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C. M. Kornbluth

Cyril M. Kornbluth (1923-1958) was a member
of the Futurians (a group of SF writers and fans
in the late 1930s, who greatly influenced the
course of the Science Fiction field). Known for
his insightful, cynical and humorous stories, he
began writing professionally at the age of 15. As
an infantryman in WW 11, he fought in the Battle
of the Bulge, for which he was decorated. He
attended the University of Chicago before
becoming a news wire-service reporter. Rising to
become bureau editor, Kornbluth quitin 1951 to
write full-time, but died of a heart attack at the
age of 35. A prolific writer both in the SF field
and other genres, he wrote over a hundred
stories and twenty-eight books, by himself and
with others. Kornbluth is best known for his
collaborations, such as the Gunner Cade stories
with Judith Merril. His more extensive collabo-
rative work with Frederik Pohl resulted in such
books as Critical Mass, Gladiator-At-Law,
The Space Merchants and short stories like
“Best Friend,” ““The Castle on Outerplanet,”
“The Engineer,” ““A Gentle Dying,” “Gravy
Planet,” “Mars-Tube,” and “Mute Inglorious
Tam.” Ir 1973 Kornbluth and Pohl’s short story
“The Meeiing” won the Hugo award.
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Cyril
by
Frederik Pohl

In the late 1930s a bunch of us New York City fans, tiring of being members of
other people’s fan clubs, decided to start our own. We called it “the Futurians.”
As nearly as I can remember the prime perpetrators were Don Wollheim, Johnny
Michel, Bob Lowndes and myself, but we quickly acquired a couple of dozen other
like-minded actifans and writer wannabees, and among them was a pudgy, acer-
bic fourteen-year-old from the far northern reaches of Manhattan whose name
was Cyril Kornbluth.

All the Futurians had an attitude; it was what made us so universally
loved by other New York fans. Even so, Cyril was special. He had a quick and
abrasive wit, and he exercised it on anyone within reach. What he also had,
though, was a boundless talent. Even at fourteen, Cyril knew how to use the
English language. I think he was born with the gift of writing in coherent,
pointed, colorful sentences, and, although I don’t think any of his very earliest
writing survives, some of the stories in this book were written when he was no
more than sixteen.

Most of what Cyril wrote (what all of us Futurians wrote, assiduously and
often) was science fiction, but he also had a streak of the poet in him. Cyril pos-
sessed a copy of a textbook—written, I think, by one of his high-school teachers
—which described all the traditional forms of verse, from haiku to chant royale,
and it was his ambition to write one of each. I don’t think he made it. I do re-
member that he did a villanelle and several sonnets, both Shakespearean and
Petrarchan, but I don’t remember the poems themselves. All I do remember of
Cyril’s verse is a fragment from the beginning of a long, erotic poem called

“Elephanta®—
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How long, my love, shall I behold this wall
Between our gardens, yours the rose
And mine the swooning lily?

—and a short piece called “Calisthenics™

One, two, three, four,

Flap your arms and prance

In stinky shirt and stinky socks
And stinky little pants.

By 1939 a few of the Futurians had begun making an occasional sale to the
prozines. Then the gates of Heaven opened. In October of that year I fell into a
job editing two science-fiction magazines for the great pulp house of Popular Pub-
lications; a few months later Don Wollheim persuaded Albing Publications to
give him a similar deal, while Bob Lowndes got the call to take over Louis
Silberkleit’s magazines. These were not major markets. None of us had much to
spend in the way of story budgets—Donald essentially had no budget at all—
and we were at a disadvantage in competing with magazines like Amazing, As-
tounding and Thrilling Wonder for the work of the established pros. What we did
have, though, was each other, and all the rest of the Futurians.

[ think Cyril’s first published story was a collaboration with Dick Wilson,
“Stepson of Space,” published under the pseudonym of “Ivar Towers” (the Futurian
headquarters apartment was called “the Ivory Tower”) in my magazine, Astonish-
ing Stories. He and I also collaborated on a batch of not very good stories for my
own magazines, mostly bylined “S. D. Gottesman” at Cyril’s prompting—I think
he was getting back at a hated math teacher of that name—but his solo work,
under one pen-name or another, generally appeared in Don Wollheim’s Stirring
and Cosmic. Most of them are herein.

Then the war came along.

Cyril, who had worked now and then as a machinist, got into uniform as an
artillery maintenance man, working in a machine shop far behind the lines to
keep the guns going. He probably could have survived the war in relative com-
fort there, except that the Army had an inspiration. In its wisdom it imagined
that the war would go on for a good long time, that it would need educated offic-
ers beyond the apparently available supply toward its final stages and that it would
be a good idea to send some of its brighter soldiers to school ahead of time. The
program was called “ASTE” and Cyril signed up for it at once. It was a very good
deal. Cyril went back to school at the Army’s expense quite happily ... until the
Army noticed that the war was moving toward a close faster than they had ex-
pected, with some very big battles yet to be fought. The need was not for future
officers but for present combat troops. They met it by canceling ASTP overnight
and throwing all its members into the infantry, and so Cyril wound up lugging a
50-caliber machine gun through the snows of the Battle of the Bulge.
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The war did finally end. We all got back to civilian life again, and Cyril moved
to Chicago to go back to school, at the University of Chicago, on the G.I. Bill.
Meanwhile Dick Wilson had also wound up there as a reporter for the news wire
service Trans-Radio Press; he was their bureau chief for the city, and when he needed
to hire another reporter he gave the job to Cyril. For a couple of years Cyril di-
vided his time between the news bureau and the university, somehow finding enough
spare hours to write an occasional short story for the magazines (all of them herein).

Then he came east on a visit. He stayed at our house just outside of Red Bank,
New Jersey, for a while, and I was glad to see him because I needed help on a project.

The project was a novel I had begun about the future of the advertising busi-
ness. | had been working on it desultorily for a year or so and succeeded in getting
about the first third of it on paper. I showed that much to Horace Gold, then the
editor of Galaxy, and Horace said, “Fine. T'll print it as soon as I finish the current
serial.” “But it isn’t finished,” I said. “So go home and finish it,” said Horace.

I didn’t see how that was possible in the time allowed, and so Cyril’s arrival
was a godsend. When I showed what I had to him and suggested we try collabo-
rating again he agreed instantly; he wrote the next third by himself, and the two of
us collaborated, turn and about, on the final section. After some polishing and
cleaning up of loose ends we turned it in and Horace ran it as “Gravy Planet”; a
little later Ian Ballantine published it in book form as 7he Space Merchants and so
it has remained, in many editions and several dozen translations, ever since.

Working with Cyril Kornbluth was one of the great privileges of my life.
First to last, we wrote seven novels together: The Space Merchants, Gladiator-at-
Law, Search the Sky and Wolfbane in the field of science fiction, plus our three
“mainstream” novels, Presidential Year, A Town Is Drowning and Sorority House
(that last one published under the pseudonym of “Jordan Park”). I can’t say that
we never quarreled about anything—after all, we were both graduates of the feisty
Futurians—but the writing always, a/ways went quickly and well. As editor, agent
and collaborator I have worked with literally hundreds of writers over the years,
in one degree or another of intimacy, but never with one more competent and
talented than Cyril. Even when we were not actually collaborating we would now
and then help each other out. Once when Cyril complained that he wanted to
write a story but couldn’t seem to come up with an attractive idea, I reminded
him that he had once mentioned to me that hed like to write a story about medi-
cal instrurnents from the future somehow appearing today; “The Little Black Bag”
was the result. And after that was published I urged him to do more with the
future background from which those instruments had come, and that turned into
“The Marching Morons.” And I am indebted to him for any number of details,
plot twists and bits of business in my own stories of the time.

All the while we were writing together, of course, he had other irons in the
fire. With Judy Merril he wrote two novels, Marschild and Gunner Cade; he con-
tinued to pour out his own wonderful shorter pieces, and he wrote half a dozen
novels all his own. Some of them were mainstream—Valerie, The Naked Storm
and Man of Cold Rages—bur three were science fiction. They were, of course,
brilliant. They are also, however, sadly, somewhat dated; 7akeoff was all about the
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first spaceflight, Nor This August about the results of the anticipated Russian-
American World War III, which in his story the Russians had won. By 1958 he
had larger plans, with two novels in the works. Neither was science fiction; both
were historical. One was to be about the life of St. Dacius, and that is all I know
about it; if any part of it was ever on paper it has long since been lost. The other
was to be about the battle of the Crater in the Civil War, and for that one Cyril
had done an immense quantity of research. He completed several hundred pages
of notes and reference material ... but that’s as far as it got. The Battle of the

Bulge finally took its toll.

By the mid-1950s Cyril began having medical problems. When at last he took
them to a doctor the diagnosis was bad. It was essentially malignant hyperten-
sion, the doctor said, probably the result of exposure and exhaustion in the
Ardennes Forest, and it was likely to be terminal. If Cyril wanted to live much
longer, the doctor told him, he would have to give up cigarettes, alcohol and spices
of all kinds, and take regular doses of the rauwolfia extracts that were all the phar-
macopeia of the day had to offer for that condition.

Cyril did his best to follow orders. When he came out to visit, Carol, my
wife at that time, baked him salt-free bread and served him spiceless health foods
and we never, never offered him a drink. It wasn’t good enough. The dope he was
taking relieved his tension, but it also made him stupid; this quick, insightful mind
had become woefully slow and fumbling. When I ventured to show him a novel
that was giving me trouble in the hope that he could help, he read it over ponder-
ously, then sighed. “Needs salt,” he said gloomily, and handed it back.

To live like that, Cyril decided, was no life at all. So he went against the
doctor’s orders. He stopped the drugs and resumed the cigarettes and the spices.
For a while he was the old Cyril again ... and then, on one snowy morning a few
months later, T got a despairing phone call from Mary, his wife. Cyril had shov-
cled snow to get out of the driveway of their home on Long Island, then run to
catch a train to the city, and dropped dead of a heart attack on the station plat-
form.

By the time I got there, a few hours later, there was nothing left to do bur to
try to console his widow and his sons. Mary and I went to the crematorium to
watch Cyril’s body roll into the chamber; the shutters closed; and that was the last
anyone ever saw of Cyril Kornbluth. He was then just thirty-four years old and,
I think, only beginning to hit his stride as a writer.

When Cyril died he left behind a few fragments of notes and uncompleted
stories. Some of them I completed and published as our final collaborations —
“The Quaker Cannon,” “Critical Mass” and “Mute, Inglorious Tam” among them.
There was one other. That was a very short piece called “The Meeting.” For one
reason or another it was years before I saw how to deal with that one. Bur ar last
I did, and when awards time came around the next year “The Meeting” won a
Hugo. It was the only such award ever given to Cyril’'s work, and it was not enough.
He deserved much, much more.

-









Editor’s Introduction

“Who is C. M. Kornbluth?” I asked. We had just seen the movie “Robocop”
in 1987, and I asked, “Where have I read the line ‘I'd buy that for a dollar!”?” To
which my wife Ann (my encyclopedia of all SF knowledge) replied without a pause,
“It was “Would you buy it for a quarter?” in “The Marching Morons.” It’s sort of a
sequel to “The Little Black Bag’ by ... Kornbluth, C. M. Kornbluth.”

I had recognized the tag line but not the author. That was the genesis of this
book. Shortly after that I bought a second-hand copy of The Best of C. M. Kornbluth,
that Fred Pohl edited and Del Rey published in 1976 (by then out-of-print). I
inhaled the collection and looked for more. Alas, neither the library nor the book-
seller could help me. Eventually, I discovered that some of his other works had
been published in even older and more difficult to obtain out-of-print collections:
Thirteen O’Clock and Other Zero Hours, A Mile Beyond the Moon, and The
Mindworm. 1 bought or borrowed these old, yellowed, brittle-paged paperbacks
and enjoyed them as well. )

In 1990 at a NESFA Other Meeting, Mark Olson first proposed that NESFA
publish classic SF authors whose work had gone out of print, and were therefore
unavailable to new SF fans or to anyone without a vast library of old pulps. Mark
selected Schmitz, and the first of the NESFA’s Choice books was published: 7%e
Best of James H. Schmitz. My proposal was C. M. Kornbluth.

In the preparation of this book I've had the good fortune to speak with many
of Cyril M. Kornbluth friends and contemporaries. He seems to have been your
typical literary genius: amusing, smart, quick-witted, but acid-tongued. His pho-
tograph on the back flyleaf shows a cocky young man, blithely smoking, perfectly
confident—yet he is only a boy, sixteen or seventeen years old. Here are cynicism
and maturity, characteristics that were present from the beginning of his career to
its sudden end.

Why a complete collection? Cyril Kornbluth was widely known for writing
under various pseudonyms: Cecil Corwin, S. D. Gottesman, etc. Several of his
pennames were house names, used by other writers for the same magazine, some
were also collaborations. I searched the usual sources to construct as complete a
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bibliography of solo Kornbluth stories as possible. Looking at that list and read-
ing the stories, I realized that I couldn’t bear to cut out any of them; they all had
a unique insight into human nature, and most were very good. A small number
had been written hastily, at the last minute to fill space in a pulp magazine being
edited by a fellow Futurian, but even the (bad) ones were impressive work for a
teenager writing “to spec” on a tight deadline. Some of these early stories I have
put in the back section of the book.

Why not include collaborative material? Kornbluth was an extensive col-
laborator. In the early forties, he collaborated with several of the Futurians: Don
Wollheim, Robert A. W. Lowndes, etc. Later, under the pseudonym of Cyril Judd,
he collaborated with Judith Merril on the Gunner Cade/Mars Child series. And,
of course, throughout his career he collaborated extensively with Fred Pohl. Re-
cently Pohl edited a collection of their collaborative efforts, Our Best: The Best of
Frederik Pohl and C. M. Kornbluth. Pohl and Kornbluth wrote in a unique voice
which was neither Pohl nor Kornbluth. I was interested in presenting Kornbluth’s
perspective.

To determine which stories were really Kornbluth, I consulted the usual in-
dexes to early SE The most useful source of bibliographic information I found
was, Cyril M. Kornbluth: The Cynical Scrutineer by Phil Stephensen-Payne &
Gordon Benson, Jr. (ISBN# 1-871133-03-3), a good bibliography that also in-
cludes non-SF works. I also conferred with Ken Johnson (an expert on pseud-
onyms in SF), who had managed to view some of the original receipts from some
of the early publishers, and from him [ learned that Kornbluth did not write
“Hollow of the Moon,” a story written under the byline Gabriel Barclay. The
Shakespeare quotation at the beginning of “ITwo Dooms” only appeared in the
first occurrence, in the magazine Venture (7/58) and not in any subsequent re-
prints. In the magazine Galaxy (12/51) there is a variation of the story “With
These Hands” with a rather contrived ending, which doesn’t appear in other edi-
tions of the story. I believe the Galaxy ending to be an editor’s addition, and have
chosen to include the more widely used variation. There was a heavily abridged
version of “The Silly Season” in the collection 7he Mindworm. The complete ver-
sion appears here.

This book has been part of my life for three years. Throughout this time, it
is the stories that hold my attention. Witty, pointed, telling, honest, gutsy. It is
through these stories that we see Kornbluth’s view the clearest. A universe of in-
trigue and absurdity, of con-men, of suckers, of justice, his justice, his truth, his
vision. The stories that follow are his share of glory.

Timothy P Szczesuil
Wayland, Mass.
December 1996
















[Astounding - January 1952]

That Share of Glory

Young Alen, one of a thousand in the huge refectory, ate absent-mindedly as the
reader droned into the perfect silence of the hall. Today’s lesson happened to be a
word-list of the Thetis VIII planet’s sea-going folk.

“Tlon—a ship,” droned the reader.

“Rtlo—some ships, number unknown.

“Long—some ships, number known, always modified by cardinal.

“Ongr—a ship in a collection of ships, always modified by ordinal.

“Ngrt—first ship in a collection of ships; an exception to ongr.”

A lay brother tiptoed to Alen’s side. “The Rector summons you,” he whis-
pered.

Alen had no time for panic, though that was the usual reaction to a sum-
mons from the Rector to a novice. He slipped from the refectory, stepped onto
the northbound corridor and stepped off at his cell, a minute later and a quarter-
mile farther on. Hastily, but meticulously, he changed from his drab habit to the
heraldic robes in the cubicle with its simple stool, washstand, desk, and paper-
weight or two. Alen, a level-headed young fellow, was not aware that he had bro-
ken any section of the Order’s complicated Rule, but he was aware that he could
have done so without knowing it. It might, he thought, be the last time he would
see the cell.

He cast a glance which he hoped would not be the final one over it; a glance
which lingered a little fondly on the reel rack where were stowed: Nicholson on
Martian Verbs, The New Oxford Venusian Dictionary, the ponderous six-reeler
Deutsche-Ganymedische Konversatsionslexikon published long ago and far away in
Leipzig. The later works were there, too: The Tongues of the Galaxy—An Essay in
Classification, A Concise Grammar of Cephean, The Self-Pronouncing Vegan II Dic-
tionary—scores of them, and, of course, the worn reel of old Machiavelli’s 7he
Prince.
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Enough of that! Alen combed out his small, neat beard and stepped onto
the southbound corridor. He transferred to an eastbound at the next intersection
and minutes later was before the Rector’s lay secretary.

“You'd better review your Lyran irregulars,” said the secretary disrespectfully.
“There’s a trader in there who’s looking for a cheap herald on a swindling trip to
Lyra V1.” Thus unceremoniously did Alen learn that he was not to be ejected from
the Order but that he was to be elevated to Journeyman. But as a herald should,
he betrayed no sign of his immense relief. He did, however, take the secretary’s
advice and sensibly reviewed his Lyran.

While he was in the midst of a declension which applied only to inanimate
objects, the voice of the Rector—and what a mellow voice it was!—floated through

the secretary’s intercom.
“Admirt the novice, Alen,” said the Master Herald.

A final sertling of his robes and the youth walked into the Rector’s huge office,
with the seal of the Order blazing in diamonds above his desk. There was a stranger
present; presumably the trader—a black-bearded fellow whose rugged frame didn’t
carry his Vegan cloak with ease.

Said the Rector: “Novice, this is to be the crown of your toil if you are ac-
ceptable to—?" He courteously turned to the trader, who shrugged irritably.

“It’s all one to me,” growled the blackbeard. “Somebody cheap, somebody
who knows the cant of the thievish Lyran gem peddlers, above all, somebody a¢
once. Overhead is devouring my flesh day by day as the ship waits at the field. And
when we are space-borne, my imbecile crew will doubtless waste liter after price-
less liter of my fuel. And when we land the swindling Lyrans will without doubt
make my ruin complete by tricking me even out of the minute profit I hope to
realize. Good Master Herald, let me have the infant cheap and I'll bid you good
day.”

The Rector’s shaggy eyebrows drew down in a frown. “Trader,” he said
sonorously, “our mission of galactic utilitarian culture is not concerned with
your margin of profit. I ask you to test this youth and, if you find him able, to
take him as your Herald on your voyage. He will serve you well, for he has
been taught that commerce and words, its medium, are the unifying bonds
which will one day unite the cosmos into a single humankind. Do not con-
ceive that the College and Order of Heralds is a mere aid to you in your com-
mercial adventure.”

“Very well,” growled the trader. He addressed Alen in broken Lyran. “Boy,
how you make up Vegan stones of three fires so Lyran women like, come buy, buy
again?”

Alen smoothly replied: “The Vegan triple-fire gem finds most favor on Lyra
and especially among its women when set in a wide glass anklet if large, and when
arranged in the Lyran ‘lucky five’ pattern in a glass thumb-ring if small.” He was
glad, very glad, he had come across—and as a matter of course memorized, in the
relentless fashion of the Order—a novel which touched briefly on the Lyran jewel
trade.
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The trader glowered and switched to Cephean—apparently his native tongue.
“That was well-enough said, Herald. Now tell me whether you've got guts to man
a squirt in case we're intercepted by the thieving so-called Customs collectors of
Eyolf’s Realm between here and Lyra?”

Alen knew the Rector’s eyes were on him. “The noble mission of our Or-
der,” he said, “forbids me to use any weapon but the truth in furthering cosmic
utilitarian civilization. No, master trader, I shall not man one of your weapons.”

The trader shrugged. “So I must take what I get. Good Master Herald, make
me a price.”

The Rector said casually: “I regard this chiefly as a training mission for our
novice; the fee will be nominal. Let us say twenty-five percent of your net as of
blastoff from Lyra, to be audited by Journeyman-Herald Alen.”

The trader’s howl of rage echoed in the dome of the huge room. “It’s not
fair!” he roared. “Who but you thievish villains with your Order and your catch-
‘em-young and your years of training can learn the tongues of the galaxy? What
chance has a decent merchant busy with profit and loss got to learn the cant of
every race between Sirius and the Coalsack? It’s not fair! It’s not fair and 'll say so
until my dying breath!”

“Die outside if you find our terms unacceptable, then,” said the Rector. “The
Order does not haggle.”

“Well T know it,” sighed the trader brokenly. “I should have stuck to my
own system and my good father’s pump-flange factory. But no! I had to pick up a
bargain in gems on Vega! Enough of this—bring me your contract and T’ll sign
it.

The Rector’s shaggy eyebrows went up. “There is no contract,” he said. “A
mutual trust between Herald and trader is the cornerstone upon which cosmos-
wide amity and understanding will be built.”

“At twenty-five percent of an unlicked pup,” muttered blackbeard to him-
self in Cephean.

None of his instructors had played Polonius as Alen, with the seal of the Journey-
man-Herald on his brow, packed for blastoff and vacated his cell. He supposed
they knew that twenty years of training either had done their work or had not.

The trader, taking Alen to the field where his ship waited, was less wise.
“The secret of successful negotiation,” he weightily told his Herald, “is to yield
willingly. This may strike you as a paradox, but it is the veritable key to my suc-
cess in maintaining the profits of my good father’s pump-flange trade. The secret
is to yield with rueful admiration of your opponent—but only in unimportant
details. Put up a little battle about delivery date or about terms of credit and then
let him have his way. But you never give way a hair’s breadth on your asking price
unless—"

Alen let him drivel on as they drove through the outer works of the College.
He was glad the car was open. For the first time he was being accorded the doffed
hat that is the due of Heralds from their inferiors in the Order, and the grave nod
of salutation from equals. Five-year-old postulants seeing his brow-seal tugged off
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their headgear with comical celerity; fellow-novices, equals a few hours before,
uncovered as though he were the Rector himself.

The ceremonial began to reach the trader. When, with a final salutation, a
lay warder let them through the great gate of the curtain wall, he said with some
irritation: “They appear to hold you in high regard, boy.”

“I am better addressed as ‘Herald’,” said Alen composedly.

“A plague descend on the College and Order! Do you think I don’t know my
manners? Of course I call a Herald "Herald,” but we’re going to be cooped up
together and you'll be working for me. What'll happen to ship’s discipline if I
have to kowtow to you?”

“There will be no problem,” said Alen.

Blackbeard grunted and trod fiercely on the accelerator.

“That’s my ship,” he said at length. “Starsong. Vegan registry—it may help
passing through Eyolf’s Realm, though it cost me overmuch in bribes. A crew of
eight, lazy, good-for-nothing wastrels—Agh! Can I believe my eyes?” The car
jammed to a halt before the looming ship, and blackbeard was up the ladder and
through the port in a second. Settling his robes, Alen followed.

He found the trader fiercely denouncing his chief engineer for using space drive
to heat the ship; he had seen the faint haze of a minimum exhaust from the stern
tubes.

“For that, dolt,” screamed blackbeard, “we have a thing known as electricity.
Have you by chance ever heard of it? Are you aware that a chief engineer’s respon-
sibility is the efficient and economical operation of his ship’s drive mechanism?”

The chief, a cowed-looking Cephean, saw Alen with relief and swept off his
battered cap. The Herald nodded gravely and the trader broke off in irritation.
“We need none of that bowing and scraping for the rest of the voyage,” he de-
clared.

“Of course not, sir,” said the chief. “O’course not. I was just welcoming the
Herald aboard. Welcome aboard, Herald. I'm Chief Elwon, Herald. And I'm glad
to have a Herald with us.” A covert glance at the trader. “/ve voyaged with Her-
alds and without, and I don’t mind saying I feel safer indeed with you aboard.”

“May I be taken to my quarters?” asked Alen.

“Your—?” began the trader, stupefied.

The chief broke in: “T'll fix you a cabin, Herald. We've got some bulkheads
I can rig aft for a snug little space, not roomy, but the best a little ship like this can
afford.”

The trader collapsed into a bucket seat as the chief bustled aft and Alen fol-
lowed.

“Herald,” the chief said with some embarrassment after he had collared two
crewmen and set them to work, “you’ll have to excuse our good master trader.
He's new to the interstar lanes and he doesn’t exactly know the jets yet. Between us
we'll get him squared away.”

Alen inspected the cubicle run up for him—a satisfactory enclosure afford-
ing him the decent privacy he rated. He dismissed the chief and the crewmen
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with a nod and settled himself on the cot.

Beneath the iron composure in which he had been trained, he felt scared
and alone. Not even old Machiavelli seemed to offer comfort or counsel: “There
is nothing more difficult to take in hand, more perilous to conduct, or more un-
certain in its success, than to take the lead in the introduction of a new order of
things,” said Chapter Six.

But what said Chapter Twenty-Six? “Where the willingness is great, the dif-

ficulties cannot be great.”

Starsong was not a happy ship. Blackbeard’s nagging stinginess hung over the crew
like a thundercloud, but Alen professed not to notice. He walked regularly fore
and aft for two hours a day, greeting the crew members in their various native
tongues and then wrapping himself in the reserve the Order demanded—though
he longed to salute them man-to-man, eat with them, gossip about their native
planets, the past misdeeds that had brought them to their berths aboard the mi-
serly Starsong and their hopes for the future. The Rule of the College and Order of
Heralds decreed otherwise. He accepted the uncoverings of the crew with a nod
and tried to be pleased because they stood in growing awe of him that ranged
from Chief Elwon’s lively appreciation of a Herald’s skill to Wiper Jukkl’s super-
stitious reverence. Jukkl was a lowbrowed specimen from a planet of the decadent
Sirius system. He outdid the normal slovenliness of an all-male crew on a freighter
—a slovenliness in which Alen could not share. Many of his waking hours were
spent in his locked cubicle burnishing his metal and cleaning and pressing his
robes. A Herald was never supposed to suggest by his appearance that he shared
mortal frailties.

Blackbeard himself yielded a little, to the point of touching his cap sul-
lenly. This probably was not so much awe at Alen’s studied manner as respect
for the incisive, lightning-fast job of auditing the Herald did on the books of
the trading venture—absurdly complicated books with scores of accounts to
record a simple matter of buying gems cheap on Vega and chartering a ship in
the hope of selling them dearly on Lyra. The complicated books and overlap-
ping accounts did tell the story, but they made it very easy for an auditor to
erroneously read a number of costs as far higher than they actually were. Alen
did not fall into the trap.

On the fifth day after blastoff, Chief Elwon rapped, respectfully but urgently,
on the door of Alen’s cubicle.

“If you please, Herald,” he urged, “could you come to the bridge?”

Alen’s heart bounded in his chest, but he gravely said: “My meditation must
not be interrupted. I shall join you on the bridge in ten minutes.” And for ten
minutes he methodically polished a murky link in the massive gold chain that
fastened his boat-cloak—the “meditation.” He donned the cloak before stepping
out; the summons sounded like a full-dress affair in the offing.

The trader was stamping and fuming. Chief Elwon was riffling through his spec
book unhappily. Astrogator Hufner was at the plot computer running up trajec-
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tories and knocking them down again. A quick glance showed Alen that they were
all high-speed trajectories in the “evasive action” class.

“Herald,” said the trader grimly, “we have broken somebody’s detector
bubble.” He jerked his thumb at a red-lit signal. “I expect we’ll be overhauled
shortly. Are you ready to earn your twenty-five percent of the net?”

Alen overlooked the crudity. “Are you rigged for color video, merchant?” he
asked.

“We are.”

“Then I am ready to do what I can for my client.”

He took the communicator’s seat, stealing a glance in the still-blank screen.
The reflection of his face was reassuring, though he wished he had thought to
comb his small beard.

Another light flashed on, and Hufner quit the computer to study the detec-
tor board. “Big, powerful and getting closer,” he said tersely. “Scanning for us
with directionals now. Putting out plenty of energy—"

The loud-speaker of the ship-to-ship audio came to life.

“Which ship are you?” it demanded in Vegan. “We are a Customs cruiser of
the Realm of Eyolf. What ship are you?”

“Have the crew man the squirts,” said the trader softly to the chief.

Elwon looked at Alen, who shook his head. “Sorry, sir,” said the engineer
apologetically. “The Herald—"

“We are the freighter Starsong, Vegan registry,” said Alen into the audio mike
as the trader choked. “We are carrying Vegan gems to Lyra.”

“They’re on us,” said the astrogator despairingly, reading his instruments.
The ship-to-ship video flashed on, showing an arrogant, square-jawed face topped
by a battered naval cap.

“Lyra indeed! We have plans of our own for Lyra. You will heave to—" be-
gan the officer in the screen, before he noted Alen. “My pardon, Herald,” he said
sardonically. “Herald, will you please request the ship’s master to heave to for
boarding and search? We wish to assess and collect Customs duties. You are aware,
of course, that your vessel is passing through the Realm.”

The man’s accented Vegan reeked of Algol IV. Alen switched to that obscure
language to say: “We were not aware of that. Are you aware that there is a recipro-
cal trade treaty in effect between the Vegan system and the Realm which specifies
that freight in Vegan bottoms is dutiable only when consigned to ports in the Realm?”

“You speak Algolian, do you? You Heralds have not been underrated, but
don’t plan to lie your way out of this. Yes, I am aware of some such agreement as
you mentioned. We shall board you, as I said, and assess and collect duty in kind.
If, regrettably, there has been any mistake, you are, of course, free to apply to the
Realm for reimbursement. Now, heave to!”

“I have no intentions of lying. I speak the solemn truth when I say that we
shall fight to the last man any attempt of yours to board and loot us.”

Alen’s mind was racing furiously through the catalogue of planetary folkways the
Rule had decreed that he master. Algol IV—some ancestor-worship; veneration
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of mother; hand-to-hand combat with knives; complimentary greeting, “May you
never strike down a weaker foe”; folk-hero Gaarek unjustly accused of slaying a
cripple and exiled but it was an enemy’s plot—

A disconcerted shadow was crossing the face of the other as Alen improvised:
“You will, of course, kill us all. But before this happens I shall have messaged back
to the College and Order of Heralds the facts in the case, with a particular request
that your family be informed. Your name, I think, will be remembered as long as
Gaarek’s—though not in the same way, of course; the Algolian whose hundred-
man battle cruiser wiped out a virtually unarmed freighter with a crew of eight.”

The officer’s face was dark with rage. “You devil!” he snarled. “Leave my
family out of this! I'll come aboard and fight you man-to-man if you have the
stomach for it!”

Alen shook his head regretfully. “The Rule of my Order forbids recourse to
violence,” he said. “Our only permissible weapon is the truth.”

“We’re coming aboard,” said the officer grimly. “I'll order my men not to
harm your people. We'll just be collecting customs. If your people shoot first, my
men will be under orders to do nothing more than disable them.”

Alen smiled and uttered a sentence or two in Algolian.

The officer’s jaw dropped and he croaked, after a pause: “I'll cut you to rib-
bons. You can’t say that about my mother, you—" and he spewed back some of
the words Alen had spoken.

“Calm yourself,” said the Herald gravely. “I apologize for my disgusting and
unheraldic remarks. But I wished to prove a point. You would have killed me if
you could; I touched off a reaction which had been planted in you by your cul-
ture. [ will be able to do the same with the men of yours who come aboard. For
every race of man there is the intolerable insult that must be avenged in blood.

“Send your men aboard under orders not to kill if you wish; I shall goad them
into a killing rage. We shall be massacred, yours will be the blame and you will be
disgraced and disowned by your entire planet.” Alen hoped desperately that the
naval crews of the Realm were, as reputed, a barbarous and undisciplined lot—

Evidently they were, and the proud Algolian dared not risk it. In his native
language he spat again: “You devil!” and switched back into Vegan. “Freighter
Starsong,” he said bleakly, “I find that my space fix was in error and that you are
not in Realm territory. You may proceed.”

The astrogator said from the detector board, incredulously: “He’s disengag-
ing. He’s off us. He’s accelerating. Herald, whar did you say to him?”

But the reaction from blackbeard was more gratifying. Speechless, the trader
took off his cap. Alen acknowledged the salute with a grave nod before he started
back to his cubicle. It was just as well, he reflected, that the trader didn’t know his
life and his ship had been unconditionally pledged in a finish fight against a hun-

dred-man bartle cruiser.

Lyra’s principal spaceport was pocked and broken, but they made a fair-enough
landing. Alen, in full heraldic robes, descended from Starsong to greet a handful
of port officials.
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“Any metals aboard?” demanded one of them.

“None for sale,” said the Herald. “We have Vegan gems, chiefly triple-fire.”
He knew that the dull litcle planet was short of metals and, having made a virtue
of necessity, was somehow prejudiced against their import.

“Have your crew transfer the cargo to the Customs shed,” said the port of-
ficial studying Starsong’s papers. “And all of you wait there.”

All of them—except Alen—Ilugged numbered sacks and boxes of gems to
the low brick building designated. The trader was allowed to pocket a handful for
samples before the shed was sealed—a complicated business. A brick was mor-
tared over the simple ironwood latch that closed the ironwood door, a pat of clay
was slapped over the brick and the port seal stamped in it. A mechanic with what
looked like a pottery blowtorch fed by powdered coal played a flame on the clay
seal until it glowed orange-red and that was that.

“Herald,” said the port official, “tell the merchant to sign here and make his
fingerprints.”

Alen studied the document; it was a simple identification form. Blackbeard
signed with the reed pen provided and fingerprinted the document. After two
weeks in space he scarcely needed to ink his fingers first.

“Now tell him that we'll release the gems on his written fingerprinted order
to whatever Lyran citizens he sells to. And explain that this roundabout system is
necessary to avoid metal smuggling. Please remove 4// metal from your clothes
and stow it on your ship. Then we will seal that, too, and put it under guard until
you are ready to take off. We regret that we will have to search you before we turn
you loose, but we can’t afford to have our economy disrupted by irresponsible
introduction of metals.” Alen had not realized it was that bad.

After the thorough search that extended to the confiscation of forgotten
watches and pins, the port officials changed a sheaf of the trader’s uranium-backed
Vegan currency into Lyran legal tender based on man-hours. Blackbeard made a
partial payment to the crew, and told them to have a good liberty and check in at
the port at sunset tomorrow for probable take-off.

Alen and the trader were driven to town in an unlikely vehicle whose power plant
was a pottery turbine. The driver, when they were safely out on the open road,
furtively asked whether they had any metal they wanted to discard.

The trader asked sharply in his broken Lyran: “What you do you get metal?
Where sell, how use?”

The driver, following a universal tendency, raised his voice and lapsed into
broken Lyran himself to tell the strangers: “Black market science men pay much,
much for little bit metal. Study, use build. Politicians make law no metal, what
care politicians? But you no tell, gentlemen?”

“We won't tell,” said Alen. “But we have no metal for you.”

The driver shrugged.

“Herald,” said the trader, “what do you make of it?”

“I didn’t know it was a political issue. We concern ourselves with the basic
patterns of a people’s behavior, not the day-to-day expressions of the patterns.
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The planet’s got no heavy metals, which means there were no metals available to
the primitive Lyrans. The lighter metals don’t occur in native form or in easily-
split compounds. They proceeded along the ceramic line instead of the metallic
line and appear to have done quite well for themselves up to a point. No electric-
ity, of course, no aviation and no space flight.”

“And,” said the trader, “naturally the people who make these buggies and
that blowtorch we saw are scared witless that metals will be imported and put
them out of business. So naturally they have laws passed prohibiting it.”

“Naturally,” said the Herald, looking sharply at the trader. But blackbeard
was back in character a moment later. “An outrage,” he growled. “Trying to tell a
man what he can and can’t import when he sees a decent chance to make a bit of

rofit.”
’ The driver dropped them at a boardinghouse. It was half-timbered construc-
tion, which appeared to be swankier than the more common brick. The floors were
plate glass, roughened for traction. Alen got them a double room with a view.

“What's that thing?” demanded the trader, inspecting the view.

The thing was a structure looming above the slate and tile roofs of the town—
a round brick tower for its first twenty-five meters and then wood for another
fifteen. As they studied it, it pricked up a pair of ears at the top and began to flop
them wildly.

“Semaphore,” said Alen.

A minute later blackbeard piteously demanded from the bathroom: “How
do you make water come out of the tap? I touched it all over but nothing hap-
pened.”

“You have to turn it,” said Alen, demonstrating. “And that thing—you pull
it sharply down, hold it and then release.”

“Barbarous,” muttered the trader. “Barbarous.”

An elderly maid came in to show them how to string their hammocks and
ask if they happened to have a bit of metal to give her for a souvenir. They sent her
away and, rather than face the public dining room, made a meal from their own
stores and turned in for the night.

It's going well, thought Alen drowsily: going very well indeed.

He awoke abruptly, but made no move. It was dark in the double room, and there
were stealthy, furtive little noises nearby. A hundred thoughts flashed through his
head of Lyran treachery and double-dealing. He lifted his eyelids a trifle and saw
a figure silhouetted against the faint light of the big window. If a burglar, he was
a clumsy one.

There was a stirring from the other hammock, the trader’s. With a subdued
roar that sounded like “Thieving villains!” blackbeard launched himself from the
hammock at the intruder. But his feet tangled in the hammock cords and he belly-
flopped on the floor.

The burglar, if it was one, didn’t dash smoothly and efficiently for the door.
He straightened himself against the window and said resignedly: “You need not
fear. I will make no resistance.”

[l—
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Alen rolled from the hammock and helped the trader to his feet. “He said he
doesn’t want to fight,” he told the trader.

Blackbeard seized the intruder and shook him like a rat. “So the rogue is a
coward too!” he boomed. “Give us a light, Herald.”

Alen uncovered the slow-match, blew it to a flame, squeakily pumped up a
pressure torch until a jet of pulverized coal sprayed from its nozzle and ignited it.
A dozen strokes more and there was enough heat feeding back from the jer to
maintain the pressure cycle.

Through all of this the trader was demanding in his broken Lyran: “What
make here, thief? What reason thief us room?”

The Herald brought the hissing pressure lamp to the window. The intruder’s
face was not the unhealthy, neurotic face of a criminal. Its thin lines told of disci-
pline and thought.

“What did you want here?” asked Alen.

“Metal,” said the intruder simply. “I thought you might have a bit of iron.”

[t was the first time a specific metal had been named by any Lyran. He used,
of course, the Vegan word for iron.

“You are particular,” remarked the Herald. “Why iron?”

“I have heard that it possesses certain properties—perhaps you can tell me
before you turn me over to the police. Is it true, as we hear, that a mass of iron
whose crystals have been aligned by a sharp blow will strongly attract another piece
of iron with a force related to the distance between them?”

“It is true,” said the Herald, studying the man’s face. It was lit with excite-
ment. Deliberately Alen added: “This alignment is more easily and uniformly ef-
fected by placing the mass of iron in an electric field—that is, a space surround-
ing the passage of an electron stream through a conductor.” Many of the words he
used had to be Vegan; there were no Lyran words for “electric,” “electron” or “con-
ductor.”

The intruder’s face fell. “I have tried to master the concept you refer to,” he
admitted. “But it is beyond me. I have questioned other interstar voyagers and
they have touched on it, but I cannot grasp it— But thank you, sir; you have been
very courteous. I will trouble you no further while you summon the watch.”

“You give up too easily,” said Alen. “For a scientist, much too easily. If we
turn you over to the watch, there will be hearings and testimony and whatnot.
Our time is limited here on your planet; I doubt that we can spare any for your
legal processes.”

The trader let go of the intruder’s shoulder and grumbled: “Why you no ask
we have iron, [ tell you no. Search, search, take all metal away. We no police you.
I sorry hurted you arms. Here for you.” Blackbeard brought out a palmful of his
sample gems and picked out a large triple-fire stone. “You not be angry me,” he
said, putting it in the Lyran’s hand.

“I can’t—" said the scientist.

Blackbeard closed his fingers over the stone and growled: “I give, you take.
Maybe buy iron with, eh?”

“That’s so,” said the Lyran. “Thank you both, gentlemen. Thank you—"
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“You go,” said the trader. “You go, we sleep again.”

The scientist bowed with dignity and left their room.

“Gods of space,” swore the trader. “To think that Jukkl, the Starsong’s wiper,
knows more about electricity and magnetism than a brainy fellow like that.”

“And they are the key to physics,” mused Alen. “A scientist here is dead-
ended forever, because their materials are all insulators! Glass, clay, glaze, wood.”

“Funny, all right,” yawned blackbeard. “Did you see me collar him once I
got on my feet? Sharp, eh? Good night, Herald.” He gruntingly hauled himself
into the hammock again, leaving Alen to turn off the hissing light and cover the
slow-match with its perforated lid.

They had roast fowl of some sort or other for breakfast in the public dining room.
Alen was required by his Rule to refuse the red wine that went with it. The trader
gulped it approvingly. “A sensible, though backward people,” he said. “And now
if you'll inquire of the management where the thievish jewel-buyers congregate,
we can get on with our business and perhaps be off by dawn tomorrow.”

“So quickly?” asked Alen, almost forgetting himself enough to show sur-

rise.
’ “My charter on Starsong, good Herald—thirty days to go, but what might
not go wrong in space? And then there would be penalties to mulct me of what-
ever minute profit | may realize.”

Alen learned that Gromeg’s Tavern was the gem mart and they took another
of the turbine-engined cabs through the brick-paved streets.

Gromeg’s was a dismal, small-windowed brick barn with heavy-set men
lounging about, an open kitchen at one end and tables at the other. A score of
smaller, sharp-faced men were at the tables sipping wine and chatting.

“I am Journeyman-Herald Alen,” announced Alen clearly, “with Vegan gems
to dispose of.”

There was a silence of elaborate unconcern, and then one of the dealers spat
and grunted: “Vegan gems. A drug on the market. Take them away, Herald.”

“Come, master trader,” said Alen in the Lyran tongue. “The gem dealers of
Lyra do not want your wares.” He started for the door.

One of the dealers called languidly: “Well, wait a moment. I have nothing
better to do; since you've come all this way I'll have a look at your stuff.”

“You honor us,” said Alen. He and blackbeard sat at the man’s table. The
trader took out a palmful of samples, counted them meaningfully and laid them
on the boards.

“Well,” said the gem dealer, “I don’t know whether to be amused or in-
sulted. I am Garthkint, the gem dealer—not a retailer of beads. However, 1
have no hard feelings. A drink for your frowning friend, Herald? I know you
gentry dont indulge.” The drink was already on the table, brought by one of
the hulking guards.

Alen passed Garthkint’s own mug of wine to the trader, explaining politely:
“In my master trader’s native Cepheus it is considered honorable for the guest to
sip the drink his host laid down and none other. A charming custom, is it not?”
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“Charming, though unsanitary,” muttered the gem dealer—and he did not
touch the drink he had ordered for blackbeard.

“I cant understand a word either of you is saying—too flowery. Was this
little rat trying to drug me?” demanded the trader in Cephean.

“No,” said Alen. “Just trying to get you drunk.” To Garthkint in Lyran, he
explained, “The good trader was saying that he wishes to leave at once. I was agree-
ing with him.”

“Well,” said Garthkint, “perhaps I can take a couple of your gauds. For some
youngster who wishes a cheap ring.”

“He’s getting to it,” Alen told the trader.

“High time,” grunted blackbeard.

“The trader asks me to inform you,” said Alen, switching back to Lyran,
“that he is unable to sell in lots smaller than five hundred gems.”

“A compact language, Cephean,” said Garthkint, narrowing his eyes.

“Is it not?” Alen blandly agreed.

The gem dealer’s forefinger rolled an especially fine three-fire stone from
the little pool of gems on the table. “I suppose,” he said grudgingly, “that this is
what I must call the best of the lot. What, [ am curious to know, is the price you
would set for five hundred equal in quality and size to this poor thing?”

“This,” said Alen, “is the good trader’s first venture to your delightful planet.
He wishes to be remembered and welcomed all of the many times he anticipates
returning. Because of this he has set an absurdly low price, counting good will as
more important than a prosperous voyage. Two thousand Lyran credits.”

“Absurd,” snorted Garthkint. “I cannot do business with you. Either you
are insanely rapacious or you have been pitifully misguided as to the value of your
wares. | am well known for my charity; I will assume that the latter is the case.
trust you will not be too downcast when I tell you that five hundred of these muddy,
undersized out-of-round objects are worth no more than two hundred credits.”

“If you are serious,” said Alen with marked amazement, “we would not dream
of imposing on you. At the figure you mention, we might as well not sell at all but
return with our wares to Cepheus and give these gems to children in the streets
for marbles. Good gem trader, excuse us for taking up so much of your time and
many thanks for your warm hospitality in the matter of the wine.” He switched to
Cephean and said: “We're dickering now. Two thousand and two hundred. Get
up; we’re going to start to walk out.”

“What if he lets us go?” grumbled blackbeard, but he did heave himself to
his feet and turn to the door as Alen rose.

“My trader echoes my regrets,” the Herald said in Lyran. “Farewell.”

“Well, stay a moment,” said Garthkint. “I am well known for my soft heart
toward strangers. A charitable man might go as high as five hundred and absorb
the inevitable loss. If you should return some day with a passable lot of rea/ gems,
it would be worth my while for you to remember who treated you with such be-
nevolence and give me fair choice.”

“Noble Lyran,” said Alen, apparently almost overcome, “I shall not easily
forget your combination of acumen and charity. It is a lesson to traders. It is a
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lesson to me. I shall zoz insist on two thousand. I shall cut the throat of my trader’s
venture by reducing his price to eighteen hundred credits, though I wonder how
I shall dare tell him of it.”

“What’s going on now?” demanded blackbeard.

“Five hundred and eighteen hundred,” said Alen. “We can sit down again.”

“Up, down—up, down,” muttered the trader.

They sat, and Alen said in Lyran: “My trader unexpectedly indorses the re-
duction. He says, ‘Better to lose some than all'—an old proverb in the Cephean
tongue. And he forbids any further reduction.”

“Come, now,” wheedled the gem dealer. “Let us be men of the world about
this. One must give a little and take a little. Everybody knows he can’t have his
own way forever. I shall offer a good, round eight hundred credits and we’ll close
on it, eh? Pilquis, fetch us a pen and ink!” One of the burly guards was right there
with an inkpot and a reed pen. Garthkint had a Customs form out of his tunic
and was busily filling it in to specify the size, number and fire of gems to be re-
leased to him.

“What's it now?” asked blackbeard.

“Eight hundred.”

“Take it!”

“Garthkint,” said Alen regretfully, “you heard the firmness and decision in
my trader’s voice? What can I do? I am only speaking for him. He is a hard man
but perhaps I call talk him around later. I offer you the gems at a ruinous fifteen
hundred credits.”

“Split the difference,” said Garthkint resignedly.

“Done at eleven-fifty,” said Alen.

That blackbeard understood. “Well done!” he boomed at Alen and took a
swig at Garthkint’s winecup. “Have him fill in ‘Sack eighteen’ on his paper. It’s
five hundred of that grade.”

The gem dealer counted out twenty-three fifty-credit notes and blackbeard
signed and fingerprinted the release.

“Now,” said Garthkint, “you will please remain here while I take a trip to
the spaceport for my property.” Three or four of the guards were suddenly quite
close.

“You will find,” said Alen dryly, “that our standard of commercial morality
is no lower than yours.”

The dealer smiled politely and left.

“Who will be the next?” asked Alen of the room at large.

“I’ll look at your gems,” said another dealer, sitting at the table.

With the ice-breaking done, the transactions went quicker. Alen had dis-
posed of a dozen lots by the time their first buyer returned.

“It’s all right,” he said. “We've been tricked before, but your gems are as rep-
resented. I congratulate you, Herald, on driving a hard, fair bargain.”

“That means,” said Alen regretfully, “that I should have asked for more.”
The guards were once more lounging in corners and no longer seemed so menac-

ing.
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They had a mid-day meal and continued to dispose of their wares. At sunset Alen
held a final auction to clean up the odd lots that remained over and was urged to
stay to dinner.

The trader, counting a huge wad of the Lyran manpower-based notes, shook
his head. “We should be off before dawn, Herald,” he told Alen. “Time is money,
time is money.”

“They are very insistent.”

“And I am very stubborn. Thank them and let us be on our way before any-
thing else is done to increase my overhead.”

Something did turn up—a city watchman with a bloody nose and split lip.

He demanded of the Herald: “Are you responsible for the Cephean maniac
known as Elwon?”

Garthkint glided up to mutter in Alen’s ear: “Beware how you answer!”

Alen needed no warning. His grounding included Lyran legal concepts—
and on the backward little planet touched with many relics of feudalism “respon-
sible” covered much territory.

“What has Chief Elwon done?” he parried.

“As you see,” the watchman glumly replied, pointing to his wounds. “And
the same to three others before we got him out of the wrecked wineshop and into
the castle. Are you responsible for him?”

“Let me speak with my trader for a moment. Will you have some wine mean-
time?” He signaled and one of the guards brought a mug,.

“Don’t mind if I do. I can use it,” sighed the watchman.

“We are in trouble,” said Alen to blackbeard. “Chief Elwon is in the ‘castle’—
prison—for drunk and disorderly conduct. You as his master are considered re-
sponsible for his conduct under Lyran law. You must pay his fines or serve his
penalties. Or you can ‘disown’ him, which is considered dishonorable but some-
times necessary. For paying his fine or serving his time you have a prior lien on his
services, without pay—but of course that’s unenforceable off Lyra.”

Blackbeard was sweating a little. “Find out from the policeman how long
all this is likely to take. I don’t want to leave Elwon here and I do want us to
get off as soon as possible. Keep him occupied, now, while I go about some
business.”

The trader retreated to a corner of the darkening barnlike tavern, beckoning
Garthkint and a guard with him as Alen returned to the watchman.

“Good keeper of the peace,” he said, “will you have another?”

He would.

“My trader wishes to know what penalties are likely to be levied against the
unfortunate Chief Elwon.”

“Going to leave him in the lurch, eh?” asked the watchman a little belliger-
ently. “A fine master you have!”

One of the dealers at the table indignantly corroborated him. “If you for-
eigners aren’t prepared to live up to your obligations, why did you come here in
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the first place? What happens to business if a master can send his man to steal and
cheat and then say: ‘Don’t blame me—it was /is doing!™”

Alen patiently explained: “On other planets, good Lyrans, the tie of master
and man is not so strong that a man would obey if he were ordered to go and steal
or cheat.”

They shook their heads and muttered. It was unheard-of.

“Good watchman,” pressed the Herald, “my trader does not want to disown
Chief Elwon. Can you tell me what recompense would be necessary—and how
long it would take to manage the business?”

The watchman started on a third cup which Alen had unostentatiously sig-
naled for. “It’s hard to say,” he told the Herald weightily. “For my damages, I would
demand a hundred credits at least. The three other members of the watch battered
by your lunatic could ask no less. The wineshop suffered easily five hundred cred-
its’ damage. The owner of it was beaten, but that doesn’t matter, of course.”

“No imprisonment?”

“Oh, a flogging, of course”—Alen started before he recalled that the “flog-
ging” was a few half-hearted symbolic strokes on the covered shoulders with a
light cane—“but no imprisonment. His Honor, Judge Kratl, does not sit on the
night bench. Judge Krarl is a newfangled reformer, stranger. He professes to be-
lieve that mulcting is unjust—thar it makes it easy for the rich to commit crime
and go scot-free.”

“But doesn't it?” asked Alen, drawn off-course in spite of himself. There was
pitying laughter around him.

“Look you,” a dealer explained kindly. “The good watchman suffers battery,
the mad Cephean or his master is mulcted for damages, the watchman is repaid
for his injuries. What kind of justice is it to the watchman if the mad Cephean is
locked away in a cell unfined?”

The watchman nodded approvingly. “Well said,” he told the dealer. “Luck-
ily we have on the night bench a justice of the old school, His Honor, Judge Treel.
Stern, but fair. You should hear him! ‘Fifty credits! A hundred credits and the lash!
Robbed a ship, eh? Two thousand credits!”” He returned to his own voice and said
with awe: “For a murder, he never assesses less than ten thousand credits!”

And if the murderer couldn’t pay, Alen knew, he became a “public charge,”
“responsible to the state”—that is, a slave. If he could pay, of course, he was turned
loose.

“And His Honor, Judge Treel,” he pressed, “is sitting tonight? Can we pos-
sibly appear before him, pay the fines and be off?”

“To be sure, stranger. I'd be a fool if I waited until morning, wouldn’t I?” The
wine had loosened his tongue a little too far and he evidently realized it. “Enough
of this,” he said. “Does your master honorably accept responsibility for the Cephean?
If so, come along with me, the two of you, and we'll get this over with.”

“Thanks, good watchman. We are coming.”

He went to blackbeard, now alone in his corner, and said: “It’s all right. We
can pay off—about a thousand credits—and be on our way.”
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The trader muttered darkly: “Lyran jurisdiction or not, it’s coming out of

Elwon’s pay. The bloody fool!”

They rattled through the darkening streets of the town in one of the turbine-pow-
ered wagons, the watchman sitting up front with the driver, and the trader and
the Herald behind.

“Something’s burning,” said Alen to the trader, sniffing the air.

“This stinking buggy—" began blackbeard. “Oops,” he said, interrupting
himself and slapping at his cloak.

“Let me, trader,” said Alen. He turned back the cloak, licked his thumb and
rubbed out a crawling ring of sparks spreading across a few centimeters of the
cloak’s silk lining. And he looked fixedly at what had started the little fire. It was
an improperly covered slow-match protruding from a holstered device that was
unquestionably a hand weapon.

“I bought it from one of their guards while you were parleying with the
policeman,” explained blackbeard embarrassedly. “I had a time making him un-
derstand. That Garthkint fellow helped.” He fiddled with the perforated cover of
the slow-match, screwing it on more firmly.

“A pitiful excuse for a weapon,” he went on, carefully arranging his cloak
over it. “The trigger isnt a trigger and the thumb-safety isn’t a safety. You pump
the trigger a few times to build up pressure, and a little air squirts out to blow the
match to life. Then you uncover the match and pull back the cocking-piece. This
levers a dart into the barrel. 7hen you push the thumb-safety, which puffs coaldust
into the firing chamber and also swivels down the slow-match onto a touch-hole.
Poof; and away goes the dart if you didn’t forget any of the steps or do them in the
wrong order. Luckily, I also got a knife.”

He patted the nape of his neck and said, “That’s where they carry ’em here.
A little sheath between the shoulderblades—wonderful for a fast draw-and-throw,
though it exposes you a little more than I like when you reach. The knife’s black
glass. Splendid edge and good balance.

“And the thieving Lyrans knew they had me where it hurt. Seven thousand,
five hundred credits for the knife and gun—if you can call it that—and the hol-
sters. By rights I should dock Elwon for them, the bloody fool. Still, it’s better to
buy his way out and leave no hard feelings behind us, eh, Herald?”

“Incomparably better,” said Alen. “And I am amazed that you even en-
tertained the idea of an armed jail-delivery. What if Chief Elwon had to serve
a few days in a prison? Would that be worse than forever barring yourself from
the planet and blackening the names of all traders with Lyra? Trader, do not
hope to put down the credits that your weapons cost you as a legitimate ex-
pense of the voyage. I will not allow it when I audit your books. It was a piece
of folly on which you spent personal funds, as far as the College and Order of
Heralds is concerned.”

“Look here,” protested blackbeard, “you’re supposed to be spreading utili-
tarian civilization, aren’t you? What's utilitarian about leaving one of my crew-
men here?”
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Alen ignored the childish argument and wrapped himself in angry si-
lence. As to civilization, he wondered darkly whether such a trading voyage
and his part in it was relevant at all. Were the slanders true? Was the College
and Order simply a collection of dupes headed by cynical oldsters greedy for
luxury and power?

Such thoughts hadn’t crossed his mind in a long time. He'd been too busy to
entertain them, cramming his head with languages, folkways, mores, customs,
underlying patterns of culture, of hundreds of galactic peoples—and for what? So
that this fellow could make a profit and the College and Order take a quarter of
that profit. If civilization was to come to Lyra, it would have to come in the form
of metal. If the Lyrans didn’t want metal, make them take it.

What did Machiavelli say? “The chief foundations of all states are good laws
and good arms; and as there cannot be good laws where the state is not well-armed,
it follows that where they are well-armed, they have good laws.” It was odd that
the teachers had slurred over such a seminal idea, emphasizing instead the spiri-
tual integrity of the weaponless College and Order—or was it?

The disenchantment he felt creeping over him was terrifying.

“The castle,” said the watchman over his shoulder, and their wagon stopped
with a rattle before a large but unimpressive brick structure of five stories.

“You wait,” the trader told the driver after they got out. He handed him two
of his fifty-credit bills. “You wait, you get many, many more money. You under-
stand, wait?”

“I wait plenty much,” shouted the driver delightedly. “I wait all night, all
day. You wonderful master. You great, great master, I wait—"

“All right,” growled the trader, shutting him off. “You wait.”

The watchman took them through an entrance hall lit by hissing pressure
lamps and casually guarded by a few liveried men with truncheons. He threw open
the door of a medium-sized, well-lit room with a score of people in it, looked in,
and uttered a despairing groan.

A personage on a chair that looked like a throne said sharply, “Are those the
star-travelers? Well, don’t just stand there. Bring them in!”

“Yes, Your Honor, Judge Krarl,” said the watchman unhappily.

“Its the wrong judge!” Alen hissed at the trader. “This one gives our jail sen-
tences!”

“Do what you can,” said blackbeard grimly.

The watchman guided them to the personage in the chair and indicated a couple
of low stools, bowed to the chair and retired to stand at the back of the room.

“Your honor,” said Alen, “I am Journeyman-Herald Alen, Herald for the
trading voyage—"

“Speak when you're spoken to,” said the judge sharply. “Sir, with the usual
insolence of wealth you have chosen to keep us waiting. I do not take this person-
ally; it might have happened to Judge Treel, who—to your evident dismay—I am
replacing because of a sudden illness, or to any other member of the bench. But as
an insult to our justice, we cannot overlook it. Sir, consider yourself reprimanded.
Take your seats. Watchman, bring in the Cephean.”
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“Sit down,” Alen murmured to the trader. “This is going to be bad.”

A watchman brought in Chief Elwon, bleary-eyed, tousled and sporting a
few bruises. He gave Alen and the trader a shamefaced grin as his guard sat him
on a stool beside them. The trader glared back.

Judge Krarl mumbled perfunctorily: “Letbattlebejoinedamongtheseveral-
partiesinthisdisputeletnomanquestionourimpartialawardingofthevictoryspeak-
nowifyouyieldinsteadtoourjudgment. We//? Speak up, you watchmen!”

The watchman who had brought the Herald and the trader started and said
from the back of the room: “lyieldinsteadtoyourhonorsjudgment.”

Three other watchmen and a battered citizen, the wineshop keeper, mumbled
in turn: “lyieldinsteadtoyourhonorsjudgment.”

“Herald, speak for the accused,” snapped the judge.

Well, thought Alen, I can try. “Your Honor,” he said, “Chief Elwon’s master
does not yield to your honor’s judgment. He is ready to battle the other parties in
the dispute or their masters.”

“What insolence is this?” screamed the judge, leaping from his throne. “The
barbarous customs of other worlds do not prevail in this court! Who spoke of
battle—?” He shut his mouth with a snap, evidently abruptly realizing that /e had
spoken of battle, in an archaic phrase that harked back to the origins of justice on
the planet. The judge sat down again and told Alen, more calmly: “You have mis-
taken a mere formality. The offer was not made in earnest.” Obviously, he didn’t
like the sound of that himself, but he proceeded, “Now say ‘Iyieldinsteadtoyour-
honorsjudgment!” and we can get on with it. For your information, trial by com-
bat has not been practiced for many generations on our enlightened planet.”

Alen said politely: “Your Honor, I am a stranger to many of the ways of
Lyra, but our excellent College and Order of Heralds instructed me well in the
underlying principles of your law. I recall that one of your most revered legal
maxims declares: “The highest crime against man is murder; the highest crime
against man’s society is breach of promise.””

Purpling, the judge snarled: “Are you presuming to bandy law with me, you
slippery-tongued foreigner? Are you presuming to accuse me of the high crime of
breaking my promise? For your information, a promise consists of an offer to do,
or refrain from doing, a thing in return for a consideration. There must be the
five elements of promiser, promisee, offer, substance, and consideration.”

“If you will forgive a foreigner,” said Alen, suddenly feeling the ground again
under his feet, “I maintain that you offered the parties in the dispute your services
in awarding the victory.”

“An empty argument,” snorted the judge. “Just as an offer with substance
from somebody to nobody for a consideration is no promise, or an offer without
substance from somebody to somebody for a consideration is no promise, so my
offer was no promise, for there was no consideration involved.”

“Your honor, must the consideration be from the promisee to the promiser?”

“Of course not. A third party may provide the consideration.”

“Then I respectfully maintain that your offer was a promise, since a third
party, the government, provided you with the considerations of salary and posi-
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tion in return for you offering your services to the disputants.”

“Watchmen, clear the room of uninterested persons,” said the judge hoarsely.
While it was being done, Alen swiftly filled in the trader and Chief Elwon.
Blackbeard grinned at the mention of a five-against-one battle royal, and the en-
gineer looked alarmed.

When the doors closed leaving the nine of them in privacy, the judge said bitterly:
“Herald, where did you learn such devilish tricks?”

Alen told him: “My College and Order instructed me well. A similar
situation existed on a planet called England during an age known as the Vic-
torious. Trial by combat had long been obsolete, there as here, but had never
been declared so—there as here. A litigant won a hopeless lawsuit by publish-
ing a challenge to his opponent and appearing at the appointed place in full
armor. His opponent ignored the challenge and so lost the suit by default.
The English dictator, one Disraeli, hastily summoned his parliament to abol-
ish trial by combat.”

“And so,” mused the judge, “I find myself accused in my own chamber of high
crime if I do not permit you five to slash away at each other and decide who won.”

The wineshop keeper began to blubber that he was a peaceable man and
didn’t intend to be carved up by that black-bearded, bloodthirsty star-traveler. All
he wanted was his money.

“Silence!” snapped the judge. “Of course there will be no combat. Will you,
shopkeeper, and you watchmen, withdraw if you receive satisfactory financial settle-
ments?”

They would.

“Herald, you may dicker with them.”

The four watchmen stood fast by their demand for a hundred credits apiece,
and got it. The terrified shopkeeper regained his balance and demanded a thou-
sand. Alen explained that his black-bearded master from a rude and impetuous
world might be unable to restrain his rage when he, Alen, interpreted the demand
and, ignoring the consequences, might beat him, the shopkeeper, to a pulp. The
asking price plunged to a reasonable five hundred, which was paid over. The shop-
keeper got the judge’s permission to leave and backed out, bowing.

“You see, trader,” Alen told blackbeard, “that it was needless to buy weapons
when the spoken word—"

“And now,” said the judge with a sneer, “we are easily out of thar dilemma.
Watchmen, arrest the three star-travelers and take them to the cages.”

“Your honor!” cried Alen, outraged.

“Money won’t get you out of #his one. I charge you with treason.”

“The charge is obsolete—" began the Herald hotly, but he broke off as he
realized the vindictive strategy.

“Yes, it is. And one of its obsolete provisions is that treason charges must be
tried by the parliament at a regular session, which isn't due for two hundred days.
You'll be freed and I may be reprimanded, but by my head, for two hundred days
you'll regret that you made a fool of me. Take them away.”
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“A trumped up charge against us. Prison for two hundred days,” said Alen
swiftly to the trader as the watchmen closed in.

“Why buy weapons?” mocked the blackbeard, showing his teeth. His left
arm whipped up and down, there was a black streak through the air—and the
judge was pinned to his throne with a black glass knife through his throat and the
sneer of triumph still on his lips.

The trader, before the knife struck, had the clumsy pistol out, with the cover
off the glowing match and the cocking-piece back. He must have pumped and
cocked it under his cloak, thought Alen numbly as he told the watchmen, with-
out prompting: “Get back against the wall and turn around.” They did. They
wanted to live, and the grinning blackbeard who had made meat of the judge
with a flick of the arm was a terrifying figure.

“Well done, Alen,” said the trader. “Take their clubs, Elwon. Two for you,
two for the Herald. Alen, don’t argue! I had to kill the judge before he raised an
alarm—nothing but death will silence his breed. You may have to kill too before
we're out of this. Take the clubs.” He passed the clumsy pistol to Chief Elwon and
said: “Keep it on their backs. The thing that looks like a thumb-safety is a trigger.
Put a dart through the first one who tries to make a break. Alen, tell the fellow on
the end to turn around and come to me slowly.”

Alen did. Blackbeard swiftly stripped him, tore and knotted his clothes into
ropes and bound and gagged him. The others got the same treatment in less than
ten minutes.

The trader holstered the gun and rolled the watchmen out of the line of
sight from the door of the chamber. He recovered his knife and wiped it on the
judge’s shirt. Alen had to help him prop the body behind the throne’s high back.

“Hide those clubs,” blackbeard said. “Straight faces. Here we go.”

They went out, single file, opening the door only enough to pass. Alen, last
in line, told one of the liveried guards nearby: “His honor, Judge Krarl, does not
wish to be disturbed.”

“That’s news?” asked the tipstaff sardonically. He put his hand on the Herald’s
arm. “Only yesterday he gimme a blast when I brought him a mug of water he
asked me for himself. An outrageous interruption, he called me, and he asked for
the water himself. What do you think of that?”

“Terrible,” said Alen hastily. He broke away and caught up with the trader
and the engineer at the entrance hall. Idlers and loungers were staring at them as
they headed for the waiting wagon.

“I wait!” the driver told them loudly. “I wait long, much. You pay more, more?”

“We pay more,” said the trader. “You start.”

The driver brought out a smoldering piece of punk, lit a pressure torch, lifted
the barn-door section of the wagon’s floor to expose the pottery turbine and pre-
heated it with the torch. He pumped squeakily for minutes, spinning a flywheel
with his other hand, before the rotor began to turn on its own. Down went the
hatch, up onto the seats went the passengers.

“The spaceport,” said Alen. With a slate-pencil screech the driver engaged
his planetary gear and they were off.
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Through it all, blackbeard had ignored frantic muttered questions from Chief
Elwon, who had wanted nothing to do with murder, especially of a judge. “You
sit up there,” growled the trader, “and every so often you look around and see if
we're being followed. Don't alarm the driver. And if we get to the spaceport and
blast off without any trouble, keep your story to yourself.” He settled down in the
back seat with Alen and maintained a gloomy silence. The young Herald was too
much in awe of this stranger, so suddenly competent in assorted forms of vio-
lence, to question him.

They did get to the spaceport without trouble, and found the crew in the Cus-
toms shed, emptied of the gems by dealers with releases. They had built a fire for
warmth.

“We wish to leave immediately,” said the trader to the port officer. “Can
you change my Lyran currency?”

The officer began to sputter apologetically that it was late and the vault was
sealed for the night—

“That’s all right. We'll change it on Vega. It'll get back to you. Call off your
guards and unseal our ship.”

They followed the port officer to Starsong’s dim bulk out on the field. The
officer cracked the seal on her with his club in the light of a flaring pressure lamp
held by one of the guards.

Alen was sweating hard through it all. As they started across the field he had
seen what looked like two closely spaced green stars low on the horizon towards
town suddenly each jerk up and towards each other in minute arcs. The semaphore!

The signal officer in the port administration building would be watching
too—but nobody on the field, preoccupied with the routine of departure, seemed
to have noticed.

The lights flipped this way and that. Alen didn’t know the code and bit-
terly regretted the lack. After some twenty signals the lights flipped to the “rest”
position again as the port officer was droning out a set of take-off regulations:
bearing, height above settled areas, permissible atomic fuels while in atmo-
sphere—Alen saw somebody start across the field toward them from the ad-
ministration building. The guards were leaning on their long, competent-look-
ing weapons.

Alen inconspicuously detached himself from the group around Starsong and
headed across the dark field to meet the approaching figure. Nearing it, he called
out a low greeting in Lyran, using the noncom-to-officer military form. °

“Sergeant,” said the signal officer quietly, “go and draw off the men a few
meters from the star-travelers. Tell them the ship mustn’t leave, that they're to cover
the foreigners and shoot if—”

Alen stood dazedly over the limp body of the signal officer. And then he
quickly hid the bludgeon again and strolled back to the ship, wondering whether
he'd cracked the Lyran’s skull.

The port was open by then and the crew filing in. He was last. “Close it
fast,” he told the trader. “I had to—"
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“I saw you,” grunted blackbeard. “A semaphore message?” He was working
as he spoke, and the metal port closed.

“Astrogator and engineer, take over,” he told them.

“All hands to their bunks,” ordered Astrogator Hufner. “Blast-off immedi-

»

ate.

Alen took to his cubicle and strapped himself in. Blast-off deafened him, rattled
his bones and made him thoroughly sick as usual. After what seemed like several
wretched hours, they were definitely space-borne under smooth acceleration, and
his nausea subsided.

Blackbeard knocked, came in, and unbuckled him.

“Ready to audit the books of the voyage?” asked the trader.

“No,” said Alen feebly.

“It can wait,” said the trader. “The books are the least important part, any-
way. We have headed off a frightful war.”

“War? We have?”

“You wondered why I was in such haste to get off Lyra, and why I wouldn’t
leave Elwon there. It is because our Vegan gems were most unusual gems. I am
not a technical man, but I understand they are actual gems which were treated to
produce a certain effect at just about this time.”

Blackbeard glanced at his wrist chronometer and said dreamily: “Lyra is
getting metal. Wherever there is one of our gems, pottery is decomposing into its
constituent aluminum, silicon and oxygen. Fluxes and glazes are decomposing
into calcium, zinc, barium, potassium chromium and iron. Buildings are crum-
blmg, pants are droppmg as ceramic belt-buckles dlsmtegrate—

“It means chaos!” protested Alen.

“It means civilization and peace. An ugly clash was in the making.” Blackbeard
paused and added deliberately: “Where neither their property nor their honor is
touched, most men live content.”

“The Prince, Chapter 19. You are—"

“There was another important purpose to the voyage,” said the trader, grin-
ning. “You will be interested in this.” He handed Alen a document which, un-
folded, had the seal of the College and Order at its head.

Alen read in a daze: “Examiner 19 to the Rector—final clearance of Nov-
ice—

He lingered pridefully over the paragraph that described how he had “with
coolness and great resource” foxed the battle cruiser of the Realm, “adapting him-
self readily in a delicate situation requiring not only physical courage but swift
recall, evaluation and application of a minor planetary culture.”

Not so pridefully he read: “—inclined towards pomposity of manner some-
what ludicrous in one of his years, though not unsuccessful in dominating the
crew by his bearing—"

And: “—highly profitable disposal of our gems; a feat of no mean impor-
tance, since the College and Order must, after all, maintain itself.”




That Share of Glory 23

And: “—cleared the final and critical hurdle with some mental turmoil if I
am any judge, but did clear it. After some twenty years of indoctrination in unre-
alistic non-violence, the youth was confronted with a situation where nothing but
violence would serve, correctly evaluated this, and applied violence in the form of
a truncheon to the head of a Lyran signal officer, thereby demonstrating an ability
to learn and common sense as precious as it is rare.”

And, finally, simply: “Recommended for training.”

“Training?” gasped Alen. “You mean there’s more?”

“Not for most, boy. Not for most. The bulk of us are what we seem to be:
oily, gun-shy, indispensable adjuncts to trade who feather our nest with percent-
ages. We need those percentages and we need gun-shy Heralds.”

Alen recited slowly: “Among other evils which being unarmed brings you, it
causes you to be despised.”

“Chapter 14,” said blackbeard mechanically. “We leave such clues lying by
their bedsides for twenty years, and they never notice them. For the few of us who
do—more training.”

“Will I learn to throw a knife like you?” asked Alen, repelled and fascinated
at once by the idea.

“On your own time, if you wish. Mostly it’s ethics and morals so you'll be
able to weigh the values of such things as knife-throwing.”

“Ethics! Morals!”

“We started as missionaries, you know.”

“Everybody knows that. But the Greart Utilitarian Reform—"

“Some of us,” said blackbeard dryly, “think it was neither great, nor utilitar-
ian, nor a reform.”

It was a staggering idea. “But we're spreading utilitarian civilization!” pro-
tested Alen. “Or if we're not, what’s the sense of it all?”

Blackbeard told him: “We have our different motives. One is a sincere utili-
tarian; another is a gambler—happy when he’s in danger and his pulses are pound-
ing. Another is proud and likes to trick people. More than a few conceive them-
selves as servants of mankind. I'll let you rest for a bit now.” He rose.

“But you?” asked Alen hesitantly

“Me? You will find me in Chapter Twenty-Six,” grinned blackbeard. “And
perhaps you'll find someone else.” He closed the door behind him.

Alen ran through the chapter in his mind, puzzled, until—that was it.

It had a strange and inevitable familiarity to it as if he had always known
that he would be saying it aloud, welcomingly, in this cramped cubicle aboard a
battered starship:

“God is not willing to do everything, and thus take away our free will and
that share of glory which belongs to us.”



[Space SF - May 1953]

The Adventurer

President Folsom XXIV said petulantly to his Secretary of the Treasury: “Blow me
to hell, Bannister, if I understood a single word of that. Why can’t I buy the
Nicolaides Collection? And don'’t start with the rediscount and the Series W busi-
ness again. Just tell me why.”

The Secretary of the Treasury said with an air of apprehension and a
thread-like feeling across his throat: “It boils down to—no money, Mr. President.”

The President was too engrossed in thoughts of the marvelous collection to
fly into a rage. “It’s such a bargain,” he said mournfully. “An archaic Henry Moore
figure—really too big to finger, but I'm no culture-snob, thank God—and fifteen
early Morrisons and I can’t begin to tell you what else.” He looked hopefully at
the Secretary of Public Opinion: “Mightn’t I seize it for the public good or some-
thing?”

The Secretary of Public Opinion shook his head. His pose was gruffly pro-
fessional. “Not a chance, Mr. President. We'd never get away with it. The art-
lovers would scream to high heaven.”

“I suppose so ... Why isn’t there any money?” He had swiveled dangerously
on the Secretary of the Treasury again.

“Sir, purchases of the new Series W bond issue have lagged badly because
potential buyers have been attracted to—"

“Stop it, stop it, stop it! You know I can’t make head or tail of that stuff.
Where’s the money going?”

The Director of the Budget said cautiously: “Mr. President, during the bi-
ennium just ending, the Department of Defense accounted for 78 percent of ex-
penditures—"

The Secretary of Defense growled: “Now wait a minute, Felder! We were
voted—"

The President interrupted, raging weakly: “Oh, you rascals! My father would
have known what to do with you! But don’t think I can’t handle it. Don’ think
you can hoodwink me.” He punched a button ferociously; his silly face was con-
torted with rage and there was a certain tension on all the faces around the Cabi-
net table.
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Panels slid down abruptly in the walls, revealing grim-faced Secret Service-
men. Each Cabinet officer was covered by at least two automatic rifles.

“Take that—that traitor away!” the President yelled. His finger pointed at
the Secretary of Defense, who slumped over the table, sobbing. Two Secret Ser-
vicemen half-carried him from the room.

President Folsom XXIV leaned back, thrusting out his lower lip. He told
the Secretary of the Treasury: “Ger me the money for the Nicolaides Collection.
Do you understand? I don't care how you do it. Gerit.” He glared at the Secretary
of Public Opinion. “Have you any comments?”

“No, Mr. President.”

“All right, then.” The President unbent and said plaintively: “I don’t see why
you can't all be more reasonable. I'm a very reasonable man. I don’t see why I can’t
have a few pleasures along with my responsibilities. Really [ don’t. And I’m sensi-
tive. | don’t /ike these scenes. Very well. That’s all. The Cabinet meeting is ad-
journed.”

They rose and left silently in the order of their seniority. The President no-
ticed that the panels were still down and pushed the button that raised them again
and hid the granite-faced Secret Servicemen. He took out of his pocket a late
Morrison fingering-piece and turned it over in his hand, a smile of relaxation and
bliss spreading over his face. Such amusing textural contrast! Such unexpected varia-
tions on the classic sequences!

The Cabinet, less the Secretary of Defense, was holding a rump meeting in an
untapped corner of the White House gymnasium.

“God,” the Secretary of State said, white-faced. “Poor old Willy!”

The professionally gruff Secretary of Public Opinion said: “We should murder
the bastard. I don’t care what happens—"

The Director of the Budget said dryly: “We all know what would happen.
President Folsom XXV would take office. No; we've got to keep plugging as be-
fore. Nothing short of the invincible can topple the Republic ...”

“What about a war?” the Secretary of Commerce demanded fiercely. “We've
no proof that our program will work. What about a war?”

State said wearily: “Not while there’s a balance of power, my dear man.
The lo-Callisto Question proved that. The Republic and the Soviet fell all
over themselves trying to patch things up as soon as it seemed that there would
be real shooting. Folsom XXIV and his excellency Premier Yersinsky know at
least that much.”

The Secretary of the Treasury said: “What would you all think of Steiner for
Defense?”

The Director of the Budget was astonished. “Would he take it?”

Treasury cleared his throat. “As a matter of fact, I've asked him to stop by
right about now.” He hurled a medicine ball into the budgetary gut.

“Oof!” said the Director. “You bastard. Steiner would be perfect. He runs
Standards like a watch.” He treacherously fired the medicine ball at the Secretary
of Raw Materials, who blandly caught it and slammed it back.
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“Here he comes,” said the Secretary of Raw Materials. “Steiner! Come and
sweat some oleo offl”

Steiner ambled over, a squat man in his fifties, and said: “I don’t mind if I
do. Where’s Willy?”

State said: “The President unmasked him as a traitor. He’s probably been
executed by now.”

Steiner looked grim, and grimmer yet when the Secretary of the Treasury
said, dead-pan: “We want to propose you for Defense.”

“I'm happy in Standards,” Steiner said. “Safer, too. The Man’s father took
an interest in science, but The Man never comes around. Things are very quiet.
Why don’t you invite Winch, from the National Art Commission? [t wouldn’t be
much of a change for the worse for him.”

“No brains,” the Secretary for Raw Materials said briefly. “Heads up!”

Steiner caught the ball and slugged it back at him. “What good are brains?”
he asked quietly.

“Close the ranks, gentlemen,” State said. “These long shots are too hard on
my arms.”

The ranks closed and the Cabinet told Steiner what good were brains. He
ended by accepting.

The Moon is all Republic. Mars is all Soviet. Titan is all Republic. Ganymede is
all Soviet. But Io and Callisto, by the Treaty of Greenwich, are half-and-half Re-
public and Soviet.

Down the main street of the principal settlement on lo runs an invisible
line. On one side of the line, the principal settlement is known as New Pittsburgh.
On the other side it is known as Nizhni-Magnitogorsk.

Into a miner’s home in New Pittsburgh one day an eight-year-old boy named
Grayson staggered, bleeding from the head. His eyes were swollen almost shut.

His father lurched to his feet, knocking over a bottle. He looked stupidly at
the bottle, set it upright too late to save much of the alcohol, and then stared
fixedly at the boy. “See what you made me do, you little bastard?” he growled, and
fetched the boy a clout on his bleeding head that sent him spinning against the
wall of the hut. The boy got up slowly and silently—there seemed to be some-
thing wrong with his left arm—and glowered at his father.

He said nothing,.

“Fighting again,” the father said, in a would-be fierce voice. His eyes fell
under the peculiar fire in the boy’s stare. “Damn fool—"

A woman came in from the kitchen. She was tall and thin. In a flat voice she
said to the man: “Get out of here.” The man hiccupped and said: “Your brat spilled
my bottle. Gimme a dollar.”

In the same flat voice: “I have to buy food.”

“I said gimme a dollar!” The man slapped her face—it did not change—and
wrenched a small purse from the string that suspended it around her neck. The
boy suddenly was a demon, flying at his father with fists and teeth. It lasted only
a second or two. The father kicked him into a corner where he lay, still glaring,
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wordless and dry-eyed. The mother had not moved; her husband’s handmark was
still red on her face when he hulked out, clutching the money bag.

Mrs. Grayson at last crouched in the corner with the eight-year-old boy.
“Little Tommy,” she said softly. “My little Tommy! Did you cross the line
again?”

° He was blubbering in her arms, hysterically, as she caressed him. At last he
was able to say: “I didn't cross the line, Mom. Not this time. It was in school.
They said our name was really Krasinsky. God-damn him!” the boy shrieked. “They
said his grandfather was named Krasinsky and he moved over the line and changed
his name to Grayson! God-damn him! Doing that to us!”

“Now, darling,” his mother said, caressing him. “Now, darling.” His trem-
bling began to ebb. She said: “Let’s get out the spools, Tommy. You mustn’t fall
behind in school. You owe that to me, don’t you, darling?”

“Yes, Mom,” he said. He threw his spindly arms around her and kissed her.
“Get out the spools. We'll show him. I mean them.”

President Folsom XXIV lay on his death-bed, feeling no pain, mostly because his per-
sonal physician had pumped him full of morphine. Dr. Barnes sat by the bed holding
the presidential wrist and waiting, occasionally nodding off and recovering with a bel-
ligerent stare around the room. The four wire-service men didn’t care whether he fell
asleep or not; they were worriedly discussing the nature and habits of the President’s
first-born, who would shortly succeed to the highest office in the Republic.

“A firebrand, they tell me,” the A.P. man said unhappily.

“Firebrands I don’t mind,” the U.P. man said. “He can send out all the in-
flammatory notes he wants just as long as he isn’t a fiend for exercise. I'm not as
young as I once was. You boys wouldn’t remember the o/d President, Folsom XXII.
He used to do point-to-point hiking. He worshipped old ED.R.”

The ILN.S. man said, lowering his voice: “Then he was worshipping the
wrong Roosevelt. Teddy was the athlete.”

Dr. Barnes started, dropped the presidential wrist and held a mirror to the
mouth for a moment. “Gentlemen,” he said, “the President is dead.”

“O.K.,” the A.P. man said. “Let’s go, boys. I'll send in the flash. U.P, you go
cover the College of Electors. LN.S., get onto the President-Elect. Trib, collect
some interviews and background—"

The door opened abruptly; a colonel of infantry was standing there, breath-
ing hard, with an automatic rifle at port. “Is he dead?” he asked.

“Yes,” the A.P. man said. “If you'll let me past—"

“Nobody leaves the room,” the colonel said grimly. “I represent General Slocum,
Acting President of the Republic. The College of Electors is acting now to ratify—"

A burst of gunfire caught the colonel in the back; he spun and fell, with a
single hoarse cry. More gunfire sounded through the White House. A Secret Ser-
viceman ducked his head through the door: “President’s dead? You boys stay put.
We'll have this thing cleaned up in an hour—" He vanished.

The doctor sputtered his alarm and the newsmen ignored him with profes-
sional poise. The A.P. man asked: “Now who’s Slocum? Defense Command?”
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[LN.S. said: “I remember him. Three stars. He headed up the Tactical Air-
borne Force out in Kansas four-five years ago. I think he was retired since then.”

A phosphorus grenade crashed through the window and exploded with a
globe of yellow flame the size of a basketball; dense clouds of phosphorus pentox-
ide gushed from it and the sprinkler system switched on, drenching the room.

“Come on!” hacked the A.P. man, and they scrambled from the room and
slammed the door. The doctor’s coat was burning in two or three places, and he
was retching feebly on the corridor floor. They tore his coat off and flung it back
into the room.

The U.P. man, swearing horribly, dug a sizzling bit of phosphorus from the
back of his hand with a pen-knife and collapsed, sweating, when it was out. The
[.N.S. man passed him a flask and he gurgled down half a pint of liquor. “Who
flang that brick?” he asked faintly.

“Nobody,” the A.P. man said gloomily. “That’s the hell of it. None of this is
happening. Just the way Taft the Pretender never happened in ’03. Just the way
the Pentagon Mutiny never happened in '67.”

“68,” the U.P. man said faintly. “It didn’t happen in ’68, not '67.”

The A.P. man smashed a fist into the palm of his hand and swore. “God
damn,” he said. “Some day I'd like to—" He broke off and was bitterly silent.

The U.P. man must have been a little dislocated with shock and quite drunk
to talk the way he did. “Me too,” he said. “Like to tell the story. Maybe it was '67,
not '68. I'm not sure now. Can’t write it down, so the details get lost and then
after a while it didn’t happen at all. Revolution'd be good deal. But it takes people
t make revolution. People. With eyes 'n ears. 'N memories. We make things
not-happen an’ we make people not-see an’ not-hear ...” He slumped back against
the corridor wall, nursing his burned hand. The others were watching him, very
scared.

Then the A.P. man caught sight of the Secretary of Defense striding down
the corridor, flanked by Secret Servicemen. “Mr. Steiner!” he called. “What's the
picture?”

Steiner stopped, breathing heavily, and said: “Slocum’s barricaded in the Oval
Study. They don’t want to smash in. He’s about the only one left. There were only
fifty or so. The Acting President’s taken charge at the Study. You want to come
along?”

gThey did, and even hauled the U.P. man after them.

The Acting President, who would be President Folsom XXV as soon as the
Electoral College got around to it, had his father’s face —the petulant lip, the soft
jowl—on a hard young body. He also had an auto-rifle ready to fire from the hip.
Most of the Cabinet was present. When the Secretary of Defense arrived, he turned
on him. “Steiner,” he said nastily, “can you explain why there should be a rebel-
lion against the Republic in your department?”

“Mr. President,” Steiner said, “Slocum was retired on my recommendation
two years ago. It seems to me that my responsibility ended there and Security
should have taken over.”
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The President-Elect’s finger left the trigger of the auto-rifle and his lip drew
in a little. “Quite so,” he said curtly, and turned to the door. “Slocum!” he shouted.
“Come out of there. We can use gas if we want.”

The door opened unexpectedly and a tired-looking man with three stars on
each shoulder stood there, bare-handed. “All right,” he said drearily. “I was fool
enough to think something could be done about the regime. But you fat-faced
imbeciles are going to go on and on and—"

The stutter of the auto-rifle cut him off. The President-Elect’s knuckles were
white as he clutched the piece’s forearm and grip; the torrent of slugs continued
to hack and plow the general’s body until the magazine was empty. “Burn that,”
he said curtly, turning his back on it. “Dr. Barnes, come here. I want to know
about my father’s passing.”

The doctor, hoarse and red-eyed from the whiff of phosphorus smoke, spoke
with him. The U.P. man had sagged drunkenly into a chair, but the other news-
men noted that Dr. Barnes glanced at them as he spoke, in a confidential mur-
mur.

“Thank you, doctor,” the President-Elect said at last, decisively. He gestured
to a Secret Serviceman. “Take those traitors away.” They went, numbly.

The Secretary of State cleared his throat. “Mr. President,” he said, “I take
this opportunity to submit the resignations of myself and fellow Cabinet mem-
bers according to custom.”

“That’s all right,” the President-Elect said. “You may as well stay on. I in-
tend to run things myself anyway.” He hefted the auto-rifle. “You,” he said to the
Secretary of Public Opinion. “You have some work to do. Have the memory of
my father’s—artistic—preoccupations obliterated as soon as possible. I wish the
Republic to assume a warlike posture—yes; what is it?”

A trembling messenger said: “Mr. President, I have the honor to inform you
that the College of Electors has elected you President of the Republic—unani-
mously.”

Cadet Fourth Classman Thomas Grayson lay on his bunk and sobbed in an agony
of loneliness. The letter from his mother was crumpled in his hand: “—prouder
than words can tell of your appointment to the Academy. Darling, I hardly knew
my grandfather but I know that you will serve as brilliantly as he did, to the eter-
nal credit of the Republic. You must be brave and strong for my sake—"

He would have given everything he had or ever could hope to have to be
back with her, and away from the bullying, sneering fellow-cadets of the Corps.
He kissed the letter—and then hastily shoved it under his mattress as he heard
footsteps.

He popped to a brace, but it was only his roommate Ferguson. Ferguson
was from Earth, and rejoiced in the lighter Lunar gravity which was punishment
to Grayson’s lo-bred muscles.

“Rest, mister,” Ferguson grinned.

“Thought it was night inspection.”
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“Any minute now. They’re down the hall. Lemme tighten your bunk or you'll
be in trouble—" Tightening the bunk he pulled out the letter and said, calfishly:
“Ah-hah! Who is she>—" and opened it.

When the cadet officers reached the room they found Ferguson on the floor
being strangled black in the face by spidery little Grayson. It took all three of
them to pull him off. Ferguson went to the infirmary and Grayson went to the
Commandant’s office.

The Commandant glared at the cadet from under the most spectacular pair
of eyebrows in the Service. “Cadet Grayson,” he said, “explain what occurred.”

“Sir, Cadet Ferguson began to read a letter from my mother without my
permission.”

“That is not accepted by the Corps as grounds for mayhem. Do you have
anything further to say?”

“Sir, T lost my temper. All T thought of was that it was an act of disrespect to
my mother and somehow to the Corps and the Republic too—that Cadet Ferguson
was dishonoring the Corps.”

Bushwah, the Commandant thought. A snow job and a crude one. He stud-
ied the youngster. He had never seen such a brace from an lo-bred fourth-classman.
It must be torture to muscles not yet toughened up to even Lunar gravity. Five
minutes more and the boy would have to give way, and serve him right for show-
ing off.

: He studied Grayson’s folder. It was too early to tell about academic work,
but the fourth-classman was a bear—or a fool—for extra duty. He had gone out
for half a dozen teams and applied for membership in the exacting Math Club
and Writing Club. The Commandant glanced up; Grayson was still in his ex-
treme brace. The Commandant suddenly had the queer idea that Grayson could
hold it until it killed him.

“One hundred hours of pack-drill,” he barked, “to be completed before
quarter-term. Cadet Grayson, if you succeed in walking off your tours, remember
that there is a tradition of fellowship in the Corps which its members are expected
to observe. Dismiss.”

After Grayson’s steel-sharp salute and exit the Commandant dug deeper into
the folder. Apparently there was something wrong with the boy’s left arm, but it
had been passed by the examining team that visited Io. Most unusual. Most ir-
regular. But nothing could be done about it now.

The President, softer now in body than on his election day, and infinitely more
cautious, snapped: “It’s all very well to create an incident. But where’s the money to
come from? Who wants the rest of lo anyway? And what will happen if there’s
war?”

Treasury said: “The hoarders will supply the money, Mr. President. A sys-
tem of percentage-bounties for persons who report currency-hoarders, and then
enforced purchase of a bond issue.”

Raw Materials said: “We need that iron, Mr. President. We need it desper-
ately.”
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State said: “All our evaluations indicate that the Soviet Premier would con-
sider nothing less than armed invasion of his continental borders as occasion for
all-out war. The consumer-goods party in the Soviet has gained immensely during
the past five years and of course their armaments have suffered. Your shrewd direc-
tive to put the Republic in a warlike posture has borne fruit, Mr. President ...”

President Folsom XXV studied them narrowly. To him the need for a border
incident culminating in a forced purchase of Soviet Io did not seem as pressing as
they thought, but they were, after all, specialists. And there was no conceivable
way they could benefit from it personally. The only alternative was that they were
offering their professional advice and that it would be best to heed it. Still, there
was a vague, nagging something ...

Nonsense, he decided. The spy dossiers on his Cabinet showed nothing but
the usual. One had been blackmailed by an actress after an affair and railroaded
her off the Earth. Another had a habit of taking bribes to advance favorite sons in
civil and military service. And so on. The Republic could not suffer at their hands;
the Republic and the dynasty were impregnable. You simply spied on everybody
including the spies—and ordered summary executions often enough to show that
you meant it, and kept the public ignorant: deaf-dumb-blind ignorant. The spy
system was simplicity itself; you had only to let things get as tangled and confused
as possible until nobody knew who was who. The executions were literally no prob-
lem, for guilt or innocence made no matter. And mind-control when there were
four newspapers, six magazines and three radio and television stations was a job
for a handful of clerks.

No; the Cabinet couldn’t be getting away with anything. The system was
unbeatable.

President Folsom XXV said: “Very well. Have it done.”

Mirs. Grayson, widow, of New Pittsburgh, lo, disappeared one night. It was in all
the papers and on all the broadcasts. Some time later she was found dragging her-
self back across the line between Nizhni-Magnitogorsk and New Pittsburgh in
sorry shape. She had a terrible tale to tell about what she had suffered at the hands
and so forth of the Nizhni-Magnitogorskniks. A diplomatic note from the Re-
public to the Soviet was answered by another note which was answered by the
dispatch of the Republic’s First Fleet to Io which was answered by the dispatch of
the Soviet’s First and Fifth Fleets to Io.

The Republic’s First Fleet blew up the customary deserted target hulk, ful-
minated over a sneak sabotage attack and moved in its destroyers. Battle was joined.

Ensign Thomas Grayson took over the command of his destroyer when its
captain was killed on his bridge. An electrified crew saw the strange, brooding
youngster perform prodigies of skill and courage, and responded to them. In one
week of desultory action the battered destroyer had accounted for seven Soviet
destroyers and a cruiser.

As soon as this penetrated to the flagship Grayson was decorated and
given a flotilla. His weird magnetism extended to every officer and man aboard
the seven craft. They struck like phantoms, cutting out cruisers and
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battlewagons in wild unorthodox actions that couldn’t have succeeded but
did—every time. Grayson was badly wounded twice, but his driving nervous
energy carried him through.

He was decorated again and given the battlewagon of an ailing
four-striper.

Without orders he touched down on the Soviet side of Io, led out a landing
party of marines and bluejackets, cut through two regiments of Soviet infantry,
and returned to his battlewagon with prisoners: the top civil and military admin-
istrators of Soviet lo.

They discussed him nervously aboard the flagship.

“He had a mystical quality, Admiral. His men would follow him into an
atomic furnace. And—and I almost believe he could bring them through safely if
he wanted to.” The laugh was nervous.

“He doesn’t look like much. But when he turns on the charm— watch
out!”

“He’s—he’s a winner. Now I wonder what I mean by that?”

“I know what you mean. They turn up every so often. People who can’t be
stopped. People who have everything. Napoleons. Alexanders. Stalins. Up from
nowhere.”

“Suleiman. Hitler. Folsom 1. Jenghiz Khan.”

“Well, let’s get it over with.”

They tugged at their gold-braided jackets and signaled the honor guard.

Grayson was piped aboard, received another decoration and another speech.
This time he made a speech in return.

President Folsom XXV, not knowing what else to do, had summoned his Cabi-
net. “Well?” he rasped at the Secretary of Defense.

Steiner said with a faint shrug: “Mr. President, there is nothing to be done.
He has the fleet, he has the broadcasting facilities, he has the people.”

“People!” snarled the President. His finger stabbed at a button and the wall
panels snapped down to show the Secret Servicemen standing in their niches. The
finger shot tremulously out at Steiner. “Kill that traitor!” he raved.

The chief of the detail said uneasily: “Mr. President, we were listening to
Grayson before we came on duty. He says he’s de facto President now—"

“Kill him! Kill him!”

The chief went doggedly on: “—and we liked what he had to say about the
Republic and he said citizens of the Republic shouldn’t take orders from you and
hed relieve you—"

The President fell back.

Grayson walked in, wearing his plain ensign’s uniform and smiling faintly.
Admirals and four-stripers flanked him.

The chief of the detail said: “Mr. Grayson! Are you taking over?”

The man in the ensign’s uniform said gravely: “Yes. And just call me

Grayson,” please. The titles come later. You can go now.”
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The chief gave a pleased grin and collected his detail. The rather slight,
youngish man who had something wrong with one arm was in charge—complete
charge.

Grayson said: “Mr. Folsom, you are relieved of the presidency. Caprain, take
him out and—" He finished with a whimsical shrug. A portly four-striper took
Folsom by one arm. Like a drugged man the deposed president let himself be led
out.

Grayson looked around the table. “Who are you gentlemen?”

They felt his magnetism, like the hum when you pass a power station.

Steiner was the spokesman. “Grayson,” he said soberly, “we were Folsom’s Cabi-
net. However, there is more that we have to tell you. Alone, if you will allow it.”

“Very well, gentlemen.” Admirals and caprains backed out, looking con-
cerned.

Steiner said: “Grayson, the story goes back many years. My predecessor,
William Malvern, determined to overthrow the regime, holding that it was an
affront to the human spirit. There have been many such attempts. All have bro-
ken up on the rocks of espionage, terrorism and opinion-control—the three weap-
ons which the regime holds firmly in its hands.

“Malvern tried another approach than espionage versus espionage, terror-
ism versus terrorism, and opinion-control versus opinion-control. He determined
to use the basic fact that certain men make history: that there are men born to be
mold-breakers. They are the Philips of Macedon, the Napoleons, Stalins and
Hitlers, the Suleimans—the adventurers. Again and again they flash across his-
tory, bringing down an ancient empire, turning ordinary soldiers of the line into
unkillable demons of battle, uprooting cultures, breathing new life into moribund
peoples.

“There are common denominators among all the adventurers. Intelligence,
of course. Other things are more mysterious but are always present. They are for-
eigners. Napoleon the Corsican. Hitler the Austrian. Stalin the Georgian. Philip
the Macedonian. Always there is an (Edipus complex. Always there is physical
deficiency. Napoleon’s stature. Stalin’s withered arm—and yours. Always there is
a minority disability, real or fancied.

“This is a shock to you, Grayson, but you must face it. You were manufac-
tured,

“Malvern packed the Cabinet with the slyest double-dealers he could find
and they went to work. Eighty-six infants were planted on the outposts of the
Republic in simulated family environments. Your mother was not your mother
but one of the most brilliant actresses ever to drop out of sight on Earth. Your
intelligence-heredity was so good that we couldn’t turn you down for lack of a
physical deficiency. We withered your arm with gamma radiation. I hope you will
forgive us. There was no other way.

“Of the eighty-six you are the one that worked. Somehow the combination
for you was minutely different from all the other combinations, genetically or
environmentally, and it worked. That is all we were after. The mold has been bro-







[Star Science Fiction Stories - 1953]

Dominoes

“Money!” his wife screamed at him. “You're killing yourself, Will. Pull ourt of the
market and let’s go some place where we can live like human—"

He slammed the apartment door on her reproaches and winced, standing in
the carpeted corridor, as an ulcer twinge went through him. The elevator door
rolled open and the elevator man said, beaming: “Good morning, Mr. Born. It’sa
lovely day today.”

“Im glad, Sam,” W. J. Born said sourly. “I just had a lovely, lovely break-
fast.” Sam didn’t know how to take it, and compromised by giving him a meager
smile.

“How’s the market look, Mr. Born?” he hinted as the car stopped on the
first floor. “My cousin told me to switch from Lunar Entertainment, he’s study-
ing to be a pilot, but the Journal has it listed for growth.”

W. J. Born grunted: “If I knew I wouldn’t tell you. You've got no business in
the market. Not if you think you can play it like a craps table.”

He fumed all through his taxi ride to the office. Sam, a million Sams, had
no business in the market. But they were in, and they had built up the Great Boom
of 1975 on which W. J. Born Associates was coasting merrily along. For how long?
His ulcer twinged again at the thought.

He arrived at 9:15. Already the office was a maelstrom. The clattering tick-
ers, blinking boards and racing messengers spelled out the latest, hottest word
from markets in London, Paris, Milan, Vienna. Soon New York would chime in,
then Chicago, then San Francisco.

Maybe this would be the day. Maybe New York would open on a significant
decline in Moon Mining and Smelting. Maybe Chicago would nervously respond
with a slump in commodities and San Francisco’s Utah Uranium would plummet
in sympathy. Maybe panic in the Tokyo Exchange on the heels of the alarming
news from the States—panic relayed across Asia with the rising sun to Vienna,
Milan, Paris, London, and crashing like a shockwave into the opening New York
market again.

Dominoes, W. J. Born thought. A row of dominoes. Flick one and they all
topple in a heap. Maybe this would be the day.

35
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Miss Illig had a dozen calls from his personal crash-priority clients penciled
in on his desk pad already. He ignored them and said into her good-morning smile:
“Get me Mr. Loring on the phone.”

Loring’s phone rang and rang while W. J. Born boiled inwardly. But the lab
was a barn of a place, and when he was hard at work he was deaf and blind to
distractions. You had to hand him that. He was screwy, he was insolent, he had an
inferiority complex that stuck out a yard, but he was a worker.

Loring’s insolent voice said in his ear: “Who's this?”

“Born,” he snapped. “How’s it going?”

There was a long pause, and Loring said casually: “I worked all night. I think
[ got it licked.”

“What do you mean?”

Very irritated: “I said I think I got it licked. I sent a clock and a cat and a
cage of white mice out for two hours. They came back okay.”

“You mean—" W. J. Born began hoarsely, and moistened his lips. “How
many years?” he asked evenly.

“The mice didn’t say, but I think they spent two hours in 1977.”

“I'm coming right over,” W. J. Born snapped, and hung up. His office staff
stared as he strode out.

If the man was lying—! No; he didn’t lie. He'd been sopping up money for six
months, ever since he bulled his way into Born’s office with his time machine project,
but he hadn’t lied once. With brutal frankness he had admitted his own failures
and his doubts that the thing ever would be made to work. But now, W. J. Born
rejoiced, it had turned into the smartest gamble of his career. Six months and a
quarter of a million dollars—a two-year forecast on the market was worth a billion!
Four thousand to one, he gloated; four thousand to one! Two hours to learn when
the Great Bull Market of 1975 would collapse and then back to his office armed
with the information, ready to buy up to the very crest of the boom and then get
out at the peak, wealthy forever, forever beyond the reach of fortune, good or bad!

He stumped upstairs to Loring’s loft in the West Seventies.

Loring was badly overplaying the role of casual roughneck. Gangling, red-
headed and unshaved, he grinned at Born and said: “Watcha think of soy futures,
W. ].? Hold or switch?”

W. J. Born began automatically: “If I knew I wouldn't—oh, don’t be silly.
Show me the confounded thing.”

Loring showed him. The whining generators were unchanged; the tall Van
de Graaff accumulator still looked like something out of a third-rate horror movie.
The thirty square feet of haywired vacuum tubes and resistances were still an in-
comprehensible tangle. But since his last visit a phone booth without a phone had
been added. A sheet-copper disk set into its ceiling was connected to the machin-
ery by a ponderous cable. Its floor was a slab of polished glass.

“That’s it,” Loring said. “I got it at a junkyard and fixed it up pretty. You
want to watch a test on the mice?”

“No,” W. J. Born said. “I want to try it myself. What do you think I've been
paying you for?” He paused. “Do you guarantee its safety?”
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“Look, W. J.,” Loring said, “I guarantee nothing. I think this will send you
two years into the future. I think if you're back in it at the end of two hours you’ll
snap back to the present. I'll tell you this, though. If it does send you into the
future, you had better be back in it at the end of two hours. Otherwise you may
snap back into the same space as a strolling pedestrian or a moving car—and an
H-bomb will be out of your league.”

W. J. Born’s ulcer twinged. With difficulty he asked: “Is there anything else
I ought to know?”

“Nope,” Loring said after considering for a moment. “You're just a paying
passenger.”

“Then let’s go.” W. J. Born checked to make sure that he had his memoran-
dum book and smooth-working pen in his pocket and stepped into the telephone
booth.

Loring closed the door, grinned, waved and vanished—literally vanished,
while Born was looking at him.

" Born yanked the door open and said: “Loring! What the devil—" And then
he saw that it was late afternoon instead of early morning. That Loring was no-
where in the loft. That the generators were silent and the tubes dark and cold.
That there was a mantle of dust and a faint musty smell.

He rushed from the big room and down the stairs. It was the same street in
the West Seventies. Two hours, he thought, and looked at his watch. It said 9:55,
but the sun unmistakably said it was late afternoon. Something had happened.
He resisted an impulse to grab a passing high-school boy and ask him what year it
was. There was a newsstand down the street, and Born went to it faster than he
had moved in years. He threw down a quarter and snatched a Post, dated—Sep-
tember 11th, 1977. He had done it.

Eagerly he riffled to the Posts meager financial page. Moon Mining and
Smelting had opened at 27. Uranium at 19. United Com at 24. Catastrophic lows!
The crash had come!

He looked at his watch again, in panic. 9:59. It had said 9:55. He'd have to
be back in the phone booth by 11:55 or—he shuddered. An H-bomb would be
out of his league.

Now to pinpoint the crash. “Cab!” he yelled, waving his paper. It eased to the
curb. “Public library,” W. J. Born grunted, and leaned back to read the Posz with glee.

The headline said: 25000 RIOT HERE FOR UPPED JOBLESS DOLE. Naturally;
naturally. He gasped as he saw who had won the 1976 presidential election. Lord,
what odds he'd be able to get back in 1975 if he wanted to bet on the nomination!
NO CRIME WAVES, SAYS COMMISSIONER. Things hadn’t changed very much after
all. BLONDE MODEL HACKED IN TUB; MYSTERY BOYFRIEND SOUGHT. He read
that one all the way through, caught by a two-column photo of the blonde model
for a hosiery account. And then he noticed that the cab wasn't moving. It was
caught in a rock-solid traffic jam. The time was 10:05.

“Driver,” he said.

The man turned around, soothing and scared. A fare was a fare; there was a
depression on. “It’s all right, mister. We'll be out of here in a minute. They turn
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off the Drive and that blocks the avenue for a couple of minutes, that’s all. We’ll
be rolling in a minute.”

They were rolling in a minute, but for a few seconds only. The cab inched
agonizingly along while W. J. Born twisted the newspaper in his hands. At 10:13
he threw a bill at the driver and jumped from the cab.

Panting, he reached the library at 10:46 by his watch. By the time that the
rest of the world was keeping on that day it was quitting-time in the midtown
offices. He had bucked a stream of gitls in surprisingly short skirts and surpris-
ingly big hats all the way.

He got lost in the marble immensities of the library and his own panic. When
he found the newspaper room his watch said 11:03. W. J. Born panted to the girl
at the desk: “File of the Stock Exchange Journal for 1975, 1976 and 1977.”

“We have the microfilms for 1975 and 1976, sir, and loose copies for this year.”

“Tell me,” he said, “what year for the big crash? That’s what I want to look up.”

“That’s 1975, sir. Shall I get you that?”

“Wait,” he said. “Do you happen to remember the month?”

“I think it was March or August or something like that, sir.”

“Get me the whole file, please,” he said. Nineteen seventy-five. His year—
his real year. Would he have a month? A week? Or—2?

“Sign this card, mister,” the girl was saying patiently. “There’s a reading
machine, you just go sit there and I'll bring you the spool.”

He scribbled his name and went to the machine, the only one vacant in a
row of a dozen. The time on his watch was 11:05. He had fifty minutes.

The girl dawdled over cards at her desk and chatted with a good-looking
young page with a stack of books while sweat began to pop from Born’s brow. At
last she disappeared into the stacks behind her desk.

Born waited. And waited. And waited. Eleven-ten. Eleven-fifteen.
Eleven-twenty.

An H-bomb would be out of his league.

His ulcer stabbed him as the girl appeared again, daintily carrying a spool of
35-millimeter film between thumb and forefinger, smiling brightly at Born. “Here
we are,” she said, and inserted the spool in the machine and snapped a switch.
Nothing happened.

“Oh, darn,” she said. “The light’s out. I r0/d the electrician.”

Born wanted to scream and then to explain, which would have been just as
foolish.

“There’s a free reader,” she pointed down the line. W. J. Born’s knees tot-
tered as they walked to it. He looked at his watch—11:27. Twenty-eight minutes
to go. The ground-glass screen lit up with a shadow of the familiar format; Janu-
ary 1st, 1975. “You just turn the crank,” she said, and showed him. The shadows
spun past on the screen at dizzying speed, and she went back to her desk.

Born cranked the film up to April 1975, the month he had left 91 minutes
ago, and to the sixteenth day of April, the very day he had left. The shadow on the
ground glass was the same paper he had seen that morning: SYNTHETICS SURGE
TO NEW VIENNA PEAK.
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Trembling he cranked into a vision of the future; the Stock Exchange Journal
for April 17th, 1975.

Three-inch type screamed: SECURITIES CRASH IN GLOBAL CRISIS: BANKS
CLOSE; CLIENTS STORM BROKERAGES!

Suddenly he was calm, knowing the future and safe from its blows. He rose
from the reader and strode firmly into the marble halls. Everything was all right
now. Twenty-six minutes was time enough to get back to the machine. He'd have
a jump of several hours on the market; his own money would be safe as houses; he
could get his personal clients off the hook.

He got a cab with miraculous ease and rolled straight to the loft building in
the West Seventies without hindrance. At 11:50 by his watch he was closing the
door of the phone booth in the dusty, musty-smelling lab.

At 11:54 he noticed an abrupt change in the sunlight that filtered through
the dirt-streaked windows and stepped calmly out. It was April 16th, 1975, again.
Loring was sound asleep beside a gas hotplate on which coffee simmered. W. J.
Born turned off the gas and went downstairs softly. Loring was a screwy, insolent,
insecure young man, but by his genius he had enabled W. J. Born to harvest his
fortune at the golden moment of perfection.

Back in his office he called his floor broker and said firmly: “Cronin, get
this straight. I want you to sell every share of stock and every bond in my personal
account immediately, at the market, and to require certified checks in payment.”

Cronin asked forthrightly: “Chief, have you gone crazy?”

“I have not. Don’t waste a moment, and report regularly to me. Get your
boys to work. Drop everything else.”

Born had a light, bland lunch sent in and refused to see anybody or take
any calls except from the floor broker. Cronin kept reporting that the dump-
ing was going right along, that Mr. Born must be crazy, that the unheard-of
demand for certified checks was causing alarm, and finally, at the close, that
Mr. Born’s wishes were being carried out. Born told him to get the checks to
him immediately.

They arrived in an hour, drawn on a dozen New York banks. W. J. Born called
in a dozen senior messengers, and dealt out the checks, one bank to a messenger.
He told them to withdraw the cash, rent safe-deposit boxes of the necessary sizes in
those banks where he did not already have boxes, and deposit the cash.

He then phoned the banks to confirm the weird arrangement. He was on
first-name terms with at least one vice president in each bank, which helped enor-
mously.

W. J. Born leaned back, a happy man. Let the smash come. He turned on
his flashboard for the first time that day. The New York closing was sharply off.
Chicago was worse. San Francisco was shaky—as he watched, the flashing figures
on the composite price index at San Francisco began to drop. In five minutes it
was a screaming nosedive into the pit. The closing bell stopped it short of catas-
trophe.

W. J. Born went out to dinner after phoning his wife that he would not be
home. He returned to the office and watched a board in one of the outer rooms
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that carried Tokyo Exchange through the night hours, and congratulated himself
as the figures told a tale of panic and ruin. The dominoes were toppling, toppling,
toppling.

He went to his club for the night and woke early, eating alone in an
almost-deserted breakfast room. The ticker in the lobby sputtered a good morn-
ing as he drew on his gloves against the chilly April dawn. He stopped to watch.
The ticker began spewing a tale of disaster on the great bourses of Europe, and
Mr. Born walked to his office. Brokers a-plenty were arriving early, muttering in
little crowds in the lobby and elevators.

“What do you make of it, Born?” one of them asked.

“What goes up must come down,” he said. “Im safely out.”

“So I hear,” the man told him, with a look that Born decided was envious.

Vienna, Milan, Paris and London were telling their sorry story on the boards
in the customers’ rooms. There were a few cliznts silting up the place already, and
the night staff had been busy taking orders by phone for the opening. They all
were to sell at the market.

W. J. Born grinned at one of the night men and cracked a rare joke: “Want
to buy a brokerage house, Willard?”

Willard glanced at the board and said: “No thanks, Mr. Born. But it was
nice of you to keep me in mind.”

Most of the staff drifted in early; the sense of crisis was heavy in the air.
Born instructed his staff to do what they could for his personal clients first, and
holed up in his office.

The opening bell was the signal for hell to break loose. The tickers never
had the ghost of a chance of keeping up with the crash, unquestionably the big-
gest and steepest in the history of finance. Born got some pleasure out of the fact
that his boys’ promptness had cut the losses of his personal clients a little. A very
important banker called in midmorning to ask Born into a billion-dollar pool
that would shore up the market by a show of confidence. Born said no, knowing
that no show of confidence would keep Moon Mining and Smelting from open-
ing at 27 on September 11th, 1977. The banker hung up abruptly.

Miss Illig asked: “Do you want to see Mr. Loring? He’s here.”

“Send him in.”

Loring was deathly pale, with a copy of the Journal rolled up in his fist. “I
need some money,” he said.

W. J. Born shook his head. “You see what’s going on,” he said. “Money’s
tight. I've enjoyed our association, Loring, but I think it’s time to end it. You've
had a quarter of a million dollars clear; I make no claims on your process—"

“It’s gone,” Loring said hoarsely. “I haven’t paid for the damn equipment—
not ten cents on the dollar yet. I've been playing the market. I lost a hundred and
fifty thousand on soy futures this morning. They’ll dismantle my stuff and haul it
away. I've got to have some money.”

“No!” W. ]. Born barked. “Absolutely not!”

“They’ll come with a truck for the generators this afternoon. I stalled them.
My stocks kept going up. And now—all I wanted was enough in reserve to keep
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working. [ve got to have money.”

“No,” said Born. “After all, it’s not my fault.”

Loring’s ugly face was close to his. “Isn’t it?” he snarled. And he spread out
the paper on the desk.

Born read the headline—again—of the Stock Exchange Journal for April 17th,
1975: SECURITIES CRASH IN GLOBAL CRISIS: BANKS CLOSE; CLIENTS STORM BRO-
KERAGES! But this time he was not too rushed to read on: “A world-wide slump in
securities has wiped out billions of paper dollars since it started shortly before
closing yesterday at the New York Stock Exchange. No end to the catastrophic
flood of sell orders is yet in sight. Veteran New York observers agreed that dump-
ing of securities on the New York market late yesterday by W. J. Born of W. J.
Born Associates pulled the plug out of the big boom which must now be con-
signed to memory. Banks have been hard-hit by the—"

“Isn’t it?” Loring snarled. “Isn’t it?” His eyes were crazy as he reached for
Born’s thin neck.

Dominoes, W. J. Born thought vaguely through the pain, and managed to
hit a button on his desk. Miss Illig came in and screamed and went out again and
came back with a couple of husky customers’ men, but it was too late.




[Stirring Science Stories - March 1942
as by Cecil Corwin]

The Golden Road

Out of myth of night and language there come strange tales told over wine. There
is a man known as The Three-Cornered Scar who frequents a village spot famed
for its wine and raconteurs, both of which are above the average.

The Three-Cornered Scar favored us by a visit to my table and ordering,
during the course of his story, five half-bottles of house red to my account. The
wine is drunk up and the story told.

1

Colt was tired. He was so bone-broke weary that he came near to wishing he was
dead. It would have been easy to die in the snow; heaps in the way seemed to beg
for the print of his body. He skirted crevasses that were like wide and hungry mouths.

This was Central Asia, High Pamir, a good thousand miles from any perma-
nent habitation of the human race. The nomadic Kirghiz population had been
drained away to the Eastern front, civil and military authorities likewise. Colt
himself was the tragic, far-strayed end of the First Kuen-Lung Oil Prospecting
Expedition, undertaken by a handful of American volunteers on behalf of the
Chungking government.

Estimating generously, his assets were five more days of scanty eating. And
an eternity of sleep under the glaring stars of the plateau? ...

He had struck, somehow;, an easier way across the snow-covered, rocky wastes.
There was a route to follow, a winding, mazy route that skirted the Alai Range’s
jagged foothills and slipped through Tengis-Bai Pass. Old memories of maps and
trails swirled through Colt’s tired head; he bore north for no better reason than
that he could guide himself by Polaris, low on the horizon. Colt was headed, with
a laugh and a curse, for Bokhara.

Colt marched through the first watch of the night, before the smiting cold
of space descended on this roof of the world; then he would sleep, twitching with
frost. He would wake eight hours later, a stone, a block of wood, to unkink his
wretched muscles, shoulder his pack and march under the naked, brassy sun.

42
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The Parsees said that this High Pamir was the cradle of human life, that
from here had sprung the primals who proliferated into white, yellow, black and
brown. To the southwest, at the same thirteen-thousand elevation, was the Valley
of the Oxus, a green ribbon in the steel grey and bone white of the plateau. To the
northeast were the great peaks—Everest, Kanchinjunga, K-4—that started where
other mountains ended, shooting from seventeen thousand up to unthinkable
heights, sky-piercing.

Night and day scarcely interrupted the flow of his thoughts. His waking
fantasies and his dreams alike were brutish, longing for warmth and comfort,
bespelled remembrance of palmier days. He woke to find an ear frostbitten, dead,
marble white, without sensation, killed by cold.

[t came to him slowly, the idea forcing its way through the numbed machin-
ery of his brain, that he was following a path. This easier way across the plateau
could be nothing but one of the historic caravan routes. Over this trail had gone
a billion feet of beasts and men, and his own had found their way into the ancient
grooves. Colt was content with that; going by the sun and stars was good, com-
pass better, but best of all were the ways that men had taken and found well suited.

There were animal droppings before him now and then, once a fragment of
broken crockery. He doubled his pace, from a slow plod to a loping, long-strided
walk that took much of his husbanded wind. Finally he saw the print in a snow-
bank that spelled man. It was a shod foot’s mark, light and side-stepping. As he
watched, a puff of wind drifted it over with dry, gleaming snow.

Colt found a splash of milk against a rock, then the smell of camel clinging
about a wiry shrub.

He saw them at last, the tail of a great caravan, and fell fainting into the
arms of tall, curious Kirghiz camel drivers.

They carried him in a litter until he awoke and could eat, for nothing was so
important or unexpected that it could be allowed to break the schedule of the
march. Colt opened his eyes to grunts of satisfaction from his bearers. He ac-
cepted the hunks of dried meat and bottle of warm tea they gave him, trying to
catch enough of the language to offer thanks.

Coming down the line of the caravan was a large Hindu on one of the small
Mongolian ponies. He reined beside Colt and asked in French, “How are you?
They passed me word. Can you march with us?”

“But yes! It’s like life out of death to find you people here. What can I do to
help?”

The Hindu dismounted to walk the pony beside him. “Keep up spirits. Our
few Europeans are tired of each other’s company. In case of bandit raiding—highly
improbable, of course—you’ll fight. ’'m Raisuli Batar, merchant of the Punjab.
I’'m caravan master, whose word is law. Not that it’s necessary—the boys are well
behaved and we have enough food.”

“Where are we headed?” asked Colt, gnawing on the hunk of meat.

“We started for Bokhara. Come up the line to meet the better sort with me.
They're agog with excitement, of course, don’t dare break line without my per-
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mission, which I don’t choose to grant. By way of payload we have crates of soap
on the camels and drums of flavoring essence on the ponies.”

Colt sniffed, finding wintergreen and peppermint on the air. “May you find
a good price,” he said respectfully.

Raisuli smiled and the American was pleased. The caravan master was big and
solid, with a grim, handsome face. It was good to please a man like that, Colt thought.

They quickened their pace, overtaking a hundred plodding bearers and a
herd of sheep. Colt was introduced to a pale, thoughtful man named McNaughton,
a reader in history at the University of Glasgow, who said he had been doing field
work in Asia for three years.

Farther on were Lodz and wife, two young Poles from Galicia who were
hoping for government work in Bokhara. The man was quiet, his English heavily
accented. The wife spoke French only, but with the vivid dash of a Parisienne.
Her lips were touched with scarlet; here in the wilderness of the High Pamir she
wore a freshly pressed riding habit. Colt was enchanted.

Raisuli cast a glance at the sky. “Bedding down,” he snapped. “Excuse me—
cest Uheure.”

He left Colt with the Poles, mounting his pony again to gallop down the
line barking orders to the various Hindus, Tajiks, Chinese, Abyssinians, Kirghiz
and Kroomen who made up the crew. It took no more than a quarter hour to
bring the unwieldy line to a halt; in another quarter hour a thousand felt tents
were pitched and pegged, fires lighted and animals staked out.

“He times well, that one,” smiled M. Lodz. Colt looked up and saw the sky
already deepening into black. He shuddered a little and drew nearer to the fire.

“I think,” said McNaughton absently, “that I could take a little refreshment.”
Lodz looked up from under his brows, then clapped his hands. A native boy came
running.

“Bring food—some of that cold joint, wallah.”

“Yes, sahib.”

“Such a night this will be, perhaps,” said M. Lodz softly, “as it was in Au-

ust.
° “Just such a night,” said McNaughton. “Will you join us, Mr. Cole?”

“Not I,” said the American with a sense of guilt. “I was fed when I came to
after fainting. Is it safe—may I look about?”

He got no answer. The boy had returned with a great haunch of meat; si-
lently the Occidentals gathered about it, taking out knives. Colt watched in amaze-
ment as the dainty Frenchwoman hacked out a great slab of beef and tore at it,
crammed it down her throat. Before it was swallowed she was cutting away again.

“Ah—1 asked if I ought to look about ...”

Lodz shot him a sidewise glance, his mouth crammed with meat, his jaws
working busily. Then, as though Colt had never spoken, he returned to the seri-
ous business of feeding, with the same animal quality as his wife and McNaughton
showed.

“I'll look about then,” said Colt forlornly. He wandered away from the fire
in the direction of a yellow felt tent. There he was delighted to catch words of
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Cantonese.

“Greetings, son of Han,” he said to the venerable speaker.

The fine old Mongol head turned; Colt felt himself subjected to a piercing,
kindly scrutiny by two twinkling little black eyes. The ruddy little mouth smiled.
“Sit down, son. It’s a long time between new friends.”

Colt squatted by the fire obediently; the venerable one took a long pull from
a bottle of suntori, a vile synthetic Japanese whisky. Wiping his mouth with the
back of a wrinkled, yellow hand, he announced, “I’'m Grandfather T ang. This is
my son, T ang Gaw Yat. If you let him he’ll talk you deaf about the time he was on
the long march with the Eighth Route Army. He claims General Chu Teh once
ate rice with him.”

T’ang Gaw Yat smiled obediently and a little tolerantly at his father’s whimsy.
He was a fine-looking Chinese, big-headed and straight-faced, with little wrinkles
of laughter playing about his mouth. “What my father says,” he confided, “is strictly
true. It was a full thousand miles from—"

“What did I tell you?” broke in the old man. “The slave is his wife, and the
smartest one of the lot.” He indicated a small Chinese woman of the indetermi-
nate age between twenty and fifty.

She said in English hardly accented, “Hello. You do speak English, don’t

you? These barbarians don’t know anything but their village jargon and Canton

talk.” The smile took the edge from her harsh words.

Colt introduced himself, and answered endless questions on the state of
China, military, political and economic.

“Hold off,” ordered the woman at last. “Let him have his turn. Want to know
anything, Mr. Cole?”

“Wouldnt mind knowing how long you've been traveling.”

“Stupid question,” broke in Grandfather Han. “Just what one expects from
a foreign devil. The splendor of the night closes about him and he would know
how long we've been on the march! Have a drink—a small one.” He passed the
bottle; Colt politely refused.

“Then maybe you'd like a little game—"There clicked in his palm two ivory
cubes.

“Please, Father,” said T’ang Gaw Yat. “Put those away.”

“Pattern of ancient virtue!” sneered the old man. “O you child of purity!”

“Grandfather is very lucky,” said the woman quietly. “He started on the cara-
van with nothing but those dice and many years of gambling experience. He is
now one of the richest men on the line of march. He owns two herds of sheep, a
riding camel of his own and the best food there is to be had.”

“And drink,” said the son somberly.

“Tell you what,” said the old man. “You can have some of my V.S.O. stock—
stuff I won from a Spaniard a month back.” He rummaged for a moment in one
of the tent pockets, finally emerged with a slender bottle which caught the fire-
light like auriferous quartz. “Danziger Goldwasser—/e véritable, ” he gloated. “But
I can’t drink the stuff. Doesn’t bite like this Nipponese hellbroth.” He upended
the bottle of suntori again; passed the brandy to Colc.




46 C. M. Kornbluth

The American took it, studied it curiously against the fire. It was a thin,
amber liquid, at whose bottom settled little flakes. He shook them up into the
neck of the bottle; it was like one of the little globular paperweights that hold a
mimic snowstorm. But instead of snow there were bits of purest beaten gold to
tickle the palate and fancy of the drinker.

“Thanks,” he said inadequately. “Very kind of you.”

“Curlous, isn’t it,” said the woman, “how much the caravan life resembles a vil-
lage? Though the wealth, of course, is not in land but in mercantile prospects—" She
stopped as Colt caught her eye. Why, he wondered, had she been rattling on like that?

“The wisdom of the slave is the folly of the master,” said Grandfather T’ang
amiably. “He is happy who learns to discount the words of a woman.”

“Suppose,” said the woman slowly and quietly, “you learn to mind your own
business, you poisonous old serpent?”

“They can’t stand common sense,” confided the old man.

Colt felt, painfully, that he had wandered into a family quarrel. He bolted
with a mumbled excuse, hanging onto the bottle of brandy. He stood for a mo-
ment away from the trail and stared down the long line of fires. There were more
than a thousand, snaking nearly out of sight. The spectacle was restful; the fires
were a little blue, being kindled largely out of night-soil briquettes.

The sky was quite black; something had overcast the deep-ranked stars of
the plateau. No moon shone.

Colt settled against the lee of a rock in a trance. He heard winds and the hiss
of voices, soft in the distance. It was the quiet and complaining Tajiki dialect. He
could hear it and understand it. It was absurdly simple, he thought abstractedly,
to pick out the meanings of words and phrases.

“Such a night,” one was saying, “as in August. You remember?”

“I remember.” Then, dark and passionate, “The limping, bloody demon!
Let him come near and I'll tear his vitals!”

“Surely you will not. He is the tearer in his evil wotk. We are the torn—"

Colt sat up with a start. What the hell! He couldn’t understand Tajiki, not
one little word of it! He had been dreaming, he thought. But it didn’t melt away
as a dream should. The memory of the overheard conversation was as sharp and
distinct as it could be, something concrete and mysterious, like a joke that hadn’t
been explained to him.

Then there was a sort of heavenly grumbling, like a megatherial word or
more. Colt twisted and stared at the zenith; could see nothing at all. The rum-
bling ended. Colt saw black little fingers all down the line rise and attend, twist-
ing and staring and buzzing to each other.

2

He hurried to the fire of his European friends. They were sprawled on blankets,
their bodies a little swollen from the enormous meal they had eaten. Colt saw the
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bare bone of the joint, scraped by knife edges. The Occidentals were unconcernedly
smoking.

“What was that racket?” he asked, feeling a little silly. “What was it—do
you know?”

“Thunder,” said McNaughton noncommittally.

“Oui,” agreed M. Lodz, puffing a long, tip-gilt cigarette. “Did it frighten
you, the thunder?”

Colt pulled himself together. There was something evasive here, something
that sought to elude him. “It was peculiar thunder,” he said with glacial calm.
“There was no lightning preceding it.”

“The lightning will come soon,” said Lodz furtively. “I tell you so you will
not be alarmed.”

“You have your lightning after your thunder here? Odd. In my country it’s
the other way around.” He wasn't going to break—he wasn’t going to swear—

“But how boring,” drawled the Pole’s wife. “/Never a change?”

He wasn’t going to break—

Then the peculiar lightning split the skies. Colt shot one staggered, incredu-
lous glance at it, and was dazzled.

" It was a word, perhaps a name, spelled out against the dead-black sky. He
knew it. It was in some damned alphabet or other; fretfully he chided himself for
not remembering which of the twenty-odd he could recognize it could be.

Colt realized that the Occidentals were staring at him with polite concern.
He noticed a shred of meat between the teeth of Mme. Lodz as she smiled reassur-
ingly—white, sharp teeth, they were. Colt rubbed his eyes dazedly. He knew he
must be a haggard and unseemly figure to their cultured gaze—but they hadn’t
seen the words in the sky—or had they—?

Politely they stared at him, phrases bubbling from their lips:

“So frightfully sorry, old man—"

“Wouldn’t upset you for the world—"

“Hate to see you lose your grip—"

Colt shook his head dazedly, as though he felt strands of sticky silk wind
around his face and head. He turned and ran, hearing the voice of Raisuli Batar
call after him, “Don’t stray too far—”

He didn’t know how long he ran or how far he strayed. Finally he fell flat,
sprawled childishly, feeling sick and confused in his head. He looked up for a
moment to see that the caravan fires were below some curve of rock or other—at
any rate, well out of sight. They were such little lights, he thought. Good for a few
feet of warm glow, then sucked into the black of High Pamir. They made not even
a gleam in the night-heavy sky.

And there, on the other side of him and the caravan, he saw the tall fig-
ure of another human being. She stood on black rock between two drifts of
SNOW.

Colt bit out the foil seal of the brandy bottle and pulled the cork with his
fingers. After a warm gulp of the stuff, he rose.
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“Have a drink?”

She turned. She was young in her body and face, Mongoloid. Her eyes were
blue-black and shining like metal. Her nose was short, Chinese, yet her skin was
quite white. She did not have the eyefold of the yellow people.

Silently she extended one hand for the bottle, tilted it high. Colt saw a shudder
run through her body as she swallowed and passed him the tall flask with its gold-
flecked liquor.

“You must have been cold.”

“By choice. Do you think I'd warm myself at either fire?”

“Either?” he asked.

“There are two caravans. Didn’t you know?”

“No. I'm just here—what’s the other caravan?”

“Just here, are you? Did you know that you're dead?”

Colt thought the matter over slowly; finally declared, “I guess I did. And all
those others—and you—?"

“All dead. We're the detritus of High Pamir. You'll find, if you look, men
who fell to death from airplanes within the past few years walking by the side of
Neanderthalers who somehow strayed very far from their tribes and died. The
greatest part of the caravans comes, of course, from older caravans of the living
who carried their goods from Asia to Europe for thousands of years.”

Colt coughed nervously. “Have another drink,” he said. “Then let’s see this
other caravan. 'm not too well pleased with the one I fell into.”

She took his hand and guided him across the snow and black rock to back
within sight of his own caravan. He stared, eager and hungry to see. As she pointed
with one tapering finger it seemed that many things were clearer than they ever
had been before. He saw that the long line of lights was not his caravan but an-
other in the opposite direction, paralleling his.

“There you will see their caravan master,” she said, putting her face next to
his. He looked and saw a pot-bellied monster whose turban was half as high as its
wearer. Its silhouette, as it passed before a fire, was indescribably unpleasant.

“Evening prayer,” said his guide, with a faint tone of mockery.

He studied them as they arranged flares before a platform flung together out
of planks and trestles; he also saw them assemble a sort of idol, fitting the various
parts together and bolting them securely. When the thing was perhaps two-thirds
assembled he turned away and covered his face, repelled.

“I won’t look at the rest of it now,” he said. “Perhaps later, if you wish me to.”

“That’s right,” she said. “It isn’t a thing to look at calmly. But you will see
the rest of it one time or another. This is a very long caravan.”

She looked down and said, “Now they are worshiping.”

Colt looked. “Yes,” he said flatly. They were worshiping in their own fash-
ion, dancing and leaping uglily while some dozen of them blew or sawed fantastic
discords from musical instruments. Others were arranged in a choir; as they be-
gan to sing Colt felt cold nausea stirring at the pit of his belly.

Their singing was markedly unpleasant; Colt, who enjoyed the discords of
Ernest Bloch and Jean Sibelius, found them stimulatingly revolting. The choir
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droned out a minor melody, varying it again and again with what Colt construed
to be quarter-tones and split-interval harmonies. He found he was listening in-
tently, nearly fascinated by the ugly sounds.

“Why are they doing it?” he asked at length.

“It is their way,” she said with a shrug. “I see you are interested. I, too, am
interested. Perhaps I should not discuss this before you have had the opportunity
of making up your own mind. But as you may guess, the caravan below us there,
where they make the noises, is Bad. It is a sort of marching gallery of demons and
the black in heart. On the other hand, the caravan with which you found yourself
previously is Good—basically kind and constructive, taking delight in order and
precision.”

Colt, half-listening, drew her down beside him on the rock. He uncorked
the bottle. “You must tell me about yourself,” he said earnestly. “It is becom-
ing difficult for me to understand all this. So tell me about yourself, if you
may.

She smiled slowly. “I am half-caste,” she said. “The Russian Revolution—so
many attractive and indigent female aristocrats, quite unable to work with their
hands ... many, as you must know, found their way to Shanghai.

"“There was a Chinese merchant and my mother, a princess. Not eine
Fiirstin—merely a hanger-on at court. I danced. When I was a small child already
[ was dancing. My price was high, very high at one time. I lost popularity, and
with it income and much self-assurance. I was a very bad woman. Not bad as
those people there are bad, but I was very bad in my own way.

“Somehow I learned mathematics—a British actuary who knew me for a
while let me use his library, and I learned quickly. So I started for India, where
nobody would hire me. I heard that there was a country to the north that wanted
many people who knew building and mathematics and statistics. Railway took
me through the Khyber and Afghanistan—from there pony and litter—till I died
of exposure seven months ago. That is why we meet on High Pamir.”

“Listen,” said Colt. “Listen to that.”

It was again the megatherial voices, louder than before. He looked at the
woman and saw that her throat cords were tight as she stared into the black-velvet
heavens.

Colt squinted up between two fingers, snapped shut his eyelids after a mo-
ment of the glaring word across the sky that followed the voices. He cursed briefly,
blinded. Burned into the backs of his eyes were the familiar characters of the light-
ning, silent and portentous.

“It doesn’t do to stare into it that way,” said the woman. “Come with me.”
He felt for her hand and let her pull him to his feet. As sight returned he realized
that again they were walking on rock.

“And there’s the Good and holy caravan at evening devotions,” said the
woman, with the same note of bedrock cynicism in her voice. And they were.
From his coign of vantage Colt could see Raisuli Batar solemnly prostrating him-
self before a modestly clad, well-proportioned idol whose face beamed kindly on
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the congregation through two blue-enameled eyes. There was a choir that sang
the old German hymn “Ein Feste Burg.”

“Shocking,” said the woman, “yet strangely moving to the spirit. One feels
a certain longing ....”

Bluntly Colt said, “I'd like to join them. You're holding me back, you know.
I wouldn’t see you as a comrade again if I sang with them.” He hummed a few
bars of the hymn. “On Earth is not His e-qual—"

“Girding their loins for the good fight,” said the woman. She chuckled qui-
etly for a moment. In a ribald tone that seemed barely to conceal heartbreak, she
snapped, “Do you care to fall in with the ranks of the Almighty? Or may it be
with the Lord of Nothing, Old Angra Mainyu of the sixteen plagues? Pick your
sides in the divine sweepstakes! It’s for you they do it and of a great love for the
soul in you—"

“They want you black and they want you white—"

“How in blazes do you know who's right?”

“It seems clear,” said Colt doubtfully.

“You think so?” she exploded. “You think so now? Wait and see—with
them tearing at your heart two ways and you sure that it’'ll never hold out but
it’s going to rip in half, and it never doing that but you going on through the
night thirteen thousand meters above the world and never a soft bed and never
a bite of real food and never a moment of closing your eyes and sleeping in
darkness and night—!”

She collapsed, weeping, into his arms.
3

The long, starless night had not lifted. Three times more the voices had spoken
from the heavens and silent lightning scribbled across the sky. The two in-
betweeners had chanted back and forth sacred writings of-Asia, wretchedly seek-
ing for answers:

“I will incline mine ears to a parable. I will open my dark sayings upon the
harp. Wherefore should I fear in the days of evil when the iniquity of my heels
shall compass me about?”

“O maker of the material world, thou holy one! When the good waters reach
the left instep whereon does the Drukh Nasu rush?”

There was an explosion of cynical laughter above them, old and dry. Grand-
father T’ang greeted them, “Be well, Valeska and Colt. And forget the insteps and
the heels of the Upanishad. That is my counsel.” He upended the suntori bottle
and flushed his throat with a half-pint of the stuff.

In reply to Colt’s surprised glance she said, “He often visits me. Gaw is a
terrible old man who thinks nothing of lying and being untrue to himself.”

“A little of that would do you no harm, daughter. I belong out here with
you, of course. But out here are no likely candidates for the dice box, and this
ethereal gullet refuses to do without alcohol. Though this ethereal brain could do
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with considerably less of the pious nonsense that invariably accompanies winning
at dice.”

He painfully squatted by them, keeping a death grip on the quart bottle.
“They’re going to be at it again,” said the old man. “It’s just such a night as in
August. Tooth and nail, hammer and tongs, no holds barred.” He spat on the
rock. “Pah! These spectacles disgust a man of my mentality.”

“You see?” asked the woman. “He lies and cheats at dice. Yet often he sings
with the worshipers. And always he says he spits on them in his mind. He is ter-
rible!”

Colt quoted slowly, “Judge me and my cause against the ungodly nation; O
deliver me from the deceitful and the unjust man.”

“Ah?” asked Grandfather T ang. “Sacred books? Wisdom of the East? I join
your symposium with the following, reverently excerpted from the Shuh King:
“The soil of the province was whitish and mellow. Its contribution of revenue was
of the highest, with some proportion of the second. Its fields were of the average
of the second class.”” He grinned savagely and drank deeply again.

“You can't be right,” said Colt. “You can’t be. There’s something that forbids
it being right to lie now that you're dead. It doesn’t matter which side you choose—
whether it’s Raisuli’s smiling idol or that thing the other side of the ridge. But you
have to choose.”

“I'm different,” said T"ang smugly. “I'm different, and I'm drunk two thirds
of the time, so what’s the difference if I'm different?” He began raucously to sing,
beating time with the bottle, the one and only Confucian hymn:

Superiority in a person
Should better not

Nor should it worsen.

It should consider everything
From pussycat to honored king.

Inferior people
Need a steeple
1o climb and shout

Their views about.

Colt drew a little aside with Valeska. “Should this matter?” he asked.

“He really ought to choose one caravan or another. It’s very wrong of him to
pretend to be with one when he’s really with neither. Either the Good or the Bad ...”
She stared quaintly into Colt’s eyes. “Do you think 'm bad?”

“No,” said Colt slowly. “I know you’re not. And you aren’t good either. Not
by nature, practice or inclination. ’'m the same as you. I want to sing their devil
song and a Lutheran hymn at the same time. And it can’t be done.”

“And you aren’t a liar like that lovable old drunk rolling on the rocks there,”
she said with a gesture. “At least you aren’t a liar.”
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“I congratulate myself. I can appreciate it to the full. Have a drink, Valeska.”

“Yes. There is, you know, going to be a holy war. Which side should we be
on?”

“Who knows? Let’s take another look at the Bad boys.”

There was half a pang of terror in his heart—a formless fear that he might
find Badness less repugnant to him than Goodness. He knew the feeling: it was
the trial of every human soul torn between one thing and another. Doubt was
Hell—worse than Hell—and it had to be resolved, even at the risk of this mag-
nificent creature by his side.

Silently he passed the bottle as the sky lightened and the silence spoke out of
the heavens.

“As you wish,” she said. Colt felt a sort of opening in his mind, as though
unspoken words had passed between them. He had heard her think in sorrow and
fear of losing him.

She led him over a ridge to the long line of fires of the Bad caravan, fires
blue-tipped before the ugly altar. There was a disemboweled sacrifice in its lap.
Colt stared his fill, trying to probe what was in his own heart. It was neither plea-
sure nor pain, neither pompous virtue nor cackling glee in destruction and death.
There were techniques of self-searching now open to him that could never be those
of a living man; he shuddered to think of how he had groped in darkness and
ignorance before his death.

The caravan master, the squat monster in the mighty turban, greeted him
warmly, “We've been watching your progress with considerable interest, my son.
We have felt that you were warming to our ideas. How do you feel about our
community?”

Colt rolled back his consciousness into the dark recesses of his mind, ex-
ploring a new stock of knowledge—things that it seemed he must always have
known, but never recognized till now for what they were. “Community”—that
meant the mutual practice of evil and destruction. One of the tidbits of wisdom
newly in his mind was an awareness that the Bad worked together, sealed in a
union that bore death as its bond. The Good practiced alone, rising very seldom
to a community of any respectable proportions.

“May I enter the bond tentatively?” he asked.

The master looked pained. “My son of abomination,” he said kindly, “T’ll
have to ask you to be very careful. The balance is beautifully precise; it would be
a shame to throw them out of kilter. But since you wish to go ahead, very well.
Enter!”

Colt squatted on the ground with numerous others of the Bad people. He
sent out a consoling line of thought to Valeska, who stood somberly by, fearing to
lose her solitary ally. He smiled a little and ran back a signal of reassurance.

He trembled a little with the effort, then threw back his mind like a door.
The inverging flood of black, glistening stuff gave him a warm feeling of com-
radeship with the others; he yielded and allowed himself to drift with them.

He inspected the attitude of which he was a part, found it consisted of a
series of aesthetic balances among eye, ear, touch, smell and taste. The viewpoint
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was multiplex, dirigible, able to rise, enlarge, focus from infinity to zero, split to
examine an object from all vantages.

The viewpoint inspected a rock from about a dozen feet in the air, saw it as
a smoothly prolate spheroid. There was a moment of dwelling on the seeming
fact of its perfection, a painful moment, then the viewpoint descended slowly and
with little waves of pleasure as chips and scars became apparent in the rock. The
viewpoint split, correlated its observations and registered the fact that the rock
was of an eccentric shape, awkward and unbeautiful.

The viewpoint coalesced again and shrank microscopically, then smaller still.
For an ecstatic moment it perceived a welter of crashing, blundering molecules,
beetling about in blindness.

It shifted again, swiftly, far away to a point in Hong Kong where a lady was
entertaining a gentleman. The viewpoint let the two humans’ love, hate, disgust,
affection and lust slide beneath its gaze. There was a gorgeous magenta jealousy
from the man, overlaying the woman’s dull-brown, egg-shaped avarice, both swept
away in a rushing tide of fluxing, thick-textured, ductile, crimson-black passion.

The viewpoint passed somewhere over a battlefield, dwelt lovingly on the
nightmare scene below. There were dim flares of vitality radiating from every crawl-
ing figure below; a massing of infantry was like a beacon. From the machinery of
war there came a steely radiance which, waxed as it discharged its shell or tripped
its bomb, then dimmed to a quiet glow of satisfaction.

A file of tanks crawled over a hill, emitting a purplish radiance which sent
out thin cobwebs of illumination. They swung into battle formation, crept down
the slope at the infantry mass. Behind the infantry antitank guns were hurrying
up—too late. The tanks opened fire, their cobwebs whitening to a demon’s flare
of death as soldiers, scurrying for cover, one by one, keeled over. As they fell there
was a brittle little tingle, the snapping of a thread or wire, and the light of vitality
was extinguished, being replaced by a sallow, corpsey glow.

The viewpoint gorged, gloated, bloated on the scene, then seemed to swell
immeasurably.

Suddenly, after a wringing transition feeling, it was in a mighty hall, ap-
proaching a lightless apse where two little points of radiance gleamed.

There was music, harmonizing ear, eye, taste, touch and smell in a wwilit
blend of sensations. Colt struggled involuntarily, felt himself bathed in rhythmic
complications, subtly off-pleasure, spoiled by the minute introduction of some
unharmonious element. With dismay he felt there creeping into his own conscious-
ness, his segment of the viewpoint, a simple little flicker of a theme in C major.
He was conscious of a gnat’s wing beat of disapproval in response to his untoward
disturbance. The viewpoint continued its drift toward the darkened apse.

It lovingly picked out the inhabitant of the lightless space and greeted it,
even Colt, even though it was a monster of five legs and incredible teeth which
opened wide. Damnably, irritatingly, the little C-major motif persisted; he tried
to drive it from his mind, then, in a fatal moment, recognized it as one Oliver’s
“Flower Song,” a sweet little thing suitable for small hands on the pianoforte.

“—lilies, roses, flowers of every hue—"
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He couldn't lose it after having recognized it that far; the theme spread and
orchestrated through the viewpoint. The whole polysensual off-pleasure matrix
broke up, tore wide open as it was about to pass down the gullet of the monster in
the apse.

“I'm sorry,” he said, rising. “I simply couldn’t help—”

“I know,” said the caravan master sadly. “I know what it was. But you wrecked
a full communion all the same. Go in torment, my son of abomination. May your
ways be woeful.”

Colt thanked him and left with Valeska.

“How was it?” she asked.

“Indescribable,” he exploded. “Loathsome—glorious—terrible. 1 found
myself gloating over—" He went into details.

“So did I,” she said absently. “I went through it, too. It has a gorgeous kick
to it, no doubt. But it isn’t right for us. Me, I broke up their communion with a
line from Pushkin: The aged sorcerer in anger said,/ This queen is evil straight from
toe to head. You know it?”

The sound of singing came from over the ridge, blurred by the megatherial
voices. Colt stared abstractedly at the sky as the words were scribbled again in
light.

“Their turn,” he said. “The Good boys.”

4

They stepped over ridges of snowy rock and stood for a moment surveying
the other caravan. There was a semicircle of faces, gleaming benevolently in
the firelight, handsome smiling faces. They were singing, under the pleasant
aspect of the blue-eyed idol, a lusty slab from the great Bach’s great Mass in B
minor. While Valeska smiled a little cynically, Colt side-stepped into the bari-
tone choir and sounded back tentatively for the words and music. They came
easily; he was experiencing again, for the first time in many years, the delights
of close harmony that move men to form barbershop quartets and Philhar-
monic Societies.

He sang the hearty, solid language, the crashing chords, from his chest, stand-
ing straight, bouncing the tones from his palate like the old glee-clubber that he
was. Beside him he saw Lodz, a beatific smile on his face, chanting sonorously.
Why were so many small men bassos?

Colt forgot himself and sang, let his voice swim out into the pool of sound
and melt into harmony; when need was, he sang up, playing off against M. Lodz’s
basso and McNaughton’s ringing tenor. And then he sang a sinister quarter-tone.
It ended the bar on a gorgeously askew chord and got him very severely looked at.
Raisuli Batar, baton in hand, frowned. Colt signaled wildly back that he couldn’t
help it.

It might have been lack of control, but it wasn’t. It seemed that musical virtu-
osity was a gift to the dead. He had no choice in the matter—it was his nature that
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had dictated the quarter-tone. Raisuli Batar tapped a rock twice with the baton,
then swept down, his left hand signaling volume, cuing in the bassos with his eyes.

The brilliant, crashing unison passage rang out. Damn! As though he had
no control over his own voice, Colt sang not in unison but sharping and flatting
around the line, botching the grand melody completely.

He strode angrily from the semicircle of singers, back to Valeska. She passed
the bottle with a twisted smile on her face.

“You tried to compromise,” she said. “It can’t be done. They didn’t thank
you for Stravinskying their Bach.”

“Right,” he said. “But what do we do?”

“It doesn’t seem right,” she brooded. “We shouldn’t be the only in-betweeners.
Five thousand years—more—they must appear more often. Then something hap-
pens to them. And they go away somewhere.”

“Right,” crowed Grandfather T ang, drunker than ever. “Right, m’lass. And
[ know what happens to them. And I'll tell you what to do.”

“Why?” asked Colt practically.

“Because I’'m not as far outside as you think, children. Once I was as far in-
between as you. I had my chance and I missed it—passed it up for the suntori and
the dice games around the fires. Grandfather was a fool. I can’t tell you any more
than this: Get into the battle and observe rather closely. When you discover a very
important secret, you will ascend to the Eighteenth Orbit and dwell forever, dancing
and singing on the rings of Saturn. Or, to discard the gibberish, your psychic tis-
sues so alter that you recognize a plane of existence more tenuous than ours; a
plane, one suspects, more delectable. The mythological name for it is Heaven.”
He hugged his bottle and crooned affectionately to it:

Superiority in a person
Should better not
Nor should it—

“Does he know?” asked Colt, looking out into the long night.

“He wasn't lying this time. Shall we do it?”

“We shall. This waiting blasts my ethereal soul.”

“You're an impatient cuss,” she smiled at him. “You haven’t seen me dance
yet. I was a well-paid dancer once. It should be worth your while.”

“Dance, then,” he said, settling himself against a rock.

“You make the music. You know how.”

He thought for a moment, then uncovered another bit of technique known
to the dead. He began to send out mentally Debussy’s Clair de Lune. She heard it,
smiled at him as she caught the music, and began to dance.

Her body was not very good; certainly not as good as it had been. But as he
studied the dancing, sometimes with eyes closed so that he could hear only the
rustle of her feet on the snow and sometimes so abstracted that he could hear only
the displacement of air as she moved, Colt was deeply stirred.
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He tuned in on her thoughts, picking out the swiftly running stream, the
skittering little point of consciousness that danced over them.

“Now I am a swan,” said her thoughts while she danced to the music. “Now
[ am a swan, dying for love of the young prince who has wandered through the
courtyard. And now I am the prince, very pretty and as dumb as a prince could
be. Now I am his father the King, very wrathy and pompous. And now, and through
it all, I was really the great stone gargoyle on the square top tower who saw all and
grinned to himself.”

She pirouetted to an end with the music, bowing with a stylized, satirically
cloying grace. He applauded lustily.

“Unless you have other ideas,” she said, “I would like to dance again.” Her
face was rosy and fresh-looking.

He began to construct music in his mind while she listened in and took
little tentative steps. Colt started with a split-log-drum’s beat, pulse speed, low
and penetrating. He built up another rhythm overlaying it, a little slower, with
wood-block timbre. It was louder than the first. Rapidly he constructed a series of
seven polyrhythmic layers, from the bottom split-log pulse to a small, incessant
snare-drum beat.

“Im an animal now, a small, very arboreal animal. I can prick up my ears;
my toes are opposed, so I can grasp a branch.”

He added a bone-xylophone melody, very crude, of only three tones.

“My eyes are both in front of my face. My vision has become stereo-
scopic. I can sit up and handle leaves. I can pick insects from the branches I
live in.”

Colt augmented the xylophone melody with a loud, crude brass.

Valeska thought, “I'm bigger—my arms are longer. And I often walk little
distances on the ground, on my feet and my arm knuckles.”

Colt added a see-sawing, gutty-sounding string timbre, in a melody opposed
to the xylophone and the brass.

“I'm bigger—Dbigger—too big for trees. And I eat grubs as well as leaves—
and I walk almost straight up—see me walk!”

He watched her swinging along the ground, apish, with the memory of bra-
chiation stamped in every limb. He modified the bone-xylophone’s timbre to a
woody ring, increased the melodic range to a full octave.

With tremendous effort Valeska heaved over an imaginary rock, chipped at
it. “I'm making flint hand-axes. They kill animals bigger than I am—tigers and
bears—see my kitchen heap, high as a mountain, full of their bones!”

He augumented with a unison choir of woodwinds and a jangling ten-string
harp.

“I eat bread and drink beer and I pray to the Nile—I sing and I dance, 1
farm and I bake—see me spin rope! See me paint pictures on plaster!”

A wailing clarinet mourned through the rhythmic sea.

Valeska danced statelily. “Yes—now I’'m a man’s woman—now I'm on top
of the heap of the ages—now I'm a human—now I'm a woman ... .”
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Colt stopped short the whole accumulation of percussion, melody and har-
mony in a score of timbres, cutting in precisely a single blues piano that carried in its
minor, sobbing-sad left hand all the sorrow of ages; in the serpentine-stabbing chords
splashed gold by the right sang the triumph of man in his glory of metal and stone.

Valeska danced, sending out no words of what the dance was, for it was she,
what she dreamed, what she had been, and what she was to be. The dance and the
music were Valeska, and they ended when she was in Colt’s arms. The brandy
bottle dropped from his grip and smashed on the rock.

Their long, wordless communion was broken by a disjointed yell from the
two sides of the ridge as fighting forces streamed to battle. From the Bad caravan
came the yell, “Kill and maim! Destroy! Destroy!” And the Good caravan cried,
“In the name of the right! For sanctity and peace on Earth! Defend the right!”

Colt and Valeska found themselves torn apart in the rush to attack, swept
into the thick of the fighting. The thundering voices from above, and the light-
ning, were almost continuous. The blinding radiance rather than the night ham-
pered the fighting.

They were battling with queer, outlandish things—frying pans, camp stools,
table forks. One embattled defender of the right had picked up a piteously bleat-
ing kid and was laying about him with it, holding its tiny hooves in a bunch.

Colt saw skulls crack, but nobody gave way or even fell. The dead were im-
mortal. Then what in blazes was this all about? There was something excruciat-
ingly wrong somewhere, and he couldn’t fathom what it was.

He saw the righteous and amiable Raisuli Batar clubbing away with a table
leg; minutes later he saw the fiendish and amiable chief of the Bad men swinging
about him with another.

Vaguely sensing that he ought perhaps to be on the side of the right, he picked
up a kettle by the handle and looked about for someone to bean with it. He saw a
face that might be that of a fiend strayed from Hell, eyes rolling hideously, teeth
locked and grinding with rage as its owner carved away at a small-sized somebody
with a broken-bladed axe.

He was on the verge of cracking the fiend out of Hell when it considered
itself finished with its victim, temporarily at least, and turned to Colt. “Hello,
there,” snapped the fiend. “Show some life, will you?”

Colt started as he saw that the fiend was Lodz, one of the Good men. Bewil-
dered, he strayed off, nearly being gouged in the face by Grandfather T’ang, who
was happily swinging away with a jagged hunk of suntori bottle, not bothering to
discriminate.

But how did one discriminate? It came over him very suddenly that one didn’t
and couldnt. The caravaneers were attacking each other. At that moment there
came through a mental call from Valeska, who had just made the same discovery
on her own. They joined and mounted a table, inspecting the sea of struggling
human beings.

“It’s all in the way you look at them,” said Valeska softly.

Colt nodded. “There was only one caravan,” he said in somber tones.
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He experimented silently a bit, discovering that by a twiddle of the eyes he
could convert Raisuli Batar into the Bad caravan leader, turban and all. And the same
went for the Bad idol—a reverse twiddle converted it into the smiling, blue-eyed
guardian of the Good caravan. It was like the optical illusion of the three shaded
cubes that point one way or the other, depending on how you decide to see them.

“That was what Grandfather T’ ang meant,” said the woman. Her eyes drifted
to the old man. He had just drained another bottle; with a businesslike swing against
a rock he shattered the bottom into a splendid cutting tool and set to work again.

“There’s no logic to it,” Colt said forlornly. “None at all.” Valeska smiled
happily and hugged him.

Colt felt his cheek laid open.

“Bon soir. Guten lag. Buon giorno. Buenos dias. Bon soir. Guten lag. Buon—"

“You can stop that,” said Colt, struggling to his feet. He cracked his head
against a strut, hung on dazedly. “Where’s—”

He inspected the two men standing before him with healthy grins. They
wore the Red Army uniform under half-buttoned flying suits. The strut that had
got in his way belonged to a big, black helicopter; amidships was blazoned the
crimson star of the Soviet Union.

“You're well and all that, I fawncy?” asked one of the flyers. “We spotted you
and landed—bunged up your cheek a bit—Volanov heah wou/d try to overshoot.”

“I'm fine,” said Colt, feeling his bandage. “Why’'n hell can’t you Russians
learn to speak American?”

The two soldiers exchanged smiles and glances. They obviously considered
Colt too quaint for words. “Pile in, old chap. We can take you as far as Bokhara—
we fuel at Samarkand. I—ah—suppose you have papers?”

Colt leaned against the strut and wearily shoved over his credentials. Every-
thing would be all right. Chungking was in solid with the Reds at the moment.
Everything would be all right.

“I fawncy,” said Volanov, making conversation while his partner handled
the helicopter vanes, “youah glad to see the lawst of all that.”

Colt looked down, remembered, and wept.

“I find,” 1 said as dryly as possible, “a certain familiarity—a nostalgic ring, as it
were—toward the end of your tale.” I was just drunk enough to get fancy with
The Three-Cornered Scar.

“You do?” he asked. He leaned forward across the table. “You do?”

“I've read widely in such matters,” I hastily assured him, pouring another
glass of red wine.

He grinned glumly, sipping. “If I hadn’t left half my spirit with Valeska that
night I was dead,” he remarked conversationally, “I'd smash your face in.”

“That may be,” T assented gracefully.

But I should say that he drank less like half a spirit than half a dozen.
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[Stirring Science Stories - April 1941
as by Cecil Corwin]

The Rocket of 1955

The scheme was all Fein’s, but the trimmings that made it more than a pipe-dream,
and its actual operation depended on me. How long the plan had been in incuba-
tion I do not know, but Fein, one spring day, broke it to me in crude form. I
pointed out some errors, corrected and amplified on the thing in general, and
told him that I'd have no part of it—and changed my mind when he threatened
to reveal certain indiscretions committed by me some years ago.

It was necessary that I spend some months in Europe, conducting research
work incidental to the scheme. I returned with recorded statements, old newspa-
pers and photostatic copies of certain documents. There was a brief, quiet inter-
view with that old, bushy-haired Viennese worshipped incontinently by the mob;
he was convinced by the evidence I had compiled that it would be wise to assist
us.

You all know what happened next—it was the professor’s historic radio broad-
cast. Fein had drafted the thing, I had rewritten it, and told the astronomer to
assume a German accent while reading. Some of the phrases were beautiful: “Ameri-
can dominion over the very planets! ... veil at last ripped aside ... man defies
gravity ... travel through limitless space ... plant the red-white-and-blue banner
in the soil of Mars!”

The requested contributions poured in. Newspapers and magazines osten-
tatiously donated yard-long checks of a few thousand dollars; the government gave
a welcome half-million; heavy sugar came from the “Rocket Contribution Week”
held in the nation’s public schools; but independent contributions were the larg-
est. We cleared seven million dollars, and then started to build the space-ship.

The virginium that took up most of the money was tin-plate; the monoatomic
fluorine that gave us our terrific speed was hydrogen. The take-off was a party for
the newsreels: the big, gleaming bullet extravagant with vanes and projections;
speeches by the professor; Farley, who was to fly it to Mars, grinning into the
cameras. He climbed an outside ladder to the nose of the thing, then dropped
into the steering compartment. I screwed down the sound-proof door, smiling as
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he hammered to be let out. To his surprise, there was no duplicate of the elaborate
dummy controls he had been practicing on for the past few weeks.

I cautioned the pressmen to stand back under the shelter, and gave the pro-
fessor the knife-switch that would send the rocket on its way. He hesitated too
long—Fein hissed into his ear: “Anna Pareloff of Cracow, Herr Professor ...”

The triple blade clicked into the sockets. The vaned projectile roared a hun-
dred yards into the air with a wobbling curve—then exploded.

A photographer, eager for an angle-shot, was killed; so were some kids. The
steel roof protected the rest of us. Fein and I shook hands, while the pressmen
screamed into the telephones which we had provided.

But the professor got drunk, and, disgusted with the part he had played in
the affair, told all and poisoned himself. Fein and I left the cash behind and hopped
a freight. We were picked off it by a vigilance committee (headed by a man who
had lost fifty cents in our rocket). Fein was too frightened to talk or write so they
hanged him first, and gave me a paper and pencil to tell the story as best I could.

Here they come, with an insulting thick rope.




[Worlds Beyond - December 1950]

The Mindworm

The handsome j.g. and the pretty nurse held out against it as long as they reason-
ably could, but blue Pacific water, languid tropical nights, the low atoll dreaming
on the horizon—and the complete absence of any other nice young people for
company on the small, uncomfortable parts boat—did their work. On June 30th
they watched through dark glasses as the dazzling thing burst over the fleet and
the atoll. Her manicured hand gripped his arm in excitement and terror. Unfelt
radiation sleeted through their loins.

A storekeeper-third-class named Bielaski watched the young couple with more
interest than he showed in Test Able. After all, he had twenty-five dollars riding
on the nurse. That night he lost it to a chief bosun’s mate who had backed the j.g.

In the course of time, the careless nurse was discharged under conditions
other than honorable. The j.g., who didn’t like to put things in writing, phoned
her all the way from Manila to say it was a damned shame. When her gratitude
gave way to specific inquiry, their overseas connection went bad and he had to
hang up.

She had a child, a boy, turned it over to a foundling home and vanished
from his life into a series of good jobs and finally marriage.

The boy grew up stupid, puny and stubborn, greedy and miserable. To the home’s
hilarious young athletics director he suddenly said: “You hate me. You think I
make the rest of the boys look bad.”

The athletics director blustered and laughed, and later told the doctor over
coffee: “I watch myself around the kids. They’re sharp—they catch a look or a
gesture and it’s like a blow in the face to them, I know that, so I watch myself. So
how did he know?”

The doctor told the boy: “Three pounds more this month isn’t bad, but how
about you pitch in and clean up your plate every day? Can't live on meat and wa-
ter; those vegetables make you big and strong.”

The boy said: “Whats ‘neurasthenic’ mean?”
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The doctor later said to the director: “It made my flesh creep. I was looking
at his little spindling body and dishing out the old pep-talk about growing big
and strong, and inside my head I was thinking ‘wed call him neurasthenic in the
old days’ and then out he popped with it. What should we do? Should we do
anything? Maybe it'll go away. I don’t know anything about these things. I don’t
know whether anybody does.”

“Reads minds, does he?” asked the director. Be damned if he’s going to read
my mind about Schultz Meat Market’s ten percent. “Doctor, 1 think I'm going to
take my vacation a little early this year. Has anybody shown any interest in adopt-
ing the child?”

“Not him. He wasn’t a baby-doll when we got him, and at present he’s an
exceptionally unattractive-looking kid. You know how people don’t give a damn
about anything but their looks.”

“Some couples would take anything, or so they tell me.”

“Unapproved for foster-parenthood, you mean?”

“Red tape and arbitrary classifications sometimes limit us too severely in
our adoptions.”

“If you're going to wish him on some screwball couple that the courts turned
down as unfit, I want no part of it.”

“You don't have to have any part of it, doctor. By the way, which dorm does
he sleep in?”

“West,” grunted the doctor, leaving the office.

The director called a few friends—a judge, a couple the judge referred him
to, a court clerk. Then he left by way of the east wing of the building.

The boy survived three months with the Berrymans. Hard-drinking Mimi alternately
caressed and shrieked at him; Edward W. tried to be a good scout and just gradually
lost interest, looking clean through him. He hit the road in June and got by with it
for a while. He wore a Boy Scout uniform, and Boy Scouts can turn up anywhere,
any time. The money he had taken with him lasted a month. When the last penny of
the last dollar was three days spent, he was adrift on a Nebraska prairie. He had
walked out of the last small town because the constable was beginning to wonder
what on earth he was hanging around for and who he belonged to. The town was
miles behind on the two-lane highway; the infrequent cars did not stop.

One of Nebraska’s “rivers,” a dry bed at this time of year, lay ahead, spanned
by a railroad culvert. There were some men in its shade, and he was hungry.

They were ugly, dirty men, and their thoughts were muddled and stupid.
They called him “Shorty” and gave him a little dirty bread and some stinking
sardines from a can. The thoughts of one of them became less muddled and ug-
lier. He talked to the rest out of the boy’s hearing, and they whooped with laugh-
ter. The boy got ready to run, but his legs wouldn’t hold him up.

He could read the thoughts of the men quite clearly as they headed for him.
Outrage, fear and disgust blended in him and somehow turned inside-out and
one of the men was dead on the dry ground, grasshoppers vaulting on to his flan-
nel shirt, the others backing away, frightened now, nor frightening.
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He wasn’t hungry any more; he felt quite comfortable and satisfied. He got
up and headed for the other men, who ran. The rearmost of them was thinking
Jeez he folded up the evil eye we was only gonna—

Again the boy let the thoughts flow into his head and again he flipped his
own thoughts around them; it was quite easy to do. It was different—this man’s
terror from the other’s lustful anticipation. But both had their points ... .

At his leisure, he robbed the bodies of three dollars and twenty-four cents.

Thereafter his fame preceded him like a death-wind. Two years on the road
and he had his growth, and his fill of the dull and stupid minds he met there. He
moved to northern cities, a year here, a year there, quiet, unobtrusive, prudent, an
epicure.

Sebastian Long woke suddenly, with something on his mind. As night-fog cleared
away he remembered, happily. Today he started the Demeter Bowl! At last there
was time, at last there was money—six hundred and twenty-three dollars in the
bank. He had packed and shipped the three dozen cockrail glasses last night, en-
graved with Mrs. Klausman’s initials—his last commercial order for as many
months as the Bowl would take.

He shifted from nightshirt to denims, gulped coffee, boiled an egg but was
too excited to eat it. He went to the front of his shop-workroom-apartment, checked
the lock, waved at neighbors’ children on their way to school, and ceremoniously
set a sign in the cluttered window.

It said: “NO COMMERCIAL ORDERS TAKEN UNTIL FURTHER
NOTICE.”

From a closet he tenderly carried a shrouded object that made a double arm-
ful and laid it on his workbench. Unshrouded, it was a glass bowl—whar a glass
bowl! The clearest Swedish lead glass, the purest lines he had ever seen, his secret
treasure since the crazy day he had bought it, long ago, for six months’ earnings.
His wife had given him hell for that until the day she died. From the closet he
brought a portfolio filled with sketches and designs dating back to the day he had
bought the bowl. He smiled over the first, excitedly scrawled—a florid, rococo
conception, unsuited to the classicism of the lines and the serenity of the perfect
glass.

Through many years and hundreds of sketches he had refined his concep-
tion to the point where it was, he humbly felt, not unsuited to the medium. A
strongly molded Demeter was to dominate the piece, a matron as serene as the
glass, and all the fruits of the earth would flow from her gravely outstretched arms.

Suddenly and surely, he began to work. With a candle he thinly smoked an
oval area on the outside of the bowl. Two steady fingers clipped the Demeter draw-
ing against the carbon black; a hair-fine needle in his other hand traced her lines.
When the transfer of the design was done, Sebastian Long readied his lathe. He
fitted a small copper wheel, slightly worn as he liked them, into the chuck and
with his fingers charged it with the finest rouge from Rouen. He took an ashtray
cracked in delivery and held it against the spinning disc. It bit in smoothly, with
the wiping feel to it that was exactly right.
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Holding out his hands, seeing that the fingers did not tremble with excite-
ment, he eased the great bowl to the lathe and was about to make the first tiny cut
of the millions that would go into the masterpiece.

Somebody knocked on his door and rattled the doorknob.

Sebastian Long did not move or look towards the door. Soon the busybody
would read the sign and go away. But the pounding and the rattling of the knob
went on. He eased down the bowl and angrily went to the window, picked up the
sign and shook it at whoever it was—he couldn’t make out the face very well. But
the idiot wouldn’t go away.

The engraver unlocked the door, opened it a bit and snapped: “The shop is
closed. I shall not be taking any orders for several months. Please don’t bother me
now.

“It’s about the Demeter Bowl,” said the intruder.

Sebastian Long stared at him. “What the devil do you know about my Demeter
Bowl?” He saw the man was a stranger, undersized by a little, middle-aged—

“Just let me in, please,” urged the man. “It’s important. Please!”

“I dont know what you're talking about,” said the engraver. “But what do
you know about my Demeter Bowl?” He hooked his thumbs pugnaciously over
the waistband of his denims and glowered at the stranger. The stranger promptly
took advantage of his hand being removed from the door and glided in.

Sebastian Long thought briefly that it might be a nightmare as the man darted
quickly about his shop, picking up a graver and throwing it down, picking up a
wire scratch-wheel and throwing it down. “Here, you!” he roared, as the stranger
picked up a crescent wrench which he did not throw down.

As Long started for him, the stranger darted to the workbench and brought
the crescent wrench down shatteringly on the bowl.

Sebastian Long’s heart was bursting with sorrow and rage; such a storm of
emotions as he never had known thundered through him. Paralyzed, he saw the
stranger smile with anticipation.

The engraver’s legs folded under him and he fell to the floor, drained and
dead.

The Mindworm, locked in the bedroom of his brownstone front, smiled again,
reminiscently.
Smiling, he checked the day on a wall calendar.

“Dolores!” yelled her mother in Spanish. “Are you going to pass the whole day in there?”

She had been practicing low-lidded, sexy half-smiles like Lauren Bacall in
the bathroom mirror. She stormed out and yelled in English: “I don’t know how
many more times | tell you not to call me that Spick name no more!”

“Dolly!” sneered her mother. “Dah-lee! When was there a Saint Dah-lee that
you call yourself after, eh?”

The girl snarled a Spanish obscenity at her mother and ran down the tene-
ment stairs. Jeez, she was gonna be late for sure!
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Held up by a stream of traffic between her and her streetcar, she danced
with impatience. Then the miracle happened. Just like in the movies, a big con-
vertible pulled up before her and its lounging driver said, opening the door: “You
seem to be in a hurry. Could I drop you somewhere?”

Dazed at the sudden realization of a hundred daydreams, she did not fail to
give the driver a low-lidded, sexy smile as she said: “Why, thanks!” and climbed
in. He wasn’t no Cary Grant, but he had all his hair ... kind of small, but so was
she ... and jeez, the convertible had leopard-skin seat covers!

The car was in the stream of traffic, purring down the avenue. “It’s a lovely
day,” she said. “Really too nice to work.”

The driver smiled shyly, kind of like Jimmy Stewart but of course not so
tall, and said: “I feel like playing hooky myself. How would you like a spin down
Long Island?”

“Be wonderful!” The convertible cut left on an odd-numbered street.

“Play hooky, you said. What do you do?”

“Advertising.”

“Advertising!” Dolly wanted to kick herself for ever having doubted, for ever
having thought in low, self-loathing moments that it wouldn’t work out, that shed
marry a grocer or a mechanic and live for ever after in a smelly tenement and grow
old and sick and stooped. She felt vaguely in her happy daze that it might have
been cuter, she might have accidentally pushed him into a pond or something,
but this was cute enough. An advertising man, leopard-skin seat covers ... what
more could a girl with a sexy smile and a nice little figure want?

Speeding down the South Shore she learned that his name was Michael Brent,
exactly as it ought to be. She wished she could tell him she was Jennifer Brown or
one of those real cute names they had nowadays, but was reassured when he told
her he thought Dolly Gonzalez was a beautiful name. He didn’t, and she noticed
the omission, add: “It’s the most beautiful name I ever heard!” That, she comfort-
ably thought as she settled herself against the cushions, would come later.

They stopped at Medford for lunch, a wonderful lunch in a little restaurant
where you went down some steps and there were candles on the table. She called
him “Michael” and he called her “Dolly.” She learned that he liked dark girls and
thought the stories in 7rue Story really were true, and that he thought she was just
tall enough, and that Greer Garson was wonderful, but not the way she was, and
that he thought her dress was just wonderful.

They drove slowly after Medford, and Michael Brent did most of the talk-
ing. He had traveled all over the world. He had been in the war and wounded—
just a flesh wound. He was thirty-eight, and had been married once, but she died.
There were no children. He was alone in the world. He had nobody to share his
town house in the fifties, his country place in Westchester, his lodge in the Maine
woods. Every word sent the girl floating higher and higher on a tide of happiness;
the signs were unmistakable.

When they reached Montauk Point, the last sandy bit of the continent be-
fore blue water and Europe, it was sunset, with a great wrinkled sheet of purple
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and rose stretching half across the sky and the first stars appearing above the dark
horizon of the water.

The two of them walked from the parked car out onto the sand, alone, bathed
in glorious Technicolor. Her heart was nearly bursting with joy as she heard Michael
Brent say, his arms tightening around her: “Darling, will you marry me?”

“Oh, yes, Michael!” she breathed, dying.

The Mindworm, drowsing, suddenly felt the sharp sting of danger. He cast out
through the great city, dragging tentacles of thought:

.. die if she don’t let me ...”

.. six an’ six is twelve an’ carry one an’ three is four ...
... gobblegobble madre de dios pero soy gobblegobble ...”

.. parlay Domino an’ Missab and shoot the roll on Duchess Peg in the
feature ...”

“... melt resin add the silver chloride and dissolve in oil of lavender stand
and decant and fire to cone 012 give you shimmering streaks of luster down the
walls . ;

e moiderin’ square-headed gobblegobble tried ta poke his eye out wassa
matta witta ref ..

“...0 God [ am most heartlly sorry I have offended thee in .

.. talk like a commie .

. gobblegobblegobble two dolla twenny-fi’ sense gobble ...”

.. just a nip and fill it up with water and brush my teeth ...”
... really know I'm God but fear to confess their sins ...”

“... dirty lousy rock-headed claw-handed paddle-footed goggle-eyed
snot-nosed hunch-backed feeble-minded pot-bellied son of ...”

“... write on the wall alfie is a stunkur and then ...”

“... thinks I believe it’s a television set but I know he’s got a bomb in there
but who can I tell who can help so alone ...”

“... gabble was ich weiss nicht gabble geh bei Broadvay gabble ...”

“... habt mein daughter Rosie such a fella gobblegobble ...”

“... wonder if that’s one didn’t look back ...”

“... seen with her in the Medford restaurant ...”

The Mindworm struck into that thought.

“... not a mark on her but the M.E.’s have been wrong before and heart
failure don’t mean a thing anyway try to talk to her old lady authorize an autopsy
get Pancho little guy talks Spanish be best ...”

The Mindworm knew he would have to be moving again—soon. He was
sorry; some of the thoughts he had tapped indicated good ... hunting??

Regretfully, he again dragged his net:

W T with chartreuse drinks I mean drapes could use a drink come to think

»

<«
<«
«

«

of it
. reep- beep reep beep reepiddy-beepiddy-beep bop man wadda beat ..
“. .. dexp-v’ [u) t(xi)s " What the Hell was that?
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The Mindworm withdrew, in frantic haste. The intelligence was massive, its
overtones those of a vigorous adult. He had learned from certain dangerous chil-
dren that there was peril of a leveling flow. Shaken and scared, he contemplated
traveling. He would need more than that wretched girl had supplied, and it would
not be epicurean. There would be no time to find individuals at a ripe emotional
crisis, or goad them to one. It would be plain—munching. The Mindworm drank
a glass of water, also necessary to his metabolism.

EIGHT FOUND DEAD

IN UPTOWN MOVIE;

“MOLESTER” SOUGHT
Eight persons, including three women, were found dead Wednes-
day night of unknown causes in widely-separated seats in the
balcony of the Odeon Theater at 117th Street and Broadway.
Police are seeking a man described by the balcony usher, Michael
Fenelly, eighteen, as “acting like a woman-molester.”

Fenelly discovered the first of the fatalities after seeing the
man “moving from one empty seat to another several times.” He
went to ask a woman in a seat next to one the man had just va-
cated whether he had annoyed her. She was dead.

Almost at once, a scream rang out. In another part of the
baicony Mrs. Sadie Rabinowitz, forty, uttered the cry when an-
other victim toppled from his seat next to her.

Theater manager . J. Marcusohn stopped the show and
turned on the house lights. He tried to instruct his staff to keep
the audience from leaving before the police arrived. He failed to
get word to them in time, however, and most of the audience
was gone when a detail from the 24¢th Pct. and an ambulance
from Harlem hospital took over at the scene of the tragedy.

The Medical Examiner’s office has not yet made a report as
to the causes of death. A spokesman said the victims showed no
signs of poisoning or violence. He added that it “was inconceiv-
able that it could be a coincidence.”

Lt. John Braidwood of the 24th Pct. said of the alleged
molester: “We got a fair description of him and naturally we will
try to bring him in for questioning.”

Clickety-click, clickety-click, clickety-click sang the rails as the Mindworm drowsed
in his coach seat.

Some people were walking forward from the diner. One was thinking:
“Different-looking fellow. (a) he’s aberrant. (b) he’s nonaberrant and ill. Cancel
(b)—respiration normal, skin smooth and healthy, no tremor of limbs,
well-groomed. Is aberrant (1) trivially. (2) significantly. Cancel (1)—displayed no
involuntary interest when ... odd! Running for the washroom! Unexpected because
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(a) neat grooming indicates amour propre inconsistent with amusing others; (b)
evident health inconsistent with ...” It had taken one second, was fully detailed.

The Mindworm, locked in the toilet of the coach, wondered what the next
stop was. He was getting off at it—not frightened, just careful. Dodge them, keep
dodging them and everything would be all right. Send out no mental taps until
the train was far away and everything would be all right.

He got off at a West Virginian coal and iron town surrounded by ruined moun-
tains and filled with the offscourings of Eastern Europe. Serbs, Albanians, Croats,
Hungarians, Slovenes, Bulgarians and all possible combinations and permutations
thereof. He walked slowly from the smoke-stained, brownstone passenger station.
The train had roared on its way.

“... ain’ no gemmun that’s fo sho’, fi-cen’ tip fo’ a good shine lak ah giveum ...”

“... dumb bassar don’t know how to make out a billa lading yet he ain’t
never gonna know so fire him get it over with ...”

“... gabblegabblegabble ...” Not a word he recognized in it.

... gobblegobble dat tam vooman I brek she nack ...”
... gobble trink visky chin glassabeer gobblegobblegobble ...”

“... gabblegabblegabble ...”

“... makes me so gobblegobble mad little no-good tramp no she ain’ but I
don’ like no standup from no dame ...”

A blond, square-headed boy fuming under a street light.

“... out wit' Casey Oswiak I could kill that dumb bohunk alla time trine ta
paw her ...”

It was a possibility. The Mindworm drew near.

“... stand me up for that gobblegobble bohunk I oughtta slap her inna mush
like my ole man says ...”

“Hello,” said the Mindworm.

“Waddaya wan’?”

“Casey Oswiak told me to tell you not to wait up for your girl. He’s taking
her out tonight.”

The blond boy’s rage boiled into his face and shot from his eyes. He was about
to swing when the Mindworm began to feed. It was like pheasant after chicken,
venison after beef. The coarseness of the environment, or the ancient strain? The
Mindworm wondered as he strolled down the street. A girl passed him:

“... oh, but he’s gonna be mad like last time wish I came right away so jeal-
ous kinda nice but he might bust me one some day be nice to him tonight there
he is lam’post leaning on it looks kinda funny gawd I hope he ain’t drunk looks
kinda funny sleeping sick or bozhe moi gabblegabblegabble ...”

Her thoughts trailed into a foreign language of which the Mindworm knew
not a word. After hysteria had gone she recalled, in the foreign language, that she
had passed him.

The Mindworm, stimulated by the unfamiliar quality of the last feeding,
determined to stay for some days. He checked in at a Main Street hotel.

Musing, he dragged his net:
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“... gobblegobblewhompyeargobblecheskygobblegabblechyesh ...”

“... take him down cellar beat the can off the damn chesky thief put the fear
of god into him teach him can’t bust into no boxcars in mah parta the caounty ...”

“... gabblegabble ...”

“... phone ole Mister Ryan in She-cawgo and he'll tell them three-card monte
grifters who got the horse-room rights in this necka the woods by damn don’t pay
protection money for no protection ...”

The Mindworm followed that one further; it sounded as though it could
lead to some money if he wanted to stay in the town long enough.

The Eastern Europeans of the town, he mistakenly thought, were like the
tramps and bums he had known and fed on during his years on the road—stupid
and safe, safe and stupid, quite the same thing.

In the morning he found no mention of the square-headed boy’s death in
the town’s paper and thought it had gone practically unnoticed. It had—by the
paper, which was of, by and for the coal and iron company and its native-American
bosses and straw bosses. The other town, the one without a charter or police force,
with only an imported weekly newspaper or two from the nearest city, noticed it.
The other town had roots more than two thousand years deep, which are hard to
pull up. But the Mindworm didn’t know it was there.

He fed again that night, on a giddy young street-walker in her room. He
had astounded and delighted her with a fistful of ten-dollar bills before he began
to gorge. Again the delightful difference from city-bred folk was there ... .

Again in the morning he had been unnoticed, he thought. The chartered
town, unwilling to admit that there were street-walkers or that they were found
dead, wiped the slate clean; its only member who really cared was the native-
American cop on the beat who had collected weekly from the dead girl.

The other town, unknown to the Mindworm, buzzed with it. A delegation
went to the other town’s only public officer. Unfortunately he was young,
American-trained, perhaps even ignorant about some important things. For what
he told them was: “My children, that is foolish superstition. Go home.”

The Mindworm, through the day, roiled the surface of the town proper by
allowing himself to be roped into a poker game in a parlor of the hotel. He wasn't
good at it, he didn’t like it, and he quit with relief when he had cleaned six
shifty-eyed, hard-drinking loafers out of about three hundred dollars. One of them
went straight to the police station and accused the unknown of being a sharper. A
humorous sergeant, the Mindworm was pleased to note, joshed the loafer out of
his temper.

Nightfall again, hunger again ... .

He walked the streets of the town and found them empty. It was strange.
The native-American citizens were out, tending bar, walking their beats, locking
up their newspaper on the stones, collecting their rents, managing their movies
—Dbut where were the others? He cast his net:

“... gobblegobblegobble whomp year gobble ...”

“... crazy old pollack mama of mine try to lock me in with Errol Flynn at
the Majestic never know the difference if I sneak out the back ...”
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That was near. He crossed the street and it was nearer. He homed on the
thought:
“... jeez he’s a hunka man like Stanley but he never looks at me that Vera
Kowalik I'd like to kick her just once in the gobblegobblegobble crazy old mama
won't be American so ashamed ...”

[t was half a block, no more, down a side-street. Brick houses, two stories,
with backyards on an alley. She was going out the back way.

How strangely quiet it was in the alley.

“... ea-sy down them steps fix that damn board that’s how she caught me
last time what the hell are they all so scared of went to see Father Drugas won’t
talk bet somebody got it again that Vera Kowalik and her big ...”

“... gobble bozhe gobble whomp year gobble ...”

She was closer; she was closer.

“All think I'm a kid show them who’s a kid bet if Stanley caught me all alone
out here in the alley dark and all he wouldn’t think I was a kid that damn Vera
Kowalik her folks dont think she’s a kid ...”

For all her bravado she was stark terrified when he said: “Hello.”

“Who—who—who?” she stammered.

Quick, before she screamed. Her terror was delightful.

Not too replete to be alert, he cast about, questing.

“... gobblegobblegobble whomp year.”

The countless eyes of the other town, with more than two thousand years of
experience in such things, had been following him. What he had sensed as a mean-
ingless hash of noise was actually an impassioned outburst in a nearby darkened
house.

“Fools! fools! Now he has taken a virgin! I said not to wait. What will we say
to her mother?”

An old man with handlebar mustache and, in spite of the heat, his shirt-sleeves
decently rolled down and buttoned at the cuffs, evenly replied: “My heart in me
died with hers, Casimir, but one must be sure. It would be a terrible thing to
make a mistake in such an affair.”

The weight of conservative elder opinion was with him. Other old men with
mustaches, some perhaps remembering mistakes long ago, nodded and said: “A
terrible thing. A terrible thing.”

The Mindworm strolled back to his hotel and napped on the made bed
briefly. A tingle of danger awakened him. Instantly he cast out:

“... gobblegobble whompyear.”

“... whampyir.”

“WAMPYIR!”

Close! Close and deadly!

The door of his room burst open, and mustached old men with their
shirt-sleeves rolled down and decently buttoned at the cuffs unhesitatingly marched
in, their thoughts a turmoil of alien noises, foreign gibberish that he could not
wrap his mind around, disconcerting, from every direction.
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The Education of Tigress McCardle

With the unanimity that had always characterized his fans, as soon as they were
able to vote they swept him into office as President of the United States. Four
years later the 28th Amendment was ratified, republican institutions yielded grace-
fully to the usages of monarchy, and King Purvis I reigned in the land.

Perhaps even then all would have gone well if it had not been for another
major entertainment personage, the insidious Dr. Fu Manchu, that veritable per-
sonification of the Yellow Peril, squatting like some great evil spider in the center
of his web of intrigue. The insidious doctor appeared to have so much fun on his
television series, what with a lovely concubine to paw him and a dwarf to throw
knives, that it quite turned the head of Gerald Wang, a hitherto-peaceable an-
tique dealer of San Francisco. Gerald had decided that he too would become a
veritable personification of the Yellow Peril, and that he too would squat like some
great evil spider in the center of a web of intrigue, and that he would rea/ly accom-
plish something. He found it remarkably easy since nobody believed in the Yellow
Peril anymore. He grew a mandarin mustache, took to uttering cryptic quota-
tions from the sages, and was generally addressed as “doctor” by the members of
his organization, though he made no attempt to practice medicine. His wife drew
the line at the concubine, but Gerald had enough to keep him busy with his per-
sonifying and squatting.

His great coup occurred in 1986 when, after patient years of squatting
and plotting, one of his most insidious ideas reached the attention of His
Majesty via a recommendation ridered onto the annual population-resources
report. The recommendation was implemented as the Parental Qualifications
Program, or PQ.P, by royal edict. “Ow rackon thet’ll make um mahnd they
P’sand Q’s,” quipped His Majesty, and everybody laughed heartily—but none
more heartily than the insidious Dr. Wang, who was present in disguise as
Tuner of the Royal Git-tar.

A typical PQP operation (at least when judged typical by the professor of
Chronoscope History Seminar 201 given by Columbia University in 2756 A.D.,
who ought to know) involved George McCardle ...

72
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George McCardle had a good deal with his girl friend, Tigress Moone. He
dined her and bought her pretties and had the freedom of the bearskin rug in
front of her wood-burning fireplace. He had beaten the game; he had achieved a
delightful combination of bachelor irresponsibility and marital gratification.

“George,” Tigress said thoughtfully one day ... so they got married.

With prices what they were in 1998, she kept her job, of course—at least
until she again said thoughtfully; “George ...”

She then had too much time on her hands; it was absurd for a healthy young
woman to pretend that taking care of a two-room city apartment kept her occu-
pied ... so she thoughtfully said, “George?” and they moved to the suburbs.

George happened to be a rising young editor in the Civil War Book-of-the-
Week Club. He won his spurs when he got Mightier Than the Sword: A Study of
Pens and Pencils in the Army of the Potomac, 1863—1865 whipped into shape for
the printer. They then assigned him to the infinitely more difficult and delicate
job of handling writers. A temperamental troll named Blount was his special trial.
Blount was writing a novelized account of Corporal Piggott’s Raid, a deservedly
obscure episode which got Corporal Piggott of the 104th New York (Provisional)
Heavy Artillery Regiment deservedly court-martialed in the summer of ’63. It was
George’s responsibility to see that Blount novelized the verdict of guilty into a
triumphant acquittal followed by an award of the Medal of Honor, and Blount
was being unreasonable about it.

It was after a hard day of screaming at Blount, and being screamed back at,
that George dragged his carcass off the Long Island Rail Road and into the family
car. “Hi, dear,” he said to Mrs. McCardle, erstwhile tigress-Diana, and off they
drove, and so far it seemed like the waning of another ordinary day. But in the car
Mrs. McCardle said thoughtfully: “George ...”

She told him what was on her mind, and he refrained from striking her in
the face because they were in rather tricky traffic and she was driving,.

She wanted a child.

It was necessary to have a child, she said. Inexorable logic dictated it. For
one thing, it was absurd for just the two of them to live in a great barn of a six-
room house.

For another thing, she needed a child to fulfill her womanhood. For a third,
the brains and beauty of the Moone-McCardle strain should not die out; it was
their duty to posterity.

(The students in Columbia’s Chronoscope History Seminar 201 retched as one
man at the words.)

For a fourth, everybody was having children.

George thought he had her there, but no. The statement was perfectly cor-
rect if for “everybody” you substituted “Mrs. JacquesTruro,” their next-door neigh-
bor.

By the time they reached their great six-room barn of a place she was
consolidating her victory with a rapid drumfire of simple declarative sentences
which ended with “Don’t you?” and “Won’t we?” and “Isn’t it?” to which
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George, hanging onto the ropes, groggily replied: “We’ll see ... we'll see ...
we'll see ...”

A wounded thing inside him was soundlessly screaming: youzh! joy! freedom!
gone beyond recall, slain by wedlock, coffined by a mortgage, now to be entombed
beneath a reeking Everest of diapers!

“I believe I'd like a drink before dinner,” he said. “Had quite a time with
Blount today,” he said as the Martini curled quietly in his stomach. He was pre-
tending nothing very bad had happened. “Kept talking about his integrity. Writ-
ers! They’ll never learn. ... Tigress? Are you with me?”

His wife noticed a slight complaining note in his voice, so she threw herself
on the floor, began to kick and scream, went on to hold her breath until her face
turned blue, and finished by letting George know that she had abandoned her
Career to assuage his bachelor misery, moved out to this dreary wasteland to sat-
isfy his whim, and just once in her life requested some infinitesimal consideration
for her ghastly drudgery and scrimping,.

George, who was a kind and gentle person except with writers, dried her
tears and apologized for his brutality. They would have a child, he said contritely.
“Though,” he added, “I hear there are some complications about it these days.”

“For Motherhood,” said Mrs. McCardle, getting off the floor, “no compli-
cations are too great.” She stood profiled like a statue against their picture win-
dow, with its view of the picture window of the house across the street.

The next day George asked around at his office.

None of the younger men, married since the PQ.P. went into effect, seemed
to have had children. ,

A few of them cheerily admitted they had not had children and were not
going to have children, for they had volunteered for D-Bal shots, thus doing away
with a running minor expense and, more importantly, ensuring a certain peace of
mind and unbroken continuity during tender moments.

“Ugh,” thought George.

(The Columbia University professor explained to his students, “It is clearly in
George’s interest to go to the clinic for a painless, effective D-Bal shot and thus resolve
his problem, but he does not go; he shudders at the thought. We cannot know what fear
of amputation stemming from some early traumatic experience thus prevents him from
action, but deep-rooted psychological reasons explain his behavior, we can't be certain.”
The class bent over the chronoscope.)

And some of George’s co-workers slunk away and would not submit to ques-
tioning. Young MacBirney, normally open and incisive, muttered vaguely and
passed his hand across his brow when George asked him how one went about
having a baby—red-tape-wise, that is.

It was Blount, come in for his afternoon screaming match, who spilled the
vengeful beans. “You and your wife just phone PQ.P. for an appointment,” he
told George with a straight face. “They’ll issue you—everything you need.” George
in his innocence thanked him, and Blount turned away and grinned the twisted,
sly grin of an author.
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A glad female voice answered the phone on behalf of the PQ.P. It assured
George that he and Mrs. McCardle need only drop in any time at the Empire
State Building and they'd be well on their way to parenthood.

The next day Mr. and Mrs. McCardle dropped in at the Empire State Build-
ing. A receptionist in the lobby was buffing her nails under a huge portrait of His
Majesty. A beautifully lettered sign displayed the words with which His Majesty
had decreed that PQ.P. be enacted: “Ow Racken Theah’s a Raht Smaht Ah-dee,
Boys.”

“Where do we sign up, please?” asked George.

The receptionist pawed uncertainly through her desk. “I £now there’s some
kind of book,” she said as she rummaged, but she did not find it. “Well, it doesn’t
matter. They’ll give you everything you need in Room 100.”

“Will T sign up there?” asked George nervously, conditioned by a lifetime of
red tape and uncomfortable without it.

“No,” said the receptionist.

“But for the tests—"

“There aren’t any tests.”

“Then the interviews, the deep probing of our physical and psychological
fitness for parenthood, our heredity—"

“No interviews.”

“But the evaluation of our financial and moral standing without which no
permission can be—"

“No evaluation. Just Room 100.” She resumed buffing her nails.

In Room 100 a cheerful woman took a Toddler out of a cabinet, punched
the non-reversible activating button between its shoulder blades, and handed it to
Mrs. McCardle with a cheery: “It’s all yours, madame. Return with it in three
months and, depending on its condition, you will, or will not, be issued a breed-
ing permit. Simple, isn’t it?”

“The little darling!” gurgled Mrs. McCardle, looking down into the Toddler’s
pretty face.

It spit in her eye, punched her in the nose and sprang a leak.

“Gracious!” said the cheerful woman. “Get it out of our nice clean office, 7f
you please.”

“How do you work it?” yelled Mrs. McCardle, juggling the Toddler like a
hot potato. “How do you turn it off?”

“Oh, you can’t turn it off,” said the woman. “And you'd better not swing it
like that. Rough handling goes down on the tapes inside it and we read them in
three months and now if you please, you're getting our nice office all wer—"

She shepherded them out.

“Do something, George!” yelled Mrs. McCardle. George took the Toddler.
It stopped leaking and began a ripsaw scream that made the lighting fixtures
tremble.

“Give the poor thing to me!” Mrs. McCardle shouted. “You're hurting it
holding it like that—"

She took the Toddler back. It stopped screaming and resumed leaking.
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It quieted down in the car. The sudden thought seized them both—z00 quier?
Their heads crashed rogether as they bent simultaneously over the glassy-eyed little
object. It laughed delightedly and waved its chubby fists.

“Clumsy oaf!” snapped Mrs. McCardle, rubbing her head.

“Sorry, dear,” said George. “But at least we must have got a good mark out
of it on the tapes. I suppose it scores us good when it laughs.”

Her eyes narrowed. “Probably,” she said. “George, do you think if you fell
heavily on the sidewalk—?”

“No,” said George convulsively. Mrs. McCardle looked at him for a mo-
ment and held her peace.

(“Note, young gentlemen, ” said the history professor, “the turning point, the seed
of rebellion.” They noted.)

The McCardles and the Toddler drove off down Sunrise Highway, which
was lined with filling stations; since their "98 Landcruiser made only two miles to
the gallon, it was not long before they had to stop at one.

The Toddler began its ripsaw shriek when they stopped. A hollow-eyed at-
tendant shambled over and peered into the car. “Just get it?” he asked apatheti-
cally.

“Yes,” said Mrs. McCardle, frantically trying to joggle the Toddler, to change
it, to burp it, to do anything that would end the soul-splitting noise.

“Half pint of white 90-octane gas is what it needs,” mumbled the attendant.
“Few drops of SAE 40 oil. Got one myself. Two weeks to go. I'll never make it. I'll
crack. 'll—TI’ll ...” He tottered off and returned with the gasoline in a nursing
bottle, the oil in an eye-dropper.

The Toddler grabbed the bottle and began to gulp the gas down content-
edly.

“Where do you put the 0il?” asked Mrs. McCardle.

He showed her.

“Oh,” she said.

“Fill her up,” said George. “The car, I mean. I ... ah ... I'm going to wash
my hands, dear.”

He cornered the attendant by the cash register. “Look,” he said. “What, ah,
would happen if you just let it run out of gas? The Toddler, I mean?”

The man looked at him and put a compassionate hand on his shoulder. “It
would scream, buddy,” he said. “The main motors run off an atomic battery. The
gas engine’s just for a sideshow and for having breakdowns.”

“Breakdowns? Oh, my God! How do you fix a breakdown?”
“The best way you can,” the man said. “And buddy, when you burp it, watch
out for the fumes. I've seen some ugly explosions ..

They stopped at five more filling stations along the way when the Toddler
wanted gas.

“I’ll be better-behaved when it’s used to the house,” said Mrs. McCardle
apprehensively as she carried it over the threshold.

“Put it down and let’s see what happens,” said George.
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The Toddler toddled happily to the coffee table, picked up a large bronze
ashtray, moved to the picture window and heaved the ashtray through it. It gurgled
happily at the crash.

“You little—!” George roared, making for the Toddler with his hands clawed
before him.

“George!” Mrs. McCardle screamed, snatching the Toddler away. “It’s only
a machine!”

The machine began to shriek.

They tried gasoline, oil, wiping with a clean lint-free rag, putting it down, pick-
ing it up and finally banging their heads together. It continued to scream until it was
ready to stop screaming, and then it stopped and gave them an enchanting grin.

“Time to put it to—away for the night?” asked George.

It permitted itself to be put away for the night.

From his pillow George said later: “Think we did pretty well today. Three
months? Pah!”

Mrs. McCardle said: “You were wonderful, George.”

He knew that tone. “My Tigress,” he said.

Ten minutes later, at the most inconvenient time in the world, bar none, the
Toddler began its ripsaw screaming.

Cursing, they went to find out what it wanted. They found out. What it
wanted was to laugh in their faces.

(The professor explained: “Indubitably, sadism is at work here, but harnessed in
the service of humanaty. Better a brutal and concentrated attack such as we have been
witnessing than long-drawn-out torments.” The class nodded respectfully.)

Mr. and Mrs. McCardle managed to pull themselves together for another try,
and there was an exact repeat. Apparently the Toddler sensed something in the air.

“Three months,” said George, with haunted eyes.

“You'll live,” his wife snapped.

“May I ask just what kind of a crack that was supposed to be?”

“If the shoe fits, my good man—"

So a fine sex quarrel ended the day.

Within a week the house looked as if it had been liberated by a Mississippi
National Guard division. George had lost ten pounds because he couldn’t digest
anything, not even if he seasoned his food with powdered Equanil instead of salt.
Mrs. McCardle had gained fifteen pounds by nervous gobbling during the mo-
ments when the Toddler left her unoccupied. The picture window was boarded
up. On George’s salary, and with glaziers’ wages what they were, he couldn’t have
it replaced twice a day.

Not unnaturally, he met his next-door neighbor, Jacques Truro, in a bar.

Truro was rye and soda, he was dry martini; otherwise they were identical.

“It’s the little whimper first that gets me, when you know the big screaming’s
going to come next. I could jump out of my skin when [ hear that whimper.”

“Yeah. The waiting. Sometimes one second, sometimes five. I count.”

“I forced myself to stop. I was throwing up.”
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“Yeah. Me too. And nervous diarrhea?”

“All the time. Between me and that goddam thing the house is awash. Cheers.”
They drank and shared hollow laughter.

“My stamp collection. Down the toilet

“My fishing pole. Three clean breaks and peanut butter in the reel

“One thing I'll never understand, Truro. Whatdecided you two to have a baby?”

“Wait a minute, McCardle,” Truro said. “Marguerite told me that you were
going to have one, so she had to have one—"

They looked at each other in shared horror.

“Suckered,” said McCardle in an awed voice.

“Women,” breathed Truro.

They drank a grim toast and went home.

“It’s beginning to talk,” Mrs. McCardle said listlessly, sprawled in a chair,
her hand in a box of chocolates. “Called me ‘old pig-face’ this afternoon.” She did
look somewhat piggish with fifteen superfluous pounds.

George put down his briefcase. It was loaded with work from the office which
these days he was unable to get through in time. He had finally got the revised
court-martial scene from Blount, and would now have to transmute it into read-
able prose, emending the author’s stupid lapses of logic, illiterate blunders of lan-
guage and raspingly ugly style.

“Pll wash up,” he said.

“Don't use the toilet. Stopped up again.”

“Bad?”

“He said hed come back in the morning with an eight-man crew. Some-
thing about jacking up a corner of the house.”

The Toddler toddled in with a bottle of bleach, made for the briefcase, and
emptied the bleach into it before the exhausted man or woman could compre-
hend what was going on, let alone do anything about it.

George incredulously spread the pages of the court-martial scene on the
gouged and battered coffee table. His eyes bulged as he watched the thousands of
typed words vanishing before his eyes, turning pale and then white as the paper.

Blount kept no carbons. Keeping carbons called for a minimal quantity of
prudence and brains, but Blount was an author and so he kept no carbons. The
court-martial scene product of six months’ screaming, was gone.

The Toddler laughed gleefully.

George clenched his fists, closed his eyes and tried to ignore the roaring in
his ears.

The Toddler began a whining chant:

”
.

»
.

“Da-dy’s an au-thor!
Da-dy’s an au-thor!”

“That did it!” George shrieked. He stalked to the door and flung it open.
“Where are you going?” Mrs. McCardle quavered.
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“To the first doctor’s office I find,” said her husband in sudden icy calm.
“There I will request a shot of D-Bal. When [ have had a D-Bal shot, a breeding
permit will be of no use whatever to us. Since a breeding permit will be useless, we
need not qualify for one by being tortured for another eleven weeks by that ob-
scene little monster, which we shall return to PQ.P. in the morning. And unless it
behaves, it will be returned in a basket, for them to reassemble at their leisure.”

“I'm so glad,” his wife sighed.

The Toddler said: “May I congratulate you on your decision. By voluntarily
surrendering your right to breed, you are patriotically reducing the population
pressure, a problem of great concern to His Majesty. We of the PQ.P. wish to
point out that your decision has been arrived at not through coercion but through
education; i.e., by presenting you in the form of a Toddler with some of the argu-
ments against parenthood.”

“I didn’t know you could talk that well,” marveled Mrs. McCardle.

The Toddler said modestly: “I've been with the PQ.P. from the very begin-
ning, ma'am; I'm a veteran Toddler operator, I may say, working out of Room
4567 of the Empire State. And the improved model I'm working through has
reduced the breakdown time an average thirty-five percent. I foresee a time, ma'am,
when we experienced operators and ever-improved models will do the job in one
day!”

The voice was fanatical.

Mrs. McCardle turned around in sudden vague apprehension. George had
left for his D-Bal shot.

(“And thus we see,” said the professor to the seminar, “the genius of the insidious
Dr. Wang in full flower.” He snapped off the chronoscope. “The first boatloads of Chi-
nese landed in California three generations—or should I say non-generations?—later,
unopposed by the scanty, elderly population.” He groomed his mandarin mustache and
looked out for a moment over the great rice paddies of Central Park. It was spring;
blue-clad women stooped patiently over the brown water, and the tender, bright-green
shoots were just beginning to appear.)

(The seminar students bowed and left for their next lecture, “The Hound Dog as
Symbol of Juvenile Aggression in Ancient American Folk Song.” It was all that re-
mained of the reign of King Purvis I.)
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as “Reap the Dark Tide”]

Shark Ship

It was the spring swarming of the plankton; every man and woman and most of
the children aboard Grenville’s Convoy had a job to do. As the seventy-five gigan-
tic sailing ships plowed their two degrees of the South Atlantic, the fluid that
foamed beneath their cutwaters seethed also with life. In the few weeks of the
swarming, in the few meters of surface water where sunlight penetrated in suffi-
cient strength to trigger photosynthesis, microscopic spores burst into microscopic
plants, were devoured by minute animals which in turn were swept into the maws
of barely visible sea monsters almost a tenth of an inch from head to tail; these in
turn were flercely pursued and gobbled in shoals by the fierce little brit, the tiny
herring and shrimp that could turn a hundred miles of green water to molten
silver before your eyes.

Through the silver ocean of the swarming the Convoy scudded and tacked
in great controlled zigs and zags, reaping the silver of the sea in the endlessly reel-
ing bronze nets each ship payed out behind.

The Commodore in Grenville did not sleep during the swarming; he and
his staff dispatched cutters to scout the swarms, hung on the meteorologists’ words,
digested the endless reports from the scout vessels and toiled through the night to
prepare the dawn signal. The mainmast flags might tell the captains “Convoy course
five degrees right,” or “Two degrees left,” or only “Convoy course: no change.”
On those dawn signals depended the life for the next six months of the million
and a quarter souls of the Convoy. It had not happened often, but it had hap-
pened that a succession of blunders reduced a Convoy’s harvest below the mini-
mum necessary to sustain life. Derelicts were sometimes sighted and salvaged from
such Convoys; strong-stomached men and women were needed for the first board-
ing and clearing away of human debris. Cannibalism occurred, an obscene thing
one had nightmares about.

The seventy-five captains had their own particular purgatory to endure
throughout the harvest, the Sail-Seine Equation. It was their job to balance the
push on the sails and the drag of the ballooning seines so that push exceeded drag
by just the number of pounds that would keep the ship on course and in station,
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given every conceivable variation of wind force and direction, temperature of water,
consistency of brit, and smoothness of hull. Once the catch was salted down it
was customary for the captains to converge on Grenville for a roaring feast by way
of letdown.

Rank had its privileges. There was no such relief for the captains’ Net Offic-
ers or their underlings in Operations and Maintenance, or for their Food Officers
under whom served the Processing and Stowage people. They merely worked,
streaming the nets twenty-four hours a day, keeping them bellied out with lines
from mast and outriding gigs, keeping them spooling over the great drum amid-
ships, tending the blades that had to scrape the brit from the nets without damag-
ing the nets, repairing the damage when it did occur; and without interruption of
the harvest, flash-cooking the part of the harvest to be cooked, drying the part to
be dried, pressing oil from the harvest as required, and stowing what was cooked
and dried and pressed where it would not spoil, where it would not alter the trim
of the ship, where it would not be pilfered by children. This went on for weeks
after the silver had gone thin and patchy against the green, and after the silver had
altogether vanished.

The routines of many were not changed at all by the swarming season. The
blacksmiths, the sailmakers, the carpenters, the water-tenders, to a degree the store-
keepers, functioned as before, tending to the fabric of the ship, renewing, replac-
ing, reworking. The ships were things of brass, bronze and unrusting steel.
Phosphor-bronze strands were woven into net, lines, and cables; cordage, masts
and hull were metal; all were inspected daily by the First Officer and his men and
women for the smallest pinhead of corrosion. The smallest pinhead of corrosion
could spread; it could send a ship to the bottom before it had done spreading, as
the chaplains were fond of reminding worshipers when the ships rigged for church
on Sundays. To keep the hellish red of iron rust and the sinister blue of copper
rust from invading, the squads of oilers were always on the move, with oil dis-
tilled fronr the catch. The sails and the clothes alone could not be preserved; they
wore out. It was for this that the felting machines down below chopped wornout
sails and clothing into new fibers and twisted and rolled them with kelp and with
glue from the catch into new felt for new sails and clothing.

While the plankton continued to swarm twice a year, Grenville’s Convoy
could continue to sail the South Atlantic, from ten-mile limit to ten-mile limit.
Not one of the seventy-five ships in the Convoy had an anchor.

The Caprain’s Party that followed the end of Swarming 283 was slow get-
ting under way. McBee, whose ship was Port Squadron 19, said to Salter of Star-
board Squadron 30: “To be frank, I'm too damned exhausted to care whether I
ever go to another party, but I didn’t want to disappoint the Old Man.”

The Commodore, trim and bronzed, not showing his eighty years, was across
the great cabin from them greeting new arrivals.

Salter said: “You'll feel differently after a good sleep. It was a great harvest,
wasn't it? Enough weather to make it tricky and interesting. Remember 276? 7har
was the one that wore me out. A grind, going by the book. But this time, on the
fifteenth day my foretopsail was going to go about noon, big rip in her, but I needed
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her for my S-S balance. What to do? I broke out a balloon spinnaker—now wait a
minute, let me tell it first before you throw the book at me—and pumped my fore
trim tank out. Presto! No trouble; foretopsail replaced in fifteen minutes.”

McBee was horrified. “You could have lost your net!”

“My weatherman absolutely ruled out any sudden squalls.”

“Weatherman. You could have lost your net!”

Salter studied him. “Saying that once was thoughtless, McBee. Saying it twice
is insulting. Do you think I'd gamble with twenty thousand lives?”

McBee passed his hands over his tired face. “I'm sorry,” he said. “I told you
I was exhausted. Of course under special circumstances it can be a safe maneu-
ver.” He walked to a porthole for a glance at his own ship, the nineteenth in the
long echelon behind Grenville. Salter stared after him. “Losing one’s net” was a
phrase that occurred in several proverbs; it stood for abysmal folly. In actuality a
ship that lost its phosphor-bronze wire mesh was doomed, and quickly. One could
improvise with sails or try to jury-rig a net out of the remaining rigging, but not
well enough to feed twenty thousand hands, and no fewer than that were needed
for maintenance. Grenville’s Convoy had met a derelict which lost its net back
before 240; children still told horror stories about it, how the remnants of port
and starboard watches, mad to a man, were at war, a war of vicious night forays
with knives and clubs.

Salter went to the bar and accepted from the Commodore’s steward his first
drink of the evening, a steel tumbler of colorless fluid distilled from a fermented
mash of sargassum weed. It was about forty percent alcohol and tasted pleasantly
of iodides.

He looked up from his sip and his eyes widened. There was a man in captain’s
uniform talking with the Commodore and he did not recognize his face. But there
had been no promotions lately!

The Commodore saw him looking and beckoned him over. He saluted and
then accepted the old man’s hand-clasp. “Caprain Salter,” the Commodore said,
“my youngest and rashest, and my best harvester. Salter, this is Captain Degerand
of the White Fleet.”

Salter frankly gawked. He knew perfectly well that Grenville’s Convoy was
far from sailing alone upon the seas. On watch he had beheld distant sails from
time to time. He was aware that cruising the two-degree belt north of theirs was
another Convoy and that in the belt south of theirs was still another, in fact that
the seaborne population of the world was a constant one billion, eighty million.
But never had he expected to meet face to face any of them except the one and a
quarter million who sailed under Grenville’s flag.

Degerand was younger than he, all deeply tanned skin and flashing pointed
teeth. His uniform was perfectly ordinary and very queer. He understood Salter’s
puzzled look. “It’s woven cloth,” he said. “The White Fleet was launched several
decades after Grenville’s. By then they had machinery to reconstitute fibers suit-
able for spinning and they equipped us with it. It’s six of one and half a dozen of
the other. I think our sails may last longer than yours, but the looms require a lot

of skilled labor when they break down.”
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The Commodore had left them.

“Are we very different from you?” Salter asked.

Degerand said: “Our differences are nothing. Against the dirt men we are
brothers—blood brothers.”

The term “dirt men” was discomforting; the juxtaposition with “blood” more
so. Apparently he was referring to whoever it was that lived on the continents and
islands—a shocking breach of manners, of honor, of faith. The words of the Charter
circled through Salter’s head. “... return for the sea and its bounty ... renounce
and abjure the land from which we ...” Salter had been ten years old before he
knew that there were continents and islands. His dismay must have shown on his
face.

“They have doomed us,” the foreign captain said. “We cannot refit. They
have sent us out, each upon our two degrees of ocean in larger or smaller convoys
as the richness of the brit dictated, and they have cut us off. To each of us will
come the catastrophic storm, the bad harvest, the lost net, and death.”

It was Salter’s impression that Degerand had said the same words many times
before, usually to large audiences.

The Commodore’s talker boomed out: “Now hear this!” His huge voice filled
the stateroom easily; his usual job was to roar through a megaphone across a league
of ocean, supplementing flag and lamp signals. “Now hear this!” he boomed.
“There’s tuna on the table—big fish for big sailors!”

A grinning steward whisked a felt from the sideboard, and there by Heaven
it lay! A great baked fish as long as your leg, smoking hot and trimmed with kelp!
A hungry roar greeted it; the captains made for the stack of trays and began to file
past the steward, busy with knife and steel.

Salter marveled to Degerand: “I didn’t dream there were any left that size.
When you think of the tons of brit that old-timer must have gobbled!”

The foreigner said darkly: “We slew the whales, the sharks, the perch, the
cod, the herrmg—everythmg that used the sea but us. They fed on brit and one
another and concentrated it in firm savory flesh like that, but we were jealous of
the energy squandered in the long food chain; we decreed that the chain would
stop with the link brit-to-man.”

Salter by then had filled a tray. “Brit’s more reliable,” he said. “A Convoy
can't take chances on fisherman’s luck.” He happily bolted a steaming mouthful.

“Safety is not everything,” Degerand said. He ate, more slowly than Salter.
“Your Commodore said you were a rash seaman.”

“He was joking. If he believed that, he would have to remove me from com-
mand.”

The Commodore walked up to them, patting his mouth with a handker-
chief and beaming. “Surprised, eh?” he demanded. “Glasgow’s lookout spotted
that big fellow yesterday half a kilometer away. He signaled me and I told him to
lower and row for him. The boat crew sneaked up while he was browsing and
gaffed him clean. Very virtuous of us. By killing him we economize on brit and
provide a fitting celebration for my captains. Eat hearty! It may be the last we'll
ever see.
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Degerand rudely contradicted his senior officer. “They can’t be wiped out
clean, Commodore, not exterminated. The sea is deep. Its genetic potential can-
not be destroyed. We merely make temporary alterations of the feeding balance.”

“Seen any sperm whale lately?” the Commodore asked, raising his white
eyebrows. “Go get yourself another helping, Captain, before it’s gone.” It was a
dismissal; the foreigner bowed and went to the buffet.

The Commodore asked: “What do you think of him?”

“He has some extreme ideas,” Salter said.

“The White Fleet appears to have gone bad,” the old man said. “That fellow
showed up on a cutter last week in the middle of harvest wanting my immediate,
personal attention. He's on the staff of the White Fleet Commodore. I gather they're
all like him. They’ve got slack; maybe rust has got ahead of them, maybe they're
over-breeding. A ship lost its net and they didn’t let it go. They cannibalized rig-
ging from the whole fleet to make a net for it.”

“But—but—but. Of course it was the wrong thing and now they're all
suffering. Now they haven’t the stomach ro draw lots and cut their losses.” He
lowered his voice. “Their idea is some sort of raid on the Western Continent,
that America thing, for steel and bronze and whatever else they find not welded
to the deck. It’s nonsense, of course, spawned by a few silly-clever people on
the staff. The crews will never go along with it. Degerand was sent to invite us
in!”

Salter said nothing for a while and then: “I certainly hope we’ll have noth-
ing to do with it.”

“I'm sending him back at dawn with my compliments, and a negative, and
my sincere advice to his Commodore that he drop the whole thing before his own
crew hears of it and has him bowspritted.” The Commodore gave him a wintry
smile. “Such a reply is easy to make, of course, just after concluding an excellent
harvest. It might be more difficult to signal a negative if we had a couple of ships
unnetted and only enough catch in salt to feed sixty percent of the hands. Do you
think you could give the hard answer under those circumstances?”

“I think so, sir.”

The Commodore walked away, his face enigmatic. Salter thought he knew
what was going on. He had been given one small foretaste of top command. Per-
haps he was being groomed for Commodore—not to succeed the old man, surely,
but his successor.

McBee approached, full of big fish and drink. “Foolish thing I said,” he stam-
mered. “Let’s have drink, forget about it, eh?”

He was glad to.

“Damn fine seaman!” McBee yelled after a couple more drinks. “Best little
captain in the Convoy! Not a scared old crock like poor old McBee, "fraid of every
puff of wind!”

And then he had to cheer up McBee until the party began to thin out. McBee
fell asleep at last and Salter saw him to his gig before boarding his own for the
long row to the bobbing masthead lights of his ship.
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Starboard Squadron Thirty was at rest in the night. Only the slowly-moving
oil lamps of the women on their ceaseless rust patrol were alive. The brit catch,
dried, came to some seven thousand tons. It was a comfortable margin over the
5,670 tons needed for six months’ full rations before the autumnal swarming and
harvest. The trim tanks along the keel had been pumped almost dry by the ship’s
current prison population as the cooked and dried and salted cubes were stored in
the glass-lined warehouse tier; the gigantic vessel rode easily on a swelling sea be-
fore a Force One westerly breeze.

Salter was exhausted. He thought briefly of having his cox’'n whistle for a
bosun’s chair so that he might be hauled at his ease up the fifty-yard cliff that was
the hull before them, and dismissed the idea with regret. Rank hath its privileges
and also its obligations. He stood up in the gig, jumped for the ladder and began
the long climb. As he passed the portholes of the cabin tiers he virtuously kept
eyes front, on the bronze plates of the hull inches from his nose. Many couples in
the privacy of their double cabins would be celebrating the end of the
back-breaking, night-and-day toil. One valued privacy aboard the ship; one’s own
648 cubic feet of cabin, one’s own porthole, acquired an almost religious mean-
ing, particularly after the weeks of swarming cooperative labor.

Taking care not to pant, he finished the climb with a flourish, springing
onto the flush deck. There was no audience. Feeling a little ridiculous and for-
saken, he walked aft in the dark with only the wind and the creak of the rigging in
his ears. The five great basket masts strained silently behind their breeze-filled sails;
he paused a moment beside Wednesday mast, huge as a redwood, and put his
hands on it to feel the power that vibrated in its steel latticework.

Six intent women went past, their hand lamps sweeping the deck; he jumped,
though they never noticed him. They were in something like a trance state while
on their tour of duty. Normal courtesies were suspended for them; with their work
began the job of survival. One thousand women, five percent of the ship’s com-
pany, inspected night and day for corrosion. Sea water is a vicious solvent and the
ship had to live in it; fanaticism was the answer.

His stateroom above the rudder waited; the hatchway to it glowed a hun-
dred feet down the deck with the light of a wasteful lantern. After harvest, when
the tanks brimmed with oil, one type acted as though the tanks would brim for-
ever. The captain wearily walked around and over a dozen stay-ropes to the hatch-
way and blew out the lamp. Before descending he took a mechanical look around
the deck; all was well—

Except for a patch of paleness at the fantail.

“Will this day never end?” he asked the darkened lantern and went to the
fantail. The patch was a little girl in a night dress wandering aimlessly over the
deck, her thumb in her mouth. She seemed to be about two years old, and was
more than half asleep. She could have gone over the railing in a moment; a small
wail, a small splash—

He picked her up like a feather. “Who’s your daddy, princess?” he asked.

“Dunno,” she grinned. The devil she didn’t! It was too dark to read her ID
necklace and he was too tired to light the lantern. He trudged down the deck to
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the crew of inspectors. He said to their chief: “One of you get this child back to
her parents’ cabin,” and held her out.

The chief was indignant. “Sir, we are on watch!”

“File a grievance with the Commodore if you wish. Take the child.”

One of the rounder women did, and made cooing noises while her chief
glared. “Bye-bye, princess,” the captain said. “You ought to be keel-hauled for
this, but I'll give you another chance.”

“Bye-bye,” the little girl said, waving, and the captain went yawning down
the hatchway to bed.

His stateroom was luxurious by the austere standards of the ship. It was equal
to six of the standard nine-by-nine cabins in volume, or to three of the double cabins
for couples. These however had something he did not. Officers above the rank of
lieutenant were celibate. Experience had shown that this was the only answer to nepo-
tism, and nepotism was a luxury which no Convoy could afford. It meant, sooner or
later, inefficient command. Inefficient command meant, sooner or later, death.

Because he thought he would not sleep, he did not.

Marriage. Parenthood. What a strange business it must be! To share a bed
with a wife, a cabin with two children decently behind their screen for sixteen
years ... what did one talk about in bed? His last mistress had hardly talked at all,
except with her eyes. When these showed signs that she was falling in love with
him, Heaven knew why, he broke with her as quietly as possible and since then
irritably rejected the thought of acquiring a successor. That had been two years
ago when he was thirty-eight, and already beginning to feel like a cabin-crawler fit
only to be dropped over the fantail into the wake. An old lecher, a roué, a user of
women. Of course she had talked a little; what did they have in common to talk
about? With a wife ripening beside him, with children to share, it would have
been different. That pale, tall, quiet girl deserved better than he could give; he
hoped she was decently married now in a double cabin, perhaps already heavy
with the first of her two children.

A whistle squeaked above his head; somebody was blowing into one of the
dozen speaking tubes clustered against the bulkhead. Then a push-wire popped
open the steel lid of Tube Seven, Signals. He resignedly picked up the flexible
reply tube and said into it: “This is the captain. Go ahead.”

“Grenville signals Force Three squall approaching from astern, sir.”

“Force Three squall from astern. Turn out the fore-starboard watch. Have
them reef sail to Condition Charlie.”

“Fore-starboard watch, reef sail to Condition Charlie, aye-aye.”

“Execute.”

“Aye-aye, sir.” The lid of Tube Seven, Signals, popped shut. At once he heard
the distant, penetrating shrill of the pipe, the faint vibration as one sixth of the
deck crew began to stir in their cabins, awaken, hit the deck bleary-eyed, begin to
trample through the corridors and up the hatchways to the deck. He got up him-
self and pulled on clothes, yawning. Reefing from Condition Fox to Condition
Charlie was no serious matter, not even in the dark, and Walters on watch was a

good officer. But he'd better have a look.
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Being flush-decked, the ship offered him no bridge. He conned her from
the “first top” of Friday mast, the rearmost of her five.

The “first top” was a glorified crow’s nest fifty feet up the steel basket-
work of that great tower; it afforded him a view of all masts and spars in one
glance.

He climbed to his command post too far gone for fatigue. A full moon now
lit the scene, good. That much less chance of a green topman stepping on a ratline
that would prove to be a shadow and hurtling two hundred feet to the deck. That
much more snap in the reefing; that much sooner it would be over. Suddenly he
was sure he would be able to sleep if he ever got back to bed again.

He turned for a look at the bronze, moonlit heaps of the great net on the
fantail. Within a week it would be cleaned and oiled; within two weeks stowed
below in the cable tier, safe from wind and weather.

The regiments of the fore-starboard watch swarmed up the masts from
Monday to Friday, swarmed out along the spars as bosun’s whistles squealed out
the drill—

The squall struck.

Wind screamed and tore at him; the captain flung his arms around a stan-
chion. Rain pounded down upon his head and the ship reeled in a vast, slow curt-
sey, port to starboard. Behind him there was a metal sound as the bronze net shifted
inches sideways, back.

The sudden clouds had blotted out the moon; he could not see the men
who swarmed along the yards but with sudden terrible clarity he felt through the
soles of his feet what they were doing. They were clawing their way through the
sail-reefing drill, blinded and deafened by sleety rain and wind. They were out of
phase by now; they were no longer trying to shorten sail equally on each mast;
they were trying to get the thing done and descend. The wind screamed in his face
as he turned and clung. Now they were ahead of the job on Monday and Tuesday
masts, behind the job on Thursday and Friday masts.

So the ship was going to pitch. The wind would catch it unequally and it
would kneel in prayer, the cutwater plunging with a great, deep stately obeisance
down into the fathoms of ocean, the stern soaring slowly, ponderously, into the
air until the topmost rudder-trunnion streamed a hundred-foot cascade into the
boiling froth of the wake.

That was half the pitch. It happened, and the caprain clung, groaning aloud.
He heard above the screaming wind loose gear rattling on the deck, clashing for-
ward in an avalanche. He heard a heavy clink at the stern and bit his lower lip
until it ran with blood that the tearing cold rain flooded from his chin.

The pitch reached its maximum and the second half began, after intermi-
nable moments when she seemed frozen at a five-degree angle forever. The cutwater
rose, rose, rose, the bowsprit blocked out horizon stars, the loose gear counter-
charged astern in a crushing tide of bales, windlass cranks, water-breakers, stilling
coils, steel sun reflectors, lashing tails of bronze rigging—

Into the heaped piles of the net, straining at its retainers on the two great
bollards that took root in the keel itself four hundred feet below. The energy of
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the pitch hurled the belly of the net open, crashing, into the sea. The bollards held
for a moment.

A retainer cable screamed and snapped like a man’s back, and then the sec-
ond cable broke. The roaring slither of the bronze links thundering over the fan-
tail shook the ship.

The squall ended as it had come; the clouds scudded on and the moon bared
itself, to shine on a deck scrubbed clean. The net was lost.

Caprain Salter looked down the fifty feet from the rim of the crow’s nest
and thought: I should jump. It would be quicker that way.

But he did not. He slowly began to climb down the ladder to the bare deck.

Having no electrical equipment, the ship was necessarily a representative republic
rather than a democracy. Twenty thousand people can discuss and decide only
with the aid of microphones, loudspeakers and rapid calculators to balance the
ayes and noes. With lungpower the only means of communication and an abacus
in a clerk’s hands the only tallying device, certainly no more than fifty people can
talk together and make sense, and there are pessimists who say the number is closer
to five than fifty. The Ship’s Council that met at dawn on the fantail numbered
fifty.

It was a beautiful dawn; it lifted the heart to see salmon sky, iridescent sea,
spread white sails of the Convoy ranged in a great slanting line across sixty miles
of oceanic blue.

[t was the kind of dawn for which one lived—a full catch salted down, the
water-butts filled, the evaporators trickling from their thousand tubes nine gal-
lons each sunrise to sunset, wind enough for easy steerageway and a pretty spread
of sail. These were the rewards. One hundred and forty-one years ago Grenville’s
Convoy had been launched at Newport News, Virginia, to claim them.

Oh, the high adventure of the launching! The men and women who had
gone aboard thought themselves heroes, conquerors of nature, self-sacrificers for
the glory of NEMET! But NEMET meant only Northeastern Metropolitan Area,
one dense warren that stretched from Boston to Newport News, built up and dug
down, sprawling westward, gulping Pittsburgh without a pause, beginning to peter
out past Cincinnati.

The first generation asea clung and sighed for the culture of NEMET; con-
soled itself with its patriotic sacrifice; any relief was better than none at all, and
Grenville’s Convoy had drained one and a quarter million population from the
huddle. They were immigrants into the sea; like all immigrants they longed for
the Old Country. Then the second generation. Like all second generations they
had no patience with the old people or their tales. 7%:s was real, this sea, this gale,
this rope! Then the third generation. Like all third generations it felt a sudden
desperate hollowness and lack of identity. What was real? Who are we? What is
NEMET which we have lost? But by then grandfather and grandmother could
only mumble vaguely; the cultural heritage was gone, squandered in three genera-
tions, spent forever. As always, the fourth generation did not care.
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And those who sat in Council on the fantail were members of the fifth and
sixth generations. They knew all there was to know about life. Life was the hull
and masts, the sail and rigging, the net and the evaporators. Nothing more. Noth-
ing less. Without masts there was no life. Nor was there life without the net.

The Ship’s Council did not command; command was reserved to the cap-
tain and his officers. The Council governed, and on occasion tried criminal cases.
During the black Winter Without Harvest eighty years before it had decreed eu-
thanasia for all persons over sixty-three years of age and for one out of twenty of
| the other adults aboard. It had rendered bloody judgment on the ringleaders of
Peale’s Mutiny. It had sent them into the wake and Peale himself had been
v
|
|

bowspritted, given the maritime equivalent of crucifixion. Since then no megalo-
maniacs had decided to make life interesting for their shipmates, so Peale’s long
agony had served its purpose.

The fifty of them represented every department of the ship and every
age-group. If there was wisdom aboard, it was concentrated there on the fantail.
But there was little to say.

The eldest of them, Retired Sailmaker Hodgins, presided. Venerably bearded,
still strong of voice, he told them:

“Shipmates, our accident has come. We are dead men. Decency demands
that we do not spin out the struggle and sink into—unlawful eatings. Reason tells
us that we cannot survive. What I propose is an honorable voluntary death for us
all, and the legacy of our ship’s fabric to be divided among the remainder of the
Convoy at the discretion of the Commodore.”

He had little hope of his old man’s viewpoint prevailing. The Chief Inspec-
tor rose at once. She had only three words to say: “Noz my children.”

Women’s heads nodded grimiy, and men’s with resignation. Decency and
duty and common sense were all very well until you ran up against that steel bulk-
head. Not my children.

A brilliant young chaplain asked: “Has the question even been raised as to
whether a collection among the fleet might not provide cordage enough to im-
provisea net?”

Captain Salter should have answered that, but he, murderer of the twenty
thousand souls in his care, could not speak. He nodded jerkily at his signals of-
ficer.

Lieutenant Zwingli temporized by taking out his signals slate and pretend-
ing to refresh his memory. He said: “At 0035 today a lamp signal was made to
Grenville advising that our net was lost. Grenville replied as follows: ‘Effective now,
your ship no longer part of Convoy. Have no recommendations. Personal sympa-
thy and regrets. Signed, Commodore.”

Captain Salter found his voice. “I've sent a couple of other messages to
Grenville and to our neighboring vessels. They do not reply. This is as it should
be. We are no longer part of the Convoy. Through our own—Ilapse—we have
become a drag on the Convoy. We cannot look to it for help. I have no word of
condemnation for anybody. This is how life is.”
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The chaplain folded his hands and began to pray inaudibly.

And then a Council member spoke whom Captain Salter knew in another
role. It was Jewel Flyte, the tall, pale girl who had been his mistress two years ago.
She must be serving as an alternate, he thought, looking at her with new eyes. He
did not know she was even that; he had avoided her since then. And no, she was
not married; she wore no ring. And neither was her hair drawn back in the semi-
official style of the semi-official voluntary celibates, the super-patriots (or simply
sex-shy people, or dislikers of children) who surrendered their right to reproduce
for the good of the ship (or their own convenience). She was simply a girl in the
uniform of a—a what? He had to think hard before he could match the badge
over her breast to a department. She was Ship’s Archivist with her crossed key and
quill, an obscure clerk and shelf-duster under—far under'—the Chief of Yeomen
Writers. She must have been elected alternate by the Yeomen in a spasm of sympa-
thy for her blind-alley career.

“My job,” she said in her calm steady voice, “is chiefly to search for prece-
dents in the Log when unusual events must be recorded and nobody recollects
offhand the form in which they should be recorded. It is one of those provoking
jobs which must be done by someone but which cannot absorb the full time of a
person. I have therefore had many free hours of actual working time. I have also
remained unmarried and am not inclined to sports or games. I tell you this so you
may believe me when I say that during the past two years I have read the Ship’s
Log in its entirety.”

There was a little buzz. Truly an astonishing, and an astonishingly pointless,
thing to do! Wind and weather, storms and calms, messages and meetings and cen-
suses, crimes, trials and punishments of a hundred and forty-one years; what a bore!

“Something I read,” she went on, “may have some bearing on our dilemma.”
She took a slate from her pocket and read: “Extract from the Log dated June 30th,
Convoy Year 72. “The Shakespeare-Joyce-Melville Party returned after dark in the
gig. They had not accomplished any part of their mission. Six were dead of wounds.
all bodies were recovered. The remaining six were mentally shaken but responded
to our last ataractics. They spoke of a new religion ashore and its consequences on
population. I am persuaded that we seabornes can no longer relate to the conti-
nentals. The clandestine shore trips will cease.” The entry is signed ‘Scolley, Cap-
tain’.

A man named Scolley smiled for a brief proud moment. His ancestor! And
then like the others he waited for the extract to make sense. Like the others he
found that it would not do so.

Captain Salter wanted to speak, and wondered how to address her. She had
been “Jewel” and they all knew it; could he call her “Yeoman Flyte” without look-
ing like, being, a fool? Well, if he was fool enough to lose his net, he was fool
enough to be formal with an ex-mistress. “Yeoman Flyte,” he said, “where does
the extract leave us?”

In her calm voice she told them all: “Penetrating the few obscure words, it
appears to mean that until Convoy Year 72 the Charter was regularly violated,
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with the connivance of successive captains. [ suggest that we consider violating it
once more, to survive.”

The Charter. It was a sort of ground-swell of their ethical life, learned early,
paid homage every Sunday when they were rigged for church. It was inscribed in
phosphor-bronze plates on Monday mast of every ship at sea, and the wording
was always the same.

IN RETURN FOR THE SEA AND ITS BOUNTY WE RE-
NOUNCE AND ABJURE FOR OURSELVES AND OUR DECENDANTS
THE LAND FROM WHICH WE SPRUNG: FOR THE COMMON
GOOD OF MAN WE SET SAIL FOREVER.

At least half of them were unconsciously murmuring the words.

Retired Sailmaker Hodgins rose, shaking. “Blasphemy!” he said. “T’he woman
should be bowspritted!”

The chaplain said thoughtfully: “I know a little more about what consti-
tutes blasphemy than Sailmaker Hodgins, I believe, and assure you that he is mis-
taken. It is a superstitious error to believe that there is any religious sanction for
the Charter. It is no ordinance of God but a contract between men.”

“It is a Revelation!” Hodgins shouted. “A Revelation! It is the newest testa-
ment! It is God’s finger pointing the way to the clean hard life at sea, away from
the grubbing and filth, from the overbreeding and the sickness!”

That was a common view.

“What about my children?” demanded the Chief Inspector. “Does God want
them to starve or be—be—" She could not finish the question, but the last un-
spoken word of it rang in all their minds.

Eaten.

Aboard some ships with an accidental preponderance of the elderly, aboard
other ships where some blazing personality generations back had raised the Char-
ter to a powerful cult, suicide might have been voted. Aboard other ships where
nothing extraordinary had happened in six generations, where things had been
easy and the knack and tfadition of hard decision-making had been lost, there
might have been confusion and inaction and the inevitable degeneration into sav-
agery. Aboard Salter’s ship the Council voted to send a small party ashore to in-
vestigate. They used every imaginable euphemism to describe the action, took six
hours to make up their minds, and sat at last on the fantail cringing a little, as if
waiting for a thunderbolt.

The shore party would consist of Salter, Captain; Flyte, Archivist; Pemberton,
Junior Chaplain; Graves, Chief Inspector.

Salter climbed to his conning top on Friday mast, consulted a chart from
the archives, and gave the order through speaking tube to the tiller gang: “Change
course red four degrees.”

The repeat came back incredulously.

“Execute,” he said. The ship creaked as eighty men heaved the tiller; imper-
ceptibly at first the wake began to curve behind them.
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Ship Starboard 30 departed from its ancient station; across a mile of sea the
bosun’s whistles could be heard from Starboard 31 as she put on sail to close the gap.

“They might have signaled something,” Salter thought, dropping his glasses
at last on his chest. But the masthead of Starboard 31 remained bare of all but its
commission pennant.

He whistled up his signals officer and pointed to their own pennant. “Take
that thing down,” he said hoarsely, and went below to his cabin.

The new course would find them at last riding off a place the map described

as New York City.

Salter issued what he expected would be his last commands to Lieutenant Zwingli;
the whaleboat was waiting in its davits; the other three were in it.

“You'll keep your station here as well as you're able,” said the captain. “If we
live, we'll be back in a couple of months. Should we not return, that would be a
potent argument against beaching the ship and attempting to live off the conti-
nent—but it will be your problem then and not mine.”

They exchanged salutes. Salter sprang into the whaleboat, signaled the deck
hands standing by at the ropes and the long creaking descent began.

Salter, Caprain; age 40; unmarried ex officio; parents Clayton Salter, master
instrument maintenanceman, and Eva Romano, chief dietician; selected from dame
school age 10 for A Track training; seamanship school certificate at age 16, navi-
gation certificate at age 20, First Lieutenants School age 24, commissioned en-
sign age 24; lieutenant at 30, commander at 32; commissioned captain and suc-
ceeded to command of Ship Starboard 30 the same year.

Flyte, Archivist, age 25; unmarried; parents Joseph Flyte, entertainer, and
Jessie Waggoner, entertainer; completed dame school age 14, B Track training;
Yeoman’s School certificate at age 16, Advanced Yeoman’s School certificate at age
18; Efficiency rating, 3.5.

Pemberton, Chaplain, age 30; married to Riva Shields, nurse; no children
by choice; parents Will Pemberton, master distiller-water tender, and Agnes Hunt,
felter-machinist’s mate; completed dame school age 12, B Track training; Divin-
ity School Certificate at age 20; mid-starboard watch curate, later fore-starboard
chaplain.

Graves, Chief Inspector, age 34; married to George Omany, blacksmith third
class; two children; completed dame school age 15, Inspectors School Certificate
atage 16; inspector third class, second class, first class, master inspector, then chief.
Efficiency rating, 4.0; three commendations.

Versus the Continent of North America.

They all rowed for an hour; then a shoreward breeze came up and Salter
stepped the mast. “Ship your oars,” he said, and then wished he dared coun-
termand the order. Now they would have time to think of what they were
doing.

The very water they sailed was different in color from the deep water they
knew, and different in its way of moving. The life in it—




Shark Ship 93

“Great God!” Mrs Graves cried, pointing astern.

It was a huge fish, half the size of their boat. It surfaced lazily and slipped
beneath the water in an uninterrupted arc. They had seen steel-grey skin, not scales,
and a great slit of a mouth.

Salter said, shaken: “Unbelievable. Still, I suppose in the unfished offshore wa-
ters a few of the large forms survive. And the intermediate sizes to feed them—" And
foot-long smaller sizes to feed them, and—

Wias it mere arrogant presumption that Man had permanently changed the
life of the sea?

The afternoon sun slanted down and the tip of Monday mast sank below
the horizon’s curve astern; the breeze that filled their sail bowled them towards a
mist which wrapped vague concretions they feared to study too closely. A shad-
owed figure huge as a mast with one arm upraised; behind it blocks and blocks of
something solid.

“This is the end of the sea,” said the captain.

Mrs. Graves said what she would have said if a silly under-inspector had
reported to her blue rust on steel: “Nonsense!” Then, stammering: “I beg your
pardon, Captain. Of course you are correct.”

“But it sounded strange,” Chaplain Pemberton said helpfully. “I wonder
where they all are?”

Jewel Flyte said in her quiet way: “We should have passed over the discharge
from waste tubes before now. They used to pump their waste through tubes under
the sea and discharge it several miles out. It colored the water and it stank. During
the first voyaging years the captains knew it was time to tack away from land by
the color and the bad smell.”

“They must have improved their disposal system by now,” Salter said. “It’s
been centuries.”

His last word hung in the air.

The chaplain studied the mist from the bow. It was impossible to deny it
the huge thing was an Idol. Rising from the bay of a great city, an Idol, and a
female one—the worst kind! “I thought they had them only in High Places,” he
muttered, discouraged.

Jewel Flyte understood. “I think it has no religious significance,” she said.
“It’s a sort of—huge piece of scrimshaw.”

Mrs. Graves studied the vast thing and saw in her mind the glyphic arts as
practiced at sea: compacted kelp shaved and whittled into little heirloom boxes,
miniature portrait busts of children. She decided that Yeoman Flyte had a danger-
ously wild imagination. Scrimshaw! Tall as a mast!

There should be some commerce, thought the captain. Boats going to
and fro. The Place ahead was plainly an island, plainly inhabited; goods and
people should be going to it and coming from it. Gigs and cutters and
whaleboats should be plying this bay and those two rivers; at that narrow bit
they should be lined up impatiently waiting, tacking and riding under sea
anchors and furled sails. There was nothing but a few white birds that shrilled
nervously at their solitary boat.
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The blocky concretions were emerging from the haze; they were sunset-red
cubes with regular black eyes dotting them; they were huge dice laid down side by
side by side, each as large as a ship, each therefore capable of holding twenty thou-
sand persons.

Where were they all?

The breeze and the tide drove them swiftly through the neck of water where
a hundred boats should be waiting. “Furl the sail,” said Salter. “Out oars.”

With no sounds but the whisper of the oarlocks, the cries of the white birds
and the slapping of the wavelets they rowed under the shadow of the great red
dice to a dock, one of a hundred teeth projecting from the island’s rim.

“Easy the starboard oars,” said Salter; “handsomely the port oars. Up oars.
Chaplain, the boat hook.” He had brought them to a steel ladder; Mrs. Graves
gasped at the red rust thick on it. Salter tied the painter to a corroded brass ring.
“Come along,” he said, and began to climb.

When the four of them stood on the iron-plated dock Pemberton, naturally,
prayed. Mrs. Graves followed the prayer with half her attention or less; the rest
she could not divert from the shocking slovenliness of the prospect—rust, dust,
litter, neglect. What went on in the mind of Jewel Flyte her calm face did not
betray. And the captain scanned those black windows a hundred yards inboard—
no; inland'—and waited and wondered.

They began to walk to them at last, Salter leading. The sensation underfoot
was strange and dead, tiring to the arches and the thighs.

The huge red dice were not as insane close-up as they had appeared from a
distance. They were thousand-foot cubes of brick, the stuff that lined ovens. They
were set back within squares of green, cracked surfacing which Jewel Flyte named
“cement” or “concrete” from some queer corner of her erudition.

There was an entrance, and written over it: THE HERBERT BROWNELL
JR. MEMORIAL HOUSES. A bronze plaque shot a pang of guilt through them
all as they thought of The Compact, but its words were different and ignoble.

NOTICE TO ALL TENANTS

A project Apartment is a Privilege and not a Right. Daily In-
spection is the Cornerstone of the Project. Attendance at Least
Once a Week at the Church or Synagogue of your Choice is
Required for Families wishing to remain in Good Standing;
Proof of Attendance must be presented on Demand. Posses-
sion of Tobacco or Alcohol will be considered Prima Facie
Evidence of Undesirability. Excessive Water Use, Excessive
Energy Use and Food Waste will be Grounds for Destrability
Review. The speaking of Languages other than American by
persons over the Age of Six will be considered Prima Facie
Evidence of Nonassimilability, though this shall not be con-
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strued to prohibit Religious Ritual in Languages other than
American.

Below it stood another plaque in paler bronze, an afterthought:

None of the foregoing shall be construed to condone the Prac-
tice of Depravity under the Guise of Religion by Whatever
Name, and all Tenants are warned that any Failure to report
the Practice of Depravity will result in summary Eviction and
Denunciation.

Around this later plaque some hand had painted with crude strokes of a tar brush
a sort of anatomical frame at which they stared in wondering disgust.

At last Pemberton said: “They were a devout people.” Nobody noticed the
past tense, it sounded so right.

“Very sensible,” said Mrs. Graves. “No nonsense about them.”

Caprain Salter privately disagreed. A ship run with such dour coercion would
founder in a month; could land people be that much different?

Jewel Flyte said nothing, but her eyes were wet. Perhaps she was thinking of
scared little human rats dodging and twisting through the inhuman maze of great
fears and minute rewards.

“After all,” said Mrs. Graves, “it’s nothing but a Cabin Tier. We have cabins
and so had they. Captain, might we have a look?”

“This s a reconnaissance,” Salter shrugged. They went into a littered lobby
and easily recognized an elevator which had long ago ceased to operate; there were
many hand-run dumbwaiters at sea.

A gust of air flapped a sheet of printed paper across the chaplain’s ankles; he
stooped to pick it up with a kind of instinctive outrage—leaving paper unsecured,
perhaps to blow overboard and be lost forever to the ship’s economy! Then he
flushed at his silliness. “So much to unlearn,” he said, and spread the paper to
look at it. A moment later he crumpled it in a ball and hurled it from him as hard
and as far as he could, and wiped his hands with loathing on his jacket. His face
was utterly shocked.

The others stared. It was Mrs. Graves who went for the paper.

“Don't look at it,” said the chaplain.

“I think she’d better,” Salter said.

The maintenancewoman spread the paper, studied it and said: “Just some
nonsense. Captain, what do you make of it?”

It was a large page torn from a book, and on it was a simple polychrome
drawing and some lines of verse in the style of a child’s first reader. Salter repressed
a shocked guffaw. The picture was of a little boy and a litde girl quaintly dressed
locked in murderous combat, using teeth and nails. “Jack and Jill went up the hill,”
said the text, ‘to fetch a pail of water. She threw Jack down and broke his crown; it
was a lovely slaughter.”
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Jewel Flyte took the page from his hands. All she said was, after a long pause:
“I suppose they couldn’t start them too young.” She dropped the page and she too
wiped her hands.

“Come along,” the captain said. “We'll try the stairs.”

The stairs were dust, rat-dung, cobwebs and two human skeletons. Murder-
ous knuckle-dusters fitted loosely the bones of the two right hands. Salter hard-
ened himself to pick up one of the weapons, but could not bring himself to try it
on. Jewel Flyte said apologetically: “Please be careful, Captain. It might be poi-
soned. That seems to be the way they were.”

Salter froze. By God, but the girl was right! Delicately, handling the spiked
steel thing by its edges, he held it up. Yes; stains—it would be stained, and perhaps
with poison also. He dropped it into the thoracic cage of one skeleton and said:
“Come on.” They climbed in quest of a dusty light from above; it was a doorway
onto a corridor of many doors. There was evidence of fire and violence. A barri-
cade of queer pudgy chairs and divans had been built to block the corridor, and
had been breached. Behind it were sprawled three more heaps of bones.

“They have no heads,” the chaplain said hoarsely. “Captain Salter, this is
not a place for human beings. We must go back to the ship, even if it means hon-
orable death. This is not a place for human beings.”

“Thank you, Chaplain,” said Salter. “You've cast your vote. Is anybody with
you?”

“Kill your own children, Chaplain,” said Mrs. Graves. “Not mine.”

Jewel Flyte gave the chaplain a sympathetic shrug and said: “No.”

One door stood open, its lock shattered by blows of a fire ax. Salter said:
“We'll try that one.” They entered into the home of an ordinary middle-class
death-worshipping family as it had been a century ago, in the one hundred and
thirty-first year of Merdeka the Chosen.

Merdeka the Chosen, the All-Foreigner, the Ur-Alien, had never intended any of
it. He began as a retail mail-order vendor of movie and television stills, eight-by-ten
glossies for the fan trade. It was a hard dollar; you had to keep an immense stock
to cater to a tottery Mae Bush admirer, to the pony-tailed screamer over RipTorn,
and to everybody in between. He would have no truck with pinups. “Dirty, las-
civious pictures!” he snarled when broadly-hinting letters arrived. “Filth! Men and
women kissing, ogling, pawing each other! Orgies! Bah!” Merdeka kept a neu-
tered dog, a spayed cat, and a crumpled uncomplaining housekeeper who was
technically his wife. He was poor; he was very poor. Yet he never neglected his
charitable duties, contributing every year to the Planned Parenthood Federation
and the Midtown Hysterectomy Clinic.

They knew him in the Third Avenue saloons where he talked every night,
arguing with Irishmen, sometimes getting asked outside to be knocked down. He
let them knock him down, and sneered from the pavement. Was this their argu-
ment? He could argue. He spewed facts and figures and clichés in unanswerable
profusion. Hell, man, the Russians’ll have a bomb base on the moon in two years
and in two years the Army and the Air Force will still be beating each other over
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the head with pigs’ bladders. Just a minute, let me tell you: the goddammycin’s
making idiots of us all; do you know of any children born in the past two years
that're healthy? And: ’flu be go to hell; it's our own germ warfare from Camp
Crowder right outside Baltimore that got out of hand, and it happened the week
of the 24th. And: the human animal’s obsolete; they've proved at M.I.T., Steinwitz
and Kohlmann proved that the human animal cannot survive the current radia-
tion levels. And: enjoy your lung cancer, friend; for every automobile and its stink-
ing exhaust there will be two-point-seven-oh-three cases of lung cancer, and we've
got to have our automobiles, don’t we? And: delinquency my foot; they're insane
and it’s got to the point where the economy cannot support mass insanity; they've
got to be castrated; it’s the only way. And: they should dig up the body of
Metchnikoff and throw it to the dogs; he’s the degenerate who invented venereal
prophylaxis and since then vice without punishment has run hog-wild through
the world; what we need on the streets is a few of those old-time locomotor ataxia
cases limping and drooling to show the kids where vice leads.

He didn't know where he came from. The delicate New York way of estab-
lishing origins is to ask: “Merdeka, hah? What kind of a name is that now?” And
to this he would reply that he wasn't a lying Englishman or a loudmouthed Irishman
or a perverted Frenchman or a chiseling Jew or a barbarian Russian or a toadying
German or a thickheaded Scandihoovian, and if his listener didn’t like it, what
did he have to say in reply?

He was from an orphanage, and the legend at the orphanage was that a po-
liceman had found him, two hours old, in a garbage can coincident with the death
by hemorrhage on a trolley car of a luetic young woman whose name appeared to
be Merdeka and who had certainly been recently delivered of a child. No other
facts were established, but for generation after generation of orphanage inmates
there was great solace in having one of their number who indisputably had got off
to a worse start than they.

A watershed of his career occurred when he noticed that he was, for the sev-
enth time that year, re-ordering prints of scenes from Mr. Howard Hughes’ pro-
duction The Outlaw. These were not the off-the-bust stills of Miss Jane Russell,
surprisingly, but were group scenes of Miss Russell suspended by her wrists and
about to be whipped. Merdeka studied the scene, growled “Give it to the bitch!”
and doubled the order. It sold out. He canvassed his files for other whipping and
torture stills from Desert Song—type movies, made up a special assortment, and it
sold out within a week. Then he knew.

The man and the opportunity had come together, for perhaps the fiftieth
time in history. He hired a model and took the first specially posed pictures him-
self. They showed her cringing from a whip, tied to a chair with a clothesline, and
herself brandishing the whip.

Within two months Merdeka had cleared six thousand dollars and he put
every cent of it back into more photographs and direct-mail advertising. Within
a year he was big enough to attract the post-office obscenity people. He went to
Washington and screamed in their faces: “My stuff isn't obscene and I'll sue you if
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you bother me, you stinking bureaucrats! You show me one breast, you show me
one behind, you show me one human being touching another in my pictures! You
can’t and you know you can’t! I don't believe in sex and I don’t push sex, so you
leave me the hell alone! Life is pain and suffering and being scared so people like
to look at my pictures; my pictures are about them, the scared little jerks! You're
just a bunch of goddam perverts if you think there’s anything dirty about my pic-
tures!”

He had them there; Merdeka’s girls always wore at least full panties, bras
and stockings; he had them there. The post-office obscenity people were vaguely
positive that there was something wrong with pictures of beautiful women tied
down to be whipped or burned with hot irons, but whar?

The next year they tried to get him on his income tax; those deductions for
the Planned Parenthood Federation and the Midtown Hysterectomy Clinic were
preposterous, but he proved them with canceled checks to the last nickel. “In fact,”
he indignantly told them, “I spend a lot of time at the Clinic and sometimes they
let me watch the operations. 7hats how highly they think of me at the Clinic.”

The next year he started DEATH: the Weekly Picture Magazine with the aid
of a half-dozen bright young grads from the new Harvard School of Com-
municationeering. As DEATH’s Communicator in Chief (only yesterday he would
have been its Publisher, and only fifty years before he would have been its Editor)
he slumped biliously in a pigskin-paneled office, peering suspiciously at the
closed-circuit TV screen which had a hundred wired eyes throughout DEATH's
offices, sometimes growling over the voice circuit: “You! What's your name? Boland?
You're through, Boland. Pick up your time at the paymaster.” For any reason; for
no reason. He was a living legend in his narrow-lapel charcoal flannel suit and
stringy bullfighter neckties; the bright young men in their Victorian Revival frock
coats and pearl-pinned cravats wondered at his—not “obstinacy”; not when there
might be a mike even in the corner saloon; say, his “timelessness.”

The bright young men became bright young-old men, and the magazine
which had been conceived as a vehicle for deadheading house ads of the mail-
order picture business went into the black. On the cover of every issue of DEATH
was a pictured execution-of-the-week, and no price for one was ever too high. A
fifty-thousand-dollar donation to a mosque had purchased the right to secretly
snap the Bread Ordeal by which perished a Yemenite suspected of tapping an oil
pipeline. An interminable illustrated History of Flagellation was a staple of the
reading matter, and the Medical Section (in color) was tremendously popular. So
too was the weekly Traffic Report.

When the last of the Compact Ships was launched into the Pacific, the event
made DEATH because of the several fatal accidents which accompanied the launch-
ing; otherwise Merdeka ignored the ships. It was strange that he who had unor-
thodoxies about everything had no opinion at all about the Compact Ships and
their crews. Perhaps it was that he really knew he was the greatest manslayer who
ever lived, and even so could not face commanding total extinction, including
that of the seaborne leaven. The more articulate Sokei-an, who in the name of
Rinzei Zen Buddhism was at that time depopulating the immense area dominated
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by China, made no bones about it: “Even I in my Hate may err; let the celestial
vessels be.” The opinions of Dr. Spit, European member of the trio, are forever
beyond recovery due to his advocacy of the “one-generation” plan.

With advancing years Merdeka’s wits cooled and gelled. There came a time
when he needed a theory and was forced to stab the button of the intercom for his
young-old Managing Communicator and growl at him: “Give me a theory!” And
the M.C. reeled out: “The structural intermesh of DEATH: the Weekly Picture
Magazine with Western culture is no random point-event but a rising world-line.
Predecessor attitudes such as the Hollywood dogma ‘No breasts—blood!” and the
tabloid press’s exploitation of violence were floundering and empirical. It was
Merdeka who sigma-ized the convergent traits of our times and asymptotically
congruentizes with them publication-wise. Wrestling and the roller-derby as blood
sports, the routinization of femicide in the detective tale, the standardization at
one million per year of traffic fatalities, the wholesome interest of our youth in
gang rumbles, all point toward the Age of Hate and Death. The ethic of Love and
Life is obsolescent, and who is to say that Man is the loser thereby? Life and Death
compete in the marketplace of ideas for the Mind of Man—"

Merdeka growled something and snapped off the set. Merdeka leaned back.
Two billion circulation this week, and the auto ads were beginning to Tip. Last
year only the suggestion of a dropped shopping basket as the Dynajetic 16 roared
across the page, this year a hand, limp on the pictured pavement. Next year, blood.
In February the Sylphella Salon chain ads had Tipped, with a crash. “~—and the
free optional judo course for slenderized Madame or Mademoiselle: learn how to
kill a man with your lovely bare hands, with or without mess as desired.” Applica-
tions had risen 28 percent. By God there was a structural intermesh for you!

It was too slow; it was still too slow. He picked up a direct-line phone and
screamed into it: “Too slow! What am I paying you people for? The world is wal-
lowing in filth! Movies are dirtier than ever! Kissing! Pawing! Ogling! Men and
women together—obscene! Clean up the magazine covers! Clean up the ads!”

The person at the other end of the direct line was Executive Secretary of the
Society for Purity in Communications; Merdeka had no need to announce him-
self to him, for Merdeka was S.P.C.’s principal underwriter. He began to rattle off
at once: “We've got the Mothers’ March on Washington this week, sir, and a mass
dummy pornographic mailing addressed to every Middle Atlantic State female
between the ages of six and twelve next week, sir; I believe this one-two punch
will put the Federal Censorship Commission over the goal line before recess—"

Merdeka hung up. “Lewd communications,” he snarled. “Breeding, breed-
ing, breeding, like maggots in a garbage can. Burning and breeding. But we will
make them clean.”

He did not need aTheory to tell him that he could not take away Love with-
out providing a substitute.

He walked down Sixth Avenue that night, for the first time in years. In
this saloon he had argued; outside that saloon he had been punched in the
nose. Well, he was winning the argument, all the arguments. A mother and
daughter walked past uneasily, eyes on the shadows. The mother was dressed
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Square; she wore a sheath dress that showed her neck and clavicles at the top
and her legs from mid-shin at the bottom. In some parts of town she'd be spat
on, but the daughter, never. The girl was Hip; she was covered from neck to
ankles by a loose, unbelted sack-culotte. Her mother’s hair floated; hers was
hidden by a cloche. Nevertheless the both of them were abruptly yanked into
one of those shadows they prudently had eyed, for they had not watched the
well-lit sidewalk for waiting nooses.

The familiar sounds of a Working Over came from the shadows as Merdeka
strolled on. “I mean cool!” an ecstatic young voice—boy’s, girl’s, what did it mat-
ter>—breathed between crunching blows.

That year the Federal Censorship Commission was created, and the next
year the old Internment Camps in the southwest were filled to capacity by viola-
tors, and the next year the First Church of Merdeka was founded in Chicago.
Merdeka died of an aortal aneurysm five years after that, but his soul went march-
ing on.

“The Family that Prays together Slays together,” was the wall motto in the apart-
ment, but there was no evidence that the implied injunction had been observed. The
bedroom of the mother and the father were secured by steel doors and terrific locks,
but Junior had got them all the same; somehow he had burned through the steel.

“Thermite?” Jewel Flyte asked herself softly, trying to remember. First he
had got the father, quickly and quietly with a wire garotte as he lay sleeping, so as
not to alarm his mother. To her he had taken her own spiked knobkerry and got
in a mortal stroke, but not before she reached under her pillow for a pistol. Junior’s
teenage bones testified by their arrangement to the violence of that leaden blow.

Incredulously they looked at the family library of comic books, published
in a series called “The Merdekan Five-Foot Shelf of Classics.” Jewel Flyte leafed
slowly through one called Moby Dick and found that it consisted of a near-braining
in a bedroom, agonizingly depicted deaths at sea, and for a climax the eating alive
of one Ahab by a monster. “Surely there must have been more,” she whispered.

Chaplain Pendleton put down Hamlet quickly and held onto a wall. He was
quite sure that he felt his sanity slipping palpably away, that he would gibber in a
moment. He prayed and after a while felt better; he rigorously kept his eyes away
from the Classics after that.

Mrs. Graves snorted at the waste of it all, at the picture of the ugly, pop-eyed,
busted-nose man labeled MERDEKATHE CHOSEN, THE PURE, THE PURIFIER. There
were two tables, which was a folly. Who needed two tables? Then she looked closer,
saw that one of them was really a bloodstained flogging bench, and felt slightly ill.
[ts name-plate said Correctional Furniture Corp. Size 6, Ages 10—14. She had, God
knew, slapped her children more than once when they deviated from her standard
of perfection, but when she saw those stains she felt a stirring of warmth for the
parricidal bones in the next room.

Captain Salter said: “Let’s get organized. Does anybody think there are any
of them left?”
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“I think not,” said Mrs. Graves. “People like that can’t survive. The world
must have been swept clean. They, ah, killed one another but that’s not the im-
portant point. This couple had one child, age ten to fourteen. This cabin of theirs
seems to be built for one child. We should look at a few more cabins to learn
whether a one-child family is—was—normal. If we find out that it was, we can
suspect that they are—gone. Or nearly so.” She coined a happy phrase: “By race
suicide.”

“The arithmetic of it is quite plausible,” Salter said. “If no factors work ex-
cept the single-child factor, in one century of five generations a population of two
billion will have bred itself down to 125 million. In another century, the popula-
tion is just under four million. In another, 122 thousand ... by the thirty-second
generation the last couple descended from the original two billion will breed one
child, and that’s the end. And there are the other factors. Besides those who do
not breed by choice”—his eyes avoided Jewel Flyte—"there are the things we have
seen on the stairs, and in the corridor, and in these compartments.”

“Then there’s our answer,” said Mrs. Graves. She smacked the obscene table
with her hand, forgetting what it was. “We beach the ship and march the ship’s com-
pany onto dry land. We clean up, we learn what we have to get along—" Her words
trailed off. She shook her head. “Sorry,” she said gloomily. “I'm talking nonsense.”

The chaplain understood her, but he said: “The land is merely another of
the many mansions. Surely they could learn!”

“It’s not politically feasible,” Salter said. “Not in its present form.” He thought
of presenting the proposal to the Ship’s Council in the shadow of the mast that
bore the Compact, and twitched his head in an involuntary negative.

“There is a formula possible,” Jewel Flyte said.

The Brownells burst in on them then, all eighteen of the Brownells. They
had been stalking the shore party since its landing. Nine sack-culotted women in
cloches and nine men in penitential black, they streamed through the gaping door
and surrounded the sea people with a ring of spears. Other factors had indeed
operated, but this was not yet the thirty-second generation of extinction.

The leader of the Brownells, a male, said with satisfaction: “Just when we
needed new blood.” Salter understood that he was not speaking in genetic terms.

The females, more verbal types, said critically: “Evil-doers, obviously. Dis-
playing their limbs without shame, brazenly flaunting the rotted pillars of the
temple of lust. Come from the accursed sea itself, abode of infamy, to seduce us
* from our decent and regular lives.”

“We know what to do with the women,” said the male leader. The rest took
up the antiphon.

“We'll knock them down.”

“And roll them on their backs.”

“And pull one arm out and tie it fast.”

“And pull the other arm out and tie it fast.”

“And pull one limb out and tie it fast.”

“And pull the other limb out and tie it fast.”
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“And then—"

“We'll beat them to death and Merdeka will smile.”

Chaplain Pemberton stared incredulously. “You must look into your hearts,”
he told them in a reasonable voice. “You must look deeper than you have, and you
will find that you have been deluded. This is not the way for human beings to act.
Somebody has misled you dreadfully. Let me explain—"

“Blasphemy,” the leader of the females said, and put her spear expertly into
the chaplain’s intestines. The shock of the broad, cold blade pulsed through him
and felled him. Jewel Flyte knelt beside him instantly, checking heartbeat and
breathing. He was alive.

“Get up,” the male leader said. “Displaying and offering yourself to such as
we is useless. We are pure in heart.”

A male child ran to the door. “Wagners!” he screamed. “Twenty Wagners
coming up the stairs!”

His father roared at him: “Stand straight and don’t mumble!” and slashed
out with the butt of his spear, catching him hard in the ribs. The child grinned,
but only after the pure-hearted eighteen had run to the stairs.

Then he blasted a whistle down the corridor while the sea-people stared with
what attention they could divert from the bleeding chaplain. Six doors popped
open at the whistle and men and women emerged from them to launch spears
into the backs of the Brownells clustered to defend the stairs. “Thanks, pop!” the
boy kept screaming while the pure-hearted Wagners swarmed over the remnants
of the pure-hearted Brownells; at last his screaming bothered one of the Wagners
and the boy was himself speared.

Jewel Flyte said: “I've had enough of this. Captain, please pick the chaplain
up and come along.”

“They’ll kill us.”

“You'll have the chaplain,” said Mrs. Graves. “One moment.” She darted
into a bedroom and came back hefting the spiked knobkerry.

“Well, perhaps,” the girl said. She began undoing the long row of buttons
down the front of her coveralls and shrugged out of the garment, then unfastened
and stepped out of her underwear. With the clothes over her arm she walked into
the corridor and to the stairs, the stupefied captain and inspector following.

To the pure-hearted Merdekans she was not Phryne winning her case; she
was Evil incarnate. They screamed, broke and ran wildly, dropping their weap-
ons. That a human being could do such a thing was beyond their comprehension;
Merdeka alone knew what kind of monster this was that drew them strangely and
horribly, in violation of all sanity. They ran as she had hoped they would; the
other side of the coin was spearing even more swift and thorough than would
have been accorded to her fully clothed. But they ran, gibbering with fright and
covering their eyes, into apartments and corners of the corridor, their backs turned
on the awful thing.

The sea-people picked their way over the shambles at the stairway and went
unopposed down the stairs and to the dock. It was a troublesome piece of work
for Salter to pass the chaplain down to Mrs. Graves in the boat, but in ten min-
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utes they had cast off, rowed out a little and set sail to catch the land breeze gen-
erated by the differential twilight cooling of water and brick. After playing her
part in stepping the mast, Jewel Flyte dressed.

“It won't always be that easy,” she said when the last button was fastened.
Mrs. Graves had been thinking the same thing, but had not said it to avoid the
appearance of envying that superb young body.

Salter was checking the chaplain as well as he knew how. “I think he’ll be all
right,” he said. “Surgical repair and a long rest. He hasn’t lost much blood. This is
a strange story we'll have to tell the Ship’s Council.”

Mrs. Graves said: “They’ve no choice. We've lost our net and the land is
there waiting for us. A few maniacs oppose us—what of it?”

Again a huge fish lazily surfaced; Salter regarded it thoughtfully. He said:
“They’ll propose scavenging bronze ashore and fashioning another net and going
on just as if nothing had happened. And really, we could do that, you know.”

Jewel Flyte said: “No. Not forever. This time it was the net, at the end of
harvest. What if it were three masts in midwinter, in mid-Atlantic?”

“Or,” said the captain, “the rudder—any time. Anywhere. But can you imag-
ine telling the Council they’'ve got to walk off the ship onto land, take up quarters
in those brick cabins, change everything? And fight maniacs, and learn to farm?’

“There must be a way,” said Jewel Flyte. “Just as Merdeka, whatever it was,
was a way. There were too many people, and Merdeka was the answer to too many
people. There’s always an answer. Man is a land mammal in spite of brief excur-
sions at sea. We were seed stock put aside, waiting for the land to be cleared so we
could return. Just as these offshore fish are waiting very patiently for us to stop
harvesting twice a year so they can return to deep water and multiply. What's the
way, Caprain?”

He thought hard. “We could,” he said slowly, “begin by simply sailing in
close and fishing the offshore waters for big stuff. Then tie up and build a sort of
bridge from the ship to the shore. We'd continue to live aboard the ship but we'd
go out during daylight to try farming.”

“It sounds right.”

“And keep improving the bridge, making it more and more solid, until be-
fore they notice it it’s really a solid part of the ship and a solid part of the shore. It
might take ... mmm ... ten years?”

“Time enough for the old shellbacks to make up their minds,” Mrs. Graves
unexpectedly snorted.

“And we'd relax the one-to-one reproduction rule, and some young adults
will simply be crowded over the bridge to live on the land—" His face suddenly
fell. “And then the whole damned farce starts all over again, I suppose. I pointed
out that it takes thirty-two generations bearing one child apiece to run a popula-
tion of two billion into zero. Well, I should have mentioned that it takes thirty-two
generations bearing four children apiece to run a population of two into two bil-
lion. Oh, what’s the use, Jewel?”

She chuckled. “There was an answer last time,” she said. “There will be an
answer the next time.”
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[SF Adventures - September 1953]

The Meddlers

Reev Markon, Continental Weather Chief, swore one of his affected archaic oaths
as his pocket transceiver beeped. “By my lousy halidom!” he muttered, turning
the signal off and putting the pint-sized set to his face.

“How’s that again, chief?” asked the puzzled voice of his assistant Moron
Slobb.

“I didn’t mean you, Slobb,” Markon snapped. “Go ahead. What is so by-our-
lady important that I must be dragged from the few pitiful hours of leisure I'm
allowed?”

“Meddling,” Moron Slobb said in a voice of deepest gloom.

“Ding-bust the consarned villains!” Markon shrieked. “T'll be right down.”

He cast a bilious eye over the workshop where he had hoped to relax over
the monthend, using his hands, forgetting the wild complexities of modern life
while he puttered with his betatron planer, his compact little thermonuclear form-
ing reactor and transmutron. “I'll meddle them,” he growled, and stepped through
his Transmictter.

There were wild screeches around him.

“I'm sorry, ladies!” he yelled. “It was completely—completely—" One of
the ladies hit him with a chair. He abandoned explanations and ducked back
through the Transmitter with a rapidly swelling eye. Through the other he read
the setting on the Transmitter frame. His wives athletic club, as he had suspected.
Nor had they bothered to clear the setting after using the Transmitter.

“Lollygagging trumpets,” he muttered, setting his office combination on the
frame and stepping through.

Moron Slobb tactfully avoided staring at the discolored eye. “Glad you're
here, chief,” he burbled. “Somebody seems to have gimmicked up a private trac-
tor beam in the Mojave area and they’re pulling in rainclouds assigned to the Rio
Grande eye—I mean Rio Grande Valley.”

Reev Markon glared at him and decided to let it pass. “Triangulate for it,” he
said. “Set up the unilateral Transmitter. We'll burst in and catch them wet-handed.”
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He went to his private office and computed while the mechanical work was
being done outside. A moderately efficient tractor beam, however haywire, could
pull down five acre-feet of water a day. Rio Grande was a top-priority area draw-
ing an allotment of eighty acre-feet for the growing season, plus sunships as needed.
Plancom had decided that what the Continent needed was natural citrus and that
Rio Grande was the area to supply it. Lowest priority for the current season had
been assigned to the Idaho turnip acreage. He could divert rainfall from Idaho to
Rio Grande. If that wasn’t enough, he could seize the precipitation quota of As-
pen Recreational with no difficulty since three Plancomembers had broken re-
spectively a leg, a pelvis, and seven ribs on Aspen’s beginner’s ski trail ... .

Slobb told him: “Chief, we're on it and the Transmitter’s set up.”

Reev Markon said: “Take a visual first. Those wittold jerks aren’t going to
booby-trap me.”

He watched as a camera was thrust through the Transmitter, exposed and
snatched back in a thousandth of a second.

The plate showed an improvised-looking tractor-beam generator surrounded
by three rustic types in bowler hats and kilts. They obviously hadn’t noticed the
split-second appearance of the camera and they obviously were unarmed.

“I'm going in,” Reev Markon said, cold and courageous. “Slobb, arm your-
self and bring me a dazzle gun.” :

In two minutes the weapons had been signed out of the arsenal. Reev Markon
and Moron Slobb walked steadily through the Transmitter, guns at the ready. To
the astounded, gaping farmers Reev Markon said: “You're under arrest for med-
dling. Step through this—"

The rustics stopped gaping and went into action. One of them began rip-
ping at the generator, trying to destroy evidence. The other uncorked an uppercut
at Slobb, who intercepted it neatly with his chin. Reev Markon shut his eyes and
pulled the trigger of the dazzle gun. When he opened his eyes the farmers and his
assistant were all lying limply on the floor. Puffing a good deal, he pitched them
one by one through the invisible portal of the unilateral Transmitter. He surveyed
the generator, decided it would do as evidence and pitched it through also before
he stepped back into the Continental Weather office himself.

When the farmers had recovered, a matter of twenty minutes or so, he tried
to interrogate them but got nowhere. “Don’t you realize,” he asked silkily, “that
there are regular channels through which you can petition for heavier rainfall or a
changed barometric pressure or more sunlight hours? Don’t you realize that you're
disrupting continental economy when you try to free-lance?”

They were sullen and silent, only muttering something about their spinach
crop needing more water than the damn bureaucrats realized.

“Take them away,” Reev Markon sighed to his assistant, and Slobb did. But
Slobb rushed back with a new and alarming advisory.

“Chief,” he said, “Somebody on Long Island’s seeding clouds without a li-

»
cense—







[Galaxy - June 1952

as by Simon Eisner]

The Luckiest Man in Denv

Mayer’s man Reuben, of the eighty-third level, Atomist, knew there was some-
thing wrong when the binoculars flashed and then went opaque. Inwardly he
cursed, hoping that he had not committed himself to anything. Outwardly he
was unperturbed. He handed the binoculars back to Rudolph’s man Almon, of
the eighty-ninth level, Maintainer, with a smile.

“They aren’t very good,” he said.

Almon put them to his own eyes, glanced over the parapet and swore mildly.
“Blacker than the heart of a crazy Angel, eh? Never mind; here’s another pair.”

This pair was unremarkable. Through it, Reuben studied the thousand set-
backs and penthouses of Denv that ranged themselves below. He was too worried
to enjoy his first sight of the vista from the eighty-ninth level, but he let out a
murmur of appreciation. Now to get away from this suddenly sinister fellow and
try to puzzle it out.

“Could we—?" he asked cryptically, with a little upward jerk of his chin.

“It’s better not to,” Almon said hastily, taking the glasses from his hands.
“What if somebody with stars happened to see, you know? Howd you like it if
you saw some impudent fellow peering up at you?”

“He wouldn’t dare!” said Reuben, pretending to be stupid and indignant,
and joined a moment later in Almon’s sympathetic laughter.

“Never mind,” said Almon. “We are young. Some day, who knows? Perhaps
we shall look from the ninety-fifth level, or the hundredth.”

Though Reuben knew that the Maintainer was no friend of his, the gener-
ous words sent blood hammering through his veins; ambition for a moment.

He pulled a long face and told Almon: “Let us hope so! Thank you for being
my host. Now I must return to my quarters.”

He left the windy parapet for the serene luxury of an eighty-ninth-level cor-
ridor and descended slow-moving stairs through gradually less luxurious levels to
his own Spartan floor. Selene was waiting, smiling, as he stepped off the stairs.

She was decked out nicely—too nicely. She wore a steely-hued corselet and
a touch of scent; her hair was dressed long. The combination appealed to him,
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and instantly he was on his guard. Why had she gone to the trouble of learning his
tastes? What was she up to? After all, she was Griffin’s woman.

“Coming down?” she asked, awed. “Where have you been?”

“The eighty-ninth, as a guest of that fellow Almon. The vista is immense.”

“I've never been ...” she murmured, and then said decisively: “You belong up
there. And higher. Griffin laughs at me, but he’s a fool. Last night in chamber we got
to talking about you, I don’t know how, and he finally became quite angry and said
he didn’t want to hear another word.” She smiled wickedly. “I was revenged, though.”

Blank-faced, he said: “You must be a good hand at revenge, Selene, and at
stirring up the need for it.”

The slight hardening of her smile meant that he had scored and he hurried
by with a rather formal salutation.

Burn him for an Angelo, but she was easy enough to take! The contrast of
the metallic garment with her soft, white skin was disturbing, and her long hair
suggested things. It was hard to think of her as scheming something or other;
scheming Selene was displaced in his mind by Selene in chamber.

But what was she up to? Had she perhaps heard that he was to be elevated?
Was Griffin going to be swooped on by the Maintainers? Was he to kill off Griffin
so she could leech on to some rising third party? Was she perhaps merely giving
her man a touch of the lash?

He wished gloomily that the binoculars-problem and the Selene-problem
had not come together. That trickster Almon had spoken of youth as though it
were something for congratulation; he hated being young and stupid and unable
to puzzle out the faulty binoculars and the warmth of Griffin’s woman.

The attack alarm roared through the Spartan corridor. The Ellays were raiding
again. He ducked through the nearest door into a vacant bedroom and under the
heavy steel table. Somebody else floundered under the table a moment later, and
a third person tried to join them.

The second-comer roared: “Get out and find your own shelter! I don’t pro-
pose to be crowded out by you or to crowd you out either and see your ugly blood
and brains if there’s a hit. Go, now!”

“Forgive me, sir! At once, sir!” the late-comer wailed and scrambled away as
the alarm continued to roar.

Reuben gasped at the “sirs” and looked at his neighbor. It was Mayer him-
self. The general had been trapped, no doubt, on an inspection tour of the level.

“Sir,” he said respectfully, “if you wish to be alone, I can find another room.”

“You may stay with me for company. Are you one of mine?” There was power
in the general’s voice and on his craggy face.

“Yes, sir. Mayer’s man Reuben, of the eighty-third level. Atomist.”

Mayer surveyed him, and Reuben noted that there were pouches of skin
depending from cheekbones and the jaw line—dead-looking, coarse-pored skin.

“You're a well-made boy, Reuben! Do you have women?”

“Yes, sir,” said Reuben hastily. “One after another—I a/ways have women.
I'm making up art this time to a charming thing called Selene. Well-rounded, yet
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firm, soft but supple, with long red hair and long white legs—"

“Spare me the details,” muttered the general. “It takes all kinds. An Atomist,
you said. That has a future, to be sure. I myself was a Controller long ago. The
calling seems to have gone out of fashion—"

Abruptly the alarm stopped. The silence was hard to bear.

Mayer swallowed and went on: “... for some reason or other. Why don't
youngsters elect for Controller any more? Why didn’t you, for instance?”

Reuben wished he could be saved by a direct hit. The binoculars, Selene, the
enemy raid, and now he was supposed to make intelligent conversation with a
general.

“I really don’t know, sir,” he said miserably. “At the time there seemed to be
very little difference—Controller, Atomist, Missiler, Maintainer. We have a saying,
‘The buttons are different,” which usually ends any conversation on the subject.”

“Indeed?” asked Mayer distractedly. His face was thinly filmed with sweat.
“Do you suppose Ellay intends to clobber us this time?” he asked almost hoarsely.
“It’s been some weeks since they made a maximum effort, hasn’t it?”

“Four,” said Reuben. “I remember because one of my best Servers was killed
by a falling corridor roof—the only fatality and it had to happen to my team.”

He laughed nervously and realized that he was talking like a fool, but Mayer
seemed not to notice.

Far below them, there was a series of screaming whistles as the interceptors
were loosed to begin their intricate, double basketwork wall of defense in a tower-
ing cylinder about Denv.

“Go on, Reuben!” said Mayer. “That was most interesting.” His eyes were
searching the underside of the steel table.

Reuben averted his own eyes from the frightened face, feeling some awe drain
out of him. Under a table with a general! It didn’t seem so strange now.

“Perhaps, sir, you can tell me what a puzzling thing, that happened this af-
ternoon, means? A fellow—Rudolph’s man Almon, of the eighty-ninth level—
gave me a pair of binoculars that flashed in my eyes and then went opaque. Has
your wide experience—"

Mayer laughed hoarsely and said in a shaky voice: “That old trick! He was
photographing your retinas for the blood-vessel pattern. One of Rudolph’s men,
eh? I’'m glad you spoke to me; I'm old enough to spot a revival like that. Perhaps
my good friend Rudolph plans—"

There was a thudding volley in the air and then a faint jar. An enemy bomb
had got through, exploding, from the feel of it, far down at the foot of Denv.

The alarm roared again, in bursts that meant all clear; only one flight of
missiles and that disposed of.

The Atomist and the general climbed out from under the table; Mayer’s secretary
popped through the door. The general waved him out again and leaned heavily
on the table, his arms quivering. Reuben hastily brought a chair.

“A glass of water,” said Mayer.
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The Atomist brought it. He saw the general wash down what looked like a
triple dose of xxx—green capsules which it was better to leave alone.

Mayer said after a moment: “That’s better. And don’t look so shocked, young-
ster; you don’t know the strain we’re under. It’s only a temporary measure which I
shall discontinue as soon as things ease up a bit. I was saying that perhaps my
good friend Rudolph plans to substitute one of his men for one of mine. Tell me,
how long has this fellow Almon been a friend of yours?”

“He struck up an acquaintance with me only last week. I should have real-
ized—"

“You certainly should have. One week. Time enough and more. By now
you've been photographed, your fingerprints taken, your voice recorded and your
gait studied without your knowledge. Only the retinascope is difficult, but one
must risk it for a real double. Have you killed your man, Reuben?”

He nodded. It had been a silly brawl two years ago over precedence at the
refectory; he disliked being reminded of it.

“Good,” said Mayer grimly. “The way these things are done, your double
kills you in a secluded spot, disposes of your body and takes over your role. We
shall reverse it. You will kill the double and take over 4is role.”

The powerful, methodical voice ticked off possibilities and contingencies,
measures and counter-measures. Reuben absorbed them and felt his awe return.
Perhaps Mayer had not really been frightened under the table; perhaps it had been
he reading his own terror in the general’s face. Mayer was actually talking to him
of backgrounds and policies. “Up from the eighty-third level'” he swore to him-
self as the great names were uttered.

“My good friend Rudolph, of course, wants the five stars. You would not
know this, but the man who wears the stars is now eighty years old and failing
fast. I consider myself a likely candidate to replace him. So, evidently, must
Rudolph. No doubrt he plans to have your double perpetrate some horrible blun-
der on the eve of the election, and the discredit would reflect on me. Now what
you and I must do—"

You and [—Mayer’s man Reuben and Mayer himself—up from the eighty-
third! Up from the bare corridors and cheerless bedrooms to marble halls and
vaulted chambers! From the clatter of the crowded refectory to small and glowing
restaurants where you had your own table and servant and where music came softly
from the walls! Up from the scramble to win this woman or that, by wit or charm
or the poor bribes you could afford, to the eminence from which you could calmly
command your pick of the beauty of Denv! From the moiling intrigue of tripping
your fellow Atomist and guarding against him tripping you to the heroic thrust
and parry of generals!

Up from the eighty-third!

Then Mayer dismissed him with a speech whose implications were deliri-
ously exciting. “I need an able man and a young one, Reuben! Perhaps I've waited
too long looking for him. If you do well in this touchy business, I'll consider you
very seriously for an important task I have in mind.”
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Late that night, Selene came to his bedroom.

“I know you don't like me,” she said pettishly, “but Griffin’s such a fool and
[ wanted somebody to talk to. Do you mind? What was it like up there today?
Did you see carpets? I wish I had a carpet.”

He tried to think about carpets and not the exciting contrast of metallic
cloth and flesh.

“I saw one through an open door,” he remembered. “It looked odd, but I
suppose a person gets used to them. Perhaps I didn't see a very good one. Aren’t
the good ones very thick?”

“Yes,” she said. “Your feet sink into them. I wish I had a good carpet and
four chairs and a small table as high as my knees to put things on and as many
pillows as [ wanted. Griffin’s such a fool. Do you think I'll ever get those things?
I've never caught the eye of a general. Am I pretty enough to get one, do you
think?”

He said uneasily: “Of course you're a pretty thing, Selene. But carpets and
chairs and pillows—" It made him uncomfortable, like the thought of peering up
through binoculars from a parapet.

“I want them,” she said unhappily. “I like you very much, but I want so
many things and soon T'll be too old even for the eighty-third level, before I've
been up higher, and I'll spend the rest of my life tending babies or cooking in the
creche or the refectory.”

She stopped abruptly, pulled herself together and gave him a smile that was
somehow ghastly in the half-light.

“You bungler,” he said, and she instantly looked at the door with the smile
frozen on her face. Reuben took a pistol from under his pillow and demanded,
“When do you expect him?”

“What do you mean?” she asked shrilly. “Who are you talking abourt?”

“My double. Don'’t be a fool, Selene! Mayer and I—" he savored it—"“Mayer
and [ know all about it. He warned me to beware of a diversion by a woman while
the double slipped in and killed me. When do you expect him?”

“I really do like you,” Selene sobbed. “But Almon promised to take me up
there and I knew when I was where theyd see me that I'd meet somebody really
important. [ really do like you, but soon I'll be too old—"

“Selene, listen to me! Listen to me! You'll get your chance. Nobody but you
and I will know that the substitution didn’t succeed!”

“Then I'll be spying for you on Almon, won't I?” she asked in a choked voice.
“All I wanted was a few nice things before I got too old. All right, I was supposed
to be in your arms at 2350 hours!”

It was 2349. Reuben sprang from bed and stood by the door, his pistol silenced
and ready. At 2350 a naked man slipped swiftly into the room, heading for the
bed as he raised a ten-centimeter poignard. He stopped in dismay when he real-
ized that the bed was empty.

Reuben killed him with a bullet through the throat.
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“But he doesn’t look a bit like me,” he said in bewilderment, closely examin-
ing the face. “Just in a general way.”

Selene said dully: “Almon told me people always say that when they see their
doubles. It’s funny, isn’'t it? He looks just like you, really.”

“How was my body to be disposed of?”

She produced a small flat box. “A shadow suit. You were to be left here and
somebody would come tomorrow.”

“We won't disappoint him.” Reuben pulled the web of the shadow suit over
his double and turned on the power. In the half-lit room, it was a perfect disap-
pearance; by daylight it would be less perfect. “They’ll ask why the body was shot
instead of knifed. Tell them you shot me with the gun from under the pillow! Just
say I heard the double come in and you were afraid there might have been a struggle.”

She listlessly asked: “How do you know I won'’t betray you?”

“You won'’t, Selene.” His voice bit. “You're broken.”

She nodded vaguely, started to say something and then went out without
saying it.

Reuben luxuriously stretched in his narrow bed. Later, his beds would be
wider and softer, he thought. He drifted into sleep on a half-formed thought that
some day he might vote with other generals on the man to wear the five stars—or
even wear them himself, Master of Denv.

He slept healthily through the morning alarm and arrived late at his regular
twentieth-level station. He saw his superior, Mayer’s man Oscar of the eighty-fifth
level, Atomist, ostentatiously take his name. Let him!

Oscar assembled his crew for a grim announcement: “We are going to even
the score, and perhaps a little better, with Ellay. At sunset there will be three flights
of missiles from Deck One.”

There was a joyous murmur and Reuben trotted off on his task.

All forenoon he was occupied with drawing plutonium slugs from hyper-
suspicious storekeepers in the great rock-quarried vaults, and seeing them through
countless audits and assays all the way to Weapons Assembly. Oscar supervised
the scores there who assembled the curved slugs and the explosive lenses into
sixty-kilogram warheads.

In mid-afternoon there was an incident. Reuben saw Oscar step aside for a
moment to speak to a Maintainer whose guard fell on one of the Assembly Serv-
ers, and dragged him away as he pleaded innocence. He had been detected in sabo-
tage. When the warheads were in and the Missilers seated, waiting at their boards,
the two Atomists rode up to the eighty-third’s refectory.

The news of a near-maximum effort was in the air; it was electric. Reuben
heard on all sides in tones of self-congratulation: “We'll clobber them tonight.”

“That Server you caught,” he said to Oscar. “What was he up to?”

His commander stared. “Are you trying to learn my job? Don't try it, I warn
you! If my black marks against you aren’t enough, I could always arrange for some
fissionable material in your custody to go astray.”
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“No, no! I was just wondering why people do something like that.”

Oscar sniffed doubtfully. “He’s probably insane, like all the Angelos. I've
heard the climate does it to them. You're not a Maintainer or a Controller. Why
worry about it?”

“They’ll brain-burn him, I suppose?”

“I suppose. Listen!”

Deck one was firing. One, two, three, four, five, six. One, two, three, four, five,
six. One, two, three, four, five, six.

People turned to one another and shook hands, laughed and slapped shoul-
ders heartily. Eighteen missiles were racing through the stratosphere, soon to tumble
on Ellay. With any luck, one or two would slip through the first wall of intercep-
tors and blast close enough to smash windows and topple walls in the enemy city
by the ocean. It would serve the lunatics right.

Five minutes later an exultant voice filled most of Denv.

“Recon missile report,” it said. “Eighteen launched, eighteen perfect trajec-
tories. Fifteen shot down by Ellay first-line interceptors, three shot down by Ellay
second-line interceptors. Extensive blast damage observed in Griffith Park area of
Ellay.”

There were cheers.

And eight Full Maintainers marched into the refectory silently, and marched
out with Reuben. '

He knew better than to struggle or ask futile questions. Any question you
asked of a Maintainer was futile. But he goggled when they marched him onto an
upward-bound stairway.

They rode past the eighty-ninth level and Reuben lost count, seeing only
the marvels of the upper reaches of Denv. He saw carpets that ran the entire length
of corridors, and intricate fountains, and mosaic walls, stained-glass windows, more
wonders than he could recognize, things for which he had no name.

He was marched at last into a wood-paneled room with a great polished
desk and a map behind it. He saw Mayer, and another man who must have been
a general—Rudolph?—but sitting at the desk was a frail old man who wore a
circlet of stars on each khaki shoulder.

The old man said to Reuben: “You represent an enemy. You are an Ellay spy
and saboteur.”

Reuben looked at Mayer. Did one speak directly to the man who wore the
stars, even in reply to such an accusation?

“Answer him, Reuben!” Mayer said kindly.

“I am Mayer’s man Reuben, of the eighty-third level, an Atomist,” he said.

“Explain,” said the other general heavily, “if you can, why all eighteen of the
warheads you procured today failed to fire.”

“But they did,” gasped Reuben. “The Recon missile report said there was
blast damage from the three that got through and it didn't say anything abourt the
others failing to fire.”




%

The Luckiest Man in Denv 115

The other general suddenly looked sick and Mayer looked even kindlier.
The man who wore the stars turned inquiringly to the chief of the Maintainers,
who nodded and said: “That was the Recon missile report, sir.”

The general snapped: “What I said was that he would artempt to sabotage
the attack. Evidently he failed. I also said he is a faulty double, somehow slipped
with great ease into my good friend Mayer’s organization. You will find that his
left thumb print is a clumsy forgery of the real Reuben’s thumb print and that his
hair has been artificially darkened.”

The old man nodded at the chief of the Mainrtainers, who said: “We have
his card, sir.”

Reuben abruptly found himself being fingerprinted and deprived of some hair.

“The f.p.’s check, sir,” one Maintainer said. “He’s Reuben.”

“Hair’s natural, sir,” said another.

The general began a rearguard action: “My information about his hair seems
to have been inaccurate. But the fingerprint means only that Ellay spies substi-
tuted his prints for Reuben’s prints in the files—”

“Enough, sir,” said the old man with the stars. “Dismissed. All of you. Rudolph,
[ am surprised. All of you, go!”

Reuben found himself in a vast apartment with Mayer, who was bubbling and
chuckling uncontrollably until he popped three of the green capsules into his mouth
hurriedly.

“This means the eclipse for years of my good friend Rudolph,” he crowed.
“His game was to have your double sabotage the attack warheads and so make-it
appear that my organization is rotten with spies. The double must have been un-
der post-hypnotic suggestion, primed to admit everything. Rudolph was so sure
of himself that he made his accusations before the attack, the fool!”

He fumbled out the green capsules again.

“Sir,” said Reuben, alarmed.

“Only temporary,” Mayer muttered, and swallowed a fourth. “But you're
right. You leave them alone! There are big things to be done in your time, not in
mine. I told you I needed a young man who could claw his way to the top. Rudolph’s
a fool. He doesn’t need the capsules because he doesn’t ask questions. Funny, I
thought a coup like the double affair would hit me hard, but I don't feel a thing.
It’s not like the old days. I used to plan and plan, and when the trap went snap it
was better than this stuff. But now I don’t feel a thing.”

He leaned forward from his chair; the pupils of his eyes were black bullets.

“Do you want to work?” he demanded. “Do you want your world stood on
its head and your brains to crack and do the only worthwhile job there is to do?
Answer me!”

“Sir, I am a loyal Mayer’s man. [ want to obey your orders and use my ability
to the full.”

“Good enough,” said the general. “You've got brains, you've got push. I'll do
the spade work. I won't last long enough to push it through. You'll have to follow.
Ever been outside of Denv?”
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Reuben stiffened.

“I'm not accusing you of being a spy. It’s really all right to go outside of
Denv. I've been outside. There isnt much to see at first—a lot of ground pocked
and torn up by shorts and overs from Ellay and us. Farther out, especially east, it’s
different. Grass, trees, flowers. Places where you could grow food.

“When I went outside, it troubled me. It made me ask questions. I wanted
to know how we started. Yes—started. [t wasn't always like this. Somebody built
Denv. Am [ getting the idea across to you? It wasn’t always like this.

“Somebody set up the reactors to breed uranium and make plutonium. Some-
body tooled us up for the missiles. Somebody wired the boards to control them.
Somebody started the hydroponics tanks.

“I've dug through the archives. Maybe I found something. I saw mountains
of strength reports, ration reports, supply reports, and yet I never got back to the
beginning. I found a piece of paper and maybe I understood it and maybe I didn't.
It was about the water of the Colorado River and who should get how much ofit.
How can you divide water in a river? But it could have been the start of Denv,
Ellay, and the missile attacks.”

The general shook his head, puzzled, and went on: “I don't see clearly what’s
ahead. I want to make peace between Denv and Ellay, but I don’t know how to
start or what it will be like. I think it must mean not firing, not even making any
more weapons. Maybe it means that some of us, or a lot of us, will go out of Denv
and live a different kind of life. That's why T've clawed my way up. That's why I
need a young man who can claw with the best of them. Tell me what you think!”

“I think,” said Reuben measuredly, “it’s magnificent—the salvation of Denv.
I'll back you to my dying breath if you’ll let me.”

Mayer smiled tiredly and leaned back in the chair as Reuben tiptoed out.

What luck, Reuben thought—what unbelievable luck to be at a fulcrum of his-
tory like this!

He searched the level for Rudolph’s apartment and gained admission.

To the general, he said: “Sir, I have to report that your friend Mayer is in-
sane. He has just been raving to me, advocating the destruction of civilization as
we know it, and urging me to follow in his footsteps. I pretended to agree— since
I can be of greater service to you if 'm in Mayer’s confidence.”

“So?” said Rudolph thoughttully. “Tell me about the double. How did that
go wrong?”

“The bunglers were Selene and Almon, Selene because she alarmed me in-
stead of distracting me, Almon because he failed to recognize her incompetence.”

“They shall be brain-burned. That leaves an eighty-ninth-level vacancy in
my organization, doesn’t it?”

“You're very kind, sir, but I think I should remain a Mayer’s man—outwardly.
If ] earn any rewards, I can wait for them. I presume that Mayer will be elected to
wear the five stars. He won'’t live more than two years after that, at the rate he is

taking drugs.”







[Cosmic Stories - March 1941
as by Cecil Corwin]

The Reversible Revolutions

J. C. Battle, late of the Foreign Legion, Red Army, United States Marines,
Invincibles de Bolivia and Coldstream Guards, alias Alexandre de Foma, Christo-
pher Jukes, Burton Macauly and Joseph Hagstrom—#né Etzel Bernstein—put up
his hands.

“No tricks,” warned the feminine voice. The ample muzzle of the gun in his
back shifted slightly, seemingly from one hand to another. Battle felt his pockets
being gone through. “Look out for the left hip,” he volunteered. “That gat’s on a
hair-trigger.”

“Thanks,” said the feminine voice. He felt the little pencilgun being gin-
gerly removed. “Two Colts,” said the voice admiringly, “a Police .38, three Mills
grenades, pencilgun, brass knuckles, truncheons of lead, leather and rubber, one
stiletto, tear-gas gun, shells for same, prussic-acid hypo kit, thuggee’s braided cord,
sleeve Derringer and a box of stink bombs. Well, you walking armory! Is that all?”

“Quite,” said Battle. “Am I being taken for a ride?” He looked up and down
the dark street and saw nothing in the way of accomplices.

“Nope. I may decide to drop you here. But before you find out, suppose
you tell me how you got on my trail?” The gun jabbed viciously into his back.
“Talk!” urged the feminine voice nastily.

“How 7 got on your trail?” exploded Battle. “Dear lady, I can’t see your face,
but I assure you that I don’t recognize your voice, that I'm not on anybody’s trail,
that I'm just a soldier of fortune resting up during a slack spell in the trade. And
anyway, I don’t knock off ladies. We—we have a kind of code.”

“Yeah?” asked the voice skeptically. “Let’s see your left wrist.” Mutely Battle
twitched up the cuff and displayed it. Aside from a couple of scars it was fairly
ordinary. “What now?” he asked.

“I’ll let you know,” said the voice. Battle’s hand was twisted behind his back,
and he felt a cold, stinging liquid running over the disputed wrist. “What the—?"
he began impatiently.

“Oh!” ejaculated the voice, aghast. “I'm sorry! I thought—""The gun relaxed
and Battle turned. He could dimly see the girl in the light of the merc lamp far
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down the deserted street. She appeared to be blushing. “Here I've gone and taken
you apart,” she complained, “and you're not even from Breen at all! Let me help
you.” She began picking up Battle’s assorted weapons from the sidewalk where
she had deposited them. He stowed them away as she handed them over.

“There,” she said. “That must be the last of them.”

“The hypo kit,” he reminded her. She was holding it, unconsciously, in her
left hand. He hefted the shoulder holster under his coat and grunted. “That’s bet-
ter,” he said.

“You must think 'm an awful silly,” said the girl shyly.

Battle smiled generously as he caught sight of her face. “Not at all,” he pro-
tested. “I've made the same mistake myself. Only I've not always caught myself in
time to realize it.” This with a tragic frown and sigh.

“Really?” she breathed. “You must be awfully important —all these guns and
things.”

g“Tools of the trade,” he said noncommittally. “My card.” He handed her a
simple pasteboard bearing the crest of the United States Marines and the legend:

LIEUTENANT J. C. BATTLE
SOLDIER OF FORTUNE
REVOLUTIONS A SPECIALTY

She stared, almost breathless. “How wonderful!” she said.

“In every major insurrection for the past thirty years,” he assured her com-
| placently.

“That must make you—Iet’s see—" she mused.

“Thirty years, did I say?” he quickly interposed. “I meant twenty. In case
| you were wondering, I'm just thirty-two years old.” He tweaked his clipped, mili-
tary mustache.

| “Then you were in your first at—"

| “Twelve. Twelve and a half, really. Shall we go somewhere for a cup of cof-
| fee, Miss—er—ah—?"

; “McSweeney,” she said, and added demurely, “but my friends all call me
Spike.”

“China? Dear me, yes! | was with the Eighth Route Army during the celebrated
long trek from Annam to Szechuan Province. And I shouldn't call it boasting to
i admit that without me—"

| Miss Spike McSweeney appeared to be hanging on his every word. “Have
you ever,” she asked, “done any technical work?”

“Engineering? Line of communication? Spike, we fighters leave that to the
‘greaseballs,” as they are called in most armies. I admit that I fly a combat fighter
as well as the next—assuming that he’s pretty good—but as far as the engine goes,
I let that take care of itself. Why do you ask?”

“Lieutenant,” she said earnestly, “I think I ought to tell you what all this
mess is about.”
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“Dear lady,” he said gallantly, “the soldier does not question his orders.”

“Anyway,” said Miss McSweeney, “I need your help. It’s a plot—a big one. A
kind of revolution. You probably know more about them than I do, but this one
seems to be the dirtiest trick that was ever contemplated.”

“How big is it?” asked Battle, lighting a cigarette.

“Would you mind not smoking?” asked the girl hastily, shrinking away from
the flame. “Thanks. How big is it? World-scale. A world revolution. Not from the
Right, not from the Left, but, as near as I can make out, from Above.”

“How’s that?” asked Battle, startled.

“The leader is what youd call a scientist-puritan, I guess. His name’s Breen—
Dr. Malachi Breen, formerly of every important university and lab in the world.
And now he’s got his own revolution all planned out. It’s for a world without
smoking, drinking, swearing, arguing, dancing, movies, music, rich foods, steam
heat—all those things.”

“Crackpot!” commented the lieutenant.

She stared at him grimly. “You wouldn’t think so if you knew him,” said
Spike. “I’ll tell you what I know. I went to work for him as a stenographer. He has
a dummy concern with offices in Rockefeller Plaza and a factory in New Jersey.
He’s supposed to be manufacturing Pot-O-Klutch, a device to hold pots on the
stove in case of an earthquake. With that as a front, he goes on with his planning.
He’s building machines of some kind in his plant—and with his science and his
ambition, once he springs his plans, the world will be at his feet!”

“The field of action,” said Battle thoughtfully, “would be New Jersey prin-
cipally. Now, you want me to break this insurrection?”

“Of course!” agonized the girl. “As soon as I found out what it really was, I
hurried to escape. But I knew I was being followed by Ais creatures!”

“Exactly,” said Battle. “Now, what’s in this for me?”

“I don’t understand. You mean—:?"

“Money,” said Battle. “The quartermaster’s getting short-handed. Say twenty
thousand?”

The girl only stared. “I haven’t any money,” she finally gasped. “I thought—"

“You thought I was a dilettante?” asked Battle. “Dear lady, my terms are
fifty percent cash, remainder conditional on the success of the campaign. I'm sorry
I can’t help you—"

“Look out!” screamed the girl. Battle spun around and ducked under the table
as a bomb crashed though the window of the coffee shop and exploded in his face.

“Open your eyes, damn you!” growled a voice.

“Stephen—the profanity—" objected another voice mildly.

“Sorry, Doc. Wake, friend! The sun is high.”

Battle came to with a start and saw a roast-beef face glowering into his. He
felt for his weapons. They were all in place. “What can I do for you, gentlemen?”
he asked.

“Ah,” said the second voice gently. “Our convert has arisen. On your feet,

Michael.”
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“My name is Battle,” said the lieutenant. “J. C. Battle. My card.”

"Henceforth you shall be known as Michael, the Destroying Angel,” said
the second voice. “It’s the same name, really.”

Battle looked around him. He was in a kind of factory, dim and vacant ex-
cept for himself and the two who had spoken. They wore pure white military
uniforms; one was a tough boy, obviously. It hurt Battle to see how clumsily he
carried his guns. The bulges were plainly obvious through his jacket and under
his shoulder. The other either wore his more skillfully or wasn’t heeled at all. That
seemed likely, for his gentle blue eyes carried not a trace of violence, and his
rumpled, pure white hair was scholarly and innocent.

“Will you introduce yourselves?” asked the lieutenant calmly.

“Steve Haglund, outta Chi,” said the tough.

“Malachi Breen, manufacturer of Pot-O-Klutch and temporal director of
Sweetness and Light, the new world revolution,” said the old man.

“Ah,” said Battle, sizing them up. “What happened to Miss McSweeney?”
he asked abruptly, remembering.

“She is in good hands,” said Breen. “Rest easy on her account, Michael. You
have work to do.”

“Like what?” asked the lieutenant.

“Trigger work,” said Haglund. “Can you shoot straight?”

In answer there roared out three flat crashes, and Battle stood with his smok-
ing police special in his hand. As he reloaded he said, “Get yourself a new lathe,
Dr. Breen. And if you'll look to see how close together the bullets were—"

The old man puttered over to Battle’s target. “Extraordinary,” he murmured.
“A poker chip would cover them.” His manner grew relatively brisk and business-
like. “How much do you want for the job?” he asked. “How about a controlling
factor in the world of Sweetness and Light?”

Battle smiled slowly. “I never accept a proposition like that,” he said. “Twenty
thousand is my talking point for all services over a six-month period.”

“Done,” said Breen promptly, counting out twenty bills from an antiquated
wallet. Battle pocketed them without batting an eyelash. “Now,” he said, “what’s
my job?”

“As you may know,” said Breen, “Sweetness and Light is intended to bring
into being a new world. Everybody will be happy, and absolute freedom will be the
rule and not the exception. All carnal vices will be forbidden and peace will reign.
Now, there happens to be an enemy of this movement at large. He thinks he has, in
fact, a rival movement. It is your job to convince him that there is no way but
mine. And you are at absolute liberty to use any argument you wish. Is that clear?”

“Pertectly, sir,” said Battle. “What’s his name?”

“Lenninger Underbottam,” said Breen, grinding his teeth. “The most un-
principled faker that ever posed as a scientist and scholar throughout the long
history of the world. His allegedly rival movement s called ‘Devil Take the Hind-
most.” The world he wishes to bring into being would be one of the most revolt-
ing excesses—all compulsory, mark you! I consider it my duty to the future to
blot him out!”
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His rage boiled over into a string of expletives. Then, looking properly
ashamed, he apologized. “Underbottam affects me strangely and horribly. I be-
lieve that if I were left alone with him I should—I, exponent of Sweetness and
Light!—resort to violence. Anyway, Lieutenant, you will find him either at his
offices in the Empire State Building where the rotter cowers under the alias of the
Double-Action Kettlesnatcher Manufacturing Corporation, or in his upstate plant
where he is busy turning out not only weapons and defenses but also his ridicu-
lous Kettlesnatcher, a device to remove kettles from the stove in case of hurricane
or typhoon.”

Battle completed his notes and stowed away his memo book. “Thank you,

sir,” he said. “Where shall I deliver the body?”

“Hello!” whispered a voice.

“Spike!” Battle whispered back. “What are you doing here?” He jerked a
thumb at the illuminated ground glass of the door and the legend, Double-Action
Kettlesnatcher Manufacturing Corp., Lenninger Underbottam, Pres.

“They told me where to find you.”

“They?”

“Mr. Breen, of course. Who did you think?”

“But,” expostulated the lieutenant, “I thought you hated him and his move-
ment.

“Oh, that,” said the girl casually. “It was just a whim. Are you going to knock
him off?” '

“Of course. But how did you get here?”

“Climbed one of the elevator shafts. The night watchman never saw me.
How did you make it?”

“I slugged the guard and used a service lift. Let’s go.”

Battle applied a clamp to the doorknob and wrenched it out like a turnip
from muddy ground. The door swung open as his two Colts leaped into his hands.
The fat man at the ornate desk rose with a cry of alarm and began to pump blood
as Battle drilled him between the eyes.

“Okay. That's enough,” said a voice. The lieutenant’s guns were snatched from
his hands with a jerk that left them stinging, and he gaped in alarm as he saw,
standing across the room, an exact duplicate of the bleeding corpse on the floor.

“You Battle?” asked the duplicate, who was holding a big, elaborate sort of
radio tube in his hand.

“Yes,” said the lieutenant feebly. “My card—"

“Never mind that. Who's the dame?”

“Miss McSweeney. And you, sir, are—?"

“I’'m Underbottam, Chief of Devil Take the Hindmost. You from Breen?”

“I was engaged by the doctor for a brief period,” admitted Battle. “How-
ever, our services were terminated—"

“Liar,” snapped Underbottam. “And if they weren’t, they will be in a minute
or two. Lamp this!” He rattled the radio tube, and from its grid leaped a fiery
radiance that impinged momentarily on the still-bleeding thing that Barttle had
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shot down. The thing was consumed in one awful blast of heat. “End of a robot,”
said Underbottam, shaking the tube again. The flame died down, and there was
nothing left of the corpse but a little fused lump of metal.

“Now, you going to work for me, Battle?”

“Why not?” shrugged the lieutenant.

“Okay. Your duties are as follows: Get Breen. I don’t care how you get him,
but get him soon. He posed for twenty years as a scientist without ever being ap-
prehended. Well, I'm going to do some apprehending that’ll make all previous
apprehending look like no apprehension at all. You with me?”

“Yes,” said Battle, very much confused. “What’s that thing you have?”

“Piggy-back heat ray. You transpose the air in its path into an unstable iso-
tope which tends to carry all energy as heat. Then you shoot your juice, light or
whatever along the isotopic path and you burn whatever’s on the receiving end.
You want a few?”

“No,” said Battle. “I have my gats. What else have you got for offense and
defense?”

Underbottam opened a cabinet and proudly waved an arm. “Everything,”
he said. “Disintegrators, heat rays, bombs of every type. And impenetrable shields
of energy, massive and portable. What more do I need?”

“Just as I thought,” mused the lieutenant. “You've solved half the problem.
How about tactics? Who's going to use your weapons?”

“Nothing to that,” declaimed Underbottam airily. “I just announce that I
have the perfect social system. My army will sweep all before it. Consider: Devil
Take the Hindmost promises what every person wants—pleasure, pure and simple.
| Or vicious and complex, if necessary. Pleasure will be compulsory; people will be
| so happy that they won'’t have time to fight or oppress or any of the other things
that make the present world a caricature of a madhouse.”

“What about hangovers?” unexpectedly asked Spike McSweeney.

Underbottam grunted. “My dear young lady,” he said, “if you had a hang-
over, would you want to do anything except die? It’s utterly automatic. Only
puritans—damn them!—have time enough on their hands to make war. You
see?”

“It sounds reasonable,” confessed the girl.

“Now, Battle,” said Underbottam. “What are your rates?”

“Twen—" began the lieutenant automatically. Then, remembering the ease
l with which he had made his last twenty thousand, he paused. “Thir—" he began
again. “Forty thousand,” he said firmly, holding out his hand.

"Right,” said Underbottam, handing him two bills.

Battle scanned them hastily and stowed them away. “Come on,” he said to
Spike. “We have a job to do.”

The lieutenant courteously showed Spike a chair. “Sit down,” he said firmly. “I'm
going to unburden myself.” Agitatedly Battle paced his room. “I don't know where
in hell ’'m at!” he yelled frantically. “All my life I've been a soldier. I know military
, science forward and backward, but I'm damned if I can make head or tail of this
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bloody mess. Two scientists, each at the other’s throat, me hired by both of them to
knock off the other—and incidentally, where do you stand?” He glared at the girl.

“Me?” she asked mildly. “I just got into this by accident. Breen manufac-
tured me originally, but I got out of order and gave you that fantastic story about
me being a steno at his office—I can hardly believe it was me!”

“What do you mean, manufactured you?” demanded Battle.

“I'm a robot, Lieutenant. Look.” Calmly she took off her left arm and put it
on again.

Battle collapsed into a chair. “Why didn’t you tell me?” he groaned.

“You didn’t ask me,” she retorted with spirit. “And what’s wrong with ro- |
bots? I'm a very superior model, by the way—the Seduction Special, designed for
diplomats, army officers (that must be why I sought you out) and legislators. Part
of Sweetness and Light. Breen put a lot of work into me himself. 'm only good [
for about three years, but Breen expects the world to be his by then.”

Battle sprang from his chair. “Well, this pretty much decides me, Spike. 'm
washed up. I'm through with Devil Take the Hindmost and Sweetness and Light
both. I'm going back to Tannu-Tuva for the counterrevolution. Damn Breen,
Underbottam and the rest of them!”

“That isn't right, Lieutenant,” said the robot thoughtfully. “Undeterred, one
or the other of them is bound to succeed. And that won't be nice for you. A world
without war?”

“Awk!” grunted Battle. “You're right, Spike. Something has to be done. But
not by me. That heat ray—ugh!” He shuddered.

“Got any friends?” asked Spike.

“Yes,” said Battle, looking at her hard. “How did you know?”

“I just guessed—" began the robot artlessly.

“Oh, no, you didn’t,” gritted the lieutenant. “I was just going to mention
them. Can you read minds?”

“Yes,” said the robot in a small voice. “I was built that way. Governor Burly—
faugh! It was a mess.”

“And—and you know all about me?” demanded Battle.

“Yes,” she said. “I know you're forty-seven and not thirty-two. I know that
you were busted from the Marines. And I know that your real name is—”

“That’s enough,” he said, white-faced.

“But,” said the robot softly, “I love you anyway.”

“What?” sputtered the lieutenant.

“And I know that you love me, too, even if [ am—what [ am.”

Battle stared at her neat little body and her sweet little face. “Can you be
kissed?” he asked at length.

“Of course, Lieutenant,” she said. Then, demurely, “I told you I was a very
superior model.”

To expect a full meeting of the Saber Club would be to expect too much. In the
memory of the oldest living member, Major Breughel, who had been to the Neth-
erlands Empire what Clive and Warren Hastings had been to the British, two
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thirds—nearly—had gathered from the far corners of the earth to observe the
funeral services for a member who had been embroiled in a gang war and shot in
the back. The then mayor of New York had been reelected for that reason.

At the present meeting, called by First Class Member Battle, about a quarter
of the membership appeared.

There was Peasely, blooded in Tonkin, 1899. He had lost his left leg to the
thigh with Kolchak in Siberia. Peasely was the bombardier of the Saber Club. With
his curious half-lob he could place a Mills or potato masher or nitro bottle on a dime.

Vaughn, he of the thick Yorkshire drawl, had the unique honor of hopping
on an Axis submarine and cleaning it out with a Lewis gun from stem to stern,
then, single-handed, piloting it to Liverpool, torpedoing a German mine layer on
the way.

The little Espera had left a trail of bloody revolution through the whole of
South America; he had a weakness for lost causes. It was worth his life to cross the
Panama Canal; therefore he made it a point to do so punctually, once a year. He
never had his bullets removed. By latest tally three of his ninety-seven pounds
were lead.

“When,” demanded Peasely fretfully, “is that lug going to show up? I had an
appointment with a cabinetmaker for a new leg. Had to call it off for Battle’s sum-
mons. Bloody shame—he doesn’t give a hang for my anatomy.”

“Ye'll coom when ’e wish, bate’s un,” drawled Vaughn unintelligibly. Peasely
snarled at him.

Espera sprang to his feet. “Miss Millicent,” he said effusively.

“Don’t bother to rise, gentlemen,” announced the tall, crisp woman who
had entered. “As if you would anyway. I just collected on that Fiorenza deal,
Manuel,” she informed Espera. “Three gees. How do you like that?”

“I could have done a cleaner job,” said Peasely snappishly. He had cast the
only blackball when this first woman to enter the Saber Club had been voted a
member. “What did you use?”

“Lyddite,” she said, putting on a pale lipstick.

“Thot’s pawky explaw-seeve,” commented Vaughn. “I'd noat risk such.”

She was going to reply tartly when Battle strode in. They greeted him with
a muffled chorus of sighs and curses.

“Hi,” he said briefly. “I'd like your permission to introduce a person waiting
outside. Rules do not apply in her case for—for certain reasons. May I?”

There was a chorus of assent. He summoned Spike, who entered. “Now,”
said Battle, “I'd like your help in a certain matter of great importance to us all.”

“Yon’s ¢’ keenin’ tool,” said the Yorkshireman.

“Okay, then. We have to storm and take a plant in New Jersey. This plant is
stocked with new weapons—dangerous weapons—weapons that, worst of all, are
intended to effect a world revolution which will bring an absolute and complete
peace within a couple of years, thus depriving us of our occupations without com-
pensation. Out of self-defense we must take this measure. Who is with me?”

All hands shot up in approval. “Good. Further complications are as follows:
This is only one world revolution; there’s another movement which is in rivalry to
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it, and which will surely dominate if the first does not. So we will have to split our
forces—"

“No, you won't,” said the voice of Underbottam.

“Where are you?” asked Battle, looking around the room.

“In my office, you traitor. I'm using a wire screen in your clubroom for a
receiver and loudspeaker in a manner you couldn’t possibly understand.”

“I don'tlike that traitor talk,” said Battle evenly. “I mailed back your money—
and Breen’s. Now what was that you said?”

“We'll be waiting for you together in Rockefeller Center. Breen and I have
pooled our interests. After we've worked our revolution we're going to flip a coin.
That worm doesn’t approve of gambling, of course, but he’ll make this excep-
tion.

“And if I know you, Underbottam,” said Battle heavily, “it won’t be gam-
bling. What time in Rockefeller Center?”

“Four in the morning. Bring your friends—nothing like a showdown. By
heaven, I'm going to save the world whether you like it or not!”

The wire screen from which the voice had been coming suddenly fused in a
flare of light and heat.

Miss Millicent broke the silence. “Scientist!” she said in a voice heavy with
scorn. Suddenly there was a gun in her palm. “If he’s human I can drill him,” she
declared.

“Yeah,” said Battle gloomily. “That was what I thought.”

The whole length of Sixth Avenue not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse,
as the six crept through the early morning darkness under the colossal shadow of
the RCA building. The vertical architecture of the Center was lost in the sky as
they hugged the wall of the Music Hall.

“When do you suppose they’ll finish it?” asked Peasely, jerking a thumb at
the boarding over the Sixth Avenue subway under construction.

“What do you care?” grunted Battle. “We need a scout to take a look at the
plaza. How about you, Manuel? You're small and quick.”

“Right,” grinned Espera. “I could use a little more weight.” He sped across
the street on silent soles, no more than a shadow in the dark. But he had been
spotted, for a pale beam of light hissed for a moment on the pavement beside
him. He flattened and gestured.

“Come on—he says,” muttered Miss Millicent. They shot across the street
and flattened against the building. “Where are they, Manuel?” demanded Battle.

“Right there in the plaza beside the fountain. They have a mess of equip-
ment. Tripods and things. A small generator.”

“Shall T try a masher?” asked Peasely.

“Do,” said Miss Millicent. “Nothing would be neater.”

The man with the wooden leg unshipped a bomb from his belt and bit out
the pin. He held it to his ear for just a moment to hear it sizzle. “I love the noise,”
he explained apologetically to Spike. Then he flung it with a curious twist of his
arm.
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Crash!

Battle looked around the corner of the building. “They haven’t been touched.
And that racket’s going to draw the authorities,” he said. “They have some kind of
screen, | guess.”

“Darling,” whispered Spike.

“What is it?” asked Battle, sensing something in her tone.

“Nothing,” she said, as women will.

“Close in under heavy fire, maybe?” suggested the little Espera.

“Yep,” snapped Battle. “Ooops! There goes a police whistle.”

Pumping lead from both hips, the six of them advanced down the steps to
the Plaza, where Breen and Underbottam were waiting behind a kind of shim-
mering illumination.

The six ducked behind the waist-high stone wall of the Danish restaurant,
one of the eateries which rimmed the Plaza. Hastily, as the others kept up their
fire, Vaughn set up a machine gun.

“Doon, a' fu’ leef!” he ordered. They dropped behind the masking stone.
“Cae oot, yon cawbies,” yelled Vaughn.

His only answer was a sudden dropping of the green curtain and a thunder-
bolt or something like it that winged at him and went way over his head, smash-
ing into the RCA building and shattering three stories.

“Haw!” laughed Peasely. “They can’t aim! Watch this.” He bit another gre-
nade and bowled it underhand against the curtain. The ground heaved and bucked
as the crash of the bomb sounded. In rapid succession he rolled over enough to
make the once-immaculate Plaza as broken a bit of terrain as was ever seen, bare
pipes and wires exposed underneath. Underbottam’s face was distorted with rage.

The curtain dropped abruptly and the two embattled scientists and would-
be saviors of the world squirted wildly with everything they had—rays in every
color of the spectrum, thunderbolts and lightning flashes, some uncomfortably
near.

The six couldn’ face up to it; what they saw nearly blinded them. They flat-
tened themselves to the ground and prayed mutely in the electric clash and spat-
ter of science unleashed.

“Darling,” whispered Spike, her head close to Battle’s.

“Yes?”

“Have you got a match?” she asked tremulously. “No—don’t say a word.”
She took the match pack and kissed him awkwardly and abruptly. “Stay under
cover,” she said. “Don’t try to follow. When my fuel tank catches ic'll be pretty
violent.”

Suddenly she was out from behind the shelter and plastered against one of
the tumbled rocks, to leeward of the worldsavers’ armory. A timid bullet or two
was coming from the Danish restaurant.

In one long, staggering run she made nearly seven yards, then dropped,
winged by a heat ray that cauterized her arm. Cursing, Spike held the matches in
her mouth and tried to strike one with her remaining hand. It lit, and she applied
it to the match pack, dropping it to the ground. Removing what remained of her







[Cosmic Stories - July 1941
as by Cecil Corwin]

The City in the Sofa

Lieutenant J. C. Battle tweaked the ends of his trim little military mustache and
smiled brilliantly at the cashier.

“Dear lady,” he said, “there seems to have been some mistake. I could have
sworn I'd put my wallet in this suit—"

The superblonde young lady looked bored and crooked a finger at the man-
ager of the cafeteria. The manager crooked a finger at three muscular busboys,
who shambled over to the exit.

“Now,” said the manager, “what seems to be the trouble?”

The lieutenant bowed. “My name,” he said, “is Battle. My card, sir.” He
presented it.

“A phony,” said the manager with the wickedest of smiles. “A deadbeat. The
check says thirty cents, Major—do you cough up or wash dishes?” He flung the
card aside, and an innocent-appearing old man, white-haired, wrinkled of face
and shabbily dressed, who had been patiently waiting to pay his ten-cent check,
courteously stooped and tapped the manager on the shoulder.

“You dropped this,” he said politely, extending the card.

“Keep it,” snarled the manager. The innocent old man scanned the card and
stiffened as though he had been shot.

“If you will allow me,” he said, interrupting Battle’s impassioned plea for
justice, “I shall be glad to pay this young man’s check.” He fished out an ancient
wallet and dropped a half doilar into the superblonde’s hand.

“May I have your address, sir?” asked Battle when they were outside. “I shall
mail you the money as soon as I get back to my club.”

The old man raised a protesting hand. “Don’t mention it,” he smiled tooth-
lessly. “It was a pleasure. In fact I should like you to come with me to my club.”
He looked cautiously around. “I think,” he half-whispered, “that I have a job for
you, Lieutenant—if you're available.”

“Revolution?” asked Battle, skeptically surveying the old man, taking in every
wrinkle in the suit he wore. “I'm rather busy at the moment, sir, but I can recom-
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mend some very able persons who might suit you as well. They do what might be
called a cut-rate business. My price is high, sir—very high.”

“Be thart as it may, Lieutenant. My club is just around the corner. Will you
follow me, please?”

Only in New York could you find a two-bit cafeteria on a brightly lit avenue
around the corner from the homes of the wealthy on one side and the poor on the
other. Battle fully expected the old man to cross the street and head riverwards;
instead he led the soldier of fortune toward Central Park.

Battle gasped as the old man stopped and courteously gestured him to enter
a simple door in an old-style marble-faced building. Disbelievingly he read the
house number.

“But this is—" said Battle, stuttering a little in awe.

“Yes,” said the old man simply. “This is the Billionaire’s Club.”

In the smoking room, Battle eased himself dazedly into a chair upholstered
with a priceless Gobelin tapestry shot through by wires of pure gold. Across the
room he saw a man with a vast stomach and a nose like a pickled beet whom he
recognized as Old Jay. He was shaking an admonishing finger at the stock-market
plunger known as The Cobra of Wall Street.

“Where you should put your money—" Old Jay rumbled. As Battle leaned
forward eagerly, the rumble dropped to a whisper. The Cobra jotted down a few
notes in a solid-silver memo pad and smiled gratefully. As he left the room he
nodded at a suave young man whom the lieutenant knew to be the youngest son
of the Atlantis Plastic and Explosives Dynasty.

“I didn’t,” said Battle breathlessly, “I didn’t catch the name, sir.”

“Cromleigh,” snapped the old man who had brought him through the fabu-
lous portals. “Ole Cromleigh, ‘Shutter-shy,” they call me. I've never been photo-
graphed, and for a very good reason. All will be plain in a moment. Watch this.”
He pressed a button.

“Yessir?” snapped a page, appearing through a concealed door as if by magic.

Cromleigh pointed at a rather shabby mohair sofa. “I want that fumigated,
sonny,” he said. “I'm afraid it’s crummy.”

“Certainly, sir,” said the page. “I'll have it attended to right away, sir.” He
marched through the door after a smart salute.

“Now study that sofa,” said Cromleigh meditatively. “Look at it carefully
and tell me what you think of it.”

The lieutenant looked at it carefully. “Nothing,” he said at length, and quite
frankly. “I can’t see a thing wrong with it, except that beside all this period furni-
ture it looks damned shabby.”

“Yes,” said Ole Cromleigh. “I see.” He rubbed his hands meditatively. “You
heard me order that page to fumigate it, eh? Well—he’s going to forget all about
those orders as completely as if I'd never delivered them.”

“Idon’t get it,” confessed Battle. “But I'd like you to check—for my benefit.”

Cromleigh shrugged and pressed the button again. To the page who appeared,
he said irascibly, “I told you to have that sofa fumigated—didnt I2”
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The boy looked honestly baftled. “No, sir,” he said, wrinkling his brows. “I
don’t think so, sir.”

“All right, sonny. Scat.” The boy disappeared with evident relief.

“That’s quite a trick,” said Battle. “How do you do it?” He was absolutely con-
vinced that it was the same boy and that he had forgotten all about the incident.

“You hit the nail on the head, young man,” said Cromleigh, leaning for-
ward. “I didn’t do it. I don’t know who did, but it happens regularly.” He looked
about him sharply and continued, “I'm owing-gay oo-tay eek-spay in ig-pay atin-
lay. Isten-lay.”

And then, in the smoking room of the Billionaire’s Club, the strangest story
ever told was unreeled—in pig-Latinl—for the willing ears of Lieutenant J. C.
Battle, Soldier of Fortune. And it was the prelude to his strangest job—the strangest
job any soldier of fortune was ever hired for throughout the whole history of the
ancient profession.

Battle was bewildered. He stared about himself with the curious feeling of terri-
fied uncertainty that is felt in nightmares. At his immediate left arose a monstrous
spiral mountain, seemingly of metal-bearing ore, pitted on the surface and crusted
with red rust.

From unimaginable heights above him filtered a dim, sickly light ... be-
neath his feet was a coarse stuff with great ridges and interstices running into the
distance. Had he not known, he would never have believed that he was standing
on wood.

“So this,” said Battle, “is what the inside of a mohair sofa is like.”

Compressed into a smallness that would have made a louse seem mastodonic,
he warily trod his way across huge plains of that incredible worm’s-eye wood,
struggled over monstrous tubes that he knew were the hairy padding of the sofa.

From somewhere far off in the dusk of this world of near night, there was a
trampling of feet, many feet. Battle drew himself on the alert, snapped out miniature
revolvers, one in each hand. He thought briskly that these elephant-pistols had been,
half an hour ago, the most dangerous handguns on Earth, whereas here—well?

The trampling of feet attached itself to the legs of a centipede, a very small
centipede that was only about two hundred times the length of the lieutenant. Its
many sharp eyes sighted him, and rashly the creature headed his way.

The flat crash of his guns echoing strangely in the unorthodox construction
of this world, Battle stood his ground, streaming smoke from both pistols. The
centipede kept on going.

He drew a smoke bomb and hurled it delicately into the creature’s face. The
arthropod reared up and thrashed for a full second before dying. As Battle went a
long way around it, it switched its tail, nearly crushing the diminished soldier of
fortune.

After the equivalent of a two-mile walk he saw before him a light that was
not the GE’s filtering down from the smoking room of the Billionaire’s Club, but
a bright, chemical flare of illumination.
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“It’s them,” breathed the lieutenant. “In person!” He crouched behind a tow-
ering wood shaving and inspected the weird scene. It was a city that spread out
before him, but a city the like of which man’s eyes had never seen before.

A good, swift kick would have sent most of it crashing to the ground, but to
the tiny lieutenant it was impressive and somehow beautiful. It was built mostly
of wood splinters quarried from the two-by-fours which braced the sofa; the base
of the city was more of the same, masticated into a sort of papier-maché platform.
As the soldier of fortune looked down on it from the dizzy height of two feet, he
felt his arms being very firmly seized.

“What do we do about this?” demanded a voice, thin and querulous. “I never
saw one this size.”

“Take him to the Central Committee, stupid,” snapped another. Battle felt
his guns being hoisted from their holsters and snickered quietly. They didn’t
know—

Yes, they did. A blindfold was whipped about his eyes and his pockets and
person were given a thorough going-over. They even took the fulminate of mer-
cury that he kept behind his molars.

“Now what?” asked the first voice. Battle could picture its owner gingerly
handling the arsenal that he habitually carried with him.

“Now,” said the second voice, “now freedom slowly broadens down.” Clunk!
Battle felt something—with his last fighting vestige of consciousness, he realized
that it was one of his own gun butts—contact his head, then went down for the
count.

The next thing he knew, a dulcet voice was cooing at him. The lieutenant had
never heard a dulcet voice before, he decided. There had been, during his hitch
with the Foreign Legion, one Messoua whose voice he now immediately classified
as a sort of hoarse cackle. The blonde Hedvig, the Norwegian spy he had encoun-
tered in service with Los Invincibles de Bolivia, had seemed at the time capable of
a dulcet coo; Battle reallocated the Norse girl’s tones as somewhere between a rasp
and a metallic gurgle.

The voice cooed at him, “Get up, stupid. You're conscious.”

He opened his eyes and looked for the voice as he struggled to his feet. As he
found the source of the coo he fell right flat on his back again. J. C. Battle, soldier
of fortune extraordinary, highest-priced insurrectionnaire in the world, had seen
many women in the course of his life. Many women had looked on him and found
him good, and he had followed the lead with persistence and ingenuity. His rep as
a Lothario stretched over most of the Earth’s surface. Yet never, he swore fervently
to himself, never had he seen anything to match this little one with the unfriendly
stare.

She was somewhat shorter than the lieutenant and her coloring was the pal-
est, most delicate shade of apple green imaginable. Her eyes were emerald and her
hair was a glorious lushness like the hue of a high-priced golf club’s putting green
on a summer morning. And she was staring at him angrily, tapping one tiny foot.
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“Excuse me, madame,” said Battle as he rose with a new self-possession in
his bearing. He noted that she was wearing what seemed to be a neat little paper
frock of shell pink. “Excuse me—I had no notion that it was a lady whom I was
keeping waiting.”

“Indeed,” said the lady coldly. “We'll dispense with introductions, whoever
you are. Just tell your story. Are you a renegade?” She frowned. “No, you couldn’t
be that. Begin talking.”

Battle bowed. “My card,” he said, tendering it. “I presume you to be in a
position of authority over the—?" He looked around and saw that he was in a
room of wood, quite unfurnished.

“Oh, sit down if you wish,” snapped the woman. She folded herself up on
the floor and scrutinized the card.

“What I am doesn’t concern you,” she said broodingly. “But since you seem
to know something about our plans, know that I am the supreme commander of
the—" She made a curious, clicking noise. “That’s the name of my people. You
can call us the Invaders.”

“I shall,” began Battle. “To begin at the beginning, it is known that your—
Invaders—plan to take over this world of ours. I congratulate you on your loca-
tion of your people in a mohair sofa; it is the most ingenious place of conceal-
ment imaginable. However, so that the sofa will not be fumigated, you must per-
form operations at long range—posthypnotic suggestion, I imagine—on the minds
of the servants at the Billionaire’s Club. Can you explain to me why you cannot
perform these operations on the club members themselves?”

“Very simple,” said the woman sternly, with the ghost of a smile. “Since all
the billionaire members are self-made men, they insist that even the lowest bus-
boys have advanced degrees and be Phi Beta Kappas. This betokens a certain type
of academic mind which is very easy to hypnotize. But even if we worked in twenty-
four-hour relays on Old Jay, we couldn’t put a dent in him. The psychic insensi-
tivity of a billionaire is staggering.

“And,” she added, looking at Battle through narrowed eyes, “there was
one member who noticed that the busboys never fumigated the sofa. We tried
to work on him while he slept, but he fought us back. He even subconsciously
acquired knowledge of our plans. Thought he'd dreamed it and forgot most of
the details.”

Battle sighed. “You're right,” he admitted. “Cromleigh was his name, and he
tipped me off. Where are you Invaders from?”

“None of your business,” she tartly retorted. “And where, precisely, do you
come from?”

“This Cromleigh,” said Battle, “was—and is—no fool. He went to a psy-
chologist friend and had his mind probed. The result was a complete outline of
your civilization and plans—including that ingenious device of yours, the minifier.
He had one built in his lab and paid me very highly to go into it. Then I was
dropped by him personally into this sofa with a pair of tweezers.”

“How much does he know?” snapped the woman.
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“Not much. Only what one of your more feeble-minded citizens let him
know. He doesn’t know the final invasion plans and he doesn’t know the time
schedule—if there is any as yet.”

“There isn't,” she said with furrowed brow. “And if there were, you imbecile
monsters would never learn it from us.” Suddenly she blazed at him, “Why must
you die the hard way? Why don’t you make room for the superrace while you have
the chance? But no! We'd never be able to live in peace with you—you—cretins!”
Then her lip trembled. “I'm sorry,” she said. “I don't mean to be harsh—but there
are so few of us and so many of you—" The dam broke, and the little lady dis-
solved in a flood of tears.

Battle leaped into the breach like a veteran. He scored 99.9807 on the firing
range consistently and that was pretty good, but when it came to comforting
weeping female soldiers of fortune Battle really shone.

Some minutes later they were chummily propped up against the wall of the
wooden room. Her weeps over, the little lady—who had identified herself as Miss
Aktying click! Byam—began:

“We came—ryou could have guessed this from our size—from an asteroid
near Jupiter. Don’t ask me why my people are so much like yours except for size;

: :
after all, why shouldn’t they be? Spores of life, you know.

“Our spaceship’s somewhere in your New Jersey; we landed there two years
ago and sized up the situation. We'd been driven from our own planet by nasty
creatures from Ceres who had the damndest war machines you ever saw—flame
guns, disintegrator rays—and they’re going to mop up the universe when they get
around to it. By your standards they were three inches tall; to us they were twenty-
foot horrors.

“We sent out a few agents who learned the language in two or three days; we
could live on the spaceship and keep out of sight. The agents came back to us all
steamed up. Theyd been riding in coat pockets and things, listening in on private
wires. They found out that most of the wealth in the world is concentrated in the
Billionaire’s Club, right here where we are. So we moved en masse, all three hun-
dred of us, into this sofa and built our city.

“It isn’t as easy as it sounds, of course. To listen in on a conversation means
that you have to weigh yourself down with almost an ounce of equipment for
raising the octaves of the voice and scaling it down to fit our ears. But now we
have our listening posts and we eavesdrop in relays to every word that’s spoken. If
you knew what I know about Atlantis Plastic and Explosives—

“Anyway, Battle, we have our fingers on the economic pulse of the planet.
We could release information through dreams and hunches that would wreck the
market, as you call it, and create the most staggering panic of all times. Once that
happens, Battle ...”

“Go on,” snapped the lieutenant.

“Once that happens, Battle,” she said in a small, tense voice, “we turn on a
little machine we have and every human being that walks the Earth turns into
pocket fuzz.”
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She faced his horrified stare with a pitying smile. “It’s true,” she said. “We
can do it. When we'’re ready, when we’re convinced that science and research are
so disorganized that they can't possibly do anything about it, we turn on the ma-
chine, technically known as a protoplasmo high carbon proteidic discellular con-
verter, and 7 happens.”

“Not,” grated Battle, “if I can stop it.”

“That’s the rub, my dear,” she said with a frown. “You can’t. You’re my pris-
oner.” And she smiled exquisitely, baring apple-green teeth, so that Battle was
constrained to agree with the little lady.

“It seems fitting,” he brooded absently. “A superrace indeed is come to humble
Man.”

“Darling,” said Battle, “it’s the strange mixture of ruthlessness and sentimentality
that makes your people perpetually amazing to me. It’s a pitched battle in the
dark on our part; my people have no notion of what’s going on behind their backs,
and you see nothing evil or dark in the situation.”

Busily Miss Aktying click! Byam kissed him and returned to her desk. “My
sweet,” she said, “if you trouble your head over our alien morality you'll never get
to the end of it. Enough that you are accepted into our midst as a noncombatant
worker and the very special charge of the Expediter-in-Chief—that’s me. Now, go
away, please. I'll see you tonight.”

Battle pocketed the seal he had lifted from her desk and blew a kiss at her
back as he closed the door behind him.

The week he had been imprisoned had been no great hardship; he had been
privileged to roam within the limits of the city and examine the marvelously com-
plicated life these tiny invaders had made for themselves. There had been other
privileges as well ...

The lieutenant, professional and romanticized killer, could not get over the
appalling technique of the invaders. It was not inefficient, it was not cold-blooded;
somehow to him it was worse. Like all right-minded military men of the old school,
he deplored the occasional necessity of spying. What then could he think of a
campaign that was spying and nothing else but?

He had been allowed to see—under guard—the wonderful listening posts of
the tiny people. From little speakers boomed the voices of Old Jay and the other
titans of finance who worked off steam in the smoking room of the Billionaire’s
Club. And nobody ever sat on the sofa or moved it; it simply would never occur to
a member to do so, and in the minds of the servants there had been built up a myth
that it was the very first sofa that the celebrated and deceased founder of the club,
Nicholas van Bhoomenbergen, had installed and that it would be a breach of the
club’s rules to move it. The fact was that it had been brought in by two men from
Airways Express who had had their minds taken over for the nonce by the invad-
ers. A Mrs. Pinsky, for whom it had been originally consigned, never did find out
what happened to it.

Battle ascertained by judicious inquiry that the pocket-fuzz machine ac-
tually did exist. It had been a swipe from the war science of the invaders from
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Ceres. The thing was broken down at the moment, but when they got it into
shape again—!

He had uneasy pictures of a vast number of speculators all waking up with
the same hunch on which way the market would jump. All bidding simultaneously
for the same securities would make a ticklish situation that could be touched off
by judicious inspiration of an investment banker—any investment banker—who
could be dreamed into thinking his bank was without assets.

Bank closes and banker commits suicide. Panic on the market; the vast num-
ber of speculators find themselves with securities at fantastically high prices and
worth fantastically near nothing at all. Vast numbers of speculators sell out and
are ruined, for then three more banks close and three more bankers commit sui-
cide. President declares bank holiday; the great public withdraws savings as soon
as the banks open again; therefore the banks close again. The great public holes
up for a long, hard winter. With loose cash lying around, crime is on the upswing
and martial law is declared, at which Leftist organizations explode and start mi-
nor insurrections in industrial cities.

Mexico attacks across the Rio Grande; the invaders from the asteroid have a
contingent of expert hypnotists ready to leave for Chihuahua, where the southern
republic’s army is stationed.

And then the protoplasmo high carbon proteidic discellular converter would
be turned on. The population of Manhattan would turn into pocket fuzz—or at
least separate large-molecule units resembling very closely the stuff you find in
pockets or handbags after two or three weeks of use.

Manbhattan is fortified by the wee folk from the asteroid, who build several
more of the flug machines, aiming them at the other boroughs and moving their
twenty-mile field of effectiveness at the rate of a state each day. The North Ameri-
can continent would be clear of any and all protoplasmic life at the end of two
months, they estimated.

And the hell of it was that they were right. But Battle was whistling cheerily
as he forged a pass with the aid of the seal from his lady’s desk.

He had crept out into the open, been perceived by the eagle eye of Ole Cromleigh,
lifted on a pair of tweezers and whisked into a waiting Rolls.

Once again his natural size in the New Jersey lab, he stretched comfortably.
“Thanks for being so prompt,” he yawned. “Thanks a lot. They were coming af-
ter me, by the sound of the footsteps in the distance.”

“Now you see why [ had to be quiet and do this thing on the sly?” demanded
the financier. “If I'd told all I know, they'd have called me mad and locked me up
the way his family treated poor old John D.—but don't let that get out, Lieuten-
ant. Now tell me what you found there—begin at the beginning. How much do
they know about finance and manipulation? Have they got their records in a safe

lace?”
’ Battle lit a cigarette; he hadn’t taken any with him for fear of firing the sofa.
Luxuriously he drew in a draft of the smoke clear down to his toenails and let it
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trickle from the corners of his mouth. “One question at a time,” he said. “And Ill
ask the first few of them. Mr. Cromleigh, why won'’t you let me bomb the sofa?”

The old man twisted his hands nervously together. “Because a bomb in the
smoking room would kill Old Jay when he hears about it; the man always goes to
Lhasa in Tibet when July Fourth rolls around. He’s been that way since the Wall
Street Massacre in ’24 or ’25. Because I'm not cold-blooded. And because, dammit,
those little people I saw were cute.”

“Yeah,” agreed Battle reminiscently. “That she was. To begin at the begin-
ning, your dream was substantially correct. They're little people from an asteroid.
They have war machinery and no hearts whatsoever. They're listening twenty-four
hours a day. Not a word spoken in the room escapes them and it all goes onto
records.”

“Good—good God!” whispered Cromleigh, cracking his freckled knuckles.
“What that information must be worth!” He rose. “Let’s get back to Manhattan
for a drink, Lieutenant,” he said shakily. “And there’s another aspect I want to dis-
cuss with you. Your first trip was a sort of foray. It was mostly to convince me that
I wasn’t mad. And to size up the ground as well. Now can we discuss planting a
permanent spy in the sofa? To keep tabs on them and move only when necessary?”

“Delightful,” said Battle thoughtfully. “I have friends. My own club you
probably do not know of, but it is the best of its kind.”

Cromleigh, nervously tapping his desk with a pencil, was alone in the great New
Jersey lab as far as could be seen. Grotesque machinery lined the walls; during the
day there would be eight score technicians working, checking and double-check-
ing their results, bringing new honor and glory to the Cromleigh Vacumaxic
Sweeper and the rest of the string of electric products. His sugar plants and labs
were far away in Pasadena; the Cromleigh Ironworks were going full blast in the
ore basin of the continent. He looked like a very worried man.

From the shadows, with completely noiseless tread, stole a figure. “Good
evening, sir,” said Battle. “I've brought all of the Saber Club that’s available on
two hours’ notice.

“Miss Millicent, this is Mr. Cromleigh,” he announced, leading forth from
the shadows a tall, crisp woman.

When she spoke it was with a faint Southern drawl. “Pleased t’know you.
Any frien’ of Lieutenant Battle’s ...” She trailed back into the darkness and van-
ished completely.

“Dr. Mogilov, former Professor of Philosophy at the University of Kazan.”

A slight, smiling man bowed out from the darkness; he was smooth-shaven
and looked very un-Russian. In a pronounced Cambridge dialect he said, “De-
lighted,” and put one hand on the butt of a revolver slung from his slender waist.

“And Alex Vaughn, Yorkshire born and bred.”

The Englishman said thickly, in the peculiar speech that makes the clear-
headed, big-boned men of York sound always a little intoxicated, “Ah coom wi’
russi-vep-shins, soor. Lut thawt bay oondair-stud.”
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“He says,” interpreted the lieutenant, “that he comes with reservations; let
that be understood. And that completes the present roster of the Saber Club present
in New York.”

“Only three?” complained Cromleigh. “And one a woman? You gave me to
understand that they could completely smash the invaders.”

“Yes,” said the lieutenant, his voice heavy with added meaning. “Any invad-
ers.

“No doubt—" said Cromleigh. Then some message in Battle’s eyes alarmed
him unaccountably; his hand trembled on the desk top and gripped the edge to
steady itself.

“That did it!” snapped Battle. He swung on Ole Cromleigh. “How long
have we?” he grated, pulling a gun and aiming it for the financier’s throat.

In a voice hoarse with hatred Cromleigh yelled, “Just two minutes more,
you meddling scum! Then—"

“Lights!” yelled Battle. “Turn the damned lights on, Miss Millicent!” As the
overhead indirects flared up, bathing the huge lab in a lambent, flaming radiance,
the four figures of the Saber Club members, the Billionaire Clubman and one
other leaped into sharp reality.

It was the figure of the sofa. “We took the liberty,” said Battle, his gun swerv-
ing not an inch, “of removing this object from the smoking room. It’s going lock,
stock and barrel into the enlarging machine you have here.”

“You fool!” roared Cromleigh. “Don’t you know—" The descending gun
butt cut off any further conversation.

“Hurry up!” grated the lieutenant. He hefted the sofa to his broad shoul-
ders. “That trembling hand was a signal if ever I saw one. His friends’ll be here
any minute. Open that damned machine and plug in the power!”

The Russian philosopher, muttering wildly to himself, swung wide the gates
of the boxlike magnifier through which Battle had come only a few hours before.

“Thank God there’s plenty of room!” groaned Battle. “And if this doesn’t
work, prepare for Heaven, friends!” He turned on the machine full power and
speed, took Miss Millicent by the arm, and dragged her to the far end of the vast
lab.

During the incredibly long three minutes that ensued, they made ready their
weapons for what might prove to be a siege, while Battle explained in rapid-fire
undertones what he had had no time for during the plane ride from Manhattan.

As he checked the load of his quick firers he snapped, “Invaders—phooey!
Anybody could tell that those women were fresh from an office. They had the
clerical air about them. The only invader—as a carefully logical process of deduc-
tion demonstrated—was the gruesome creature who’s been posing as Cromleigh.
Just murdered the old guy—I suppose—and took over his body. He and his friends
whom he just signaled. He’s the only baby who hypnotized the Phi Beta Kappas
they use for busboys.

“Why did he risk sending me in there? The inevitable mark of a louse. Doesn't
trust anybody, not even his own office staff dyed a pale green and reduced to half-
gnat size. So he sent me in to spy on them. The whole cock-and-bull story of the
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creatures from an asteroid was so that thered be no suspicion directed at him in
case some bright waiter should find the louse people. Wouldn’t be surprised if he’s
from an asteroid himself. Crazy business! Craziest damned business!”

“How about the financial angle?” asked Vaughn, who could be intelligible
when money was involved.

“I picked that bird’s pocket slick as a whistle just after I conked him. Feels
like a hundred grand.”

“Here they come!” snapped Miss Millicent.

“They” were creatures of all sizes and shapes who were streaming through
the only door to the lab, at the other end of the room.

“Awk!” gulped the lady involuntarily. “They” were pretty awful. There were
a hundred or so of them, many much like men, a few in an indescribable liquid-
solid state that sometimes was gaseous. The luminous insides of these churned
wildly about; there were teeth inside them two feet long. Others were gigantic
birds, still others snakes, still others winged dragons.

“That settles it,” grunted the Russian philosopher as he flicked his gun into
and out of its holster faster than the eye could follow. “That settles it. They are
amaeebic, capable of assuming any shape at all. One is changing now—awk!” He
persevered. “Indubitably possessed of vast hypnotic powers over unsuspecting
minds only. Otherwise they would be working on us.”

“They” were rolling in a flood of shifting, slimy flesh down the floor of the
lab.

“The machine! The sofa!” cried Miss Millicent. Battle breathed a long sigh
of relief as the cabinetlike expander exploded outward and the sofa it held kept on
growing—and growing—and growing! It stopped just as it filled the segment of
the lab that it occupied.

With a squeaking of tortured timbers the laws of cross-sectional sufferance
power asserted themselves and the hundred-yard-high sofa collapsed in a mon-
strous pile of rubble.

“Sit very still,” said the lieutenant. “Be quite quiet and blow the head off
any hundred-foot centipede that wanders our way.”

There were agonized yells from the other side of the couch’s ruins. “That
couch,” Battle informed them, “was just plain lousy. Full of centipedes, lice, what
have you. Naturally; never been fumigated. And when a louse smells blood—God
help any invaders around, be they flesh, fish, fowl or amcebic!”

After ten minutes there was complete quiet.

“What abaht th’ boogs?” asked Vaughn.

“They’re dead,” said Battle, rising and stretching. “Their respiratory systems
can't keep up with the growth. They were good for about ten minutes, then they
keeled over. Their trachea can’t take in enough oxygen to keep them going, which
is a very good thing for the New Jersey countryside.”

He strolled over to the vast pile of rubble and began turning over timbers,
Miss Millicent assisting him.

“Ah!” he grunted. “Here it is!” He had found the body of an apple-green

young lady whose paint was beginning to peel, revealing a healthy pink beneath.







[The Explorers - 1954]

Gomez

Now that I'm a cranky, constipated old man I can afford to say that the younger
generation of scientists makes me sick to my stomach. Short order fry-cooks of
destruction, they hear through the little window the dim order: “Atom bomb rare,
with cobalt 60!” and sing it back and rattle their stinking skillets and sling the
deadly hash—just what the customer ordered, with never a notion invading their
smug, too-heated havens that there’s a small matter of right and wrong that takes
precedence even over their haute cuisine.

There used to be a slew of them who yelled to high heaven about it. Weiner,
Urey, Szilard, Morrison—dead now, and worse. Unfashionable. The greatest of
them you have never heard of. Admiral MacDonald never did clear the story. He
was Julio Gomez, and his story was cleared yesterday by a fellow my Jewish friends
call Malach Hamovis, the Hovering Angel of Death. A black-bordered letter from
Rosa advised me that Malach Hamovis had come in on runway six with his flaps
down and picked up Julio at the age of 39. Pneumonia.

“But,” Rosa painfully wrote, “Julio would want you to know he died not
too unhappy, after a good though short life with much satisfaction—”

I think it will give him some more satisfaction, wherever he is, to know that
his story at last is getting told.

It started twenty-two years ago with a routine assignment on a crisp October
morning. I had an appointment with Dr. Sugarman, the head of the physics de-
partment at the University. It was the umpth anniversary of something or other—
first atomic pile, the test A-bomb, Nagasaki—I dont remember what, and the
Sunday editor was putting together a page on it. My job was to interview the three
or four University people who were Manhattan District grads.

I found Sugarman in his office at the top of the modest physics building’s
square Gothic tower, brooding through a pointed-arch window at the bright au-
tumn sky. He was a tubby, jowly little fellow. I'd been seeing him around for a
couple of years at testimonial banquets and press conferences, but I didn’t expect

him to remember me. He did, though, and even got the name right.
“Mr. Vilchek?” he beamed. “From the 7ribune?”
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“That’s right, Dr. Sugarman. How are you?”

“Fine; fine. Sit down, please. Well, what shall we talk about?”

“Well, Dr. Sugarman, I'd like to have your ideas on the really fundamental
issues of atomic energy, A-bomb control and so on. What in your opinion is the
single most important factor in these problems?”

His eyes twinkled; he was going to surprise me. “Education!” he said, and
leaned back waiting for me to register shock.

[ registered. “That’s certainly a different approach, doctor. How do you mean
that, exactly?”

He said impressively: “Education—technical education—is the key to the
underlying issues of our time. I am deeply concerned over the unawareness of the
general public to the meaning and accomplishments of science. People underrate
me—underrate science, that is—because they do not understand science. Let me
show you something.” He rummaged for a moment through papers on his desk
and handed me a sheet of lined tablet paper covered with chicken-track handwrit-
ing. “A letter I got,” he said. I squinted at the penciled scrawl and read:

October 12
Esteemed Sir:

Beg to introduce self to you the atomic Scientist as a youth 17
working with diligence to perfect self in Mathematical Physics. The
knowledge of English is imperfect since am in New-York 1 year only
from Puerto Rico and due to Father and Mother poverty must wash
the dishes in the restaurant. So esteemed sir excuse imperfect English
which will better.

[ hesitate intruding your valuable Scientist time but hope you
sometime spare minutes for diligents such as 1. My difficulty is with
neutron cross-section absorption of boron steel in Reactor which theory
[ am working out. Breeder reactors demand
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indicating only a fourfold breeder gain. Intuitively I dissatisfy
with this gain and beg to intrude your time to ask wherein I neglect.
With the most sincere thanks.
J. Gomez
c/o Porto Bello Lunchroom
124th Street & St. Nicholas Avenue
New York, New York

[ laughed and told Dr. Sugarman appreciatively: “That’s a good one. I wish
our cranks kept in touch with us by mail, but they don’t. In the newspaper busi-
ness they come in and demand to see the editor. Could I use it, by the way? The
readers ought to get a boot out of it.”

He hesitated and said: “All right—if you don’t use my name. Just say ‘a promi-
nent physicist.’ I didn’t think it was too funny myself though, but I see your point,
of course. The boy may be feeble-minded—and he probably is—but he believes,
like too many people, that science is just a bag of tricks which any ordinary per-
son can acquire—"

And so on and so on.

I went back to the office and wrote the interview in twenty minutes. It took
me longer than that to talk the Sunday editor into running the Gomez letter in a
box on the atom-anniversary page, but he finally saw it my way. I had to retype it.
If I'd just sent the letter down to the composing room as it was, we would have
had a strike on our hands.

On Sunday morning, at a quarter past six, | woke up to the tune of fists thun-
dering on my hotel-room door. I found my slippers and bathrobe and lurched
blearily across the room. They didn’t wait for me to unlatch. The door opened.
I saw one of the hotel clerks, the Sunday editor, a frosty-faced old man and
three hard-faced, hard-eyed young men. The hotel clerk mumbled and retreated
and the others moved in. “Chief,” I asked the Sunday editor hazily, “what’s
going—:?"

A hard-faced young man was standing with his back to the door; another
was standing with his back to the window and the third was blocking the bath-
room door. The icy old man interrupted me with a crisp authoritative question
snapped at the editor. “You identify this man as Vilchek?”

The editor nodded.

“Search him,” snapped the old man. The fellow standing guard at the win-
dow slipped up and frisked me for weapons while I sputtered incoherently and
the Sunday editor avoided my eye.

When the search was over, the frosty-faced old boy said to me: “I am Rear
Admiral MacDonald, Mr. Vilchek. 'm here in my capacity as deputy director of
the office of Security and Intelligence, U.S. Atomic Energy Commission. Did
you write this?” He thrust a newspaper clipping at my face.

[ read, blearily:
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WHAT’S SO TOUGH ABOUT A-SCIENCE?
TEENAGE POT-WASHER DOESN’'T KNOW

A letter received recently by a prominent local atomic scientist
points up Dr. Sugarman’s complaint (see adjoining column) that
the public does not appreciate how hard a physicist works. The

text, complete with “mathematics” follows:

Esteemned Sir:

Beg to introduce self to you the Atomic Scientist as youth 17
working—

“Yes,” I told the admiral. “I wrote it, except for the headline. What about it?”

He snapped: “The letter is purportedly from a New York youth seeking in-
formation, yet there is no address for him given. Why is that?”

I said patiently: “I left it off when I copied it for the composing room. That’s
T7ib. style on readers’ letters. What is all this about?”

He ignored the question and asked: “Where is the purported original of the
letter?”

I thought hard and told him: “I think I stuck it in my pants pocket. I'll get
it—" I started for the chair with my suit draped over it.

“Hold it, mister!” said the young man at the bathroom door. I held it and he
proceeded to go through the pockets of the suit. He found the Gomez letter in the
inside breast pocket of the coat and passed it to the admiral. The old man com-
pared it, word for word, with the clipping and then put them both in his pocket.

“I want to thank you for your cooperation,” he said coldly to me and the
Sunday editor. “I caution you not to discuss, and above all not to publish, any
account of this incident. The national security is involved in the highest degree.
Good day.”

He and the boys started for the door, and the Sunday editor came to life.
“Admiral,” he said, ‘this is going to be on the front page of tomorrow’s 77i6.”

The admiral went white. After a long pause he said: “You are aware that this
country may be plunged into global war at any moment. That American boys are
dying every day in border skirmishes. Is it to protect civilians like you who won’t
obey a reasonable request affecting security?”

The Sunday editor took a seat on the edge of my rumpled bed and lit a
cigarette. “I know all that, admiral,” he said. “T also know that this is a free coun-
try and how to keep it that way. Pitiless light on incidents like this of illegal search
and seizure.”

The admiral said: “I personally assure you, on my honor as an officer, that
you would be doing the country a grave disservice by publishing an account of
this.”

The Sunday editor said mildly: “Your honor as an officer. You broke into
this room without a search warrant. Don’t you realize that’s against the law? And
I saw your boy ready to shoot when Vilchek started for that chair.” T began to
sweat a little at that, but the admiral was sweating harder.
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With an effort he said: “I should apologize for the abruptness and discour-
tesy with which I've treated you. I do apologize. My only excuse is that, as I've
said, this is a crash-priority matter. May [ have your assurance that you gentlemen
will keep silent?”

“On one condition,” said the Sunday editor. “I want the 7776. to have an exclu-
sive on the Gomez story. [ want Mr. Vilchek to cover it, with your full cooperation.
In return, we'll hold it for your release and submit it to your security censorship.”

“It’s a deal,” said the admiral, sourly. He seemed to realize suddenly that the
Sunday editor had been figuring on such a deal all along.

On the plane for New York, the admiral filled me in. He was precise and un-
happy, determined to make the best of a bad job. “I was awakened at three this
morning by a phone call from the chairman of the Atomic Energy Commission.
He had been awakened by a call from Dr. Monroe of the Scientific Advisory Com-
mittee. Dr. Monroe had been up late working and sent out for the Sunday 77:-
bune to read before going to sleep. He saw the Gomez letter and went off like a
16-inch rifle. The neutron cross-section absorption relationship expressed in it
happens to be, Mr. Vilchek, his own work. It also happens to be one of the nation’s
most closely guarded—er—atomic secrets. Presumably this Gomez stumbled on
it somehow, as a janitor or something of the sort, and is feeding his ego by pre-
tending to be an atomic scientist.”

I scratched my unshaved jaw. “Admiral,” I said, “you wouldn’t kid me? How
can three equations be a top atomic secret?”

The admiral hesitated. “All I can tell you,” he said slowly, “is that breeder
reactors are involved.”

“But the letter said that. You mean this Gomez not only swiped the equa-
tions but knew what they were about?”

The admiral said grimly: “Somebody has been incredibly lax. It would be
worth many divisions to the Soviet for their man Kapitza to see those equations—
and realize that they are valid.”

He left me to chew that one over for a while as the plane droned over New
Jersey. Finally the pilot called back: “E.T.A. five minutes, sir. We have landing
priority at Newark.”

“Good,” said the admiral. “Signal for a civilian-type car to pick us up with-
out loss of time.”

“Civilian,” T said.

“Of course civilian!” he snapped. “That’s the hell of it. Above all we must
not arouse suspicion that there is anything special or unusual about this Gomez
or his letter. Copies of the 7ribune are on their way to the Soviets now as a matter
of routine—they take all American papers and magazines they can get. If we tried
to stop shipment of 7ribunes, that would be an immediate give-away that there
was something of importance going on.”

We landed and the five of us got into a late-model car, neither drab nor
flashy. One of the admiral’s young men relieved the driver, a corporal with Signal
Corps insignia. There wasn't much talk during the drive from Newark to Spanish
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Harlem, New York. Just once the admiral lit a cigarette, but he flicked it through
the window after a couple of nervous puffs.

The Porto Bello Lunchroom was a store-front restaurant in the middle of a
shabby tenement block. Wide-eyed, graceful, skinny little kids stared as our car
parked in front of it and then converged on us purposefully. “Watch your car,
mister?” they begged. The admiral surprised them—and me—with a flood of
Spanish that sent the little extortionists scattering back to their stickball game in
the street and their potsy layouts chalked on the sidewalks.

“Higgins,” said the admiral, “see if there’s a back exit.” One of his boys got
out and walked around the block under the dull, incurious eyes of black-shawled
women sitting on their stoops. He was back in five minutes, shaking his head.

“Vilchek and I will go in,” said the admiral. “Higgins, stand by the restau-
rant door and tackle anyone who comes flying out. Let’s go, reporter. And re-
member that I do the talking.”

The noon-hour crowd at the Porto Bello’s ten tables looked up at us when
we came in. The admiral said to a woman at a primitive cashier’s table: “Nueva
York Board of Health, sesiora.”

“Ah!” she muttered angrily. “Por favor, no aqui!In back, understand? Come.”
She beckoned a pretty waitress to take over at the cash drawer and led us into the
steamy little kitchen. It was crowded with us, an old cook and a young dishwasher.
The admiral and the woman began a rapid exchange of Spanish. He played his
part well. I myself couldn’t keep my eyes off the kid dishwasher who somehow or
other had got hold of one of America’s top atomic secrets.

Gomez was seventeen, but he looked fifteen. He was small-boned and lean,
with skin the color of bright Virginia tobacco in an English cigarette. His hair was
straight and glossy-black and a little long. Every so often he wiped his hands on his
apron and brushed it back from his damp forehead. He was working like hell, dip-
ping and swabbing and rinsing and drying like a machine, but he didn't look pushed
or angry. He wore a half-smile that I later found out was his normal, relaxed ex-
pression, and his eyes were far away from the kitchen of the Porto Bello Lunch-
room. The elderly cook was making it clear by the exaggerated violence of his ges-
ture and a savage frown that he resented these people invading his territory. I don't
think Gomez even knew we were there. A sudden, crazy idea came into my head.

The admiral had turned to him. “Como se llama, chico?”

He started and put down the dish he was wiping. “Julio Gomez, se7ior. Por
que, por favor? Qué pasa?”

He wasn’t the least bit scared.

“Nueva York Board of Health,” said the admiral. “Con su permiso—" He took
Gomez hands in his and looked at them gravely, front and back, making zsk-zsk
noises. Then, decisively: “Vidmonos, Julio. Siento mucho. Usted estd muy enfermo.”
Everybody started talking at once, the woman doubtless objecting to the slur on
her restaurant and the cook to losing his dishwasher and Gomez to losing time
from the job.
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The admiral gave them broadside for broadside and outlasted them. In
five minutes we were leading Gomez silently from the restaurant. “La loteria!”
a woman customer said in a loud whisper. “O las mutas,” somebody said back.
Arrested for policy or marihuana, they thought. The pretty waitress at the
cashier’s table looked stricken and said nervously: “Julio?” as we passed, but he
didn’t notice.

Gomez sat in the car with the half-smile on his lips and his eyes a million
miles away as we rolled downtown to Foley Square. The admiral didn’t look as
though he'd approve of any questions from me. We got out at the Federal Build-
ing and Gomez spoke at last. He said in surprise: “This, it is not the hospital!”

Nobody answered. We marched him up the steps and surrounded him in
the elevator. It would have made anybody nervous—it would have made me ner-
vous—to be herded like that; everybody’s got something on his conscience. But
the kid didn’t even seem to notice. I decided that he must be a half-wit or—there
came that crazy notion again.

The glass door said “U.S. Atomic Energy Commission, Office of Security
and Intelligence.” The people behind it were flabbergasted when the admiral and
party walked in. He turned the head man out of his office and sat at his desk, with
Gomez getting the caller’s chair. The rest of us stationed ourselves uncomfortably
around the room.

[t started. The admiral produced the letter and asked in English: “Have you
ever seen this before?” He made it clear from the way he held it that Gomez wasn't
going to get his hands on it.

“Si, seguro. 1 write it last week. This is funny business. I am not really sick
like you say, no?” He seemed relieved.

“No. Where did you get these equations?”

Gomez said proudly: “I work them out.”

The admiral gave a disgusted little laugh. “Don’t waste my time, boy. Where
did you get these equations?”

Gomez was beginning to get upset. “You got no right to call me liar,” he
said. “I not so smart as the big physicists, seguro, and maybe I make mistakes.
Maybe I waste the profesér Soohar-man his time but he got no right to have me
arrest. | tell him right in letter he don’t have to answer if he don’t want. I make no
crime and you got no right!”

The admiral looked bored. “Tell me how you worked the equations out,” he
said.

“Okay,” said Gomez sulkily. “You know the random paths of neutron is
expressed in matrix mechanics by profesér Oppenheim five years ago, all okay. I
transform his equations from path-prediction domain to cross-section domain
and integrate over absorption areas. This gives u series and » series. And from
there, the #-v relationship is obvious, no?”

The admiral, still bored, asked: “Got it?”

I noticed that one of his young men had a shorthand pad out. He said: “Yes.”
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The admiral picked up the phone and said: “This is MacDonald. Get me
Dr. Mines out at Brookhaven right away.” He told Gomez blandly: “Dr. Mines is
the chief of the A.E.C. Theoretical Physics Division. I'm going to ask him what
he thinks of the way you worked the equations out. He’s going to tell me that you
were just spouting a lot of gibberish. And then you're going to tell me where you
really got them.”

Gomez looked mixed up, and the admiral turned back to the phone. “Dr.
Mines? This is Admiral MacDonald of Security. I want your opinion on the fol-
lowing.” He snapped his fingers impatiently and the stenographer passed him his
pad. “Somebody has told me that he discovered a certain relationship by taking”—
he read carefully—"by taking the random paths of a neutron expressed in matrix
mechanics by Oppenheim, transforming his equations from the path-prediction
domain to the cross-section domain and integrating over the absorption areas.”

In the silence of the room I could hear the faint buzz of the voice on the
other end. And a great red blush spread over the admiral’s face from his brow to
his neck. The faintly-buzzing voice ceased, and after a long pause the admiral said
slowly and softly: “No, it wasn’t Fermi or Szilard. 'm not at liberty to tell you
who. Can you come right down to the Federal Building Security Office in New
York? I—I need your help. Crash priority.” He hung up the phone wearily and
muttered to himself: “Crash priority. Crash.” And wandered out of the office look-
ing dazed.

His young men stared at one another in frank astonishment. “Five years,”
said one, “and—"

“Nix,” said another, looking pointedly at me.

Gomez asked brightly: “What goes on anyhow? This is damn funny busi-
ness, I think.”

“Relax, kid,” I told him. “Looks as if you'll make out all—”

“Nix,” said the nixer again savagely, and I shut up and waited.

After a while somebody came in with coffee and sandwiches and we ate them.
After another while the admiral came in with Dr. Mines. Mines was a white-haired,
wrinkled Connecticut Yankee. All I knew about him was that hed been in mild
trouble with Congress for stubbornly plugging world government and getting on
some of the wrong letterheads. But I learned right away that he was all scientist
and didn’t have a phony bone in his body.

“Mr. Gomez?” he asked cheerfully. “The admiral tells me that you are either
a well-trained Russian spy or a phenomenal self-taught nuclear physicist. He wants
me to find out which.”

“Russia?” yelled Gomez, outraged. “He crazy! | am American United States
citizen!”

“That’s as may be,” said Dr. Mines. “Now, the admiral tells me you describe
the u-v relationship as ‘obvious.” I should call it a highly abstruse derivation in the
theory of continued fractions and complex multiplication.”

Gomez strangled and gargled helplessly trying to talk, and finally asked, his
eyes shining: “Por favor, could I have piece paper?”

They got him a stack of paper and the party was on.
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For two unbroken hours Gomez and Dr. Mines chattered and scribbled.
Mines gradually shed his jacket, vest and tie, completely oblivious to the rest of
us. Gomez was even more abstracted. He didn'’t shed his jacket, vest and tie. He
didn’t seem to be aware of anything except the rapid-fire exchange of ideas via
scribbled formul® and the terse spoken jargon of mathematics. Dr. Mines shifted
on his chair and sometimes his voice rose with excitement. Gomez didn't shift or
wriggle or cross his legs. He just sat and scribbled and talked in a low, rapid mono-
tone, looking straight at Dr. Mines with his eyes very wide-open and lit up like
searchlights.

The rest of us just watched and wondered.

Dr. Mines broke at last. He stood up and said: “I can’t take any more, Gomez.
I've got to think it over—" He began to leave the room, mechanically scooping
up his clothes, and then realized that we were still there.

“Well?” asked the admiral grimly.

Dr. Mines smiled apologetically. “He’s a physicist, all right,” he said. Gomez
sat up abruptly and looked astonished.

“Take him into the next office, Higgins,” said the admiral. Gomez let him-
self be led away, like a sleepwalker.

Dr. Mines began to chuckle. “Security!” he said. “Security!”

The admiral rasped: “Don’t trouble yourself over my decisions, if you please,
Dr. Mines. My job is keeping the Soviets from pirating American science and I'm
doing it to the best of my ability. What I want from you is your opinion on the
possibility of that young man having worked out the equations as he claimed.”

Dr. Mines was abruptly sobered. “Yes,” he said. “Unquestionably he did.
And will you excuse my remark? I was under some strain in trying to keep up with
Gomez.”

“Certainly,” said the admiral, and managed a frosty smile. “Now if you'll be
so good as to tell me how this completely impossible thing can have happened—
i~

“It’s happened before, admiral,” said Dr. Mines. “I don’t suppose you ever
heard of Ramanujan?”

“No.”

“Srinivasa Ramanujan?”

“No!”

“Oh. Well, Ramanujan was born in 1887 and died in 1920. He was a poor
Hindu who failed twice in college and then settled down as a government clerk.
With only a single obsolete textbook to go on, he made himself a very great math-
ematician. In 1913 he sent some of his original work to a Cambridge professor.
He was immediately recognized and called to England, where he was accepted as
a first-rank man, became a member of the Royal Society, a Fellow of Trinity and
so forth.”

The admiral shook his head dazedly.

“It happens,” Dr. Mines said. “Oh, yes, it happens. Ramanujan had only
one out-of-date book. But this is New York. Gomez has access to all the math-
ematics he could hope for and a great mass of unclassified and declassified nuclear
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data. And—genius. The way he puts things together ... he seems to have only the
vaguest notion of what a proof should be. He sees relationships as a whole. A most
convenient faculty which I envy him. Where I have to take, say, a dozen painful
steps from one conclusion to the next, he achieves it in one grand flying leap.
Ramanujan was like that too, by the way—very strong on intuition, weak on what
we call ‘rigor.”” Dr. Mines noted with a start that he was holding his tie, vest and
coat in one hand and began to put them on. “Was there anything else?” he asked
politely.

“One thing,” said the admiral. “Would you say he’s—he’s a better physicist
than you are?”

“Yes,” said Dr. Mines. “Much better.” And he left.

The admiral slumped, uncharacteristically, at the desk for a long time. Fi-
nally he said to the air: “Somebody get me the General Manager. No, the Chair-
man of the Commission.” One of his boys grabbed the phone and got to work on
the call.

“Admiral,” I said, “where do we stand now?”

“Eh? Oh, it’s you. The matter’s out of my hands now since no security
violation is involved. I consider Gomez to be in my custody and I shall turn
him over to the Commission so that he may be put to the best use in the
nation’s interest.”

“Like a machine?” I asked, disgusted.

He gave me both barrels of his ice-blue eyes. “Like a weapon,” he said evenly.

He was right, of course. Didn’t I know there was a war on? Of course I did.
Who didn’t? Taxes, housing shortage, somebody’s cousin killed in Korea,
everybody’s kid brother sweating out the draft, prices sky-high at the supermar-
ket. Uncomfortably I scratched my unshaved chin and walked to the window.
Foley Square below was full of Sunday peace, with only a single girl stroller to be
seen. She walked the length of the block across the street from the Federal Build-
ing and then turned and walked back. Her walk was dragging and hopeless and
tragic.

i Suddenly I knew her. She was the pretty little waitress from the Porto Bello;
she must have hopped a cab and followed the men who were taking her Julio
away. Might as well beat it, sister, I told her silently. Julio isn’t just a good-looking
kid any more; he’s a military asset. The Security office is turning him over to the
policy-level boys for disposal. When that happens you might as well give up and
go home.

It was as if she'd heard me. Holding assilly little handkerchief to her face, she
turned and ran blindly for the subway entrance at the end of the block and disap-
peared into it.

At that moment the telephone rang.

“MacDonald here,” said the admiral. “I'm ready to report on the Gomez
affair, Mr. Commissioner.”

Gomez was a minor, so his parents signed a contract for him. The job description
on the contract doesn’t matter, but he got a pretty good salary by government
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standards and a per-diem allowance too.

I signed a contract, too—"“Information Specialist.” I was partly companion,
partly historian and partly a guy they'd rather have their eyes on than not. When
somebody tried to cut me out on the grounds of economy, Admiral MacDonald frost-
ily reminded him that he had given his word. I stayed, for all the good it did me.

We didn’t have any name. We weren’t operation Anything or Project Whoozis
or Task Force Dinwiddie. We were just five people in a big fifteen-room house on
the outskirts of Milford, New Jersey. There was Gomez, alone on the top floor
with a lot of books, technical magazines and blackboards and a weekly visit from
Dr. Mines. There were the three Security men, Higgins, Dalhousie and Leitzer,
sleeping by turns and prowling the grounds. And there was me.

From briefing sessions with Dr. Mines I kept a diary of what went on. Don’t
think from that that I knew what the score was! War correspondents have told me
of the frustrating life they led at some close-mouthed commands. So-and-so-many
air sorties, the largest number since January 15th. Casualties a full fifteen percent
lighter than expected. Determined advance in an active sector against relatively
strong enemy opposition. And so on—all adding up to nothing in the way of real
information.

That’s what it was like in my diary because that’s all they told me. Here are
some excerpts: “On the recommendation of Dr. Mines, Mr. Gomez today began
work on a phase of reactor design theory to be implemented at Brookhaven Na-
tional Laboratory. The work involves the setting-up of thirty-five pairs of partial
differential equations ... Mr. Gomez announced tentatively today that in check-
ing certain theoretical work in progress at the Los Alamos Laboratory of the A.E.C.
he discovered a fallacious assumption concerning neutron-spin which invalidates
the conclusions reached. This will be communicated to the Laboratory ... Dr.
Mines said today that Mr. Gomez has successfully invoked a hitherto unexploited
aspect of Minkowski’s tensor analysis to crack a stubborn obstacle towards the
control of thermonuclear reactions—"

I protested at one of the briefing sessions with Dr. Mines against this gobble-
dygook. He didn't mind my protesting. He leaned back in his chair and said calmly:
“Vilchek, with all friendliness I assure you that you're getting everything you can
understand. Anything more complex than the vague description of what’s going
on would be over your head. And anything more specific would give away exact
engineering information which would be of use to foreign countries.”

“This isn’t the way they treated Bill Lawrence when he covered the atomic
bomb,” I said bitterly.

Mines nodded, with a pleased smile. “That’s it exactly,” he said. “Broad prin-
ciples were being developed then—interesting-things that could be told without
any great harm being done. If you tell somebody that a critical mass of U-235 or
Plutonium goes off with a big bang, you really haven't given away a great deal. He
still has millions of man-hours of engineering before him to figure out how much
is critical mass, to take only one small point.”

So I took his word for it, faithfully copied the communiqués he gave me
and wrote what [ could on the human-interest side for release some day.
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So I recorded Gomez’ progress with English, his taste for chicken-pot pie
and rice pudding, his habit of doing his own housework on the top floor and his
old-maidish neatness. “You live your first fifteen years in a tin shack, Beel,” he
told me once, “and you find out you like things nice and clean.” I've seen Dr.
Mines follow Gomez through the top floor as the boy swept and dusted, talking
at him in their mathematical jargon.

Gomez worked in forty-eight-hour spells usually, and not eating much. Then
for a couple of days hed live like a human being, grabbing naps, playing catch on
the lawn with one or another of the Security people, talking with me about his
childhood in Puerto Rico and his youth in New York. He taught me a little Span-
ish and asked me to catch him up on bad mistakes in English.

“But don’t you ever want to get out of here?” I demanded one day.

He grinned: “Why should I, Beel? Here I eat good, [ can send money to the
parents. Best, I find out what the big professors are up to without I have to wait
five-ten years for damn de-classifying.”

“Don’t you have a girl?”

He was embarrassed and changed the subject back to the big professors.

Dr. Mines drove up then, with his chauffeur who looked like a G-man and
almost certainly was. As usual, the physicist was toting a bulging briefcase. After
a few polite words with me, he and Julio went indoors and upstairs.

They were closeted for five hours—a record. When Dr. Mines came down I
expected the usual briefing session. But he begged off. “Nothing serious,” he said.
“We just sat down and kicked some ideas of his around. I told him to go ahead.
We've been—ah—using him very much like a sort of computer, you know. Turn-
ing him loose on the problems that were too tough for me and some of the other
men. He’s got the itch for research now. It would be very interesting if his forte
turned out to be creative.”

[ agreed.

Julio didn’t come down for dinner. I woke up in darkness that night when
there was a loud bump overhead, and went upstairs in my pajamas.

Gomez was sprawled, fully dressed, on the floor. He'd tripped over a foot-
stool. And he didn’t seem to have noticed. His lips were moving and he stared
straight at me without knowing I was there.

“You all right, Julio?” T asked, and started to help him to his feet.

He got up mechanically and said: “... real values of the zeta function vanish.”

“How’s that?”

He saw me then and asked, puzzled: “How you got in here, Beel? Is
dinner-time?”

“Is four A.M., por dios. Don’t you think you ought to get some sleep?” He
looked terrible.

No; he didn’t think he ought to get some sleep. He had some work to do. |
went downstairs and heard him pacing overhead for an hour until I dozed off.

This splurge of work didn’t wear off in forty-eight hours. For a week I brought
him meals and sometimes he ate absently, with one hand, as he scribbled on a

—
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yellow pad. Sometimes I'd bring him lunch to find his breakfast untouched. He
didn’t have much beard, but he let it grow for a week—too busy to shave, too
busy to talk, too busy to eat, sleeping in chairs when fatigue caught up with him.

I asked Leitzer, badly worried, if we should do anything about it. He had a
direct scrambler-phone connection with the New York Security and Intelligence
office, but his orders didn’t cover anything like a self-induced nervous breakdown
of the man he was guarding.

I thought Dr. Mines would do something when he came—call in an M.D.,
or tell Gomez to take it easy, or take some of the load off by parceling out what-
ever he had by the tail.

But he didn’t. He went upstairs, came down two hours later and absently tried
to walk past me. I headed him off into my room. “What'’s the word?” I demanded.

He looked me in the eye and said defiantly: “He’s doing fine. I don’t want to
stop him.”

Dr. Mines was a good man. Dr. Mines was a humane man. And he wouldn't
lift a finger to keep the boy from working himself into nervous prostration. Dr.
Mines liked people well enough, but he reserved his love for theoretical physics.
“How important can this thing be?”

He shrugged irritably. “It’s just the way some scientists work,” he said. “New-
ton was like that. So was Sir William Rowan Hamilton—"

“Hamilton-Schmamilton,” T said. “What's the sense of it? Why doesn’t he
sleep or eat?”

Mines said: “You don’t know what it’s like.”

“Of course,” I said, getting good and sore. “I'm just a dumb newspaper man.
Tell me, Mr. Bones, what is it like?”

There was a long pause, and he said mildly: “T'll try. That boy up there is
using his brain. A great chess player can put on a blindfold and play a hundred
opponents in a hundred games simultaneously, remembering all the positions of
his pieces and theirs and keeping a hundred strategies clear in his mind. Well, that
stunt simply isn't in the same league with what Julio’s doing up there.

“He has in his head some millions of facts concerning theoretical physics.
He’s scanning them, picking out one here and there, fitting them into new rela-
tionships, checking and rejecting when he has to, fitting the new relationships
together, turning them upside-down and inside-out to see what happens, com-
paring them with known doctrine, holding them in his memory while he repeats
the whole process and compares—and all the while he has a goal firmly in mind
against which he’s measuring all these things.” He seemed to be finished.

For a reporter, I felt strangely shy. “What’s he driving at?” T asked.

“I think,” he said slowly, “he’s approaching a unified field theory.”

Apparently that was supposed to explain everything. I let Dr. Mines know
that it didn'.

He said thoughtfully: “I don’t know whether I can get it over to a layman—
no offense, Vilchek. Let’s put it this way. You know how math comes in waves,
and how it’s followed by waves of applied science based on the math. There was a
big wave of algebra in the Middle Ages—following it came navigation, gunnery,
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surveying and so on. Then the Renaissance and a wave of analysis—what you'd
call calculus. That opened up steam power and how to use it, mechanical engi-
neers, electricity. The wave of modern mathematics since say 1875 gave us atomic
energy. That boy upstairs may be starting off the next big wave.”

He got up and reached for his hat.

“Justa minute,” I said. I was surprised that my voice was steady. “What comes
next? Control of gravity? Control of personality? Sending people by radio?”

Dr. Mines wouldn’t meet my eye. Suddenly he looked old and shrunken.
“Don’t worry about the boy,” he said.

I let him go.

That evening I brought Gomez chicken-pot pie and a non-alcoholic eggnog.
He drank the eggnog, said “Hi, Beel,” and continued to cover yellow sheets of paper.

I went downstairs and worried.

Abruptly it ended late the next afternoon. Gomez wandered into the big
first-floor kitchen looking like a starved old rickshaw coolie. He pushed his lank
hair back from his forehead, said: “Beel, what is to eat—" and pitched forward
onto the linoleum. Leitzer came when I yelled, expertly took Gomez’ pulse, rolled
him onto a blanket and threw another one over him. “It’s just a faint,” he said.
“Let’s get him to bed.”

“Aren’t you going to call a doctor, man?”

“Doctor couldn’t do anything we can’t do,” he said stolidly. “And I'm here to
see thart security isn’t breached. Give me a hand.”

We got him upstairs and put him to bed. He woke up and said something in
Spanish, and then, apologetically: “Very sorry, fellows. I ought to taken it easier.”

“T’ll get you some lunch,” I said, and he grinned.

He ate it all, enjoying it heartily, and finally lay back gorged. “Well,” he
asked me, “what it is new, Beel?”

“What 7s new. And you should tell me. You finish your work?”

“I got it in shape to finish. The hard part it is over.” He rolled out of bed.

“Hey!” I said.

“I'm okay now,” he grinned. “Don’t write this down in your history, Beel.
Everybody will think I act like 2 woman.”

[ followed him into his work room where he flopped into an easy chair, his
eyes on a blackboard covered with figures. He wasnt grinning any more.

“Dr. Mines says you're up to something big,” I said.

“Si. Big.”

“Unified field theory, he says.”

“That is it,” Gomez said.

“Is it good or bad?” T asked, licking my lips. “The application, I mean.”

His boyish mouth set suddenly in a grim line. “That, it is not my business,”
he said. “I am American citizen of the United States.” He stared at the blackboard
and its maze of notes.

I looked at it too—really looked at it for once—and was surprised by what
I saw. Mathematics, of course, [ don’t know. But I had soaked up a very litte
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about mathematics. One of the things I had soaked up was that the expressions of
higher mathematics tend to be complicated and elaborate, involving English, Greek
and Hebrew letters, plain and fancy brackets and a great variety of special signs
besides the plus and minus of the elementary school.

The things on the blackboard weren't like that at all. The board was covered
with variations of a simple expression that consisted of five letters and two sym-
bols: a right-handed pothook and a left-handed pothook.

“What do they mean?” I asked, pointing.

“Somethings I made up,” he said nervously. “The word for that one is
‘enfields.” The other one is ‘is enfielded by.””

“What's that mean?”

His luminous eyes were haunted. He didn’t answer.

“It looks like simple stuff. I read somewhere that all the basic stuff is simple
once it’s been discovered.”

“Yes,” he said almost inaudibly. “It is simple, Beel. Too damn simple, I think.
Better I carry it in my head, I think.” He strode to the blackboard and erased it.
Instinctively I half rose to stop him. He gave me a grin that was somehow bitter
and unlike him. “Don’t worry,” he said. “I don’t forget it.” He tapped his forehead.
“I can’t forget it.” I hope I never see again on any face the look that was on his.

“Julio,” I said, appalled. “Why don’t you get out of here for a while? Why
don’t you run over to New York and see your folks and have some fun? They can’t
keep you here against your will.”

“They told me I shouldn’t—" he said uncertainly. And then he got tough.
“You're damn right, Beel. Let’s go in together. I get dressed up. Er—You tell Leitzer,
hah?” He couldn’t quite face up to the hard-boiled security man.

I told Leitzer, who hit the ceiling. But all it boiled down to was that he sin-
cerely wished Gomez and I wouldn’t leave. We weren'’t in the Army, we weren’t in
jail. T got hot at last and yelled back that we were damn well going out and he
couldn’t stop us. He called New York on his direct wire and apparently New York
confirmed it, regretfully.

We got on the 4:05 Jersey Central, with Higgins and Dalhousie tailing us at
a respectful distance. Gomez didn’t notice them and I didn’t tell him. He was having
too much fun. He had a shine put on his shoes at Penn Station and worried about
the taxi fare as we rode up to Spanish Harlem.

His parents lived in a neat little three-room apartment. A lot of the furni-
ture looked brand new, and I was pretty sure who had paid for it. The mother and
father spoke only Spanish, and mumbled shyly when “mi amigo Beel” was intro-
duced. T had a very halting conversation with the father while the mother and
Gomez rattled away happily and she poked his ribs to point up the age-old com-
plaint of any mother anywhere that he wasn’t eating enough.

The father, of course, thought the boy was a janitor or something in the
Pentagon and, as near as I could make out, he was worried about his Julio being
grabbed off by a man-hungry government girl. I kept reassuring him that his Julio
was a good boy, a very good boy, and he seemed to get some comfort out of it.
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There was a little spat when his mother started to set the table. Gomez said
reluctantly that we couldn’t stay, that we were eating somewhere else. His mother
finally dragged from him the admission that we were going to the Porto Bello so
he could see Rosa, and everything was smiles again. The father told me that Rosa
was a good girl, a very good girl.

Walking down the three flights of stairs with yelling little kids playing tag
around us, Gomez asked proudly: “You not think they in America only a little
time, hey?”

I yanked him around by the elbow as we went down the brownstone stoop
into the street. Otherwise he would have seen our shadows for sure. I didn’t want
to spoil his fun.

The Porto Bello was full, and the pretty little girl was on duty as cashier at
the table. Gomez got a last-minute attack of cold feet at the sight of her. “No
table,” he said. “We better go someplace else.”

I practically dragged him in. “We'll get a table in a minute,” I said.

“Julio,” said the girl, when she saw him.

He looked sheepish. “Hello, Rosa. I'm back for a while.”

“I'm glad to see you again,” she said tremulously.

“I'm glad to see you again too—" [ nudged him. “Rosa, this is my good
friend Beel. We work together in Washington.”

“Pleased to meet you, Rosa. Can you have dinner with us? I'll bet you and
Julio have a lot to talk over.”

“Well, I'll see ... look, there’s a table for you. I'll see if [ can get away.”

We sat down and she flagged down the proprietress and got away in a hurry.

All three of us had arréz con pollo—rice with chicken and lots of other things.
Their shyness wore off and I was dealt out of the conversation, but [ didn’t mind.
They were a nice young couple. liked the way they smiled at each other, and the
things they remembered happily—movies, walks, talks. It made me feel like a
benevolent uncle with one foot in the grave. It made me forget for a while the
look on Gomez’ face when he turned from the blackboard he had covered with
too-simple math.

Over dessert I broke in. By then they were unselfconsciously holding hands.
“Look,” I said, “why don’t you two go on and do the town? Julio, I'll be at the
Madison Park Hotel.” T scribbled the address and gave it to him. “And T'll get a
room for you. Have fun and reel in any time.” [ rapped his knee. He looked down
and I slipped him four twenties. I didn't know whether he had money on him or
not, but anything extra the boy could use he had coming to him.

“Swell,” he said. “Thanks.” And looked shame-faced while I looked paternal.

I had been watching a young man who was moodily eating alone in a cor-
ner, reading a paper. He was about Julio’s height and build and he wore a sports
jacket pretty much like Julio’s. And the street was pretty dark outside.

The young man got up moodily and headed for the cashier’s table. “Gotta
go,” I said. “Have fun.”

I went out of the restaurant right behind the young man and walked as close

behind him as I dared, hoping we were being followed.
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After a block and a half of this, he turned on me and snarled: “Wadda you,
mister? A wolf? Beat it!”

“Okay,” I said mildly, and turned and walked the other way. Higgins
and Dalhousie were standing there, flat-footed and open-mouthed. They
sprinted back to the Porto Bello, and 7 followed #hem. But Julio and Rosa had
already left.

“Tough, fellows,” I said to them as they stood in the doorway. They looked
as if they wanted to murder me. “He won't get into any trouble,” I said. “He’s just
going out with his girl.” Dalhousie made a strangled noise and told Higgins: “Cruise
around the neighborhood. See if you can pick them up. I'll follow Vilchek.” He
wouldn’t talk to me. I shrugged and got a cab and went to the Madison Park Hotel,
a pleasantly unfashionable old place with big rooms where I stay when business
brings me to New York. They had a couple of adjoining singles; I took one in my
own name and the other for Gomez.

I wandered around the neighborhood for a while and had a couple of beers
in one of the ultra-Irish bars on Third Avenue. After a pleasant argument with a
gent who thought the Russians didn’t have any atomic bombs and faked their
demonstrations and that we ought to blow up their industrial cities tomorrow at
dawn, I went back to the hotel.

I didn’t get to sleep easily. The citizen who didn’t believe Russia could maul
the United States pretty badly or at all had started me thinking again—all kinds
of ugly thoughts. Dr. Mines, who had turned into a shrunken old man at the
mention of applying Gomez work. The look on the boy’s face. My layman’s knowl-
edge that present-day “atomic energy” taps only the smallest fragment of the en-
ergy locked up in the atom. My layman’s knowledge that once genius has broken
a trail in science, mediocrity can follow the trail.

But I slept at last, for three hours.

At four-fifteen A.M. according to my watch the telephone rang long and hard.
There was some switchboard and long-distance-operator mumbo-jumbo and then
Julio’s gleeful voice: “Beel! Congratulate us. We got marriage!”

“Married,” I said fuzzily. “You got married, not marriage. How's that again?”

“We got married. Me and Rosa. We get on the train, the taxi driver takes us
to the justice of peace, we got married, we go to hotel here.”

“Congratulations,” I said, waking up. “Lots of congratulations. But you're
under age, there’s a waiting period—"

“Not in this state,” he chuckled. “Here is no waiting periods and here I have
twenty-one years if [ say so.”

“Well,” I said. “Lots of congratulations, Julio. And tell Rosa she’s got herself
a good boy.”

“Thanks, Beel,” he said shyly. “I call you so you don't worry when I don’t
come in tonight. I think I come in with Rosa tomorrow so we tell her mama and
my mama and papa. I call you at the hotel, I still have the piece of paper.”

“Okay, Julio. All the best. Don’t worry about a thing.” I hung up, chuck-
ling, and went right back to sleep.

Well, sir, it happened again.
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[ was shaken out of my sleep by the strong, skinny hand of Admiral
MacDonald. It was seven-thirty and a bright New York morning. Dalhousie had
pulled a blank canvassing the neighborhood for Gomez, got panicky and bucked
it up to higher headquarters.

“Where is he?” the admiral rasped.

“On his way here with his bride of one night,” I said. “He slipped over a
couple of state lines and got married.”

“By God,” the admiral said, “we’'ve got to do something about this. I'm go-
ing to have him drafted and assigned to special duty. This is the last time—"

“Look,”1 said. “You've got to stop treating him like a chesspiece. You've got
duty-honor-country on the brain and thank God for that. Somebody has to; it’s
your profession. But can’t you get it through your head that Gomez is a kid and
that you're wrecking his life by forcing him to grind out science like a machine?
And I’'m just a stupe of a layman, but have you professionals worried once about
digging too deep and blowing up the whole shebang?”

He gave me a piercing look and said nothing.

I dressed and had breakfast sent up. The admiral, Dalhousie and I waited
grimly until noon, and then Gomez phoned up.

“Come on up, Julio,” I said tiredly.

He breezed in with his blushing bride on his arm. The admiral rose au-
tomatically as she entered, and immediately began tongue-lashing the boy.
He spoke more in sorrow than in anger. He made it clear that Gomez wasn’t
treating his country right. That he had a great talent and it belonged to the
United States. That his behavior had been irresponsible. That Gomez would
have to come to heel and realize that his wishes weren’t the most important
thing in his life. That he could and would be drafted if there were any more
such escapades.

“As a starter, Mr. Gomez,” the admiral snapped, “I want you to set down,
immediately, the enfieldment matrices you have developed. I consider it almost
criminal of you to arrogantly and carelessly trust to your memory alone matters
of such vital importance. Here!” He thrust pencil and paper at the boy, who stood,
drooping and disconsolate. Little Rosa was near crying. She didn’t have the ghost
of a notion as to what it was about.

Gomez took the pencil and paper and sat down at the writing-table silently.
[ took Rosa by the arm. She was trembling. “It’s all right,” I said. “They can’t do
a thing to him.” The admiral glared briefly at me and then returned his gaze to
Gomez.

The boy made a couple of tentative marks. Then his eyes went wide and he
clutched his hair. “Dios mio!” he said. “Estd perdido! Olvidado!”

Which means: “My God, it’s lost! Forgotten!”

The admiral turned white beneath his tan. “Now, boy,” he said slowly and
soothingly. “I didn’t mean to scare you. You just relax and collect yourself. Of
course you haven't forgotten, not with that memory of yours. Start with some-
thing easy. Write down a general biquadratic equation, say.”
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Gomez just looked at him. After a long pause he said in a strangled voice: “No
puedo. 1 can't. It too I forget. I don't think of the math or physics at all since—" He
looked at Rosa and turned a little red. She smiled shyly and looked at her shoes.

“That is it,” Gomez said hoarsely. “Not since then. Always before in the
back of my head is the math, but not since then.”

“My God,” the admiral said softly. “Can such a thing happen?” He reached
for the phone.

He found out that such things can happen.

Julio went back to Spanish Harlem and bought a piece of the Porto Bello
with his savings. I went back to the paper and bought a car with my savings.
MacDonald never cleared the story, so the Sunday editor had the satisfaction of
bulldozing an admiral, but didn’t get his exclusive.

Julio and Rosa sent me a card eventually announcing the birth of their
first-born: a six-pound boy, Francisco, named after Julio’s father. I saved the card
and when a New York assignment came my way—it was the National Association
of Dry Goods Wholesalers; dry goods are important in our town—I dropped up
to see them.

Julio was a little more mature and a little more prosperous. Rosa—alas!—
was already putting on weight, but she was still a pretty thing and devoted to her
man. The baby was a honey-skinned little wiggler. It was nice to see all of them
together, happy with their lot.

Julio insisted that he'd cook arrdz con pollo for me, as on the night I practi-
cally threw him into Rosa’s arms, but he'd have to shop for the stuff. I went along.

In the corner grocery he ordered the rice, the chicken, the garbanzos, the
peppers and, swept along by the enthusiasm that hits husbands in groceries, about
fifty other things that he thought would be nice to have in the pantry.

The creaking old grocer scribbled down the prices on a shopping bag and
began painfully to add them up while Julio was telling me how well the Porto
Bello was doing and how they were thinking of renting the adjoining store.

“Seventeen dollars, forty-two cents,” the grocer said at last.

Julio flicked one glance at the shopping bag and the upside-down figures.
“Should be seventeen thirty-nine,” he said reprovingly. “Add up again.”

The grocer painfully added up again and said, “Is seventeen thirty-nine.
Sorry.” He began to pack the groceries into the bag.

“Hey,” I said.

We didn’t discuss it then or ever. Julio just said: “Don't tell, Beel.” And winked.




[Stirring Science Stories - March 1942
as by Kenneth Falconer]

Masquerade

A man can wake one morning to read in his tabloid that his father has been shot
fleeing the scene of a bank robbery. In these times there is no guarantee against the
unexpected striking one down harder than a thunderbolt and almost as quick.
From the vast-spreading matrix of the ordinary there may fly into your face the
grotesque, the shocking, even the horrible.

Why did Leonard die?

Who were the Whelmers, silent partners in the most horrid nightmare that
ever rose to walk the streets of New York?

Mac Leonard, who is now compressed into the small confines of a crema-
tory urn, had always seemed to me to be one of the chosen of the Lord. In Colum-
bia University, where we both studied, he was a shining campus light. I said both
studied, but that is a misconception. Keeping the profligate’s hours that he did,
tumbling into bed dead drunk four nights out of the seven, Leonard could not
possibly have studied in the ordinary sense.

Revolving the matter carefully, I realize that Leonard could not possibly have
done anything in the ordinary sense. He was a blinding flash of a man; the hardest
liver, the most brilliant scholar and the coolest head on the blocks-long campus
was his. If he had gone to a smaller school he would have stood out like a beacon.
He would probably, furthermore, have been thrown out like a bum for his vices
and dissipations. As far as | was concerned, of course, they were his business. He
drank and went with the Joe College set, but had no illusions about their capaci-
ties.

This was, you will remember, in the Flaming Youth era, when skirts were
short and gin was aged in the porcelain for about five minutes. Mac drank with
them, but he talked with men and the rest of the grinds on the school daily and
the Journal of the Columbia Philosophical Society.

It comes back to me like a nightmare that was almost funny—the deadly
seriousness of the kids. Mac himself had been almost completely taken in by Mr.
James Branch Cabell, who had been fortunate enough to have one of his recent
puerilities barred from the mails.

160
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Perhaps the business of the mysterious Whelmers was all my fault, for one
day I made it my business to catch Mac on the fly between classes. “Leonard,” I
yelled, overtaking him.

Looking at me with the glazed eyes of a hangover, he said: “Hi. Going in for
track, old son of the lamp?” He focussed on the book I was holding out to him.
“What’s that mouse-colored tome?”

“Take it. I want you to read it. My very own personally-annotated copy of
Kants Critique of Pure Reason. It’s about time you learned something in college.”

“Very truly yours,” he said, pocketing it and weaving off down the red brick
walk. That, of course, wasn’t the last of it. He came around that night—standing
up his gin and jazz crowd—to chew the rug about Kant. He had actually read the
book in six hours, and assimilated most of the meat.

“It is,” he said, “quite a change-over from math and science to beat one’s
brow against a thing like this. Have I been neglecting the eternal verities in my
pursuit of hard facts? Speak, O serpent of the thousand diamond scales.”

Modestly I assured him that that had been the idea. And what did he think
of Kant in the light of his scientific attainments?

“Stinking,” said Mac briefly. “But—at least a googolplex advanced above
Mr. Cabell. Imbued with that quasi-mystic hogwash I could do naught but agree
with the simple-minded laddie that the world is what you make it and that the
eternal verity is to get along with one’s neighbors. Your friend Kant is all wet, but
by no means as wet as that.”

With that he wandered away. When I saw him next he had enrolled in sev-
eral philosophy courses at the same time. In the Philosophical Society we pinned
his ears back with ease whenever he tried to enter into debate, but that was only
because he didn’t quite know how to use the quaint language of the gentle science.

I've been rambling badly. The point that I wanted to bring out was that Mac
Leonard was brilliant, as brilliant as they come in the current mortal mold. Also
that he was a student of the physical sciences and the only philosophy they have,
mathematics.

R e T e e

By a kind of miracle I survived the crash of 1929 with a young fortune in gold
certificates. The miracle was an uncle who had burned his fingers in the crash of
1922 and warned me: “When you see the board rooms crowded with people who
have no business there—laundrymen, grocers, taxi drivers—then se///” Ignoring
the optimistic fictions of Mr. Roger W. Babson, prophet of the stock exchange,
now, I believe, candidate for the presidency on the Prohibition Party’s ticket, I
sold and came out on top. I didn’t even trust to the safe deposit vaults the money
I had made; it went into the fireproof, burglarproof, earthquakeproof warrens of
the Manhattan Storage and Warehouse Corporation. Quick-money imbeciles who
| had been stuck considered me a traitor not to have lost by the crash. For years |
was as good as ostracized by former friends. That was all right with me—I was a
scholar and intended to remain one while my capital lasted, which it did.

A man can be a recluse in the middle of New York; that much I found
. out in ten years of study. It wasn’t in any of the books I read; it was what I
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proved with my own quiet life. And at the end of many years I heard again
from Mac Leonard—a scenic postal card marked Uvalde, Mexico. Character-
istically laconic, the message was: “—and wife.” That and his signature was
supposed to be all I wanted to know about him and his fortunes since we had
parted at commencement.

Hoping that he would not already be gone—who but a tourist would write
on a scenic postal card?>—I mailed a long letter giving my own story to date and
demanding his.

His answer came very much later, three months or more, from Council Bluffs,
Towa:

Dear Vulcan, [the nickname in reference to my slight limp)]

So the plumy anaconda has found his forked tongue after
these long years? I should be hurt at your neglect of me—failing
to write when a simple matter like not knowing my address stood
in your way. You're right—I was on my honeymoon in the vastly
overrated country of Mexico. And she is a very nice girl, in a
rowdy sort of way.

I'm still playing with paper boxes and numbers. The chair
of mathematics at one of our little high schools out here is all
mine, and very uncomfortable it is. Still, Civil Service is nothing
to be sneezed at in these troubled times.

My life seems to have slipped into a slap-happy routine of
examination papers and recitations; the really heart-breaking part
is that none of my excessively brilliant students get my jokes. Aside
from that all is milk and honey. I live in a bungalow with my
wife—seems damned strange to write that down; as though it
never really happened'—and we are like a pair of larks in the
springtime. Whenever quarrels come I demonstrate by the cal-
culus of symboic logic that she’s wrong and I'm right, and that
settles the matter. Theoretically, at least.

Honestly, old dish towel, I'm happy—a truly representative
specimen of that rarest work of God, the man who is contented
with his lot in life. It may sound idiotic to you, but I hope I never
change from what I am. If time stood still this very minute I

wouldn’t have a kick coming in the world.
Mac

Other letters followed that; there was an erratic quality to his correspon-
dence that made it completely delightful. I found in my mailbox or resting on my
doorstep anything from postal cards to bundles of year-old exams in Geometry
One, neatly rated with mean, average and modes. For three years it kept up; at
one time we were waging half a dozen chess games simultaneously as well as a
discussion of Hegelian dialectics. “One of these days” he kept carelessly promis-
ing, he would blow into the city to see me.
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Then, abruptly, he did. And it wasn't as an honored guest but as a man flee-
ing from disgrace. Never a coward, not one now in the nastiest position that any
man could face, he sent me a note giving the arrival-time of his bus. And he en-
closed a bunch of clippings from the local press.

To say that I was shocked would be putting it mildly. He had been no angel
in his college days, but a man grows out of that, especially when he marries. The
clippings didn’t make it any easier. With an obscene, missish reticence oddly com-
bined with the suggestive vulgarity that is the specialty of the tabloid press, they
told the sordid and familiar story of a male teacher in a co-ed school—you know
what I mean. It happens.

I met them at the terminal. He was the picture of a hunted man, eyes sunken
and hair lank down his temples. He'd kept his shape; there wasn’t a sign of the
usual professorial pot-belly. But his mouth was very tight. His nose wrinkled
as though he could still smell those headlines. Yes, they were so nasty they
actually stank.

He mumbled a brief introduction, and I smiled wildly at his wife in acknowl-
edgment. No self-respecting woman would—

They came to my apartment to get their luggage settled. They were traveling
light. He explained, as we all three lit cigarettes, that he had left his bungalow in
the hands of an agent, and that when the business died down somebody would
buy it furnished and ready for occupancy. “But,” he added grimly, “that won't be
! for a long while.”

“Do you want to talk about it?” I asked, with my damned morbid curiosity.

“You saw the papers. To correct a popular misconception, which our jour-
nals tended to foster, she was not fifteen but nineteen. Big and dumb. And despite
their hinting, she was the only one. And anybody in the school could have told
you that [ wasn't her first boyfriend—as it were.”

“I'm sorry, Mac. It’s a lousy thing to happen. I know how it is—” That pe-
culiar noise was me, making like [ was broad-minded. But I still didn’t see how
anybody in his right mind would do a thing like that. I shot a glance at his wife,
and luck would have it that she met my eyes squarely.

With the Midwest twang she said: “I can see that you're wondering what [ think
about the whole matter.” [ took a good look at her then, my first. She wasn't a very
beautiful woman. Her face was the kind you call intelligent. She had a figure that,
with cultivation, could be glorious; as it was it was only superb. But I'm easy to please.

“My husband made a fool of himself, that’s plain enough. If he learned his
lesson as well as he teaches—it’s over. Am I right, Len?”

“Right,” he said dispiritedly.

l “I'll make some coffee,” I said, rising, beginning to walk across the floor. 1
| felt the way the lame do, her eyes on my twisted right foot. She had reached the
kitchen door before I was well under way.

“Please let me,” she said. “You men will want to talk.”

“Thanks,” I said, wondering angrily if she was going to be sickeningly sweet
and sympathetic about my very minor disability. “Go right ahead.” T sat down




164 C. M. Kornbluth

facing Mac. “Not many women would be that understanding,” I said.

His answer nearly paralyzed me. He leaped across the distance between us,
his face desperate and contorted, whispering: “We're going to some hotel. I'll come
back and see you tonight. Have to explain. You dont know—"

“Coftee!” gaily announced Mrs. Leonard, carrying in the tray.

[ rose gallantly, and very much surprised. “How in Heaven’s name did you
make it so quickly?” I demanded.

“You don’t think I made it with that fancy glass thing of yours, do you?” she
laughed. “I have more sense than that.”

“But you couldn’t have had time to boil the water!”

“Silly—there was a pan of water seething. Oh!” Her hand flew to her mouth.
“I hope there wasn't salt or anything in it!” I seemed to remember something about
water boiling—perhaps I had meant to prepare a hot cloth for my ankle before
going to meet the bus.

“And this,” she said, pouring, “is Iowa pan coffee the way my grandmother
made it in a covered wagon.”

I got a mouthful of grounds and swallowed convulsively. “Those pioneers
had courage,” I said inanely.

Working on a learned monograph revealing factors in the sociology of the Bronx
that Fordham University had not even touched, I was baffled by what I had writ-
ten a few months later. It was done in the style peculiar to some textbooks and
degree themes; that is, it was no style at all but an attempt to set down without
emotion or effect certain facts in their natural order.

That was the effect which Mac’s talk with me that night had. He had come
about nine o’clock, panting from the climb up the stairs and perspiring profusely.
He wouldn’t take anything to drink but water.

“It was partly drink that got me into trouble in Council Bluffs,” he said. “I'm
never going to touch it again.” He looked up at the indirect light from the ceiling
and blinked. “Would you mind—?" he asked inarticulately. “Eyestrain—"

I turned off the big light and lit a table-lamp which spread a bright pool on
the console, leaving the rest of the room obscured. “Now shoot,” I said. “And I'm
not making any promises about anything tonight. Not one way or another.”

“Don’t worry,” he almost snarled. “I'm not after your damned money.” As |
started up angrily—and God knows I had a right to be angry—he buried his face in
his hands. [ sank back into my chair, inexpressibly shocked to hear him weeping.

“Easy,” I muttered. “No need to go on like that, Mac. What would Nicholas
Butler say to hear a Columbia man crying?” The ridiculous joke didn’t stop him;
he sobbed like a child. No; sobbed like a man, from the diaphragm, where it hurts
as if your ribs are being torn out one by one.

He looked up, his eyes streaming, and wiped his face. Returning the hand-
kerchief to his breast pocket, he said in a very steady voice: “It isn’t the dreams
that get you; it’s when you know you’re awake and they keep on coming.”

“Yes?” I asked, leaning back. I thought he was delirious.




Masquerade 165

“Shut up. I'm telling you everything—don’t you see? It’s your fault anyway—
waking me up when I was dreaming James Branch Cabell—showing me the way
things happen.”

“Go on,” I said after a long pause. He didn’t seem to hear me, for it was an
equally long time before he made a curious choking sound and said:

“I think I have been in Hell for the past few years, old ink-blotter. But I
recall a very special chapter of the book. Allow me to describe it. There is, first of
all, a large, rocky cavern.” He paused again and leaned back, speaking in a very
faint, rasping voice, as though he could not bear the sounds of the words he was
saying.

“And there is very foolish talk going on. There are people in the cavern who
think they are Satanists, or something like it. They have prepared fantastic things—
a long table, various dyes and pigments. Very foolish. They are well-dressed people;
it is true, as a rule, that the poor are on the side of God.

“One of the foolish, wealthy people is a woman. She finds it necessary to
undress and begin to dance as the others clap their hands. Did I mention that
there were fires lighting this cavern? She spins close by the fires, one by one,
and makes it a point to burn herself badly in various places. Then, as she falls
to the floor, another, a man, has reasons for doing, essentially, what she has
done. But the man wears a chain around his neck which he does not remove,
and from this chain hangs a small medallion. When the man is very badly
burned, another woman makes a fool of herself in the same manner, and after
her a man.

“Would you believe it if I told you that in all twenty-four people willingly
subjected themselves to widespread first-degree burns? After hours of this folly
they sat in a circle, still without their clothes, and mumbled gibberish for twenty
minutes or more.

“At that point they had conjured up Satan, theoretically. My guess is that
they did nothing of the sort. The incarnation of Evil? No! He would not have let
them live or praise him. Something they did conjure up. What it was I do not
know, but this is what happened.

“There was, first of all, a noticeable diminution of the firelight. Then ap-
peared a definite blue glow at what would be the apex of the cone about whose
basal circumference they were sitting. As that glow grew, the fires went out. There
was definitely a Presence there ...

“I don’t know what to call it. It was not Satan. There probably is no Satan.
But there was a Presence, and it had horns and a tail and great, shining teeth and
lustful, shining eyes.”

I stood up from my chair. “That’s enough!” I yelled at him.

He looked at me and then, shockingly, suddenly, gave a low chuckle. “Quaint
tale, isn’t it? What’s the matter?”

“You tell me!” I snapped. “What’s on your mind?”

“Aliow me to get on with the story. I'm afraid I was becoming hypnotized by
my own rhetoric. And interrupt if you feel too weak to stand it.” [ flushed sud-
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denly as I felt his eyes on my twisted foot. Where did the damned slander start
that cripples are loose in the head?

“Go on,” I growled.

“To be brief, direct and—crude—the women then proceed to caress this
creature. And then—!

“There appears a man in that cavern who does not wear a pendant from his
neck. He is no demonologist. He is, God knows, not wealthy. He is but a simple
mathematician who made the horrid mistake of attempting to tie in his math-
ematics with occult philosophy.”

Another very long pause. “Go on,” I said.

“Don’t get me wrong,” said Mac. “Don’t do that. I didn’t know what I was
doing. If I'd known I would have cut off my hand before I wrote the supersonic
equations. But it’s so simple. All you need is a scale of tuning forks—then you
modify them the right way and you find yourself in the nearest occult vortex. It’s
so simple! The clue is in several of Madame Blavatsky’s Meditations. That old hag
didn’t know what she was writing, I suppose. You need money, millions, to get
into the circle. [ was an outsider.

“The Presence vanished, and I was cursed by those pecple—cursed while I
was waking, sleeping, talking, walking, dancing, writing and reading. Then they
opened a door and threw me out.”

“A door?” 1 asked. “In a cavern?”

He laughed like the closing of a lock. “The rocks,” he said, “were papier
miché. The cavern was the third-floor ballroom of a hotel on 32nd Street.”

“And 50?7 1 asked.

“I wired back to Council Bluffs for bus fare. I was back there in two days
with a tale of urgent business in New York.”

“That’s plenty, Leonard. Now you can get the hell out of my house. Yes, even
before you build up to the touch for the rare herbs that'll take the curse off you.”

“Sorry,” he said, rising. “I tried to let you know. It wasn’t a touch. I remem-
bered that you have a cousin, or had, the one you wrote that Bronx monograph
on—

“He’s up the river. Dewey got him, with the rest of Murder Incorporated.
Did you want a bodyguard against the demons? Or do you want to become a
policy banker?”

He had his hat on. From the door he said: “I wanted to have a murder done
for me. But now I suppose I'll have to do it myself ...”

I locked the door and went to bed, fuming like a tea-kettle. I'm from a short-
lived clan; we break down early and live in the fear of death. That night I found
myself with a hacking cough, which didn’t add to my sense of well-being, for my
father and sister had died of throat infections. You could accurately say that be-
tween Mac’s turning out to be a chiseling phony and my fears that in a week I'd be
a dead man, [ bordered on distraction. There was a heightening of the sensory
powers—all the sensory powers. The darkest room was not dark enough for me,
and the traffic below jerked me up in bed repressing shricks of pain. It was as
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though I had been flayed alive, for the silk bedsheets T use for that very reason
were like sacking-cloth—or sandpaper.

How I managed to fall asleep I didn’t know. Certainly the quality of my
dreams was horrid enough to wake me up screaming.

[ got disconnected scraps and images from Leonard’s story of that night. I saw
over again, in the most damnably vivid colors, the lie he had told of the ceremonial
in the hotel. Details he had omitted were plentifully supplied by my subconscious—
revolting details. Cripples, I am told, are generally stews of repression and fear.

Quite the most awful part was the Presence turning to me and stating, in a
language of snarls and drooling grunts, the following message:

“A curse is no mouthing of words. That worries at a man but does not kill.
A curse is no juggling of hands. That worries at a man, but does not maim. A
curse is no thinking of evil. That worries at a man, but does not blind, tear, crush,
char and slash. A curse is something you can see, hear, feel, hate and love.”

That was not the end of the dream, but it was near. After [-—subconsciously
doubling for Mac—had been thrown out of that ballroom, it ended and I awoke.
My throat irritation was gone, which was good. That night I did not sleep any
more, but read and re-read the clippings Mac had sent me. [ wanted to look at his
letters, but they were in no kind of order.

I saw the sun rise and made myself a breakfast of bacon and eggs. It was inter-
rupted by a telegram slipped under my door. The yellow slip read: “Please phone
me. Not a touch. Mac Leonard.” The telegram was because I have no phone; if
you want to hear my dulcet voice, you have to coerce me into going down to the
corner drug store to call you up.

Frankly, I didnt know what to do. I was still mad, half because of his ridicu-
lous story, half because of his continuous rude staring at my right foot. I long ago
passed the point where I allowed people to indulge their curiosity at the cost of
much personal anguish to me. I decided that I might as well.

I threw some clothes on and went dewn to the corner where a tubercular
young clerk was dispensing a few early-morning Cokes. “Hi,” he said. “Nice day.”
Avoiding his conversational spray I got change and slid into the booth.

A woman’s voice answered the phone in their room at a nearby hotel.

“Mrs. Leonard?” I asked. “I got a telegram from Mac—he wanted me to call
him.”

“He must have gone out,” she said. “He wasn’t here when I woke up. Must
! have gone for breakfast—wouldn’t wait for me, the barbarian!”

I mumbled some inanity or other, wondering what [ ought to do.
“Listen,” she said, suddenly urgent. “This is the first chance I've had to ralk
| to you, really. 'm just a dumb woman, so they tell me, but there are some things
[ want to know. That foot of yours—what’s wrong with it?”

“I don’t want to talk about it,” I snarled. “Since you began it, it was run over
sidewise by a car when I was about twenty. Is there anything else?”

“Yes. What do you do for a living?”
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The damnable impudence of the woman! I didn’t answer; just slammed the
receiver down on the hook and stormed out.

Mac was waiting for me in my apartment. The landlady had let him in, she
told me as I was going up.

“Now what’s this?” I asked, as I found him nervously smoking on the edge
of my bed.

“Sorry I broke in,” he said. Damn him! His eyes were on my twisted foot
again!

“What do you want? I was just talking with your wife.”

“You might want to know why I did a damned foolish thing like trying to
make a student. It was because my wife wouldn’t treat me like a husband. I was
nearly crazy. I loved her so.” His voice was thin and colorless.

“I don'’t care about your personal affairs, Mac. Get out of here.”

He rose slowly and dangerously, and as he moved towards me I began to
realize how big he was and how small I was. He grabbed me by the coat lapels; as
he twisted them into a tight knot and lifted me so that my dragging foot cleared
the ground, he snarled: “You tell me what’s wrong with your foot or I'll break
your neck!”

“Car ran over it!” I gasped. I was shocked to find out that I was a physical
coward; never before had I been subjected to an assault like this. I feared that man
with the lunatic gleam in his eyes as I had never feared anything before.

“Car,” he growled. “Now how do you make a living? Don’t give me that
‘retired capitalist’ bull you tried in your letters. I've been looking you up and you
haven’t got a single bank-account anywhere. Where do you get your money from?”

A voice from my door sounded. “Put him down,” it said. “He’s no friend of
mine. Maybe of yours.” I fell in a heap and turned to see Leonard’s wife. “The
Whelmers,” she said, “disavowed him.”

Mac turned away. “You know that I know!” he gasped, his face quite dead,
dirty white. It was absolutely bloodless.

“I saw two of the Whelmers in the street. They know nothing of this.” She
gestured contemptuously at me. “That foot of his is no mark. Now, Mr. Leonard—"
She advanced slowly on him, step by step.

He backed away, to before a window. “Only a few days ago,” he gasped, “only
a few days ago I put it all vogether. 1 never knew your parents. You are the curse of the
Whelmers. And last night —we—my God!” His eyes were dilated with terror.

“Last night,” said the woman, “you were my husband and I was your wife.”

With the beginning of a musical laugh she slumped and bloated strangely,
quietly, a bluish glare shining from her skin.

With the glare came a momentary paralysis of my limbs. I would have run
rather than have seen what [ had to see. [ would have died rather than have seen that
Presence that had horns and a tail and great, shining teeth and lustful, shining eyes.

Leonard took his dry dive through the window just a second before I fainted.
When I awoke, there was nobody at all in the room except myself and the friendly,
curious police.




[(SF Adventures - September 1957]

The Slave

1

The drunken bum known as Chuck wandered through the revelry of the New
Year’s Eve crowd. Times Square was jammed with people; midnight and a whole
new millennium were approaching. Horns tooted, impromptu snake-dances
formed and dissolved, bottles were happily passed from hand to hand; it was min-
utes to A.D. 2000. One of those bottles passed to Chuck and passed no further.
He scowled at a merry-maker who reached for it after he took his swig, and jammed
it into a pocket. He had what he came for; he began to fight his way out of the
crowd, westward to the jungle of Riveredge.

The crowd thinned out at Ninth Avenue, and by Tenth Avenue he was al-
most alone, lurching through the tangle of transport machinery that fed Manhat-
tan its daily billion tons of food, freight, clothes, toys. Floodlights glared day and
night over Riveredge, but there was darkness there too, in patches under a 96-inch
oil main or in the angle between a warehouse wall and its inbound roofed freight-
way. From these patches men looked out at him with sudden suspicion and then
dull lack of care. One or two called at him aimlessly, guessing that he had a bottle
on him. Once a woman yelled her hoarse invitation at him from the darkness, but
he stumbled on. Ten to one the invitation was to a lead pipe behind the ear.

Now and then losing his bearings, he stopped and turned his head peeringly
before stumbling on. He never got lost in Riveredge, which was more than most
transport engineers, guided by blueprints, could say. T.G. was thar way.

He crashed at last into his own shared patch of darkness: the hollow on one
side of a titanic [-beam. It supported a freightway over which the heaviest castings
and forgings for the city rumbled night and day. A jagged sheet of corrugated
metal leaned against the hollow, enclosing it as if by accident.

“Hello, Chuck,” T.G. croaked at him from the darkness as he slid under the
jagged sheet and collapsed on a pallet of nylon rags.

“Yeh,” he grunted.

“Happy New Year,” T.G. said. “I heard it over here. It was louder than the
freightway. You scored.”

169
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“Good guess,” Chuck said skeptically, and passed him the bottle. There was
a long gurgle in the dark. T.G. said at last: “Good stuff.” The gurgle again. Chuck
reached for the bottle and took a long drink. It was good stuff. Old Huntsman.
He used to drink it with—
T.G. said suddenly, pretending innocent curiosity: “Jocko who?”
Chuck lurched to his feet and yelled: “God damn you, I told you not to do
that! If you want any more of my liquor, keep the hell out of my head—and I s¢i//
think you're a phony!”
T.G. was abject. “Don’t take it that way, Chuck,” he whined. “I get a belt of -
good stuff in me and I want to give the talent a little workout, that’s all. You know
[ would not do anything bad to you.”
“You'd better not ... Here’s the bottle.”
It passed back and forth. T.G. said at last: “You've got it too.”
“You're crazy.”
[ would be if it wasn’t for liquor ... but you've got it too.
“Oh, shut up and drink.”
Innocently: “I didn't say anything, Chuck.”
Chuck glared in the darkness. It was true; he hadn’t. His imagination was
hounding him. His imagination or something else he didnt want to think about.
The sheet of corrugated metal was suddenly wrenched aside and blue-white
light stabbed into their eyes. Chuck and the old man cowered instinctively back
into the hollow of the I-beam, peering into the light and seeing nothing but dazzle.
“God, look at them!” a voice jeered from the other side of the light. “Like
turning over a wet rock.”
“What the hell’s going on?” Chuck asked hoarsely. “Since when did you
clowns begin to pull vags?”
T.G. said: “They aren’t the clowns, Chuck. They want you—I can’t see why.”
The voice said: “Yeah? And just who are you, grampa?”
T.G. stood up straight, his eyes watering in the glare. “The Great Hazleton,”
he said, with some of the old ring in his voice. “At your service. Don't tell me who
you are, sir. The Great Hazleton knows. I see a man of authority, a man who works
in a large white building—"
“Knock it off, T.G.,” Chuck said.
“You're Charles Barker,” the voice said. “Come along quietly.”
Chuck took a long pull at the bottle and passed it to T.G. “Take it easy,” he
said. “T’ll be back sometime.”
“No,” T.G. quavered. “I see danger. I see terrible danger.” |
The man behind the dazzling light took his arm and yanked him out of the
shelter of the [-beam.
“Cut out the mauling,” Chuck said flatly.
“Shut up, Barker,” the man said with disgust. “You have no beefs coming.”
So he knew where the man had come from and could guess where the man
was taking him.
At 1:58 A.M. of the third millennium Chuck was slouching in a waiting room

on the 89th floor of the New Federal Building. The man who had pulled him out
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of Riveredge was sitting there too, silent and aloof.

Chuck had been there before. He cringed at the thought. He had been there
before, and not to sit and wait. Special Agent Barker of Federal Security and Intel-
ligence had been ushered right in with the sweetest smile a receptionist could give
him ... .

A door opened and a spare, well-remembered figure stood there. “Come in,
Barker,” the Chief said.

He stood up and went in, his eyes on the grey carpeting. The office hadn’t
changed in three years; neither had the Chief. But now Chuck waited until he was
asked before sitting down.

“We had some trouble finding you,” the Chief said absently. “Not much,
but some. First we ran some ads addressed to you in the open Service code. Don’t
you read the papers any more?”

“No,” Chuck said.

“You look pretty well shot. Do you think you can still work?”

The ex-agent looked at him piteously.

“‘Answer me.”

“Don’t play with me,” Chuck said, his eyes on the carpet. “You never rein-
state.

“Barker,” the Chief said, “I happen to have an especially filthy assign-
ment to deal out. In my time, I've sent men into an alley at midnight after a
mad-dog kiiler with a full clip. This one is so much worse and the chances of
getting a sliver of usable information in return for an agent’s life are so slim
that I couldn’t bring myself to ask for volunteers from the roster. Do you think
you can still work?”

“Why me?” the ex-agent demanded sullenly.

“That’s a good question. There are others. I thought of you because of
the defense you put up at your departmental trial. Officially, you turned and
ran, leaving Jocko McAllester to be cut down by the gun-runners. Your story
was that somehow you knew it was an ambush and when that dawned on you,
you ran to cover the flank. The board didn’t buy it and neither do I—not all
the way. You let a hunch override standard doctrine, and you were wrong and
it looked like cowardice under fire. We can’t have that; you had to go. But
you've had other hunches that worked out better. The Bruni case. Locating
the photostats we needed for the Wayne County civil rights indictment. Dig-
ging up that louse Sherrard’s wife in Birmingham. Unless it’s been a string of
lucky flukes, you have a cerrain talent I need right now. If you have that rtal-
ent, you may come out alive. And cleared.”

Barker leaned forward and said savagely: “That’s good enough for me. Fill
me in.

2

The woman was tall, quietly dressed and a young forty-odd. Her eyes were serene
and guileless as she said: “You must be curious as to how I know about your case.
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It’s quite simple—and unethical. We have a tipster in the clinic you visited. May
[ sit down?”

Dr. Oliver started and waved her to the dun-colored chair. A reaction was
setting in. It was a racket—a cold-blooded racket preying on weak-minded vic-
tims silly with terror. “What's your proposition?” he asked, impatient to get it
over with. “How much do I pay?”

“Nothing,” the woman said calmly. “We usually pay poorer patients a little A
something to make up for the time they lose from work, but I presume you have
a nest-egg. All this will cost you is a pledge of secrecy—and a little time.”

“Very well,” said Oliver stiffly. He had been hooked often enough by sales-
men on no-money-down, free-trial-for-thirty-days, demonstration-for-consumer-
reaction-only deals. He was on his guard.

“I find it’s best to begin at the beginning,” the woman said. “I'm an invest-
ment counselor. For the past five years I've also been a field representative for some-
thing called the Moorhead Foundation. The Moorhead Foundation was organized
in 1915 by Oscar Moorhead, the patent-medicine millionaire. He died very deeply
embittered by the attacks of the muckrakers; they called him a baby-poisoner and
a number of other things. He always claimed that his preparations did just as much
good as a visit to an average doctor of the period. Considering the state of medical
education and licensing, maybe he was right.

“His will provided for a secret search for the cure of cancer. He must have
got a lot of consolation daydreaming about it. One day the Foundation would
announce to a startled world that it had cracked the problem and that old Oscar
Moorhead was a servant of humanity and not a baby-poisoner after all.

“Maybe secrecy is good for research. I'm told that we know a number of
things about neoplasms that the pathologists haven’t hit on yet, including how to
cure most types by radiation. My job, besides clipping coupons and reinvesting
funds for the Foundation, is to find and send on certain specified types of cancer
patients. The latest is what they call a Rotino 707-G. You. The technical people
will cure you without surgery in return for a buttoned lip and the chance to study
you for about a week. Is it a deal?”

Hope and anguish struggled in Dr. Oliver. Could anybody invent such a
story? Was he saved from the horror of the knife?

“Of course,” he said, his guts contracting. “I’ll be expected to pay a share of
the expenses, won't I? In common fairness?”

The woman smiled. “You think it’s a racket, don’t you? Well, it isn’t. You
don’t pay a cent. Come with your pockets empty and leave your checkbook at
home if you like. The Foundation gives you free room and board. I personally
don’t know the ins and outs of the Foundation, but I have professional standing
of my own and I assure you I'm not acting as a transmission belt to a criminal
gang. ['ve seen the patients, Dr. Oliver. [ send them on sick, and I see them a week
or so later well. It’s like a miracle.”

Dr. Oliver went distractedly to his telephone stand, picked up the red book
and leafed through it.

“ROosevelt 4-19803,” the woman said with amusement in her voice.
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l Doggedly he continued to turn the “W” pages. He found her. “Mgrt WIN-
| STON invstmnt cnslr RO4-19803.” He punched the number.

“Winston Investments,” came the answer.

“Is Miss Winston there?” he asked.

“No, sir. She should be back by three if you wish to call again. May I take a
message?”

“No message. But—would you describe Miss Winston for me?”

The voice giggled. “Why not? She’s about five-eight, weighs about 135, brown
hair and eyes, and when last seen was wearing a tailored navy culotte suit with
white cuffs and collar. What're you up to, mister?”

“Not a thing,” he said. “Thanks.” He hung up.

“Look,” the woman said. She was emptying her wallet. “Membership card in
the Investment Counselors’ Guild. U.M.T. honorable discharge, even if it is a re-
duced photostat. City license to do business. Airline credit card. Residential rental
permit. Business rental permit. City motor vehicle parking permit. Blood-donor card.”

He turned them over in his hands. The plastic-laminated things were unan-
swerable, and he gave himself up to relief and exultation. “I'm in, Miss Winston,”
he said fervently. “You should have seen the fellow they showed me after an opera-
tion like mine.” He shuddered as he remembered Jimmy and his “splendid ad-
justment.”

“I don’t have to,” the woman said, putting her wallet away. “I saw my mother
die. From one of the types of cancer they haven'’ licked yet. I get the usual com-
mission on funds I handle for them, but I have a little personal interest in pro-
moting the research end ... .”

“Oh. I see.”

Suddenly she was brisk. “Now, Dr. Oliver, you've got to write whatever let-
ters are necessary to explain that you're taking a little unplanned trip to think things
out, or whatever you care to say. And pack enough things for a week. You can be
on the jet in an hour if you're a quick packer and a quick letter-writer.”

“Jet to where?” he asked, without thinking.

She smiled and shook her head.

Dr. Oliver shrugged and went to his typewriter. This was one gift horse he
would not look in the mouth. Not after Jimmy.

Two hours later the fat sophomore Gillespie arrived full of lies and explana-
tions with his overdue theme on the Elizabethan dramatists, which was full of
borrowings and evasions. On Dr. Oliver’s door was pinned a small note in the
doctor’s handwriting: Dr. Oliver will be away for several days for reasons of health.

Gillespie scratched his head and shrugged. It was all right with him; Dr.
Oliver was practically impossible to get along with, in spite of his vague reputa-
tion for brilliance. A schizoid, his girl called him. She majored in Psych.

| 3

The Moorhead Foundation proved to be in Mexico, in a remote valley of the state
‘ of Sonora. A jetliner took Dr. Oliver and Miss Winston most of the way very fast.
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Buses and finally an obsolete gasoline-powered truck driven by a Mexican took
them the rest of the way very slowly. The buildings were a remodeled rancheria
enclosed by a low, thick adobe wall.

Dr. Oliver, at the door of his comfortable bedroom, said: “Look, will I be
treated immediately?” He seemed to have been asking that question for two days,
but never to have got a plain yes or no answer.

“It all depends,” Miss Winston said. “Your type of growth is definitely cur-
able, and they’ll definitely cure it. But there may be a slight holdup while they’re
studying it. That’s your part of the bargain, after all. Now I'll be on my way. I
expect you're sleepy, and the lab people will take over from here. It’s been a great
pleasure.”

They shook hands and Dr. Oliver had trouble suppressing a yawn. He was
very sleepy, but he tried to tell Miss Winston how grateful he was. She smiled
deprecatingly, almost cynically, and said: “We're using you too, remember? Well,
good-bye.”

Dr. Oliver barely made it to his bed.

His nightmares were terrible. There was a flashing light, a ringing bell, and
a wobbling pendulum that killed him, killed him, killed him, inch by inch, bury-
ing him under a mountain of flashes and clangs and blows while he was somehow
too drugged to fight his way out.

He reached fuzzily in the morning for the Dialit, which wasn’t there. Good God!
he marveled. Was one expected to get up for breakfast? But he found a button that
brought a grinning Mexican with a breakfast tray. After he dressed the boy took

him to los médicos.

The laboratory, far down a deserted corridor, was staffed by two men and a
woman. “Dr. Oliver,” the woman said briskly. “Sit there.” It was a thing like a
dentist’s chair with a suggestion of something ugly and archaic in a cup-shaped
headrest.

Oliver sat, uneasily.

“The carcinoma,” one of the men said to the other.

“Oh, yes.” The other man, quite ignoring Oliver as a person, wheeled over
a bulky thing not much different in his eyes from a television camera. He pointed
it at Oliver’s throat and played it noiselessly over his skin. “That should do it,” he
said to the first man.

Oliver asked incredulously: “You mean I'm cured?” And he started to rise.

“Silence!” the woman snarled, rapping a button. Dr. Oliver collapsed back
into the chair with a moan. Something had happened to him; something terrible
and unimaginable. For a hideous split-second he had known undiluted pain, pure
and uniform over every part of his body, interpreted variously by each. Blazing
headache, eyeache and earache, wrenching nausea, an agony of itching, colonic
convulsions, stabbing ache in each of his bones and joints.

“But—" he began piteously.

“Silence!” the woman snarled, and rapped the button again.
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He did not speak a third time but watched them with sick fear, cringing
into the chair.

They spoke quite impersonally before him, lapsing occasionally into an
unfamiliar word or so.

“Not more than twenty-seven vistch, I should say. Cardiac.”

“Under a good—master, would you call it*—who can pace him, more.”

“Perhaps. At any rate, he will not be difficult. See his record.”

“Stimulate him again.”

Again there was the split-second of hell on earth. The woman was studying
a small sphere in which colors played prettily. “A good surge,” she said, “but not
a good recovery. What is the order?”

One of the men ran his finger over a sheet of paper—but he was looking at
the woman. “Three military.”

“What kind of military, sobr’?”

The man hastily rechecked the sheet with his index finger. “All for igr’ khom.
I do not know what you would call it. A smallship? A killship?”

The other man said scornfully: “Either a light cruiser or a heavy destroyer.”

“According to functional analogy I would call it a heavy destroyer,” the woman
said decisively. “A good surge is important to igr’ i khom. We shall call down the
destroyer to take on this Oliver and the two Stosses. Have it done.”

“Get up,” one of the men said to Oliver.

He got up. Under the impression that he could be punished only in the
chair he said: “What—?”

“Silence!” the woman snarled, and rapped the button. He was doubled up
with the wave of pain. When he recovered, the man took his arm and led him
from the laboratory. He did not speak as he was half-dragged through endless
corridors and shoved at last through a door into a large, sunlit room. Perhaps a
dozen people were sitting about and turned to look.

He cringed as a tall, black-haired man said to him: “Did you just get out of
the chair?”

“It’s all right,” somebody else said. “You can talk. We aren't—them. We're in
the same boat as you. What's the story—heart disease? Cancer?”

“Cancer,” he said, swallowing. “They promised me—"

“They come through on it,” the tall man said. “They do come through on the
cures. Me, [ have nothing to show for it. [ was supposed to survey for minerals here—
my name’s Brockhaus. And this is Johnny White from Los Angeles. He was epilep-
tic—bad seizures every day. But not any more. And this—but never mind. You can
meet the rest later. You better sit down. How many times did they give it to you?”

“Four times,” Dr. Oliver said. “What’s all this about? Am I going crazy?”

The tall man forced him gently into a chair. “Take it easy,” he said. “We
don’t know what it’s all about.”

“Goddamn it,” somebody said, “the hell we don't. It's the Commies, as plain
as the nose on your face. Why else should they kidnap an experienced paper sales-
man like me?”
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Brockhaus drowned him out: “Well, maybe it’s the Reds, though I doubrt it.
All we know is that they get us here, stick us in the chair and then—take us away.
And the ones they take away don’t come back.”

“They said something about cruisers and destroyers,” Oliver mumbled. “And
surges.”

“You mean,” Brockhaus said, “you stayed conscious all the way through?”

“Yes. Didn’t you?”

“No, my friend. Neither did any of us. What are you, a United States Ma-
rine?”

“I'm an English professor. Oliver, of Columbia University.”

Johnny White from Los Angeles threw up his hands. “He’s an English pro-
fessor!” he yelled to the room. There was a cackle of laughter.

Oliver flushed, and White said hastily: “No offense, prof. But naturally we’ve
been trying to figure out what—they—are after. Here we've got a poetess, a
preacher, two lawyers, a salesman, a pitchman, a mining engineer, a dentist—and
now an English professor.”

“I'don’t know,” Oliver mumbled. “But they did say something about cruis-
ers and destroyers and surges.”

Brockhaus was looking skeptical. “I didn't imagine it,” Oliver said stubbornly.
“And they said something about ‘two Stosses.’”

“I guess you didn’t imagine it,” the tall man said slowly. “Two Stosses we've
got. Ginny! This man heard something about you and your old man.”

A white-haired man, stocky in build and with the big, mobile face of an
actor, thrust himself past Brockhaus to confront Oliver. “What did they say?” he
demanded.

A tired-looking blonde girl said to him: “Take it easy, Mike. The man’s beat.”

“It’s all right,” Oliver said to her. “They talked about an order. One of the
men seemed to be reading something in Braille—but he didn’t seem to have any-
thing wrong with his eyes. And the woman said theyd call down the destroyer to
take on me and the two Stosses. But don’t ask me what it means.”

“We've been here a week,” the girl said. “They tell me that’s as long as any-
body stays.”

“Young man,” Stoss said confidentially, “since we're thrown together in this
informal fashion I wonder if I could ask whether you're a sporting man? The deadly
dullness of this place—" He was rattling a pair of dice casually.

“Please, Mike!” the girl said in a voice near hysteria. “Leave the man alone.
What good’s money here?”

“I'm a sporting man, Ginny,” he said mildly. “A friendly game of chance to
break the monotony—"

“You're a crook on wheels,” the girl said bitterly, “and the lousiest monte
operator that ever hit the road.”

“My own daughter,” the man said miserably. “My own daughter that got me
into this lousy can—"

“How was [ supposed to know it was a fake?” she flared. “And it you do die
you won't die a junkie, by God!”
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Oliver shook his head dazedly at their bickering.

“What will this young man think?” asked Stoss, with a try at laughing it off. “I
can see he’s a person of indomitable will behind his mild exterior, a person who won't
let the chance word of a malicious girl keep him from indulging in a friendly—"

“Yeah! I might believe that if I hadn’t been hearing you give that line to farm-
hands and truck-drivers since I was seven. Now you're a cold-reader. My aching torso.”

“Well,” Stoss said with dignity, “#bis time I happened to have meant it.”

Oliver’s head was throbbing. An indomitable will behind a mild exterior. It
rang a bell somewhere deep inside him—a bell that clanged louder and louder
until he felt his very body dissolve under its impact.

He dismissed the bizarre fantasy. He was Dr. Oliver of Columbia. He was
Dr. Oliver of Columbia. He had always been.

The Stosses had drifted to a window, still quarreling. Brockhaus said after a
pause: “It’s a funny thing. He was on heroin. You should see his arms. When he
first got here he went around begging and yelling for a fix of dope because he
expected that he'd want it. But after a few hours he realized that he didn’t want it at
all. For the first time in twelve years, he says. Maybe it was the shocks in the chair.
Maybe they did it intentionally. I don’t know. The girl—there’s nothing wrong
with her. She just came along to keep the old man company while he took the
marvelous free cure.”

A slight brunette woman with bangs was saying to him shyly: “Professor,
I’'m Mitty Worth. You may have heard of me—or not. I've had some pieces in the
New New Review.”

“Delighted,” Dr. Oliver said. “How did they get you?”

Her mouth twisted. “I was doing the Michoacdn ruins. There was a man—
a very handsome man—who persuaded me that he had made an archaeological
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