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FORECAST 
By RAYMOND F. JONES 

Even if you can control the weather-the weather won't satisfy 

everyone. And if someone's dissatisfied, that means a fight-

THE voices rose in icy scream:., wailing rushing lights and the whine of air about 
and sighing and calling out to him, a his head. 
thousand throats echoing terror and fear. Sick from vertigo, he dropped his head 

One moment there seemed to be an to hi� chest. but t�e pain of his cramped 
infinite number of wailiogs tearing at his position forced h1m to throw it back 
senses. Then they were gone and there against the unyielding pressure that 
was only one, a deep and thunderous forced his neck down. 
voice of a strong man filled with fear. "You are ruining a world, Jim Novem-

lt began a new chant and the others ber, and man will not let you. You are 
slowly joined in the awful chorus : "You doomed, and all your great ships. They 
aren't wanted, Jim November. Your kind shall fail and fall. You are falling, Jim 
are not wanted. We don't want you, Jim November. You are falling, falling, fall
November. And you are afraid because ing-
you know you are spreading destruction ''You are afraid, afraid, afraid-" 
and ruin. The chorus swelled. He fought against 

"The weather ships are doomed, Jim the straps that held him. He tried to close 
November. You are doomed. You are his eyes against the vague, rushing lights 
falling, falling, falling-" within the room. But the instant he did 

The high wailing ended in a shriek so it seemed as if a tremendous blaze of 
of wild, hysterical laughter that vanished light was thrown against his face and 
in insanity. burned through his eyelids. 

Jim November tried to look up, but He tried . to hang onto remnants of 
pressure on the back of his neck forced sanity and recollection� He tried to hold 
his chin to remain nearly upon his chest. to the concept of his name, Jim Novem-
His body was streaming with sweat that ber, the name he had taken to remember 
was intermittently chilled with a draft the month in which he had first found 
of cold wind. Then the steaming hot kindness. 
breath of the darkened room closed He tried to remember that this was all 
about him again. a nightmare and that in a few moments 

How long he had been strapped in that he would awaken in his hotel room. This 
chair he did not know. It seemed many was the day he was to take the weather 
days but his reason told him it could ship pilot's examination that would cui-
not have been more than one. minate three years of intense study and 

Bound immovably, he had listened to training. 
the insane voices of th� wind. They had In just a few hours now he would be 
begun so low and tremulously that his before the Board to hear their judgment 
senses had scarcely been able to detect upon his work. Just a few hours now-
whether the sounds were in the air or The sweat streamed anew from his 
were only products of his imaginings. body. It was hours past the time he 

Then, one by one, the voices had be- should have awakened. He had been 
come audible. Through the hours they in this room for hours-days-he could 
rose in slow crescendo, crying their mes- not think. The screaming, fear chilled 
sage of numbing, paralyzing fear into his voices of wind were in his ears, and the 
mind. lights were spinning in his vision. The pit 

And in the darkness he kept seeing a of his stomach twisted with sickness. 
vision of �reat heights and felt the sen- He roused with a stinging pain be
sation of tumbling down from them, ever tween his eyes. and the back of his neck 
falling, but never stnkmg the mfinitely ached with stiffness. He was lying upon 
d1stant earth below It was a VISion of 2 his bed in the bote], fully dressed, and 
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He glanced wildly at the clock and 
leaped up, poised a moment in the agony 

of the pain in his neck and then stepped 
to the phone. The automatic tape showed 
him that five calls had come in for him 
during the day. 

And they had all been from the E�am
ining Board of Weather Central. 

He groaocd audibly and eallod the 
Board. The face of the little blonde sec· 
retary he remembered in the outer office 
appeared almost immediately. 

She frowned at his question. "Yes. the 
Board tried to call you. Three others 
were examined and then the Board re
commended your disqualification because 
you failed to appear or show reason. 
Your hotel clerk informed us that you 
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bad come into your room in a drunken 
state and could not be roused." 

She cut off and Jim November stood in a daze staring at the small screen long 
after it had gone blank. 

Drunk! 
He shook his bead. He had not been 

out of the room for nearly three days. 
He had spent the entire time since coming 
to the city to study. His only communi· 
cation had been by phone. 

He sank down upon the bed and for 
the first time realized that be was 
trembling, that he had been trembling 
violently ever since he rose from the bed. 

Then it burst upon him all over again, 
the terrible fear of that nightmare, those . 
wailing, accujing voices that cut through 
every protecting layer of his soul. 

He felt a sudden gladness that he had 
not been able to go before the Board. 
A terrible fear of them shook him, and 
at the same time he felt the horror of it. 

For three years he had concentra,ted 
on the single goal of becoming a pilot 
of a weather ship. To achieve that goal 
he now had to pass inspection by the 
Examining Board of Weather Central. 
He had been confident and sure of his 
ability to pass the day before. Now he 
trembled at the thought of appearing 
before the Board. 

That nightmare! 
But it wasn't a nightmare. 
He remembered the struggle in the 

night, the clutch of hands that slugged 
and twisted his body a fearful moment 
before consciousness vanished. 

He knew that he had been taken bodily 
from the room to that place of darkness 
where the winds had howled like living 
voices and fear had been bred in his soul. 

He rose slowly from his sitting position 
on the bed and went to the screen again. 
He called the hotel clerk. 

"Why did you tell the Board who 
called me today that I was drunk?" 

The thin-faced man smiled fatuously. 
"We sent a boy to try to rouse you sir. 
We even called the house doctor, but he 
said it would be best to let you sleep it 
off." 

"You're crazy. I wasn't drunk. I haven't 
been out of this room in three days. I 
haven't had a drop of drug in here." 

·"At least four people can recall seeing 
you leave last night, and more than a 
dozen had to get out of your way as you 
staP:I:!:ered into the lobby this morning. 
TwO of the boys helped you up to the 
room. Yes, vou were auite drunk. sir." 

Jim cut the circuit without further 
argument. He knew that he hadn't gone 

out of h.is room. He knew he had been 
taken. There was no point in arguing with 
the desk. clerk.. What had happened to 
him during the night. anyway?" 

The fear of the unknown, coupled with 
the agonizing, everpresent anxiety and 
fright within him forced him down again. 
He put his head in his bands and felt 
the sweat break out over his body. 

Then, with a tremendous effort, be rose 
once more and placed another call. There 
was a long wait this time and at last the 
screen cleared for the image of a square, ��r

r� f
s���i��rf�r��h�:d 

bind ;o�t·o�kc�f 
faintly graying hair. It was Samuel Still
man, Chief of the Committee of Fore
casters of Weather Central. 

"Well?" the man said. 
Jim November stru,egle-d with the fear 

that welled- up commanding his .hand to 
cut the circuit and get out of the presence 
of this great man. 

When he managed to open his mouth 
his voice stuttered and the words came 
haltingly. 

''I'm Jim November," he said. "You 
don't know me, but I was to appear 
before the Board today for examination. 1-" 

Samuel Stillman's eyes hardened. "Yes, 
I recall your name now. You were so 
enthusiastic last night in celebrating your 
expected appointment that you couldn't 
show up this morning. I don't suppose 
you had ever been informed that weather 
ship pilots never use a drug-never. I'm 
sorry, but there is nothing that I can do 
for you. Good night.' 

"Please, sir! You've got to listen to 
me. I was not drunk. I had not left my 
room for three days. I . . .  I was kid
naped.'' 

Samuel Stillman halted in his move
ment to cut off. "Eh? What's that you 
say? Kidnaped? By whom?" 

"I can't answer that. I don't know. I 
don't remember beimt taken out of this 
room or of returnine: to it. but J know 
that someone took me out and tried to 
make me afraid of becoming a weather 
pilot. I know this sounds fantastic. but-" 

Samuel Stillman's face had undergone 
a change that was like the change that 
must have taken place eons ago when 
molten sub'itance hardened to become 
rocks and mountains of stone. 

"Will you please come over to my 
office?" 

"Toni�ht?" 
"At once. You must tell me exactly 

what happened to you. You are either a 
lying young pup and an impostor or you 
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have encountered somethin&: of extremo 
importance to us. I want to find out 
which." 

Jim November felt better when be 
broke off. Some of the fear bad gone 
out of him and his knees were almost 
steady. Samuel Stillman affected people 
that way. 

Jim washed and Changed clothing 
���!�!�· a�ain�eifttl!��gh

b
hi�

t
st���ct ��� 

empty. He could conduct himself better 
before the Chief Forecaster if he were 
not sated with food. 

He descended into the lobby of the 
hotel and stood watching for a moment 
the desk clerk whose back was turned. 
Jim knew it would do no good to speak 
to the man. He had obviously lied about 
seeing Jim leave and come in drunk. But 
what of the witnesses the clerk had said 
be could produce? Jim wondered what 
would happen if be asked to see some of 
them. 

The prospective interview with Samuel 
Stillman was too important to investigate 
any of these questions now. Jim be�an 
to have a fantastic hope of still havmg 
some chance to become a weather pilot. 

He took an express subway that 'would 
carry him the forty miles across town 
to the Forecasting Unit of Weather Cen
tral in less than half an hour. 

In the car, the monotony of its whin
ing wheels against the rails and< the dark
ness of the tube hundreds of feet below 
the surface of the earth brou2ht back 
again that nightmare fear experienced 
when he had been confined rigidly in 
darkness. He heard again the whine of 
those jabbering, accusing voices speaking 
from the rails of the car. The faintly 
swaying motion brou!!ht back the vertigo 
of those spinning lights and be was 
falling-

He jerked himself up with a spasmodic 
effort, and was thankful that he had de
cided against eating. 

He pressed the button on the news 
speaker on the back of the seat in front 
of him. He scanned the headlines rapidly 
by pressing the selector button. There 
was little of interest until near the end. 
One flashed on and caught his attention. 

"Weather Central Meets Fresh Opposi
tion." 

He turned on the voice of the speaker 
that would give him the details. On the 
small screen there appeared the image 
of a dozen silver spheres floating in for
mation far above a sea of billowing 
clouds. Weather ships. 

As he watched them, Jim November 

felt tho yearn.ing aurgo that he had first 
felt when, as a boy, he had watched those 
ships rise. from their port not far from 
his homo and speed. northward to seize 
an embryo storm system and bring it 
sweeping down over the mountains and 
plains of America. He knew again that 
there would never be any satisfaction for 
him except at the helm of one of those 
great ships. 

The voice of the speaker pattered out 
like a rain of nails on a tin sheet. 

"A fresh outburst of opposition has 
broken out simultaneously in all parts of 
the country against what is termed the 
'arbitrary control' of Weather Central. 

''This new storm of protest broke this 
morning with the initial release of the 
official forecast for the next six months. 

"A. B. Hartman, Chairman of the 
Fruitgrowers Association of the Pacific 
Northwest asserted that the forecast as 
issued would mean the loss of at least 
two million dollars to the members of 
his Association. The date of the first frost 
in most areas should be postponed at 
least two weeks, he stated, and he de
manded that the Committee of Fore
casters take immediate action to modify 
their forecast. 

"At the same time the wheat and corn 
growers of the Middlewest are demanding 
even more precipitation than the forecast 
calls for. Their complaint is that the 
!����s�
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are p:uaranteed more. 
''The Recreational Area Association 

has protested the projected rain in most 
Rocky Mountain areas during the latter 
part of June or the first part of July. 
They estimate their losses at eight million 
dollars if rain falls as late as July 2nd 
in the quantities forecast. 

"You may recall that �everal suits are 
still pending against Weather Central as 
a result of last winter's storm which got 
out of control for three hours and caused 
nearly twenty million dollars worth of 
damage and the loss of eighteen lives. 

"Samuel Stillman, Chief of the Com
mittee of Forecasters. or Howard Dono
van, Executive Chief of Weather Central. 
were not available for comment late to-
da

Xiisteners will recall the tremendously 
growing opposition which has aooeared 
during the oa�t thrf'e years. The Fruit
growers Association has already adopted 
fo t��r��1s r;:1�h� d��!ol�t�� o

t
? �:at��: 

Central and the abandonment of weather 
control entirely. 
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"Simultaneously, Minister J. V. Back· 

wern has declared that the nation could 
profitably return to the judgment of God 
tn the matter of weather. He asserts that' 
man got along well enough for quite a 
number of millennia, and there is no 
reason now to create such confusion as 
exists over the control of weather." 

Jim November snapped off the news 
report and the lines of his face deepened 
in a grimace of disgust. "The fools I " he 
murmured. 

But he knew the gravity of the situa
tion. In the past three years opposition 
had grown like a giant snowball gather
ing weight and momentum. 

The fruitgrowers wanted to name the 
exact dates of killing frosts in the spring 
and fall. But this conflicted with the 
comin� of storms that were necessary for 
irrigat1on of other crops. The resort 
owners wanted at least thirty days during 
the year absolutely guaranteed free from 
rain, and the winter sports operators were 
beginning to demand specific snow 
depths to the fraction of an inch. 

It would serve them right, Jim thought, 
if Weather Central went out of existence 
and turned the weather back to the erratic 
status of twelve years ago and the 
thousands of years before, durinR which 
man had struggled against the whims of 
nature. 

He regretted the thought almost in
stantly. It was childish to even consider 
any end worth abandonment of the sav
ings of over two hundred million dollars 

:hr:bW�It��� �����a�h��r��1���l�sh�d� 
No, Weather Central would go on. Its 

own results would force its continued 
existence. This was only a repetition of 
the history of the first sailboat, the first 
automobile, the first spa�,..eJine. 

With a start. Jim realized he was near
ing his destination, He rose with the 
swarm of passengers to board the next 
debarkation capsule, which would be re
leased from the fast express without a 
pause in the plunging flight of the train. 

Weather Central had no exterior 
uniqueness that identified it as the con
trolling point for the weather of the 
North American Continent. It was a 
twelve-story cube of marble near the 
center of the city, but though it created 
and dispersed the storms over a nation it 
could not disperse the ever-growing storm 
of opposition that was gathering about 
its own walls. 

Jim November went up the broad 
marble steps and into the corridor. 

"Jim November to tee Samuel Stillman," be said. "He's expecting me." Tho girl nodded and directed him to 
the elevator. He got out on the tenth 
floor which was occupied by the synoptic 
reports section. 

A half dozen assistants were moving 
about the room, examining the reports 
that were constantly flowing in from all 
sections of the country, but Samuel Still· 
man was standing alone near the great 
map that showed the constant movement 
of a dozen isograms. 

Jim November advanced towards the 
chief forcaster as Stillman's eyes turned 
upon him. Lights over the map were not 
turned on and it seemed to Jim that the 
man's eyes had an almost magnetic light 
of their own in the half darkness. The 
light was reflected from other parts of 
the room, but the illusion was not dis
pelled as Jim slowly approached. 

Those eyes were scanning him minute
ly, every detail of his dress and features. 
Unconsciously, Jim straightened his al
ready flat shoulders a trifle more. 

"You're Jim November." Tho voice 
was resonant, implacable. 

"Yes sir" 
"And yo� think you can be a weather 

ship P.ilot and get drunk. whenever you 
feel hke it." ' 

"I was not drunk, sir." 
Those eyes watched carefully as he 

said it al1d Samuel Stillman replied, "I 
believe you. Come in here to my office. '' 

The forecaster turned and led him to 
another room where they sat down on 
op�osite sides of a desk. 

'I've been examining your records 
since you called," said Stillman. "They 
are very remarkable. I should hate to lose 
a potential pilot of your caliber. '' 

Jim half rose. "Then you mean there 
is. a chance -!" He exclaimed excitedly. 

Stillman's expression did not change. 
"Tell me exactly why you did not show 

B�ar�o�0Ja��·� examination before the 

The reminder of that horror sent fear 
swirling through his nerve channels again 
and Jim's hand shook as he drew it down 
from the edge of the desk. His eyes 
averted. "1 thought it was a nightmare at first," 
he said haltingly. "But afterwards I 
could remember the sense of someone 

��t;��inft '�a:n�0 
o�e;:�;���f v;e ��r�� 

seemed real but I know that it was. I was 
taken from the room and into some dark 
chamber where I was bound in a chair 
and my head bent forward so I could 



FORECAST 
not look up. Then for hours I beard 
nothing but voices Uke wind and spinning 
lights that made me think I wu fallina 
from a great height." 

"Those voices-what did they say?" 
"They told me that I was not wanted. 

���. tb��11 ��du'jJ f�l
n
h��e. ��

a::::� 
made me afraid." 

"Which is exactly what they intended 
to do." 

Jim looked up sharply. "You know 
what this is about?" 

"Did you ask the hotel clerk about 
his report of your drunkenness?" 

"He said he had witnesses to my com· 
ing and going. But I swear I didn't leave 
that room under my own power!" 

Stillman looked down at the records 
before him. "November-that's a rather 
unusual name. I see that it is not your 
real one." 

"I was abandoned when I was a baby. 
Some people named Smith took me and 
gave me all the care they would have 
given their own son. They never learned 
my name and so they called me Jim 
November after the month in which I 
came to them. I kept it officially as my 
own in memory of them." 

"Hm-m-m- I wonder if that accounts 
for the amazingly high index of social 
responsiblity which you exhibit. It is 
higher than that of any pilot we now 
have." 

"I think I always felt a suppressed 
resentment towards the parents who 
abandoned me, as individuals. In con
trast, I love the Smiths as members of a 
society which cared for me when I needed 
it." 

"Social responsibility," said Stillman, 
"is the key index which determines the 
value of a pilot. Technical ability, while 
essential, is always second to it. 

"Our pilots, when at the controls of 
their ships, have power over more lives 
and greater amounts of property than 
any other men alive. Altering the speed 
of their ships or the intensity of their 
attraction fields could mean the difference 
between beneficient rains and destroying 
floods. The example of last winter's fail
ure when a large storm system went out 
of control for three hours shows what 
can happen. That instance was a technical 
one and not a human factor failure, but 
it illustrates the point Five of the pilots 
who were in that storm never went up in 
a weather ship again. 

"The men must have a sense of responsi� 
bility about what they ·are doing, an 
understandin& of the social import of 

their work that bordc;rs the patiwlog:i::::a\. 
As a retult, the turnover amona: our 
pilots is high. And the increasing public 
agitation is not helping the matter any. 
Sensitive men are the most quickly 
affected by adverse factor�. but sensitive 
men are required to do the job. 

"That is why I said I should hate to 
lose you as a pilot-because of your 
social responsibility index." 

"Can you tell me what this is all about 
-the thmgs that have happened to me?" 
Jim pleaded earnestly. 

"I feel quite certainly in my own mind 
what the meaning of it is," said Stillman 
after a moment "All of us here in 
Weather Central feel sure of it, but we 
haven't been able to prove it or do any
thing about it Let me ask you: Who has 
benefitted most by the introduction of 
weather control?" 

Jim frowned, "That would be hard to 
say. The most obvious answer is the food 
industry, rather, the dirt farmers. They 
have risen almost from extinction because 
of it." 
m��i

t�\ve�fu�r �g�tr�?�• 
been harmed 

"I couldn't answer that one. A dozen 
organizations have been swearing for the 
last three years that their members are 
being put out of business by it, but they 
seem to go on." 

"Think a moment. What corporation 
that bas made no public objection what
ever would be burt very badly?" 

Jim November thought a moment, then 
his face lighted. "Of course! Hydro
ponics!" 

Stillman nodded. "That is our con
clusion, too. No proof, you understand, 
that would stand any examination, but 
we are certain that it is a fact. Hydro-• 
ponies is trying to put Weather Central' 
out of operation. 

There was a silence in the room for a 
long moment. Jim November thought of 
what he knew of the giant, International 
Hydroponics, Inc. The gigantic corpora
tion for forty years had held almost a 
world monopoly on the production of 
plant food. They grew absolutely all of 
the vegetable produce consumed in com
mercial quantities. The only dirt farmers 
who had persisted in holding out were a 
few of the fruit and small grain growers 
such as those currently protesting Weather 
Central's forecast. They could still com-� 
���
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comparison with the great farm industries 
of even a century earlier. 
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There was no competition whatever 
with the lush growth of vegetable pro
ducts in Hydroponics' great tank farms, 
but the cost of growing grain in the tanks 
was not appreciably less than growing 
directly in the ground. It was in the cost 
of transportation that Hydroponics had 
the advantage. They could locate huge 
grain tanks near centers of milling and 
population and so undersell the dirt 
farmers by a small but determinant 
fraction in most of these markets. 

But with the coming of weather control 
all this picture was reversed. Proper ferti
lizing methods, cheap farm machinery, 
plus the added certainty of adequate 
moisture at the right time enabled the 
dirt farmers to compete on a more than 
even basis in almost any item of produce. 
They did not require the huge capital 
outlay and expensive maintenance for 
vast tank farms. Their crops were certain 
now that the weather was no longer a 
vague factor and insect pests did not: 
exist. Their costs per unit pr�uction 
were in the majority of areas now more 
favorable than those of Hydroponics. 

The giant had a competitor for the 
first time in its history and it was obvious 
to those in Weather Central that the cor
poration would not submit to a slow 
squeezing out process without a bitter 
fight. 

Samuel Stillman began speaking again. 
"Hydroponics cannot object to Weather 
Central directly. Its reasons for any such 
opposition would be immediately obvious 
and react unfavorably to their public 
interest So they are employing every 
indirect means possible. 

"Acttmlly, it should be no concern of 
ours who wins the food market. The 
result of weather control has been 
cheaper food for the public. But Hydro
ponics had reached the limit of economic 
production and there is nowhere for them 
to go e1tcept out of business or put the 
dirt farmers out. Destroying us is their 
only possible means of accomplishing the 
latter." 

"But what does this have to do with 
what happened to me?" asked Jim. 
its

'�Vfort�0 o�0�Jfled����fti��-nTh�r
l�t�� 

cries of the Fruit-growers, of the Recrea
tional Association, of the ministers are 
the result of paid intervention by Hydro 
in these orf!:anizations. Now their attacks 
are becommg direct and personal. You 
have shown us the beginning of it 

"They subjected you to a hypnotic 
stimulus to create a fear in you that 
would make you helpless as a pilot But 

consider the vast organization and detail 
that was necessary to accomplish it. Tho 
hotel clerk and many other employees are 
a part of it. They bad assembled witnesses 
who would swear to seeing you drunk. 
If I did not choose to believe you, you 
would not have a chance to defend your· 
self against a cba:rge of drunkenness that ;ou�� �fe'W��th�� ���'f:a

f�er becoming 
P.You will still give me a chance?" 
"More than you expect. First of all, J. 

want you to take up living Quarters in the 
building. They will be assigned to you. 
Tomorrow, Dr. Winters and his staff will 
treat you in the psych department to 
;��k 

r�fie�: ��u�1�:�d t�te��e le�� 
pressure that has been induced. 

"If you como through ·all right I'm 
going to ask for your help in the most 
critical part of all our fight against 
Hydro's opposition. I want you to help 
us find the members of our own organ· 
ization who are working for Hydro." 

Jim November stared at the chief fore· 
caster in disbelief. "But surely none of 
them are here!" 

"No? How do you suppose they 
singled you out of the four applicants to 
be examined today? It was no accident 
that they nearly succeeded in destroying 
the one most valuable to us. They picked 
you because they had access to your 
records which were filed here." 

"\Vhat about my examination?" 
"I'll give you temporary recommenda

tion for pilot status on the basis of your 
training and preliminary record. After 
you complete your assignment, and if 
we're still in business, I don't think there 
will be any question about the Board 
approving your permanent pilot rating." 

The psychological e1tamination at the 
hands of Dr. Winters the following day 
was supposed to be conducted with Jim's 
mind at ease, but it was a gruelling thing 
because he knew that all his life's 
��b�tif��i� �fh:n d�gfnngd h:Oka!� �as 
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his mind But what might the previous 
night's horror have placed in his sub· 
conscious ready to spring to life in the 
midst of some crisis? 

But Weather Central's · chief psycho.. 
analyst, Dr. Winters, and his staff of 
examiners passed him. Afterwards, they 
subjected him to a conditioning process 
to remove the hypnotically induced fear 
that had been created in his mind by the 
agents of Hydroponics. 

It was like tho lifting of a great weight 
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that had been crushina in upon hil aoul. He hadn't realized the burden of it until it was gone. He felt that be could 
approach Samuel Stillman with new 
strength to perform tho work to which 
be bad been assigned. 

The examination over, Jim did not see 
Stillman, but Dr. Winters took him to 
Thomas Wentworth, bead of the synoptic 
reports and map section. Wentworth was 
a small, middle-aged man with one eye 
on the future life and an overwhelming 
passion for statistics. 

To bini a vast page of figures sum
marized with means and media extracted 
and drawn upon a graph was the most 
ex�u;s��
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hand to Jim 
November as be came into the room. 

"He's perfectly sane," Dr. Winters said 
smiling. ·'Stillman has instructed me to 
ask you to conduct him personally for 
the next few days." 

Wentworth beamed upon Jim as if be 
were some rare specimen for a collection. 
"I shall be most happy. I always say if a 
pilot gets a good grounding in synoptics 
he will know what be is doing when he is 
in his ship. That's why I'm always 
delighted to be called upon to personally 
introduce new pilots to our synoptic 
section. Thank you, doctor." 

Winters nodded and left Jim to the 
little synoptic director. 

"I suppose you think you are quite 
familiar with our work here already?" 
said Wentworth, peering through his ill-
fit��We���a�lb�d a good deal of meteor-
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After all, I spent three years-" 
"Not worth a damn ... not worth a 

damn-" said Wentworth. "That's what 
I've found out in my experience here. It 
takes real practice and actual work to 
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over here--" 

Amused by the bustling, earnest little 
man, Jim November followed him across 
the room to the huge map he had seen 
the night before. It was a vertical, 
hundred-foot square map with slowly 
moving, luminous isobars and isotherms 
writhing with microscopic motion across 
the surface. At varying altitudes, trans
parent, tinted planes of isentropic sur
faces tilted and shifted with the slow 
progress of the air masses that were 
pouring across the continent 

Green spots of sh.ifting intensity in
dicated precipitation areas and shifting 

a.rrowa indica.t.d wind direction and velociti•. 
Wentworth pointed in pride. ''That's 

our masterpieco----even more remark
able in its own way than the weather 
ships in many respects. lt is entirely auto
matic and is controlled by over three 
thousand unattended radio reporting 
stations. 

"As you see, the isograms move con
stantly in conformity with actual condi
tions. The data controlling the map are 
fed into computers which synchronize 
the precipitation rate with permissible 
runoff values and indicate the speed at 
which the air mass must be moved or 
raised or lowered to give the desired 
precipitation without the danger of flood
ing. The data are automalicaUy sent to 
the weather ships in terms of trajectory 
rates and co-ordinates." 

Jim was fascinated by the map. He 
had heard of it, had studied from a 
smaller class model of it, but this was 
his first opportunity to examine the real 
thing at close range. 

He knew the details of the mechanism 
that kept the isobaric lines moving in 
conformity with the changing air pressure 
over the continent. He understood the 
intricate computers that gathered the data 
from three thousand sky-probing radio 
beams and extracted the heights of the 
various isentropic planes desired. But it 
was still a marvel to him to see the lines 
creep over the surface of the map and 
the pastel shades of the isentropic planes 
slowly rise and fall and shift angles of 
inclination. The motion was so micro
scopic as to be undiscernible unless he 
concentrated on a single spot for a long 
time. 

"It's very-beautiful," said Jim. 
"I knew you'd appreciate it. I might 

say that I had no small part in the design 
and construction of this map. If you'll 
step over to the observation chair, you 
can examine its surface with the tele
scope--'' 

Jim stepped back and put his eye to 
the mounted telescope and swung it over 
the surface of the map. Detail stood out 
in infinite clarity as if he were viewing 
the Earth from a height of ten thousand 
feet. Tiny details that were unnoticed 
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the runoff flowing down the valleys. 
Somewhere up above the continent 

fifteen or twenty weather ships were 
slowly dragging an mP air mass across 
from west to east. holding it in leash with 
their traction fields, controlling its 
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cyclonic wlnda and its atability accord.. 
ing to the precipitation pattern deter· 
mined by the forecasters. 

Since man first saw clouds in the sky his 
desire had been to control theo<:apricious
ness of the weather. Many and fantastic 
had been the schemes proposed to make 
rain. Great, broad mouthed guns had shot 
their charges at the heavens, and electric
ally charged sand had been sprinkled upon 
the clouds in addition to the wailings and 
laments of witch doctors and fanatics. 
But the heavens had remained beyond 
the control of man. 

"What kinda weather you making for 
us today, Doc?" had been a standard 
joke in the presence of Weather Service 
employees for three cerituries. Mark 
Twain's ancient but truthful gag had 
long outlived its usefulness but still no 
one found power to do anything about 
the weather. 

The greatest impetus to understanding 
and control came in the early twentieth 
century with the discovery of the prin
ciples of the famed air mass theory by the 
Norwegian meteorologists. Only then did 
the fallacy of the cloud shooting and sand 
sprinkling become apparent. 

The nature of the we::tther at the 
Earth's surface depends upon the nature 
of the air mass above it. If that air mass 
is dry no amount of Mumbo Jumbo 
can squeeze rain out of it. The air must 
be replaced. 

It was ironic that the method of con
trolling these mighty air masses should 
have been discovered quite by accident. 

It came about with the introduction of 
gravity drive on the Earth-Mars space 
line. The first trip was made from the 
Chicago terminal and immediately after
wards there came such a cloudburst as 
had never before been recorded in the 
weather history of that city. 

The first time was thought a co
incidence. The twentieth time brought 
loud protestations from the local Cham
ber of Commerce that Interstellar Lines. 
Inc. take its field to points far removed 
from the city, which was now watery as 
well as windy. 

But puzzled researchers both in Inter
stellar and in Weather Central had been 
investigating for weeks before they finally 
saw the utterly obvious answer. 

As the ships rose from the field their 
gravity repulsion force extended far 
beyond the bounds of the hull and they 
pushed above them a tremendous column 
of air. When the ships finally slipped 
beyond the atmosphere they had created 
a violently unstable air mass over the 

city which bad every drop of water 
squeezed out in a cloudburst that lasted 
twenty minutes. 

The next step was only a formality, the 
deliberate designing of a ship with a re
pulsion or attraction field that would 
control a large volume of air. The 
maximum efficient range was fifty miles, 
but the viscosity of the air allowed a 
spacing of a hundred and twenty miles. 
It was physically possible then to control 
an air mass of any size by ships whose 
number was entirely within the limits of 
feasibility. 

As Jim November watched the isogram 
Jines through the graticule of the tele
scope he thought there should be a re
presentation of the controlling weather 
ships, for the weather picture as it was 
shown would not have existed without 
their presence. 

His· thoughts were suddenly inter
rupted by the raucous jangling of an 
alarm gong. He looked up quickly. Went
worth had turned and cocked his bead 
like a frightened bird. 

"Flood 1 '' he gasped. 
Jim understood. At some point on the 

continent the precipitation had passed the 
critical point of permissible runoff and 
in a valley or riverbed a flood was form
ing to sweep down upon lands and build
ings or town that might lie in its path. 

Another black mark against Weather 
Central and tomorrow the newscasts 
would scream the fanatic demands of 
Hydroponics' paid agitators for abandon
ment of Weather Central. 

A red spot flashed upon the map in
the Rockies. Wentworth shoved Jim 
roughly aside and trained the telescope 
upon the sector. He noted the co
ordinates and went to a small, horizontal 
map table. 

Punching the keys of a board in front 
of the small map he located an enlarged 
picture of the flood area. At each point 
where a reporting station was located 
figures appeared showing the rate of 
rainfall per hour at one second intervals. 
Wentworth touched another button and 
beside the rainfall figures there appeared 
the critical values for those stations. 

The little synopticist gasped. "Two 
inches excess at Mountain Vale!" He 
made a hurried mental calculation. 
"Sprinton, Colorado will be flooded 
within three hours!" 

Other assistants were standing by now, 
but there was nothing they could do to 
help. Wentworth did it all. He jumped to 
the communicator panel. 

"Ships twelve and sixteen: Produce 
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downdnff over Mountain Vale area. 
Hold to no precip in entire drainage area. 

''Emergency Service : Order evacua
tion of Sprinton, Colorado, within two 
hours and a half. A flood is forming in 
Mountain Vale that will cover the town 
to four and six-tenths feet." 

Then he called Samuel Stillman. 
"Flood at Sprinton. Colorado. Did you 
hear the warning?" 

Stillman's face appeared. Behind him, 
Jim glimpsed the blurred image of Dr. 
Winters. Stillman said, "l heard the 
warning and your emergency measures, 
Wentworth. You have done all that can 
be done for the present. Now, what 
caused it?" 

"I have no idea, sir. Our critical values 
-they couldn't be wrong." He seemed 
to tremble at the thought. "The Moun
tain Vale station showed an excess of 
two inches per hour. It had been falling 
long enough at that rate to give the 
calculated runoff. I don't understand why 
the warnmg was so long delayed." 

"Get to work on it. Find out why the 
circuits failed to correct the trajectory 
of the air mass before the flood runoff 
was obtained." 

Stillman cut off without a word or a 
look for Jim November. Thomas Went
worth seemed to collapse as if from an 
internal vacuum. Jim saw his hands give 
a momentary flutter and the man's eyes 
glanced towards his beloved map with 
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trayal of his equipment. 
Jim had been forgotten in Wentworth's 

crushed state. Slowly, the synopticist 
straightened and called a half dozen 
technicians who began dipping into the 
wiring behind the map under Went
worth's haphazard direction. 

Jim November slipped away and found 
Stillman's office. He entered as the chief 
forecaster's voice growled an invitation 
to come in. Stillman's desperation and 
anxiety were plain upon his face. 

Dr. Winter's was still there. Jim looked 
from one to the other, then demanded : 
"Why do you keep him on?" 

Stillman looked up. "What are you 
talking about?" 

"Wentworth. His incompetence is little 
short of pathological." 

Stillman growled in impatience and 
Dr. Winters laughed indulgently. "There 
is no cause for alarm, Jim. We are well 
aware of Wentworth's deficiencies and 
his attributes. All his characteristics have 
been analyzed and allowed for." 

''But he could have prevented the 
Sprinton flood." 

Stillman looked sharply. "How?" 
"I don't know. "1-" 
Winters' indulgc�lt laugh interrupted 

again. ·•1 can't tell you," Jim insisted. "I'm 
not familiar enough with the synoptic 
reporting system, but I know that a more 
alert man could have detected the failure 
of the circuit to give adequate warning. 
Wentworth's reaction time is long enough 
to eat a meal while he turns around in a 
hurry.'" 

Jim could see that Stillman didn't be
lieve a word of what he said and the 
forecaster's irritation was rising along a 
superadiabat that was rendering his tem
per vastly unstable. But Winters was 
amused by Jim·s obviously bunchlike 
conclusions. 

"Wentworth is going to be busy for the 
next few days;' said Stillman. "He won't 
be able to give you any more time until 
we get this business straightened out. So 
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that is to bring an mT mass up from 
the Gulf. You have time to prepare. 
Crew assignments section will take care 
of you. In the meantime, forget this busi
ness of Wentworth. We all make mistakes 
once in a while, but don•t forget the main 
business I assigned to you. You're still 
on that." 

Jim felt that he had made an utter fool 
of himself in Stillman's eyes. His con
demnation of Wentworth was too severe 
and his suggestion that here was the man 
they needed to watch was too bold for 
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He recalled Wentworth's tragic mo
ment of hesitation when the warning 
gong sounded. A finely co-ordinated man 
would not have paused for that posing 
instant before leaping to his instruments. 
He would not have gone to the telescope 
and wasted moments determining the 
exact co-ordinates of the flood area when 
they were approximately obvious from 
the large map and could have been 
located with only a moment's hunting on 
the small chart-perhaps instantaneously 
by an experienced operator. 

Rut Winters had said Wentworth's 
deficiences had been evaluated and due 
compensation taken. Perhap� so, Jim 
thought, but the man was still either an 
incompetent or a fraud. 

Ship number sixteen of Gulf Flight C 
was piloted by a don't-give-a-damn young 



12  ASTOUNDING SCIENCE FICTION 
ex-cpa.ceman named Pete Carlson who 
was only a couple of years older than 
Jim, but be gave the impression that he 
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silver sphere of the ship with his duffle. 

"Hi, sucker. Come on in and make 
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Jim responded with a grin. He knew 

Pete Carlson's type and could take it. He 
felt he and Pete were going to get along. 

"They told me they wanted me to learn 
from the best they had, so they assigned 
me to ship sixteen." 

"By all the big and little isobars! I 
must have ·gotten on the wrong ship." 
Pete fumbled for his assignment papers. 
"Nope, sixteen is mine. It's you that must 
be in the wrong berth, son." 

ci!c\� orb���e:S0�a�1��: th�r���� "i�11 
take a chance on it," he said. 

Seventeen of the spheres rose unpret-
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beyond the thin heights of the lower 
stratasphere unencumbered by their 
usual burdens of hundreds of tons of 
air. They were hurtling he;tds of silver to 
occasional fortunate watchers on air and 
space liners that chanced on nearby 
trajectories. 

Jim was tired when be first came 
aboard. Tired and disheartened by the 
spectacle he had made before Stillman 
and Winters. He felt that he had made 
Stillman distrust his judgment, but it was 
even worse in the case of Winters. Jim 
felt that he could sense tangible fingers 
searching about in his brain every time 
the doctor looked at him. The man's 
quiet tolerance of the mental quirks and 
disturbances of his fellow men was un
nerving. 

The cabin to which Jim was assigned 
was a small, metal walled room, but com
fortable. For a time after take-off Jim 
reclined on the bed. He still felt physi
cally and mentally dissipated by the 
treatment at the hands of Hydroponics' 
agents. 

As he thought of the great, tentacled 
corporation again the image of Thomas 
Wentworth appeared in his mind. The 
cocky, fumbling little synopticist didn't 
belong in Weather Central. But Jim 
November knew his presence there was 
more than a mere anomaly. It was a 
tragic accident just waiting to happen-or 
perhaps it had now happened-in spite of 

the usurance� of the psycholodcal 
department Jim rose after a short rest and went 
out into the corridor and towards the 
control toom. 

The · control and crew cabins and 
storage chambers were at the center of 
the two hundred and twenty foot ship. 
The vast amount of machinery and con
trol equipment occupied most of the 
remainmg space. The ships were larger 
than their contents actually necessitated, 
however, in order to provide the large 
surface area required for control pur
poses. 

Beside the chief pilot, there was a co
pilot who acted as observing meteor
ologist during the chief's trick. There 
were two alternate crew members in each 
position who stood watch on other tricks, 
though the ship was mainly controlled by 
automatic circuits in actual flight. These 
circuits took the impulses received from 
the synoptic room of Weather Central 
and transformed them into units of 
velocity and trajectory co-ordinates. 

In addition, there were eight engine 
room technicians aboard. 

Pete Carlson was sitting at the controls 
board as Jim came into the room. His 
co-pilot and observer was busy at the 
recording instruments which charted the 
meteorology of the stratosphere. 

"We're flying an isentropic," Pete 
growled as Jim came into the room. 
Wentworth's got some bug in his ear 
about a wave formation in isentropes up 
here in the stratosphere and wants us to 
fly along them on our outward trips. Can 
you imagine the old cluck trying to do 
research on something like that 1 Why 
don't they retire him to his knitting?" 

"Might turn up something useful," 
Jim smiled and settled in a chair beside 
Pete. 

"And hear him crow about it forever 
after-" Pete said. "But here, son, you're 
supposed to do the piloting on this flight. 
Take over." 

Pete released the controls and Jim 
placed his hand upon the panel. "Aren't 
you flying automatic along the isen
trope?" 

"I was-but you do it manual. Good 
practice if you can follow the thing. It 
wi�gles around like it knows where it's 
gomg, but it's a cinch nobody else does." 

In front of them the night scene on 
the viewing screen and the panel lights 
over the instruments provided the room's 
only illumination. Jim's eyes concentrated 
on the instruments that indicated the level 
of a constant potential temperature of 
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460 degrees Absolute. A t  their tremen
dous s�cd it was like following a road 
over hdls and valleys and it taxed all the 
iotrained skill that Jim possessed. But he 
had executed similar problems in his 
training days and this one was nothing 
new to him. 

Pete watched carelessly in silence for 
half an hour before be commented with 
seeming reluctance. "Pretty good, son, 
pretty good for just being out of school." 

Jim had not lost the isentrope once. 
They came at last into the moist air 

mass that lay over the Gulf. A weak 
cyclone was fOrming tremulously within 
it without any apparent trends as to 
trajectory yet. 

A signal buzzed on the panel. 
"I'll take over now," said Pete. "That's 

the squadron leader's signal to go down." 

Jim released the controls and watched 
the pilot's tense face as he sent the ship 
spiraling -down almost to cloud level. 
Beside them, the sixteen other ships, 
spaced as evenly as precision dancers, 
swarmed down to seize upon the moist 
air mass and bring it over the dry Missis-
siptf�
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room did not reflect the calm certainty of 
a man sure of himself. His jaws clenched 
until the muscles stood out and the 
muscles of his hands and arms bunched 
in tension. 

Watching him, Jim felt a wave of 
apprehension. Subconsciously, the pilot 
was revealing the exisence of some tre
mendous strain whose existence he so 
laboriously tried to hide with his don't
give-a-damn attitude. 

As suddenly as it appeared his tension 
broke and he laughed without humor. 
"Well, little raindrops, here we come. 
Let's get �oing." 

PropulsiOn of the weather ships was 
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moving point upon the horizon, ten miles 
below the surface of the Earth. It could 
be used for traction or repulsion as re
quired. Within the ship sudden changes 
in acceleration were compensated for 
by the same type of inertia control used 
on space liners so that gravity in all 
directions within the ship was constant 
regardless of the direction or acceleration 
of it. 

By means of the propulsion tractors the 
ships swiftly maneuvered into position in 
a c1rcle a hundred and twenty miles from 
each other. They threw out the vast 
tractor fields that gripped the air mass in 

a solid ring reaching from the surface of the Earth to the upper limits of the 
tropopause. Then they began to rotate 
slowly in a counterclockwise direction, at 
the same time moving towards the Gulf 
shore. 

Later, the formation would shift -to two 
smaller, concentric circles and a slight 
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moisture content as needed. The auto
matic recording stations below would 
flash their impulses to the great synoptic 
map in Weather Central and, in conform-
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impulses to the squadron of ships. 
It was a scene of vast fascination and 

inestimable wonder as Jim November 
looked at the screen as if through a 
window and watched the swirling clouds 
beneath them and caught an occasional 
glimpse of the shoreline as they passed 
over it repeatedly in their circular tra
jectory. 

The moon lit the cloudscape with re
flected brilliance that seemed almost 
blinding and Jim thought be caught sight 
of a distant companion weather ship, but 
he knew it was hardly possible at the 
distance. 

Pete Carlson didn't seem appreciative 
of the beauties of the night. He sat 
slumped before the panel, his eyes staring 
aimlessly at the clouds. The automatic 
pilot was functioning now. 

"Senseless little marbles going around 
in circles in the sky," Pete muttered. 

Jim glanced over at him and that catch 
of fear constricted his stomach muscles 
again. Pete's moroseness was deepening 
far beyond a light cynicism like the 
cyclone structure they were creating with
in the air mass about them. 

"Snap out of it ! ·• Jim said harshly. 
But Pete didn't even look up. He was 
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line in tf:•s Ring Around a Rosy-if 
somebody started bumping somebody a'nd 
he bumped somebody else-" 

Jim rose and stared at the screen. That 
ship he thought he had seen ! 

It was there, swellin� like a balloon 
under the terrific velocity of their own 
ship. Pete had cut the communication 
circuits with the squadron commander 
and turned off his control tractors. The 
other ship, now aware of its danger, tried 
to swerve aside, but Pete had the advan
tage. They were on a certain collision 
course. The silver globe expanded on the 
screen until it blotted out the sky and the 
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clouds---and the details of its seams and 
hull plates were plainly visible. 

Jim leaped from the chair and threw a 
fist against Pete's jaw in one long motion. 

Like a switch the blow cut off Pete's 
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floor. Jim stood astride his form and cut 
the controls from their automatic col
lision course. 

He made an instantaneous estimate of 
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angles to the1r line of flight. 

He had. ceased to look at the swelling 
image of the other ship. But he knew the 
force was insufficient to avert a collision, 
At the last moment his horrified vision 
showed that Pete bad carelessly failed to 
throw on the inertia control. Jim made a 
wild attempt to switch it on but he was 
slammed to the floor before he could 
reach the button. 

An instant before be lost consciousness 
be heard the crash of the colliding bulls. 

Samuel Stillman was pacing the fl:oor. 
He paused to look out over the· spires 
and columns of the city, then he turned 
and slumped down in his chair. "What do you make of it, Winters?" 
he asked. "How can we fight this kind of 
thing? J gave Jim the special assignment 
of trying to find evidence of Hydro's 
infiltration, but this doesn't require de· 
tective work. It looks like something 
entirely for the psych department. What 
kind of a person is Pete Carlson that be 
would let Hydro buy him into an insane 
suicide scheme like that ? "  

"I can't say f o r  certain, yet," said 
Winters, "but something since his last 
checkover bas evidently served to un· 
stabilize him. Some personal crisis for 
which he required a great deal of money 
-which Hydro evidently paid him- and 
was worth his own life to him." 

"I don't believe that ! "  Jim November said. "You dido 't see Pete the moment 
before the crash. I did. He dido 't sell out 
to anybody. There was no clarity of pur· 
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There was only the thought of destroying 
property that represented a world of 
superior, overwhelming powers. It was 
the unbalanced little man striking out at 
the nearest symbol of power." 

Winters turned and his smile was icy 
upon Jim. "Perhaps you would like to 
join our psychological staff, Mr. Novem· 
ber ? "  

Stillman raised a hand. "Please, 
Winters. I asked Jim to do a job for us. 

I am to blame pcrhaJJ:t it this enthuMasm 
leads to analyses and judgments on his 
part which may seem unjustified to you. 
He's only trying to help in a very difficult 
and unusual assignment." 

Stillman turned to Jim. "Until we get 
this matter of the Sprinton flood and 
Pete's accident cleared up I think it would 
be best for you to go out on a regular 
run. I am going to assign you as pilot of 
a ship of your own. You will go out 
tomorrow in a reinforcement group that 
is to assist in bringing down an extensive 
mP mass from the Alaskan Low." 

Jim ignored the thrust Winters had 
made. He spoke to Stillman. "I'll do 
whatever you think best, but I'd like to 
see Pete, Mr. Stillman. May I have 
permission to visit him ? "  

Stillman glanced a t  Winters. The psy. chf?}Ot��:h��g�t:J�tions," said Stillman. 
"Remember the job I've asked you to do, 
however, and see if you can find out 
anything-re�ardless of your own im· 
mediate opimons in the matter." 

"I will," said Jim. ' 

Pete was hospitalized both for his 
mental condition and for cuts and gashes that resulted when the collision threw 
him across the floor of the control room 
and dragged his face over equipment 
bolts near the panels. He was not far 
from Weather Central and Jim walked 
the distance. 

When Jim entered, Pete was lying on 
his back staring up ;it the ceiling. Only 
his eyes and his nose were visible through 
the bandages. Jim stood silent, wondering 
how to say the things he wanted to say. 

He didn't think Pete was aware of his 
presence, but the injured man began 
speaking abruptly. "I hoped you'd come, 
Jim." His voice sounded muffled through 
the swathings. "You seem like a good 
Joe, and there's no one else--" 

''What is it?" 
"Tell me how we got out. What hap.. 

pened after the collision?" 
"It  was a glancing blow. I managed to 

turn enough to prevent either ship from 
being detroyed. Some of our crew that 
were not knocked out brought us out of 
our uncontrolled flight." 

"Anybody killed ? "  
"No.·· 
''I'm glad. What are they saying about me?" 
Jim hesitated. Then, with momentous 

decision, he said in calm, clear tones. 
"They think Hydro paid you to wreck 
the ships." 

Jim could not see the reaction that 
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late cry. There were no words in it. but 
it made sense to Jim. After a moment be 
knew that Pete was crying softly. 

He moved close to the bed. "Tell me 
about it." 

"Six years ago, coming in for a landing 
on Ganymede- Dot was with me. Our 

����b�b�en_:_�l� ���bu�wDo��ir�d �� 
We went out of control over the 
mountains and crashed. I was the only 
one that came out 

"Weather Central let me in after a lot 
of investigation. Why they did I don't 
know. I've been seeing it ever since-that 
night over the mountains-Dot with me 
-the crash. Then something came over 
me last night I wanted to end it like Dot 
did and take anybody else I could with 
me. 

"But Hydro didn't have anything to do 
with it ! "  His voice ended i n  high pitched excite
ment and he rose to a sitting position. He 
leaned forward in a pleading for belief. 

"I believe you, Pete. I know you're 
telling the truth, and I'll see that Stillman 
knows it, too." 

Pete relaxed again and fell back against 
the pillows. "Thank's, son," he said. 

Jim did not have another chance to 
talk with Stillman before his assigned 
flight. The reinforcement unit of ten ships 
were to �o to the Alaskan Low and assist 
in bringmg down an mP mass that was 
scheduled to deposit the controversial 
rainstorms over the intermountain area 
near the end of June. It was a tremendous 
mass of air that would cover half the 
United States at once and deposit millions 
of tons of water. 
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The first group had been there for 
four days now, deepening the Low, gain
ing · control over it, and had it already 
started towards the Pacific Northwest, 
but more ships would be needed to 
maneuver it accurately over the continent. 

Long hours and days at the controls 
of the training ships bad given Jim skill, 
but be wished Sillman bad been able to 
assign him to more actual weather flights 
as trainee before turning over a ship to 
him. This lack gave him a faint trepida
tion that he tried to erase with the 
thought of Stillman's assurance that he 
was more than capable enough to handle 
a fight. 

The ten tbips rose from the great 
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they were like silver bubbles slowly 
ascending in a clear liquid. 

On his screen Jim could see others of 
the flight on either side of him and as 
they sped far above the plains of the 
Middlewest he recalled the days when he 
watched on moonlit nights for the flight 
of the weather ships and vowed some 
day he·d fly them. This was the realiza
tion o'f the dream, his first actual weather 
flight. But somehow there was a flatness 
to it, an anticlimax formed by the tragic 
events surrounding Weather Central, the 
insidious, undetectable campaign of Hy
droponics to wipe out the control of 
weather so that 1ts own food monopoly 
could be maintained. 

Down below, Jim saw the millions of 
acres of the dirt fanners who depended 
on Weather Central for surety of pro
duction, for their very existence. There 
were cities in whose mdustries, utilities, 
and climate Weather Central was a factor 
worth millions of dollars to each. 
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whose income bad been doubled by the 
assurances of Weather Central regarding 
outdoor activities, but which continued to 
malign the control agency for not giving 
even more dates and more definite fore
casts of fair weather. 

Weather Central was the greatest single 
economic force in the life of the entire 
nation. But since the first community of 
man it had been traditional to complain 
about the weather regardless of its nature. 

Now that control of the weather was 
actually a fact every man felt he was 
entitled to his own kmd of weather when 
and where he wanted it. And millions 
were prepared to be antagonistic about 
the matter. That was the chief reason 
why Hydroponics' system of opposition 
bad worked so well. 

Cities that had prided themselves on 
national records for days of sunshine 
made militant demands that their records 
be upheld. But in many cases they were ��t����wafoc���iiv
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required adequate moisture. 
Cities whose boasts had been more 

wish than fact now were aggrieved that 
their boasting was not made fact. Suits 
had been brought against Weather Cen
tral for not dispelling the traditional fogs 
of some of the more blatantly advertised 
sections of the country. 

But Weather Central had no magic 
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imprecation by which the heavens could 
be reversed in their normal function. The 
weather always had and always would be 
dependent upon the movement of air 
masses over the land and the moisture 
content of those maS&eS. 

Weather Central could not create dry 
or wet or hot or cold air masses. It could 
only find them in the factories of weather, 
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deserts of the world. Each section of the 
Earth produced its own type of air 
masses. Weather Central, bound in scope 
by international agreements, could only 
draw upon the products of these great 
factories and draw the air masses over 
the continent at approximately the time 
needed in trajectories that were deter
mined and held to with a remarkable 
degree of accuracy. 

The ten ships of the reinforcement 
squadron rose to interstellar heights in a 
long parabola. At its peek Jim could see 
the crimson line that marked the sunlit 
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ocean off the Canadian Coast. 
Jim turned the controls over to auto· 

matic after reaching the apex of the 
curve. He strolled about the control 
room, checking his trajectory, making 
conversation with his observer. But his 
mind was on Pete Carlson and Thomas 
Wentworth-and Hydroponics. Somehow, 
Jim knew, there was a connection be
tween the sudden appearance of these 
accidents and the known hostility of 
H}f�olel�if�at
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continued, but the one factor that would 
link up the isolated and seemingly dis-
connected incidents was missing. 

He would bet his life on Pete Carlson's 
innocence of any connection with Hydro· 
ponies. Of Thomas Wentworth he was 
certain there was a direct relationship-
but there was no proof. He was willing 
to believe Stillman's confident assertion 
that his own experience at the hotel was 
the work of Hydroponics' agents. 

His mind wrestled with the problem as 
they dipped below the first ice crystal 
sheets of cirrus clouds towards the thick 
layer of altocumulus being formed in the 
weak cyclone. Jim switched on the radio 
aura governing spacing. 

He heard the voice of the squadron 
leader, "Reinforcements reporting." 

''Take places," the fleet commander 

�:::fttJ.'!.ajectory eo:<>rdinatel wiD be 
The ships moved smoothly into posi. 

tion. Jim settled his in the outer and 
higher of the two concentric rings. The 
slow, cyclonic rotation began to be im· 
parted to the hundreds of tons of air as 
the ship's tractors went out. 

Jim could not see directly beyond the 
ship any farther than the cloud layer 
below, but he turned the beams that fed 
his screens to the surging waters below. 
White tipped waves were lashing the long 
coast of Alaska and Canada and raising 
the surface of the ocean in great, rolling 
peaks as far south as the Oregon· 
California line. Below the ceiling of 
clouds a moderate rain had formed. 

They were losing too much precipita
tion for so early in the flight, Jim 
thought. His estimate was correct he 
noted as he saw a moment later from 
the change in co-ordinates that reduced 
the pressure gradient of the cyclone and 
forced the air downward to pick up 
additional heat adiabatically. 

It was far past his time to go off the 
trick -and his relief had been waiting. 
Jim turned the ship over to him with a 
nod and left the room for his quarters. 

The first intimation of trouble came 
with the shrill clang of an alarm gong 
that roused him from slumber. He 
donned a robe hastily and rushed out 
towards the control room. All the other 
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trol room and the indicator where a red 
light flashed on and off, an emergency 
alarm demanding the attention of every 
man. "The trajectory ! We're off the co· 
ordinates ! "  It was Jim's observer, Alden 
Oakland, who uttered the exclamation as 
the motley group burst into the room. 

Jim rushed to the automatic course 
plotter. The pilot on duty was already 
there and his observer was peering over 
his shoulder. 

On the sheet two divergent lines were 
slowly crawling across the sheet. One, in 
black, was the course they should be 
following according to the co-ordinates 
being received from Weather Central. 
Another trace, many minutes of arc 
away. in red, was the one they were 
actually on. 

Thurlow. the pilot on the trick, looked 
baffled. "What do you make of it, Jim ? "  

"The automatics have lost control for 
some reason, but what about the other 
ships? Where are they? Have you called 
the commander?" 
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"We tried just before the alarm 
sounded," said Cameron, the observer, 
"and the beam was dead " 

Jim swiftly adjusted the plotter to 
synchronize with the radio aura spacing 
the ships. "They're in formation-and all 
off the course." 

Thurlow had moved away from the 
plotter to the interphone panel. He 
looked up as Jim spoke. ''The engine 
room doesn't answer," he said. "I can't 
raise Jugins and Eberly." 

"Get down to the engine room and 
see why they don't answer," Jim or
dered. "Take Cameron with you. We'll 
try to raise the other ships again." 

The relief pilot responded and moved 
toward the door of the room. He twisted 
the handle and an expression of ludicrous 
bewilderment crossed his face. 

"It's locked." 
· 

The expressions on the faces of the 
other technicians matched the blankness 
of Thurlow's. They all moved towards 
the door except Jim. He remained at the 
interphone screen staring into tQ.e face of 
Engine Technician Jugins. 

"Sorry to have kept you waiting," said 
Jugins. "I had to make sure the control 
room door was locked and welded after 
you all rushed into it so obligingly. What 
was it you wanted?" 

"I was wondering what was the matter 
with the outside communication circuits, 
but I think I know now so I won't bother 
you with it. Where's Eberly?" 

"Dead. I had to hit him hard." 
Jim's mind was workinJ:!: swiftly in 

vain, circuitous thought. This was the 
same pattern, repeated again. Another 

�:e�fon�; f��ide';,��'S����te��� s���h�! 
there had to be a link-a link all the 
wav to Hydroponics. 

There was one, a faint one that made 
no sense, Jim thought. It was in Jugins' 
eyes. There was the same light that had 
been upon Pete Carlson's face before 
he rammed the neighboring ship. There 
was the same light of insanity, of fanati
cism. 

But yet there was a distinct difference. 
Pete's had been a condition of resigned 
de�pondency. Jugins' face held a look of 
high purpose. 

"What do you intend to do? Why 
are we off course?" asked Jim quietly. 
By now the others had trailed back from the sealed door and stared unbelievingly 
ar their crazed crewmate. 

"Of course I'll tell you," said Jugins. 
"It is fitting that you should know. Emissary Backwem desired that you 

should know before annihilation 
took you." 

Backwern! 
The name joggled through Jim's mind 

trying to find a slot into which it would 
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against Weather Central's usurPation of 
the domain of God. 

''You did not think that you would be 
allowed to blaspheme the heavens for
ever, surely," Jugins chanted. "The in
evitable time bas come when the Emis
saries shall drive you out of existence. 

�e�i��e��:'ge
s:bJe

t�� [���f��e��af!:.¥. 
"Batty as an old barn," someone mur

mured in a whisper of horrified awe. 
Horror that came with the realization 
that Jugins. was complete master of the 
ship. 

But Jim had turned off the interphone. 
He faced Thurlow. "You and Cameron 
run a pair of jumpers from the lighting 
circuit to the control panel here. Stevens, 
get to work on that door with anything 
you can find. Oakland, help me get the 
cover off this control panel before Jugins 
has much more time." 

Obediently, the men moved away to 
carry out the orders. But Oakland asked 
in puzzlement as be removed the panel 
cover screws, "What's the idea ? How are 
we going to get out of here with that 
crazy ape running loose outside? He may 
duck us i n  the briny if he sees we're 
breaking out." 

Jim answered without looking up. "The 
manual controls from this board are still 
functioning as far as I know-" 

"Why, then we could get back on the 
trajectory ! "  

"And a s  soon a s  w e  tried t o  move the 
ship with them Jugins would begin smash
ing everything in sight to k«p us from it 
He'd permanently disable the control re
lays down there in smashing these 
manuals." 

Oakland's exuberance died. 'Then 
bow-?" 

"Jugins is probably carefully discon
necting these manual circuits ngbt now. 
It's ap:ainst regulations to work on the 
control circuits when they're hot, but we 
all know it's the custom because their 
juice load is negligible. I'm trusting 
Jugins to adhere to custom. We'U con
nect the lighting circuit to the control 
leads that are connally open circuited. 
Jugins is sure to get across some of them -1 hope it will get him before the leads 
burn out." 

By the time the panel cover was off, 
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the jumpers were run from the lighting 
circuit lt was a high amperage line with 
what Jim believed was su.ffi..:ient voltage 
to hit J ugins. 

They quickly wired the jumpers in
and then waited. 

They had no way of knowing whether 
Jugins was heading for the bait or not. 
There was no indication from the be
havior of the ship whether or not he had 
disconnected the panel. But Jim did not 
dare test the manuals or use the inter
phone screen for fear the fanatic tech
nician would demolish the circuits and 
destroy the control relays. 

Stevens and three helpers were making 
slow progress on the tough metal of the 
door with a small torch. The rest of the 
crew waited staring at the vision screen 
that still showed the scene outside the 
ship. They were far over the water and 
the waves were white with fury. The 
ships seemed to be gaining rapidly in 
circular motion. 

The technicians were bewildered, un
able to assign a reason to the incredible 
thing that was happening to them. They 
wondered if each of the other ships had 
been taken over. by some fanatic member 
of the crew. But most of all they won
dered what was intended to happen next. 

Only Jim November knew that it was 
a detail in a larger pattern Of destruc
tion woven by Hydroponics. 

Obviously, they had used Minister 
Backwera for a program of religious 
fanaticism to attack Weather Central 
with the oldest of weapons, superstition. 
In a world which could control the forces 
of the air above the Earth such a weapon 
was still potent. 

Apparently in each ship some key 
member of the technical staff had been 
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-by killing if necessary, as in the case 
of Eberly. 

The immediate objective of this plan 
remained to be seen, but to Jim Novem
ber the outline was becoming visible. 

he
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some possible contact points with shore." 

The observer hunched over the cal
culator desk adjacent to the plotter. For 
nearly four hours by cut and dry methods 
he tried to fit a projected course to their 
present trajectory. At last he tossed the 
sheets to Jim. "There's a good probability 
of striking within fifty miles of San 
Francisco." 

Jim nodded. "See what our rotational 
velocity and pressure gradient are doing? "  

"Both rising rapidly. We have a 
velocity of two hunored and fifty miles 
an hour now Wttb a gra01ent of three 
millibars per sixty miles. 1 he low point 
is �45 millibars plus or minus five." 

"Check. A litUe more of lhat and it 
will turn into a typhoon." 

Oakland nodded slowly. The remainder 
of the techrucians were gathered about 
the pilot's and the computer's positions. 
They knew lhe significance of the figures 
called off by the observer. N o  weather 
ship bad ever before been involved in 
such a condition by design, There bad 
been an instance or two of ships being 
sent into hurricanes to dispel them, but 
this was the first man-made hurricane. 

. .  Our rotational velocities in the lower 
levels will approach the normal typhoon 
value of around thirteen hundred miles 
per hour by the time we strike lhe Cali· 
forn.ia coast,'' said Jim. "lf we bit San 
Francisco with that-" 

The men remained silent, staring at 
the screen that Jim turned to the long, 
trailing funnel that was forming below 
the cloud layer, a black tongue that 
licked viciously towards the surface of 
the waters below. 

"I don't get it," said Oakland. "That 
crazy Jugins can't be doing all the dirL 
Is there one like him on every shi p ? "  

" l " m  afraid there is," said Jim, "but 
now I think: we'd better take the chance 
of finding out how well our trap worked 
-if at all." 

One by one, he tried the manual con
trols for speed and direction, lift and de
pression. There was no response when he 
tried to al_ter the trajectory of the ship 
horizontally. The last control he touched 
was the depression control and the ship 
responded with a definite dip in altitude. 

"What does that mean? "  asked Oak· 
land. 

"I think it means that Jugins nearly 
had us cut off before we got him. We'll 
take a look." • 

He switched on the screen that showed 
him the scene in the engine room of the 
ship. The crazed technician lay sprawled 
over a relay bank, his hands still clutch-
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from the crew, but Jim dampened it with 
a nod towards the door. "We aren't any 
better off than before." 

Stevens' crew had been spelled several 
times and were back again, sweating 
copiously over the forlorn job of tackling 
the door with the meager flame of their 
torch. But Stevens looked up as Jim 
spoke. "We're almost through," he said. 
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"I hope y o u  didn't kill Jugins. I'd like t o  
take care of that little detail myself. Burt 
Eberly was a good buddy of mine." 

Jim left the panel and joined Oakland 
at the plotter. The low was deepening at 
a terrifying rate. The center was indicated 
as 870 mi!Jibars, but they knew that was 
meaningless as the waterspout was form
ing. The gradient at the locus of the ship 
was increased to three millibars in fifteen 
miles. Their rotational velocity had risen 
along an acceleration curve set by Jugins ��
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The storm was definitely of typhoon 
force. The waterspout twisted and gyrated 
wildly between the ocean surface and the 
low cloud layer. Its black tongue seemed 
to lash the water until the sea heaved 
with pain. 

"We're turning in, now," Oakland said. 
"Our course checks with m y  extrapola
tion." 

Jim nodded. "It's San Francisco on the 
nose." 

Silently they thought of what it would 
mean to that metropolis when the storm 
hit. They pictured it cutting a jagged path 
of destruction throu�h the familiar 
streets. Jts black, spinnmg tongue, whin
ing and groaning with thunder, would 
make a swath of rubble down the length 
of Market Street. It would whip the Bay 
to fury and sweep on through Oakland. 
It would suck Lake Merritt dry in a 
single gulp and ride on through the bills 
above the city. 

But there was no reason it should end 
there. Fed by the atomic energies in the 
motors of the weather ships, the destruc
tion could sweep the entire length of the 
continent, not only once, but it could ride 
back and forth endlessly tearing and up
rooting with screaming winds and rain 
that would incite the populace to eternal 
banishment of Weather Central. 

"We're through I "  
Jim turned i n  time t o  hear Stevens' 

exultant announcement and see him 
crash the door open. The crew burst out 
into the corridor and into the engine 
room. 

With scarcely a glance at Jugins' except 
to move the fanatic's corpse from the 
relay rack, they surveyed the damage and 
the change in the control circuits. 

"We can regain control of this ship 
and move out of the storm system in a 
few mmutes," said Oakland, "but what 
about the other ships? How can we help 
them? Do you thmk ' it would do any 
good to try to communicate ? "  

J i m  November shook h i s  head slowly 

and pointed towards the air-conditioning 
equipment. "The attackers on the other 
ships have no doubt succeeded in doing 
what Jugins planned here." 

Oakland strode over to examine a 
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He probably bad the duct opened and 
ready before be took over, then he 
decided he'd better cut the manual out 
before giving us the gas." 

Jim nodded. "So our job is to destroy 
the other ships, rather than save them. 
We can't ask for help, either. There aren't 
any other ships close enough to reach us 
before this thing moves inland." 

"How can we fight them? We aren't 
built for that. We haven't any weapons." 

''But I've got an idea- Let's get above 
the higher circle, close to one of the 
ships. Then focus our control on the 
ship. Adjust to repulsion at full power 
and see what happens." 

Instantly, Oakland sensed the strategy 
of the move and went to the local control 
board of the engine room. He moved the 
sphere up and out of the circle of do
straying ships. With careful touch he 
jockeyed the ship above one of its mates 
as the two sped in a circle at more than 
seven hundred miles an hour. 

"Now ! "  Jim exclaimed. 
Oakland presiied the control that 

poured all the energies of the ship's 
motors into the repelling beam. Their 
own ship drove into the tropopause, but 
the repulsor crashed down upon the other 
one like some cosmic power hammer. 

Half the hull shell collapsed before the 
inertia of the stricken ship was overcome. 
It drove down in a long arc to the turbu
lent sea. On the screen the crew watched 
it crash and sink. 

Beads of sweat stood out on the 
observer's brow. "That's too easy. This 
stuff makes a potent weapon. But what if 
some of the boys got away like we did-? 
How do we know- ? "  

J i m  shook h i s  head grimly. " I f  a n y  o f  
them g o t  away they'd be cutting loose by 
now as we have done. The mere fact that 
they haven't shows that they are not alive 
to do so. Take the next ship." 

Assigning his assistant to control of the 
ship, Jim November tried to bring up 
from his subconscious the reasoning he 
had been following there concerning 
Hydroponics' attacks. 

There was a similarity between Thomas 
Wentworth's failure and Pete Carlson's 
mental despondency and Jugins' fanatic
ism. It was all representative of mental 
unbalance-and that was even the basis 
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of the attack when Jim was taken from 
the hotel room. 

Mental aberrations - the common 
factor in all attacks on Weather Central 
so far. That crystallization of thought 
was the nucleus of what he had been 
searching for. 

It came with such sudden clarity that 
it dazed him with its incredibility-the 
incredibility of the only logical and now 
obvious conclusion that was open to him. 
There was only one man who could 
emplov such an instrumentality of attack 
in the entire organization of Weather 
Central. 

He turned to the communication panel 
of the engine room and switched to 
Weather Central's clear channel. The 
imae:e of the switchboard girl aPpeared. 

"Get me Stillman, quick. This is Jim 
November, weather pilot." 

"I'm sorry . . .  Mr. Stillman is-" 
"Get me Stillman ! "  
"Oh ! You're o n  the West Coast. He's 

been trving to get you. 
The girl's �tartled features disappeared 

and the chief forecaster's image appeared 
an instant 1->ter. 

"Jim ! What's happened out there? 
We've tried to r<�ise the ships for the last 
five hours. Reports of hell being loose 
have come in from all the shipping be
tween the United States and China. 
What's the matter?" 

"Get Winters. I'll explain later. He's 
your man. He's back of all the trouble 
we've had in the Central. He's back of ���-�tomt Hydro's controlling him. Get 

But Stillman didn't answer. A slow 
look of horror that Jim didn't understand 
crossed the forecaster's face. There was 
silence for an instant. · 

Then Jim cursed himself mentally and 
violently. He might have known. Winters 
was almost constantly in Stillman's com
panv like a human leech. He was in 
Stillman's office now--out of range of 
the communicator. 

Slowly, a guo barrel aimed at Stillman 
came into the picture and Winters' soft 
voice was heard. "It's too bad your little 
detective succeeded in his amateur detect
in�. but we have provided for such an 
emero-ency. He will be taken care of 
presently. Now, for you-" 

Jim <�aw <;;tillman's eve� Po wil'iP and 
then the forecaster tried. to leap aside as 
a shot exploded in the room. Stillman's 
body fleJted and crumpled. There was a 
shatterin¥ sound as Winters smashed the 
commumcator and the screen aboard the 
ship went dark. 

Jim did not call back to Weather Cen
tral. The switchboard girl would be send
ing out an alarm because she had a 
monitor circuit on the long ranl!e call to 
check synchronization. Any interference 
from Jim would be no more than inter
ference now. 

His cursing:s grew voluble and he 
turned to Alden Oakland. The observer 
had put the ship above another of the 
enemy spheres. He dropped to within a 
hundred feet and jockeyed for an ac
curate alignment of the proouJsion beam. 
He paused a moment as the two ships 
· came sharply into line, then .he pressed 
the control. 

They darted towards the stratosphere 
and the enemy ship crumpled and dove. 

Rut before it hit the water the men of 
Weather Central watched it blossom 
suddenlv into flame. 

"Explosion ! "  the observer exclaimed 
in mystification. "What could have caused 
that? There's nothinp:-" 

"I think that's what Winters meant," 
said Jim slowly. "when he said we'd be 
taken care of. 1'11 bet every one of these 
ships is secretly mined to blow up when 
the-v·ve comp\etecl the job for Hvdro. 
Thurlow ! Get all the rest of the men and 
begin searchinl! the ship for hidden eJt
plosives. Watch for trick detonators and 
time circuits. Oakland, you and I will 
start throwing repulsors at the ships as 
fast as possible. Use the regular unit. I'll 
cut in with the auxiliary. Use any angle 
foo���b�eS i�f w�e
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The men hastened to obey orders. Jim 

and his observer turned to their control 
posts. 

Oakland gave an exclamation. ''There's 
one above us ! He's trying to give us the 
same works." 

"Let him have it ! "  
Simultaneously, the two units o f  pro

pulsion repellors hit the enemy sphere as 
he tried to jockey over the ship. He 
bounded into the heavens and burst into 
flame." 

But their own ship plunged towards the 
sea under the mighty recoil of those 
repellors. On the vision plates the image 
of the white sea foam grew with perilous 
clarity. 

"Cut north ! "  Jim commanded. "Forty 
dep:rees." · 

In unison with him, Oakland slanted 
the beam towards Earth and the ship 
swun!!" off in a long, but still falling curve. 
A strain of collapsing proportions was 
thrust upon the motor beams of the ship's 
skeleton. 
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Jim thought he could almost hear the 
great frame members cracking under the 
tremendous load of both repellors. But 
the angle was still not great enough. 
Their present trajectory would bring 
them beneath the surface of the water. 

"Forty-five degrees," he called. 
The repellors turned more directly 

downward and somewhere there sounded 
the shrill scream of a collapsing frame 
member. Tense, Jim held to the course 
and waited for the ship to crumple and 
enfold them like a smashed tin can. But 
the remaining structure held. Jim began 
to breathe more easily when Oakland 
cried out. 

''We're going to hit ! "  
The sphere touched the surface o f  the 

water. The hull rolled crazily and the 
inertia controls were thrown out of 
balance for an instant. 

The engine room floor tipped and 
threw the men against the panels and 
rolled them across the floor. Then, 
abruptly, it was quiet and the room was 
stable once more. 

Jim rose and shook himself. Oakland 
leaned dizzily against the board, half 
stunned by hts fall. 

"Where are we? Under water?" 
Jim moved to the vision panel without 

answer and refocused it. Above him were 
the stars and below there floated a white, 
violent sea. But it was a sea of clouds and 
not the lashing Pacific waters. · 
br�:b;�. �!�a�
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r this," he 

There was no time now to think of 
Stillman. There was little doubt that the 
forecaster was dead. All that could be 
done was no doubt being done to appre· 
bend Winters. 

A�ain Jim November cursed his own 
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cautions in informing Stillman. 
But there was no time for self impreca

tions. The storm system was less than a 
hundred miles from the coastline and 
headed directly for the city o{ San 
Francisco. 

All gradient values and pressure indica
th)ns of the low were meaningless now. 
No actual measurement of the pressure 
at the exact center of a typhoon or 
tornado twister had ever been made. 

The darkening sky was like a backdrop 
for a scene from some alien and fearsome 
planet, and the moving, twisting column 
of water and air was like a lone and 
���� r���:8��� :th 
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guided and fed by the spinning globes in 
the sky. Globes driven by madmen. 

"Ships eight and twenty-one seem to 
be in trouble," said Oakland, "They've 
left formation." 

"After us?" 
"No." 
Jim stepped closer and saw the two 

ships wobbling erratically out of line. 
Number eight shot out at a tangential 
course and fell to the sea. 

"Inertia control must have given way 
completely," said Jim. ''I wouldn't be 
surprised if more of them fail at these 
velocities. Let's go back down. We've t<:Ot 
to get them before they hit shore. The 
system may dissipate w1th the ships out 
of it." 

They swung the ship down towards 
the next wary sphere. The fanatic opera
tors had seen the previous maneuvres, 
but the men of Weather Central followed 
relentlessly. 

They entered upon a mad routine of 
wildly darting through the skies, stabbing 
out with the repellors and shooting off at 
a new angle dictated by the recoil of their 
forces. 

The enemy ships went down one by 
one. Some exploded. Others were forced 
into the sea. Two failed from internal 
causes. The last four gave up completely 
and fled the scene when they saw the 
destruction of their companions. 

Against pilots of their own skill, Jim 
November and Alden Oakland knew they 
would have had no chance to survive 
such a battle. But the fanatic agents of 
Hydroponics aboard the other ships were 
not pilots. They were merely fanatics 
with. minor technical skills and they went 
down before the darting sphere like 
sitting ducks. 

With the fleeing of the last four the 
men of Weather Central were left alone 
in the swirling typhoon that drove Un· 
yieldingly towards the great coastal cities. 

Jim was at Qte indicators and Oakland 
asked, "Is there any chance of its break-
in
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they've done what they set out to do. 
There's not a thing we can do to dissipate 
it or prevent it from going inland. Even 
if we could get other ships here in time, 
Weather Central doesn't have enough to 
dissipate the thing until it begins to run 
out because of its own disintegration. 
It's going inland, and there's not a thing 
we can do about it." 

There bad been no report from Thur
low and his crew of searchers. But that 
danger bad faded into insignificance. 
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Jim knew that Weather Central was gone 
now. Once this twister ::.truck the city 
public opinion would demand the aban
donment of weat.her control forever. 

The two men in the engine room 
carried out repeated extrapOlations at
tempting to determine as accurately as 
possible the exact point at which the 
storm would strike. Hydroponics' agents 
had planned with devilish accuracy. The 
storm track would pass over the most 
densely inhabited portions of the city. 

"Shouldn't we have warned them ? "  
Alden Oakland finally said. 

"What good would it have done? How 
far could they have fled from this thing'! 
We couldn't even tell them which way 
to run." "1 don't know. It seems we ought to 
be doing something. I wonder when the 
mined charges are set to go off. Winters 
must have wanted n o  one left to tell 
tales." 

Jim knew they were just talking to 
preserve their own stability but he kept 
u p  the meaningless chatter. ''If only this 
thing were headed farther north, beyond 
the city, or at least the most dense part 
of it-" 

His observer straightened. "No, look. 
To the south would be better. There's 
a lot of building area, but it's mostly 
composed of Hydro's tank farms. The 
population density is smallest there." 

Something clicked within Jim's brain. 
The irony of the storm's nearness to 
Hydro's millions of dollars worth of tank 
farms that fed the vast city area. of San 
Francisco Bay. 

"Oakland I Get on that emergency re
pellor and synchronize it with the regular 
drive. We can't dissipate this thing or 
keep it from going inland-but maybe 
we can steer it ! "  

For a moment the observer stood im
mobile, uncomprehending, then he leaped 
to the controls as the miracle of the 
possible reprieve revealed itself to him. 
"I've got you. Give me your settings." 

Swiftly, Jim calculated the trajectory 
which would take the twister over the 
vast tank farms of Hydro .south of the 
city area. He co-ordinated i t  with the 
forces acting within the storm system 
and the maximum possible force of their 
single ship. He dictated his figures to 
Oakland. 

The storm was almost upon the city. 
The black spinning column of the water
spout had raised a tidal wave that already 
had swamped shipping and beach pro
perty. The life of the city was petrified 
to terror at the unprecedented monster 

that rS'se out of_ the sea. They didn't 
know It would slflke the city anu prayed 
that it would turn aside. Only two men 
in a tiny silver globe knew that it would 
strike somewhere i n  that city. 

Even to Jim it seemed impossible to 
suppose the rclativ�ly diminutive force 
of their single shio could deflect that 
terrible mass of whirling air and water. 

He watched their course as it  was 
slowly inscribed on the plotter. "It's not 
enough ! We're hitting ! "  

He made a rapid recomputation and 
altered their forces. But alredy the tongue 
of the waterspout had touched the beach. 
As if a charge of explosive had been 
touched off beneath them, buildings ex
ploded, and their debris hurled into the 
air, mingling a moment with the mighty 
forces of the typhoon and then dropped 
to earth. A welter of broken wooden 
beach homes and buildings remained to 
mark the twister's path. 

Jim closed his eyes against the wreck
age and wished momentarily that the 
explosives within their ship would go off, 
but Oakland was staring at the plate. 

"Jim. We're turning ! Check the 
plotter." 

Jim November stared at the curve. It 
was true. Almost imperceptibly but 
nevertheless certainly they were over
coming the inertia of that vast air mass. 
It 

S���h
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It seemed like an eternity that they 
watched the trajectory change, but it was 
only a matter of instants. The tre
mendous speed of the advance of the 
twister and their own rotational velocity 
of thirteen hundred miles an hour gave 
no time for long contemplation of events 
and factors, but the strain in their minds 
lengthened the fractions of time. 

Then they were over the tank farms. 
The tip of the twister's ton£ue touched 
the edge of the vast structures and the 
tremendous semi-vacuum over the in
closed tanks burst them like paper bags. 

Sheets of metal tore from the roofs 
below and were followed by a fountain 
of water that drained the tanks and 
showered half grown produce over 
dozens of square miles 

"This is it," said Jim. "They ordered 
it and now they're going to take the 
medicine." 

"What do you mean? What are you 
talking about?" 

Briefly, J im told him of Hydro's part 
in the events of the past days and the 
connection with Winters. 

Alden Oakland whistled softly. "If 
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only we could take this tornado across 
every tank farm Hydro owns-" 

"We can't but we can take it across 
every one that's in our path until the 
thing dissipates. Watch those controls. 
We're wavering." 

It was a matter of tremendously deli� 
cate balance to keep the force of the 
constantly spinning ship exerted in a 
given direction on the twister. It was a 
job that only the automatics could ac� 
complish-after the adjustment had been 
made for the proper co-ordinates. 

Jim watched as the last shred of debris 
lifted from Hydro's structure and fell 
back upon the ruin. Then the black 
tongue was licking out over the Bay and 
a waterspout lifted to the sky again. 

Population density was light in the area 
on the opposite Bay shore, but destruc
tion was inevitable. A swath of ruin cut 
through suburban homes and stores and 
raced on into the east. It swept up again 
into the Livermore hills and sped for a 
path that would bypass Sacramento by 
a narrow margin. Jim stepped to the 
communication panel and began sending 
out warnings now that he could deter
mine the path with reasonable accuracy. 

The storm, a tornado now, gave no 
evidence of dissipating. Like some in
satiable monster it  seemed to feed upon 
the very structure of the air mass sur
rounding it and grow rather than 
diminish in intensity. 

But Jim felt a relaxed sense when they 
were past the Bay area. There was time 
to plot and time to gain better control 
over their trajectory. 

Then be was roused to a new level 
of tenseness by a burst from the ship's 
phone. It was the voice of Thurlow. 

"Jim ! We've found it ! There's a 
whole string of charges planted near the 
outer shell. We've got to land and get 
out of here. There's not time to--" 

His voice was cut off by the sudden 
thunder of an explosion that poured a 
deafening volume of sound through the 
resonant hull. The ship rocked and the 
inertia controls wavered, flinging the men 
in the room against the panel. 

"Thurlow!" Jim cried. "Are you all 
right? What happened ? "  

There was silence, then Thurlow's 
pained voice. "Yeah, I'm all right. It 
almost �ot us. Cameron found the time 
mechantsm and cut the circuit to the 
remaining charges. It got him, though." 

::��s�bf;?�' 
tenth of the skin area gone. 

eaye�0�r���t �r�:l:i::eager hold upon 

the storm taken away. And a broken 
main frame member. Jim knew it would 
be decisive. "We can navigate," he said. 
"Come down when you're through." 

He recomputed his forces and the tra
jectory towards Sacramento. In the 
Sacramento Valley was the largest of 
Hydro's vast Pacific system. Food pro
duction for forty million people. He 
pondered the scale of balances. 

The greatest index of social responsi· 
bility of any pilot they had, Stillman hac.. 
said. Here it was. Which was the most 
important-the u.fety of the city, the risk 
of serious food shortage, the possibility 
of striking a decisive blow at Hydro
ponics-? 

Hydro bad to go, be knew. It was the 
old story of an old, established giant of 
commercialism blundering ahead in th• 
narrow path of progress, blocking the 
fleeter, more infant forms of innovation 
that must some day grow to replace the 
ancient ways. 

Hydroponics bad served civilization 
well for us duration of reign, but the time 
bad come for another old to be replaced 
by another new. 

The decision would not be so bard, 
after all. 

He checked the trajectory. The path of 
the tornado lay straight across the Sacra
mento Valley, across the vast tank farms 
that served the entire mid-Pacific Coast. 
There would be temporary famine and 
turmoil and perhaps Weather Central 
would be blamed-but it was the only 
way. 

Jim turned again to the communication 
panel and called Weather Central. He 
asked for Donovan, Executive Head of 
the Central. 

Donovan's face was calm amid news 
that must have shaken his world like the 
tornado that Jim November rode. 

"Weather ship pilot Jim November. J 
am calling to report that the tornado 
moving in from the Pacific Coast is not 
dissipating. We have power only to alter 
its trajectory slightly through a steering 
control. It will pass over Hydro's farms 
in Sacramento Valley. 

"Will you tell me what happened to 
Forecaster Stillman and Dr. Winters?" 

"Stiilmao is alive and expected to re
cover, though in very critical condition at 
present Winters was captured and sub
jected to an intensive psycho-examination. 
He managed to commit suicide shOrtly 
afterwards, but we have a record that will 
stand up legally and gives full informa
tion on Hydro's action in this plot It will 
be made publlc. 
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"As to the tornado : Are you ceriain 
there is nothing to be done ? "  

"Nothin� during whatever length o f  
time it wdl take t o  break up another 
formation and send us a minimum force 
of fifteen ships. I believe they could break 
it up when it gets into the mountains. 
But nothing can be done before Hydro's 
tank farms are destroyed." 

Donovan decided instantly. "We'll 
break up the present Gulf formation and 
send you twelve ships. That will have to 
accomplish the task. 1 assign you in 
charge of the action. Report when 
necessary." 

Donovan switched off and a swelling 
exultation filled Jim November. The 
record of Winter's mind would be made 
public. The story of how be had under
mined Weather Central by allowing men 
with mental disturbances to occupy key 
positions would clear the Central and it 
would be Hydro that public opinion 
would condemn, not the Central. 

They were coming over the Sacramento X,�IIef{y��;� �nbto�y:go 
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black destruction. 
Another old was giving way to another 
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T H E  

B O T T L E D  M E N  
By ROSS ROCKL YNNE 

Two men-hunter and hunted-were trapped in that natural bottle. Ont 

started digging his way out, but it was a trickier problem than he guessed___.. 

THs elevator doors slid open. A tall man, 
trimly garbed in the gray-edged black 
uniform that was the habiliment of mem
bers of the Solar Guard, stepped into the 
room. He looked around for a second 
with patient gray eyes, then moved lightly 
toward "Uncle Jim" Post's desk. Uncle 
Jim, referred to thus by his millions of 
subordinates, was the supreme com
mander of the SAC - Solar System 
Associated Guard. 

"At .ease, lieutenant," said Post as the 
black uniformed man drew himself to 
attention. 

Lieutenant Marc Sturm relaxed. He 

��i�o':��!his "�:e� si
��9uested to report 

"Yes, lieutenant Lieutenant, your ap-
plication for marriage has been rejected." 

"Yes, sir." Sturm showed no reaction. 
"Do you have any objection to raise? "  
"Yes, sir. I believe t h e  Control 

Council's decision unfair." 
"It's not unfair if the human race 

expects to make the progress charted out 
for itself." 

Sturm said nothing. Post squirmed a 
little, as if with repressed rage at Sturm'• 

silence. Post was tall, bony, hawk-nosed, 
with blue eyes that could be kind. In the 
silence, he let his eyes wander toward 
the window. Outside, the high traffic 
lanes swarmed with twenty-fifth century 
cars. An occasional rocketship, or jet
propelled planet car moved through the 
violet-blue atmosphere. This was Satter
field City on the planet of Mars-a Mars 
that had been partially rehabilitated by 
the human race. 

Post's eyes came back, dropped to the 
eugenics application on his desk. He 
raised a corner of the form. He said, 

"Lieutenant, you have a right to know 
the exact reasons for· the rejection. Your 
psychological portrait, as prepared by the 
Control Council reads .8w-.7P-.2c-.5g-.5f. 
I think you must know that portrait by 
heart I think you mwt also know Lieu· 
tenant colonel Susan Quincy's portrait by 
heart and realize that they don't dove
tail." 

There was something challenging in his 
voice. • 

Sturm's face was expressionless. For 
the first time, be volunteered a question. .. May I ask why the Control Council 
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gave the ultimate decision for the rejec
tion into your bands, instead of dealing 
with me direct?" 

Post smiled. "You may. I wanted you 
to ask that question. The fact is, there 
was a shred of doubt in the minds of the 
Council. Namely, that in some respects 

s��!n�5��hh�;�c�nfe
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tail. You're both .8w's for instance, which 
is Q:ood. And there's a divergence of only .3 m 'p', the factor of rigidity�in your 
favor. Which is as it should be in 
marriage, 1 suppose. However, the rejec
tion still stands, lieutenant." 

His eyes averted. "The fact is, lieuten
ant, Lieutenant colonel Susan Quincy 
outranks you." 

Sturm's sudden agitation was betrayed 

���h �i'nd
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He said, "I don't understand what that 
would have to do with it, sir." 

"It has everything to do with it Susan's 
prestige for instance. She's the com
mander of the Woman's Martian Police 
Corps, . you know. We can't have the 
commander of the WMPC married to a 
man who'll never go beyond the rank or 
second lieutenant." 

The bomb that Post knew he had to 
throw exploded somewhere deep among 
the recesses of Sturm's mind. No slightest 
flash or sound of the explosion came 
back. Sturm stood there, wooden-faced. 

Post squirmed again, as if with con
trolled rage. He said, "Man, don't you 
have anything to say for yourself?" 

Sturm said, "I understand that your 
point-blank statement that I'll never rise 
above my present rank arises from my 
failure to capture Gull Norse last week, 
when I practically bad him in my hands." 

"That's partly it. But your failure to 
capture Gull is merely a result of your 
faulty psychological pattern." 

"I beg to differ with your statement." 
Sturm's voice was soft and polite. "I 
haven't failed to capture Gull Norse." 

"You haven't?" Post raised an ironic 
eyebrow. , 

"No. His capture by me is merely 
postponed. Gull Norse is still my assign
ment. I expect to make his arrest in any
where from one to four weeks." 

For the first time, Sturm appeared to 
lose his remarkable composure. He bit 
at his lower lip, blinked rapidly. His 
slowly rubbing fina:ers balled up into half
fists. 

"I also want to differ with the Control 
Council on that . . . that psychological 

portrait of mine. Mathemfttical symbols 
can't take into account every factor of 
character, sir. I don't disagree with what 
the portrait does tell. It's what it leaves 
out .Sw., character integration, is good, 
and sets me up as a pretty sound citizen. 
.2c, the factor of extra-vers.ion, points me 
out as pretty much of a poor mixer, not 
very sociable, not very good at small 
talk or quick on the uptake . .  5g isn't Kood 
either, because it indicates a general 
mental capacity about .3 below Susan's 
. . .  pardon me; below Lieutenant colonel 
Quincy's. In other words, just an averare 
intelligence . .  5{ indicates a certain neur
oticism-! guess I do show signs of beior 
neurotic, because if I weren't, I wouldn't 
repress myself in front of you and I'd 
blow my top." 

Post's blue eyes closed a little, became 
quizzically enigmatic. He leaned back ia 
his cha-ir. "Go on, lieutenant." 

Sturm's words came a little faster, a 
little harder. "I left the rigidity factor out 
till last, sir. I've got a .7p rigidity, sir. 
That's what I mean when I say tile 
Council can't put everything into syra
bols. They can't put into symbols dte 
four years I spent at Decimal Point-" 
Decimal Point was the popular name fer 
Marta-Tellurian Spatial Academy. "They 
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honors in my class." 
Post's voice was oddly muffled. "I'm 

not sure I knew that, lieutenant. Pleaae go 
on." 

Sturm's bands were fists now. "Don't 
think I wasn't conscious of the ge�eral 
inferiority of my 'g' rating during those 
years at the Point. Other cadets breeud 
throu_gh their exams without hardly 
glancmg at a book. I had to bone up for 
hours-even days, and all night. But 
when the grades were handed out, I came 
out on top generally. I'm pointing out 
that the factor of rigidity includes tile 
general mental pattern of the ability t• 
work-and to fight too-and a sort of 
dogged, stupid perseverance that doua't 
know when to give up. That's wby I 
think the Council is way off. They don't 
understand those four years of min• at 
Decimal Point, and they don't understand 
that what I don't get by brainwork I get 
by a bulldog stick-to-it-tive-ness." 

He paused. His full lips curled slit}ltly, 
just a shade toward insulting insubordina
tion. "I don't suppose you'll underatand 
it either." 

Post blinked. He came erect. Hi� voice 
was quick. "On the contrary I I do under� 
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stand." His eyes twinkled. "Are you being 
persevering now ? "  

"Yes, sir. l intend to marry Susan." 
"Oh-ho r" Post's eyebrow was ironic 

again. "Your analysis of your own 
portrait doesn't particularly change it. �u know. Just makes it a little clearer. 

!J�bJ,�ti���ch�1
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Sturm's eyes became patient again, 
without a trace of humor. "After I bring 
Gull- Norse in, sir, I'll automatically 
receive a raise in rank." 

"From whom ? "  
"From y o u ,  sir, Having received a raise 

in rank, I don't feel you'll stand in the 
wa�o�f 

g�?�n��r!\d�i;: then laughed out-
right. "Lieutenant, you amaze me with 
your calm assumptions. But I'll tell you 
what." His hand slapped the desk. "It's a 
deal ! You'll jump to a captaincy and you 
can marry Susan-if you bring Gull m." 

"When I bring him in, sir. Which will 
be sometime in the next month, probably 
sooner. Is that all, sir? "  

"What else is there?" Post's smile was 
wry. "You've gained everything you 
wanted from this interview, haven't you? 
Good day, lieutenant." 

����d �:r�t!� f'
smartly, turned, and 

shortly the elevator swallowed him up 
again. 
· Post sat still for a moment. musing, 
then reached out and pressed a series of 
buttons on his desk. Shortly, a buzzer 
sounded, and Post scooped up the radio· 
phone. 

··susan-Uncle Jim. Yes, I just spoke 
with him, and I did everything I could. I 
insulted him-not that the insults were 
rooted in clear, cold facL I'm sorry, my 
dear, but those symbols do tell a lot. 
Anyway, he's determined to bring Gull 
in, and I hope be can ·swing it, for your 
sake. But it's a tough deal, and my 
personal feelings are that with a man like 
Gull, an excess of 'p' isn't going to make 
up for a lack of 'g'." 

In the elevator, Second lieutenant Marc 
Sturm bad a very different expression 
than the one he had showed Uncle Jim 
Post. It was a hangdog, suffering expres· 
sian, as if be had been beaten with whips. Or as if a corps of psychiatrists had been 
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was never more ready to give up in h.is 
life than when Post bad, point·blank, 
come out with the bad news. Something 
bad made him bang on-the same some--

thing that made him hang on when be 
knew he was going to fail a semester at 
Decimal Point. Or the same something 
that had made it possible for him to 
attain the rank of second lieutenant. 

His face was under control again when 
he stepped smartly from the elevator. He 
went with brisk step toward the trans-
parent sheet of light which served as a 
door to the street outside. He was just 
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frowning. A little man with tortoise
rimmed glasses, and dressed in a baggy 
suit, grinned at him. 

"Lieutenant, this is luck ! "  His voice 
was rapid, reedy. "I've been bunting for 
a story for the Satterfield Times. I says 
to myself, Man, if only · 1 could run 
across that Second lieutenant Marc 
Sturm. I could get a couple paragraphs 
out of him about bow the big bad man 
of space Gull Norse walked away from 
him one evening last week without so 
much as a gunshot" 

Marc Sturm's impulse was to grab the 
scrawny throat and choke the life out of 
it. He said in a very polite tone, "I'm 
sorry. I have nothing more to add to 
that story. Good day." 

The man said, ·sardonically touching 
his band to his hat, "O.K., soldier-boy. 

�;��a�':nn;,�eff�·�· I'd try to kill publicity 

Marc had already turned away, gone 
through the door. Just outside the door, 
street·noises around him, he stopped, hot 
eyes closed. Then something clicked. He 
went back inside, found the reporter 
standing in front of one of the elevators. 

Marc said, stopping before him, "Par· 
don me. I. can give you a few lines. 
Quote : Questioned by reporters, Lieuten· 
ant Marc Sturm today expressed surprise 
that most of the comments of the news. 
papers on the matter of the escape of 
Gull Norse from his hands indicate that 
Gull's escape is a permanent affair. Sturm 
said, 'The comments mostly indicate the 
stupidity of the managing editors who 
allowed the stories to be published. I am 
unabte to make my plans public k.now. 
ledge, out m anywhere from one to four 
weeks, Gull Norse will be in the hands 
of the law.' 

"Sturm added : 'If anyone cares to look 
into my record, be may do so. I've never 
pitted myself against an outlaw of 
Norse's type. On the other band, I've 
never failed to bring in my man. Either 
dead or alive. I'll probably be forced to 
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abashed about charges which described 
the Gull Norse escape a result of his 
stuP,idity. End quote. Did you get that? "  

' Every word," the reporter said, with 
a bored yawn. He turned away. "I'll try 
to give you a paragraph or two, soldier
boy," he said indulgently. "Better look 
out for Gull Norse, though. He probably 
won't like that threat to bring him in 
dead." 

The next day, Marc Sturm left his 
quarters in full uniform, and caught the 
monorail for Solar Guard Depot, where 
they had his two-mao patrol ship in 
readiness to "hit heaven", On the way, he 
bought the Satterfield Times. On page 2 
be found the story, very surprisingly 
reproduced word for word. A couple of 
paragraphs bad been added : 

Sturm's boast was made as a result of 
his bungling effort to bring one of the 
most feared criminals in the System under 
the wings of the law last Wednesday. Sturm, 
sometimes referred to as the fearless second 
lieutenant, captured Gull in a joy-joint 
when Gull was supposedly drunk. Sturm 
fell for the dodge, but Gull feigned intoxi
cation for the purpose of making Sturm 
relax his guard. GuU broke loose, making 
an easy getaway. 

Sturm's previous record shows that most 
of his assignments dealt with petty Jaw
breakers, most of whom, it  is  admitted, 
were under the influence of liquor. 

Sturm's big hands crumpled the paper 
with a slow crunching motion. "One for 
the scrap book," he thought bitterly. Yet 
he had expected no less. 

Second lieutenant Marc Sturm left the 
planet Mars in his two-man patrol boat 
m Sol 2, Hour 21, Martian Equatorial 
Time. He preferred not to blast around 
the Sun on a triple straight-angle, but 
instead chose a slow Hohman curve for 
the first part of his trip. 

He had brought certain equipment 
along with him. It was part of a plan he 
had formulated over a period of time. 

.For several days, he did an intricate 

�i:t
i�1feJ0�v��:3e��� �t a�u����it;· 

in��� 
cate pattern of tubes and inductance coils 
throughout the rear of the ship. He laid 
wires under the deck plates to his instru
ment board in the partly transparent nose 
of the ship. He attached these to a small 
switchboard set face down in the control 
panel. 

On the third day he was finished, and 
bolted all plates back into place. He then 
took: a case of canned goods, placed it 

on the floor at the rear of tbe ship. He 
went forward, flipped on the finger
switch. Instantly, there was an electric 
tension in the air, felt thus far forward so 
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field. The case of canned goods at the 
same moment jumped up from the deck 
plates violently and remained suspended 
10 the air at the center of the force-field, 
slowly rotating. 

Stunn smiled, and as the ship crawled 
through the cosmic emptiness at a snail's 
pace he tried the stunt over and over 
again, securing a pleasurable sensation 
from imagining that it was Gull Norse 
who hung there so helplessly. 

He tired of his Hohman curve, now, 
which wasn't getting him any place, but 
had allowed him to leave the controls 
for several hours at a time. He poured 
the power on, slipped into a straight 
angle trajectory, and in days to follow 
skirted the very edge of the Sun's "boil
ing zone," then left the Sun behind. 

As the Sun's girth began to diminish 
with distance, he often quartered his 
vision plate, taking a sternward view of 
the cosmos. He swept every tiniest seg-

:;;n! �!n��fe t�x���sLei�dfc��f�: h� ��� 
�e�iclft �f���:��e :e

e
an�a:otbing�u�e 

s���: 
suing ship, if there was one, might be 
usin� the new spot-jet method of pro
pulsion. 

He passed Mercury's orbit, then set up 
a mass-detector which would enable him 
to find the t.iny, errant asteroid on which 
he intended to land. 

He found it soon enough, and almost 
ten days after leaving Mars, landed. 

The landing was not a conventional 
affair. To anyone watching, it was very 
apparently a forced, not an intended 
landing. A flaring, explosive burst of 
vapors leaped from "the pilot blast of the 
shtp on the starboard side. The little ship 
spun madly in space, then made a few 
feeble tries at turning her nose toward 
the asteroid only a few thousand miles 
away. It did make headway, finally 
landed broadside on, with only a few 
minor jars and bumps. 

After Sturm accomplished the decep.. 
tion-by adding a few grams of d-c-tonite 
to the starboard pilot blast-he leaned 
back and lighted a cigarette. The stage 
had been set. He could only hope that 
one of the chief characters had been in 
the audience, and would soon enter to 
speak his lines. 
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Not far out in space, one of the new 
spot-jet ships hung moveless. For several 
hours the occupant of the ship had been 
studying the activities of the moving 
figure down on the asteroid. The figure 
was apparently dismantling a fused pilot 
blast, mserting a spare. 

The figure now went inside the ship, 
leaving the outer door of the air lock 
open. The man watching these activities 
uttered an exclamation, got the spof.jet 
ship into furious motion, and in ten or 
fifteen seconds flat had completed a great 
circle which put it on the other side of 
the asteroid. 

At the same swift pace, it hurtled along 
a few feet above the surface of the aster
oid, landed about ten feet from the Solar 
Guard patrol ship. The hatchway opened 
and a big man got hurriedly out. He ran 
toward the Solar Guard ship, his fifteen
pound flame pistol hanging from his 
gauntletted fingers. He went straight 
through the outer door of the air lock, 
closed the outer door, then valved open 
the inner door. 

He stepped into the ship, centered the 
pistol on the broad back of the man 
sitting before the instrument board, 
apparently studying celestial maps. 

'Turn around, you," said the man with 
thj{�ssto��me Gull Norse. 

Lieutenant Marc Sturm turned around 
as he was bidden. He didn't rise. He 
turned in the swivel chair slowly, making 
it plain that he was controlling his terrific 
surprise. As he turned, he put his elbows 
back on the board. His left elbow was 
touching the finger switch which would 
shortly activate the force-field. 

Gull said as their eyes met, "Sturm, 
what's your game? I've been following 
you for eight-nine days. Where you 
bound?" 

His great, red-rimmed, fierce eyes 
constantly moved over Sturm's calm face. 
Gull Norse was big. Gull was the shaggy 
bear of the space lanes. Gull was the big, 
laughing, life-loving, enigmatic robber 
whom men hated and loved at the same 
time. He was the dreadful creature 
mothers scared their children with. He 
was a romantic light of glory shining in 
the imaginary sky of teen-age girls 
��i�hi�t�o��r����d �htkin�·�igEI�I!]f�& 
but could at will converse with college 
professors; and had, some college pro
fessors realized later with a start. 

He was big, but he had a starvation 
curiosity bigger than he was. A curiosity 

that outweighed him, made him top
heavy. 

Marc Sturm said, smiling faintly, 
"Gull, some day your curiosity is going 
to swallow you in one big gulp, and then 
there won't be any Gull Norse left." 

"Oh, ho ! Now what do you mean by 
that?"  

"Well, why did you follow me?" 
Gull 's ferocious expression changed. 

He burst into a great thunderous merry 
laugh. "Listen to him ! Why did I .follow 
him !  He's crazy ! Listen, Sturm. I read 
the paper, and there it says that that 
fearless he-man of the Solar Guard is 
going to bring me in dead. Am I going 
to Jet that second lieutenant cavort 
around space laying some long-range 
ft������n�ri! �ailtfC:. nr�aJ.bb1u����� 
small fry got spitting grease around 'em." 
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"Now I repeat, Sturm : What you got 
in mind?" 

Sturm laughed too. "This," he said. 
He pushed back with his left elbow. As 
before, a magnetic stress crackled the air. 
Through the breakless glass of Gull's 
helmet, Sturm could see the outlaw's 
mass of curly black hair part itself in the 
middle, the hair sticking out horizontal 
on either side. Then Gull snapped into 
the air, his spacesuited legs clicked rigidly 
together, his arms pressed with invisible 
clamps to his side. He still held the gun, 
but was quite powerless to use it. 

He rotated slowly, and every time his 
face came into Sturm's vision it continued 
to hold hurt surprise. 

Finally Gull said accusingly, "Sturm, 
this is a dirty trick." 

Sturm sat down again and leaned back. 
"I planned it, Gull. Your curiosity was 
part of the plan. That's a Type-Q fore
field, not much different than opposed 
electromagnets." 

Gull's voice was grumpy, "Don't tell 
me. I know all about a Type-Q field." He 
blinked a little, then said in a strange 
tone, a wondering tone, "Yeah, I know 
all about 'em." 

His expression turned cagey. He said 
in a tone of admiration, "Lieutenant, I 
never figured you for this much brains. 
I guess that pilot·blast blow-up was a 
fancy doc;l.ge, all right. Had me fooled. 
But you know, lieutenant-you know the 
reason I come here? It was to give myself 
up." ' 

"Please, Gull," said Sturm. "You pulled 
a gun on me, remember?" 

"Sure I remember. That was just to 
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make you hold still while I told you my 
story. See, I'm tired of this life. I want to 
give myself up and get a light sentence 
and then live like an honest man." His 
eyes turned humid with moisture. "Have 
a wife and kids, maybe. I'm not such a 
bad e:uy, Sturm. J've never killed a man. 
I'm JUSt a high-class robber. I can turn 
back about seventy percent of the toot 
I've taken in. The other thirty percent 
I'll work my fingers to the bone to get. 
I'll show you where the loot is if you'll 
promise to tell the authorities I give 
myself up voluntary." 

"You would ?" Sturm said, his eyes 
showing his interest. 

Gull looked at him doubtfully. "Sure J would. Word of honor." He had a 
staunch look of honesty in his eyes. 
When Sturm rubbed at his chin, Gull 
said, "So how about takin$ me out of 
this Type-Q field and declanng a truce?'' 

Sturm rose. chuckling. He heaved a 
tremendously long sigh. "Gull. they used 
to tell me how funny you could be when 
you wanted to. You're being really funny, 
now. Nope, sorry. You stay in the field 
until we get to Mars. I wouldn't take a 
chance on freeing you. I've got you and 
I'll keep you-this time." 
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an honest man disappeared. He hurled 
some epithets at Sturm and added : "Next 
time I get a chance I'll strangle you with 
my bare hands I "  

Marc Sturm hit heaven shortly, and 
roared full blast toward the edge of the 
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helplessly in midair, now and then mut
tering angrily to himself. The metal parts 
of his spacesuit were now rigid magnets 
held in the force-field's locus of energy. 
In effect. he was a bar magnet, fed from 
the inductance fields created by the 
Type-Q magnets in the walls. 

Marc Sturm's smile was wry. "Gets-his
man Sturm," he thought to himself. Still, 
when the newspapers got this story they'd 
be bound to temper their write-ups with 
the respect he deserved. Marc permitted 
himself to gloat a little. He thought of 
Colonel Post's grudging reversal of 
opinion. He thought of Susan's adoration. 
They made good pictures, good things to 
dream about. And it was Marc Sturm's 
naiUre to dream-to dream too much. 
Sometimes about things that hadn't hap
pened yet. 

What he didn't dream of was that the 
dreams might not turn out aa planned. 

It happened after the ship cut Mer
cury's orbit, Hed at every-mounting s�ed 
through the very fringe of the bOiling 
zone. Marc Sturm rose stiffly from the 
controls, went through the starboard com
panionway back to the galley. He m�de 
some coffee and cheese sandwiches, with 
the idea of feeding Gull, but before he 
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through the ship, "Hey, Sturm I I could 
use some of that coffee ! "  

I t  was a good-natured roar, though, and 
Sturm figured Gull's humor was back. He 
took a vacuum bottle of the coffee out to 
Gull, unbuckled his helmet, and held the 
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rage. 
"Say," he snarled, "I don't intend to be 

bottle-fed like any brat of an infant. Why 
don't you get some gravity aboard this 
boat?"  

"O.K.," Sturm said ¥enially. He felt be 
could afford to be gemal. 

He fired . some blasts from a pilot jet. 
On the vision plate, the celestial panorama 
-a heavy sheet of stars and one flaming 
edge of the Sun's corona-began to rotate 
until it was whirling at a good steady rate. 
Sturm felt himself gain weight as the 
centrifugal force created a full Tellurian 
gravity. He went back to the galley, 
poured coffee into a cup and brought a 
cheese sandwich as well. 

Gull, of course, was motionless in rela
tion to surroundin� space. But he was 
rotating on an axis m relation to the ship. 
Sturm, who could walk through the field 
without danger, as he had carefully ex
cluded items of a metallic nature from his 
clothing, took hold of Gull's shoulders, 
made him motionless with respect to the 
ship. Then, since Gull was still lying 
exactly on the ship's axis, where there 
wasn't any gravity at all, he turned him 
by main force at right angles to his 
present position. 

In this position, Gull was virtually 
drinking and eating upside down, but 
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then let him go back into the position the 
force-field demanded. 

"That's better," Gull said, smacking 
his lips. "Don't know why you Solar 
Guard misters don't like gravity " 

"I don't particularly care whether 
there's gravity or not. Gravity does make 
eating easier, though." 

"Sure it does," Gull said heartily. 
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"Sturm, you're a good guy after all. Why 
not leave the ship the way she is? No use 
wasting fuel to rotate the ship every time 
we eat." 

Marc Sturm figured Gull was right. 
Anyway, it certainly made no difference. 

Directly after that, Sturm made a care
ful checkup of space ahead, saw no sign 
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falling instantly asleep. 
He as instantly awoke, spine tingling 

with the most violently horrible sense of 
catastrophe he'd ever had. 

He came tremblingly erect, snatched his 
flame pistol from the belt hanging on the 
bunk, went for the control room, panic 
working on his face. Just then there was a 
burst of light, showering sparks, the un
forgettable odor of pure ozone rushing up 
his nostrils. 

He burst into the control room a second 
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him. 
"Gull ! "  Sturm yelled incredulously. 
Gull was on him, grunting. He caught 

Sturm's wrist, bent him backward. 
"Gotcha now," be shouted amiably. 
Sturm went sick all through his body. 

Kaleidoscopic picture of horror swamped 
his brain. Newspaper stories-"the fear
less second lieutenant-"; "Uncle Jim
Lieutenant colonel Susan Quincy outranks 
you . .  , the result of a faulty psychological 
pattern-"; the psychologtcal portrait 
with its damning mathematical truths 
"-general mental capabilities not so good 
-not so good at all-Rigidity? Yes, very 
good. Very good indeed. But no brains
no brains-no brains-no brains-" 

That all went through his mind. Drops 
of hot water falling for a thousand years 
on his tortured head. He went wild, 
mentally and physically. He broke from 
Gull's grip, grabbed Gull around the 
waist and threw him smashingly. The big 
heavy figure sailed ludicrously through 
the air. Gull didn't expect anything like 
that. Nor did Sturm expect Gull to crash 
into the thousand�and-one fragile parts 
of the instrument board. 

Gull hit the instrument board hard. 
Glass shattered. The lights went out. The 
vision plate went gray and blank. The 
ship leaped like a wild thing, a bucking 
bronco i n  midspace. The odor of am
monia from the cooling system was a 
burning stench. Calcium from the air re
finer choked up the air. Lastly the switch
board o n  the bulkhead shorted itself, 
made lightning through the ship. In that 

new glare, Marc Sturm saw the walls of 
the ship moving backward. Actually, the 
ship had grabbed him in a mighty fist and 
tossed him. Tossed him straight forward 
toward where Gull Norse sprawled. That 
was the last Marc Sturm knew until he 
woke up a n  hour and a half later in a 
spacesuit. 

"I put you in the spacesuit," said Gull 
Norse amiably. He was banging onto a 
guide rail, but the bucking motion of the 
ship was not intense now. Gull added, "1 
think that was mighty white of me. Else 
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some shortcomings." 

"Yeah, I know all about those." Sturm 
saw he was strapped to the guide rail. He 
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burning. Too, a quarter section of the 
vision plate was in operation. 

Gull's big flat-planed face was whim
sical. "1 been working around the ship, 
getting thi11gs shipshape, kind of. Got one 
light burning, got part of the vision plate 
operating, found out there's one jet that 
am't fused shut. Got the ship on a more 
or less even keel. Only trouble is, we're 
inside the boiling zone." 

"Inside the boiling zone ! "  
"Sure. Air i n  here i s  hot, like Hades. 

Our spacesuit thermostats are keeping us 
cool enough, though. But not for long." 

"Not for long?" 
"That's it. We're done for." Gull's ex

r.ression turned genuinely sad, regretful. 'l sure hate to cash in my chips now, 
Sturm. It's a grand life, isn't it? We're 
falling into the Sun." 

"You're sure of that." 
"Sure I'm sure. Sturm, remember what [ said a while ago about turning myself in 

and leading an honest life? I almost 
meant that. Almost. But somehow now 
that we're about to pass out, I keep think
ing of a wife and kids. Sentimental, ain't 
I?" He was laughing at himself., He stuck 
his tongue in his cheek and got a thought
ful expression. "Sturm," he said solemnly, 
"I got a ambition to write poetry." 

In spite of himself, Sturm laughed out 
loud. "You ? "  

G u l l  drew himself u p ,  offended. "Mr. 
Sturm, please be informed that language 
i n  all its subtle connotations and nuances 
strikes a responsive chord in my savage 
breast. I gain a sheer delight from the 
work of the old masters-Shelley, Rupert 
Brooke . . .  ah ! there was a potential 
master. Only trouble was he died too 
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young t o  develop h i s  true capabilities. 
Then the masters of the light touch-light 
verse. Gull Norse, for instance. Ab . . .  
let's see now . . .  uh . . .  something about 
. . . Sturm, listen to this : 

"Don't trust me, my /riends-'twill be your 
loss, 

I'll tell you what's the trouble: W lu:�c/
os

':!!-ke a promise l always come 

But mostly double." 

Sturm smiled. "A good portrait of the 
man," he said. 

· 

Gull scowled. "I wasn't intending that 
as a picture of me." 

Sturm was impressed. "You made that 
up on the spur of the moment," 

"Sure I did. Figure what I (;Ould do if I 
had some time. You see, that's the big 
difference between me and you. Sturm. 
You figured out a plan to trap me, and I 
fell into the. trap. But it took you a good 
long time to plan it. You're just too slow 
to figure things out. Now me, I've got a 
quick mind. Soon's I got into the trap, I 
hit on the way to get out. That coffee gag 
-did you fall for that ! You just didn't 
catch on. See, I"d just as soon suck coffee 
out of a nipple as the next man, but I 
made you rotate the ship at a good fast 
pace in order to simulate gravity so coffee 
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axis of rotation. Well, you brought m e  
t o  a standstill w h e n  you gave me the 
coffee; but remember you couldn't bring 
ship's air to a standstill. The air kept 
turning around in the ship. Few hours 
after you went to sleep, I was spinning 
around in the ship at a terrific rate, right 
with the air." 

Sturm winced. "Maybe I get it. The 
metal parts of your spacesuit were cutting 
lines of force, creating ener�y strains." 

"Sure. The force-field bmlt up to such 
a high potential there was a power-back
lash to the type-Q force-field machinery. 
The machinery couldn't take the load. 
Result, big blow-out and I was free." 
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resentfully. 

Marc Sturm stirred from his moveless 
position. All this while he and Gull had 
been talking, anotht!r part of his mind, a 
tenacious part, had been working. 

He jerked his head at Gull. "You know, 
Gull. speaking of differences between us, 
you've already given up. You're ready to 
stop fighting." 

"Oh I Listen to that, would you'l He 
talks about fighting when there's nothing 
to fight I "  Gull made a sarcastic show of 
talking to a third person . 

"You've given up,'' repeated Sturm, 
"but 1 haven't." 

Gull looked at him in a very kindly 
way. "Do we have to starch our upper 
lips? "  

Sturm said simply, "I have t o .  F o r  one 
thing, I'm not going to let the Sun in-
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told Gull about his interview with Post. 

th��
11

s�����h��rr;g:�h:t1�ff �·���\ ���� 
into an equation. You reckon they got a 
psychological portrait of me too'l'' be 
asked with avid interest. 

"I should think they would have. They 
take it pretty early." 

"Yeah? How come they ever started a 
system like that?" 

Sturm shrugged dismally. "It's pretty 
accurate. The Cattell System, they call it, 
after a twentieth century psychologist." 

"Is that so? How d'you suppose I'd 
stack up under the system, Sturm? 1 got 
good brains, for instance." 

Sturm nodded. "About .9g, I'd say. And 
about .4w." 

"What's that ? "  
" 'w' is character integration. N o t  s o  

good in your case, Gull." 
Gull bridled, but Sturm went on, with 

grim humor. "And about .9cl-that's a 
Bohemian factor. Say it isn't so l Extra
version? Well, about .8c, I'd say. You're 
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out a pretty good guy-except for that 
'cl' busmess. I don't like that. What else?" 

"About .4p---rigidity. Which brings us 
back where I started, come to think of it. 
Namely, if you're ready to throw in the 
towel, I'm not. Just a minute." 

Sturm left Gull mulling symbols around 
on his unshaved lips, and hurriedly moved 
over to the instrument board and ex
tracted a "Star Emphemeris" from a 
drawer. He opened the paper-bound book 
on the board and leafed through the 
Bible-paper pages. He spoke with his back 
to Gull. 

"Gull, I happen to remember there's 
a planet inside the boiling zone about a 
half million miles. Vulcan. Some scien
tists landed there eight-nine years ago, but 
their ships and spacesuits didn't have the 
insulation value ours have, and the trip 
was so disagreeable they came back and 
reported 'nothing of interest.' They did 



32 ASTOUNDING SCIENCE FICTION 

compute the planet's orbit though, degree 
of libration, diameter, distance from the 
Sun and so forth. 

"It keeps one face to the Sun, but it 
wobbles sharply back and forth like a 
perfect pendulum. That creates a 'twi
light' zone about a hundred miles wide, 
where it's hot sometimes, cold others. No 
atmosphere, but we can land and repair 
the ship. So maybe-Hey/" 

He broke into a shout of joy. 
Gull came forward, scowling over his 

shoulder at the "Emphemeris." His eye 
caught on the data immediately. 

"Well," he rumbled grudgingly, "I 
guess you got something. Vulcan's less 
than a hundred thousand miles away ! "  

Lieutenant Marc Sturm and Gull 
Norse, the outlaw, landed on Vulcan 
seven hours later. Only "landed" is hardly 
an accurate description. The single 
rocket-jet got them into the fold of the 
planet's .2 of a Tellurian gravity, and 
after that it was tho planet that engineer
ed the landing. 

Up until the very last few moments, 
Sturm thought that he had done pretty 
well. But trying to bring a ship into a 
landing on one jet is similar to trying ta 
balance yourself on the two hind legs of 
a chair. In this case, the chair tipped. 

"We'll have to jump," said Sturm. 
Gull Norse already had the air lock 

open. They stood on the very lip, watch
ing the whole universe revolve. Some
times they saw the Sun, one fiery segment 
of it, anointing the tumbled cliffs and 
mountains with an hibiscus-scarlet fire: 
sometimes, as the ship whizzed around 
like a maddened pinwheel they saw 
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feet of vacuum separated them from the 
planet. 

Each held a flame pistol, a small 
rocket-blast in itself. Each pistol was 
attached to the waist by a thin chain. 
Sturm, tumbling down · with a terrific 
sen5e of vertigo, saw the scarlet surface 
rushing up. He shouted, senselessly. He 
got into position to break his fall with 
the pistol. He did manage to cushion the 
collision, as something, a surface that 
was smooth, shiningly red, aomehow 
liquid, broadened out to receive him. He 
struck. 

Most of his Senses were torn away. 
But ho remembered motion, tumbling 
motion, as if ho were in the grip of a 
sucking current. Ho was sucked into 
darkness, rushed along at terrific speed-

and then, borne by the same current, 
went shooting upward at terrific pace. 
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spongy, and be was quiet. 

For awhile, he thought he must have 
gone blind. There was no light. His mind 
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surface. He raised himself by his gaunt
Jetted bands, sank up past his forearms. 
Nothing spongy then; a liquid, buoying 
him up. • 

"Gull," be muttered. 
No answer. Sturm seemed to hear an 
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in one of the sleeves of his spacesuit, 
extracted a flashlight. He played the beam 
around. The tiny circle of light made one 
insignificant hole in the absolute dark
ness. He was lying on the surface of a 
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But the yellowness was merely the reflec
tion of the beam-he had no way of 
knowing the true color. But he suspected 
it would be silver. 

It was a roughly circular pool, a body 
length and a half in diameter. The pale 
beam picked out cracked, pitted walls 
which rose in unevenly vertical lines. 
The flash traveled up teo, twenty, thirty 
feet, revealed a few narrow ledges. Sturm 
got an impression of walls narrowing 
together, but the beam showed only dark 
obscurity higher up. 

Gull Norse was lying rigid a few feet 
away. Sturm thought to himself, "I've 
got you, now what do I do with you?" 

Gull stirred at that moment, floundered 
around. Sturm inched toward him by 
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slowly, then narrowed with sharp aware
nes. 

Sturm told what the flash bad picked 
OUL 

Gull, interest showing in his eyes, said : 
"A quicksilver pool. I thought we s.orta 
hit something soft. Lucky break." 

"I don't think we landed in this par
ticular pool," Sturm said. "We were out 
in the open when we hit. Then I remem-
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Gull scoffed. "Listen to him. If there 
aren't any openings in the walls," was 
his reasoning "bow did we get here? We 
better take a good look around." 
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Gun moved around the narrow circle 
of the walls twice. He was much dis
couraged. "Nope, not an opening. You're 
right. Then we came up from beneath." 

Sturm hesitated. "From beneath? "  
"Sure. Through a fault i n  the rock." 
"Well, maybe. I don't $et the picture 

though. Apparently we htt in a quick
silver lake outside, which is connected 
with this pool. This pool is quiet though. 
What would cause a current, a flow of 
quicksilver from the lake to the pool
and a current that's apparently stopped 
flowing?" 

Gull's thick lips worked over each 
thoughtfully as be stared at Sturm. 

"Hey ! Wait a minute--" His tone was 
startled. He stopped. A quizzical light 
appeared in his eyes. He stuck his tongue 
in his cheek, making a bulge. "Naw," be 
said, "1 guess not." 

Sturm waited a moment. He said r�1�1X· s�;::a�in�a��b:hl�;,i��eGuW·�ht 

"Naw, it wasn't any good. You know, 
I think we better scale the heights. Make 
an ascension, et cetera, and see what goes 
on up there." 

He jerked his helmeted head toward 
the rising walls. Sturm quietly agreed. 
He was beginning to distrust Gull again. 
More, he was distrusting himself. A 
sentence started going through his mind : 
"Tho quick brown fox jumped over the 
1�ut08��e 
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Maybe he was drawing himself up to 
jump- But how? Yet be bad "jumped" 
out of the Q-type force-field. 

They climbed the walls withut diffi
culty, now and then stopping to rest. True 
enough, the wall! continued to narrow. 
Forty or fifty feet up, Sturm no longer 
could see the pool. It merged into dark 
obscurity. Ten feet farther on, they came 
to a "roof," a smoothly domed continua
tion of the black basalt walls. 

Gull, sitting on a ledge opposite Sturm, 
looked at Sturm wordlessly. Sturm looked 
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no sound. Sturm was bitter. The truth 
was obvious. He said finally : 

"We're bottled up." 
"Yeah, I guess so. Bottled up is  right. 

Ever see anything like it? From the fire 
into the frymg pan." 

Gull thought that over. "Yeah," be 
muttered. "Yeah. That's a good thought. 
From the fire into the frying pan." 

Sturm detected something odd about 
Gull's voice. Gull's teeth were chatteri..o.g. 

J 

He suddenly directed the Hash on the big 
man's face. Gull's face was blue with 
cold. Sturm directed the flash on Gull's 
hips. He reached across and flipped up a 

tink�e��i�e was sharp. "Dido 't you know 
you were freezing? Your thermostat was 
off." 

Gull grinned. "Aw, I did that on pur
pose, Sturm. I wanted to see what the 
climate was in here. Must be below zero. 
. . .  l'.ll tell you what I've figured so far, 
Sturm. This bottle we're in is a sort of 
volcanic bubble. The opening is down 
under the pool of quicksilver. We couldn't 
begin to dive under and find the 
opening-the quicksilver's too thick, 
weighs too much. So we better forget 
about getting out from below, and con
centrate on blowing out the bottle's 
cork." 

Sturm was vainly trying to read Gull's 
mind. "Wait a minute," he said sharply. 
"You wanted to see what the climate was. 
Why?" 

Gull was amiable. "Doubting me? I'll 
tell you why. There's air in here-vol
canic gases that've been trapped in this 
bottle for a couple million years maybe. 
The air is cold. That means the walls of 
this bottle are cold. So what? Why, so 
we can dig our way out of here with a 
flame pistoL 

"Here's what I mean : As we como 
floating down from the ship, I seen a lot 
of rocky hills around here. Low hills, too, 
maybe sixty or seventy feet. Not higher 
than this bottle. That means we're pretty 
close to the top of one of them hills. The 
rock is cold and if we use the flame pistol 
the heat'll make it chip off pretty fast 
Then we can get out of here. I'll show 
you." 

Gull came to his feet with vigor. He 
took up his flame pistol, adjusted the 
valves. A long smoky flame leaped out. 
Gull adjusted the valves again and it 
settled down to an inch-thick sword of 
flaming, violet-blue energy. Gull directed 
this against the dome of tho natural 
bottle, held it there. 

Sturm, watching with interest. felt a 
solid wave of heat strike him before the 
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was a clean cracking sound. A foot-long 
slab of rock two or three inches thick 
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surface of the mercury pool. Gull grinned 
wi�'�e��u�b�· do I have to think of these 
things?" 
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Gull, the shaggy bear of the space 
Janes, was happy. He began to sing as he 
worked. His voice roared, shook the very 
walls in their age-old emplacements. He 
bad a remarkable bass baritone. He sang 
these words : 
"Said the man-eating shark to his wife 

AI�ho���' l�:' aso�����r't:ff ;�:�l.' 
I would not refuse a lady ! "  

Sturm, sitting with his knees drawn up, 
laughed. "That yours, too?" 

"Naw. That's an oldie. But here's one 
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write it up and I'll bet that there magazine My Stars! will buy it." Another slab of 
roCk, a little smaller, chipped off. 
"Listen," said Gull, and recited : 
''A Martian wolf saw her whelp chasinf{ A hunter, and cried, 'Oh, how rude! 
Junior, I've told you so often 

Never to play with your food ! "  

For about two hours, Gull Norse, the 
fabulous, sang and recited verses new, 
old, and of his own creation. Inflexibly 
he pursued his task. Heat poured from 
the growing bole in the dome of the 
bubble. Sturm's refrigerating apparatus 
was working bard, and to conserve its 
energy be dropped to a lower ledge. 
There, completely without intending to, 
he went sound asleep. 
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been crooning softly just as be fell asleep. 
Crooning with a sinister softness, be 
thought Maybe Gull did have plans to
jump. 

He came to his knees wildly, his 
stomach a cold knot. His relief was 
indescribable when he looked upward, 
saw the fierce brilliance of the flame 
pistol, saw Gull silently working at the 
growing bole. A few pieces of basalt fell 
past him as he watched. The tenseness 
went out of him, he smiled a trifle sheep
ishly, and worked his way to where Gull 
was working. 

Gull grunted, grinned at him pre
occupiedly. 

"You been sleeping a couple hours." 
The cavity was about three and a half 
feet deep now. "I figure you better go 
sleep a couple more. We'll work four
hour shifts, eh?" 
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Gull was holding his head to one side, as 

if listening to the soft sound as they 
struck. His manner was oddly tense. 

Sturm said slowly, "You know, Gull, I don't think I'd better go to sleep." 
"Yeah? Why not?" 
"I don't trust you . You might get that 

hole bored through, crawl out and make 
your getaway. That's what you've got in 
mind, isn't it?" 

The big man's unshaved face held a 
wounded expression. "Aw, now. Ain't we 
in this together? Buddies, pals, comrades 
and all that sorta gaff? Besides, where 
would I escape to?" 

"You'd use the ship to escape in. If we 
fell in a mercury lake outside, the ship 
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before it fell. It'll only take fifteen or 
twenty minutes at the most to pry open 
the fused jet·ends, dummy up some new 
grid-connections from the fuel taoks and 
then take off." 

"You think I'd go away and leave you 
here?" 

"I sure do." 
Gull's eyes turned humid with unshed 

tears. He told Sturm, "When you know 
nobody in this wide universe trusts you, 
Sturm, it makes you feel bad." He 
sniffed. "Guess it's my own fault." 

Sturm laughed. "Cut the act. Give me 
that flame pistol and I'll take over for 
awhile. I don't care what you do. You go 
to sleep if you want to, but I'm staying 
awake. At least you know I won't run off 
alone-not without you." 

Grumpily, Gull thrust the still-flaming 
pistol at him, muttered to himself and let 

\ himself down to the next ledge, and the 
one below that. Sturm immediately 
attacked the cavity, tightened the valve 
and got still a hotter flame. Around him, 
he knew, the atmosphere must be broiling 
hot. 

A few minutes later, he casually looked 
down the widening walls of the "bottle." 
He couldn't see Gull. 

"Gull," he said sharply, peering down. 
"O.K.," Gull said resignedly. ''I'm 

down here a couple ledges below the one 
you was sleeping on. I feel awful bad, 
Sturm, and I guess 1 won't sleep, just 
thinking about things. In case I do go to 
sleep, though, don't you keep on yelling 
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His voice grew drowsy toward the last. 
Sturm smiled. Gull didn't realize how 
much like a spoiled brat he sounded at 
times. 

As bas been said, if there was one thing 
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Sturm was good at, it was tenacity. He 
enjoyed being tenacious. Whether he 
knew it or not, the theme which governed 
his life was that contained in the maxim, 
"A journey of a thousand miles begins 
with but a single step." 

He bad very little knowledge, philo
sophically, of the mechanical advantages 
given by the lever in the matter of human 
affairs, Jujitsu would never have appealed 
to him, for instance, if it had not been a 
required subject at Decimal Point. There
fore, be was not familiar with the mental 
jujitsu men of Gull Norse's type use to 
such great advantage : namely, using the 
most subtle means of employing others 
to do their work. 

Sturm was now on the long arm of the 
lever, swinging through a wide, hard arc. 
While Gull had manipulated himself onto 
the short arm, where his job was being 
done for him without using his personal 
energy. 

Not only was Sturm doing Gull's work, 
he was actually leaving Gull free to pur· 
sue a plan which was being brought to 
completion by Sturm's tenacity. 

Sturm didn't know that. It gave him a 
strange feeling of elation every time tJ1e 
cavity leading to freedom deepened itself 
by another inch. An inch is only part of a 
foot. A foot is only part of a mile. Sturm 
would have been contented to work on the 
cavity for countless days, i f he felt he was 
getting some place. 

He became so absorbed in the job that 
time, even the situation, lost meaning for 
him. He worked two hours, three, then 
four, without once taking the flame from 
the growing aperture. 

Then something struck the wrong note. 
The fragments cloven from the splid 

basalt aperture were n,ot falling and hit· 
ting softly. They were not plopping down 
onto the surface of a mercury pool. They 
were striking a solid, unyielding substance. 
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flame, dropped to one knee, whispered 
hoarsely, 

"Gull i "  
There was n o  answer. The name came 

out sharply the second time. Then Sturm 
shouted madly with the full power of his 
throat, 

"Gull ! '' 
an;!;�� o:J�s th�0fon���m�h��ro�s �ff hi� 
own voice. He began to shake with a 
throttled hatred of himself. His band 

shook as he dropped the flame pistol in 
its holster, began to let himself with a 
reckless Jack of care down the walls of 
the bottle. He searched every ledge with 
his Hashlight as he descended. When he 
was three quarters of the way down, he 
knew that Gull, the quick brown fox, bad 
jumped over the lazy dog. 

Gull Norse was gone. 
After iwhile, moving as i f a nightmare 

had struck with chill abandon, Marc 
Sturm crept farther down the walls. His 
flashlight picked up no silvery sheen of 
placid quicksilver. Where bad been the 
quicksilver pool there was nothing. The 
quicksilver pool was gone, and the bottom 
of the pool was a smooth, steeply sloping 
ledge of basalt leading down to a point on 
the rim of the bottle. 

There was a smooth, circular aperture 
at the bottom of the slope. Like a tunnel. 
Gull Norse had crawled through. 

How long ago? Sturm had no way of 
knowing. He had been conscious that 
something was wrong long before he 
realized what was bothering him. The 
deadly stupor in his brain kept him move· 
less for long minutes as he stared at the 
cavity. He finally did move, reached tho 
slope, and allowed himself to slide to the 
cavity. 

On hands, on knees, slowly at first, then 
more quickly, he entered the tunnel. It 
was apparently a tunnel which would give 
forth into the mercury Jake outside. In 
his mind's eye, he could see Gull Norse, 
already at work prying open the jets, get· 
ting ready to take off. Suddenly the full 
meaning of what had happened struck 
him. He went faster, as fast as his borri· 
field thoughts. 

And the unexpected happened. 
There was a strange, liquidly articu· 

Iated sound. The "pop" such as a cham· 
pagne bottle makes when its cork is 
removed. Hell brbke Idose. Lieutenant 
Marc Sturm did not know what happened 
.....-.except that he was hurled back along 
the tunnel, his flashlight torn from his 
gauntletted hand by an incredible smash· 
ing force; that he was lifted at appalling 
speed, flung with an ear·rupturing howl 
of violent energies into a maelstrom where 
thoughts themselves were sheared away, 
and the mind became silent. 

When Marc Sturm's senses came un· 
tangled, he saw that the planet Vulcan 
was below him. 

Not only below, but distant. 
Vulcan was a flat disk the size and 

color of a copper penny. It completely 
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eclipsed the Sun. Sturm made a few slow 
computations, using the planet's , dia
meter and its known distance from the 
Sun as the main factors. From that he 
figured be was twenty, maybe tweq.ty-five 
miles above the body. He was out in the 
vacuum of open space. 

The disk of the planet was neither de
creasing nor increasing at the moment. 
That meant he was at that point where 
he was neither rising nor falhng. 

Yet, even as he made those deductions, 
the girth of the tiny traos-Mercurian 
P!anet did increase. Gravity had hold of 
h1m. 

He did not then figure out why he was 
here, what tremendous force bad thrust 
him explosively into space. He didn't have 
a chance, for at that moment a new panic 
laid hold of him. He saw a flash of in
tense silver some miles out from the 
planet. Intuitively, he unders_tood what it 
was. 

The spaceship, and Gull in it. 
He would have to catch up with it. The 

thought came to him coldly, incisively, 
without emotional disturbances. The im
possibility of the task did not occur. to 
him. That it would have occurred to most 
other people in his position he did not 
realize. But he had to do it, else he would 
be marooned on a planet which, accord
ing to the scientists, held "nothing of 
interest " Those scientists had been· in too 
much of a hurry to get away from an 
uncomfortable climate to discover the 
mercury lake. But their phrase, "nothing 
of interest," meant at the very least that 
there was no life, no growing things-no 
food. The Robinson Crusoe act was out. 
Therefore he had to reach the ship. 

There were certain advantages with 
him. For one thing, Gull's course was at 
an acute angle of thirty degree to his line 
of falL Using the reactive powers of the 
flame pistol, Sturm could cross Gull's tra
jectory before or when Gull reached that 
point in space. For another. the flame 
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take care of the necessary downward 
motion. He figured he should meet the 
ship fifteen miles out from the planet, 
which meant he had to get closer than ho 
was anyway. 

He unholstered the flame pistol, set its 
aperture to rocket-jet size, and blasted. 
The first blast made such a diffe'rence in 
his present vertical course that the baleful 
edge of the Sun peered over a rim of the 
planet. The second blast put him into the 
full view of that incredibly malignant fur
nace. There was no help for it. He pulled 

the thick blue filter down over his helmet, 
add steadily gained headway, his over
worked refrigerating mechanism issuing 
its vibrating hum of protest. 

Anxiety tore at him the last few 
moments. He wondered if Gull could see 
him, or if Gull were using the single 
vision-plate that was still working merely 
for a forward view. At any rate, Gull bad 
done a hurried repair job on the ship, for 
it was traveling with the labored toil of 
an old man walking uphill. It was off-keel. 
The body of th<; ship leaned at an angle 
to the line of flight. Sturm saw that when 
it was scarcely a mile away. 

There was a moment toward the last 
when Sturm went frantic knowing he 
would overshoot the mark. There was an
other moment, as the patrol ship came 
rushing along, that be knew it would 
breeze on past him. But there was the 
moment that counted, as he fired countless 
panicky bursts from the flame pistol, 
when he knew he was going to strike the 
target as squarely as was necessary-and 
seconds later did strike it. 

He hit broadside on. He struck with 
such force that he couldn't see how Gull 
could help but have heard him. He 
grabbed at a stubby, projecting periscopic 
eye, hung on through a daze of pain and 
smashingly emptied lungs. But he was 
here. 

It had taken him forty minutes. He 
knew that another ten or fifteen minutes 
would have been fatal, for his refrigerator 
was working at a task it had not been de
signed to perform. It was about to burn 
out. Minutes later, the solid phalanxes of 
heat marching in such violent profusion 
from the tongued Sun would have boiled 
the blood in his veins. 

There was still danger of that. He there
fore crept along the flanks of the ship, 
inched down over the bulge of the nose, 
taking care not to get caught in the eye
piece of the two periscopic eyes whose 
lenses weren't shattered. He was in 
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ahead of him. 
At this velocity, it would take the ship 

twenty or thirty hours to get out of the 
boiling zone. Sturm had to wait until then 
before he put his plan in motion. Even 
then, the Sun's heat would be a mighty, 
destroying thing, and he would be able to 
work only a half hour at a time. But the 
job had to be done. Meanwhile, he must 
wait. 

It was forty hours befOJ:e the ship left 
the rim of the boiling zone. Marc Sturm 
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felt like a mere husk of a man. He had 
chained himself to a grab rail, he had 
slept a few hours, be bad sucked water 
from a tube in his suit, but be hadn't 
eaten. In a full gravity, he would not have 
been able to move. But he did. 

He again crawled into the full glare of 
the Sun, to the very stern of the ship, 
where he again used his flame pistol. He 
was attacking the jets. He was going to 
fuse them right back up again. 

He worked for thirty minutes at a time. 
His refrigerator was already deficient, for 
at the end of that time sweat began to 
form. He would then crawl back into the 
shadow again. 

He kept this up for interminable boufs 
--crawling sternward, then abaft, stern
ward and abaft. 

It took him three hours to close one jet 
out of the six that were working. His 
process was simple but awkward and 
difficult. He played a white-hot flame on 
the stubby- ends of the jets until they 
glowed with a violet intensity that would 
have crisped flesh in seconds. Then he put 
the metal heel of his spaceboot on them 
and pressed. Several such operations soon 
squeezed the lips together. The pointed 
streamers of flame erupting from the jets 
would thin out to nothing. 

It took him a little over twelve hours 
to render four jets useless. During that 
time, a stupefying hunger wrenched his 
vitals, a terrible exhaustion threatened to 
destroy his volition toward movement. 
Each movement, in fact, seemed to come 
from his will rather than his body. 

In the intervals when he was in shadow, 
be lay on his back, staring with burning, 
red-rimmed eyes at the stars. His hands 
were wrapped around guide rails with the 
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subtly change pattern-and there were 
the C()nstellations of Lieutenant colonel 
Susan Quincy; of Uncle Jim Post; of Gull 
Norse, the fabulous. There was a clearcut 
psychological portrait written right on the 
skies, and sometimes it told him be didn't 
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guts." 
That made him feel better, and he 

would start crawling back to the job, 
though the various things in his body 
were telling him he was a little bit crazy 
in the head for thinking he could move 
at all. But he finished the job---four jets 
-and went back to his resting place. 

He slept. In his sleep he saw Gull, so 
terribly unhappy when he saw his jets 

blanking out one by one. Gull Norso bad 
onJy two jets. He had just enough power 
to get to the little erran� asteroid where 
Sturm bad, days before, arranged a crash 
landing. That's where be was going, 80 
be could repair the ship again. Sturm 
went more soundly toward sleep, remem
bering with a dutiful sigh that he bad 
strapped himself to the grab rail; but not 
remembering why he had fused the jets. 

There was a jar which shook Sturm 
awake. His eyes snapped open. He fought 
to bring his thoughts back to normal. 
The little links of the chain of memory 
fell in to place, and be had the story. Not 
only the story, but revived strength. He 
was abruptly frantic. He turned over to 
bands and knees, unstrapped himself, got 
unsteadily to his feet. 

The ship had landed. And true enough, 
it had landed on the little asteroid. 

Panting, almost retching with weakness, 
Sturm urged himself across the top of 
��r:;hip�n j�st 'i:ti�� tsotaf;;k· o�;r fh! 
edge and see the air lock opening. Gull 
Norse's big spacesuited body came out. 
Marc Sturm JUmped without a second's 
forethought. He landed on Gull's 
shoulders. With the same motion, he 
brought the butt end of the fifteen-pound 
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bead. He brought it down with every 
ounce of strength he had. It hit solidly. 
Gull Norse didn't utter a sound. He 
crumpled up. He fell straight down on his 
face, arms loose strings draped on the 
ground, legs tangled up like those of a 
dead man. 

And Sturm fell beside him. 
Again he knew he must move, though. 

He did. He went into the ship, rifled the 
lazarette amidships, found some coils of 
rope, and made thirty different turns 
around Gull's body, starting at the ankles, 
before he tied a Gordian knot When 
Gull woke up three hours later, Lieuten
ant Marc Sturm had dru'nk three cups of 
coffee, some soup, had pried open the 
jets again, and the ship was on the way 
to Mercurv, seven hundred thousand 
miles distant. 

Gull's eyes were tiny slits. 
"What you think this is, Sturm, a 

second-rate telo-aud.io program, tying me 
up like this?" 

Sturm's smile was wry. "I guess my 
methods entail sheer brute force rather 
than brains, Gull. Anyway, you stay tied 
up until we get to Mars. We're on tho 
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way to the Mercurian garrison to get a 
new ship, first, though. Now, while we've 
got some time, why don't we talk about 
that bottle? How you tricked me, for 
instance- I've told you bow I tricked 
you." 

"I'll say you have," Gull muttered. 
His head turned continuously back and 
forth, giving the impression of a leopard 
pacing a cage. 

He was unable to move more than a 
few muscles. In addition to the profusion 
of ropes, chains bound him full length to 
the deck plates. 

Gull muttered, "Wasn't anything to it. 
Just a matter of atmospheric pressUre in 
the bottle, ot the planet's libration, of the 
Sun's heat. That mercury lake was right 
in the middle of Vulcan's twilight zone. 
Every fifteen or twenty hours the planet 
made a complete wobble. That meant for 
half of that time the lake waa right out 
in the full glare of the Sun-first moving 
out and then moving back. The other 
half of the wobble it moved through the 
cold zone. There were two extremes of 
heat. 

"You can figure what happened when 
a few thousand degrees of heat poured 
straight down on the lake. It heated up 
fast. It transmitted its own heat to the 
atmosphere in thC bottle. The atmosphere 

���e���:� �oing=��ti���,
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side. Not far enough to lose its atmo
sphere, though. 

"We fell into the lake just as it moved 
back into the cold zone. Y'know, when 
superheated air cools, it cools fast, like 
that. It contracted with a bang. It sucked 
mercury right back up into the bottle, 
and we were sucked up with it. Remem
ber I tested the temperature of the atmos
phere in the bottle. It was cold. So I 
figured I was right." 

Gull stopped, scowling. His good 
nature was gone. "I guess you really got 
me this time, lieutenant." 

"I guess so." 
"Well, then figure it out yourself." 
Sturm Said ruefully, "I guess it's all 

figured out-except a few things I sup
pose Vulcan's lack of atmosphere helped. 
No diffusion of beat. When the lake got 
into the Sun's rays, there must have been 
several thousand degrees of unadulter
ated heat pouring on it. Probably the lake 
came near close to boiling, all the way 
through. When it got in the cold zone its 
temperature changed to the other extreme 
-maybe got close to absolute zero. 

"Come to think of it, the lake would 
evaporate after awhile, Wouldn't it. 

GlJ]l1" Sturm rubbed bit chin. "Maybe 
it's fed from an underground well. 
Maybe." 

He sat there puzzling it out. The jigsaw 
took shape. 

"I guess I was a dope, Gull-running 
true to character. You used me by mak
ing up a tall story about a 'cork' we 
could chip out with a flame pistol. The 
only reason you wanted the flame pistol 
working was to superheat the volcanic 
gases in --the bottle - same as if the 
mercury lake were in the Sun. The gases 

b���n�n� tg�s�e:e ��id�ic���v�ra:� 
through the tunnel, found what was left 
of the pool, forced yourself under a few 
feet by using your flame pistol, then went 
shooting up to the surface. And all the 
while, I was heating up the air so you 
could make your getaway. 

"In a way, that set-up was vaguely 
similar to a big thermometer or baro
meter. Bet you could duplicate it in a 
laboratory, eh? Or on a stove, maybe. 
Put an open mouth jar mouth-down in a 
shallow pan of water. Boil well. Turn off 
heat Hm-m-m." He stopped. 

After awhile, Gull grinned in sickly 
fashion. "You sure were a sucker," he 
said. "Only thing is, like the papers say, 
you always get your man. Guess I gotta 
re5pect you. Tell your chief for me." 'Til do that." 

"Tell him . . .  say, listen, Sturm, tell 
him I wasn't intending to leave you back 
there. l was gonna radio SAG and tell 
'em where you were. I was gonna tell 
'em that, honest to God. 

"Of course, how was I to know that 
'cork' was actually there and the gas
pressure would blow it off and send you 
shooting up into space like a cannon 
ball? But my intentions were good. You 
believe me, Sturm?" 

Sturm said, "I think I do believe that, 
Gull." 

Gull's face wreathed with flamboyant 
smiles. 

''Sturm, that makes me feel mighty 
good. You're one of the best guys in this 
here Solar System, don't forget it. And 
you know what I'm gonna do soon as I 
get in jail? Sturm, I'm gonna lay plans 
to lead a honest life hereafter. I'm gonna 
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lame, and all that sorta gaff. And in my 
spare time, I'm gonna write poetry. 
Sturm, I'm �anna become one of the ����een light-verse writers of all 
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Two days after Marc Sturm deposited 
Gull Norse at the Fontanaland deten
tion barracks, and received a receipt 
acknowledging his safe delivery, he 
stepped from the elevator in Satterfield 
Hotel on his way to report to Uncle Jim 
Post. When he handed his key in the 
clerk at the desk gave him an ethergram, 
saying, 

"Lieutenant-" He caught himself, his 
eyes widening as be saw the five glitter
ing, star-studded stripes on Sturm's right 
shoulder. 

"Pardon me-l mean captain. Captain 
Sturm, the Interspace Radio Co. people 
asked me to inform you that this ether
gram was sent from an unidentified 
spaceship which had left Fontanaland a 
few hours before." 

Sturm felt a chill presentiment. With 
stiff fingers, he tore the envelope, 
fumbled open a pink slip. The etbergram 
was unsigned. It was a four-line jingle. 
It read : 

As you and the Jeopard are opposite types, I leave you with these thoughts: 
Riddle, riddle, you've changed your stripes, 

Can the leopard change his spots? 

Fifteen minutes later, absolutely 
wooden-faced Sturm stepped into the 
presence of Colonel Post. 

Post was obviously controllin2 himself 
only by a mountainous effort. He said 
chillingly, "Captain, allow me to con
gratulate you on a brilliant piece of 
work. Since our last conversation, you've 
given me ample reason to be proud of 
you." 

''There was nothing brilliant about it, 
sir. As I've explained to you, I'm afraid I don't major m brilliance." 

Post made a grinding noise of rage 

with his teeth. "I could name a few 
other people-namely, the commanding 
officer at the Fontanaland barracks
who don't rilajor in brilliance either; or 
anything else. Captain Sturm, I have 
another assignment to hand you. Now." 

"Yes, sir ? "  Sturm lifted a dark eye
brow. 

"Captain Sturm, this morning Gull 
Norse escaped Fontanaland." 

"Yes, sir ? "  
"Your work h a s  gone f o r  nothing. 

Therefore, I'm setting you on Norse's 
trail again." 

"No, sir." 
Post stiffened. "What d'you mean, 'no, 

sir' ? "  he snarled. 
"I differ with you, sir. My work hasn't 

gone for nothing. I've received a deserved 
promotion. Also, according to the rule!ii 
and regulations of the SAG, sir, as I have 
just finished an assignment, I am permit
ted to take time off for a honeymoon, if I so desire." 

"A honeymoon? Why, confound it, 
don't you go springing rules and regula
tions on me. According to the rules, I 
can postpone your marriage if there's 
urgent business to be attended to- Ah, 
so you've seen Susan ? "  

Sturm smiled slightly. "I s a w  her 
yesterdar, afternoon - when we were 
married. ' 

Post groaned, groped to a seat and 
breathed hard for a moment. "Congratu
lations, captain," be muttered. "And offer 
my best wishes to the bride. But what are 
we going to do with Gull? What are we 
going to do with that man ?"  

"I think, sir," said Sturm politely, "that 
he must have been reading too much 
poetry lately. Namely, the -one that 
begins, 'Stone walls do not a prison 
make, Nor iron bars a cage--' "  



The 
Chromium Helmet 

By 'DHEODORE ST.URGEON 
This isn't the best of all possible worlds-but it was no help to five 

reasonably comfortable people to encounter the strange effects of 

the "cormium hemlet." 

"DADDY,". said the Widget. 
"Yes, dear,'� I said, without detaching 

my eyes or my mind from the magazine I 
was reading. 

"When was the time I bad a great big 
doll, bigger'n me, and she suddenly 
laughed at me and reached in her pocket 
and gave me a handful of jelly beans?" 

"Yes, dear," I said. 
"Well, when was it?" 
"When was what? "  
The Widget clucked h e r  tongue in dis. 

approval. "I said, when was it I had a 
doll bigger'n me, that could laugh and 
talk and give me jelly beans? " 

"Doll?" I said vaguely. "You never bad 
a doll like that. You had one two years 
ago that said not only 'Mama' but 
'Papa'." 

"I stinkly remember about the jelly 
beans." 

I sighed, feeling that this conversation 
was a little unproductive. "Why do you 
talk all the time? "  I asked. It was a 
rhetorical question, but she cocked her 
head on one side and considered it care
fully. 

"I think it's 'cause I don't know any 
bie; words, like you and Mummy," she 
sa1d, just in time to pull me up out of 
my magazine again, "so I have to use lots 
and lots of little ones." 

I grinned at her, and she nodded to 
herself, acknowledging her success in 
getting between me and what I was 
reading. She removed the conquest from 
the abstract by running over and jumping 
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jelly beans." 
"Widget, you never had a do11 like 

that." 

could go on for hours. "Tell me about 
it. Maybe I'll remember." 

"She was a big doll. I put her to bed 
in Susie's crib." Susie was the Widget's 
Number One toy, a horrible pale-blue 
monolith of an eariess (abbit. "The doll 
was so big her feet stuck out. I singed 
her to sleep and all of a sudden she 
threw up her bands and threw all the 
covers off, and she laughed at me and 
said I bad a funny nose. I jumped up 
and started to run away, but she called 
me. She said, 'Here's a pres-net for you.' 
And she reached into her pocket and 
gave me the presnet. It was jelly beans. 
She had on a red giggum pifanore." 

"She had on a red gingham pinafore, 
and she gave you some jelly beans. What 
do you know. And I sup- oh l "  In the 
time it took me to get that "oh" enunci
ated, I had seen my wife standing just 
inside the living-room door, with flour 
on her hands and on the tip of her nose, 
her bright bead cocked to one side, 
listening; I bad met her eye and caught 
her signal to go on talking to the Widget l grinned; Carole was always poking and 
prying into what the Widget said, and 
coming up with startling conclusions 
culled from Freud and Jung and Watson. 
"And I suppose," I went on, "that the 
doll told you her name? "  

" I  didn't ask her.'' 
"Darling, you always have names for 

your dolls," said Carole. "Wb- Ob, bel1o, Mummy. No, this 
doll was differ-net. She wasn't my doll so 
much. It was like I was her doll." 

Carole looked at me, puzzled. "Wida:et, 
you really remember about this?" 

"Ob, yes." 
"You're just pretending.'' 

"Oh yes I did." 
"Oh no-" I checked myself. 

"No, Mununy, it isn't a pretend. I 
That 40 rea.lly and lruly remember just when." 
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!%� i:: n:d'Jy:patient. ''So that's 

I started to speak, but Carole checked 
me. "Was it a long time ago ? "  

"The doll ? "  Th e  Widget's round little 
face wrinkled in concentration. "I don't 
know." 

"Wid�et. Listen. You say you put her 
to bed 10 Susie's crib." 

"Yes, in Susie's crib, an' she was so 
bi1 ��dct��Jy 

s;�hz�t�e line Carole was 
taking. The Widget bad gotten the crib 
for her birthday, nine months ago. 
"What were you wearing?" Carole asked. 

Tho Widget closed her eyes. "It . . . 
was . . .  mmm. Oh yes; it was my Aunt 
Marie dress, the one with the pink 

squirl." 
'"Marie sent that about four months 

ago, didn't she? "  1 asked. Carole nodded, 
and asked, "When did you first remember 
about the doll ? "  

"Ob, 'safternoon," said the Widget 
without hesitation. "When I was having 
my hair dried under the cormium 
hemlet." 

"Translate that," I said. 
"Chrommm helmet," said CarGle. "I 
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shopping. She loved it. And she went 
fast asleep under the drier. I was inter· 
ested in all this because, for once in hf":· 
young life, she tasn't said ten. consecu· 
tive words all afternoon until now." 

"Oh, heCk. she obviously dreamed the 
whole thing." 

'"Oh, heck, I obverlously did not," said 
the Widget with composure. "Dreams is 
all fuzzy. But I stinkly remember about 
that doll." 

"Drop it, Godfrey," Carole said swiftly 
as I came up out of my chair. I don't 
like to be flatly contradicted by anybody 
even my infant daughter. "Widget, run 
on outside. Don't go away from the 
house. And don't contradict your father.'' 

The Widget skipped across the room. 
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out while she kept her head inside. "But 
he contra-dicted me first," she said, and 
was gone." 
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"Oh . . .  I dunno, Godfrey. It isn't 
like her to make up tall tales." 

"Nonsense ! Every kid does it." 
"Every kid doesn't, only most kids. 

The Widget never bas." 
"O.K. So she's started. It's perfectly 

normal. Darling," I said, going to her, 

"wipe off that troubled look I You 
women amaze mo. You really do. Fond 
as I am of my own kid, I've never been 
able to understand how a woman can 
study a baby's face literally by the hour, 
and always seems to find something new 
and different in it. You've always done 
that, and now you're doing it with her 
nlind. What's wrong in a child's being 
imaginative ? "  

S h e  shook h e r  bead. "All ria;ht. Maybe 
I'm si1ly. But there's a difference between 
imagination and an actual remembrance 
of something which couldn't have hap
pened." 

"Don't be fooled because the Widget 
can't express herself any better than she 
does. I don't-" 

Carole jumped up. "My cake ! "  and 
ran into the kitchen. 

It began just as simply as that. 

I i�tt�s 
tb�1ab ��uC�d 0�e���s 
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a chair, with the back holding his chin 
up, staring out of the window. I spoke 
to him twice before he heard me at all. 
Henry is a regular guy. Not only that, 
but he's married to my one and only 
sister. 

·�What's the matter, sadpan?" I asked. 
"Nothin'." 
I looked at him carefully. There's 

generally only one cause for such a beat· 
up expression. "Honeymoon over ? "  I 
asked. 

"That's a lousy thing to say," Henry 
snapped. And it was. He and Marie had 
only been married four months or so. 
I shrugged. "Don't Jet me horn in," I 
said. "Only- I've known youse guys for 
a long time." 

He got up out of the chair and kicked 
it. "Godfrey, did Marie ever have any. 
thing to do with Wickersham?" 

"Wickersham I" I said i n  astonish· 
meat. "Good gosh no I You know better 
than that ! "  Wickersham was the man 
we worked for. He wasn't famous for 
anything because he didn't want to be. 
He was remarkable in many wayS. His 
firm manufactured psychological and 
psychiatric precision equipment-reflex 
timers, hypnotic mirrors, encephalo
graphs, and the like. Wickersham kept 
himself fo himself; we hardly saw him 
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wide shoulders hunched, his black eyes 
everywhere. I always had the impression 
that his eyes were camera lenses, and 
that he would develop all he bad seen 
later, spread the proofs out in front of 
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him on hls desk and study them. Few 
of us bad been in his Olllce-there was 
no need. 1f we wanted to see hun we 
pressed a button-there was one in each 
Jab, otlice and shop in the buuUing. He 
had an annunciator, and he would show 
up eventually, In his own time. And Lord 
help the bultou-pusber if WicKersham 
dian 't think the proolem in band re
quired a _ consultatwn! Hut as far as 
Marie was concerned-as far as any 
woman was concerned-that was non
sense. The woman didn't live who could 
move an icicle like that. ''Henry--don't 
be dopey. They never even meL" 

"Yes, they did," iaid Henry glumly. 
"Don't you remember the union ban
quet'!" 

·'Ob-that. Yeah, but be . . .  I mean, 
he wasn't there for any high jinks. He 
wanted to see how many of his men 
were in the union, that's alL Not that he 
cares. He pays way above the union 
scale. But what's this about Marie?" 

Henry shook his head. "Somebody's 
nuts. Me, maybe, Marie comes drifting 
in about an hour after I got home last 
night. She's walking on air. She is plenty 
afl:ectionate always, but-" he ran his 
finger around his collar-"whew/ Not 
like thal. She was all over me. Says she 
guessed she never appreciated me before. 
Says it was so brave of me to . , . to 
punch bell out of Wickersham, and spoil 
that Rock of Gibraltar face of his." His 
voice went vague. "Took me about five 
minutes to get all that on a slow double
take. I finally asked her to start from 
the beginning. I got it piecemeal, but the 
pitch is that Wickersham was down on 
one knee pouring his heart out to her, 
reciting Keats-" 

"Wickersham was?" 
He nodded dismally. "And I came in, 

hauled him to his feet, spun him around 
with the old one-two, and pitched him 
out on his ear." 

"And where did all this happen?" 
He looked u p  at ..me dazedly. "In a 

private room at Altair House." 
"Altair House? You mean that gold

plated eatery on Sixty-fourth Street ? "  
"Yeh. A n d  that's t h e  craziest part o f  

it all, because.- I w a :;  never there i n  m y  
life.'' 

"Was she? "  
"I asked her. She said sure she was

that one time; and didn't I remember ? "  
"She's kidding you, Henry.'' 
"Nuts. You know your sister better 

than that. She kids around some, but not 
that way. No; sbe.-well, she says she 
remembers about it. I asked her when it 

happened-before o r  after we were 
married, That stopped her. She didn't 
know! She cbeweo on that for a wnde 
and then apparently decided I was kid
dmg her. �ne sa1a, 'Ali ngnt, darung, i1 
you oon't want to talk aoout it,' anu 
dropped the subject. Godfrey, what's 
happellllg to her 1 ' '  

"She never came o u t  with anything 
like that before," I said. "Marie's a pretly 
cool-headed gal. Al�ays was, anyway. 
Maybe she dreamed tt.'' 

Henry snorted. "Dreamed it1 Godfrey, 
there's a heck of a difference between a 
good healthy dream and an actual re
membrance of something which couldn't 
happen.'' 

And where bad I beard something like 
that recently? 

That was the same day that I looked 
u p  from my bench and saw Wickersham. 
The late afternoon sun streaming through 
the laboratory windows high-lighted his 
huge, slrange face, making velvet hollows 
of his eyes. There was a nervous ripple 
along his slab-sided jaw; otherwise he 
was as always, carven, unnaturally still. 
Henry's wild story that same morning 
returned to me with shocking clarity, as 
I pictured my little, good-natured puppy 
of a brother-in-law smashing a fist into 
that great dark unreadable face. "Ob i "  I said. "I didn't see you.'' 

I was standing in front of my work. 
but he seemed to look down through me 
and examine it lying there on the bench. 
"That's the Hardin contract?" he said. 

"Yes. The tone generators with the 
secondary amplifier for building u p  the 
supersonic beat." 

He moved his hand slowly up, pulled 
his lower lip, slowly put his hand down 
again, and I remember thinking that 
that was the first time I had ever seen 
him make anything approaching a nerv
ous gesture. Then, "Hardin can wait," he 
said. "I want to put you on another job." 

I blinked. This wasn't Wickersham's 
style at all. He did good work for his 
customers-the best. But once a job was 
started, it was kept in production until it 
was finished, no matter who came along 
with a rush order. His reputation was 
such that he could tell anyone to �;o fly 
it if they didn't like it. "What's the JOb ? "  
I asked. 

He looked at me. He had black eyes, 
and they seemed tci be all pupil. He 
seemed to b e  daring me to look sur
prised. "It's a burglar alarm," he said. 

"But we don't manufac . . .  I mean," 
I said, "What kind of a burglar alarm?" "An alarm. with a psychological ap-
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peal," he said. "One that will .not only 
announce that there is or bas been an 
inuuder, but will lead that intruder into 
being caught." 

"You mean take hi<J picture?" "I mean, take him." 
"What sort of an installation? I mean, 

will it cover a room, or a house, or 
what ? "  

" A  large room, about forty by thirty, 
with two outside waUs. Four windows, 
one outside door, two inside. Run up any 
kind of cost you like, but get i t  done 
and $Cl it done fast. Use any mao or 
machme in the shop; you have absolute 
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then. Can you stay here tonight ? "  
That last was like asking a jailed con

vict to stick around for a while. Wicker
sham bad other ways besides his cus
tomary double time for overtime to 
persuade his staff to do what be wanted. 
Oh well, I could use the money. "I'll 
have to call my wife," I said. 

Wickersham apparentlv took that for 
acquiescence, for be turned and stalked off 
without another word. 1 watched him go. 
He walked as if be were keeping time 
with slow music; as if he were holding 
himself back from breaking into a run. 

Henry's jeweler's lathe whined to a 
stop and he came over. "D' you hear that?" I asked. 

"Most of it," be said. "What's eatin' 
him ? "  

"You noticed it too ? "  I shook my 
head. "He looks like a dope addict. Only 
I can't say just how. Henry, I've known 
him and worked close to him for nearly 
rix years now, a nd I don't know the first 
thing about him. What makes him tick 
anyway?" 

"Search me," said Henry. "I don't 
know how he does it. Old George, the 
night watchman, told me once that the 
Wick comes in before the sun is up, more 
often than not, and doesn't leave until 
after midnight. Sometimes he's here, day 
aud night, for three days at a stretch. He 
doesn't seem to talk to anybody but us, 
ever, and that's only occasionally, about 
the work. A guy just interested in making 
money don't carry on like that." 

"He's making money all right," I said . 
.. He knows more about applied psy
chology than most of his clients, and 
they're all tops in the field. Most times 
he gets his orden by clanning together 
a new gadget for controlled hypnosis or 
something, and calling in the doctors 
who'd be most interested. He don't wait 
for their orders. They come when he 

calls them., and glad to." I began to 
clear a space on my bench. "Maybe be 
is cracking; I dunno. 1 wouldn't be sur
prised; only- Henry, I just don't see a 
guy like that cracking." 

"Maybe he's human, after all," said 
Henry, unhappily, and I knew be was 
thinking of Mane's wild tale. "Let's get 
to this alarm thing. What'd he say about 
the building?" 

So we got to work on it. At five I 
called Carole. She wasn't happy about 
it, but you'd have to know her as well 
as l do to guess it. I marry the nicest 
people. 

The alarm We doped out was a nice 
set·up, and I pitied the burglar who 
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him later. The come·on that the Wick 
wanted was an iron window-grating kept 
ajar over an unlocked window. The win
dow was free to slide up only six inches, 
where it was stopped by a chrome-plated 
and highly visible catch. The catch was 
so stiff that it would require both hands to 
release it. The burglar would have to 
squeeze up close to the wall, put both 
arms into the half-open window, and 
reach up with his arms bent to get to 
the catch. As soon as he swiveled the 
catch-bang !-the sash came down on 
his biceps. No bells would ring, nor 
lights; the alarm was turned in at a 
remote station and the police could come 
and get their pigeon at their leisure. The 
whole layout was put on the ready by a 
black-light installation; that is, the build
ing was surrounded on its two accessible 
sides by a lawn and a high stone wall, 
without a gate. The wall was topped by 
the beams; another two crossed the gate
less doorway in the wall in an invisible X. When anyone approached the build
ing with honest intentions, as for instance, 
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went in and stayed inside the wall longer 
than three minutes, the grating over the 
side window would unlock and swing 
ajar. If be tried the door and came right 
back, the side window would stay locked, 
and would not tempt investigation. And 
if anyone climbed over the wall when it 
was so easy to walk in, then, of course, 
the trick grating would do its stuff 
immediately. 

Wickersham came in to watch Henry 
and me about nine o'clock that night, 
and I handed him the sketch of the 
installation I bad superimposed on his 
plan of the building. He glanced at it 
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and tossed it on the bench, sayina: noth
ing, which was his way of dealing out a 
compliment. He stayed about half an 
hour, and we didn't hear a sound out of 
him except when Henry stopped working, 
wiped the sweat out of his eyes, and lit 
a cigarette. Then Wickersham heaved a 
sigh, a sigh which was ten times worse 
than if he bad barked at Henry to get 
back to wOrk. Henry hunched his 
shoulders and did. 

At about half-past one in the morning 
I finished the window catch and got it 
mounted on a conventional flush fitting. 
I went over to Henry's bench; be was 
adjusting the focus on the last of the 
little U V  projectors. 

"That about all ? "  
"Yep," h e  said. "Buzz t h e  Wick.'' H e  

yawned. "And me for bed." 
I pushed Wickersham's call-button, and 

we heard his office door crash open. "Jee
bosaphat ! "  said Henry. "He musrve 
been in a racing crouch ! " 

"Finished ? "  said Wickersham as he 
came in. He might have added, "Good ! "  
but i t  wouldn't occur to him. "Give me a 
band with the parts, down to my car." 

Henry said, "You want us to help 
with the installation ? "  

The Wick shook h i s  head impatiently. 
"That's taken care of." 

We gathered up everything the plans 
called for and a bunch of spare cable 
and fittings besides, and carried them 
down. As soon as the stuff was loaded, 
Wickersham swung in behind the wheel 
and roared off like a P-38. 

"Funny business," I said, watching the 
car pull into a screaming turn at the 
first corner. 

"Everything he does i s  funny busi
ness," said Henry, and yawned again. 
"Take me home and put m e  to bed." 

I dropped Henry off and went home. 
The bedroom light went on as I wheeled 
into the drive, and the kitchen light was 
on as I locked the garage doors. There 
was never a time, early o.r late, when 
Carole wasn't up to see that I had some
thing to nosch on when I came home. 
Which is the way a �uy gets spoiled. 

"Hi, Muscles," I sa1d, slinging my hat 
at her. She caught it deftly, only to throw 
it over her shoulder and come and kiss 
me. "How's the Widget?" 

"Talkative," said Carole, heading for 
the stove, where water was already heat-
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"Carole ! "  I went to her, put my face 
in the back: of her shining hair. "You're 

worried about it l "  I sniffed. "Mm. You 
smell good." 

"Wave set," she said. "Don't muss me, 
darling. Yes, I am a little worried." She 
was "quite a moment, her hands deftly 
cutting and spreading bread, her mind 
far from them. "Marie came today." 

"Oh?" 
"Henry tell  you anything?" 
"Yes. He-" 
Carole began to cry. 
"Darling ! Carole, what's the . stop 

it, and tell me what's wrong ! "  
She dido ' t  stop i t  Carole doesn't cry 

very well. I don't think she really knows 
how. "I've been too happy, I guess, 
Godfrey. I feel . . .  I don't know, darlin&:. 
Ashamed. I gloated at Marie." 

"Too happy? A heck of a thing to cry 
about." I squeezed her. "Don't cry all 
over the liverwurst, honey." 

"It isn't being too happy. I . . .  I don't 

�h�11knh���u;�t 
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n3°bid 
her face in my coat. "I'm frightened. 
Godfrey, I'm frightened ! "  

"But what are you afraid of?" 
"I don't know," she whispered. She 

trembled suddenly, violently, and then 
was still. ''l'm afraid of something, and 
I don't know what the something is. 
That"s part of it. And part of it is that 
I'm fnghtened because I don't know 
what it is. There's a difference, do you 
see ? "  

"Sure I see." Suddenly I felt about her 
the way I do about the Widget. She 
seemed so tiny; there was so much she 
couldn't understand yet, somehow. I 
talked to her as if she were a child. I 
said, "What kind of a something is it, 
darling? Is it a something that can hurt 
you? "  

S h e  nodded. 
"How can it hurt you? "  She was still 

so long that I thought she hadn't heard. 
"How can it hurt, darling? Can it jump 
out at you and knock you down 1 Is it 
that kind of a something ? "  

She shook her head promptly. 
"Can it hurt-us?" 
She nodded. I said, "How, Carole? 

How can it do anything to us? Can it 
take something away from us?" 

"It did take something away." 
"What?" 
"I don't know. I don't know. I don't 

know. I don't know," she mumbled. 
I held her and stroked her shoulder, 

and I felt lost. After a while I went and 
sat at the table and she finished making 
sandwiches for me. 

It didn't stop there. In three days I 
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was in the shape Henry bad been in 
when Marie first came out with that 
fantasy of hers-and in those three days 
Henry was worse. Working, we did little 
more than to interrupt each other with 
accounts of the strange goings-on of our 
wives, and it wasn't fun. 

"She won't forget it," said Henry, star
ing blindly at his bench. His production 
was away off - the little guy was a 
worker, but this thing had got between 
him and his work. "If I'd only known 
how serious it would be to her, I'd have 
grinned and said 'yes, yes, go on.' But I 
couldn't then, and it's no use trying now. 
I've done my best to persuade her the 
thing between her and the Wick never 
happened, but it's no use. The more I 
persuade, the more upset she gets. If she 
believes me, she begins to doubt her own 
sanity. If she doesn't believe me, she can't 
figure out what motive I might have for 
lying about slu�ging the man." He spread 
his hands, h1s eyebrows coming up 
sorrowfully. He looked more than ever 
like a little lost puppy. "Dead end. What 
can you do?" 

"You're lucky. At least Marie can put  
a name to what's worrying her. Carole 
can't. She's afraid, because she doesn't 
know what she's afraid of. She feels she's 
lost SO!llething, something important, and 
she is frightened because she doesn't 
know what it is. Where Marie's worried 
and-shall I say jealous, maybe?-and 
generally upset. Carole's scared silly. I've 
seen Marie worried before, about one 
thing or another. I've never seen Carole 
scared." 

Henry gave up his pretense of working 
and came around to my bench. "Carole �sc:�s
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am lucky. I ,  . .  don't feel lucky, though
Godfrey, let's quit griping about effects 
and try to figure out causes. Do the two 
of them have the same trouble, or is it 
a coincidence?" 

"Coincidence? Of course, Henry. The 
symptoms, if you want to call them that, 
are totally different." 

::��tt'!h��eb��o they in common? "  I 
said. 

"Yeah," said Henry doubtfully. "Urn - Nothing, I guess. Except - they've 
both lost something, and it worries them." 

ha;LM!r��t�int,h, 
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you mean. Marie has a memory of an 
event which is itself lost, as far as placing 
it in her life is concerned. Like the 

Widget's doll with the giggum pinafore." 
"Like what? "  
I told him about it. " I  have a feeling 

that's what sent Carole off the deep end, 
when you come to think about it," I said. 
"She was worried about . , . hey ! The 
Widget's trouble is the same as Marie's, 
when you break it  down. She had a vivid 
memory of something that never hap. 
peoed, too. And she frets because she 
thinks she's lost it." I stared at him. 

"For that matter, you and I both have 
the same trouble," said Henry suddenly. 
"We've certainly lost something." 

I knew what he meant-particularly for 
himself. There is a certain something 
about being newly married that shouldn't 
be spoiled. His was being spoiled sudden� 
ly, which was so much worse. "No, 
Henry, 1 don't know why, but I think 
that's a side issue. Marie, the Widget, 
Carole. They have something. It's because 
they have something that we're in the 
state we're in." I suddenly noticed the 
remarkable fact that Henry wasn't even 
pretending to work. "Henry-we've got 
a deadline to meet on this JOb. Wickers� 
bam-" 

Henry uttered one brief syllable that 

:�:qd���fin�.
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first? "  

"Why . . .  Ma . . .  n o .  Not Marie. The 
Widget and her doll. Then Marie and her 
melodrama. Then Carole and her . . .  then 
Carole." 

"The Widget, huh ? "  
"What a r e  y o u  driving at? "  I snapped, 

seeing 'the vitreous sheen of stubbornness 
slip over Henry's eyes. 

"Marie's always going over to your 
place, isn't she? "  

"Henry, you're crazy ! Contagion, for a 
. . .  a mental disorder? "  

"She had i t  first, didn't she? "  
"She's just a kid ! "  
Henry looked a t  m e  leve!Jy. "Just a kid. 

Would you say that if  the three of them 
came down with scarlet fever and she was 
the first to have it, and the three of them 
had been together so much ? "  

"Now look," I said, trying to keep m y  
voice down. "I hope I ' m  wrong about 
what you're driving at. But there's nothing 
wrong with my kid, see? "  

"You fellows lose something? " said 
Wickersham. 

We literally jumped, used as we were 
to the Wick's cat-footing techniques. 

���[id 
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reflex. 
Wickersham stood there, teetering a bit 
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on the balls of his feet, his big hands 
behind him. Suddenly his great still face 
broke, and his white, even teeth showed in 
a grin. Then he turned and walked out. 

"To him," muttered Henry, "something 
is funny." 

I said, "Sometimes I'm sorry he pays 
the kind of money he does." 

We worked, then. If the Wick had tried, 
he couldn't have picked a sweeter moment 
to interrupt us. I was just on the point of 
achieving a thorough-going bum at 
Henry, with his goofy insinuations about 
the kid. Henry's glum and steady concen
tration at his bench kept me just under the 
blow-off point until it really began to hurt. 
Not another word passed between !JS, al
though I did drive him home as usual. 
But his words stuck. 

"Widget," I said after dinner, "you're 
being very silly about this doll." 

"Hm-m-m?" she said innocently. 
"You know what I mean. Mummy says 

yo
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Wilton told Mummy that whenever she 
wanted anything from her old man she 
just talked and talked about it until he 
gave it to her to shut her up." 

"Widget ! You shouldn't listen to that 
kind of thing I "  

"Listen? Did you ever hear Mrs. Wilton 
talk, daddy?" 

I laughed in spite of myself. Mrs. Wil· 
ton whispered at about a hundred and 
thirty-five decibels. "Widget, don't change 
the subject. If I could get you a doll like 
that, I would. Don't you know that?"  

"You did, though. I had the doll." 
"Darling, you didn't have the doll. 

Truly you didn't. I would certainly re
member about it, but I don't." 

She opened her mouth to speak, and I 
braced myself for the blast of denial. I 
knew the symptoms. But instead her eyes 
filled with tears, and she ran out of the 
room to the kitchen, where Carole was 
doing the dishes. 

I sat there feeling frustrated, feeling 
angry at myself and at the child. I tried 
to p1ece together the murmur of voices 
from the kitchen-the Widget's high and 
broken. Carole's soft and comforting
but I couldn't. The temptation to march 
in there and defend myself was powerful, 
but I knew that Carole was more than 
competent to handle the situation. 

After what seemed like months, Carole 
appeared at the livin$·room door. "Stay 
out there and eat 1t aU up, darling. 
There'll be more if you want it," she 
called back, her voice infinitely tender. 

Then she swung on me with sparks flash
ing out of her eyes. 

"Godfrey, how can you be so stupid?" 
she said scathingly. 

"What's the matter?" 
"Oh, you idiot," she said, sinking 

tiredly into a chair. "It wasn't bad enough 
to have the child in the grip of a danger
ous fantasy; you had to make it worse." 

"I don't see that its particularly danger
ous, and I don't see how I made lt worse," 
I said warmly. "Otherwise you may be 
right." 

"Don't be sardonic," she said. "It 
doesn't suit your silly face. Oh, darling, 
can't you see what's happened? '' She 
leaned forward and spoke to me gently. 
"The Widget hasn't been unhappy about 
this thing. She's been bothered, and she's 
bothered me, but that's nothing I can't 
stake." 

"And what did I do?" 
"You presented her with a new aspect 

to her problem. At first the doll was the 
important thing, but it wasn't overly im
portant. But you have loaded her up with 
an insoluble abstract." 

"What, sweetheart, are you driving at?" 
"What, sweetheart," she mimicked, "do 

you think the· child was crying about just 
now?'' 

"Search me. Disappointed about the 
final realization that her doll was a fig. 
ment, I suppose." 

"Nothing of the kind. She was crying 
because she had lost something more im
portant than the doll. You see, beloved, 
strangely enough she trusts you. She be· 
lieves you. She believes you now; but 
then if what you so solemnly told her is 
the truth, she is wrong about the doll." 

"That was what I was after." 
"But she knows she is right about the 

doll ! "  
''The doll idea i s  nonsense ! "  
"That doesn't matter. It's real enough 

to her. As far as she is concerned, the doll 
conception is the evidence of her senses. 
That's a tangible thing. The only evidence 
she has against it is your word. That's an 
abstract. She wants to believe it, but to 
do so she would have to deny a concrete 
realization. It isn't in human nature
normal human nature·, that is-to choose, 
through faith, a fact when its alternative 
is supported by direct evidence." 

"Oh . • .  oh. I begin to see what you 
mean. So she's lost-" 

"Both. Both her doll and the complete
ness of her belief in you." Her lower lip 
suddenly seemed a little fuller. "The way 
Marie and . . .  and-" 

I looked at her and thought of cat-
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footed Wickersham and his amused "Lost 
something'?" and about then was when 
the thing began to get me mad. 

All morning there was a coolness be
tween Henry and me. I kept my nose 
pointed at my bench, and so did be. His 
suggestion that my Widget had in some 
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of Marie's condition was aimed at the 
Widget through me. It wasn't cozy. 

He broke the ice. At a little after noon 
be came over and nudged my elbow. 
"Let's go eat." 

"I've got my lunch here. You know 
that." 

He hesitated, then went back to his 
locker. I suddenly felt like a heel. "Wait 
up, Henry." We usually ate in the �hop, 
but when we wanted some beer w1th it 
we dropped around to O'Duff's, around 
the corner. I shut off my soldering iron 
and oscilloscope and joined him at the 
door. 

After we were settled in the grill, 
munching sandwiches, Henry came out 
with it. "Look," he said, "I'm willing to 
drop what I said-if you can suggest an 
alternative. You ought to be able to. The 
whole thing's so crazy anyhow. It might 
be anything." 

I grinned at him. "Heck, Henry, I 
know why you picked on that contagion 
angle. It was the only common denomin
ator. Now, instead of ju"mping to conclu
sions, suppose we figure out a solider 
one." 

"Suits me," be said, and then, "God
frey, I hate to stay mad at anyone ! "  

"I know, I know," I smiled. "You're a 
good apple, Henry, in spite of your looks. 
Now let's get to it. When did our women
folks get this affliction, and how? What 
was it-time of day, environment, or 
what?" 

"Hm-m-m. I dunno. Seems as i f  they 
got it outside somewhere. Marie walked 
into my house with it. I think you said the 
k.id had it when you got home that even
ing?" 

"Yeah, and Carole had been out. 
Hm-m-m. Widget in the afternoon, Carole 
in the evening-what about Marie'?" 

"She was late home that first night, the 
night she climbed all over me congratulat
ing me for the Humphrey Bogart act." 

"Where had she been ?" 
"Uh? I dunno. Shopping or something, 

I guess." 
"Call her up and ask her." 
"O.K.-wait. No. Godfrey. I don't 

want to remind her of it." 

ha:! s�� .xor ili���h�h-;rd.
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Widget's odd little mispronunciations was 
running around in my bead. "Giggum 
pinafore," I said vaguely. 

"What?" snapped Henry, startled. ] grinned. "Hold on- Ub . . .  oh. Got 
it ! I got it, Henry ! The cormium hem
let ! "  

"And I've got athlete's foot. What are 
you gibbering about?" 

I grabbed his arm excitedly and spilled 
his beer. "Carole took the kid into the 
beauty shop for a shampoo. The Widget 
told me herself that she first remembered 
her talking doll under the cormium bem
Jet--<:hromium helmet. She fell fast 
asleep under the hair drier. And . . .  that's 
it, Henry I . . .  That night Carole first 
acted up, I started to mug around-I said 
she smelled good. She drew back a little 
and said, 'Wave set. Don't muss me: 
Now, when Marie came in late that 
night, hallucination and all, could she 
have just come from-" 

"The beauty shop ! "  said Henry. "Of 
course I '' He pondered, while the beer ran 
over the table and dripped on to his 
trousers. Suddenly he leaped to his feet, 
turning over my beer. "Well, gee ! What 
are we waiting for?" 

I dropped a bill on the table, and 
hurtled after him, collaring him at the 
door. "Hey, cut it, Jackson," I puffed. 
"Wait for all the facts, fevven's sakes. 
Unless I'm mistaken the place in question 
is the one known as Francy's-" 

"Yeah, on Beverly street. Let's go ! "  He 
ia
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over this thing. But of course-Marie 
never did have the tact that Carole bad. 
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Out of business. Kaput." 

"lt is? How do you know?" 
"Carole told me last week. It's handy 

to both our houses-that's why Marie 
and Carole used it. But they dido t like it. 
Management changing all the time, and 
stuff." 

"Godfrey-what are we gonna do'?' '  ] shrugged. "Get back to work, that's 
aiL Get on the phone there and stay on �tn�nHl:Ce 

c��dg�tuJ0 ��o10o0k
n
i� �hvaetr.r,lace, 

"But gosh-suppose they've shipped all 
the equipment out? " 

"Suppose they haven't. 1t only closed a 
couple of days ago. Anyhow-got any 
other ideas?"  
sl���I�cski�o!':r1�{Yth�f�b: and bepn to 
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The Widget met me at the door when I 
got home that night. She put a finger on 
her lips and waved me back. I stopped. 
and she slipped out and closed the door. 

"Daddy, we've got to do something 
about Mummy." 

My stomach ran cold. "What's hap
pened?" 

She took one of my hands in both of 
hers and gave Carole's smile. "Oh, 
Daddy, I didn't mean to frighten you. 
Nothing's happened, on'y"-she puckered 
a little "She cries alla time--or almost." 

"Yes, monkey, I know. Has she said 
anything?"  

The Widget shook her head solemnly. 
"She won't. She sits lookin' out tb' windy, 
and when I come near her she grabs me 
and runs tears down my neck." 

"She hasn't been feeling very well, 
darling. But she'll be all right soon." · 

"Yeah," said the Widget. She gave me 
a strange, up-and-sidewise glance that 
brought back what Carole had said about 
the child's loss. "Widget I" I snapped : 
and then, seeing how startled she was, I 
went down on one knee and took her 
shoulders. "Widget-don't you trust me?" 

"Sure, Daddy," she said soothingly. I 
once beard a doctor say to a patient, 
"Sure you;re Alexander the Great," in just 
that tone of voice. "So Mummy will be 
all .. �t�� �0�e��··t make you any happier.'' 

Her clear gaze was searching. "You said 
she would be all right," she said carefully. 
"You didn't say you would make her all 
right." 

"Oh," I said. "Oh.'' I stood up. "Turn 
off the beat, Widget, and stick around." 

I found Carole in the kitchen, moving 
briskly. I could see right away the unusual 
fact that the chow she was rassling up 
was of the short-order variety. She prob
ably hadn't started on it until I wheeled 
into the drive, which just wasn't normal. 

She smiled at me with the front of her 
fa<;,e,S��t��
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�t when 1 tossed it. 
"Nothing/• she said, and put her arms 

around me and began to cry. 
I put my face in her bright hair. "That 

I can't take," I said softly. "What is it, 
darling? Still the thing that's gone?" 

She nodded, her face pressed deep into 
my shoulder. It was some time before she 
could speak, and then she said, "It gets 
worse and worse, Godfrey." 

"Just exactly what has changed, 
Carole?" 

She shook her head in a tortured way, 
her eyes squinched shut, and twisted 

away from me. She stood with her back 
to me and her fists on her cheeks, and 
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bouse, and the way people talk. Once it 
was all perfect, lovely and perfect, and 
now it isn't. I don't know how, but it 
isn't. And I want it back the way it was ! "  
The last words were a wail, the broken 
voice of a youngster who has lost his 
jackknife and was convinced until then 
that he was too old to cry. 

"Come out here," I said gently, leading 
her into the living room. We sat on the 
couch together and I put my arms around 
her. "Darling, listen. I think Henry and 
I are on the track of this thing. No , . .  
no; don't. Pay attention." I told her all 
about how Henry and I seemed to have 
the thing pinned down to the beauty 
shop. "So this afternoon we got on the 
phone to find out who owned the place. 
We called general agents and the 
Chamber of Commerce and three guys 
named Smith. All blanks. We may or may 
not have a lead; to wit, four phone 
numbers that did not answer and one that 
was busy. Point is, we think that this 
goofy business isn't as mysterious as it 
pretends to be, and we think. we can 
crack it.'' 

She looked at me with all the world in 
her eyes, and poked my nose gently with 
her forefinger. "You're so sweet, God
frey. You're so darned sweet," she said, 
and without the slightest change from the 
shape of her smile, she was c
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doll with the g.giggum pinafore, and 
Marie's Henry-the-Hero. They're gone." 

"You'll forget that.'' ' 
She shook her head. "The farther away, 

the more it's lost. It's like that; don't you 
see?" 

! leaned back a bit from her and looked 
at her. Her cheeks were a little hollow. I 
had only known her to be sick once in 
all these years, and her cheeks got like 
that then. I tried to look ahead, to see 
what would happen; and the way she had 
changed in these few days was fri�hten
ing; so what would happen to her tf this 
went on? 

Almost roughly 1 put her by and got 
up. "I can't take any more of this," I 
said. "I can't.'' I went to the telephone 
and dialed. 

"Henry?" 
"Is Henry there?" came Marie's voice 

tautly. 
"Oh . . .  hello, sis. No, he isn't." 
"Godfrey, wbere's he gone?" 
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"Dunno. What's up?" We sat down to a snack of toasted 
"Godfrey," she said, not answering. cheese and cocoa just as a violent knock. 

"Did he really bit Wickersham 1 "  ing preceded Henry into the room. 
�a
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desolately. "I saw him do it. But I can't darling. Take your plate : I'll take your 
understand why he is still working for CJ.lp. We'll fix you a party in your room." 
Wickersham. I can't understand why Henry sent her a grateful look as she Wickersham will have him, or bow be can and the child left the room, and then burst 
work for the man after what happened." out, "Godfrey, it's worse-much worse. 

"Now look. You haven't been trying to Another single day of this and Marie and 
get him to quit?" I won't have anything left. Godfrey, she 
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down in swift spirals. "Hands off, ktddo. sham deal. I've got to bust this thing open 
I'm telling you, sit tight and don't push -or I'll bust." 
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brother rough-stuff. I knew she needed tt down as if be were washing down aspirins. 
and I knew Henry couldn't do it. He'd never done that in his life before. 

"But where is be?" She sounded petu- "Godfrey, I've got to do something. Can't 
lant but quelled. we go down and case that shop, anyway?" 

"Probably on his way over here," I said "That's the first solid thing I've heard 
on a wild guess. "I'll look out for him, in a week," I said. "Let's go." 
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"All right, Godfrey. Thanks, honey." my shoulder. "Tell her Henry is O.K. and 
Carole looked at me quizzically. ''I'm he and I have gone to a wedding, or to 

hungry," I said. She gave me a wan smile, get drunk, or something clever, will you?" 
and a mockery of the mock salaam she She nodded, and when we got to the 
used to tease me with. "Yes, master," she door she said, "And where are you 
said and went out into the kitchen. going?" 

I was suddenly conscious of the Wid- I blew her a kiss, and she caught it and 
get's level gaze. She stood by the ball door put it in her pocket, the way she always 
with her hands behind her, teetering a bit did. As long as I live I shall never forget 
on her toes the way I used to before I her standing there in the light, worried, 
realized she had picked it up. and loving, and beautiful. 

"Are you just mad," she inquired, "or Out in the garage, we swung into the 
are you going to do something?" jalopy and I kicked the starter. As the 

"ls there always a difference?" I asked motor roared, Henry leaned forward and 
icily. · shut off the ignition. "Has it occurred to 

She annoyed me by hesitating . .. Mostly you that we just might get in that place?" 
-not," she said reflectively. Suddenly she he asked. "Just in case, don't you think it 
was tiny and soft and helpless. "Daddy, would be smart to take a tool or two?" 
you got to fix this ! "  "What d o  you know ! "  I said admir-

"Don't worry, bratlet. Mummy'll be ingly. "And I thought I was the brains of 
happy again. Just you see." this combo ! "  We climbed out and raced 

"Yes," she said slowly. "Mummy'll be back to my bench. My toolbox, a couple 
happy again." She looked extremely wist- of wrenches, a flashlight and a battery �� a!:�e
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t operated trouble lamp with an extension 

lady, do you expect to get out of this?" f3::;· r;Jt�e 
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"Me?" the rack. 
I laughed and held out my arms, and "Inductance bridge," I said. "Might be 

she ran into them. "Sweetheart, I will nice to have along. If that hair drier is 
make you a promise about that doll. I what's caused this thing, it'll use power. It 
won't get it for you unless I can get it for must be something new and it would be 
keeps. Understand? There'll be no more nice to know what's in it and where it's 
of this having-not-having, any more, coming from." 
ever." "Good. Take your multi-tester, too. 

And for once in her life, she kissed me And here's a little slice bar." 
instead of saying anything. Arms full, we staggered back to the 

4 
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car, loaded the gear into the back seat. 
and at last ground out of the garage. 

We pulled up a block from the beauty 

f��f· af��k�he a;t�;t����o 
u� s��e 

b:t��e� 
It was a sleazy�looking brick wart stuck 
on the off-corner of what looked like a 
block·long warehouse. There was a yard 
around its two open sides, and a brick 
wall with a silly-looking archway of 
wrought iron over the gate, forming the 
word "FRANCY'S" in tortured letters. 

"Snazzy," said Henry disgustedly. 
We paused outside the gateway. The 

side suect was comfortingly dark except 
for a street lamp which was planted 
exactly in line with the gateway and the 
front door of the shop, throwing a path 
of brilliance up the cinder walk. · 

"That won't do," I said. 
.. It'll have to." He gave a quick look 

up the street There were only two ped-

:!�ti�: i�w�ghir�d 
u
��th of those were 

I hesitated. "l don't -" There was 
something niggliD.g at the back of my 
mind. but l couldn't place it Something 
about a walL Heck with it. "Come on." 

We walked up to the door as if our 
intentions were honorable. A sign there 
said '"Closed until further notice." 

"That ties it," said Henry, "There is 
definitely something ungood about this 
thing.'' 

"Why? "  
"Ever see a r.ented place close up with

out some information as to who to call 
for purchase or rental or emergency or 
something? "  

"Mm-m-m. Not till now." 
The door was locked. It was a great 

big solid door. "The window?" Henry 
breathed. We went down the couple of 
steps that led up to the door. There was 
so much light from the street lamp outside the wall that when we turned off the 
path, the darkness was like tar and 
seemed almost as hard to move through. 
We felt along the wall, blinking, until we 
came to a window.'' 

"Barred," said Henry, and swore. 
"Godfrey-can you stand by while I get 
some tools 1 No sense in both of us 
marchiD.j in and out of this place as if 
it wero a gentlemen's lounge." ""O.K. A pinch bar, screwdriver, and 
. . .  oh. Get the jack out from under the 
front seat, in case the window's clinched. 
The flashlights. the battery case, and the 
bridge." 

"Holy smoke," said Henry. "You're a real second-story character. .. 

''I'm a boy scout gone wrong, that's 
all." 

He disappeared into the gloom. I lost 
him, then saw him silhouetted against 
the bright li�ht from the open gateway. 
He went sw1ftly to the gateway, peered 
out to each side, and went through it. 
Behind me, in the dark, I heard the 
unmistakable sound of a relay. 

If it had been a hand on my shoulder 
it couldn't have startled me more. I felt 
my way to the window, pushed my band 
through the bars. There seemed nothing 
out of  the ordinary about it. Feeling 
carefully along the lower sash, I touched 
three countersunk nail heads. I listened 
carefully, but could hear nothing else. 

Henry got back in a couple of minutes, 
loaded to the ears with assorted equipment I realized that the little guy just 
had to be doing something, whether it 
was useful or not. He came puffing and 
blowing through the darkness toward me. 

'This way, Henry," I called softly, He 
bumped the side of the building with 
something of a clatter, and edged along 
until I said whoa. "Sweet Sue,'' he 
gasped. "Ain't I tho eager beaver?" 

"Why didn't you just d rive in with 
the lights on and the horn blowing?" I 
griped. "You'd've had more fun with less 
effort. The blasted window's locked 
behind these bars. ·and nailed down to 
boot." 

''Give me a flashlight," he said to him
self, as he got from under his load, 

"Oh; you don't believe me?" I asked, 
and just then the relay clicked again. 
Henry grunted, found the light, hooded 
it  with his fingers and aimed it at tho 
window. "Did I bear a relay?" 

"YOu did. I heard it a couple of 
minutes ago." 

"Just fine," said Henry. "And any 
second now this place will be all bells 
and lights and cops. That was a burglar 
alarm you heard." 

I clapped a hand to my head. "Bur
glar alarm ! How could I be such a 
doP.(}�frey; what are we gonna do ? "  

"Just s a y  'Open Sesame,' " I grinned. 
"Watch." He swung the light on me and 
I made a magician'• pass at tho window. 
Nothing happened. 

"Well ? "  he said impatiently, and then 
the sash slid quietly up, there was a click, 
and the whole section of bars swung out 
from the wall. 

"Cut off my shorts and call me le�gy I "  gaped Henry, a phrase h o  reserved for 
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really special occasions. "Our burglar 
alarm ! "  

"Things begin t o  shape up," I said 
slowly. "Not in any way I like." 

Henry's mind was evidently racing off 
on another tangent. "Wickersham in
stalled this himself after we built it," he 
said. "He must know who owns this 
place. Hey-let's call him up and get the 
score ! "  

"No ! "  I said violently. You had t o  be 
violent with Henry when he went off 
half-cocked. Harder to stop than any 
man I ever saw. "Figure it out for your
self. He wouldn't let us know where this 
installation was going when he · put it in. 
So I don't think he'd let us know now." 

"Why not ? "  
''That's what I ' m  trying to figure out. 

Henry, he ties into all this business in 
some way. Marie's hallucination is about 
him. The 'chromium helmet' hair drier 
smells very much like one of his psycho
somatic snivvies; and here we find a 
device built in his shop and installed by 
him. guarding that hair drier-" 

"--or where that hair drier was. I see 
what you mean. The crumb ! "  Henry 
clt�tched at my arm suddenly. "Godfrey! 
Remember the day he seemed to think 
it was so funny when he overhead us 
talking about the girls? "  

"I should forget that I don't think 
there's any doubt about his knowing 
something about whatever's wrong with 
them," 

"The trouble we had trying to find 
out who owns this joint," said Henry 
reminiscently. "I'd like to corner that 
guy and find out what makes." 

"Tempting," I said. "Dut I think it 
would be smarter to find out everything 
we can before we do that. We've got to 
crack our own safe, here." 

"You were psychic when you thought 
of bringing the jack," Henry said. "We 
can stick it under the sash and run it up. �ojff1t���g�� f�.�. to give, and whatever it 

"Yep; bust the window frame and 
swing a piece of it in front of the black· 
light beam inside, huh ? "  

" I  forgot about that Let's see; why 
hasn't the alarm gone off yet, anyhow?" 

"Don't you remember, dopey? It isn't 
designed to ring an alarm until that sash 
comes down- preferably on somwne's 
lunch books." 

"Oh, yes. And the beam behind . is in 
case someone thinks to cut out the pane 
instead of forcing the catch. What hap
pens if it's broken?" 

"Conventional alarm; bell, lights, and 
so on. Hard to say how he's booked it up. 
The window comes down anyway; maybe 
in time to catch some part of Joe Burglar. 
We also don't know exactly where in the 
window the inside beam is placed. It 
might be horizontal, vertical, diagonal, or 
any combinations of 'em. Fortunately 
there's only one projector." 

"No wires on the glass, huh ? "  said 
Henry, throwing a thin beam up to the 
window. "Hm-m-m. You wouldn't have 
a ?.��. cb�t:r 
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good." I rummaged in the tool kit and 
came up with a small three--cornered file. 
I broke it in two, cutting my thumb in 
the process. "We now have six glass 
cutters. Henry, see if you can find me a 
hacksaw." 

He fumbled for a while and finally 
found it. I began to work cautiously on 
the bottom sash, cutting upward through 
the wood on each side until I heard it 
nick the glass, and being careful to keep 
the saw well outside, so that it would 
not move in across the blacklight beam. 
Then I took a piece of the file, and 
starting from one saw cut i n  the sash, 
scribed up, across, and down to the other 
out 

"Bright boy," murmured Henry. "Now 
you break loose the cut·out piece of the 
sash, and most of the panes come with 
it" 

"In one piece, if I'm lucky," I said. 
"We'll have all kinds of fun if any of it 
falls inside. Window glass'IJ stop UV 
like crazy." I held my breath and tugged 
gently at. the lower part of the sash, 

;ra��\{� �fti� ���Ji��s�h�� !��n
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away with a gentle crackling; and then, 
with a very satisfactory single crick ! the 
pane gave. It was quite cool that night, 
but as I put it gently down I wiped sweat 
out of my eyes. "That's my boy did that," 
Henry said. 

"Now for that beam," I said. Wrapped. 
in black cloth in the top tray of my tool 
kit was a glass tube containing several 
wires coated with flourescin, which I 
used to test UV projectors. I took one 
out, a small one about eighteen �auge, 
and holding it by the extreme end, thrust 
it into the gapmg window. "The wire 
shouldn't block enough of the beam to 
activate the alarm," I said. "And we just 
might be able to find out which is the 
projector side, and which the receiver." 

I moved it slowly, keeping my hand 
well back; and suddenly the tip of the 
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wire glowed greenish white, and I heard 
Henry's breath whoosh out I circled the 
wire carefully, spotting the beam from 
edge to edge. It was, I decided, diagonal 
across the window; the beam bad a 
rectangular cross section, and by watch
ing the fluorescence of the coated wire 
very carefullv, located the projector end 
of the beam. It was at the top. 

"Made to order;: I said. "Did you 
bring the . . .  yes, you did. Good heavens, ��?�y; did you leave anything in the 

"Did you leave anything in your 
shop? "  he countered, grinning. "Now, is 
there any way we can skin past that 
beam ? "  

"Nope. It's too wide. We'U have to 
cancel it." 

"Easy to say." 
"Easy to do." I bad been plugging in 

wires to the battery case. 
"What is that . . a little UV pro-

jector ? "  
"It is." 
"Oh. You're going to aim it at the 

cell. But - the intensity won't be the 
same." 

"Doesn't matter. This gismo doesn't 
measure intensity. It's strictly an on-off 
proposition." I switched on the projector, 
tested it with the fluorescent wire, and 
then aimed it carefully down the place 
where the alarm's black-light beam 
should be. I took a flashlight in the other 
hand, and craning over the sill, saw the 
photocell built in down near the floor of 
the room. I put my projector u p  against 
it, stood aside, and said "Come on in." 

Henry, chuckling, hopped up on the 
sill and dropped inside. I handed up all 
of the junk we had brought, and then 
followed him. 

"Let's find out where to shut this thing 
off," whispered Henry, casting his light 
around. 

"No you don't," I said. "Shutting it 
off might actuate something too. Let the 
silly thing sit there and watch for in
truders liko it was told to." I carefully 
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0�'No�0i:f!0h'a�!' a0���ktb:t tl!�d�b�e." 
Henry swept his light around, keeping it 
low. 

It was a small beauty parlor, rather 
lavishly fixed u p  for its size. There were 
several curtained booths, very tiny, all 
open, each with its chair and mirrored 
cubby-bole table. A half-partition separ
ated the front part, which proved to be 

an office, from the rear; otherwise the 
place was one big room. Against the back 
wall had been wheeled an array of 
permanent-wave machines, two manicure 
racks, and a hose and spray gadget for 
shampooing. 

"And there's the dewjaw that's caused 
all this trouble," I said, pointing my light 
at a lone electric hair drier. 

We pounced on it. The headpiece was 
simply an aluminium shell with an open 
throat inside; this led down through a 
pipe to a casing in the base, in which, 
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went back to the window for some ·gear. 
Henry hunted over the drier until he 
found the switch. The quiet room filled 
with a low, rising whine which settled 
into a steady hum. "Better not stay too 
near it," I cautioned. I examined it from 
a distance. There was a chair under the 
headtece; I tried co shove it aside with !:1-f

ha
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·
� was bolted to the floor. 

Henry turned and shifted a few other 
pieces. Except for the plumbing, every
thing in the place was movable but that 
chair. "I wonder what's the idea of that?" 
he murmured. 

"That's the kind of thing we have to 
look out for," I said. "It wasn't done for 
nothing." I paused. "And another thing. 
Seems to me that even though this is a 
small place, it ought to have more than 
one drier. Does that mean that the one 
we're looking for has been moved out? Or 
is the one we're looking for one they 
couldn't move easily?" 

th�·�haT���\�i�s .j��'::. to the deck like 

"Let's do a job on it." We switched it 
off, got out some tools, and began to 
take the drier down. Off came the head
piece, the pipe, the support rod. I got the 
bolts off the casing and lifted the cover. 
Perfectly conventional blower and a half 
a dozen heavy nichrome elements. The 
switch gear was, it seemed to me, a little 
heavier than it had to be, and so was tho 
power line; but the Underwriters would 
never kick about that. The power cable 
looked ordinary enough, but something 
prompted me to nick it with my knife. I 
was surprised to find that under the 
flexible rubber insulation, it was web
shielded. I followed it to the wall; It was 
plugged into a standard socket, but there 
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special outlet for tho drier? 
Henry sat down in tho chair and 
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mopped his face. "Looks like a false 
alarm to me," be said, leaning back. 

"I dunno. There's a couple of things 
-not too wrong, but-" I went back to the motor and blower-element as
sembly. It was 'till booked up. I switched 
it on. It revved up, louder without the 
cover, a bit faster without the curved 
tube to resist the air flow. I stood up 
and walked around it. "Nothing wrong 
with it that I can see," I said. 

Henry didn't answer. 
"Henry ! "  

· 

No answer. I turned my light on him. 
He was sprawled back i n  the chair, fast 
asleep. 

"Well, I'll b e  flayed and flustered. Get 
u p  out of there, you lazy ape ! "  I went 
and shook his shoulder. His bead rolled 
limply, and sudden panic crawled under 
my belt. "Henry!" I pulled him out of 
the chair. His legs half took his weight, 
and then buckled, and he fell with a 
thump to his knees. Instantly his bead 
snapped up. He blinked . foolishly into 
the flashlight beam. "Why . . .  what goes 
on? Hey ? "  

".Are y o u  a l l  right?" 
He climbed slowly to his feet, passed 

his hand over his eyes. "Must've dozed 
off. Hm-m-m! Sorry, Godfrey." He 
yawned. "My knees hurt." 

"Henry, what happened to you ? "  
"Hm-m-m? I ' m  a l l  right. Tired, I 

guess. Look, let's go home. The pursuit 
of knowledge is all very jolly, but there's 
no sense us getting jailed for it." 

"Pursuit of knowledge? What are you 
gibbering about? Here we're on the track 
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sham-" 
"Aw, why be vengeful about it? Nil 

nisi, and stuff like that there. Let's go 
home." 

"Nil nisi . . .  'speak well of the' . 
Henry, I don't get you ! "  

"Well, gee; Wickersham dead, and the :�ls
a
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"What?" He sighed with an exacgera
tion of patience. "Wickersham is dead 
and Marie and Carole and the Widget 
are all right again. So why bother? "  

"Wicker . . . wait a minute. H o w  d o  
you know? W h o  told you ? "  

"Why it was- He kicked off- Well, 
what do you know ! I can't remember. 
He's dead, that's all. And the &iris are 
all right." 

"Are they though? And what was 
wrong with them ? "  

"I don't know. Something they ate, n o  
doubt. W h y  t h e  third degree?" 

"Henry, it just isn't so. If it is, you 
couldn't possibly have found out about 
it." 

"Arc you trying to make a liar out of 
me?" 

"Here . . .  here, Shorter-than-me; don't 
get your back hair up." 

"Well, I don't have to stand here and 
listen to you tell me that something I 
know isn't so." 

"You dreamed it! " 
"I did no such thing ! "

' 
he said hotly. 

''I know when I know something ! "  

I stared a t  him, and gradually I 
realized what had happened, though I 
hadn't the faintest idea how. The thing 
Henry had wanted most in the world had 
come true-for him. And it was infinitely 
important that he keep the memory, 
even if it could be proved that it never 
happened. Like the Widget's doll. Like 
Marie's wish-fulfillment that the little 
guy take a poke at someone bigger and 
stronger than himself, someone who 
awed him. Like Carole's . . .  what was 
Carole's wish-fulfilling memory? 

The chromium helmet. 
I looked at the pieces of it, scattered 

over the floor, and then at the chair. A 
perfectly ordinary airplane-tubing chair, 
bolted to the Ooor. Bolted to the floor
why? 

"I'm going home," said Henry sullenly. 
"Henry old horse, stick around a little. 

I'm sorry, boy; really, I was talking non
sense; you're right and I'm wrong. Please 
stay and give me a hand. There's someJ:i�dg

0J:ye just got to find out. Will you, 

"Well-" b e  said, a little mollified. 
"Gosh, Godfrey, you never disbelieved 
me before. What got into you ? "  

"Oh, I guess I'm excited, that's all. I 
am sorry, Jackson. Will you stick 
around?" 

"You know I will. I guess I got a little 
bot too " 

"'Good boy." Inside me, growing every 
microsecond, was a hot, ugly hatred of 
Wickersham. I didn't know the "whys" 
of all this, but 1 grimly determined to go 
on learning the "bows" until I could 
figure the man's motives. And it better 
be an accident that our women-folks 
were affected. 

I looked at the chair again. There 
wasn't a single electrical connection to 
it that I could see. I was tempted to run 
out the bolts, but the super-caution that 
was growing: almost as fast as the hatred, 
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made me stop and think. I turned to my 
little inductance-bridge instead. l'd rigged 
it up to spot pipes and wiring in the 
wall between my house and the garage, 
where my W()(kshop was, for 1 some
times did some rather delicate electronic 
work there, and didn't much care for 
stray AC and magnetic fields that 1 
couldn't get rid of or locate exactly so 
I could compensate for them. It was a 
dual-purposo ria-the bridge itself, for 
detectioa metallic masses, and a matched
choke circuit for finding wild AC. 

I asked Henry to find me a broom
stick, and fitted together the T-shaped 
probe, settin� it on the stick. I plugged 
in earphones and the leads to an illumi
nated meter which I had fixed to strap 
on my wrist. I hooked the whole Rube 
Goldberg up to the battery pack and 
switched it on. 

"Henry,'' 1 said, "that power line is 
shielded. Rip the receptacle out of the 
wall, bearing in mind that it's hot. You'll 
probably find a conduit in the wall that's 
ground to one side of the power line. 
Cast it adrift for me." 

I went over the chair carefully, looking 
for my induced AC. There were a few 
strays-not enou&h to amount to any
thing. 

Why was that chair bolted down? 
To stay in one place, of course, Why? 
I switched on the blower, and went 

over it again. Nothing, until I had the 
probe over the headrest on the back of 
the chair. And the hum in my bead
phones suddenly faded. I moved the 
probe; it got louder. Which was just 
silly. The gadget was built so that when 
AC was encountered, the sound would 
intensify. I moved it toward the chair, 
and found a spot about six inches over 
the headrest where my signal utterly dis
apJ'('ared l 

"There's something here, Henry," I 
called. "Just what I don't quite know. 
It acts like a very intense multi-phase 
AC; but I mean multiphase. Some high 
harmonic of the sixty-cycle, phasing away 
like mad. It kills my detector signal com
pletely." 

"Your department, son," said Henry. 
"Don't double-talk me back to sleep. 
Tell it to Wickersham's ghost. You were 
right about this grounding here. What 
on earth's that for? "  

I didn't bother to try to an!lwer. I was 
puzzling myself by moving the probe in 
and out of that dead spot. It didn't make 
any sense at all. The chair gave no sign 
of carrying a thing. I gave it up, put the 
probe over my shoulder to get it out of 

the way, and went around the chair to
ward Henry. 

The phones faded and came in again 
as 1 moved. 

I stopped dead and fta�bed my light 
up, . mo�mg backward unlil it happened 
agam. 1 he probe was etght feet m the 
air this time, and what 1 found was a 
weak place in the signal. 1 waved it 
around, walking back and forth, repeat
ing the process 1 bad used with the 
fllforescent wire when we were working 
on the window. I found the field-for 
apparently that's what it was-tightest 
at the spot over the chair, diffusing out
ward and upward toward the corner of 
the ceiling. 

"What arc you doing-catching butter
flies ?" 

"Catching something. Henry, the chair, 
which isn't connected to anything, has a 
field hanging over it which is beaming 
up into the air ! "  

"Wouldn't i t  b e  th e  other way 
around ?" 

"What do you mean?" 
"Suppose the field over the chair is a 

focal spot? "  
"It diffuses outward . . .  oh : I see 

what you mean. Hyperbolic reflector." 
I went around to the other side of the 
chair and put the probe low. "You 
amaze me, my child ! You're right! It 
diffuses downward on this side I "  1 beamed m y  light upward t o  the 
corner of the room. It was no more re
markable than the other corners. The 
��::��� o�ada�kecg;ea:�d p��nt.b11�t mgol�� 
ings had been quarter-round plastered to 
get rid of the 90° angle of the walls to 
the ceiling, which gave the corners the 
inner surface of a quarter of a sphere. 
These were decorated with a senes of 
close, fine gold lines-all that is, except 
the one that seemed to be radiating the 
haywire AC. 

It was made of fine copper mesh. 
"By all that's putrid,'' Henry gasped. 

"A focusing radiator I "  
"And unless I'm mistaken, the induct

ance bridge here'll locate a pipe from 
that exclusive little receptacle in the wall, 
smack up to it," I said excitedly. I went 
over there so fast I jerked the cable 
out of the battery pack and dropoed my 
flashlieht. Henry had left his on the floor 
over by the receptacle : we were plunged 
in total blackness, floundering and swear
ing. I heard Henry say "Here it is ! "  and 
the click-clickinR of the hex head on the 
flashlight as be fumbled it and it rolled 
on the floor. 
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"Don't light it ! "  I said. 'I see some

thing. Wait ! "  
Silence a s  thick as the darkness settled 

over us. Vaguely, then, as our eyes be· 
came accustomed to the dark, we saw a 
purple glow down low, near the floor. 

"UV again," Henry said, "with a cheap 
filter-lens." He clicked on his light. The 
place where we had seen the glow was 
at the base of the dim outline of a walled
up door into the warehouse to which the 
beauty shop was semidetached. "Now, 
that's silly," I said. I went over and con
firmed my first glance; there was a small 
projector and an eye, the whole making 
a beam just long enough to cross the 
walled-up door. "Who's going to be 
walking through walled-up doorways?" 

"Skip it for now, Godfrey. Check that 
beam radiator." 

I went to the wall and began sweeping 
it with the inductance bridge. Sure 
enough; the volume-changes in my 
phones told me exactly the place where 
a conduit bad been laid, from the re
ceptacle up to the ceiling, and along 
under the quarter-round fillet to the 
corner and the wire-mesh snivvy. "I begin to get it," Henry said. 'The 
switch was in the drier. Start that up, ��d th�u haeca�va�( �h�e�ae�; w�i�gefo�h:�� 
Wickersham was a cute character. 

"He sure is . . .  was, I mean." 
"Hey-was that thing on when I went 

to sleep in the chair? "  . 
I thou!!'ht fast. "Why no, Henry. Of 

course not." 
"A good thing. I thought maybe it was. 

I'd hate to get a postmortem kick from 
old granite-puss." 

I changed the subject quickly. "Now, 
where's this rig powered from?" I got 
busy with the probe again, sweeping 
round and round the outlet. "The regular 
AC conduit is too ncar . . .  no . . .  I 

fi�fd-ii�te�rr:;��r;:·'�l1�h�ly �n��fe����: 
the wall, where it suddenly disappeared. 
"It's gone, right here," I said, pointing 
to the wall. 

"That's right over the blacklight ray
the walled-up door J "  

I pulled off the phones and began to 
unstrap the wrist meter. "Henry, I d say 
that if that electronic watchdog is there, 
that door opens. If that power Jines goes 
in there, we want to open it." 

He nodded, and went for my little 
black-light lamp. We set it up to fool the 
photocell the way we had on the window. and then went to work on the neadf 

invisible door. We felt over overy inch 
of it. There was a floor board in front 
of the sill with a comparatively wide 
crack between it and it& neighbor; ordi
narily it would have been in the black 
light for its entire Jen&th. I rested one 
hand on this board as I felt the door; 
the plank shifted a little under my hand, 
and without a sound the door swung 
inward. 

"Give me your gun," I said clearly, 
and pounced on Henry and put my hand 
over his mouth before he could say 
"What gun?" "There could be someone 
in there," I whispered. 

He gave me the four-0 with his fingers 
and thumb, and then aimed his light into 
the open door. Slowly we entered. I 
plucked Henry's sleeve, held up a halting 
�!���hhd w%fc1�e1 j���:� tf.�t J��r P��c� 
could not swing closed. "I've seen too 
many Karl off pictures," I muttered to 
him. 

But the room was unoccupied. It was 
tiny-little more than a large closet. 
"Wheee-ooo!'' Henry whistled. "Will 
you look at the stuff!" 

It was a sight to gladden the heart 
of an electronics man. An oscilloscope 
with an eight-inch screen. A vacuum�tube 
voltmeter. The biggest, fanciest multi
meter I have ever seen. An electronic 
power-suppl� control. Roll<!. and skeins 
of hook-up wire and shielding of all 
kinds, colors and sizes. Blank panel 
plates; knobs, dials; racks and racks of 
tubes ranging from peanuts to door� 
knobs. An elaborate transceiver. A bake� 
lite-surfaced work table with power 
outlets spaced all around it, marked for 
every standard voltage, AC and DC, that 
I ever heard of anyone using and some T hadn't thought about yet. A vast color
indexed file of resistors and capacitances. 
A big commercial tube-tester. Floor to 
ceiling, it was packed with electronic 
treasure. 

"I love my wife," said I archaically, 
"but oh you workshop ! "  

When w e  had gotten our breath back, 
Henry asked, "That drier rig still run
ning?" 

"Yep." 
"Then would that be the transmitter 

of that beam?" He pointed to a small 
chassis with a cluster of tubes which 
g�:�;d as�1u:. .��111 ;��ns,��ke:t !�:! 
spaghetti," I breathed. "All spot-welded; 
not a soldered joint in sight ! "  

''This must b e  it," said Henry, ,P:Oking 
a device on the bench; a handle wtth two 
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tiny gray electrodes, one detachable. "Oh, 
what I wouldn't give for-" 

"I know it's tough," I said, grinnin$. 
"but leave us keep our mind on our bust
ness. Let's look this thing over." 

To go into detail on the tests we made 
of that rig would not only be tedious; it 
might be dangerous, The principle, when 
we finally isolated it-and only with that 
splendid equipment could we have done 
it-was startlingly simple. I'd hate to have 
the job of making that hyperbolic web 
transmitting antenna, but like Columbus' 
egg trick, it wouldn't be too hard to 
duplicate once you got the idea. As for 
the beam itself, it was transmitted at such 
and such a mixed frequency, with har
monics, and with ninety and one hundred 
eighty degree beats to the fundamental and to certain of the harmonics, at such 
and such a wattage, with a so-and-so field 
tension at the focal point. The output 
stages had a wave-form like the first act of 
Disney's "Fantasia" run off in forty 
seconds. 

I tell you; I feel about this thing the 
way I did when I was in war work, and 
some of the bright boys came up with 
gismos for mass prod.uction that had b.een 
regarded as impossibilities in all the best 
people's books.· Once in a while, in those 
days, you'd bump up against another elec
tronics engineer whom you knew would 
be absolutely fascinated with the work 
you were doing. And because of military 
security, you had to keep your lips but
toned. But the pressure behmd the button 
was something fantastic. That's the way l feel now. But I ardently wish I didn't 
know about it, or that I would quickly 
�r!��. i�t ��a�����\ f���;�oi��h:tm��� 
utterly horrible thing I can conceive of. 

After hours of concentrated work-and 
the effort it took to keep away from en
trancing sidelines was no small part of the 
concentration-we got the final output 
wave-form on the 'scope. ''That's it," I 
said. 

"And it's all yours, Ameche my boy," 
said Henry, watching the complex thmg 
writhe and shimmer on the screen. "All I 
want to do is put tomato sauce on it and 
eat it. Now we've got it-what do we do 
with it?" 

I stared at the thing on the screen. It 
was hypnotic, with that self-inverting 
three-dimensional effect that a cathode 
�a£�o�5it 

.. �r��n�i��e
1 h�����\i�hf; 

deifees out of phase and re-rad1ate. 
foou.sin.g at the same point as the beam 

out there until it cancels out. Or until it 
over-compensates and undoes the harm it 
has accomplished. But we've got to . 
to try it out on someone." 

Henry's eyes glinted. "Maybe we could 
snatch a body?" 

"We've got to do something." 
"Why bother? You've had your educa

tion. The girls are O.K. and the Wick is 
dead. And I'm hungry and sleepy and f 
got to work in the . . .  work in the-" His 
voice faltered. "Godfrey, I must be 
tuckered out. I can't seem to remember 
who we work for, now that Wickersham 
is-" 

"Don't worry about it." I said gently. 
"We have a little more to do here. We've 
got to knock together an inverter." 

He spread his hands. "But why?" 
"Please, Henry. For me. This once," I 

pleaded with him. "Holy smoke; we've 
come so far on the thing. Let's round it 
off." 

"Oh all right. Jee-hoshaphat; you're 
worse than Wick used to be." He pulled 
out his watch and gaped at it. "Quarter 
to-" His eyes bugged. "Godfrey I It's 
quarter to six I In the morning! The girls 
-they'll be half nuts ! " 

He scrambled to the bench. There was 
a dial phone there. He snatched it off the 
cradle and jammed it to his ear, waiting 
for a dial tone. I saw him go white, and 
suddenly h.is eyes rolled up and he 
��"lhed ����h flo";r,

a
th

t;��t/'ho"te
r�b1��r� 

insulated wire. I stooped and half-lifted 
him, looking wildly around to find some
where to put him. There was nowhere, so 
I straightened him out on the floor. and 
'PiC:��S �e $��e0f 6SJ7's," said the 
phone. "And have you made up my silver
ing solutions?" 

"Yes, sir," said another voice. 
el:�� �!�r��l. �x��t ����tci�dk�e

��j���� 
dead. Carefully I hung up the phone. 

Wickersham's voice! It was obviously 
a bridge phone to his office; and Henry, 
listening for a mere hum on the phone, 
had beard it-heard the voice of a man 
whom he thought dead. And it was in
finitely important to Henry that he believe 
Wickersham dead. It was about the most 
important thing there was. 

I knelt beside him, pitying him more 
than I can find words to describe. Poor 
little, cheerful, chubby Henry I The guy 
just didn't deserve this kind of thing; 
wasn't equipped to handle it. 

I chafed his hands, and suddenly he 
tossed his head restlessly and batted his 
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eyelids. "Go to sleep," I said softly. "Go 
on." 

Perhaps he was tuckered out physically 
and emotionally, or perhaps be was 
hyper-subject to hypnosis because of what 
the beam had done to him; but he began to relax almost immediately. I put a roll 
of rubberfoam cushioning under his bead 
and he sank into it. Once he opened his 
eyes very wide and said, "He's just got to 
be dead ! "  I said, quietly, "Sure. Sure. 
Sure." And he went to sleep. 

Then I went back to the bench and got 
to work. 

My eyes had begun to blur, but I tried 
to ignore it. When it got too bad I went 
out into the beauty shop and walked up 
and down. fast, turning circuit diagrams 
over in my mind; and then I would rush 
back in and go on. My feet hurt and my 
back hurt, and I was hungry. 

But I finished the rig, and hooked it 
up, and hung the 'scope on it, and it 
worked. The strange wave-form of the 
beam transmitter dwindled under the 
matched out-of-phase signal of the in
verter; subsided, receded; and it looked 
as if I had it whipped. I had everything I 
ne��lb�;u��ib� J�'k to fully under-
stand the function of the beam. It took 
the ego's most heartfelt wish, and made it 

:hat����h�dh��:fi� ha��d����·
b�� 

cause it was such a wanted-such a 
nuded thin&-the inevitable reaction waa 
a tearing sense of loss. When contra
dictory evidence piled up, when the same 
senses that had, subjectively, told that ego 
that the needed thing was true and then 
that it was not true, the strugde between 
them was more than a human mind could 
cope with. There wa.s only one l!Urcease
another treatment under the beam. And 
then another. And never in human history 
has a more torturous instrument been de
vised. Jt was worse than any dru1; for the 
drugs killed logic, but this thing u�d it, 
in opposite directions at the same time in 
the same mind; and the stronger of the 
two was that wh.ich was refuted by the 
most evidence. 

What could I do? Whom could I use 
the thing on, when I knew as a technician 
that I had the antidote, but did not know 

::,:It 
p;6�;�a�e?r���h::�is�;��t A�d 

Carole-and what strange battle was she 
fighting? And the Widget. And Henry. 

I looked down at him, curled up on the 
floor, coffined and 5hrouded with the utter 
sleep of the exhausted. I could expose my-

self to the beam; but how did I know 
what my deepest desire was-what the 
direction would be of my wishful think
ing? Did anybody really know that? Ex
posure to the beam had turned Henry 
against any further research; apparently 
he bad wanted the reasons for that re
search removed more than anything else 
in his universe. There was only one alter
native to doing the work, and that was to 
believe it done, which was the course his 
mind took. And as he lay there sleeping, 
he still believed it, and would if I woke 
him and asked him to handle the controls 
while I tested it on myself. He'd refuse. 
I might be able to argue him into it; and 
if I did, how could I tell what would hap
pen to me? Would I forget my discoveries 
in this devilish field, and condemn us all 
to the madness of some concreted dream? 

No; 1 held too much responsibility. 1 
couldn't try it on myself. Carole, then. A 
wave of sheer horror nearly stopped my 
heart at the thought. Marie-my sister. 

Oh; you just don't do those things I No 
human being should be faced with such a 
choice. 

The Widget. 
Grave and clear-eyed, and sometimes 

so surprisingly adult, and all the while 
such a kid, such a baby, so little. 

Why not the Widget? The thought 
came strongly-why not any of them? 
Didn't the oscilloscope say that I could 
ne�ate the beam? _I could start with the 
gam away down out of sight, and increase 
it slowly, micrometrically, with a vernier. 
Weren't the chances in my favor? 

I was filled then with self-disgust. I 

rei����l���u�ho�ro���be�y 
p1;��}�g�a�f 

the mind to be able to judge what would 
happen, have some small guid�ven in
crease the odds in my favor, large as they 
were. 

This was silly. Of course they'd be all 
right, no matter which one I treated first. 
But-failure. Any failure. Carole with 

���t�a g;:a��id. i£:n�i�r
e�olin�re:�� 

having to be fed. 
asl!e:�� v:o�:e�:�d 

a
1��:;!a���id� 

chubby nine-year-old with a two-day 
beard. 

The decision came smoothly, atid with
out effort I just suddenly knew it would 
be Henry. 

"Come on, boy. C'mon, old haW9S." 
I got him under the armpits and heaved 
him up. He lolled against me, got his 
feet under him and walked blearily as I 
led him. I took him out into the beauty 
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parlor and said "Siddown, you," and 
¥rinned as I shoved his chest and sat him 
m tho chair. That's when be really woke 
up. 

"What's the big idea? In the chair
hey ! Godfrey! What are you doing? 
You dope, the beam's going to--" 

He began to struggle. He said, "You've 
gone crazy, just the way we're all going 
to go. Wickersham's dead, you fool; you 
don't have to do this." After that he 
didn't talk. He fought. Once he got out 
of the chair. I didn't hit him until I bad 
him back in it, although be kicked me. 
When I had him in the chair again I 
brought up the heel of my hand and 
caught him under the chin with it It 
closed his mouth with an astonishingly 
loud snap, as his teeth clicked together. 
His head went so far back against the 
rest that I thought I had broken his neck. 
I hit him very hard. I backed off from 
him, sobbing for breath, and when J had 
some air I went back and straightened 
him out He moved his head a little and 
moaned, and blood came from his 
mouth, so I knew he was all right 
although he must have bitten his tongue. 

I limped back into the shop and threw 
the master switch on the projector. The 
silly little hair drier motor began to 
whme like wind around eaves. 

I watched the 'scope, and when the 
wave form of the beam was fully formed, 
I switched in the plate voltage of the 
inverter, and started to crank up the 
gain. It was a feather-touch, a very little 
at a time. I had my hand braced solidly 
on the bench top, with my thumb and 
forefinger just touching the knob; and I 
brought up the gain only until the first 

:���. �e�oji���b�e 
o�;�;r 

s��itcl.e��:f 
ran out to Henry. 

He seemed to be asleep, quite normally 
asleep, and very happy. His smile was 
all the more cherubic because his lower 
lip had started to swell, and blood ran 
freely out of the corner of his mouth. I 
shook him, and he awakened instantly, 
opened his eyes, grinned and then winced. 

"Godfrey . . .  what hap-" He put his 
hand to his mouth and stared at the 
blood on his fingers, and then at me, 
and fright grew in his eyes. He leaped to 
his feet and stared around him. "God
frey ! Where are we? What are we doing 
here? What's happened to me? Is this a 
b�pit - No; 1t couldn't be. Is it 
mfi�i��Z�dered, and I had to guide him 
back into the chair as his legs started to tremble with weaknesa. He went back 

into tho chair without the slightest recog
nition of its being anything but a chair. 
The bl..lod on his chin looked very red 
as the weakness bleached his face. I 
found a handkerchief and wiped it. It 
didn't do much good. 

"What's the last thing you remember? 
I'll tell you everything I can from then 
on." 

"Remember? I can't . . .  I was-" 
He leaned forward and put his forehead 
in his hands. He spat, and grunted. "I 
was walking down the back road. going 
to your place. Was I bit by a car? "  

"What h a d  happened before y o u  left 
your house? Do you remember?" 

"Yes," be said slowly. "Marie . . .  
wouldn't stop talking about the . . .  time 
at the Altair when I hit . . .  when she 
thinks I-" 

"Yes boy. I gotcha. I can tell you 
everything. One more question. Where's 
Wickersham 1 "  

"Hm-m-m? Search me. The skunk. 
Down at the lab. most likely. Why? "  

I realized I h a d  been holding my 
breath, and let it out gratefully. 

I had succeeded, and I bad failed. My 
out-of-phase component wiped out the 
beam effect. It had also wiped out every
thing else-but completely. Like a refine
ment on the electric-shock treatment. 
Sweat ran down behind my ears as I 
thought of what might have happened if 
I had not used such a feather·toucb on 
the gain of the inverter. How, without 
experimentation, could you judge the 
relative resistance of various minds? 
Would a woman's mind resist less, or 
more? If less, the danger was too great; 
the effective increase might be geometric, 
or exponential. If more, bow judge the 
increase? My choice was, if anything, 
worse than it bad been before. And yet
what could be worse than a loved one 
slowly going mad before your eyes? It 
would take so long. 

I sat down on the floor, and Henry 

f��m� s�o�?e� c��ir
ie��i��n�J io��?d 

him everything that bad happened. It 
was an astonishing thing for him, and for 
me too, to see his amazement at our 
burglarization of the premises, and my 
account of his violent contention that 
Wickersham was dead. 

When I had quite finished, Henry said, 
"Well, we'll have to try it again." 

''On whom?" 
"Me, of course. Who else?" 
"Henry, you're crazy; I can't do that to you any morol." 
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"Why not? You bad reasons for 

choosing me in the first place; they still 
ap

p-?'b: more important one doesn't
you weren't responsible enough to con
trol the experiment, because of your 
fixation that the Wick was dead, and that 
therefore the experiment was uoneces-
sa

�rc;�frey," said Henry, grinning with 
the part of his mouth he could still 
move, "you big lug, how am I going to 
handle you if you get as violent as- I 
did?" 

"That's right," I said. 
I didn't decide, though, for all the 

time that we spent in the shop, going 
over circuit diagrams, our tired minds 
refused to help us out much. 

"We've got to hit it from another 
angle," sighed Henry after a particularly 
circular argument involving current 
versus inpedance versus capacitance. "If 
we only knew something about the mind, 
something that would give us a hint as 
to what frequency does what to which 
f�:t�J

f
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with." 
"And then we'd know what we could 

do to distort it. Yeah." Distort it," I said 
again. 

Suddenly I was on my feet and a 
banshee yell was ricocheting off the walls. 
"For Heaven's sake, Godfrey," Henry 
said startled. "Don't do that ! Remember 
the neighbors ! "  

"That's it ! "  I chortled. "That's i t !  
Distortion. Distortion, you idiot ! "  

"Now wait. I think I-Distortion?" 
"Of courst! ! "  I grabbed h i s  arm and 

hurried him over to the bench, and 
started hauling out coils and sockets and 
resistors from the racks. "Distortion's 
much easier to handle than output !  I 
can blend in any aberration to that wave 
form-from this to that, from now till 
then ! That's our cure : it's got to be. 
Don't you see? The hallucination is 
induced by a wave-and it's result is a 
picture With no distortion whatsoever. 
Not even facts can distort it. While it 
lasts, it is clean, consistent, flawless. It's 
perfection-something we're not geared 
to take. Hence the sense of loss when 
it's a:one, and tho violent subconscious 
drive to rationalize it or to get it back. 
Distort the wave ever so slightly, and it's 
no longer perfect. It becames more real, 
bu,\��U, J

a!J;vbe �
i�. ��� how will you 

know how to distort it? I mean, what 
part of tho wave should you distort?" 

"It doesn't matter, don't you see? Tho 
very nature of perfection dictates that. It 
doesn't matter where it's spoiled-it's still 
spoiled ! "  

Henry's eyes glowed. "And i f  you dis
tort just a little more, it'll get fuzzy 
around the edges. Out of focus. It will be 
a . . .  a-" 

"A dream ! Of course, and can be 
disposed of as such. Let's go, muscles; I 
think we've got it ! "  

I rigged u p  a simple oscillator circuit 
and hooked it to the Oscilloscope. I got 
a spot on the screen and, carefully work· 
ing the horizontal and vertical deflectors, 
_got a nearly perfect ring. 

"Now watch," I said. I turned up the 
gain. The ring expanded. I turned it up 
more-a little more-suddenly the edge 
of the ring quivered, zigzagged, and 
spread out, throwing out a little nutating 
finger of fluorescence. ''There she broke." 
I checked with the vacuum-tube volt
meter, and noted the reading. "That's 
about the effect we want, on the overall 
wave structure of that blasted beam." 

"Can do?" 
"Can do," I said, "and a darned sight 

easier than the inversion." 
In a very short while, with the aid of 

the little spot welder, we had the rig set 
�go��� ��
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done to get the effect." 
"Here I go," said Henry, and started 

toward the chair. 
"Now wait. You know I've got to give 

you a shot of the original beam first." 
"Why sure. How else you going to 

cure me if I don't sicken first?'' 
He went out and sat down. "Shoot the 

sherbet to me. Herbert," he said languidly. 
I went to the door of the little shop. 

"Henry, I can't." 
He reared up and peered around at me. 

"You doubtful about whether I should 
do this?" 

"Yes ! "  
"Well, I'm not. You're o f  two minds; 

one says I shouldn't, one says I should. 
You're outnumbered two to one." He 
turned back again, put his head against 
the rest, and closed his eyes. 

I swore violently. But what can you 
do with a guy like that? Finding it a 
little difficult to see, I flipped on the 
master switch. The drier motor began to 
moan. It annoyed me more than I like 
to admit. I had meant to short it out half 
a dozen times, but never got around to it. 

Henry didn't move and when I got out 
to him he was asleep. I went back and 
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opened the switch. I dawdled. I was 
��-

k1Wh!�ai1 ��t��� ��r� ��p�eadn� 
moved. He was sitting with his eyes open, 
smiling happily at the far wall. When he 
saw me he Jumped up and took my band 
warmly. "Well, you did it ! "  

"Did what?" 1 asked stupidly. 
"I'm cured ! I feel fine ! It worked, 

didn't it?" 
I opened my mouth to tell him exactly 

what stage be was in, but decided not to. 
"I have to give you the 'clincher' shot," 
I said instead. 

"What's that?" 
"Why the first one cures you; the 

second makes it stick," I explained, hop
in$ earnestly that be wouldn't start to 
thmk about it 

"Ob," he said, leaned back in the chair 
and closed his eyes. 

I nosed into the 'scope and threw up 
my circle. I figured that was easier to 
watch than that burbled-up beam wave. 
I threw in the beam projector, and after 
it was well warm, started to move in with 
the distortion. I didn't dare put in too 
much. Maybe the brain would be insensi� 
tive to an over�distorted wave : and then 
again may be Henry'd spend the rest of 
his life with Lobblies following him. 
When the upper edge of the circle began 
to flatten a little, I stopped and sweat 
a while, and then gradually eased it in 
until the ring broke. Then I cut every� 
thing, and, frantic with worry, ran to 
Henry. 

He lay very still. I called him softly 
and he didn't move. I tentatively touched 
his shoulder. To my infinite relief his 
eyes opened and he grinned thickly at 
me through his swollen lips. 

"Well, did it work?" 
"What?" I asked tentatively. 
"The cure." 
"What do you think?'' 
"I don't know," he said, and yawned 

and stretched. "I bad a dream about . . .  
Godfrey, what was my fixation that 
time?" 

"I think you're cured," I said happily. 
"What was your dream?" 

"Well, a fuzzy sort of something about 
being cured. But of course, if I was going 
to dream at all, that would be the logical 
thing to dream about." 

"Why?" 
"Because it was uppermost in my 

mind. The mosi important thing." 
"That was your fixation-that you 

were cured. The logical thing to have· a 
fixation about. I had to lie to you to 
make you take the cure. You believed 

you were cured as soon as you were 
'sick' ! "  

And then I nhoned. 
I made sure the phone was clear, and 

then hurriedly dialed. The phone barely 
bad a chance to ring before Carole 
answered. 

"Carole, darling ! "  
"Oh Godfrey,-you are all right, sweet� 

heart?" 
"Hungry and sleepy and tired. I love 

you. We've whipped it! We've fixed it !  
You'll be all right, dear. Listen. I have 
to get off this phone but �uick. Collect 
Marie and the Widget and get down to 
Francy's fast like crazy." 

"Oh, darling-all right. Right away, 
soon's I can get a cab. Marie's here. 
She's been wanting to get the police all 
night. I wouldn't let her." 

"Bless you ! 'Bye ! "  I bung up. Henry 
was practically jumping up and down in 
his impatience to get on the phone and 
talk to Marie, but I put i t behind me. 
"No you don't. You'd get to billing and 
cooing over the phone and Wickersham 
would ring in on you. We've got to get 
them taken care of first." 

We gathered up our tools and I took 
them out to the car; I was no Mr. 
America, but Henry looked like a meat
scrap. I took the precaution to go in and 
out through the window after nullifying 
the U V. I wasn't going to issue any 
invitations to Brother Wickersham, if be 
dido 't already know we were here, which 
was doubtful. 

But when the girls arrived, I felt I 
could forget about that. They came run� 
oing up the path from a taxi, the Widget 
winning by seven lengths I caught her 
up and hug�ed her till she grunted, and 
then slung her over one shoulder while 
I hugged Carole. I didn't look to see 
what passed between Marie and Henry, 
but it must have been something similar. 

We trooped into tho beauty shop. 
"Marie first," I said. "You've earned it, 
Henry." 

"Aha ! "  grinned Henry. "It's a privilege 
now ! "  

"I'm sure o f  m y  stuff now. Come 
along, Carole, Widge ! "  I Jed them into 
the little laboratory. They both watched 
with some fascination as I switched on 
the heaters. 

"O.K., Godfrey," Henry's voice noated 
in. I switched on. 

"Watch the ring," I said to Carole. 
"When it breaks a little at the edge, 
Mario will forget that that thing hap-' 
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pened.. I mean, she'll remember it didn't 
happen. I mean-" ··1 know, dear." She sighed 

"Hm-m-m!  Why the sigh'?"  ''I was just thinking-she ha s  a real 
something to lose. So bas the Widget. 
Oh, l'm sorry, darling. I didn't mean 
to--" 

"Skip it. You'll get a treatment. I 
have the littlest hunch why you reacted 
the way you did to this thing . . .  oh, 
I can't explain it all now, beloved, but 
I wilL In a _ roundabout and rather 
agonizing way, I've been paid a wonder
ful compliment." 

"I don't understand." 
"You will." 
"Daddy, where's the cormium hem

let?" 
"Busted, finished, and fixed for good," 

I said. "Hey you. Your Daddy did some
thing about it. That suit you?" 

She looked me over. "S'about time." 
"Widget!" said Carole. 
"Mummy, every- time you take to 

cryin' around the place, I'm gonna be 
mad at him. Mostly I don't know why, 
but I know men cause womei.Jses tears 
alia time." 

"Are you precocious, my darling 
daughter, or are yon quoting Mrs. Wil
ton?" 

"Mrs. Wilton," said the Widget. She 
considered for a moment, and then said, 
"Maybe I'm precocious, too." 

Just then the nictating ring on the 
oscilloscope's screen wobbled and frayed 
at one edge. I cut the master switch. 
"Cut ! " I called. 

There wasn't a sound from the beauty 
shop. I ran out there, did a quick pivot 
and cam� back. "Marie and Henry," I 
said around the tongue in my cheek, 
"seem to appreciante each other again." 
Carole smiled. It seemed I had been wait
ing a long time for that smile. I kissed 
her. "Go on out there now. Do what 
Henry tells you. When you come back 
here, I dare you tell me you're frightened 
of C�������j; trusting, she went 8ut . .  I 
held on to the child when she tried to 
follow. 

"O.K. ! "  called Henry affer a minuio. 
"What's Mummy doin�?" 
"She's taking a two mmute nap where 

the helmet used to be," I said as I threw 
the switches. 

"Kin I?" 
"Are you good?" 
"Well . . . I dunoo. I busted your 

shaving mug." .. Ob-oh ... 

"But then I took care of Mummy 
when you stayed out all night." 

"What did you do?" "1 told her you was wonderful." 
"You did? Bless your little heart ! "  
"Shucks. It's n o  more than you tell 

her yourseU." 
"Think we have her fooled, Widget?" 

I asked, laughing. 
"We wouldn't if she thought bow bad 

we were instead of bow good we are." 
"Now there you have something." 
"Cut it," Henry called. 
"Now you beat it. G'wan; scat, now ! "  
"Aw. Just 'cause you and Mummy's 

going to get mushy." 
"Yes, darling. Because me and 

Mummy's going to get mushy." 
And we did. One look at those un

clouded eyes, and I knew that she was 
all right again. 

"A dream, darling," .she murmured 
when I Jet her. "A silly dream. And I 
can't even remember what it was about. 
lt was a dream that was-just like all of 
us, you, and me, and the Widget. I can't 
think why it was so bad." 

"I know, noW," I whispered. "Tell you 
later." 

I went to work on the Widget's treat
ment, and when I got Henry's all clear, 
I went out there with Carole. The child 
was fast asleep, smiling. Carole leaned 
over and kissed her. 

"Moh-mee?" she said, with her eyes 
closed, the way she used to when she 
was half her age. 

"Hello, Widge," I said. 
"Hi." She knuckled her eyes. 
"Have any dreams, sleepyhead?" 
"Mmm-hm," she said with a rising 

inflection. She looked at me with eyes 
suddenly wide·awake and cautious. 

"Go on, kiddo. The lid is off," I said. 
"You can talk about it now." 

"You know rvervthing, don't you, I 
bet. I dreamed about that ol' doll." 

"Was it a dream?" 
"Yes. It was a dream. But I 'm going 

to pretend she was real. I wish she was 
real, that's what I wish." 

Carole and I exchanged a startled 
glance. 

"And I wish Mickey Mouse was real 
too. Mummy ! "  

"Yes. darling." "J didn't have enough breakfuss." 
The Widget was all right. 
"What's going on here ! "  roared a 

resonant baritone. 
We all froze. "Wickersham," Henry 

whispered. 
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"Who's in there?" bellowed the voice. 
"Your man Godfrey," I called. "Come 

on in." 
He came striding in, tall and wide and 

black. The Widget scuttled close to her 
mother. Nobody else moved. Wickersham 
was halfway across the room when he 
saw Henry. The blood on Henry's clothes 
diverted him a litUe ; be broke stride. 
He seemed a little Jess tall, then, as be 
stopped and swung around, looking at 
Marie, and Carole, and at the Widget, 
who twitched, and then at me. 

"Company," I said. An idea crawled 
out of the back of my mind and out 
my mouth. ''They're cured," I said 
quietly. 

Wickersham's mouth sagged. His eyes 
darted to the women and back to me. 
I saw Henry go white. 

Henry said, "You knew, then. You did 
it to them." 

"Yes," Wickersham said. He said it to 
me. 

Henry steooed up to Wickersham, who 
towered over him. Henry. had the most 
extraordinary ripple running on the side 
of his jaw. "Put your hands up," he said, 
his voice half a plea, half a caress. 

Marie said "Henry." Carole took 
Marie's arm and shook her head at her. 

Wickersham glowered suddenly, 
reached out one long arm and put, rather 
than shoved, Henry behind him. 

"The cure was his idea," I said, indi
cating Henry. 

Wickersham turned and looked at 
Henry as if he had never seen him before. 
"You? I couldn't do it ! "  he rasped. 

Then Henry hit him. Just once. Very 
fine. 

After that, Wickersham was easy to 
talk to. He slumped on the edge of one 
of the sinks, with his chin sunk low, and 
be talked. I couldn't look at him. I 
didn't know him like this. It hurt, in a 
way. I think I felt, then, a thousandth 
part of the loss all the others had felt, 
over their solidified dreams. 

"I didn't mean it to come out this 
way," said Wickersham. "The wish
fulfillment synapses are what I was after, 
it's true. I wanted the brain, under that 
beam, to become a perfectly efficient 
machine. I wanted to visualize a goal, 
and then under the beam, to see the 
whole thing completed, with all of the 
intermediate steps obvious. I didn't know 
it would do what it did-and it only had 
to do that once. I didn't know it would 
drag something up out of the sub-con
scious, make it real, made it so desirable 

to return to and so difficult to get along 
without. I couldn't get free of it. I hated 
to permit myself to go back to it again, 
and I couldn't bear to be away-! missed 
it so much." 

"What made you subject these women 
to it?" 

"Because of you," he said. "You two 
are the best team I have. I didn't feel 
I could persuade or drive you to the 
cure I needed. I didn't feel you would 
drive yourselves to the needed extent un
less you had a personal reason for doing 
it.'' 

"That may be true, Henry," I said. 
"It isn't," said Henry clearly. "He 

couldn't bring himself to admit to us that 
he was under the influence of a hellish 
thing like this. Isn't that more like it, 
Wickersham?" 

Wickersham didn't answer. 
"What about that fantastically childish 

business with the burglar alarm, and all 
the U V?" 

"It had to be difficult for you al l the 
way, or you wouldn't have had the push 
to go all the way.'' 

"Nonsense," said Henry. I looked at 
him in amazement. I'd never seen Henry 
like this. He said, his voice challenging. 
"You tried to do it and failed. You liked 
to think of us as lesser men than your
self. If you couldn't do it at all, you 
didn't want us to do it easily. Right?" 

"!-didn't think it out that way," 
Henry nodded. "And you want the 

cure." 
"Yes," Wickersham whispered. "Yes

please." 1 felt ill. "Do you own this place?" 
"I bought it when I saw your wives 

going there." 
Henry's jaw twitched again. "The 

secret," he said evenly, "is to feed your 
beam signal back a hundred and eighty 
degrees out of phase. About fifteen per
cent reverse feedback. For about fifteen 
minutes. Le's go, chillun.'' 

They moved away from him, all but 
huddV:d in a group, toward the door. I 
stood where I was. Wickersham dido 't 
move. I looked and saW Carole lingering 
at the door. When I turned back, Wicker
sham was looking out the door-not 
after anybody; not at anything. He was 
just looking. His great stony face was 
full of hollows in the wrong places and 
the shadows were no longer impressive, 
and distin�uished, and strong. The eyes 
were red-nmmed, pale and yellowed. 

"What was your dream, Wickersham, 
that you couldn't control?" 

He made a movement with his head, a 
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forward, furious, but he said, "No. Not 
her. Just-what you have." 

And I couldn't pity him; he was SO 
broken. 

So J left him there, Jookina; as if there 
was nothing alive but his eyes, and they 
were tied to the dead rest of him. I 
caught up with Carole at the path, and 
we walked quickly until we joined Henry 
and Marie. She was walking in a new 
way for her, not looking ahe�d, bl!t 
holding her husband and watchmg his 
face, because she bad seen her dream 
come true and was permitted to believe 
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them, and walked ahead. 
"H,;nry," 1 said, "You just killed a 

mao 
"He woo't die." 
"You know what that out-of-phase will 

do to him." 
"You told me what a microfraction 

did to me." 
"And be1I get fifteen minutes. There 

won't be anything left" 
"What's be got now ? "  asked Henry. 

::���(J 1�!1eb�t�e�d6�1�fter the treat-
ment," he said steadily. 

::���ry�o�id.,
have told him the other 

treatment.'' he lashed out. "What would 
be have then?" I thought of the Wickersham we 
worked for; silent, morose, efficient, and 
certainly not fTl\.ICh use to himself. "I 
don't know why you did it, Henry, or 
why I let you. I think it's right, though." 
I also thought that for Henry, this was 
fi&btiog : it was reprisal, �nd he would 

ra
c�e

ul�0 
te�t� fh� ;;�rreh�:lk�1

.
eby �� 

wa"'e
M

g�t
i�ow��!�ar

w!�� %�k Henry and 
Marie home; and then at last we were 
alone-with the exception, of course, of 
tbe Widget, who was doing nip-u,Ps in 
the back seat 

"Godfrey-what was the matter with 
me? "  

I grinned. "Nothing." 
"Nothin$? Darling, you needn't try to 

hide anythmg." 
'Tm not, Carole. Really I'm not 

There's only one answer to the way you 
reacted to the opportunity to know your 
innermost desire." 

"Well ? "  
"You just didn't react. Y o u  h a d  every

thing you wanted. You were completely 
happy with what you bad. You are a. 
very rare creature, m'love." 

"But I don't see why that should have 
made me so sickeningly sad - and 
frightened." 

"The sadness wasn't much of it. You 
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difference. lt was a very sl.ight differ
ence. It was every waU in the house 
without a fingermark on it. It was being 
able to close the oven door without the 
danger of getting your skirt caught in it, 
ever. In your particular fugue, only the 
little, unnoticeable details changed. It 
was perfection itself you thought you had 
known, and the lack of it that gave you 
the sense of Joss. And when you felt you 
had lost something, and couldn't identify 
it, you were afraid." 

"Ob-I see.'' she &aid thoughtfully. 
"Why couldn't you tell me before?" 

"Didn't want to rub Henry's nose in it 
You see, like the Widget, wbo wanted a 
doll, Marie wanted an aggressive bus� 
band. Marie and the Widget were botb 
mourning the loss of the thing they 
wanted. You didn't lose anytbing; you 
were just afraid. Your not losing any
thing is the compliment I mentioned a 
while back. But darling, compliment me 
in a less roundabout way next time ! "  

" I  love you," sbe said, with ber eyes 
too. 

"That's what I meant," I said, and 
began to drive with one arm. 

There was a snori from the back seat. 
"What-again?" said the Widget 



SECRECY AND DERTB 
IT's hard to prevent all accidental deaths, 
though there is a totally unnecessary 
number of them. But there is no excuse 
for the continuation of death by cancer. 
Our civilization today bas all the weapons 
necessary to launt:b an attack which 
could wipe out cancer. We know enough 
about it now to know that it consists 
of anarchy of the body's own cells-cells 
growing without restraint or plan. There 
is a difference in the metabolism of such 
cells, and that dl!Jerence could be used 
to permit an attack on them that would 
not harm normal, organized tissues. 

The great difficulty in finding methods 
of using that difference to make the 
atiack effective bas been the slow, stow 
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see if any of them show effect. .For in
stance, it might be that substance A was 
not absorbed as readily by cancer ceiis 
as normal cells, but was harmless to 
both. There would then be no normal 
way 'of discoverin� this fact. B mi��:ht be 
absorbed by cancer cells very selectively 
-but hannlessly. There would be no 
sign that anything at all happened. C 
might be absorbed about equally by both 
types, with serious hann to both. Marked 
destruction would be observed. D might 
be absorbed twice as rapidly by normal 
cells as by cancer cells, but have the 
property of being twice as poisonous to 
cancer cells as to nonnai cells. The in· 
vestigators, studying only what results 
were produced, would find that the sub-
l'itance was equally poisonous to both. 

Jf the investigaton were able to know 
that substance B was being absorbed 
selectively by cancer cells-rapid. de
finite orojlress would probably follow. 
B itself mip:ht be harmless to both cancer 
and normal cells, but if B is being selec· 
tively absorbed by cancer, then there are 
probably modifications of B that will be 
selectively absorbed-and which will be 
highly poisonous. Once the basic germ
destroying power of sulfanilimide was 
discovered, chemists cooked up one 
modification after another, altering the 
solubility, - the relative toxicity, and 
various other factorl}--tbe sulfadiozoles, 
sulfaguanidine, sulfa this and sulfa that. 
All, though, retain the basic structure 
that makes them selective germ-ki1lers. 

Similarly, if we could just find one 
synthetic organic compound which was 
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compound actually stimulated the growth 

of the cancerous tissues-we'd be on the 
main-line road to conquest of cancer. 
Some modification could be made that 
would do tho necessary job; to enter the 
bloodstream, permeate the body, and 
selectivity enter and attack cancer cells 
wherever in the body they might have 
located. 

Surgery is not tho right answer. It can 
not locate and destroy cancer cells that, 
having broken away from the parent 
mass, have settled down somewhere else. 
Radiation isn't the right answer, except 
for skin cancer. Deep cancers can not be 
reached by the radiation without damag
ing the normal tissues through which the 
ra¥w�u�i��-=!��iiable easily today-
are necessary to launch a completely 
successful attack on cancer. One is 

fu�nt}�i��twSta�la�e:�r
.r:d� p

a�!��b\� 
for cancer research, the problem would 
be solved-and probably within three 
years at tho most. It took only three years 
to solve the problem of the atomic bomb. 

The second necessity is free use of data 
and materials made available by the tre
mendous neutron beams from tho atomic 
piles. The fundamental of all organic 
chemistry is carbon; nitrogen, when ex
posed to heavy, powerful neutron beams, 
yields, by transmutation, a radio-active 
carbon atom, ,cu, with a halflife of 1000 years. It cannot be prepared practi
cably by cyclotron; the atomic piles can 
prepare it with ease and in quantity. 

That research tool is, however, denied 
medical science today. The Army has 
decided that atomic research Is exclusive
ly a military procedure. One of the Man
hattan Project biologists had two papers 
to deliver at the Atlantic City Cancer 
Symposium. The Army would not permit 
hun to deliver his speeches; his research 
had been done with tho aid of tho great 
uranium piles and the powerful, plentiful 
radioactives they deliver. 

If the Army's got to have tho power 
of blocking scientific research and the 
right of free speech, for God's sake, put 
the atomic project under the surgeon 
general's office! 

If you think the point doesn't apply to 
you personally-loolc. up the cancer 
statistics, keeping in mind that the 
tendency to cancer susceptibility is heri
table. There are a number of things 
worse than being killed in a microsecond 
by the ftatb. of an atomic bomb. THE EDITOR. 



P E L M A N I S M  
BRINGS OUT YOUR 
HIDDEN TALENTS 

" I NEVER THOUGHT I HAD IT IN ME " 
Writes a Pelmanist at the end of his Course. 
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is that your_ min_d _is a battle-gro�nd where con· 
lidence and mfenonty complex stnve for control. 
When confidence has_ the ?pper _ har:d t!'tings po 
well for you. In busmess, m soc1al hie. m afla1rs 
of the heart, your confidence brings success. 

Then why are you not always confident ? Over 
half a mil!ion men and women have proved that 
confidence can be increased by Pelmanism and that 
inferiority complex can be coD{]uered for ever 
Are you only half the man you ought to be ? Pel
manise and make success ccrtain. 

The first step-a very tiitnple one-is to send 
for the free book, The Sciet1ce of Success, and 
learn what Pelmanism can do for you 

I s  your enemy here ? Amongst the hindrances 
and troubles swept away for ever by Pclmamsm 

Forgetfulness Mind-Wandering 
Depression Unnecessary Fears 
Pessimism Lack of System 
Indecision Procrastination 
Weakness of \\'ill Inferiority Feelings 

When you have cleared your mind of its ditll
cultics and weaknesses, l'elmanism will tunc you• 
brain. sharpen and strengthen it and develop many 
of these stirring qualities-
Concentration Presence or Mind 
Observation Reliable Memory 
Perception Self Confidence 
Initiative Cheerfulness 
Optimism Ambition 
Originality Self Control 
Mental Energy Personality 

Practical Psychology applied to 
your own needs 

Pelmanism is an education not from outside. 
but from within you . I t  makes all other. education 
frUitful because >t shows you how to usc tt. Unhke 
any other form of training, l'clrnani�m helps you 
to use all your power, your knowledge and -your 
strength of brain and character. while other men 
can only use a fraction of the dormant ability that 
they were born with. 

IIOW TO LEARN LANGUAGES 

The Pelman Lanl!;ual!;es Institute \c�ches i'rtDCb, 
Go:rman, Spanl .... . anJ Italtan. Tlte Pelm"'n tmlhod 
i• explauoe<l in lour little book<, oue lor �ach

.
language. 

Wnte for lhe book \ha\ tnl"':""l<you :ond \1 wtll b<! se'!t !�J';;,.��r::um, \ogeth<:r woth a specuncn lesson, gratis 

SPt<ia.l/yrtductol fu<fOf'<tt'l'i�(a.<Sii tx·sen•ict""'mbt" 
of H;s Jl�irst}"• Foru• 

PELMAN LANGUAGES INSTITUTE 

210 Norfolk M...,lon�. Wlll;more Street 
Umdoa, W.I 

Easy to Follow 

Half an hour a day of �pare time for a few week� 
ts �nuugh. Everything �s simply set out and de· 
sen bed and no drudgery ts entatled. The books are 
printed in a handy " pet<:ket size," so that you can 
study them in odd moments d !..:ring the day. Even 
the busiest man or woman c�n spare a fe� minute.; 
datly for Pelmamsm, esp..:c>ally when mmutes so 
spent bring in such rich rewards. The Course is 
offered at a moderate fee-and you can pay, if you 
wish, by monthly instalments 

Pelmanism is <>. sure way to success if you will 
give it your loyal effort, your honest endeavour. 
and a regular and definite amount of time until you 
have completed the Course. A sustained effort 
ove_r a period of but a few weeks wil� yield you 
divtdcnds that wtll last you your whole hie �hro�gh, 
and give you � steadymg _encouragement 10 tJme!l 
of stress, mdectswn, or fallgue. 

I 
Half jus for sr:vi>tg a u d  r�··srn'ice membus of 

Hts MaJcsty's Forces 
(Apply for Sermces E11rolment F01'm) 

l'elmanism teaches you how to think straight and 
true : it crystallises your scattered ideas ; it focuses 
your aim on one llt.ing : it _gives you the will-puwer 
to carry out your tdeas : tt <hspels your fea111 ; Jt 
teaches you how to concentrate, how to observe 
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putting things _off : _ inertia disappears : mind
wandermg and mdectsJon are things of _ the past 
\\'1th new allies on your s1de, and old enemtes beaten. 
there is nothing to hold you back. 

Send for the Free Book 

The Pcl111an Course is fully described in a book 
entitled The Science of Succe:r:r. The Course ill 
simple and intcre>ting and takes up very little time ; 
you can. enrol on the most convenient terms. The 
book w�JJ be sent you. gratis an� post free, on 
apphcatton to 

PELMAN INSTITUTE 
210 Norfolk Mansions, Wigmore Street, 

London, W.l 

Reade'5 who can call at the Institute wilt be welcomed 

PJ.:I.MAl'i 01-'ERSEAS lNST/TVl'ES .' PARIS, r76 BC>WI#
''��'d lfa.uuma""· NEll' YORK, �71 North A""""'• N- R<>dtlk 

MELBOUHNE, ]96 Fli..Jm La,.., DURBAN, NlllaJ B�..Jo 

Cha.,.Wr (Box q�91. }0/J.H'INESBURG, P.O. Bo• f91�. 
C.� LCUl'T.� ,  ro> C/irv .�Ira•. DEU/1, ra. A/if>ort R,.-:11. 



oin 

• • • 

MANY THOUSANDS MORE ARE 
URG ENTLY NEEDED. PREPARE 
Y O U R S E L F  F O R  A B ETT E R  
POSITION AND BETTER PAY. 
Ambitious 
succeeded 

men everywhere have 
through I.  C. S. Home-

Study Courses. So also can you. 

We offer you the benefit of our 

55 years' matchless experience 

as the creative pioneers of postal 

instruction. 

If you need technical training, our advice on any 
matter concerning your work and your career is 
yours for the asking-free and without obligation. 
Let us send you full information about I.C.S. 
Training in the subject in which you are specially 

interested. DON'T DELAY. Make ACTION 

your watchword. 

The successful man D O ES to-day w hat th e 
fa i l u r e  I N T E N D S d o i n g t o - m o r r ow. 

Write to us T O- DAY. 
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Addresses fo r Overseas Readers 
Auatrafla : 1-40 Elizabeth Street, Sydney. 
El)'pt : -40 Sharla Malika Farida, Cairo. 
India : Lakshml Buildings, Sir Phero:uh� Mehta Road, Fort, Bombay. 
New Zealand : 182 Wakefield Street, Wellin,ton. 
Palestine : 33 Mamillah Road, Jerusalem. 
South Africa : -45 Shortmarket Street, Cape Town. 
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The I .C.S. offer Cou rses of Instruction 
i n  a wide range of subjects, incl ud i ng : 
Accountancy 
Advertising 
Aero Engine Fitting 
Aero Fitting and Rigging 
Aeronautical Engineering 
Aeroplane Designing 
Air-Conditioning 
Aircraft Eng. Licence 
Architectural Drawing 
Architecture 
Auditing 
Boiler Engineering 
Book-keeping 
Bui ld ing Construction 
Build ing Specifications 
Business Management 
Busi ness Trai n irg 
Carpentry 
Chemical Engineering 
Chemistry, Inorganic and 

Organic 
Civil Engineering 
Clerk of Works 
Coll iery Examiners 
Colliery Overman 
Commercial Art 
Concrete Engineering 
Cotton Manufacturing 
Diesel Engines 
Draughtsmanship (state 

which branch) 
Drawing Office Practice 
Electric Power, Lighting, 

Trans m ission and Trac
tion 

Electrical Engineering 
Eng. Shop Practice 
Fire Engi neeri ng 
Fuel Technology 
Garage Managenaent 
Gas-Power Design 
Heating and Ventilation 
Hyd rau l i c  Engineering 
Hydro-Electric 

Joinery 
Journalism 
Mach ine Designing 
Machine-Tool Work 
Marine Engineers 
Mechanical Drawing 
Mechanical Engineering 
M ine Surveying 
M i n i ng, Electrical 
Motor Engineering 
Motor Mechanic 
Motor Vehicle Elec. 
M u n icipal Engineering 
Office Training 
Oil-Power, Electric 
Plastics 
Plumbing 
Quantity Surveying 
Radio Engineering 
Radio Service EQg. 
Ry. Equip. & R u n ning 
Refrigeration 
Sales Management 
Salesmanship 
Sanitary & Domestic 

Engineering 
Scientific Management 
Secretarial Work 
Sheet-Metal Work 
Short Story Writing 
Steam Power Design 
Structural Steelwork 
Surveying (state which 

branch) 
Telegraph Engineering 
Telephone Engineering 
Texti le Designing 
Water-Power Elec. 
Welding, Gas & Electric 
Woodworking Draw'g. 
Woollen Manufacturin& 
Works Engineering 
Works Management 

EXAMI NATIO NS
T e c h  n i cal ,  P r o fe s s i o nal, 
Matriculation 
(State your fxom. on Coupon for 

Free Syllabus) 

Special Terms for members of H.,M. 
Forces and discharted disabled 

members of H.M. Armed. Forces. 
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