tory Museum," said McGannon. 

"Some of the people there ought to know 
you." 

"Okay," drawled the gnarly man. "On
ly I've still got to get back to Coney 
afterward. This is my last day. Tomor
I .. ow Pappas and I are going up to see 
our lawyer about ending our . contract. 
It's a dirty trick on poor old John, but 
I warned him at the start that this might 
happen." 

"I suppose we can come up to inter
view you while you're convalescing? 
Fine. Have you ever been to the Museum, 
by the way ?" 

"Sure," said the gnarly man. ••I get 
around." 

"What did you ah think of their 
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1tutf in the Hall of the Age of Man ?" 
"Pretty good. There's a little mistake 

in one of those big wall paintings. The 
second horn on the woolly rhinoceros 
ought to slant forward more. I thought 
about writing them a letter. But you 
know �how it is. They say 'Were you 
there ?' and I say 'lJh-huh' and they 
say 'Another nut.' " 

''How about the pictures and busts of 
Paleolithic men ?" 

"Pretty good. But they have some 
funny ideas. They always show us with 
skins wrapped around our middles. In 
summer we didn't wear skins, and in 
wi�ter we hung them around our shoul
ders Where they'd do some good� 

''And then tftley show those tall ones 
that you call Cro-Magnon rnen clean
shaven. As I remember they all had 
whis·kers. What would they shave with ?" 

"-l think." said McGannon. "that they 
JeaW··the beards off the busts to ah
show the shape of the chins. With the 
beards they'd all look too much alike. " 

••Is that the reason ? They might say 
so on the labels." The gnarly man 
rubbed his own chin. such as it was. "I 
wish beards would come back into style. 
I look much more human with a beard. 
I got along fine in ·the sixteenth cen
tury when everybody had whiskers. 

"That's one of the ways I remember 
when things happened, by the ,haircuts 
and whiskers that people had. I remem
ber when a wagon I was driving in Milan 
lost a wheel and spilled flour bags from 
hell to breakfast. That must have been 
in the sixteenth century, before I went 
to Ireland, because I remember that most 
of the men in the crowd that collected 
had beards. Now wait a. minute may
be that was the fourteenth century. 
There were a lot of beards then too." 

"Why, why didn't you keep a diary ?" 
asked McGannon with a groan of exas
peration. 

The gnarly man shrugged characteris
tically. "And pack around six trunks full 
of paper every time I moved ? No, 
thanks." 

• 

" ·- ah don't suppose you could give 

me the real story of Richard III and 
the princes in the Tower ?" 

'4Why should I ?  I was just a poor 
blacksmith or farmer or something most 
of the time. I didn't go around with the 
big-shots. I gave up all my ideas of 
ambition a long time before that. I had 
to, being so different from other people. 
As far as I can remember, the only real 
king I ever got a good look at was Charle-
magne, when he made a speech in Paris 
one day. He was just a big tall man 
with Santa Claus w'hiskers and a 
squeaky voice.'' 

IV 

EXT MORNING McGannon and the 
gnarly man had a session with Svedberg 
at the Museum, after which McGannon 
drove Gaffney around to the lawyer's 
office, on the third floor of a seedy old 
office building in the West Fifties. 

James Robinette looked something 
like a movie actor and something like a 
chipmunk. He glanced at his \Vatch and 
said to McGannon, "This won't take 
long. If you'd like to stick around I'd be 
glad to have lunch with you." The fact 
was that he was feeling · just a trifle 
queasy about being left with this damn 
queer client, this circus freak or what
ever he was. 

When the business had been com
pleted, and the gnarly mal\ -had gone 
off with his manager to wind· up his 
affairs at Coney, Robinette said, "Whew ! 
I thought he was a halfwit, from his 
looks but there was nothing half-witted 
about the way he went over those 
clauses. You'd have thought the damn 
contract \Vas for building a subway sys
tem. What is he, anyhow ?" 

McGannon told him what ihe knew. 
The lawyer's eyebrow went up. "Do 

you believe his yarn ?" 
"I do. So does Saddler. So does Sved

berg up at the Museum. They're both 
topnotche-rs in their respective fields. 
Saddler and I have interviewed him, and 
Svedberg'_s examined him physically . 
But it's just o.ninion. Fred Blue still 
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swea'rs it's a hoax or a case of some 
sort of dementia. And we can't prove 
anything." 

"Why not ?" 
"Well ah how are you going to 

prove that he was or was nof alive a 
hundred years ago ? Take one case : 
Clarence says he ran a sawmill in Fair
banks, Alaska, in Nineteen-six and -sev
en, under the name of Michael Shawn. 
How are you going to find out whether 
there was a sawmill operator in Fair
banks at that time ? And if you did 
stumble on a record of a Michael Shawn, 
how would you know whether he and 
Clarence were the same ? There's not 
a chance in a thousand that there'd be 
a photograph or a detailed description 
you could check with. And you'd have 
an awful time trying to find anybody 
who remembered him at this late date. 

"Then, Svedberg poked around Clar
ence's face, and said that no human be
ing ever had a pair of zygomatic arches 
like that. But when I told Blue that, he 
offered to produce photographs of a hu
man skull that did. I know w'hat'll hap
pen : Blue will say that the arches are 
practically the same, and Svedberg will 
say that they.'re obviously different. So 
there we'll be." 

, 

Robinette mused, "He does seem 
damned intelligent for an ape-man." 

"He's not an ape-man, really. The 
Neanderthal race was a separate branch 
of the hunian stock ; they were more 
primitive in some ways and more ad
vanced in others than we are. Clarence 
may be slow, but he usually grinds out 
the right answer. I imagine that he was 
-ah brilliant, for one of his kind, to 
begin with. And he's had the benefit of 
so much experience. He knows us ! he 
sees through us arid our motives."  The 
little pink man pu·ckered up his forehead. 
"I  do hope nothing happens to !him. He's 
carrying around a lot of priceless infor
mation in that big head of his. Simply 
priceless. Not much about war and pol
itics ; he kept clear of those as a matter 
of self-preservation. But little things, 
about how people lived and how they 

. 

thought thousands of years ago. He geta 
his periods mixed up sometimes, but he 
gets them straightened out if you give 
him time. 

"I'll have to get hold of Pell, the lin
guist. Clarence knows dozens of ancient 
languages, such as Gothic and Gaulish. 
I was able to check him on some of them, 
like vulgar Latin ; that was one of the 
things that convinced me. And there are 
archeologists and psychologists . . . 

"If only something doesn't �appen to 
scare him off. We'd never find him. I 
don't know. Between a man-crazy fe
male scientist and a publicity-mad sur
geon I wonder how it'll work out. " 

HE GNARLY MAN innocently en
tered the waiting-room of Dunbar'.s 

hospital. He spotted the most comfort
able chair, and settled luxuriously into it. 

Dunbar stood before him. His keen 
eyes gleamed witll anticipation behind 
their pince-nez. "There'll be a wait of 
about .half an hour', Mr. Gaffney," he 
said. "We're all tied up now, you know. 
I'll send Mahler in ; he'll see that you 
have anything . YOU want." Dunbar-a 
eyes ran lovingly over the gnarly man's 
stumpy frame. What fascinating secrets 
mightn't he discover once he got inside 
•t' •' 1 . : . 

Mahler appeared, a 1healthy looking 
youngster. Was there anything Mr. 
Gaffney would like ? The gnarly man 
paused as usual to let his massive mental 
machinery grind. A vagrant impulse 
moved him to ask to see the instruments 
that were to be used on him. 

Mahler had his orders, but this seemed 
a 1harmless enough request. He went and 
returned with a tray full of gleaming 
steel. "You see, " · he said. "These are 
called scalpels . . .  " 

' 

Presently the gnarly man asked, 
"What's this ?" He picked up a peculiar 
looking instrument. · 

"Oh, that's the boss's own invention. 
For getting at the mid-brain. " 

"Mid-brain ? What's that doing 
here ?'' 

"Why, that's for getting at your� 
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That must be there by mistake " 
Little lines tightened around the 

queer hazel eyes. "Yeah ?" He remem
bered the look Dunbar had given him, 
and Dunbar's general reputation. "Say, 
could I use your phone a minute ?" 

''Why I suppose. What do you want . .. 

to phone for ?" 
••1 want to call my lawyer. Any ob-

jections?" , 
''No, of course not. But there isn't any 

phone here." 
"What do you call that ?" The gnarly 

man rose and walked toward the instru
ment in plain sight on the table. But 
Mahler was there before him, standing 
in front of it. 

· "This one doesn't work. It's being 
fixed�" 

"Can't I try it ?" 
"No, not till it's fixed. It doesn't work, 

I tell you." 
The gnarly man studied the young 

physician for a few seconds. "Okay. I'll 
find one that does." He started for the 
door. 

••Hey, you can't go o�t now ! "  cried 
Mahler. 

"Can't I ?  Just watch me ! "  
"Hey !" It was a full-throated yell. 

Like magic more men in white coats ap
peared. Behind them was the great 
surgeon. •'Be reasonable, Mr. Gaffney," 
he said. "There's no reason why you 
should go out now, you know. We'll be 
ready for you in a little while. " 

"Any reason why I shouldn't ?" The 
gnarly man's big face swung on his 
thick neck, and his hazel eyes swiveled. 
All the exits were blocked . .. I'm going." 

"Grab him ! "  said Dunbar. 
The white coats moved. The gnarly 

man got his hands on the back of a 
chair. The chair whirled, and became a ' 
dissolving blur as the men closed on 
him. Pieces of chair flew about the 
room, to fall wit'h the dry sharp pin.k of 
short lengths of wood. When the gnarly 
man stopped swinging, having only a 
short piece of the chair-back left in each 
:fist, one assistant was out cold. Another 
leaned whitely against the wall and 

nursed a broken arm. 
"Go on ! '' shouted Dunbar when he 

could make himself �heard. The white 
wave closed over the gnarly man, then 
broke. The gnarly man was on his feet, 
and held Mahler by the ankles. He 
sp.read his feet and swung the shrieking 
Mahler like a club, clearing the way to 
the door. He turned, whirled Mahler 
around his head like a hammer-thrower, 
and let the now mercifully unconscious 
body fly. His assailants went down in a 
yammering tangle. 

One was still up. Under Dunbar's 
urging he sprang after the gnarly man. 
Th� latter had gotten his stick out of 
the umbrella-stand in the vestibule. The 
knobby upper end went shoowh past the 
assistant's nose. The assistant jumped 
back and fell over one of the casualties. 
The front door slammed, and there was 
a deep roar of "Taxi ! " . 

"Come on !" shrieked Dunbar. ••Get , 
the ambulance out !"  

AMES ROBINETTE . sat in his of-. 
fice thinking the thoughts that law-

yers do in moments of relaxation. He 
wondered about that damn queer client, 
that circus freak or whatever he was, 
who had been in a couple of days before 
with his manager. 

There was a pounding of large feet in 
the corridor, a startled protest from 
Miss Spevak in the outer office, and the 
strange customer was before Robin
ette's desk, breathing hard. 

4'I'm Gaffney," he growled between 
gasps. "Remember me ? I think they 
followed me down here. They'll be up 
any minute. I want your help." 

''They ? Who's thl!y ?" Robinette 
winced at . the impact of the damned 
perfume. 

· 

The gnarly man launched into his 
misfortunes. He was going well when 
there were more protests from Miss 
Spevak, and Dr. Dunbar and four as
sistants burst into the office. 

,.He's ours !" said Dunbar, his glasses 
agleam. 

'•He's an ape-man," said the assistant 
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with the black eye. 
"He's a dangerous lunatic," said the 

assistant with the cut lip. 
"We've come to take him away," said 

the assistant with the torn pants. 
The gnarly man spread his feet and 

gripped his ·stick like a baseball bat. 
Robinette opened a desk drawer and 

got out a large pistol. "One move to
ward him and I'll use this. The use of 
extreme violence is justified to prevent 
cormnission of a felony to wit, kidnap
ing." 

The five men backed up a little. Dun
bar said, "This isn't kidnaping. You can 
only kidnap a person, you know. He 
isn't a human being, and I can prove it." 

The assistant with the black eye 
snickered. "If he wants protection, he 
better see a game-warden instead of a 
lawyer." 

"That's what you think," said Robin
ette. "You aren't a lawyer. According 
to the law he's 1human. Even corpora-. 
tions, idiots, and unborn children are 
legally persons, and he's a damn sight 
more human than they are." 

"Then he's a dangerous lunatic," said 
Dunbar. 

"Yeah ? Where's your commitment 
order? The only persons who can apply 
for one are close relatives, and public 
officials charged with t'he maintenance 
of order. You're neither." 

Dunbar continued stubbornly. "He 
ran amuck in my hospital and nearly 
killed a couple of my men. I guess that 
gives us some rights." 

"Sure," said Robinette. "You can 
step down to the nearest station and 
swear out a warrant." He turned to the 
gnarly man. "Shall we slap a civil suit 
on 'em, Gaffney ?" 

"I'm all right," said Gaffney, his 
speech returning to its normal slowness. 
"I just want to make sure these guys 
don't pester me any more. " 

"Okay. Now listen, Dunbar. One 
hostile move out of you and we'll have a 
warrant out for you for false arrest, as
sault and battery, attempted kidnaping, 
criminal conspiracy, and disorderly con--

duct. We'll throw tihe book at you. And 
there'll be a suit for damages for sundry 
torts to wit, assault, deprivation of 
civil rights, placing in jeopardy of life 
and limb, menace, and a few more I ntay 
think of later." 

"You'll never make t'hat stick,'' 
snarled Dunbar. "We have all the wit
nesses." 

"Yeah ? And wouldn't the great Evan 
Dunbar look sweet defending such ac
tions ? Some of the ladies who gush over 
your books might suspect that maybe 
you weren't such a damn knight in shin
ing armor. We can make a prize monkey 
of you, and you know it." 

"You're destroying the posEJibility of 
a great scientific discovery, you know, 
Robinette." 

.,To hell with that. My duty is to pro
tect my client. Now beat it, all of you, 
before I call a cep." His left hand moved 
suggestively to the telephone. 

Dunbar grasped at a last straw. 
"Hmm. Have you got a permit for that 
gun ?" 

"Damn right. Want to see it?" 
Dunbar sigh.ed. "Never mind. You 

would have." His greatest , o
.
pportunity 

for fame was slipping out of his fingers. 
He went toward the door. 

The gnarly man spoke up. "If you 
don't ·mind, Dr. Dunbar. I left my hat 
at your place. I wiSh you'd send it to 
Mr. Robinette here. I have a hard time 
getting hats to fit me. " 

Dunbar looked at him silently and left 
with his cohorts. 

v 

HE GNARLY MAN was giving the 
lawyer further details when . the teJe .. 
phone rang. Robinette answered : "Yes 
. . . Saddler ? Yes, he's here . . . Your 
Dr. Dunbar was going to murder him so 
he could dissect him . . . Okay. " He 
furned to the gnarly man. "Your friend 
Dr. Saddler is looking for you. She's on 
her way up here." 

"Herakles ! "  said Gaffney. "I'm go
ing." 
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"Don't you want to see her ? She was 
phoning from around the corner. If you 
go out now you'll run into her. How did 
she know where to call ?" 

"I gave her your number. I suppose 
she called the 'hospital and my boarding 
house, and tried you as a last resort. 
This door goes into the hall, doesn't it ? 
WeiJ, when she comes in the regular 
door I'm going out this one. And I don't 
w�nt you saying where I've gone. Nice 
to have known you, Mr. Robinette. "  

f'Why ? What's the matter ? You're 
not going to run out now, are you ? Dun
bar's harmless, and you've got friends. 
I'm your friend." 

''You're durn tootin' I'm gonna run 
out. There's too much trouble. I've kept 
alive all these centuries by staying away 
from trouble. I let down my guard with 
Dr. Saddler, and went to the surgeon 
she recommended. First he plots to take 
me apart to see what makes me tick. If 
that brain-instrument hadn't made me 
suspicious I'd have been on my way to 
the alcohol jars by now. Then there's a 
fight, and it's just pure luck I didn't kill 
a couple of those internes or whatever 
they are and get sent up for manslaugh
ter. Now Matilda's after me with a more 
than friendly interest. I know what it 
means when a woman looks at you that 
way and calls you 'dear.' I wouldn't 
mind if she•weren't a prominent person 
of the kind that's always in some sort of 
garboil. That would mean more trouble 
sooner or later. You don't suppose I like 
trouble, do you ?" 

"But look here, Gaffney, you're get
ting steamed up over a lot of damn '' 

-�ssst!'' The gnarly man took his stick 
and tiptoed over to the private entrance. 
As Dr. Saddler's clear voice sounded in 
the outer office, he sneaked out. He was 
closing the door behind him when the 
aeientist entered the inner office. 

Matilda Saddler was· a quick thinker. 
Robinette hardly had time to open his . 

mouth when she flung herself at and 
through the private door with a cry of 
"Clarence !" 

Robinette he3rd the clatter of feet on 
the stairs. Neither the pursued nor the 
pursuer had waited for the creaky eleva
tor. Looking out the window he saw 
Gaffney leap into a taxi. Matilda Sad
dler sprinted after the cab, calling 
"Clarence ! Come back !" But the traffic 
was light and the chase correspondingly 
hopeless. 

HEY DID HEAR from the gnarly 
man once more. Three months later 

Robinette got a letter whose envelope 
contained, to his vast astonishment, ten 
ten-dollar bills. T·he single sheet was 
typed even to the signature. 

Dear Mr. Robinette : 
I do not know what your regular fees are, 

but I hope that the enclosed will cover your 
services to me of last July. 

Since leaving New York I have had several 
jobs. I pushed a hack ( as we say) in Chicago, 
and I tried out as pitcher on a bush-league 
baseball team. Once I made a living by knock
ing over rabbits and things with stones, and I 
still throw fairly well. Nor am I bad at swing
ing a club like a baseball bat. But my lameness 
makes me too slow for a baseball career. 

I now have a job whose nature I cannot dia
close because I do not wish to be traced. You 
need pay no attention to the postmark ; I am 
not living in Kansas City, but had a friend 
post this letter there. 

Ambition would be foolish for one in my pe
culiar position. I am satisfied with a job that 
furnishes me with the essentials and allows 
me to go to an occasional moviet and a few 
friends with whom I can drink beer and talk. 

I was sorry to leave New York without say
ing good-by to Dr. Harold McGannon, who 
treated me very nicely. I wish you would ex
plain to him why I had to leave as I did. You 
can get in touch with him through Columbia 
University. 

If Dunbar sent you my hat as I requested, 
please mail it to m�, General Delivery, Kansaa 
City, Mo. My friend will pick it up. There is 
no hat store in this town where I live that can 
fit me. 

With best wishes, I remain, 
Yours sincerely, 

Shining Hawk 
alias Clarence Aloysius Gaffney 

STOLEN CENTURIES hY Otis Adelbert Kline Next Issue ! 
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(Continued from page 6) 

five times the number of chlorophyll tablets 
normally recommended in order to see what 
effect it would have on the breath after eating 
asparagus, which has a characteristic, recog
nizalble odor. The results were decidedly nega
tive. They were equally negative on perspira
tion odors. It is to be hoped, concludes the 
British Medical Journal with characteristic 
understatement, that the wave of credulity con
cerning chlorophyll which has swept the United 
States, will not over,vheln1 too n1any in Britain. 
Hear, hear. 

Of course in science fiction, things are a little 
easier. The author is allowed some poetic li
cense. If chlorophyll won't work he can invent 
something· that will. But the thing which in
trigues us and which we hope you have noticed 
throughout this dithyrambic effusion is that 
our industrial giants are apparently firm be
lievers in science fiction. Works out fine that 
way. 

I.ETTERS FROM OUR READERS 
. 

PROGR.-.ftt.:SS IS WOND .... 
by Ray Thompson 
Dear FSam : Very interesting, that page of 

"News from .. the Science Front." The illos were 
all pretty ·good, with Virgil Finlay, of course, 
leading, with his illo for SHADOW OVER 
MARS. Liked the cover by Schomburg, except 
that it's the old doo of space-suit clad-steely-eyed
hero and dressed-for-the-beach-sweet-young-thing. 
It does get monotonous after a while, doesn't it 
FSam ? 

Getting back to Finlay how does he do it ? I 
have noticed that, in the last few years, his style 
has changed subtly. Even as recently as one year 
ago, his itlos looked somehow, different from those 
he does now. In magazines of 1951, and earlier, 
his illos seem to have more contrast between light 
and darkness, than they do now. They seem richer, 
as it were. His blacks were black and his light 
was light. He is still my top favorite artist, how
ever. Nobody does inside illos better than Virgil 
Finlay. Not even Orban. 

Hmmm . . .  Can't leave without saying anything 
about the letters. . . . 

Bobby Stewart, (the one from Texas) why 
didn't you tell me you had a box number in your 
address ? 

Bob Stewart, {this one is from California ? )  
Yipe, those frantic postcards I keep getting l 

Aside to you, FSam ; MEET ANOTHER 
THWARTED NATURALIST BY TRADE ! 

the Seven Side Etc., from Santa Barbara ? Htrunm 
. . . . guess he's still in circulation then. Bill, 
whyinell don't you ever write to me any more 1 
Been almost a year since I hear from you ! ( FSam, 
I think I've got a bad case of ghosts. You see, 
I've got a small bottle of paste beside mr typer 
that I use to mount Pogo strips [Damn thing's 
almost empty ; gotta get some more, I guess.], 
and the lid on the thing just now unscrewed itself 
and jumped off the bottle� three inches into the 
air, onto the floor. 'S a fact. ) Anyway, Bill if 
you aren't mad at me for some reason which I 
can't fathom, and if your typer isn't in hock, 
please, puh-leese write to me. I'll send you a free 
copy of ECLIPSE if .you will. 

Henry Moskowitz are you talking about the old 
Lefty Feep series that ran in FA during the mid
dle Forties, when you mention Lefty Baker ? Can't 
remember who it was as wrote 'em but I don't 
think it was Craig Browning. . 

Your editorial \Vas entertaining. I can. picture 
it all now, with the prof's plastic balloons over
head. No need of roofs on houses and buildings. 
Boy, couldn't you have fun with a helicopter and a 
pair of field glasses ? With no rain or snow, or 
hail, or sleet, or any of the vagaries of the typical 
meteorological year it is my opinion that life 
would certainly get very dull in the city. · Go to 
work in manufactured sunny weather, come back 
in the same thing. No variety. Sounds like the 
prof is trying to take the fun out of everything. 
And he mentions, (or you mention, that is,) city 
people sojourning in the country, and discdverlng 
the wonders of rain and wind and brooks through 
which one might splash. Inside of one or two 
months some con man or group of con men ( op
portunists, let's call them) are · going to start 
charging admission to the country, so you'll have 
to pay % a credit to go wading in the book:
whoops, I mean brook, and 3 or 4 credits to breathe 
the wind and rain, and a whole Sol to get the 
privilege of being drenched in a rainstorm.--410 
So. 4th St . .  N or/olk. Nebraska. 

Well sure, Finlay's style has changed�a

tured, I'd say but I haven't noticed that he 
was doing n1ore high key stuff lately. Did you 
happen to notice his illos for THE DIPLOIDS 
in SS ? Glad to meet another thwarted na
turalist and gee, thanks for noticing the humor 
in ye editorial on the plastic pillow roof. Wai 
beginning to think everybody out there was 
dead. 

BROADENING THE BASE 
.··by Bill Wonen 
Dear Mr. Mines : Every now and then a horri

ble urge comes over a fan to get his name and 
' views aired in the letter column of a science fiction 

magazine. Since the staples of my stf diet are Who ? Why ME, naturally. 
Still making cracks about Wild Bill Tuning, dra\vn from the Thrilling group of publications, 

136 



L"USMIC' ENCORES. 137 

It faJis to you to bear the brunt of this uncon
trollable onslaught. 

FSM is a good mag. It can't miss with names 
like Leigh Brackett, De Camp. Kuttner and com
pany lined up like a string of diamonds on the 
contents page. But I'm not here to discuss the 
mag. FSM is good . . .  I buy it . . .  I read it. What 
more can I say to warm your editorial heart ? 
· ·. Some time ago, one of your group of mags 
printed a ,Jetter from Tetsu Yano of Japan. I 
wrote this very fine gentleman and we have become 
fast friends. I have sent him some stf and we have 
discussed the stuff off and on (he was quite itn
pressed with The Gods Hate Kansas ) but our 
correspondence has a wider base of discussion 
than this. I have found that stf, as fascinating 
as it is, cannot form a foundation for continuing 
correspondence. It's the same thing as two people 
writing each other back and forth at a furio . .ts 
rate and discussing nothing but petunias. You 
agree ? 

Well, Mr. Mines. I guess this will serve to let 
you know Old Willie is still here. I still read stf 
as regularly as ever, though some of the zip, zoom, 
zow_ie is gone. The delirium is gone ; but the fever 
remains. 314 West Main Street, Sterling, Kansas. 

. i 

You never heard of the Petunia Association 
of America-? Kid, you ain't lived. There are 
people who will talk about nothing but petunias. 
Just try to change the subject and they get 
bored. There · are chapters of the Association 
all over the country. And during transplanting 
season brother, do things hum ! The excite
ment is a little too much for some of the elderly 
members. But I just can't get excited about 
petunias somehow. Even the frilled and ruffled 
varieties. Dalhlias are for me. 

We apologize in advance to the Dahlia Grow
ers Of ·America. And the Clematis Jackn1ani 
enthusiasts. 

. 
Glad to hear you're writing regularly to 

Tetsu Yano. His original letter appeared in 
SS, (I think. Get 'e·m confused myself some-

. times. ) But this was what I'd hoped for ; that 
a man so avid for in.for·mation would attract 
a few letter writers who could answer his ques
tions in detail. Thanks for the support, Bill. 

WATER UNDER THE BRIDGES 

by Hemy Moskowitz 
Mines .

. Dear Sam : Remember your blood pres
lUre, you say. How can I forget it ? Both the 
January and March issues of FSM have been late, 
which is a terrible thing considering that I've 
read both lead novels before. But sdme day you 
might be late with an ish in which there is a 
novel that I haven't read. 

SHADOW OVER MARS An excellent story, 
lf memory serves ; but hardly a "book-length"er. 
Know why Leigh's Mars seems realer ? Because 
ieigh is basically and at heart a poet and a 
dreamer. And it's too bad that so many of us 
look down on dreams and dreamers as we grow 

up. This is maturity ? Hell J 
Of the reprints I've read THE BEST LAID 

SCHEME and BABY FACE, by de Camp and 
Kuttner, respectively. Do I detect a tongue-in
cheek accent in both these fine yarns (You wouldn't 
call 'em stories, would ya ? ) ? But let's not get 
into time paradoxes. I hold that two future men 
fighting in the past wouldn't change history, since 
the past people watching don't know them from 
Adam. Time is only something we've made and 
is therefore relative to our own n1inds. 

Both the new short stories out-shone the old
and against top craftsmen, too. This Slatkin is 
good. Get more from him. And as we know, 
Matheson is no slouch, either. 

The art was very good. I did like the original 
illos for the Brackettale better than these Finlays. 
An overload of symbolism throughout, don't you 
think ? Schomburg's first babe cover was all right, 
but doesn't his style rather remind you of the 
calendar girl type ? 

Several points of interest in CE-but other
wise a dull run. I've been thinking about some 
way in which we might pry loose some original 
art from the Mines mags. A contest is not too 
sound an idea because I well know that Mines 
would . be rather reluctant to part with ·the origin.al 
cover paintings month after month. How many 
times have I heard "We only buy the right to 
reproduce the cover, not the cover. itself ." ? 

But a best letter thingamigbob sounds all right. 
Bill Hamling tried this for a bit but dropped it 
because not enough people were voting, "Just fen." 
Well, what did he expect ? WhQ else but a fan 
would want original cover art ? People read those 
sexy pbs that you can buy for two · bits, but 
would they like the original covers ? Some might 
but most wouldn't. So any kind of thing like the 
preceding would be for fen and by fen mostly. 
But this shouldn't stop non-fen from voting and 
winning if they write a good letter, which is 
something of an art. 

I take opposition to the statement that mags 
vary in material so much that their quality and 
rank change. This has happened a few times, but 
that is an exception to the rule. A good mag will 
stay up because writers..._know that the mag uses 
issue-making material and is willing to pay for 
it and the reader knows that the mag carries good 
material. 

For example, in the last year SS and TWS to 
a lesser degree came up the scale to the place 
where a lot of fen I know wait for each issue with 
more impatience than they used to show for aSF. 

Somewhere along the line I changed ribbons, 
Sam, so I'm safe for a while. And thank you for 
that clarifying answer regarding aSF reprints. 

Who's Conan, the man asks. Who lives out in 
the sticks, out of touch with the world me or you ? 
Sometimes you make me wonder. Advice : Look 
through those piles of books on your desk and 
possibly you'll find a review copy sent by Gnome 
Press of Co,nan books. If you don't have them, 
I might be persuaded to lend you mine. Or you 
can go out and buy the old issues of WT in which 
they first appeared. They'll only · cost you a smatl 
fortune apiece. 

Get here early next time this is ruining my 
chances to have letters printed. Three Bridges, 
N. J. 
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Hank, isn't it time you discovered James 
Branoh Cabell ? Your remark about looking 
down on dreamers and dreams as you grow up 
-·well, this is  what ·Cabell says, that the dream 
is more importa�t than reality because reality 
is nothing n1uch to brag arbout while the dream 
is man's only hope. 

Stop dividing up the 1hody, or bodies, of the 
art work. To avoid being torn to pieces by 
angry fen we've been doling them out to con
ventions where they can be auctioned off. But 
a letter contest ? Wiho wants prize-winning let
ters ? �ank, be reasonable. 

Conan ? I was only kidding. In fact there's 
a book staring me in the face now called "The 

• 

Sword Of Conan." A refugee fron1 Poul 
Anderson. 

Don't get your feet wet, Hank. 
. 

VULCAN'S DOLLAS 
by Terry Carr 

.Dear Sam : Finished the latest FANTASTIC 
STORY MAGAZINE last night. A pretty good 
issue . . .  certainly not the best you've turned out, 
but good nevertheless. Gazing at Schomburg' a 
coyer clicked a relay over in my mind suddenly. 
Back in the days when my only st£-reading was 
comics ( say about 5 years ago) I used to read 
two comics called Startling Comics and Wonder 
Comics, when carried ·very good covers by on\: 
Xela. I was marvelling at how the styles of this 
Xela and Schomburg were alike when . it struck 
me. Sam, what's Alex spelled backwards ? (We 
give up. What is it ? Ed.) 

Leigh B raekett' s novel, while good and worthy 
of reprinting, is certainly not her best . . .  in fact, 
I'd say it was about her worst. I'd read it in the 
original STARTLING printing, and didn't reread 
it here, even though Brackett is still one of my 
favorites . . .  and, up to a few months ago, was 
the favorite. Your reprints of shorter length 
were a good crop, with BABY FACE and HERO 
taking top honors. De Camp's little bit was good 
enough to take third place, and Jacobi's piece takes 
last. It was a good tale, but lacked characteriza
tion and warmth . . .  which was one of the main 
faults with science fiction around its era. The two 
new stories show the difference in content between 
the eras strikingly. Matheson's DEATH SHIP 
has excellent characterization, coupled with ·an 
intriguing idea and an excellent ending. Jacobi 
had an intriguing idea, but it lost its fascination 
because the story didn't seem real. Slotkin�s short
short was worthy of printing, but certainly not 
worthy of shouting about. 

I hear that you're g-oing to drop the circle-type 
cover format, Sam. I'm really sorry to see it go. 
though I can imagine what a headaclie it was to 
the art department to olan a cover that would 
look well inside a circle. This latest Schomburg 
cover is a fine example of what can be done with 
this format. However, I don't think that they 
can come up with as good a layout too often, so 
perhaps it is best that the format be dropped. One 

thing I will request, though, is that whatever the 
new format you leave the type off of the cover 

• • 
patntlng. 

Now maybe you'll allow me a plug or three? 
I'm editing a mag called VULCAN that will 
really be a good mag, I think. I've already got 
quite a few well-known fan writers lined up for 
material, and quite a few good artists on the staff. 
The main thing that we need now is some sub
scribers . . .  say about 50 or 100 of them. Maybe 
some of your readers would like to take a try at 
a fanzine. I'd suggest that they try VULCAN 
. . . or, if  they're more interested in cartoons, try 
NONSENSE. VULCAN sells for 15c, or 4 for 
SOc ; NONSENSE goes for two for a nickel. 

One last plug . . .  all fans arotmd the San Fran
cisco area are invited to join the Golden Gate 
Fuhtrian SocicfJ'. a club composed of science fie- · 
tion and fantasy fans who have informal meetings 
every other Saturday afternoon. For information 
they can contact me. Thanks a lot, Sam. 134 
Cambridge St., San Francisco 12, C�lif. 

You've no idea how much wilt power it took 
to refrain fron1 suggesting you change your 
first nanle to trolley, or cable, considering where 
you live. But we refrained and we're glad. 

That circle format for FSM was interesting, 
but it did have certain disadvantages and on 
the whole it was less picture. So don't feel 
badly about any change. We're still experi
menting and interested in itnprovements. 

SLANGUAGE 
by W. P. Strydom 

Dear Mr. Mines : I ·  have before me the · N ovem
ber, 1952� issue of FANTASTIC that is what 
has inspired me to· this. I have on numerous oc
casions wanted to write to you anent your maga
zines, which I, by the way, consider to be tops in 
the . SF -field, but on each occasion I have taken 
pity on you and closed the tripewriter. What a 
life you have reading (or don't you ) through the 
collected nonsense compiled by a lot of ungrateful 
fans. Or am I asking for a time-bomb by post ? 

To come to the point SLAN. 
I have read about SLAN and read about it 

till now I feel that I definitely MUST have it 
as otherwise my worthless and misspent life is 
sure to be empty of literary pleasure. The letter
columns in the past few issues of your mags have 
been fu11 of SLAN and praise of SLAN. Now 
pulease, Mr. Mines, can you force one of those 
same ungrateful and unkind fans or somebody .to 
send for sale or loan me a copy of SLAN ? 

I am a regular reader of your mags have been 
for years, but some issues seem never to reach 
this happy land of ours. Who knows, some day 
my financial position will improve so much as to 
atlow me to subscribe to all three your mags I 

I won't start off singing the praise of your 
mags you must know yourself that you have set 
and are keeping to a standard of quality that can't 
be beat. 

Thanking you in anticipation for your assistance 
in getting me that copy of SLAN. 1, Naylor 
Road, Southdene, Port Elisabeth, South Africa. 
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Well, of course your life wouldn't be complete 

without a copy of SLAN. Mayhap some kind 
fan will see this frantic plea and offer you one. 
A good place to pick up back numbers is in 
the pages of a fan magazine called the Kaymar
Trader, whose address is 1028 Third Avenue 
South, Moorhead, Minnesota. If you get no 
action, write to them. 

DE CAMP FIRE 
by W. R. Kaufman 
Gentlemen : I read a lot of science-fiction 

magazines and the first thing I do when I get one 
is to see if there is a story by de Camp, which I 
always read first. Just thought you'd like to 
know. 1320 Hartrey Ave., Evanston, Ill. 

Yes, we like to know these things. And we 
bet de Camp likes to know them even more. 

' 

I doubt it . . . because it is GOOD space opera l 
( Right now, I'm talking about SHADOW OVER 
MARS ) .  I can understand now why this. story 
made her famous overnight. ( Now, . it's Leigh 
Brackett) .  But if you print any more of those 
new novels or stories in FSM (The reprints ranked 
highest, the new ones j ust were rank) it will be 
I personally who will pin you to the wall of the 
tjpitorial office with eighteen Martian gnurl-gnifes. 
5o much for that f 

And I'm glad to see covers like Schomburg's 
again, after some of the sickly ones that looked 
like the artist accidentally wiped his sleeve across 
the wet paint. And a story to it ? ! !  The art work 
and color scheme was very good, and the story of 
free fall was fair. That would give the cover on 
a score of four points (one point a bonus if  they're 
not just plain sexy) 1, 1, .5, and .5. And you don't 
often get #3 covers on FSM. So it must have 
been an occasion down at 10 East Fortieth St. Not 
celebrating the voluntary withdrawal of Jerry, are 
you ? 

COMES THE REVOLUTION 
by 'Joe K� 
Dear Sam ; After reading most of Arthur C. 

Cl�rke's book, EXPLORATIONS IN SPACE, 
I have received an idea so startling, the likes of 
which have never been voiced in this column be
fore, I venture to say. The very thought of such 
a thing is sacrilegious to any stf-mag. That is, 
the fact that space travel might never be achieved ! 

And with stories like BABY FACE, BEST 
LAID SCHEME, and WAR OF THE WEEDS, 
the latter two being the best of the shorts, you 
have enough to fill three FSM's. There was only 
one thing to complain about in the March FSM, 

� and that was the letter column. Besides being 
shorter than a stunted flea,' the letters don't seem 
to be quite as interesting as they do in TWS and 
SS. Maybe it's because only "those" type of people 
buy reprint mags. ( Yes, Sam, that's a double
edged sword . . .  I bought one.) 

To elaborate, I for one do not condemn space 
travel. There have been many barriers put forth 
by declaimers of space travel, but many of them 
have been false. Example : it can't happen, be
cause of high acceleration, cosmic rays, the sun's 
pull, etc. These are all negligible. The real prob
lem is the fuel, and if it's never solved, neither-. 
will space travel be given the all clear. 

So get out . of that arm-chair, fen, and stop 
"trusting" in the almighty power of science. For 
unless we get a radical new fuel, with a much 
greater exhaust velocity, or a radical new theory 
o f  propulsion, ( neither of which seems to be near 
in the offing) space travel per se is dead! 

Now outside of putting the damper on a thing 
that could come true with our new multi-step 
rockets, there is a yet funnier side to the horrible 
calamity of being marooned on Earth . . .  we hu
mans have been scoffing at ridiculous things for 
years. We ridiculed the horseless carriage, we 
scoffed at airplanes, we laughed at "submarines." 
But they all came true. 

And the colossal joke of it is that when the first 
stupendou and unbelievable thing next comes 
along, most of us ( including myself) firmly be
lieve and out faith in the powers of science "to 
eventually" triumph over a)l difficulties and attain 
space travel. And then it never happens ! 

The above, Sam, is a perfectly logical argument, 
and it clearly shows what would happen if the 
achievement of space travel v,rere never achieved. 
Frankly, I believe we'll lick the problem yet, but 
some of us are being too over-optimistic. 

Now, if I may sav a few words about the March 
number. Whoopsla ! !  One of the best ish since 
SLAN. Will Hank gri�e about its reprint ? ( 1944) 

Anne Forster : Ever see a kid with a candy-bar ?  
Always thought they gulped them down . . .  same 
thing with me and an $-f story . . . and how does 
one eat a candy-bar twice ? · 

And as scaly and scathy western letters have 
their own terms, podner, so does science fiction, by 
ghu t Sorry the letter was long, Sam, but I couldn't 
draw myself away from the typewriter once I 
started . . . . and ALL the offers I received from 
haggard stf-fanzine editors since you called me an 
author in SS ! !�3 Glenridge Ave.� St. Catharines. 
Ont. 

· -

Joe, you nearly suffered the fate of Gregg 
Calkins, who was incarcerated in the doghouse 
for· bitter, bitter months over getting two let
ters in the same column. Ilowever, we didn't 
want to repeat ourselves and get into a rut. 
We decided to treat you by heaping coals of 

_ shan1e on your head. And now we know that 
we have to watch you with our eagle eye (the 
left one that is ) ,  for the same larceny lurks in 
your heart as in that smooth-talkin' Calkins. 

BUY BY BYE 
by Ray Carmichael 

Dear Sirs : I would like very much to get a 
copy of SLAN by A. E. Van Vogt. However, I 
understand you don't sell back copies of your 
magazine. I thought I'd wTite, though and maybe 
some reader would have a space copy they'd be 
willing to sell. 

I also wrote to find the answer to a question 
that's been troubling me. Is Le,vjs Padgett and 



Henry Ku&.tncr one and the same ? I f
-
so, which

-
is 

the pen na1ne for the other ? 
If by chance Lewis Padgett and Henry Kuttner 

are the same I would also like to buy any story by 
him that was published before A MILLION 
YEARS TO CONQUER was published. I f  they 
aren't the same person I would like to get hold 
of any book with a story by Lewis Padgett in it. 
.Thank you very much. - 508 Woodland, Houston 9, 
Texas. i 

It is the world's worst-kept secret that Henry 
Kuttner and Lewis Padgett are one and the 
same. 

Padgett is the pen name and Kuttner is his 
real name. The latest book we have seen is 
ROBOTS HAVE NO TAILS by Lewis Padg
ett, published by Gnome Press and reviewed 
in STARTLING STORIES for May 1953. 

OOPSLA 

by Gregg Calkins 

Dear Sam : ] ust a short note this time about the 
March issue. Thanks very much for one of the 
finest space operas l"ve ever had the opportunity 
to read. I'll bet a lot of readers are tearing your 
head off about now for printing a novel that came 
out originally less than ten years ago and maybe 
they have a point at that but from my admittedly 
biased viewpoint, I have nothing but thanks. 

My back-issue collection has been suffering quite 
a bit recently what with an extreme case of lack
of-money-itis plaguing me. So, iJ it weren't for 
the reprints in FSM, I'd have to wait quite a 
while before I'd get to read these older stories. 
Then, too, I'd have to wade thru quite a few not
so-good ones to get down to the real classics. FS M 
does it all for me. 

Congratulations are really in order to both your
self and Brackett for "Shadow Over Mars" this 
is the kind of writing I really like to find in science 
fiction, and all too rarely do. The emphasis today 
seems to be on the more intellectual story, and 
although they're fine in their place, I still prefer 
the lighter space opera and semi-fantasy. Heck, 
you know my favorites HELLFLOWER, JOUR
NEY TO BARKUT, TROUBLED STAR and 
the rest. 

Say, I understand Bixl has left you, Sam. That 
right ? Too bad, I'll bet he was quite a kick to 
have around the office. But, say, doesn't that leave 
you with a hole on your editorial staff? U m, you 
know, I always did think I'd make Thrilling Pubs 
a good associate editor. When do you want me to 
start work, Sam ? I'm catching the noon train for 
New York tomorrow, so look for me most any
time. I've got a whole three issues worth of fan-

• • • • 
ztne revtews wntten already, and also some book 
reviews. Then, too, I can do a little bit of layout, 
read manuscripts . . . .  oh, yes, I'm experienced. I 
print my own (ahem) magazine, you know. 

Sam ! Remember your blood pressure I 1429 
Talisman Drive, Salt Lake Cit<J 16, Utah. 

-- . 

RUINS AND RUNES 
by Mu•ll Shrewsbury 

D�ar S!lm : It's against all my policies to buy 
repnnts, tn any way, shape, or form. But just 
because I make a rule, it's no sign that I can't 
break it, and in this case, I'm glad I did. I'm 
speaking about the March ish of your Fantastic 
Story Mag. I've read a lot of Leigh Brackett's 
stories, and I enjoyed SHADOW OVER MAR'S 
more ( or at least as much) as any of them. The 
short stories were up to the usual standard of re
prints, which is awful, but Miss Brackett's novel 
was worth the quarter, and the broken rule. 

And now to the meat of the ish, namely the 
letters. Kisk, kisk, snick, snick ( sound effects, 
sharpening up of claws and fangs ) . Since I haven't 
been reading FSM, I can't comment on the com
ments on the stories, but I'll try and find some
thing to gripe about. Such as, such as, such aw, 
heck� Sam, I can't find anything to gripe about ! 
This will ruin my reputation, positively ruin it. 
(Of course I haven't any rep to ruin, but I can 
dream, can't I ? Can't I Sam ? Please ? )  Any
how and whereverfore ( ? ) ,  I intend to keep on 
buying FSM, if only to see if  SH-ADOW was just 
an �ccident, or whether it will happen again. Hope 
sprtngs eternal, dontcha know ? Box 1296, Ar
ansas Pass. Texas. 

· So one of your missiles finally got printed
and I do mean missiles. You don't write a let
ter, you hurl it. Must really have broken your 
heart not to find anything .to gripe about, huh ? 

DOWNGRADE 
by Ron Ellik 
Shhh, it's coming. It'll be here pretty soon, now. 

There it is. You can see it turning the corner in 
the hall now. Better look out, and not let it touch. 
you when it comes in, just look it over from a dis
tance in the true editorial fashion, and then pull 
out the blue pencil. 

What am I talking about, you want to know ? 
My letter, of course ! That's the way you read all 
of them, isn't it ? Must be, 'cause I doubt that you'd 
print the kind you do if  you took a good, close 
look at them. I f  you did, you'd print something 
more like mine. Maybe even mine. But onto the 
letter ! 

Sorry i f  I insulted you, Sam, but I just couldn't 
think of any other kind of original opening. Okay ? 

If SpS printed reprints, SHADOW OVER 
MARS would be just the thing to �pice up the 
mag. After you printing THE BIG JUM P. which 
I downgraded in another letter, you neat some
thing like SOM. It was a darn good story. Like 
I have said before, I wasn't around when it was 
first printed, but it makes me wish I had been. If 
that's the kind of stuff you printed back then, then 

_ people aren't kidding when they talk about the 
'good old days.' They must have been ! 

BABY FACE was just the touch Startling 
needs right about now. A little good humor is 

Get in line and stop pushing What took you just what the mess I mean mag needs right 
· now. Except for TROUBLED STAR, you had 

so long in getting your application in ? the worst five issues I've ever seen in the last five 
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6.onths. I really enjoyed BABY FACE. This 
Kuttner is quite the up-and-coming young author, 
Isn't he ? Where'd you find him, Mines?  ( Please 
spell Hank's name right if  you print this, Sam. 
I just can't find it right now.) 

Please, oh Almighty Mines. just a little free 
publicity? Huh ? I ·  throw myself hey ! Wait a 
minute, what am I saying ? Correction, please : I 
throw my faned, Larry Balint, 3255 Golden Ave., 
Long Beach 6, California, at your mercy if you 
but print the announcement that Fantasta, the only 
fanzine in Long Beach, needs subscribers. It's 
3@10c. 8@25c, l6(Q250c. & 32@$1.00. We started 
out with one page, no\v have four, and hope by 
ish no. 6 to have six. Regu1ar articles by David A. 
Bates, Bier, and me. ( I  do a fanzine revie\¥ . )  We 
need more paying subscribers than material. but we 
can use that also. Short fact and non-fact arti
cles, poetry, artwork, almost anything but fiction. 
We got \vay too much of that. Thanx. Sam. For
got to mention that it's irregular. 232 Santa Ana, 
Long Beach 3. California. 

Which magazine you \Vriting to ? This al
leged letter was addressed to FANTASTIC, 
but all you talked about was SPACE STOR
IES ·and STARTLING. And look, griping 
about THE BIG JUMP and saying vvhat SpS 
needs is SHADOW OVER MARS will get 
you nowhere, since Leigh Brackett wrote both 
in the welJ-known Brackett style. But you've 
given me an idea, in return for which I give 
you publicity for that ( ugh ) fanmag of yours : 
will dig up a little Kuttner for FSM. Seems 
like Hank wrote a good story or two back when. 

GREASED SKIDS 
by M. Desmond E1nery 
Dear Sam : In answer to your request on the 

last page of the March issue of FSM, I've de
cided to cut the six years to six weeks. 

Herewith, an apology. You may remember that 
in my last letter I hinted that you were slipping 
( more about that later ) and in the next sentence 
offered congratulations. BUT, the congratulations 
should have been the next paragraph. I was try
ing to te11 you that I am glad that you are editor 
of our favorite mags, even i f  I am a bit late. So is 
all forgiven, huh, please ? 

Now, this slipping jusiness. As I said before, I 
don't believe that any mag can be all tbings to all 
men, and, although your set is my favourite, you're 
still .i ust mags. I'd lose my faith in  the per
verseness of man, i f  all your readers wrote in, 
liking (or disliking) every story. It just ain't 
natcheral. Now, take the March FSM,  for exam
ple. The lead novel was excellent. So were a 
coup1e of the short stories. But "Hero'' and "So 
Sorry You Died," or whatever it was, were point
less, and not too well written. At least, so it 
seems to me. Other fans will disagree, I suppose, 
with my judgement, but that's fine with me. To 
each his own. Those two stories illustrate my 
point about slipping (to get back to the subject) 
because there have been an unusual lot of their 
kind lately. I don't happen to,. have any of my 
mags around at the moment or I could point out 
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a few. But, anyway, that's what I was trying � 
say in my last letter. 

A thought just occurred wto me. Since all mags 
seem to be getting some poor stories lately, maybe 
it's me ! Can something be the matter with my 
mind that I can't appreciate St£ any more ? Of 
course, it could be that I'm developing a better 
critical sense that I had before. See you next 
month. 93 Hem lock Street, St. Thomas, Ontario, 
Canada. 

P.S. I'd like very much to hear from other fans, 
any where, any time. I promise to answer aU 
letters in less than six years. 

M. D. E. 

So you're not quite sure whether we're slip
ping or it's you ? Ah, n1e boy, never give an 
editor an opening like that. 'Tis only the charity 
in our souls that makes us turn our back on 
temptation and it isn't often we can resist 
temptation. But actually we don't expect you 
to like every story in an issue. If you did, 
someone else would dislike the·m all. If you 
liked all but two, we did pretty well. 

SOLO 
by Emily T. Hendrickson 

'" 
Dear Mr. Mines : After several years of reading 

science fiction I am finally inspired to write to an 
editor, not by one of the wonderful, fascinating 
ideas in the stories, but by a comment on a title . 

. Anne Forster, in the March issue of Fantastic 
Story Magazine. claims that SEA KINGS OF 
MARS is a trite title and advocates THE -
SWORD OF RHIANNON instead. I don't be-
lieve that Miss Forster has really considered the 
implications behind the oirginal title. For one 
thing it is a paradox : Mars is known as the desert 
planet, thus the use of the word ccsea" in connec
tion with it is startling, to say the least. The main 
idea of the story, implied in the title, of going back 
to the time when Mars was young and vigorous 
is, or was then, completely unusual and thought
provok�!lg. The word "Kings" in the title calls up 
thoughts of absolute power, the belief that abso .. 
lute power corrupts and is eventually rebelled 
against. Thus, to me, at least, SEA KINGS OF 
MARS is an almost perfect title : It attracts atten
ion by a startling paradox, implies an unusual 
acience-fiction concept, and promises an exciting, 
fast-moving· adventure, all of which is wonderfutly 
fulfilled by the story, which happens to be one of 
my favorites. 

I do agree with Miss Forster that THE 
SWORD OF RHIANNON is a good title, but 
it is my opinion that Miss Brackett writes with 
such beauty and vividness that almost any phrase 
could be li fted out of one of her stories to make a 
fascinating title. 

I rate the stories : ( 1 )  Shadow over Mars (2) 
Death Ship ( 3) Hero ( 4) The Best Laid Scheme 
(5)  Too Bad You Died (6) Baby Face (7) The 
War of the Weeds. 

Thanks for listening. 3045 S. Clermont D,., 
Denver 20, Colorado. 

One more point you forgot to mention. There 
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ia a rhythm in the title SEA KINGS OF MARS 
wbich makes it stick indelibly in your ·memory, 
plus an easily grasped allusion, which THE 
SWORD OF RHIANNON does not quite 
have. A good writer writes by ear as much as 
by eye and looks for phrases which can be re
membered audibly. Dialogue is written that 
way, and titles get especial attention. 

THAT COMIC TOUCH 

by Dick Clarkson 

Dear Sam : You warned Hank Moskowitz to 
keep his blood pressure in check, but you said noth .. 
ing of the sort to me ! Therefore. I am a self
appointed Committee of One to ask you whether 
you were only kidding Hank, trying to get his 
dandruff up, .or if  you are really ignorant t If  
Dave Hammond read your answer to Moskowitz's 
letter in your March FSM, I can see him, com
plete with sword and helmet originally belonging 
to his hero, dashing to the station and heading 
with murderous intent in the direction of New -
York. ''Who's Conan ?" Great galloping Ghu's 
green girdle, man I'm faked out. Conan, even to 
a non-fantasy man like me, is well known. He's 
th� top man in fantasy, written about by the one 
and only Robert E. Howard. The greatest, or 
one oi them, characters in all-time fantasy, and 
you never heard of him. Sam. I'm ashamed. Ham
mond will have your head ! 

Y'know, trimmed ed�es would go wetl with 
FS M . Matter of fact. if you trimmed the edges, 
FSM would have damn near my idea of the best 
possible cover-format : it would resemble the pre
war aSF cover setup, which is my o\vn idea of the 
atl-time greatest. ( Hint. ) 

The stories ah. yes, the stories. You could 
take the reprints and set them aside again. . . . they 
were tops in the issue. Neither short could com
pare with them. I'd always wanted to read 
SHADOW OVER MARS, and rd heard a lot 
about it. Liked it a lot. Sam. Thanx muc.hly. 

Since when a Schomburg cover ? Thought the 
man was strictly interior (a  typo could make me 
out to be pretty wiln make sure it stays int and 
not in f ) .  Always diet Hke Schomburg in interiors, 
but on the covers. the color seems to take away 
some of the effect. and make it look Hke a comic 
strip. Now. if PO(;O had heen the,.e . . . .  liked 
the cover anyhow a lot. so why am I holJering?  

AJt ri �ht. all ri{J'ht-I'm g-oing. Harvard [ T ni11 . .  
Lionel B- 12, Catn lwidqe. 38. Jtfass. 

We've already answered the insinuations a·hout 
our not knowing Conan hah, no sense of 
humor some people got. Would you be interested 
iit k11owing that Gnome has- just published a I 

new, hitherto unpublished tale called KING 
CONAN ? It was rewritten by Sprague de 
Camp and has an introduction by him. 

Say, \\"here have you been during Schom
burg's cover appearances ? One of the ibest 
eelence-fiction covers of all time was a Schorn-
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What can l do to 

get relief from the severe symp· 
toms of bronchial asthma? 

• 
• Inhale the pleasant 

aromatic fumes from Dr. R. 
Schiffmann's A S T HMADOR 
-available at all drug stores iD 
U.S. and Canada-in powder, 
cigarette or pipe mixture form. 
Use anywhere, anytime-conven
ient, economical. 
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burg j ob the douhle spaceship heading for the 
moon. It appeared on SS for November 1951 • 

And another ·was the space satellite which was 
on TWS in October 1 95 1 .  His space scenes 
have been very favorably con1pared with 
Bonestell. Haven't you heard ? 

PICTURGRAMS 
by Robert Kvanbeck 

Dear Sam : I have one small request to start this 
letter. I only hope it doesn't start a chain re
action resulting in my letter being burned and a 
very nasty one sent in return. 

What goes on with the covers ? In your January 
ish of FSM, you have a good, but gruesome cover. 
Why can't we have the cover (even remotely) iJ .. 

lustrate the lead novel ? It would be a help to the 
understanding of the story, and might get away 
from these "impossible events" chains. Now if the 
Jan. ish had our friend Keith riding across Bifrost 
with Frega, I would have liked it much better. 

YANK AT VALHALLA was good but not 
excellent. The best of the FS M for January was 
THE ETERNAL NOW. There's something to 
rave about. I also thought VIEWPOINT was 
a pretty piece of pen-wiggling. 

Any chance of getting a WSA from you by 
mail ? It seems up here in the North Woods, they 
don't stock extravagances like that. I'd sure like 
to have the '53 edition. Get some oil and loosen 
up those creaky bones of yours. With that happy 
note I leave you.- Box 233. lvevis, 1lfinn. 

Seems like you missed the big hassle over 
whether covers should illustrate stories. There 
are arguments on both sides of the fence, of 
course. But did you ever stop to think that a 
cover which merely illustrates a scene in the 
story doesn't mean very much . to the casual 
beholder who picks up the magazine ? It won't 
mean anything to him until he reads the story. 
Whereas a cover which tells its own story is 
more complete. It has a sort of poster effect 
which needs no further explanation. 

Another factor is the time element. Covers 
which are complete in then1selves can be painted 
at any time, held in reserve. A cover which 
illustrates a story has to be painted to order, 
has to n1ake a deadline. If you've got plenty of 
time you can do it ; if not, you can't. That's 
why you'll find n1ost n1agazines use both types 
of covers. Where they can get stories well in 
advance, take time to work with .the artist, it 
can be done. Where things are short they 
don't. We like to do it \vhen possible and 
you'll see both kinds of covers in our n1ags. 

SMILE WHEN YOU SAY THAT 
by Ted E. White 

Dear Sam : Tho I haven't read any of the stories 
in the April SS, I was touched off to writing this 
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letter by your reply to Art Lay. 
On page 137 you say : "For you. F ANT AS TIC 

STORY MAGAZINE and WONDER STORY 
ANNUAL were born. They reprint the old 
stories." 

This while not a barefaced lie, comes close. 
While Merwin was Editor, they did use oldies, 
such as in the first ish of FSM (then FSQ) Ham
ilton's "Hidden World." This story is a genuine 
old timer. It was published in 1 929, in the first 
issue of SCIENCE WONDER QUARTERLY. 
This story didn't lose readability. Neither did 
Keller's "The Conquerors" and "The Evening 
Star, reprinted in FSM. They first appeared in 
1929/30 in SCIENCE WONDER STORIES. 
There are others which �f erwin reprinted, and 
countless more which still haven't lost their original 
ch�rm. There is no reason to use ( especially as a 
lead novel ) stories as new as 1944-47. An excep
tion is "Stan" which didn't originally appear in a 
Standard Pub. anyway. 

While rm at it, I might bring up the fact that 
you said (in answer to a letter in FSM ) that orig
inal illos couldn't be reprinted. Strange, because 
in early HALL of FA�1E stories in both SS and 
CF, original illos were used. To make sure, I 
checked. Besides, Paul no longer il lustrated for 
you. 

There's a thought for you : Get PAUL l He's 
back now, illoing for Gernsback's . "S-F PLUS." 
I hear he has a cover coming up on the third 
ish. If you could only get Paul . . . . .  oh well, 
I can dream. 

There is  one source of  reprints which neither 
(to my knowledge ) you nor Merwin used, that 
being : SCIENTIFIC DETECTIVE MONTH
LY. True, a good deal of the stories are not use
able, but a few ore. 

A final note : Let's not start reprinting stories 
in the 'forties, until we've used all the good ones 
of earlier days ( not necessarily the "good old 
days" ) . 1014 N. Tuckahoe St., Falls Cht4rch, Va. 

P.S. Now that you've lost Bixby, why not get 
·Rog Phillips to do your fan columns ? 

• 

We must have done something a'Arful in our 
youth to be afflicted with white lies this way. 
Look, bud, this is 1953. If a story which ap-, 
peared in 1944 isn't old well, it's two years 
older than you are, anyway ! And keep in mind 
the fact that we try to pick stories, not by the 

ickness of the mold on them, hut -by their 
.. ained readability. I don't care how old a 

is if it still stands up, but I don't see 
� ... point in printing something which should 

r have been published in the first place, 
just because it has attained the dubious dis
tinction of age. Remember that FSM is some
thing of a proving ground for new readers. 
They find the older stories easier to follow than 
son1e of the complicated new variety and these 
make a good introduction to scien:ce fiction for 
neophytes. But the stories cannot be dull. And 
this is the consideration which outweighs the 
narrower one of the story's vintage. 

EVERY BUSINESS EVERYWHERE 
USES UNION LABEL K 
No experience needed to earn big daily commiaslo•. 
Be a direct factory representative of the world'slargest 
exclusive UNION LABEL Book Match manufacturer. 
Prospects everywhere. Feature 
Glamour Girls, Hillbillies, 
scenics and dozens of other 
styles -Double Books -Jumbo 
Books-nearly 100 color combi
aatlona. New. bigger portfolio 
makes this faatest aelllo,w line 
a real proftt maker for you. 
Write TODAY for full details. 

Get Relief This Proven 

REGUL4R 

Wb)' tQ to worry alon�r with trusses that couge )'oar 
heavily on hips and spine enlarge openinK

fail to hold rupture 1 You need the Cluthe. No leg-atrapa 
or cutting belts. Automatic adjustable pad holds at real 
opening-follows ever)' body movement with instant in· 
creased support in case of strain. Cannot slip whether at 
work or play. Light. Waterproof. Can be worn in bath. 
Send for amazing FREE book, "Advice To Ruptured, .. and 
details of liberal truthful 60-day trial offer. Alao endorse
menta from •rateful Ulera in your neil'hborhood. Write l 

IONS, Dept. 31, New Jerser 

• 

t17 Loae••· See laow 

• 

aromatle flavor of NO-TO·BAC helps yoa 
.rive up the eraviq for tobacco. Rush 11 
to NO-TO-BAC for '1 days• supp�. (Fow 
heavy amoken 18 days• eapp� $Z.) 
Money refundecl If aot eatfsfted. Writer 
NO·TO·IAC, Dept. S, Stamfor4, Conn • 

HIGH 001 H�l.. 
Complete 4 Yn. in 12 Months 
Learn Morel Earn Morel Enter professional or 
technical schools. Advance Socially. Uve o Hap. 
pier, fuller life. Individual Courses or complete 
schedule. WRITE fOR SCHOOL BULLETIN. 

ADULTS :.�-- 2,1WIOIS 

BE 
MAKE $10·$80 A WEEK 

Practical nurses are needed in ever'l 
community . . .  dectors rely on them • • •  

patients apprecl&te tbelr cheerful, ex
pert ca.re. You can lea.rn practical 
nursing at home ln. spare time. Course 
endorsed by physicians. 54th yr. Earn 
while learning. High School not re

QUired. Men. women. 18 to r.o. Trial plan. Write nowl CHICAGO SCHOOL OF N U RSING 
Dept. 427, 4 1  East Peanon Street, Chlaauo I I ,  Ill. 

Please sand tree booklet and 16 sample lesson pa1J81. 
Name ···- .. ·--·-·-· .... ._.-.-.·--···--·, ---� ... "'._.., ... ... 
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Includes Rare MAURITIUS 
1935 George V Jubilee I 

SOUTHERN 
loJal Famllr Set I 

Plneat collection ever offered at this low, low prtcel Includes the rare stamos shown-plus clasalcs from the retJD of Queen Victoria (aome 65 yean old ) :  
modern pictorials of George V l;  complete set pfetur• 
IDI the new Queen Elizabeth! You 'll ftnd many hare!• to•ret stamps from far-away eolontes lndfa. Toke-14u lr .• •tc. A l'rand total of 139 all -dttrerent stamps 
(rtr. 12.10 value) -an yours for only 25t with Bar
.. Jn Approvals. Money back guarantee. Included. r�tEB-"Mtdget Bncvclopedf4 O/ Stamm. •• 

lEND 25� TODAY ASK FOR LOT HM·I 
ZENITH CO,, II Wfllouebb1 St., Bnoklrn 1. N. V. 

Banish the craving for tobacco as thou· 

sands have with Tobacco Redeemer. Write 
Toda)' for free booklet telhng of injurious 
effect of tobacco and or. treatment which 
has relieved over 300.000 people. f I I  1 In Business Since 1909 1001 
tHI NEWILL COMPANY --
1 53  Clayton lie. • .  St. &.v• 1, Me.. 

COMFOIT NO PlmNG IIQUIIID WI1H PATINfiD 
' 

• 

T.JI. ae •. U.s . .ht. Off. <A Piper Braee Product) for MIN, WOMIN ancl CHILDRIN 

Pat. No. 
2606551 

•• 
.. • • 

• 
• 
• 
• 
• · ht or Left 

95 
Dou.le $495 

.A. ttroDJ. form 1ltt1D• washable support. Back l&elDII adJustable. 811&»1 uP Ill front. AdJustable leg strap. 8oft. flat grom pad. No lteel � lea•her Unexcelled fc;,r comfort. Also used as after 
JIIPPOrt. orders give measure around the lowest part abdomm and state rllht or left dde or double. We Prepay BIDeJJt OD C.O.D.'a. 

500.000 Satisfied Users! tO Day Trial Offer 
P••••• II 1GCI tJort'r pi •'-•ted relfs/ 

Delay •• .. rloua - ORDIR JODAY I 
P I P E R  BRACE CO. 

111 Wyandotte Dept. TF-73 Kansaa City 5, Mo. 

12 Large Size ONLY $100 
A11orted Colora 

Money lack Guarantee, Order Now! 
MURRAY HILL HOUSE, Dept. I PJ 

117 Eaat lilt lt •• New Verk 18, N. Y. 
Deolen' lnqulrl•• Invited 

' MKNX FOR THE MEMORY 
by Vivian M. Hutchins 

Dear Sam Mines : I have been meaning to write 
to you for some time to compliment you on your 
choice of stories in your various magazines. Some-. 
day I'm going �o . start saving money by getting-' 
a regular subscrtptton, but rest assured I buy them· 
a!l every month anyway so you aren't losing a 
dtme on me. � 

The May issue of Fantastic was what · brought 
this on. It had some very good stories in it, to 
my mind, and please, let's have some more Pete 
Manx. "Dear Charles'' by Fitzgerald baffled me 
somewhat, but I never \vas very good ·at figuring 
out what would happen when you switch back 
and forth into the future anyway, so let's say it's 
me and not Fitzgerald. Not being mechanically 
or scientifically adept I naturally lean more to the 
fantasy side of SF, and in that line there :Js_� one 
story I would like to read again. The tide, l be
lieve, was '�Mr. Zzzztz." but I don't remember who 
wrote it. I think it \Vas printed in one of your 
magazines back around '48 or '49 . I remember 
it was a fine and very hun1an piecf of writing. 

I enjoy your letter colun1ns very much, al
though I'll adn1it they took a little getting used 
to ( English as she is spoke) ,  and my husband 
and I hope to get to the Convention this year if 
we can find someplace to park our three offspring. 

Yours for more Bradbury and Crossen. P-. 0. 
Box 113, Denville. N. J. . 

The story was �R. ZYTZTZ GOES TO 
MARS by Noel Loomis and - � It · appeared in 
THRILLING WONDER STORIES for Au
gust 1948. From the hassle just preceding your 
thrice welcome missive, you might gather the 
impression that it is just a wee bit early to re
print said Lootnis classic or have our heads 
handed to us. \Ve agree the Pete l\1anx stories 
rate revival. \Vhile you and your husband are 
translating the letter columns, couldn't you sort 
of talk him into sending u� some n1ore stories 
and/ or articles ? 

Left over are : a plaintive request from Ja,mes 
Brook of 1 1  Cranberry St., Brooklyn 1, ·N.Y. 
for l\IIEN WITH WINGS by Leslie Stone 
\vhich appeared in the first issue of AIR WON�:.; 
DER STORIES ; a rundown on the year's bes� 
stories by Roy Dixon, Box 175, Montgomery� 
Ohio. He rates THE BLACK FLAME an<f: 
GATEWAY TO PARADISE as the top re� 
prints of '52, and in SS, VULCAN'S DOLLS 
and THE LOVERS as tied for first place in the 
year's new stories. There is also a phonetic 
letter which our Kr�buskovin experts are even 
no\v busy deciphering it  is obv iously a mes
sage from outer space. Only trouble with it 
was that there was too much space between the 
first and last pages. 

• 

See you all :r:ight back here. . . . 
-The Editor 
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-contlnuecl from · laclc co.,er 

• 

TO READERS 
THIS 

MAGAZINE 

The Thrilling Works of The Great ZAN.E GREY! 
WHO can read Zane Grey•s tales 

and not be swept away by 
their colorful action, their breath
taking thrills. their blood-tingling 
excitement? Here are fearless men 
and the women they fought for; 
ruthless desperadoes and trigger
quick outlaws. Here is the roar of 
blazing guns and the awe- inspir-

ing silence of prairie and canyon. 
Here is the savage Westt where 

greed and passion struggled for 
power; where men and women rode 
roughshod over raw danger and 
threatening death. You do not 
merely read these books; you 
share in these pulse-poundiDI 
adventures. 

All the Glory of the Old West Its Sweeping Action, Color and Romance 
Recaptured in Beautiful Volumes Your Family Wil l  Be Proud to Own 

"'':..YERE is an amazing opportunity! 
.J:"'1 -Now you can bring into your home 
The Co11ected Works of ZANE GREY 

in beautiful matched volumes, 
''Golden West De Luxe Editions., 

How prou d you will be to display 
these luxm-jous volumes gorgeously 
bound in buckram and sturdy cloth. 
Yet, because of a tremendous printing, 
they come to you for less than the price 
of ordinary books! 

Just picture them in your home -
and imagine the world of pleasure they 
will open up to your famil)'-! The partial 
list that follows gives you only an ink
ling of the thrills that await you: 
1 .  THE THUNDERING HERD. See de
scription on other side. 
2. RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE. The 
brave days of old Utah drenched 

at nothing to win the high stakes of 
the rich salmon runs . 

7. DESERT GOLD. Spine-tingling adven
tures of men and women crazed by the 
lure of riches. 
8. WEST OF THE PECOS. Into this lond 
of the la wless came a straight-shooting 
young man who turned out to be a 
�irl! 

9. THE LIGHT OF WESTERN STARS. 
Mighty epic of warfare on the border, 
throbbing with excitement! 

1 O. CALL OF THE CANYON. Smashing 
drama of death and danger racing 
to a climax that leaves you breathless! 

1 1 .  30,000 ON THE HOOF. Pioneer 
Lo�an Huett battles against screaming 
Indians and lawless rustlers in this gun
bristling saga of Old Arizona. 

The other great volumes are 
on the other side. Every one is campi 
- not one thrilling word is cut! 

SEND NO MONEY 
Send no money! Just mail the RES
ERVATION CARD to examine the 
first  v o l u m e ,  R I DERS OF THE 
PURPLE SAGE. With it will come a 
readers' invoice for $ 1.89 as complete 
payment. plus a few cents mailing 
charge, and instructions on how to get 
your other beautiful volumes. 

There a r e  positively no o t h er 
charges. No "fee," no "deposie' in 
advance. First come, first served. Send 
i n  t h e  Reservation Card N O W !  
WALTER j. BLACKt Inc., Suite 1000, 
One Park Avenue, New York 1 6 ,  N. Y. 

with the blood of men who 
gambled their lives for ad
venture! 

· - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -

1 
I 

R E A D E R ' S  R E S E R V A T I O .N C A R D  3. WILDFIRE. The tempestu
ous story of a great wild 
stallion, a fiery girl and 
th� man who was strong 
enough to tame tht�m both! 
4. ARIZONA AMES. His 
\)lazing six-shooter spread 
terror in the hearts of the 
toughest badmen! 

�--------------------------------------------

S, SHADOW ON THE TRAIL. 
QUick-shooting Wade Holden 
fights with rawhide - tough 
rustlers. 
6 .. ROGUE RIVER FEUD. Vio
lence and death on Rogue 

where men stopped 

Truly Luxurious Books! 
Picture thl•,.;e magnificent hooks 

in your home! Bound in hand· 

some buckram and cloth, in glowing shades of n•d, tan, and b lue. S Uun pNI I n  g"t'llll iII<' gold , 

with tin tl•<l paf4e tops, colored 
end-papers. d('ror·a t i Y<' twml and foot bands. 'fnlly sup<•rb hooks 
for your lifetime l ihr:1ry! 
YOUR Fl RST BOBK IS NOW READY 
MAIL  RESERVATION CARD NOWf 
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WALTER J. BLACK, Inc .. 

Suite 1 000 
1 Park Aven ue, New York 16, N. Y. 

AQ 

Please reserve in my name the books listed in your generous offer to readers of this 

magazine the luxuriously-bound "Golden West De Luxe Editions" of Zane Grey. 

Send me at once the first book, THE THUNDERING HERD. I enclose NO MONEY 

IN ADVANCE; but within one week I will send you only .$ 1.89, plus a few cents 

mailing charge and I will be entitled to receive each fotlowint; handsome De Luxe 

volume as it comes from the press, at the same low price, sending no money in advance. 

(Bocks shipped in U.S.A. only.) 

NAME . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . .  . 

(Please Print Plainly)-; 
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I ADDRESS 
.. l.; 

• • 4 • • · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · ·· · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · ·�·��········J··················�· 

I 
I 

t 4111'- .• . . ... , • • • • 
• 

-
·. 

. • • . . . . . . 

CITY . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  I · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · ·  . . . . . . . ...... . . .. . . . . . . . .  STATE . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  � · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · ·  



• 

( 

• 

• 

TO REA R5 
F HIS 
GAZI E 

THE COLLECTED WORKS OF 

IN ONE MAGNIFICENT, MATCHED LIBRARY SERIES 

[8.000,000 
leaders Have 
'hrilled to These 
:xcitirtg Works, 
nd to ThOse listed 
n the Other Side! 

�win Sombrero • 
�obbers' 'Roost • Wild 
Iorse Mesa • To the Last 
�an • Western Union • 

�hunder Mountain • Fighting 
�aravans Under tne Tonto Rim 
' The Mysterious Rider • The Hash 
�nife Outfit • The Man of 1the Forest 
1 The Vanishing American • Shepherd 
.f • The Heritage Of the Desert 
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FIRST CLASS 
PERMIT NO. 54048 
(Sec. 34.9, P. l. & It) 

New York, N. Y. 

B U S  I S S  R E P L Y  C A R D  
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No Postage Stamp Necenary if Mailed in the United States 

4c POSTAGE WILL BE PAID BY 

WALTER J. BLACK, Inc. 

SUITE 1 000 
ONE PARK AVENUE 

NEW YORK 1 6, N. Y. 
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Your First Volume in is 
De Luxe Ubrar 

THE t'HUNDER RD 
Mile after mile of prairi 
covered by thundering buf

falo herd; reckless plains
men, Indians, despcr does 
--"the whole cotorlu1 epoch 
of the pioneed Out of this 
picture cm�rge the heroic 
figures Of a man and a girl 
pitting their courage 
against tremendous odds! 

Continued on Other Side 




