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Foreword

THERE must be at least half a dozen Howard Fasts. There is the
historian-novelist whose Citizen Tom Paine, April Morning, The
Hessian, The American and The Crossing belong in the national
archives. There is the reconstructionist who has given new life to
ancient lore and legends in My Glorious Brothers, Torquemada,
Moses, Prince of Egypt, and Spartacus. There is the social critic of
Conceived in Liberty and Freedom Road, which has appeared in
eighty-two languages and has been read by more than twenty-five
million. There is the creator of a most incongruous galaxy of women
—Millie, Margie, Sally, Helen, Lydia, Sylvia, Shirley, Phyllis, Alice,
Penelope, Samantha—all of whom run, and sometimes race, the
gamut from the lightest titillations to the darkest terrors, and all of
whom owe their origin to the pseudonymous E.V. Cunningham.
There is the dramatist of screen and television award-winning plays.
And there are probably other Howard Fasts whom I have not yet
discovered.

I have not mentioned the Howard Fast who is the author of this
collection. The stories included are a balance and sometimes an
alternation of fact, fantasy, and science-fiction. I prefer to think of
them as speculative fictions. But the speculations transcend
categories, for they are tense with electrifying power—a power
which makes them frightening and, at times, mantic. The range is
from horror to humor. I know of nothing to compare with the
dexterity and surprises manifest in these pages.

Among my favorites are ‘“The Hunter,”” a weird psychological-
pathological transmogrification of Hemingway’s tragic finale; ‘‘The
Trap,”’ a vision, or rather a hope, for a new race of men, a more
spiritual species of homo sapiens, a breed that might save humanity
from what seems to be his built-in drive for destructiveness; the
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suspenseful surrealistic farce of ‘“The Hoop’’; the vast implications
in the little, localized **A Matter of Size’’; the deadpan complacency
with which the ultimate catastrophe is presented in ‘‘Not With a
Bang’’; the new and devastating twist to the often-tried formula of
the time-machine in ‘“The Mind of God’’; the hilarious absurdity of
““The Talent of Harvey’’; the probing and painful bitterness of
“‘Cephes 5’"; the purely poetic concept of ‘“The Egg’’; the incisive
sarcasm of ‘‘Cato the Martian’’; the paradoxical logic and lingering
question of ‘“The Cold, Cold Box,”” which is both baleful and
beautiful; the elaborate ingenuity of ‘“The Martian Shop’’; the
unbelievably bland nonsense in ‘‘The Vision of Milty Boil”’; ‘' The
Wound,”” which somehow centers about the old ballad of the son
who carries his mother’s heart to his sweetheart . . . but these are
private predilections.

I have read Howard Fast’s stories for years, and I have never failed
to be delighted and even dazzled by them, by his gift for capturing,
teasing, teaching, terrifying, and generally hypnotizing his
audience. Whatever genre he elects to explore, he is unquestionably
one of the most varied and vivifying storytellers of our time.

Louis Untermeyer



Introduction

I

WHAT good news—two and a half dozen stories by one of the
story-art’s modern masters! These tales move along, light, springy,
ironic and inventive, skirting the borders of time and space inside
and outside of man. Good news, yes; but what exactly is that news,
what do these stories tell us and how and why? That itself is another
story and, befitting these tales, an unusual one.

First off, when he began to write these unusual stories, Howard
Fast allowed them to be called ‘‘fantasy and science fiction.”” This
“mistake’”’—I'm tempted to call it a deception—seems natural
enough, since the earliest of this strange breed made their
appearance in The Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fiction and
Fantastic Universe; then others were anthologized in collections
called ‘‘Best Science Fiction’’ and the like. From the beginning, the
stories read well enough as science fiction to take in buffs as well as
beginners, even editors, reviewers, publishers, perhaps writers, too.
But they are really of their own kind, unique, mutants.

They are Zen stories. Even where they amply contain o4 fantasy
and science, as in ‘“The Hoop’’ and ‘‘The Trap,”” such story-
materials are means to an end, friendly clues to an unsolvable
puzzle. Or to change the figure slightly, all of the angels and the
rockets, the giant ants and midget men, the space flights and time
warps—all the lovely, ironic fun and devices—are part of the
magician’s equipment, the paraphernalia and sleight-of-hand to
trick you into at last seeing, to delight you into wisdom. If that
claim seems paradoxical, we are on the right track, for Zen is often
paradoxical, contradictory, non-logical. It is also intuitive, indirect
and playful, qualities we find in abundance here, as you shall see.
Science fiction rarely possesses any of these qualities, but like
applied science itself, relies on analysis, technology and organization
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to suggest how life might become. Science fiction is goal-centered
and essentially political, either utopian or anti-utopian, almost
never detached, accepting, tranquil, in the spirit of these stories.
Science fiction builds or develops, while Zen strikes—or fails to;
science fiction argues its case, while the Zen story hints that there
may be no case, then smiles.

Yet, Howard Fast was once the most famous politically-com-
mitted writer of fiction in America, possibly the most committed in
our history. That a former Marxist and dialectical materialist should
ultimately invent the American Zen Story implies a cautionary
parable, like one of Zen Buddhism’s round-about jokes.

I

Howard Fast’s first two novels appeared before his twentieth
birthday. By his thirtieth birthday in November of 1944, he had
published fifteen books, including such critical and popular suc-
cesses as The Unvanquished, Citizen Tom Paine and Freedom Road,
the latter alone reaching twenty-five million copies in print. Early in
1957, not much beyond his fortieth birthday, he startled the world
by announcing that in the previous year he had quit the Communist
Party, although he had for years been its best-known advocate.
During that important decade of his life, he had gone to prison for
defying the now-defunct House Committee on Un-American Activ-
ities; he had run for Congress and lost; and he had resorted to
publishing his own work when blacklisted (this included Spartacus,
the only self-published best-seller in recent history). And he had
served as a war correspondent, raised a family, produced a
newspaper column, delivered countless speeches, written dozens of
short stories, many plays for radio and theatre, more novels and
several filmscripts. He had also determinedly wrought a “‘one-man
reformation’’ in the American historical novel: in The Last Frontier
and Freedom Road, he had attacked racial injustice; in The
American and Clarkton, the abuse of the poor and the suppression
of labor organization; in My Glorious Brothers and his novels of the
American revolution, he had exalted man’s long fight to be free.
Then his political world, the apparent base of his ideas, collapsed.
As a writer, he would write his way out of chaos; he would thereby
find or make order.
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Before his fiftieth birthday (at a time when many thought he was
through), he reviewed every historical period he had written on
before, returning fictionally to probe the soft spots of his own
righteousness. In Agrippa’s Daughter, he repudiated the concept of
just wars in favor of pacifism; in The Winston Affair, he rejected
political trials and persecution, even of murderous anti-Semites; in
Power, he dramatized in the labor movement the corruption by
power of a good man in a good cause. Not that all his movement
was now in reverse. He wrote with renewed feelings of man’s quest
for peace and justice, with continued aversion to cruelty and
violence, with strengthened distrust of rigid institutions. There were
some happy new discoveries to move him forward. First, he turned
to the wonderful world of women and, as E.V. Cunningham, an
imaginary being, he produced the first women’s liberation novels
written by a man. Phyllis, Alice, Shirley, Penelope, each were novels
about women who were sane and brave survivors in the lunatic
world of men. The successful series grew to more than a dozen
volumes wherein Fast added the elements of irony and laughter to
his vivid narrative style. Second, he returned to the world of science
fiction (his first published short story, at sixteen, had been
“*straight’’ science fiction), but, here too, irony and laughter
predominated. Both the women’s novels and the ‘‘science fiction”
stories—and their evolving attitudes toward the world of man and
the world beyond man—grew out of the most important discovery
of all. Howard Fast had found Zen.

I

Now Howard Fast is sixty, a youthful Zen student, the creator of
these thirty-one stories. But life is no mere chronicle and summation;
it has its interior thythms and projects its own patterns. These stories
were, in a sense, waiting for him his whole life; after so much work
and suffering, is it any wonder they are so funny? After all, the
alternative was despair. As a group, the stories tell us that the world
is full of large disappointments and small, pleasant surprises; that
we make the former and it provides the latter. The world itself, the
stories say, has meaning apart from us and we must explore our own
inner space in order to find our proper place and meaning in that
world. As Arthur C. Clarke has observed of Unidentified Flying
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Objects: ““They tell us absolutely nothing about intelligence
elsewhere in the universe; but they do prove how rare it is on
earth.”’

One mental habit that keeps us from connecting with reality,
from using our good sense, is the substitution of authority or
custom for observation and independent thought. Thus ‘‘The Movie
House’' becomes the modern version of Plato’s cave, where people
watch shadows flickering on the wall; when young Kiley fashions a
key to open the door to the outside, he is condemned as a heretic.
Wisdom arrives at the door of those who remain simple, child-like;
it is not a matter of ‘‘intelligence’’ and ‘‘learning.’”’ The authority
figures—scientists, generals, businessmen of ‘‘The Hoop,” ‘‘The
Trap’ and ‘‘The General Zapped an Angel’’—have little to tell us
despite their intelligence, except by the way of horrible example.
They have lost all reverence for life, all flexibility or willingness to
adapt to its purposes. Even the ‘‘normal’’ central character of ‘‘The
Large Ant’’ smashes the strange beast without knowing why (‘*“You
killed it because you are a human being’’). In ““The Insects,”’ the
creatures finally rebel because humans “‘simply take it for granted
that anything not human doesn’t resent being killed.”

So it's a matter of perspective and relativity, of seeing the
relatedness of all life, of removing the tragi-comic blinders of ego.
In “*A Matter of Size,”’ a woman swats a fly and finds it to be a tiny
replica of man; shall all its kind, too small and troublesome for our
regard, be sprayed with insecticide? Shall other small, troublesome
humans (?) likewise be dispatched? ‘“The Egg’’ offers a reverse
perspective, wherein a single, hatching egg, in a future-world bereft
of birds, becomes the glory and wonder of the world. In the
apocalyptic stories, the world usually ends because something
violent, that hides and stirs within us, finally breaks loose. The
beast, the monster, the destroyer is never the creature from outer
space; it is the general who zaps the angel and the angel who cannot
figure out why.

The major opposition is man’s ego against nature’s indifferent
fulfillment. On the planet Cephes 5, the dumping ground of
nature’s misfits and murderers,

Every person on the planet spends his life creating an ego
structure which subjectively places him at the center of the
universe. This ego structure is central to the disease, for given
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the sickness that creates the ego, each individual goes on to
form in his mind an anthropomorphic superman whom he calls
God and who supports his right to kill.

Far better, is it not, to try to enter ‘‘the mind of God’’ as Hitler’s
would-be assassins attempt in one story. Instead, like the people in
““The Interval’’ and ‘‘Not With A Bang,”’ we must accept all, even
the finality of death when the world’s stage must be emptied,
without a whimper. Along the way, we can be sustained by love, by
patience and by forgiveness (‘‘we are what we are’’), along with the
saving grace of humor.

The author has not tried here to create the perfect political state
(““The Trap’’ shows that we would disown it or destroy it), but
merely to expand our state of being, to enrich our state of mind. He
has combined the parable form of the ancients with the sharp
images of the modern cinema. If, in a week, a2 month, a year from
now, your mind flashes whimsical pictures of God’s hand flicking
off thé sun-switch, of garbage pushing up through the cracks of the
earth, of a professor surrounded by cloning cats, you will have read
these stories right—beginning in delight, ending in surprise, lightly
touched by infinity.

Frank Campenni, Ph. D
Department of English
University of Wisconsin, Milwaukee












UFO

te OU never read in bed,”” Mr. Nutley said to his wife.

‘I used to, you remember,”” Mrs. Nutley replied. ‘‘But
then I found it was sufficient simply to lie here and compose my
thoughts. To get my head together, as the kids say.”’

““I envy you. You never have any trouble sleeping.’”

““Oh, I do. At times. To be perfectly honest,”” she added, *‘I
think women fuss less than men.”’

“‘I don’t fuss about it,”” Mr. Nutley protested, putting aside his
copy of The New Yorker magazine and switching off his bedside
light. *‘I just find it damned unpleasant. I'm not an insomniac. I
just get a notion and it keeps running around in my head.”’

‘Do you have a notion tonight?”’

“‘I find Ralph Thompson a pain in the ass, if you can call that a
notion.”’

““That’s certainly not enough to keep you awake. I must say I've
always found him pleasant enough—for a neighbor. We could do
worse, you know.”’

‘I suppose so.”’

‘“Why are you so provoked about him?’’ Mrs. Nutley asked,
pulling the covers closer to her chin against the chill of the
‘bedroom.

‘‘Because I never know whether he’s putting me on or not. I find
writers and artists insufferable, and he’s the most insufferable of
the lot. The fact that I drag my butt into the city every day and do
an honest day’s work makes me what he refers to as a member of
the Establishment and an object of what I am certain he regards as
his sense of humor."”’



“Well, you are upset,”’ said Mrs. Nutley.

“I am not upset. Why is it that I must wait at least an hour
before I can think of the proper witty rejoinder to the needling of a
horse’s ass?”’

‘“‘Because you are a thoughtful and honest person, and I am
thankful that you are. What did he say?”’

‘“The way he said it,”” Mr. Nutley replied. “‘A kind of a cross
between a leer and a snicker. He said he saw a flying saucer come
sailing out of the sunset and settle down in the little valley across
the hill.”’

‘“‘Indeed! That isn’t even witty. You probably fell into his trap
and insisted that there was no such thing as a flying saucer.”’

“I am going to sleep,” said Mr. Nutley. He turned over,
stretched, wriggled into the bedclothes, and relapsed into silence.
After a minute ot so he asked Mrs. Nutley whether she was still
awake.

“*Quite awake."’

“Well, I said to him, why didn’t you go down there and look at
it if you knew where it landed? He told me he doesn’t trespass on
millionaires’ property.”

“‘Does he really think we’re millionaires?”’

‘A man who sees flying saucers can think anything. What’s got
into this country? No one saw flying saucers when I was a kid. No
one was mugged when I was a kid. No one took dope when I was a
kid. I put it to you—did you ever hear of a flying saucer when you
were a kid?”’

‘““Maybe there were no flying saucers when we were kids,”’ Mrs.
Nutley suggested.

“‘Of course there weren’t.”’

““No. I mean that perhaps there were none then, but there are
now.”’

““Nonsense.”’

“Well, it doesn’t have to be nonsense,”” Mrs. Nutley said gently.
“‘All sorts of people see them.”

“Which proves only that the world is filled with kooks. Tell me
something, if there is such a silly thing as a flying saucer, what the
devil is it up to?”

“‘Curiosity.”’

“‘Just what does that mean?’’

“Well,"" said Mrs. Nutley, ‘‘we are curious, they are curious.
Why not?”’
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UFO

‘“Because that kind of thinking is exactly what's wrong with the
world today. Wild guesses with no foundation. Do you know that
yesterday the Dow dropped ten points because someone made a
wild guess and put it on the tape? If people like yourself were more
in touch with the world and what goes on in the world, we’d all be
better off.”’

“‘What do you mean by people like myself?”’

““People who don’t know one damn thing about the world as it
really is.”’

“Like myself?’”” Mrs. Nutley asked gently. She rarely lost her
temper.

“Well, what do you do all day out here in the suburbs or exurbs
or whatever it is sixty miles from New York?”’

‘I keep busy,’’ she replied mildly.

“It’s just not enough to keep busy,”” Mr. Nutley was off on one
of his instructive speeches, which, as Mrs. Nutley reflected, came
about once every two weeks, when he had a particularly bad bout of
insomnia. ‘‘A person must justify his existence.”’

“‘By making money. You always tell me that we have enough
money."’

“‘I never mentioned money. The point is that when the kids went
away to college and you decided to go back and get a doctorate in
plant biology, I was all for it. Wasn't I?”’

““Indeed you were. You were very understanding.”’

““That’s not the point. The point is that two years have gone by
since you got that degree and you do absolutely nothing about it.
You spend your days here and you just let them slide by.”’

““Now you’re angry at me,”’ said Mrs. Nutley.

“I am not angry.”

“I do try to keep busy. I work in the garden. I collect
specimens.”’

““You have a gardener. I pay him one hundred and ten dollars a
week. You have a cook. You have a maid. I was reading an article in
the Sunday Observer about the aimless life of the upper-middle-
class woman."’

‘“Yes, I read the article,”’ said Mrs. Nutley.

“You never let me get to the point, do you?’’ Mr. Nutley said
testily. **We were talking about flying saucers, which you are ready
to accept as a fact.”’

‘‘But now we’re talking about something else, aren’t we? You're
provoked because I don’t find a job in some university as a plant



biologist and prove that I have a function in life. But then we’d
never see each other, would we? And I am fond of you.”

“‘Did I say one word about you getting a job in some university?
As a matter of fact, there are four colleges within twenty miles of
here, any one of which would be delighted to have you.”

““That’s a matter of surmise. And I do love my home.”’

“Then you accept boredom. You accept a dull, senseless
existence. You accept—"’ ,

“You know you mustn't get worked up at this time of the
night,”” Mrs. Nutley said mildly. “‘It makes it so much harder for
you to get to sleep. Wouldn't you like a nice warm glass of milk?”’

“Why do you never let me finish any thought?”’

““I think I'll bring you the milk. You know it always lets you
sleep.”

Mrs. Nutley got out of bed, turned on her bedside light, put on
her robe, and went down to the kitchen. There she heated a pan of
milk. From a jar in the cupboard she took a tiny packet of Seconal
and dropped the powder into a glass. She added the hot milk and
stirred. Then she returned to the bedroom. Her husband drank the
milk and she watched approvingly.

““You do put magic into hot milk,”” Mr. Nutley said. “‘It’s not
getting to sleep that makes me cranky.”

“‘Of course.”’

““It’s just that I think of you all alone all day out here—"’

“‘But I do love this old place so.”

She waited until his breathing became soft and regular. ‘‘Poor
dear,”’ she said, sighing. She waited ten minutes more. Then she
got out of bed, pulled on old denims, walking boots, shirt and
sweater, and moved silently down the stairs and out of the house.

She crossed the gardens to the potting shed, the moon so bright
that she never had to use the flashlight hooked to her belt. In the
potting shed was the rucksack, filled with the plant specimens she
had collected and catalogued over the past three weeks. They were
so appreciative of the care with which she catalogued each specimen
and the way she wrapped them in wet moss and the way she always
left the fungi for the very last day, so they would be fresh and
pungent, that she would be left with a warm glow that lasted for
days. Not that she wasn't paid propetly and sufficiently for her
work. Mr. Nutley was absolutely right. A person with a skill should
be paid for the skill, and she had an old handbag half full of little
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The Hole in the Floor

3 Y OU must have a lot of clout,”” Robinson said.
““I haven’t any clout. My uncle has clout. He's a friend
of the Commissioner.”’

‘“We never had anyone in the back seat before.”’

‘‘Except a perpetrator,”’ said Robinson, grinning. He was a black
man with a round face and an infectious smile.

“If I had a brain in my head,”” McCabe said, ‘‘I would be a
writer and not a cop. There’s this guy out in the L.A. police force,
and he’s a writer. He wrote this book and it became a best seller,
and he’s loaded but he still wants to be a cop. Beats the hell out of
me. I didn’t read the book but I saw the movie. Did you see the
movie?”’

“I saw it.”’

**Good movie.”’

“‘It was a lousy movie,”’ said Robinson.

*“That’s your opinion. L.A. isn’t New York.”

*“You can say that again.”’

“You been to L.A.?"" McCabe asked me. He was older than
Robinson, in his late thirties and going to fat, with a hard, flat face
and small, suspicious blue eyes. I like the way he got along with
Robinson; there was an easy give and take, and they never pushed
each other.

McCabe took a call, and Robinson stepped on the gas and turned
on his siren. ‘“This is a mugging,”’ McCabe said.

It was a purse snatch on 116th Street, involving two kids in their

7



teens. The kids had gotten away, and the woman was shaken and
tearful but unharmed. Robinson took down the descriptions of the
kids and the contents of the purse, while McCabe calmed the
woman and pushed the crowd on its way.

““There are maybe ten thousand kids in this city who will do a
purse snatch or a mugging, and how do you catch them, and if you
catch them, what do you do with them? You said you been to
LA.?”

“‘A few times, on and off.”’

*“This is a sad city,”” Robinson said. *‘It’s hanging on, but that’s
the most you can say. It’s just hanging on.”’

‘“What's it like?”” McCabe wanted to know.

“‘Downtown it’s like this, maybe worse in some places.’

“‘But in Hollywood, Beverly Hills, places like that?”’

“It’s sunny. When there’s no smog."’

*“What the hell,”” said McCabe, ‘‘no overcoats, no snow—I got
six more years, and then I think I'll take the wife and head west.”’

We stopped, and Robinson wrote out a ticket for a truck parked
in front of a fire hydrant.

““You go through the motions,”” he said. “‘I guess that’s the way
it is. Everyone goes through the motions.”’

*“You ever deliver a baby?’’ I asked him.

He grinned his slow, pleasant grin and looked at me in the
fearview mirror.

““You ask McCabe.”’

‘““We did seven of them,”’ McCabe said. ‘“That’s just since we
been together. I ain’t talking about rushing them to the hospital.
I'm talking about the whole turn, and that includes slapping them
across the ass to make them cry.”’

“*One was twins,”” Robinson said.

““How did you feel? I mean when you did it, and there was the
kid crying and alive?”’

“You feel good.”

““High as a kite,”’ said Robinson. ‘‘It’s a good feeling. You feel
maybe the way a junkie feels when he can’t make a connection and
then finally he’s got the needle in his arm. High.”’

“‘Does it make up for the other things?”’

There was a long pause after that before McCabe asked me,
““What other things?”’

““One son of a bitch,”” Robinson said slowly, ‘‘he put his gun
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The Hole in the Floor

into my stomach and pulled the trigger three times. It don’t make
up for that.”

“‘Gun misfired,”” McCabe explained. ‘‘Three times. A lousy little
Saturday night special—happens maybe once in a thousand times."’

“It don’t make up for being black,”” Robinson said.

We cruised for the next ten minutes in silence. Possibly it was the
last thing Robinson said; perhaps they resented having me in the
back seat. Then they got a call, and McCabe explained that it was
an accident in a house on 118th Street.

““It could be anything,”’ Robinson said. ‘“The floors collapse, the
ceilings fall down, and the kids are eaten by rats. I grew up in a
house like that. I held it against my father. I still hold it against
him.”’

‘“Where can they go?”’

‘“‘Away. Away is a big place.”’

““You can’t just write about cops,”” McCabe said. ‘‘Cops are a
reaction. A floor falls in and they call the cops. What the hell are we
supposed to do? Rebuild these lousy rat-traps?”’

We rolled into 118th Street, and there were half a dozen people
standing in front of one of the tenements, and one of them told us
that it was Mrs. Gonzales who put in the call and that her
apartment was in the back, four flights up.

‘“What happened there?’’ McCabe wanted to know.

““Who knows? She don’t let us in.”’

We started up the stairs, McCabe and Robinson pushing their
coats behind their guns, and myself allowing them to lead the way.
A couple of the men outside started to follow us, but McCabe
waved them back and told them to clear out. We climbed four
flights of stairs, walked to the back of the narrow old-law tenement,
and Robinson knocked on the door.

“Who is it?"’

“‘Police,”” Robinson said.

She opened the door to the length of the safety chain, and
Robinson and McCabe identified themselves. Then she let us in,
through the kitchen, which is where the door is in most of the
old-law tenements. The place was neat and clean. Mrs. Gonzales
was a skinny little woman of about forty-five. Her husband, she told
us, worked for Metropolitan Transit. Her son worked in a butcher
shop on Lexington Avenue. She was all alone in the apartment, and
she was on the verge of hysteria.



“It’s all right now,” McCabe said with surprising gentleness.
*‘Just tell us what happened.”

She shook her head.

‘‘Something must have happened,”” Robinson said. ‘‘You called
the police.”

She nodded vigorously.

“All right, Mrs. Gonzales,”” Robinson said, ‘‘so something
happened that shocked you. We know about that. It upsets you, it
makes you sick. You feel cold and feel like maybe you want to
throw up. Do you feel cold now?”’

She nodded.

Robinson took a sweater off a hook in the kitchen. ‘‘Put this on.
You'll feel better.”

She put on the sweater.

“*Anyone in there?”’” McCabe asked, nodding toward the other
rooms.

“‘No,”’ she whispered.

*‘Got any brandy—whiskey?"’

She nodded toward a cupboard, and I went there and found a
bottle of rum. I poured a few ounces into a glass and handed it to
her. She drank it, made a face, and sighed.

““Now tell us what happened.”’

She nodded and led the way out of the kitchen, through a room
which served as a dining room, clean, rug on the floor, cheap ornate
furniture, polished and loved, to the door of the next room, which
had two beds that served as couches, a chest of drawers, and a hole
in the middle of the floor about three and a half or four feet across.

“*Goddamn floor fell in,”’ said McCabe.

““The way they build these places,’”” said Robinson.

‘“The way they built them seventy-five years ago,”’ I said.

Mis. Gonzales said nothing, stopped at the door to the room, and
would go no further.

““Who lives underneath?’’ McCabe asked.

““Montez. He is a teacher. No one is home now—except the
devil.”

Robinson entered the bedroom and walked gingerly toward the
hole. The ancient floor creaked under his feet but held. He stopped
a foot short of the edge of the hole and looked down. He didn’t say
anything, just stood there and looked down.

““The building should be condemned,’’ said McCabe. *‘But then
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The Hole in the Floor

where do they go? You want to write about problems, here’s a
problem. The whole goddamn city is a problem.”’

Still Robinson stared silently into the hole. I envisioned a corpse
below or the results of some unspeakable murder. I started into the
room.

‘“Take it easy,”” McCabe warned me. ‘‘The floor’s rotten. We
don’t want you down there. What do you think?”’ he asked
Robinson.

Still no answer from Robinson.

I moved carefully in on one side of the room, McCabe following
on the other side. We both reached the hole at the same time.
Robinson was in front of the hole, his back to the door. McCabe
and I stood on either side of him.

Even before my eyes registered what was down there, I was
conscious of the smell. It reminded me of the odor of jasmine, yet it
was different. It was something I had never known before, as
indescribable as it was different, and it came on a slow current of
warm air that I can only think of as silver. It’s not possible to
explain why a breath of air should evoke the image of silver, but
there it was.

And then I saw what I saw. I saw what McCabe saw and what
Robinson saw, so I did not dream it and I did not imagine it. About
ten feet beneath the hole was a grassy sward. Its appearance
suggested that it had been mowed, the way an old English lawn is
mowed, yet something about it argued that the thick, heavy turf
grew that way and had never known a mower’s blade. Nor was the
grass green the way we know green; it appeared to be overlaid with
a glow of lilac.

No one of us spoke. No one suggested that this might be the
floor of Mr. Montez’s apartment and that the teacher specialized in
horticulture; we knew it was not the floor of Mr. Montez’s apart-
ment, and that was all we knew. The only sound in the apartment
was the gentle sobbing of Mrs. Gonzales.

Then Robinson crouched down, sprawled his huge bulk back
from the edge of the hole, and let his head and shoulders hang
Evcr, bracing himself with his hands. The rotten floor creaked under

im.
: *“Watch it!"’ McCabe exclaimed. ‘“You'’ll be down there on your
ead.”

He was wonderful. He was what only an old New York City cop
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could be, possessed of a mentality in which there was neither the
unexpected nor the impossible. Anything could happen in New
York, and it usually did.

‘“What do you see?’’ I asked Robinson.

‘“‘More of it. Just more of it.”’ He drew himself back and stood
up, and he looked from my facc to McCabe’s face.

““We're four stories high,”” McCabe said blcakly, his universe
finally tilting on edgc

“‘A lot more of it,”’ said Robinson.

“I’ll phone it in. I'll tell them there’s a cow pasture on the fourth
floor of an old-law tenement.”’

““It’s no cow pasture,”’ Robinson said.

‘“Then what the hell is it? A mirage?”’

“I'm going down there,”’ Robinson said.

*‘Like hell you are!”’

Robinson’s round face was no longer jovial, no longer the easy,
controlled face of a black cop in New York, who knows how much
to push and just when to push. He looked at McCabe, smiling a
thin, humorless smile, and he asked him what he thought was down
there through the hole to teacher Montez’s apartment.

‘“‘How the hell should I know?"’

“I know.”’

*“My ass, you know!"’

‘“What's down there?’’ 1 asked Robinson, my voice shaking.
‘“What did you see?’’

*“The other side of the coin."

‘“What the hell does that mean?’’ McCabe demanded.

‘‘Man,”’ Robinson sighed, ‘‘you been white just too goddamn
long."”’

“I'm going to call in,"”” McCabe said. ‘*“You hear me, Robinson?
I'm going to call in, and then I'm going to get the keys from the
super—if there is one in this lousy rat-trap—and I'm going to go
through Montez’s apartment and I'm going to look right up your
ass through that hole, and we’ll see who grows grass four stories up.
And until I do, you don’t go down there. You understand?”’

‘‘Sure, man, I understand,”’ Robinson answered softly.

Then McCabe pushed past the sobbing Mrs. Gonzales and
slammed the kitchen door behind him. As if his slamming the door
had created a current, the perfumed air rose out of the hole and
filled the bedroom.
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““What did you see down there?’’ I asked Robinson.

‘““Have a look?’”’ Robinson suggested.

I shook my head. Nothing on earth would persuade me to lie
belly down on that creaking floor and hang over the edge the way
Robinson had before. Robinson was watching me.

“*Afraid?”’

I nodded.

““You know what’s going to happen when McCabe gets the super
and they go into that apartment under us? Just like he said—he’ll
be standing there looking right up my asshole—then it’ll be some
kind of optical illusion, and two or three weeks—man, in two, three
weeks we won’t even remember we saw it.”’

“It’s an illusion,”” I agreed.

“Smell it!”’

“Jesus Christ, you're looking at something that isn’t there!”’

“‘But you and me, mister, and that lady over there’’—he waved
one arm in a circle—*‘that’s real. That’s no illusion.”’

““That’s real,”” I said.

He stared at me a long moment, shook his head, then sat down
on the edge of the break in the floor, slid down, rolled over,
hanging on by his hands, and then dropped, landing in a crouch on
the turf. He brought himself erect and turned in a three-hundred-
and-sixty-degree circle, his eyes sweeping over what he saw. Like the
grass he stood upon, he was bathed in a kind of violet sunshine.

*‘Robinson!”’

He didn’t hear me. It was obvious that he didn’t hear. He raised
his face to where I should have been, his dark skin bathed in the
lilac sunshine, and whatever his eyes saw, they did not see me. The
strange light turned his dark brown skin into a kind of smoky gold.
He looked around again, grinning with delight.

‘“Hey, man!”’ he called out. ‘‘Hey, man—you still up there?”’

*I’'m here. Can you hear me?”’

“*Man, if you’re still there, I can’t hear you, I can’t see you, and
you better believe me, it don’t bother me one bit!”’

Mrs. Gonzales screamed. She screamed two or three times and
settled for sobbing.

“Tell McCabe,”” yelled Robinson. ‘‘Tell McCabe to take his
prowl car and shove it up his goddamn ass! Tell McCabe—"’

I never knew what else he would have told McCabe to do, because
at that moment McCabe kicked in the door of Montez’s apartment,
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and then there were two of them, McCabe and Robinson, standing
in a licter of broken laths and chunks of plaster, just the two of
them, standing in the litter and staring at each other.

McCabe looked up at me and said, “‘Stay back from the edge,
because the whole lousy ceiling’s coming down. I called emergency.
We're going to empty the building, so tell that Gonzales woman to
put on her coat and come downstairs.”” Then he turned to
Robinson. ‘“You had to do it. You couldn’t stay up there. You had
to show you’re an athlete.”

To which Robinson said nothing at all.

Back in the prowl car, later, I asked Robinson what he had seen.

““In Montez’s apartment? The man has a lot of books. You know,
sometimes I say to myself I should have been a teacher instead of a
cop. My brother-in-law’s a teacher. A principal. He makes more
money than I do and he’s got some respect. A cop has no respect.
You break your back and risk your life, and they spit in your face.”’

“You can say that again,”’ McCabe said.

“We once pulled four people out of a burning building on One
hundred fortieth Street—my own people—and some son of a bitch
clipped me with a brick. For what? For saving four people?

““You know what I mean. When you stood there on the grass and
looked around you, what did you see?”’

“‘A lousy old-law tenement that should have been torn down fifty
years ago,’’ said Robinson.

“You take a car like this,”” said McCabe, ‘‘it’s unusual to you.
You pull a few strings downtown, and they say, OK, sit in the car
and write a story about it. For us it’s a grind, day in, day out, one
lousy grind.”” He took a call on the car radio. ‘‘Liquor store this
time. West One hundred seventeenth, Brady’s place. You know,"’
he said to me, “‘they rip off that place every month, regular as
clockwork.”’

The siren going, we tore up Amsterdam Avenue to 117th Street.
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General Hardy’s Profession

M ISS Kanter was not quite certain whether she was in love
with Dr. Blausman or not, but she felt that the privilege of
working for such a man repaid and balanced her devotion, even
though Dr. Blausman never made a pass at her or even allowed her
that peculiar intimacy that many men have with their secretaries. It
was not that Dr. Blausman was cold; he was happily married and
utterly devoted to his work and his family, and brilliant. Miss
Kanter had wept very real tears of joy when he was elected president
of the Society.

In her own right, Miss Kanter was skilled and devoted, and after
five years with Dr. Blausman she had developed a very keen clinical
perception of her own. When she took a history of a new patient, it
was not only complete but pointed and revealing. In the case of
Alan Smith, however, there was a noticeable hiatus.

“Which troubles me somewhat,”” Dr. Blausman remarked. ‘‘I
dislike taking anyone who isn’t a referral.”’

““He has been referred, or recommended, I suppose. He men-
tioned the air shuttle, which makes me think he is either from
Washington or Boston. Washington, I would say. I imagine that it
would make trouble for him if it got out that he was going into
therapy.”’

“Trouble?”’

“You know how the government is about those things.”’

““You must have found him very appealing.”

““Very good-looking, Doctor. You know, I am a woman.’”’ Miss
Kanter seized opportunities to remind Dr. Blausman. ‘‘But very
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desperate for help. If he is government and high government—well,
that might be very meaningful, might it not?"’

““Still, he refuses to say who recommended him?”’

“Yes. But I'm sure you’ll get it out of him."”’

“You told him my fee?"’

“Of course.”’

‘“Was his face familiar?”’

‘It was one of those faces that seem to be. But I have no idea
who he really is.”’

Neither did Dr. Blausman have any sure idea of who the new
patient was. It was the following day, and across the desk from Dr.
Blausman sat a strongly built, handsome man, with pale blue eyes,
iron-gray hair, and a square jaw that would have done credit to a
Western star of the thirties. He was about forty-five years old, six
feet or so in height, and appeared to be in excellent physical
condition. He was nervous, but that was a symptom that brought
patients into the office in the first place.

“Well, Mr. Smith,”” Dr. Blausman began, ‘‘suppose you tell me
something about yourself, what made you seek me out, who
referred you to me, your problems—"’

“I have only the most rudimentary knowledge of psychoanalysis,
Doctor.”

““That doesn’t matter. It’s important that my knowledge should
be a little more than rudimentary. Which I hope it is. But for the
moment, forget about psychoanalysis. I am a psychiatrist, and I
prefer to think of my work as psychotherapy. Does the thought of
psychoanalysis disturb you?”’

‘I suppose it does. The couch and all that—""’

“You can lie down if you wish, or you can sit in a chair. That’s
not important, Mr. Smith. The point is to get at the root of what
troubles you and to see whether we can alleviate the pain. We do
that by establishing a relationship. So, you see, you have to be
rather forthright. It is true that in the course of therapy, even lies
can be revealing, but that’s not a good way to begin.”’

““I don’t understand you.”’

““I think you do. I must know who you are. Otherwise—"’

“‘I told you that my name is Alan Smith.”

“But it isn’t,”” Blausman said gently.

““How do you know?”’
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“If I were not adept enough at my discipline to know, you would
be making a mistake in coming to me.”’

“Isee.”’ The patient sat in silence for a moment or two. ‘‘And if
I refuse to give you any other name?”’

“Then I am afraid you must seek help elsewhere. There is a
sufficient unknown in a person who meets me forthrightly. In one
who doesn’t—well, it is impossible.”’

The patient nodded and appeared to reflect on the doctor’s
words. ‘‘How confidential is your treatment?’’

“Totally.”

“‘Do you make tapes?”’

“No.”

“Do you take notes?”’

“In most cases, yes. If there were sufficient reason not to keep
notes, I would forgo it.”” When the patient still hesitated, Dr.
Blausman said, ‘‘Perhaps you would prefer to think about it and
return tomorrow?’’

‘‘No, that won’t be necessary. I also pride myself on being a judge
of character, and I think I can trust you. My name is Franklin
Hardy. General Franklin Hardy. I am a three-star general, second in
command at the War Board. A three-star general who is second in
command at the War Board does not consult a psychoanalyst.”’

““Have you thought of resigning or taking a leave of absence,
General Hardy?”’

*‘I have thought of it—yes. My pride will not allow me to resign,
and the situation today is too grave for me to take a leave of
absence. Also, I don’t think I am unable to perform my duties. My
country has a large investment in me, Dr. Blausman. I don’t feel it
is my right to play fast and loose with that.”

“‘And how did you come to me? You are stationed in Washing-
ton, are you not?”’

‘At the Pentagon.”’

“‘So if we were to have three sessions a week—and I am afraid
that would be minimal—you would have to do a good deal of
commuting. Isn’t that a burden?”’

““I want this kept secret, and that might be impossible with a
local man.”

“‘But why me?”’

“I read a paper of yours and I was very impressed by it. Your
monograph on the Amnesia Syndrome.”’
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““Oh? But surely you don’t feel you have amnesia?"’

“‘Perhaps—I don’t know.”’

‘“Very interesting.”” Dr. Blausman stared at the General thought-
fully. “‘Since you read my paper, you are aware that there is an
enormous variety of amnesia, loss of identity being most common in
the public mind. You obviously do not suffer that. There are
childhood amnesias, adolescent amnesias, traumatic amnesias, and a
hundred other varieties, due to shock, brain injury, drugs, senility—
well, I could go on and on. Why do you feel you suffer from
amnesia?’’

The General considered this for a while, and then he spoke flatly
and abruptly. “‘I am not sure I know who [ am.”’

Dr. Blausman smiled slightly. ‘‘Most intetesting indeed. But in
what sense? I have many young patients who feel a desperate need
to know who they are. But that is in a religious, philosophical, or
teleological sense. What meaning has their presence on earth?’’

“‘Not exactly.”’

“You told me that you are General Franklin Hardy. I could ask
you to show me your papers, but that’s hardly necessary.”’

‘‘Not at all.”” The general went into his pocket and revealed a
series of identity cards. He smiled a very engaging smile. “‘Of
course, they are not my only source of information. I have been with
the army for twenty-seven years, and there are no gaps in my
memory. | have served in World War Two, in Korea, and in
Vietnam. As you may recall.”

Dr. Blausman nodded. *‘I read the papers.”” He waited a long
moment. ‘‘Go on, sir.”’

“*All right, let me be specific. Three nights ago, I awakened. I am
not married, Doctor. As I said, [ awakened about four o’clock in the
morning, and I was not General Hardy.”’

““You are sure you were awake?"’

““‘Absolutely sure. I was not dreaming. I got out of bed, and I was
someone else.”’

“In a strange place? I mean, was your bedroom strange to you?
Was it completely dark?”’

“No, I could see. I don’t draw the blinds, and there was
moonlight. Was it strange to me?’’ He frowned and closed his eyes.
*‘No—not entirely. I appeared to have a vague memory of a room
that should have been completely familiar. I wondered what I was
doing there. I felt that I should know."’
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“‘And then?”’

““And then I was myself again, and it was over. But I couldn’t get
back to sleep. I was terribly shaken. I am not a man with poor
nerves. I cannot remember being so shaken before.”’

Dr. Blausman glanced at his watch. *‘I'm afraid our time is over
for today. Can you come back on Wednesday, the same time?”’

*“Then you will—?"’

““Help you? Treat you? Yes, however you wish to see it.”’

When the doctor took his break for lunch, he said to his secretary,
““You can make up a new history for Mr. Smith, Miss Kanter. He’ll
be back on Wednesday."’

“‘Did you crack the mystery?”’

““If you think of it that way. He’'s General Franklin Hardy.”

“What!”’

‘“Yes, General Hardy.””

“‘And—and you—hell, it’s none of my business.”’

“‘Exactly. I am not a moralist or a jurist, Miss Kanter. I am a
physician.”’

“But, my God, Vietnam is not just a war. You know his record.”

“What would you say if he came here bleeding, Miss Kanter?
Would it be proper to put a tourniquet on him? Or would it be
more moralistic to allow him to bleed to death?”’

“‘Are you asking me, Doctor?”’

“No, I am telling you, Miss Kanter.”’

“You don’t have to get angry. Mine is a normal, human reaction.
Anyway, it is a comfort to know that he has flipped out.”

““He has not, as you put it, flipped out. Furthermore, this is to be
absolutely confidential. He asked for my confidence, and I gave it to
him. No one is to know that he is a patient of mine, not your
father, not your mother, not your boyfriend—no one. Do you
understand?”’

““Loud and clear.”” Miss Kanter sighed.

Sitting opposite Dr. Blausman in a comfortable chair, his legs
stretched out, General Hardy remarked that he had not thought of
therapy in just this manner.

““‘It’s the end product that counts, General—to find out why. Do
you dream a great deal?’’

“*As much as the next one, I suppose. I don’t remember them.”’
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“‘I"d like you to take notes. Keep a pencil and pad next to your
bed. Now the night this happened—it was not the first time?’’

“*No, not the first time."”’

‘“When was the first time?”’

‘“Two years ago, in Vietnam. We had been set back on our heels
by Charlie’s big offensive, and we had taken some pretty heavy
losses. There was a lot of loose talk, and at one of our meetings the
use of tactical atomic weapons was put on the agenda. Against my
will, mind you. No sane or reasonable man can even think of
tactical atomic weapons without going into a cold sweat, but since
they were determined to talk about them, I decided to let them talk
and get it out of their systems. After all, they could do nothing
without my vote. I listened to the discussion, and there was one
idiot there—who shall be nameless—who was all for using the
tacticals and ending the war in hours. Of course it wouldn’t have
ended the war—no way—but he was off on a laboratory kick, that
we’d never know how they worked until we worked them, and this
was the one place it made sense to experiment. I kept my mouth
shut, because there is nothing to defeat an argument like its own
loopholes, and then it happened.”’

**What happened?”’

‘I was no longer General Hardy. I was someone else, and I was
listening to this featherbrain and laughing inside at his whole
proposition.”’

‘“‘Laughing? In what way?”’

““Not contempt, not disapproval—I was laughing the way you
laugh at a kid who has a new toy and has gone hog-wild with it. I
was amused and—"" He broke off.

‘“What were you going to say?”’

The General remained silent.

““I am not a Congressional Committee,”’ Blausman said softly. *‘I
am not the public. I am a physician. I am not here to confront you
or expose you, but to help you. If you don’t want that help—well,
the door is open.”’

“I know the damn door is open!”’ the General cried. ‘Do you
think I'd be here if I could live with this? I was going to say that I
was amused and delighted."’

*“Why didn’t you say it?"’

“‘Because the I is a lie. Not me. Not Franklin Hardy. The other

”"

one.
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“Why do you say the other one?’’ Blausman asked. ‘“Why not
the other man?”’

“I don’t know.’

““You have read about possession? By evil entities?”’

“Xeés.”

“It has interesting psychological references. Do you have the
feeling—I only speak of the feeling—that you were possessed?”’

*“No!”’

““You appear very certain.’

“I am certain,”’ the General said emphatically.

*“Why?”’

‘‘Because this is myself. Because the syndrome—as you call it—is
not being possessed or used or manipulated, but simply remember-
ing. I remember who I am.”’

“Who?"’

*“That’s the damn trick. It passes too quickly."’

‘At this meeting, how long did this memory last?”’

‘A minute. A little more, a little less.”’

“*And as I understand it,”” Dr. Blausman said carefully, ‘‘during
that time you were delighted and amused at the thought of using
atomic tactical weapons. Will you accept that?”’

“You’re asking me do I have the guts to?’’ the General said
harshly. *‘All right, I do. I accept it as the man who was amused."’

*“Whom you insist is yourself?”’

*“Yes. Do you understand now why I commute from Washington
each day to see a psychiatrist?”’

‘“What was the outcome of the meeting?’’

“You know that. Atomic weapons are not firecrackers. We
squashed the whole notion.”’

On his next visit, Dr. Blausman returned to the night-time
incident, asking the General whether he had been awakened from
sleep at other times.

*“Yes.”

“‘How many times?"’

Hardy thought for a while. ‘‘Fourteen—or thirteen.”’

‘‘Always the same time?"’

**No. Sometimes earlier, sometimes later."”’

*‘Does one occasion stand out more than any other?”’

*“Yes.”” Then the General clamped his square jaw shut, and his
pale blue eyes avoided the doctor’s. The doctor waited.

’
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“‘But you don’t want to talk about it,”” Blausman said at last.
= Wh) Ny
“‘God damn you to hell, must you know everything?”’

““Not everything. I don’t ask you who you are sleeping with, or
for the secret plans of the War Board, or what your golf score is,’
Blausman said gently. “‘If you had a piece of shrapnel in your left
arm, I would not be fussing over your right foot. By the way, were
you ever wounded?”’

“*No.”

“*Amazing luck, with your experience. Now let’s go back o this
waking up at night. That one occasion you don’t want to talk
about. It is nothing you are afraid of.”’

“*‘How do you know?”’

“You get disturbed but not frightened. There's a difference.
What happened that night, General?”’

‘I woke up, and I was someone else.”’

““You were someone else. What makes that night stand out?”’

“You won’t let go, will you?”’

“*Otherwise I am taking your money under false pretenses,”
Blausman said gently. “‘So you might as well tell me about that
night.”’

“All right. I woke up. It was last May, and I was sull in Vietnam.
It was almost dawn. [ was myself—not Hardy—and God almighty, 1
felt good. I felt like I had swallowed ten grains of Dexedrine and
put down a pint of bourbon without getting drunk. Christ, what
power, what sheer physical strength and joy! I wanted to run, to
leap, to use my strength, as if I had been in a straitjacket for years. 1
felt that I was complete.”’

“‘For how long?”’

““Two or three minutes.”’

““You went outside?”’

“‘How did you know?’’ the General asked curiously. “*Yes, I went
outside in my robe. It was like walking on air, the sun just coming
up, the kind of clean, cool, wonderful mornmg you get sometimes
in that part of Vietnam. There was an iron fence in front of my
quarters. Pointed bars, like a row of spears, an inch thick. I reached
out and bent one of them, like I might bend rubber.”’

“You’re a strong man.”’

““Not that strong. Well—then it was gone. I was Franklin Hardy
again.
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“Why hesitate to tell me?’’ Blausman asked.

“I don’t know."”’

“Do you remember what you said 2 moment ago? You said that
when you woke up, you were yourself, not General Hardy. That’s
rather odd, isn’t it?”’

“Did I say that?”’

Yl

“It is odd,”” Hardy admitted, frowning. ‘‘I always said I was
someone else, didn’t I?”’

““Until now.”’

‘““What do you make of it?"’

“What do you make of it, General? That’s the important thing.”’

When the General had left, Dr. Blausman asked Miss Kanter
whether Alexander the Great had ever been wounded.

““I was a history dropout. They let me substitute sociology. Does
the General think he’s Alexander the Great?”’

‘“‘How about Napoleon?”’

‘““Was he wounded? Or does the General think he’s Napoleon?”’

““I want you to hire a researcher,’”” Dr. Blausman said. ‘‘Let him
pick up the three hundred most important military leaders in
history. I want to know how many died in battle and how many
were wounded.”’

“‘Are you serious?’’

‘‘Deadly so.”

“‘As long as you pay for it,”’ Miss Kanter said.

In the next session, Dr. Blausman asked the General about
dreams. ‘‘You have been taking notes?”’

“Once.”’

*‘Only once?”’

““It appears that I dreamed only once. Or remembered only once
long enough to get the notebook.”’

*“Tell me about it.”’

“*As much as I can remember. I was driving a truck.”’

“What kind of a truck? I want you to be very specific and to try
to remember every detail you can.”’

““It was a tank truck. I know that. It was a shiny metal tank truck,
strong motor, six speeds forward—'’ He closed his eyes and then
shook his head.

“‘All right, it was a tank truck. Oil—milk—chemicals—chocolate
syrup—which one? Try to think, try to visualize it.”
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The General kept his eyes closed. His handsome face was set and
intent, his brow furrowed. ‘‘It was a tank truck, all right, a big,
gutsy son of a bitch. The gearing was marked on the shift bar, but I
knew it. I didn’t have to be coached. I got out of it once, walked
around it. Pipes—"’

‘“What kind of pipes?”’

““Black plastic, I guess. Beautiful pumping equipment. I remem-
ber thinking that whoever built that job knew what he was doing."”’

““Why did you get out of it?”’

‘I thought I had to use it.”’

““For what?’’ Blausman insisted. ‘‘For what?"’

He shook his head, opened his eyes now. ‘I don’t know."’

“‘Fire truck?"’

‘‘No—never."’

*“Then you got back in the truck?”’

““Yes. I started off again. In low gear, she whined like some kind
of mad cat.”’

‘“Where were you? What was the place like?”’

‘A dead place. Like desert, only it wasn’t desert. It was a place
that had once been alive, and now it was dead and withered.”’

““Withered? Do you mean there were trees? Plants?"’

The General shook his head. ‘‘It was desert. Nothing grew
there.”’

‘“You started the truck again. Where were you going?”’

*I don’t know.”’

*“Think about it. What were you?"’

‘“What do you mean, what was I?"’

““What was your profession?”’

I told you I was driving a truck.”’

“‘But was that your profession?’’ Blausman pressed him. *‘Did
you think of yourself as a truck driver?”’

After a moment of thought, the General said, ‘*“No. I didn’t
think of myself as a truck driver.”’

““Then what?"’

“Idon’t know. I just don’t know. What damn difference does it
make?"’

“All the damn difference in the world.”’ Blausman nodded. ‘A
man is what he does. Did you ever notice the way kids talk about
what they are going to be when they grow up? They will be what
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they do. A man is his profession, his work. What was the profession
of the man who was driving the truck?”’

“I told you I don’t know.”’

*“You were driving the truck. Who were you? Were you General
Hardy?"”’

“No.”

**How were you dressed? Did you wear a uniform?”’

Again General Hardy closed his eyes.

“Did you bring your notes with you?’’ the doctor asked.

“‘I know what was in my notes.”’

““Then you wore a uniform?”’

““Yes,”’ Hardy whispered.

“What kind?"’

Hardy frowned and clenched his fists.

“What kind of a uniform?’’ Blausman persisted.

Hardy shook his head.

““Try to remember,”’ Blausman said gently. ‘‘It’s important.”’

Blausman took him to the door, and as it closed behind him,
Miss Kanter said, ‘‘God, he’s handsome.”’

‘“Yes, isn’t he?"’

‘I wonder what it’s like to be a General’s wife?”’

“You're losing your moral principles, Miss Kanter.”’

“I am simply speculating, which has nothing to do with
morality.”’

‘“What about the research?’’

‘‘My goodness,’’ said Miss Kanter, ‘‘you only told me about it
the day before yesterday.”’

““Then this is the third day. What have you got?”’

‘I gave it to Evelyn Bender, who is a friend of mine and teaches
history at Hunter College, and she was absolutely enthralled w1th
the idea and she’s going to charge you a hundred and fifty dollars.”

I said, what have you got?”’

“Now?"’

“‘Right now. Call her up.”’

Miss Kanter started to argue, looked at Dr. Blausman, and then
called Evelyn Bender at Hunter College. Blausman went back to his
office and his next patient. When the patient had left, Miss Kanter
informed Dr. Blausman, rather tartly, that Mrs. Bender had only
begun the project.
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“‘She must have some indications. Did you ask her that?”’

““Knowing you, I asked her. She’s a scholar, you know, and they
hate to guess.”’

‘‘But she guessed.”’

“‘She thinks that perhaps ninety percent died in bed. She
indicated that very few wounds are recorded.’’

““Keep after her.”’

There was a noticeable difference about General Hardy when he
came back for his next visit. He sat down in the comfortable
armchair that substituted for the couch, and he stared at Dr.
Blausman long and thoughtfully before he said anything at all. His
blue eyes were very cold and very distant.

“You've been thinking about your profession,”’ Blausman said.

‘“Whose profession? This time you say my profession.”

‘I was interested in what your reaction would be.”’

““I see. Do you know how I spent the weekend?”’

““Tell me.”

‘‘Reading up on schizophrenia.”’

‘“Why did you do that?’’ the doctor asked.

‘*Curiosity—reasonable curiosity. I wondered why you had never
mentioned it.”’

‘‘Because you are not schizophrenic.”’

““‘How do you know?”’

““I have been in practice twenty-three years, General Hardy. It
would be rather odd if I could not spot schizophrenia.’’

“In anyone?”’

““Yes, in anyone. Certainly after the second visit.”’

““Then if I am not schizophrenic, Dr. Blausman, what explana-
tion do you have for my condition?”’

““What explanation do you have, General?”’

“Well, now—the neurotic finds his own source, uncovers his own
well of horror—is that it, Doctor?”’

‘‘More or less.”’

““Dreams are very important in the Freudian scheme of things.
Are you a Freudian analyst, Doctor?”’

““Every analyst is more or less a Freudian, General. He developed
the techniques of our discipline. We have perhaps changed many of
his techniques, modified many of his premises, but we remain
Freudians, even those of us who angrily repudiate the label.”
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‘I was speaking of dreams.”’

““Of course,’’ Blausman agreed calmly. ‘‘Dreams are important.
The patient uses them to deal with his problems. But instead of the
realities of his waking world, he clothes his problem in symbols.
Sometimes the symbols are very obscure indeed. Sometimes they are
not. Sometimes they are obvious."”’

““As in my dream?’’

“Yes, as in your dream.”’

*“Then if you understood the symbols, why not tell me?”’

““Because that would accomplish nothing of consequence. It is up
to you to discover the meaning of the symbols. And now you
know.”’

“You're sure of that?”’

‘I think so, yes.”

““And the truck?”’

“‘An exterminator’s truck, obviously. I see you have remembered
who you are.”’

‘I am General Franklin Hardy."”’

““That would make you schizophrenic. I told you before that you
are not schizophrenic.”’

““You say you have been in practice twenty-three years. Have you
ever had a case like mine before, Doctor?”’

“In a non-schizophrenic? No.”’

““Then does it make medical history of sorts?”’

““Perhaps. I would have to know more about it.”

““I admire your scientific detachment."’

“‘Not so scientific that I am without very ordinary curiosity. Who
are you, sir?”’

“‘Before I answer that, let me pose a question, Doctor. Has it
never occurred to you that in the history and practice of what we call
mankind, there is a certain lack of logic?”’

“‘It has occurred to me."”’

‘“What do you make of it?”’

“I am a psychiatrist, General. I deal with psychosis and neurosis,
neither of which is logical. Understandable, yes. Logical, no.”’

““You miss the point.”’

“Do I?"’ Blausman said patiently. ‘“Then what is the point?”’

““The point is fantastic.”’

*“There is very little that astonishes me.”’

21



“*Good. Then allow me to put it to you this way. The earth is a
beautful, rich, and splendid planet. It has all things that man
desires, but none of these things is limitless, not the air, not the
water, not even the fertility of the land. Let us postulate another
planet very similar to earth—but used up, Doctor, used up. There
are men on this planet as there are men here, but somewhat more
advanced technologically. Like many men, they are selfish and self-
seeking, and they want the earth. But they want the earth without
its human population. They need the earth for their own purposes.
I see you doubt me."”’

‘“The notion is certainly ingenious."’

“*And from that you conclude that madmen are ingenious. Let
me go on with my premise, and since you have assured me that I am
not schizophrenic, you can ponder over the precise quality of my
madness.”’

“‘By all means,”’ Blausman agreed.

““They could attack the earth, but that would mean grave losses
and even the possibility of defeat—no matter how small that
p0551b111ty is. So some time ago, they hit upon another plan. They
would train men for a particular profession, train them very well
indeed, and then they would bring these men to earth, put them
into positions of great power, and then induce a conditioned
amnesia. Thus, these men would know what they had to do, what
they were trained to do, yet be without the knowledge of why they
do what they must do."”’

‘‘Absolutely fascinating,”’ Blausman said. ‘*And in your case, the
amnesia broke.”’

“‘I think it is a limited thing in every case. A time comes when we
remember, but more clearly than 1 remembered. We know our
profession, and in time we remember why we have been trained to
this profession.”’

“*And your profession?’’ Blausman asked.

“‘Of course, we are exterminators. I thought you understood that
from the dream. So, Doctor, you would say I am cured, would you
not?”’

‘“‘Ah—there you have me,”’ Blausman smiled.

“You don’t believe me? You really don’t believe me?”’

“I don't know. What are your intentons, General? Are you
going to kill me?””’
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“Why on earth should I kill you?”’

‘“You defined your profession.”’

*‘One small, overweight New York psychiatrist? Come, come, Dr.
Blausman—you have your own delusions of grandeur. I am an
exterminator, not a murderer.”’

‘‘But since you have told me what you are—"’

Now it was the General’s turn to smile. ‘‘My dear Dr. Blausman,
what will you do? Will you take my story to the mayor, the
governor, the President—the FBI, the press? How long would you
maintain your professional status? Would you tell a story about
little green men, about flying saucers? No, there is no need to kill
you, Doctor. How inconvenient, how embarrassing that would be!”’
He rose to leave.

*“This does not negate your bill,”” Blausman said. He could think
of nothing else to say.

“*Of course not. Send it to me in Washington.”’

““And just for my own parting shot, I don’t believe one damn
word you've said.”’

“*Precisely, Doctor.”’

The General left and the doctor pulled himself together before he
strode into the outer office and snapped at Miss Kanter: ‘‘Get his
history and put it in the files. He won’t come back."’

“‘Really? Evelyn Bender just called and said she can have the
survey by Wednesday.”’

‘“Tell her to tear it up, and send her a check. Cancel the rest of
my appointments today. I'm going home.”’

‘‘Is anything wrong?”’

“No, Miss Kanter—not one damn thing. Everything is precisely
the way it has always been.”’
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4
Echinomastus Contentii

ROFESSOR Timothy Melrick loved cacti. He also grew cacti

and felt, as many others do, that there was no plant quite as
intriguing. That was his avocation. He earned a modest living as a
Professor of Chinese Philosophy at a small California college, where
he could share his adoration of Chuang Tzu with the handful of
students who were interested enough in Chinese Philosophy to
maintain his tenure. He was also, somewhat apologetically, a Zen
Buddhist.

His wife, Barbara, who was inclined to blame Zen for his lack of
ambition, frequently took him to task on this score.

‘I happen to be a Presbyterian,”’ she would say to him. “‘I don’t
apologize when someone asks me why I am a Presbyterian.”’

“Well, you can explain that, you know,’’ he would reply gently.
*“Your mother and father were Presbyterians.”’

“Yours were certainly not Zen Buddhists.”

*‘No, they weren’t.”’

‘And what you are you can’t even explain to me.”’

“It’s not very easy to explain you know. Old Tozan said ‘when I
am hungry I eat, when I am thirsty I drink, and when I am tired, I
Slecp’.’’

““Who was Tozan?’’ Barbara asked.

‘““He was an old Zen monk who lived long ago.”’

‘“He sounds like some kind of wino. You are probably the
lowest-paid full professor in all California, and I know one thing.”’

“Yes?”

“I’ll never own a Mercedes, not even a used one. So much for
you and what you call contentment!”’
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Professor Melrick loved his wife. He thought of this as he
retreated to his garden, where he was trying to cross two very
improbable cousins, Echinomastus macdowellii with Echinopsis
Jongispina, both of which resembled sick and confused porcupines
until they came into flower. Their flowers were beautiful indeed. He
hardly blamed his wife, and while the reference to the Mercedes
—a very high priced automobile made in Germany—might have
seemed a non sequitor to an outsider, it was quite understandable
to the professor. Of course, he lived in Glendale, which is only a
short distance from Beverly Hills, and, as the Mercedes Company
knows full well, there are more Mercedes per capita in Beverly Hills
than in any city in the world except Bel Air, which flanks Beverly
Hills to the west, and which has an even higher per-capita income.

It was not simply proximity or envy that had reduced Barbara to a
perpetual state of bitterness and frustration. It was her brother,
recently deceased. Her brother was the Gordon Tymon of Interlock
Industries. He had owned an eleven-acre estate in Bel Air, and he
was rich beyond probability. Soon after the explosion of the first
atom bombs toward the end of World War II, Gordon Tymon
determined that his was not to go the way of all flesh—whereupon
he undertook the ultimate in atom bomb shelters at his Bel Air
estate.

For twenty-five years an army of contractors labored on this
project in an out-of-the-way corner of the estate. It did no good for
Professor Melrick to warn him that the Santa Monica Mountains,
threaded as they were with earthquake faults, were an unlikely place
for an atom bomb shelter, or to propose a philosophical arttitude
toward man’s future; in fact, as Barbara often pointed out to her
husband, he so alienated the tycoon that Gordon cast off his sister,
even as a recipient of small gifts.

Year after year, more and more of the atom bomb shelter
emerged—or did not emerge, since shelters are sheltered—and a
great cavern grew in the ground. Airlocks, elevators, generators,
hidden tanks of oil and gasoline, vitamins by the thousands,
dehydrated food, film-projectors, films for amusement, water
tanks—only name it and rest assured that it was there. Meanwhile,
Gordon’s wife, Zelda, played tennis. Whatever else she did was
unseen; the tennis was public. Between his financial interests and
the atom bomb shelter, he had little time for her. He had become a
fanatical pioneer for survival, one of that handful of fortunate
beings in America who would survive a direct hit.
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In March of 1970, Gordon was on his way from his thirty-two
room mansion to the bomb shelter. He often took the little path
that led from the one to the other, that he might look upon his
recently completed work and find it good. Halfway there, one of
those tremendous rainstorms that douse Southern California in
March exploded upon him. He quickened his pace, slipped, fell,
fractured his skull, and died. They found him there the following
day.

Two weeks after the funeral, after the reading of the will which
left everything to her and not one penny to Barbara, Zelda married
the tennis pro at her club. The happy couple then took off for the
south of France, where for years Gordon had maintained a splendid
villa which he never had time to visit. And since anything and
everything grows like mad in Southern California, the bomb shelter
was soon covered by a heavy blanket of Moorish Ivy—forgotten of
the world and especially of Zelda, who had never given the atom
bomb a second thought.

All this Professor Melrick reflected upon as he made his way from
the house to the garden, where he grew his cacti. There were,
perhaps, elements of cosmic justice in Gordon’s fate, if one desires
to believe in so silly a business as cosmic justice—which, Timothy
Melrick, for one, did not—but the bitter nut of the matter was that
three elegant Mercedes had been standing idle in Gordon’s—now
Zelda’s—garage for five years. How could he blame Barbara for
bitterness, frustration, anger? He had never even been able to afford
a Buick and, even worse, had never even desited a Buick—the
trouble with being a Zen person in a very non-Zen environment.

He turned with a sigh to that marvelous diversion, the cacti. He,
for one, had never accepted the theory that the cactus was a
primitive plant—a holdover from the early time of life on earth.
Quite otherwise; he saw the cacti as plants faced with that same
threat of extinction that the environmentalists forecast for all of
mankind these days. An earth once wet and rich now dried up;
where once were seas, deserts appeared, and where once were cloudy
skies and cool winds, there was a burning sun, never shaded. The
plants were faced with the imperative of life. Adapt—or perish. In
musing over this, he thought of a story told recently in the faculty
dining room. It would seem—according to this little tale—that the
Russians had exploded a very large atom bomb at the North Pole.
The Polar icecap began to melt at a rate that would raise the seas
above all the land masses of the earth. One by one, the heads of
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nations informed their people that human life was doomed, that
they must prepare to perish—that is with the exception of the Prime
Minister of Israel. She said to her handful of people: ‘‘Fellow
Jews—we have three months to learn to breathe under water.”’

Not so different from what the plants faced, the professor mused,
when the land turned into desert. Their life-giving leaves shriveled
under the burning sun, whereupon they shed their leaves,
abandoned their dry stems and trunks, and instead grew stems of
green, rich in chlorophyl. When the sun attacked these new
recepticles of life, the plants thickened their skin until it resisted the
worst the sun could do. When animals found these thick, juicy
stems very much to their taste, the plants proceeded to grow long,
sharp spines, and when the insects they needed so desperately for
cross pollination began to avoid the hot desert, the plants developed
flowers of such beauty and color as the world had not seen before.
Not at all a bad recommendation for the power and resourcefulness
of life, the professor decided, looking with affection at his garden of
strange shapes, needle-like spikes and gorgeous blooms; not at all.
And looking at them, he felt that his affection was being returned,
that these marvelous plants knew his feelings and reciprocated
them.

And then something new caught his eye. His strange new cactus,
the result of his crossing Echinomastus macdowellti with Echinopsis
longispina had suddenly flowered with one great, lovely bloom:
white petals that yellowed at the tips, with a heart that contained a
few brilliant pink pistils in a mass of white stamens so heavily
crowned with a yellow pollen that they could barely stand erect. For
moments that grew into minutes, he stood there regarding it, with
pleasure, love and deep aesthetic appreciation. Then, after sufficient
homage, he did a very curious thing, moved by something he found
difficult to account for later; he wet his finger, reached out and
touched the pollen, and then put it to his lips. As his tongue licked
it, the reaction was immediate and wonderful. He experienced what
Zen people call sators, or, as others say, enlightenment.

He knew it, because one always does. He could not explain it or
describe it, because one never can. He looked at the world around
him with understanding and joy and compassion. It was all right. It
would be all right.

Now the professor had a cat. He had the cat, not out of his choice
but out of the cat’s choice. It was a mean cat. It was a plain old gray
and white alley cat that in its lifetime had suffered such a succession
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of indignities and hurts that it could only display hate and
suspicion. It was a nasty cat, a hate-filled, wretched angry cat. And
at this moment, the cat was watching the professor with interest,
suspicion, and hunger. The cat had been absent for two days,
catting around as cats do, which accounted for the hunger.

Again, the professor wet his finger and picked up a bit of the
yellow pollen, which he rubbed off into the center of his palm.
Then he bent down and offered his hand to the cat.

Slowly, dubiously, watchfully, the cat advanced. The professor
was patient; the cat was suspicious. The professor had fed the cat for
a full two years, and still the cat was suspicious. But the cat was also
hungry, and step by step he approached the professor’s hand. He
was at the hand. He sniffed. He looked at the professor, and then
he sniffed again. And then he licked the yellow pollen out of the
professor’s palm.

And then he looked at the professor—as once in a while, very
rarely, a cat will look at 2 man. Then he mewed.

The professor reached down and picked up the cat in his hands
and then nestled him in his arms. The cat licked the professor’s face
and mewed. After a minute or so, the professor put down the cat
and went into the house. The cat followed him. The professor went
into the kitchen and opened a can of cat food. Purring with
pleasure, the cat ate it.

“*What on earth are you doing in the kitchen?”’ his wife called to
him.

“‘Feeding the cat.”’

“Why you don’t get rid of that ugly, wretched cat, I will never
know.”’

“I'm rather fond of him,”’ the professor replied.

Then he went into his study and meditated for a while, sitting
cross-legged on a small cushion. He had quite a problem facing
him, and while meditation offered no solution for such problems, it
did at least allow him to stop thinking about it. He had been
meditating for some ten minutes or so when his wife came into the
room, looked at him, and said:

““Oh.”” She had a way of saying it, a remarkable way. ‘“You do
look ridiculous when you sit like that. I mean, a grown man.”

He smiled apologetically.

““That cat of yours is acting very strangely.”’

“Yes. How?”’

“‘Dinner is ready.”’
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*“You were saying about the cat?”’

‘‘He purred.”’

“‘Cats do purr.”’

‘‘He purred pleasantly.”

“T'll be with you in a moment,
wash up.”’

He took a tiny plastic envelope from his desk, and went out to
the garden, musing over a name. He was neither proud nor obsessed
with any desire for immortality, even in the small botonist’s world
of the cactus, and he decided that Echinomastus contentii would
serve very satisfactorily. The cat came after him mewing with delight
as the professor shook a little of the yellow pollen into the plastic
envelope.

““I do wonder how the world appears to you," he said to the cat.

Apparently the cat, purring with pleasure, understood him
completely.

“What a beautiful, incredible thing you are!”’ he said to the
cactus.

From the house, his wife called to him. ‘“What on earth are you
up to out there? Who are you talking to?"’

“‘A cactus,”” he replied as he came back into the house.

“I don't think that’s funny. If we could eat one meal where the
food doesn’t sit around and get cold while you fuss over God knows
what to get yourself to the dinner table, I would be a very happy
woman. Anyone else can come to dinner when dinner is ready, not
you. You always have five things that must be done.”’

“I'm afraid so,”’ the professor agreed.

““And I don’t want that miserable cat in the room while we eat.”’

The cat understood. He regarded his mistress plaintively, and
then he marched reluctantly out of the room.

Barbara served the chicken and rice, and then informed him that
she had run into Clair Maguire at the shopping center.

“Did you? I do hope you gave her my very best. And to her
husband. He’s a gifted man.”’

““They’re making him the head of Oriental Studies at U.C.L.A."’

““That’s just wonderful,”” the professor replied.

“It's more than just wonderful. It’s forty thousand dollars a
year.”’

The professor nodded with appreciation.

‘I don’t think you ever hear me, Timothy,"’ Barbara said. *I said
forty thousand a year."’
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“Yes. Yes, of course. It’s a handsome wage.”’

““They’re moving. Do you want some more rice?”’

*‘No, thank you.”’

“To Westwood.”’

““Oh? Well, that will be nice. He can walk to the college.’

““They bought a ninety thousand dollar house. With a swimming
pool.”’

The professor smiled and nodded.

“Timothy, Timothy,”’ his wife said, her voice as soft and
beguiling as she could make it under the circumstances. *‘I'm trying
to tell you something. Bob Maguire will be the head of the
department. They will have an empty chair in Oriental Philosophy,
and Clair said he is thinking of you. It’s thirty thousand dollars a
year. Thirty thousand dollars.””

*“That’s very thoughtful of him.”’

““Is that all you can say? It’s double what you make now.’

““Well, a small college has its own problems.”’

*‘But they’re not your problems.”’

I just don’t know whether I would be very happy at U.C.L.A.
It’s such an enormous place.””

“Well, I do know that I would be very happy in Westwood or
Brentwood and driving a decent car instead of that miserable Pinto,
and just once, just once in my life being able to take some friends
for lunch to the Bistro and not thinking twice about the check—"’

*“What is the Bistro?”’ the professor asked curiously.

*“You ass!”’ Barbara exploded. ‘*You fool!”’

“I'm terribly sorry.”’

‘“‘Like hell you are! You wouldn’t accept it—not even if Bob
Maguire got down on his knees and pleaded.”’

The professor was thinking of how he could possibly move his
cactus garden. Some of the plants were twenty years old. There was
no way he could imagine transferring them to another area. And as
if she were reading his mind, Barbara snapped at him, ‘‘It’s those
damn ugly plants of yours, isn’t it!”’

He was trying to formulate some answer to this when suddenly
Barbara burst into tears, leaped to her feet, and ran into the
bedroom.

The professor sat at the table for a few minutes, lost in thought.
Then he poured a cup of coffee, took out the plastic envelope of
pollen, shook it into the coffee, and stirred. He brought the coffee
into the bedroom, where Barbara was sprawled on the bed.
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‘‘Barbara,’’ he said gently.

She didn’t move.

‘‘Barbara, please look at me. Please.”’

She sat up, presenting him with a tear-stained face, and the
professor observed that she was a very handsome woman indeed,
quite as attractive in her forty-ninth year as on the day he had
married her. Even her frown of anger and disgust could not hide it.

““What do you want?’’ she asked coldly.

‘I thought we might talk about this.”’

“Why?"

“Well, it’s not open and shut, is it? I brought you a cup of
coffee. Please drink it. You'll feel better.”

He touched her most tender spot. Coffee was an elixir to Barbara
She reached for the coffee, tasted it and then drained the cup. She
took a deep breath and then stared curiously at her husband.

““Of course, you couldn’t move the cactus garden, could you,”
she said finally.

“I could move the smaller plants, certainly. That’s no great
task.”’

“‘But the big ones?”’

‘“They’d have to stay.”’

**Oh, no—no.”

“It’s no great loss.”

“‘But you love them. They mean so much to you.

“‘Really not,”’ the professor said. ‘‘Not at all. They're there. I
don’t own them. A plant is a living thing. It has a life and existence
of its own.”

“I never thought about it that way.”’

“Well, most people don’t. We're so used to owning things.”’

““Then it’s not the cactus garden,’’ said Barbara.

““I don't think so. Look dear, why don’t we go outside and talk
about this. It’s a fine evening.”’

He took her by the hand and led her out into the garden. The cat
joined them. They sat down on the bench under an enormous
hibiscus, and the cat leaped into Barbara’s lap and curled up there,
purring with pleasure.

““Whatever has gotten into this cat?’’ Barbara wondered.

‘‘He seems very content.”’

“‘Oh, I was so angry with you,’’ she said, stroking the cat. “‘Isn’t
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there something we could do to improve his coat—I mean vitamins
or something—he really is a handsome cat.”’

“I'm sure. I'll have to ask the vet.”

“I don’t know why 1 was so angry."”’

““You had reason enough.”

“I can’t think of any reason. Thirty thousand dollars is a lot of
money. We could do things for the kids.”

‘“The kids are very independent.”’

““They are. Do you know, I think they resent gifts.”’

““That’s understandable,”’ the professor agreed.

“It’s nice to think about living in Westwood, but I do love this
old house. And our friends are here.”

““I could commute. It’s not a long drive on the freeway.”’

“You’d hate it.”

“Well, not really. But I do have half a dozen students who are
very dear to me. I don’t know whether that’s worth giving up such
an enormous increase.’’

“Timmey,’’ she said, ‘‘we are not starving.”’

““No—"'" He reached out and touched her cheek. ‘Do you know
how long it is since you called me Timmey?”’

“‘Is it that long?”’

‘I can get two more years out of my Volkswagen. We could turn
in the Pinto and get you one of those big Chevies, what with the
rebate and all that.”

‘A gas guzzler? Not on your life. I am perfectly content with the
Pinto. Anyway, I don’t want to talk about cars. Look how the light
stiikes the cactus now. I never realized how beautiful they are.”’

‘‘People don’t, because they are strange and different. We're so
afraid of anything different.”’

“*Come to bed,”’ she said suddenly.

“It’s only nine o’clock.”’

*“Come to bed.”

*‘Shall we do the dishes first?”’

*“The hell with the dishes,”’ Barbara said. ‘“‘Come to bed."”’

Barbara was asleep when the professor awakened in the morning.
He lay there for a while, watching her. No doubt about it, she was
quite as attractive as the day they met, and he reflected upon the
singular joy of sex between two people who were without rancor,
without selfishness, without frustration and very much in love.
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He got out of bed quietly and dressed without awakening his
wife, and then he went out to wish a good morning to Echinomastus
contentiz, who had survived the night quite well, and whose lovely
petals glistened with a drop or two of the morning dew.

The cat joined him, rubbing contentedly against his leg, which
prompted the professor to say ‘‘Cat, there are more things in
heaven and earth than I have ever dreamt of, which is hardly
original but very much to the point. What are we going to do about
it? I really don’t approve of people who interfere, and here I've
interfered with three of us.”

Then he sighed, climbed into his aged Volkswagen, and drove to
the college.

Since he had skipped breakfast at home, he went first to the
faculty dining room, and joined two of his colleagues. One of them
was Professor Roscoe Martin, widely known as dean of the P.O.D.
Society, P.O.D. meaning ‘‘prophets of doom,” who stood by his
flat statement—on television talk shows as well as in scholarly
magazines—that mankind would not be around in 1985, consider-
ing the rate at which we were destroying the environment. The
other was Professor Hallis Grundy, business administration, cor-
porate management, etc. They waved to Melrick, and he sat down
at their table and ordered his orange juice, eggs, and toast, and
then smiled with pleasure for their company.

“You are disgustingly content,”” Grundy said. *‘You sit down
with two of the nastiest malcontents on this miserable faculty, who
are even more ridden with dissatisfaction and jealousy than our
average unattractive colleague, and you act as though you were
convening a caucus of saints. That's a stinking attitude.”’

‘I agree,”” said Martin.

“Well, it is a lovely day,”” Melrick said.

“Did you notice the smog or didn’t you?"’ Martin snapped at
him. “'It’s lying against the mountains like a stinking yellow
blanket. By the day after tomorrow, we’ll have the worst reading in
the history of Los Angeles County. In L.A. County alone, this week
should bring us 83.14 smog-associated deaths.”

““Is the point-one-four a child?’’ Melrick asked mildly.

“I marvel at people like you,”” Grundy said to Melrick. ““Here we
arc in one of the worst depressions in history, runaway inflation,
more business failures per week than ever in history, and you
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smile.”’

“Not to mention,”’ Martin added quickly, ““the pollution of the
sea. That’s the killer. We may stop spray cans and supersonic flights
in time to save the ozone layer, but as far as the sea is concerned,
we've passed the point of no return.”’

“Now hold on,”” said Grundy. ‘‘Don’t go into that lecture of
yours on the oil companies.”’

““This man,”’ Martin responded, directing a finger at Grundy, “‘is
paid four times what any of us earn because he sits in a chair
established by the so-called Energy Council, a front for the
international oil trusts—"’

“You can’t prove that,”” Grundy said cheerfully.

“You will go with the rest of us,”” Martin said comfortably.
“You, me, the oil executives, old, young—there are no lifeboats on
spaceship earth.”’

“I wonder,”” Melrick said, looking up from his scrambled eggs,
which were very tasty indeed, ‘‘whether you ever thought about the
cactus?’’

““That is a non sequitor, if I ever heard one,”’” Grundy snorted.

““Oh, no. No, indeed. Very much to the point. You know, the
seas dried up. The rain stopped, and the plants had to adapt. They

became cacti.”’

‘“They were plants.”

“‘People are very adaptable, you know,”’ Melrick said.

“‘Sheer nonsense.””

“‘Perhaps,”” Melrick said. ‘“‘But this doom that is facing us—it’s
the result of greed, isn’t it? A lust for money, for power, riches,
things, baubles, man’s discontent with himself as he is, envy of
one’s neighbor, desire—"’

““That’s putting it rather harshly.”’

‘‘Are you going to change man?’’ Martin demanded.

“Man is always changing, you know. Otherwise, he could not
conceivably endure this thing we call civilization. Now just
suppose—just suppose we were to find some miracle drug that
would rid man of greed, aquisitiveness, envy, the desire for power,
for things?”’

“Ambition?”” Grundy demanded.

“What we call ambition—yes, indeed.”’

“God save us from that.”
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‘“Why?’’ Melrick wondered.

‘‘Discontent is the only thing that makes it work.”’

*“Your way.”’

‘“What other way is there, Melrick?"’

‘I like to think that there’s another way.”’

‘“*As much as it pains me, I must agree with Grundy,”’ Martin
said.

““Yes—but suppose one did come up with such a drug. What
would happen?”’

““They would destroy the drug and kill its inventor.”’

‘“They?’’ asked Melrick. ‘“Who are they?”’

“‘Myself, to begin with,”” Grundy stated emphatically. ‘‘Any
community leader with an ounce of responsibility. Any executive of
a large corporation. Any political leader. Any man who values
civilization.”

““Do you agree with him?’’ Melrick asked Martin.

“I'm afraid I do. You’'re talking about something a hundred
times worse than heroin. Just think of what it would do to our

tenure.
Melrick sighed. It was time for his first class, and as he walked

across the campus, he wondered what Chuang Tzu would have
made of his predicament. He mused over it through the day, and he
was relieved, when he returned home, to be greeted with an
enveloping embrace from his wife.

“‘Dinner in a half hour,”” she said to him. *‘I cooked Mexican. I
know how you love it.”’

“It’s fattening.”’

“Devil take the calories tonight!”’

“I’ll be in the garden,”’ he said.

In the garden, he observed with delight the appearance of a
second flower. The evening breeze was beginning to blow the
pollen, and his first impulse was to reach down and pick the flower.
Then he stopped, and for quite a while he just stood there and
observed the two lovely blooms.

The cat approached. He saw it from the corner of his eye coming
toward him, slowly, tentatively. He bent and reached out his hand
toward the cat. It arched, hissed and struck, and there were four
claw marks on the back of his hand.

He was licking the back of his hand when Barbara came out of
the house and joined him
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“What happened?”’

“I’m afraid our cat has reverted back to his true nature.”

‘“What a pity!”’

““Well—perhaps. Perhaps not.”’

“You have another flower on that beautiful thing!”’ she
exclaimed with delight.

*“Oh, yes.”

“Your new species, isn’t it?"’

“Well, it’s a cross breed of sorts, but whether it will breed true or
breed at all, that’s hard to say. Some cross breeds are sterile, you
know. ‘“We’ll let mother nature decide. The old lady is very wise
about such things.”’

‘“Dinner?”’

He turned to her, took both her hands, and said, ‘‘My dear
Barbara, I love you very much. I always have. An act of love is
something we create within us, and, if we are lucky, we nurture it.”’

‘I like that,”” Barbara said. *‘I’ll remember it.”’

““We both will, and we’ll try as hard as we can, won’t we?”’

“What an odd thing to say! Of course we’ll try. You're very
strange tonight.”’

Then he put his arm around her waist, and they went in to
dinner.
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5

Tomorrow’s Wall Street Journal

T precisely eight forty-five in the morning, carrying a copy of

tomorrow’s Wall Street Journal under his arm, the devil
knocked at the door of Martin Chesell’s apartment. The devil was a
handsome middle-aged businessman, dressed in a two-hundred-
dollar gray sharkskin suit, forty-five dollar shoes, a custom-made
shirt, and a twenty-five-dollar iron-gray Italian silk tie. He wore a
forty-dollar hat, which he took off politely as the door opened.

Martin Chesell, who lived on the eleventh floor of one of those
high-rise apartments that grow like mushrooms on Second Avenue
in the seventies and eighties, was wearing pants and a shirt, neither
with a lineage of place or price. His wife, Doris, had just said to
him, **What kind of nut is it at this hour? You better look through
the peephole.”

Knowing a good tie and shirt when he saw them, Martin Chesell
opened the door and asked the devil what he wanted.

“I’m the devil,”’ the devil answered politely. ‘“And I am here to
make a deal for tomorrow’s Wall Street Journal.”’

“‘Buzz off, buster,”” Martin said in disgust. ‘‘The hospital’s over
by the river, six blocks from here. Go sign yourself in.”’

“I am the devil,”” the devil insisted. ‘‘I am really the devil,
scout’s honor.”” Then he pushed Martin aside and entered the
apartment, being rather stronger than people.

‘‘Martin, who is it?”’ his wife yelled—and then she came to see.
She was dressed to go to her job at Bonwit’s, where she sold dresses
until her feet died—every day about four-twenty—and she saw
enough faces in a day’s time to smell the devil when he was near
her.
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‘‘Ask your wife,”” the devil said pleasantly.

‘It wouldn’t surprise me,”’ said Doris. ‘*“What are you peddling,
mister?”’

“Tomorrow’s Wall Street Journal,”’ the devil repeated amiably.
“‘Everyman’s desire and dream.”’

“It’s an old, tired saw,”” Martin Chesell said. ‘‘It’s been used to
death. Not only have a dozen bad stories been written to the same
point, but the New Yorker ran a cartoon on the same subject. A
tired old bum looks down, and there’s tomorrow’s Wall Street
Journal at his feet.”’

““That’s where I picked up the notion.”” The devil nodded
eagerly. ‘‘Basically, I am conservative, but one can’t go on forever
with the same old thing, you know.”’ He walked sprightly into their
living room, merely glancing into the bedroom with its unmade
bed, and measuring with another glance the cheap, tasteless
furniture, and then spread the paper on the table. Martin and Doris
followed him and looked at the date.

“They print those headlines in a place on Forty-eighth Street,”’
Doris said knowingly.

““Ah! And the inside pages as well?’’ The devil riffled the pages.

*‘Suppose you let me have a look at the last page?’’ Martin said.

*‘Ah—that costs.”’

“Mister, go away. There is no devil and you’re some kind of a
nut. My wife has to go to work.”’

“But you don’t? No job. Bless your hearts, what does a devil do
to prove himself. My driving license? Or this?”” Blue points of fire
danced on his fingernails. *‘Or this?”’ Two horns appeared on his
forehead, glistened a moment, and then disappeared. “‘Or this?”’
He held up finger and thumb and a twenty-dollar antique gold
piece appeared between them. He tossed it to Martin, who caught it
and examined it carefully.

““Tricks, tricks,”” said the devil. ‘‘Look into your own heart if you
doubt me, my boy. Do we deal? I sell—you buy—one copy of
tomorrow’s Wall Street Journal. Yes?”’

“What price?’” Doris demanded, precise, businesslike, and to the
point, while her husband stared bemused at the coin.

““The usual price. The price never changes. A human soul.”’

“Why?"’ Martin snapped, holding out the coin.

““Keep it, my son,”’ the devil said.
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“Why a human soul? What do you do with them? Collect them?
Frame them?”’

““They have their uses, oh yes, indeed. It would make for a long,
complicated explanation, but we value them.”’

““I don’t believe I have a soul,”” Martin said bluntly.

““Then what loss if you sell it to me? To sell what you do not own
without deceiving the purchaser, that is good business, Martin—all
profit and no loss.”’

“T'll sell mine,”” Doris said.

““Oh? Would you? But that won’t do.”’

“Why not?”’

““No—it just wouldn’t do.”’ He looked at his watch, a beautiful
old pocket watch, gold and set with rubies and with little imps
crawling all over it. ‘“You know, I don’t have all the time in the
world. You must decide.”’

““For Christ’s sake,”” Doris said, ‘‘sell him your damn soul or do
we spend the rest of our lives in this lousy three-room rathole?
Because if that’s the case, you spend them alone, Marty boy. I am
sick to death of your sitting around on your ass while I work my own
butt off. You're a loser, sweety, and this is probably the last
chance.”

““Good girl,”’ the devil said approvingly. ‘‘She has a head on her
shoulders, Martin.”

““How do I know—""

““Martin, Martin, what do you have to lose?”’

*‘My soul.”

“Whose existence you sensibly doubt. Come, Martin—""

“How?”’

*‘Old-fashioned but simple. I have the contract here, all very
direct and legal. You read it. A pinprick, a drop of blood on your
signature, and tomorrow’s Wall Street Journal is yours.”’

Martin Chesell read the contract. A pin appeared like magic in
the devil’s hand. A thumb was pricked, and Martin found himself
smearing a drop of blood across his signature.

“All of which makes it legal and binding,”’ the devil said,
smiling and handing Martin the paper. Doris forgot her job and
Martin forgot his erstwhile soul, and they flung the paper open with
trembling hands, riffled to the last page, where the New York Stock
Exchange companies and prices were printed, and scanned the list.
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The devil watched this with benign amusement, until suddenly
Martin whirled and cried:

“You bastard—this is a rotten day. Everything is down.”’

“‘Hardly, Martin, hardly,”” the devil replied soothingly. ‘‘Every-
thing is never down. Some are up, some are down. I will admit that
today is hardly the most inspiring of days, but there is a surprise or
two. Just look at old Mother Bell.”’

“Who?"’ :

““American Telephone,’’ the devil said. ‘‘Look at it, Martin."

Martin looked. ‘‘Up four points,”” he whispered. ‘‘That makes no
sense at all. American Telephone hasn’t jumped four points in a
day since Alexander Graham Bell invented it.”’

“‘Oh, it has, Martin. Yes, indeed. You see, until two o’clock
today, it will just dilly-dally along the way it does every other day,
and then at two precisely the management will announce a
two-for-one split. Yes, indeed, Martin—two for one. Just read those
prices again, and you will see that it touches a high of five dollars
and seventy-five cents over the two o’clock price, even though it
closes at a profit of only four points. So you see, Martin, if you sell
at the high, you can clear five dollars and better, which is a very nice
return for an in-and-out deal. No reason at all why you shouldn’t be
a very rich man before today is over, Martin. No reason at all.”’

““Marty,”” Doris shouted, ‘‘we’re going to do it. We're going to
make it, Marty. This is the big one, the big red apple—the one
we've been waiting for. Oh, Marty, I love you, I love you, I love
you.”’

The devil smiled with pleasure, put on his forty-dollar hat, and
departed. They hardly noticed that he had gone, so eager were they
to be properly dressed to make a million. Doris tied Martin’s
tie—something she had not done for a long time. Martin admired
the dress she changed into and quietly agreed when she snapped at
him:

““You keep that newspaper in an inside pocket, Marty. Nobody
sees it—and I mean nobody.”’

*‘Right you are, baby.”’

““Marty, what do we go for? Five dollars a share—is that it?”’

““That’s it, baby. Suppose we pick up twenty thousand shares—
that’s one hundred thousand dollars, baby. One hundred thousand
bright, green dollars.””’
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““Marty, have you lost your mind? This is it—the one and
only—and you talk about one hundred thousand dollars. We pick
up a hundred thousand shares, and then we got half a million. Half
a million dollars, Marty. Beautiful, clean dollars.”

“All right, baby. But I'm not sure you can buy a hundred
thousand shares of a stock like American Tel and Tel without
influencing the price. If we drive the price up—""'

““We can’t drive the price up, Marty.”’

“How do you know? What makes you such a goddamn stock
market genius?”’

‘‘Marty, maybe I don’t know one thing about the market—but I
know how it closes today. Honey, don’t you see—we have
tomorrow’s Wall Street Journal. We know. No matter how many
shares of that stock you buy, it is going to stay put until two o’clock
and then it’s going to go up to five dollars and seventy-five cents.
Isn’t that what he said?”’

Marty opened the paper and concentrated on it. ‘‘Right!"’ he
cried triumphantly. ‘‘Says so right here—no movement until two
o’clock—and then zoom.”’

**So we could buy two hundred thousand shares and make a cool
million."”’

*‘Right, baby—oh, you are so right!"’

*“Two hundred thousand shares then—right, Marty?"’

*‘I hear you, kid."”’

They took a cab downtown to the brokerage office of Smith,
Haley and Penderson on Fifty-third Street. When you have it, you
spend it. ‘‘Lunch today at the Four Seasons?’’ Doris asked him.
“Right, baby. Right, baby.”’ Rich people ate happy people. When
he and Doris marched up to the desk of Frank Gibson, their poise
and pleasure were contagious. Frank Gibson had gone to college
with Martin and had supervised his few unhappy stock market
transactions, and while he did not consider Martin one of his more
valuable contacts, he found himself smiling back and telling them
that it was good to see them.

“‘Both of you,’’ he said. ‘‘Day off, Doris?"’

Doris indicated that days off were the farthest things from her
mind, and Martin outlined his purpose with that superior and
secure sense that the buyer in quantity always has. But instead of
leaping with joy, Gibson stared at him unhappily.
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‘‘Please sit down,”’ Gibson said.

They sat down.

“If I understand you, Marty, you want to buy two hundred
thousand shares of American Telephone. You’re putting me on.”’

““No. We're dead serious.”’

“‘Even if you're serious, you're putting me on, Marty,”” Gibson
said. ‘“This kind of goofing—well, someone gets upset. Someone
gets angry.”’

““Look, Frank,”” Martin said, ‘‘you are a broker. You are a
customer’s man. I am a customer. I come to buy, and you tell me
politely to go take a walk.”’

‘‘Marty,” Gibson said patiently, ‘‘that much American Tele-
phone adds up to over ten million dollars. That means you have to
have at least six million, give or take a few, to back it up. So what'’s
the use, Marty? Take the gag somewhere else.’’

““Then you won’t take my order?”’

‘‘Marty—Marty, no one will take your order. Because you got to
be some kind of nut to even talk that way when I know that you
and Doris between you—you got maybe twenty cents.”’

““That’s a hell of a thing to say!”’

“Is it true?”’

“‘For heaven’s sake, Marty,”” Doris put in, ‘‘come clean with him
and get the thing on the road. Here it is, Frank. We got inside dope
that Telephone is going up five points this afternoon. At two
o’clock today they are going to announce a stock split—and it will
go.”

‘“‘How do you know?"’

‘“We know.”’

““Nobody knows. That rumor has been around for months.
Telephone is the blandest, dullest piece of action on the market.
You are asking for a day sale, and this firm would not stand for
even a little one. It’s out of the question.”’

“You mean you won'’t sell me stock?”’

“*A hundred shares of Telephone—sure. You have an account
with us. Buy a hundred shares. Don’t be greedy—"’

They stalked out while Gibson was talking. The next stop was
Doris” brother, who was a lawyer and made a good living out of it
and could have gone on living if he never saw Martin Chesell again.

“‘I should underwrite six million of credit for you? You got to be
kidding.”
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“I'm not kidding, I'm dead serious,”” Martin replied, telling
himself, ‘“You, you son of a bitch, what a pleasure it would be to
toss you out on your fat ass if you came pleading to me. Time—just
give me time.”’

“Am [ permitted to ask what for?”’ his brother-in-law said.

“To make an investment in the market,”” Martin said. ‘I am
desperate. It is eleven o’clock. This is the first real chance I ever
had. Please,”’ he pleaded, ‘‘do you want me to get down on my
rnees?”’

‘It would be an mterestmg position for a snotty guy like you,’
the brother-in-law said. ‘I should be happy to underwrite seventy-
five cents for you, Martin. For a whole buck, I write it off
immediately.”’

‘““You may be my brother,”” Doris said, ‘‘but to me you are a
louse. May I spell it—l-0-u-s-e.”’

It was eleven-thirty when they got to the branch of the Chase
Manhattan on upper Madison. Martin had been in college with the
son of the present manager, and once he had introduced himself
and Doris, the manager listened politely.

““Of course, we would be happy to lend you the money,”” he
agreed. ‘‘In any amount you wish—providing you offer acceptable
collateral.”

““Would American Telephone stock be acceptable collateral?”’
Doris asked eagerly.

‘“The very best. And I thihk we might even lend you up to eighty
percent of the market value.”’

“‘See, Marty!”’ Doris exclaimed. ‘I knew we’d do it! Now can
we get the money immediately?”’

“I think so—at least within fifteen minutes. Do you have the
stock with you?”’

Doris’ face fell, while Martin explained that they were going to
use the money to buy the stock.

“Well, that’s a little different, isn’t it? I am afraid it makes the
loan impossible—unless you have sufficient stock already in your
possession. It doesn’t have to be American Telephone. Any listed
security—"’

‘“You don’t understand,’’ Martin pleaded, watching the clock on
the wall. ““We got to buy that stock before two o’clock.”

““I am sure you have good reason to. But we can’t help you.”’

““Lousy crumb,’” Martin said when they got outside. ‘‘He stinks!
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The whole lousy Chase Manhattan stinks! You got a friend at Chase
Manhattan, you don’t need enemies. You know what I'd like to
do—go in there up to the window and—stick 'em up!—that’s what
I'd like to do.”

Neither First National City nor Chemical New York proved any
more flexible on the question of collateral, nor was Merrill Lynch
disposed to open an account and plunge into a massive day sale.
One forty-five P.M. found them back at the offices of Smith, Haley
and Penderson, pleading anew with Frank Gibson.

““I got a job,”” Gibson told them. ‘“You may not believe me, but
being a customer’s man just happens to be a job. I don't interfere
with you, so just let me do my job.”

““It’s a quarter to two,”’ Martin begged him.

““Oh, Jesus—show him the damn Wal/ Street Journal,’’ Doris
snapped.

“Why don’t you drop dead?”’

“Why don’t you get one little brain in your head? It's ten
minutes to two. Show him the paper.”’

Martin took out the paper and shoved it at Gibson. ‘‘There—
tomorrow’s Wall Street Journal. All markets—complete closing
prices.”’

“You're both out of your minds. What do I have to do? Make a
scene? Call the cops?”’

“‘Just look at the date? Am I asking so much? Jesus God, if I was
drowning would you stretch out a hand for me? I'm asking you to
look at the date.”

““O.K.—so I look at the date.”” Gibson picked up the paper and
looked at the date. Then he stared at the date. Then he turned the
paper around and looked at the date on the back page. Then he
opened it.

‘“‘Marty, where did you get this?”’

““Now you believe me. Now Marty’s not a lousy creep any more.
Now Marty’s your buddy boy. Now will you buy the goddamn
stock?”’

“‘Marty, I can’t. Even if I thought this paper wasn’t phony—""'

““Phony! Do you know—""

His voice died away. Gibson was staring at the screened flash
news at the front of the office, where suddenly the news had
appeared that the directors of American Telephone had decided
upon a two-for-one stock split, pending approval of stockholders.
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“Will you buy the stock?”” Martin whimpered. ‘‘Oh, dear Jesus,
will you please buy the stock?”’

““Marty—I can’t.”’

“It’s up two points already,”” Doris said. ‘““Why don’t I kill
myself? Oh, no—I couldn’t jump in front of a subway train or
anything like that. No sir—not me. I had to marry Chesell.”’

At three-thirty, when the market closed, American Telephone
was four points over its opening price. At four-fifteen, the Chesells
had one of their minor fights. If they had not been so done in with
the day, it might have been a major fight. As it was, there was
nothing physical, only a few recriminations, one word leading to
another. Doris began the peroration by concluding:

“Drop dead—that’s all.”’

“‘So long as you understand the feeling is mutual.”’

““Lovely—and I have had it, ducky. Words cannot portray my
feelings for you. You disgust me. You also turn my stomach. You
also stink—and now I intend to have a nap. So just get out of
here!”’

Martin went into the living room, and she slammed the door
behind him—and there was a gentle knock at the door to the
apartment. Martin opened the door, and there was the devil.

“‘Greetings, my lad,”’ he said with a great good nature.

“You got one hell of a nerve!” Martin exclaimed. ‘‘You
miserable son of a bitch—after what you did to me, to come back
here!”’

“What I did? Martin, Martin, you are understandably angry—
but that kind of wild talk—not good.”

““You tricked me into that.”’

““Martin, my boy,’’ the devil said kindly, ‘‘did we or did we not
make an honest trade, a bargain in kind, merchandise given,
merchandise taken? Did we not?”’

“You knew what would happen.

““And just what did happen, Martin? Why get so upset? I gave
you the Wall Street Journal for tomorrow and you found yourself
not unexpectedly short of cash. Lesson number one—money makes
money. How easily learned—and you complain.”

“Because I blew my one lousy chance,”” Martin said. ‘‘One lousy
chance out of a whole lifetime, and I blew it. One chance to come
out on top, and I threw it away.”’

“‘Martin.”’

9
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““No, it doesn't matter to you. Well—me, I am sick and tired of
you, so out. Just get the hell out!”

“‘Martin,”’ the devil said placatingly.

“Out!”

‘‘Really, Martin.”’

““Are you trying to tell me you didn’t know what would
happen?”’

““Martin, of course I knew what would happen. I have been at
this so long, and people are so wrctchcdly predictable. But what
happened today is of no importance.

““No importance?’’

““None whatsoever. The really important thing is that you sold
me your soul, Martin. That’s the nitty-gritty of it. Riches? No
problem. Wealth, power, success? No problem, Martin. It all
follows. Once you have sold your soul to me, everything comes to
you—everything, Martin. Dear lad—you look so blue, so morbid.
Cheer up. The Wall Street Journal—who needs it? Do you want a
tip for tomorrow? Cimeron Lead—four dollars a share. It will close
at seven. Buy a few shares; pin money, but buy a few shares.”’

““With what?”’ Martin asked sourly.

‘“Money—dear Martin, there is money wherever you look. For
example, you have a bit of insurance on your wife, don’t you?”’

“We each have a policy for twenty thousand.”’

““Very nice beginning money, Martin. Fortunes have been built
on less. And you don’t really like her at all, do you?””’

“Why wouldn’t you make a deal for her soul this morning?”’
Martin asked suddenly.

““Dear Martin—her soul is worthless. In the five years of your
marriage you have shriveled it to nothing. You have a talent for
destruction, Martin. Her soul is almost nonexistent, and she’s not
very pleasant to be with, is she, Martin?”’

Martin nodded.

“And she’s so despondent today—it would be understandable
that she should leap from an eleventh-story window. Poor girl, but
some win and some lose, Martin.”

““I wouldn’t collect on the insurance for ten days,”” Martin said.

““Good thinking. I like that. Now you are using your head, lad.
Rest assured, I have a better tip for next week. Tips, opportunities,
good liquor, rich food, uncomplaining women, and money—so
much money. Dear Martin, why do you hesitate?”’
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Martin went into the bedroom, closing the door behind him.
There were the sounds of a short scuffle—and then a long, awful
scream. When Martin came out of the bedroom, the devil sighed
and said, ‘‘Poor boy, you’ll be despondent tonight. We must dine
together. You will be my guest—of course. And to console you—""

He took out of his inside breast pocket a neatly folded copy of the
Wall Street Journal.

““For a week from Wednesday—ten days,”’ he said.
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6
A Matter of Size

M RS. HERBERT COOKE—Abigail Cooke—was a woman with
a social conscience and a sense of justice. She came from five
generations of New Englanders, all of whom had possessed social
consciences and devotion to justice, qualities not uncommon in New
England once the burning of witches was gotten over with. She lived
in a lovely old Colonial house on fifteen acres of land in Redding,
Connecticut; she forbade any spraying of her trees, and she
gardened ecologically. She believed firmly in mulch, organic
fertilizers, and the validity of the New Left; and while she herself
lived quietly with her teen-age children—her husband practiced law
in Danbury—her heart and small checks went out to a multitude of
good causes. She was an attractive woman, still under forty, an
occasional Congregationalist, and a firm advocate of civil rights. She
was not given to hysterics.

She sat on her back porch—unscreened—on a fine summer
morning and shelled peas and saw something move. Afterward she
said that it appeared to be a fly, and she picked up a flyswatter and
swatted it. It stuck to the flyswatter, and she looked at it carefully;
and then she began to have what amounted to hysterics, took hold
of herself, thanked heaven that her children were at day camp, and,
still unable to control her sobbing, telephoned her husband.

*I've killed a man,”’ she said to him.

“You what? Now wait a minute,”” he replied. *‘Get hold of
yourself. Are you all right?”’

“I'm all right.”

‘*Are the children all right?”’
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*“They’re at day camp.”’

““Good. Good. You’re sure you’re all right?”’

“Yes. I'm a little hysterical—"’

“Did I hear you say that you killed a man?”’

““Yes. Oh, my God—yes.”’

‘‘Now please get hold of yourself, do you hear me, Abby? I want
you to get hold of yourself and tell me exactly what happened.”’

“I can’t.”’ ‘

““Who is this man you think you killed? A prowler?”’

““No.”

“Did you call the police?”’

“No. I can’t.”

“Why not? Abby, are you all right? We don’t have a gun. How
on earth could you kill someone?”’

‘‘Please—please come home. Now. Please.”’

In half an hour Herbert Cooke pulled into his driveway, leaped
out of his car, and embraced his still shivering wife. ‘‘Now, what's
all this?”’ he demanded.

She shook her head dumbly, took him by the hand, led him to
the back porch, and pointed to the flyswatter.

“It’s a flyswatter,”” he said impatiently. ‘‘Abby, what on earth
has gotten into you?”’

““Will you look at it closely, please?’’ she begged him, beginning
to sob again.

“‘Stop crying! Stop it!”’

Convinced by now that his wife was having some kind of nervous
breakdown, he decided to humor her, and he picked up the
flyswatter and stared at it. He stared at it for a long, long moment,
and then he whispered, ‘‘Oh, my God—of all the damn things!”’
And then, stll staring, he said to her, ‘‘Abby, dear, there’s a
magnifying glass in the top drawer of my desk. Please bring it to
me.”’

She went into the house and came back with the magnifying
glass. “‘Don’t ask me to look,”” she said.

Herbert placed the flyswatter carefully on the table and held the
magnifying glass over it. ‘“My God,” he whispered, ‘‘my God
almighty. I'll be damned. A white man, too.”’

“What difference does that make?”’

“No difference—none at all. Only—my God, Abby, he’s only
half an inch tall. I mean if he were standing up. Perfectly formed,
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the blow didn’t squash him, hair, head, features—naked as the day
he was born—"’

“Must you carry on like that? I've killed him. Isn’t that
enough?”’

‘““Honey, get a grip on yourself.”’

““I though it was a fly. I saw it out of the corner of my eye. I saw
it and swatted it. I'm going to throw up.”’

“‘Stop that. You didn’t kill a human being. A human being isn’t
half an inch tall.”

“I'm going to throw up.”’

She raced into the house, and Herbert Cooke continued to study
the tiny object under the magnifying glass. “‘Of all the damn
things,”” he muttered. ‘‘It's a man all right, five fingers, five toes,
good features, blond hair—handsome little devil. T can imagine
what the flyswatter felt like, like being trapped under one of those
iron blasting mats. Squashed him a bit—"’

Pale, but more in command of herself, Abigail returned to the
porch and said, ‘‘Are you still looking at that dreadful thing?”’

“It’s not a dreadful thing, Abby.”

“‘Can’t you get rid of it?”’

Herbert raised his head from the magnifying glass and stared at
his wife thoughtfully. ‘“You don’t mean that, Abby."”

“I do.”

““Abby, this is the strangest damn thing that ever happened to
us, possibly to anyone. I mean, there simply is no such thing as a
human being half an inch tall.”

‘‘Except on that flyswatter.”’

“‘Exactly. We can’t just throw him away. Who is he?”’

*“What is he?”’

“‘Exactly,” Herbert agreed. ‘‘What is he? Where did he come
from? Or where did it come from? I think you understand my
point,”’ he said patiently and gently.

““What is your point?’’ she asked, a note of coldness coming into
her voice. _

“I'm a lawyer, Abby. I'm an officer of the court. That’s my life,
that’s not something I forget.”

““And I'm your wife, which is something you appear to have
forgotten.”’

“‘Not at all. You have done nothing wrong. Nothing. I will stake
my legal life on that.”
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**Go on.”

“‘But we have a body here. It’s only half an inch long, but it’s
still a body. We have to call the police.”

“Why? It’s done. I killed the poor thing. I have to live with that.
Isn’t that enough?”’

‘‘My dear, let’s not be dramatic. We don’t know what it is. You
swatted an insect. For all we know, it is some kind of an insect.”’

“‘Let me look through that magnifying glass.”’

‘‘Are you sure you want to?"’

“I'm perfectly all right now.”’

He handed her the magnifying glass, and she peered through it.
““It’s not an insect,”’ she said.

‘“No."”’

““What will the children say? You know how they are—when you
wanted to put out poison for the rabbits that were eating the
lettuce.””

*“The children don’t have to know anything about it. I'll call
Chief Bradley. He owes me a favor.”’

Herbert and Bradley sat in the chief’s office and stared at the
flyswatter. ‘‘Couldn’t bring myself to take it off the flyswatter,”
Herbert said. ‘‘But I forgot to bring the magnifying glass.”’

The chief slowly and deliberately took a magnifying glass from his
desk drawer and held it over the flyswatter. “‘I’ll be damned,’’ he
murmured. ‘‘Never thought I'd see one of them things. It's a man,
sure enough, isn’t it?”’

““Men are not a half inch tall.”’

‘‘How about pygmies?”’

*‘Four feet. That’s forty-eight inches, just ninety-six times as tall.”’

“Well—""

**What did you mean when you said you never thought you’d see
one of them things? You don’t seem one bit surprised.”’

**Oh, I'm a little bit surprised, Herb."’

“Not enough.”

**‘Maybe it's harder for a cop to show surprise, Herb. You get to
expect anything.”’

“‘Not this.”’

““All right, Herb. Truth is, Abigail ain’t the first. I never saw one
before, but we been getting the reports. Frightened kids,
housewives, old Ezra Bean who still farms his place up in Newtown,
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a frightened old lady in Bethel—she said her dog ate a mess of
them—another lady over in Ridgefield, said her dog sniffed some
out and they shot his nose full of little arrows, quarter of an inch
long, had to take them out with tweezers. Of course, none of them
really believed what they saw, and nobody else believed it either.”’
He stared through the magnifying glass again. ““Don’t know what I
believe myself.”’

“Bows and arrows?”’

“‘Little bugger has no clothes on. Kind of hard to believe.”’

“Bows and arrows mean intelligence,”” Herbert Cooke said
worriedly.

““Ahh, who knows? Might have poked his nose into a bramble
bush.”’

“‘Abigail’s pretty upset. Says she killed a man.”’

‘‘Baloney.”’

“‘Can I tell her she’s clear, in a legal sense?”’

*‘Of course. It was an accident anyway.”’

*“What are you going to do with that?’’ Cooke asked, nodding at
the flyswatter.

“‘Pick it off and put in in formaldehyde. You want the flyswatter
back?’’

“I don’t think Abby would welcome it. You can’t just leave him
swimming in formaldehyde?”’

““No, I don’t suppose so. Maybe it’s a case for the FBI, although I
ain’t heard nothing about this outside of Connecticut. Maybe I'll
run over and see Judge Billings. He might have some ideas on the
subject. You tell Abby not to worry.””

““That’s not easy,”” Herbert said. He himself was far from
satisfied. Like several million other Americans, he had been
brooding over the question of war and murder and Vietnam, and he
had even thought seriously of switching his affiliation from the
Congregational Church to the Quakers. It would be harder for
Abigail, who came from many generations of Congregationalists,
but they had discussed it, and he felt secure in his position as a man
of conscience.

“Well, you tell her not to worty, and I'll have a talk with Judge
Billings.”’

When Herbert Cooke returned to his home the following day, he
was met by a wife whose face was set and whose eyes were bleak.
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‘I want to sell the house and move,”’ she announced.

“‘Oh, come on, come on, Abby. You know you don’t mean that.
Not our house.”’

““Our house.”

““You're upset again.”’

“‘Not again. Sull. T didn’t sleep all night. Today Billy got a
splinter in his toe.”’

““It happens. The kids run around barefoot.”

““I want to show you the splinter. I saved it.”’ She led him to his
desk, unfolded a piece of paper, and handed him the magnifying
glass. “‘Look at it.”’

He peered through the glass at a tiny sliver of wood, less than a
quarter of an inch long.

“*Good heavens!”’

“Yes.”’

*“‘Incredible.”

“Yes,”” his wife repeated.

‘‘Barbed head—it could be metal. Looks like it.”’

““I don’t care whether it’s metal. I don’t care what it looks like. I
want to sell the house and get out of here.”

““That’s simply an emotional response,”” he assured her in his
calmest and most legalistic tone of voice.

“I’'m emotional.”’

“You're reacting to an unprecedented event. Outside of
Gulliver’s Travels, this has never happened to anyone before, and if
I am not mistaken, Gulliver’s people were three or four inches tall.
A half inch is very disturbing.”’

““It’s also very disturbing to live with the fact that you’ve killed a
man with a flyswatter.”’

A few days after this conversation, Abigail read an editorial in the
Danbury paper. In properly light and mocking tones, it said: “‘Is it
true, as the song puts it, that there are fairies at the bottom of our
gardens? A number of otherwise sober citizens have been muttering
that they have seen very small people. How small? Anywhere from
half an inch to three-quarters of an inch, a diminution of size that
puts Gulliver to shame. We ourselves have not encountered any of
the little fellows, but we have an Irish grandmother who reports
numerous such encounters in the Old Country. We might say that
Irish Dew, taken in sufficient quantities, will produce the same
effect in any locale.”
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Since the children were present, Abigail passed the paper to her
husband without comment. He read it, and then he said:

“‘I asked Reverend Somers to stop by.”’

“Oh?’’

““It’s a moral question, isn’t it? I thought it might put your mind
to rest.”’

Their daughter watched them curiously. There are no secrets from
children. ““Why can’t I play in the woods?’’ Billy wanted to know.

“‘Because I say so,”’ Abigail answered, a tack she had never taken
before.

“‘Effie Jones says there are little people in the woods,”” Billy
continued. ‘‘Effie Jones says she squashed one of them.”

““Effie Jones is a liar, which everyone knows,’” his sister said.

“I don’t like to hear you call anyone a liar,”” Herbert said
uncomfortably. ‘‘It’s not very nice.”’ '

‘“We’re such nice people,”” Abigail told herself. Yet she was
relieved when Reverend Somers appeared later that evening. Somers
was an eminently sensible man who looked upon the world without
jaundice or disgust, not at all an easy task in the 1970s.

Somers tasted his sherry, praised it, and said that he was
delighted to be with nice people, some of the nicest people.

“But like a doctor,” Herbert said, ‘‘your hosts are never very
happy.”’

“I don’t know of any place in the Bible where happiness is
specified as a normal condition of mankind.’’

“‘Last week I was happy,”” Abigail said.

““Let me plunge into some theology,”” Herbert said bluntly. ‘Do
you believe that God made man in His own image?”’

‘‘Anthropomorphically—no. In a larger sense, yes. What is it,
Herbert? The little people?”’

*“You know about them?”’

“Know. Heard. It’s all over the place, Herbert.”’

““Do you believe it?”’

“‘I don’t know what to believe.’

“Believe it, Reverend. Abby swatted one. With the flyswarter.
Killed it. I brought it over to Chief Bradley.”

“No.”’

“Yes,”” Abigail interjected bitterly.

“What was 1t?"’ the Reverend asked.

“l don’t know,”” Herbert replied unhappily. ““Under the
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magnifying glass, it was a man. A complete man about as big as a
large ant. A white man.”’

““Why must you keep harping on the fact that it was a white
man?”’ Abigail said.

“Well, it’s just a matter of fact. It was a white man.”’

““You appear quite satisfied that it was a man.”’

‘I thought it was a fly,”” Abigail interjected. ‘‘For heaven'’s sake,
the thing was not much bigger than a fly.”

‘‘Absolutely,”” Herbert agreed.

““What you both mean,”” Somers said slowly, ‘‘is that it looked
like a man.”

“Well—yes.”

‘“Where is it now?”’

“*Chief Bradley put it into formaldehyde.”

“‘I should like to have a look at it. We say it looks like a man. But
what makes man? Is it not above all things the possession of a
soul?”’

‘“That’s debatable,”’ said Abby.

““Is it, my dear? We know man in two ways, as he is and as he is
divinely revealed to us. Those two aspects add up to man. All else is
of the animal and vegetable kingdom. We know man as a creature
of our size. Divinely revealed, he is still a creature of our size.”’

““Not from outer space,”’ Abby said.

“What does that mean?’’ her husband demanded.

‘It means that from one of those wretched spaceships, the earth
is the size of an orange, and that doesn’t make man very big, does
i?”

“‘For heaven’s sake,”” Herbert said, ‘‘you are really blowing
things out of proportion. You're talking about perspective, point of
view. A man remains the same size no matter how far out into space
you get.”’

“How do you know?”’ she asked with the reasonable
unreasonableness of an intelligent woman.

““My dear, my dear,”” Somers said, ‘‘you are upset, we all are
upset, and probably we shall be a good deal more upset before this
matter is done with. But I think you must keep a sense of
proportion. Man is what God made him to be and what we know
him to be. I am not an insensitive person. You know I have never
wavered in my views of this wretched war in Vietnam—in spite of
the difficulties in holding my congregation together. I speak to you,
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not as some Bible Belt fundamentalist, but as a person who believes
in God in an indefinable sense.”’

““If He’s indefinable, He’s still rather large, isn’t He? If He goes
out into space a million light-years, how big are we to Him?”’

‘““Abby, you’re being contentious for no reason at all.”’

““Am I?”’ She unfolded a piece of paper and held it out to
Somers with a magnifying glass. He peered at it through the glass
and said words to the effect that the sliver of wood that it contained
looked like an arrow.

““It is an arrow. I took it out of Billy’s toe. No, he didn’t see what
shot at him, but how long before he does? How long before he steps
on one?”’

‘‘Surely there’s some explanation for this—some new insect that
appears remarkably manlike. Monkeys do, apes do, but one doesn’t
leap to the conclusion that they are men.”’

“Insects with blond hair and white skin and two arms and two
legs who shoot arrows—really, Reverend Somers."’

‘“Whatever it is, Abby, it is a part of the natural world, and we
must accept it as such. If some of them are killed, well, that too is a
part of our existence and their existence, not more or less than the
natural calamities that overtake man—floods, earthquakes, the
death of cities like ancient Pompeii.”

““You mean that since they are very small, a flyswatter becomes a
natural calamity.”’

“If you choose to put it that way—yes, yes, indeed.”’

Aside from a small squib in The New York Times about the
strange behavior of some of the citizens of upper Fairfield County,
the matter of the little people was not taken very seriously, and
most of the local residents tended to dismiss the stories as the
understandable result of a very hot summer. The Cookes did not sell
their house, but Abigail Cooke gave up her habit of walking in the
woods, and even high grass gave her pause. She found that she was
looking at the ground more and more frequently and sleeping less
well. Herbert Cooke picked up a field mouse that fairly bristled
with the tiny arrows. He did not tell his wife.

Judge Billings telephoned him. ‘‘Drop by about four, Herb,”” he
said. “‘A few people in my chambers. You’ll be interested.”’

Billings had already indicated to Herbert Cooke that he
considered him an excellent candidate for Congress when the
present incumbent—in his middle seventies—stepped aside. It
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pleased Cooke that Billings called him Herb, and he expected that
the summons to his chambers would have something to do with the
coming elections. Whereby he was rather surprised to find Chief
Bradley already there, as well as two other men, one of them a
Dobson of the FBI and the other a Professor Channing of Yale, who
was introduced as an entomologist.

‘‘Hetb here,”’ the judge explained, ‘‘is the young fellow whose
wife swatted the thing—the first one we had. Now we got a round
dozen of them.”

Channing took a flat wooden box out of his pocket—about six
inches square. He opened it and exhibited a series of slides, upon
each of which one of the tiny folk was neatly pressed. Cooke glanced
at it, felt his stomach rise, and fought to control himself.

“‘In addition to which,"’ the judge continued, ‘‘Herb has a damn
good head on his shoulders. He’ll be our candidate for the House
one of these days and a damn important man in the country. I
thought he should be here.”

“You must understand,’’ said the FBI man, ‘‘that we’ve already
had our discussions on the highest level. The Governor and a
number of people from the state. Thank God it's still a local
matter, and that’s what we’re getting at here.”’

*“The point is,"” said Channing, *‘that this whole phenomenon
is no more than a few years old. We have more or less mapped the
beginning place of origin as somewhere in the woods near the
Saugatuck Reservoir. Since then they’ve spread out six or seven
miles in every direction. That may not seem like a lot, but if you
accept their stride as a quarter inch compared to man’s stride of
three feet, you must multiply by one hundred and forty-four times.
In our terms, they have already occupied a land area roughly circular
and more than fifteen hundred miles in diameter. That’s a dynamic
force of terrifying implications.”’

*“What the devil are they?’’ Bradley asked.

“*A mutation—an evolutionary deviation, a freak of nature—who
knows?”’

“‘Are they men?’’ the judge asked.

““No, no, no, of course they’re not men. Structurally, they appear
to be very similar to men, but we’ve dissected them, and internally
there are very important points of difference. Entirely different
relationships of heart, liver, and lungs. They also have a sort of
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antenna structure over their ears, not unlike what insects have.”

“Yet they’re intelligent, aren’t they?”’ Herbert Cooke asked.
““The bows and arrows—"’

““Precisely, and for that reason very dangerous.”’

‘““And doesn’t the intelligence make them human?’’ the judge
asked.

“Does it? The size and structure of a dolphin’s brain indicate
that it is as intelligent as we are, but does it make it human?’’

Channing looked from face to face. He had a short beard and
heavy spectacles, and a didactic manner of certainty that Herbert
Cooke found reassuring.

“Why are they dangerous?’”’ Cooke asked, suspecting that
Channing was inviting the question.

“‘Because they came into being a year or two ago, no more, and
they already have the bow and arrow. Our best educated guess is
that they exist under a different subjective time sense than we do.
We believe the same to hold true of insects. A day can be a lifetime
for an insect, even a few hours, but to the insect it’s his whole span
of existence and possibly subjectively as long as our own lives. If
that’s the case with these creatures, there could be a hundred
generations in the past few years. In that time, from their beginning
to the bow and arrow. Another six months—guns. How long before
something like the atomic bomb does away with the handicap of
size? And take the question of population—you remember the
checkerboard story. Put a grain of sand on the first box, two grains
on the second, four grains on the third, eight grains on the
fourth—when you come to the final box, there’s not enough sand
on all the beaches to satisfy it.”

The discussion went on, and Herbert Cooke squirmed uneasily.
His eyes constantly strayed to the slides on the table.

““Once it gets out . . .”" the judge was saying.

“It can’t get out,” the FBI man said flatly. ‘“They already
decided that. When you think of what the kids and the hippies
could do with this one—no, it’s a question of time. When? That’s
up to you people.”’

“*As soon as possible,”” Channing put in.

““What are you going to do?”’ Herbert asked.

“DDT’s been outlawed, but this will be an exception. We've
already experimented with a concentration of DDT—"’
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‘‘Experimented?”’

‘“We trapped about eighteen of them alive. The DDT is
incredibly effective. With even a moderate concentration, they die
within fifteen minutes.”

“We'll have forty helicopters,” the FBI man explained. *‘Spray
from the air and do the whole thing between three and four A.M.
People will be asleep, and most of them will never know it
happened. Saturation spraying.”’

““It’s rough on the bees and some of the animals, but we have no
choice.”’

“Just consider the damn kids,”” Chief Bradley pointed out to
Herbert. ‘Do you know they’re having peace demonstrations in a
place like New Milford? It’s one thing to have the hippies out every
half hour in New York and Washington and Los Angeles—but now
we got it in our own backyard. Do you know what we'd have if the
kids got wind that we’re spraying these bugs?”’

““How do they die?”’ Herbert asked. *‘I mean, when you spray
them, how do they die?”’

““The point is, Herb,”” Judge Billings put in, ‘‘that we need your
image. There have been times when it’s been a damn provoking
image—I mean your wife riding around with that Motber for Peace
sticker on her bumper and holding the vigils and all that kind of
thing, not to mention that petition she’s been circulating on this
ecology business—it’s just dynamite, this ecology thing—so I'll be
frank to tell you it has been a mighty provoking image. But I
suppose there’s two sides to every coin, and I'm the first one to say
that you can’t wipe out a whole generation of kids; damn it, you
can’t even lock them up. You got to deal with them, and that’s one
of your virtues, Herb. You can deal with them, you have the
image, and it’s an honest image and it’s worth its weight in gold to
us. There'll be trouble, but we want to keep it at a low level. Those
crazy Unitarians are already stirring up things, and I'm a
Congregationalist myself, but 1 could name you two or three
Congregationalist ministers who would stir up a homet’s nest if they
were sitting here. There are others too, and I think you can deal
with them.”

“I was just wondering how they die when you spray them,”
Herbert said.

““That’s just it,”” Channing said eagerly. ‘‘There may not be
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much explaining to do. The DDT appears to paralyzc them almost
instantly, even when it's not direct, even when it’s only a drift.
They stop movement and then they turn brown and wither. What's
left is shapeless and shriveled and absolutely beyond any
identification. Have a look at this slide.”

He took one of the slides and held a magnifying glass over it. The
men crowded close to see, and Herbert found himself joining them.

““It looks like last season’s dead cockroach,’” said Bradley.

““We want you to set the time,”” Dobson, the FBI man, told
them. *‘It’s your turf and your show.”’

““What about the dangers of DDT?"’

**Overrated—vastly overrated. We sure as hell don’t recommend
a return to it. The Department of Agriculture has put its foot down
on that, but the plain fact of the matter is that we’ve been using
DDT for years. One more spray is not gomg to make a particle of
difference. By the time the sun rises, it’s done with.”’

““The sooner the better,”” Chief Bradley said.

That night Herbert Cook was awakened by the droning beat of
the helicopters. He got up, went into the bathroom, and looked at
his watch. It was just past three o’clock in the morning. When he
returned to bed, Abigail was awake, and she asked him:

““What's that?”’

‘It sounds like a helicopter.””

‘It sounds like a hundred helicopters.””

“Only because it’s so still.”

A few minutes later she whispered, ‘‘My God, why doesn’t it
stop?”’

Herbert closed his eyes and tried to sleep.

““Why doesn’t it stop? Herb, why doesn’t it stop?’’

“It will. Why don't you try to sleep? It’s some army exercise. It’s
nothing to worry about.”

““They sound like they’re on top of us.””

*“Try to sleep, Abby.”’

Time passed, and presently the sound of the helicopters receded
into the distance, faded, and then ceased. The silence was
complete—enormous silence. Herbert Cooke lay in bed and listened
to the silence.

‘‘Herb?”’

“‘I thought you were asleep.”’
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7
Show Cause

NDERSTANDABLY, it was couched in modern terms; in

the United States, on the three great networks in radio and
in television, in England on BBC, and in each country according to
its most effective wavelength. The millions and millions of people
who went burrowing into their Bibles found a reasonable facsimile
in Exodus 32, 9 and 10: ‘“‘And the Lord said unto Moses, I have
seen this people and behold, it is a stiff-necked people: now
therefore let me alone, that my wrath may wax hot against them,
and that I may consume them.”’

The radio and television pronouncement said simply, ‘“You must
show cause why the people of Earth shall not be destroyed.”” And
the signature was equally simple and direct: ‘I am the Lord your
God.”

The announcement was made once a day, at eleven A.M. in New
York City, ten o’clock in Chicago, seven in Honolulu, two in the
morning in Tokyo, midnight in Bangkok, and so forth around the
globe. The voice was deep, resonant, and in the language of
whatever people listened to it, and the signal was of such intensity
that it preempted whatever program happened to be on the air at
the moment.

The first reaction was inevitable and predictable. The Russians
lashed out at the United States, holding that since the United
States, by their lights, had committed every sin in the book in the
name of God, they would hardly stop short at fouling up radio and
television transmission. The United States blamed the Chinese, and
the Chinese blamed the Vatican. The Arabs blamed the Jews, and
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the French blamed Billy Graham, and the English blamed the
Russians, and the Vatican held its peace and began a series of
discreet inquiries.

The first two weeks of the daily pronouncement were almost
entirely devoted to accusation. Every group, body, organization,
sect, nation that had access to power was accused, while the radio
engineers labored to find the source of the signal. The accusations
gradually perished in the worldwide newspaper, television, and
radio debate on the subject, and the source of the signal was not
found. The public discussions during those first two weeks are a
matter of public record; the private ones are not, which makes the
following excerpts of some historical interest:

THE KREMLIN

REZNOV: ‘I am not a radio engineer. Comrade Grinowski is a
radio engineer. If I were Comrade Grinowski, I would go back to
school for ten years. It is preferable to ten years in Siberia.”’

GRINOWSKI: *‘Comrade Reznov speaks, I am sure, as an expert
radio engineer.”’

BOLOV: ‘“‘Insolence, Comrade Grinowski, is no substitute for
competence. Comrade Reznov is a Marxist, which allows him to
penetrate to the heart of the matter."’

GRINOWSKI: *“You are also a Marxist, Comrade Bolov, and you
ate also Commissar of Communications. Why haven't you
penetrated to the heart of the martter?”’

REZNOV: “‘Enough of this bickering. You have every resource of
Soviet science at your disposal, Comrade Grinowski. This is not
merely a matter of jamming our signals; it is an attack upon our
basic philosophy.”’

GRINOWSKI: ““We have used every resource of Soviet science.”’

REZNOV: **And what have you come up with?"’

GRINOWSKI: “‘Nothing. We don't know where the signals
originate.”’

REZNOV: ““Then what do you suggest, Comrade Bolov—in the
light of Comrade Grinowski's statement?"’

BOLOV: **You can shoot Comrade Grinowski or you can invite in
the Metropolitan or both. The Metropolitan is waiting outside.”’

REZNOV: **Who asked the Metropolitan here?”’

GRINOWSKI: (with a smile) *‘'1 did.”
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Show Cause
THE WHITE HOUSE

THE PRESIDENT: ‘‘Where’s Billy? I told him we start at two
o’clock. Where is he?”’ L

THE SECRETARY OF STATE: ‘I called him myself. We might
hear from Professor Foster of MIT meanwhile.”’

THE PRESIDENT: ‘I want Billy to hear what Professor Foster has to
say.”’

PROFESSOR FOSTER: ‘‘I have a very short statement. I have
several copies. I can give a copy to Billy or I can read it again.”’
THE ATTORNEY GENERAL: *‘I say CBS is at the bottom of the

whole matter. CIA agrees with me."”’

THE FEDERAL COMMUNICATIONS COMMISSIONER: *‘CBS is
not at the bottom of it. I think we ought to hear from Professor
Foster. He has been working with our people.”’

THE PRESIDENT: ““Why in hell isn’t Billy here?”’

THE SECRETARY OF DEFENSE: ‘‘We might as well hear it from
Professor Foster. If his statement is short, he can read it again for
Billy.”

THE PRESIDENT: **All right. But he reads it again for Billy.”

(The door opens. Enter Billy.)

BILLY: ‘‘Greetings, everyone. God bless you all.”’

THE ATTORNEY GENERAL: ‘‘Are you sure you speak for Him?"’

THE PRESIDENT: *‘Professor Foster has a statement. He has been
meeting for the past week with my ad hoc committee of scientists.
Would you read your statement, Professor?"’

PROFESSOR FOSTER: ‘‘Here is our statement. In spite of all our
efforts, we cannot ascertain the source of the signal.”’

THE PRESIDENT: ‘‘Is that all?”’

THE ATTORNEY GENERAL: *“‘Well, damn it to hell, sir, you
must know where the signal comes from. Does it come from outer
space? From the earth? From Russia?’’

PROFESSOR FOSTER: “‘I stand by my statement."’

THE PRESIDENT: ‘‘Well, here we are, faced with a show cause
order. Billy, I don’t expect anything from the Russians or the
Chinese. Can we show cause?”’

BILLY: “‘I have been thinking about that.”’

THE PRESIDENT: ‘‘Yes or no?"’

[Silence)
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JERUSALEM

THE PRIME MINISTER: **At the suggestion of Professor Goldberg,
I have invited Rabbi Cohen to this meeting."”’

THE FOREIGN MINISTER: ‘“Why? To complicate this hoax?”’

THE PRIME MINISTER: ‘‘Suppose we hear from Professor
Goldberg.”’

PROFESSOR GOLDBERG: ‘‘Not only have we been working on it
day and night, but we have been in touch with the Americans. As
in our case, they can find no source for the signal. I think we
ought to hear from Rabbi Cohen.”’

THE PRIME MINISTER: ‘“What the Gentiles will do, Rabbi, is
their problem. Ours is more personal, since when you come right
down to it, our people have been faced with this problem before.

We are presented with a show cause order. Can we show cause?”’
RABBI COHEN: (sad/y) ‘'l am afraid not.”’

WHITEHALL

CHIEF OF INTELLIGENCE: “‘I've put four of our best men on it.
We’re running them north of the Afghan border.”

THE CHIEF MINISTER: *“What do you hear from them?”’

CHIEF OF INTELLIGENCE: ‘“We've lost touch with them."’

THE PRIME MINISTER: *‘I think you ought to get in touch with
the Archbishop.”’

CHIEF OF INTELLIGENCE: “‘T’ll put one of my best men on it.”’

(Thoughtful silence)

THE VATICAN

FIRST CARDINAL: *‘I can’t believe it. After two thousand years of
effort.”’

SECOND CARDINAL: ‘‘Backbreaking effort.”

FIRST CARDINAL: ““No word of appreciation. Just show cause.”’

SECOND CARDINAL: ‘‘Have you spoken to the legal
department?’’

FIRST CARDINAL: “‘Oh, yes—yes indeed. He’s within His rights,
you know."’
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The above excerpts are just a sampling of what went on in the
upper circles of every government on earth. Both the Vatican and
Israel, due to the singular nature of their antecedents, attempted to
probe for a time limit, and at least four times they were given the
use of the broadcasting facilities of the Voice of America, both
medium wave and short wave; but their frantic pleas of ‘‘How much
time do we have?’’ were simply ignored. Day after day the resonant
and majestic voice, same hour, same minute, called upon the
people of the earth to show cause.

By the third week, Russia and China and their client countries
joined in a public statement, denouncing the voice as a tasteless
bourgeois prank, directed at the moral integrity of the peace-loving
nations; and while they admitted that the source of the signal was
not yet apparent, they stated that it was only a matter of time
before they pinned it down. But Moscow’s efforts to jam the voice
continued to result in failure, and China accused Moscow of being a
part of the Western conspiracy to foist their primitive and
anthropomorphic concept of a Biblical God upon the civilized
world.

Meanwhile, the various sectors of the human race reacted in the
entire spectrum of reaction, from hooting disdain to indifference to
anger and to riot and panic; and the President of the United States
had a long and earnest talk in his study with his friend, Billy.
Knowing only the results of this talk, one has to deduce its content,
but one can safely presume that it went somewhat in this fashion:

“I've read your bill of particulars, Billy. It’s not very
convincing,”’ the President said.

*“No? Well, I didn’t think too highly of it myself.”’

“‘I think you could have done better.”’

*‘Oh? Perhaps. Perhaps not. I never liked show cause orders—I
was never wholly convinced that they are constitutional.”’

““They’re constitutional,”’ the President assured him. “‘I had a
long talk with the Chief Justice about this. He says it’s quite
constitutional.”’

“I meant in a general sense. We must not become too parochial
about this.”’

*‘One falls into the habit,’’ the President confessed. ‘‘You must
admit that we’ve always been on God’s side.”’

““The question is—is He on our side?”’

“You’re not losing faith, Billy?”’

“It’s just the problem of making a case for us.”
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‘*He must be on our side,”” the President insisted. ‘‘Take the very
fact of show cause. Our country has pioneered the legal field in the
use of show cause orders. We were putting an end to subversive
strikes with show cause orders before the rest of the world even
thought of the device. And as far as a case for us—where else in the
world has a nation provided as free and abundant a life as the
American way?”’

“I’'m not sure that’s to the point.”’ i

“‘Billy, I've never seen you like this before. I would have said
you’re the most confident man on earth. Do you want me to take
this out of your hands and give it to the Attorney General? He has a
damn good legal staff, and if they put their heads together, they’'ll
come up with something that will hold up in court.”

““That’s not it. He asks a question point-blank. It’s a moment of
truth.”’

“We've had our moments of truth before, and we've lived
through them.”

““This one’s different.”’

“Why?"’

Billy looked at the President, and the President looked at Billy,
and after a long, long moment of silence, the President nodded.

““‘Hopeless?”’

‘I thought of something,”” Billy said.

““What? I'll put every resource of the country at your disposal.”’

“When you come right down to it,”” Billy said, *‘it’s the showing
cause that breaks our back. It’s one thing to preach in the big
stadium at Houston; but when you say your piece at the United
Nations, for example, it doesn’t hold water.”’

““The hell it doesn’t.”’

“Well, with England and Guatemala, but where’s the plain
majority we had ten years ago?”’

““We’re no worse than any other country and a damn sight better
than the Reds.”

““That’s the crux of it,”” Billy said.

“You said you thought of something.”’

““I did. Let’s take that big computer you have down at Houston.
Suppose we start programming it. We’ll throw everything into it,
the good and the bad—get the best men in the field to program it,
and keep throwing facts into it—say for a week or ten days.”’
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“We don’t know how much time we have.”

“We have to presume that He knows what we’re doing. And so
long as He knows that we’re working on the show cause order, He’ll
wait.”’

“Isn’t that a calculated risk, Billy?”’

“I"d say it’s more of an educated guess. Good heavens, He’s got
all the time in the world. He invented it.”’

““Then why don’t we bring IBM into it? They can throw together
a set of computers that will make the thing down in Texas—that’s
where the big one is—look like a kiddy toy.”

““If the government will foot the bill. I'm not sure that the IBM
folk will see it just our way.”’

More or less in that fashion the IBM project came into being.
Since they had a free hand to call on their own computer centers as
well as what they had set up for the Department of Defense, it was
no more than two weeks before they began the programming. Day
and night, facts were fed into the giant complex of computers, day
after day, not by a single person but by over three hundred
computer experts; and precisely thirty-three days after they began,
the job was done. The computer complex was the repository of all
the facts available concerning the current role of the human species
on the planet Earth.

It was three o’clock in the morning when the last fact was fed into
the humming machine. At Central Control, a sleepless President
and his Cabinet and some two dozen local luminaries and
representatives of foreign countries waited. Billy waited with them.
And the world waited.

““Well, Billy?”’ the President asked.

““We've given it the problem and the facts. Now we want the
answer.”’ He turned to the Chief Engineer of IBM. “‘It’s your move
now.”’

The Chief Engineer nodded and touched a button. The gigantic
complex of computers came alive and hummed and throbbed and
blinked and flashed, took a full sixty seconds to digest the
information that had been fed to it, and then took ten seconds
more to imprint the information on a piece of tape.

No one moved.

The President looked at Billy.

“It’s up to you, sir,”” Billy said.
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The President moved slowly toward the machine, tore off the six
inches of tape that protruded from it, read it, then turned to Billy
and handed it to him silently.

On the tape was printed: ‘‘Harvey Titterson.”’

“‘Harvey Titterson,”’ Billy said.

The Attorney General came over and took the tape from Billy.
“*Harvey Titterson,’” he repeated.

““Harvey Titterson,”’ the President said. ‘‘A billion dollars into
the biggest computer project the world ever saw, and what do we
have?”’

““Harvey Titterson,”’ said the Secretary of State.

““Who is Harvey Titterson?’’ asked the British Ambassador.

Who indeed? Two hours later the President of the United States
and his friend, Billy, sat in the White House, facing the bulldog
visage of the aging director of the Federal Bureau of Investigation.

““Harvey Titterson,’’ said the President. ‘“We want you to find
him.”’

“Who is he?’’ asked the aging director of the Federal Bureau of
Investigation.

“If we knew who he was, you would not have to find him,”’ the
President explained slowly and respectfully, for he was always
respectful when he exchanged ideas with the aging director of the
Federal Bureau of Investigation.

“‘Is he dangerous? Do we take him alive or dead?”’

“You don’t take him, sir,”” Billy explained respectfully, for like
everyone else, he was always respectful when he spoke to the aging
director of the Federal Bureau of Investigation. ‘*We simply want to
know where he is. If possible, we don’t want him to be alarmed or
disturbed in any way; as a matter of fact, we would prefer that he
should be unaware of any special supervision. We only desire to
know who he is and where he is.”’

‘‘Have you looked in the telephone book?”’

“We've been in touch with the telephone company,”” the
President replied. ‘‘You must understand, we had no intention of
bypassing you. But knowing the heavy load of work your
department carries, we thought the telephone company might be
able to simplify our task. Harvey Titterson does not have a
telephone.”’

“It might be an unlisted number."’
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““No. The telephone company was very cooperative. It’s not even
an unlisted number.”’

“You’ll have results, Mr. President,’’ said the aging director of
the Federal Bureau of Investigation. *‘I'll put two hundred of my
best agents on it.”’

“Time is of the essence.”’

““Yes, sir. Time is of the essence.”’

It is a tribute to the Federal Bureau of Investigation and to the
acumen of its aging director that in three days a report was placed
upon the President’s desk. The folder was marked ‘‘Confidential,
top secret, restricted and special to the President of the United
States.”’

The President called Billy into his office before he even opened
the folder. “‘Billy,”” he said grimly, ‘‘this is your dish of tea. I've
dealt with Russia and Red China, but this is a piece of diplomacy
you have to make your own. We’ll read it together.”’

Then he opened the folder, and they read:

*‘Special secret report on Harvey Titterson, age twenty-two, son of
Frank Titterson and Mary (Bently) Titterson. Born in Plainfield,
New Jersey. Educated at Plainfield High School and at the
University of California at Berkeley. Majored in Philosophy.
Arrested twice for possession of marijuana. Sentence suspended in
the first instance. Thirty days in jail in the second instance.
Presently living at 921 East Eighth Street in New York City. Present
occupation unknown.”’

So that’s Harvey Titterson,”” the President said. ‘‘He works in
strange ways.”’

I wouldn’t blame Him,’” said Billy. ‘‘Harvey Titterson came out
of the IBM machine.”’

‘I want you to take this, Billy,”’ the President said. *‘I want you
to carry on from here. I have given you top clearance. Azrforce 1 is
at your disposal if you need it. Also my personal helicopter. It’s
your mission, and I don’t have to say what rides on its success or
failure.”’

“I’ll do my best,”” Billy promised.

Two hours later a chauffeur-driven black government limousine
drew up in front of 921 East Eighth Street, an old-law cold-water
tenement, and Billy got out of the car, climbed four flights of stairs,
and tapped at the door.
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‘‘Enter, brother,’” said a voice.

Billy opened the door and entered a room whose contents
consisted of a table, a chair, a single bed, 2 rug, and on the rug a
young man in ancient blue jeans and a T-shirt, sitting cross-legged.
He had a russet beard and moustache, russet hair that fell to his
shoulders, and a pair of bright blue eyes; and Billy couldn’t help
noticing his resemblance to his own mentor.

Billy stared at the young man, who stared back and said
pleasantly, ‘“You're sure as hell not fuzz and you’re not the
landlord, so you got to have the wrong place.”’

‘‘Are you Harvey Titterson?’’ Billy asked.

“‘Right on. At least there are times when I believe 1 am. The
search for identity is no simple matter.”’

Then Billy identified himself, and the young man grinned
appreciatively. ‘*Man, you are with it,”” he said.

““Let me come to the point,”” said Billy, ‘‘because time is of the
essence. I have come to you on the question of our basic dilemma.”’

““You mean the war in Vietnam?”’

*‘No, I mean the show cause order.”

““Man, you confuse me. What show cause order?”’

““Don’t you read the newspapers?’’ Billy asked in amazement.

*‘Never.”’

“‘Surely you listen to radio—to television?”’

*Don’t own one.”’

“You meet people. At work. Everyone’s talking—"’

“I don’t work.”’

*“What do you do?”’

‘“Man, you're direct,’
grass and I meditate.”’

““‘How do you live?"’

“*Affluent parents. They tolerate me.’

““But this has been going on for weeks. Surely you’ve been out of
here?”’

“I been on a long meditation trip.”’

““Are you a Jesus Freak?’’ Billy asked, drawing on his knowledge
of the vernacular, a note of respect in his voice.

““No, hardly. I got my own way."”’

““Then let me bring you up to date. Some weeks ago, at precisely
the same time all over the world, a voice took over the major

said Harvey Titterson. ‘‘I smoke a little

’
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broadcasting channels and spoke these words: ‘You must show cause
why the people of Earth shall not be destroyed. I am the Lord your
God.’ Those were the words.”’

“‘Cosmic,”” Harvey said. ‘‘Absolutely cosmic.”

“It repeats every day. Same voice, same words.”’

**Absolutely cosmic.”

““You can imagine the results,”” Billy said.

‘It must have been a hassle.”

*‘China, Russia—all over the world.”’

“‘Out of sight,’’ said Harvey.

““The President is a friend of mine—""’

“‘Oh?”’

““The point is, I convinced him that there was no simple answer.
He depends on me for this kind of thing. It’s a great honor, but this
was too big.”’

“‘Absolutely cosmic,”” Harvey said.

“*So I came up with an idea and sold it to him. We put together
the biggest computer the world ever saw, and we fed it all the
information there is. Everything. And then, when we put the
question to it, it came up with your name.”’

“You're putting me on.”’

“You have my word of honor, Harvey.”’

““That shakes me.”’

““So you see what it means to us, Harvey. You’re the last hope.
Can you show cause?’’

‘‘Heavy—very heavy.”

‘““Maybe you want time to think about it?"’

““You don’t want to think about it,”” Hatvey said. “‘If it’s there,
it’s there.”’

Harvey Titterson closed his eyes for a long moment, and then he
looked up at Billy and said simply:

‘“We are what we are.”’

“What?"’

‘““We are what we are.”’

“‘Just that?”’

““Man, it’s your thing. Just think about it.”’

““Exodus three, fourteen,”” Billy said. *‘ ‘And God said unto
Moses, I am what I am.” "’

“‘Right on.”’

81



Billy looked at his watch. It was three minutes before eleven
o’clock. With hardly a thank you, he bolted out of the room and
down the stairs and into the big black limousine.

““Turn on the radio!”” he shouted at the chauffeur. *“Eight eighty
on the dial.”’

The chauffeur fiddled nervously.

“‘Eight eighty—what’s holding you?”’

““This is the Columbia Broadcasting Company,”” the radio
crackled, ‘‘CBS radio in New York City. At this time we have been
leaving the air for a special announcement.”’ Then silence. Silence.
Minute after minute went by, and still silence.

Then the voice of the announcer, ‘‘Apparently we are not to be
interrupted today—"’

On the fourth floor of the tenement, Harvey Titterson rolled a
joint, had a toke, and then laid it aside.

“*Crazy,”’ he said softly.

And then he composed himself to continue his meditation trip.
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8
The Martian Shop

HESE are the background facts given to Detective Sergeant

Tom Bristol when he was instructed to break down the door
and go into the place. It is true that the locksmiths at Centre Street
have earned the reputation of being able to open anything that has
been closed; and that reputation is not undeserved. But this door
was an exception. So Bristol went to break down the door with two
men in uniform and crowbars and all the other tools that might be
necessary. But before that he studied a precis of the pertinent facts.

It had been established that three stores had been opened on the
same day and the same hour; and more than that, as an indication
of a well-organized and orderly mind, the space for each of the
stores had been rented on the same day, the leases signed on the
same hour. The store in Tokyo was located in the very best part of
The Ginza. The space had been occupied by a fine jewelry and
watchmaking establishment, perhaps the second or third best in all
Japan; they vacated the premises, refusing to give the press any
explanation whatsoever at the time. Later, however, it was revealed
that the price paid to the jewelry establishment for the purchase of
its lease consisted of fifty diamonds of exactly three carats each, all
of them so perfectly matched, so alike in their flawlessness, that
diamond experts consider the very existence of the collection—
hitherto unknown—to be a unique event in the long history of
jewels.

The store in Paris was, of course, on Faubourg St. Honore. There
were no stores vacant at the time, and the lease of a famous
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couturier was purchased for forty million francs. The couturier (his
name is omitted at specific request of the French government)
named the price facetiously, for he had no intention of surrendering
his place. When the agent for the principal wrote out a check on the
spot, holding him to his word, he had no choice but to go through
with the deal.

The third store was on Fifth Avenue in New York City. After
thirty years on the Avenue, the last ten increasingly unprofitable,
the old and stodgy firm of Delbos gave up its struggle against
modern merchandising. The store it had occupied was located on
the block between 52nd and 53rd Street, on the east side of the
street. The property itself was managed by Clyde and Abrahams,
who were delighted to release Delbos from a twenty-five year lease
that had been signed in 1937, and who promptly doubled the rent.
The Slocum Company, acting as agents for the principals—who
never entered into the arrangements at all, either with Clyde and
Abrahams or subsequently with Trevore, the decorating firm—made
no protest over the increased rent, signed the lease, and then paid a
year’s rent in advance. Arthur Lewis, one of the younger partners in
the Slocum Company, conducted the negotiations. Wally Clyde of
Clyde and Abrahams, remarked at the time that the Slocum
Company was losing its grip. Lewis shrugged and said that they were
following instructions; he said that if he had bargaining power
himself, he would be damned before he ever agreed to such
preposterous rent.

Lewis also conducted the negotiations with Trevore, turning over
to them detailed plans for the redesigning and decoration of the
store, and agreeing to the price they set. He did make it plain,
however, that his specific instructions from his principal were to
agree to all prices asked and to deal only with the firms he was told
to deal with. He pointed out to Trevore that such practices were
abhorrent to the Slocum Company and were not to be anticipated
under any circumstances in the future.

When the information for this precis was gathered, Mr. Samuel
Carradine of the Trevore Company produced the original plans for
the remodeling and decoration of the store, that is the plans turned
over to him by Mr. Lewis. They are hand-drawn on a fine but strong
paper of pale yellow tint. Two paper experts, one of them chief
chemist for Harlin Mills, have already examined these plans, but
they are unable to identify the paper, nor have they seen similar
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paper before. They do assert that the paper has neither a pulp nor a
rag base. Part of the paper is at present undergoing chemical
analysis at Crestwood Laboratories.

From this point onward, the history of the three stores is
sufficiently general for the data on the Fifth Avenue store to suffice.
In all three cases, rental and alteration were managed under similar
circumstances; in all three cases the subsequent progress of events
was the same, making due allowance for the cultural patterns of
each country. In each case, the decoration of the store was in
excellent taste, unusual, but nevertheless artfully connected with the
general decor of the particular avenue.

Trevore charged over a hundred thousand dollars for alteration
and decoration. The storefront was done in stainless steel panels,
used as tile. Window-space was enlarged, and a magnificient
bronze-veneered door replaced the ancient oak portal of Delbos.
The interior was done in tones of yellow, and the display cases and
platforms were of bronze and glass. Decorators whose opinions have
been sought all concur in the assessment of results. Without doubt
the three stores were done in excellent, if not superb, taste—the
decoration bold, unique, but never vulgar or distressing. It must be
noted, however, that Mr. Ernest Searles, who heads the decor
department of the Fifth Avenue Association, pointed out certain
angular—that is, unfamiliar degree angles—concepts never used
before by American decorators.

On Fifth Avenue, as in the other cases, the center focus of the
decorating scheme was the crystal replica of the planet Mars, which
was suspended from the ceiling in each shop, and which revolved at
the same tempo as Mars itself. It has not yet been determined what
type of mechanism activates these globes. The globes, which display
a unique and remarkable map of Mars’s surface, were installed by
the principals, after Trevore had completed the overall alteration
and decoration. While the Fifth Avenue storefront is striking, it was
done with the type of expensive modesty that would do credit to
Tiffany’s. The last thing installed was the name of the shop itself,
MARS PRODUCTS, in gold letters, each letter a half-inch in relief
and five inches high. It has since been determined that these letters
are cast out of solid gold.

The three shops opened their doors to the public at ten A.M., on
the tenth of March—in local time and day. In New York, the letters
spelling out MARS PRODUCTS had been displayed for eight days,
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and a good deal of curiosity had been aroused, both among the
public and the press. But until actual opening, no information had
been offered.

During those days, four objects had been on display in the shop
windows. No doubt the reader of this precis has seen or examined
these objects, each of which stood upon a small crystal display
stand, framed in black velvet, for all the world like precious jewels,
which in a sense they were. The display consisted of a clock, an
adding machine, an outboard motor and a music box, although
only the clock was recognizable through its appearance, a beautiful
precision instrument, activated as a number of clocks are by the
variation in atmospheric pressure. Yet the workmanship, materials
and general beauty of this clock outdid anything obtainable in the
regular market.

The adding machine was a black cube, measuring slightly more
than six inches. The covering is of some as yet undetermined
synthetic or plastic, inlaid with the curious hieroglyphs that have
come to be known as the Martian script, the hieroglyphs in white
and gold. This machine is quickly and easily adjusted or sensitized
to the sound of an individual voice, and it calculates on the basis of
vocal instruction. The results emerge through a thin slit in the top,
printed on paper similar to that mentioned before. Theoretically,
such a calculator could be built today, but, so far as we know, by
only two shops, one in Germany and the other in Japan, and the
cost would be staggering; certainly, it would take years of
experimental work to develop it to the point where it would deal
with thirteen digits, adding, subtracting, multiplying and dividing
entirely by vocal command.

The outboard motor was an object about the size of a small
electric sewing machine, fabricated of some blue metal and
weighing fourteen pounds, six ounces and a fraction. Two simple
tension clnps attached it to any boat or cart or car. It gcncratcd forty
horsepower in jet propulsion, and it contained, almost microcosmi-
cally, its own atomic generator, guaranteed for one thousand
continuous hours of operation. Through a muffling device, which
has so far defied even theoretical solution, it produced less sound
than an ordinary outboard motor. In each shop, this was explained,
not as a muffling procedure, but as a matter of controlled pitch
beyond the range of the human ear. Competent engineers felt that
this explanation must be rejected.

In spite of the breathtaking implications of this atomic motor, it
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was the music box that excited the most attention and speculation.
Of more or less the same dimensions as the adding machine, it was
of pale yellow synthetic, the hieroglyphs pricked out in dark gray.
Two slight depressions on the top of this box activated it, a slight
touch of one depression to start it, a second touch on the same
depression to stop it. The second depression, when touched,
changed the category of the music desired. There were twenty-two
categories of music available—symphonic music in three chronologi-
cal sections, chamber music in three sections, piano solo, violin solo
with and without accompaniment, folk music for seven cultures,
operatic in three sections, orchestra, full cast and orchestra, that is
the complete opera, and selected renderings, religious music,
divided into five religious categories, popular songs in national
sections, instrumental music in terms of eighty-two instruments,
jazz in five categories and three categories of children’s music.

The salespeople in each of the three shops claimed that the music
box had a repertoire of eleven thousand and some odd separate
musical selections, but this, of course, could not be put to the test,
and varying opinions on this score have been expressed. Also the use
of vocal instruction to set the sound and pitch—which was not
inferior to the best mass-produced high fidelity—was poo-pooed as
fakery. But Mr. Harry Flannery, consulting sound engineer for the
Radio Corporation of America, has stated that the music box could
be compiled out of available technical knowledge, especially since
the discovery of transistor electronics. As with the adding machine,
it was less the technical achievement than the workmanship that was
unbelievable. But Mr. Flannery admitted that a content of eleven
thousand works was beyond present day knowledge or skill,
providing that this enormous repertoire was a fact. From all
witnesses interrogated, we have compiled a list of more than three
hundred works played by the shop’s demonstration music box.

These were the four objects displayed in the windows of each of
the three stores. The same four objects were available for
examination and demonstration inside each of the stores. The clock
was priced at $500.00, the adding machine at $475.00, the
outboard motor at $1620.00 and the music box at $700.00—and
these prices were exactly the same, at the current exchange, in
Tokyo and Paris.

Prior to the opening—that is, the previous day—quarter-page
advertisements, in the New York Times only, stated simply and
directly that the people of the Planet Mars announced the opening,
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the following day, of a shop on Fifth Avenue, which would display,
demonstrate, and take orders for four products of Martian industry.
It explained the limited selection of offerings by pointing out that
this was only an initial step, in order to test the reactions of Earth
buyers. It was felt, the advertisement stated, that commercial
relations between the Earth and Mars should be on the friendliest
basis, and the Martian industrialists had no desire to upset the
economic balance of Earth.

The advertisement went on to say that orders would be taken for
all of the products, and that delivery was guaranteed in twelve days.
The advertisement expressed the hope that this would mark the
beginning of a cordial and fruitful and lasting relationship between
the inhabitants of both planets.

This advertisement was hardly the first word in the press
concerning the Martian shops. Already, every columnist had carried
an item or two about what was, without question, one of the most
imaginative and novel publicity schemes of the space age. Several
columnists had it on the best authority—for rumors were all over
the city—that General Dynamics was behind the Martian shops.
They were also credited to General Electric, the Radio Corporation,
and at least a dozen of large industrial enclaves. Again, a brilliant
young merchandiser was named, a Paris dress designer, and a Greek
shipping magnate. Still others spoke of a scheme by German
industrialists to break into the American market in force, and of
course there were hints that the Soviet Union was behind the
method of destroying capitalism. Engineers were willing to grant
Russia the skill, but interior decorators refused to acknowledge the
ability of the Russians to produce original and tasteful decor. But
until the shops actually opened and the working capabilities of the
machines were actually demonstrated, no one was inclined to take
the matter too seriously.

On the tenth of March, the shops opened in each of the three
cities. The tenth of March was a Monday in New York. The shops
remained open until Friday, and then they closed down for
good—so far as we know.

But in those five days, thousands of people crowded into the Fifth
Avenue store. The machines were demonstrated over and over.
Thousands of orders were taken, but all deposits and prepayment
were refused. The New York shop was staffed by one man and five
tall, charming and efficient women. What they actually looked like
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is a matter of dispute, for they all wore skin-tight masks of some
latex-like material; but rather than to make them repulsive, the
effect of the masks was quite pleasant. Gloves of the same material
covered their hands, nor was any part of their skin anywhere
exposed.

John Mattson, writing in the News the following day, said,
“Never did the inhabitants of two planets meet under more
promising circumstances. Having seen the Martian figure and
having had a touch of the Martian charm, I am willing to take any
chances with the Martian face. Uncover, my lovelies, uncover. Earth
waits with bated breath.”

Professor Hugo Elligson, the famous astronomer, visited the shop
for Life. His report says in part, ‘‘If the masked people in this shop
are Martians, then I say, Space must be conquered. I know it is
strange for an astronomer to dwell on shapely legs and muted,
rippling accents, yet I know that from here on my wife will eye me
strangely whenever I look at the Red Planet. As to the relationship
of an excellent publicity scheme to the Planet Mars, common
intelligence orders me to withhold comment—"’

Perhaps the Soviet Union thought different; for on the second
day of the shop’s business, two gentlemen from the Russian
Embassy were known to enter and offer a cool million United States
dollars for the demonstration sample of the atomic outboard. The
Martians were polite but firm.

By Wednesday, Mars Products occupied more space in the New
York press than international news. It crowded out the crises in the
Middle East, and Formosa was relegated to page seventeen of the
Times. A dozen authorities were writing scholarly opinions. Traffic
on Fifth Avenue was impossible, and one hundred extra police were
detailed to maintain order and make it possible for any of the Fifth
Avenue stores to do business. The Fifth Avenue Association decided
to apply for an injunction, on the grounds that Mars Products
disrupted the ordinary practice of business.

Much the same was happening on Faubourg St. Honore, and on
the Ginza.

Also on Wednesday, American industry awoke and panicked.
Boards of Directors were convened all over the nation. Important
industrial magnates flew to Washington, and the stock of electronic,
business-machine and automobile companies sent the Dow-Jones
averages down twenty-six points. The largest builder of systems and
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calculating machines in America saw its stock sell ten minutes ahead
of the ticker, down one hundred and eighty points for the day. So
also on the London, Paris and Tokyo exchanges.

But the intelligence setvice was not perturbed until Thursday,
when it sent formal requests to the F.B.1. and to the New York City
Police Department to determine who and what the principals
behind Mars Products were—and to ascertain where these machines
had been manufactured, whether they had been imported, and
whether duty had been paid. The Sureté and the Tokyo Police were
by then taking similar steps.

Without going into the details of this investigation, it suffices to
say that in every case, the investigating authorities were baffled. All
three bank accounts were the result of large cash deposits by very
commonplace men who were no different from thousands of other
average men. The acting agents were given, by mail, full power of
attorney as well as instructions. The investigations were not
completed until Friday evening.

By Friday, each of the three shops was under surveillance by
various government and police agencies. In New York, city
detectives put a twenty-four hour watch on Mars Products
Wednesday evening, even before any instructions or requests came
from Washington. But no member of the staff left the shop after
closing hours, or at any other time. Curtains were drawn across the
windows, blocking off the display products. At ten A.M., the
curtains were drawn back.

During Friday, in New York and Washington, discussions were
held on the advisability of issuing injunctions or search warrants. At
the same time, there was understandable hesitancy. If this was a
publicity scheme of some industrial group, whatever agency acted
could be the laughing stock of the nation—as well as opening itself
to considerable liability, if legal action was taken by the injured
party. Plainclothesmen had been in and out of the shop a hundred
times, searching for some violation. None had been found. No
loophole had been detected.

Friday night, the shop on Fifth Avenue closed as usual. The
curtains were drawn. At eleven P.M., the lights went out. At three
A.M., the door of the shop opened.

At that time on Saturday morning, Fifth Avenue was deserted.
The shop was then being observed by four city detectives, two
federal agents, two members of Central Intelligence, and three
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private operatives hired by the National Association of Manufac-
turers. The eleven men made no attempt at concealment. There was
only one store entrance. Across the avenue, four cars waited.

When the door of Mars Products opened, the five members of the
staff walked out. They all carried packages. At precisely the same
moment, a large black automobile drew up at the curb in front of
the shop. The man opened the back door of this car, and all five
staff members entered. Then the door closed and they drove away.
They were followed by the four cars. The agents who were watching
them had instructions not to interfere, to make no arrests, but to
follow any member of the staff to his or her destination and to
report along the way by radio.

We have an exact description of the automobile. Shaped
somewhat like a Continental, it was at least a foot longer, though
no broader. It had a strange hood, more rounded than a stock car;
but it was larger than any known sport car.

It headed uptown, well within the speed limits, turned into
Central Park, emerged at 7th Avenue and 110th Street, proceeded
north and then beneath 155th Street to the Harlem River Speedway.
When it reached the Speedway, two police cars had joined the
caravan behind it. Toward the George Washington Bridge approach-
ramp, it began to pick up speed, and when it passed the ramp,
continuing on the deserted Speedway, it was already doing eighty
miles an hour. The police cars opened their sirens, and by radio,
additional police cars were instructed to set up a roadblock at
Dyckman Street.

At that point, the black car put out wings, at least seven feet on
either side, and went over to jet power. It left the pursuing cars as if
they were standing still. It is impossible to arrive at any accurate
estimate of its ground speed then, but it was certainly well over a
hundred and thirty miles an hour. It was airborne in a matter of
seconds, gained altitude quickly, and disappeared, by its sound,
eastward. It was picked up twice by radar at an altitude of twenty
thousand feet, moving at very high speed, even for jet power. The
airforce was immediately notified and planes took off within
minutes, but there is no report of the black car—or plane—being
sighted again, nor was it again raised with radar.

It is sufficient to note that the progress of events in Tokyo and
Paris was more or less identical. In no case was the staff of the shop
interfered with or taken.
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Such was the precis that Detective Sergeant Bristol reviewed
before he went uptown to break in the door of Mars Products. It
told him nothing that he did not already know, and in all truth, he
knew a great deal more. His own specialty was entry and search, but
like almost every other citizen of New York, he had speculated
during the past days on the intriguing problem of Mars Products.
He was well trained in the art of rejecting any conclusions not
founded on facts he could test with sight, touch or smell; but in
spite of this training, his imagination conjured up a host of
possibilities behind the locked door of Mars Products. He was still
young enough to view his work with excitement, and all during this
day, his excitement had been mounting.

Both the city police and the F.B.I. had decided to wait through
Saturday before opening the shop, and these decisions were
communicated to Tokyo and Paris. Actually, the New York shop
was opened a few hours later than the others.

When Bristol arrived at 52nd Street and Fifth Avenue, at least a
dozen men were waiting for him. Among them were the police
commissioner, the mayor, General Arlen Mack, the Chief of Staff, a
colonel in Military Intelligence and several F.B.I. officials. There
were also at least a hundred onlookers, held back by policemen. The
police commissioner was irritated and indicated that Bristol was the
type to be late at his own funeral.

““I was told to be here at seven o’clock sir,”” Bristol said. *‘It 1s
still a few minutes before seven.”’

““Well, don’t argue about it. Get that door open!”’

It was easier said than done. When they ripped off the bronze
plate, they found solid steel underneath. They burned through it
and hammered off the bolted connection. It took almost an hour
before the door was open—and then, as had been the case in Tokyo
and Paris, they found the store empty. The beautiful crystal
reproduction of the Planet Mars had been pulverized; they found
the shards in a waste basket, and it was taken to Centre Street for
analysis. Otherwise, none of the decorations had been disturbed or
removed, not even the solid gold letters on the store front—a small
fortune in itself. But the eight products, the four from the window
and the four used in the shop as demonstrators, were gone.

The high brass prowled around the place for an hour or so,
examining the decorations and whispering to each other in corners.
Someone made the inevitable remark about fingerprints, and the
commissioner growled, ‘‘People whose skin is covered don’t leave
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fingerprints.”’ By nine o’clock, the brass had left, and Bristol went
to work. Two F.B.I. men had remained; they watched the methods
of the three men from Centre Street in silent admiration.

Bristol’s specialty was, as we noted, entry and search. He had four
children, a wife he adored, and he was sobetly ambitious. He had
long since decided to turn his specialty into a science and then to
develop that science to a point unequaled elsewhere. First he
brought in lights and flooded the store with three thousand
additional watts of illumination. Since there was only the main
room and a small office and lavatory behind it, it brightened the
space considerably. Then he and his two assistants hooked portable
lights into their belts. He told the F.B.I. men:

““The first element of search is find it.”’

“Do you know what to look for?”’

““No,”” Bristol said. ‘‘Neither does anyone else. That makes it
easier in a way.”’

First they removed all drapery, spread white sheets, brushed the
drapery carefully on both sides, folded it and removed it. The dust
was collected and labeled. Then they swept all the floors, then went
over them a second time with a vacuum cleaner. The dust was
sifted, packaged and labeled. Then, fitting the vacuum cleaner with
new bags each time, they weat over every inch of space, floor, walls,
ceiling, molding and furniture. Again, the bags were packaged and
labeled. They took the upholstered furniture apart, bit by bit,
shredding the fabric and filling. The foam rubber in the cushions
was needled and then picked apart. Once again, everything was
labeled.

“This is more or less mechanical,”” Bristol explained to the
government men. ‘‘Routine. We do the chemical and microscopic
analysis downtown.”’

‘‘Routine, eh?”’

‘I mean for this type of problem. We don’t get this kind of
problem in terms of search more than two or three times a year.”’

At two o’clock in the morning, the government men went to buy
coffee and sandwiches. They brought back a box of food for the city
men. By four A.M., the carpeting had been taken down to Centre
Street, the toilet walls stripped of tile, the plumbing removed and
checked, the toilet and sink entirely dismantled. At six o’clock on
Sunday morning, in the cold gray light of dawn, Bristol was
supervising the taking apart of every piece of bonded wood or metal
in the shop.
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He made the find in a desk, a modern desk of Swedish design
that had been supplied by the decorators. Its surface was of polished
birch and there was a teak strip across the front. When this strip was
removed, Bristol found a bit of film, less than an inch long and
about three millimeters in width. When he held it up to the light
with tweezers and put a magnifying glass on it, it was discovered to
be film strip. It contained sixteen full frames and part of a
seventeenth frame.

Minutes later, he was in a car with the government men, racing
down to Centre Street; and only then did he permit himself the
luxury of a voiced opinion.

““They must have been editing that film,”” he remarked. *‘I have
been reading how orderly and precise they are. But even an orderly per-
son can lose something. Even a Martian,”’ he finished doubtfully.

Strangely enough, the government men made no comment at all.

Bristol is remembered, and it has been said in many places that
he will go far. He has already been promoted, and without question
he will be mentioned by historians for years to come. He was an
honest and thorough man, and he had an orderly mind to match
other orderly minds.

Professor Julius Goldman will also be remembered. The head of
the Department of Semitic Languages at Columbia University, he
was also the leading philologist in the Western Hemisphere, if not
the world; and to him as much as to any other goes the credit for
breaking through the early Cretan script. He pioneered the
brilliant—if again failing—recent Etruscan effort. Along with Jacobs
of Oklahoma, he is the leading authority on American Indian
languages, specializing there in the Plains dialects. It is said that
there is no important language on earth, living or dead, that he
cannot command fluently.

This is possibly an exaggeration, but since he was reached by the
White House that same Sunday, flown to Washington, put at the
head of a team of five of the Country’s finest philologists—and
since he accomplished what was expected of him in thirty-two
hours,it might be said that his reputation was deserved.

Yet by the grace of God or whatever force determines our destiny,
he was given a ‘‘Rosetta Stone,’’ so to speak. Without it, as he was
the first to point out, the Martian script would not have been
broken, not now and possibly not ever. The ‘‘Rosetta Stone''—

94



|

The Martian Shop

which, you will recall, originally enabled philologists to break the
mystery of the Egyptian hieroglyphs by providing them, on the
same stone tablet, with translations in known tongues—was in this
case a single frame of the film strip, containing both an English and
Martian inscription. Acting on the possibility that one was a
translation of the other, Professor Goldman found an opening for
the attack. Nevertheless, it remains perhaps the most extraordinary
case of reconstruction in all the history of language.

That Tuesday, the Tuesday after the store had been broken into,
the President of the United States held an enlarged meeting of his
cabinet at the White House. In addition to the regular members of
the cabinet, some forty-two other persons were present, Julius
Goldman among them; and it was not Goldman alone who
appeared haggard from want of sleep. Each of the men present had
a precis—somewhat enlarged—that was not too different from the
one presented here. Each of them had read it and pondered it.
Opening the meeting, the President reviewed the facts, mentioned
some of the opinions already gathered from experts, and then said:

“What are we to think, gentlemen? Our own halting probes into
outer space have removed the starry realm from the province of
fiction writers and gullible fools. As yet we have not firm
conclusions, but I do hope that at the end of this meeting, we will
formulate a few and be able to act upon them. I need not repeat
that some of the keenest minds in America still consider the Martian
shops to be a remarkable hoax. If so, a practical joke costing its
originator a great many millions in dollars, has been played out to
no point. In all fairness, I reject this conclusion, nor can I, at this
point in my knowledge, support any arguments that we have seen a
great publicity campaign. I have come to certain conclusions of my
own, but I shall withhold them until others have been heard.

“‘As most of you know, through the energy and resourcefulness of
the New York City police department, we found a tiny bit of film
strip at the Fifth Avenue shop. Nothing of any value was found
either in Paris or Tokyo. Nevertheless, I have invited the Japanese
and French ambassadors to be present tonight, since their countries
have been chosen, even as ours was. I do not say that their interest is
higher than that of other nations, for perhaps—"’

The President hesitated then—and shrugged tiredly. ““Well at
this point, I will turn the meeting over to Professor Julius Goldman
of Columbia University, our greatest philologist, whose contribution

95



to the unravelling of this problem cannot be overestimated.

Professor Goldman said quietly that, for the record, he had made
no contribution not shared equally by his colleagues, who were not
present this evening. They had, all six of them, prepared an
affidavit, which he would read in the name of the entire team. First,
he would like the people assembled to see the film strip for
themselves.

The room was darkened. The first frame appeared on a prepared
screen at one end of the room. It was covered with vertical lines of
what had already come to be called the Martian Hieroglyphic. So
with the second and the ‘‘Rosetta Stone.’’ At the top, in English
block letters:

“‘Compound for white males—16 to 19 years of age."’

And directly beneath, again in English, ‘‘General warning. Any
discussion of escape or resistance will be met by permanent
stimulation of the tri-geminal nerve.”’

And beneath that, ‘‘Feeding room—yellow-skinned females, 7-10
years of age.”’

And as a final line in English, ‘“Much have I travelled in the
realms of gold.”

Beneath these English lines were a number of vertical hieroglyph
columns.

The voice of Professor Goldman explained, ‘‘This frame gave us
our key, but we do not claim any clear knowledge of what these
inscriptions mean. Medical authorities consulted have suggested that
a certain type of irritation of the tri-geminal nerve can result in the
most trying pain man knows. The line from Keats is utterly
meaningless, so far as we can determine; the reason for its inclusion
remains to be explained in the future, if ever. The remaining
frames, as you see, are in the hieroglyph.”’

The lights went on again. Professor Goldman blinked tiredly,
wiped his glasses, and said, ‘‘Before I present our affidavit, I must
ask your indulgence for a few words concerning language. When we
philologists claim to have cracked the mystery of some ancient
tongue, we do not talk as a cryptographer who has broken a code.
Philology and Cryptography are very different sciences. When a
code is broken, its message is known. When a language is broken,
only the first step in a long and arduous process is taken. No single
man or single group of men has ever revealed an ancient language;
that is an international task and must of necessity take generations
to complete.
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“‘I say this because perhaps your hopes have been raised too high.
We have very little to work from, only a few words and numerals;
we are dealing with an unrelated tongue, totally alien; and we have
had only a few hours to grapple with the problem. Therefore,
though we have been able to extract some meaning from two of the
frames, there are many blank spaces and many perplexities. In our
favor are these facts: first—all language, possibly anywhere in the
universe, appears to have a developmental logic and relationship;
secondly, these frames deal with life on earth; and finally, it is our
good fortune that this is an alphabetic form of writing, consisting,
so far as we can determine, of forty-one sound signs, at least thirty
of them consonantal. These consonantal forms suggest a vocal
arrangement not unlike our own—that is in physical structure, for
sounds are to a large extent determined by the physical
characteristics of the creature producing them. My colleagues agree
that there is no indication of any relationship between this alphabet
and language and any known language of Earth. For my part, I will
make no comment on the origin of this language. It is not my
field—nor is it my purpose.”’

The President nodded. ‘“We understand that, Professor
Goldman."”’

Goldman continued: ‘‘The affadavit itself will be projected on
the screen, since we consider it more effective for the partial
translation to be read rather than heard.”

The room was then datkened again, and the following appeared
on the screen:

‘A tentative and partial translation of the first two frames of a
film strip, given to the undersigned for translation purposes:

‘‘——greedy lustful—[dedicated?] [practicing?] mass [murder?]
[death?] — [time] generations [of?] murder — [docile?] [willing?]
O when shown pleasure ——— [titled?] [self styled?] [boastful self
styled?] man [or humanity?] —— [compare to?] [equate with?]
disease [or plague or rust] on face of [fair?] [rich?] planet [or globe]

The voice of Professor Goldman cut in, ““That is the first frame.
As you see, our translation is tentative and incomplete. We have
very little to work from. Where the word is within brackets and
coupled with a question mark, we are making what might be called
a calculated surmise, not a guess, but a surmise from too few facts.
Now the second frame.
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“Force [or violence] understood [or reacted to}—man [or
humanity]——primitive [or number 1] development of atomic
[force or power or engine]——— [space station or small
planet]—[non-possession-relating possibly to space station]— —
[outer space?] [void?] negative [long-arm?] [weapon?]————
[superstition?] [ignorance?] [mindless]— —"

The inscription remained on the screen, and Goldman’s voice,
flat, tired and expressionless, explained:

‘“When we bracket a number of words, one after another, we are
uncertain as to which is preferable. Actually, only a single word is
being translated—'"His voice faded away. The names of the six
philologists appeared on the screen. The lights went on, but the
silence was as deep and lasting as the darkness before it. Finally, the
Secretary of State rose, looked at the President, received his nod,
and said to Professor Goldman:

“I desire your opinion, Professor. Are these faked? Do they
originate on earth? Or are we dealing with Martians? That’s not a
dirty word. Everyone is thinking it; no one will say it. I want your
opinion.”’

‘I am a scientist and a scholar, sir. I form opinions only when I
have sufficient facts to make them credible. This is not the case
now.”’

““You have more facts than anyone on earth! You can read that
outlandish gibberish!”’

*‘No more than you can, sir,”” Goldman replied softly. ‘“What I
have read, you have read.”

“You come to it as a philologist,”” the Secretary of State
persisted.

i G o~ Ve

““Then as a philologist, is it your opinion that this language
originated on earth?”’

““How can I answer that, sir? What is my opinion worth when
fashioned out of such thin stuff?"’

“Then tell us—do you detect any relationship to any known
Earthly language?”’

“No—no, I do not,”” Goldman answered, smiling rather sadly.

And then there was silence again. Now one of the President’s
secretaries appeared, and distributed copies of the affadavit to
everyone present. A longer silence now, while the affidavits were
studied. Then the French ambassador asked for the floor.
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“Mr. President,” he said, ‘‘members of the cabinet and
gentlemen—many of you know that my own government discussed
this same problem yesterday. I am instructed, if the occasion should
so determine, to make a certain request of you. I think the occasion
does so determine. I request that you send immediately for the
Soviet Ambassador.”’

No one was shocked or surprised by the suggestion. The Soviet
Ambassador was sent for. He had evidently been waiting, for he
arrived within minutes; and when he stated immediately that he
would also represent. the People’s Republic of China or take his
leave, the President of the United States suppressed a smile and
nodded. He was given a precis and a copy of the affidavit, and after
he had read both, the meeting began. It went on until three o’clock
on Wednesday morning, during which time thirty-two technical
specialists arrived, gave opinion or testimony, and departed. Then
the meeting was suspended for five hours—and came together again
with the representatives of India, China, Great Britain, Italy and
Germany in attendance. At six o'clock Wednesday evening, the
meeting was adjourned, and the following day an extraordinary
session of the Assembly of the United Nations was called. By that
time, Professor Goldman, with the assistance of Japanese, Chinese
and Russian philologists, had completed a tentative translation of
the film strip. Before this complete translation was published in the
international press, it was made available to all delegates to the
United Nations Assembly.

On Saturday, only a week after Detective Sergeant Bristol had
forced the door of the Fifth Avenue shop, the Premier of India arose
to address the Assembly of the United Nations.

““It is more than ironic,”’ he said with some sadness, ‘‘that we
who have been so savagely condemned by another planet, another
culture and people, can find more than a litle truth in the
accusations. How close we have come, time and again, to
accomplishing the destruction outlined by these people from outer
space! And how unhappy it is to know that our own fitful dream of
a peaceful future must be laid aside, perhaps forever! Shall it be
some consolation that we must join hands to fight another enemy
rather than each other? I pray so, for it is not without deep grief
that my country lays aside the slim shield of neutrallty it has clung
to so desperately. Gentlemen, India is yours; its teeming millions
will labor in the common defense of our mother earth. Its
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inadequate mills and mines are at the world’s disposal, and I hope
with all my heart that we have time to build more.”’

Then Russia spoke, then the United States. China and eight other
countries were admitted to the United Nations without a veto; but
this was only the beginning of a series of actions which led, within
the month, to the creation of World Spaceways—an international
plan for the building of four great space stations circling the earth, a
mighty fleet of atomically powered space-ships, and the construction
of a military defense base on the moon, under the control of the
United Nations. A three-year plan for the defense of Earth was put
into operation; and, as so few had anticipated, the beginnings of
world government in terms of actual sovereign power, came with a
comprehensive world general staff.

Within three months after Detective Sergeant Bristol’s discovery,
the first world code of law was drafted and presented to the General
Assembly. The antiquated and rusting ships of the navies of earth,
the discarded and useless artillery, the already archaic guided
missiles, the laughable small arms—all of them bore witness to the
beginning of world government.

And in less than a year, Culpepper Motors, one of the largest
industrial complexes on earth, announced that they had duplicated
the Martian outboard atomic motor. The people of earth laughed
and flexed their arms. When they looked up at the sky, at the tiny
red orb of Mars, it was with growing confidence and lessening fear.

For they had discovered a new name for themselves; they had
discovered that they were a nation of mankind. It was a
beginning—rough and fumbling and uneasy in many of its aspects,
but nevertheless a beginning. And all over the earth, this beginning
was celebrated in a variety of ways.

At the home of Franklin Harwood Plummer, its eighty-three
rooms nestled securely in the midst of an eleven hundred acre estate
in New York’s Putnam County, it was celebrated in a style befitting
the place and circumstances. Mr. Plummer could and did give
dinners that were large and important and unnoticed by the
press—a fact not unrelated to his control of a great deal of the press,
among other things. But even for his baronial halls, this evening’s
gathering was large and unique, three hundred and twenty-seven
men and women, apart from Mr. Plummer himself and his eighteen
colleagues who composed the Board of Directors of Culpepper
Motors.
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At fifty-eight, Mr. Plummer was president of Culpepper.
Culpepper Motors had a net value of fifteen billion dollars, a private
industrial worth exceeded, in all the world, only by American Tel
and Tel; but if one were to trace the interlocking and various
influences of the nineteen board members, the question of worth
became so large as to be meaningless. As the nominal lord of this
giant enterprise, Mr. Plummer was best defined by his history. He
had started, thirty-five years before, as a lathe operator in the old
Lewett Shop, and he had fought and smashed and cut his way to
the eventual top. In the recent history of America, there have been
a few cases like his, but not more than you could count on the
fingers of one hand.

Even in his own circles, he was not loved; feared and respected he
was, but without family or university, he remained a strange,
violent and unpredictable interloper. He was tall and broad and
red-faced and white-haired; and as he stood at one end of the great
dining room in his over-large and over-furnished home, he made
reference to the fact that he did not even play golf. His three
hundred and twenty-seven guests and his eighteen colleagues
permitted themselves to smile slightly at that.

“No,”” Mr. Plummer continued, ‘‘no golf, no tennis, no
sailing—I have been what most of you would call a preoccupied
man, and my preoccupation has been the making of money. If I
have ever laved my conscience with any sop, it was to recollect that
single witty remark of a man who was otherwise remarkably
humorless, Calvin Coolidge—who gave folk like myself grace by
stating that the business of the United States was business.”’

Mr. Plummer grinned. He had an infectious grin—the smile of a
man who has made it beyond belief, who drives back to the old
home town in a chrome-plated Cadillac.

“I enjoy making money,”’ he said simply. ‘I am accused of
lusting for power. Hogwash! I lust for a naked and nasty
word—profit; always have and I always will. It embarrasses my
eighteen colleagues, sitting here on either side of me, for me to be
as blunt and ignoble as this; but I thank whatever gods may be that
I have never been inhibited by breeding. I also make a double
point. Firstly, the question of profit—I succeeded. Not only have 1
been able to insure and secure the future existence of Culpepper
Motors; not only have I developed a situation where its profits will
increase every year—perhaps double every five years, which makes
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our stock a pretty good investment for any of you—but I have been
able to bring together under this roof as fine a collection of human
beings as mankind can provide. I will not try to explain what that
means to me—what it has meant to know and work with each of the
three hundred and twenty-seven people here. I think you can guess.

“‘Secondly, I said what I said to ease the feelings of those among
you who have cooperated in our enterprise and have been paid for
their cooperation—as against those who would accept no pay. Those
who have been paid may feel a certain guilt. To that I
say—nonsense! No one does anything strictly for money; there are
always other factors. I know. I went into this for dollars and
cents—plain and simple, and so did my holier than God colleagues
on my Board of Directors. We have all changed in the process. My
colleagues can stop wishing me dead. I love them for what they are
now. I did not love them for what they were when we began this
enterprise two years ago.

“‘Sitting among you, there is one Jonas Wayne, of Fort Fayette,
Kentucky. He is an old-fashioned blacksmith, and possibly the
finest hand worker in metal in America. Our enterprise would have
been more difficult, if not impossible, without him. Yet he would
not take a dollar from me—not even for expenses. He is a
God-fearing man, and he saw himself as doing God’s work, not
mine. Perhaps so. I don’t know. At the same table with him is M.
Orendell, the Ambassador of France. He is far from being a rich
man, and his expenses have been paid. We have no secrets here. We
live and die with our knowledge, as a unique fraternity. Professor
Julius Goldman—would you please stand up, Professor—was, as
you know, central to our whole scheme. If it was painless for him to
decipher the Martian script, it was far from painless for him to
devise it—a task that took more hours of work than the building of
the motor. He would take no money—not because he is religious
but because as he puts it, he is a scientist. Komo Aguchi, the
physicist—he is at the table with Dr. Goldman, accepted one
hundred thousand dollars, which he spent in an attempt to cure his
wife, who is dying of cancer. Shall we judge him? Or shall we put
cancer on the immediate agenda?

“*And what of Detective Sergeant Tom Bristol? Is he an honest
cop or a dishonest cop? He accepted four hundred shares of
Culpepper Motors—a hundred for each of his children. He wants
them to go to college, and they will. Miss Clementina Arden,

102




The Martian Shop

possibly the finest decorator here or on Mars, charged us forty
thousand dollars for her contribution to the decor. The price was
reasonable. She is a hard-headed business woman, and if she does
not look after herself, who will? Yet she has turned down other
jobs. She didn’t turn down this one—

“Well, my good friends, ladies and gentlemen—we will not meet
again, ever. My father, a working man all his life, once said that
pethaps if I opened a store, even a small store, I would no longer
have my life subject to the crazy whim of this boss or that. Maybe
he was right. Finally, with your good help, I opened three stores.
The total cost, if you are interested, was twenty-one million dollars,
more or less—and a shrewd investment, I don’t mind saying.
Culpepper Motors will add five times that sum to its profits over the
next three months. And our three stores, I do believe, have
accomplished a little something that wiser men have failed to do.

““That is all T have to say. Many of you may regret that no
monuments will enshrine our work. I wish we could change that,
but we can’t. For myself, I feel that when a man’s wealth reaches a
certain point of large discomfort, he does better to remain out of
the public’s eye. So guard our secret—not because you will be
believed if you reveal it, but because you will be laughed at . . .”

As time passed, the question arose as to the disposition of the one
thing of value left by the ‘‘space merchants’’ as they came to be
called—the solid gold letters. Finally, those from the Fifth Avenue
shop were set in a glass display case at the United Nations. So
visitors to the national museum of France or Japan—or to the
United Nations—have always before them to remind them, in
letters of gold:

MARS PRODUCTS
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The Pragmatic Seed

OUR, five, six billion years ago the seed drifted through

space. Then the seed was simply a seed, and it had no
knowledge of itself. It rode the electronic and magnetic winds of the
universe, and neither time nor space existed for the seed. It was all
chance, for the seed had absolutely no idea of what it required or
what its ultimate destiny was. It moved throughout a starry,
incredible universe, but it also moved through empty space, for the
stars and the galaxies were only pinpoints of illumination in infinity.

The professor and the priest were old, good friends, which made
their talks easy and not terribly argumentative. The one taught
physics, the other taught religion. They were both in their middle
years, beyond most passions, and they savored simple things. On
this particular fall day, they met after an early dinner and strolled
across the campus. It was a cool, delightful October evening, the
sun still an hour before setting, the great maples and oaks robed in
marvelous rust and amber—as the priest remarked, an evening to
renew one’s faith.

“I had always thought,”’ said the professor, ‘‘that faith was an
absolute.”’

“Not at all.”

““How can it be otherwise? Of course,”’ the professor added, ‘I
speak as a man of little faith.”

““More’s the pity.”’

“But some little knowledge.”’

“I am glad you qualify it.”’
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““Thank you. But aren’t we both in the same boat? If your faith
needs periodic renewing, and can be influenced by so commonplace
an event as the action of certain chemicals in the leaves of deciduous
trees, then it is as relative as my small store of knowledge.”’

Lost in his thoughts for a minute or so, the priest admitted that
the professor raised an interesting point. ‘‘However,’” he said, ‘‘it is
not my faith but myself that wants renewing. Just as God is
absolute, so is my faith absolute.’’

“But God, if you choose to believe in Him, is not knowable. Is
your faith also unknowable?’’

““Perhaps—in a manner of speaking.”’

““Then thank heavens science does not depend on faith. If it did,
we should all be back in the horse-and-buggy era.”

“Which might not be the worst thing in the world,”’ the priest
speculated.

In the infinity of space, however, the laws of time and chance
cease to exist, and in a million or a billion years—one being as
meaningless as the other—the winds of space carried the seed
toward a galaxy, a great pinwheel of countless blazing stars. At a
certain point in space, the galaxy exerted its gravitational pull upon
the seed, and the seed plunged through space toward the outer edge
of the galaxy. Closer and closer it drove, until at last it approached
one of the elongated arms of the pinwheel, and there it was trapped
into the gravitational field of one of the countless stars that
composed the galaxy. Blindly obedient to the laws of the universe,
the seed swung in a great circle around the star, as did other bits of
flotsam and jetsam that had wandered into the gravitational field of
the star. Yet while they were all similarly obedient to the laws of
chance, the seed was different. The seed was alive.

““No, it might not be the worst thing in the world,”” the professor
admitted, ‘‘but as one who has just recovered from an infection that
might well have killed him had it not been for penicillin, I have a
bias toward science.”’

““‘Understandably.””’

“*And some mistrust of a faith that renews itself with the beauty
of a sunset.”” He pointed toward the wild display of color in the
west.
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1)

““Nevertheless,”’ the priest said gently, ‘‘faith is more constant
and reliable than science. You will admit that?”’

‘‘By no means.”’

““Surely you must. Science is both pragmatic and empirical.”’

“‘Naturally. We experiment, we observe, and we note the results.
What else could it be if not pragmatic and empirical? The trouble
with faith is that it is neither pragmatic nor empirical.”

““That’s not the trouble with faith,”” said the priest. ‘‘That’s the
basis of faith.”

“You've lost me again,’’ the professor said hopelessly.

““Then you get lost too easily. Let me give you an example that
your scientific mind can deal with. You’ve read St. Augustine?”’

‘I have.”

““And if I say that the core of my faith is not very different from
the core of St. Augustine’s faith, you would accept that, would you
not?”’

“Yes, I think so.”

“You have also read, I am sure, The Almagest of Claudius
Ptolemy, which established the earth as the center of the universe.”’

‘“Hardly science!”’ the professor snorted.

‘“Not at all, not at all. Very good science, until Copernicus
overturned it and disproved it. You see, my dear friend, empirical
knowledge is always certain and absolute, until some other
knowledge comes along and disproves it. When man postulated,
thousands of years ago, that the earth was flat, he had the evidence
of his own eyes to back him up. His knowledge was certain and
provable, until new knowledge came along that was equally certain
and provable.”’

“‘Surely more certain and provable. Even your fine Jesuit mind
must accept that.”’

“I am a Paulist, if it matters, but I accept your correction. More
provable. More certain. And vastly different from the earlier theory.
However, the faith of St. Augustine can still sustain me.”’

The life within the seed and the structure of that life gave it a
special relationship to the flood light and energy that poured out of
the star. It absorbed the radiation and turned it into food, and with
food it grew. For thousands and thousands of years the seed circled
the star and drank in its endless flood of radiation, and for thousands
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and thousands of years the seed grew. The seed became a fruit, a
plant, a being, an animal, an entity, or perhaps simply a
fruit—since all of these words are descriptive of things vastly
different from the thing that grew out of the seed.

The professor sighed and shook his head. “‘If you tell me that a
belief in angels has not been shattered, then you remind me of the
man who grew wolfsbane to keep vampires off his place. He was
eminently successful.”’

‘“That’s hitting pretty low, for a man of science.”’

*‘My dear fellow, you can still maintain the faith of St. Augustine
because it requires neither experiment, observation, nor a catalogue
of results.”’

I think it does,”” the priest said, almost apologetically.

‘‘Such experiments perhaps as walking in this lovely twilight and
feeling faith renewed?’’

“‘Perhaps. But tell me—is medicine, that is, the practice of
medicine, empirical?”’

“‘Far less so than once.”’

““And a hundred years ago? Was medicine empirical then?”’

“‘Of course, when you talk of medicine,”’ the professor said,
‘*and label it empirical, the word becomes almost synonymous with
quackery. Obviously because human lives are at stake.”’

“‘Obviously. And when you fellows experiment with atomic
bombs and plasma and one or two other delicacies, no human lives
are at stake.”

‘“We are even. Touche.”’

*‘But a hundred years ago, the physician would be just as certain
of his craft and cures as the physician today. Who was that chap
who removed the large intestine from half a hundred of his patients
because he was convinced that it was the cause of aging?”’

“*Of course science progresses.’’

““If you call it progress,”” the priest said. ‘‘But you chaps build
your castles of knowledge on very wet sand indeed. I can’t help
thinking that my faith rests on a firmer foundation.”’

*“What foundation?"’

The shape of the thing that the seed became was a sphere, an
enormous sphere, twenty-five thousand miles in circumference, in

human terms; but a very significant sphere in terms of the universe.
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It was the third mass of matter, counting out from the star, and in
shape not unlike the others. It lived, it grew, it became conscious of
itself, not quite as we know consciousness, but nevertheless
conscious of itself. In the course of the aecons that it existed, tiny
cultures appeared upon its skin, just as tiny organisms thrive upon
the skin of man. A wispy aura of oxygen and nitrogen surrounded it
and protected its skin from the pinpricks of meteors, but the thing
that grew from the seed was indifferent, unaware of the cultures
that appeared on and disappeared from its skin. For years eternal, it
swam through space, circling the star that fed it and nourished it.

‘“The wisdom and the love of God,”’ the priest replied. ““That’s a
pretty firm foundation. At least it is not subject to alteration every
decade or so. Here you fellows were with your Newtonian physics,
absolutely certain that you had solved all the secrets of the universe,
and then along came Einstein and Fermi and Jeans and the others,
and poof—out of the window with all of your certainties.’’

“‘Not quite with all of them.”’

**What remains when light can be both a particle and a wave,
when the universe can be both bounded and boundless, and when
matter has its mirror image, antimatter?’’

‘At least we learn we deal with realities—"’

‘‘Realities? Come now.”’

*‘Oh, yes. The reality changes, our vision is broadened, we do
push ahead.”

*‘In the hope that at least your vision will match my faith?’’ the
priest asked, smiling.

The thousands of years became millions and the millions billions,
and still the thing that was the seed circled the sun. But now it was
ripe and bursting with its fullness. It knew that its time was coming
to an end, but it did not resist or protest the eternal cycle of life.
Vaguely it knew that its own beginning seed had been flung out of
the ripened fruit, and it knew that what had been must occur again
in the endless cycle of eternity—that its purpose was to propagate
itself: to what end, it neither knew nor speculated. Full to bursting,
it let be what must be.

The day was ending. The sun, low on the horizon now, had taken
refuge behind a lacework of red and purple and orange clouds, and
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against this the golden leaves of the trees put to mock the art of the
best jewelers. A cool evening wind made a proper finish for a
perfect day.

No other words. ‘“What a perfect day,”’ the priest said.

“Now that’s odd.”’

They had come to the edge of the campus, where the mowed,
leaf-covered lawns gave way to a cornfield.

“‘Now that’s odd,”” said the professor, pointing to the cornfield.

*“What is odd?”’

‘“That crack over there. I don’t remember seeing it yesterday.”

The priest’s eyes followed the pointing hand of the professor, and
sure enough, there was a crack about a yard wide running through
the cornfield.

“*Quite odd,”’ the priest agreed.

““Evidently an earth fault. I didn’t know there were any here.”’

“It’s getting wider, you know,”’ the priest said.

And then it got wider and wider and wider and wider.
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The Trap

Bath, England

October 12, 1945
Mrts. Jean Arbalaid
Washington, D.C.

My dear Sister:

I admit to lethargy and perhaps to a degree of indifference—
although it is not indifference in your terms, not in the sense of
ceasing to care. I care for you very much and think about you a good
deal. After all, we have only each other, and apart from the two of
us, our branch of the Feltons has ceased to exist. So in my failure to
reply to three separate letters, there was no more than a sort of
inadequacy. I had nothing to say because there was nothing that I
wanted to say.

You knew where I was, and I asked Sister Dorcas to write you a
postcard or something to the effect that I had ‘mended physically
even if my brain was nothing to shout about. I have been rather
depressed for the past two months—the doctors here call it melan-
cholia, with their British propensity for Victorian nomenclature—
but they tell me that [ am now on the mend in that department as
well. Apparently, the overt sign of increasing mental health is an
interest in things. My writing to you, for example, and also the
walks I have taken around the city. Bath is a fascinating town, and I
am rather pleased that the rest home they sent me to is located here.

They were terribly short of hospitals with all the bombing and
with the casualties sent back here after the Normandy landing, but

111



they have a great talent for making do. Here they took several of the
great houses of the Beau Nash period and turned them into rest
homes—and managed to make things very comfortable. Ours has a
garden, and when a British garden is good, it has no equal
anywhere else in the world. In fact, it spurred me to make some
rather mawkish advances to Sister Dorcas one sunny day, and she
absolutely destroyed my budding sexual desires with her damned
understanding and patience. There is nothing as effective in cutting
down a clean-cut American lad as a tall, peach-skinned, beautiful
and competent British lady who is doubling as a nurse and has a
high-bridged nose in the bargain.

I have been ambulant lately, pottering around Bath and poking
my nose into each and every corner. The doctor encourages me to
walk for the circulation and final healing of my legs, and since Bath
is built up and down, I take a good deal of exercise. I go to the old
Roman baths frequently, being absolutely fascinated by them and
by the whole complex that is built around the Pump Room—where
Nash and his pals held forth. So much of Bath is a Georgian city,
perhaps more perfect architecturally than any other town in Eng-
land. But there are also the baths, the old baths of the Middle Ages,
and then the Roman baths which date back before that. In fact, the
doctors here have insisted that I and other circulatory-problem cases
take the baths. I can’t see how it differs from an ordinary hot bath,
but British physicians still believe in natural healing virtues and so
forth.

Why am I a circulatory problem, you are asking yourself; and just
what is left of old Harry Felton and what has been shot away and
how much of his brain is soggy as a bowl of farina? Yes indeed—I
do know you, my sister. May I say immediately that in my mean-
derings around the town, I am permitted to be alone; so apparently
I am not considered to be the type of nut one locks away for the
good of each and everyone.

Oh, there are occasions when I will join up with some convales-
cent British serviceman for an amble, and sometimes I will have a
chat with the locals in one of the pubs, and on three or four
occasions I have wheedled Sister Dorcas into coming along and
letting me hold her hand and make a sort of pass, just so I don’t
forget how; but by and large, I am alone. You will remember that
old Harry was always a sort of loner—so appartently the head is
moderately dependable.
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It is now the next day, old Jean. October 13. I put the letter away
for a day. Anyway, it is becoming a sort of epistle, isn’t it? The
thing is that I funked it—notice the way I absorb the local slang—
when it came down to being descriptive about myself, and I had a
talk with Sister Dorcas, and she sent me to the psychiatrist for a
listen. He listens and I talk. Then he pontificates.

“‘Of course,’’ he said to me, after I had talked for a while, ‘‘this
unwillingness to discuss one’s hotrors is sometimes worn like a bit of
romantic ribbon. You know, old chap—a decoration.”’

I find you irritating,”’ I said to him.

**Of course you do. I am trying to irritate you.”’

“Wh )”

““I suppose because you are an American and I have a snobbish
dislike for Amcrlcans

“Now you're being tactful.”’

The psychiatrist laughed appreciatively and congratulated me on
a sense of humor. He is a nice fellow, the psychiatrist, about forty,
skinny, as so many British professionals are, long head, big nose,
very civilized. To me, Jean, that is the very nice thing about the
English—the sense of civilization you feel.

“But I don’t want you to lose your irritation,”’ he said.

““No danger.”’

““I mean if we get to liking and enjoying each other, we’ll simply
cover things up. I want to root up a thing or two. You're well
enough to take it—and you’re a strong type, Felton. No schizoid
tendencies—never did show any. Your state of depression was more
of a reaction to your fear that you would never walk again, but
you’re walking quite well now, aren’t you? Yet Sister Dorcas tells
me you will not write a word to your family about what happened
to you. Why not?”’

“My family is my sister. I don’t want to worry her, and Sister
Dorcas has a big mouth.”’

“I'll tell her that.”

“*And I'll kill you.”

““And as far as worrying your sister—my dear fellow, we all know
who your sister is. She is a great scientist and a woman of courage
and character. Nothing you can tell her would worry her, but your
silence does.”’

‘‘She thinks I've lost my marbles?’’

“You Americans are delightful when you talk the way you
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imagine we think you talk. No, she doesn’t think you’re dotty.
Also, I wrote to her a good many months ago, telling her that you
had been raked by machine-gun fire across both legs and describing
the nature of your injuries.”’

“Then there it 1s.”’

“*Of course not. It is very important for you to be able to discuss
what happencd to you. You suffered trauma and great pain. So did
many of us.

"1 choosc not to talk about it,” I said. **Also, you are beginning
to bore me.’

““Good. Irritation and boredom. What else?”’

*“You are a goddamn nosey Limey, aren’t you?"’

‘Yes, indeed.”’

““Never take No for an answer.”’

“I try not to.”

“‘All right, doc—it is as simple as this. I do not choose to talk
about what happened to me because I have come to dislike my
race.”’

““Race? How do you mean, Felton—Americans? White race? or
what?”’

*‘The human race,”’ I said to him.

**Oh, really? Why?"’

“‘Because they exist only to kill."”’

“*Come on now—we do take a breather now and then.”

“Intervals. The main purpose is killing.”’

“You know, you are simply feeding me #on sequiturs. 1 ask you
why you will not discuss the incident of your being wounded, and
you reply that you have come to dislike the human race. Now and
then I myself have found the human race a little less than over-
whelmingly attractive, but that’s surely beside the point.”

‘‘Perhaps. Perhaps not.”’

““Why don’t you tell me what happened?”’

““Why don’t you drop dead?’’ I asked him.

“‘Or why don’t you and I occupy outselves with a small pamphlet
on Americanisms—if only to enlighten poor devils like myself who
have to treat the ill among you who inhabit our rest homes?"’

““The trouble is,”” I said, ‘‘that you have become so bloody
civilized that you have lost the ability to be properly nasty.”’

““Oh, come off it, Felton, and stop asking for attention like a
seven-year-old. Why don’t you just tell me what happened—
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because you know, it’s you who are becoming the bore.”’

“All right,”” I agreed. ‘‘Good. We’re getting to be honest with
each other. I will tell you—properly and dramatically and then will
you take your stinking psychiatric ass off my back?”’

“If you wish.”’

““Good. Not that it’s any great hotshot story for the books—it
simply is what it is to me. I had a good solid infantry company,
New York boys mostly; some Jews, some Negroes, five Puerto
Ricans, a nice set of Italians and Irish, and the rest white Protestants
of English, Scotch, North of Ireland and German descent. I specify,
because we were all on the holy mission of killing our fellow man.
The boys were well trained and they did their best, and we worked
our way into Germany with no more casualties or stupidities than
the next company; and then one of those gross and inevitable
stupidities occurred. We came under enemy fire and we called our
planes for support, and they bombed and strafed the hell out of
s’

“Your planes?”’

““That’s right. It happened a lot more often than anyone gave
out, and it was a wonder it didn’t happen twice as much. How the
hell do you know, when you’re way up there and moving at that
speed? How do you know which is which, when one and all are
trying to cuddle into the ground? So it happened. There was an
open farm shed, and one of my riflemen and I dived in there and
took cover behind a woodpile. And that was where I found this
lictle German kid, about three years old, frightened, almost cata-
tonic with fear—and just a beautiful kid.”’

I must have stopped there. He prodded me, and pointed out that
the war had drawn small distinction between children and adults,
and even less distinction between more beautiful and less beautiful
children.

““What did you do?”’

““I tried to provide cover for the child,”” I explained patiently. ‘I
put her in my arms and held my body over her. A bomb hit the
shed. I wasn’t hurt, but the rifleman there with me—his name was
Ruckerman—he was killed. I came out into the open with the kid in
my arms, warm and safe. Only the top of her head was gone. A
freak hit. I suppose the bomb fragment sheared it clean off, and I
stood there with the little girl’s brains dripping down on my
shoulder. Then I was hit by the German machine-gun burst.”’
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““I see,”’ the psychiatrist said.

*“You have imagination then.”’

*“You tell it well,”” he said. ‘‘Feel any better?”’

“No."”

““Mind a few more questions, Felton? I am keeping my promise
to take my ass off your back, so just say No, if you wish."”’

‘“You're very patient with me.”’

He was. He had put up with my surliness and depression for
weeks. Never lost his temper, which was the principal reason why he
irritated me so.

**All right. Question away.”’

*‘Now that you've told this to me, do you feel any different?’’

‘No."”

‘‘Any better?”’

“No.”

“That’s good.”’

‘“Why is it good?’’ I asked him.

“Well, you see—the incident outraged you, but not in a trau-
matic sense. Apparently it doesn’t hurt or help very much to recall
i.”’

“It’s not blocked, if you mean that. I can think about it
whenever I wish to. It disgusts me.”’

““Certainly. As I said, I believe your depression was entirely due
to the condition of your legs. When you began to walk, the
depression started to lift, and they tell me that in another few weeks
your legs will be as good as ever. Well, not for mountain climbing
—but short of that, good enough. Tell me, Felton, why were you so
insistent upon remaining in England for your convalescence? You
pulled a good many strings. You could have been flown home, and
the care stateside is better than here. They have all sorts of things
and conveniences that we don’t have.”

‘I like England."’

“Do you? No girl awaited you here—what do you like about
us?”’

““There you go with your goddamn, nosey professional touch."’

“Yes, of course. But, you see, Captain, you made your indict-
ment universal. Man is a bloody horror. Quite so. Here, too. Isn’t
he?"*

“‘Oh, do get off my back,”” I said to him, and that ended the
interview; but by putting it down, ‘‘he said,”” ‘I said,”” etc., I am
able, my dear Jean, to convey the facts to you.
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You ask whether I want to come home. The answer is No. Not
now, not in the foreseeable future. Perhaps never, but never is a
hairy word, and who can tell?

You say that my share of mother's estate brings me over a
hundred dollars a week. I have no way to spend any of it, so let the
lawyers piddle with it just as they have been doing. I have my own
dole, my accumulated pay and a few hundred dollars I won playing
bridge. Ample. As I said, I have nothing to spend it on.

As to what I desire—very little indeed. I have no intentions of
resuming the practice of corporate law. The first two years of it
bored me, but at least I brought to them a modicum of ambition.
Now the ambition is gone, and the only thing that replaces it is
distaste. No matter what direction my thinking takes, I always
return to the fact that the human race is a rather dreadful thing.
That is, my dear, with the exception of yourself and your brilliant
husband.

I am better able to write now, so if you write to me and tell me
what brilliance and benevolence you and your husband are up to
now, I shall certainly answer your letter.

Thank you for bearing with me through my boorish months.

Harry.

Washington, D.C.
October 16, 1945
Captain Harry Felton
Bath, England

My dear Harry:

I will not try to tell you how good it was to hear from you. I never
was terribly good at putting my feelings down on paper, but believe
me I have read and reread your letter, oh, I should say, at least half
a dozen times, and I have done little but think of you and what you
have been through and your situation at this moment. I am sure
you realize, Harry, better than anyone else, that this is not a time
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for bright words and happy clichés. Nothing I say at this moment is
going to make very much difference to you or to your state of mind
or, of course, to your state of health. And nothing I offer at this
moment in the way of philosophical argument is going to change
any of your attitudes. On my part, I am not sure that changing
them at this moment is very important. Far more important is Harry
Felton, his life and his future.

I have been talking about that to Mark and thinking about it a
great deal mysclf. Harry, we've both of us engaged on a most
exciting project which, for the moment, must remain surrounded
with all the silly United States Army attitudes of secrecy and
classification. Actually, our project is not military and there are no
military secrets concerned with it. But at the moment we are
operating with Army money and therefore we are surrounded with
all sorts of taboos and rules and regulations. Nevertheless, Harry,
rest assured that the project is fascinating, important and, quite
naturally, difficult. We need help—I think specifically the kind of
help you might provide. And at the same time, I think we can give
you what you need most at this moment of your life—a purpose.
We cannot give you a profession, and, when you come right down
to it, we cannot ask you to be much more than an exalted
messenger-boy —reporter. However, the combination of the two will
give you a chance to travel, perhaps to see some of the world that
you have not yet seen, and, we think, to ask some interesting
questions.

Truthfully, our mission requires a very intelligent man. I am not
apple-polishing or trying to cheer you with compliments. 1 am
simply stating that we can make you a fairly decent offer that will
take your mind off your present situation and at least give you an
interest in geography.

At the moment we can pay you only a pittance, but you say in
your letter that you are not particularly concerned with money. We
will pay all expenses, of course, and you may stay at the best places
if you wish.

Just as an indication of the kind of wheels we presently are and
the kind of weight we can throw around, Mark has completed your
discharge in England; your passport is on its way via diplomatic
pouch, and it will be handed to you personally either before this
letter arrives or no more than a day later.
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The bit in your letter about your legs was reassuring, and I am
sure by now you are even further improved. What I would like you
to do, at our expense, is to pick up a civilian outfit. If you can buy
the clothes you need in Bath, good; if not, you’d better run up to
London and buy them there. You will want, for the most part,
tropical lightweight stuff since the wind is up for us in the Far East.
Though you will travel as a civilian, we are able to offer you a sort of
quasi-diplomatic status, and some very good-looking papers and
cards that will clear your way whenever there is a difficulty about
priorities. I'm afraid that priorities will remain very much in the
picture for the next six months or so. We are short of air-travel space
as well as a number of other things. But, as I said before, we are
very large wheels indeed, and we envisage no trouble in moving you
wherever we desire to. That’s a dreadful thing to say, isn’t it, and it
almost places you outside of the picture as a human being with any
volition of your own. Believe me, Harry, like your charming British
psychiatrist, I am combining irritation with love. No, I know how
easy it would be for you to say No, and I also know that a sharp
negative will be absolutely your first and instinctive reaction. By
now, of course, simply reading my letter you have said No half a
dozen times, and you have also asked yourself just who the devil
your sister thinks she is. My dear, dear Harry, she is a person who
loves you very much. How easy it would be for me to say to you,
‘‘Harry, please come home immediately to the warmth of our hearts
and to the welcome of our open arms.’” All too easy, Harry, and as
far as I can tell, thinking the matter through, it would do you
absolutely no good. Even if we could persuade you to come back
stateside, I am afraid that you would be bored to tears and
frustrated beyond belief. I think that I can understand why you do
not want to come home, and I think that at this moment in your
existence, it is a very proper decision for you to make. That is to say,
I agree with you: you should not come home; but, at the same
time, you must have something to do. You may feel, Harry, that
this messenger-boy business is not the most creative thing in the
world, but I think that rather than attempt to explain to you in
advance what we are up to and what you will encounter, you should
allow yourself to be drawn into it. You need make no absolute
commitments. You will see and you will understand more and
more, and at any point along the way you are free to quit, to tell us
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to go to the devil—or to continue. The choice is always yours; you
have no obligation and you are not tied down.

On the other hand, this is not to say that we do not very much
want you to accept the assignment. I don’t have to tell you what
Mark’s opinion of you is. You will remember—and believe me it
has not changed—he shares my love for you, and you command his
very great respect along with mine.

Harry, if you are able to accept my offer, cable me immediately. 1
would like you to be ready to move out in the next day or two after
cabling.

Meanwhile, you have all our love and all our best and deepest
and most sincere wishes and prayers for a complete recovery. I do
love you very much, and I remain,

Your most devoted sister,
Jean.

3
By cable:

MRS. JEAN ARBALAID
WASHINGTON, D.C.
OCTOBER 19, 1945

THAT YOU SHOULD EVEN APOLOGIZE. I ACCEPT YOUR
OFFER WITH UNEQUIVOCAL DELIGHT. ENTIRE OUTFIT
AVAILABLE AT BATH WHERE THE MEN’S HABERDASHERY
SHOPS ARE VERY GOOD INDEED. OUTFITTING UP LIKE A
VERY PUKKA EAST INDIAN TYPE. READY TO LEAVE
WHENEVER YOUR SPECIFIC INSTRUCTIONS ARRIVE. THIS IS
THE FIRST TOUCH OF PLEASURE OR EXCITEMENT THAT I
HAVE EXPERIENCED IN A GOOD MANY DREARY MONTHS.
YOU AND MARK DEAR SISTER ADMIRABLE PSYCHOLO-
GISTS. THANK YOU BOTH. LOVE AND KISSES. I AWAIT
INSTRUCTIONS.

HARRY FELTON
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By cable:

HARRY FELTON
BATH, ENGLAND
OCTOBER 21, 1945

THANK YOU HARRY AND OUR BLESSINGS WITH YOU. AIR
TRANSPORT FROM LONDON AIRPORT ON 23 OCTOBER.
SPECIAL PRIORITIES TO CALCUTTA INDIA. AT CALCUTTA
PROCEED TO CALCUTTA UNIVERSITY AND SEE THE IN-
DIAN ANTHROPOLOGIST PROFESSOR SUMIL GOJEE. QUES-
TION HIM. GET ALL DETAILS INDIAN CHILD SUPPOSEDLY
STOLEN AND RAISED BY WOLVES VILLAGE OF CHANGA IN
ASSAM. STORY ASSOCIATED PRESS REPORTER OCTOBER 9,
1945. ASSOCIATED PRESS STORY HAS PROFESSOR GOJEE
DEEPLY INVOLVED. PLEASE GET ALL DETAILS AND WRITE
FULL REPORT AS SOON AS POSSIBLE.

JEAN ARBALAID

4
By airmail:

Calcutta, India
November 4, 1945

Mrs. Jean Arbalaid
Washington, D.C,

My dear Sister:

First of all, I want you to know that I have taken your mission very
seriously. I have never been contented with errand-boy status, as
you will remember if you look back through the years of my life.
Therefore, I decided to bring to the problem you set before me an
observing eye, a keen ear, an astute mind, and all the skills of a
poor lawyer. In any case, the mission has been completed, and I
think that to some degtee I have fallen in love with India. What a
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strange and beautiful place it is, especially now in November! I am
told that in the summer months it is very different and quite
unbearable. But my experience has been of a congenial climate and
of a people as hospitable and gentle as I have ever known.

I arrived in Calcutta and saw the Indian anthropologist, Professor
Gojee. We had a number of meetings, and I discussed this case with
him quite thoroughly. I found him charming, intelligent and very
perceptive, and he has been kind enough to have me at his house
for dinner on two separate occasions, and to introduce me to his
family. Let me tell you, indeed let me assure you, my dear sister,
that in Bengal this is no small achievement.

But before I go into my discussions with Professor Gojee and the
conclusions we came to, let me give you the general background of
the matter.

The original Associated Press story seems to have been quite
accurate in all of its details—so far as I can ascertain—and I have
done my detective work thoroughly and assiduously. I went per-
sonally to the small village of Changa in Assam. It is not an easy
place to get to, and requires plane, narrow-gauge train and ox cart.
At this time of the year, however, it was a fairly pleasant trip. The
village itself is a tiny, rather wretched place, but in Indian terms it is
by no means the worst place in the world. It has what very few
Indian villages have, especially in this part of Bengal—a tiny
schoolhouse. It also has a school-teacher and a number of people
who are literate. This helps a great deal in the process of tracking
down any historical data or events connected with the life and
history of the village.

The village schoolmaster, whose name is Adap Chaterjee, was
very helpful, since his English was excellent and since he knew all
the participants in the particular event, and, indeed, was at the
village when the child was originally lost. That was twelve years ago.

I am sure, Jean, that you know enough about India to realize that
twelve is very much an adult age for a girl in these parts—the
majority of them are married by then; and there is no question,
none at all, about the age of the child. I spoke to the mother and
the father, who originally identified the child by two very distinctive
birthmarks. I saw these birthmarks myself in Calcutta, where the
child is kept at the university. She has there at the university the
best of care, kindness, and all the attention she demands. Of
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course, at this moment we cannot say how long the university will
be able to keep her.

However, everything the mother and father told me about the
child in the village of Changa seemed to be entirely compatible with
the circumstances. That is, wherever their stories and the statements
of other villagers could be checked, this checking proved that they
had been telling more or less the truth—considering, of course, that
any truth loses some of its vividness over a twelve-year period.

The child was lost as an infant—at eight months—a common
story in these parts. The parents were working in the field. The
child was set down and then the child was gone. Whether the child
crawled at that age or not, I can’t say, nor can I find any witness
who will provide that particular information. At any rate, all agree
that the child was healthy, alert and curious—a fine and normal
infant. There is absolutely no disagreement on that point.

Now, I know full well that most European and American scien-
tists regard the whole mythology of a child being raised by wolves
ot some other animal under jungle conditions as an invention and a
fiction. But a great many things that Western science has regarded
as fiction are now proving to be at least the edge of a fact if not the
fact itself. Here in India, the child raised in the jungle is regarded as
one of the absolutes of existence. There are so many records of it
that it seems almost impossible to doubt it. Nor, as you will see, is
there any other conceivable explanation for this child.

How the child came to the wolves is something we will never
know. Possibly a bitch who had lost her own cubs carried the infant
off. That is the most likely story, isn’t it? But I do not rule out
entirely any act of animosity against the parents by another villager.
The child could have been carried off and left deep in the jungle;
but, as I said, we will never have the truth on this question.

These wolves here in Assam are not /upus, the European variety,
but pallipes, its local cousin. Pallipes is nevertheless a most respect-
able animal in size and disposition, and not something to stumble
over on a dark night. When the child was found, a month ago, the
villagers had to kill five wolves to take her, and she herself fought
like a devil out of hell. At that point, the child had lived as a wolf
for eleven years. This does not mean, however, that pa//ipes is a
vicious animal. I recall reading a book not too long ago concerning
the Canadian variety of /zpus, the wolf. The naturalist commented
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on the fact that /upus, raised with a family as a dog might be raised,
is, contrary to common legend, even more dependable and gentler
than almost any house dog. The same naturalist goes on to say that
all of the stories of /upus running in packs, viciously tearing down
his prey, killing his fellow wolf in wolf-to-wolf fights—that all of
this is invention, and not very pleasant invention. This naturalist
said that there are absolutely no cases of interpack fighting among
wolves, that they do not kill each other, and that they have taught
each other and taught their offspring as great a responsibility as can
be found in any species.

Personally, I would include man in that statement. My being here
on this mission has led me to do a great deal of investigation and
reading on wolves, and it all comes down to the fact that at this
moment Harry Felton is ready to regard the wolf as an animal quite
equal to, if not superior to, man in all moral and ethical behavior—
that is, if you are willing to grant ethics to a wolf.

To get back to the problem we have here—namely, the story of
this child’s life among the wolves—will the whole story ever
emerge? I don’t know. To all effects and purposes she is a wolf. She
cannot stand upright, the curvature of her spine being beyond
correction. She runs on all fours and her knuckles are covered with
heavy calluses.

One day at the university, I watched her run. They had put a
heavy leather belt around her waist. From it a chain extended to a
cable which, in turn, was anchored high up on two opposite walls of
a room about twenty feet wide. While I observed her, this time for a
period of about fifteen minutes, she ran back and forth the length
of the cable, on all fours, using her knuckles as front paws. She ran
back and forth in that swaying, horrible, catatonic manner that a
caged animal comes to assume.

My first reaction to this was that they were being unduly cruel.
Later I learned better. The fact of the matter is that, if anything,
they were overly tender, overly gentle and thoughtful with her. It is
in the nature of the educated Indian to have enormous reverence for
all forms of life. The people at the university combine such rever-
ence with great pity for this child and her fate. If you will remem-
ber, my dear Jean, your readings in Buddhism—specifically in the
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