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IY THE EDITOR 

Do you or any of your friends 'vant a 11ne, 'veil-preserved 
Egyptian mummy ?  According to the Ne·lv Yo,rlc Times, there 
is one over at the Brooklyn Museu1n that's hunting for a home. 

It see1ns the mummy 'vas purchased for its shroud and wrap
pings and 'vith these obtained, the museum doesn't want the 
mummy cluttering up the place. 

So they decided on burial in the bacl{yard, only to find out 
-

that one doesn't go around burying bodies without a death 
ce1tificate. They've not only got to be dead but you've got to 
prove it eve11 jf they departed 3,000 years ago. 

Thus, burial appeared to be out because the attending physi

cian in this case could not be reached. 

Next, the n1useum authorities bethought themselves of pre
senting frie11d mun1my to some small museum \Vhere he would 
be appreciated a11d given a g·ood l1ome. 

But con1plications multiplied. You not onJy can't bury a body 
vvithout a certificate of death, you're also prol1ibited from ship
})ing one around the country \vithout same. 

So the museu1n people, seen1ingly stuck 'vitl1 a non-rent-pay
ing tenant, 'vill probably look kindly on any- outside bids for 
o\vnership. Only one thing '\\The11 you con1e after your mum
my, bring your o'vn deatl1 certificate. P\VF 
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The 1958 edition of PHOTOCilAPHY 
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lmatlnative ever published. ltl theme, 
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lEST OF ALL-you'll profit from a special section on the most important camera of 
all- Your Camera. A helpful guide to learning from the photo masterpieces of 

others! � � 
BUY YOUR COPY OF THE 

1958 PHOTOGRAPHY ANNUAL 
o• sale now- only $1.00 



By CLYDE MITCHELL 

'l'he N euro Throb '''01 Lord 

Upton }"a r d I,� y -1' au n Ion 's 

t:ontribution to "ational de

fense. But the us,•cr-et u·rap

onsn it prodU(l"d tl'«1rt the 
1·ind that u·ou/J cause int•ad

ing armies to ron1r running 

frorn nil cornrrJ oftlrr U'orld. I 

ITTING on the curbstone, 
� Lord U pt o n  Y a r d l ey
Taunten munched the candy 
bar and tapped his gold
headed walking stick in pre
cise rhythmic co-ordination. 

As a more than slightly at
tractive 'voman of perhaps 
twenty-nine or thirty, with 
n1agnificent legs passed, her 
eyes riveted farther down 
Fiftl1 Avenue, Lord Upton 
Yardley-Taunton swiveled ab
ruptly, and thrust his walk
ing stick between her ankles. 
The woman stumbled, trippe<l 
and spilled wildly onto the 
sidewalk, revealing a hand
some set of thighs. 

''Yoiks !" the Lord cl1anted, 
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thrust his cane between the girl's ankles. The results were spectacu lar. 
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wide spaniel-bro\\·n eyes turn
ed to the heavens, his thick, 
well-tended mustache twitch
ing with ill-concealed accom
plishment. "Nun1ber four to
day!'' And he stared openly 
at the attractive woman's 
magnificent, exposed legs. 

The woman's chic platter 
hat had slipped down rali:ishly 
over her right eye, and nov1 
as she turned a \vrathful stare 
at the Lord, her appearance 
\Vas more that of a cornered 
s.mall animal a gopher, per
haps, or a marmoset than an 
irate human .. Her voice came 
out croaking, and as her 
anger mounted, the Lord 
flicked her skirt dow11 with an 
indifferent movement of the 
walking stick. 

Had she been in any condi
tion to faint, the woman 
would have done so gladly. As 
it was, she merely turned tl1e 
redder. 

From nowhere a scrawny 
polieeman erupted, and bore 
down on the grounded female, 
and the Lord. "\\Tho now sat 
sedately licking tiny patches 
of chocolate from his finger
tips, the candy bar having 
been summarily dispens�. 

"Maniac! Spalpeen !" tl1e 
oop shouted. 441 saw wl1atcha 
done! I saw it, I saw it, here 
lady let me help ya up." He 
slipped his wide hands under 
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her shoulders and strained 
hugely, trying to raise her. 
She was a magnificently
proportioned young 'voman ; 
he was a scra\\"flY cop; he 
strained in vain. 

l:;"inally, sweat standing out 
like raindrops on his upper 
lip and temples, he let her slip 
back \vith a tiny thurnp, and 
grinned weakly. "Are you 
okay, lady?" he asked by way 
of reparations. 

She turned her head up, 
peering out owlishly fron1 un
der the platter hat, and glared 
at him with utter malice. 
"Drop dead!" she snapped in 
a nasal Bronx accent. 

The cop, as though realiz
ing in this direction lay only 
defeat and eventual embar
rassment, turned his wrath 
upon the Lord, \vho sat calmly 
watching the cars pass, count
ing the New Jersey plates. 

"Hey, you, c'mon, I'm takin' 
you in!" 

The Lord did not level his 
gaze on the cop. In point of 
fact he did not even turn 
around, but merely shrugged 
himself within his t\veed 
jacket and conservative wes
kit, and muttered thicl{ly, 
''You, sir, are a superb ass." .. 

The cop, l1earing this, flew 
into a maniacal rage, and 
would have beaten the Lord 
to death at that precise spot 
and moment, l1ad not a slim, 
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broad-shouldered man with 
blonde hair come running 
across the Avenue. Waving 
his hands madly, as though to 
stop an express train about 
to run over his child, he 
ground to a stop betwee11 the 
cop and Lord Upton Yardley
Taunton. 

"S-stop " he ratcheted his , ' 
breath see-sa\ving in and out 
raggedly, ,.he's all right, 
h-he's just a l ittle s-sick, Offi
cer !" 

"Now who the hell are you 
-oh, sorry lady and what 
the cushlamarochee d'ya \vant 
here'!" His attempts to imbue 
his Croatian accent with Irish 
imprecations was a decided, 
dismal failure, and for a sec
ond he looked chagrined. But 
the blue suit and badge he 
wore renewed his courage, 
and he thrust foi·tl1 l1is sunl\en 
chin with abandon and surli
ness. "Eh ·! Eh? \Vhat ya 
want?" 

4'l'm Ernie 1-Iiggenson," he 
explained, thumbing his glass
es a quartet· inch higher on 
the bridge of his nose, •�a11d 
this is Lord Upton Yardley
Taunton. You ca·n't arrest 
him! He hasn't wired the 
NeuroThrob completely. I've 
been searching for him for 
over two hours. He's got to 
get back to the apartment 
and ,

, 

"What the hell oh. sorry 

THE WIFE FACTORY 

lady are l'OU gibbering 
about?" th� cop screamed an 
interruption. "1 don't give a 
blarney if he's Kin-g Saud! 
lie's goin' to tlte pokey right 
now ! "  

T h e  L o r d  m u r m u r e d, 
.. Peasant . . .  " . 

The woman still sat, legs 
wide, hat askew, watching 
each new development with 
obvious interest. 

4'Y ou can't arrest him, 
he'll " 

"He'll U.'hat ?'' the cop de
manded aggressively. 

''I'll declare war on the 
United States," the Lord 
mumbled, swatting at a pi
geon that was persistently 
dive-bombing his bowler hat. 

"You'l11t'hat?" the cop re
peated, but this time with in
credulity lil\:e a toga wrapped 
about himself. 

••Damnable upstart colo
nists, any,vay," the Lord spat. 
.. Where are you from, now 
that I think of it?" the Lord 
asked the cop, \vitl1out expect
ing an ans,,�er. He had not as 
yet turned to face the cop, but 
remained sitting on the curb. 

Without apparent volition, 
the cop ans\vered, 4' Croatia, 
huh," as thougl1 he were try
ing to confirm his birthplace. 

"Won't even bother declar
ing war on them," the Lord 
mused absently, "destroy 



them over the weekend. Up
start clod!" He went back to 
observing the street, and the 
New Jersey licenses. 

Ernie Higgenson took the 
crook of the cop's arm, and 
using it as a lever, propelled 
the efficer away from the man 
still sitting on the curb. 
•'Look, Officer," Ernie said 
\Vith deep COllCern, uthis man 
is one of the greatest inven
tors in the world. He is no\v 
under simulta11eous contract 
to Westinghouse, General 
Electric, RCA Victor and the 
U. S. Anny . . .  now you can't 
put a man like tl1at in jail ."  

4' I can't?" the cop asked, 
perplexed. "I can so!" he 
jumped back with adolescent 
certainty. Thougl1 lines of 
doubt criss-crossed his fore
llead. 

''You can't possibly," Ernie 
impressed him, "they'd have 
you shot for treason or some
thing. Now you don't want 
that happening to you, do 
you? Think of your \Vife, and 
those touseled-l1eaded cherubs 
at home just think " 

The cop U'as thinking. His 
thin face worked as his eyes 
narrowed, and his head tilted 
up slightly as though l1e were 
looking toward a visio11. Then 
he shook ltimself and l1is face 
grew dark aagi11. " I'm a 
bachelor 1" 
10 

"All the more reason," 
Ernie leaped at him with it. 
,.Why should you be condemn
ing to unhappiness the wom
an you might marry, and to 
never-being-born the children 
you might have had. Oh, the 
horror of it!" He flapped the 
back of his hand to his fore
head in mock consternation . 

The cop was being medita
tive. 

''You say this character is 
impo1·tant ?" 

Ernie made the Boy Scout 
honor salute, and said go1dell-
1y, "He is the ?nost impor
tant !" 

The cop rubbed the point of 
his thin j aw, and waggled his 
billy club at the Lord. "Well, 
I dunno . • •  " , 

"Leavenworth Federal Pris
on," Ernie intoned, absently, 
talking to himself. "Blacl{ 
bread an!d water. Pumper
nickel and goat's milk once a 
month. No sleep, terrible, ter
rible " He murmured off, 
watching the cop from behind 
lowered eyelashes. 

"01\ay," the cop decided 
sullenly, suddenly, ''get hin1 
the hell outta here oh, sorry 
lady and if he ever hits Iny 
beat again, I'm gonna make 
sure I put the spalpeen in the 
can ! N o'v get !" Coming from 
him, scrawny as he 'vas, it 
was not a very propellant 
phrase. But Ernie Higgenson 
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walked to the curb, and prod
ded the Lord in the back with 
his knee. 

"C'mon, Lord Upton, we 
goofe d off long enough; 
there's \\·ork to be done bacl' 
at the apartment. Tl1e N euro
Throb hasn't been wired yet, 
and you know the radiation 
count in this area is just right 
for the tests. Come on, Lord 
Upton!" 

Lord Upton Yardley-Taun
ton heaved to his feet with a 
bitter sigh. He was a round, 
dapper, mustached man in l1is 
late fifties, 'vith impeccable 
taste in clothing, and a bite 
of flush to l1is cheelffi. Healthy, 
and snappy. "I'll damned 
bloody well declare war, is 
what I'll do!" he shouted at 
no one in particular. 

"Now shut up, and come on 
along, dammit," Ernie repri
manded him. 

As they started to '\Valk off, 
do\vn Fifth Avenue, the cop 
stopped them with a \VOrd. 
"Hey !" he yelled. 

Ernie turned, though tl1e 
Lord \vo uld not deign to rec
ognize. the cop's existence. 

u·what is it?" 
The cop gestured at Lord 

Upton Yardley -Taunton. "Ca11 
he I mean, 1vould he what 
I mean, is he ca.pablc of start
ing a war?" He loo ]{e d \vor
ried .. 
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Ernie confided seriously, 
" Officer, if he \Vanted to, he 
could destroy the entire city 
of New York, the United 
States, and more than likely, 
the Earth, too, if he got in a 
bad mood." He turned, took 
the Lord's arm, and wallted 
quickly away. 

The cop stood scratching 
the back of his Ileclc with his 
billy club. ''Well, I'll be 
damned!" he snorted. Then, 
" Oh, sorry, lady.'' 

She remained seated, star
ing at him helplessly • • •  

THE apartment was painted 
in an aqua tone that was quite 
restful. On the walls hung a 
splendid assortment of con
temporary paintings, in the 
ma i n  d e p i c t i n g  p a s t ora l 
scenes, boating sequences, 
'\vild life, and occasionally a 
flower woman carrying her 
blooms in a l1uge wicker 
basket. 

The pile rug \Vas a light 
g1·een, and the furniture was 
more -or-less modern, with no 
great care given to style, but 
much awareness of comfort 
and the shape of the human 
body. The room was clogged 
with scie11tific a})paratus. !11 
the small alcove between liv
ing room and J.dtchen, a 
weirdly-stringed 1nechanism 
that lool{ed like the cross
breeding of an oscilloscope 
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with a harp, crouched shin
ingly, its dials dead, its face 
quiet. From the ceiling·
\Vhere a metal plate should 
have supported a light, but 
instead had been altered to 
hold a heavy, brass rin,g an
other machine hung. It was a 
1arge, crystal-faceted ball, 
with a needle-tip protruding 
from the bottom, at the end 
of which \vas yet another ball, 
a replica of the parent. It 
spun lazily at the end of the 
brass ring. Banks of dials and 
computer consoles spotted 
around the room, were buzz
ing, spattering, chuckling and 
chittering, while one floor-to
ceiling panel completely cov
ered with resistance dials in 
little \Vindo\\�s sent glowing 
green lights toteing up and 
down jts face. 

Lord Upton Yardley-Taun
ton sat spra,vled in a chair 
that had been designed to tilt 
back and lift the feet up. The 
chair had been bolted in a 
fixed sitting position. The 
Lord had al,vays contended 
Man was not developed and 
evolved to lie on his back, feet 
higher tha11 head. 

"You've got to stop doing 
things like that, Lord Upton, 
it makes on.e helluva impres
sion, you know. " Ernie Hig
gensoll chided him ruefully, 
from his position behind the 
portable control panel of the 
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NeuroThrob. lie adjusted a 
few dials on the panel, and 
\\'heeled it out of a sh.aft of 
b r i g h t  s u n l ig h t  cours ing 
through the window. 

•'Balderdas·h !" the I.Aord 
mun1bled, stroking his hand
some mustache. "Baldet· and 
dash! Uncouth country. \Von1-
en too beautiful to be decent, 
officials all bumbling oafs!'' 

Ernie looked skyward, and 
sighed deeply. Since he had 
been hired by the Lord, five 
years before, he had become 
more than a tecl1nical assist
ant. He had become a watch
dog and a valet and a com
panion to the older man. But 
it was hard work. 

Lord Upton Yardley-Taun
ton was that rarity in engi
neering circles, the mecha
nisnl-empath. He instinctively 
knew \\"here to fit pieces to
gether, where to solder and 
when to bolt, and how to ar
I"ange the equipment so that 
it perfermed the function he 
desired. Though he was tota1-
1y ignorant of scientific meth
od, equally as ignorant of 
theory and tradition, there 
was nothing he could not do 
with a machine.. He seemed 
to feel the capacities of the 
steel and '"�ire and solenoids, 
and by what might be termed 
a crude "language" of the 
hands, he 'vas able to extract 
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from his set-ups, the action 
he desired. 

He was, in short, a mechan
ical wizard ; an untutored 

• 

gent us. 
lTnfortunately, J1e was also 

mad as a hatter. 
'l,hat he had come into a 

tidy fortune at the age of 
fourtee11 had not helped sub
lirnate his eccentricity. He 
was wealthy enough, titled 
enough, and needed by re
gearcll enougl1 to do almost 
anything, and get away �·ith 
it. The tales of his madcap 
and brilliantly-scientific es
eapades v,rere the talk of the 
State Department, and each 
of his adventures \Vas kept in 
a secret file in the Pentagon. 
Thou·gh one of the most bril
liant scientific designers in 
the world, he would not suffer 
himself to be bodyguarded, 
utilizing the services of only 
J.Jrnie Higgenson as liason, 
beast of burden, guard and 
general all-around toady. 
Ernie did not min.d ;  he was a 
part of the Lord's world
and it was above all else a 
fascinating world as he had 
never quite been a part of tl1e 
outside world. 

·Ernie l1ad come from Par
sons, Kansas and still spoke 
with a strong Mid\vest accent 
-where he had been the third 
wheel-man on a large machine 
which sifted grain into size 
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and quality. Mter having 
stumbled on a quite brilliant 
method of operating the ma
chine with only t\vo men at 
the wheels, he was fired
having done away with his 
job and found himself at 
loose ends. 

Parsons, Kansas did not 
hold much for the young man 
of earnest endeavor. So Ernie 
withdrew his entire savings, 
and applied for entrance to 
Massachusetts Institute of 
Technology. He was accepted, 
and went through the curricu
lum with astonishing ease and 
facility. He graduated, and 
found himself no better off 
than when he had left Par
sons. He ""as still an earnest 
young man with a brilliance 
and facility in the area sciell
tific but without a job. 

After the usual running 
gamut of odd jobs, he met the 
Lord. Ernie had bee11 a bus
boy in the Broad\vay and 47th 
Street Automat in New York 
City, and had seen a middle
aged, very British gentleman 
scribbling formulae on the 
micarta tabletop by tl1e win
dow. He had managed to steer 
himself nearer, and saw that 
there was a fantastic concept 
embedded in the doodlings, 
but they \Vere being handled 
without any sort of rigor or 

• 

progression. 
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"No, no, not pi f over gam
ma 4," he had said, seizing 
the pencil from the mustached 
Englishn1an's hand, "like 
this!" ... �nd l1e had proceeded 
to outline the equation to its 
logica) denouement. The Lord 
had stared up at the hand
some, blonde busboy, and 
shoi .. tly thereafter, had hired 
him to 'vork. It had been five 
years, a11d this afternoon's fit 
of depressio11 and perversity 
on the Lord's part was noth
ing ne\v to Ernie Higgenson .. 

''But you've got to stop 
running off like that, Lord 
Upton," Ernie chided him 
stron.gly. "You've got to pay 
more attention to your re
search. No'v look at this," he 
gestured around himself wild
ly, at the heaps of equipment, 
••not 011e connection made be
tween all the units. How the 
devil are \Ve supposed to have 
the N euroTl1rob ready for the 
tests, if we do11't get to it no'v. 
You kno\v the radiation count 
is going do,vn every day in 
this area. 

"If you conth1ue to da\\'dle� 
we'll have to move all this 
equipment to the 11ext test 
area. And that's . . . " he 
paused, 1noving to the clothes 
closet and ope11ing the door. 
Inside was a large map 011 
rollers. He rolled it out and 
1inger-chec]{ed the positions 
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of several bright-headed pins 
in the map. ..That's in the 
n1iddle of the island of Zanzi
bar. Ho'v do you think the 
govern1nent '\\rould like us 
spending their money on a 
'\Vorthless jaunt to Zanzibar ?" 

"Don't care really " the ' , 
Lord murmured, in the tone 
of a child \vho l1as been Ull
necessarily chastised. 

"Oh, con1e on, " Ernie jol
lied him . .. Let's get to it now 
and have the 'veekend free for 
going up to Nantucket. You 
said you wanted to do some 
fishing." 

The Lord's face brightened 
instantly, and he threw off his 
Harris tv..·eed jacket. "Yes, 
yes, indeed, indeed !" the Lord 
chuckled, rolling his sleeves 
and takin.g a few capering 
steps to,vard the banks of 
dilating dials on the wall. " In
deed, indeed !" 

He began to toy with the 
machinery in his usual way. 

Ernie Higgenson thumbed 
his glasses up on his nose, and 
found himself asking worried
ly, "You kno\v, Lord Upton, 
you haven't even told me pre
cisely \vhat you expect the 
NeuroTJ1rob to do, once it's 
completed. I haven't been able 
to figure out \vhat its ultimate 
use wilJ be. I }{now how it 
should \VOI .. k, tapping the 
energy and all, but what '"ill 
it do?" 
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HNo idea," the Lord adnlit
ted, accelerating ltis work. 

Ernie Higgenso11 began to 
turn a\\"ay, relieved, '40h, \vell 
that's a different mat " H.e 
spun baclt and his face \vas 
dead mushroon1 \vhite. "You, 
wha ?'P' he blubbled. "You don't 
k·no1v !" 

lie rushed for\vard, and 
tackled the Lord, \vho was 
busily thrusting a spanner 
into the mazes of \Vires and 
coils. 

''We've got enough radio
active materials in this thing 
to part the lower end of Man
hattan from the rest of the 
island! You must have really 
gone it this time! You can't 
invent a machine with all that 
hot stuff in it, and not know 
what it's for ! '' 

"You're an ass like all the 
rest. Go away." 

Ernie threw his hands in 
the air, and stalked into his 
bedroom. He slamn1ed the 
door, turned on the hi-fi and 
sank down in a·n armchair, 
closing his eyes to the softly 
welling strains of Rachmani
noff•s Isle of the Dead. His 
nerves lost their tension, and 
he breathed deeply i11 forced 
relaxation. 

Everything was going to be 
all right. 

Of course, there \\'aS still 
the problem of the N euro-
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Throb and \Vhat did that 
name signify'! Lord Upton 
must have had son�ething in 
mind when he began it. They 
had already put t'vo months 
·and twelve million dollars in 
it ; why, one of the bear
ings alone had cost over ten 
thousand, fashioned from a 
gold-aluminum-steel combina
tion, fused and alloyed so that 
it would melt at precisely two 
hundred and eighteen degrees 
fahre11heit. 

He decided not to think 
about it. This was his secret 
maneuver for an�' situation 
involving the Lord that he 
could not handle at the mo-. 

ment. He would blank it out 
in relaxation, and worry 
about it when his thoughts 
had settled. 

lie was beginning to swim 
in the second movement of the 
Isle when he heard the cata
strophic, belching WHUMP
ITY ! of the machine outside. 

There was no doubt it was 
the N euroThrob. What else 
could make a noise like that ? 
He launched himself from the 
chair and hit the door with 
sucl1 a smash that he was 
thro\vn back, his nose a mass 
of pain, his glasses hangi11g 
from 011e ear, l1is directions 
completely tar1gled. "Got to 
remember to open it, open 
it . . .  " he gibbered staggering 
blindly around the bedroom, 
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clutching his nose. Finally, 
his head Jost a portion of its 
throb, and he found his \vay 
to the door once more. 

Approaching it as though 
it had a life of its o\:vn, he 
turned the knob gingerly, and 
opened the door. 

The living room had gone 
as mad as Lord Upton .. 

The ball suspended from 
the ceiling \vas whirling, al
ternately catchin�g beams of 
light thrown out by the rna
chines around the room, in its 
thousand facets. The big 
board was clacking wildly, 
and from its audio grille near 
the top, was belching the hor
rible 'Whumpity Ernie had 
heard before. 

All the lights in the apart
ment had gone out, save those 
on the control panels. The 
room was dim and filled with 
the sharp tang of ozone. Lord 
Upton \vas standing behind 
the portable control box, flip
ping verniers with a twist of 
his ha11d, and noting down 
reactions with a ball point pen 
on his shirt cuff. 

4'Lord lTpton !" Ernie bel
lowed. "What the hell are you 
doing ?" 

4'Decided not to wire it in 
completely," he said, his face 
\Vashed by the reflected light 
from the twirling ball in the 
ceiling . .. Wanted to try it this 
way first. Finish it later." 
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At that precise moment, 
the air in the center of the 
room began to swirl, and in 
the beams of light from the 
machines caught by the re
volving ball and thrown baek 
at·ound the room dust motes 
gliste11ed golden and huge. 
The air swirled, and what ap
peared to be a miniature 
whirlpool of nothingness 

. 

spider\�lebbed into existence 
and spun outward. Then a 
little more air was drav1n to 
the whirlpool, then a little 
more, and in a few momen�s 
the center of the living room 
was seething w ith invisible 
activity. 

"What's happening?" Ernie 
screamed, over the whine of 
the machines, the whumpity 
of tl1e panel, and the swirl of 
air and matter being drawn 
to the pool. 

"Confound it, Higgenson, 
how the blawst should I 
k.now ? I merely invented the 
thing !"  

The S\virling and wh irl
pooling continued, and Ernie 
sl1rank back against the wall 
in abj ect fear. 

Abruptly, a form began to 
take shape in the whir1ing. 

It formed, and it formed, 
and it solidified, and more 
matter was drawn from some
vv-here to there, and the form 
formed, till it was obvious-
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A woma11 \Vas forming in 
the center of Lord Upton 
Yardley-Taunton's living 
room. 

Ernie Higgenson 'vatched 
with a strange grilnace pull
ing his face out of shape. 
"Miga\vd !'' he blurted, "You 
have invented a n1atter trans
Initter! You've snagged in a 
·�·oman !"  

"Impossible," the Lord 
roared, over the screeches of 
the tortured air and the 
\vhumpity of the machine, 
"tltis machine couldn't poss i
bly move one human being 
from place to place.. What I 
think it does is " 

Tl1e girl solidified complete
ly, and as abruptly as the last 
foticle of hair appeared on l1er 
head, the whining of the nla
chines died do\vn. The Lord 
cut off one knife-s,vitch, and 
tvlisted a half dozen verniers 
to normal. He cut the juice to 
the machine. 

The girl stood there, . arms 
at sides, her light brown hair 
glowing with the same irides
cent grandeur the dust motes 
had held. She \Vas totally 
naked. 

Ernie Higgenson stared at 
her, and without any appreci
able time lapse, lived an eter
nity in the heart of her deep 
bro�vn eyes. He saw there a 
cleanliness and a satisfaction 
he had never ]\nown in any 
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woman. He was a bachelor 
because he had been too criti
cal of the many small falter
ing failures all women were 
l1eir to. But this creature, this 
product of the air and tl1e 
dust, was something else. In 
a split second, just the time 
it took her to regard ltim 
levelly and curiously, almost 
with childlike trust, Ernie 
Higgenson fell madly and vio
lently in love. 

The Lord was puttering 
with a lead. "Hmmn1, no \von
der !"  

He held up the fused end 
�f one cord, where an input 
solid should have been hang
ing. It was gone, and fused 
cord and plastic hung dead. 
"We shorted through one 
\vhole sequence, and came up 
with a new principle .. Wonder
ful ! I knew this macl1i11e could 
do something." 

Ernie could still not believe 
the Lord had invented the 
N euroThrob without any idea 
as to what it would do. That 
was crazy ! 

But then, so \\"as the Lord. 
The Lord was down on 

ha11ds and knees, l1aving open
ed a l ittle cubicle under the 
control panel, and he was fin
gering printed circuits and 
rows of transistors \Vith deli
cate efficiency. "Ah! This is 
it, Higgenson, tl1is is it. The 
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machine has an atomic gath
ering sequence down here." 

"A what?" 
"Gathering sequence on an 

atomic level. You see, there is 
a basic gathe1·ing principle to 
everythi11g. On primary lev
els, huma11s gather electrical 
energy and know ledge and 
static po,ver, and trucks gath
er miles a11d wear, and radios 
gather in sound 'vaves and 
electrical energy. This ma
chine gathers in atoms them
selves. They, are pulled to it, 
and then co-join. What we 
l1ave here is a miniature hu
lnan being factory. Because 
it's apparent this machine has 
been adjusted to gather in 
J1umans, female, young, at
tractive. We have ourselves a 
\Voman factory here." 

How the Lord had ascer
tained all that from his cur
sory examination, was some
thing beyond Ernie's power 
to understand. But he had 
seen Lord Upton come away 
with too many new concepts 
unheard of before, to question 
what he was saying. He might 
not know how a machine 
worked, or what he had do11e 
to make it act so, but he cer
tainly knews its capabilities. 

And if he said this was a 
woman factory, the Neuro
Throb, then he l<new what he 

0 

'\\ .. as saying. 
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But Ernie boggled at the 
idea, anyho\v. 

For they had created life. 
Not just pa1·amecium or uni� . 
cellular abortions, but a full-
blo'\vn (':.low ! How full
blowil ! )  and completely equip
ped ( '\VO\V! How equipped!) 
\Voman. l-Ie stared at her, and 
through the love that coated 
l1im like clear lacquer, he 
found amazement in his 
bloodstream. 

"What's your name?" he 
asked J1er. 

She igno1·ed him, looking 
at .herself pink and healthy, 
and at the room around her. 
There \vas a \Vild-eyed inno
cence about her, and h.ardly 
realizing he was doing it, 
Ernie re1noved his jacket and 
slipped it around her bare 
shoulders. 

It did not 1·each her knees, 
but it sel'ved the purpose. 

l-Ie continued to stare at her 
openly, while she with a 
g·ro,ving 'vonder in her liquid 
brown eyes studied the ball 
in the ceiling, the banks of 
dials, and the other queer 
equipme11t situated around 
the room. He asked her 11a1ue 
again, but she still did not 
ans\ver, and tl1ey stood there 
a fe\v feet apart, watching 
different things,. yet son1e
thing joined them silently as 
though they v;ere brother and 
sister. 

FANTASTIC 



The Lord got up from his 
knees, and said with finality, 
"Well. We must be getting 
on with the experiments, 
wouldn't you say?" 

Ernie stared at him as 
though he had j ust sprouted 
feathers. "Lord Upton, you 
can't perform any more ex
periments 'vith the Neuro
Thl·ob !" 

uWhy not?" The Lord was 
amazed at Higgenson's atti
tude. 

"It's, it's not 'right, that's 
all. It's against the laws of 
nature. And besides, where 
are you getting the matter 
from, to create these women? 
You know matter can neither 
be created nor destroyed. So 
what's happening to the struc
ture of the universe, every 
time you'd be making one of 
these women?" H iggenson's 
words were delivered coolly 
and with reason. 

"fhey did not reach Lord 
Upton Yardley-Taunto11. 

"You're letting emotion rule 
you, Higgenson," Lord Upton 
reprimanded him. ''You knovv· 
how I loathe that in you; it 
should be painfully obvious: 
I am neither creating nor 
destroying, as you put it. I am 
converting. What 'vere S\vim
ming around in the general 
flux and flow of matter ar
rangement, have been dra,;vn 
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into my whirlpool here, and 
converted into a hu·man being. 
That <lefies no laws of physics. 
Not that I kno1.v it doesn't 
defy them, but I should thinl( 
I'm 1·ight. I usually am." 

He flicked at his white, 
thick mustache. 

"Higgenson, shall we pro
ceed?" 

Ernie waved his arms 
spastically. ••You can't j ust go 
around making people out of 
air like that! It's not natural 
. • . it'll, it'll, think what it'll 
do to the housing situation, 
the immigration laws, th.....-e
the censu,s !" 

''Pfoof ! Balderdash," the 
.Lord snorted ruefully . .,Turn 
her out of here now, so we can 
get back to work. I want to 
try a ne\'¥ set-up hooking the 
sphere in witl1 a three-phase 
sonic impulse, translating it 
into micro,vaves that I'll be 

able to !' 
"Lord Upton,'' H iggenson 

said with placid regularity, 
"this time you have gone too 
far. I hereby resign." 

He spun on his heel, took 
the girl with the light bro,vn 
hair by the sl1oulders, and 
marched her out of the apart
ment, and into the self-service 
elevator. l'You \vait here," he 
told her, leaving her in the 
vestibule, her fine legs show
ing with j ust a tinge of tan, 
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beneath his jacket. "I'll get 
the car." 

He went out the back way, 
down into the garage beneath 
the building, and got out his 
own Chrysler. He eyed the 
lVlercedes-Benz and Cadillac 
belonging to the Lord, and 
snapped his fingers in disdain 
at them. 

He drove the Chrysler up 
the ramp, and out onto the 
street. As he can1e around the 
block, pulling in to the curb, 
before Lord Upton's buildi ng, 
he saw a huge cro\vd had 
gathered. 

He leaped out, thinking tl1e 
girl with the light brown hair 
might have been arrested for 
indecent exposure or sorfle 
other charge. The crowd 
beoke before his rush, and as 
he struggled into the center 
of the cleared space, he saw 
l1is jacket lying on the tiles 
just inside the door, and a 
verl' bewildered doorman who 
was being held et·ect by three 
raen, saying, ••But I tell ya, 
slLe ·was standin' right here 
one minute, and the next, she 
went poof ! like that, y'kno,v, 
and she's gone! Right i11ta the 
air!" 

There were golden dust 
motes lazily floating to the 
sidewalk, as Ernie Higgenso·n 
�uclted misery from deep in
side himself. 
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His true love had gone 
poof! 

When he came bac]{ up
stairs, two five hundred pound 
cast iron balls dragging at 
each foot, Lord Upton was 
standing on his head in a cor
ner, reading W/ithin A Bud
ding Grove, the second part 
of Proust's epic Renterrl-b1·an.ce 
Of Things Past. He was prac.
ticing yoga, as was his wont 
in late afternoons. Even as 
E rnie slan1med the door, the 
Lord flopped down, and sat 
into a new pretzled positiort. 

uwhat took you so duecedly 
long?" Lord Upton Yardley
Taunton said, gla11cing up 
from Proust. "I'd like to get 
back to work. " 

Ernie flung himself onto the 
couch. ··she went poof r· 

''Oh ?"  
"Yeah. Like that, poof P' 
''Fantastic!" 
"Poof."  
"Amazing . . . truly !"  
"Poof .. '' Ernie \vas growing 

vocally weaker. 
Lord Upton closed the vol

ume with a clap. ''Ul'ho went 
poof, Higgenson '! Don't be so 
obtuse. Who poofed? Poofted? 
Peefed ?" He tinkered with 
the word, trying to -Qnd the 
past perfect of poof, finally 
givin.g up vvith a11 embarrass
ed smirk and a cracking of 
joints as he rose. 

"The girl, the girl,'' I-Ii g-• 
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genson bleated, from the lo\v
er depths of misery. "She was 
\Vaiting for me to get the car ; 
I \vas going to take her to a 
girls' residence club I know, 
over on \Vest 92nd. But when 
I got around to the lobby, 
she'd gone poof !'' 

The Lord listened to this 
\V ith studied interest. "You 
mean, I say, you mean she had 
disinteg·rated into her conlpo
nents and returned to the 
cosmos?" 

"Suppose so, " Ernie said 
glumly, shrugging. 

"Hmmm," Lord Upton pon
dered. "If I l1ad know11 that, 
I wouldn't have re-wired the 
NeuroThrob. We might have 
sent its impulses through the 
same pattern, and brought 
back the exact atoms that 
were her, but now it's too late. 
I'm afraid she's gone, Higgen
son. Shall 've get back to 
work?" 

•• uh." Ernie grunted laconi
ca11y. Lord Upton scrutinized 
him carefully. As quickly as 
it had come, the Lord's mo
ments of madness had passed, 
and he was serious, concerned 
over his assistant's distressed 
attitude. 

"Do I detect an unnatural 
attachment for that pile of 
atoms, Higgenson? Duecedly 
unscientific, you know. Can't 
have that sort of thing around 
here." 
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4'Go " Ernie swore at hh�tl. 
His glasses slid down his nose. 

''Tut, Higgenson," Lord 
Upton placated him, utut, 
man. Let's not let our bra)n 
centers get clogged by sticl.:y 
sentimen " Ernie chased 
him under the desk then went 
back and flopped onto the sofa • 
again .. 

From beneath · the furJ: i
ture, Lord Upton piped, · �I  
say there, ·Higgenson old man. 
Why not be reasonable about 
this? I'm sure I can bring out 
another ,�..-ench equally as •)r 
-full-blo\Yn as this othet· one. 
Perhaps with even larger " 

CRASH! 

'4Higgenson, the cost of that 
terra-cotta lamp will be levit�d 
against your next month's 
\\rages. Priceless, you knovv ! 
Absolutely, absolutely price
less." 

Ernie slid further dov.· n 
into the sofa, further dov.. n 
into dejection. Stealthily, 
Lord Upton crawled fro�m 
beneath the des}{, on all fours. 

He \Va.s about to suggest 
psychoanalysis, when the 
front door buzzer rasped. 
Ernie started abruptly. Lord 
Upton brusl1ed himself off a1�d 
indicated tl1e door with a 
wave of his hand. ''Answer 
•t , 1 • 

Ernie looked up, ••Answer 
it you1·self." 
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"You wo·rk for me ! "  
H Not any more • . .  I qu it." 
''You can't quit. It isn't in 

your contract.'' 
" I  haven't got a contract. " 
" \Veil, you should have one. 

Oversight is alL'' The buzzer 
ag·ain, this time more insist
ently. 

"Will you answer that door, 
H iggenson ?" 

'' Frankly, no.'' 
" Clod !"  the Lord blared, 

and strode toward the door. 
He pulled it open and stand
ing there framed by the hall 
l�ghts was a small ·man and a 
big man. They looked at Lord 
Upton calmly, and the small 
man drew a .45 from his 
trenchcoat pocket. He placed 
it  against the Lord's hipbone 
and said, "Good afternoon." 

Lord Upton stared at the 
big black weapon , and the 
little man who held it with 
such seeming ease, though it 
was far too large for the 
·hand. He looked far up over
head at the big man, who 
more resembled a huge, hair
less ape than a huma11 being. 

"Salesmen to the rear en
trance," Lord Upton began , 
trying to finish in t�e same 
sentence by shutting the door. 
The big man put one ha11d flat 
to the closing door, ignoring 
his little companion and the 
gun, and pushed gently. 
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The door slan1mcd in ,�,rard , 
hitting the '\'"all, knock ing 
Lord Upton out of the \vay 
rudely. ""\tV c ain't selling, 
've're buying, " the little man 
said. " Closc'a door Hairless.'' 

Hairless closed the door, 
and slumped against it, his 
huge body ungainly in the 
pin-stripe suit that had been 
designed for a man, not a 
behemoth. lie was totally 
bald, without a trace of hair 
anywhere. on his body. Eve11 
his eyebrows vtere absent, 
giving a stark, polished look 
to the ridges over his eyes. 
The eyes were tiny, blue and 
very animal-seeming. I-Iis 
nose was a chunk of white 
marble, imperfectly set to
ward the right, and his mouth 
was loose, with lips that 
closed froglike and smooth. 
His jaw was prognathous. 
More ape than man. His arms 
hung quite low, and his wrists 
protruded from the sleeves of 
the pin-stripe jacket. His 
shoes looked too tight. 

The little man came in, 
shoving his wide-brim hat 
back on his head. He had hair 
that \Vas pitch-blacl< and 
greased back flat in a wido\\'ts 
peal{ from his high white fore
head . His nose might have 
been used to ope11 beer cans. 
He was a hungry little fellow, 
with nervous absent move
ments of his hands and feet. 
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IIe wore the same style pin
stripe , with shoulder pads 
that extended six inches be
yond his body on eitl1er s ide. 
lie tapered down in such a 
'vay that he might have been 
a 'vedge 'vith legs. llis shoes 
\vere very shiny . 

".rvly 11ame is Monl\:ey, H l1e 
said. 

It do es1t't figure, Ernie 
thought ruefully. Y ou�r name 
should be  Rodent, and the b ig 
O'ne should be Ape. 

The little ma11's sharp, 
shining eyes roamed the room, 
taking in all the n1achinery. 

lie nodded \Vith satisfaction 
and said over his shoulder to 
Hairless, ''Right place, man. 
We hit the j ackpot this time." 

The ape grunted. 

Mo11key, using the automat
ic as a prod, hip-pushed Lord 
Upton to the sofa. " I seen ya 
pitchers in11a paper ; you're 
the head ma11 i11 tl1is bunch. 
You this Lord wl1azzisname ?" 

"Lord Upton Yardley-

Taunton here," Lord Upto11 
dre\v himself erect like a pop
pinjay. "\Vhat is it, precisely 
'vhat is it you wish, you filthy 
little bJig·hter." 

Monkey darkened at that, 
and ltis skin, already olive and 
shiny, beca1ne the face of a 
storn1. "Don'tchoo never call 
me stuff like that again, you 
stinkin' lirney, or I'll put the 
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topa ya head against the cei1-
illg.'' He bran·dished the .45 . 

Ernie decided it was time 
to intervene . .. NO\V look l1ere 
you " 

Monkey tut·ned partially, 
murmured, •• Hairless • . .  " 

Hairless took three fast 
steps to,vard the couch, lifted 
Er11ie by his shirt front, J1eld 
l1im up in the air 'vith feet 
ki cl{ing for an instant, and 
quietly popped his huge fist 
into Ernie�s face. Ernie sag·
gcd. 

Hairless dun1ped him back 
on the couch without com.
ment. And then resumed his 
place at the door. 

"Now," said Monkey. "We 
got a little business to take 
care of, 'vhile your friend 
there is snoozin'. Siddown. �· 
l-Ie indicated the sofa Ernie 
\vas occupying ; he indicated 
it with a \\·ave of the big, ug·ly 
.. 45 automatic. 

Lord Upton sat do,vn, 
cross-legged, beside Ernie, in
clining his l1ead to tsk-tslt at 
J1is aide's unconscious cond i -. 

tion. ' ' Quite a blow there, old 
man," he said to Hai1·Iess. 
Hairless stared back numbly, 
dumbly, vacantly. 

"A wright, a wright, J\nock 
it off," Monkey admonished 
him. " I  been hearin' from 
friends around, an' people in 
\Vashington, you got a buncha 
machines could help me out a 
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little. I wanna buy some from 
ya. "  

u [ sell my inventions only 
to accredited outlets," Lord 
trpton began. "General Elec
tric, ·westinghouse, Boeing ·� 

''Don't hand me no11e'a va a; 

gool\:," Monkey cut in, slash
ir�g· the barrel of the .45 
th eough the air. "I wanna buy 
a ('Oupla real sharp jobs tl1at'll 
rrlakc my line'a 'vork easier, 
and you got t\vo choices how 
I pay off. "  He dipped a l1and 
in to his pocket, came up witl1 
a huge roll of bills, held to
gether by a blue rubber band. 
"'fhis," he sai d, holding the 
mo ney for\vard, "or this," and 
he showed Lord Upton the 
gun. 

l�ord Upton�s mustache 
br· tstled. He had been at Bel
leau Wood and at Dunl�irk, 
and no whippersnapper of an 
A [nerican --could threaten him 
l ike this. He noticed Hairless 
hanging loosely, waiti n.g, by 
th�� door. 

Lord Upton sett1ed back. 
He detested violence, par

ticularly when inflicted upon 
hi inself. 

" What is your line of 
V\.rork ?" Lord "Cpto11 asked, 
co.tl versational1y. 

"I'm a l1eel ,"  Monkey ad
mitted, sitting do'\vn on the 
arm of a chair. He twirled the 
au tomatic with pride in his 
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trade.. "1 cheat people. A 
croolc, y'know. A real good 
one. Known and respected in 
mv chosen line'a endeavor. "  

•• 

Lord Upton fingered his 
cravat nervously. "Uh, yes. '' 

''Now, f'rinstance, "  Monkey 
said, lool\ing around. " \'Ihat�s 
all this jazz '!" 

"A NeuroThrob;' Lord Up-
ton answered carefully. 

" Whuzzat ?" 
"A NeuroThroh." 
"'What's it do ? Why ya call 

it that ?" 
" I  just called it that be

cause I thougl1t it  was an ap
propriate bit of nomencla
ture," Lord Upton said, then 
corrected himeslf, "er, I 
thought the name fitted it.'• 

'' What's it do ?" 
.. It makes women."  
'' Hey !"  Monkey's gleaming 

eyes lit up. "That's a great 
bit'a stuff, man."  

"Uh, no no, you doR.'t quite 
understand, I'm sure," Lord 
Upton hastened to amend his 
speech. "It creates women. 
Out of thin air." 

Monkey considered this for 
a minute, and a l ight began 
to da\vn in his eyes. l'Yeah, 
yeah," he said slo,vly. 

" It might work. It might 
be j ust what I need." 

Lord Upton stared at hin1. 
u Qh DO, you don't Ullder " 

" I  unnerstan' perfectly, 
J acl<:. This is a gold mine. I 
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tur11 this machine into a wife 
factory, see. I tell these rich 
old goats \vhat can't get a 
broad, that I'll give 'em a 
doozie  of a wife, for a mere 
ten Gs. And I can use these 
babes for getting articles for 
Sla.n.cler magazine I been 
doin' a little colooshun stuff 
on Hollywood stars, see ; I set 
up a date between a broad and 
this moovie star, see, and then 
talte pix of it. Now I can see 
how this machine'll cut down 
my overhead real nice ; 1 
won't l1ave to pay the broads 
no more." 

He started to'"'�ard the 
movable control panel, intend
ing a closer examination, but 
Lord Upton stopped him \vith, 
••y ou still don't understand. 
Fron1 what 've have been able 
to tell, these \vomen don't last 
too long . . .  " 

4 'So \vhat broad does ?" 
''No, no, \\rhat I mean, my 

good n1an, is that they evapo-. 
rate , disintegrate, go poof ! 
They return to their compo
nent atomic parts soon after 
formation." 

"All the better/' Monkey 
rubbed his hands together, 
clinking his pinky ring on the 
butt-grip of the .45, "that 'vay 
they can't trace the broads 
to me . . .  and nobody's around 
to blo\v the wl1istle. If I sell 
'em as v.rives, an' they poof 
like you say they do, then the 
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old goat I sold 'em to, he'll be 
afraid to open his yap, 'cause 
someone'll think he killed he1·, 
or sometl1ing. And anyway, 
they'd be scared of the ·sack 
I could toss on them '\V ith 
Scanda.l magazine if they said 
anything. Yeah, it's a natural. 

"I  \Vas hopin'  to find some 
small t'ing l1ere that would 
help me out in my work, but 
this is the greatest ! Absolute
ly the greatest ! t' 

He \valked to,vard the nla
chine. 

Lord Upton rose to stop 
him. "No, you can't " 

Monkey turned, leveling 
the pistoL His finger tight
ened on the trigger. He wag
gled the gun at Lord Upton, 
and Lord "Cpton sat do\v n 
again heavily. He bumped ht
to Ernie, and l-ljggenson can1e 
awake suddenly, as thougl1 he  
had been sleeping and the j olt 
had \vakened him. He came • • 
up S\VIngtng. 

Hai rless bumped off frorn 
the door, his arms ready to 
lift Ernie and hurl him at the 
wall. Ern ie ":"ent under h i s  
reach, and h it Monkey in the 
ston1ach witl1 his l1ead. 

Monkey doubled up, his Jcg:s 
stra ight out as l1e left the  
floor. The gun sailed acro�s 
the roon1, struck a large t ip
pointed tube 'vhich exploded 
with a pop at the contact, and 
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fell dowr1 bel1ind a stnall con
trol board. 

Monkey 've.nt back against 
the wall as Ernie barreled for
ward. His head hit the 'vall 
with a resounding thwack as 
the air 'vent out of him 
wlloofingl)t. He slid down the 
wall quietly, his wide pan
cake-brim hat crushed down 
over his ears, a warped smile 
crinkling l1is lips. He lay 
there grinning inanely. 

Hairless let out a bloated, 
muted gurgle and charged. 
Ernie -�:,·as still dazed, half 
punchy_. and instead of step
ping out of the ,,�ay, he step
ped into liairless' charge. The 
big frog-lipped idiot caught 
him hard across the chest 
with a :;toney shoulder, and 
carried hil11 forward. 

Ernie slid doYrn Hairless' 
chest, and as the big ma11 
smashed full into the 'vall
hall- wall - bang- \Yall ! Ernie 
\vas only l1urled back. The big 
ma11 caug .. ht the \vall full in 
the face. c:tnd ricocheted \vith 

. 

a crash. Bacl\: a11d forth like 
a cuebaJI, clackety-clack, till 
he finallv came to rest i11 the 

.. 

angle of t '.vo \val ls. 'rhe noise 
had be�n deafening. Ernie 
staggered about l i l�e a blind 
duck, clutching ltis l1ead, and 
moaning softly. 

Lord lJton 'vatched the pro
ceedillg� \·\·i th unveiled inter-
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est. 44Charming," he clapped 
his hands in childish glee, 
"charming ! A prime example 
of vector action. Sterling 
show, simply ripping ! "  

Ernie's head began to clear. 
He saw things fade in, and 
out, and i-i-i-in and ow-o\v
ow-owt . . .  

"Stop vacillating," he con1 ... 
manded the fifteen hundred 
Lord Upton's shivering and 
shimmering on the sofa. 
"S-stop it right 11ow, darn
mit !" 

Lord Upto11 arose, came to 
his aide, and helped him to 
the sofa, \vith an arm around 
Higgenson's shoulders. "You 
\vere brilliant, lliggenson, 
just bri l i lant. You may forget 
the cost of that terra-cotta 
lamp." Ernie sat down \vith 
a jolt that hurt clear from 
11eck to slcull-top. 

"\Vho the l1cll are they '!" 
he asked, through a lessening 
fog. "\Vhat'd they want \Vith 
you ?" 

"You were unconscious, n1y 
boy, \Vh�n they explained all 
that. They seem to be lo\v-lifes 
of son1c sort, and smut ped
dlers for some yellow sheet 
called Scctndal magazine." 

"Scandal ? Don't tell me 
these t\vo \veirdies are hooked 
in \vith Harrison Burge and 
his slop-sheet ? That's bad 
stuff, Lord Upton. Did you sec 
what they did to Professor 
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Quellen in  their August issue ? 
Practically had old John Quel
len indicted for Communist 
activity, ready to overthro'\V 
practically everytltillg. The 
worst, that rag !"  

l�ord Upton fingered his 
V-shaped jaw. "No, ca11't say 
I've ever perused their period

ical, Higgenson. Bad you 
say ?" 

"The lowest forn1 of jour
nalism ever garbaged up. 
Tl1eir hands could 11ever be 
clea11 again. Harriso11 Burge 
has even been knO\Vll to set 
up these stories, and lure ce
lebrities into them." 

Lord Upton nodded. "Un1. 
Yes, that is wl1at this one 
said, " he looked to,vard the 
supine Monkey. "Can't some
thing be done about these 
bligl1ters ?" 

Jt�rnie ran a l1and through 
his blonde hair. "Not reallv-. w 

You see, the stu·ff they print 
is true. No getting away fron1 
that. One way or another, 
speciously put or l1edging the 
facts, basically the)'- print 
truth. 

"The dark gray s ide of 
truth. The sort of trutl1 that 
in common men '\\'ould go Ull
not i ced, but that in celebrities 
is rich, red meat for those 
j acl\:als." 

' 'I!ow come you ]\now so 
much about them ?.' 

"One of their staff \vriters, 
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an ex-college friend named 
Kierney Halliday spills it al l 
to me when he gets tanlced. 
Which is about twice a '\Vcek 
-he writes for them and . 
takes their money, I'm afraid 
Kierney's conscience gets sub..; 
l imated when he has a few 
dozen too many, but he doesn't 
like his work. He's told me 
things that would curl your 
hair. 

"Something should be done 
to put a stop to their work."  

Lord Upton looked dow11 
at his aide, and said, "Well, 
my boy, why don't we put a 
stop to Scandal magazil1e, and 
this Harrison Burge, also, 
while we are at it." 

Ernie Higgenson loolced up 
at his boss, and said, "You 
are11't really serious about 
this ; Burge isn't any patsy. 
He has influential frie11ds irt 
government a11d city politics. 
He could get our work cut otr 
before you could say triode., .  

"Pfood and pfoof !"  Lord 
Upton 'vaved a'vay the objec
tion, "We have the Neuro
Throb, and with it 've can 
carry out a pla11 equivalent to 
that of Monkey's."  

"I don't understand . ., ,  
"You will, my boy, you \\till. 
"And so \Vill l\:Ionkev and 

.. 

Hairless ." 

From the storage room 011 
the roof, Lord lipton had had 
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Ernie bring down several old 
i nventions. The Bind was 
brought do\vn, along with tl1e 
Jtydroponics-shell. They put 
1\fonkey and Hairless inside 
the range of the Bind's en
trapping field, and left them 
in the bedroom with the 
hydroponics-shell  arou n d  
them, to sustain them indefi
nitely, \vhile Lord Upton and 
l��rnie carried out their plan. 

Lord Upton sent Ernie out 
to used magazine shops along 
Eighth A venue and Sixth 
.i\. venue, to find back issues of 
Scandal. "\Ve must indeed 
lear11 the ntodttts operandi of 
their collusions," Lord Upton 
had said, laying a finger along 
his mustache. '•Fight fire 
\Vith " 

"Yeah, I ltnow," Ernie had 
i11terrupted, starting for the 
door. "But this business is a 
pain in the crankcase. I 
tl1ought you "\\'ere going to try 
and get that girl back." 

"For you." 
•'Hell, yes for me. For who 

did you thin]\: .? Tommy Man
ville ?" 

" No'v let's not be imperti
nent, Higgenson. Just do as 
I say, and everything 'vill 
work out. " 

Ernie snorted, and clapped 
his hat on his blonde head. 
At the door he turned and 
said in a self-conscious but 
surly tone, •4Well, you'd better 
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do something, Lord Upton. 
Because I'm getting heat·t
sick." 

He seemed so confused at 
what he had said, that he 
slammed the door quicldy. 
and beat a fast retreat. 

\Vhile Ernie '\Yas gone, Lord 
Upton re-'�T ired the mach ine. 
1-Iumming to himself, from 
time to tin1e he took off a nlo
rnent for one of the sever:l.l 
hundred huge diJI pickles !{ept 
frozen at all times in the 
freezer chest of the icebox . 
At one such break he looked 
in on Monkey and Hairless. 

usplendid, you're doing 
simply splendidly !"  and he 
poked his head back out, for 
they were beginning to turn 
purple \vith subdued rage. 

By the time Ernie had re
turned, Lord Upton had conl
pleted the re-\viring and had 
tried out his new sequence�. 
The living room \Vas crowded 
with beautiful women. But 
there \Vere d ifferences no\v. 
They "rere all clothed, and 
they all looked the satne'
almost. 

"I  re-adj usted a few 
things," Lord Upton ste�pled 
his fingers meditatively, look
ing at the throng in the l iv ing 
room. Even as he said it, one 
of the girls \vent poof ! and 
dusted a\vay to nothing. 

�'That was number seven.n • 
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he said� "Number eight ought 
to be poofing any second now. 
Number eight, a leggy brown
ettc wearing only panties and 
bra, dusted off a fe \v seconds 
l.c\ler .. "Overdue, " Lord Upto·n 
nlui3cd .. uThey're gaining long
er stability. Fine, tine ."  

l;� rn ie noticed that each gi rl 
\va�� only slightly different 
fron1 the rest. One had more 
bri l l iant hair, another's eyes 
\Vere more oriental i n  slant, 
a th ird had a slighter uptilt 
to her nose. 

•· I'm '''or king on tvvo 
th ings," said Lord Upton. 
'4 l 'n1 first trying to obtain a 
perfect sex-,vench. One who 
is the apex of attraction. I 
feel that worl<ing from a bas ic 
forn1, and then improving it  
s l ig·htly witlt each one that 
con1es through, I '11 ·finally get 
a woman no man ca11 resist. 

''Least of all this Harrison 
I�urge fellow. What say '?'' 

'' I say fine, fine, fine," Er11ie 
rnuttcred, tossin·g the Scanda.l 
tnagazines on the coffee table, 
and falling back into l1is old 
p iHce on the sofa. "But who 
g· i ves a damn .. I want my girl 
uack.H lie had alreadv decided v 

�.;he was h·is gir I . 
'' l tl time, H ig·genson, in 

t ime. ·Never fear . '' • 
Ernie nodded lackadais ical-

ly. "And v,�hat�s the other 
thi ng you're 'vorh: ing on ?" 

"Longevity of attraction 
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for the n1olecules. I'm trying 
to manage one of these that 
\Viii remain stable for severa! 
days, if necessary." 

"Just fine, " Ernie lvh ippecl 
off sarcastically. "You n1ake a 
perfect sex-symbol that'll  
hang arou11d for a couple days , 

so you can bust " 

"Burst, lliggenson , bu,rst. 
Let's not allow our grammar 
to deteriorate .. " 

"Burst hell ! In this case it'H 
bu.st !  Anyho,v, you want to 
spoi l tl1c sl1o'v for llarriso11 
Burge, j ust because he sent a 
couple of his toad ies over to 
get a n1achine fro1n you." 

Lord Upto11 corrected him, 
"I'm quite sure 1\Ir.. Burg<� 
has no lcnowledge of these 
men's appearance l1ere. "  

u Then \Vhy ?" 
"I  d islike legal smu t. " 
" Tl1at simple .. " 
"That simple, " Lord Upton 

agreed, mal{ing a \vasl1ing 
movement 'vith his hands. 

"So what about my drcan1 
girl ?"  Ernie beggc n h im. 

" Scattered to the \vinds, 
li tel·al ly, " Lord Upton coil
eluded .. 4 'But perh aps 've ca11 
reassemble her. \Ve'll try aft
er I've settled Mr. IIarrisoll 
Burge's giblets. '' 

" Okay, 'vhat do you 'van t 
me to do . . . yo1vch !" At that 
moment one of the girls 'vent 
poof ! and vanished. 
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"Mu.�t they keep doing 
that ? It's n1aking me nerv
ous," Ernie exclaimed. 

.. Eminent, eminent," Lord 
Upton chortled. "It took her 
over thirty-five minutes to go. 
They're getting better all the 
time. And she was the one 
\vith the improved thighs ; 
j ust fine. They're getting bet
ter an the tilne. tl 

Ernie 'vent into the bath
l·oom and took a headache 
powder. Wl1en he came back, 
Lord Upton was just snap
pillg down tl1e lid on the port
able control box. "All right, 
no,v, Higgenson," the Lord 
di rected hin1, "I want you to 
stay here and bring these 
girls through as I worl<: the 
progressio11 board in my bed
room. I set it up in there so 
\Ve would l1ave more room. As 
I change the calibrations, the 
girls' appearance \vill change. 
You let me I{now when 've've 
got what 've 'vant." 

He hurried away, and in a 
few moments Ernie l1eard 
the 'vhine of the generator in 
the Lord's bedroom starting 
up. "Ready i11 there ?" he 
asked, thinking of the girl 
'vith the bro,vil hair and the 
bright eyes. 

"Jolly 'veil set," Lord Up
ton caroled. 

Ernie flipped on the N euro
rrht·ob. The ba11 in the ceiling 
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began to revolve, picking· up 
the bean1s of light from the 
banks of machines around the 
'valls ; the noise increased, 
and a wl1irlpool began to 
form. Then, lil{e a sum1ner 
dust devil, the \Vhirlpool spun 
a\vay. l t  spun into the 'vall, 
and disappeared. Sltortly, the 
\\"ails began to glow an even 
brighter aqua. And then the 
first girl stepped out of the 
\vall. 

She was a honey blonde, 
and she l1ad only one blue eye. 
"Jees, Lord Upton !" Ernie 
screamed. "This one has only 
one eye !,  

The one-eyed girl perambu
lated around the t·oom and 
settled on the couch beside 
t\VO almost-identical brunettes 
\vho were staring vacantly at 
the \Vall. No one had said a 
'vord yet, in tl1at entire multi
tude of \Vomeil. The one-eyed 
girl ya\vned, and as her lips 
closed, two girls across the 
room, sitting cross-legged be
fore the door to the kitchen, 
went poof ! simultaneously. 
'fhat left only about twenty
Hve or th irty 'vomen in ihe 
room. 

" Oversight, my boy, met·e 
oversight," Lord Upton said 
from the bedroom. "Are they 
coming through properly • 
110\V ?" 

A stream of girls began 
coming through the wall. Red-
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heads, blondes, brunettes, 
long-legged, fat, windblo\vn, 
cross - eyed, olive - skinned, 
large-eared. Ernie called out 
their characteristics as they 
can1e through. l-Ie continued 
to try and adjust the ,,,.hir1-
pool so they 'vould 11ot l1avc 
to 'valk through the 'vall, but 
it did no good. The- phase 'vas 
stucl{. 

"Damn !.
, 

Lord lipton bleat
ed. The whine died a'vay i11 
the bedroom, and Lord Upton 
chugged back into the living 
room. 

A girl had been caught 
'vhen the machine stopped. 
She \vas wedged half in, half 
out of the wall. IIer face \vas 
a portrait of shocli: and dis
dain. 

"Well, what happened ?" 
Ernie demanded. Lord Upton 
looked sheepish. 

"Blew a fuse,'· he ex
plained. 

HWell, do sometl1ing, for 
G od ,s sake . . .  she·s \\'edged 
in the wall." 

"I'm hardly blind, Higgen
son . I can see she·s \Yedged in 
the wall. Hello there, my 
dear." The girl stared at hin1 
ntunbly. Ernie had yet to hear 
one of them speak,. They • 
seen1cd to be speechless. 

Lord Upton shrugged and 
'vaddled back to the bedroon1. 
Ernie heard the sounds of 
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face plates being unsnapped, 
a11d then the clatter of parts 
stril\:ing the floor. An •'Ah ! '� 
and an "Uhhl1 ! "  came fron1 
the bedroom, and Lord Upton 
called out, "All fixed, lliggen
son. Snap on your unit. " 

Then they started in again. 
The girl 'vho 'vas wedged in 
the \Vall '\Vas set free, and 
shortly thereafter the girls 
'vl1o came through 'verE� 
speaking. There were no more 
one-eyed freaks, and finally, 
Ernie called out : 

"Okay, Lord Upton. l{ill 
tl1e power. This is the one. 
'VOW ! " 

The girl they had brougl1t 
forth was a beauty. She had 
long legs, encased in sheer 
nyloiiS. Her body was slim 
and high-breasted, a11d her 
hair was a silver-gray that 
had a faint bluish tone lost 
down in the strands some
'vhere. Her face \vas a perfect 
study in sensuality, her lips 
moist and crimson, her eyes 
the deepest blue Ernie had 
ever seen. She spol{e in a voice 
musky and deep as a pool of 
honey. She was the most at ... 
tractive woman in the 'vorld. 
Bar none. She had to be, she 
just looked like it. Tl1e others 
in the room and tl1ere were 
no\v perhaps fifty of them, 
spilling over into the kitchen, 
the bathroom and bedroom
stopped gabbling and stared 
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at her. She wore only a short 
ballerina skirt with a bodice 
that hugged her ample figure 
tightly. 

Et .. nie felt his throat clog 
up. Though she was the most 
gorgeous creature ever imag
ined, still somehow he could 
11ot lose himself in desire for 
he1·. l-Ie kne'v he should be 
completely head-over-heels in 
love 'vith her, but the less 
beautiful image of the fi1·st 
girl they had made continued 
to haunt him. 

''Whe11 do I get my girl?" 
Ernie asked Lord Upton, \vho 
had not yet come in from the 
bedroom. 

,. Aren't I . . .  enough for 
you?'' the silver-haired beau
ty asked l1im, l1er eyes lower
ing, her skin glowing witl1 
love and desire. 

Ernie trembled, and the 
bones of his legs felt like 
putty ready to run. ••N-noth
ing l'lil{e th-th-that," he stam
mered, falling into si lence, 
and moving a\vay from her. 
He could feel the warmth of 
her body half\vay across the 
room. 

If they had \vanted a wom
an to rui11 Harrison Burge, 
this was the woman. 

Tl1is woman could. t·u in 
anyone, from Alexander the 
Great to the last living mem
ber of the Confederate Army 
of A.merica. She was but the 
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most. Ernie thought of het· in 
just that \vay. 

'4Y ou'll see your girl soon 
enough, Higgenson," Lord 
Upto11 called from the next 
1·oom. 

Ernie \vas about to croalc 
for his boss to come to h is 
aid, \vhen Lord Upton emerg
ed from the room, rolling 
do,vn his sleeves, and 'viping 
perspiration from his fore
head at the same time. 

A neat trick. 
Lord Upton took four steps 

into the room, saw the silver
llaired girl, and let forth a 
llo\vl that reminded Ernie of 
B·ring 'E'n� Back Al·ive w ith 
Franl\: Bucl\:. Lord Upton he� 
gan pa,ving the carpet, and 
the11 leaped forward. The girl 
in the ballerina skirt and 
bodice stepped back in terror 
as Lord Upton jumped her, 
and tripped. She sat do,Yn 
'\"ith a thump and Lo1·d lJp� 
ton 'vent right over her, 
crashing into a bunch of gi1·ls 
-three of \vhom went poof! 
almost out of spite. Lord Up
ton disappeared amidst a 
flailing of arms and legs, fi
nally emerging to gasp, 
"Magnificent!" 

After Ernie had managed 
to calm Lord Upton's desire 
for Silver, as they decided to 
call her, he called Kierney 
llalliday at the 'vriter's apart-
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mcnt. Lord Upton listened as 
Et·nie talked. It \vas one-sid
ed, but expressive : 

"Kierney, buddy. " 
Pause. 
"Oh, nothing. Still pretty 

\vhacky over here. You still 
pecking tl1em out for llarri
son Burge ?" 

Pause. 
" Yeah, I lcno'v \vhat you 

n1ean. But you're still on his 
good list, right ?'' 

Pause. 
"Don't sound so hesitant. 

l'in going to give you a chance 
to cream your chief source of 
income . . .  and save your soul 
at the same time, Faustus.'' 

Pause. 
"Tal{e it easy, don't jump. 

I'll tell you what I \van�.'t 
Pause. 
"That's the 'vay Lord Up

ton feels about it " 
Pause. 
"Lool{, Harrison Burge has 

been asking for it for a long 
time. You reme1nber 'vhat l1e 
d id to Professor Quellen. 
flight. Right. Yeah, yeah, I 
linow you didn't \Vrite that 
one. But just the same, even 
though it'll cost you in tJ1e 
pocketboolr, Lord Upton's got 
a deal cooking 'vhereby liar
rison Burge'll be sent back to 
publishing those girlie books 
he used to do. llo\v does that 
sound . . .  if it doesn't hang 
your hide too much ?" 
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Pause. 
"�.,ine. You sound about as 

eager as a Christian on his 
\\"ay to the lions." 

Pause. 
�·All right, sorry. N o'v 

here's what I \Vant you to do : 
Get in touch with Burge. Let 
him l<:no\v you've got a whole 
Dixie cup full of ltot leads. 
Tell him a very famous scien
tist \Va11ts to rat 011 l1is com
rades ; he has all sorts of dirt 
that Scandal can use. Do11't 
give any names. Then set up 
a meet for us at, uh, \Vait a 
minute . . .  " he turned to Lord 
Upton. uwhere do you \Vant 
to see Burge ?'' 

Lord Upton fingered his 
mustache. "Mal\:e it the res
taurant on Times Square 
there • . . you ltno'v . • • the 
large one " 

"Toffenetti's ?" Lord Upton 
nodded and Ernie turned 
back to the phone. "K ierney ? 
!\lake it Toffenetti's at, let's 
say, eight o' clocl(. 1\iake sure 
he comes alone. If he thinks 
you'll be tl1ere, he probably 
'\von't need any of his side
boys. Olcay ?" 

Pause. 
"Don't ask questions. But 

one thing, just keep your 
hands under your rum.p when 
you see 'vho we bring \Vitlt 
us." 

Pause. 
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"Better tha11 Gina." 
.Pause. 
"Better than Marilyn. And 

stop asking me. Just 'vatch 
yourself, and I don't mean be
cause sl1e's attractive. Man, 
you have 110 idea. Just loclt 
your fingers and you'll be 
safe. Remember, it's Burge \Ve 
\Vant to sink not you." 

Pause. 
"Okay then. See you at 

eight. Right ?�' 
J>ause. 
"Take easy. Pip-ho." l-Ie 

hu11g up. "All set. Firmed up.'' 
l .. ord Upton sat staring at 

Silver, 'vl1o 'vas busily engag
ed in buffi11g her long nails, 
sitting \vith legs crossed be
side the largest bank of dials 
in the apartment. "I said 
we're all set," Ernie reiterat
ed. Lord Upton's eyes were 
gro,ving glassy, he \vas lick
ing his lips. 

As he started to move to
\Vard l1er, she screamed and 
jumped onto the chair, her 
beautiful face contorted in 
fear at the raging beast be
fore her. Ernie dove, broug·ht 
the Lord to the floor \vitl1 a 
tacl{le and a crash, and Iool\:
ed at him soberly as they lay 
there. 

•• 1 know ho'v it is, Lord Up
ton. I don't blame you. It's 
rough. But if \Ve start sam
pling the merchandise, Burge 
will never get to meet her. 

3.4 

''We're all set. Let's start 
reading those Scandals, so \Ve 
can see \Vhat approach they 
use on collusioil cases." 

Lord Upton nodded sadly, 
allowed his aide to aid him to 
h is feet, and carefully avoid
ing loo]{ing at Silver 'vl to  
\Vas agaii1 buffing her nails--
they set to \Vorlt 1·eading 
Scandal. 

l{iernry lialliday had been 
primed by phone in severa1 
later conversations, both 'vith 
Ernie and Lord Upton on the 
particulars. As a result, th ·� 
lo\ver dining room of 'I,offen
ctti's was packed \Vith ne\\"�
J)apermen trying to ren1a i n  
innocuous, if possible \viti t 
their photographers behind 
every potted palm a11d S\ving
ing door in the restaurant. 
Ernie and Lord Upton arriv
ed early, by six-thirty, an d 
Ernie had several stingers . i u  
preparation for the ordeal. 

Silver Vlas a smash success 
fro1n the moment she left the 
apartment. Lord Upton had 
called ltfaison Ch,ic for a drc�s 
and undertl1ings, shoes and 
l1at for Silver, and when Ce
cile Laurent duBois of Maisofl. 
Ch,ic had seen her, she had
as Ernie pl1rased it later i n  
a\ve, in the taxi "but flipped 
l1er snapper !"  

Sl1e had gone chirruping 
and capering about the apart-
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ment, begging Lord Upton to 
allow her the use of Silver's 
face for, "Joost one eensy
\veensy picshurrr, eh mo11 
cher ?" But Lord Upton had 
refused coldly ( Silver had 
begun her pedicure by that 
time) and enjoined the Ma
demoiselle to fit Silver out. 
Rather than ·bearing malice 
for the refusal. Cecile had 
outdone herself. 

She had sotneho\v tailored 
a stunning baclcless silver
mesh cloth dress tl1at hugged 
Silver's voluptuous figure, till 
it \Ya.s a second s1<:in, and had 
provided sheer, black lace Uil
derthings to cotnplete the ell
semble. A black flo,ver from 
some exclusive florist cross
town had been pinned in Sil
ver•s hair, and the combina
tion was, to say the least, re
markable. \Vhen they went 
downstairs to get in the taxi, 
they had to forcibly restrain 
the hackie from climbing over 
the boards into the baclt seat. 

The drive do,vntown had 
been one fraught 'vith haz
ards, for not only had the 
cabbie continually turned 
around to drool in Silver's 
very lap, but passing cars con
tinually cracked into tele
phone poles, store fronts, pe
destrians and each other as 
their drivers caught fleeting 
glimpses of the unbeliev-

THE WIFE FACTORY 

ably sexy and devastatingly 
gorgeous pseudo-girl. 

"What a fortune we could 
make 'vith her," Ernie mum
bled, sitting on his hands be
side Silver. " TV, advertisi11g, 
movies, photographs, nli
ga,vd !"  He had lapsed into 
silence a11d stared out the 
window at the refreshingly, 
soothi11gly plain '\"Omen of 
New York. 

The sce11e at Toffenetti's 
door '\vas a bedlam. N e\vs
stand operators on the cor
ners \Vho sa'v her left their 
places of business ; tourists 
and jaded Broad\\"ay hangers
on flocked to them ; cops and 
ne,vspaper truck drivers, 
drunks and businesment 
everyo11e '\Vho sa\v Iter, forgot 
\vho they were with or what 
they 'vere doing, and streal{
ed to\vard her. 

They made it inside barely 
in time, and only by threaten
ing the maitre d' '"'ith bodily 
harm should one of the at
tackers get in, were they able 
to malce it to the lower dining 
room '\vithout mishap. 

Of course the waiters, the 
diners, the o'vner and the re
porters '\Vent mad, but tl1at 
was cleared up in short order. 
Fifteen minutes. By then, the 
photographers had only a fe'v 
shots left unshot. Silver sat 
between Lord Upton and 
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Ernie, who studiedly avoided 
looking at her, while she 
painted her already moist and 
delectable lips \vith a lipstick 
brush. 

Eventually, to the stroke of 
eighl o'clock which was 
barely enough time for those 
already around her to get ac
customed to her and to act 
semi - normal Har1·ison 
Burge arrived with Kierney 
Halliday. 

Haii iday was tall and slim 
and vras the soul-portrait of 
the artist dedicated to starv
ing for his work. He was a lit
erary prostitute, and hated 
himself. His face was ascetic 
and gaunt, his eyes deep and 
black, and he had one hell of 
a flair for the written 'vord. 

Harrison Burge, publisher 
of Scandal was another item 
entirely. 

He was a meatball. Short 
and squat as a gargoyle, his 
hands had hair across their 
backs and down the fingers ; 
l1is face was loose and jo\vly 
and his eyes with their red
pockets \Vere the eyes of a 
jackal that has suddenly been 
endow<�d 'vith human cun-

• 

n1ng. 
He looked the part of a 

Scanda.l publisher. 
Even the big trial out in 

1-Iollywood had not softened 
and changed him ; even th.e 
eight million he was being 
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sued for had not distresserl 
him. He '\"as enormously 
wealthy from the unlim.itcd 
sales of smut, and enortnously 
sold on himself as a powerfu 1 
force in the American way of 
life. 

Ernie detested him on 
sight. 

When Harrison Burge trun
dled down the curved staircase 
into the lo\ver dining room, 
his little eyes swirled about, 
taking in everything at once. 
So cursory was his examina.
tion that at first he passed 
over Silver \vithout seeing 
her. Then, as though his eye
balls were on strings, and the 
puppet master had jerked 
then1 baclc in a double-take, 
he centered on her. 

His libido \ltent to hell ! 

He snorted, pawed the floor 
like a stud bull and charged. 
Kierney Halliday caught him 
halfway across the floor, 
holding tight to Burge's 
jacket 'vhile tl1e fat little 
man's feet '\\·ent ski-dam-darn
dam in a gallop. 

It took them twenty-seven 
minutes to calm the smut
peddler do'\'n . 

Then he sat down at their 
table, and Lord Upton went 
to work on him. 

"Mr. Burge, it is not really 
I who has the information for 
you on my scientific col-
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leagues, but 1\liss Silver here. 
She has bee11 ah how shall 
I put it, rather friendly with 
any number of them, and I'm 
certain if you could speak to 
her alone for a while, she 
would be able to " 

Burge frothed and foamed 
like Old Faithful. ''Yeah, 
yeah, goddam, goddam that's 
a great goddam idea, Upton ! 
Great goddam idea. I think 
we can \Vorl{ out a goddam 
deal here, god dam it. X ou and 
me and this god er, this Miss 
Silver here. I !ld goddam 'veil 
l ike to get her alone for a 
while though." He amended it 
hastily, "To, uh, tall{ the god
rlam thing over that is. I 
mean, godrlam, you }{now 
what I goddam well mean, 
doncl1a ?" Lord Upton nod
ded. Burge was hooked ! 

Lord Upton checlcerl his 
watch, surreptitiously. It was 
ten minutes to zero hour. 

"Well," he urged Harrison 
Burge, "'vhy not call a taxi 
and take Miss Silver some 
place where you t'vo can be 
alone and uh tallt. We can 
d iscuss financial arrange
ments later." 

"Yeah yeah," Harrison 
Burge moutlted, his drooling 
lips working idly. '4l'll talk to 
ya later Lord Taunton. "  

A licentious gleam had 
taken possession of Burge's 
eyes as he touched Miss Silver, 
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helpi11g her to her feet, and 
around the table. 

They went up the ·staircase 
together, and a moment later 
were gone. Lord Upton called 
the waiter. "T,vo vodkatinis, 
very dry," l1e said, and settled 
back. 

They were finishing their 
sixth vodl{atini each \vhen the 
police came in. They clumped 
down the stairs and confront� 
ed Lord Upton. 

It took him only five min
utes to explain that his niece 
had been taken away by liar
rison Burge for a talk, and 
that if she had disappeared
even before the '\ratchful eyes 
of a dozen jealous ne,vspaper .. 
n1err 'vho l1ad immediately fal
len in love \vith Silver and 
had follo,ved Burge's taxi
he was going to make that 
scoundrel pay dearl)r. 

He said he \vould be right 
downtown to sign the com .. 
plaint. 

He follo,ved the cops, Ernie 
and the hootie-o,vl drunk 
Kierney Halliday in his \Va]{e. 
They were all three capering 
amid unreserved jollity and 
drunken fog. 

The business at the jail 
took only half an l1our, and 
the three of them snubbed 
their noses at IIarrison Burge 
-blank-faced and crushed at 
losing Silver and his freedom 
all in the same night as that 
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'vorthy \vas 'vheeled a'\vay to 
the pokey pens·. 

They \Vent out, the three of 
them, and all got delightful
ly, haphazardly, pole-kicking, 
cop - insqlting, falling - down 
and go.ing-,vl1am drunk. 

They did not awaken till 
late the next day, 'vhen the 
stories had hit all the front 
pages, and Harrison Burge 
,v·as a ruined man. 

''All right, all right," Ernie 
said, three days later. "All 
right, so youtre going to let 
Burge off the hook before he 
goes to trial for murder. So 
line. So all's well that ends 
'veil, but what about 1ny girl ? 
I 'm in love, damn it, and I 
\vant that girl !" 

Lord Upton set aside the 
three - foot - long Indonesian 
back�scratcher he had . been 
carving, and tit-tutted his 
aide. Taking a cheroot from a 
container-humidor beside him, 
I.Aord Upton sai4 happily, 
uYou are in lucl<: my boy. I 
have perfected the Neuro
'rhrob, and I can make a girl 
that will last indefinitely. 
F'orever, should you be fool
hardy enough to wish it so. " 

"You'1·e kidding ?" 
••N ot a whit my boy. I can 

n1ake her in the same image 
as the original girl in fact it 
'viii be the same girl for I 
have locked the controls at the 
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original settings, with the 
modifications and impl·ove
ments I've made since then." 

Ernie leaped to his feet. 
"Well then, \vhat are 've wait
ing fot· ?" 

"1, uh, didn't mention " 
"Come on no,v," Ernie 

urged him, dt·agging the Lord 
to his feet, ••no stalling. You 
said we'd get he1· back, now 
let's do it." 

"But, Higgenson, I " 
"Don't but I-Iiggenson me, 

Lord Upton, come on ! I want 
that girl ttO'lV, not indefinitely 
next Wednesday." 

Lord Upton flapped his 
arms uselessly.. "Well, all 
right, if you. insist," he con
sented, "but ·" 

••You're damned tootin' I 
insist,'' Ernie caroled, leading 
the maniac scientist to the 
N euroThro� control panels. 

The 1nachine was started 
up, the ball in the ceiling re
volved, catching the beams of 
light, the dials clicked , the 
banks sputtered, the whine 
rose, the \vhirlpool formed, 
and soon . .  · . 

The girl with the bro\Vll 
hair and lustrous eyes stood 
before Ernie. Ernie smiled, 
then grinned, then almost 
burst into tears. She was even 
more beautiful to him than 
Silver.. And she 'vas all his. 
He stepped toward her and 
she smiled. 
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Behind hin1 for l1e \vas 
not paying any attention 
whatsoever to Lord Upton
Ernie heard Yardley-Taunton 
chuckle, "I'm going out for a 
wllile, Higgenson. I want to 
try shooting the duclcs in the 
Central Park lake. The fat, 
juicy-looking ones." 

"Yeah, sure, go ahead, live 
. . .  enjoy yourself," Ernie 
tossed over his shoulder, not 
looking around. Her eyes ;yere 
so deep and brown they 'verc 
like rich honey. 

Then he l1eard the door 
slam. 

Lord Upton Yardley-Taun
ton was gone. Off again. 

lVho the hell ca·res ? Ernie 
thought to himself, wall{ing 
carefully to\vard tl1e girl of 
his dreams. I've got a woman 
01tt of the �vife factory. I'll 
rna.Tr.e sure that da.mnell rna
chine doesn't sta}·(- a'nythJn.g 
l1:kc this again. lie had dis
tinct remembrances of the 
one-eyed girl, the first time 
this girl befor� him had 
poofed ! the one who had bee11 
stuck in the wall, the unearth .. 
ly beauty too much beauty 
for any one person, really of 

• 
Silver. Tl1e N euroTltrob was 
better off brolcen. 

He turned a'vay f1·om the 
brown-haired girl and 'vent in 
search of the ten-inch, tllree
foot length of pipe he lcnelv 
was around somewhere. 

Twenty-four good swings 
completely ruined the ma
chine, and with Lord Upton's 
penchant for rushing on to 
new things, coupled with his 
eccentric memory, it was a 
fai1�1y safe bet that Ernie and 
the world were safe from the 
wife factor)'. 

He went baclc to his girl. 
I've got a 1coman front the 

wife facto·ry, l1e thought 
again. A beatttiful, complete 
wonlan frotn air and ato1ns. 
From m1:st and ntolecules. 

He took her i11 his arms. 
And she 'vas complete. Al

most. Lord Upton had been 
able to mal{e her aln�ost conl
plete. lie might have done the 
necessary re-,viri11g later, but 
that was immaterial no,v. 
But she was almost perfect, 
aln�ost complete. In fact, there 
'vas just one thing missing. 

But Ernie didn't find that 
out till he tried to make love 
to her. 

THE END 
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By E. K. JARVIS 

IS mouth kept filling witl1 
blood. Lying as he was 

across the back of this damned 
furry creatut·e, bound hand 
and foot, he could only turn 
his head and let it drool. How 
long he had been bleed ing he 
did not kno,v, nor ho\v long 
this devilish ride had been go
ing on. It 'vas damned uncom
fortable, this he knew. No\v 
that full consciousness had re
turn·ed he tried to reconstruct 
"vhat had l1appened. He had 
landed the space sled properly 
enough, made sure he had con
tact with the patrol ship fly
ing in its leisurely orbit 
at·ound the second planet in 
tJ1is four-planet Universe, 
tl1en · made a hurried but 
tl1orough blind over the sled. 
He remembered also that he 
had landed rather close to the 
overhang of the cliff .border-
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A tl arnazing U'O IIIOn., thiJ shl·

det�il. II er body u·as the 1/lo,r/ 

beautiful Duff}' had Clf.Jtr ser1� ; 

the tortures she detJised wrrt' 

the tn ost hidrous he had evt,r 

t'ncoun tcrtd. But rn ore sur

prising ht discover�d that 
evrn tt drf!il can /nll i11 lot•t'. 

ing one side of the valley. And 
that he had taken sevt)ra] 
steps back\\rard to see whethe,r 
the sled '''"as visible from a 
distance of six or eight yards. 
His foot had slid from under 
him. Then . . . 

Then, he had tumbled back
ward. 

And remembered noth ing 
else . . . 

Long ago, i n  the first year 
of his Inspt:..ct orship, he had 
learned an odd discipl ine to 
take his mind from personal 
calamity. So Inspecto·r John 
64Red" Duffy thought back to 
the beginning. 

There had been this Hstool ie" 
they l1ad picked up dru.nk in 
a l\lartian helt-hole. He had •. 
babbled about a place ·�out-
back" itt space, a planet ruled 
by a beautiful \\·oman, who 
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gave refuge to space scum, 
and among them, one, Milo 
Sentar, 'vho had killed an 
Agency man on Venus. Venus 
was part of Red Duffy's 
patrol, and so he was inter
ested .in the stoolie's story. 
But he had gotten it second 
hand. They had let the drunk 
go free, not thinking it worth
while to book hi1n. 

The stoolie was killed even 
before he had a chance to get 
another drink in him. 

Well, Duffy thought, Sen
tar's my baby, might as well 
go out and bring him in. He 
turned his head again as the 
blood became a nuisance to 
him, and let it drool. And for 
tlte first time was made aware 
he was not alone on this furry 
beast. A hand cased in leather 
smacked him across the 
mouth. For a second there 
was a red haze of pain and 
anger blinding him. But the 
iron control asserted itself 
and forced calmness into his 
brain. 

I'll have my day, Duffy said 
to himself. They didn't kill 
me . . .  

He went back to his 
previous thoughts : It had 
been a planet in a small-sys
tems Universe, one which had 
been plotted for navigation 
purposes. And so they had a 
reeording of language.s and 
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of culture patterns. Duffy 
had had a language-denomi
nator schedule on himself be
fore going off with the patrol 
ship. He remembered, too, the 
smile on the technician's lips 
when he came out of it . • .  

"What's so funny ?" he had 
asked. 

"Don't know yet," the tech
nician had answered. "Just 
wondering how it'll hit you." 

Well, Duffy thought rueful
ly, he hadn't bothered asking 
for an explanation. And now 
it was too late. 

The present asserted itself 
in a series of continuing jolts 
as the riders broke their 
mounts into a gallop. He could 
hear the clatter of many 
hoofs, and soon he was en
veloped in clouds of choking 
red dust. Time passed wearily 
and painfully and still the 
riders galloped. The shock of 
the personal blow he had 
taken passed, but now he was 
being reminded of the long 
tumble down the cliff. It 
seemed every bone and muscle 
had known the edge of the 
brol{en rocl{ stubble he had 
landed in at the bottom of the 
cliff. 

44Wish to hell this'd end/' 
he whispered. 

His wish had not long be
fore its realization. The gal
lop slowed to a trot, the trot 
to a walk, and presently there 
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\vcre the sounds of rough� 
voices in greeting. And where 
there had been hard packed 
earth before, they clattered 
over cobblestoiles now. They 
had entered a town of som� 
kind. But their destination 
vras not the town itself. 

It was not long before they 
reached their goal. 

Suddenly the sweat-soaked 
animal Duffy was being car
ried on slid to a halt, and 
Duffy was flung head over 
heels to the grou·nd. He had 
had a second's warning, and 
so fell limply. As it \\'as, a 
\Vhole Universe, until now, un
discovered, passed before his 
eyes as he landed heavily on 
the back of his head before 
rolling to a halt on his back. 

But now, at last, he was 
able to see his captors. 

Humans, thank the Lord, 
he thought. The others, the 
animal kinds, were always 
harder to deal with, harder to 
reach, harder to come to the 
same level of understanding. 
He was thankful for one fact. 
The bleeding had subsided to 
a thi11 trickle, now. He peered 
at them through slitted eyes. 
They \v-ere twelve in number, 
big men, dressed in loose-fit
ting leather garments topped 
by conical leather helmets. 
Their arms were a short 
svlord and a knife, thrust be
tween a leather belt and their 
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outer garments. Duffy noted 
the heavy leather gloves, also. 
No wonder he had felt as if a 
mule had kicked hin1 'vl1en his 
captor hit him. 

From th.is survey he estab
lished civilization at about fif
teen hundred A. D. Earth 
time. 

A couple of men came up 
from behind and hauled him 
erect. 

Facing hin1 \Vas a n1an. Tall 
as Duffy, he was considerably 
thinner, with long gaunt fea
tures on which a wispy point
ed beard somehow looked as 
if it had been badly · pasted. 
And instead of the leathe1· 
costume, this one '\\rore a loose .. 
fitting robe. The sun behind 
l1im gave a scarecrow look to 
the long skinny shanks out
lined starkly under the gar
ment. 

''What is this?" the man 
aslted. There was merely an
noyance in his voice. 

"We had been hu11ting, 
Great One, when Tiro, one of 
my men • . .  

" 

"I did not ask for a11 ex
planation," the Great One 
said. 

.. He looks like another of 
those \Vho come from beyon·d 
the sky," Duffy's captor said. 
''We thought the Quee11 and 
we . • •  

,, 

uy es, yes, the Queen. you 
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thought sl1e might need an
otller. He 'vas alone ?'t 

"I sent a party to the top of 
t he cliff. There was nothing." 

"Nor any sign of a ship . . .  " 
another said quickly. "I was 
one . . .  , 

Now the Great One's voice 
\vas petulant : "Oh, for the 
Queen's sake ! Enough ! This 
gabble . . .  \Vhat is wrong '"rith 
this one ? His tongue tied ? . . .  " 

"It's about the only thing 
that isn't," Duffy spoke up. 
"You always treat strange-rs 
l i ke this ?" 

"Why must they always asl<: 
the same question ?" the Great 
One asked of no one in par
ticular. His eyes were lifted 
skyward. T·hey came level with 
Duffy's, and he took a couple 
of steps :forward until he "\\ .. as 
inches from the other .. 

Now Duffy saw.the f.lat cold
ness of the man's dark pupil ... 
less eyes, saw the cruelty of 
his mouth, and felt, someho\\ .. , 
that this man could l1urt, 
maim, kill, 'vithout regard or 
thought. 

"Pah !" the Great One . 
backed off. "He stinks ! What 
11<� needs is a bath. Perhaps 
ho is not a n1an, after all . . .  " 

Duffy felt cold fear grip 
�him at the sound of Inhuman 
laughter tl1e remark brought 
out. It hadn't bee11 that 
funny • • • 
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Now tl1ere were hands paw
ing at the leg irons, and short
ly they clanked to the ground. 
But powerful hands held him 
prisoner, and though he strug
gled he was rushed :forward 
through a gate opened by one 
of them, and shoved forward .. 
He was in utter darkness, as 
he stumbled fonvard a few 
feet, and suddenly there was 
nothing solid under his feet, 
nothing but a sl ickness and 
steep slant and he 'vas slid
ing into the u-nknown. 

Bright sunlight greeted 
him. Bat only an instant. Then 
he plunged downward into a 
cold watery depth. He strug
gled upward, and broke the 
surface and and g·ulped life
saving air. He treaded \\rater, 
the space suit serving almost 
as a life jacket even though 
it was torn in half a dozen 
spots . He was an excellent 
swimmer, and was quick to 
note that the \\rater on th is 
planet had a buoyancy greater 
than even the ocean Eartl1 
water. Even encumbered by 
the space suit, and shackled 
by the hand irons he knew he 
could stay afloat for h.ours. 
But the reason for the pl unge, 
and the shouted laughter of its 
announcement \vas not clt�ar. 

l-Ie treaded water, tut11ing 
as he did, and sa\v llO\\'" small 
the pool \vas ; not more than 
fifty feet in diameter. But he 
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was also quick to note that the 
lip of the pool slanted upvvard 
away from the water line 
until it hung a full t\vo feet 
out of the '\vater, and out of 
his reach. And the pool itself 
was set in an iron-barred en
closure. But it \vas the ro\v 
011 row of stone steps, already 
filling with shouting, shoving, 
leather-clad rne·n that gave 
him pause, as if  he were on 
stage in some horrible amphi
theatre. 

The sudden whip-like lashes 
of pain which struck a dozen 
parts of him d·rove all 
thoughts f1·om his mind. He 
struck out fu1·iously in a wild 
st1·oking, cursing the irons 
wh ich bound his hands to
gether. He \vanted only to tear 
the clothes from his body. 
Now there \Vere more points 
of sudden fire st1·eaking his 
skin, as if a horde of ants had 
managed somehow to secrete 
themselves beneath his clothes 
an d had taken advantage of 
this moment to attacl{. But as 
he lifted his arms in a stroke 
he saw . . .  

Three on the hac]{ of one 
hand, t\v o on the other. 

Jelly-like things, blood red, 
pulsing in blood-sucking ac .. 
tion. 

Leeches . . .  
Horror turned his blood to 

ice, made his mind go blan1<:, 
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and bt·ought a single shriek 
from h im. It ,, .. as that sound, 
and 'vhat follo,ved, wh ich 
saved him. For echoing h.ard 
on his despairing voice, therf· 
came a roar of laughter from. 
the rows of "�i]d-eyed spec
tators. 

So that's ,,·hy you laughed 
before, he thought. You kne\v. 
Knew, and \\youldn't eve·n give 
me a fighting chance. Shack
led. \Vell, damn you, you 
wanted to know if I was a 
man. Then \\"atch this ma11, 
this man who is better than 
any of you. 

H e  brought his hands to 
his mouth and tore the 
leeches free '" .. ith his teeth and 
spat them out. Then he drove 
hard against the walJ of 
the pool whipping his body 
around against the 1·ough 
stone face of it, closing his  
eyes against the water, and 
praying hard that none of the 
leeches \Vould find a resting 
p]ace Qn his face. 

It was strange, but he did 
not think that he was playing 
a losing game. 

Time '"'·ent by. It meant 
nothi ng. He had no measu1·e 
of ho\v many l eeches he had 
torn from his hands '\\rith his 
teeth. He could no longer ta�te 
his blood. Nor 'vas he even 
awa1·e of the agony wh ich 
covered him like a well-worn 
b1anket. He kne'v only that 
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wh en the time came for him 
to go he would do so silently, 
as a man should in a moment 
lil{e this, if only that man 
mu.st always be a\\rare of his 
own reality . . . 

He did not feel the hool� . 

take hold of h im, nor did he 
}{now that instant of release 
from the horror-filled water. 
Only . seconds before, there 
had been a last \Vild agony too 
much for the mind to tal<e, 
and darkness l1ad covered hin1 
in prot�tive unconscious
ness • • .  

l-Ie was aware. first, that he 
'vas naked. Well, almost so. A 
loin cloth '\Yas his only cover
ing. Then l1e felt the gentle 
l1an.ds. They were massaging 
an i1nguent into his skin. And 
next ·he was a 'vare of the room . . 
and the people in. it. First 
there was only the woman. • • 

She stood out sharply, as if 
his eyes were tl1e lenses of a 
camera 'vhicl1 had a focus 
only of her. And it \Vas only 
her face 'vl1ich held his atten
tion . · But he knew that from . 
this moment on he could never 
forget her, so that if the time 
came he could draw that face 
in  absolute detail from th e 
web of memory. Such beauty 
he had never before seen. Or 
suclt sadness in  a person 's 
eyes. 

She faded from sight, and 
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others came starkly into 
focus. The Great One at her 
side, hooded eyes searching 
Duffy's own still impersonal, 
still frigid with cruelty. Then . 

on her other side, the figure 
and face of someone familiar, 
but for the moment, a 
stranger. But not so some of 
the half-naked men on the i r  
knees behind these three. 
There \Vere a half dozen 0 r 
these Duffy 1·ccognized. Out-• 
laws all, some with prices on 
their heads , some presun1ed 
to have died and so had been 
forgiven their misdeeds, and 
otl1ers only recently escaped 
from some jail, their faces 
still fresh in Duffy's memory 
as if their "\vanted poster� 
'vere being passed before his 
eyes. 

No\V Duffy could hear as 
well as see them. He had 
missed somethil1g of what had 
been said, though 'vhat was 
being said made sense. 

The man \vhose face 'vas 
fam iliar said : ... . .  Inspector 
Duffy. Sure I l\no\v him. A 
cop ! Lot of fat good it'll do 
him here. You should of let 
him get thin in the pool . � :·  

And now Duffy recogn ized 
him, also. Milo Scntar, the 
man he had come to get. 

llis eyes turned to the git·L 
She \vas ans\vering Sentar :  
441-lis  silence 'vas a sign of 
great courage. I l iked that. 
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Besides, 1 don't ever allow 
anyone to usurp rny preroga
tive !" 

"Again, your pardon, my 
Queen/' the Great One said 
softly. "It is not g·iven the 
lo\vly to have your all-seeing 
eye . • •  

, 

"Enough, Vaya ! There are 
times your tongue \vags too 
freely, and too glibly. Save 
it for your petty intrigues. If 
it v.rere not for my father's 

" h  , WIS • • •  

Vaya bo'ved, and though 
he \Vas motionless, Duffy got 
the impression his body was 
being shaken by convulsive 
laugltter. Someday, Duffy 
thought, I'm going to meet up 
with you. ·Comes that day . . . .  

But no\v tl1e girl \vas speak
ing again : "When the healing 
oils have taken hold have him 
dressed and brought to my 
private chambers . . .  " 

It was the signal for the 
end of the strange audience 
she ha-d granted. A covered 
palanquin ,�,.as brought to her 
side. Several of the half-naked 
n1e11 became a number of steps 
for her. It 'vas Milo Sentar 
'\rhose hand she took at the 
last \Vhen she stepped for,vard 
and into the opening. A11d it 
was Sentar "rho dre\v a whip 
from l1is belt and snapped it 
on the backs of the human . 
bearers who trotted off \V ith 
the Queen. 

CALL HER SATAN 

It 'vasn't till then that Duffy • 
sa \V tl1ose ,, .. ho l1ad bee11 in 
attendance on him. A half 
dozen young and almost com
pletely nude girls. He closed 
his· eyes, feJt a flush of em-• • 

barrassment and ma:naged to 
softe11 l1is 'loice to a muffled 
sl1out : "Get out ! All of you ! 
And don't con1e back till yQU 
learn how to dress . . .  " 

She motioned for him to 
take the lo\\' backless stool 
in front of her. Duffy smiled, 
and shook his head. "lf it will 
please you tl1at I stand," he 
said, "may I be allowed to do 
so ?" 

••very \Vel1," she replied. 
She made a small gesture and 
!vt ilo Sentar, \vho had been 
standing behind the throne 
on which she sat, stepped to 
lter side. "I have been told you 
are 'vith the space police,'' she 
�'ent on. 

"Yes, You1· lfajesty," Duffy 
said. 

' ' \Vhy are you here ? Don't 
you. kno'v this is an arrest
free Universe-, made so by the 
la\v·s of the Inter-Space Fed
eration ?"  

"If I may cor1·ect your 
l\laj csty ; not arrest-free. Only 
that no \1;eapons may be 
broug·I1t onto the planets." 

• •And \vhy are you here ?" 
"To make a.11 arrest, of 

course. The man at your side, 
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Milo Sentar, wanted for mur
der.•• 

"He sought sanctuary. I 
granted it. " 

11To all the out1aws, mur
d�rers, space-scum ? . . ." 

"How-dare-you ! I had you 
pulled from tl1at infested pool ; 
I can have you thro"\\'n 
back . . .  " 

Sentar made no effort to 
hide the pleased smile. 

Duffy said nothing, but his 
e.ves held hers for a long mo
ment. It was she who turned 
avfay. 

·Her fingers p1ayed a nerv
ous rat-a-tat on the arm of 
th-e throne. "I  admire cour .. 

age," she said at Jast. ..Even 
the foolhardv kind. But with-.., 

out the brain directing it, it 
becomes only boring at the 
end. I gained an imp1·ession 
of intelligence in you. " 

Duffy remained silent. 
' '  . . .  Strength, courage, in

telligence, "  she \\rent on. "I 
can offer you many things." 

"Only one," Duffy said gent
ly. "Milo Sentar." 

"Perhaps even him." The 
gentleness in her voice 
matched Duffy's. 

Duffy saw Sentar stiffen in 
shocked amazement, caught 
the sudden look of wild-eyed 
ang·er Sentar thre'v at the girl 
on the throne and mistook the 
clertched fist Sentar drew at 
his side as a gesture against 
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her. Duffy leaped forward and 
sent a short hard chop to 
Sentar's jaw. The blo\\" sent 
the other backward. But even 
as Sentar staggered he dre\V 
the short s\vord under his belt. 

'4Th is time you get it !" Sen
tar shouted as he found 11rnl 
footing and came at Duffy. 

Duffy had to let him get 
close. 

The wide razor-sharp blade 
passed between Duffy's arm 
and body. Duffy broug·ht l1is 
own arm under and up hard 
against Sentar's elbow with 
his left hand. At the same time 
he brought his right artn back, 
then in, the point of his ow-n 
elbow catching Sentar just 
below the ear. Sentar went 
limp for an instant, hanging· 
only by Duffy's suppoiting 
left arm. 

The S\\rord clattered to the 
floor, as Duffy let Scntar slide 
free. 

A half dozen guards bore 
Duffy backward, before he 
could take advantage of Sen .. 
tar. 

''Leave him free !" the 
Queen commanded. Tense and 
electric as the situation was, 
Duffy had to admire her calm 
command. The guards re
leased him, and stepped back 
to stand at their previous stiff 
attention. Sentar got to his 
feet, and face drained of 
blood, resumed his stance at 
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the Quee11's side. Only the 
blazing eyes sho,ved his hate 
and anger. ••Now all of you, 
except this man, leave ! . . . 
Sen tar ! Bring Vaya here. But 
do not enter until I grant per
mission. Go." She \Vaited un
til the room \\.,as empty. 
"Now," she said to Duffy, 
"'"rhy did you attack him ?" 

44He clenched his first, as 
though to strike you," Duffy 
said simply. 

"Fool ! Oh, you fool ! Am I 
a market girl that you fight 
over me ? Am I not a 
Queen ? . . .  " 

uPerhaps n1en see the 
\Voman, first," he said. 

Suddenly she rose, and for 
a second stood stock-stili. She 
was wearing a snow-,vhite 
tu11ic-like garment of silky 
material. It's only ornamenta
tion was a banding of gold 
braid around the neckline. 
The braiding continued do\vn 
the middle of the gown, pass
ing just below each breast 
and around the back. Her 
breasts were outlined, high 
and firm, and suddenly rising 
and falling in emotion. 

Then she was before l1im, 
her eyes dark and limpid 'vith 
a look of hunger, searching 
his o\vn. 4 'You \Vere not like 
the others, "  she '"'hispered. 
"There \Vas only you thresh
ing the water, and your teeth 
gleaming as you to1·e the 

CALL HER SATAN 

leeches free. But, oh, so siJe·nt
ly. How many times I have had 
to sit in the seat of judgtnent 
by the Pool of Purity. H.ow 
many hundreds of voices I 
.have l1eard shrieking their 
death agonJ'. Son1etimes, they 
come back to me in the da1�k 
stillness of the night, and I 
have to cover my ears. But 
even so . . . Yet you were 
silent. And I knew I had to 
grant your freedon1 . . .  ' ' 

It seemed the most natural 
thing for Duffy to do, yet he 
wasn't conscious that she was 
now in his arms, her face 
pressed against his shoulder .. 

' '  . . .  They tore your clothes 
free, and I saw the welts 
against the pale skin, and I 
was suddenly frightened that 
I had acted too late. You 
seemed scarcely to breathe. 
Oh, I prayed to my father's 
memory that I had not been 
too late.'' She pulled her head 
away and looked into his face, 
her ] ips parted, and her eyes 
filled with a look such as Duffy 
had never seen on a woman 
before. 

He kissed her. 
For a second her lips Se€med 

not to kno,,� his action. Then 
she 'vas ans,vering his kisses 
with a passio11 so strangely 
virginous it frightened Duffy. 
He put his hands against the 
dark mass of soft hair and 
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gently pulled her head back 
and looked dO\\rn into her 
eyes. 

uy ou were the first to say 
this to me ; that I am a woman 
first/' she whispered. Her 
eyes were closed. "The proph
ecy was : 'A stranger shall 
come from beyond the sky . . .  ' 
I don't kno\V • • ... I dQn't 
know." Her voice was trou
bled, strained. "I thought it 
was the other. He, too, was 
strong, and he spoke of things 
ordained. That I shall rule 
this l;niverse. He has plans ; 
I know them all." Now he,r 
eyes '\\"ere open, holding Duf
fy's in a look of intense atten
tion. "Vaya doesn't trust him, 
despite the prophecy. But Sen
tar is so sure. He has a couple 
of hundred men to whom I've 
given sanctuary, hid�den in the 
hills. He says he can get space 
ships." She was speaking 
rapidly now, as if these were 
thoughts bottled up too long 
and now released under pres
sure. '�Sentar is so su,re. He 
says he can bring the men in, 
that once they have passed 
through the Garden of Forget
fulness the�r will become 
slaves to my will, as all the 
other Outsiders are. Only Sen
tar, alone, because I did not 
want him to, has not bee.n 
into the Garden. But behind 
his strength is a purpose I do 
not know, and I fear it. There 
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is great "\\realth on one of the 
planets. Jewels and precious 
metals. And a simple race of 
people, without weaports. 

"Duffy !" Her voice was 
deep, passionate, almost wild. 
"Man of strength. You, I 
trust ; you can be the one of 
the Prophecy ! Stand by my 
side. You and I together. This 
night Sentar shall go to the 
Garden of Forgetfulness • . .  t• 

It seemed so clear to Duffy. 
All this build-up . . .  But the 
acted-out innocence, the look 
of rapturous love. All a fake. 
She was like all the others he 
had known ; the doublecross 
in the end . . •  

He put his hands roughly 
against her shoulders and 
shoved her away from him. 

"I don't -play sucker for 
anyone ! Not even for a 
Queen ! Find another boy. 
There's only one thin-g I want, 
Sentar • . .  " 

She had recovered from his 
action, and stood quite still, 
and somehow taller than her 
height. "I offered you the love 
of a Queen," she said. as if 
in reverie. Then imperiously : 
"Vaya ! Sen tar ! . . .  " 

They entered so quickly it 
seemed they were just outside 
the door, waiting her orders. 
Behind them came a dozeo 
guards. Cold steel gleamed as 
the guards closed in about 
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Duffy, their v-reapons held 
ready. 

"Vayya," she said, "this 
Outsider is only a fool, after 
all. But we can use his 
strength. The Garden of Fo�·
getfulness ! . . . '' 

The fading sun touched the 
Garden with gentle light. 
Never had Duffy seen such a 
profusion of .flo,vers, sucl1 
colors or shapes. Their beauty 
'vas overwhelming. Duffy for
got the sword points pressing 
lightly against l1is throat 011 
either side, forgot the other 
guards close behind, eve-n for
got, for a while, the loveliness 
and wonder and treachery of 
the girl back there in the too
large room, the girl lost in a 
c.razy dream. He saw only this 
wild profusion of Nature's 
beauty, and wondered. 

Wondered at more than 
these too-beautiful blooms. 

There was a bird, small as 
l1is little finger, pressed close 
against a flower, yet so ut
terly still it seemed frozen to 
it. And another bird, in the 
branch of that tree dit·ectly in 
their path. The bird seemed 
filled with song ; he could even 
see the swelling throat. Yet 
no sound came from it . . .  

Vaya, at the l1ead of the 
procession, j ust a fe'v steps 
in advance of Duffy, suddenly 
stopped and bent over a clus
ter of pale blue-and-pink buds. 

CALL HER SATAN 

He sniffed loudly. But 'vhen 
l1e turned his head upward to 
look at Dufry there was an 
oddly troubled loolc in his 
eyes. ..This clustet' of buds,'' 
he said. "It reminds me of 
something. Yet I cannot place 
the odor. A11 innocence, like 
the fragranc·� of a child's l\:iss. 
Does it not give you that feel
ing ?" 

Duffy bent and sniffed. "All 
I can say," he said, "is that 
your se11se of smell is all in 
your imagination."  

"I say," Vaya said sharply, 
"tl1e odor reminds me of a 
child's l\:iss." 

"And I say," Duffy said 
just as shortly, "you're suf
fering from too much imagi
nation. So let's just continue 
with this stupid walk." 

Vaya suddenly lool\ed as if 
he were going to faint. He 
paled to a dead white color. 
"The Prophecy • . .  The Queen 
was right. You are he wh<l has 
come from beyond the sky . . .  " 

"Great One . . .  Great One 
. . . " a broken voice called 
from som;e,vltere behind them. 

As if the same thought pos
sessed each of them, they 
turned as one man and ran 
back to 'vhet"e the voice called. 
A n1an w a s 1 y i 11 g out
stretched. A 'vide ribbon of 
blood seeped from under his 
body. He 'vas lying face down 
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on the path. Vaya knelt at 
his side and turned his face 
to one side. A bloody froth 
bubbled from the man's l ips. 

44What hap-pened ?" Vaya 
demanded. 

"The Queen Sentar had 
men couldn't stop him 
took the Queen . . .  " He lift
ed his head, the eyes rolled 
upward, and set in a death 
stare. 

The Queen's chambers \ve-re 
a bloody mess. A dozen dead 
men str(�wed the floor. And 
the passage to the 1·ear gate 
was slick. '\vith blood. Here, 
too, men had died to save 
their Queen. The picture 'vas 
clear to both V aya and Duffy. 
Sen tar had taken advantage of 
their absence an·d had taken 
the opportunity to stril{e. 

B_ut it was at the entrance to 
the huge stables that the full 
import of Sentar's treachery 
\vas felt. Not a single animal 
was to be seen. 

Duffy and Vaya stood side
by-side. Behind them a clustei· 
of grim-faced men waited in 
silence. I>uffy th1·ew a quick 
glance at the man beside him. 
Gone was the sardonic ex
pl·ession on Vaya's face, gone 
the secret loo-k of deep amuse_
ment. It was as if the face 
were hewn from granite. 
There was no question of 
Vaya's loyalty. 
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. .  You kne'v as much as she," 
Duffy said. ul-Iow many men· 
does he have-? \Vhat kind of 
arms ? Where are they ?'' 

Vaya didn't look at him. 
'� \Vhy do you "·ant to kno\v ?" 

" I've co1ne a long way fo-r 
this man, Sentar. lie's going 
back '\Vith me. Alive." 

.. You \Yant only him ?" 
Vaya asked. l-Ie turned and 
stared into Duffy's eyes. 

"I came only for him, " Duf
fy replied. "But that seen1ed 
a long time ago, all of a sud
den, and no,,.. he isn't so im
portant to me." 

"She is only a child," Vaya 
said. "You could make a 
woman of her. But first we 
m.ust find her. And I tell you, 
it is hopeless. She wouldn't 
I
. 

te , 
IS n . . .  

'•Later ! Tell me later. Why 
is it hopeless ?" 

''These men he has are 
armed with strange and ter
l'ible weapons. Our swords 
an.d knives . . .  " Vaya shrug ... 
ged his shoulders in an empty 
gesture . 

.,Do you l\now wl1ere this 
hi deout is ?" Duffy asked. 

Hy es. But now I'm afraj d .  
I've sent for riding r"nimals, 
but it will be dark before they 
come." 

"l-Iow long a ride does Sen
tar have?" 

... Till daybrea]{. H is place 
is deep in the hills. I \vas 
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there once. Oh, it isn't hard to 
find, but '\\That do \Ve do 'vhen 
V{e find it ?" 

"Leave that to me," D uffy 
sairl. "Get me t"�o things. One ; 
a n1an who can get us back to 
the spot I was taken prisoner. 
T�to : mounts for both of us." 

"Three of us," '' a.ya said. " I 
ant with y·ou." 

·vaya was as good as his 
\.vord. But half the nigl1t \vas 
gone by the tin1e they got to 
the space-sled . Duffffy \Vorlced 
quicl\:ly to establish contact 
w ith the patrol shi p.. There 
w·as no more '\\:-onderful sound 
than that of the operator com
ing in \\rith his, "I read you, 
Inspector. Come in.  Over . . . ' �  

Duffy asl{ed for the Captain, 
ex plained in a Jew \Vords the 
needs he had and concluded : 
" [  am coming in w ith a man 
on board. Prepare for an 
armed landing. \Viii explai n 
when I get aboard . Over and 
out.'' The patrol ship, al ready 
a gleaming silYer from the 
fi rst rays of the sun, hung 
low over the sti JI  darl\: hills. 
Belo\v decks the last of the 
troop sleds had dropped free. 
Already five h undred men 
were in position for the at
tack. Irt the control tower ·Duf
fy was buckling on a side-arm ' 
blast gun. The sun's rays dap-
pled the hills below suddenly. 
And Duffy l<ne'v the moment 
had come. 

CALL HER SATAN 

He motioned for Vaya to 
follo'\\r. 

A short time later he was 
at the wheel of a two-man 
carrier. Vaya sat beside him. 
To the left and right the men 
from the patrol ship were in a 
huge semi-circle around the 
base of the hill on which Milo 
Sentar had his base. 

Slowly Duffy drove ahead 
until he was halfway up the 
hill. He stopped there. He bent 
forward, fiddled 'vith the pow
er control, took up the hand 
mike and spol{e into it. His 
voice, magnified a thousand 
times, rolled upward. 

"Se11tar.. In the name of 
the Inter-Space Federation I 
call upon you to surrende·r . �' 

And from the heights above 
came bacl{ a thin sound of 
human "rords : ''Don't make 
us laugh. They'll have your 
hide for tl1is, Duffy. You don't 
have the legal right . . .  " 

"Thirty seconds and we 
.blast," Duffy said. 

"You can't ! The law's on 
our s ide. No armed interven
tion, remember ?" 

"You plotted a planet in
vasion. The picture's changed. 
Sixteen seconds. All you men 
'vho surrender now, get a fair 
trial. Ten seconds.'' 

"The girl. You'll kill her." 
There "'"as panic. in Sentar's 

• VOICe. 
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And now the1·e \vere men 
scrambling d0'\\111 the hill, 
hands up l1igh, sl1outing their 
surt·ender. 

"Seven seconds, six, five, 
four, three, t\vo . . .  " 

Beside hin1 Vaya '\\"as say
ing, • •You can't. You can't. 
She is there \V i th him . . .  " 

It 'vas as if Duffy was made 
of stone, as he tolled the sec
onds . 

. .  Wait !" Sen tar screamed. 
"Wait ! "  

It "'as 'vhat Duffy had been 
waiting for. He u nhooked the 
b·last gun, and tossed it on 
Vaya's lap. Then lte leaped 
from the carrier and started 
up the hill. Almost at the top 
a rock to one side suddenly 
po\vdercd jnto dust. A sec
ond later the heat of a blast 
gu11 singed the hair from his 
l1ead. No\v Duffy be.gan a zig
zag run up to tl1e crest. lie 
had seen Sentar, 011ly a hun
dred or so yards off. Scntar 
had one arm around the girl. 
She was struggling but 'vith
out avail. Sentar lifted the 
short-barreled gu.n once more. 
And once more Duffy twisted 
to one side. The concussion of 
the exploding shot made him 
stumble, and lose his balance. 
l-Ie \Ve11t on l1is knees. 

And Sentar, a look· of wild 
fury 011 his face came charg
ing do,vn. Duffy rose to his 
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feet. I n  his right hand he 
clutched a 1·ock. Twenty feet 
separated the t\vo. Scntar, 
'"·ithout pausing quickly l ift
ed the gun, j ust as Duffy 
hurled the rock. Sentar 
ducked, and as he did, skidde<l 
over a piece of shale. His feet 
fte\v out fro1n unde�r him, and 
l1e landed heavily on his back .. 

Duffy l<icked t4e gun out of 
l1is hand. 

.Sentar fought like an ani
nlal.  T\vice he brol<e loose and 
\vent for the gun, and t\\rice 
Duffy brought him down 'v ith 
a flying tackle. And once again 
Sentar b1·oke free. This time 
it \vas Duffy who skidded on 
the rocks as he started to\vard 
Sen tar. 

Then Sentar l1ad the gun, 
'vas aiming it carefully, a 
crazy grin on. his face. Duffy 
lay helpless, watching l1im .. 

The finge-r curled with slow 
pleasure a.oout the trigger . . 
Slo,v· llr, go s)o\\· ly. 

The rO<."k she hit Sentar 
'vith lifted his hair up in a 
quick puff. A faint loolt of sur
prise registered in his eyes 
before th ey rolled u.pward, as 
l1is knees gav e way and he fell 
for\vard onto his face. 

She \Vas cradling Duffy's 
head in her arms when the 
others came up. Tears were 
streaming from her eyes. She 
\vas saying, 114He loves me. l-Ie 
said so, first. lie loved me 
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from the beginning. He said suddenly amused : "Tell me 
that too • . . " you love me," sl1e said. 

The Captain and Lieutenant And like a parrot answer-
squatted beside them. They ing, Duffy said, "I  love you." 
noticed the contented smile on "A11d I love you, my darl
Duffy's lips. Duffy's eyes v.re·re ing," sl1e said. 
'vide open, but he didn't seem The surgeon came up just 
to be seeing anything. then. He gave Duffy a nar-

The ·Captain said : "Better rowed glance. "This man 
get the surgeon, Ray. Duffy lool<s like l1e is drugged. 
looks bad." What's going on ?" 

"Don't say that," she said. It \Vas Vaya who explained : 
"He looks \vonderful. That "The flo\vers in the Garden of 
horrible Sentar's lyi11g there. Forgetfulness exert a type 
\Vhy don't you go to hin1 ?•' of hypn<>tic spell. For some 

"Lady," the Captain said, reason they do not affect us. 
"you hit him a pretty good But all others are affeeted. I 
\Vhack. He'll be out for hours. don't kno\v why Duffy 'vasn't, 
This is more interesting. tn1til now." 
\Vhat you do to Duffy?" The surgeon gave vent to 

"Nothing. Oh!P nothing ! lie a burst of sudden laughter. 
took me in his arms and '10f course. Whe11 they gave 
kissed me and said lte loved him the language-denominator 
me, but that he '\\ras going to survey. Very often a ma11 
spank me first, '\Vhatever loses part or all of a sen.se. 
that is, then he was going to We never know \Vhat one will 
have me up for tt·ial, and then be hit. His sense of smell 'vas 
he was going to marry me. lost. As soon as that sense re
And all of a sudden he lool\ed turned the brain gave him the 
like this." message it had been holding·. 

4 1Your Majesty," Vaya spoke Just a delayed action. 
from behind her. "Perhaps "Say you love me, " she was 
you might tell h im he loves saying to Duffy. 
you ?  . . .  " "I love you," he answered. 

She turned to look at Vaya, But she did11't S(�e the wink 
then lool<ed quickly down at he gave to all the others as 
Duffy. Her voice was ]o,,r, and she bent to kiss him . • •  

T H E  END 
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By ROG PHILIPS 

Things were roug/1 in Voria .. · u�orse in Sokia. 1.,he gov

trtztnents of botlz nations were riddled u·ith spies. Even 

the pri1ne tninisters were suspect. 1"1le big questions were 

--u}llo U'llS tryillg to betray u�ho to U'llotn � f"or what 

renson.r '! And how long had it bre1z goint1 o n '!  

ER OOM turned the pages 
of the pictorial weekly, 

studying the reproductions of 
pictures taken through the 
nine thousand inch satelite 
telescope. They 'vere closeups 
of the closest inhabited planet 
to Par, fifty light years away. 
Planet Two, the astronomers 
had named it. These pictures, 
some of them, were of geo
metrical patterns of dots that 
could only be street lights in 
cities at night. 

That 'vas proof enough, but 
in addition pinpoints of light 
had been observed on Two 
traveling at speeds of tv;o to 
six hundred miles an hour, 
proof of air travel. T"vo \vas 
the third planet out from its 
sun and had one large moon. 
The pla11et .had the same pe
riod of revolution as Par, \vas 
larger but had the same sur-
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face gravity, and had the 
same radiation intensity from 
its smaller sun because it '\\�as 
closer to it. Even its year was 
about that of Par's only 
three days shorter. 

Par, of course, 'vas the sev
enth planet out from its sun, 
and had t'vo moons. lt was 
interesting that there was an
other inhabited planet so 
similar to Par . . . 

l{er Oom put aside the mag
azine and leaned back, closing 
his eyes. He 'vondered if there 
\Vere one government, two, or 
many, on planet Two. He 
smiled to himself. Very soon 
no\v Par ,�{ould have only one 
government. The end of the 
1·oad 'vas in sight. Today he, 
Ker Oom, had taken the oath 
of office and become President 
of Voria. In the morning he 
\vould go to tl1e Capitol Bu.ild-
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ing and begin his first day as 
President of Voria, second 
largest nation on Par. 

He smiled. Tonight the peo
ple of Voria slept peacefully 
in their beds, never suspecting 
that he, the man they had 
elected to their highest office, 
was not a Varian, but a So
kian spy who had spent forty 
years rjsing to the position he 
now held. And now Sokia 
\Vould soon rule the planet. 

Ker didn't know yet just 
\vhat tl1e details of the final 
plan \vere. He would get 
his orders perhaps straight 
from Sonj i himself in a few 
days, no doubt. In his own 
mind though Ker Oom had 
built up a pretty good idea of 
what would happen. In a few 
weeks Dictator Sonji would 
precipitate a few incidents of 
a threatening nature, and he, 
Preside11t Oom, would send 
ster11 notes to Sonji, so word
ed that if Sonj i did such-and
such he, Oom, would have to 
declare war and plunge \7 oria 
and Sol{ia into global conflict. 
All the thousands of Sokian 
spies like himself in command 
positions in the armed forces, 
and even in  the Senate, elect
ed by the people, thankS to the 
fact that both political organ
izations had Sokian spies in 
control of them and able to 
dictate 'vho the t\vo parties 

58 

would choose for candidates, 
would ensure the Vorian at
tack and the defense would be 
so poorly conducted that it 
would quickly fail. Then he, 
p·resident Oom, swiftly, be
fore anyone i n  Voria could 
realize what was happening, 
would surrender uncondition
ally to Sokia, and Sonji would 
become the ruler of tl1e whole 
planet. 

In a matter of a few days 
the surrender could be com
pleted, and Sokian troops 
could take ove1· the nuclear 
bomb stockpiles of Voria and 
transport all those bombs to 
Sokia. From tl1at moment on 
Sokia would forever rule the 
other nations because making 
new bombs '\Vas too gigantic 
an enterprise for any nation 
or underground group to ever 
hope to make them in com
plete secrecy. 

It made Ker Oom dizzy to 
realize that world domination 
could be such .a simple and 
permanent thing, thanks to 
the· awful power of the ther
monuclear bombs 'vhich made 
one bomb have the destructive 
power of a millioil man force 
\vith non-nuclear \Veapons, 
coupled with the fact tl1at no 
group any\vhere could hope to 
make such bombs i11 secret. 
That last fact made success
ful re\•"olt impossible forever. 

And actuaiJy it 'vas the 
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only hope for peace tl1e planet 
had, short of all-out suicidal 
war. This way was merciful, 
S\vift, with a minimum loss of 
life. Once conquest was an ac
complished fact all nations 
could relax from their war 
tensions, including the be
trayed Voria. 

No more costly nuclear 
bombs would have to be made 
because Sonji and the Cent1·al 
Committee, and all who came 
after them forever, would 
have all there were enough 
to wipe the planet out of 
existence if they all went off 
at once. Fear would be a thing 
out of ancient history in a few 
centuries. Maybe Sonji or his 
successor from the Ce11tral 
Committee when he died of 
old age might have to order 
one or two of the bombs 
dropped before the rest of Par 
came to recognize the futility 
of trying to bring back the old 
conditions. After that, Peace 
forever. Peace and La\v, stem
ming from the Central Com
mittee. 

Well, no use wasting mental 
effo1·t speculating about the 
details. They would come from 
Sonj i in a few days and he, 
President Oom, would follow 
them to the letter. Meanwhile 
all Voria could sleep in peace, 
unaware that it would soon be 
jerked out of its complacent 
stupidity. 
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A wave of pity settled over 
Ker Oom for this nation of 
Voria. It was impossible not 
to admire these V orians once 
you knew then1, and he knew 
them as well or better than 
they knew themselves· as 
only a foreigner who has . 
spent a lifetime of study of 
an enemy people can know 
them. They \Vere a grand na
tion, lacking only the clear 
thinking necessary to seeing 
the logical way of forever 
ending global 'vars with little 
risl{ of failure and almost no 
destruction involved. Or per
haps they could see it but 
didn't have the courage to act. 

Yes, he kne�· these Vorians 
well actually better than he 
knew his own :people, the So
kians. It had b(,t.en forty years 
since he had left Sokia to be 
smuggled into Voria and as
sume the identity of a Vorian 
according to the carefully • 
standardized routine of hav-
ing each spy have an authen
tic history. When he had first 
taken the identity of the orig
ina1 Ker Oom, born i11 Boln, 
Sankas, he had not d1·eamed 
of the possibility of eve1· be
coming the key to the whole 
plan. And now the village of 
Boln boasted of being his 
birthplace ! 

He had played his 1·ole so 
\Veil that sometimes he almost 
believed it. Sometimes he had 
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to think to remember his own 
name, the one that would 
really go down in history as 
soon as Sonj i ruled the planet. 

He was born Arj Rad, in 
the little hamlet of Crewst at 
the foot of the Berl Moun
tains, sixty years ago. It 
seemed almost unreaL But his 
first twenty years of life in 
his native land were still quite 
viv·id sometimes especially 
from his tenth to his twen
tieth years when he was being 
crammed to the ears with the 
million and one details tl1at 
could ena·ble him to pass as a 
native Vorian with no possible 
suspicion. Those had been 
grueling years, years that he 
had hated at the time, but • 
now he could vie\v them fond .. 
ly_, knowing their purpose, 
seeing their fruits, feeling the 
strength that comes from 
rigid discipline. 

Those ten grueling years 
had seemed like tl1ey would 
never end. Then, 'vithout 
warning, they had, and a few 
days later he had S\\,am from 
a sub1narine to a spot on the 
west coast of Voria where t\vo 
spies were \Vaiting to pick 
him up. Three days later he 
was inland, already Ker Oom 
to those around him, an as
piring young la'v student 
·fresh out of college. He had 
never bothered to question 
what had become of the real 
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Ker Oom. Possibly that iden
tity had been chosen because 
the real Ker Oom had died 
just then. Or maybe the real 
Ker Oom had been killed anrl 
buried in quicklime.. It was 
unlil{ely that l1e would have 
been spirited out of Voria and 
imprisoned for life in Sok-ia. 

After that beginning, forty 
years ago, he had advanced 
rapidly both in public life ann 
in the secret organization of 
the spy complex, lea-rning to 
feel the double pulse of the 
two hearts tltat beat in the af
fairs of the nation it was his 
destiny to destroy. 

Ten years after coming to 
Voria he h-ad met Silya, a spy 
'''{ho had been in Voria only 

.. 

three years. She had been 
born near the Berl MountaiRs 
too, and their common memo
ries drew them together. 
Eventu-ally permission came 
through for them to marry. 
'fhey had had four ch-ildren, 
and none of those children 
,�.rould ever suspect that their 
parents \vere alien spies, even 
after Voria surrendered, be
cause the true cause of defeat 
''"ould never be lcno,vn .. Presi
dent Oom 'vould still be 
President, "permitted to re
tain his office by the good 
graces of Dictator Sonj i ," and 
no breath of suspicion \vould 
ever be directed hi� \vay. 

It V{as all perfect. Perfect 
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in a way that no process of a 
democracy can ever be perfect 
with its divided authority and 
multiplicity of mind. 

Ker Oom felt a gentle touch 
on his arm and opened :his 
eyes, and smiled up at his wife 
Silya. She said, "Don't you 
think you should go to bed, 
dear? Tomorrow may be a 
critical day for you." 

••Yes, of course," he said. 
He reached up and took her 
hand. They looked into each 
other's eyes, sharing their se
cret as they had always 
shared it, unspoken. 

The reporters, press pho
tographers, movie cameras, 
TV cameras, and secret serv
ice agents were getting in one 
another's way, jockeying for 
favored positions. Ker Oom, 
flanked by secret service 
agents assigned to protect 
him, strode up the 'vide con
crete walk to the Capitol 
Building steps, 'vent up to the 
third step \Vhere he would be 
above the cro,vd on the la,vns, 
and turned to face the 
cameras. His memorized off
the-cuff speech, received 
through the usual channels 
and freshly memorized less 
than an hour ago, was short 
and to the point. 

Looking direct1y into one 
camera lense after another, 
his expression stern and filled 
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with grim determination, he  
said in his smooth oratorical 
voice, '4My friends, at this mo
ment I am about to take over 
my responsibili ties and obli
gations as Pt·esident an d 
Comma11der-in-Chief of the 
armed forces of this, our land, 
the citadel of freedom, and in  
the days to come I will face 
my duty squarely, whatever it 
may be. If may God forbid 
-.armed aggression comes to 
threaten our destruction, I 
\viii God 'villing meet force 
with mightier force, with 
crushing force. But if God 
grant I can steer our ship of 
State through the shoals of 
threatening catastrophe into 
the safe and se<�ure harbor of 
peace, I shall do so. But no 
cotnp,romise 1cith honor shall 
stverve 1ne 4n m y  loyalty until 
death to 1ny nati·ve land." 

Ker Oom's voice shook with 
the intensity of his inner con
viction as he completed his 
brief speech. He did love his 
native land , th·� land of hjs 
birth. He ,,�ould have given 
his Jife unhesitatingly for So
}{ia if it had ever been neces
sary. But such a sacrifice 
\Vould never be necessary. Not 
only he, but the Vice p·resi-
dent and almost half of the 
Senate ,, .. ere Sol{ian spies. 
They controlled Voria abso
lutely, and if they 'vere a11 
killed tomorro\v Sokian spies 
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controlled the political parties 
of Voria and had enougl1 spy 
po,ver in reserve to be sure all 
the new key officials '''lOUld 
nlso be dedicated Sokians. 

He had slept little during 
tlte night, anxious to have the 
morning come. One of his 
first duties, he felt sure, 'vould 
be to get the list of all Vorian 
agents operating in Sol<ia and 
send it to Dictator Sonji so 
they could be quietly 1·ounded 
up. That would be the neces
sary first step before the 
phoney war could be started, 
and only the President and 
tl1e head of the Vorian Secret 
Service would l1ave access to 
that list. 

He didn't know yet if the 
head of the Secret Service was 
a Sokian spy or not. Perhaps 
�fore the day was over he 
'vould know. 

. 

He smiled into the cameras 
an.d waved to the cro,vds on 
the lawns, tlten turned and 
walked up the \vide shallo\v 
steps to the entrance to ·the 
Capitol Building. The outgo
ing President \\rould be \Vait
ing for him. A good part of 
tho day \Vould be spent in pri
vate with him, going over any 
sec ret agreen1ents or a1liances 
Voria might have, and any 
other State secrets only the 
Pr<�sident could have access 
to. 

Ker Oom chuckled as he 
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entered tlte building. A fe'\v 
minutes later he and ex
President Corti shook hands 
cordially before more cam
eras, and each made a brief 
speech into those cameras for 
the TV broadcasts. Then they 
turned their backs on the 
can1eras and went into the 
President's p1·ivate office, a11d 
closed the door. 

"Well, R il," Ker said heart
ily, "It's too bad you lost the 
election this time. In my books 
you've been a damned good 
man in the office. I only hope 
I can do half as good a job.'' 

"You can probably do much 
better," Ril said.. •'y ou'rc a 
good man. I've \Vatched you1 .. 
career for the past several 
years, and I suspected quite 
some time ago that you 'vere 
the best Presidential timber 
around to succeed me. I 
wasn-t a bit surprised that 
you won." 

''Thanks,"  l{er said. "I sup .. 
pose you're anxious to get 
this out of the way, no\V that 
you're out." 

"Naturally," Ril smiled. 
••There's quite a bit of stuff 
you have to go througl1 today 
before you can properly orient 
yourself to your office. Secret 
agreemeztts, policy structure 
inherited from my adminis
tration, the Secret Service 
global setup. So let's go do,v11 
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to your real office \Vhere all of 
that is ]{ept." 

"My real oftice ? "  Ker said, 
startled. 

Ril  grinned and went to the 
\Yal1, pointing to a certain 
spot that \Vas notl1ing but 
biank \Vall. "Under here is tl1e 
lock, " he said. " It can only be 
\Vorked by tl1e President ltitn
self. No one else. 

"What we l1ave to do now 
is this : I place my hand over 
this area and a scanner ex
amines it microscopically. 
While my hand is there you 
place yours next to mine. The 
scanner takes it in, too, 
memorizing it a11d automatic
ally associating it 'vitl1 mine, 
"rith 'vhich it is already fa
miliar. It tal{es six thousa11d 
points of familiarity for the 
lock to act. Because of the as
sociation of our t'vo hands 

·
it 

\Viii pick up those six thous
and points of fan1il iarity from 
your hand alone, next time. In 
six months the electronic 
n1emory of my hand \vill be 
forgotten through d isuse, and 
only your hand 'vill open the 
lock." 

Ker placed his hand beside 
Ri l's. T'vo mi11utes later Ker 
felt the '\Vall move a'vay from 
his hand. It moved back an 
inch and slid aside, revealing 
an elevator. When he and Ril 
stepped into the elevator the 
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pa11el slid back into place 
swiftly and si le11tly. 

· 

••you 'viii notice," Ril said, 
pointing, .. that the��e 1s one 
'vay g·lass so that you can 
mali:e sure 110 one is in your 
upper office before stepping 
out though actually _ that 
isn't necessary since the panel 
'von't open if so1neone is in 
the room who shouldn't be. 
\'lhen \Ve just opened it to
gether it ''roulcJ11't have \Vork
ed at all if you hadn't also 
placed your hand on the lock 
scanner because you lvould 
l1ave been an extra party i11 
the room." 

The elevator dropped si
lently and S\viftly, and stop
ped so gently that Ker wasn't 
a�"are that it wasn't still 
moving, 'vhen the hew panel 

., slid aside. 
" \Ve're seve11t_y-five feet 

underground h_erc," Ril said, 
striding into the large room 
filled with filing cabine�s. 
"This is the secret l1eart of 
the nation, known only to 
Presidents in office, and," he 
grinned knowingly, "ex
Presidents. 

'4 You'll probably spend a11 
l1our or t\vo down here almost 
every day. It 'vill take you a 
few '\Veeks to know every
thing you have to kno,v, and 
of course if you get stuck I'm 
the only one you can call on. 
I ' l l  leave you a phone numbe1· 
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that can reach me wherever 
I happen to be in a hurry. For 
the first thirty days I will be 
alvvays within touch. That will 
be my final obligation to office. 
I think the best \Vay to cover 
ground in a hurry is to ex
plain the outline of the West
ern Alliance Treaties to you .. J' 

''Okay," Ker said, feeling a 
little impatience for Ril  to be 
gone so he could dive in unin
tc r·rupted. 

Ril grinned knowingly. 
"'\.ou're in for a lot of sur
prises, Ker," he said. "Tl1is 
trraty business is absolutely 
fool proof a.nd goes far be
yond anything you could 
imagine in your wildest 
c1 r£�ams. " 

l(er smiled smugly. "I'm 
afraid my \vildest dreams are 
a trifle shall we say con
ser vative ?" Inwardly he 
chuckled. 

Ril went to a filing cabinet 
and pulled open a drawer, 
carelessly. uy ou 'vouldn't be
lieve it, " he said, "but in this 
dra·wer alone are the govern
merlt's original copies of all 
the existing treaties. There's 
even half a dozen signed by 
Dictator Sonj i himself ! The 
ones that should interest you 
first though are those of the 
Western All iance. They con
cern primarily the problem of 
nuclear bomb storage." 

Ril pulled out a thicl<: folder 
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and carried it over to a desk 
and opened it. "The big prob
lem, you see," he said, "was 
that of a sudden and success
ful invasion of Voria by an 
enemy. If  that happened and 
all our bombs were in Voria, 
the enemy could at once gain 
possession of them and the 
\"{ar 'vould be over." 

'40h ?" Ker said calmly, 
though his heart was pound
ing. I-Te \vas thinking worried
ly, Oh, if these dirty patriof.':1 
have spiked our ch.a·nce to get 
a ll the bont bs . . . 

Ril was not looking at Ker 
novv, but at the map he had 
just spread out on the desk. 
"The Western Alliance na
tions, as you can see, arc 
colored yello'v on this map. 
and the locations of the bomb 
storage depots are the black 
circles. The numbers under 
the circles are the number of 
each inventory sheet l isting 
the numbers and types of 
bombs in that depot. Each de
pot is a Vorian depot, of 
course, but the officers in 
charge of each depot have in
structions for coordination 
and reprisal in case the Vor .. 
ian Government is destroyed 
or falls into enemy hands. 
And only the President kno\vs 
'vhere all the storage depots 
are." Ril glanced up, flashing 
Ker a grin, then added, "The 
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ex-President too, you know, 
but one of your first duties 
\Vill be to change things 
enough so that what I know 
will be obsolete. The govern
ment of each Western Al
liance nation of course kno\vs 
the location of each depot 
within its borders, but not the 
numbers and types of bombs 
stored there. 

u0nly you \Vill knOW all the 
details and the locations of all 
the depots. The thing to bear 
in mind is that the bombs 
have to be spread a1·ound so 
that the destruction of any 
one government will leave 
enough power in the surviv
ing ones to lick any enemy .. " 

'40f course," Ker said, mak
ing a mental note to get all 
the bombs back into Voria as 
soon as possible. This was a 
complication that Dictator 
Sonji probably didn't know 
about. He \vould have to be in
formed before the day \vas 
out. 

Ril folded up the map and 
placed it in the folder with 
the treaties, and put the fold
er back in the dra\ver. "You 
can study it all in  your lei
sure," he said carelessly. "You 
get the idea behind it okay ?" 

441 think so," Ker said. "If 
I don't I'll get in  touch 'vith 
you later." 

Ril \Vent to another file 
cabinet and pulled open a 
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dra \Ver. "This," he �id, •• Is 
something even more impor
tant than bombs. It's the fi]e 
of all Vorian agents and spies 
in every countr)- all over the 
world. This is something that 
not even your head of Secret 
Service 'vill ]{nO\V. He will 
never kno'v mort� than ninety 
percent of the names in het·e, 
and of course you have final 
say on everything in that de
partment. '' 

The ex-President slammed 
the drawer shut and pulled 
open the one below it. 44This 
one is also top secret, and only 
you have all the names in it. 
This contains the names of all 
enen1y agents in Voria. EacJ1 
of them is permitted to go 
about his business for some 
reason or other, and it's a11 
here. And belo\v it is the file 
of all native Vorians. who 
have switched their loyalty to 
some other country." 

For another two hours Ril 
continued opening drawers 
and giving a ru11down on 
their contents. By the time he 
was through Ker was finding 
it very difficult to  conceal his 
impatience. 

Finally Ril said, "Well, 
that's all. I kno\v you're im
patient for me to get out so 
you can go to \York. I really 
wish I could stay and watch 
you. You'1·e i11 for the biggest 
surprise of your life before 
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the day is over, 'vhen you get 
into all those files." 

Then he was go11e. 

Ker Oom watched the door 
of the elevator slide shut, a11d 
the indicator above the door 
go up and stop at the top, re
main there for a few seconds, 
then start back do,vn. He 
waited until it had come do,vn 
and the door had slid open, 
reveali11g the elevator to be 
empty. 

Then he laughed, softly, 
triumpl1a11tly. His eyes shin
ing, he turned and surveyed 
the roo1n, the many filing cab
inets. He was here, in the 
secret heart, the vital spot. 
How many years had it tal{en ? 
Forty ? Yes, and the team
work of thousands of spies, 
infiltrating all the ltey posts, 
pulling the behind-the-sce11es 
strings year after year. Wl1at 
mastery· in intrigue there had 
been. 

Always, when it '\Vas neces
sary, the stooges, the native 
born, tl1e traitors, had been 
sacrificed on the alter of pub
lic indignation but never one 
of the dedicated, none of those 
like himself 'vho had spent 
their childhood in Sokia mas
tering the language and cus
toms of Voria so that they 
could serve their country in a 
foreign land, passing as a na
tive. An.d now-
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Success ! 
He wall<:ed among the filing 

cabinets, caressing them fond
ly. He paused at the cabinet 
containing the drawer of 
names of Vorian agents in 
foreign countries. Under jt 
was the dra'\ver of alien agents 
in Voria. Was he---himself, p('r
haps, listed in there ? 

He chuckled at the foolish 
notion. One shred of suspici on 
against him and Ril '"rould 
have seen to it that he 'vas 
exposed as soon as he enter<:cl 
the Presidential primaries. 
Still . . .  

A cap1·icious mood poses�('d 
him. Why not look ? 

He pulled open the dra,,�er  
and lool<ed. Ker Oon1 was not 
among those \vhose papers 
were in there, nor any other 
Oom. But \Vait !  The names j n  
here 'vere all Sol{ian. If he 
\vas listed at all it 'vould be 
under his real name, and that 
'\vas Arj Rad, of course. 

He spread apart the dense 
file at the beginning of the R's 
and flicl\ed the sheets of paper 
slovvly. Raaf, Racji, Racuj i, 
Rad. But the first name \vas 
Aar. Ker 1\ne\v him, a very 
valuable man, only in Vorin 
for five years no,v. He flick<" l 
to the next sheet. 

And there it was. Arj Rad. 
Birthplace, Cre\vst, West Berl 
State, Sokia. 

Suddenly Ker's forehead 
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\:vas moist \vith nervous 
perspiration. Ho''T stupidly 
careless Ril had been. I-lere, 
all the time, had been the in
formation that could have 
ruined the plans of forty 
yearst but Ril  had not made 
the connection. 

The trouble \vas that this 
file \Vas not cross indexed 
\Vith Vorian name, of course. 
The only \vay Ril  could have 
discovered that he 'vas an 
enemy spy would have been 
for him to search through the 
\vhole file. There it \Vas on the 
second line. N arne being used 
in Voria . . .  l{er O.om . • 

Intensely interested, Ker 
took the sl1eet out of the file 
and 'vent over and sat do,vn 
at the desl{. Lord, the iilfor
mation on it 'vas detailed. It 
began 'vith his first entry, 
place and date, and the ad
dress 'vhere he had first l ived. 
That had been a crumn1y 
hotel. He had only lived there 
two \veeks and then had 
moved, but it \vas all the1·e on 
this paper. The bottom of the 
page only took it to te11 years 
ago. 

Abruptly he turned the 
sheet over and there it 'vas. 
llis eye caught it insta11tly. 
Tvv-o-thirds of the \vay do,vn 
the page \Vas the last 11otation. 
Inaugurated as President
and the date 'vas yesterday ! 

For a 1ong horrible s ixty 

WORLD OF TRAITORS 

secolltds l{er ()om's thoughts 
froze. 1-Jo,v could this be ? 

This entry n1ust have been 
made by Ril himself not 
earlier than y�sterday after-

'l' h . " !\ 11oon. v\ as t .e man Insane ;. ... .,. 
split personality, one part of 
him not ]{no,ving \vhat the 
other }lart did ? 

The onJy other explanation 
\Vas that Ril 'vas a traitor 
to his country � lie had kilO,Y
ingly turned his country o\·er 
to an enemy. 1�he man shoul(l 
be made to pay for this ! 'To 
be a spy in a11 enemy countr�·. 
\\"orl�ing a J if�timc to bring 
victory to your 11ative 1and 
,v·as a noble th ing, but to l1old 
the highest office in your n a 
tive land and then betray� your 
country \vas unthinkable .. 

In fact, it tt'as 1tnthi·nkal)/e. 
It couldn't happen. There l1arl 
to be son1e other explanat ion. 

Of course, it was equally 
unthinkable that Ril  'vas l i ke 
l1im, a native of Sokia. If that 
\\'ere the case, victory· 'vould 
l1ave been p•lssible shortly 
after Ri l  had taken o.ffice, 
years ago. So]{ia 'vould al
ready be in co11trol of all Par. 

Of cou rse ! I{er Oom slap
ped his forehead at his stu
pidity. R.il hr�d a secretary 
\Vho }{ept entries up to date. 
That secretary 1nust be a So
]{ ian agent \v :;.tll a distorted 
sense of humor, to put all tl1is 
on paper un dc1· the nose of tl1e 
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acting President yesterday. If 
Ril had seen it  he could have 
somehow stopped Ker from 
assuming office even though 
he had already tal<en the oath 
of office. That stupid secretary 
'\tvould have to be punished. 

Ker was perspiring freely 
now, and using his handker
chief to 'v ipe h is forehead 
d t,.y every minute or so. What 
careless disregard of common 
sense ! Or 'vas it?  

Somehow the thought o f  a 
secretary \Vith a distorted 
sense of humor didn't ring 
t rue. Was Ril, the ex-Presi
dent, a Sokian "? Against com
mon sense. that seemed the 
only answer. 

There was a 'va·y to find 
out. If he were, and since he 
had R il's h istory i n  his fi Ies, 
he vvould have his o'vn lf he 
\vere. 

With a determined glint in 
h is eye, Ker Oom tool\: his 
sheet back and inserted it in 
the file, then began at the be
ginning and slo,vly turned 
over each slteet, reading until 
he found the Vorian name be
ing· used by the Sokian agent. 

There were a Jot of them. 
It took him an hour to come 
to the name, Bej Kodi. And 
i t  was all there. Ril  'vas a So
kian named Bej Kodi. 

It was insane. It \Vas abso
lutely insane. Fro,vning, he 
took Bej Kodi's sheet from 
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the file and returned to the 
desk to read it over. Kodi's 
l1istory \Vas very similar to 
his  own. He had been born on 
the plains of Kol{i, in south
ern Sol{ia, and had entered 
Voria in  the usual 'vayt by 
submarine. From that point 
on their t'vo careers 'vere 
quite identical. 

But it didn't make sense ! 
Ker shool< his hearl in slow 

be,:vilrlern1ent. There had to 
be an expla11at ion of some 
]{ind. l\1aybe things hadn't 
shaped up right during Ril's 
administration for the final 
act that ''Tould make Sokia 
and Dictator Sonj i ruler of all 
Par. But that d idn't sounrl 
right either. Surely, in eight 
years, it could have been 
maneuvered . . .  

An en1pty feel ing settled in 
the pit of l{er's stomach. If 
the time hadn't been rjght 
during· Ril's adrn inistration it  
might not be during his O\Vn, 
and to be in the key spot at 
the culmination of his career 
and see nothing happen \vould 
be hard to take. 

Maybe the problem of the 
bombs had something to do 
\vith it. If so a feel ing of 
contempt for Rirs abilities 
rose in him he would solve 
the problem of getting posses
sion of all the bombs and 
bring success. 

A shadow of doubt entered 
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his thoughts. If Ril  had not 
been able to solve it in eight 
years, could he solve it him
self? Ril was not exactly a 
fool . . .  

Anger at the Vorians pos
sessed him. They were too 
shrewd, too smart. They had 
thought of everything and 
countered everything. 

Did the bo·mbs matter ? 

Once Sokia had Voria in its 
pocket it could rule the world 
any\vay, and with exact infor
mation on the locations. of the 
storage depots which he, Ker, 
could provide, it would be a 
simple matter for the com
bined might of Sokia and 
Voria to lick the other mem
bers of the Western Alliance 
and get all the bombs. 

But that had been eqttallu 
true eight years ago, �unde·r 
R1"l. 

Could it be ? No. It \\ras in-
sane. 

It was utter]y impossible-
But . . .  
No. 
Ho'v silly could he get ? 
Nevertheless all it would 

take 'vou ld be . . . 

Ridiculous yet . . . 
In sudden, dogged, decjsion, 

he \Vent back to the files and 
put Bej Kodi's . paper away 
and c]osed the drawer. Then 
he pulled open the drawer 
above it and began \\rith the 
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first sheet and slowly began 
reading. 

It took almost two h.ours. 
Eventually he came to the 
sheet that began, '' Voor Card
na, born in Mulka, Puta, 
Voria. " And on the other side 
of the sheet, Dictator Sonj i !  

Ker Oom's mind reeled un
der the blo\v of the realiza
tion that the man who h eld 
absolute authority over h js  
native land 'vas a spy, a na
tive of Voria ! 

•• No wonder : "  Ker Oom 
said aloud, horrified. 

Somehov.r, some way, he 
would have to rescue hjs 
country from this dastardJy 
treachery ! But to whom could 
he go ? 

He 'vould have to alert the 
entire spy personnel of So
kians in Voria as to the true 
state of affairs first. He would 
have to appoint one of them 
Ambassador to Sokia with 
the mission of assassinating 
Sonj i. 

The thing \vrong with that 
v1as that Sonj i n1ust certain
ly have the duplicate of this 
complete fi le and would know 
the man calling on him was a 
loyal Sokian. Probably this 
Voor Cardna \vho ruled Sokia 
as Sonj i had his O\vn network 
of spies right he1·e on his na
tive soil that cou ld keep him 
informed of things. 

The po int 1t'a8 that Sonj i 
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undoubtedly .knew that a na
tive Sokian \vas in the seat of 
po\ver of �is own ·voria, so 
'vhy hadn't he done something 
to expose the enemy spy sys
tem that infiJtrated and con
trolled the governn1ent of his 
O\Yn country '? 

l{er Oom paced bacl\: and 
forth in the underground 
room, trying to thin}{. T'vo 
things were obvious 110\V. Ex
President Ril had ltno\vn Son
j i  \vas really a Vorian spy and 
had done notl1ing about it
or \Vas unable to do anything 
about it. Sonj i llad by the 
same token known that Ri1-
and now he .,vas an enen1y 
agent, and had done nothing 
about it. And from the thick
ness of the file on Voria11 
agents in Sokin another thing 
\vas becoming clear. In all 

. probability native Vo1·ia·ns 
ded�:cated to the. se�r·vice and 
sa,fety of thei·r horne land ·1rc re 
th.e governmen t of Sokia. 

Then why had they permit
ted native Sol,ians to receive 
training as spies and come 
over here to get control ? 
There had to be an ans,vcr to 
this insanity. There had to be 
a \vay out of it .. 

What he would l1ave to do 
'vould be to suddenly invade 
Sokia and wipe out every 
Vorian spy ove.r there. But
send Vorian bon1bs and troops 
to fight his owtt native land? 
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He shook l1is head. lie 
couldn't possibly send these 
Vorians against his native 
land, order the enemy to kill 
his O\Vn people. 

Nor \Vould Sonj i ever send 
Sol{ian troops and bombs to 
invade his O\Vn land. 

It 1vas a stale·male!  Incred .. 
ulous, unable to accept the 
obvious and inescapable true 
state of affairs, Ker Oom 
spread it  out in his mind and 
scanned it for loopholes but 
there \Vere no loopholes. 

Even if he \Vanted to break 
the stalemate by sudden ag
gression against his own land, 
Sokia, it 'vas quite certain 
that Sokia's spies in Voria 
would C011ciude that he had 
gone mad and 'vould 1\:eep l1im 
from doing it. 

The final truth came to him . 
Absurd as it seemed, 1.var 1cas 
an impossibility! 

In his m ind's eye he looked 
at this vision, this concept of 
peace .. lie blinlced his eyes and 
shook his head violently, but 
the v ision remained. \Var 'vas 
an impossibility. 

Then why not keep things 
this \vay ? He fl inched a\vay • 
from the traitorous thought. 
His whole life had been dedi-. 
cated to mal{ing his homeland 
triumpl1ant over the 'vhole 
planet and now he was having 
thoughts of leaving it in the 
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clutches of the enemy. Tl1e 
clutches? 

Suddenly he laughed aloud. 
Clutches cliches. He 'vas try
ing to superimpose the old 
concepts on the ne'v and it 
\vouldn't \Vork. The real joke 
of the matter 'vas that only 
he and Dictator Sonj i kne\v 
the truth. Ex-President Ril 
too, of coursef but he 'vould 
keep his 1nouth shut. He un
doubtedly believerl in  it and 
'vanted it to continue. 

A sense of peace fto\ved into 
him. For the first time in  his 
life he \vas at the end of con
llict, no longer driven by the 
fear of future disaster for his 
native laud. 

There \Vcre probably others 
\vho kne,v. This state of stale
mate must have come into be
ing by treaty secret treaty 
that 'vould have seen1ed l1igh 
treason to anyone except 
those \Yith the visio11 to grasp 
it. 

Ker Oo1n 'vent to the file 
dra\ver 'vhicl1 Ri l  has so care
lessly sairl contained a fe,v 
treaties \Vith Sokia. He 
thumbed through the treaties 
-and there it 'vas. The 
Treaty of Permanent Peace. 
Just u11der the title 'vas a 
brief quotation. 

It read, "A 'vise judge, 
\vhen confronted 'vitl1 the 
probletn of d ividing an in .. 
heritance bet\veeil t'vo broth-
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ers, ltandecl down the ruling· 
that one brother should do the 
dividing and the other brother 
should ha.v�� . first choice.,

, 

Ker Oon1 chuckled. There 
'vas nothing, absolutely Jloth
ing, 'vithin his power to do, 
'""hich \Vou ld not help Voria 
and hurt his native Sokia. 

Suddenly he had had 
enough for one day. He put 
the treaty back in the file a11d 
,v,ent to th·� elevator. 

A n1inute later he stepped 
out into his upper office. The 
sun 'vas shining brightly 
through the \Vindows. The 
leafy branches of a tree 
s'vayed slightly from a ge11tle 
breeze. �L\. saucy little bird 
perched on the \Vindow ledge 
for a n1oment then darted 
a'vay. 

It 'vas good to be President. 
J(er Oon1 ,,·ondered if he could 
be a 'vise one. 

He sat do\vn at his desk and 
flicked 011 the desk TV. A 
ne,vscast '"as on. It was half
'vay through a rebroadcast of 
his inaugu J�ation. He watched 
himself as his voice into11ed, 
"But if  God grant I can 
steer our ship of State 
through the shoals of threat
ening catastrophe . . /' 

J{er Oon1 smiled. H·e had 
not I{nO\vn then \Vhat he knew 
now. 

A pictu�_.e flashed onto the 
screen. It 'vas a picture no\IV' 
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familiar to him, of a portion 
of the surface of planet Two, 
that inhabited planet fifty 
l ight years a\vay. The voice 
on the speaker said, • •\Vatch 
closely. \Ve are going to show 
you a movie of 'vhat is unmis
takably a plutonium bomb ex
plos ion on planet T\vo." 

The still picture suddenly 
became a n1ovie. A group of 
islands j ust off the coast of a 
continent b(�came centered in 
the screen, and then enlarged 
u ntil just one of the islands 
covered the screen, wavering 
considerably probably from 
refraction in T\vo's atmos
phere. A dot 'vas moving to-

\vard the center of the screen 
over the land. Suddenly a spot 
of boiling l ig�1t appeared. Ker 
Oom watched it. It was, defi
nitely, a Plutonium bomb ex .. 
plosion. 

So no\V Tv;o also had the 
bomb. No,v ? Th a t  1uas fifty 
years ago. 

Right now planet Two, 
third out from its sun and 
\vith one large moon, had had 
the nuclear bombs for fifty 
years. Had those people or 
monsters or whatever they 

"' 

were learned ho\v to live 
with it in that time ? 

Or did perhaps planet 
T\vo no longer exist . . . 

THE END 

. .  The natives seem restless tonight l "  
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EXCITING NEW ZIFF-DAVIS ANNUALS 

(on sale now) 
1957 SPORTS CARS ILLUSTRATED DIRECTORY 

(�ompil�cl by tlu� e.tl itors of SPOR'.fS CARS I LJ ... l.� STRATE D )  
A ''glove compartment must" for sports car aficionados ! The nation's -first 
complete. SERVICE DIRECTORY, including accurate listings of dealers 
and garages equipped to fix your foreign-made car. 140 pages of fact
filled reading roadtests, specifications, performanc·e data, on all leading 
sports cars. Here's a combination buying guide an d reference work you 
won't want to miss ! 

( on sale now) 
Hl-1'1 DIRECTORY & BUYER'S GUmE 

(compiled by the Nl itors of POP1JLAR Jt�LECTRONICS an•l RADIO & TV NEWS) 
World's fi1·st complete listings of all hi-fi equipment on the market plus 
professional advice on how to pick the right unit for your own needs. If 
you're a hi-fi fan now or want to get a 1·ig soon. here's a publication 
that's tailor-made for you. 

(on sale soon)  
RI-FI ANNUAL & AUDIO HANDBOOK 

(�on1pil�d by the Nlitors o f  RAUIO & TV Nf;\VS ) 

Authoritative, comprehensive guide to hi-fi construc�tion, maintenance and 
equipment . . .  compiled by top authorities in the fi eld. Includes complete 
instructions and plans for setting up your system covers preamps, equal
izers, amplifiers, tape recorders, speakers, enclos ures and stereophonic 
sound. 

WATCH FOR THESE PUBLICATIONS AT YOUR 

FAVORITB NEWSSTAND! ONLY $1.00 I:ACH 



y GERALD VANCE 

T HAS to be sotneplace," 
the�r lrept telling· one an

other, so they searched and 
searchedf and finally the�· 
found it, the one thousan d 
nine l1undre•l and ninetv-sixth ... 

corpse or Itot quite a corpse 
yet since it still  breatl1ed. 

"Ford !"  George said, , .  I 
told you. I'll go get a canvas." 
He turned and padded a'vay 
in the direction of the l1ol<l . 
Frieda and :Max looked a'vav • 

frorn the body, then sought 
each other's eye for mutual 
comfort. Max sa id , "\'\'el l ,  
that has to be the last one. 
There's no one left." 

"But us," F,rieda sa id. She 
l�eached up absently an<1 
scratched the bridge of her 
nose. 

"\\'hy did you clo that "? "  
Max asked sharply . .  

"Do what :•'' Frieda asl{ccl .. 
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].Jut tu..1o tnctt and oue 'H'ollzan in 

ll spacrsllip. A situntiotz loatltd 

tvitll tlanger, t'crtai11ly. But in 

order to tnake an explosion in

evitable.� u·e'll tnal·£' fn'o of tl1cnl 
husband and 1.L'if e _, and git't t llr rn 

firve jlears to �vorl: (J/1/ tllcir dt's
tinies. A tiJ' id£·a tt'hnt those dcs-

tinit•s U'il/ brf Tlte rnd 
• 

1nny surprise j' ou. 

4'Scratcl1 yourself," 1\lax 
said. 

"Did I ?" Frieda said. "I  
'''asn't a'vare of it." 

4'1Icre,· let me see," !VIax 
sairl. He came close to his 'vife 
and peered closely at her nose 
wl1ile she \Vhimpered 'vith 
fear. After a mon1ent he shool{ 
his head.. "It doesn't look lilce 
a rash," he said. "Maybe it 
isn't. Let's ltope not." 

George came bacl<, a folded
up ca11vas under his artn. I I c  
unfolded it and spread it out 
next to the corpse. "You kce}l 
out of the 'vay, Al ice," he said. 
••Max and I can handle this 
alone. " 

'4 l ler name is Frieda, not 
Alice," Max said angrily. 

"Yeah," George said, look
ing at Frieda as though see
ing l1er for the first tin1e. 
"Yeah. I l�eep forgetting. 



The most e lemental  urge in e x istence turned the men into beasts. 
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Alice was my \vife, you know." 
l-Ie licked his lips and turned 
his face a\vay. '4\Vell, let's get . 
busy, Max." 

Max . stared at him angrily 
a11other second or t\vo, then 
'\V ent to \vork at one end of the 
canvas. With him at one end 
and George at the other, they 
managed to get the body roll
eel onto the canvas \vithout 
having to touch it. Finally, 
they had the canvas \Vrapped 
around it so that, each of them 
taking an end, they could 
carry it. Frieda tagged along, 
and 'vhen they reached the 
ai rlock she \Yent ahead and 
opened the inner l1atch for 
them. Puffing, they half-drag
ged, half-carried their load 
into the airlock compartment 
and let it drop. They came out 
and closed the hatch. Max 
pressed the remote control 
button that \vould unlock the 
outer hatch and all three of 
them \Vatched the outer hatch 
through the thick glass vie\v
plate as it fte\v out,vard and 
th(� canvas-,vrapped bundle 
shot a\vay from the ship, 
blown by the escaping atmos
phere in the lock. They sa'\\r it 
spin and the canvas un\vrap 
just before it \vas lost to sight. 

George became aware that 
his hip and shoulder 'vere 
touching Frieda as they 
cro\vded in front of the vie\v-
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plate. l-Ie n1oved a\vay from 
contact. lie \vas breathing 
quickly, but not from exertion 
this time. Frieda looked at 
him and s1ni ied. 

l\fax said. "Maybe \V c '�"on 't 
• 

catch it. Sonll'bodu has to be 
immune to the damned th i ng. " 

The three sh ip's doctors had 
guessed that it  'vas a muta
tion of the measles, ordina1·y 
measles brought on board by 
one of the passe11gers, and 
mutated by some stray cos1nic  
particle six months out from 
Earth, changing into a viru
lent and voracious germ that 
kiHed sv\riftly and horribly 
with excruciating pain. 

Out of the original t'vo 
thousand on board the sh ip, 
all but three had died from 
the disease, and 110\V the dead 
were all gone, shot into space. 
George's \vife. Alice, had be�n 
one of the first to go. lie had 
\Vandered about in a daze un
til most of those in the sh ip  
had come do\vn \Vith the di�
ease and \vere in one of the 
several stages of it, so that 
those '\vho didn't l1ave it could 
be recogn ized. During the la�t 
five hundred or so deaths 
George, and Max and Frieda, 
had found each other and 
stuck together for mutual 
courage. N O\V they were alone 
in the immense ship, the sole 
remaining passenger, and the 
ship's psychiatrist and \V i fe. 
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"Well ," George said vague
ly, "what'll we do now ?'' 

It was a good question. 
None of them 1\:ne\V how to 
turn the ship back toward 
Fjarth or alter its set journey. 
In five years the ship would 
reach Alpha Centauri and set
tle do\vn on the fourth planet 
at a pre-set spot. Until then 
they were the ship's prisoners 
irrevocably confined. 

''I t's too soo11 to answer that 
question," Max said sl1arply. 
. . We aren't out of the \Voods 
yet. One of us, or all of us may 
st ill die of the disease." 

" I  hope it's me," George 
said. "If it has to be anyone 
i t  should be me." 

" It 'von't be any of us," 
Ji .. rieda said. "If \Ye \Vcre go
ing to catch it 've \vould have 
by 110\V ."  

"lVIaybe,'� Georg·e said doubt
fully. "Well, if you t'vo \Vi i i  
excuse me, I think I \Va11t to 
go to my stateroom and be 
alone for a \Vhile. " 

" Nonsense, '' Frieda said. 
" vVe're in this together and 
\\7e should stick together. Go
ing off alone \vould be un
bearable. " 

" No, Frieda," l\fax said. 
"George is right. I tl1inl\: we 
should sit down soon and malce 
some sort of permanent ar
rangement on hovv \Ve should 
l ive from no\v on. We have 
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five years ahead of us, you 
}(now." 

"Oh, there won't be any 
trouble," Frieda 3aid. "We are 
all civilized people, we'll
Just what do you mean, 
Max '?'' Frieda gasped. "Are . 

I . '?" you Imp y1ng . . . . 
"I'm not implying any

thing, " Max said . "I  j ust said 
we should sit do'\'ll and have 
a talk soon, and frankly dis
cuss our problents. As a psy
chiatrist " 

"I don't think I like 'vhat 
you are insinuating, Max, '' 
George said. " I  loved my 
':vife." 

"I'm not insinuating any
thing," Max said patiently. 
" I'm just saying " . 

"This isn't like you, Max 
darl ing, " }.,rieda said. "You're 
being unfair to George. And 
me. What do you think I am ?" 

"Skip it, " Max said. '4vVe're 
all upset right 11ovtr. \Ve can 
discuss it later "vhen \Ve're 
calm." 

" I  don't sec 'vlLat there is to 
d iscuss, " F.,rieda said. "I'm 
surprised at you, Max. " 

" I  tl1ink I'll go to my state
room if you don't m·ind," 
George said, '"alking past 
them and leaving them alone. 

Frieda glared angrily at 
her husband. "I certainly 
think," she said, "that you 
owe George an apology when 
you see h im again. " 
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'�Let's caln1 do\Vll a bit, 
honey," Max said soothingly. 
''I'm not being jealous, I 'm 
mere]y trying to bring a cer
tain problcn1 out into the open 
'vhere ''"'e can face it \Vith 
healthy atti tudes." 

"What problem ?" Frieda 
said, looking levelly at hiln. 

''A perfectly clear problem," 
Max said, "of a man who \Vi l l  
be arou nd a 'voman for the 
next five years, not married 
to her, 11ot able to be affec .. 
tionate \vith her because she 
has a husband. R ight no\v it's 
no problen1 . That's why right 
no\v is the tin1e to discuss it, 
understand it, because in six 
1nonths it can be a real prob .. 
len1 and \Ve all of us should 
be prepared for it.'' 

"Wl1at are you suggest .. 
ing ?" Frieda said. "That you 
t'vo sl1are n1c ?" 

Max's face flamed. He said 
in a quiet voice, " I' ll kill him 
if he so rnuch as lays a l1and 
011 you. 1 mean it. " 

"So that's the problem, "  
Frieda said, looking at her 
husband strangely. "I thought 
yo1t '\'ere the psychiatrist. " 

4' Can•t you understand that 
I am, " l\1ax said. 

But .Frieda had turned 
a'vay fron1 him and stepped 
through the door,vay into the 
corridor. \Vith an injured ex
pression Max \vatched her go, 
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then followed more slo\vly. In 
the corridor he saw her ahead 
of  h in1 before the curve of the 
corridor cut her off. 

lie hurried to catch up 'vith 
her but she was gone. She had 
turned off sonlc\vhere. lie be .. 
g·an Iool{ing in open door\\rays 
for hert fi nally calling her 
nan1e over and over "\Vith 
varying tones, at first plead
ing, then den1anding, then 
pleading again. lie did11't f ind 
her, she d i dn't answer. 

He stood irresolute, debat
i ng \Vhether to continue the 
search. "fhen, sighing, he 
"·ent tovvard their stateroom. 

An hour later she came in. 
u I didn't have any cigarettes 
,,·ith me," she said, ignoring 
his \velcoming smile. She 
\vent to the storage dra\vers 
and obtained a pack, je1·ldng 
it open '':r ith angry motion. 
When she had the cigarette 
g·oing she plunked herself 
do\vn in a chair, still ignoring 
Max. 

Max \\'atcl1ed her, his smile 
fad ing and being replaced by 
a struggle against suspicion. 
Finally he said, making his 
voice very casual, 44 \Vhcre'o 
you go ?" 

Frieda turned to glare at 
him. "Why ask ?" she said. "J  f 
I tell you I \\'as with George 
vou'll think I wasn't or I 

'" 

\vouldn't come right out and 
say so. I f  I say I was by my-
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self you'll tl1ink I \Vas 'vith 
George and am lying about it. 
So why ask ?" 

Max sighed. ''Maybe you're 
right," he said. " [ guess it's 
pretty impossible to looli: at 
this problem facing us 'vitl1 
any degree of detachment. I ' ll  
drop the subject.'' 

"Good," Frieda said. "I l1ope 
you I{eep your promise.'' 

"But dropping the subject 
doesn't eliminate the prob
lem," Max said. 

"I kno'v it was too good to 
be true.'' 

She sighed again, tl1en 
gasped, startled, as the phone 
began to ring. Max jerked to 
an erect sitting position. They 
both stared at the instrument 
on the \Vall as it ended its 
first ring, was silent for three 
seconds, then began to ring 

• 

again. 
'4 It must be Gcot·ge," Max 

said. "!�11 ans'\ver it .. " 

"Maybe he doesn't 'vant to 
talk to yo1t," I•rieda said, 
"The way you acted,.·· 

"WelJ, he'd better \\rant to 
talk to you," Max said. lie 
went to the phone and flicked 
the sound only button .. "l-le11o," 
he said. 

"Max/' G c o rge·s v o i c e  
sounde�, " I  just want to say 
this one thing. I understand 
your problem and I .have the 
solution to it. l'll stay strictljT 
to myself, and you t\vo do the 
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sa1ne. From 11o'v on, so far as 
I'm concerned, I'm alone on 
this ship. The-re's plenty I can 
keep busy at. During the next 
five years I i ntend to study." 

"Fine," Max said. "I'm glad 
that you, at least, understand 
tl1e problem. tTust stick to that 
and there won't be any trou
ble. I plan on doing some in
t e n s i v e  stu dy i ng myse lf. 
F1·ieda and I \Vill sticl{ to our
selves and you stay to your
self. It's a deal." 

He turned off the phon0 
and faced Frieda with a smile. 
"There," he said, "It's settled. 
There'll be no problem." 

••I'm glad you're happy 
about it,'' Frieda said. •'There 
may be no problem, but that's 
no answer to it." 

"Certainly it is,'' Max said. 
"All \Ve have to do is stick to •t , 1 • 

.. And what will I do while 
you and George are study
ing ?" Frieda asked. 

" You can study 'vith me," 
Max said . "lit five years you 
can be as good a psychiatrist 
as I am."  

Frieda lifted her eyebro,vs, 
but made no ans\\rer. 

Editor's note : Though the 
catastrophe uhich struck the 
S. S. Blackstone ttvas 'Unique 
in the history of space tra.t·el. 
the sit-uation 1·es1tlting {1'0111 
it 1.cas n.ot. To date there have 
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been ninety-three i�nstances of 
t·u;o rnen (tnd one wontan 
stranded alone within the 
confines of a spaceship fo·r a 
per·iod of yea·rs. The one i-n
volving Dr. Max Jensen, h-is 
�cife F·rieda Jensen, and 

George Har�vell was the 
{o1·ty-third suclt case, though 
the only one fo·r 'tVhich one of 
t h e  par·t-ies conceJ"ned 1va.s a 
t1·ained a'nd highly co1npetent 
psychiatrist. 

It is a h ighly disconcert-ing 
fact that 'in none of the 
known n inety-th'ree cases to 
date did all three pe·rson.� 
co·1ne o·ut of it alive. Tha.t also 
1"n<�ludes the one we are po·r
tra.yinu. In sixty-one in
stances one of the men 'UJas 
1nu.1 ·dered, eithe-r by the othe·r 
man or by t h e �voman. l1t five 
instances one of the -rne·n be
carne a suicide. In only four
tee·n 1"nstances d-id the woman/ 
die! three of them by su-icide, 
i'wo at the hands of he·r l�us
ban.d o·r hu.sband pro tent, 
nine being k�illed by the othe·r 
1nan. In nine of the remain
ing cases there ·u,as only one 
su·r·,Ji-uor, the chances of sur .. 
vivltl being d ist-ributed cq·ual
ly, three being the husband, 
th/rce the 'lvife, a:nd three the 
otht�r 1nan. In tou1� instances 
the·re �ve·re no su·rvivors. 

The present case is of -in
te·re.st beca·use it involved a 

80 

trained psychiatrist attd l)e
ca·use he 'leas 1cell acq·ua.i'fl,tcd 
·lvith t h e  11a.st history of the 
sltu.ation. h e  found h-imself in. 
It loo·uld secnt. that if at�y S()rt 
of a.nsu:er to t h e  bas1:c tJrol'
len� 'in1� ol ced could be found 
he '1Vou1d ha.rr. _found it, 1./Ct lu� 
llid not. P(}rha ps the csscnLia.l 
hopelessn ess ol the p'rohlcnt 
is bc.�t sf a ted ·in an cxcc'rpt 
[-ron� his notes. He s tates f he 
follolving : 

·•Jt 1"s fh rre 1.veeks r�hz.te 
that day 1re thru.st o/ut t/;· (� 
last body, a nd Mr. Ha·r·u�l'll 
and I a{J i'l'Cd h e  should : r t�
ntain ·isolated front us. I s t '? 
�no·w that it u:as a rnista],"f. 
I 've seen. that almost fro'rtl i h f� 
begin'Yl1.nfl� but  even noto I 
kno1v of noth ing that 1A�oultl 
not be a 1ro J ·sc 1n-i.stakc. E'OCY!/ 
conce'i,·a bl c sol-ution t:o th tJ 
1Jroblent 1·.q in com1Jat·iblc 1�"-it h 
the physical, emo tional, o r  
cth'ical con1 plr:t of at least on(� 
of u.B, lead in.(} to an intoll�r
a.ble p1·essure that ril/U..�t 1J·ro
d?-tce an e:-cplo:sion or be d·h�
pelled by a n czv ar1·angcnt<�n t 
befol·e that  1Joint is r·ea.ch cd. 

J?iL'e yea rs -i.� too long a. t-i-nl e. 
1 kno1v , at t h is 1Joint, that n o  
pcr·1nar�en t  ans1ve-r can be 
fo ·un.d 1ch ich does 1z.ot ·in'to/ r(� 
the dea th of one of us · 
George, of tnyself, or 1" cs, 
I 'Will sa.y -it. F1·ieda." 

Sho�rtly after he 1vr·otc t.h ;s 
the C'risis ca nl e that pttt a·n 
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end to the first te·rnpora.ry 
solut,ion. 

Max dealt the cards, hum
ming softly to himself. The 
score pad lay at his elbow, 
neatly columned. Frieda 
glared at him from lowered 
l ids while he dealt. "For God's 
sake stop that n1oronic hum
ming !"  she exploded sudden
ly. 

The humming stopped. Max 
continued dealing the cards 
unt il there were t\\"O piles of 
ten .  He turned over the top 
card on the ren1ainder of the 
deck and placed it in the cen
ter o f  the table, and the deck 
bes ide it. " I'1n sorry, dar
l ing, "  he said. He smiled at 
her cheerfully and picked up 
h is cards. 

Frieda glared at him a mo
ment longer, then scooped UP. 
her cards and transferred lter 
glare to them. The next in
stant she thre\v her cards 
v iolently, then picked up the 
deck and thre'v it so that it 
struck the wall. 

Getting up, she went to the 
door. 

"Where are you going?' '  
1\Iax asked quickly. 

"Out," Frieda said. uwhere 
do you suppose I could go � 
Out . .I want to be alone." 

Max's nostrils flared. "Are 
you sure you \Vant to be 
alone ?" 

THE COSMIC TRAP 

"That's what I said," 
Frieda said. "For three weeks 
I've done nothing but stare at 
your silly face, listen to your 
damned humming. I'm sick 
of it." 

"I  didn't know I hummed 
so much," Max began, but 
Frieda had slammed the door 
and gone. 

Max slo\\"ly picked up the 
cards. He eounted them and 
found one missing. l-Ie search
ed for it and finally found it 
across the room. He put tl1e 
cards away, looked hesitantly 
to\\rard the door, finally went 
to it and opened it, looking 
both ways in the corridor and 
seeing nothing. He came bacl< 
into the room, leaving the 
door open. Chewing on his 
lip worriedly he inserted a 
microfilm spool in the viewer 
and tu1·ned it to the first page 
of a book. H e  tried to concen
trate on what he read, but 
was unable. 

Finally, with an angry 
movement, he shut off the 
projector and left the room. 
He made his "'ay directly to 
George's stateroom. He lifted 
his hand to knock, then 
changed his mind and pressed 
his ear to the door, listening. 
It was in this position that 
Frieda discovered him when 
she came alo11g the corridor. 

So intent had Max been 
that he didn't hear her ap-
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proach. She stood at his 
shou1der for a minute, anger 
mounting il1 her. Suddenly 
she slapped hin1, so forcefully 
that the marl\s of her fingers 
stood out on his face. 

Caught completely by sur
prise, unaware that anyone 
had been near him, he stag
gered away, aln1ost fainting. 
When he sa\v her h e  was 
steadied for a minute, then 
filled \Vith shame. "I  guess I 
should be ashamed,"  l1e mum
bled. But in1mediately after, 
the shame 'vas replaced by 
triumph. "So you were conl
ing to see George !"  he said. 
"Only I got here first ! "  

"That isn't true," Frieda 
said. ''But what if it were ·? 
Is it a crime to want to talk 
with someone ·! I W()Uld \Vel
come a cockroach as an im
provement over you the way 
you've be�11 acting lately."  

Max sagged in resignation. 
"You're right, "  he said. "It  
can't go on this way. I \Vas 
wrong. Let's go to George to
gether and invite him to have 
his mea1s with us and play 
cards witl1 us in the eve ... 
nings." 

; 

Frieda sl1ool\: " her head. 
"And l1ave you glare at hin1 
if he so n1uch as looks at 
me ?" she said. "You've turn
ed me into a prisoner, Max. 
Do you kno\V that? If George 
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\\"aS ':vith us you wouldn�t 
turn your head for five mi l 1 -
utes without being convi11Ced 
\Ve 'vere in each other's 
arn1s."  

"I  \\ron 't, '' l\fax promised . 
" I  I'll have trust in you. But 
promise me this if George 
tries anyth ing with you let 
me kDO\V.'' 

Frieda hesitated. '4 All 
right," she said. "I  promise ." 
IIer exp:r.·ession softened . She 
\Vent to him and put her arn1s 
around him. "Oh, darling,'' 
she said . .. Why do you have 
to be sucl1 a fool. I love you. 
Remen1ber 7" 

With l1is arm around 
Frieda's waist, Max knocked 
011 George's door. A moment 
later it opened and George 
stood there. l-Ie blinked at 
them, bringing his thought� 
back from wherever they had 
go11e. 

"Oh, hello !' '  he said happ i
ly. He grinned. " I 've been 
l1oping you'd get over ihi s  
separation idea," he said. 
"Come on in." When they 
\Vere inside he shook his head 
'vondering-ly. "You certainly 
make a fine couple," he mar
veled. 

Max cleared his throat se1 f
consciously. II(Frieda and 1 , "  
he said quickly, "have decided 
that if you \Vould like, \V e 
should all €at togetl1er . .�.�nd 
perhaps once in a \Vhile you 

FANTASTIC 



could dro11 in evenings a11d 
\Ve could play cards together." 

Editor's note : It is inte-rest
ing to note that the te1·nt,ina

t ion of the ft)·st tem-po1 ·a·ru 
.sol·ut·ion to t h e  p·roble1n was 
acco-rnpanied by lt oene'rttl 
feelin{} of cxh-ila�ration and 
1vell being by all th·ree. It is 
ab�o 1.vo·rth noting that, 
though tha.t first sol�ution had 
become intolerab le fo'r Dr. 
nn.d Mr.�. J enBcrt, George H a1'·
uJell had fo-und it quite sat-is
lactory. Filled 'UJ'ith 1ne-nlo1�ies 
of his recently depa )·tcd lV-ife, 
at  peace 1vith himself, he had 
pl?.tngcd into scve1·al b1·anches 
of study, atld dur·�ing those 
three 1veeks h e  had pTogrcss
cd 1:n earlt to the point 'tvher·e 
it was a g1 ·o1ving and dy1ta1n'ic 
nzental st,ru�ct-ure that gave 
him pleasltt·e. If at tintes he 
had gro·u}n lonely and �vished 
to break the ag�·ee'lltent, the 
lVish had beert ·rn-ild. 

The period of t.he first tem
po·ra.,ry solution had p'repared 
George Ha-r1vell to app1·eciate 
and val-ue t-he pe-riod of the 
second te;npora, ry solutio1t. 
Not so, D·r. Jensen ctnd his 
�wife. Dr. Jensen's jealo�tS 
sttspicious had gained a ce1·

tain morncntu-nt of the-ir own 
1.vh-icJ� could not be destroyed 
by an act of lvill, and Ft·ieda
J ens en's i'nc 1 ·casing i,rr·itation 
·lvith her h 'usband d-u,rinu that 
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fi-rst 1Je·rioll also had gained a. 
ntoment·u. nt of -its o�vn, wh·ich_, 
unde1� the nell.'' state of afja'i rs. 
g -radually tu·rncd to clislike of 
he1· husb<vnd uttder the con
s·tant and a utonwt-ic com1Ja ri
son of th e t·n�o men in he1 ·  
1n-ind, and its -na tural balancl) 
ctgainst Jla.)� a nd favorintJ 
Geo1·ge. 

Our staff of consult iny 
psychoana-lyst.� are ·in ag rel�
tn ent tha t du -ring this .secon.d 
s tage Fr-ieda began to tu-rn to-
1 ca1 ·d Geo-rge ·not .�o 1n·uc h 
fto·rn any att 1·actiort. to·tca-rll 
hl1n as front a {) towi-ng 're vul
s ion aga-hist her husba1td. 

F-roTn D-;·. Jensen's notes ·it 
is evident that he toas full'!} 
ct lVa·re of t h.-is. He states, .;,n 
his notes, • 4  Poo1· Frieda. l'·nt 
afraicl that, ·lchateve�r t h e  
eventual outconte, she 'h; 
th1·ough ·ZJ)'ith 1ne. I have been 
'U·ndett" too ·ltnfa-vorabl� a li.oht  
�u)ith he·r iront the start. She 
is t1t1·ning a,u:ay [1·orn me be
cau�e of a g 1·ou; ing di�like to�· 
rne, and turn ing to George 
because thl�rc is no othe1· di-
1·ection to turn. Thet·c is dan
ger there, b ut I don't dare to 
point  it o·ut because my mo
t ives 1could b e  misconst1�ue·d 
and p1·ecip itate a final break. 
lVhat ca1t I do ? I kn'Jw }tow 
th,i-ngs ar·e <le vcloping, I kno1v 

I haven' t  ntuch -ntore ti1nc in 
?t.:h'ich to debate without act
-ing. I have three possible 
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rour.�es. I can precl�pitate the 
com ing c·risis by pointing it 
out, ·in which case I fear that 
1:soll�tion would �result, only 
this t-ime it would be I 1vho 
stayed alone, 1.t'hilc George 
and Frieda re·1nained to
gether. Second, I could pre
tend to be 1tna:zt·are of �t�hat 
must su1·ely happen if nothing 
is done by nt e to stop it, and 
let it run its co urse. Finally, I 
could kill Geo rge sotnc 1vay, 
e1:thfr openly or by trying to 
make it appea r suicide o·r ac
C'ide'nt, if such is possibl('. 
With Geo1 .. ge out of the pic
ture completely, F·J-ieda �oouJd 
'inevitably tu·r'n to  1ne CO'Yrt
pletei�Y. But I f ea1· I a·m utter
ly i1tcapable of cold-blooded 
murder so I 1nust choose be
twee?� the first t u)o paths. 

-

Perha,ps I can. disor-ient my-
self eno·uuh fro·nz, the problem 
to pe1'·mit the middle ·road and 
hope _for the best." Dr. Jensen 
had �hree ttnorc days after· 
Wr'it-i1tg th'is to 1nake up his 
mind which cour·se he 1vould 
take. Ou1 .. staff of consulting 
psychiatrists is tn disagree
ment on th-is s ubject. T1vo 
views are held. Th e fi·rst, and 
one 1.-ohich yo ur edito·t feels 
mo(�t inclined to au ree 1vith. 
is that unde·r such a situat-ion 
a man. could 1na.ke a deci.';-i01t 
t'iolating his basic ethical in
stincts only on the conscious 
and intellectual level, an.d that 
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on the let'el of action the bas1�c 
ethical instinct 1vould take 
over. The second vie·l.v is that 
D1\ Jensen had definitely de
cided to take the first course, 
u;ait·ing for a dramatic 1no
ment in which he could a.p
pea?· just�ified �in driving 
George out of the p-ictu·re and 
'into confinement aga.in. In 
any case, the C'risis 1vas 
reached on the afternoon of 
the eighth day of the second 
te1npo·rary sol?.ttion. 

George sat in a corner chair  
in their stateroom, staring 
into space, lost in his own 
private thoughts. Frieda sat 
across the room, occasionally 
glancing at George, sonle
times glancing to\\"ard her 
husband Max who was in
tetltly reading a boo}{ from 
the microfilm projector. It 
was an utterly peaceful scene, 
the last to occur among the 
three of them. It had been 
thus fo1· over an hou r. 

Abruptly George got, to 
his feet, stifling a yawn, and 
started toward the door. 

"Where are you going ?'' 
Frieda asked. 

George paused, smiling at 
he1-. "Thought I'd go to the 
library and picl( out some 
more microfilm rolls. \Vant to 
come along ?" 

uLove to," Frieda said, 
j umping to her feet. She turn-
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ed to Max. "Want to come 
along, l\iax ?" she asked. Per
haps her voice was j ust a 
trifle shrill, a bit too fo1·ced 
in its ca.s�1alness ; perhaps 
l\Iax only imagined it. 

''Not right no,v ,"  Max sai d 
with elaborate disinterest. He 
had not lool{ed up from his 
reading. 

Frieda lool{ed at l1im 
thoughtfully for a brief sec
ond, then joined George vvith 
a mental shrug and a bright 
smile. They left together, 
closing the door softly behind 
them. 

l\fax straightened up, star
ing at the closed door, his 
nostrils flaring. He stood up 
and glided to\vard the door 
swiftly and si lently, hesitat
ing a brief moment, then 
turning the knob silently and 
inching the door open. He 
saw them fifty feet along the 
corridor, and as he watched 
they reached out as though 
by mutual consent and took 
each other's hand, continuing 
to walk along together. 

He followed them cautious
ly, never letting then1 get 
quite out of sight. They \Vere 
talkh1g, but only an occasion
al word \Vas audible to Max. 
When they reached tl1e micro
film library room and went in 
they left the door open. Max 
ran S\viftly to stand beside it. 
After a second's hesitation he 
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l?oldly peeked in, prepared to 
say he l1ad changed his min(l 
and '\rould j oin them, if he 
were seen. 

He couldn't see tl1em, but 
th eir Yoi ces came from a file 
section se,:eral yards away. 
Risking d L;covery, Max stole 
i nto the room and hid in an 
aisle close enough to hear 
what they v.-·ere saying. 

"I  can!'t  get her out of my 
thoughts,' ' (� eorge was sayi11g. 
" I  see her face \Vhen I close 
n1y eyes, ev·en now.'' 

"Poor ( �eorge," Frieda's 
voice came, tender and sooth
ing. ''I feel so sorry for you. 
I feel like holding you, com
forting you as though you 
'"ere my \·ery o\vn." And 
after a long si lent minute, 
.. Comfy '! '' Frieda soothed. 
" Scoot do,vn a l ittle more and 
Jay your head on mama's 
breast, n1y l ittle lamb." 

Max rentained where he 
V\'as, his fi�.ts clenched until  
the knuckles \Vere bloodless. 

Suddenly George's voice 
sounded, startled. "Oh., what 
have I been doing ? Please 
forgive me, Frieda. I meant 
to. . . . ' p ll�s voice dwindled 
away as tho ugh muffled. 

"Don't you }\now it is a 
woman's place to comfort ?" 
Frieda's voiee came dreamily. 
•'We're doing nothing w rong. 
Let yourself relax. Y ou'1·e too 
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tense. Let �e give you 
'varmth. "  Her · voice became 
a l1oarse whisper. " Hold me 
t ight, my poor darling. Kiss 
me., oh kiss me." 

For almost five minutes 
there was no sound except 
<;eorge's occasional gasp as 
though he were short of 
breath. Then came Frieda's 
voice, Jow and urgent. " No ! 
Don't do that, George. You 
mustn't !" A moment later 
(;eorge panted, uBut how can 
1 keep from doing that \vhen 
you . . . .  " His voice ended on 
a muffled note. Frieda's voice 
came, ••It's all rig�t, darling. 
There's no use our trying· to 
f�ght it. Let me go a minute 
while I take this off.'' 

Max, his face .white ,Xv·ith 
rage, stood still another mo
ment as though counting in 
his mind. Then he stepped out 
from his place of concealment 
and went forward on silent 
feet. He reached the aisle in 
which George an·d Frieda 
were concealed and stopped, 
unnoticed by the:m .. 

"So!"  Max exploded, his 
·voice shaking with emotion. 
'Vhile George and Frieda 
stared up at him, froze11 into 
immobility by surprise and 
unbelief that he could be 
there, he leaped forward. He 
kicked viciously at George's 
upturned face, seeing teeth 
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come loose and blood spurt 
from bruised lips. He seized 
Frieda's wrist and dragged 
her with inexorable force 
while she tried to l<:eep her 
feet and stumbled over the 
impediment of her loosened 
clothing. 

When they reached the 
stateroom he locked the door, 
and then proceeded to beat 
her systematically 'vith slaps 
and blows designed to llumil-

· iate more than to injure, say
ing over and over, "You ! 
You ! You !" 

Finally he stopped, physi
cally and emotionally ex
hausted.- He stood glaring 
down at her contemptuously. 
She lay on the floor, huddled 
up, whimpering. 

Editor's note : Thus ended 
the second temporary solu
tion, ana entered the th i'l"d. 
D·r. Jensen had placed him.
self in a most sec'lt7'e posit1.�on, 
relatively speaking. As t:he 
outraged hu,sband he had 
played h'is role sincerely an.d 
1V'ith peT/ ect1·on, clr1"ving h o1nc 
the deep h'u·miliation and 
sense of guilt that both h ·is 
w1�[e and George Har·lvell 'in
evitably had to feel. MTs. J en
sen no'lv had no defense 
against her hu.sband's charges 
that his suspicions 1uerc jus
tified. Confused by the corn
plex 1�nteTmixt-ure of natu ra.Z 
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(les-ire and pity that ha.d ·mo
t irated h et· basically, filled 
1D ith a .�ense of g·uilt, she -re
a.cted by seizing on the fea·r 
tlznt Max could n.e1-'er  forgi-ve 
h e  1· as a, ntodu.s ope-'rand�i ·upon 
1uhich to cling for sanity. 

Geo�rgc Ha.rwell had lai-n 
stunned atLd hum·iliated 'in the 
lib·rar1J {o1· a good ten �n�in
utrs lJ efore he could latch onto 
a course of a.ction in� his ntind 
and begin to follo1v it. His 
ji-r:�t i·1npulse 'lva.� one o I ?'e
·venge and 1nu1·de1. _  He got up 
and fought the dizziness that 
1Jossessed h�im, statJoer'ing o·ut 
of the librar11 and along the 
co r·ridor back to the J ens e·n 
state�roorn 'l ohe're he tried the 
door and found it locked, 
po�tnded on the doo�r and de-
1nanded ad�n�iss ion 1v,itho·ut 
lJeing heard, and finally stood 
th ere, a p-itiable spectacle, 
listen,ing to F1·-ie£la' s cr-ies of 
pa'in and sh a1ne, and Max's 
shouts of ange·r a-?td unhap-

• 

1J t'ness. 
F�inally Geo-rge Hat·tvell 

slunk a1.va.y to his oum state
room, con'vinced that it 1vas 
entirely his fau�lt. Afte·t all, 
hadn't F,rieda objected? Re
sisted ? What a heel he had 
bl�en, he con'vi·nced hintself. 
J__,r-ieda had t-ried to comfort 
hi1n and he harZ taken advan
tage of her. This conviction 
g·rew in h�i-nL 1tntil it dont·i
nated hi,s tho'ughts contplete-
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ly. A111d by its very intensity 
·it b1u··ned itself out in a pe-riod 
of t1vo days, and was replaced 
by t h e  slou:rly coalescing 
_fo rces of rat·ionality, ratiott
al i:::atlon., and protect·it-e 
h a t�red. ll'"11.ere before he felt 
h e  co·u.ld not possibly live ·in 
t It e sa11te uni"t;erse with th e 
1nan 1.f;"ho had exposed h'i11� t o  
total shante and must th e·re
.fore lcill hi'Ynself, now he felt 
h e  coul<l not possibly li,ve in 
the sa1ne u.n.ive'i·se with the 
1na1t 1.vho had debased hi1n �-o 
·n tte·rly, a.nd 'ntust the1�efore 
kill lz i1n . 

Therejo1�e te-mporary solu
t /o·n nu -rn be·r th�ree lasted o·nty 
.fo rty"'leigh t ho1trs. By its ve·ty 
nat'ltre it could not end·u�re. It 
1could have been possible for 
1lf.rs. J e·nsctt to live w-ith it 
'l�ndefinitel!t, adjust to it. It 
1vould hal�e  been possible for 
D ;-. J ense11 to live with it on 
a pla.ne of self iustification 
that u�o·ul<l gi't�e him satisfac
t ion except <lu·ring montents 
of clea·r int1"ospection. B1tt it  
1cas 'inco·rnpat·ible with the 
'natu·re of George lla1·1vell. 
'l,h e'refore 'it could not endu1>oe. 

The fout·th te·rnporary solur 
tion had to be attempted. Re
t-u l·n-ing t.o the ninety-th·ree 
instances of the prob lem of 
t 1vo rnen a--nd a woman on a 
spaceship, ·it 'lS 'interesting to 
note that on.ly one of the ji1)e 
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::1-ticides was by a man in Mr. 
Har1vell's psycholog ical posi
i 'ion at this point. Since the 
crlsis of temporary sol·ution 
1tuntbe1· two occu-rred in most, 
if no t  all, the n inety-tJ�ree 
ca.ses, in all th o.,e cases the 
�ntan in M 1'. H U1'H.:ell' s positiorl, 
1nust have deternt-i-ned to kill 
the other m.an. Not all of them 
succeeded. The results of thei-r 
a.ttempts varied . . . 

Max was sitting at the 
microfilm projector, half way 
through the boo]\: he was 
studying. Over four years 
later when the ship reached 
its destination that page was 
still in the proj ection posi
t ion. It had been there now 
for less than ten minutes . 

Frieda \Vas sitting dispirit
edly at the table playing a 
g·ame of solitaire, mal\:ing 
n1any mistakes at it, unable 
to conce11trate. When the 
knock came a S\v ift smi le 
ftashed over her face and was 
ilnmediately suppressedt but 
the hope that leaped into her 
eyes could not be ban ished by 
an act of will. It remained. 
She glanced quickly at Max. 

Max had straightened, 
looking toward the door. An 
expression of strain ·appeared 
around his mouth. Fear lurk

ed in  the depths of his eyes. 
F inally he shrugged and said 
to Frieda, "Ignore it. He'll go 
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away when we don't answer 
"t , 1 • 

As though in answer the 
knock sounded again. 

'' Why don't you answer it, 
l\Iax '?" Frieda said. " \\i e can't 
stay locked up in this roo.m 
forever. Besides, he could 
break the door do\Yll some 
""·ay if you don't face h im, 
sooner or later." 

" It's too bad guns aren't on 
the ship so decent people can 
defend themselves against 
such scum,'' Max said. 

"Maybe he's come to apolo
gize," Frieda said, kno\\-· ing 
that she didn't believe it, not 
kno\ving what she wanted to 
happen. 

''Him ?" Max said incredu
lously. He \Vent to the door 
and shouted, "Go away. We 
\\ .. ant nothing to do 'vith you. 
Leave us alone.'' 

There \\'as no answer. 1-Iad 
George gone away ? Frieda's 
lips trembled. She didn't want 
him to go a\\·ay. She didn't 
l<:no\v \\ .. l1at she wanted, but 
not that. Max must open the 
door ! She said in a \\'onderi ng 
voice, " Max ! You're afraid !" 
She saw him flush and a reck
less daring possessed her. She 
laughed. " I  'vould never have 
believed it !"  she said. "Max, 
a coward ! I still can't believe 
it." She sobered and looked at 
him curiously. "Are you ?" 
she asl{ed. 
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4'There's a difference be
tween being a coward and 
being a damned fool ! "  Max 
shouted at her. 

•• Is there ?" Frieda said 
quietly, suddenly kno\ving 
what she wanted to happen. 
"I read someplace once that 
only a coward hits a woman." 
She reached up and touched 
one of her bru ises gently, 
1ool\ ing at him. 

"I 'm no coward !"  1\fax 
shouted. '"I'll show you !"  He 
t\visted the lock and pulled 
open the door, and without 
waiting for George to recover 
from the unexpected move
ment advanced with flailing 
fists, catching him on his in
jured mouth and crumbling 
the protective scab. 

Dazed, George stumbled 
ba<�]{ward against the corri
dor wall. Max followed his 
initial advantage without 
pausing. George tried to roll 
a'\\�ay from the rain of blo\\�s 
and finally, in desperation, 
half fell half leaped out of the 
way, landing on his ha11ds and 
knees. 

''By God I'll finisl1 you 
now ! "  Max grunted, rushing 
forward. 

George, wjth an instinct 
born of football days, lurched 
forward, meeting Max's rush 
low with his shoulder, catch
ing a painful blow against his 
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cheek at the instant he felt his 
shou1der connect. 

Max fell to the floor. H(� 
gasped, trying to breathe. 
G eorge's sl1oulder l1ad caught 
l1im directly in the sola1· 
plexus, paralyzing it tempo
l'arily. 

George stood up and shook 
his head to clear it, then bent 
over Max and picked him UJ) 
by his shirt front and hit him 
011 the nose, feeling it crunch, 
seeing it go sideways against 
Max's cheek. Still holding him 
up, George hit him several 
times, carefully, purposefully, 
in the eye twice, in the mouth 
seve1·al times. Then he flung 
him a\vay. 1\fax lay where he 
landed, looking up at the tow
ering figure of George, the 
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soul gone from his eyes, piti-
fu1Jy spent and helpless. 

Frieda paused i n  the door
way, g·Ia11ced at Max, then 
turned to George, rushing to 
him. • 'Oh my darling, are you 
hurt?" she cried anxiously. 

George stared at her duJly 
for a moment, then a smile 
grew on his bleeding lip8 .. 
"No, I'm not hurt much," he 
said. He reached out a clumsy 
arm and put it around heL· 
shoulder, dra\'\ring her to him. 
She clung to him for a mo
ment while George looked 
dow11 il1to Max's eyes witl1 
grinning triumph and con
tempt. Then he tur11ed away, 
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and he and Frieda \\rent 
away, arms around each other 
for mutual support .. 

Max ,,·atched them go, not 
moving from where he lay. 
For a 'long time l1e didn't 
move. Finally, with a shud
dering sob, he crept painfully 
into the stateroom and closed 
the door, succeeding in get
ting it bolted. After that he 
slumped to the floor and 
c1·ied. 

Editor's note : In v·ie'lv of 
the other ninety-tu..'o cases on 
recoTd tve can state that it 
1vas unimpo1·ta·nt �vhether 
George killed Max at th,'is 
point or did as he did do, the 
e1�d /res1tlt fo'r !lax 1vas th e 
snme, fo·r Max killed hi1nscl[, 
unable to live 1L�·fth the con
sciousness of h£s defeat ltn.d 
the certain ty 1�·n his 1nind tha.t 
Frie.da had f'ur·ned her back 
o1t him conte1nptuously an(l 
gone to lit'e 1v·ith George. H c 
left no s uicide lette �·. He ntadc 
no entry in his notes concc, ·n
i'niJ his ·i ntent io�ns. So h e 1tYtB 
one of �! h e  five rne·n 1 vho coni-
1n it ted .suicide out of the 
n1'nety-t hree instances of t h c 
problem uJe are d1�sc·ussing. 

GeoTge and Frieda did not 
d,iscot'e1· Max for f 1co 1ceekR, 
a?�d by the t inl.e they did h e  
u• as a badly decontposed 
C01"pse .da ngl'ing fro1n an ovcJ·
head bea1n in the 1)ilo t ,roon1 
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of the ship where he had had 
to go to find something to loop 
h is rope over. 

The shock of see-ing her 
husband there undoubtedly 
1vas too much for Mrs . . Jen
sen's mitUl. That is 'Unde·r
standable. She a·nd George 
Harwell settled down to a. 
1 ·ather peaceful existence th o,t 
was inte/r,rupted only by MTs. 
Jensen's pe'riodic spells of 
hyste?"ia and 1"rrationality. 
Almost eight m.onths to the 
(lay from the time these three 
1tnfoTtunate people fourul 
themselves together, alone, 
Mrs. Jensen �returned to her 
for-nter stateroo·n� and 1v/rote 
a note, then slashed hc·1· 
1vrists. George Hartvell fou.nd 
her there a feto ho·u1·s latc 1._ 

When the S. S. Blackstone 
·t·eached �its destinat-ion and 
set itself down, George Ha.r
well was fo·und locked 1�n h is 
stateroorn, i1nnte-rscd 'l�n t h e  
studies he had 1 ·etu·rn. ecl to 
atte1· Mrs. Jense·n's death. He 
?C(ts �tna1vare that the ship 
h ad land(j(l. H c scented 
amazed that the trip 1vas 
ended, stating that he l>c
lie ·ved it had t1.oo o 1 · th1·ce 
years to run yet.  He talkr�d 
quite freely, scented pathet i
cally glad of h·u·nzan contpan
ionship ctga-in. 

He 1vas placed 1�n a sanito
?·ium so that his 'recove1·y 
co·uld be  1Jropcrly super·v fscd. 
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For sereru.. l 1nonths he see·rned 
to impro l'e stead,ily, b1tt hls 
'retreat fron� life had becorne 
too co1np letc to rect�ify. Even
tually a. ll a. ttcmpts to br-ing 
hi1n back to reality were g-iven 
11,p and h e  1cas trans f e1·red to 
a permanent. 1-vard 'lt'h e·re h e 
1vas pe·r·nu �tt �d to lose h imself 
complet�ly -in the corn]Jlexit1:es 
of his studies. He died at the 
age oj one hundred and 
e ighty-th ree, afte-r having 
been in the sanito1·i-unt one 
h'ltndred ctnd fifty-seven 
yea'rs. 

For 0 1' e ; ·  o cent'lt'ry a1td a 
half he 'renlained, a 1-ivin!f 
mon�ument to · the i'nsolub ilitu 
of one of t h e  prob lems of life. 
the p'ro blern of ttvo men and 
one worna,n alone ir� the con
fines of a 8prtceship for a pe
riod of yea r(� ; ha1tnted by fear 
-spurred by jea.lousy. 

If the1 .. e is a sol-ution to thi�' 
problem, 'it has yet to be  dis
covered. The best minds in 
the known 'Universe have pon
de,recl it for centuries 'lvith
oui finding an ans1ver. 

THE END 

·-·· . . .  · - - ·  ·--- -· --·-

- (l--· .:----�\ 
�======·============----- -... ---

• 

� \��� c--- ·-1 a 

• • Lookl I c o n  make that adding machine subtract ! "  

91 



By LA W·RENCE CHANDLER 

�4. freak tu·ist of fate 1nade Wilson G,randa/1 

the 1n ost itnportant 1nan in the world. But _qood 

tlzi11gs don, t last forever. 11-T ould C"randall Vt' 

able to function again as on ortliuary 11/ 0 rta/? 

HEY had plundered a mar-
ble quarry to build the 

Xanadu that was Wilson 
Crandall's home. Y ello\v-
veined Luntachelle from 
France stretched across his 
front hallway in neatly-butted 
squares. Columns of fine Car
rara rose to exaggerated 
heights in his l iving room. He 
1 iked the ringing sound of 
marble beneath his feet, liked 
the smootl1 cool touch of it be
neath his hand. 

On his sixtieth birthday, 
the Eugen ic Government pre
sented him w ith a brace of 
marble statuary. One of the 
figures \Vas of himself, and 
the sculptor had s�ccessfully 
chiselled his craggy face, his 
llne aquiline features, his tal1, 
proud body with its muscular 
arms and chest. 

The other figure \vas Worn-
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an. Its contours were mo1ded 
with i11finite softness. When 
placed in correct juxtaposi 
tion, its face 'vas raised to 
Crandall's statue in suppli
cant adoration. 

The presentation ceremo
nies \\7ere impressive as usual. 
A choral group of several 
hundred Crandall offsprjng 
sang their song of tribute. 
The President of the Eugenic  
Government unveiled the 
statues, to the oh's and a.h's 
of ten thousand Cran dall 
mothers and Crandall chil
dren. 

But '"Then the cro'"·'ds had 
departed from the vast green 
acreage of his front la\vn, 
Wilson Crandall \Vas sad .. 

He placed a call to his good 
friend, Alfred Newman, \Vho 
was one of the fourteen staff 
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physicians assigned to his ex
clusive \velfare. 

· Ne,vn1an arrived right aft ... 
cr dinner. lie found Crandall 
spra,vled \vearily in a pneu
matic arn1chair in tl1e living 
roon1, si ilping some fine Es
tonian brandy. 

"Well," he said, striding 
across the n1arble floor. "This 
is a fine 'vay to spend a birth
day." 

•'I 'vanted to be alone, "  
Crandall said. "But I've been 
thinking too �uch, brooding·. 
I thought vle \Vould play a 
game of chess." 

"Good idea,"  the doctor 
said, \vith strained enthus
iasm. He \\ras a ruddy-faced 
1nan 'vitl1 a fixed jolly expres
sion, ,,rho had resisted the 
idea of hormones and pigmen
tation-pills, and allowed his 
seventy-five years to show on 
his lined face and in his 
sparse \vhite hair. 

Before one piece had bee11 
moved 011 the marble chess
board, Cra11dall said : 

•'I've been thii1king about 
the statue, Alfred. It's not a 
very good likeness." 

4'Really ? I thought it \vas 
excelle11t myself. " 

. 
"Your eyes are failing. 

You and those ghouls of yours 
examined me last \Veek. I 
don't llave the body of a boy 
any louger. You know that ."  
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" We11, a little artistic li
cence,-" 

"I'm sixty years old." Cran
dall picked up the ivory King 
a11d turned it in his fingers. 
"Let's face it, Alfred." 

"Tl1at doesn't mean a thing 
these days, \Vilson. You're in 
�·our prime. The· last sperm 
count 've made of you \Vas ex
cellent. There'll be forty-five 
to fifty thousand Crandall 
_children born in the next 
four-month period . . . " 

Crandall shrugged, and 
they bega11 the game. They 
played si Jently, until Crandall 
cornered the doctor-s Queen 
\vitl1 an elaborate knight
bisllop-pawn trap. Ne,vman 
resigned 'vith a laugh, saying : 

"The all-po\verful Queen. 
\Vhat 'vould the game be 
\vorth \vithout her ?" 

Crandall looked at h im 
sharply, but the doctor's eyes 
\vere blank. 

They sat in deep, under
standing silence for a \Vhile, 
and the11 Crandall said : 

"There's no hiding any
thing fron1 you, you old fox. 
You kno\v \vhat's troubljng 
me. It's that girl ." 

"You n1ea11 Celeste ?" 
"Of c.ourse I mean Celeste,'' 

Crandall grumbled. The 
sound of her name on his lips 
brought l1er golden image to 
his mind. Celeste, of the ycl
lo'v strean1ing hair and the 
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thin, pinched , lovely face . Ce
leste, whose cool young body 
'''as as distant and aloof as 

the 1narble statuary that no\v 

graced his living quarters. 

l-Ie struggled to erase her pic
tu re from his brain. It ,•,rasn �t 
easy. 

He had selected l1er for the 
signa] honor of being the ten1-
porary mistress of C randalL 
Selected her "himself, instead 
of depending upon the offices 
of the snickering young gov
ernment agent 'vho called 
h imself ••crandall's pimp" 
behind l1is bacl{. lie had seen 
her at one of the many Cra11-
da11 ceremon ies, in the s ilke11 
white robe that signified her 
status as a virgin, not yet of 
an age to bear Crandall c!lil
dren. She had accepted l1is 
offer ; indeed, she wasn't sure 
'':-hether the choice \\"as hers. 

Celeste \vag on1\.. one of ·-

some thirty 'vomen \\'"ho had 
shared Crandall's personal 
l i fe. But of all the \\'omen 'vho 
had walked these marble 
floors, she 'vas the only one 
'vho '""all{ed in  C randalrs 
mind as 'vell. 

"What's wrong 'v ith her �? '' 
the doctor said, l ight ing his • 
p1pe. 

" D idn't you kno\v ? Haven't 
you guessed ·? '' 

"No." 
Crandall frowned, and sip-
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ped at the brandy \vithout 
tasting it. 

"She spurns me, Doctor. 

Oh, not in sorne lligh.-and
mighty way. She 'veeps whe11 

- I  approach her, \veeps a salty 
lake. She sulks in het· room 
al l day and bars the door at 
nigl1t. " 

Dr. N e\vman 's eyebrows 
lifted. " Well. I su ppose that 
could be vex ing. Ho\vever. 
you can always . . . " He madf' 
an idle· movem·�nt '\V ith hi� 
fing·ers, signifying \Vith a ges 
ture the ease '\Vith which 
Cra11dall's appetite could b(' 
sated. 

"You don't unde rstand. 1 
'vant this girl here. Sh(• 
means something to me, mor(· 
than the others have. I've told 
l1er that. I've told her that sh<\ 
'vould be my last mate, that J 
'vould never abandon her. But 
she merely weeps." 

Tl1e doctor cleared his 
throat. 

.. 1 knO\\'" \vhat you're thinl\
ing, " Crandall said. "A fool
ish old man, infatuated \Vith 
a seventeen-year-old child .  
p·erhaps you're right, Doctor. 
But she denies m.e everything. 
Even her company. " l-Ie rub
bed his forehead. "Everr 
morning, she hides in her 
room. Then, 'vhen the nurs(' 
comes to bring her meal, sh(' 
finds that she'� been sick, 
vomiting . • . " lie lool(ed up. 
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••Perhaps she's ill. Could that 
be ?" 

••Nonsense. She passed a 
rigid pl1ysi<�al." Doctor New
man pulled smoke into his 
mouth. "Vo1niting, you said ?" 

"Yes. In the morning . . .  " 
The doctor chuckled. "Well, 

that's a familiar symptom. It 
may be, my dear Wilson, that 
you have brought still another 
Crandall chi ld into the 'vorld. "  

Crandall put the glass 
down. "I1npossible. I've never 
gone near the girl." 

44Well, perhaps she'll let me 
talk to her. Women seem to 
trust doctors. They think 
we're insensitive machines. If  
they only knew." 

He chuckled again, and re
set the chessboard. 

The next morning, Dr. Al
fred N e\vman 11eturned to 
Crandall's marble castle, and 
subj ected the girl named Ce
leste to some simple medical 
tests. 

When he 'vas done, he pat
ted the smooth cascade of yel
low hair, and told the girl to 
take things easy. 

Then he sought out Wilson 
Crandall. 

He found him on the ter-
1·ace in the east 'ving of his 
home, surveying the acres of 
garden that stretched out 
limitlessly to the horizon, 
�·here the n1orning sun \Vas 
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bright and strong. lie placed 
h is small medical suitcase on 
a chair, regarding CrandaJ J's 
strong, rocky profile. Then h e  
cleared his throat. 

"Oh it's vou " Crandall J L ' 
said dreami ly. "What brings 
you here so early ?" 

"I  told you last 11ight. I 
thought I'd look in on you r 
little friend, see if she hadn't 
come do\\ .. n '''ith some un
pleasant bug. " 

''And ?'' 
The doctor smiled. 4'Con

gratulations. You're going to 
be a father." 

''Do11't be funny. What·s 
\vrong 'vith Celeste ?" ·--

Crandall turned to him, 
slowly. His  face, etched 
against the \vhite glare of the 
sun, \:vas marble itself. 

4'That's not possible," he 
said in a ''"hisper. uYou kno'v 
that's not possible. I told you. 
She has lived here like liJ\c 
my own daughter. She has 
never been to the Al clin ic. 
She can't be pregnant. Not in  
this sterile 'vorld " 

"Wilson, you're not telling 
me the truth." Color came to 
the physician's face. uy ou 
can't be. Do you }(now what 
you're implying?" 

"It's not possible ! "  Cran
dall shouted. 

The doctor sat dov;n, and 
his blue-lined hand \Vent to 
his forehead. 
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"Unless," he said, shal� ing 
his head. "Unless this curse is 
over. Unless the n ightmare is 
done . . .  and the 'vorld can be 
tl . " . te same again . . . 

"No !"  Crandall said. " I  
'\von't believe it. There hast1't 
been a natural birth in t1vvo 
generations. Only a handful 
o f  men myself, Conover in 
England, those t\YO Rus
s ians " 

"Yes, yes, I ]{UO\V. But i t  
could happen ! Perhaps it has 
happened. "  He stood up. 

" \Vhere are yo�1 go ing ?" 
C randall said. 

"To talk to the girl. 1.,o find 
out " 

"Not without me !"  

The nurse brought Celeste 
to them. 

••sit down, my deal�," New
ntan told her. 

She cast a frightened look 
at Crandall, and hid in the 
corner of an oversized chair. 

" Listen, Celeste," the doc-
. 

tor said gently. "You l\:now 
those l ittle tests I made this 
n1o1·ning ?" 

She nodded. 
••well, I have some ne\VS 

for you. You're going to be a 
n1other. Do you understand 
me '?" 

She stared at hin1, vacant
ly. 

"I know 'vhat you're think
ing. You've been brought up 
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to believe that you could bear 
only Crandall children. And .I 
myself have belie\'cd that, al
'vays. The tnen of our 'vorld 
are sterile, except for the fe�' 
who have been spared by Na
ture's mysterious \vays. But 
it is possible yes, very pos
sible that our troubles 
might end as sudd·3nly and in
explicably as they began. 
That's \vhy I must ask you a 
question, Celeste. A very im
portant question. �' 

Crandall leaned for\v,.ard, 
and the girl caug·ht his stony 
gaze and looked avv-ay. 

" You must tell me," the 
doctor said. " You must tell 
me \vho the boy is." 

Her head spun \vildly, the 
golden hair swinging about 
her face. ller eyes 'videned, 
and looked at Crandall's 
craggy face in unconcealed 
terror. 

"No !"  she said. 
"You 1nustn't be fright

ened," Crandall said, in  a 
choked voice. 1'You lcnow I 
have never harmed you, Ce
leste. You must ans\ver tlte 
doctor's questions. '' 

She looked at the floor, her 
hands clutching the sides of 
the chair, the knuckles bony 
and white. 

"No," she \Vh ispered. " I  
can"t tell you." 

"It's not your pe-rsonal 
problem," the doctor said in-

. 
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tensely. · 'You 111ust under
stand. It could mean a great 
deal to l<no,y " 

She met his ]{indly eyes, and 
clung to then1. Then her l ips 
parted, a11 d she an.s,vered. 

'' His name is Joel. Joel 
IIarper. " 

Then she bo,ved her head, 
and 'vept in either shame or 
frigl1t or 1·elief. 

'lvilson Crandall spent the 
rest of the day alone.. He 
strode up and do,VIl the mar
ble passage,vays of his home, 
\valking s''' iftly, as if to some 
destination. He climbed the 
staircases, his footsteps loud 
and hurried. He unlocl{ed the 
glass-enclosed cabinets that 
held the delicate treasures 
\Vhich had once graced the 
museums of the nation. He 
toured the grounds, shaking 
off the bodyguards assigned 
to protecti11g him from the 
attacl<s of zealots \vho believ
ed that no man should live 
l il{e a god. 

Then, as the su11 began to 
descend i n  his 'vest \Villdo,vs, 
he sun1n1oned a bald-domed 
servant 11amed Graille, anrl 
\vhispered a command. 

Graille departed s\viftly. 
l-Ie ,�tas gone only an hour. 
When he returned, he 'vas ac
companied hy a grim-faced 
Crandall bodyguard named 
Briggs, and they \vere flank-
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ing a slim youth \Vith a })ale 
frightened face and chal leng-

• 

111g eyes. 
"Is this the boy ?" Grai l lc 

asked. 
"I  don't ]\no'v. Is this Joe 1 

liarper ?''  
"Yes,' '  the boy said defiant

ly. �''"'hat do you \Vant .? ,, 
The bodyguard raised a 

l1and, as if to punish the in�o
lcnce. Crandall stopped hin1. 

"Let's not do anything l i ke 
that. I j ust 'vant to talk to 
you, J oc J ."  

"What fot• ·?" 
Crandall forced himself to 

sn1ile. "'Ve have something i n  
common , you and I." l i e 
'vaved his hand, and the t\YO 
men left the room. "Let's �it 
do,vn and talJ.c " 

The boy Ioo]{ed uncerta ill .  
Tl1en he found a seat 011 the 
othet· side of the room, and 
sat down tensely. 

"Ten me something," Cran
dall said . .. Do you kno'v a g·irl  
11amed Celeste ?" 

The boy's smooth face dark-
ened. "Yes," he ans,vered. 

"And you l ike this girl ?" 
"You I\DO\V I do !"  
"And do you l<no'v what's 

become of her ·?'' 
" Yes ! " 
Crandall folded his ha11 ds 

in his lap. "I  suppose you are 
very angry. I suppose you en
tertained son1e dangerous 
thoughts about me, 'vhen you 
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heard about Celeste and nly
sclf. Is that true ?'" 

"Maybe. " 
The older man smiled. 

"'rhen I want to put your 
1nind at rest. Your Celeste has 
l ived here 'v ith me under the 
same conditions as my o'vn 
daughter n1igl1t . . . " 

The boy's lip curled. "She 
is your daughter .. ., 

"Of course. Just as you are 
n1v son. No'v tell me the ., 

truth. Should there be such 
animosity bet\veen a father 
and a so11 ?" I-I is tone 'vas any
th ing but pate rnal . 

The boy stood up, squaring 
h is shoulder. 

" It's not that sin1ple. 
You're not really n1y father. 

You're only a b iological 
f1·cak " 

Crandall's face gre\v bleak. 
" You're wrong, you }{no'"�. 
rrhe \Vorld is the frealc I am 
normal." 

"Where's Celeste ? ·• 
"Would you l ike to see 

her ?" 
l-Ie slumped back to the 

ehair. "No, " l1e said '\Vearily. 
"Not now." 

Crandall lea11ed back and 
regarded the boy. He studied 
h is face, searching for resenl
bJance to hhnself. But as 
ahvays, he could 11ot find, 
could never seem to find his 
O\vn youth in the faces of the 
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ehildren his sper1n produced. 
It \\ras lil\:e a penalty . . . 

"I  V/ant to tell you sotne
thing, Joel. I �ve changed my 
n1 ind about C�eleste. She's 
spoken to me about you, and 
I cannot, in all conscience, 
stand in l1er \vay .. " 

The boy lool{ed startled. 
" �Vhat do :you 1nean ?p' 

"I 1nca11 I 'm 1etting l1er go. 
Bacl{ to you, if that's her 
'vish . Will you feel better 
about me no\v ?,  

"Gosh, Mr. Cra11dall. Of 
course. I mean- -! never real
ly thought " 

Crandall chuel{led . "Yes� 1 
]{110\V. You never thought I 
'vas really a �monster. But 
let's erase all l1ard feelings, 
so11. Tonight." lie got up a11rl 
'vall{ed to tl1e 'vall. I-Iis finger 
stabbed a button. 

Graille appeared, l1is bald 
head shining, hi3 eyes hooded. 

"Yes, sir?" he said. 
••J tl1inl{ 110\V, "  Crandall 

smiled. 
Graille came to,vards the 

boy. 

"What are you going to 
do ?'' Joel said. 

Cra11dall's smile broadened .. 
"Erase all hard feelings," 

he said. 
Graille's ltand closed over 

the boy's moutl1 before he 
could shout. Cr.a11dall turned 
his eyes away. 

4 

4'Wait !"  
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It 'vas Ne,vman, the doctor 
\vhose movements in and out 
of tl1e Crandall home \Vere 
never questioned by the 
guards. lie ''rall�ed rapidly to
'vards therrt, and Graille, 
surprised, released his hold on 
the youth. 

"\\That do you want ?" Cran
dall said on1inously. "\Vhy do 
you bother ltte no,v ?" 

'4Leavc the boy alone. " The 
doctor's face 'vas pained. 

"It's not your business, 
Doctor.'' 

"It is ! Because you're mak
ing a mistal{e " 

Crandall's face \Vas sto1·my. 
4'1 am Crandall ." 

"That does11't give you the 
right " 

" Graille ! "  
"No, 'vait !" Ne,vman cried. 

'•You don't know the truth, 
Wilson. You don't k11ow the 
facts " 

''What facts ?" 
''About hiln. About the 

boy." 
"\tVl1at about him ?" 
"He's no threat to you, 

Crandall. In 110 way is he a 
threat." 

"You 'rc lying ! "  
••J'm telling you the truth ! 

I found him before your 
thugs did ! I examined him " 

"What ?" 
�"Do you tl1ink I \vou ld lose 

a minute ? If there was any, 
hope that tl1e \Vorld could be 
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1.1orma1 again ? No, Wilson. I 
searched him out, and 
brought him to the laboratory .. 
That's '''hY I kno\v. l-Ie's no 
threat, Crandall." The doc
tor's shoulders slumped. " Jl e's 
sterile. Lil{e the rest of 

, us . . .  

" Then the girl lied ! "  Cl'an
dall thundered. "It's someone 
else ! '' 

"No. The girl told the 
truth !" 

''Then how ? Ho\v could it 
be possible •t' 

The doctor sat down, and 
the soles of l1is shoes scuffed 
the marble tile beneath his 
feet. 

4•Nature has found anothe1· 
answer, " he said softly. 4'All
other way . . . " 

"What do you mean ?" 
•4Spontaneous conception. 

Childbirth 'vithout father
hood. Celeste is only the first, 
Crandall. rrhere w ill be oth
ers . . .  " 

Crandall stared at him, and 
his roar of defiance resounded 
through the corridors of h is 
home. 

He stomped from the roon1 , 
and hurried up the curving 
staircase to the second floo1". 

His l1ands struck the doors 
of Celeste's quarters with 
violence. 

She '\vas sitting near the 
windo,v, \vith folds of cloth in 
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her lap. There 'vas a needle 
i n  her hand, and it was dart
i ng s'viftly in and out of the 
fabr·ic. 

"Oh !" she said. "You 
frightened me."  

I Ie stood there, gaping at 

'' I I \Vas just doing a 
l i tt le se,ving," she said shyly. 
" I  thought I 'vould surprise 
you, \Vith some curtains fo1· 
the \Vindo\v .. This 1·oom is so 
cold. All this marble . .. .  " She 
shuddered .. 

Then she rose from her 
eha.ir, smiling for the first 
time since she had entered his 
homf·. She gathered the mate
rial in  her hands and brought 

it to the marble-framed 'vin
dow overlooking the gardens. 
She held her 'vork up to open 
air, a delicate thing of frills 
and ruffles. 

'4There," she said content
edly. 14Won't that malce it 
nicer ?" 

"Yes,"  \V ilson Crandall 
said, moving as if in a dream. 

A breeze came througl1 the 
\vindo\v, and the curtai11 flap
ped in the girl's hand, lil<e a 
triun1phant banner. 

But Crandall's mind 'vas 
elsewhere. So natu re 'tS dis
ca-rd,ing tne, he tl1ought. Cran
dall 'unemployed. lie sn1iled 
in contentment. 

THE END 
-···------------------- - -- -----

-.---

, .. . ./' 

.. � .. -· ---· - -

WISH ING ��=
WELL 

"Arak!  You've picked up a new kind of skin rash !" 
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I I or_t' did tlze little street tnusician nulke a vicious dog 

,Ji.ropperlr i11to thin air? II ow did he get out of a locked 

j,Ji/ ct/1'! W lzat did l1e need with doZfiiS razd dozens of 

f:ioli11s:? IV hy U'as 0 fficer Jl ttl'alf ready to _blo�u his top? 

liERE are tl1ose \vho 
\vould tell you, like Lieu

tenant Randall at the Forty
Jl inth precinct, that I am a 
dumb cop. Sueh \Vould be a 
gross distortio11 of fact. 

I been a cop for t\venty
t\VO and a half years, \Valk
iug the beat on 57th Street 
between Sixth and Broad\vay. 

There \vas only one guy 
'vho had been on 57th Street 
longer than me and that 'vas 
Castor. And he \vasn't a cop. 
If he had been_ a cop maybe 
I \vouldn't be in the pickle I'm 
in. And tnayhe Lieutena11t 
Randall at the Forty-ninth 
precinct 'vould11't be recom
mending that I have my 
noodle exan1 ined. 

Castor 'vas a shabby little 
beggar violinist ; a great little 
guy \vith lots of heart. He was 
the 011Jy panhandler I never 

1 02 

? 
• 

By G. L. VANDENBERG 

• 
gave the bum's rush to be-
cause, you see, he wasn't 
really a panhandler. I mean 
he \Vas a n1usic lover. Long
hair. 

And that�s 'vhere him and 
me basically disagreed. I 
mean they could· have torn 
do,vn Carnegie Hall and used 
the bric1<s to repair the Great 
\\'all of China for all I cared. 
I 'vouldn't have paid a lead 
nickel to \vatch Kostelanetz • 
conduct a singing band of 
angels. I just didn•t care 
n1uch for classical music. 

Any,vay, the night all my 
troubles began I was 'valking 
the old beat on 57th Street 
and as I passed Carneg·ie the 
cro,vd 'vas j ust letting out. 
Duty,vise it \Vas a very nor
mal evening. Nothing hap ... 
pened. So I stopped next to 
Castor \vho \Vas playing his 



There were doz�.,, o f  quest ions  Castor d idn't feel l i ke a n sweri n g .  
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11ddle to beat hell, and we had 
our usual post-co11cert chat. 

"\Veil, Castor, " I said, "you 
only got three more perform
ances and so long, Carnegie 
]fall !"  

His fiddle was a homemade 
job with n1ore gadgets on it 
than an old-fashioned type
''rriter. And if there \vere still 
8ome people coming out of 
(�arnegie he al\vays kept play
ing \Vllile he talked. "That's 
r ight,"  he ans\vered as his 
right hand moved the bo\v 
bacl{ and forth in a frenzy. I 
thin}{ he was v;orking himself 
up to a crescendo or some
thing like that. 14So long, Car
n.egie Hall," he repeated, "but 
perhaps those who would tear 
do,vn this monument ·to beau
tiful music will be in for a 
little surprise." 

uwhat're you talking 
about?" 

"Officer Metcalf," he said, 
"I have made up my mind. 
They are not going to tear 
do\vn Carnegie Hall ! '

, 

"What's going to happen ? 
'Y� ou going to buy it and take 
it home with you ? You been 
saving dimes ?" 

He 'vas a little specl{ of a 
guy and he must have been 
p usl1ing a hu11dred ! He had 
'\\"Orn the same grimy fedora 
for twenty-two years and 
maybe longer. And a moth-
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eaten woolen overcoat with six 
broken pockets ; in each pock
et there ''"a.� a tatte1·ed Dixie 
cup for contributions. l-I e 'vas 
poverty ridden. 

•4Look, Castor," I saiu, 
.. ,vhy do you get so upset. 
about this thing, anyway ?'' I 
sure didn't \Yant to hurt his  
feelings. I mean he may have 
been a little nutty on the sub ... 
ject but him and me had be
come good friends and a little 
thing lil\e Carnegie I-lalJ 
shouldn't ever come bet\veen 
friends if you know what I 
mean. "They're going to build 
a ne\:v concert auditorium in 
the Lincoln Square project. 
You can go over there and l is
ten to the n1usic. You don •t 
\vant to stand in the way of 
progress, do you ?" I beamed 
at him, kno,ving I'd made a 
good point. 

About that time the last 
few of the artsy clientele was 
leaving Carnegie so Castor 
stopped playing and gave me 
the fish eye. "The crimes that 
are committed in the name of 
progress ! " he \vailed. 

As a matter of fact, 1 �"as 
worried about 'vhat 'vouJd 
happen to Castor after Carne
gie Hall had seen its last days. 
l mean here 'vas a guy l real
]y liked. I don't think he had 
ever done any harm to any
one in his \Yhole life. 

Any\vay I had visions of • 
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poor Castor dying of a brok0n 
heart. Because no matter 
what he thought there \vasn't 
a single way he could have 
prevented old Carnegie flall 
from going the \Vay of all 
buildings, to coin a phrase. 

So befot·e I kne\v \vhat I 
,,·as saying I was giving Cas
tor the idea of coming to live 
,�,rith me after Carnegie was 
gone. And 'vhen I got to think
ing about it it \vasn't such a 
bad idea. I mean he may have 
been a little decrepit but he 
'\'as clean and polite. You see, 
l'm a bachelor and I al,vays 
h ave been. So there \vas no 
problem about getting any
bo<lY else's approval. And, 
after all, Castor 'vas not about 
to go to that nc'v concert 
aud itorium in Lincoln Square 
and play his homemade fiddle 
there. There's such a thing as 
Jlridc, you ]\:no,v. I told him I 
\Yasn't getting any younger 
and that a compa11ion would 
be just the ticl�et for me. 

\Veil,  after I made hin1 my 
proposition he started to give 
n1e an ans,ver and I thought 
it  \Vas going to be a long in
volved one. But he never di(l 
get h is ans,vcr out because 
right then \Ve \vas interrupt
ed. ...�nd that's 'vhcn it hap
pened . . • .  

'rhcse t\vo very ritzy look
ing characters approached 

WHO STOLE CARNEGIE HALL? 

Castor and they had a great 
big boxer dog with then1. The 
dame \vas all decked out iJ1 
j e\vels and satins. She gushed 
at the sight of Castor. I 1nean 
you had · to kno'v Castor to 
realize ho\v pathetic lool{ing 
he really was. He could loolt 
as sad as a dying duck in a 
SllO\VStorm. 

"Oh, Jonathan !"  said the 
dame to the guy on her arm, 
\Vho 'vas also \vearing four 
thousand dollars \Vorth of 
rags, "Jonathan, give this 
darling little man son1e 
money !" 

Her escort sti fled a yav�rn 
and flipped Castor a half a 
buck. Big deal. 

"vVill you play something 
for us, little man ?'' the darne 
'vas still , gushi11g i11 a high 
falsetto. 

I don't kno,:v, it I had been 
Castor I think I \vould have 
stuffed the half a buck ill her 
teeth . But he just n1ade with 
his weary little stnile, "Cel·
tainly, madan1, \vhat do you 
\Vish to hear ·?"  

"vVcll, let me see no\v !" She 
put her long· thin index fing·er 
to her mouth and burned a 
fe\v 'vires thinking about it. 
"Ho\v about the Introd,uction 
a.nd Rondo CaJJTiccioso by 
Saint-Saens ?" She turned and 
thre\v a smug look at the guy 
\vho 'vas probably her hus
band, although you could 
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Bever tell about those things 
on my beat .. 

Castor said, u\Vhatever you 
\\rish, madam,'' and started to 
raise his violin. It \Vas then 
that the dog got into the act. 
1 guess he Inust have thought 
the violin being raised meant 
his mistress \Vas about to get 
(·louted over the head, which 
\vouldn't have been a bad idea 
��t all. 

Anyway this big bone pol
isher began to strain at his 
leash and growl at Castor. 
..c\nd he scared the daylights 
out of the little violinist. Cas
tor lo,vered the violin and bow 
and held the1n in front of him 
ns though they could have 
protected hin1 if that vicious 
rnutt ever got loose. 

About that time I decided I 
better get things under con
trol. I mean 'vith Castor shak
ing like a leaf, the dame 
yelling orders to l1er boy 
friend and tl1e dog about to 
yank the boy friend off · his 
feet. When I 'vent to the guy 
to help him hold the dog, all 
of a sudden the leash came 
loose. 

"Blast you ! "  the rich guy 
said to me. '' Now lool\: what 
you made me do ! " 

''Take it easy, bub," I said 
to him. ,.I'm sort·y, I 'vas only 
trying to help ! " 

· 

"Well, you succeeded in 
botching things up ! Why 

don't you mind your O\Vll 
business ! '' 

I'd have pinched hi.tn right 
then and thero if it hadn't 
been for the rich dame sud
denly screaming her lungs 
out. 

Needless to say n1e and the 
guy both turned to see if 
there was a 1ire or some
thing. 

"What the devil's the mat
ter with you, Ilarrict ?'' asked 
her escort. 

••oh, Jonathan/' she wailed 
at the highest pitch possible, 
" it's Beauregard ! lie's gone ! '' 

''Gone ? Gone ? \\That on 
earth are you talki11g about ?" 

140ur Beauregard, Jona
than. He's gone ! Just disap
peared. That little man is 
responsible ! lie's a magician 
or a sorcerer of some }{ind." 
She tugged at 1ny arm. "Offi
cer, don't just stand there. Do 
something !"  

Jonathan, who ,,-as looking 
all over the street, cl1.imed in 
\vith, ••y es, don't just stand 
there. Do something ! '' 

"Our Beauregard is · valued 
at two thousand, tl1ree hun
dred and forty-seve11 dollars,'' 
the dame said, spitting every 
word in my eye. 

I don't know 'vl1ether the 
price was right but the mutt 
was certainly gone. A min
ute ago he had been there and 
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now I couldn't · see hide nor 
hair of him. 

''Now you l iste11 to me, 
Officer. My Beauregard was 
standing right in that very 
spot," she pointed to a spot 
about a foot in front of Cas
tor, ••and suddenly he van
ished. Right into thin air. I 
demand that you have this 
little scoundrel return my 
dog ! "  

I turned to Castor, who was 
shaking pitifully. "Castor,'' I 
said, wi11king at him, .. give 
the lady back her dog." 

All poor old Castor could 
mutter was, "He was going to 
bite me." 

Seeing l1im all scared like 
that made me sore. 

"You must be mistaken, 
lady," I said. "Castor here 
doesn't have your dog. I mean 
you can see that for yourself, 
can't you ?" 

••But I tell you Beauregard 
vanished right before my 
eyes ! l-Ie was responsible," 
she charged, pointing a fin
ger at Castor. ''It was some 
kind of a trick ! "  

I really had to cl1uckle at 
that one. I said, ••castor, take 
the dog out of your hat and 
give it back to her." 

Jonathan glared at me. 
4' Are you going to do your 
duty and get our dog back or 
are you just going to stand 
there ?" 

WHO STOLE CARNEGIE HALL? 

The joker was lucky I was 
\vearing n1y uniform because 
I was all set to pelt hin1 one. 
Instead I rammed Dl\"" foretln-... 

ger into his chest and said, 
"Listen, mister, I don·t kno1:v 
\Vhere your dog is. lie could 
be 011 a hot date for all I kno\v. 
You don't want tl1e police de
partment, you want tl1e dog 
catcher. " 

Jonathan snatched out a 
pen and took do\VJl n1s· num
ber. That made me laugh be
cause he's only about the 
four thousandtl1 character 
who's taken do'\\rn n1)"" num
ber. Then he grabbed his 
wife or \Vhoever the hell 
she was by the arn1 and tl1e 
two of them walked oJf �\vear
ing they'd have my badge a11d 
that's putting it mild]��. 

When they 'verc out of 
sight I told Castor, "Come on, 
old friend, and I'll blo\V you 
to a cup of coffee." 

He looked up at me '�rit.ll his 
big round, innocent eyes. 
"Thank you, Officer �fetcalf, 
but I think I will go l1ome and 
rest now. Maybe ton1orrow 
night ?" Well, just the way he 
said it, so simple and kirtd of 
sincere, made you kno'v guys 
like Castor just ain't for sale. 
They're more like magic 
charms and you kind of like 
to hang around then1 l1oping 
some of their magic \viii rub 
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off on you . Anyho,v, that's the 
vray I felt about him. 

We wa·lked to the corner of 
57th and 7th Avenue and I 
said, " I  don't blame you for 
being shaken up. That was 
a ferocious looking mutt." 
Speaking of the mutt got me 
to thinking about the dog 
a:5ain. "By the \Vay, Castor, 
w hat the hell d,id happen to 
the dog ? \Vhich \vay did he 
go, did you notice.?" 

Castor sta1·ted to explain, 
''He \vas going to bite me and 
I couldn't let him do that, so 
I . . . , 

"Of course you couldn't," I 
said, "but ¥thicl1 \vay did he 
go ? Ho,v'd he get a'�'ay so 
fast ?" 

He decided not to ans\ver 
m.v question because at that 
point he said, " Good 11ight, 
Officer Metcalf," and toddled 
o ff do'\\'nto,vn on Seventl1 Ave
nue. 

And, you kno,v, for j ust a 
. 

minute I thoug·ht n1y main-
spring had come loose. Be
cause as Castor 'valked a'''ay 
I coul-d have S\Vorn I heard 
Beauregard I mean the dog 
-yelping 1niserably, as i f  he 
'"'c..s locl{ed up somevvhere and 
couldn't get out. I scratched 
mr head and '\vatched old Cas
tor raise the violin to his chin 
and begin to play his \Vay 
do,Nn the street. . • • 

1 o :� 

The next day I \Vas ca lled 
on the carpet in Lieutenant 
Randall's office. lie gave me 
hell. 

"Bullets, 'vhere were you 
hiding when they \Vcre giving 
out brains '? '' Everybody at the 
station called me BuJ iets in
cluding Lieutenant Randall. 
It \vas a n iclcname the boys 

.. 

stuck with me. "Do you l\now 
'vho those people �"ere you 
met i n  front of Carnegie llall 
last night ?" 

"No," I ans\\"ered, after 
'''hich I beamed because I 'vas 
l{ind of proud of what I \vas 
going to say next. " But I 
know they got a pedigreed 
boxer dog \Vorth t\vo thous
and and . . . ah . . . some odd 
dollars and . . . " 

"Do you kno-lo �cho tlte t u'o 
people arc ?" 

I thought for a second he 
'vas going to explode. '' Well, 
no," I shrugged, " but I ain't 
ever going to find out if you 
keep screaming at me like 
that. "One thing about Ran
dall. You had to put him in h is 
place right off. 

"They are Iny aunt and 
uncle, that's \vho ! .. said Ran
dall. "And that pedigreed 
boxer dog has been kidnapped 
and I V{ant hin1 found ! Aliv(: ! 
Understan d '?"  

Relatives ! I had really goof .. 
ed ! "Well, geez, Lieutenant, I 
sure am sorry about that dog 
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but there ain't ve1·y much I 
can do about it." 

•'I got a full report about 
your behavior last night, Bul
lets. Maybe you'd like to 'valk 
your beat ·wearing a false 
no�e and eyebrows like a /real 
clo\\t·n, huh ? My uncle is cer
tain his dog was confiscated 
by a beggar violinist named 
Castor. I 'vant that guy 
brought in for questioning." 

uYou can't do that, Lieu
tenant ! '' 

.. Don't tell me what I can't 
do ! I can l1ave you broken ! 
And put out to pasture if I 
\vant to !"  

4'Look, Lieutenant, I can 
vouch for Castor. He's been 
on the beat longer than I 
have. Hell, he wouldn't . . .  " 

44Go out and find that little 
beggar ! Bring him here ! ! "  

''Yes, Lieutenant. I 'll do 
w hat I can.u 

Well, \vhat could I do ? 
Either I had to turn in a 
s\veet and hat·mless old guy 
or get thro\vn off the force. 

That night Castor and me 
had our usual post-concert 
chat. Then I told him I \Vould 
have to haul him down to the 
station. I mea11 I really 
hemmed. and hawed about 
telling him, too. I \vas embar
l·assed and ashamed at such a 
rotten job ;  taking a defense
less little creature in front of 

WHO STOLE CARNEGIE HALL? 

a jac]{al like Randall. I felt 
. h ' 1n uman . 

But Castor never even 
blinked an eye. Just told rr1e 
it \vas ol\:ay V{ith him because 
he had done nothing }te 
should be ashamed of. 

So off ,,�e \Yent to the For
ty-niilth Street precinct, \Vith 
Castor playing the Introduc
tioil and Rondo-whatever-it
was all the \vay over. 

The session bet\veen Castor 
and Lieutenant Randall was 
1·eally something. At 011e 
point I had to stick my fist in 
my mouth to keep from break
ing out in complete l1ysterics. 

The lieutenant took Cast0r 
to a little room and stuck him 
under the old shaded light, 
just like in the movies. And I 
never seen old Castor look as 
patl1etic as he did sitti ng 
there \Vaiting for the third 
degree. He had his fiddle and 
bo'v acress his lap and a faint 
smile on his face. Then the 
lieutenant lit into him. 

He gave the little guy a ver
bal beating the ]il{es of which 
yours truly has seldon1 En
countered. I mean he was act ... 
ing as though that dog was 
his brother or something, 
which 'vasn't outside the 
rea]m of possibility '\Vhen you 
came right do,vn to it. 

He raved and ranted a11d 
\Vaved his arms and fists and 
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l\:t-pt shaking a vvarn ing fin
ger at the old guy. He 'vas 
gett ing nowhere and blo,ving 
a gasket doing it. 

I had to admire the \vay 
Castor j ust sat there as re
laxed and sincere as he could 
be. In answer to every ques
tion he said, "I V/as fright
ened that the dog 'lj.rould bite 
me.'' A pretty s imple ans,ver, 
I thought, but to Randall it 
'vas frustrating. 

"Okay ! Okay ! '' he fina1ly 
screruned, "you've said that a 
dozen times ! Come on no''", 
you bum, you kne\v the dog 
'vas worth money. \Vhere are 
yo·1 hiding him ?•' 

�'It wouldn't have been 
right for the dog to bite me. 
Don�t you agree, Lieuten-
ant 1" Castor's voice ''ras 
gentle as a raindrop. 

Randall tugged at 'vhat 
was left of the hair on his fat 
head. ••All right, all right, 
never mind ! ! I've had 
enough ! Book h i m, .Bul lets ! "  

. .  What for ·t• I asked 'vith 
vast indignat ion . I really re
sented his o rd�r. " We can't 
proye he stole the dog·. '' 

" I  know that, �rou id iot ! 
Book him for vagrancy. "  

''Vagrancy ! '' I shouted. 
''He ain't no vagrant. lieU, 
I'll vouch . . . '' 

,. You'll shut up and do as 
I t·�ll you ! "  Itaildall \vas pac
ing the room. "I can't prove 
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it but I kno\v he's got the dog. 
It's 'vritten all over his face. 
Now book him ! "  

I s\vear if Castor hadn't in
terrupted at that point I'd 
have nailed Randall to the 
wall. 

"Lieutenant," said Castor, 
still calm as ever, " I'm afraid 
I won't be able to stay here 
with you. "  

Randall's eyes popped. 
"What the hell do you mean,  
you can't stay ? I 'm keeping 
you, that's all ! "  

•'But I have more work to 
do." 

"Don't hand me that, you 
crumb ! You never did a 1 iclc 
of work in your l i fe." 

Talk about the pot call ing 
the kettle black ! Thanl{S to 
l1is lousy relatives that Ran· 
dall 'vas the biggest loafer on 

· the city payroll. 
It was the first time I ever 

sa\v so much as a specl{ of an· 
gcr in Castor's eyes. It only 
lasted for a split second and 
then he got control of him
self again. 

"I'm very sorry, Lieuten 
ant, but I have 'vor}{ed very 
hard for many years and nO\Y. 
I must finish the most impor-
tant part of that 'vork the da)' 
after tomorrov.�." 

" What's happening the day 
after tomorro\v ?" Randall in
quired. 
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"They're tearing do,Vll 
Carnegie II all," I cut in. 

• 'N o, Officer Metcalf," Cas
tor said. ",.fhey only th,ink 
they 're tearing do\vn Carne
gie 1-lall. " 

'fhis styn1icd Randall. "Bul
Jets, what the l1ell is he talk
ing about '!" 

" Castor is opposed to the 
<lcstruction of Car11egie Hall ,"  
I said, "so he isn 't going to 
let them tear it do\vn." I 
\vinked my eye at Randall. 

"My God, you're both 
scrc\vy ! '' said Randall, tal{ing 
a step back\vard. 

' 'Oh, no, Lieutenant," Cas
tor said. "You see, it is all 
\vrong to destroy a sacred 
thin g. Carnegie Hall is a 
great and beautiful monu
ment to son1ething that is vi
tal to manl\ind . . .  music. It 
is simply not right . . . " 

''Cut it out !"  screatned 
RandalL "You're under ar
rest ! You're going to stay 
here until you confess to the 
theft of that dog ! Take him 
a\\'" ay, Bullets !" 

I stood there fidgeting for 
a couple of minutes. The 
thought of leading that inno
cent little guy to a cell made 
me feel like I \vas about to 
dro,vn a bag of l{ittens. You 
tal{e Randall. One look at that 
lug· and you could tell he \Vas 
born to be a kitten drowner. 
I mean he could have dro\vn-

WHO STOLE CARNEGIE HAll? 

eel a bag of kittens and 
recited Hi Diddle Diddle with
out ever batting an eye. 

It's kind of hard to describe 
\vhat happened right after 
that because to tell you the 
trutl1 I don't kno\V ho·uJ 1t  
happened. I \vas still tryi11g 
to g·ct up 1ny nerve when Ran
dall shouted, "Don't j ust 
stand there ·you moron ! Take 
l1im out !"  

All I kno\V is I reached over . 

and took Castor by the arm . • 
Gently, you understand. And 
l1c stood up and gripped his 
fiddle by its neck and sudden
ly tl1ere \Vas this kind of loud 
\vhoosh ! It was follo,ved by a 
'''eird suction sound. And 
L ieutenant Randall of the 
Forty-ninth · ·street Preci11ct 
\vas gone ! 

No\v ordinarily this would 
l1ave come under the heading 
of cxtren1ely good news. But 
for him to just vanish like 
that, right h1 front of n1y 
eyes I 1nean if Randall had 
been l\id11apped, 'vhich ap
peared very likely, there 'vas 
g·oing to be some mad relatives 
on the city ·payroll. And yours 
truly, Bullets Metcalf, 'vas 
going to be in hot water right 
up to his clavicle. 

I could find nothing better 
to do than scratch my head. 
While I \vas doing it I h�ard 
the door close. Castor \vas 
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g·one. I stayed in the room fot .. 

a minute on the off chance 
tl1at Randall might turn up as 
ntysteriously as he had van
i�hed. 

It \vas then that it hit me. 
l�andall must haYc been right 
about the dog. Castor did p i l
f'-�.r the mutt ! I 1·emembered 
that moment the night before 
\�{hen I thought I had heard 
the dog yelping like he was 
locked up sonle\vhere. The 
violin \Vas the answer and 
Castor 'UJa,s a magicia11 just 
t i ke that rich dame had said. 
l had it all figured out. Some
t i m·�s my intuitio11 completely 
ainazes me. 

Much as I l iked old Castor 
I couldn't let l1im leave me i n  
a jam. I didn't have the fit .. st 
idelt how the old guy did it but 
I was determined to find out .. 

I left the room and passed 
l\1l u lcahy, the horsey desk ser
geartt, on my \vay out of the 
.station. 

" ! ley,  Bullets, \Yhere's Lieu
ten:J.nt Randal l ? "  l\rlulcahy 
askcrl me. "There's a call for 
him.'' 

" I-Ie just stepped out for his 
v iolin lesson," I said and kept 
on going as Mulcahy shouted 
about ten unprintables after 
ffi(\ . • • •  

I caught s ight of Castor 
rounding the corner of 49th 
Street and Sixth A venue. I 
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'vas right behind him 'vhen 
he caught a train in the 50th 
Street subway station. I too]{ 
a seat in the car behind his. 
He began playing the old 
1iddle for \vhat fc'v passen
gers there \Verc at three in 
the morning. lie  must have 
played for about an hour be
cause that's ho\v long it took 
to get to \vherever \Ye 'vere 
going. About an hour. 

To be factual about it I 
didn't even think to Jool( at 
the station sign 'vhcn I fol
lo,ved him out of the sub\vay. 
I think \ve 'verc in Forest 
ll ills but it could have been 
Pa,vtucket, Rhode Island, ex
cept I happen to kno'v the 
sub,vay doesn't go that far. 

Any\vay, I follo\ved him for 
another half hour after that. 
And the terrain got less re�i
dential. 

I follo,ved him to the edge 
of \Vhat looked like a meado\v. 
He veered off to his left and 
,�.rent do\vn a path. To\vard a 
little shac}{ s itting all by itself 
in that great big field. l ie 
\Vent inside and in a second 
the light \Vent on. 'rhe end of 
the trail, obviously, so I 'vent 
inside and stood there fiat
footed. 

I 'd never seen so many 
fiddles in my \Vhole life ! They 
were everywhere ! On chairs, 
tables, dressers, on the bed ; 
eve11 the walls couldn't be 
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seen for fiddles. I mean Cas
tor must have had a corner on 
the marl{et ! 

And all I could hear \Vas 
n1usic ; violin music oozing 
out of every fiddle i n  the 
J'OOln. And not just one piece 
either. I mca11 there must 
have been a rloze11 symphonies 
going all at once w ith maybe 
six or seven obbligatos thro\vn 
in for good measure. 

After I'd been inside for a 
mi nute the music became 
more subdued and I could 
hear myself think. 

" Castor," I said, "I  'vant 
you should ten me what kind 
of a gimmick you got \Vith 
this violin factory. "  

"Officer Metcalf, I have 
nothing to hide from you," he 
said, '•you have al,vays been a 
good friend. But Lieutenant 
Randall, he was a bad 
man . . .  , 

-''vVhat do you mean 1cas !" 
Don't ash: me \vhy I suddenly 
felt sympathy for Randall be
cause I just don't li:nOV'{ ! "He 
ain't dead, is he ?" 

· ·oh, of course not," said 
Castor as he fondled one of 
the v iolins, "he's right here. " 

'4 I�jght 'vhere ?" I'll be 
da1nned if I could see him. 

"Right inside here," said 
Castor, pointing to that little 
opening you see in all viol ins. 

l'n1 not sure but I thinl{ at 
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that point I let out someth jng 
l ike a gulp. "You mean yo-a 
mean Lieutenant Randall js 
inside . . .  that . . .  that vio
lin ?" 

Castor just smiled. ''That's 
right. " 

"Oh." 
''Officer Metcalf, you don�t  

look 'veil. Can I fix you som e 
boullion ?" 

"What ? Oh, no 110, I'm i n  
the pink, 110 l\:idding. I ah-
what are you going to do with 
h im ?" 

'•Witl1 \vho ?" 
"Lieutenant Randall." 
"Well, I ,, .. as thinking c,f 

taking h i m  \\·ith me 'vhen I 
leave.' '  

�·when You leave ! Whet·e .. 

the hell are you going ?" 
"Home." 
''Oh. " It occurred to me th.at 

I didn't kno\\r anymore th en 
than I did 'vhen I arrived. 
"Look Castor, I don't know 
how you do i t  but no'v you've 
got to u11do it, see ? I mean, 
isn't there some \Vay you can 
return L ieutenant Randall 4! " 

'4Yes, there is, " said Cas
tor. l-Ie had a very seriou�;, 
troubled loolt on his fac·�· 
"But you see, Officer Metcalf, 
people l ike Lieute11ant Ran
dall serve no useful purpose 
in this 'vorld. Neither do 
people li l{e the t'vo who 
ov;ned the dog. " 

" That figures, " I chuclded. 
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"It hanne11s the tl1ree of then1 
are reL .• ted." 

"It \Vas a 111istake to take 
t he do�. I should have taken 
the o�ers. But I \Vas afraid 
the dog might harm me so I'm 
E�fraid I acted on impulse. 
lie's really a very lovable 
pooch. He deserves better 
than what he had so I am tal\
i ng him with me also." 

"Never mind the dog· ! "  I 
said. "Just get Lieutenant 
I�andall back. " 

"But \vhy ?" he asl{ed. I 
111ean I really do11't think l1e 
could see '\Vlly. "He accused 
n1e of being a tramp, a goocl 
f�r nothing. l-Ie shouldn't 
have said that. It is  not true. 
l'f ot at all. "  

"Well, you see, Castor, l1c 
j �.1st didn't l\110\V you. I mean 
I can understand hovv he 
\Yould get the impression, not 
knowing you, that you ''ras 
panhandling. You got to ad
lll it your clotl1es aren't exactly 
out of Town a.nd Country." I 
s1niled, figuring I had wo11 
h im over \Vith mY: observa
tional po\vers. 

" Not enough people in this 
world know 'vhat it is to be 
dedicated. Lieutena11t Randall 
i�. one of those people. So I 
w ill take him ,, .. ith · me and 
show him the fruits of n1y 
labor. \Vhe11 I return him he 
'\Viii be a better man for his 
experience.'' 
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" 1-Iey, 'vl1ere is your hon1e 
any\\ray ?" 

"You have never heard of 
•t " l • 

"Oh, I do11't h11o"r· I keep 
pretty good tabs 011 the old 
geography," I said. 

Castor laugl1ed. I guess he 
didn't tal{e me seriousljr. I 
could sec I 'Yas getting Ilo
'vhcre on the subject of that 
crumb Randall so I asl�ed Cas
tor about l1is so-called ''"orlc 
Frankly I 'vas rea1ly skeptical 
that he had ever done any but, 
unlike Randall, I didn't care. 
I mean he didn't have to he a 
corporation vice-pres ident to 
be a friend of m ine. 

Well, I never did get \Vhat 
he was trying to tell me. But 
I pass it on for 'vhat it's 
\vorth. It seems he had this 
job to do because vvhere he 
came from ( I 've forgotten 
the 11ame of th.c place and you 
ain't l ikely to locate it in no 
geography books neither) 
people j ust craved music. You 
know, like some people crave 
money. I mean they had re
duced this music lovi.ng busi
ness to a fine science, see ? So 
they harl sent about a dozen 
guys like old Castor out to 
record the stuff and bring it 
back (to that place \vhich l 
can't remember the nan1c 
of) .  

He told me he had been sta-
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t i<)ncd at Carnegie I-I all for 
something l ike seventy-t,Yo 
years \vithout ever going 
hon1e. But no\V that they \vas 
go ing to demolish the joint 
an(l he had all the longhair 
stu tf that l1ad ever been 
played there he 'vas getting 
ready to hit the trail for 
hon1c. It seems that, the \Vay 
hi� people stud ied a11d enjoyed 
1nusic like it 'vas expensive 
'\:- i nc, there 'vas going to be 
one l1ell of a ceJebratio11 \Vhcn 
he got bacl\:. 

T'here was no question 
about it. Tl1e guy ,�.-ras balmy. 

I said to llitn, " Castor, you 
n1ean to tell n1c tl1at in every 
o11c of these 1iddles you got 
reeordcd a whole co11cert fron1 
c;a rncgie Hall ?" 

"Oh, i11 son1c I l1ave as 
n1any as a half dozen con
ee l -ts . "  

� ' rfhat's plagiarism !"  I 
yc l ied at l1im. 

"Of course 11ot. There arc 
no such la\vs \Vl1ere I con1e 
from. There, all great culture 
is enjoyed by the n1any rather 
than by the fe,v. Listen, Offi
cer Metcalf ! "  He monkeyed 
a round with the keys on one 
or  the fiddles and I '\VaS treat
ed to something ca11ed Beer
leo's Te11tptation of Faust. It 
'vas nothing to shout about 
but Castor practically did 
f1 ip-flops over it. " Isn't the 
tone magnificent ?'' l1e asl\:cd 
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n1e. I \Vas the last person l1e 
should have asl{ed. ·�All of my 
recordings l1ave that same 
crystal clear, life-lilre quality·. 
)fy friends are going to be 
very happy." 

As he \Vas ha11ging the 
fiddle bacl{ on the \vall a small 
object no bigger tl1a11 a post
age stamp fell out of it 011to 
the floor. I picked it up. 
"What's this ?" I asl{ed him. 

It '\vas the 011ly ti1ne I ever 
sa\v old Castor blush. "That 
is a Va11 Gogh self portrait," 
he saict. 

Well, my eyes popped over 
that one because I do kno,N· 
a l ittle something about art. 
"You don't happen to mean 
tl1e one that was found miss
ing from the Metropolita11 
Museum a couple of months 
ago, do you ?" 

He nodded. 
"You're the one \vho heist

ed it ?" 
He nodded again. He 'vas 

pretty embarrassed. 
1'1 thought you 'vere just 

interested in n1usic ! "  
" It happened in a \Veak mo

ment," he said apologetically. 
I looked at the portrait 

again. "Holy cow ! '' I exclaim
ed, "How did you get it down 
to this size ?" 

He shrugged n1odestly. 
"Is is Lieutenant Randall 

-this small right 110\V !', 
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"Uh-huh." 
.,No\v listen to me, Castor, 

you got to do something about 
the lieutenant. I'm appealing � 
to you as a friend vv-ho is go
ing to be in a pot full of trou
ble if you don't help me. "  

"Trouble ? I do not under
stand." 

I explained ho\v Randall 
had a lot of pull on the force 
and ho\v I was the only other 
cop in the room 'vhen he dis
appeared and I would natur
ally be suspected because it 
':vas a 'vell-kno\vn fact that I 
hated the crumb's guts. 

Like a true friend Castor 
sa\v my plight. He 'vas ready 
to do all he could. "But you 
must be patient, Officer Met
calf. We \Vill go back into the 
city together and I will see 
that the lieutenant is return
eel. But not until after my 
\vork is completed. " 

"Don't you think you've got 
eJtough music to last you for 
a vvhile ?" It struck me he was 
getting a little greedy. 

''I do not \Vish to reco1·d 
any more music," he sai d 
'vith a gleam in his eye. " I  
told you ho\v \Vrong I thought 
it  'vould be to destroy Carne
gie Hall. Therefore I am 
going to do something about 
it. But if Lieutenant RandaJI 
\Vere free he is the kind of 
1nan 'vho 'vould stand in my. • 

way. And I must not have any 
interference.'' 

4'What are you going to 
do ?'' I \Vas curious as al1 hen .. 

li e picked up a fiddle and 
bow and said, ucome. We V\:1 i l 1  
go back no"r." 

When 've reached the c itv 
" 

Castor told me I looked tj 1·ed 
and I should get some sack 
tin1e. To say that I \Vas :re
luctant \Vould be just about 
true since I ,-.,as detern1 1ned 
everyth ing should  come out 
okay. 

But Castor gave me his  
'vord that Randall \�loulo be 
safe and he eve11 offered to 
thro\v in the dog as a bonus 
promise. So I went to my room 
and slept like a baby. 

I \vas rudely a\\:rakened at 
11 A.M. by the telephone, 
which 'vas ringing. NeedJt-ss 
to say I ans"rered it. 

''Bullets ! Get the l1ell do"'·n 
to my office on the doubJe ! 
You hear me ? Right nov�7 ! !"  

Click ! It was Randall. 
That good old good-.for

noth ing, bald-headed RaJida.Jl 
was safe. Even his uncou th, 
raspy voice 'vas like mus1 t  to 
my ears. Castor had kept h 1s  
word. 

l f  I'd been smart I'd have 
bought a ne\vspaper on the 
way to the station. Then r·d 
have been prepat·ed for vvhat 
\Vas coming. But I didn't buy, 
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one. which left me a little un
prepared. 

Both Randall and the dog 
\verc waiting for me. Randal l 
ushered me into that l ittle 
r·oom '\vhere he proceeded to 
hlovv his undignified top. 

11 e told me ho\v he had 
fnunrl himself sleeping on a 
hench in Central Parl{ 'v ith 
the dog at six o' clocl' that 
mo rning. And ho'v he had no 
idea ho\\r he got there. Frank
ly i t  amused the hell ou t of 
rnc. 1 n1ean you had to l\:tlO\\' 
a m isfit like Randall to appre
ciat(' the full impact of the 
humor in the situation. 

l-Ie was madder than a 
rooster locked outside of a hen 
coop and I couldn't figure out 
\vhy .. So he sho,ved n1e a copy 
o f  the morning paper. There 
\vas this great big headline 
act·oss the top that said : 

CARNEGIE HALL 
DISAPPEARS ! 

He tool\: me in a squad car 
to the scene of the theft. OJrl 
Carnegie Hall 'vas gone all 
right. There 'vas notl1ing but 
a big· l1ole on the cornet· of 
!37th and 7th. 

Randall wanted me to lo
cate Castor and have him 
brought in for questioning as 
a saboteur. That lcind of 
tltinking was really typical of 
him. 

WHO STOLE CARNEGIE HALL? 
. 

I said I didn't know what 
the hell he 'vas talk ing about. 
I never heard of anybody 
named Castor and least of all 
anybody named Castor who 
played a violin. Not in all the 
t\\"enty-two and a half years I 
been on 57th Street. 

"\Vhat are you trying to 
pull, Bullets !"  Randall barked 
at me. "You l\:no'v that little 
heel tried to kidnap me ! And 
no\v he's sabotaging city 
property ! " 

usorry, Lieutenant," I grin
ned at him, "but 've can 
thro\v out every dragnet '\\"e 
got and \\"e still ain't going to 
find no violinist named Cas
tor. Too bad, but that's tl1e 
\vay the old marble rolls !" 

Well, Randall has since had 
me examined by two police 
psychiatrists and to tell you 
the truth the two head 
shrinkers and me have spent 
all our time playing pinochle. 
You see, Randall :made the 
mistake, \vhen he accused n1e 
of being scre\vy, of telling the 
two psychiatrists all about 
Castor and this vioHn he had. 
That if you \\"eren •t careful 
you would get sucked into. 
And the Docs looked upon 
that statement 'vith '1lhat you 
might call a jaundiced eye. 

So they're keeping pretty 
close tabs on Lieute1tant Ran
dall these days. H is relatives 
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1 11 particular a1·e worried. 
Every once in a \Vhile 

t.hey'll come to me a11d ask me 
i f  I'm sure I don't kno'v noth
ing about that violinist. But I 
�1 lways tell them I don't. They 

• 

n1ust think I 'm stupid. 

But I ain't that stupid. I'm 
the only one who knows where 
Carnegie llall really went to, 
except I only '\\1ish I could re
member the name of the place. 
I 'd like to visit Castor soine
t ime. THt END 
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A rcha.eologist .. 't aren' t th e d u s t y  old bores th ey're c1·acl�ed u_p tn 
b e ;  neither is archa #'ology a. dull p1·ofes.t;ion. Fa.-r fronl it. Sonle of 
tlte m.o4� t exciting di.'JCO'Veriec� of all  tint-l! have bee'� m.ade by the 
boys 1{n:th the pick O. J.�es and pith h ehnet.� .  If yo u crr.n dig a. 90 sco·re 
on this quiz, you're bette1· tha n t.h e ed-i to r. If you _qet all t h e  (�n
swers right, you lt.a.t'e otu· per-n� ission to contact tltc A rcha eological 
Soriety and tell fhenl to send along your 'ntedal. 

1 .  The writer D. H.. Lawrence was • noted Middle-Eastern 
archaeologist. 

2.  The HiHites were one of the ma1y peoples who inhabited the 
Tltrls-Euphrates Vatley .. 

l .  Etyptlan hleroglypJ.ics were cleciphered by Champollioa with 

T F 

ll � 0 

[J 0 

the aiel of the roset+a stone. D C 
4 .  The rliest civll i:la+tons of which we have llnowledCJe flour-

ished arouncl 3000 -I.C. in the valleys of the Titrls-Euphrates. 
Nile and Yant+•e livers. 0 0 

5. Despite their abstract intellectual achievements. the Mayans 
neyer developect even so practical a tool as the plow. 0 C 

6. lnvestitations of the ancient Minoans have shown that the 
legend of the Mi•otaar in the labyri•th has a basis i• fact. 0 D 

7. N ineveh, .. the wicked city," was destroyed in 61 2 B.C. by th� 
Etyptlans. 0 0 

8. The archaeological discovery of Troy tendecl to further +�•� 
conclusions of 1 9th century scholars that Homer was a .. pac'k 
of lies... 0 0 

9. Schliemann only became an archaeologist in middle .c�qe after-
•massing a fortune i n  bushtess. 0 [] 

1 0. The earliest civili'led residents of Mesopotamia were a Sem i ti c  
people called Samerians. 0 0 

. 
1 1 .  The pyramids built by the Egyptian kings were intended to 

serve as livint q·uarters for the spirits in the other world. 0 0 
1 2. The pyramids buUt by the Mayans were meant for the same 

purpose. 

1 3. The cuneiform characters of labylonia. Assyria, etc •• were 

D D 

made with a weciCJe.Shaped Instrument on clay tablets. D D 
1 4. Tile earliest civill•atlon i• Greece was the Mycenean. D 0 
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1 5. The "Towers of Babylon .. were part of a system of military 
defense. [] 

1 6. The Dead Sea Scrolls were the work of the period just after 
Christ. [J 

1 7. The story of the Flood has been found in a Babylonian chron-
icle. Cl 

1 8. The finding of King Tutan .. hamen's tomb caused great excite
ment because it was one of the few in Egypt. almost t��n· 
touched by grave robbers. 0 

n ,__, 

0 

,.--, 
LJ 

0 
1 9. The Etruscan writin4)s give Much insight into life in early Italy. iJ f] 

20. H•man sacrifice among the Aztecs was performed by flinging 
the victims into a well. 0 0 

A NSWERS 
1 .  False. It  was T. E. Lawrence. 2. False. They lived in Asia Minor near 

Syria. 3. True. The rosetta stone had a parallel inscriptio11 in Greek, 

H ierotlyphics ond Coptic script. 4. Folse. The Indus. rather than the 

YanC)tze where civilization developed later. 5. True. They plantecl by dig· 

th•CJ holes with a sharp stick. 6. True. The King's pala.:e at Knossos was 

•uilt i• the form of a labyrinth and many pictures found there show that 

a form of bullfightl•t was practiced. perhaps as a religious ceremony. 

7. False. It was destroyed by a n  allla•ce of Babylonians and Medes. 

8. False. Schliemann found Troy by lgnorinCJ the scholars and •sing Homrer 
as a guide to the correct site. He also proved that it had existed. whi�h 

they didn•t believe. 9. True. Though archaeology was the dream of his life 
and especially the finding of Troy, he had to wait and work for over 20 

years before he could retire and devote himself to his real love. 1 G. False. 

The Sumerians. though the earliest residents of Mesopotamia, were a nc-n· 

Semitic people. 1 1 .  True. 1 2. False. The Mayan pyramids were temples for 

al l  the people. 1 3. True. Cuneiform means wedge-shaped. 14.  True. 

They were overrun by the illiterate Dorians around 1 1  00 B.C. 1 5. Fo.lse. 

They were temples. 1 6. False. Just before Christ. 1 7. True. It was de· 

ciphered from millions of fragments of clay tablets by George Smith. 

18. True. All the well-known tombs and pyramids had been completely 
despoiled over thousands o_f years by families of grave-robbers who passed 

on their secrets from generation to generation. Kint Tut•s had been 

covered by sand. 1 9. False. The Etruscan writings are still undeciphered. 

20. False. That was the Mayan way. The Aztecs tore out the living heort 
of their victims. 
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EARN TOP SALARI ES 
BU ILD AN EXCITING FUTURE ! 

Read: 

YOUR CAREER IN  ELECTRONICS 
A NEW ZIFF·DAVIS PUBLICATION 

This fact-filled volume prepared by the com
bined staffs of RADIO & TV N EWS and 
POPULAR ELECTRON I C S  is written for 
men who have a stake in the fastest-growing 
industry in the world-electronics ! If you're 

eager and ready to move i nto a more advanced, h igher-paying 
electronics specialty or want to begin an electronics career, 
don't m iss this informative, 132-page publication. 

IT T E L L &  Y O U  
• what j ob opportun ities are available i n  electronics 
• how to p repare for a job in electron ics 
• how to get a j ob in electronics 

C O N T E N T S 
ELECTRONS, SLI DE R ULES AND YOU 
-Careers i n  E lectron ics . . .  Am I Too 
Old to Learn Electroni ,·s . . . \\'omen 
i n  El.:ctronics . . .  \\'hat ,'\hout Tech 
\Vnti n g 7  • • •  Elcctror > i" St ands  Guard 

C A R E E R S  IN P R O G R E S S-I a m  an 
Atomic E n r: i n ccr  . . I Ride the Satc l ·  
l ites a n d  Rockets . . .  I Make Electronic 
Brains . . .  T h a n k  �lc for Sa fe Air 
Travel . . .  \Ve Make Color TV . . .  
\\'c'rc Looking fo r Tomorrow 

E LE C T RO N I C S  I S  A P RO F I T A B L E  
HOBBY-Spare T i m e  T V  Servicing 

. .  Use Your Hi·Fi K n ow·How . . .  
Bui ld  G a d �cts for Money . . .  Kits for 
Sale . . .  Profit from P.A. Rentals 

SURVEY OF THE JOB MARKET-Per· 
son n c l  requirements of the largest elec· 
tronic manufacturin !!  fi rms-number of 
technicians, e n gi neers needed,  kind of  
hack�rotmd required,  salanes offered, 
traming given and opportunities for 
advancement.  

COURSES, C REDITS AND DEGREES 
-Training for a Curer . . •  Home 
Study . . .  Col lege Trai n i n g  . . .  Resi· 
dent Schools 

BASIC ELECTRONICS-A brie f cQurse 
in the fundamentals of electronics. It 
�ives the hc�inner  a know ledge of ter· 
m i nology a n d  m m e  fam i liarity with the 
electronics field .  

BUY A COPY OF YOUR CAREER IN ELECTRONICS 

ON SALE AT ALL NEWSSTANDS 
- only 75' 



BY S. E. COTTS 

SEA SIEGE. By And1·e Norton. 216 pp. Ha1·court, Brace and C&m.pa.ny. 
$3.00. 

What a rare pleasure it is to read a really first-class s-f story and 
?\[iss Norton has certainly come up with one. Here is a book that is 
good o n  so many different levels that it ought to appeal to almost 
any fan .  There's action galore and a topnotch suspense story. The 
plot is a plausible one in spite of voodoo, ghost ships and sea ser
pents. The descriptions of undersea life are beautifully detailed. 
A.nd rarest of all, the science parts are well integrated into the 
st:ory line instead of the all too common sandwich treatment a 
layer of story, a layer of theoretical explanation, etc. 

Griff Gunston and his father are on the island of San !�adore in 
the West Ind ies where the latter is working on a government proj-· 
eet. Soon the quiet island is beset by unrest as many baffling qu(·s
tions arise that even Dr. Gunston cannot answer. Why was the l�ed 
P lague, the fish disease that Griff's father was investigating, radio ... 
ac:tive ? Why were so many island ships found abandonfrl ? Why 
were the octopi banding together in large groups and :tt r i n g  \vith 
such a high degree of intelligence ? 

Then the state of tension between the East and the \Vest blew up 
in an atomic war. All radio stations were silent. Was there still a 
world existing outside of the island ? In the desperate st ruggle for 
su rvival that fo11owed, Dr. Guns ton's group, the N avy pf·rsounel 
from a hush-hush base on the other side of the island, and the 
natives forgot their differences and worked together as thf'y real
ized that their peril was twofold : not only fron1 the sky but also 
from the sea. 

It m i ght be said that the climax at the end of the book iB  a little 
too n1 uch '� in the nick of time;• or that Griff as a charact.�r is not 
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as developed as he might be (though there are some finely drawn 
characterizations of the native islanders ) .  But such criticisms 
wouldn-t be quite cricket in the face of such an all over fine job 
from an author who consistently maintains the same high stand
ards. 

GUNNER CADE. By Cyril Judd. 198 pp. Ace Reprint. Paper: 351. 

Gunner Cade is an excellent book ; yet it contains as many of the 
elements of an historical novel as it does of an s-f one. On the our� 
hand we have a colony on Mars. space ships, radionic devices, and 
paralyzing gas guns. On the other hand, the kind of tradition that 
steeps the whole story is reminiscent of a novel of the m iddle-ages. 
We find Commoners and Starborne court aristocrats separated from 
each other by rigid codes of dress and custom. Then there are th e 
l\fysteries, religious .. Jike organizations each with its own signs an d 
litanies, suppressed by the Emperor, but flourishing in secret none 
the less. Also, the Order to which the hero belongs is a combination 
of features some of which we associate with Knighthood and s-on•e 
with the Clergy. This Order consists of professional soldiers who 
fight according to a strictly prescribed ritual and who live in Chap .. 
ter Houses according to the vows of poverty, chastity and obedience. 
Yet all the action takes place 10,000 years from now. \Vhat sounds 
like an incredible mixture is really a pleasantly off beat story. 

Gunner Cade was a dedicated man, a member of the Order of 
Armsmen which had served the Emperor for 10,000 years since the 
beginning of the worlds. It was written in the Klin philosophy that 
it should be so, that all men should serve the Emperor. Cade was a 
model gunner in every way until he was erroneously reported dead 
in battle ( the glorious end that all gunners prepared themselves 
for) . Then as he began living "behind the scenes" he saw corrup
tion and bribery where he had been taught to believe there was 
goodness and truth. In this mockery he saw that the Klin philoso-phy 
limited people instead of allowing them to fulfill themselves. 

On the surface this is a fine adventure story. There are some 
points, however, where the S'h ifting loyalties become both confus
ing and annoying. But one is willing to put up with these incon
veni ences beeause under all the excitement, Cade's story is that of 
a human being trying to find a new ideal te serve. 

CRISIS IN 2140. By H. Beam Piper and John J. McGuire. 120 pp. 
Ace Reprint. Paper: 951. 

Crisis in 2140 is one of those sad cases in S·f where the idea has 
tremendous potential and excitement but the realization of it is  
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very garbled and disappointing. Here is a seemi ngly Utopian \vorld 
\vhere atomic power has become a reality, where hel icopters are 
commonplace. Yet n i ne-tenths of the population are I l l iterate, and 
choose to be, for Literacy is  held to be di rectly responsible for war. 

However, i n  spite of the excellence of th is un ifying idea, the plo t 
takes us  i nto needless compl ications involv i n g  a senatorial can1paign. 
a department store sale wjth an ensu ing riot that resembles a g-ang 
war, and a half dozen main characters \Vho shift loya)t ies and change 
identities wi th every new chapter. Of these. the most interesting is  
Chester Pelton, the senatorial nomi nee and a diehard Ill iterate. 

Although the idea �mbodied i n  the resolution of the book is  sounrl .  
one \vishes it had been more skillfully handled throughout. A udio
vis ual education had developed to the point where it '"'as no longer 
necess·ary to teach rea d i n g  and writing i n  the schools .  B u t  elim inat
ing the necess ity for something does not elimi nate the des ire for 
it, and h uman curiosity i s  very strong. So i t  is only natural that 
.-.t n underground of Li terates arises who real ize that the solu tion is 
not stamping o u t  knowledge, but making better use of  it.  

·---------------·----·-----··-----···---- - · --··--·-

Answer to Piston Problem on Last Month•s Editorial Page .. 
4 4  P'' is  a p iston moving up and 

(. o\V"n in  a cylinder, being connect .. 
ed by con-rod "C" to flywheel "F," 
v:h ich is rotating- a t  a constant 
s peed. 

Question : Does "P" stop at the 
t)p of the stroke before i t  starts 
down ? ( S i nce this is a theoretical 
p roblem, vve will assume there is 
no play i n  the bearings and that 
the  rod "C" has no stretch o r  tom
p t·es.3ion in  i t . )  

The ans\ver o f  course is  "NO," 
i t  cannot poss ibly stop and the an .. 

S \ VCr hinges on an elen1cntary rule 
(j:: geometry, namely that a line 
h lS only one dimension length. 
S i nce our cen ter l i ne ' 'A B" has 
Jl l)  thickness, i t  takes zero time to 
cross it .  Therefore the con-rod, 
and the piston which is  fastened. 
to it, are either going UP o r  do\\7n .  
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BY THE READERS 

Dear Editor : 
As I expected the August issue of Fantastic \\�as another h jt. 

Every story \vas an exciting piece. I loved "The Coffin Run" best 
of a 1 l .  Plenty of true deep space adventure. 

What's gotten into some of our fans stating that the stories in 
A nzazhzg :1nd Fantas tic are becoming too sexy "? I " l l  be darned i f  l 
can see any sex in the stories. These fans must be digging a 1 ittl•3 
too deeply themselves, read ing i nto th e stories.  

As you correctly stated, sex is a part o f  our dai ly l ives. Remem-
ber, Jt ... reud sta ted that sex is  th e huh of all  h u man exi stence. 

W. C. Brandt 
1725 Sem inary A ve., .. �pt. N 
Oak1 and 21,  Cal if. 

• Word is out that Freud is just anothe1· on e of 1-var Jo-rgense,n's 
pen na-ntes, but we tal'e no stoclc in the runl or. 

Dear E d itor : 
This is the first time I h ave \\'ritten to your magazine but I have 

been read ing i t  � i nce i t  was publ ished i n  pulp forn1. Through the 
years I have noticed definite improvements in the stories and i1lus
trations. The whole magaz ine has becon1e more refined. This y€ar 
more than ever it has taken on more of a mea n i n g  to me as I spend 
many lonely hours manning a lookout tower i n  one of the national 
forests . I thought " Gods A Jso Die" was one of the best stories 3· ou 
have published. 

I w ish to add my clamor for more "Johnny �tayhem" stories. 
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They are the cream c.f stories and sequels. They catch your eye 1·ight 
off if you have ever read any of them . 

Richard F. Harper 
Butte Falls Ranger S tation 
Butte Falls, Oregon 

• There's a b·rand nezo 11Joh nny J.fayltem" conlin.q up in Fantas
tic's big-brother »UJ{I, Amazing Stories, very sltortly. Watch for it ! 

.Dear Editor : 
Thanks a m illion for introducing me to a new world of read i n g  

pleasure. Recently. baited by the Jarge prehistoric monster adorning 
:its cover, I bought a copy of A -nwzing and have been a science fic
tion addict ever since. 

I have enlarged my scope \vi t h  other magazines, but your publi
t�ations still come first i n  n1y OJlinion. Being one of the " meek" my
Helf, both •'Inheritance'' aud .. Travel ing Man," in the August issue 
of Fantastic, appealed to n1y nature. " Call l\'le Zombie" and 
' ;Phoenix Treatment., were also qu ite con1mendnblc. 

Harold Ewing 
1068 Elm 
Long Beach, Cal i f. 

• We're getl lng ld(s of le tters front new 'rea.dcrs, lately. Welco1n e 
to you, Mr. E1lJl�ng �nd t:o a ll the ne1v fans 1vho a1·e joining 'Us. 

l)ear Editor : 
" . 

I always snid you would ne,·t-r catch me writing to an editor but 
l1 ere I am and the 1·eason is th,�t I am fed up '\Yith those chronic 
gripers who are- fo reve t" \Vriting to you. 

llcaven only knows I don't  l ike aJI the stories in  any magazine. 
!'To one possibly could, and no h uman editor could ever hope to 
please everyone. ·. 

And these people· \\·ho are forever hollering mttl{c me so mad I 
could shout. I ask them could they do better ? If so put up or shut 
u p !  

. 

\Vhen I get a maga-z i ne that I don1t particularly care for, I figure 
I'll try again next ·month, beca use I know you fe1 loY.rs are doing 
your best to please and you certa inly deserve an A for effort. 

And while I'm at it I'll get something else off n1y chest. It's these 
idiots running around scream ing, " Oh, for the good old days," and 
" Science fiction ain't what it used to be." Well, I say you're right. 
It isn't it's bet ter ! So thet·e. Let's quit the complaints. What's 
gone is gone ! Sure there "'Cl'e a few good stories in the 30's and 
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40's, but there are still good stories. The trouble is they can't see 
then1 for the tears in their eyes crying about the old days. As 
Scrooge said, h Bah, hu1nbug ! ,. 

If a person is prejudiced he can 't see a situation clearly. If these 
veop)c would dust out their cobwebs and really give the new science 
fiction a clear unbiased look, they would see s-f hasn't lost a thin g 
uut has ga in ed a whole lot. It's gro\vn-up. Sure everyone love8 a 
roly-poly hHby but it  takes a mature m ind to l ike mature things and 
that's \\�hat s-f is to me, mature. I say three ch€ers for it. 

C. J. llcAdan1s 
421o In gerson 
Des )Joines, Iowa 

• And we say three chee?'s for C. J. McAdoons. Naturally 1..ve 
would. lV e'  re biased. 

Dear Edito1· : 
I've been 1·eading s- f for about five months. Fa.n.tastic was the 

first science fiction magazine I read and I've been sticking with it. 
" A  Pattern for 1\fonsters" was terrific. It was a perfect example 

of how a s-f story should be written. You know what the ending is 
going to be until you get to the end and find out it is com-pletely -
different from what you thought i t  would be. 

Arnold Diamond . 

505 E. 94th St. • 
Brooklyn 12, N. Y. 

• A perfect desc,-·ip tion of the "Patte1-rt For Monsters'' endin!], 
a.nd ·Jnost aptly p·ut. 

Dear Ed itor : 
I ju st got the August issue of Fantas tic �n.l it '\\'as tops. First 

place goes to u Inheritance" with uTai1 or-l\1ade KiJJers" a close sec
ond. "Coffin Run" was very good as an exploration of human rela
tionsh ips and human m inds. "Travel ing l\fa n" vv as amusin�. •• can 
1\Te Zomb ie '' \\"as also good, but '' Phoenix Treatment" d idn't appeal 
to me. I co u l d  t.ell without read in� i t  what '\'·.a� going to happen. 

I nlso bought the A n-ta zing Science F iction Novel 4'20 Million 
Jvl i les To Earth." To my mi nd it was so much trash, the kind of 
tripe the movie peopJe )abel as science fiction. I don't mind action, 
adventure when i fs believable, or even sl ightly unbel ievable, as i n  
ihe •l Conan" or ·�Johnny Ivlay hem,. stories, but this stuff is too 
m uch. 

I f  you publish this, please ask people (un less female) not to write 
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me. My parents are upset by the fact that three strange males have 
written me because they saw my other Jetter. But that's parents 
for you ! 

Suzanne C. Moore 
401 West Minnehaha Parkway 
M inneapolis 19, Minn. 

• Note to strange males : Mind your b1.ts·iness! 

I> ear Ed : 
For one thing I think se.x is okay, I F  it's made to seem natural 

and not played up. 
For a second thing " Satan Is 1\fy Ally" belonged in a science· 

fantasy m agazine not fiction, but it  was still a fair story. 
For a third thi ng, how's about getting after that guy I. Asimov 

( praised be his name) to write you somethi ng. If you could I'm 
sure all of us " .. Asimovians" would be grateful and would take in
t.:�rest in  Fantas tic. 

S. Schwartz 
1017 River St. 
Hyde Park 36, 1\:Iass. 

• From 1.vha t we hea.r, Jsa.ac is busy tnatclt ing a to-nts in son-1e re
search laboratory. A great W'rite1·. 

I,ea.r Editor : 
Your August issue of Fa.n tastic rates an okay by me. " Coffin 

Run," by Lee Correy was a good space opera and ''Call Me Zombie" 
h ad a very good surprise ending. " Travel ing Man" and " Inherit
ance" were both good stories on the lighter side. " Tai lor-Made 
}= il lers" was a good story of the not-so-distant future. Only one 
story I didn't like and that was " Phoen ix Treatment." It was too 
slow moving and its plot didn't carry too much weight. 

M ike Ungerman 
20 Ross Court 
Loudinville, N. Y. 

• "Coffin Run" UJas ou't favorite too, Mike, but 1.ve lilced ��Phoenix 
7'reatment," a.lso. Guess we can't a gree on eve·rytlting. In fact, it 
toould be a dull 1.co,.ld· if we did. 

Dear Editor : 
I have been reading s-f for years now but never thought of writ

ing and putting my two cents in. I have been reading all of the 
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letters in 4' According To You" and the fact tha�: most of your fa11s 
are always beefing about something caused me to write something 
in your defense. 

We can't please everyone but we try, and thafs just what you do. 
As for me I love your magazine. If  there's a story I don't care for 
th is month there's always another to n1ake up for it the next month. 

Mrs. A dela Luse 
1224 Abbott St . 
Sal inas, Calif. 

• Thanks for the co?nfo·rting words a.nd the loyalty, Mrs. Luse. 
We will continually strive to be wo,rthy. 

Dear Editor : 
Fantastic usually has a cover that means something. What hap-

pened th is month (A ugust) ? Was it supposed to mean something ? 
M. Penett 
3934 H udson St. 
Seatt1e, Wash. 

• The August cover tells about three gals t ied to stakes while a 
'rough-looking characte1· 'lV'itlt long jinge11U1ils stands 1·egarding them 
w·ith pity and wonder. Good-looking gal too ! 

.. 

.. Doc this arth ritis has tied me i n  knots • . , 
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It Sounds Fantastic, But • • •  

'Iaxicab d ri ver J esse I>o'v of 
Ne\v York City �··as accused of  
maldng a taxi medallion from 
a coffee-tin l id and using it. to 
ope rate a cab he bought at a 
junkyard for $ l2�j. lVIedal lions 
Hre issued by the city l icense 
bureau at a cost of $60 a year 
and are l imited in number to  
] 1 ,,.85. 

A.n Ontario 1\I PP obtained a 
driving l i cen�e for h i s  dog-, 
l isting the animal as Ha mem
ber of my family.'·  

.... - ·� 
' i I 

' 1 l " 

... 

The followjng gas conserYa
tion measu re has been adopted 
in Greece : '\"ehicles whose li
censes end in an odd number 
will be permitted to travel on 
odd-numbered days of the 
month ;  vehicles '"·ith l icen ses 
ending in an even nu mber \v ill 
be )Jermitted to travel on even
nuntbered days .. 

A househ o l de r  i n  Britain 
who lit a fire to heat the baby's 
bath water was fined ten 
shi l lings for en1itting smoke i n  
a stnokeless zone� 

Layi1"l? Don'n 1"bc Lan.� 

. . . 
.... ,-= . .  - · i" -: r · .,. «-

Schoolchil dren a t  Cri cl\�] adc.  . 
Eng·land, haven"t an out� idr  
door to thci r cla:ssroom and arc 
obl iged to enter thro ugh the 
\\·· indow. The council refuses t.o 
mal\:e a door on the ground� 
that the 400-yea r-old bu ildin� 
i s  an "ancient monument'' and 
it's against the law to al ter a n 
cient monument� i n  Britain. 

A D etroi t motorist recei ve d  
a te n days j a i l  se n te n c e  fo r 
th row ing a Pt!rer bag out  of 
h i s  car window. 

In Toronto ifs against the 
law to sweep the sidewalk out
side a public building wi thout. 
first wet ti ng the dust. 

Bloodhounds a rc ihc o n l r  
• 

dogs whose e v i d e n c e  i� accept-
ed i n  a court of bt\V. 

... ' 
·:. 

' 
I 

R. S. CRAGGS. 
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-continued from lact Cover 

�- $1� Brings You Any 
of These Great Books ME,:�::sHIP 

- Value• Up ro $ J 2.85 in Publishers" fdirions I 
-� Each look Packed from Cover to Cover with 
thrills of Top-Flight Science-Fiction . . .  and Science FACTI 

T H E  A S T O U N D I N G  S C I E N C E· 
FICTION ANTHOLOGY. A story 
ahout t h l' lirst .-\ -Bomb . . .  writ
h•n lll'fon· it  was i nvenlt>d � l'lth• a 
�t'OI'P of olhtT bt'�l t n lt_•s from a 
doz.t_•n y�·ars of A�tnundinJ.!' Sei 
t'ht't'- Fit•Lion Mn�otaz. i uc. ( Puh. t•tl. 
�a.:." 1 

THE BEST FROM FANTASY AND 
S C I E N C E- F I C T I O N .  t New ··.li. 
t ion ) 1 j 1 h d l l i n ).{ stories sdt•t·tetl 
from 1-'u 11 t u .�!l tl ml �rieurt·-f"ict iou 
. 11ut;a;:itiL Atlvt·ntun• in ot her 
worlds . . .  mystery, i n t rigUl;', t'US
Ilt'll�t· ! ( Puh. t't l .  $:\.i"1 U )  

TREASURY OF  SCIENCE-FICTION 
CLASSICS. ·I famous novds : n 
cnllllllt'tt• Jllny : �wores of nll-t i ml' 
).:Tt•at S- F st o 1 it ·:-;, irwlutlinJ.!' I I .  C. 
\\'l'lls' " I n vasion from Mnrs," 
matiP fnnwliM hv O rson \\'clh•s' 
honx llt'\\'S<'nHl. .( Pub. l'tl. $:!.�);, )  

NOW-THE BEST NEW 
SCIENCE-FICTION BOOKS 

FO R O N LY $1 .00 EAC H !  
I M At:I SE A:"\' Y  a o f  tht•se full· 

si?.t', hrantl-nt ·w Mt·ienct··fit't ion 
IHJ>nks \"ours for just � I ! C ram· 
nwtl w it h  t h ril ls  . . .  w r i t l t•n hy 
top-nnt t'h !'ll"it•nt·�·-lit"t ion alii hnrs. 
:\ n ��-��. to � I :! . � �. vahlt>. t•nm
p l d l '  in hand:->nmt·. pcrman('Tit 
h i n d i n ).!"s. E:u·h mon t h  l ht.·�Cil::'\tT. 
FH"TI O �  1\00I..: ( " 1 . ( ' 11 h r i l i ).!S yoU t ht• 
l i tH•:-;! l11·a nd- llt '\\' full- 1 . -n).!t h I Hill  ks 
1-'IIU 0 :'\ I Y �� 1-:.\ C I I  ( plus a ft.•\\" 
t't'I I I S :-;h j p p i n ).! t'h:IT").!t'S) 1'\'t'O 
t hou).!h t ht•y t•nst �:! _ ;,o, �:L.-,o a n t i 
up in puhl ish('l·s " t•tl i l  inns � You 
t a kt·  O X IS t hns�· hook!'! you n·ally 
want as ft•\\" as ·I n ;.·l'ar. 

SEND NO MONEY 

REPORT ON UNIDENTIFIED FLY· 
lNG OBJECTS ,,,, l·."d w(1rrl .!. Uup
Jlf'it. At last ! The lirst authnrit.r.
livt•  rt'llort on hilht.•rlo hu:-;h�,.•d-up 
f�u·ls a lJnut "fl y i l l ).! �nut·en� ' " . . . 
hy n fornwr A i r  Forn• t.•x pert i n  
t•hargl' o f  t hl'i r i nvest hmt ion. 
NOT fit'tion, hut nnHl7. i n ).!  fnct ! 
l Pub. l't l .  $.1 . \l;, )  

OMNIBUS O F  SCIENCE-FICTION. 
-l:i t"lnssi t.• stories hy Lop a u t hors. 
\\'oruh· rs o f  En rt h and Man . 
A m a "l. i n ).!  l n v t• n t i o n s .  � fllll'l' 
Trnvel a n d  V i s i tor·s from Outer 
Spat·e. Advt•ntun·s i n  D i m t-·n�ion. 
\\"odd� of Tomorrow. ( Pub. cd. 
$:l.:.u 1 

BEST SCIENCE-FICTION STORIES 
AND NOVELS: Ul.-.t;, f:rl.l•y '1'. f:. 
f)/1..-l/f. 1 -1 t o p- n n t dt short stories 
untl novt·lelt t.·� hy S.lll'h W<>ll-known 
w r i h•rs a� Roht>rt Blnt'h.  Frank 
Rohinson. Murk C l i fton, many 
others. ( Pub. l'<l. $:1.�);, )  

DRAGON I N  THE SEA r,, Fra11k 
/l, ·rf,t ·rt.  You'rt> on a :! l s l - ('entury 
liiHkrst•a mission from wh i t·h n o  
human h a s  t>Vt·r n·t u r·nt.�t l .  N�l\\", 
A O O O  f<>L•t d o w n .  a.u u n k u o w -,; 
(" /"f' ll" lll fi U. U'CI U f � !1014. V f�'-·l D !  
1 Puh. t •d. �:!.�1;, ) 

SATELLITE! '"' f:rik llcrfl" "·'' & 
U'ill 'a 1u Hdlt·r. Top l'X I H'rts re
veal full FACTS on l h l' lirst man
mwlt· Satellite i n fonnat ion not 
evt·n availahh· in h•chni<·al jour
nals � ( Puh. ed. $:\.!1?". )  

THE E N D  OF ETERNITY b11 Isaac 
. -l:tiwor·.  You look l i ke nthl'r 'mt·n,  
hut you'n• a n  f:tcruul !'t'lll from 
n l i rn d t·:->s n•a lm lo <·hnnJ[t> his
tory. But you t let· i t l t -d lo t ravt'l 
t h roul!h t i m e  nnd spa<'t' t o  find 
forl1iddnt lot'£". ( Pub. ed. $:!.�1:-, )  

W H I C H  3 DO Y O U  W A N T  $1 00 ") 
F O R  O N L Y  e 

SCIENCE FICTION BOOK CLUB 
Dopt. FAN-1 1 ,  Garden City, N. Y. 
l ' lt·a��· rmh lilt' ! ht· :l houk!' l'ht•ckcd lll•low. B!l m_..· gtrt honkil anti llr!\1 !'t·h·c · 
l ion. I \  i l l  nu• <�Ill�· $1 for uti lhrl'� (plu�  fpw n·nt�  !> l l l pJ•in�o: d1:�r;.:t' S • ,  tind 
t·nr••ll lilt' a �  a ltl• 'llll lt•r �•f lht• :-lt·il'l\ct• - F i r ! i • • n  ll• "•k t ' lui J ,  l-:\t'r�· m••nliJ ��·1111 
nu· 1 111' t ' luh·� frn• hu l l t•l i n . "Thin�o:� t o  t 'urnt•. ' "  ��� lhul I rnay • ll ·dd �· 
\\lll'!lll'r or 1 1 • 1 1  I " i � l l lo rt·•·t• i l t• l h t• •·um l nl! �t·h·l'l lon dt·�t·ri ht•d t lwrl' i n .  Fur 
t"lll'h ht"•k I iltTt'lll I \\ i l l  Jilt\ nnl.\" $1 11h1f' � h l pJIIru.:. I tin not han· tu  t akt· 
a lurtlk • · l t ·n monll l  ' "nl .\· f<�ur durin;.: t•udt yt·ar I am :a mt·mht·r • ond I 
may r� ·�ij.:l l  a!  an�· t i 11lt' af!t ·r an·t'IH in�-�: four �� ' � •·C'I Inn!' 

S P E C I A L  N O - R I S K  G U A RA N T E E :  If 11 > � !  dd l:.!h l t·d . I IIIIIY rt ' tum n i l  
l 1 t 1uks i n  i day� \l;t\· nol h i n ;.: .  a n d  l h i �  lllt • lnl•t ·r�llitl 1\ i l l  he  t'UIII'I' IIt•d ' 

� Astound i n g  Sciente - F idlon 
Anthology 

� But lrom Fantasy & S - F  
� Best S ·  F Stories and Novels 
� Draaon i n  the Sea 

:"\ amt• 

8 �:;.� {b'us
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e
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n
���ente- F itt ion 

::-1 Report on U F 0 ' 1  
[1 Sate l l i t e �  
0 Treasury of S - F  Clanin 

_I Plt•afO.l' I '  rim l 

Takt• your t·hoit"t' of AXY  :\ o f  t h t.• 
nt ·\\' hooks tlt -s.t• r i lw·d ht•n• al only 
$ 1  fo1·  All. :t Two a n •  your ,.::-i ft 
hooks. for j o i n i n ll : lhl· olht·r is \ddrt ' "  ---- · ··--

ynul· lirst �elet·tion. I\la i l  t'oupon t " l ! y  z, ,rn· S t n ! t• 
IUt : I I T  :-.; o w  to : :o'.\:\lt: OF F E l t  Ti l ll l-::-ll l l i-:.'\T:-; OF t ' .\ :"\. _\ 1 1 .\ .\ddn·��< :-odt·n•·t· - F i� t iun 
SCIENCE�FICTION BOOK CLUB llouk t ' t u h .  l u �. llond =-'t . . Tor•:nw �'. orh·r ""' " ' i n  1 · �- .\.  &. t ' a n a d:a " " ' L  

Dept. FAN- 1 1 ,  Garden City, N. Y.L.--------------------------------' 



Of tH£5£ tHR\LUNG 

s ct £ N C i ·f i C'fi OM 
&£St · S£LL£RS �00 

���111A 1M. tJ .. In $ � 

7vw- o· . 'IW'f ........ .. 

""' S8.8S TO S\ 2.85 "� "LU£-

'IOU P" 'I JUST S\ fOit "tl'l l! 

HERE'S AN offer j ust a� amazinl!: a� thl' thri\\

ing stories crammed between t\w covers of 

the" book< < The<' n iOO wlun>'' ,·nntai n not un \y , 

"top·<�<''"'"" ,ci<•n<·<"ftetion . hut """" f ,,cTS 

a> uell . Hnn<l'"'"''• '"'"''"'"t bin<li n<'· AnY ' 

"' them w<>ul<l .,,, .mnl" enot v<>U $<-''' t<> <12.SO 

i n puh\i�her�' original 
'et\ition

'
s - but you paY 

onh � 1 .00 when you join the C\ub \ 

'This g1•nerou:' otTer is made to int roduce 

v ou t o th �' s c n: N C E - F H' T l O N n o O K 

·c LU � . a wondl'rf u\ new idea in bringing 

\'OU the best of the new science-
-""""�g;;;oiilii'� 

fiction book�-o t 11 1 1 1 !' �"<' f nn·

t iOII of t l1 c i r u >< l t < t l cu><t ! 




