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ASK YOUR LOGIC

The logics maintenance man turned away
from the screen in bewilderment. Nobody had
told him about the new service of the giant com-
puter-communicator complex. And it didn’t
make sense . . .

“There’s gonna be a lot of complaints,” he
called out to the rest of the work crew. ‘“Sup-
pose a fella asks how to get rid of his wife, and
the censor circvits block the question?”’

“Why not punch for it and see what hap-
pens?”

Just for the fun of it he did—and on the logic
screen appeared all the details: the poison, how
to administer it, why he would never be sus-
pected.

The screen went blank—and the maintenance
boss yelled, “Check your censor circuits—hut
quickl”’

For there was a logic in every home—now
ready and willing to give foolproof instructions
for gratifying any wish anyone might have!
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The Dean of Science Fiction

“There were giants in the earth in those days. . . .
mighty men which were of old, men of renown.”

—Genesis 6:4

SUBCULTURES, T0OO, HAVE their lengendary figures, and
in the world of science fiction, Murray Leinster was
one.

In his later years, Leinster came to be known as the
Dean of Science Fiction. His career in the field spanned
nearly fifty years—remarkable enough in itself. More
remarkable is that he remained a top-ranked writer for
all of those years.

Leinster, in real life an unassuming Virginian named
William Fitzgerald Jenkins (1896-1975), would have
been amused at the Biblical parallel. But like that of the
patriarchs of old, his longevity seemed unbelievable.
Dozens of writers vanished into obscurity; entire schools
of writing rose, flourished, and died—but Leinster car-
ried on.

That took rare ability, but it also took rare dedica-
tion. Nowadays, when science fiction is taught in col-
leges, and a single, good sf movie bids fair to gross
$100 million, it is hard to appreciate the dedication re-
quired of writers like Leinster to make of a marginal
and despised genre something in which they, and their
readers, could take legitimate pride.

A fellow pioneer of those early days once remarked
that writing science fiction took more work and paid
less, than bricklaying—he’d tried both and knew. Brick-
laying pays a lot more these days, and so does science
fiction—but there were and are easier ways of making a
living than sf.

It is important to remember that. The pioneers of sci-
ence fiction were, by and large, commercial writers.
They never talked of Art and Literature; rather of



x THE BEST OF MURRAY LEINSTER

“craftsmanship” and “professional” standards. But that
didn’t mean, as some of today’s less-informed critics
seem to think, that they didn’t care about their work.
Science fiction might be better off today if some of
these critics, and their favorite authors, loved sf as
much as Leinster and some of his colleagues did.

When Leinster began writing science fiction, it wasn’t
even called science fiction. There weren’t any sf maga-
zines—what were called “scientific romances” or “dif-
ferent stories” appeared mostly in adventure pulps,
mixed in with Westerns, spy thrillers, detective stories,
horror tales and the like. Science fiction had no distinct
identity, or any generally recognized standards.

Leinster’s own first story, “The Runaway Skyscra-
per” (1919), was typical of what was called for by a
market that demanded exciting stories but as yet had no
real appreciation of scientific logic or scientific imagi-
nation. A New York skyscraper suddenly plunges back-
ward in time—never mind how or why-—and its occu-
pants have to rough it in the wilderness. ’

But even in his early works, Leinster brought a new
kind of imagination to pulp literature. “The Mad
Planet” (1920), too long to include here, was in the
tradition of the “scientific romances” and pitted men re-
duced to savagery against a world of giant insects and
fungi. Yet the story still somehow seems fresh today.
Leinster was fascinated by the world of insects, and he
makes the reader fascinated—not merely frightened.

When the market called for stories about mad scien-
tists who threatened the world with their mad inven-
tions, Leinster could supply them—but his always had a
distinct logic behind them. In “The City of the Blind”
(1929), a scientific criminal’s invention darkens New
York to cover a wave of robberies. Only to Leinster
would it have occurred to consider what such a device
would do to the weather.

But Murray Leinster did more than improve on exist-
ing models; he wrote new kinds of stories. “Sidewise in
Time,” which opens this collection, is a classic case in
point. One of the most influential sf stories ever written,
it developed a concept of “parallel worlds”—worlds that
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exist in the same time as ours, but in which natural or
human history has taken a different course. That idea has
since been drawn on by H. Beam Piper, Keith Laumer,
and a host of other writers. Some physicists are even
reported to be taking the idea seriously—not the spe-
cific details, of course, but the concept that our universe
may not be the only one in this space—time continuum.

Leinster wasn’t a dour theoretician, by any means—
he was a man who could have fun with ideas and share
that fun with his readers. “The Fourth-dimensional
Demonstrator” takes on the old dream of making
money easily, but it never occurred to others who wrote
parables of greed that a device producing money out of
thin air would do the same for other things, including
girl friends . . .

Or take “A Logic Named Joe,” one of his funniest
stories and one of his most prophetic. Most people
weren’t aware of computers back then, and nobody
realized there might one day be computer information
terminals all over the place—with their attendant prob-
lems. It’s still fun (and sobering, on reflection) to read
about the people who order computer data on how to
1ob banks or cure their neighbors of concupiscence, but
it’s also fun because we know Leinster thought out ideas
that hadn’t even occurred to others.

The same kind of disciplined imagination could be
turned to a really nasty story like “Pipeline to Pluto.”
It’s an uncharacteristically gritty tale of some unpleas-
ant people who meet their comeuppance. But Leinster
could create a whole new kind of comeuppance to satisfy
morality and scientific logic at once, and he did.

Leinster’s type of imagination was not a mere literary
affectation, but was a basic part of the man. When he
wasn’t writing, he was inventing. He had a laboratory in
his home, and some of his inventions seem the very
stuff of science fiction.

Jenkins Systems, widely used in television and the
movies, is a device that allows background scenes to be
projected on a special screen, without showing up on
the actors standing in front of the screen. As described
by its inventor (under the double byline of Will F.
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Jenkins-Murray Leinster) in “Applied Science Fiction,”
the system depends on a precise knowledge of the dif-
ferent ways light can be reflected. But it also depends
on a certain psychology—the psychology of a man who
can see how to make use of such natural phenomena.

Invention is a matter of problem-solving, and one of
Leinster’s favorite forms, especially in his later years,
was what is usually called the scientific problem story.
“Ciritical Difference” is one of a series he wrote in the
1950s, and his own experience in solving scientific
problems is reflected in the manner in which his hero
comes to grips with-a natural crisis that threatens the
existence of human life in the planetary system of an
unexpectedly variable star. The same kind of insight
was, however, shown even early in his career with the
story of Burl, the primitive who discovers how to use his
mind to cope with a savage environment in “The Mad
Planet.”

Leinster was a rationalist, a term which often seems
to be in disfavor—perhaps through association with the
dismal utilitarianism of the Gradgrind School in Dick-
ens’ Hard Times. Anything but a Grandgrind, Leinster
saw reason as a normal part of humanity, and his stories
are always human dramas, not mere classroom exer-
cises.

An admirer of Thomas Aquinas, Leinster believed
that there is a natural order in the universe. In “The
Ethical Equations,” for instance, he even suggests the
possibility of a natural moral order in the imagined
“mathematical proof that certain patterns of conduct in-
crease the probability of certain kinds of coincidences.”

But he was never heavy-handed about presenting his
philosophy in fiction. One of his Med Service stories,
concerning a doctor who deals with medical emergen-
cies on far planets, quoted witty aphorisms from an
imaginary book called The Practice of Thinking, by Fitz-
gerald. Intrigued readers pestered him for years
afterward with inquiries about where they could obtain
the book.

Nor did he ever forget ordinary human touches. On
his interstellar ships, there are recorded sounds: “the



MURRAY LEINSTER—THE DEAN OF SCIENCE FICTION xiii

sound of rain, and of traffic, and of wind in treetops
-and voices too faint for the words to be distinguished,
and almost inaudible music—and sometimes laughter.
The background tape carried no information; only the
assurance that there were still worlds with clouds and
people and creatures moving about on them.”

Leinster saw no necessary conflict between reason
and human emotional needs, but he was fully aware of
the irrational in man and the evil men do. “Keyhole” is
an emotional story, in which it is very fortunate for
Butch and his kind that they are able to offer men a
“reason” for leaving them in peace. A convert to
Catholicism, Leinster never mentioned religion in his sf,
never sought to preach—but the idea of sin is certainly
there.

“First Contact” is the most famous of Leinster’s sto-
ries of encounters between men and aliens. Here he sees
them sharing the same weaknesses—fear, greed, and
mistrust—but also the same strength of intelligent life
everywhere: the ability to use reason to overcome their
own weaknesses as well as the problems of their en-
vironment. The story earned Leinster a place in The
Science Fiction Hall of Fame, a volume of stories voted
the classics of all time by the Science Fiction Writers of
America.

“First Contact” also occasioned a minor ideological
flap in 1959, when Soviet sf writer Ivan Yefremov pub-
lished “The Heart of the Serpent,” a story in which hu-
mans and aliens make friendly contact and don’t have
any problems because they’re all good Communists. A
character in Yefremov’s story speaks disparagingly of
“First Contact,” and sees in its author “the heart of a
poisonous snake.” Characteristically modest and gentle-
maaly, Leinster refused to be drawn into a debate, and
on one occasion expressed more disturbance over Yef-
remov’s apparent prejudice against snakes than over
any criticism of himself.

It would take a very casual reader to suspect Leinster
of xenophobia. “Proxima Ceatauri” was as close as he
came to the BEM (Bug-Eyed Monster) story in which
innocent humans are threatened by the monsters. And
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even in this case, the aliens have a very specific—and
logical—reason for being a threat to their human visi-
tors. One might almost view the conflict as the unfor-
tunate by-product of a local environmental crisis.

In “The Lonely Planet,” by contrast, the grim mo-
ments are all caused by the ignorance, malice, greed,
and downright stupidity of humans. Leinster’s sympathy
for the world-brain of Alyx is characteristic of him—
and of science fiction generally for the last forty years.
There are those, not too well informed, who imagine
this attitude to have been developed only within the last
decade, usually by themselves.

Perhaps the most unusual of Leinster’s contact sto-
ries, “The Strange Case of John Kingman,” never
moves off the Earth at all. There is a subtle irony to the
story: the being in the mental hospital who has been
classed as a lunatic for nearly two hundred years really
is insane—but not for the reasons human doctors have
imagined.

In the 1930s, Leinster wrote several realistic stories
of future warfare, like “Tanks” and ‘Politics.” In
“Symbiosis,” he returned to the future-war theme, but
in a much subtler manner. Kantolia seems defenseless:
no planes, tanks, or heavy guns, no fanciful death rays.
But it has a truly deadly weapon—invaders are helpless
against it. The fact that a man with a troubled con-
science must wield that weapon makes this, too, a very
human story.

“The Power” is a science-fiction story set in a period
when science fiction would have been impossible. Be-
fore you can have either science or science fiction, you
have to have the kind of imagination that makes both
possible. Poor Carolus—he sees, but cannot observe,
still less understand!

One collection could not possibly include all the best
stories of a man who.was a regular contributor to
science-fiction markets for five decades—there are even
important types of fiction Leinster wrote which could
not be represented here because of space limitations.
And there are, of course, novels like The Forgotten
Planet, based on “The Mad Planet” and its sequels.
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Readers haven’t always had a chance to see Leinster
at his best. After quitting an insurance company at age
twenty-one—his boss wanted "him to do something
unethical, so he told the boss what he could do with the
job—Leinster made his living as a writer, in other fields
as well as in science fiction. Unfortunately, it seems that
some publishers would rather reprint his potboilers than
his classics. Then too, some publishers couldn’t tell the
difference between them even when he was alive,

One of his novels, serialized in a magazine, dealt
with space piracy. Aa old and hackneyed theme, but
Leinster redeemed it with a climax in which the hero
uses his knowledge of the hijacked ship’s communica-
tions system to drive the pirates insane. When a paper-
back publisher picked up the novel, however, virtually
all the good stuff was cut out, without the author even
being informed.

In recent years, it has become fashionable to look
down on the pioneers of science fiction. One contempo-
rary author pretentiously dismissed Leinster with the
comment that he wasn’t a Dostoevski—a comment that
means about as much as saying Scott Joplin wasn’t a
Beethoven,

Leinster himself, of course, never claimed to be a
Dostoevski—or anyone else so exalted. He took pride
in doing what he could do well, but was never preten-
tious. Yet it was he, and others like him, who created a
new kind of fiction with its own themes and traditions.
Without them, there would be nothing for today’s
science-fiction writers to turn into Literature—indeed,
today’s science-fiction writers wouldn’t be. Period.

A pioneer of the scientific imagination in fiction—
Leinster was that. But more than a pioneer; that would
not be enough to make him worth reading today. The
history of any literary genre is littered with pioneering
works that are of interest only to scholars, and plenty of
those can be found in the sf magazines of thirty or forty
years ago. Leinster’s classics have escaped that fate.

Oh, you can tell which ones were written in the
1930s as opposed to the 1950s; styles change, after all.
But his stories hardly seem dated at all. “The Fourth-
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dimensional Demonstrator,” for instance, could be
made the basis for a television comedy tomorrow with
only minor changes. Given human nature, the ethical
problems of “First Contact” are as real today as in
1944—much as one might regret some ethnic refer-
ences inspired by World War II.

Leinster was a man who was interested in the
world—in people and ideas. Too many writers can’t
seem to get interested in anything but themselves. Just
as the best teacher is one who can get excited about
what he’s teaching, the best writer is one who can get
excited about what he’s writing. Leinster could and did,
and his stories still communicate that excitement.

From the adventures in parallel worlds of “Sidewise
in Time” to the moral conflicts of “First Contact” to the
grim struggle to save a seemingly doomed world in
“Critical Difference,” Murray Leinster is still a good
read.

John J. Pierce
Berkeley Heights, N.J.
June 28, 1977



Sidewise in Time

FOREWORD

LOOKING BACK, IT seems strange that no one but Profes-
sor Minott figured the thing out in advance. The indica-
tions were more than plain. In early December of 1934
Professor Michaelson announced his finding that the
speed of light was not an absolute—could not be con-
sidered invariable. That, of course, was one of the first
indications of what was to happen.

A second indication came on February 15th, when at
12:40 p.m., Greenwich mean time, the sun suddenly
shone blue-white and the enormously increased rate of
radiation raised the temperature of the earth’s surface
by twenty-two degrees Fahrenheit in five minutes. At
the end of the five minutes, the sun went back to its
normal rate of radiation without any other symptom of
disturbance.

A great many bids for scientific fame followed, of
course, but no plausible explanation of the pheno-
menon accounted for a total lack of after disturbances
in the sun’s photosphere.

For a third clear forerunner of the events of June, on
March 10th the male giraffe in the Bronx Zobdlogical
Park, in New York, ceased to eat. In the nine days fol-
lowing, it changed its form, absorbing all its extremities,
even its neck and head, into an extraordinary, egg-
shaped mass of still-living flesh and bone which on the
tenth day began to divide spontaneously and on the
twelfth was two slightly pulsating fleshy masses.

A day later still, bumps appeared on the two masses.
They grew, took form and design, and twenty days after
the beginning of the phenomenon were legs, necks, and
heads. Then two giraffes, both male, moved about the
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giraffe enclosure. Each was slightly less than half the
weight of the original animal. They were identically
marked. And they ate and moved and in every way
seemed normal though immature animals.

An exactly similar occurrence was reported from the
Argentine Republic, in which a steer from the pampas
was going through the same extraordinary method of
reproduction under the critical eyes of Argentine scien-
tists.

Nowadays it seems incredible that the scientists of
1935 should not have understood the meaning of these
oddities. We now know something of the type of strain
which produced them, though they no longer occur. But
between January and June of 1935 the news services of
the nation were flooded with items of similar import.

For two days the Ohio River flowed upstream. For
six hours the trees in Euclid Park, in Cleveland, lashed
their branches madly as if in a terrific storm, though not
a breath of wind was stirring. And in New Orleans, near
the last of May, fishes swam up out of the Mississippi
River through the air, proceeded to “drown” in the air
which inexplicably upheld them, and then turned belly
up and floated placidly at an imaginary water level
some fifteen feet above the pavements of the city.

But it seems clear that Professor Minott was the only
man in the world who even guessed the meaning of
these—to us—<clear-cut indications of the later events.
Professor Minott was instructor in mathematics on the
faculty of Robinson College in Fredericksburg, Va. We
know that he anticipated very nearly every one of the
things which later startled and frightened the world, and
not only our world. But he kept his mouth shut,

Robinson College was small. It had even been termed
a “jerkwater” college without offending anybody but
the faculty and certain sensitive alumni. For a mere
professor of mathematics to make public the theory
Minott had formed would not even be news. It would
be taken as stark insanity. Moreover, those who be-~
lieved it would be scared. So he kept his mouth shut.

Professor Minott possessed courage, bitterness, and a
certain cold-blooded daring, but neither wealth nor in-
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fluence. He had more than a little knowledge of mathe-
matical physics and his calculations show extraordinary
knowledge of the laws of probability, but he had very
little patience with problems in ethics. And he was pos-
sessed by a particularly fierce passion for Maida Hayns,
daughter of the professor of Romance languages, and
had practically no chance to win even her attention over
the competition of most of the student body.

So much of explanation is necessary, because no one
but just such a person as Professor Minott would have
forecast what was to happen and then prepare for it in
the fashion in which he did.

We know from his notes that he considered the prob-
ability of disaster as a shade better than four to one. It
is a very great pity that we do not have his calculations.
There is much that our scientists do not understand
even yet. The notes Professor Minott left behind have
been invaluable, but there are obvious gaps in them. He
must have taken most of his notes—and those the most
valuable—into that unguessed-at place where he con-
ceivably now lives and very probably works.

He would be amused, no doubt, at the diligence with
which his most unconsidered scribble is now examined
and inspected and discussed by the greatest minds of
our time and space. And perhaps—it is quite proba-
ble—he may have invented a word for the scope of the
catastrophe we escaped. We have none as yet.

There is no word to describe a disaster in which not
only the earth but our whole solar system might have
been destroyed; not only our solar system but our galaxy;
not only our galaxy but every other island universe in all
of the space we know; more than that, the destruction of
all space as we know it; and even beyond that the destruc-
tion of time, meaning not only the obliteration of present
and future but even the annihilation of the past so that
it would never have been. And then, besides, those
other strange states of existence we learned of, those
other universes, those other pasts and futures—all to be
shattered into nothingness. There is no word for such a
catastrophe.

It would be inieresting to know what Professor Minott
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termed it to himself, as he coolly prepared to take ad-
vantage of the one chance in four of survival, if that
should be the one to eventuate. But it is easier to wonder
how he felt on the evening before the fifth of June, in
1935. We do not know. We cannot know. All we can be
certain of is how we felt—and what happened.

It was half past seven a.m. of June 5, 1935. The city
of Joplin, Missouri, awaked- from a comfortable, sum-
mer-night sleep. Dew glistened upon grass blades and
leaves and the filmy webs of morning spiders glittered like
diamond dust in the early sunshine. In the most easternly
suburb a high-school boy, yawning, came somnolently
out of his house to mow the lawn before schooltime. A
rather rickety family car roared, a block away. It back-
fired, stopped, roared again, and throttled down to a
steady, waiting hum. The voices of children sounded
among the houses. A colored washerwoman appeared,
striding beneath the trees which lined this strictly resi-
dential street.

From an upper window a radio blatted: “—one, two,
three, four! Higher, now/—three, four! Put your
weight into it!—itwo, three, four!” The radio suddenly
squawked and began to emit an insistent, mechanical
shriek which changed again to a squawk and then a ter-
rific sound as of all the static of ten thousand thunder-
storms on the air at once. Then it was silent.

The high-school boy leaned mournfully on the push
bar of the lawn mower. At the instant the static ended,
the boy sat down suddenly on the dew-wet grass. The
colored woman reeled and grabbed frantically at the
nearest tree trunk. The basket of wash toppled and
spilled in a snowstorm of starched, varicolored clothing.
Howls of terror from children. Sharp shrieks from
women. “Earthquake! Earthquake!” Figures appeared
running, pouring out of houses. Someone fled out to a
sleeping porch, slid down a supporting column, and
tripped over a rosebush in his pajamas. In seconds, it
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seemed, the entire population of the street was out-of-
doors.

And then there was a queer, blank silence. There was
no earthquake. No house had fallen. No chimney had
cracked. Not so much as a dish or windowpane had
made a sound in smashing. The sensation every human
being had felt was not an actual shaking of the ground.
There had been movement, yes, and of the earth, but no
such movement as any human being had ever dreamed
of before. These people were to learn of that movement
much later. Now they stared blankly at each other.

And in the sudden, dead silence broken only by the
hum of an idling car and the wail of a frightened baby,
a new sound became audible. It was the tramp of
marching feet. With it came a curious clanking and clat-
tering noise. And then a marked command, which was
definitely not in the English language.

Down the street of a suburb of Joplin, Missouri, on
June 5, in the Year of Our Lord 1935, came a file of
spear-armed, shield-bearing soldiers in the short, skirt-
like togas of ancient Rome. They wore helmets upon
their heads. They peered about as if they were as
blankly amazed as the citizens of Joplin who regarded
them. A long column of marching men came into view,
every man with shield and spear and the indefinable air
of being used to just such weapons.

They halted at another barked order. A wizened little
man with a short sword snapped a question at the star-
ing Americans. The high-school boy jumped. The wiz-
ened man roared his question again. The high-school
boy stammered, and painfully formed syllables with his
lips. The wizened man grunted in satisfaction. He
talked, articulating clearly if impatiently. And the high-
school boy turmed dazedly to the other Americans.

“He wants to know the name of this town,” he said,
unbelieving his own ears. “He’s talking Latin, like I
lcarn in school. He says this town isn’t on the road
maps, and he doesn’t know where he is. But all the
same he takes possession of it in the name of the Em-
peror Valerius Fabricius, emperor of Rome and the far
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commers of the earth.” And then the school-boy stut-
tered: “He—he says these are the first six cohorts of
the Forty-second Legion, on garrison duty in Messalia.
That—that’s supposed to be two days’ march up that
way.”

He pointed in the direction of St. Louis.

The idling motor car roared suddenly into life. Its
gears whined and it came rolling out into the street. Its
horn honked peremptorily for passage through the
shield-clad soldiers. They gaped at it. It honked again
and moved toward them.

A roared order, and they flung themselves upon it,
spears thrusting, short swords stabbing. Up to this in-
stant there was not one single inhabitant of Joplin who
did not believe the spear-armed soldiers were motion-
picture actors, or masqueraders, or something else
equally insane but credible. But there was nothing
make-believe about their attack on the car. They as-
saulted it as if it were a strange and probably deadly
beast. They flung themselves into battle with it in a gro-
tesquely reckless valor.

And there was nothing at all make-believe in the
thoroughness and completeness with which they speared
Mr. Horace B. Davis, who had only intended to drive
down to the cotton-brokerage office of which he was
chief clerk. They thought he was driving this strange
beast to slaughter them, and they slaughtered him in-
stead. The high-school boy saw them do it, growing
whiter and whiter as he watched. When a swordsman
approached the wizened man and displayed the severed
head of Mr. Davis, with the spectacles dangling gro-
tesquely from one ear, the high-school boy fainted dead
away.

It was sunrise of June 5, 1935. Cyrus Harding gulped
down his breakfast in the pale-gray dawn. He had felt
very dizzy and sick for just a moment, some little while
since, but he was himself again now. The smell of frying
filled the kitchen. His wife cooked. Cyrus Harding ate.
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He made noises as he emptied his plate. His hands were
gnarled and work-worn, but his expression was of com-
placent satisfaction. He looked at a calendar hung on
the wall, a Christmas sentiment from the Bryan Feed &
Fertilizer Co., in Bryan, Ohio.

“SherifP’s goin’ to sell out Amos today,” he said com-
fortably. “I figger I'll get that north forty cheap.”

His wife said tiredly: “He’s been offerin’ to sell it to
you for a year.”

“Yep,” agreed Cyrus Harding more complacently
still. “Comin’ down on the price, too. But nobody’ll bid
against me at the sale. They know I want it bad, an’ I
ain’t a good neighbor to have when somebuddy takes
somethin’ from under my nose. Folks know it. I'll git it
a lot cheaper’'n Amos offered it to me for. He wanted to
sell it 'meet his int’rest an’ hol’ on another year. I'll git
it for half that.”

He stood up and wiped his mouth. He strode to the
door.

“That hired man shoulda got a good start with his
harrowin’,” he said expansively. “I'll take a look an’ go
over to the sale.”

He went to the kitchen door and opened it. Then his
mouth dropped open. The view from this doorway was
normally that of a not especially neat barnyard, with
beyond it farmland flat as a floor and cultivated to the
very fence rails, with a promising crop of corn as a bor-
der against the horizon.

Now the view was quite otherwise. All was normal as
far as the barn. But beyond the barn was delirium.
Huge, spreading tree ferns soared upward a hundred
feet. Lacy, foliated branches formed a roof of incredible
density above sheer jungle such as no man on earth had
ever seen before. The jungles of the Amazon basin were
parklike by comparison with its thickness. It was a riot-
ous tangle of living vegetation in which growth was bat-
tle, and battle was life, and life was deadly, merciless
conflict.

No man could have forced his way ten feet through
such a wilderness. From it came a fetid exhalation
which was part decay and part lush, rank, growing
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things, and part the overpowering perfumes of glaringly
vivid flowers. It was jungle such as paleobotanists have
described as existing in the Carboniferous period; as the
source of our coal beds.

“It—it ain’t so!” said Cyrus Harding weakly. “It—
ain’t so!”

His wife did not reply. She had not seen. Wearily, she
began to clean up after her lord and master’s meal.

He went down the kitchen steps, staring and shaken.
He moved toward this impossible apparition which cov-
ered his crops. It did not disappear as he neared it. He
went within twenty feet of it and stopped, still staring,
still unbelieving, beginning to entertain the monstrous
supposition that he had gone insane.

Then something moved in the jungle. A long, snaky
neck, feet thick at its base and tapering to a mere six-
teen inches behind a head the size of a barrel. The neck
reached out the twenty feet to him. Cold eyes regarded
him abstractedly. The mouth opened. Cyrus Harding
screamed.

His wife raised her eyes. She looked through the open
door and saw the jungle. She saw the jaws close upon
her husband. She saw colossal, abstracted eyes half
close as the something gulped, and partly choked, and
swallowed She saw a lump in the monstrous neck
move from the relatively slender portion just behind the
head to the feet-thick section projecting from the jungle.
She saw the head withdraw into the jungle and instantly
be lost to sight.

Cyrus Harding’s widow was very pale. She put on her
hat and went out of the front door. She began to walk
toward the house of the nearest neighbor. As she went,
she said steadily to herself:

“It’s come. I'm crazy. They’ll have to put me in an
asylum But T won’t have to stand him any more. I
won’t have to stand him any more!”

It was noon of June 5, 1935. The cell door opened
and a very grave, whiskered man in a curious gray uni-
form came in. He tapped the prisoner gently on the
shoulder.
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“I'm Dr. Holloway,” he said encouragingly. *“Sup-
pose you tell me, suh, just what happened t'you? I'm
right sure it can all be straightened out.”

The prisoner sputtered: ‘“What—why—dammit,” he
protested, “I drove down from Louisville this morning.
I had a dizzy spell and—well—I must have missed my
road, because suddenly T noticed that everything around
me was unfamiliar, And then a man in a gray uniform
yelled at me, and a minute later he began to shoot, and
the first thing I knew they’d arrested me for having the
American flag painted on my car! I'm a traveling sales-
man for the Uncle Sam Candy Bar Co.! Dammit, it’s
funny when a man can’t fly his own country’s flag——"

“In your own country, of co’se,” assented the doctor
comfortingly. “But you must know, suh, that we don’t
allow any flag but ouah own to be displayed heah. You
violated ouah laws, suh.”

“Your laws!” The prisoner stared blankly. “What
laws? Where in the United States is it illegal to fly the
American flag?”

“Nowheah in the United States, suh.” The doctor
smiled. “You must have crossed ouah border unawares,
suh. I will be frank, an’ admit that it was suspected you
were insane. I see now that it was just.a mistake.”

“Border—United——" The prisoner gasped. “I'm
not in the United States? I'm not? Then where in hell
am I?” -

“Ten miles, suh, within the borders of the Confeder-
acy,” said the doctor, and laughed. “A queer mistake,
suh, but theah was no intention of insult. You'll be re-
leased at once. Theah is enough tension between Wash-
ington an’ Richmond without another border incident to
upset ouah hot-heads.”

“Confederacy?” The prisoner choked. “¥ou can’t—
you don’t mean the Confederate States——"

“Of co’se, suh. The Confederate States of North
America. Why not?”

The prisoner gulped. “I—I've gone mad!” he stam-
mered. “I must be mad! There was Gettysburg—there
was——"

“Gettysburg? Oh, yes!” The doctor nodded indul-
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gently. “We are very proud of ouah history, suh. You
refer to the battle in the war of separation, when the
fate of the Confederacy rested on ten minutes’ time. I
have often wondered what would have been the result
if Pickett’s charge had been driven back. Tt was Pickett’s
charge that gained the day for us, suh. England recog-
nized the Confederacy two days later, France in an-
other week, an’ with unlimited credit abroad we won
out. But it was a tight squeeze, suh!”

The prisoner gasped again. He stared out of the win-
dow. And opposite the jail stood an unquestionable
courthouse. Upon the courthouse stood a flagpole. And
spread gloriously in the .breeze above a government
building floated the Stars and Bars of the Confederacy!

It was night of June 5, 1935. The postmaster of
North Centerville, Massachusetts, came out of his
cubby-hole to listen to the narrative. The pot-bellied
stove of the general store sent a comfortable if unneces-
sary glow about. The eyewitness chuckled.

“Yeah. They come around the cape, thirty or forty of
’em in a boat all o’ sixty feet long with a crazy square
sail drawin’. Round things on the gunmnel like—like
shields. An’ rowin like hell! They stopped when they
saw the town an’ looked s’prised. Then they hailed us,
talkin’ some lingo that wa’n’t American. Ole Peterson,
he near dropped his line, with a fish on it, too. Then he
tried to talk back. They hadda lotta trouble understan-
din’ him, or made out to. Then they turned around an’
rowed back. Actors or somethin’, tryin’ to play a joke.
It fell flat,.though. Maybe some of those rich folks up
the coast pullin’ it. Ho! Ho! Ole says they was talkin’ a
funny, old-fashioned Skowegian. They told him they
was from Leifsholm, or somethin’ like that, just up the
coast. That they couldn’t make out how our town got
here. They’d never seen it before! Can y’imagine that?
Ole says they were wikin’s, an’ they called this place
Winland, an’ says What'’s that?”

A sudden hubbub arose in the night. Screams. Cries.
A shotgun boomed dully. The loafers in the general
store crowded out on the porch. Flames rose from half
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a dozen places on the water front. In their light could be
seen a full dozen serpent ships, speeding for the shore,
propelled by oars. From four of their number, already
beached, dark figures had poured. Firelight glinted on
swords, on shields. A woman screamed as a huge,
yellow-maned man seized her. His brazen helmet and
shield glittered. He was laughing. Then a figure in over-
alls hurtled toward the blond giant, an ax held threaten-
ingly.

The giant cut him down with an already dripping
blade and roared. Men rushed to him and they plunged
on to loot and burn. More of the armored figures
leaped to the sand from another beached ship. Another
house roared flames skyward.

And at half past ten a.m. on the morning of June 5th,
Professor Minott turned upon the party of students with
a revolver in each hand. Gone was the appearance of an
instructor whose most destructive possibility was a
below-passing mark in mathematics. He had guns in his
hands now, instead of chalk or pencil, and his eyes were
glowing even as he smiled frostily. The four girls
gasped. The young men, accustomed to seeing him only
in a classroom, realized that he not only could use the
weapons in his hands, but that he would. And suddenly
they respected him as they would respect, say, a burglar
or a prominent kidnaper or a gang leader. He was
raiséd far above the level of a mere mathematics profes-
sor. He became instantly a leader, and, by virtue of his
weapons, even a ruler.

“As you see,” said Professor Minott evenly, “I have
anticipated the situation in which we find ourselves. I
am prepared for it, to a certain extent. At any moment
not only we, but the entire human race may be wiped
out with a completeness of which you can form no idea.
But there is also a chance of survival. And I intend to
make the most of my survival—if we do live.”

He looked steadily from one to another of the stu-
dents who had followed him to explore the extraordi-
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nary appearance of a sequoia forest north of Freder-
icksburg.

“I know what has happened,” said Professor Minott.
“I know also what is likely to happen. And I know what
I intend to do about it. Any of you who are prepared to
follow me, say so. Any of you who object—well—I
can’t have mutinies! I'll shoot him!”

“But—professor,” said Blake nervously, “we ought
to get the girls home——"

“They will never go home,” said Professor Minott
calmly. “Neither will you, nor any of us. As soon as
you're convinced that I'm quite ready to use these
weapons, I'll tell you what's happened and what it
means. I’ve been preparing for it for weeks.”

Tall trees rose around the party. Giant trees. Magnif-
icent trees. They towered two hundred and fifty feet
into the air, and their air of venerable calm was at once
the most convincing evidence of their actuality, and the
most improbable of all the things which had happened
in the neighborhood of Fredericksburg, Virginia. The
little group of people sat their horses affrightedly be-
neath the monsters of the forest. Minott regarded them
estimatingly—these three young men and four girls, all
students of Robinson College. Professor Minott was
now no longer the faculty member in charge of a party
of exploration, but a definitely ruthless leader.

At half past eight a.m. on June 5, 1935, the inhabit-
ants of Fredericksburg had feit a curious, unanimous
dizziness. It passed. The sun shone brightly. There
seemed to be no noticeable change in any of the facts of
everyday existence. But within an hour the sleepy little
town was buzzing with excitement. The road to Wash-
ington—Route One on all road maps—ceased abruptly
some three miles north. A colossal, a gigantic forest had
appeared magically to block the way.

Telegraphic communication with Washington had
ceased. Even the Washington broadcasting stations were
no longer on the air. The trees of the extraordinary for-
est were tall beyond the experience of any human being
in town. They looked like the photographs of the giant
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sequoias on the Pacific Coast, but—well, the thing was
simply impossible.

In an hour and a half, Professor Minott had organ-
ized a party of sightseers among the students. He
seemed to pick his party with a queer definiteness of
decision. Three young men and four girls. They would
have piled into a rickety car owned by one of the boys,
but Professor Minott negatived the idea.

“The road ends at the forest,” he said, smiling. “T'd
rather like to explore a magic forest. Suppose we ride
horseback? I'll arrange for horses.”

In ten minutes the horses appeared. -The girls had
vanished to get into riding breeches or knickers. They
noted appreciatively on their return that besides the
saddles, the horses had saddlebags slung in place. Again
Professor Minott smiled.

“We’re exploring,” he said humorously. “We must
dress the part. Also, we’ll probably want some lunch.
And we can bring back specimens for the botanical lab
to look over.”

They rode forth; the girls thrilled, the young men
pleased and excited, and all of them just a little bit dis-
appointed at finding themselves passed by motor cars
which whizzed by them as all Fredericksburg went to
look at the improbable forest ahead.

There were cars by hundreds where the road abruptly
ended. A crowd stared at the forest. Giant trees, their
roots fixed firmly in the ground. Undergrowth here and
there. Over it all, an aspect of peace and utter seren-
ity—and permanence. The watching crowd hummed
and buzzed with speculation, with talk. The thing they
saw was impossible. It could not have happened. This
forest could not possibly be real. They were regarding
some sort of mirage.

But as the party of riders arrived, half a dozen men
came out of the forest. They had dared to enter it. Now
they returned, still incredulous of their own experience,
bearing leaves and branchel and one of them certain
small berries unknown on the Atlantic coast. )

A State police officer held up his hand as Professor
Minott’s party went toward the edge of the forest.
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“Look here!” he said. “We’ been hearin’ funny
noises in there. 'm stoppin’ anybody else from goin’ in
until we know what’s what.”

Professor Minott nodded. “We'll be careful. I'm Pro-
fessor Minott of Robinson College. We're going in after
some botanical specimens. I have a revolver. We're all
right.”

He rode ahead. The State policeman, without definite
orders for authority, shrugged his shoulders and bent
his efforts to the prevention of other attempts to ex-
plore. In minutes, the eight horses and their riders were
out of sight.

That was now three hours past. For three hours, Pro-
fessor Minott had led his charges a little south of north-
east. In that time they saw no dangerous animals. They
saw some—many—familiar plants. They saw rabbits in
quantity, and once a slinking gray form which Tom
Hunter, who was majoring in zodlogy, declared was a
wolf. There are no wolves in the vicinity of Fredericks-
burg, but neither are there sequoias. And the party had
seen no signs of human life, though Fredericksburg lies
in farming country which is thickly settled.

In three hours the horses must have covered between
twelve and fifteen miles, even through the timber. It
was just after sighting a shaggy beast which was unques-
tionably a woodland buffalo—extinct east of the Rock-
ies as early as 1820—that young Blake protested uneas-
ily against further travel.

“There’s something awfully queer, sir,” he said awk-
wardly. “I don’t mind experimenting as much as you
like, sir, but we’ve got the girls with us. If we don’t start
back pretty soon, we'll get in trouble with the dean.”

And then Minott drew his two revolvers and very
calmly announced that none of them would ever go
back. That he knew what had happened and what could
be expected. And he added that he would explain as
soon as they were convinced he would use his revolvers
in case of a mutiny.

“Call us convinced now, sir,” said Blake.

He was a bit pale about the lips, but he hadn’t
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flinched. In fact, he’d moved to be between Maida
Haynes and the gun muzzle.

“We’d like very much to know how all these trees
and plants, which ought to be three thousand miles
away, happen to be growing in Virginia without any
warning. Especially, sir, we’d like to know how it is that
the topography underneath all this brand-new forest is
the same. The hills trend the same way they used to, but
everything that ever was on them has vanished, and
something else is in its place.”

Minott nodded approvingly. “Splendid, Blake!” he
said warmly. “Sound observation! I picked you because
you're well spoken of in geology, even though there
were—er—other reasons for leaving you behind. Let’s
go on over the next rise. Unless I'm -mistaken, we
should find the Potomac in view. Then I'll answer any
questions you like. I'm afraid we’ve a good bit more of
riding to do today.”

Reluctantly, the eight horses breasted the slope. They
scrambled among underbrush. It was queer that in three
hours they had seen not a trace of a road leading any-
where. But up at the top of the hill there was a road. It
was a narrow, wandering cart track. Without a word,
every one of the eight riders turned their horses to fol-
low it. It meandered onward for perhaps a quarter of a
mile. It dipped suddenly. And the Potomac lay before
and below them.

Then seven of the eight riders exclaimed. There was
a settlement upon the banks of the river. There were
boats in harbor. There were other boats in view beyond,
two beating down from the long reaches upstream, and
three others coming painfully up from the direction of
Chesapeake Bay. But neither the village nor the boats
should have been upon the Potomac River.

The village was small and mud-walled. Tiny, blue-
clad figures moved about the fields outside. The build-
ings, the curving lines of the roofs, and more especially
the unmistakable outline of a sort of temple near the
center of the fortified hamlet—these were Chinese. The
boats in sight were junks, save that their sails were cloth
instead of slatted bamboo. The fields outside the squat
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mud walls were cultivated in a fashion altogether alien.
Near the river, where marsh flats would be normal
along the Potomac, rice fields intensely worked spread
out instead.

Then a figure appeared near by. Wide hat, wadded
cotton-padded jacket, cotton trousers, and clogs—it was
Chinese peasant incarnate, and all the more so when it
turned a slant-eyed, terror-stricken face upon them and
fled squawking. It left a monstrously heavy wooden
yoke behind, from which dangled two buckets filled
with berries it had gathered in the forest.

The riders stared. There was the Potomac. But a
Chinese village nestled beside it, Chinese junks plied its
waters.

“I—I think,” said Maida Haynes unsteadily, “I—
think I’ve—gone insane. Haven't 17”

Professor Minott shrugged. He looked disappointed
but queerly resolute.

“No,” he said shortly. “You’re not mad. It just hap-
pens that the Chinese happened to colonize America
first. It's been known that Chinese junks touched the
American shore—the Pacific coast, of course—long be-
fore Columbus. Evidently they colonized it. They may
have come all the way overland to the Atlantic, or
maybe around by Panama. In any case, this is a
Chinese continent now. This isn’t what we want. We’ll
ride some more.”

The fleeing, squawking figure had been seen from
the village. A huge, discordant gong began to sound.
Figures fled toward the walls from the fields round
about. The popping of firecrackers began, with a chorus
of most intimidating yells.

“Come on!” said Minott sharply. “We'd better
move!”

He wheeled his horse about and started off at a can-
ter. By instinct, since he was the only one who seemed
to have any definite idea what to do, the others flung
after him.

And as they rode, suddenly the horses staggered. The
humans on them felt a queer, queasy vertigo. It lasted
only for a second, but Minott paled a little.
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“Now we'll see what’s happened,” he said com-
posedly. “The odds are still fair, but I'd rather have had
things stay as they were until we’d tried a few more
places.”

v

That same queasy vertigo affected the staring crowd
at the end of the road leading north from Fredericks-
burg. For perhaps a second they felt an unearthly ill-
ness, which even blurred their vision. Then they saw
clearly again. And in an instant they were babbling in
panic, starting their motor cars in terror, some of them
fleeing on foot.

The sequoia forest had vanished. In its place was a
dreary waste of glittering white; stumpy trees buried un-
der snow; rolling ground covered with a powdery, glit-
tering stuff.

In minutes dense fog shut off the view, as the warm
air of a Virginia June morning was chilled by that frigid
coating. But in minutes, too, the heavy snow began to
melt. The cars fled away along the concrete road, and
behind them an expanding belt of fog spread out—and
the little streams and runlets filled with a sudden sur-
plus of water, and ran more swiftly, and rose.

The eight riders were every one very pale. Even Mi-
nott seemed shaken but no less resolute when he drew
rein.

# “I imagine you will all be satisfied now,” he said
composedly. “Blake, you’re the geologist of the party.
Doesn’t the shore line there look familiar?”

Blake nodded. He was very white indeed. He pointed
to the stream.

“Yes. The falls, too. This is the site of Fredericks-
burg, sir, where we were this morning. There is where
the main bridge was—or will be. The main highway to
Richmond should run”—he licked his lips—‘it should
run where that very big oak tree is standing. The Prin-
cess Anne Hotel should be on the side of that hill. I—I
would say, sir, that somehow we’ve gone back in time
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or else forward into the future. It sounds insane, but
T’ve been trying to figure it out »

Minott nodded coolly. “Very good! This is the site of
Fredericksburg, to be sure. But we have not traveled
forward or back in time. I hope that you noticed where
we came out of the sequoia forest. There seems to be a
sort of fault along that line, which it may be useful to
remember.” He paused. “We're not in the past or the
future, Blake. We've traveled sidewise, in a sort of oscil-
lation from one time path to another. We happen to be
in a—well, in a part of time where Fredericksburg has
never been built, just as a little while since we were where
the Chinese occupy the American continent. I think we
better have lunch.”

He dismounted. The four girls tended to huddle to-
gether. Lucy Blair’s teeth chattered.

Blake moved to their horses’ heads. “Don’t get rat-
tled,” he said urgently. “We’re here, wherever it is. Pro-
fessor Minott is going to explain things in a minute.
Since he knows what’s what, we’re in no danger. Climb
off your horses and It ’s eat. I'm hungry as a bear.
Come on, Maida!”

Maida Haynes dismounted, She managed a rather
shaky smile. “I’'m—afraid of—him,” she said in a whis-
per. “More than—anything else. Stay close to me,
please!”

Blake frowned.

Minott said dryly: “Look in your saddlebags and
you’ll find sandwiches. Also you’ll find firearms. You
young men had better arm yourselves. Since there’s now
no conceivable hope of getting back to the world we
know, I think you can be trusted with weapons.”

Blake stared at him, then silently investigated his own
saddlebags. He found two revolvers, with what seemed
an abnormally large supply of cartridges. He found a
mass of paper, which turned out to be books with their
cardboard backs torn off. He glanced professionally at
the revolvers and slipped them in his pockets. He put
back the books.

“I appoint you second in command, Blake,” said
Minott, more dryly than before. “You understand noth-
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ing, but you wait to understand. I made no mistake in
choosing you despite my reasons for leaving you be-
hind. Sit down and I'll tell you what happened.”

With a grunt and a puffing noise, a small black bear
broke cover and fled across a place where only that
morning a highly elaborate filling station had stood.
The party started, then relaxed. The girls suddenly
started to giggle foolishly, almost hysterically. Minott
bit calmly into a sandwich and said pleasantly:

“I shall have to talk mathematics to you, but I'll try
to make it more palatable than my classroom lectures
have been. You see, everything that has happened can
only be explained in terms of mathematics, and more
especially certain concepts in mathematical physics.
You young ladies and gentlemen being college men and
women, I shall have to phrase things very simply, as for
ten-year-old children. Hunter, you’re staring. If you ac-
tually see something, such as an Indian, shoot at him
and he’ll run away. The probabilities are that he never
heard the report of a firearm. We’re not on the Chinese
continent now.”

Hunter gasped, and fumbled at his saddlebags. While
he got out the revolvers, Minott went on imperturbably:

“There has been an upheaval of nature, which still
continues. But instead of a shaking and jumbling of
earth and rocks, there has been a shaking and jumbling
of space and time. I go back to first principles. Time is
a dimension. The past is one extension of it, the future
is the other, just as east is one extension of a more fa-
miliar dimension and west is its opposite.

“But we ordinarily think of time as a line, a sort of
tunnel, perhaps. We do not make that error in the di-
mensions about which we think daily. For example, we
know that Annapolis, King George courthouse, and—
say—Norfolk are all to the eastward of us. But we
know that in order to reach any of them, as a destina-
tion, we would have to go not only east but north or
south in addition. In imaginative travels into the future,
however, we never think in such a common-sense fash-
jon. We assume that the future is a line instead of a
coordinate, a path instead of a direction. We assume
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that if we travel to futureward there is but one possible
destination. And that is as absurd as it would be to ig-
nore the possibility of traveling to eastward in any other
line than due east, forgetting that there is northeast and
southeast and a large number of intermediate peints.”

Young Blake said slowly: “I follow you, sir, but it
doesn’t seem to bear——"

“On our problem? But it does!” Minott smiled,
showing his teeth. He bit into his sandwich again.
“Imagine that I come to a fork in a road. I flip a coin to
determine which fork I shall take. Whichever route I
follow, I shall encounter certain landmarks and certain
adventures. But they will not be the same, whether
landmarks or adventures. ‘

“In choosing between the forks of the road I choose
not only between two sets of landmarks I could encoun-
ter, but between two sets of eve~ts. I choose between
paths, not only on the surface of .ae earth, but in time.
And as those paths upon earth may lead to two differ-
ent cities, so those paths in the future may lead to two
entirely different fates. On one of them may lie oppor-
tunities for riches. On the other may lie the most
prosaic of hit-and-run accidents which will leave me a
mangled corpse, not only upon one fork of a highway in
the State of Virginia, but upon one fork of a highway in
time.

“In short, T am pointing out that there is more than
one future we can encounter, and with more or less ab-
sence of deliberation we' choose among them. But the
futures we fail to encounter, upon the roads we do not
take, are just as real as the landmarks upon those roads.
We never see them, but we freely admit their exis-
tence.”

Again it was Blake who protested: “All this is inter-
esting enough, sir, but still I don’t see how it applies to
our present situation.”

Minott said impatiently: “Don’t you see that if such a
state of things exists in the future, that it must also have
existed in the past? We talk of three dimensions and
one present and one future. There is a theoretic necess-
sity—a mathematical necessity—for assuming more than
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one future. There are an indefinite number of possible
futures, any one of which we would encounter if we
took the proper ‘forks’ in time.

“There are any number of destinations to eastward.
There are any number to futureward. Start a hundred
miles west and come eastward, choosing your paths on
earth at random, as you do in time. You may arrive
here. You may arrive to the north or south of this spot,
and still be east of your starting point. Now start a
hundred years back instead of a hundred miles west.”

Groping, Blake said fumblingly: “I think you're say-
ing, sir, that—well, as there must be any number of fu-
tures, there must have been any number of pasts besides
those written down in our histories. And—and it would
follow that there are any number of what you might call
‘presents.” ”

Minott gulped down the last of his sandwich and
nodded. “Precisely. And today’s convulsion of nature
has jumbled them and still upsets them from time to
time. The Northmen once colonized America. In the se-
quence of events which mark the pathway of our own
ancestors through time, that colony failed. But along
another path through time that colony throve and flour-
ished. The Chinese reached the shores of California. In
the path our ancestors followed through time, nothing
developed from the fact. But this moming we touched
upon the pathway in which they colonized and con-
quered the continent, though from the fear that one
peasant we saw displayed, they have not wiped out the
Indians.

“Somewhere the Roman Empire still exists, and may
not improbably rule America as it once ruled Britain.
Somewhere, not impossibly, the conditions causing the
glacial period still obtain and Virginia is buried under a
mass of snow. Somewhere even the Carboniferous pe-
riod may exist. Or to come more closely to the present
we know, somewhere there is a path through time in
which chketts charge at Gettysburg went desperately
home, and the Confederate States of America is now an
independent nation with a heavily fortified border and a
chip-on-the-shoulder attitude toward the United States.”
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Blake alone had asked questions, but the entire party
had been listening open-mouthed.

Now Maida Haynes said: “But—Professor Minott,
where are we now?”

“We are probably,” said Minott, smiling, “in a path
of time in which America has never been discovered by
white men. That isn’t a very satisfactory state of things.
We’re going to look for something better. We wouldn’t
be comfortable in wigwams, with skins for clothing. So
we shall hunt for a more congenial environment. We
will have some weeks in which to do our searching, I
think. Unless, of course, all space and time are wiped
out by the cause of our predicament.”

Tom Hunter stirred uncomfortably. “We haven’t
traveled backward or forward ir, time, then?”

“No,” repeated Minott. He got to his feet. “That odd
nausea we felt seems to be caused by travel sidewise in
time. It’s the symptom of a time oscillation. We'll ride
on and see what other worlds await us. We’re a rather
well-qualified party for this sort of exploration. I chose
you for your trainings. Hunter, zo6logy. Blake, engi-
neering and geology. Harris”—he nodded to the rather
undersized young man, who flushed at being noticed—
“Harris is quite a competent chemist, I understand.
Miss Ketterling is a capable botanist. Miss Blair——”

Maida Haynes rose slowly. “You anticipated all this,
Professor Minott, and yet you brought us into it. You—
you said we’ll never get back home. Yet you deliber-
ately arranged it. What—what was your motive? What
did you do it for?”

Minott climbed into the saddle. He smiled, but there
was bitterness in his smile. “In the world we know,” he
told her, “I was a professor of mathematics in a small
and unconsidered college. I had absolutely no chance of
ever being more than a professor of mathematics in a
small and unconsidered college. In this world I am, at
least, the leader of a group of reasonably intelligent
young people. In our saddlebags are arms and ammuni-
tion and—more important—books of reference for our
future activities. We shall hunt for and find a world in
which our technical knowledge is at a premium. We
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shall live in that world—if all time and space is not de~
stroyed—and use our knowledge.”

Maida Haynes said: “But again—what for?”

“To conquer it!” said Minott in sudden fierceness.
“To conquer it! We eight shall rule a world as no world
has been ruled since time began! I promise you that
when we find the environment I seek, you will have
wealth by millions, slaves by thousands, every luxury,
and all the power human beings could desire!”

Blake said evenly: “And you, sir? What will you
have?”

“Most power of all,” said Minott steadily. “I shall be
the emperor of the world! And also”—his tone
changed indescribably as he glanced at Maida—*also I
shall have a certain other possession that I wish.”

He turned his back to them and rode off to lead the
way. Maida Haynes was deathly pale as she rode close
to Blake. Her hand closed convulsively upon his arm.

“Jerry!” she whispered. “I’'m—Ifrightened!”

And Blake said steadily: “Don’t worry! I'll kill him
first!”

v

The ferryboat from Berkeley plowed valorously
through the fog. Its whistle howled mournfully at the
regulatlon intervals.

Up in the pilot house, the skipper said confidentially:
“I tell you, I had the funniest feelin’ of my life, just
now. I was dizzy an’ sick all over, like I was seasick an’
drunk all at the same time.”

The mate said abstractedly: “I had somethin’ like
that a little while ago. Somethin’ we ate, prob’ly. Say,
that’s funny!”

((Whatf),’

“Was a lot o’ traffic in the harbor just now, whistlin’,
I ain’t heard a whistle for minutes. Listen!”

Both men strained their ears. There was the rhythmic
shudder of the vessel, itself a sound produced by the
engines. There were fragmentary voice noises from the
passenger deck below. There was the wash of water by
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the ferryboat’s bow. There was nothing else. Nothing at
all.

“Funny!” said the skipper.

“Damn funny!” agreed the mate.

The ferryboat went on. The fog cut down all visibility
to a radius of perhaps two hundred feet.

“Funniest thing I ever saw!” said the skipper wor-
riedly. He reached for the whistle cord and the mourn-
ful bellow of the horn resounded. “We’re near our slip,
though. I wish——"

With a little chugging, swishing sound a steam launch
came out of the mist. It sheered off, th« ‘men in it star-
ing blankly at the huge bulk of the ferry. It made a
complete circuit of the big, clumsy craft. Then someone
stood up and bellowed unintelligibly in the launch. He
bellowed again. He was giving an order. He pointed to
the flag at the stern of the launch—it was an unfamiliar
flag—and roared furiously.

“What the hell’s the matter of that guy?” wondered
the mate.

A little breeze blew suddenly. The fog began to thin.
The faintly brighter spot which was the sun overhead
grew bright indeed. Faint sunshine struggled through
the fog bank. The wind drove the fog back before it,
and the bellowing man in the steam launch grew purple
with rage as his orders went unheeded.

Then, quite abruptly, the last wisps of vapor blew
away. San Francisco stood revealed. But—San Fran-
cisco? This was not San Francisco! It was a wooden
city, a small city, a dirty city with narrow streets and
gas street lamps and four monstrous, barracklike edi-
fices fronting the harbor. Nob hill stood, but it was bar-
ren of dwellings. And

“Damn!” said the mate of the ferryboat.

He was staring at a colossal mass of masonry, four-
square and huge, which rose to a gigantig spiral fluted
dome. A strange and alien flag fluttered in the breeze
above certain buildings. Figures moved in the streets.
There were motor cars, but they were clumnsy and huge.

The mate’s eyes rested upon a horse-drawn carriage.
It was drawn by three horses abreast, and they were
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either so trained or so checkreined that the two outer
horses’ heads were arched outward in the fashion of
Tsarist Russia.

But that was natural enough. When an interpreter
could be found, the mate and skipper were savagely
abused for entering the harbor of Novo Skevsky without
paying due heed to the ordinances in force by the ukase
of the Tsar Alexis of all the Russias. These rules, they
leamed, were enforced with special rigor in all the Rus-
sian territory in America, from Alaska on south.

The boy ran shouting up to the village. “Hey,
grandpa! Hey, grandpa! Lookit the birds!” He pointed
as he ran.

A man looked idly, and stood transfixed. A woman
stopped, and stared. Lake superior glowed bluely off to
westward, and the little village most often turned its
eyes in that direction. Now, though, as the small boy
ran shouting of what he had seen, men stared, women
marveled, and children ran and shouted and whooped
in the instinctive excitement of childhood at anything
which entrances grown-ups.

Over the straggly pine forests birds were coming.
They came in great dark masses. Not by dozens, or by
hundreds, or even by thousands. They came in millions,
in huge dark clouds which obscured the sky. There were
two huge flights in sight at the boy’s first shouting.
There were six in view before he had reached his home
and was panting a demand that his elders come and
look. And there were others, incredible numbers of oth-
ers, sweeping onward straight over the village.

Dusk fell abruptly as the first flock passed overhead.
The whirring of wings was loud. It made people raise
their voices as they asked each other what such birds
could possibly be. Daylight again, and again darkness as
the flocks poured on. The size of each flock was to be
measured not in feet or yards, but in miles of front.
Two, three miles of birds, flying steadily in a single
enormous mass some four miles deep. Another such
mass, and another, and another.
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“What are they, grandpa? There must be millions of
’em!,’

Somewhere, a shotgun went off. Small things dropped
from the sky. Another gunshot, and another. A rain of
bird shot went up from the village into the mass of
whirring wings. And crazily careening small bodies fell
down among the houses.

Grandpa examined one of them, smoothing its ru a-
pled plumage. He exclaimed. He gasped in excitement.
“It’s a wild pigeon! What they used to call passenger
pigeons! Back in *78 there was these birds by billions.
Folks said a billion was killed in Michigan that one
year! But they’re gone now. They're gone like the buf-
falo. There ain’t any more.”

The sky was dark with birds above him. A flock four
miles wide and three miles long made lights necessary in
the village. The air was filled with the sound of wings.
The passenger pigeon had returned to a continent from
which it had been absent for almost fifty years.

Flocks of passenger pigeons flew overhead in thick,
dark masses equaling those seen by Audubon in 1813,
when he computed the pigeons in flight above Kentucky
at hundreds of billions in number. In flocks that were
innumerable they flew to westward. The sun set, and
still the air was filled with the sound of their flying. For
hours after darkness fell, the whirring of wings contin-
ued without ceasing.

vi

A great open fire licked at the rocks against which it
had been built. The horses cropped uneasily at herbage
near by. The smell of fat meat cooking was undeniably
savory, but one of the girls blubbered gustily on a bed
of leaves. Harris tended the cookery. Tom Hunter
brought wood. Blake stood guard a little beyond the
firelight, revolvers ready, staring off into the blackness.
Professor Minott pored over a topographical map of
Virginia. Maida Haynes tried to comfort the blubbering

girl.
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“Supper’s ready,” said Harris. He made even that an-
nouncement seem.somehow shy and apologetic.

Minott put down his map. Tom Hunter began to cut
great chunks of steaming meat from the haunch of veni-
son. He put them on slabs of bark and began to pass
them around. Minott reached out his hand and took one
of them. He ate with obvious appetite. He seemed to
have abandoned his preoccupation the instant he laid
down his map. He was displaying the qualities of a cap-
able leader. )

“Hunter,” he observed, “After you've eaten that
stuff, you might relieve Blake. We’ll arrange reliefs for
the rest of the night. By the way, you men mustn’t for-
get to wind your watches. We'll need to rate them, ulti-
mately.”

Hunter gulped down his food and moved out to
Blake’s hiding place. They exchanged low-toned words.
Blake came back to the fire. He took the food Harris
handed him and began to eat it. He looked at the blub-
bering girl on the bed of leaves.

“She’s just scared,” said Minott. “Barely slit the skin
on her arm. But it is upsetting for a senior at Robinson
College to be wounded by a flint arrowhead.”

Blake nodded. “I heard some noises off in the dark-
ness,” he said curtly. “I’'m not sure, but my impression
was‘that I was being stalked. And I thought I heard a
human voice,”

“We may be watched,” admitted Minott. “But we’re
out of the path of time in which those Indians tried to
ambush us. If any of them follow, they’re too bewil-
dered to be very dangerous.”

“I hope so,” said Blake.

His manner was devoid of cordiality, yet there was
no exception to be taken to it. Professor Minott had
deliberately got the party into a predicament from
which there seemed to be no possibility of escape. He
had organized it to get it into just that predicament. He
was unquestionably the leader of the party, despite his
action. Blake made no attempt to undermine his leader-
ship.
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But Blake himself had some qualifications as a
leader, young as he was. Perhaps the most promising of
them was the fact that he made no attempt to exercise
his talents until he knew as much as Minott of what was
to be looked for, what was to be expected. .

He listened sharply and then said: “I think we’ve di-
gested your lesson of this morning, sir. But how long is
this scrambling of space and time to continue? We left
Fredericksburg and rode to the Potomac. It was
Chinese territory. We rode back to Fredericksburg, and
it wasn’t there. Instead, we encountered Indians who let
loose a flight of arrows at us and wounded Bertha Ket-
terling in the arm. We were nearly out of range at the
time, though.”

“They were scared,” said Minott. “They’d never seen
horses before. Our white skins probably upset them,
too. And then our guns, and the fact that I killed one,
should have chased them off.”

“But—what happened to Fredericksburg? We rode
away from it. Why couldn’t we ride back?”

“The scrambling process has kept up,” said Minott
dryly. “You remember that queer vertigo? We’ve had it
several times today, and every time, as I see it, there’s
been an oscillation of the earth we happened to be on.
Hm! Look!”

He got up and secured the map over which he had
been poring. He brought it back and pointed to a heavy
penciled line. “Here’s a map of Virginia in our time.
The Chinese continent appeared just about three miles
north of Fredericksburg. The line of demarcation was, I
consider, the line along which the giant sequoias ap-
peared. While in the Chinese time we felt that giddiness
and rode back toward Fredericksburg. We came out of
the sequoia forest at the same spot as before. I made
sure of it. But the continent of our time was no longer
there.

“We rode east and—whether you noticed it or not—
before we reached the border of King George County
there was another abrupt change in the vegetation—
from a pine country to oaks and firs, which are not ex-
actly characteristic of this part of the world in our time.
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We saw no signs of any civilization. We turned south,
and ran into that heavy fog and the snow beyond it.
Evidently, there's a section of a time path in which Vir-
ginia is still subject to a glacial climate.”

Blake nodded. He listened again. Then he said:

“You've three sides ofan—an island of time marked
there.”

“Just so,” agreed Minott. “Exactly! In the scram-
bling process, the oscillating process, there seem to be
natural ‘faults’ in the surface of the earth. Relatively
large areas seem to shift back and forth as units from
one time path to another. In my own mind, I've likened
them to elevators with many stories.

“We were on the Fredericksburg ‘elevator,” or that
section of our time path, when it shifted to another
time. We rode off it onto the Chinese continent. While
there, the section we started from shifted again, to an-
other time altogether. When we rode back to where it
had been—well, the town of Fredericksburg was in an-
other time path altogether.”

Blake said sharply: “Listen!”

A dull mutter sounded far to the north. It lasted for
an instant and died away. There was a crashing of
bushes near by and a monstrous animal stepped alertly
into the firelight. It was an elk, but such an elk! It was
a gianty a colossal creature. One of the girls cried out
affrightedly, and it turned and crashed away into the
underbrush.

“There are no elk in Virginia,” said Minott dryly.

Blake said sharply again: ‘“Listen!”

Apgain that dull muttering to the north. It grew
louder, now. It was an airplane motor. It increased in
volume from a dull mutter to a growl, from a growl to a
roar. Then the plane shot overhead, the navigation
lights on its wings glowing brightly. It banked steeply
and returned. It circled overhead, with a queer effect of
helplessness. And then suddenly it dived down.

“An aviator from our time,” said Blake, staring to-
ward the sound. “He saw our fire. He’s going to try to
make a crash landing in the dark.”

The motor cut off. An instant in which there was
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only the crackling of the fire and the whistling of wind
around gliding surfaces off there in the night. Then a
terrific thrashing of branches. A crash

Then a flare of flame, a roaring noise, and the lurid
yellow of gasoline flames spouting skyward.

“Stay here!” snapped Blake. He was on his feet in an
instant. “Harris, Professor Minott! Somebody has to
stay with the girls! I'll get Hunter and go help!”

He plunged off into the darkness, calling to Hunter.
The two of them forced their way through the under-
brush. Minott scowled and got out his revolvers. Still
scowling, he slipped out of the firelight and took up the
guard duty Hunter had abandoned.

A gasoline tank exploded, off there in the darkness.
The glare of the fire grew intolerably vivid. The sound
of the two young men racing through undergrowth be-
came fainter and died away. '

A long time passed—a very long time. Then, very far
away, the sound of thrashing bushes could be heard
again. The gasoline flare dulled and dimmed. Figures
came slowly back. They moved as if they were carrying
something very heavy. They stopped beyond the glow of
light from the camp fire. Then Blake and Hunter reap-
peared, alone.

“He’d dead,” said Blake curtly. “Luckily, he was
flung clear of the crash before the gas tanks caught. He
came back to consciousness for a couple of minutes be-
fore he—died. Our fire was the only sign of human life
he’d seen in hours. We brought him over here. We’ll
bury him in the morning.”

There was silence. Minott’s scowl was deep and sav-
age as he came back to the firelight.

“What-—what did he say?” asked Maida Haynes.

“He left Washington at five this afternoon,” said
Blake shortly. “By our time, or something like it. All of
Virginia across the Potomac vanished at four thirty, and
virgin forest took its place. He went out to explore. At
the end of an hour he came back, and Washington was
gone. In its place was a fog bank, with snow underneath.
He followed the Potomac down and saw palisaded home-
steads with long, oared sh