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Introduction

1 xvow a man who reads science fiction. This s not so very
unusual; T might as truthfully have said that I know a thou-
and men who read science fiction, and perhaps I might even
e honestly able to say that I know no one who does not, in
this era of box-top rocket guns and Martian movies. But this
particular man is a special case: He has read a great deal
of it over a good many years; he reads it because he enjoys
it and not because he writes it, wants to wite it or is mar-

has found to be the embodiment of the avérage reader of
Astounding Science Fiction, the magazine he edits. For
these reasons, among others, when my friend chooses to
deliver an opinion on science fction, I listen.

My friend’s most recent opinion worried me a litfle. He
said, in the precise and pontifical tones of a man who has put
away three Manhattans in three-quarters of an hour: “Science

ction is getting pretty gloomy. Every other story is about
atomic war or the end of the world. Now, when I was a
o0y~

And, when you stop to think about it, in a way my friend
is right. For science fiction has changed a great deal in recent
years. And it is interesting to note that, mutatis mutandis,
it has changed back to the first forms of science fiction—the
prayerful Utopias of More, Bellamy and the Greeks—but with
the other side of the coin uppermost, so to speal

t was as a vehicle for social commentary that science
fiction was first conceived. Even as recent a master as H.G.
Wells adventured into the future o the other dimensions
only in order to find such perfect worlds as to point out the

the stories of science fiction before the beginning of the
Twentieth Century; one has a mental picture of the writers,
repelled by the world around them, capable, under other
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circumstances, of fighting a holy war or running for Congress
on a platform of sweeping reform, setting down on paper their
visions of socicties where every man had freedom and every
man had enough tocat.

trouble with that st of science fction is something
e e
ot s R R
At which point, for the better part of a_half-century,
science fiction veered off on a totally different course: The
emphasis was on the science, the gadgetry, the sense of
wonder and adventure. (You'll find precious little social
commentary in A Princess of Mars or The Skylark of Space,
to name a couple of the most successful science-fiction stories
of a couple of decades ago.
A R e
handed, decided that science fiction could be literature and
form and.

And, when he simultaneously demanded that the stories b
entertaining, he presented his writers with @ problem that
takes a large degree of talent to solve.

For the natue of story-writing is such that tangble things
are the casiest to . If Joo Sciencefictionwriter has to
B Rree s i ol i the one rogit
he can do it most vividly by showing the physical circum-
stances of that wor

Atthe ik o having my Last name tkento be  contracion
for “Pollyanna”, let me go on record as saying that I, at
least, regard the physv(nd circumstances of this world as pretty
wonderful. Like just about everyone I know or you know, T
get plenty to eat; I am seldom in pain, and when T am there.
s usually something that can be done about it; I might have
unpopular views, but they are not likely to result in my being
bumed at the stake or fed to the lions. It is true that things
might be even better, in that I might get even more to cat
o live even longer, but compared with everything that has
gone before, in a physical sense we've got Utopia.

This puts Joe Sciencefictionwriter on a spot. Insofar as he
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is a social critic, think of him as a doctor with the world for
his patient. When the world was ill, Dr. H.G. Wells could
prescribe his medicine and paint beautiful pictures of the
cure. But the patient took that medicine in copious doses;
cight-year-olds no longer work at looms from dawn to dusk,
e R e T
starched collars.

So, having a “healthy” patient (a healthy patient is defined
as one who is not yet ritically ill), Joe Sclenceﬁchun riter
15 charged with prophylasi instead of therapys His storles
don't 10 much show 1 what to work toward a what £ avolll
Yor a few sample prescriptions, consult Dr. Eisner, Lelber
Evans, Sheckley, Heinlein and Kombluth herein.

OF course, @ science fcion FE definition an answer
to the question “What would happen, if~?", and the ‘i’
silmhon is not alwnys cosmic in scope. (For xml.lnce, the

specimens _which follow by Messis. Wyndham, Asimov,
WL 5 an Pivec) Bt nalo of mersaal, lboryR Rl
1 have enjoyed all of these stories very much, and I think
you will too

s0, a special vote of thanks is due to H.L. Gold, not
only for advice and encouragement but for having been re-
B chilble, i hi Gl Sctance Fiotion) for the fist appesr-
ance of a clear majority of the stories in this bo

—FredenL Pohl
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ROBERT A. HEINLEIN

On anyone’s list of the five best science-fiction writers, you're likely
“to notice Isaac Asimov; you'll probably find Ray Bradbury; and you
may encounter any of a dozen or more others. But one name you
will find on just about every list, and that name is Robert A. Hein-
lein. Over o decade and o hulf he has managed to produce  dosen
firs-rate books, o cast number of sores that spread out from the
cisit aguaiios inio vich sider markete 20 Augoey, COTIESH
o The Satusday Evening Post, and ch by el = prodigious
writing carcer as the story for Destination Moon, one of the best
science-fiction motion pictures ever to. kit the screen. His secret?
It's simple. To match Bob Heinlein's record of accomplishment, all
one has to do is sit down at the typewriter and turn out as fres
skillful and absorbing a story

The Year of the Jackpot

At rinst Panphax Breen did not notice the girl who was
undressing.

6 aa-stanlia st & i st only e fock sy B

s indoors, but that would not have kept him from noticing;
was seated in a drugstore booth adjacent to the bus stops
there was nothing between Potiphar and the young lady but
plate glass and an oceasional pedestrian.

Nevertheless he did not look up when she began to peel.
Propped up in front of him was a Los Angeles Times; beside
it, still unopened, were the Herald-Express and the Daily
News. He was scanning the newspaper carefully, but the
headline stories got only a passing glance.

He noted the maximum and minimum temperatures in

THE YEAR OF THE JACKPOT by Robert A. Heinlein. Copy-
right, 1951, by Galaxy Publishing Corp reprinted by permission
of the author and his agent, Lurton Bla
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Brownsville, Texas, and entered them in a neat black note-
book. He did the same with the closing pries of three blus
chips and two dogs on the New York Exchange, as well as
the total number of shares.

He then began a rapid sifting of minor news stories, from
time to time entering briefs of them in his little bo

The items he recorded seemed randomly unrelated—among
them a publicity release in which Miss National Cottage
Cheese Week announced that she intended to marry and
have twelve children by a man who could prove that he had
been o lfclong vegetarian, a cireunstantil but vildly un-

1

likely Flying Saucer report, and a call for prayers for rain
throughout Southern Cahforni,
Potiphar had just written down the names and addresses

ok thrce residents F Watts, alifegoda, who had been msatas
lously healed at a tent meeting of the God-is-All First Truth
Bretizen by the Reverend Dickie Bottomiey, the eight year
old evangelist, and was_ preparing to_tackle the Herald-
Espress, when he glanced over his reading lases Pt
the amateur ecdysiast on the street comer outsi

5 o paced s clames i thele s foldd
newspapers and put them carefully in his right coat pocket,
counted out the exact amount of his check and added fiftcen
per cent. He then took his raincoat from a hook, placed it
over his arm, and went outside.

the girl was practically down to the buff. It
seemed to Potiphar Breen that she had quite a lot of buff, yet
she had not pulled much of a house. The comer newsboy had
stopped hawking his disasters and was grinning at her, and a
mixed pair of transvestites who were apparently waiting for

diffeence to the unusual of the true Southern Californian,
they went on their various way:

i it et ariy) rabing! Tha 1o mate
of the team wore a frilly feminine blouse, but his skirt was
& conservative Seottsh. it His Temale companion wore &



THE YEAR OF THE JACKPOT 13

business st and Homburg b sho staed withlvly ineret,

As Breen approached, the girl hung a serap of nylon
e e i e e
officer, looking hot and unhappy, crossed with the ngh's and
came up to them.

* “Okay,” he said in a tired voice, “thatl be all, lady. Get
them duds back on and clear out of here.”

‘The female transvestite took a cigar out of her mouth. “Just
whatbusiness it of yours, offcer?” shosked,

to her. “Keep out of thisl” He ran his
e gemp, andthat of her companion. “ ought
o run both of you in, too.”

The transvestite raised her eyebrows, “Arrest us for being
clothed, arrest her for not being. I think I'm going to like
this.” She tumed to the girl, who was standing stll and | saying
nothing, as if she were puzzled by what was going on.
B = e e
this uniformed Neanderthal persists in annoying you, Tl be

delighted to handle him.”
The man in kilts said, “Grace! Pleasel”
She shook him off. “Quiet, Norman. This is our business.”

Sho went on to the policeman, “Well> Call the wagon. In the
‘meantime, my client will answer no questions.”

‘The official looked unhappy enough to cry and his face
was getting dangerously red. Breen quietly stepped forward
and lpped is aincostaround th shoulders ofthe girl

 looked startled and spoke for the first time. “Uh—
0 2 5 o1 i ot bt T o o

The female attomey glanced at Breen then back to the
cop. “Well, officer? Ready to arrest us?”

He shoved his face close to hers. *I ain't going to give you
the satisfaction” Ho sghed and added, “Thanks, Mr. Breen.

‘ou know

Mllkecare e o forget it, Kawonski.”

“I sure hope so. If she’s w:th you, Tl do just that. But
ge!herou!ofhexv Mr. asel

"Tho lawyer Intéirupted. “Tust & momet. You'ro interfering
‘with my client.”
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Kawonski said, “Shut up, youl You heard Mr. Breen—she's
with him. Right, Mr. Bre

“Well-yes Tina riend. Tl take care of her.”

The transvestite said suspiciously. “I didn't hear her say
that.”
er companion said, “Gracel There's our bus.”

(Al X dic'e beas hex sy, she was sour client” the cop
retorted. “You look like a—" his words were drowned out by
the bus brakes-and besides that, I you d dont climb on that
busand get off my teritory, I

“You'll what?”

“Gracel We'll miss our bus.”

“Just a moment, Norman. Dear, is this man really a friend
of yours? Are you with him?”

e gil Jooked uncertainly at Breen, then said in a low
.U s e T

i o, compenioniplled sther s 1
shoved hcx card into Breen's hand and got on the bus. It

pulled
e

Kawonski wiped his forehead. “Why did you do it, lady?”
he said peevishly.

‘The girllooked puzzled. “I-1 don't know:”

You hear that, M. Brcen? Thats what they all say. And
if you pull ‘em in, there’s six more the next day. The Chief
saf1-Ho sighed. “The Chief said—well, if T Fnd airested
her like that female shyster wanted me to, I'd be out at a
Hundred and Ninety-sixth and Ploughed Ground tomorrow.
moming, thinking about reirement. So ge her out of here,
will y

The girl said, “But.

“No buts), Iady. Just be ghd a real gentleman like Mr.
Breen is willing to help you." He gathered up her clothes,
handed them to her. When she reached for them, she again
exposed an uncustomary amount of skin. Kawonski hastily
gave the clothing to Breen instead, who crowded them into
his coat pockets.
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She let Breen lead her to where his car was parked, got in
and tucked the raincoat around her so that she was rather
‘more dressed than a girl usually is. She looked at

She saw a medium-sized and undistinguished man who
was slipping down the wrong side of thirty-five and looked
older. His eyes had that mild and slightly naked look of the
habitual spectacles-wearer who is not at the moment with
glasses. His hair was gray at the temples and thin on top.
His herringbone suit, black shoes, white shirt, and neat tie
smacked more of the East than of California.

aw a face which he classified as “pretty” and “whole-
some” rather than “beautiful” and “glamorous.” It was topped
by a healthy mop of light brown hair. He set her age at
twenty-five, give or take cighteen months. He smiled gently,
climbed in without speaking and started his car.
He tumed up Doheny Drive and cast on Sunset. Near
La Cienega, he slowed down. “Feeling better?”

“Uh, I guess so Mr.—Breen?”

“Call me Potiphar. What's your name? Don't tell me if you
don't want to.”

“MeP I'm—I'm Meade Barstow.”

“Thank you, Meade. Where do you want to gcP Home?

“I suppose so. Oh, my, no. I can’t go home like this.” she
dlutched the coattghtly 1 her.

“Parents?”

“No. My Lmdl..dy. She'd be shocked to death.”

“Where, then?”

She thou ghl “Maybe we could stop at a flling station and
T could sneak into the ladies’ room.”

“Maybe. See here, Meade-my house is six blocks from
here and has a garage entrance. You could get inside without
being seen.”

She stared. “You don't look like a wolfl”

“Oh, but T am! The worst sort.” He whistled and gnashed
his teeth. “See? But Wednesday is my day off.”

She looked at him and dimpled. “Oh, welll I'd rather
‘wrestle with you than with Mrs. Megeath. Let's go.”
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He tumed up into the hills. His bachelor diggings were
one of the many little frame houses clinging like fungus to
the brown slopes of the Santa Monica Mountains. The garage
‘was notched into this hill; the house sat on it.

e drove in, cut the ignition, and led her up a teetery
inside stairway into the living room.

“In there,” he said, pointing. “Help yourself.” He pulled
her clothes out of his coat pockets and handed them to her.

She blushed and took them, disappeared into his bedroom,
He heard her tum the key in the lock. He settled down in
his easy chair, took out his notebook, and started with the
Horald-Expres

6 Was Bishing tha Dty Netor and Bad addsd several
notes to his collection when she came out. Her hair was neatly
rolled; her face was restored; she had brushed most of the
wrinkles out of her skirt. Her sweater was ncither too tight
nor deep cut, but it was pleasantly filled. She reminded him
of well waterand farm breakiusts.

his raincoat from her, hung it up, and said, “Sit
it

She said uncertainly, “T had better go.”

“If youmust, but I had hoped to talk with you.”

“Well" She sat down on the edge of his couch and looked
around. The room was small, but as neat as his necktic and as
clean as his collar. The fireplace was swept; the floor was bare
and polished. Books crowded bookshelves in every possible
space. One comer was filled by an elderly flat-top desk; the
papers on it were neatly in order. Near it, on its own stand,
was a small electric calculator. To her right, french windows
gave out on a tiny porch over the garage. Beyond it she could
see the sprawling city, where a few neon signs were already
blinking.

She sat back a little. “This is a nice room—Potiphar. It
Tooks like you.”

1 take that s 3 compliment, Thark you.” She did not
answer; he went on, “Would you like a drink?

“Oh, would 11" $he shivered. “I guess Fe got the jitters.”

He stood up. “Not surprising. What'l it be?”
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She took Scotch and water, no ice; he was a Bourbon-and-
gingerale man. She soaked up half her highball in silence,
then put it down, squared her shoulders and said, “Potiphar?”

“Yes, Meade?”

“Look, if you brought me here to make a pass, I wish you'd
g0 ahead and make it. It won't do you a bit of good, but it
makes me nervous to wait.”
He said nothing and didnot change his expresi
She went on uneasily, “Not that I'd blame you for trying—
under the circumstances. And I am grateful. But . . . well,
it's just that I don't—"
e over and took both her hands. “I haven't the
slightest thought of making a pass at you. Nor need you
feel grateul. 1 buted in because 1 was intrested n your

“My caseP Are you a doctor? A psyehiatrst?”
He shook his head. “I'm a mathematician. A statis
be precise.”
“Hub?Tdon't getit.”
on't worry about it. But 1 would like to ask some ques-
tions. May I?”
“Oh,surel Of course I we you that much-—and then some.”
“You owe me nothing. Want your drink swectene
She gulped the balance and handed him her glass then
followed him out into the kitchen. He did an exact job of
measuring and gave it back.
“Now tell me why you took your clothes off,” he said.

ician, to

She frowned. “I don't know. I don't know. I don't know.
T guess 1 just went crazy.” She added, round-eyed, “But T
don't feel crazy. Could T go off my rocker and not know it?”

“You're not crazy . . . not more so than the rest of us,” h
amended. “Tell me, where did you see someone else do this

“Huh? I never have.

“Where did you read about it?”

“But I haven’t. Wait a minute—those people up in Canada.
Dooka-somethings.”
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“Doukhobors, That's all? No bareskin swimming parties?
Nostrip poker?”

She shook her head. “No. You may not believe it, but I was
the kind of a little girl who undressed under her nightie.”
She colored and added, “T still do—unless I remember to tell
myselfit's i

“I'believe it. No news stories?”

“No. Yes, there was! About two weeks ago, I think it was.
Some girl in a theater—in the audience, I mean. But I thought
it was just publicity. You know the stunts they pull here.”

He shook his head. “It wasn't. February ard, the Grand
Theater, Mos. Alvin Copley. Charges dismissed.”

How di you o™

“Exc " He went to his desk, dialed the City News
Burcau. <AI> This 1 Pot Breen, They stll sitting on that

y? . . . Yes, the Gypsy Rose file. Any new ones today?”

He waited. Meade thought that she could make out
swearing.

“Take it casy, Ali—this hot weather can't last forever. Nine,
eh? Well, od. anather-Senta Monica' Boulevard, the this
afternoon, No_arrest.” He added, “Nope, nobody got her
name, A middle-aged woman with a cast in one eye. e
s Wil T
itied upf But its rounding fnto @ very, very, interestng

one down.
Cast in one eye, indeed!”

“Shall I call him back and give him your name?”

“Oh, no!”

“Very well. Now, Meade, we seemed to have located the
point of contagion in your case—Mrs. Copley. What Id like
to know next is how you felt, what you were thinking about,
when you did it.

She was frowning intently. “Wait a minute, Potiphar. Do
T andenstand that mine ohér girls bave pullad the stunt T
pulled;

“Oh, no. Nine others foday. You are—" he paused bricfly—
“the three hundred and nineteenth case in Los Angeles
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County since the first of the year. I don't have figures on
the rest of the country, but the suggestion to clamp down
on the stories came from the eastern news services when the
papers here put our first cases on the wire. That proves that
it'sa problem elsewhere, too.

“You mean that women all over the country are peeling
off their clothes in public? Why, how shocking!”

e aid nothing. Sho blushed agun and insisted, “Well it
is shocking, even if it was me, this time.
“No, Meade. One case is shocking; over three hundred
makes it scientifically interesting. That's why I want to know

how it felt. Tell me about it.”

“But—all right, T try. 1 told you' T don't know why T did

it; Istill don't. I
“You remember it?”

“Oh, yes! I remember getting up off the bench and pulling
up my sweater I remember unzipping my kit I remenien

Hhinking T would have to hury beoause I could see my b

R 1 5 Dicks o it Tinaninbes bl
it felt when 1 finally~" She Teuted s Lei el R
Istill don't know why.”

TWhat were you thinking sbout fut before you stood up?”
l don’t remem!

e e e What vt passing by? Where were
your ands? Were your legs crossed or uncrosted? Was there
4 up What were you

"Nobody was on the bench w|lh me. 1 had my hands in my
lap. Those characters in the mixed-up clothes were standing
bt 1 i paving srication t g g e
except that my feet hurt and I wanted to get home—and how
B o e e e
became distantsuddeny 1 knew what I had to do and it
was very urgent that I do it. So I stood up and I—and I-"
Her voice became shrill

“Toke itesey! o sidsharply. “Don't ol agin.”

Mr. Breen! I wouldn't do anything like that.”

O cnuree ot Them st happened after you undressed?”
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“Why, you put your raincoat around me and you know.
the rost* She faced him. “Say Potiphar, what were you doing
with a raincoat? It hasn't rained in weeks. This is the driest,
hottest rainy season in years.”

“Insixty-eight years, to be exact.”

“Sixty—

“I carry a raincoat anyhow. Just a notion of mine, but T
feel that when it does rain, it's going to rain awfully hard.”
He added, “Forty days and forty nights, maybe.”

She decided that he was being humorous and laughed.

He went on, “Can you remember how you got the idea of
undressing?”

She swirled her glass and thought. “I simply don’t know.”

He nodded. “That’s what T expected.”

“I don't understand—unless you think I'm crazy. Do you

“No. I think you had to o it and could not help it e
don'tknow why and can'tknow why.”

‘But you know.” She said it accusingly.

“Maybe. At least I have some figures. Ever take any interest
in statistics, Meade?”

She shook her head. “Figures confuse me. Never mind
statistics—I want to know why 1 did what I did!”

e Jocked at ber very sobery. °T think we'ro lommings,
eade:

She looked puzzled, then horrified. “You mean those little
fumy mouslike creatures? Theonestht.

. The ones that periodically make a death migration,
B o oot of ilioas of B A HateE
in the sea. Ask a lemming why he does it. If you could get
him to slow up his rush toward death, even money says
yould onalize bis mswer as wel asany colege graduste.
But he does it because he has to—and so

“That's a horrid idea, Potiphar.”

“Maybe. Come here, Meade. Il show you figures that con-
fuse me, too.” He went to his desk and opened a drawer,
took out a packet of cards. “Here's one. Two weeks ago, a
man sues an entire state legislature for alienation of his wife’s
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affection—and the judge lets the suit be tried. Or this one—
& patent application for  device to sy the globe over on i3
side and warm up the artic regions. Patent denied, but

T R e
‘payments on North Pole real estate before the postal authori-
e stepped in, Now he's fighting the case an it looks s if

‘might win. And here—prominent bishop proposes applied

courses i the so-caled facts o ife 1n high schooloe

He put the card away hastily. “Here's a dilly—a bill intro-
duced in the Alabama lower house to repeal the laws of
atomic energy. Not the et but the natural laws
concerning nuclear physics; the wording makes that plain.”
He shrugged. “How ol anyon get?*

“They're crazy.”

“No, Meade. One like that might be crazy; a lot of them
becomes a lemming death march. No, don't object-—Tve
pltted them on's curve. The last time we had anything ke
this was the so<alled Era of Wonderful Nonsense But
e 1 dald b ookt

phe “The amplituds s more than twics as great and
we haven't reached peak. What the peak will be, I don't
dare guess—three separate thythms, reinforcing.”

She peered at the curves. “You mean that the lad with
thearcicreal estato den is somowhere on this ine?”

“He adds to it. And back here on the last crest are the
et sittiesa i el gl silloyeca i SO POt R
and the marathon dancers and the man who pushed a peanut
up Pikes Peak with his nose. You're on the new crest—or you
willbe when Tadd youin.

She madea face. “I don't like it.”

“Neither do L But it's as clear as a bank statement. This
the human race is letting down its hair, fipping its lip
ith a finger, and saying, ‘Wubba, wubba, wubba.””

She shivred. “Do you suppose I could have another drink?
ThenT

e b e you a dinner for answering
questions. Pick a place and we'll have a cocktail before.”

She chewed her lip. “You don't owe me anything. And I

ye:
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don't feel up to facing a restaurant crowd. T might—T might

“No, you wouldn't,” he said sharply. “It doesn't hit twice.”

“You're sure? Anyhow, I don't want to face a crowd.” She
glanced at his knchen door. “Have you anything to cat in
there? I can cool

“Unm, breakfast things. And there’s a pound of ground top
xound in the freczer compartment and some rolls. 1 some-
times make hamburgers when I don't want to go out.”

She headed for the kitchen. “Drunk or sober, fully dressed
or—or naked, I can cook. You'llsce.”

He did see. Open-faced sandwiches with the meat married
to toasted buns and the flavor gamished rather that sup-
pressed by scraped Bermuda onion and thin-sliced dill, a
salad made from things she had scrounged out of his refrig-
erator, potatoes crisp but not vulcanized. They ate it on the

He sighed and wiped his mouth. “Yes, Meade, you can
ook.”

day Tl arive with proper materials and pay you
back. Then Il prove it

You've already proved it. Nevertheless, I accept, But T
tell you three times—which makes it true, of course—that you
oweme nothing

NP I you hadt beeia Boy Scout, Id be in fal”

Breen shook his head. “The police have orders to keep it

B s e
ear, you weren't a person to me at the time. I
didtevenseeyour fce.”
“You saw plenty el

“Trathfully, 1 dn’tlock, You were justa a statistic.

She toyed with her knife and said puzzled, “I'm not sure,
but I think I've just been insulted. In all the twenty-five years
that I've fought men off, more or less successfully, I've been
called a lot of names-but a ‘statistic?’ Why, T ought to take
yoursliderule and hau youtodeath withit

My dear young lad.
Sl Nt s B it st i
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“My dear Meade, then. I wanted to tell you, before you
did anything hasy, that in colege I wrestled varsity middle-
weight.”

She grinned and dimpled. “That's more the talk a girl likes
to hear. I was beginning to be afraid you had been assembled
in3n adding machine facory. Potty,you'ereally a dear”

tis a diminutive of my given name, I like it. But
ifit refers to my waist line, I definitely resent it.”

She resched soross and patted bis stomach, 7 ke
waist line; lean and ungry men are diffult. If I were oo
ing for you regularly, Id really pad it.

“Is that a proposal?”

“Let it lie, let it lie. Potty, do you really think the whole
country is losing its buttons?”

e sobered atonce. “Tes worse than that”

u
“Come inside. I'll show you.”

They gathered up dishes and dumped them in the sink,
Breentalkingall the whie.
, T was fascinated by numbers. Numbers are pretty
d'ungs i e e configarations. 1
ook iy dogres in math, of comnse, angat & Job s & filon
actuary with Midwestern Mutual—the insurance outfit. That
was fun. No way on Earth to tell when a particular man is
going to die, but an absolute certainty that so many men of

You didn't have to know why; you could predict with dead
certainty and never know why. The equations worked; the
curves were right.

“I was interested in astronomy, too; it was the one science
where individual figures worked out neatly, completely, and
accurately, down to the last decimal point that the instru-
ments were good for. Compared with astronomy, the other

"“T found thers were nooks and crannies n astronormy where
individual numbers wou't do, where you have to go over



24 SHADOW OF TOMORROW

to statistes, and T became even moro interested. 1 oined the
Vasiblo tar Asocaton and [ might bave gone it asron-
y prfessonally, insead of what T in now-—business

O et Lo e e et e

s conslon ™ repeated Meade. “Income
work?”

“Oh, no. That’s too elementary. I'm the numbers boy for
a firm of industrial engineers. I can tell a rancher exactly
how many of his Hereford bull calves will be sterile. Or I
can tell a motion picture producer how much rain insurance
to cary on location. Or maybe how big 3 company in &
particular line must be to carry its own risk in industrial
accideats. And T ight. Im always right-

“Wait a minute. Seems to me a big company would have
to have insurance.”

“Contrariwise. A really big corporation begins to resemble
astatistical universe.”

“Huh?”

“Never mind. T got interested in something else—cycles.
Gycles are everything, Meade. And everywhere, The tides.
‘The seasons. Wars. Love. Everybody knows that in the spring
the young man’s fancy lightly turns to what the girls never
stopped thinking about, but did you know that it runs in an
eighteen-year-plus cycle as well? And that a girl born at the
umong swing of the curve does't stand nearly a5 good &
chance as her older or younger sister?

Zlsthat why I'mstilla doddering old maid?”

“You're twenty. ndered. “Maybe, but your
chances are lmpxm/mg again; the curve is swinging up. Any-
how, remember you are just one statistic; the curve applies
to the group. Some girls get married every year.”

“Don't call me a statistic,” she repeated firmly.

“Sorry. And marriages match up with acreage planted to
wheat, with wheat cresting ahead. You could almost say that
planting wheat makes people get married.”

<.

ounds silly.’
“It is silly. The whole notion of cause-and-effect is prob-
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ably supersttion. But the same cycle shows a peak in house
building rightafter a peak in marriages:

“Does it? How many newlyweds do you know who can
afford to build a house? You might as well blame it on wheat
*acreage. We don't know why itjustis”

“Sun spots, maybe!

SR spts with stock rices, o Calumbia
River salmon, or woma

blaming Sun spots for salmon. We don't know. But the curves
£0 on just the same.”

“But there has to be some roason behind it.”

“Does there? That's mere assumption. A fact has no ‘why."
There it stands, self-demonstrating. Why did you take your
clothes off today?”

She frowned. “That's not fair.”

“Maybe not. But I want to show you why I'm worried.”

He went into the bedroom, came out with a large roll of
tracing paper.
“We'l spread it on the floor. Here they are, all of them.

e s4-year cycle—sece the Civil War there? Sce how it

i e e i s sl el
cycle, the 41-month shorty, the three rhythms of Sun spots—
everything, all combined in one grand chart, Mississippi
River floods, fur catches in Canada, stock market prices, mar-
riages, epidemics, freight-car loadings, bank clearings, locust
plagues, divorces, tree growth, wars, rainfall, Earth magnet-
{im, bullding construction, patents sppied for, murdersoyon
mame it; I've got it there.”

She stared at the bewildering amay of wavy lines. “But,
Potty, what does it mean?”

“It means that these things all happen, in regular rhythm,
whether we lie it or not. It means that when skis are duc
to go up, all ts in Paris can't make em go down.

it i iesat i g, di, ATt SoL R
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and supports and government planning can't make 'em go
up.” He pointed to a curve. “Take a look at the grocery ads,
Then turn to the Snancial page and xead how the Big Drains
try to double-talk their way out of it. It means that when an
epidemic is due, it happens, despite all the public health
efforts. It means we're lemmings.”

She pulled her lip. “I don't like it. ‘I am the master of my
fate, and so forth. T've got free will, Potty. I know 1 have—T
can feel it

“I imagine every little neutron in an atom bomb fecls the
same way. He can go spung! or he can sit stil, just as he
pleases. But statistical mechanics work out all the same an
the bomb goes off—which is what I'm leading up to. See any-
thing odd there, Meade?”

She studied the chart, trying not to let the curving lines
confuse her.

“They sort of bunch up over at the right end.”

“You're dem tootin’ they do! See that dotted vertical line?
Thats right now-—and things are bad enough. But take a look
at that solid vertical; that's about six months from now—and
that's when we get . Look at the cycles—the long ones, the
short ones, all of them. Every single last one of them reaches
cither a trough or a crest exactly on—or almost on—that line.”

“That's bad?

“What do you think. Three of the big ones troughed back
in 1929 and the depression almost ruincd us . . . even with
the big s54-year cycle supporting things. Now we've got the
big one troughing—and the few crests are not things that
help. I mean to say, tent caterpillars and influenza don't do us
any good. Meade, if statistics mean anything, this tired old
planet hasn't seen a trend like this since Eve went into the
apple business. I'm scared.”

She searched his face. “Poty, you're not simply having fun
with me? You know I can't check up on you.

“I wish to heaven I were. No, Meade, I can't fool about
numbers; T wouldn't know how. This is it. ~The Year of the
Jackpot.”
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Meade was very silent as he drove her home. When they
approaced West Los Angeles, she said, “Potty?”
“Yes, Meade?”
“What do we do about it?”
“What do you do about a hurricane? You pull in your ears.
*What can you do about an atom bomb? You try to outguess
it, not be there when it goes off. What else can you do?”
“Oh.” She was sient for a few moments, then added, “Potty,
will you tell me which way to jump?
urel 1f I ean figure it out.”
He took her to her door, turned to go.
She said, “Potty!
He faced her. “Yes, Meade?”
She grabbed his head, shook it=then kissed him ficreely
onthe mouth.“There, is thatusta statistic?”

"n md imucr not be,” she said dangerously. “Potty, I think
T'm going to have to change yous curve.

2.

RUSSIANS REJECT UN NOTE
MISSOURI FLOOD DAMAGE
EXCEEDS RECORD
MISSISSIPPI MESSIAH DEFIES
court
NUDIST CONVENTION STORMS
BAILEY'S BEA

FLOOR OF HUDSON

New York, 13 July~In a specially constructed diving suit
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built for tiwo, Merydith Smithe, cafe socicty headline gir,
and Prince Augie Schleswieg of New York and the Riviera
were united today by Bishop Dalton in a service televised.
with the aid of the Navy's ultra-new—

As the Year of the Jackpot progressed, Breen took melan-
choly pleasure in adding to the data which proved that the
curve was sagging as predicted. The undeclared World War
continued its bloody, blundering way at half a dozen spots
around a tortued globe. Breen did pot cart it the headiins
re for anyone to read. He concentrated on the
[ pages of the papers, facts which, taken
singly, meant nothing, but taken together showed a disas-
trous trend

He listed stock market prices, rainfall, wheat futures, but

items were what fascinated him. To be
sure, some humans were always doing silly things—but at
what point had prime damfoolishness become commonplace?
When, for example, had the zombie-like professional models
become accepted ideals of American womanhood? What were
the gradations between National Cancer Week and National
Athlete’s Foot Week? On what day had the American people
finally taken leave of horse sense?

Take transvestism. Male-and-female dress customs were ar-
bitrary, ut they had seemed to bo. decply rooted in the
culture. When did the breakdown start? With Marlene
Dietrchs m]ored suits? By the late nineteen-forties, there
was no “male” article of clothing that a woman could not
wear in pubhc—bu( when had men started to slip over the
line? Should he L the psychological cripples who had

made the word “drag” a by-word in Greenwich Village and
i e S
shots” not belonging on the curveP Did it start with some!
unknown normal man attending a masquerade and there dis-
covering that skirts actually were more comfortable and prac-
tical than trousers? Or had it started with the resurgence of
Scottish nationalism reflected in the wearing of kilts by many

Scottish-Americans?
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Ask a lemming to slnte his motives! The outcome was in
front of him, a news story. Transvestism by draft dodgers
Jad ot last resulied i« s, sheeat fn Chizags swhich s
t0 have ended in a giant joint trial—only to have the deputy
prosecutor show up in a pinafore and defy the judge to sub-

“mit to an examination to determine the judge’s true sex. The
judge suffered a stroke and died and the trial was postpon
B i e, oo Eroes maon e o e
particular blue law would ever again be enforcet

s about indecent exposure, for that matter, The
attempt to limit the Gypsy Rose syndrome by ignoring it had
faken the starch out of enforcement. Now here was 2 report
about the All Souls Community Church o the
e 1o e ol Sty Tiotably
time this thousand years, Breen thought, aside from some
serewball cults in Los Angeles. The reverend gentleman
claimed that the ceremony was identical with the “dance of
the high priestess” in the ancient temple of Kanak.

Could be, but Breen had private information that the

Cpriestss” had been working the burlesque and ighiclub
circuit before her present engagement. In any case, the holy
7 vres acking s i e it béen wvestet

Two weeks later a hundred and nine churches in thirty-
three states offered equivalent attractions, Breen entered
them on his curves.

“This queasy oddity seemed to him to have no relation to
the startling rise in the dissident evangelical cults throughout
the country. These churches were sincere, eamest and poor—
but growing, ever since the War. Now they were multiplying
like yeast.

It scemed a statistical cinch that the United States was

about to_ become godstruck again. He correlated it with
Transcendentalism and the trek of the Latter Day Saints.
yes, it fitted. And the curve was pushing toward a

Billions in war bonds were now falling due; wartime mar-
riages were reflected in the swollen peak of the Los Angeles



30 SHADOW OF TOMORROW

school population. The Colorado River was a record low and
the towers in Lake Mead stood high out of the water. But the
Angelenos committed communal suicide by watering lawns
as usual. The Metropolitan Water District commissioners tried
£0 stop it 1t el between the stools of the police powersof
Bty “soverign” ctes. The taps remained open, tricklng
ood of Eho desert paradine,

il S e Regular Re-
pubh(mw the Regular Regular Republicans, and t
crats_attructed scant attention, because the Know-Nothings
had not yet met. The fact that the “American Rally,” as the
Know-Nothings preferred to be called, claimed not to be a
party but an educational society did not detract from their
strength. But what was their strength? Their beginnings had

n s0 obscure that Breen had had to go back and dig into
the files, yet he had been approached twice this very week
to join them, right inside his own office—once by his boss,
once by the janitor.

He hadn't been able to chart the Know-Nothings. They
gave him chills in his spincs. He kept column-inches on them,
found tha their pubicty was shrinking while this numbers
were obviously zooming.

Krakatoa blew up on July 18th. It provided the first im-
portant transPacific TV-cast. Its effect on sunsets, on solar
constant, on mean temperature, and on rainfall would not be
feltuntillater in the year.

The San Andreas fault, its stresses unrelieved since the
Long Beach disaster of 1933, continued to build up imbalance
—an unhealed wound running the full length of the West
Coast.

Pelee and Etna erupted. Mauna Loa was still quiet.

Flying Saucers secemed to be landing daily in every state.
Nobody had eshibited one on the ground—or had the Depart-
ment of Defense sat on them? Breen was unsatisfied with the
off-the-record reports he had been able to get; the aleoholic
content of some of them had been high. But the sea serpent
on Ventura Beach was real; he had seen it. The troglodyte
in Tennessee he was not in a position to verify.
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‘Thirty-one domestic air crashes the last week in July . . .
was it sabotage, or was it a sagging curve on a chart? And that
neopolio epidemic that skipped from Seattle to New York?
Time for a big epidemic? Breen's chart said it was. But how
about bacteriological warfare? Could a chart know that a
Slav biochemist would perfect s s vt
the right ti

Nonsen i

t the curves, if they meant anything at all, included
o il they. avrmged in all the individual “wills” of a
statistical universe—and came out as a smooth function. Every
moming, three million “free wills” flowed toward the center
e N Yook megapoli levery: evening they, Bovied il
again—all by “free will” and on a smooth and predictable
curve.

Ask a lemming] Ask all the lemmings, dead and alive. Let
them take a vote on it!

Breen tossed his notebook aside and phoned Meade. “Is
thismy favorite statistic?

otty! I was thinking about you.”

“\Lxmmlly ‘This is your night off.”

Yes, but another reason, too. Potiphar, have you ever taken
alookat the Great Pyramid?”

“I haven't even been to Niagara Falls. I looking for a
rich woman, so I can travel.

“I'llet you know when I get my first million, but—"
“That's the first time you've proposed to me this e
“Shut up. Have you ever looked into the prophecies they

i oy

“Tiook, Meade, that's In the same class with astrology—
strctly for the squirrels. Grow u

“Yes, of course. But, Potty, I thought you were interested

inanything odd. This s odd.

“Oh. Somy. If it's silly season’ stuff, let's see it.”
“All right. Am I cooking for you tonight?”

“It's Wednesday, isn'tit?”

“How soon will you get here?”
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He glanced at his watch. “Pick you up in eleven minutes.”
He felt his whiskers. “No, twelve and a half!

“I1l be ready. Mrs. Megeath says these regular dates mean
that you're going to marry me.

“Pay no attention to her. She's just a statistic and I'm a
wild datu

0N well, T've zot two undrod aad Fortyeven dollazs
toward that million. ‘Byl”

ade’s prize fo show him was the usual Rosicrucian

B e e B
touched, he was sure)

e e S ) i o full of
Rome, the Norman Invasion, the Discovery of America, Na-
poleon, the World Wars.

What made it interesting was that it suddenly stopped—

now.

“What about it, Potty?”

<X gues the stonecutter got tired, Or got fired. Or they
hired a new head priest with new ideas.” He tucked it into
hisdesk, “Thanks. Ul thiakabout how talist it

[lutic oot oot pylied dvidor b syl

b e 1o announced, “that the end comes late

in Angu:t —unless that's a fly speck.
“Morning or afternoon? I have to know how to dress.”

“Shoes will be worn. All God's chilluns got shoes.” He put
itaway.

She was sdent for a moment, then said, “Potty, isn’t it about
time to jump?”

“Huh? Girl, don't let that thing affect youl That's ‘silly sea-
son’ stuff.”

“Yes. But takea look at your chart.”

Nevertheless, he took the next afternoon off, spent it in the
sefetence oom of the main ibrary, confimed bis opinion o£
silly, Mothe
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Shippey was worse, In any of them you coud fnd whatever
youlooke

He s o one item in Nostadamus that e iked: “The
Oriental shall come forth from his seat . . . he shall pass
through the sky, through the waters and the snow, and he
* shall strike each one with his weapon.”

That sounded like what the Department of Defense ex-
pected the commies to try to do to the Western Allies.

But it was also a description of every invasion that had
come out of the “heartland” in the memory of mankind.

Nuts

n he got home, he found himself taking down his
kel tuming to Revelations. He could not find
anything he could understand, but he got fascinated by the
recurring use of precise numbers. Presently he thumbed
through the Book.

His eye lit on: “Boast not thyself of tomorrow; for thou
Knowest not what a day may bring forth.”
He put the Book away, fecling humbled, but not cheered.

The rains started the next morning.

Th Master Flumbers clected Miss Star Morning “Mis Sani-
tary Engincering” on the same day that the morticians
designated her as “The Body I Would Like Best to Prepare,”
and heraption s droppes by Fragrant Features,

Congress voted $1.37 to compensate Thomas Jefferson
Meeks for losses incurred while an emergency postman for
the Christmas rush of 1936, approved the appointment of
five lieutenant generals and one ambassador and adjourned
inless than eight minutes.

The fre extinguishes in th midvest orphanage tumed
outto be illed with noth;

o Shamcclln o1 the leading fattiall tiriution epdie
2 fund to send peace messages and vitamins to the Politburo.

he stock market slumped nineteen points and the tickers
ran two hours late.

Wichita, Kansas, emained flooded while Phoenx, Arizon,
cut off drinking water to areas outside city limits.
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And Potiphar Breen found that he bad left bis raineoat
atMeade Barstow's rooming

He phoned her landlady, “bat. Mes. Mogeath tarned hia
oves ta Meaido.

“What are you doing home on a Friday?” he demanded.

“The theater manager laid me off. Now youll have to
marry me.”

“You can't afford me. Meade—seriously, baby, what hap-
pened?”

“I was ready to leave the dump anyway. For the last six
weeks the popeorn machine has been carrying the place. To-
day 1 sat through The Lana Turner Story twice. Nothing to

o.
“I'llbealong”

“Eleven minutes?”

“If's raining. Twenty—with luck.”

It was more nearly sixty. Santa Monica Boulevard was a
navigable stream; Sunset Boulevard was a subway jam. When
he tried to ford the streams leading to Mrs. Megeath’s house,
he found that changing tires with the wheel wedged against
astorm drain presented problems.

“Potty!” she exclaimed when he squished in. “You look like
adrowned rat.

He found himself suddenly wrapped in a blanket robe be-
longing to the late Mr. Megeath and sipping hot cocoa while
g dried his S kitchen.

“Meade, I'm ‘at liberty

“Huh? You qu

“Not exactly. Old Man Wiley and I have been having
differences of apinion about my answers for months—too much
“Jackpot factor’in the figures I give him to turn over to clients.
Not that I call it that, but he has felt that I was unduly pessi-
‘mistic.”

“But you were right!’

“Since when has being right endeared a man to his boss?
But that wasn't why he fired me; it was just the excuse. He
wants a man willing to back up the Know-Nothing program
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with scientific double-talk and T wouldn't join.” He went to
the window. “I¢’ raining hard
“But the Kno\w?\nchmgs haven't got any program.”

“Iknow tha

“Potty, you i have joined. It doesn’t mean anything.
“Tjoined three months ago.

“The hell you did!”

She shrugged. “You pay your dollr and you tum up &

v a Aktne 16 Loncty

Well, I'm sorry you did it; nm s all. Forget it. Meade, the
water is over the curbs out ther
Youhad betterstay here overnight.”
Mmm . . . I don't like to leave Entropy parked out in
this stuflll night. Meade?”

“Yes, Potty?”

“We've bath out of jabs. How would you like to duck north
into the Mojave and find a dry spot?

“T'd love it. But look, Potty, is this a proposal or just a prop-
osition?”
“Don't pull that ‘ither-or’ stuff on me. It's just a suggestion
for  vagation. Do you want 0 takea chaperone?”

“'lhcnpmckab

“Right away. Bu( mcL a bag how? Are you trying to tell
‘me it's time to

o fe ol et Do ed back ak thawingias

“I don't know,” he said slowly, “but this rain might go on
quite a while. Don't take anything you don't have to have—
but don't leave anything behind you can't get along without.”

He repossessed his_clothing from Mrs. Megeath while
Meade was upstairs. She came down dressed in slacks and
carrying two large bags; under one arm was a battered and
rakish teddy bear.

“This is \mee, shl: said.

“Winnie the Pool

“No, Winnie Churchill. When T feel bad, he
vt ol Tl i Yot IR
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‘bring anything T couldn’t do without, didn’t you?” She looked
at h.m anxiously.
‘Right.”

He took the bags. Mrs. Megeath hd seemed satised with
his explanation that they were going to visit his (mythical)
51 15 Eibcaficl] Befcen Tonkcns fox fobss Neterticles ok
embarrassed him by kissing him good-by and telling him to
“take care of my little girl”

Santa Monica Boulevard was blocked off from use. While
stalled in traffic in Beverly Hills, he fiddled with the car
dio, getting squavks and cracklig oiss then i
Tl i et oice
sying *the b v s 1 el o ot S
your New York reporter, who thinks that in
days i very American mustpersonaly keep_his
powder dry. And now for a word fror

Breen switched it off and glanced af her face, “Don't
worry,” he said. “They've been talking that way for years.”

“You think they are blu

“Ididn’tsay that, I said, Danl\vm'ry

But his own packing, with her help, was clearly on a “sur-
vival kit” basis—canned goods, al his warm clothing, a sporting
rifle he had ot fired in over two years, a first-aid kit and the
contents of his medicine chest. He dumped the stuff from his
desk into a carton, shoved it into the back seat along with
cans and books and coats, and covered the plunder with all
the blankets in the house. They went back up the rickety

stairs for a last che

“Potty, whe[es your chart?”

“Rolled up on the back seat shelf. T guess that’s allhey,
wait.a mintel” Ho weat to & shelf over bis desk and began

taking down small, sober-looking magazines. “I dern near
i Pty e of T e Apmoriar an Vi P
ceedings of the Variable Star Association.”

“Why take them?”

“I must be nearly a year behind on both of them. Now
‘maybe I'll have time to read.”
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“Hmm . . . Potty, watching you read professional journals
is not my notion of a vacation.

“Quiet, woman! You took Winnie; I take these.”

She shut up and helped him. He cast a longing eye at
his electric calculator, but decided it was too much like the
*White Knights mousetrp. He could get by with his-side

the car splashed out into the street, she said, “Potty,

e ing s e e
thing.” She held up her purse. “Here’s my bank. It 't rnachy
but we can useit.”

He smiled and patted her knee. “Good gall I'm sitting on
my bank; T started turming everything to cash about the frst of
the year.

O osedout my bank account right after we met.”
“You did? You must have taken my maunderings scriously.”
“Lalways take you seriously.”

Mint Canyon was a five-mile-an-hour nightmare, with visi-
bility limited to the tail lights of the truck ahead. When they
stopped for coffee at Halfway, they confirmed what seemed
evident:-Cajon Pass was closed and long-haul mﬂic for Route.
66 was being detoured through the secondary pas

'A% Lovg, o s ey vemchied the Vickoraple coloit il
lost some of the traffic—a good thing, because the windshield
wiper on his side had quit working and they were driving
by the committee system.

Just short of Lancaster, she said suddenly, “Potty, is this
bugey cauipped withasnorkel”

“Then we had betterstop. Isee alight off the road.”

The light was an auto court. Meade settled the matter of
cconomy versus convention by signing the book herself; they
were placed in one cabin. He saw that it had twin beds and
let the matter ride. Meade went to bed with her teddy bear
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without even asking to be kissed good night. It was already
gray, wet dawn.

‘They got up in the late afternoon and decided to stay over
one more night, then push north toward Bakersfield. A hig]
pressure area was alleged to be moving south, crowding the
warm, wet mass that smothered Southern California. They
wanted to get into it. Breen had the wiper repaired and
bought two new tires to replace his ruined spare, added
some camping items to his cargo, and bought for Meade a
32 automatic, a lady’s social-purpose gun.

“Whats this for?” she vanted to know.

“Well, you're carrying quite a bit of cash.
“Oh. I thought maybe I was to useitto ﬂgm youoff.”
“Now, Meade—
“Never mind. Thanks, Potty.”
They had nished supper and were packing the car vith
Five inches

billion tons of
mass suddenly loaded on a fault already overstrained, all
cutloose in one subsonic, stomach-twisting rumble.
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Meade sat down on the wet ground very suddenly; Bre
B i ol e e
quieted down somewhat, thirty seconds later, he helped her

uall right?”

“My slacks are soaked.” She added pettishly, “But, Potty,
it never quakes in wet weather. Never. You said so yourself.”
iet, can't you?” He opened the car door and

B e ey o e
“_your Sunshine Station in Riverside, California. Keep
tuned to this station for the latest developments. As of now it
is impossible to tell the size of this disaster. The Colorado
River aqueduct is broken; nothing is known of the extent of
the damage nor how long it will take to repair it. So far
as we know, the Owens River Valley aqueduct may be intact,
but all persons in the Los Angeles area are advised to conserve
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water. My pessonal advice s to stek your washiubs out fto
this.

TR e Vo e e ke o) quote:
“Boil all water. Remain quietly in your homes an

o St o the igTorsys: Coomeiata winh e pollasscil
“render— Joel Catch that phonel ‘—render aid where nec-
essary. Do not use the telephone except for—" Flash! An un-
confirmed report from Long Beach states that the Wilmington
and San Pedro waterfront is under five feet of water. I repeat,
this is unconfirmed. Here's a message from the commanding
general, March Field: ‘Official, all miltary personnel will re-
port—""

Breen switched it off. “Get in the car.”

He stopped in the town, managed to buy six five-gallon
tins and o fecp tank. He flled them with gusline and
B o i M e back seit v
the mess wih & dozen cans of ll Then they sfated moling,

“What are we doing, Potipha

“Twantto getwestofthe valley highway:”
articular place west?”
nk s0. We'll see. You work the radio, but keep an eye

at gas back there makes me nervous.”

“]t
on the road, too. That

Through the town of Mojave and northwest on 466 fato
the Tehachapi Mountains-

Reception was poor in the pass, but what Meade could
pick up confirmed the first impression—worse than the quake
of 06, worse than San Francisco, Managua, and Long Beach
lumped together.

When they got down out of the mountains, the weather
was clearing locally; a few stars appeared. Breen swung lef
off the highway and ducked south of Bakersfield by the
county road, reached the Route g9 super-highway just south
of Greenfield. It was, as he had feared, already jammed
with refugees. He was forced to go along with the fow for
a couple of miles before he could cut west at Greenfield to-
ward Taft. They stopped on the western outskirts of the
town and ate at an all-night joint.
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They were about to climb back into the car when ther
B e Bk T el
st instantancously, flled the sky, and died. Where it had
been, a red-and-purple pillar of cloud was spreading to a
mushroom top,
smmd at it, glanced at his watch, then said harshly,
“Cormthp

“Potty) That was—"

“That used to be Los Angeles. Get in the carl”

He drove silently for several minutes. Meade seemed to be
in a state of shock, unable to speak. When the sound reached
them, he again glanced at his watch.

“Six minutes and nineteen seconds. That’s about right.”

“Potty, we should have brought Mrs. Megeath.”

“How was 1 to know?” he said angrly. “Auyhow, you can't
transplant an old tree. If she got it, she never knew it.

“Oh, I hope sol”

“We're going to have all we can do to take care of our-
selves. Take the flashlight and check the map. T want to turn
morth at Taft and over toward the coast.”

“Yes, Potiphar.’

She quicted down and did as she was told. The radio
gave nothing, not even the Riverside station; the whole broad:
east xange was covered by a curious static, like rain on a
window.

He slowed down as they approached Taft, let her spot the
tum north onto the state road, and turned into it. Almost at
once a figure jumped out into the road in front of them,
waved his arms violently. Breen tromped on the brake.

‘The man came up on the left side of the car, rapped on
the window. Breen ran the glass down. Then he stared.stu-
iyt the g in the man's Lft b

of the car,” the stranger e arnly T Rl
Barons

Meade reached across Breen, stuck her little ladys gun in
the man's face and pulled the trigger. Breen could feel the
flash on his own face, never noticed the report. The man
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looked puzzled, with a neat, not-yet-bloody hole in his upper
lip—then slowly sagged away from the car.
“Drive onl” Meade said ina }ugh voice.
Breen caught his breath. “But you—"
“Drive on! Get rolling!”
‘They followed the state road through Los Padres National
Forest, stopping once to il the tank from their cans. They
tomed off onto  dir oad, Meade kept trying the redi, got
San Francisco once, but it was too jammed with static to
o Then the got el Lake City, faint but clear;
“since there are no reports of anything passing our radar
screen, the Kansas City bomb must be assumed to have
been planted rather than delivered. This is a tentative theory,

They passed ntoa doepcut and ot the rst
box again came to life, it was a crisp

new e D) ot Al v
combined networks. The rumor that Los Angeles has been
hit by an atom bomb i totally unfounded. It is true that the
western metropolis has suffered a severe earthquake shock,
but that is all. Government officials and the Red Cross
are on the spot to care for the victims, but—and I repeat—
there has been no atomic bombing. So relax and stay in yo
homes. Such wild rumors can damage the United States quite
as much as enemy bombs. Stay off the highways and listen
for—

Breen snapped it of. “Somebody.” he said bitterly, “has
again decded,that "Mama knows best” They won't t

"Punphar, " Meade said sharply, “that was an atom bomb,
wasn't

It wss, And now wo don't know whether t wa just Los
Angeles ty—or every big city in the country.
ALy o s it ey sraling tousy

He concentrated on driving. The road was very bad.

it began to_get light, she said, “Potty, do you know
R A e S
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“I think I know. If 'm not lost.” He stared around them,
“Nope, it’s all right. See that hill up forward with the triplo
gendarmes on its profile?”

‘Gendarmes?

“Big rock pillars. That's a sure landmark. T'm looking for a

private road. now, T lads t0 8 huntiog lodge belongig to
my friends—an old xanch house actually, but a
sanchit didn'tpay”

“They won'tmind us using it?”

Blie e 1t ey ‘up, well ask them. If they show
up. They lived in Los Angeles.”

The private road had once been a poor grade of wagon
tral now it was almost impasable. But they fnally topped
B Batick o Wikl e ol s Bty 10t P
then dropped down into a sheltered bowl where the cabin

was.

“All out, girl. End of the line.”

Meade. Sghod. "It Tooks heaverly.”

ink you can rustle breakfast while T unload? There’s
probably wood in the shed. Or can you manage & wood
Tang

Jusn

o Taie: e v et o e boghich ot
ing a cigarette and staring off down to the west. He wondered
i that was o mushroom cloud up San Francico way. Probably

‘his imagination, he decided, in view of the distance. Certainly
there was nothing to be seen to the south.
Meade came out of the cabin. “Potty!”

“Up here

She joined him, took his hand and smiled, then snitched
his cigarctte and fook a deep drag. She exhaled it and said,
“I know it's sinful of me, but I fecl more peaceful than I have
inmonths.”

i

“Did you see the canned goods in that pantry? We could
pullthrough  ard winter e
might hav
"l suppose, 1 wlsh we had a cow.”
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“What would you do with a cow?”
“T used to milk four of them before T caught the school
bus, every morning. L can butchera hog, too.”
“Til try to find you oy
“You do and Il manage to smoke it.” She yawned. “I'm
“suddenly terribly sleepy.”
“So am 1. And small wonder.”
“Let’s go to bed.”
“Uh, m Meade?”
“Yes, Potf
“We may hc here quite a while. You know that, don't you?”
“Yes, Potty
“In fact, it might be smart to stay put until those curves all
start turning up again. They should, you know.”
“Yes. T had figured that out.”
- iied thenvaor o M0t il o ey
" She moved up to him.
e b pusbed e gently awny and aid “My dear,
drive down and find a minister

my very dear—
Tl
She looked at him teadily. “That wouldi't be very bright
would it? I mean, nobody knows we're here an the
way we want it. Besides, your car might not make it Tacniod
that road.”
“No, it wouldn't be very bright. But I want to do the right

thi

I¢s all right, Potty. Its all right.”
“Well, then . . . kneel down here with me. We'll say them
together.”
“Yes, Potiphar.” She knelt and he took her hand, He closed
his eyes and prayed wor
When he opened them he said, “What's the matter?”
“The gravel hurts m;
“We'll stand up, then.”
“No. Luok Potty, why don't we just go in the house and
hem there?
- ot Tale ian S might forget to say them

knees.’
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entirely. Now repeat after me: I, Potiphar, take thee,
Meade—"
3

OFFICIAL: STATIONS WITHIN RANGE RELAY TWICE. EXECUTIVE
BULLETIN NUMBER NINE—ROAD LAWS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED

¥,
QUARANTINE REGULATIONS PREVIOUSLY ISSUED WILL BE RIGIDLY
ENFORCED. LONG LIVE THE UNITED STATES| HARLEY J. NEAL,
LIEUTENANT GENERAL, ACTING CHIEF OF GOVERNMENT. ALL
STATIONS RELAY TWICE,

THIS IS THE FREE RADIO AMERICA RELAY NETWORK. PASS
THIS ALONG, BOYS! GOVERNOR BRANDLEY WAS SWORN IN TODAY
AS PRESIDENT BY ACTING CHIEF JUSTICE ROBERTS UNDER THE
RULE-OF-SUCCESSION. THE PRESIDENT NAMED THOMAS DEWEY

(CITIZEN OR OFFICIAL, MORE LATER, PASS THE WORD ALONG.

HELLO, CQ, CQ, CQ. THIS 1§ WSKMR, FREEPORT. QUE, QRR!
ANYBODY READ ME? ANYEODY? WE'RE DYING LIKE FLIES DOWN.
HERE. WHAT'S HAPPENEDP STARTS WITH FEVER AND A BURNING
THIRST, BUT YOU CAN'T SWALLOW. WE NEED HELP. ANYBODY.
READ ME? HELLO, CQ 75, CQ 75 THIS IS W5 KING MIKE TOGER
CALLING QRR AND CQ 75. BY FOR SOMEBODY . + - ANYBODY!

S THE LORD'S TIME, SPONSORED BY SWAN'S ELIXIR, THE

TONIC THAT MAKES WAITING FOR THE KINGDOM OF GOD
WORTHWHILE. YOU ARE ABOUT TO HEAR A MESSAGE OF CHEER

MAIL
e e JouR
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NEYING THIS WAY., AND NOW THE TABERNACLE CHOIR FOL-
LOWED BY THE VOICE OF THE VICAR ON EARTH—

—THE FIRST SYMPTOM IS LITTLE RED SPOTS IN THE ARM-
PITS. THEY ITCH. PUT PATIENTS TO BED AT ONCE AND KEEP
"EM COVERED UP WARM. THEN GO SCRUB YOURSELF AND WEAR
A MASK, WE DON'T KNOW YET HOW YOU CATCH IT. PASS IT
ALONG, ED.

W LANDINGS REPORTED ANYWHERE ON THIS
B ol s an oo s e R R
SLAUGHTER ARE THOUGHT TO BE HIDING OUT IN THE POCONOS.
SHOOT—BUT BE CAREFUL; IT MIGHT BE AUNT TESSIE. OFF AND
CLEAR, UNTIL NOON TOMORROW~—

The statistical curves were turning up again. There was no
Tonger doubt in Breen's mind about that. It might not even be
necessary to stay up here in the Sierra Madres through the
winter, though he rather thought they would. It would be

ly to be mowed down by the tail of a dying cpidemic, o be

e A e a s B
take care of everything.

was headed out to the hogback to wait for sunset and
do an hour's reading. He glanced at his car as he passed it
thinking that he would like to try the radio. He suppressed the
yen; two-thirds of his reserve gasoline was gone already just
from keeping the battery charged for the radio—and here i
was only December. He really ought to cut it down to twice
a week. But it meant a lot to catch the noon bulletin of Free
America and then twiddle the dial a few minutes to see what
else e could pick up

for the past three days Free America had not been on
atic maybe, or perhaps just a power failure. But
i rarsor tiak Prstent Brandley had been assassinated—it
hadn't come from the Free radio and it hadn't been denied by
them, either, which was a good sign.

Still it worried him.

And that other story that lost Atlantis had pushed up dur-

<
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ing the q\mke penod and that the Azores were now a little
rtainly a_hangover of the “silly season”—
R e

Rather sheepishly, he let his feet carry him to the car. It
wasn’t fair to listen when Meade wasn't around. He warmed it
up slowlyspun the dial,once around and back. Nota pep at
full gain, no atemible amount of static.

Served ‘him nz.hk

He dinbed the hogback, sat down on the bench b had
“memorial bench,”

gravelsat down and sighed. His lean belly was stuffed with
venison and com friters; he lacked only tobacco to make him
completely happ:

"The evening cloud colors ere spectaculaly beautitl and
the weather was extremely balmy for December; both,
thought, caused by St dust, with pechaps an assist s
atom bombs

Surprising how fast things went to pieces when they started
to skid! And surpiising how quickly they were going back to-
gether, judging by thesigns. A curve reaches trough aod then
starts right back up.

World \Var IIT was the shortest big war on record—forty
cities gone, counting Moscow and the other slave cities as
well as the American ones—and then whoosh! neither side it

tofight.
OF coure, the foct that both sdes ad thrown thle Sundey
punch over the North Pole through the mo: ish arctic

weather since Pezry vatied oo place hod ' 1ot oot
it, he supposed.

was amazing that any of the Russian paratroop transports
had gotten through atall

Breen sighed and pulled a copy of the Western Astronomer
gutof his pocket. Where was he? Oh, v, Some Notes on th
Stability of G-Type Stars with Especial Reference to Sol, b

Rkoioaid, Y amin Tsdhtute - Garalated byl Hetoeh a9}
F.RAS.
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Good boy, Ski—sound mathematician. Very clever applica-
tion of harmonic series and tightly reasoned.

Breen started to thumb for his place when he noticed a
footnote that he had missed. Dynkowsk(s own name carried
down to it: “This monograph was denounced by Praoda as
“romantic reactionaryism’ shortly after it was pnblxshed Pro-
fessor Dynkowski has been unreported since and must be
resurmed to be iquidated”

The poor geekl Well, he probably would have been
atomized by now anyway, along with the goons who did him
in. He wondered if the army really had gotten all the Russki
paratroopers. He had killed his own quotas if he hadn't gotten
that doe within a quarter-mile of the cabin and headed right
back, Meade would have had a bad time. He had shot them
in the back and buried them beyond the woodpile.

He settled down to some solid pleasure. Dynkowski was a
treat. Of course, it was old stuff that a G-type star, such as the
Sun, was potentially unstable; a G-O star could explode, slide
sight off the Russell diagram, and end up as a white dwarf,
But no one before Dynkowski had defined the exaet cond
tions for such a catastrophe, nor had anyone
B tne o oy e i il e
ing its progress.

ooked up to rest his eyes from the fine print and saw
that the Sun was obseured by a thin low cloud—one of those
unusual conditions where the filtering effect is just right to
permit a man to view the Sun clearly with the naked eye.
Probably volcanic dust in the air, he decided, acting almost
like smoked glass.

He looked again. Either he had spots before his eyes or
that was one fancy big Sun spot. He had heard of being able
to see them with the naked eye, but it had never happened

him,

He longed for a telescope.

He blinked. Yep, it was still there, about three o'clock. A
big spot—no wonder the car radio sounded like a Hitler
specch.
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He turned back and continued on to the end of the article,
being anxious o inish beforethe light flld.
st s mood was sheerest ntellectual pleasure at the
man’s tight mathematical reasoning. A three per cent imbal-
B it e e s e
Sun would nova with that much change. But Dynkowski went
further. By means of a novel mathematical operator which he
had dubbed “yokes,” he bracketed the period in a star’s his-
tory when this could happen and tied it down with secondary,
y, and quaternary yokes, showing exactly the time of
highest probability.
Beautifull Dynkowski even assigned dates to the extreme
t of his primary yoke, as a good statistician should.

LE bt vt bt . ol e equations, his
B e fointllosticl 1 sl Dyl
not talking about just any G-O star. In the latter part, he
meant old Sol himself, Breen's personal Sun—the big boy out
there with the oversize freckle on his face.

‘That was one hell of a big freckle! It was a hole you could
ek Jupiter into a1d not make » splash. He could see it
very clearly

B o e e D i
Sun grows cold,” but it's an impersonal concept, like one’s
own death,

Breen started thinking about it very personally. How long
would it take, from the instant the imbalance was triggered
until the expanding wave front engulfed Earth? The mechan-
ics couldn't be solved without a calculation, even though they
were implicit in the equations in front of him. Half an hour,
for a horschack guess, from inctement untl the Earth went
phutt!

[l hit

with gentle melanchaly. No more? Never again?
A ki
e lungmg the air .
ing with color in the spring. The wet smells of the Fulton
Fih Marketno, that was ggne alréady, Coffss at the Mom:
ing Call. No more wild strawberries on a hillside in Jersey, hot
and sweet as lips. Dawn in the South Pacific with the light
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airs cool velvet under your shirt and never a sound but the
chuckling of the water against the sides of the old rust bucket
—what was her name? That was a long time ago—the S. S.
Mary Brewster.
No more Moon if the Earth was gone. Stars, but no one to

" gaze at them.

e looked back at the dates bracketing Dynkowski’s proba-
il yoke.

hine alabaster cities gleam, undimmed by—"
He suddenly felt the need for Meade and stood up.

She was coming out to meet him. “Hello, Potty! Safe to
come in now~—1've finished the dishes,

lsbouid help”

“You ¢s work; Tl do the woman'’s work. That's
i She e s eyes. “What a sunset! We ought to have
volcanoes blowing their tops every year.”

Sit down and well watch it~

She sat beside

“Nbice the Sun spot? You can see it with your naked eye™

She stared. “Is that a Sun spot? It looks as if somebody
had taken a bite out of it.”

e sauinted his eyes at it again. Damned if it didnt look
igger!

e shivered. “I'm chilly. Put your arm around m

e 1 80 itk s s con e o 0 ol s
the other.

It was bigger. The spot was growing.

What good is the race of man? Monkeys, he thought, mon-
keys with a touch of poctry in them, cluttering and wasting a
second.siring planet near a third-string star. But sometimes
they finish in style.

sm snuggled to him. “Keep me warm.”

t will be warmer soon—I mean I'll kccp youwarm.”

“Doar Poty.” She looked up. “Potty, something funny is

Happening to thesunset.”
‘No, darling—to the Sun.
He glanced down at i journal, still open beside him. He
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did not need to add up the two dates and divide by two to
reach the answer. Instead he clutched fiercely at her hand,
Knowing with an unexpected and overpowering burst of sor-
row that this was THE END.




FRITZ LEIBER

~ The man who wrote sck nooels a3 Canfre Vit (Tiayne) end
Gnthor, Darkness! u'eUegmu & Cudahy) needs
| red i of the B tonters 1 oo Terotune fid
But the ax{anuhmg truth abaul Fritz Leiber is that, brilliant
though the novels undoubtedly ae,the stores for which he s best

Kncun are the short and frighieningly convincing glimpses nio
tomorrow like Coming Attraction, Poor
story. Your edior s second o none in Pty

00y s e et i e unforgettable
s as T Night He Cried and The Nice Girl with Five
Husbands; for which reason it is with distinct trepidation that he
puts himself on record as believing that the best story Frita Leiber
ever wrote is—

A Bad Day for Sales

e m1G bright doors parted with a whoosh and Robie glided
suavelyonto Times Square. The crowd that had been watch-
ing the ffty-foot tall clothing-ad girl get dressed, or reading
the latest news about the Hot Truce scrawl itself in yard-
high script, hurried to look.

Robie was still a novelty. Robie was fun. For a little while
yet he could steal the show,

But the attention did not make Robie proud. He had no
more vanity than the pink p]:nlnc e did not
even flicker her blue mechanical e

Aok il i e el AEat e e rueadal i
solidly, and stopped. With a caleulated mysteriousnes, b
said nothing.

A BAD DAY FOR SALES by Fritz Leiber. Copyright, 195, by
Galaxy Publishing Corp.; reprinted by permission of the author.
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y, ma, he doesn't look like a robot at all. He looks sort
of e hle”
ich was not completely inaccurate. The lower part of
Robie’s body was a metal hemisphere hemmed with sponge
rubber and not quite touching the sidewalk. The upper was
ox with black holes in it. The box could swivel and
duck

A chromium-bright hoopskirt with a turret on top.

“Reminds me too much of the Little Joe Baratanks,” a vet-
eran of the Persian War muttered, and rapidly rolled himself
away on wheels rather like Robie's.

is departure made it easier for some of those who knew.
about Robie to open a path in the crowd. Robie headed
straight orth gap. The cowd whoope

glided very slowly down the path, deftly jogging
L e R R
assins. The rubber buffer on his hoopskirt was merely an
added safeguard.

boy who had called Robie a turtle jumped in the
A A e R

Robie stopped two feet short of him. The S ke
The crowd got qui

T e ter b Sa1d o wbtorthat s i
as that of a TV star, and was in fact a recording of one.

The boy stopped smiling. “Hello,” he whispered.

“How old are you?” Robie asked.

“Nine. No, eight

“That's nice,” Robie observed. A metal arm shot down from
his neck . stopped fust shor o the boy. The boy jerked back.

" Robie said gently.

L R s e il o T
Bl cil i ol el oA ey bl o i
son was a paraplegic hurried on.

After a suitable pause Robic continued, “And how about a
nicesereshing drnk of Poppy Pop to go with your poll Jop?”
The boy lifted his eyes but didn't stop licking the candy. Robie
wiggled his claws ever 50 slightly. “Just Bk e ot
within five seconds—"
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A little girl wriggled out of the forest of legs. “Give me a
polly-lop too, Robie,” she demanded.

“Rita, come back here,” a woman in the third rank of the
crowd called angrily.

Robie scanned the newcomer gravely. His reference sil-
‘houettes were not good enough to fet him distinguish the sex
of hilden, 5o e merely repested,“Hello, youngster.”

Cimamos polly-lopl”

Disregarding both remarks, for a good salesman is single-
minded and does not waste bait, Robie said winningly, “T1l
et you ead JuniorSpace Killers, Now I ave here—

T'ma girl. He gota polly-lop.

At the word “ghl” Roble broke off. Rather ponderously he
said, “Then—" After another pause he continued, “T1l bet you
read Gee-Gee Jones, Space Stripper. Now 1 have here the
latest issue of that thrilling comic, not yet in the stationary
vending machines. Jut give me fifty cents and within five

e let me through. I'm her mother.”

R )nun" woman i th front ank drawed over her powder-
sprayed shoulder,
six-inch platforms. By swey, chilisan she said nonchiat
Jantly and lifting her arms behind her head, pirouetted slowly
before Robie to show how much she did for her bolero half-
jacket and her form-fitting slacks that melted into skylon just
above the knees. The little girl glared at her. She ended the
pirouette in profile.

this agelevel Robie's reference silhoucttes permitted
him to distinguish sex, though with occasional amusing and.
ssing miscalls. He whistled admiringly. The crowd

Someone remarked critically to his friend. “It would go
better if he was built more like a real robot. You know, like
aman.”
‘The friend shook his head. “This way it's subtler.
No one in the crowd was watching the newscript overhead
as it seribbled, “Ice Pack for Hot Truce? Vanadin hints Russ
may yield on Pakistan.”
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obie was saying, “. . . in the savage new glamor-tint
g R R
tor and fit-all fingerstalls that mask each finger completely ex-
cept for the nail. Just give me five dollars—uncrumpled bills
may be fed into the revolving rollers you see beside my arm~—
and witin veseconds

“No thanks, Robie,” the young woman yawned.

e b ot o et et el
ductivising Mars Blood will be unobtainable from any other
robot or human vendor.”

“No thanks.”
Robie scamned the crowd resourefuly. °I there any ger-
teman here .. " he began st as 2 woman elbowed

way through the front rank.
“I told you to come backl” shesnarled a the litle il
“But I didn't get my p
i A e
R
“Robie cheated. Ow!”
Meanwhile the young woman in the half bolero had
scanned the nearby gentlemen on her own. Deciding that
there was less than a fifty per cent chance of any of them ac-
cepting the proposition Robie seemed about to make, she took
advantage of the scuffle to slither gracefully back into the

He paused, however, for a bricf recapitulation of the
magical properties of Mars Blood, including a telling e
About the pasionate laws of a Martian sunrise
But no one bought. It wasn't quite Soon enough
et et
hundred people struggling for
money taken awa them

But now was too soon. There were still some tricks that
Hokie i trees anel hs cestainly shiwld:esjoy Whoss before
starting the more expensive fun.

So Robie moved on until he reached the curb. The varia-
tion in level was instantly sensed by his under-scanners. He
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stopped. His head began to swivel. The erowd watched in
eager silence. This was Robie’s best trick.

Robie's head stopped swiveling. His scanners had found
the traffic light. It was green. Robie edged forward. But then
it tumed red. Robie stopped again, still on the curb. The
* crowd softly ahhed its delight.

Oh, it was wonderful to be alive and watching Robie on
such a wonderful day. Alive and amused in the fresh,
weather-controlled air between the lines of bright skyserapers
with their winking windows and under a sky so blue you coul
almost call it dark.

(But way, way up, where the crowd could not e, che sky
was darker still. P . with stars showing. And in that
B ik & silver oo st he colbe ol I
plunged downward at better than three miles a second. The
silver-green was a paint that foiled radar.

Robie was saying, “While we wait for the light therc's time.
for you youngsters to enjoy a nice refreshing Poppy Pop. Or
for you adults—orly those over fve feet ae cligble to buy—ta
enjoy an exciting Poppy Pop fizz. Just give me a quarter or—
o e oo aore o P of
il one dolla s o qunte sod itk By e 0

ok s et i) e i
e silver-green budl bloomed above Manhattan
into a globular orange flower. The skyscrapers grew brighter
and brighter still, the brightness of the inside of the sun. The
windows winked white fire

The crowd around Robie bloomed too. Their clothes puffed
into petals of flame. Their heads of hair were torches.

The orange flower grew, stem and blossom. The blast came.
The winking windows shattered tier by tier, became black
holes. The walls bent, rocked, cracked. A stony dandruf
dribbled from their cornices. The flaming fowers on the side-
walk were all leveled at once. Robie was shoved ten feet.
His metal hoopskirt dimpled, regained its shape.

The blast ended. The orange flower, grown vast, vanished
overhead on its huge, magic beanstalk. Tt grew dark and very




56 SHADOW OF TOMORROW

stil. The cornice-dandruff pattered down. A few small frag-
ments rebounded from the metal hoopskirt.

obie made some small, uncertain movements, as if feclin
for broken bones. He was hunting for the traffic light, but it
nolonger shone, red or green.

He slowly scanned a full circle. There was nothing any-
where to interest his reference silhouettes. Yet whenever he
tried to move, his under-scanners warned him of low obstruc-
tions. It was very puzzli

‘The silence was disturbed by moans and a erackling sound,
faint at first as the scampering of rats.

A seared man, his charred clothes fuming where the blast
had blown out the fire, rose from the curb. Robie scanned

“Good day, sir,” Robie said. “Would you care for a smoke?
A tmly cool suiokeP Now I have bere o yet-unmarketed

rand

But the customer had run away, screaming, and Robie
never ran after customers, though he could follow them at a
medium brisk roll. He worked his way along the curb where
the man had sprawled, carefully keeping his distance from
the low obstructions, some of which writhed now and then,
forcing bim to jog. Shordly he reached a e hydrant. He
scanned it. His electronic vision, though it still worked, had
i e by the blast.

Hello, youngster” Robie s, Then, after a long pause
“Cat got your tonguei Tve got a little present for you.
Anice, lovely polly-lop.” S e ot ik o

“Take it, youngster,” he said after another pause. “Its for
you. Don't be afrai

His attention was distracted by other customers, who began
o rise up oddly here and there, twisting forms that confused

properly. One cried, “Water,” but no quarter clinked in
Robie's claws when he caught the word and suggested, “How
abouta nice refreshing drink of Poppy Pop?”

The ratcracklng of the flames had become o jungle mut-
tering. The blind windows began to wink fire agai
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A little girl marched up, stepping neatly over arms and
legs she did not look at. A white dress and the once taller
bodies around her had shiclded her from the brilliance and
the blast. Her eyes were fixed on Robie. In them was the same
imperious confidence, though none of the delight, with which
" she had watched him carlier.

“Help me, Robie,” she said. “I want my mother.

“Hello, youngster,” Robie said. “What would you like?
Comics? Candy?”

“Where s she, RobieP Take me to her”

“Balloons? Would you like to watch me blow up a balloon?”

The litle girl began to cry. The sound triggered off another
of Robie's novelty cireuits.

“Is something wrong?” he asked. “Are you in trouble? Are
youlost?”

“Yes, Robie. Take me to my mother.”

“Stay right here,” Robie said reassuringly, “and don't be
ightence, 1 will call o policeman.” He whislod shrily; ey
Time passed. Robie whistled again. The windows fl
and roared. The little girl begged, “Take me away, Robie,”

and jumped antoa e stepinhishoopekirt,
(Give me a dime,” Robie said. The lile gi found one
inher pnckct and put it in his claws
weight,” Robie said, “is fifty-four and one-half
pm.nd:, exactly.”
“Have you scen my daughter, have you soen her?”  woman
s crying somewhere. “I left her watching that thing while
Totepped feido-Rit tal
“Robie helped me,” the little girl was telling her moments
later. “He knew I was lost. He,even called a policeman, but
he didn't come. He weighed me too. Didn't you, Robie?”
But Robie had gone off to peddle Poppy Pop to the mem-
bers of a rescue squad which had just come around the corner,
bot-like than he P ¥




ISAAC ASIMOV

The purpose of an introduction is to let two strangers meet; but it
is hard to belicve that anyone who has ever read any science fiction
can be a stranger to the author of Pebble in the Sky, The Stars,

C-Chute

EveN rrom the cabin into which he and the other passengers
had been herded, Colonel Anthony Windham could still catch
the essence of the battle's progress. For a while, there was
silence, no jolting, which meant the spaceships were fighting
at astronomical distance in a duel of energy blasts and power-
ful force-field defenses.

He knew that could have only one end. Their Earth ship
was only an armed merchantman and his glimpse of the Kloro
enemy just before he had been cleared off deck by the crew.
‘was sufficient to show it to be a light cruiser.

nd i les than balf an hour, there came those bard litle
shocks he was waiting for. The passengers swayed bacl
forth as the ship pitched and veered, as though it were an
ocean liner in a storm. But space was calm and silent as ever,
It was their pilot sending desperate bursts of steam throug]
the steam-tubes, so that by reaction the ship would be sent
rolling and tumbling. It could only mean that the inevitable

THE C-CHUTE by Isaae Asimov. Copyright, 1951, by Galasy
Publishing Corp.; reprinted by permission of the author.
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had occurred. The Earth ship’s sereens had been drained
and it no longer dared withstand a direct hit.

Colonel Windham tried to steady himself with his aluminum
cane. He was thinking that he was an old man; that he had
spent bislfe inthe milita and had never seen a batl that

“now, with a battle going on around him, he was old and

They would be bouding soo, those Kioro > monsters. It was
their way of fig y would be handicapped by space-
suits and their Ln!ud]hes would be high, but they wanted the
Earth ship. Windham lered the passengers. For a mo-
ment he thought, f ot e armadlar A1 il v
Ie abandoncd the thought. Porter was in an obvious state
ohnt and young boy, Leblanc, was hardly better. The
Polyorketes brothers—dash it, he couldn't tell them apart—
ddled in a comer speaking only to one another. Mullen was
a diflrent matter He sat perfetly erct, with no signs of
fear or any other emotion in his face. But the man was just
Wbout ive feet bl v Bad undoubtedly néver held & g
of any sort in his hands in all his life. He could do nothing.
nd there was Stuart, with his frozen half-smile and the
high-pitched sarcasm which saturated all he said. Windham
Tooked sidelong at Stuart now as Stuart sat there, pushing his
dead-white hands through his sandy hair. Wit those arificial
hands he was useless, anyway.

\Winchash felt e shidering vibretioplof it dhip e
tact; and in five minutes, there was the noise of the
fight through the corridors. One of the Polyorketes brothers
screamed and dashed for the door. The other called, “Aris-
tides! Wait!” and hurried after.

It happened so quickly. Aristides was out the door and into
the corridor, running in brainless panic. A carbonizer glowed
briely and there was never even o seream, Windham, from

e doorway, turned in horror at the blackened stump of what
was Ieft. Strange—a lifetime in uniform and he had never be-
fore seen a man killed in violence.

It took the combined force of the rest to carry the other
Drother back struggling into the room.
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‘The noise of battle subsided.

Stuart said, “That's it. Theyll put a_prize crew of two
aboard and take us to one of their home planets. We're prison-
exs of war, naturally.”

“Only two of the Kloros willstay aboard?” asked Windham,
astonished.

Stuart said, “It i their custom. Why do you ask, Colonel?
Thinking of Ieadinga gallnt raidtoetake thehip?

Jushed. “Simply a point of information, dash it.”

B e e e e
failed him, he knew. He was simply an old man with a limp.

And Stuart was probably right. He had lived among the
Kloros and knew their ways.

John Stuart had claimed from the beginning that the Kloros
were gentlemen. Twenty-four hours of imprisonment had
passed, and now he repeated the statement as he flexed the
fingers of his hands and watched the erinkles come and go
in the soft artiplasm.

He enjoyed the unpleasant reaction it aroused in the others.
People were made to be punctured; windy bladders, all of
them. And they had hands of the same stuff as their bodies.

There was Anthony Windham, in particular. Colonel Wind-
Ban, he called imsclf, and St was willing to blieve it

xetired colonel who had probably drilled -a home_guard
i s village green, forty years ago, with such lack of

inction that he was not ealled back to service in any capac-
ity, even during the emergency of Earth's first interstellar war.
“Dashed unpleasant thing to be saying about the enemy,
Stuart. Don't know  that I like your attitude.” Windham
seemed to push the words through his clipped mustache. His
head had been shaven, too, in imitation of the current military
style, but now a gray stubble was beginning to show about a
centered bald patch. His flabby checks dragged downward.
That and the fine red lines on his thick nose gave him a some-
what undone appearance, as though he had been wakened
s e e tive o
Start sald, “Nonsene, Just reverse the present situation:
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Suppose an Earth warship had taken a Kloro liner, What do
you think would ave happened to any Kioro clvillans
aboard;

“I'm sure the Earth flect would observe all the interstellar
Tules of war,” Windham said stifly.

“Except that there aren't any. If we landed a prize crew.
on one of their ships, do you think we'd take the trouble to
‘maintain a chlorine atmosphere for the benefit of the sur-
vivors; allow them to keep their non-contraband possessions;
give them the use of the most comfortable stateroom, etcetera,
ctcetera, etcetera?

Ben Fortersaid, “Oh, shut up.for Codssuke It hear yous
etectera, etcetera once again, Ill gom

Stuart said, “Sorry!” He wasn't.

Porter was scarcely responsible. His thin face and beaky
nose glistened with perspiration, and he kept biting the in-
side of his cheek until he suddenly winced. He put his tongue
against_the sore spot, which made him look even more
clownish.

Stuat was growing weary of bting them, Windham wras
too flabby a target and Porter could do nothing but writhe,
‘The rest were silent, Demetrios Polyorketes was off in a worl
of silent internal grif for the moment. He had not slept the
night before, most probably. At least, whenever Stuart w
to change his position—he himself had been rather restless—
there had been Polyorketes' thick mumble from the next cot. Tt
said many things, but the moan (0 which i xetumed over and
over again was, “Oh, my

He fot durmbly on his cot now, his rod eyes ralling at the

other prisoners ont of his broad swarthy, wnshaven face. As

Stuart watched, his face sank into calloused palms so that
only his mop of crisp and curly black hair could be seen. He
rocked gently, but now that they were all awake, he made
10 sound.

Claude Leblane was trying very unsuccessfully, to read a
leter, Fe was the youngest of the six,seaely ou of collge,
returning to Earth to get married. Stuart had found him that
e e oty Mol e e o AR B
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blotched as though it were a heartbroken child's. He was very
fair, with almost a girls beauty about his large blue eyes and
full lips. Stuart wondered what kind of girl it was who had
B i e Tl et i WL eI
ship had not? She had the characterless prettiness that makes
all pictures of fiancees indistinguishable. It scemed to Stuart
that if he were a girl, however, he would want someone a
little more pronouncedly masculine.

‘That left only Randolph Mullen. Stuart frankly did not have
the least idea what to make of him. He was the only one of
the six that had been on the Arcturian worlds for any length
of time. Stuart, himsclf, for instance, had been there only long
enough to give a series of lectures on astronautical engincer-
ing af the provincial enginering insttute. Colonel Windham

ad been on a Cook’s tour; Porter was trying to buy con-
iR e e
Polyorketes brothers had attempted to_ establish themselves
returus as truck farmers and, after two growing seasons,
gave it up, had somehow unloaded at a profit, and were re-
tuming to Earth,

Randolph Mullen, however, had been in the Arcturian
system for seventeen years. How did voyagers discover so
much about one another so quickly? As far as Stuart knew,
the little man had scarcely spoken aboard ship. He was un-
failingly polite, always stepped to one side to allow another
o pase, but bis entire vocabulary appested to consst only of

“Thank you ardon me.” Yet the word had gone around
s i At i 3 Farth i seventens years

He was a little man, very precise, almost irmitatingly so.
Upon awaking that morning, he had made his cot nealy,
shaved, bathed and dressed. The habit of years seemed n
He lsst distrbed by the fic that he was 3 prisoner bt
Kloros now. He was unobtrusive about it, it had to be ad-
Saitied, and gave no impression of Gisapproviag of the Hops
piness of the others. He simply st there, alost spologetic
trussed in his overconservative clothing, and hands loosely

sV, T than i o e i i boiper i 00
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from adding character to his face, absurdly increased its prim-

ness.

He looked Jike someone’s idea of a caricature of a book-
Yeeper. And the queer thing about it all, Suart thought, vas
that that was exactly what he was. He had noticed it on the
" registry—Randolph Fluellen Mullen; occupation, bookkeeper;
employers, Prime Paper Box Co.; 27 Tobias Avenue, New
Warsaw, Arcturus II.

“Mr. Stuart?”
tuart looked up. It was Leblanc, his lower lip trembling
slightly. Stuart tried to remember how one went about being
gentle. Hesaid, “What sit, Leblanc?”
Tellme, whenwillthey letus gof”
“How should I knov
Bt oo 3% voutiived e KU plater ! s
you said they were gentlemen.”
“Well, yes. But even gentlemen fight wars in order to win.
Pmlnbly. we'll be interned for the duration.”
“But that could be years! Margaret is waiting. Shell think
Tm dead!”
“I suppose theyll allow messages to be sent through once
we're on their planet.”
orter's hoarse voice sounded in agitation. “Look here, if
you know so much about these devils, what will they do to us
while we're interned? What will they feed us? Where will they
get oxyeenfor ust They 1l dl us, T tell you” And as an after
thought, “T've got a wife waiting for me, £00,” he ad
But Stuart had heard him speaking of s e days
before the attac] o't impressed. Porter’s nail-bitten
ol bl il phiekng 2t Shiaes semve S0
drew away in sharp revulsion. He couldn't stand those ugly
hands. It angered him to desperation that such monstrosities
should be real while his own white and perfectly shaped
hands were only mocking imitations grown out of an alien

latex.
He said, “They won't kill us. If they were going to, they
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would have done it before now. Look, we capture Kloros too,
you know, and its just a matter of common sense to treat your
prisoners decently if you want the other side to be decent to
your men. They'll do their best. The food may not be very

good, but they're better chemists than we are. It's what they’re
Best at. They now euctly what food factors wel need
and how many calories. We'll ive. Theyll see to that.

i e T
st greene sympathiser, Stoart It fums my. somach to
bear an Barthman 5 the green fellas the way
been doing. Burn, w‘mrﬂs)()urlo alty?”

o/ alls e h.mm, With honesty and decency,
e SRR s e
D05 i hais, 2o iciep Klosth s b T
one of their planets for six months. My hands were mangled
in the conditioning m(\dmwr) of my own quarters. T thought
the oxygen supply they gave me was a lile poor—it wasn't,
B et o
TRt e e
‘machines of another culture. By the time someone among the
Kloros could put on an atmosphere suit and get to me, it was
too late to save my hands.

“They grew these ariplasm things for me and operated
You know what that meant? It meant designing equipment
B o il ke e
It meant that thei surgeans had to perforn a deliate apera:
tion while dressed in atmosphere suits. And now I've got
hands again.” Tie lughed arabiy, aai lénclied them eat
“Hands-

Windbam il “And youd sell your loyalty to Earth for

Ja
€1 7 oyally Yourne s P years Mated the Klongl
for this. I was a master pilot on the Trans-Galactic Spacelines
before it happened. Now? Desk job. Or an occasional lecture.
t took me a long time to pin the fault on myself and to realize.
that the only role played by the Kloros was a decent one.
They have their code of ethics, and it's as good as ours. If it
weren't for the stupidity of some of their people—and, by
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of some of ours—we wouldn't be at war. And after it's over—"

Polyorketes was on his feet. His thick fingers curved inward
before him and his dark eyes glittered. “I don't like what you
say, mister.”

“Why don't you?”

“Because you talk too nice about these damned green bas-
tards. The Kloros were good to you, eh? Well, they weren't
good to my brother. They killed him. 1 think maybe I kill
you, you ddmned  greeniespy.”

And he char,

(i e a0 i o . i aris 1 it i
furiated famer, He gusped out, “What the bell" as he
e wrist and heaved a shoulder to block the other
i

His artiplasm hand gave way. Polyorketes wrenched free
with scarcely an effort.

Windham was bellowing incoherently, and Leblanc was
callng out in his seedy voice, "Stop it Stop i But it was
little Mullen who threy rms about the farmer's neck from
behind and pulled all his might. He was not very
effective; Polyorketes seemed  scarcely aware of the little
s welght toon kia back. Mullin's Factlft the o a0 il
he tossed helplessly to right and left. But he held his grip and
it hampered Polyorketes sufficiently to allow Stuart to break
free long enough to grasp Windham's aluminum cane.

Hesaid, “Stay away, Polyorketes.”

He was gasping for breath and fearful of another rush. The
hollow aliminum cylinder was scarcely heavy enough to ac-
complish rich, hut it was better than having oal his weak
hands to defend himself with.

Mullen had loosed his hold and was now circling cautiously,
his breathing roughened and his jacket in disarray.

Polyorketes, for a moment, did not move. He stood there,
s gy Tead bont v Thdn ksl it b o e

ros. Just watch your tongue, Stuart. If it keeps on rat:
dling ¢ luo ‘much, you're liable to get hurt. Really hurt, I mean.”

passed a forearm over his forehead and thrust the
- Wi Windham, who seized it with his left hand,
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\v}nle ‘mopping his bald pate vigorously with a handkerchief
right.

o said, “Gentlemen, we must avoid this. It lowers
our prestige. We must remember the common enemy. We.
are Earthmen and we must act what we are—the ruling
Tace of the Galaxy. We dare not demean ourselves before the
lesser breeds.”

“Yes, Colonel,” said Stuart, wearily. “Give us the rest of
the speech tomorrow.”

He tumed to Mullen, “I want to say thanks.”

He was uncomfortable about it, but he had to. The lttle
accountant had surprised him completely.

But Mullen said, in a dry voice that scarcely raised above

whisper, “Don't thank me, Mr. Stuart. It was the logical
e ]
s an interpeter, perhaps, one who would understand the
Kloros.”

Stuart stiffened. It was, he thought, too much the book-
Keeper type of reasoning, too logical, too dry of juice. Present
B e T et et el
neatly. He would bave liked Mullen to leap to bis defense
out ofwell, out of what? Out of pure, unselfsh decency?

Stuart nghed silently at himself. He was beginning to
expect idealism of human beings, rather than good, straight-
forward, self-centered motivation.

Polyorketes was numb. His sorrow and rage were like acid
inside him, but they had no words to get out. If he were
Stuart, big-mouth, white-hands Stuart, he could talk and
talk and maybe feel better. Instead, he had to sit there with
‘half of him dead; with no brother, no Aristides—

1t had happened so quicky. if he could only go back and
have one more_waming, so that he might snatch
B, seva b

But mostly he hated the Kloros. Tywo months ago, he bad
hardly ever heard of d now he hated them so hard,
hewould beglad to i e comid il e
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He said, without looking up, “What happened to start this
war, eh

He was afrid Stuarts voice would answer, Ho hated
Stuart’s voice. But it was Windham, the bal

W ) T ioiat ki o e m e e
“over mining concéssions in the Wyandotte system. "The Kloros
had poached on Earth property.”

“Room for both, Colonel!”

Polyorketes looked up at that, snarling. Stuart could not
Bt oy e e pbe A
hand, wiseguy, Kloros-lover.

Stuart was saying, “Is that anything to fight over, Colonel?
We can't use one another's worlds. Their chlorine pl
useless to us and our oxygen ones are useless to them. Chlorine
is deadly to us and oxygen is deadly to them. There’s no
way we could maintain permanent hostility. Our races just
don't coincide. I there reason to fight then because both races
want to dig iron out of the same airless planetoids when there
are millions like them in the Galaxy?’

Windham said, “There s the question of planetary honor—"

“Planetary fertilizer. How can it excuse a ridiculous war
like this one? It can only be fought on outposts. It has to
come down to a series of holding actions and eventually be
setled by negotiations that might st us caly have bosa
worked out in the first place. Neither we nor the Kloros will
e s

Grudgingly, Polyorketes found that he agreed with Stuart.
What did he and Aristides care where Earth or the Kloros
got their iron?

Was that something for Aristides to die over?

“The little waming buzzer soundes

Polyorketes head shot up and he rose slowly, his lips draw-
ing back, Only one thing could be at the door. He waited,
arms tense, fists balled. Stuart was edging toward him.
that and laughed to himself. Let the Klum
come in, and Stuart, along with all the rest, could not stop
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Wait, Aristides, wait just a moment, and a fraction of re-
venge will be paid back.

‘The door opened and a figure entered, completely swathed
ina shapeless, billowing travesty of a spacesuit.

An 0dd, unnatural, but not entirely unpleasant voice began,
“It is with some misgivings, Earthmen, that my companion
and myself—"

It ended abruptly as Polyorket

, with a roar, charged

the haintufed iogers in choking ositon, be clamped on.
Stuart was whirled to one side before he had a chance to
oAk b

The Kloro might have, without undue exertion, “straight-
armed Polyorketes to a halt, or stepped aside, allowing the
whirlwind to pass. He did neither. With a rapid movement,
a hand-weapon was up and a gentle pinkish line of radiance
connected it with the plunging Earthman. Polyorketes
stumbled and crashed down, his body maintaining its last
curved position, one foot raised, as though a lightning paral-
ysis had taken place, It Ioppled to one side and he lay there,
‘eyes all alive and wild with raj

(L0 oes i HL ) ok pesmimsently Brt= D secssth
B Pl ThenTs b again, “Tt is
with some misgiving, Earthmen, that my companion and my-
self were made aware of a certain commotion in this room.
Are you in any need which we can satisfy?

Stuart was angrily nursing his knee which he had scraped
in olliding with th co. Hesaid. "N thank you, Kioro”

Noy here,” puffed Windham, “this is a dashed out-

rage. We demand that our release be arranged.’

The Kloro'’s tiny, insectlike head turned in the fat old man’s
direction. He was not a pleasant sight to anyone unused to
him. He was about the height of an Earthman, but the top
of him consisted of a thin stalk of a neck with a head that
was the merest swelling. It consisted of a blunt triangular
proboscis in front and two bulging eyes on either side. That
was all. There was no brain pan and no brain. What corre-
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sponded to the brain in a Kloro was located in what would
be an Earthly abdomen, leaving the head as a mere sensory
organ. The Kloro's spacesuit followed the outlines of the fe
more or less faithfully, the two eyes being exposed by tw
ldor semicizclen of laée; which1o0bed fafntly greoel Bacatee
of the hlorine atmosphere nsde.

One of the eyes was now cocked squarely at Windham, who
quivered unwmfmhbly under the glance, but insisted, “You
have no right to hold us prisoner. We are noncombatants.”

‘The Kloro's voice, sounding thoroughly artifical, came from
a small attachment of chromium mesh on what served as
its chest. The voice box was manipulated by compressed air
under the control of one or two of the many delicate, forked
tendil that radistd from two circes about ts upper body

nd were, mercifully enough, hidden by

The voice said, “Are you serious, E:\xthman" Surely you
have heard of war and rules of war and prisoners of war.”

t ooked aboat, shifting eyes with quick jecks of it heal
staring at a particular object first with one, then with another.
It was Stuart’s understanding that each cye transferred a
separate message to the-sbdominal bran, which had to eo-
ordinate the two to obtain full information.

Windham had nothing to say. No one had. The Kloro, its
four main limbs, roughly arms and legs in pairs, had a vaguely
human appearance under the masking of the suit, if you
looked 1o bigher than it chest, but there was 1o way of
telling what it f

(THE watnkad i e loave.

Porter coughed and said in a strangled voice, “God, smell
that chlorine. If they don't do something, well all die of
Totted lungs.”

Skart i, “Shu 'up. There st erongh ehlorine fn 18
air to make 2 mosquito snceze, and what there s will be
swept out in two minutes. Besides, a litle chlorine is good
foryou,Ttmay kil yourcold virus

Windham coughed and said, “Stuart, I feel that you might
e vnticitc yousiklono it ahen el
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You are scarcely as bold in their presence, dash it, as you are
once they are gone.”

“You heard what the creature said, Colonel. We're prisoners
of war, and prisoner exhanges are negotiated by diplomats.
We'll just have to wait.”

Leblanc, who had tumed pasty white at the entrance of
the Kloro, rose and hurried into the privy. There was the
sound of retching.

An uncomfortable silence fell while Stuart tried to think
of something to say to cover the unpleasant sound. Mullen
811 . Ho had ruramaged throngh & e bos he bad taen
from undler his pillow.

He said, “Perhaps Mr. Leblanc had better take a sedative
before retiring. 1 have a few. I'd be glad to give him one:
He explained his generosity immediately, “Otherwise he may
Keep therestof us awke, you see.

“Very logical” said Stuart, iy, “You'd better save one
TR here; save half a_dozen” He walked to
phere Polyorketes still sprawled and kel ot bis side. “Com-
fortable, baby?

Wmdham said, “Deuced poor taste speaking like that,

-wEu if you're so concerned about him, why don't you and.
Porter hoist him onto his cot?”

He helped them do so. Polyorketes® arms were trembling
ermatically now. From what Stuart knew of the Kloxo's nerve
‘weapons, the man should be in an agony of pins and needles
about now.

Stuart said, “And don't be too gentle with him, cither. The
damned fool might have gotten us all killed. And for what?"

He pushed Polyorketes” stiff carcass to one side and sat at
the edge of the cot. He said, “Can you hear me, Polyorketes?”

Polyorketes' cyes gleamed. An arm lifted abortively and
fell back.

Ok then, listen, Dot ry anything lke that again. The
next time it may be the finish for all of us. If you had been a
Kloro e i Fd beenan Earthitas, el bo' dea nows
So just get one thing through your skull. We're sorry about
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your brother and it a rotten shame, but it was his own fault.”

olyorkek:s tried to heave and Stuart pushed him back.

u keep on listoning. he said. “Maybe this is the

on]v i T1 ot 65Tl 'y whee e o 10 6tE VA

brother had no right leaving passenger’s quarters. There was

no place for him to go. He just got in the way of our own

en. We don't even know for certain that it was a Kloro gun.
that illed him, 1t might have been one of our own.”

“Oh, Isay, Stuart,” objected Windham.

Stuart whirled at him. “Do you have proof it wasn't? Did
you see the shot? Could you tell from what was left of the
body whether it was Kloro energy or Earth cnerg

Polyorketes found bis voice, driving his unwilling ton
into a fuzzy verbal snarl. “Damned stinking greenic Fastards

“Me?” s know what's going on in your mind,
Pulyorkc(es. You think that when the paralysis wears o,

ull ease your feclings by slamming me around. Well,
Sou do.ewill probably becurtains forall o s

, put his back against the wall. For the moment, he

was fighting all of them, -None of you know the Kloros the
way I do. The physical differences you see are not important,
The differences in their temperament are. They don't under-
stand our views on sex, for instance. To them, it's just a biolo
ical reflex like breathing. They attach no importance to
But they do attach importance to social groupings. Remem-
ber, their evolutionary ancestors had lots in common with
our insects. They always assume that any group of Earthmen
they find together makes up a social unit.

“That means just about everything to them. I don't under-
stand exactl what t means. No Earthman can. But the result

hat they never break up a group, just as we don't separate
ChsiE e e e Oneofthe reasons
they're treating us with kid gloves right now is that they
i weiro all brelienip iovat, the fact:Huak ey e

hey feel guilt about it.
ut this is what you'll have to remember. We're going to

be interned together and kept together for duration. T don't
ike the thought. I wouldn't have picked any of you for
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co-internees and T'm pretty sure none of you would have
picked me. But there it is. The Kloros could never under-
stand that our being together on the ship is only accidental.

t means we've got to get along somehow. That's not
just goodie-goodie talk about birds in their little nest agreeing.
What do you think would have happened if the Kloros had
e il otes 5 D Tolykatas bl iy
kill each other? You don't know? Well, what do you suppose
you would think of a mother you caught trying to kill her
children?

“Thats it then. They would have Kiled every one of ug
as a bunch of Kloro-type perverts and m Got that?
How about you, Polyorketes? Have you So let’s call
BB e e €3 it 1205 by ks it DO
And now, if none of you mind, Il massage my hands back
into shape—these synthetic hands that 1 got from the Kloros
and that one of my own kind tried to mangle again.”

For Claude Leblanc, the worst was over. He had been
sick enough; sick with many things; but sick most of all over
having ever left Earth. It had been a great thing to o to
college off Earth. It had been an adventure and had taken
him away from his mother. Somehow, he had been sneak-
ingly glad to make that escape after the first month of fright-
ened adjustment.

d then on the summer holidays, he had been no longer

Claude, the shy-spoken scholar, but Leblanc, space traveler.

swaggered the fact for all it was worth. It made him

feel such a man to talk of stars and Jumps and the customs

and environments of other worlds; it had given him courage

with Margaret. She had loved him for the dangers he had
undergone—

Except that this had been the first one, really, and he had
not done so well. He knew it and was ashamed and wished
he were like Stu

He used the excuse of mealtime to approach. He said,
“Mr. Stuart.”

Stuart looked up and said shortly, “How do you feel?”
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Leblanc felt himself blush. He blushed easily and the effort
not to blush only made it worse. He said, “Much better, thank
u Weare ating. I thought Id bring you your ration.”
offered can, It was standard space ration;
led nourishing and,
B i T it isbioatinally et e vas
opened, but could be eaten cold, if necessary. Thoug]
B bus oo el s ol e
a consistency that made the use of fingers practical and not
‘particularly messy.
Stuart said, “Did you hear my litle speech?”
‘Yes, sir. I want youto know you can count on me.”
“Well, good. Now go and eat.’

For a moment, they ate in silence, and then Leblane burst
o re 5o sure of yourself, Mr. Stuart! It must be very
wonderful to be ike that!”
‘Sure of mysel? Thanks, but there’s your self-assured one.”

Leblane followed the direction of the nod in surprise.

Mullen? Thatlttle man? O, nol”
's self-assured?”

Leblane shook his head. He looked at Stuart ntently to
see if he coud deteet humor inhis expression. “That o
[ st . il s comotion i Himi e 18 8 Mt
aathioe, 12 him repubive: Yo dlieitnt, Mes Sttt
You bave it al inside, but you contol it T would ik to be
like t

B o e s by the mAsit vt e el
i N
can of ration was barely touched. It was still steaming gently
as he squatted opposite them.

His voice had its usual quality of furtively rustling under-
brash. “How long, M Start do you think the trp will takef”

t say, Mullen. Theyll undoubtedly be avoiding the

R theyTl be making more Junps through
hyper-space than usual to throw off possible pursuit. 1
wouldn't be surprised if i long as a week. Why do you




74 SHADOW OF TOMORROW

asi? 1 presune you have a yery proctcal and logiea reason?”
yes. Certainly.” He seemed quite shellbacked to
e iia occurred to me that it might be wise to
ration the rations, 50 o speak.
‘We've got enough food and water for a month. I checked
onhat s thing.”
°1 see In that case 1 il inih the can” He did, using
s e e R
At

Polyorketes struggled to his feet some two hours later. He
swayed a bit, looking like the Spirit of Hangover. He did not
£ o come gose to Start but spoke from where ho stoad,

e said, “You stinking greenie spy, you watch yourselt.”

“Youheard what I said betore, Bolyorketes”

“I heard. But I also heard what you said about Ari
T won't bother with you, beu\lse - vou're a bag of nothing bt
noisy air. But wait, someday you'll blow your air in one
toomany and twill bolt out ofyour

“I'll wait,” said S

Windham hnb\xled R Teaning heavily on his cane. “Now,
now,” he called with a wheezing joviality that overlaid his
A e e emphasize it "W al Earth-
men, dash it. Got to remember that; keep it ing.
Hight of isplcaton. Never lot down before me blasted s
We've got to forget private feuds and remember only that
we are Earthmen united against alien blighters.”

Stuart’s comment was unprinta

Porter was right behind Windham, He had been in a close
conference with the shaven-headed colonel for an hour, and
now he said with indignation. “It doesn't help to be a wiseguy,
Stuart. You listen to the colonel. We've been doing some hard
thinking about the situation.”

He had washed some of the grease off his face, wet his
hair and slicked it back. It did not remove the little tic on
s right heek:justat the point whe hi lips ended,or make
his hangnail hands more attractive in appearance.

“All sight, Golonel”said Stuart, “What's onyour mind?”
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Windham said, “I'd prefer to have all the men together.”
“Okay, call them.”

Leblanc hurried over; Mullen approached with greater de-
liberation.

Stuart said, “You want that fellow?” He jerked his head at
ketes.

f
“Why, yes. Mr, Polyorketes, may we have you, old fella?”

“Ah, leave me alone.

“Go ahead,” said Stuart, “leave him alone. I don’t want
him.”

“No, no,” said Windham. “This is a matter for all Earthmen.
Mr. Polyorketes, we must have you.”

Polyorketes rolled off one side of his cot. “I'm close enough,
T can hear you.”

Windbam said to Stuart, “Would they—the Kloros, 1 mean
~have this room wired

“No,” said Stuart. Whymouknhew'

“Are you sure?

“Of course I'm sure. They didn’t know what happened
when Polyorketes jumped me. They just heard the thumping
when it started rattling the ship

“Maybe they were trying to give us the impression the
i 2ot

“Listen, Colonel, I've never known a Kloro to tell a delib-

erate lie-

Polyorketes interrupted calmy, “That lump of noise fost
loves the Kloros

‘Windham sai hastly, “Let’s not begin that, Lock, Stuart
Porter and I have been discussing matters and we have de-
cided that you know the Klorog well enough to thisk of some
way of getting us back to Earth.”

“It happens that you're wrong. T can't think of any way”

“Maybe there is some way we can take the ship back from
Bkt e Fol e oaret oW e Some R
s they may have. Dash it you know what Lan.”

Tell me, mmx what are you after? Your own skin or

Earth's welfar

e question. Tl have you know that while I'm
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as careful of my own life as anyone has a right to be, I'm think-
g of Eart primarly. And 1 think thats frve of all of us.”

“Damn right,” said Porter, instantly. Leblanc looked anx-
e R
all.

“Good,” said Stuart. “Of course, T don't think we can take
the ship. They're armed and we aren't. But there’s this. You
e Kokt ook s o e 104 ecaiial U
need ships. They may be better chemists than Earthman are,

ut Barthmen are beter astronautical engineers. We have
bigger, better and more ships. In fact, if our crew had had a
B i i e ke s
have blown the ship up as soon as it looked as though the
Kloros were going fo board.”
horrified. “And kill

“VVhy not? You heard what the good colonel said. Every
ame of us puts his ow lousy ltle Lfe sfter Earth's interete
What good are we to Earth alive right now? None at all.
What barm will this ship do in Kloro hands? A hell of a lot
probabl

Just why,” asked Mullen, “did our men refuse to blow up.
the ship? They must have had a reason

“They did. It's the firmest tradition of Earth’s military men
B e
we had blown ourselves up, twenty fighting men and seven
civilians of Earth would be dead as compared with an enemy
casualty total of zero. So what happens? We let them board,
Kl twenty-elghtTm suce we killed at lest that many—and
let them have the ship.”

“Talk talk tall,” joered Polyorketes.

“There’s a moral to this,” said Stuart, “We can't take the
ship away from the Kloros. We might be able to rush them,
though, and keep them busy long enough to allow one of us
enough time to short the engines.

“What?” yelled Porter, and Windham shushed him in
fright.

“Short the engines,” Stuart repeated. “That would destroy
the ship, of course, which is what we want to do, isn'tit?”




C-CHUTE 77

Leblanc’s lips were white. “I don’t think that would work.”

“We can't be sure till we try. But what have we to lose
by trying?”

“Our lives, damn it” cried Porter. “You insane maniac,
you're crazy!”
 “If I'm a maniac,” said Stuart, “and insane to boot, then
naturally I'm crazy. But just remember that if we lose our
lives, which s overwhelmingly probable, we lose nothing of

hesitate? Who here would put himself ahead of his world?”
He looked about in the silence. “Surely not you, Colonel Wind-
am

Windham coughed tremendously. “My dear man, that s
not the question. There must be a way to save the ship for
Barth withoutloting ous lives, ch?”

‘All right. You name .

“Let's all think about it. Now there are only two of the

Kloros aboard ship 1 one of us could snak vp. on them

**“How? The rest of the ship's all iled with chlorine. We'd
have to wear a spacesuit. Gravity in their part of the ship is
hopped up to Kloro level, so whoever is patsy in the deal
would be clumping around, metal on metal, slow and heavy.
Oh, he could sneak up on them, sure-like a skunk trying to
sneak downwind.”

“Then we'll drop it all,” Porter's voice shook, “Listen, Wind-
ham, there’s not going to be any destroying the ship. My life
means plenty to me and if any of you fry anything like that,
Tl call the Kloros. I mean it.”

“Well”said Stuart, “there’s hero number one.”

Leblane said, “I want to go back to Earth, but I

Mullen interrupted, “I don't think our chances of destroying
the ship are good enough unless—"

“Heroes number two and three. What about you, Pol-
yorketes? You would have the chance of killing two Kloros.”

“I want to kill them with my bare hands” growled the
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farmer, his heavy fists writhing, “On their planet, T will kill
dozens”

“That's a nice safe promise for now. What about you,
Colonel? Don't you want to march to death and glory with

me?”
“Your attitude is very cynical and unbecoming, Stuart, Tt's
obvious that if the rest are unwilling, then your plan will

fall through.”
ZUnless Tdoitmysel, buh”
“You you hear?” said Porter, instantly.

“Dasn nghl Tvon't” agreed Stuart 1 don'e
hero X just an average patio,perieel willing o e o
any pl ey take me to and si out the war.

Mullen sad, thoughtully, "Of course, there is 3 way we
could surpris
o The a1 eut ol have rop et cxcopt Eic Pl
etes. He pointed o blackailed, stubby [orefinger and
nghed harshly. “Mr. Bookkeeper!” he said. “Mr. Book-
lscper is 4. big.shot talker ke i greenic o
Stuast, All right, Mr. Bookkeeper, go ahead. You make
specshesalso Let the wards ol ke an empy bareel
uned to Stuart and repeated venomously, “Empty bar-
mll Cnpple ! i arrel o gitod fos iyt b

e e headway until Polyor-
ketes was through, but then he said, speaking directly to
Stuart, “We might be able to reach them from outside, This
roombasa Cchutel'n

“What'sa -chuteP” asked Leblan

“Well-” bogan Mullgn, and then stopped, at a loss

tuart said, mockingly, “It’s a euphemism, my boy. Tts full
name is ‘casualty chute.’ It doesn’t get talked about, but the
main rooms on any ship would have them. They're just little
airlocks down which you slide a corpse. Buriel at space. Al
ways lots of sentiment and bowed heads, with the captain
making a rolling speech of the type Polyorketes here woulda't
like.”
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Leblanc’s face twisted. “Use that to leave the ship?”

“Why not? Superstitious?—Go on, Mullen.”

‘The little man had waited patiently. He said, “Once out-
side, one could re-cnter the ship by the steam-fubes. It can
be done-with luck. And then you would be an unexpected
" visitor in the control room.”

Stuart stared at him curiously. “How do you figure this
out? What do you know about steam-tubes?”

Mullen coughed. “You mean because I'm in the paper-box
‘business? Well—" He grew pink, waited a moment, then made

new start in a colorless, unemotional voice. “My company,
which manufactures fancy paper boxes and novelty con:
tainrs, madle a line of spaceship candy boxes for the juvenile
trade some years ago. 1t was desgned sothat if a string viere
pulled, small pressure containers were punctured and jets
B oeiod i bt ool hugh Do wock it o
safling the box across the room and scattering candy as It

. The sales theory was that the youngsters would find
B i i Ve i o o bR

candy.

“Actually, it was a complete failure. The ship would break
dishes and sometimes hit another child in the eye. Worse
still, the children would not only scramble for the candy but
would fight over it. It was almost our worst failure. We lost
thousands.

“till, while the boxes were being designed, the entire
office was extremely interested. It was like a game, very bad
for efficiency and office morale. For a while, we all became
steamtube experts. I read quite a few books on ship construc-
tion. Onmy own time, however, not the company’s.

tuart was intrigued. He said, “You know it's a video sort
of idea, but it might work it we had a hero to spare. Have

™ Vhat about you?” demanded Porter, indignantly. “You go
o R e e SRR B
notice you volunteering for anything.”

ST obatise T o bt Bosier. LadrieTE My object
is o stay alive, and shinnying down steam-tubes is no way
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g0 sbaut saying slve. Bt the rest o you are noble patriots.
Colonel says so. What about you, Colonel? You're the
B e

s o, 1F T e Mo i el i
your hands, 1 would take plessur, si, i trouncing you
Soun

“T'veno doubt of it, but that's no answer.”

“You know very well that at my time of life and with my
leg—" he brought the flat of his hand down upon his stiff
knee— am in 1o position to do anything of the sort, however
much I should wish to.”

“Ab, yes:” sad Stuart, “and 1, mysolf, am crippled in the
hands, as Polyorketes tells me. That saves us. And what un-
fortunate deformities do the rest of us have?”

“Listen,” cried Porter, “I want to know what this is all about.
How can anyone go down the steam-tubes? What if the
Kloros use them while one of us s inside?”

y, Porter, that’s part of the sporting chance. I¥’s where
the excitement comes in.

“But he'd be boiled in the shell like a Iobster.”

“A pretty image, but inaccurate. The steam wouldn't be on
for more than a very short time, maybe a second or two, and
the sut insultion would hold that long. Besides, the jet comes
scooting out at several hundred miles a minute, so that you
B i 0 e ki hetore s s sl B
warm you. In fact, youd be blown quite a few miles out
into space, and after that you would be quite safe from the
Kloros. Of course, you couldn' get back to the ship.

Porter was sweating freely. “You don't scare me for one
minute, Stuart.”

“I don't? Then you're offering to go? Are you sure you've
thought out what being stranded in space means? You're all
alone, you know; really all alone. The steam-jet will probably
leave you turning o
that, You'll scem

sky. They won't ever stop. They won't even slow up. Then
your heater will go or your oxygen will give out, and you will
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die very slowly. You'll have lots of time to think. Or, if
S e e
pleasant, either, T've seen faces of men who had a tom suit
happen to_them accidentally, and is pretty awful. But it
would be quicker. Then—"

" Porter tured and walked unsteadily away.

Stuart said, lightly, “another failure. One act of heroism
still ready to be knocked down to the highest bidder with
nothing offered yet.”

Polyorketes spoke up and his harsh voice roughed the words.
“You keep on talking, Mr. Big Month. You just keep banging
that empty barrel. Pretty soon, we'll kick your teeth in. There’s
one boy I think would be willing to do it now, eh, Mr.
Porter?”

Porter’s look at Stuart ct)nﬁrmed the truth of Polyorketes”
remarks, but he said nothiny

Sttt aid, ~Thert whit About you, Polyorketes? Youra t
bare-hand man with guts. Want me to help you into a suit?”

“I'llask you when I want help.”

“What about you, Leblanc?”

The young man shrank away.

“Not even to get back to Margaret?”
But Leblane couldonly shake is head.
“Mulle
“Well- Illny"

“You'll what?”

“Isaid, yes, lltry. After all, its my idea.”

Stuart looked stunned. “You're serious? How come?”

Mullen's prim mouth pursed. “Because no one else wil

“But that's no reason. Especially for you.

Mullen shrugged.

There was a thump of a cane behind Stuart. Windham
brushed past.

Hesaid, Do youreally ntend to go Mullen?”

“Ye: Colon

“In that case, dash it, let me shake your hand. T like you.

You're an-an Earthman, by heaven. Do this, and win or die,
T'll bear witness for you.”
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Mullen withdrew his hand awkwardly from the deep and
vibrating grasp of the other.

tuart just stood Ihcre. He was in a very unusual

1

position. He was, in fact, the particular position of al
Dositionsin which ho mos sarely found himself
He had nothing to say.

uality of tension had changed. The gloom and frus-

ot had lifted a bit, and the excitement of conspiracy had

replaced it. gering the spacesuits

and commenting briefly and hoarsely on which he considered
preferable.

Mullen was having a certain amount of trouble. The suit
hung rather limply upon him even though the adjustable
joints had been tightened nearly to minimum. He stood there
now with only the helmet to be screwed on. He wiggled his
neck.

Stuart was holding the helmet with an effort. It was heavy,
and his artiplasmic hands did not grip it well. He said, “Better
sorath your nose ¢ thes,I¢5 you s chance for & while
He didn'tadd, "Maybeoforever”but he thought

Mullen said, tonelessly, “I think et Thiel Beiec N
aspare oxygen cyclinder.”

“Good enough.”

“With a reducing valve.”

Stuart nodded. “I see what you're thinking of. If you o get
Blowen clar o the ship, you could try to blow yourelf back
by using the cylinder as an action.

‘They canped on the headpises o Disiled i ol

eylinder to Mullen’s waist. Polyorketes and Leblane lifted him

up to the yawning opening of the C-tube. It was ominously
dark inside, the metal lining of the interior having been painted
a mournful black. Stuart thought he could detect a musty
odor about it, but that, he knew, was only imagination.

He stopped the proceedings when Mullen was half within
the tube. He tapped upon the lttle man's faceplate.

“Can you hear me?”

Within, there was a nod.
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“Air coming through all right? No last-minute troubles?”

Mullen lifted his armored arm in a gesture of reassurance.

“Then remember, don't use the suit-radio out there. The
Kloros might pick up the signals,

Reluctantly, he stepped away. Polyorketes' brawny hands
“lowered Mullen until they could hear the thumping sound
made by the steel-shod feet against the outer valve,
inner valve then swung shut with a dreadful finality, its bev-
cled slcone gasket making a slight soughing naise as it
erushed hard. They clamped it into

Stusrt stood at the toggle switch that contolled tho outee
valve. He threw it and the gauge that marked the air pres-
sure within the tube fell to zero. A little pinpoint of red
light wamed that the outer valve was open. Then the light
disappeared, the valve closed, and the gauge climbed slowly
to filteen pounds again.

They opened the inner valve again and found the tube
empty.

Polyorketes spoke first. Ho said, “Tho ltll son-ofasgun:
He went!” He looked wonderingly at the other. “A little fel-
low with guts like that,”

Stuart said, “Look, we'd better get ready in here. There's
just a chance that the Kloros may have detected the valves
opening and closing. If so, they Il be here to investigate and
well have to cover u

“How?” asked Windham.

“They won't see Mullen anywhere around. We'll say he's in
the head. The Kloros know that it’s one of the peculiar charac-
teristics of Earthmen that they resent intrusion on their privacy
in lavatorics, and they'll make no effort to check. If we can
holdthem ot

t if they wait, or if they check the spacesuits?” asked

Pos
Stuart shrugaed. “Lets hope they dort. And listen, ok
yorketes, don't make any fuss when they come i
Polyorketes grunted, “With that Tt guy out there? What
do you think 1 am?” He stared at Stuart without animosity,
R T s i ylaoly, o leariogt LA
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athim  thought he was an od woman, Tt makes me ashamed! 5

Stuart cleared his throat. He said, “Look, I've been saying
somo things that maybe weren't 0o Funay fter all now that
Teometo thinkof . 'd ik tos2y I'nsory i T

A T B s e T

e steps behind him, felt the touch on his sleeve. He
turned; it was Leblanc.

The youngster said softly, “T keep thinking that Mr. Mullen
isan old man.”

“Well, he's not a kid. He's about forty-five or ifty, I think.”

Leblane said, “Do you think, Mr. Stuart, that I should have
gone, instead? I'm the youngest here. I don't like the thought
of having let an old man go in my place. It m:
like the devil.”

“Iknow. If he dies, it will be too bad.”

“But he volunteered. We didn't make him, did w

D't 1o obdes raspanalbilit} Tiblane, Tt what ekt
you feel better. There isn't one of us without a stronger

motive to run the risk than he had.” And Stuart sat there
slently, thinking,

Mullen felt the obstruction bencath his feet yield and the
yralls about him slip away quickly, too quickly. He ke it
was the puff of air escaping, carrying him with it, and he dug
arms and logs frantically aguns the wall e
Corpaes were supposed to be flung well clear of the ship, but
he was no corpse—for the

B o eing oo o e e Heasd tho ik ok
‘magnetic boot against the hull just as the rest of his body
puffed out like a tight cork under air pressure. He tectered
dangerously at the lip of the hole in the ship—he had changed
orientation suddenly and was looking down on it—then took
a step backward as its lid came down of itsclf and fitted
smoothly against the hull.

A feeling of unreality overwhelmed him. Surely, it wasn't
i tanding on the outer susfaco of & ship. Not Randolph F.
o065 v 1ol ol ieyecaay, ey, Tartipoid
those who traveled in space constantly.
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He was only gradually gware that he was in pafn, Popping
out of that hol e foot clamped to the hull lad nearly
it o oo Tl el
o b aatie o oyt s RS R
hought nothing was broken, though the musces of is left
“side were badly wrenched.

And then he came to himself and noticed that the wrist
lights of his suit were on. It was by their light that he had
stared into the blackness of the C-chute. He stirred with the
nervous thought that from within, the Kloros might see the
twin spots of moving light just outside the hull. He flicked
the switch upon the suit’s mid-sectio;

Mullen had never imagined that, standing on a ship, he
would fail to see its hull. But it was dark, as dark below as
above. There were the stars, hard and bright little non-di-
mensional dots. Nothing more. Nothing more anywhere.
Under s fect, ot even the sars—not even s fect

0 look at the stars. His head swam. They
B vy O i e e i
the ship was roating, but he could nat tell bis eyes that
They moved. His eyes foloweddown and bebind the ship.
New stars up and above from the other side. A black horl
zon. The ship existed only as a region where there were no
s

ta
No stars? Why, there was one almost at his fect. He nearly
reached for it; then he realized that it was only a glittering
xeflection in the mirroring metal.
cy were moving thousands of miles an hour. The stars
were. The ship was. He was. But it meant nothing. To his
senses, there was only silence and darkness and that slow
wheelingof th tas. s evesFollowe the wheeln
s head. in its helmet hit the ship's ull with a soft
- iy
He felt about in panic with his thick, insensitive, spun-
silicate gloves. His fect were stil fimiy magnetized to the
et ad EE Vit e veat of 1 body hemt et
M right angle. There was no gravity outside
the ship. If he bent back, there was nothing to pull the upper
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part of his body down and tell his joints they were bending.
His body stayed as he put it

He pressed wildly against the hull and his torso shot up-
vard and efused to Stop when upright. He fell forward.

e tried more slowly, balancing with both hands against
the bl wnt e sauatted evely. Then upward. Very slowly.
Straight up. Arms out to balar

He was straight now, aware of his nausea and lighthead-
edness.

He looked about. My God, where were the steam-tubes?
He cuuldnl see them. They were black on black, nothing on

no

chuy, he turned on the wrist lamps. In space, there were
10 beams, only elliptical, sharply defined spots of blue steel,
winking light back at him. Where U  a rivet, a shadow.
was cast, knife-sharp and as black as space, the lighted region
illuminated abruptly and without diffusion.

He moved his arms, his body swaying gently in the opposite
direction; action and reaction. The vision of a steam-tube with
its smooth eylindrical sides sprang at hi

He trid to move towasd it. His foat held firaly to the hall
Ho pulled and it slogged upward, strining aguinst
sand that eased quickly. Three inches up i had dhinll
B e b it oot ol i

He advanced it and let it down, felt it enter the quicksand,
When the sole was within two inches of the hull it snapped
down, out of control, hitting the hull ringingly. His space-
suit carricd the vibrations, amplifying them in his ears.

e stopped in absolute terror. The dehydrators that dried
the atmosphere within his suit could not handle the sudden
gush of perspiration that drenched his forchead and armpits.

He waited, then tried lifting his foot again—a bare inch,
holding it there by main force and moving it horizontally;
Horizontal motion_ involved no effort at all; it was motion
perpendicular to the lines of magnetic force. But he had to
keep the foot from snapping down as he did so, and then
lower it slowly.

& polled with {he cffort, Eack step wes agony. The ton
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dons of s knees were cracking, and there were knives n

is side.

Mullen stopped to let the perspiration dry. It wouldn't do
to steam up the inside of his faceplate. He flashed his wrist-
lamps, and the steam-cylinder was right ahead.

o ip had four of them, at ninety degree intervals,
thrusting out at an angle from the midgirdle. They were the
“fine adjustment” of the ship’s course. The coarse adjustment
was the powerful thrusters back and front which fixed final
velocity by their accelerative and the decelerative force, an
the hyperatomics that took care of the space-swalloving
Jump

But occasiopally the direction of fight had to be adjusted
slightly and then the steam-cylinders took over. Singly, they
could drive the ship up, down, right, left. By twos, in appropri-
ate ratios of thrust, the ship could be tumed in any desired
directior

The device had been unimproved in centuries, being too
Bt i The i DG et he a0
of a closed container into steam, driving it, in less than a
second, up to temperatures where it would have broken down
into a mixture of hydrogen and oxygen, and then into a mix-
ture of electrons and ions. Perhaps the breakdown actually
took place. No one ever bothered testing; it worked, so there
was no need to,

At the critical point, a needle valve gave way and the
steam thrust madly out in a short but incredible blast. And the
ship, inevitably and majestically, moved in the opposite

irection, veering about its own center of gravity. When the
degrees of tumn were sufficient, an equal and opposite blast
vould take place and the tuming would be canceled, The
ship would be moving at its original velocity, but in
direction.

Mullen had dragged himself out to the lip of the steam-
cylinder. He had a picture of himself—a small speck teetering.
at the extreme end of a structure thrusting out of an ovoid
that was tearing through space at ten thousand mles an

our, .
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But there was no air-stream to whip him off the hull, and
his magnetic soles held him more firmly than he liked.

With lights on, he bent down to peer into the tube and the
ship dropped down precipitously as his orientation changed.
He reached out to steady himself, but he was not falling. There
was no up or down in space except for what his confused
mind chose to consider up or down.

he cyinder v fot Jarge enough to bold 8 man, 3 that
it might bo entere for repaie purposes. His light caught the
R o il e et ot alio
puffed a sigh of relief with what breath he could i
Some ships didn't have ladders.

He made his way o it the ship appearing to slip and twist
beneath him as he moved. He lifted an amm over the lip of
ok e RS e
‘himself within.

‘The knot in his stomach that had been there from the first
was a convulsed agony now. If they should choose to manipu-
Intethe s, ifthesteam should whisleout now-—

Te would never hear it; never know it. One instant he
Sroa o holding a rung, feeling slowly 54 ths neet WS
groping arm. The next moment he would be alone in space,
the ship a dark, dark patlingaess Lot forever among
B e e et oo o
B ity i b, shavie T b kst and ot
approaching and rofating about him, attracted by his mass
like infinitesimal planets to an absurdly tiny Sun.

e was trickling sweat again, and now he was also con-
scious of thirst. He put it out of his mind. There would be
no dxinkm until he was out of his suit—if ev

e
e e e e
it that showed under his lght

m.y not? The steam, incredibly hot as it was, would strike
metal that was at nearly absolute zero. In the few split
seconds of thrust, there would not be time for the metal to
warm above the freezing point of water. A sheet of ice would
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condense that would sublime slowly into the vacuum. It was
the speed of all that happened that prevented the fusion
of the tubes and of the original water-container itself.

His groping hand reached the end. Again the wrist-light.
He stared with crawling horror at the steam nozzle, half an
“inch in diameter. It looked dead, harmless. But it always
would, right up to the microsecond before—

Around it was the outer steam lock. It pivoted on a central
hub that was springed on the portion toward space, screw
on the part toward the ship. The springs allowed it to give
under the first wild thrust of steam pressure before the ship's
mighty inertia could be overcome. The steam was bled into
the inner chamber, breaking the force of the thrust, leaving
the total energy unchanged, but spreading it over time so
that the bull islf was in that much less danger of being
staved in.

Mullen braced himself firmly ¢ a rung and pressed
againt the ouer ock so that it gave a llle. It was s, but

it didn't have to give much, just enough to caich on the
Screw. He felt it catch,

He strained against it and tumed i, feeling his body twist
in the opposite direction. It held tight, the screw taking up
the strain as he carefully adjusted the small control switch
that allowed the springs to fall free. How well he remembered

He was in the interlock space now, which was large enough
t0 hold a man comfortably, again for convenience in repairs.
He could no longer be blown away from the ship. If the
steam blast were turned on now, it would merely drive him
against the inner lock—hard enough to crush him to a pulp.
‘quick death he would never feel, at least.
e TR
only an inner lock between himself and the control room now.
This lock opened outward into space so that the steam blast

only close it tighter, rather than blow it open. And it
fitted tightly and smoothly. There was absolutely no way to
open it from without.

e lifted himself above the lock, forcing his bent back
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against the curved inner surface of the interlock area. It
made breathing difficult. The spare oxygen cylinder dangled
at a queer angle. He held its metal-mesh hose and straight-
ened it, forcing it against the inner lock so that vibration
thudded. Again—again—

It would have to attract the attention of the Kloros. They
would have to investigate.

He would have no way of telling when they were about
to do so. Ordinarily, they would first let air into the inter-
Tock to force the outer lock shut. But now the outer lock was
on the central screw, well away from its rim. Air would suck
about it ineffectually, dragging out into space.

Mullen kept on thumping. Would the Kloros look at the
air-gauge, note that it scarcely lifted from zero, or would
they take ts proper working for granted?

Fortersaid, “He's been gonean hourand a il

“Iknow,” said §

7 el ol e b e i among them-
selves had disappeared. It was as though all the threads of
‘emotion extended to the hull of the ship.

il tecd Yl Chionhy of Hea had ghymyalli
simple—take care of yourself because no one will take care of
youforyou,Teupset i tose it shaken.

, “Do you suppose they ve caught him?”

“If they had, wed hear absut % replied Staar, bricfly

Porter felt, with a miserable twinge, that there was little in-
terest on the part of the others in speaking to him. He could

afraid o die. At least, he hadn't broken
B voio 1 badnt wep ke Loblans e
But there was Mullen, Gut there on the hull
“Listen,” he cried, “why did he do it?” They turned to look
at him, not understanding, but Porter didn't care. It bothered
him to the point where it had to come out. “T want to know
‘why Mullen s risking his i
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“The man,” said Windham, “is a patrit

“No, none of that!” Porter was «Imosk !\yatemal “That little

fellow has no emotions at all. He just has reasons and I want
ase—"

He didn't finish the sentence. Could he say that if those
“reasons applied to a lttle middle-aged bookkeeper, they might
apply even more forcibly to himself?

Polyorketes said, “He's one brave damn lttle fellow.”

Porter got to his feet. “Listen,” he said, “he may be stuck
out there. Whatever he's doing, he may not be able to finish
italone. I-I volunteer to go out after him.”

He was shaking as he said it and he waited in fear for the
sarcastic lash of Stuart’s tongue. Stuart was staring at him,
probably with surprise, but Porter dared not meet his eyes to
make certain.

Stuart said, mildly, “Let's give him another half-hour.”

Porter looked up, startled. There was no sneer on Stuart’s
face. It was even friendly. They all looked friendly.

He said, “And then—"

4211 ten sl those whio daf velusteer will Gy sk s g8
something cqually demoeratie: Who volunteers, besides Por-
ter!

Thev all raised their hands; Stuart did, t
But Porter was happy. He had ol isaed o o
anxious for the half-hour to pass.

It caught Mullen by surprise. The outer lock flew open and
the long, thin, snakelike, almost headless neck of a Kloro
sucked out, unable to fight the blast of escapin;

Mullen’s cylinder flew away, almost fore free. Alfter one
wild moment of frozen panic, he fought for it, dragging it
above the airstream, waiting as long as he dared to let the
first fury die down as the air of the control room thinned out,
then bringing it down with force.

It caught the sinewy neck squarely, crushing it. Mullen,
N prtected from the
stream, i the clicer gin und clunging t dows agai
striking the head, mashing the staring eyes to liquid ruin. I
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the near-vacuum, green blood was pumping out of what was
left of the neck.
Mullen dared not vomit, but he wanted to.

Wih eyes averted, he backed away, caught the outer lock
with one hand and imparted a whirl. For several seconds, it
maintained that whirl. At the end of the screw, the springs
engaged automatically and pulled it shut. What was left of
the atmosphere tightened it and the laboring pumps could
now begin to fill the control room once agai

B S o e R
Ttwas empty.

He had barely time to notice that when he found himself
on bi knes. He rose with dificulty. The transiton from none
aken bim entirely by, supris. It g

ant tht vl this st e it
e L
o R R e
atingly to the metal underncath. thm the ship, floors and.
wall were of cork-covered aluminum allo

He cireled slowly. The neckless Kioro had collapsed and
lay with only an occasional twitch to show it had once been
a living organism. He stepped over it, distastefully, and drew
the steam-tube lock shut.

The room had a depressing bilious cast and the lights shone
yellow-green. It was the Kloro atmosphere, of course.

Mullen felt a twinge of surprise and reluctant admiration.
The Kloros obviously had some way of treating materials so
that they were impervious to the oxidizing effect of chlorin
Even the map of Earth on the wall, printed on glossy plasti
backed paper, seemed fresh and untouched: He approached,
drawn by the familiar outlines of the continents—

There was a flash of motion caught in the comer of his
eyes. As quickly as he could in his heavy suit, he turned, then
screamed. The Kloro he had thought dead was rising to is

.

Its neck hung limp, an oozing mass of tissue mash, but its
arms reached out blinly, and the tentacies about is chest
vibrated rapidly like innumerable snakes' tongues
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¢ was blind, of coure. The destructon of s neck talk
had deprived it of all sensory equipment, and partial as-
phyxiation had disorganized it. But the et e iR
‘and safe in the abdomen. It still live
~ Mullen backed away, He circled, trying clumsily and un-
successfully to tiptoe, though he knew that what was left
B R v e I on its way, struck
awall, felt to the base and began sidling along

AL oo dboit desperiehyioh s aron i b
There was the Kloro's holster, but he dared not reach for it.
Why hadn't he snatched it at the very first? Fool

The door to the control room opened. It made almost no
noise Mullen tumed, quivering.

The other Kloro entered, unharmed, entire. It stood in the
e moment, chest-tendrils stiff and unmoving; its
neck-stalk stretched forward; its horrible eyes fickering first
athim and then at its nearly dead comrade.

And then its hand moved quickly to s side,

Mullen, without awareness, moved as quickly in pure re-
flex. He stretched out the hose of the spare oxygen-cylinder,
which, since entering the control room, he had repla
its suit-clamp, and cracked the valve. He didn't bother re-

lucing the pressure. He let it gush out unchecked so that
he nearly staggered under the backwar

He could see the oxygen stream. It was a pale puff, billow-
ing out amid the chlorine-green. Tt caught the Kloro with
one hand on the weapon's holster.

The Kloro threw it hands up. The Imle besk on s head.
nodule opened alarmingly but Tt staggered an
0 Svithen for @ wicnnson thea lay i Mulles .mpmached
and played the oxygen-stream upon its body as though he
B e ey
and brought it down upon the center of the neck-stalk and

crushed it on the floor.

He tumned to the first. It was sprawled, rigid.

e vl Fn e ot
Tegions of Kloros, and his cylinder was empty.
Mullen stepped over the dead Kloro, out of the control
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r00m and along the main corridor toward the prisoners’ room.
Reaction had set in. He was whimpering in blind, inco-
herent fright.

St was tred. False bands and all e was st the contols
of a ship once again. Two light cruisers of Ear
viay. For better than twenty-four hours he e heae
controls virtually alone. He had dis the chlorinating
equipment, rerigged the old atmospherics, located the ships
position in space, tried to plot a course, and sent out care-
fully guarded signals—which had worked.

0 when the door of the control room opened, he was
i e e R e
bl Then he turned, and it was Mlen stepping inside:

Stuart said, “For Cod's sake, get back into bed, Mullen!”
aid, “Fan tired of sleeping, even though I never
thought I would be a while ago.

“How do you feel?”

“I'm stiff all over. Especially my side.” He grimaced and
stared involuntarily aroun

Don't look for the Kloros,” Stuar sid. “We dumped the
poor devils.” He shook his head. “I was sorry for them, To
themselves, they're the human 1.<»mg\, you know, and we're
the aliens. Not that I'd rather theyd killed you, you under-
stand.”

“Tunderstand.”

Stuat tumed  sidelong glince upan the litdle man who
sat looking at the map of Earth and went on, “I owe you a
particular and personal apology, Mullen. T didint think vaach
of you

“It was your privilege,” said Mullen in his dry voice. There
o fecling in it.
No, it wasn't. It is no one’s privilege to despise another.
It is only a hard-won right after long experience.

“n.m- vou been thinking about this?”
all day. Maybe I can't explain. It's these hands.” Ho
L up before him, spread out. “It was hard knowing
that other people had hands of their own. T had to hate them
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for it. T always had to do my best to investigate and belittle
their motives, point up their deficiencies, expose their stupid-
ities. 1 had to do anything that would prove to myself that
they weren't worth envying.”

Mullen moved restlessly. “This explanation is not neces-

sary”

“It is. It is!” Stuart felt his thoughts intently, strained to put
them into words. “For years I've abandoned hope of finding
any decency in i befaga, Thea von climbed T E
Cechut

“You had better understand,” said Mullen, “that  was moti-
vated by practical and selfish considerations. I wil not have
You present me to myselfas a hero,

L et tntending to, 1 Moy thiat o wnkd ot i 8
fritout a reason, It was st your seion di o the 1t of
us. It tumed a ‘phonies and fools into_decent
people. And not hy fusio-eithees Thesvers visced S1HI
It was just that they needed something to live up to and you
supplied it. And—I'm one of them. I'l have to live up to you,
R s e of mylife, probably.”

Mullen tumed away uncomfortably. His hand straightened
his sleeves, which were not in the least twisted. His finger
rested on the map.

He said, “I was born in Richmond, Virginia, you know.
Here it is. 11l be going there first. Where were you bor?”

'8

“That’s right here. Not very far apart on the map,isit?”
Stuart said, "Would you tll me someting?™

“If Ica

TR

Mullens precise mouth pused. He ssid, dnly. “Wouldi't

“Call i intellcctual corlosity, Each of the rest of us bad
such obvious motives. Porter was seared to death of being
interned; Leblanc wanted to get bacl (u hls sweetheart;
Polyorketes wanted to kill Kloros; and Windham was a patriot
according to his lights. As for me, I thought of myself as a
noble idealist, I'm afraid. Yet in none of us was the motiva-
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tion strong enough to get us into a spacesuit and out the
Cchute. Then what made you do it, you, of all people?”
“Why the phrase, ‘f all people?”
“Dort be offended, but yau scem devoid of all emotion”
“Do I?" Mullen's voice did not change. It remained precise
and soft, yet somehow a tightness had entered it. “That's

and two pounds in weight, if you care for exact figures. 1
nm o tho bl rih and (he two porinds.

“Can I be dignified? Proud? Draw myself to my full height
without inducing laughter? Where can I meet a woman who
will ot dismiss me instantly with a giggle? Naturally, I've
‘had to leamn to dispense with external display of emotion.

“You talk about deformities. No_one would notice your
hands or know they were different, if you weren't so cager to
tell people all about it the instant you meet them. Do you
think that the eight inches of height I do not have can be
hidden? That it is not the first and, in most cases, the only
thing about me that a person will notice?”

Stuart was ashamed. He had invaded a privacy he ought
nol }mc He said, “I'm sorry.”

e B you to speak of this. I should
have seen for myselfthat you-—tat you="

;That L what? Tried to provo myslf? Tried to show that
yhile I might be small in-body, I held withi giant’s

Teart

B o wltan put it mockingly.

“Why not? I¢s a foolish idea, and nnlhing like it is the
reason I did what I did. What would I have accomplished i
that's what was in my mind? Will they take me to Earth now.
and put me up before the television cameras—pitching them
low, of course, to catch my face, or standing me on a chair—
and pin medals on me?”

“They are quite likely to do exactly that.”
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“And what good would it do meP They would say, ‘Gee,
and he's such a little guy.” And afterward, what? Shall I tell
cach man I meet, You know, I'm the fellow they decorated for
incredible valor last month? How many medals, Mr. Stuart,
do you suppose it would take to put eight inches and sisty
* potinds on mef

Stuart said, “Put that way, I see your point.”

Mullen was speaking a trifle more quickly now; a controlled
heat had entered his words, warming them to just a tepid
room temperature. “There were days when I thought I would
show them, the mysterious ‘them’ that includes all the world.
1 was going to leave Earth and carve out worlds for myself.
1 would be a new and even smaller Napoleon. So I left Earth
and went to Arcturus. And what could I do on Arcturus that
I could not have done on Earth? Nothing. I balance books,
So Lam past the vanity, Mr. Stuatt, of trying to stand on £
toe.

“Then why did you do it?”

“I left Earth when I was twenty-cight and came to the Arc-
turian System. I've been there ever since. This trip was to be
my first vacation, my first visit back to Earth in all that time,
1 was going to stay on Earth for six months. The Kloros instead
captured us and would have kept us itemned indefn
But I couldn't—I couldn't let them stop me from traveling to
Earth, No matter what the rik, ' had 1 preveat heie i,
SRR e L L T
any sort. t s tronger than any o thos

stopped, and strétched out a hand as though to caress
the map on the wall.

“Mr. Stuart,” Mullen asked quictly, “haven't you ever been
homesick?”
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For some millions of persons who ave encountered his exciting
Day of the Trifids in one edition or another around the globe,
the name of Wyndham and the sense of drama and danger go hand
in hand. But, like a good many talented Englishmen, Wy _/miham:
bite goes (Imsper! when it is applied most ?eut!u. Whe
cating plants are forgoten, veadevr are il kel to be chuckling
morable shorter pieces as the story he, with
N S ot

The Perfect Creature

T pans thing I knew of the Dixon affair was when a deputa-
tion came from the village of Membury to ask us if we woul
igate the alleged curious goings-on there.

But first, perhaps, 1 had better explain the word us.

T happen to hold a post as Inspector for the S.5.M.
BI85 S-cioty For 48 Sempsission of the Malastment
b heaic i s Dttt il Mombucy Now, e
don't assume that I a le-minded on the subject of
0 end ot oo s
with the Society got it for me; and I do it, I think, conscien-
tiously. As for the animals themselves, weil, as with humans,
T like somé of them. In that, I differ from my co-Inspector,
Alfred Weston; he likes—liked?—them all; on principle, and in-
discriminately.

It could be that, at the salaries they pay, the S.S.M.A. has
doubts of its personnel—though there is the point that where
legal action is to be taken two witnesses are desirable; but,

THE PERFECT CREATURE: by John Wyndam, Copyright, 1052,
by Fantasy House, Inc; reprintad by pormission of the author and
The Magerine of Fantasy and Science Ficton.
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suhatever the resson, thero is @ practce of appotating ther
Lispectors 1z pairs to each District. One rsult of which was
my daily and close associati

D b e o e Bl e s pox
excellenice. Between him and all animals there was complete
“affinity—at least, on Alfred's side. Tt wasn't his fault if the
animals didn't quite understand it; he tried hard enough. The
very thought of four feet or feathers seemed to do something
0 liim. He cherished them one and all and was apt to talk of
s dear, dear friends

liminished 1.Q.

Alfred himself was a wellbuilt man, though not tall, who
pecred through heavily rimmed glasses with an camestness
that seldom lightened. The difference between us was that
while I was doing a job, he was following a vocation—pur-
B il i e s el e
encrgise him.

t didw't make him a restful companion. Under the poverful
magnifier of Alfred's imagination the commonplace
urid. A run-of-the-mill allegation of horse-thrashing B
bring phrases about fiends, barbarians, and brutes in human
form leaping into his mind with such vividness that he would
be bitterly disappointed when we discovered, as we invariably
did, a) that the thing had been much exaggerated, anyway;
and, b) that the perpetrator had cither had a drink too many
o brifylosthistemer,

t 50 happened that we were in the office together on the
B Membury depuiation arived. They were a
more numerous body than we usually received and as they
filed in I could see Alfred’s eyes begin to widen in anticipation
of something really good—or horrific, depending on which way
yon were looking at it. Even I felt that this ought to produce
Something a cut above cans tied to cats’ tas.

remonitions were right. There was a certain confusion

in the telling, but when we had it sorted out, it seemed to
amount tothis:

Early the previous morning, one Tim Darrell, while engaged

in his usual task of hauling the milk to the station, had ene
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countered a phenomenon in the village street. The sight had
5o surprised him that, while stamping on his brakes, he had let
out a yell which brought the whole place to its windows or
doors. The men had gaped, and most of the women had set
up sereaming when they, t0o, saw the pair of creatures that
were standing in the middle of their sreet.

est picture of these creatures that we could get out of
our visitors suggested that they must have looked more like
turtles than anything else—though a very improbable kind of
turtle that walked upright upon its hind legs.

‘The overall height of the apparitions would seem to have
been about five foot six. Their bodies were covered with oval
carapaces, not only at the back, but in front, too. The heads
were about the size of normal human heads, but-without
hair, and having a homy surface. Their large, bright black
eyes were set above a hard, shiny projection, debatably a beak
oranose.

Bot this deseipton, while i kelv enough, did not cover
the most troublesome characteristic—and the one upon whicl
e it e e T s thar
the ridges at the sides, where the back and front carapaces
joined, there protruded, some two-thirds of the way up, a
pair of human arms and hands!

‘Well, about that point I suggested what anyone else would:
that i was  hoas, 2 couple of fellows dressdkup for 8 sate

The deputation was mden,mt For one thing, it conv
< P s SRR R
the face of gunfire—which was what old Haliday who kept

addler’s had given them. He had let them have a hal
dozen rounds out of a twelve bore. This hadn't worried the
thingsa bitand the pellets had just bounced off.

But when people had got around to emerging cautiously
from their doors to take a closer look, that had scemed to
upset them. They had squawked harshly at one another and
then set off down the street at a kind of waddling run. Half
the village, fecling braver now, had followed them. The
creatures had not seemed to have any idea of where they
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were going and had run out over Baker's Marsh, There they
had soon stuck in one of the soft spots, and finally-they had
sunk out of sight into it, with a great deal of floundering and
squawking. The village, after talking it ove, had decided to

e to us rather than to the police. It was well meant, no
rlnubl A

1 really don't sce what you can expect us to do if the
reatures have vanished without trace.”

“Moreover,” put in Alfred, never strong on tact, “it sounds
to me that we should have to report that the villagers of Mem-
Dury simply hounded these unfortunate creatures—whatever
they were—to their deaths and made no attempt to save

hem.”

They looked somewhat offended at that, but it tumed out
that they had not finished. The tracks of the creatures had
been followed back as far as possible and the consensus was
that they could not have had their source anywhere but in
Membury Grange.
ives there?” I asked.

1t was a Doctor Dixon, they told me. He had been there
these last three or four years.

And that led us on to Bill Parsons’ contribution. He was a
littl

ked.

e o e oot Bil' hietconcern s
other people’s rabbits. I reassured him.

SWell it was this way.” he said. “Bout three months ago
itdbe. . .

Pruned of its circumstantial detail, Bill's story amounted to
this: finding himself, 5o to speak, in the grounds of the Grange
one night, he had taken a fancy to investigate the nature of the
new wing that Doctor Dixon had caused to be built on soon
after he came. There had been considerable local speculation
about it and, sceing a chink of light between the curtains

Bill had taken his opportunity.
telling you, there's things that's not right there,” he
said. “The very first thing I seen, back against the far wall,
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was a line of cages with great thick bars to 'em—the way the
light hung I couldn't see what was inside. But whyd anybody
e wanting hem n bis house?

‘And then when I shoved myself up higher to get a better
look, there in the middle of the room 1 saw a norrible sight—
anorrible sight it was!” He paused for a dramatic shudder.

“Well, what was it?” Lasked patiently.

"It was_well, it kind of hard to tell. Lying on a table, it
was, though. Lookin’ more like a white bolster than anything—

‘cept that it was e Kind of inching, with a sort o
ripple n it understand me.”

Ididn't much.

“Is thatall?” Tasked.

“That it's not,” Bill told me, approaching his climax with
relish. “Most of it didn't ‘ave no real shape, but there was a
part of it as did—a pair of hands, human hands, a-stickin’ out
from the sides of it .

In the end T got 1id of the deputation with the assurance
that we would look into the matter. When I turned back from
closing the door behind the last of them I perceived that all
was not well with Alfred. His eyes were gleaming widely be-
hind his glasses and he was trembling.

“Sit down,” I advised him. “You don't want to go shaking
‘ats of yourself off.”

could see that there was a dissertation coming, probably
B s ileac it i fuse hiond: B enon
wanted my opinion first, while manfully contriving to hold
his own down for a time. I obliged.

s e ot gplor than it sounds” T told higs PEiEH
somebody was playing a joke on the village—or there were
some very unusual animals which they've distorted by talking
itover oo much.” ~

“They were unanimous about the carapaces and arms—two
s as thoroughly incompatible as can be,” Alfred said,
tiresomely.

had to grant that. And arms—or, at least, hands—had
been the only describable feature of the bolsterlike object
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that Bill had scen at the Grange. .

‘Alfred gave me several other reasons why I was wrong and
Ilmnp1used ‘meaningly.

GER i s e
told
= Sich s Tasked.

“Nothing very definite,” he admitted. “But when one puts
B it Ar ol ot
e

“Allright, let’s have it,” Linvited him.

“I think,” he said, with impressive earnestness, “I think we
are on the track of something big here. Very likely something
that will at lst stir people’s consciences to the iniquities
which are practised under the cloak of scientific research. Do
you know what I think is happening on our very doorstep?”

“Ill buy it,” T told him.

“I think we have to deal with a super-vivisectionist!” he
said, wagging a dramatic finger at me.

1 frowned. “T don't get that,” I told him. “A thing is either
vivi- or it isn’t. Super-vivi- just doesn't—"

“Tchal” said Alfred. At least, it was that kind of noise.
“What I mean is that we are up against a man who is out-
raging nature, abusing God's creatures, wantonly distorting
the forms of animals until they are no longer recognisable, or
only in parts, as what they were before he started distorting
them,” he anniounced involvedly.

At this point T began to get a line on the truly Alfredian
theory that was being propounded this time. His imagination
had got its teeth well in and, though later events were to show
that it was not biting quite deeply enough, I laughed.

“I see it,” I said. “I've read The Island of Doctor Moreau,
too. You expect to go up to the Grange and be greeted by a
horse walking on its hind legs and discussing the weather. Or
perhaps you hope a super-dog will open the door to you and
inquire your name?

A thiling (des, Alired, Bt thi I real e, you know
Since there has been a complaint, we must t
B s oue v i remrr iy epicsmia
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old man, if you're looking forward to going into a house filled
with the sickly fumes of ether and hideous with the cries of
tortured animals. Just come off it a bit, Alfred. Come down to
carth”

But Alfred was not to be deflated so easily. His fantasies
were an important part of his life and, while he was a ltle
initated by my discering the source of his inspiration, he
was not quenched. Instead, he went on tuming the thing
over in his mind and adding a few extra touches to it here
and there.

“Why turtles?” T heard him mutter. “It only seems to mike
itmore complicated, to choose reptiles.”

He contemplated that for some moments, then he added:

A s B o Dl N sebis o S i T
a pairof arms from?”

is eyes grew still larger and more excited as he thought
about that.

“Now, now! Keep a hold on it!” I advised him

All the same, it was an awkward, uneasy kind of ques-
tion. . .

‘The following afternoon Alfred and I presented ourselves at
the lodge of Membury Grange and gave our names to the
owcidioes 1ooking ma who lived thers 1o guird the entroreg
B i1 e i et Wit e bait e Fopa 6F L 8
proaching more closely, but he did pick up the telephone.

1 had a somewhat unworthy hope that his discouraging at-
titude might be confirmed. The thing ought, of course, to be

lowed up, if only to pacify the villagers, but I could have
wished that Alfred had had longer to go off the boil. At
present, his agitation and expectation were, if anything,
creased. The fancies of Foe and Zols are mild compared with
the products of Alfred's imagination powered by suitable fuel-
All night lung, it seemed, the most horrid nightmares had gal-
loped is sleep and he was now in a vein where such
B e e e
Bendish wiclders of the Jnife; and the shuddering crics of &
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million quivering victims ascending to high heaven’ came trip-
ping off his tongue automatically. It was awkward. If I had
not agreed to accompany him, he would certaialy have gone
alone,in which case be wonld be Lkly to come to some kind
_of harm on account of the generalised aceusations of mayhe
Bkt ol i ot e e s PO
open any conversation.
In the end I had persuaded him that his course would be
1o keep s eyes cunningly open fox elig evidence while T
ducted the interview. Later, if he was not satisfied, he
B e b
would be able to withstand the internal pressure.
The guardian turned back to us from the telephone, wear-
inga surprised expressio
oy o iile yoult 1 ol s o
certain bo had heard aright. “You'll find him in the new wing
~thatxed-brick pat thre.”
w wing, into which the poaching Bill had spied,
1t o o et e AR T el T £
B e i o
was only one storey high. A door in the end of it opened as
yie drove up and o tall loosely clad figure with an untidy
Besrd stood waiting fo us ther
Tordl” T 50 a6 we approached. “So that was why
got et eauly‘ Td no idea you were that Dison. Who'd
Bave thought 7
Come o tht,”he etarted, “you seem to be i a suprising
occupatin ora man ofntellgence, yoursel

Iremembered my

“Alfred,” T said, “Ld ke to introduce you to Doctor Dison

a poor usher who tried to teach me something about
biology at school, but later, by popular repute, the inheritor of
millions, or thereabouts.”

Alfred looked suspicious. This was obviously wrong. A move
towards fraternization with the enemy at the very outset] He
nodded ungraciously and did not offe to shake hands.

‘Come in!” Dixon invited.
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He showed us into a comfortable study-cum-office which
tended to confirm the rumors of his inheritance. I sat down
innm:\gniﬁcent easy chair.

“You'l very likely have thered rom your watchman that
we're hexe inan o(-E ial way,” ‘So perhaps it would be
B e e bt e e
union 16d be a Kindes (0 xleve the stain on my friend

red.

Doctor Dixon nodded and cast a speculative glance at Al-
fred who had 1o intention of compromising himself by sitting

down.
“T'll give you the report just as we had it,” I told him and
proceeded to do s0. When I reached o descripton of the
turtle-like creatures he looked somewhat r
“Oh, so that's what happened to them.” ho su,
“Ahl” eried Alfred, his voice going up into & squeak with
excitement. “So you admit it! You admit that you are respon-
sible for those two unhappy creatures!”
Dixon looked at him wonderingly.
“I was responsible for theme ot 1 did't know they weee
unhappy. How did you?
Alired disregarded the question.
“That's what we want,” he squeaked. “He admits that he—"
“Alfred,” I told him coldly. “Do be quiet! And stop dancing
about! Let me get on with it.”
got on with it for a few more sentences but Alfred was
building up too much pressure to hold. He cut right in.
“Where-where did you get the arms? Just tell me where
they came from?” he detinded, with deadlymeaing
“Your friend seems a little over-cr, a little dramatie,” re-
marked Dr. D
led? 1 sald seferely, “just let me get finished,

When I ended, it was with an excuse that seemed neces-
sary. I said to Dixon: “I'm sorry to intrude on you with all this,
but you sce how we stand. When supported allegations are
laid before us we have no choice but to investigate. Obviously
this is something quite out of the usual run, but I'm sure you'll




THE PERFECT CREATURE 107

be able to clear it up satisfactorily for us. And now, Alfred,”
hclded, tursing o' b, 1 boleve §1 v o questionof
it do try to remember that our hosts name is
Dixon and no( Mom au.

Alfred leapt, as from a slipped leash.

“What I want to know is the meaning, the reason, and the
method of these outrages against nature. I demand to be told
Dy what right this man considers himself justificd in turning
nomal creatures into untatural mockeries of natural for.”

Dr Dixon nodded gen

ot too
e\ple:;ed' he said. “I deplore 1 loosc recurrent use of the
word ‘nature’—and would point out that the word ‘unnatural
s a vulgarism which does not even make sense. Obviously, if
a thing has been done at all it was in someone’s nature to
8 20 52 oot ot el andopt IR
vias done. One can only act within the limits of one’s nature.
Tlx.xtn.\nmx iom.’
‘A lot of hair-splitting isn't going to—" began Alfred, but
Dison continued smooth
“Nevertheless, 1 think 1 understand you to mean hat my
nature has prompted me o use certain material in a manner
- i p ol e o
“There may be lots of ways of putting it, but I call it vivi-
cpatTin R
good curse. “You may have-a licence. But there have been
iR um will require a very convincing ex-
planation indeed to stop us taking the matter to the police.”
‘Doctor Dixon nodded.
S rther thought you might have some such idc;\ And 19
rather you did not. Before long, the whole
ounced by me and becomo Bublic knowledge: Meanwhile
R0 S 1L oo, o7 byt mociatovgst o RN
xeady for publication. When I have exphined, 1 think you
will understand my position
S i [ vhIEly oyeine Alfrsd Wi i nod
like a man intending to understand anything. He went on.
“The crux of this is that 1 have not, as you are suspecting,
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cither grated, o readjusted, nor in any way distorted living
forms. T have built them.”
For a moment, neither of us grasped the significance of that
~though Alfred thought he had it
‘Hal You can quibble,” he said, “but there had to be a basis.

But Dixon shook his
“No, I mean what l s“d 1 have built—and then I have
luduceda kmd of life into what I have built.”

iR “Are you really claiming that you can
createa living creature?

“Pooh!” he said. “Of course I can. So can you. Even Alfred
here can do that, with the help of a female of the specics.
What Lam tlling you s that L can animate th inert because
Tbave found how to induce the-or,at any rate, o lfeforce”

lengthy pause that e That i bk o Lt by
red.

“I don't believe it,” he said loudly. “It isn't p that
e e e g
mystery of life. You're just trying to hoax us because you're
aftaid o what e shll do.”

Dixon smiled cal

i it T tad Jound s M force. Thermebty be ekl
of other kinds for all I know. I can understand that it's difficult
for you to believe. But, after all, why not? Someone was boun
10 find one of them somewhere sooner or later. What's more
surprising to me is that this one wasn't discovered before.”

ut Alfred was not to be soothe

1 don' blieve i he repeated

Tess you produce proofs—if you

e e Ditch =Vho woild taka o Gt
Though I'm afraid that when you examine my present speci-
mens you may find the construction a little crude at first. Your
friend, Nature, puts in such a lot of unnecessary work that
can be simplified out.

“Of course, in the matter of arms that seems to worry you

Nor will anybody else un-
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50 much, if I could have obtained real arms immediately after
the death of their owner I might have been able to use them—
Tm not sure whether it wouldn't have been more trouble,
though. However, such things are not usually handy and the
BTl ol pats 13 ot vy QUBculic st
“engineering, chemistry, and commonsense. Indeed, it has

cen quite possible for some time but without the means of
animating them it was scarcely worth doing. One day they
may be made finely enough to replace a lost limb, but a very
complicated technique will have to be evolved before that can
be done.

“As for your suspicion that my specimens suffer, Mr.
Weston, I assure you that they are coddled—they have cost
me a great deal of money and work. And, in any case, it would
be difficult for you to prosecute me for cruelty to an animal
hitherto unheard of, with habits unknown.”

m not convinced,” said Alfred stoutly.

‘The poor fellow was, I think, too upset by the threat to his
theory for the true magnitude of Dixon's

“Then, perhaps a demonstration . . .” Dixon suggested. “If
youwillfollow me?”

Bill's peeping exploit had prepared us for the sight of the
o bord cage in the aboraory but not or many of the

Doctor v mpolugsed e e gasped.

“orgotto warm you about the preservatives-

“Its reassuring to know that that's all they are,” I said be-
B

‘The room must have been nearly 100 in length and about
g tigh. Billhad certanly seen preious lile through s
chink in the curtain and I stared in am:
B i e
e e he e
another, clectrical apparatus grouped at one end and so on.
Tn one of several bays stood an operating table, with cases of
instruments to hand. Alfred's eyes widened at the sight of it
and an expression of triumph began to enliven his face. In
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another bay there was more the suggestion of a sculptor’s
studio, with moulds and casts lying about on tables. Further
on were large presses, and sizeable electric furnaces, but
most of the gear other than the simplest conveyed lttle to me.

“No cyclotron, no electron-microscope. Otherwise, a bit of
everything,” Iremarked.

“You're wrong there. There's the  electron—Hullol Your
friend's off.”

Alfred had sort of homed at the operating table. He was
peering intently all around and under it, presumably hoping
forbloodstains. W walked afterhim

ere’s one of the chief primers of that ghastly imagination
o yours,” Dixon said. He opened a drawer, too
andTaidton the operatin thble, “Take a look t that
e thing was @ wasy yellow. In shape, it did have 2 close
resemblance to a human arm, but when T looked closely at
L e eoh: ol ke By o
lines. Nor did it have fingernails.

“Not worth bothering about at this stage,” said Dison,
watching me.

Nor was it a whole arm. It was cut off short between the
elbow and theshoulder

s that?” Alfred inquired, pointing to a protruding
ey
i stecl~ Do told B, “Much guicker s ess 66
pensive than making matrices for pressing bone forms. When
1 get tandardized 1l probably g toplastic bone. One ought
to be able to save weight ther

Alfred was looking worned]y disappointed agai. That amn
was ednvineingly non-v
B Wy e o e e Aot G
awave that largely included the whole room.

“In the order of asking. An arm—or rather, a hand—because
it s the most useful tool ever evolved, and T certainly could
not think of a better. And ‘any of this' because once T had
hit upon the basic secret I took a fancy to build as my proof
the perfect creature—or as near that as one’s finite mind can
reach.
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e turtlelike creatures were an early step. They had.
enough brain to live and produce reflexes, but not enough for
constructive thought. Tt wasn't necessary.

“You mean that your ‘perfect creature” does have construe-

tive thought?” Iasked.

L ;Shelas a bran as good as ours and alightly arge” e s
“Though, of course, she needs experience—education. Still, as
the brain is already fully developed, it learns much more
uickly than a child’ would:

wessee it—her?” Lasked.

e ghed rogetiully.

“Everyone always wants to jump straight to the finished
Eodice, AlTvight; thon. Bt Bt il Tave il doma
station. Imafraid your friend i sl anconvinced.”

ison led us scross towards the surgical instrument cases
and opened a preserving cupboml there, From it he too
shapeless white mass which he id on the eperiting (0t

This he wheeled towards the electrical apparatus further up

the room. Beneath the palld, sageing object X s a hand

protru

“Good hewens"' I exclaimed. “Bill's ‘bolster with hands'”

“Yes. sn't entirely wrong, though from your account

he lnid it on & bit, This ltte follow is really my chief asistant,

He's got all the essential parts; alimentary, vaseular, nervous,

respiratory. He can, in fact, live. But it isn’t a very exciting.

existence for b hev a kind of testing motor for trying out
ewly made app

Wil he B sk with s Sl consocin

he added:

“If you, Mr. Weston, would care to examine the specimen
in any way, short of harming it, to convince yourself that it is
notalive at present, please do.”

Alfred approached the white mass. He peered through his
elasses at it closely. He prodded it with o entaiveforeinge.
o basis i lectricalP 1 aid to Di

sy T ot ot o s geay comcoctién and ekt
ured out a little.

“It may be. On the other hand, it may be chemical. You
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don't think T am going to let you into all my seects, do you?”

When he had finished his preparations he said, “Satisfied,
Mr. Weston? Id rather not be accused later on of having
shown you a conjuring trick.”

“It doesn’t seem to be alive,” Alfred admitted cautiously.

We watched Dixon attach several electrodes to it. Then he
carefully chose three spots on its surface and injected each
from a syringe containing a pale blue liquid. Next, he sprayed
the whole form twice from different atomiscrs. Finally, he
closed four or five switches in rapid succession.

“Now,” he said, with a slight smile, “we wait for five minutes
—which you may spend, if you like, in deciding which, or how
‘many, ofmyncuunswnn: critical.”

After_three minutes the flaccid mass began to~ pulsate
fecbly. o)l oveoneat istacaad el gentle, hyth-
mic undulations were running through it. Prmuuy n In]l'
s:\gged or rolled to one side, exposing the han

n hidden beneath it. I saw the ﬁngers of the lmnd tense
e tryto clutch at the smooth tal

1 think I cried out. Until it achu]ly ‘happened, T had been
unable to believe Lhn( it would. Now some part of the meaning.
of the thing came fooding in on me. T grabbed Dixon's am,

“Manl” I 'said. “If you were to do that to a dead body . . .

‘Buthe shook his head.

lt doesntworl Tve tried. One is justified in calling
this |.|.[ - But in some way it’s a different kind of
hfe.]duntal all understand why. . .

Different kind or not, T knew that T must be looking at the
seed of a revolution, with potentialities beyond imagina-
tion. . .

And all the time that fool Alfred kept on poking around the
thing as if it were a sideshow at a circus. And he was out to
make sure that no one was putting anything across him with
e, oo woskiag i with bis of stin

Tt served him right when he got a couple of hundred valts
through his fingers.

“And now,” said Alfred, when he had satisfied himself that
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at least the grosser forms of deception were ruled out, “now
we'd like to see this ‘perfect creature’ you spoke about.”

He still seemed as far as ever from realising the marvel he
had witnessed. He was convinced that an offence of some kind
Was being committed and he intended to dlscover the evic
dence that would assign it to s proper category.

“Very well,” agreed Dixon. “By the way, I call her Una. No
kienas 1 ootk hisk of seemed. auite sdegiate; bub aalig
certainly the first of her kind, so Una she s.”

He led us along the room to the last and largest of the row.
of cages. Standing a little back from the bars, he called the
occupant forward.

T don't know.what I expected to see—nor quite what Alfred
was hoping for. But neither of us had breath for comment
when we did see what lumbered towards us.

Dixon's “perfect creature” was a more horrible grotesquerie
than I had ever imagined in life or dreams.

Picture, if you can, a dark, conical carapace of some slightly
lossy materal. The rounded peakof the cone stood well over
feet rom the ground; the base was four foo i or marefn

r. The wholo thing was supported on threo short,
cylmdncal legs. There were four arms, parodies of hum:
rojecting from joints about halfway up. Eyes, set some
Sl S
beneath hory ld, Fora moment et close to yseris.

ixon looked at the thing with pride.

st tosee you, Una,” he told it.

The eyes turned to me, and then back to Alfred. One of
them blinked, with a click from its 1id as it closed. A deep,

“Atlast! I've been asking you long enough,” it said.

“Good God!” said Alfred. “That appalling thing can talk?”

The steady gaze dwelt upon him.

“That one will do. T ke bis lasseyes” runbled the vlce.

“Be quiet, Una. This isn't what you think,” Dixon inter-
posed. “T must ask you,” he added to 2 bt lookiag st Al
“to be careful in your comments. Una naturally lacks the
B e el e e
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distinction—and of her several physical superiorities. She has
a somewhat short temper and nothing is going to be gained
by offenditg her. 1t is natul that you should find her ap-
‘pearance a little surprising at first, but Iwill explain.”

A lecturing note crept. in(u his voice.

“After I had discovered my method of animation, my first
inclination was to construct an approximately anthropoid form

Functionally and Iogically, remedying certain featurcs which
seemed to me poorly or weakly designed in man and other
existing cesturs. I o proved necessay later to make a o
‘modifications for technical and constructional rcasons. How-
ever, in general, Una is the resuk of my resolve.” He paused,
Jogking ondlyaithe monstr

Y eryon did sy logleally Tinquiced,

Alfed paused fo somo timo before maling bis comment,
He went on staring at the creature which stil kept its eyes
fixed on him. One could almost see him causing what he likes
to think of as his better nature to override mere prejudice.
He now rose nobly above his carlier, unsympathetic remark,

o ot consider it proper to confine so large an animal
in such restricted quarters,” he announced.

One of the horny eyelids clicked again as it blinked.

“I like him, He means well. He will do,” the great voice

Alfred wilted a little, After a long experience of patronizing
dumb friends, he found it disconcerting to be confronted by a
creature that not only spoke, but patronized him as it did so.
He returned its steady stare uneasily.

ixon, disregarding the interrupt

“Drobubly the first thing that will stke s yuu i that Una has
o distint head. That was one of my earliest rearrangements,
the normal head is too exposed and vulnerable.
should be carried high, of course, but there is no need what-
ever fora semi-detached head.

“But in eliminating the head, there was sight to be con-
sidered. I therefore gave her three eyes, two of which you can
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sce now, and one which is round the back—though, properly
speaking, she has no back. Thus she i easily able to look and
focus in any direction without the complicated device of a
semi-rotatory head.
“Her general shape almost ensures that any falling or pro-
“jected ohyed svould glance o the senforced plastic carapace,
but it seemed wise to me to insulate the brain from shock as
B S it 1y ing e o g s
stomach, I was thus able to put the stomach }ug.er and allow
fo a more convenient dispastion of the Intestince”
“How does it eat?” I putit.
“Her mouth is round the other side,” he said shortly. “Now,
1 have to admit that at first glance the provision of four arms
1night give an impression of frivolity. However, as I said be-
fore, the hand is the perfect tool—if it is the right size. So you
will see that Una’s upper pair are delicate and finely molded,
bl the lowerareheavily muscular
r respiration may interest you, too. T have used a flow
p.mmple, Sho inbals here, exhles there. An improvement
tem,

i it

“As regards the general de..gn, she unfortunately tumed
ik considerably heavir than [ d expectod-dlightly
over one ton, in fact—and to support i modify my
) i ool recimpacd the s e
afte the pattem o the elepbant’s o 0s to spread the weight,
but I'm afraid it is not altogether satisfactory. Something will
i & b a3 ever el et akie
weight.

“The three-legged principle was adopted because it is ob-
vions that the biped must waste quite a lot of muscular energy
in merely keeping its balance and a tripod is not only efficient,
but more easily adaptable to uneven surfaces than a four-
legged support.

s regards the reproductory system-—
terruping.” 1 s s plastic cara-
ss steel bones I don't—er—quite see—
St o e lborhil Tk e et it e OOR
B¢ Shscthine 1t be dons! there, thorigh T adeat FLAR
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I'm not quite satisfied that I have done it the best way. I
suspect that an approach on parthenogenetic lines would have

n . . . However, there it is. And I have promised her a
‘mate. T must say I find ita fascinating speculation to. . .

“He wil do.” interrupted the rumbling volce, while the
ereaturecontnued to gaze fxedly at A

“OF cours: et o o iy it huviedly, “Unal
I‘:Ts never seen hcrsel( o it e 156k ke Sha oy

s T want,” said the deep voice, firmly and
Toudly, “T want—"

Yes, yes,” Dixon interposed, also loudly. “Tl explain about
thatlater.

“But I want-" the voice repeated.

“Will you be quiet!” Dixon shouted fie

TR i = ekt rainblins Protest T b

Alfred drew himself up with the air of one who after com-
‘muning seriously with his principles is forced into speech.

“T cannot approve of this,” he announced. “I will concede
that this creature may be your own creation. Nevertheless,
once created it becomes, in my opinion, entitled to the same
safeguards as any other dumb—er, as any other creature.

“I'say nothing whatever about your application of your dis-
covery—cxcept to say that it seems to me that you have be-
haved like an irresponsible child let loose with modelling clay,
and that you ln»e produced an unholy—and I use that word
advisedly—unholy mess, a monstrosity, a perversion! How-
ever, Lsay nothing about tha

“What 4 do say is that in law this creature can be regurded
simply as an unfamiliar species of animal. I intend to rep
that, in my professional opinion, it is being confined in too o
a cage and is without proper opportunities for exercise. T am
not able to judge whether it is being adequately nourished,

ut it is easy to perceive that it has needs that are not being
met. Twice already when it has attempted to express them to
usyoubaveininidated it
d,” I put in, “don’t you think that perhaps—"
L by the creature thrumming like a double Tied
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“I think he’s wonderfull The way his glass eyes flash! T want
him!” It sighed in  kind of deep vibrato that ran along the
fioor. The sound certainly was extremely mournful, and Al
roct ome track mind poviiced on it a8 adlions] evidance

“If that is not the plaint of an unhappy creature,” he said,
stepping closer o thecage, then Lhave never—~
“Look out!” shouted Dison, jumping forward.

D T e L
the bars. Simultancously Dixon caught him by the shoulders,
and pulled him back. There was a rending of cloth and three
buttons pattered ont the lnoleun.

“Phew!” said Dixc

For tho first time, Alfed looked a littlo larmed.

“What—?” he began.

A deep, threatening sound from the cage obliterated the
rest of it.

“Give him to mel T want him!” rumbled the voice angrily.

All four arms caught hold of the bars. Two of them began
fo matl the gato vioenty. The two vible eyes were fxed
unwaveringly on Alfred. He began to show signs of reorientat-
ig his eutlook. His own-eyes opened a ltle more widely bex
hind is glases.

t me

Tt bt Una, stamping from one foot o another
and vhakm«!hehmldmgauhedxdsn,

on

e wundcr, could T have overdone the hormones
abit?” he said thoughtfully.

Alfred had come to grips with the idea now. He backed a
little further away from the cage. The move did not have a
good effect on Una.

want!” she eried, like a kind of sepulchral public address
system. “Give mel Give mel”

Itwasan intimidating sound.

“Mightn't it be better if we—" I suggested.

“Perhaps,in the cirounstances— Dixon agred.

aid Alfred quite decisively.
e ,mx. on which Una operated made it difficult to be
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certain of the finer shades of feelings; the window-rattling
sound that occurred behind us as we moved off might havc
expressed anger, or anguish, or both, We increased our pace
little.

“Alfred!” called a voice like a disconsolate foghorn. “I want
Alfred!”

Al.[xed cast a backward glance and stepped out a trifle more
sna

(it it Bl fich ratied thetbars oot 018
Luilding.

1 looked round to sce Una in the act of retiring to the
Lack of her cage with the obvious intention of m.\kmg another
onslaught, We ran for the door. Alfred was first thro

A thunderous rush sounded at th other end oF the fogd
D ¢ the door behind us I had a glimpse of
Una camrying bars foARese s el

“Ithink we shall need some help with her,” Dixon said.

\, Small spalcs of perspiation were standing on Alfreds
row.

“You—you don't think it might be better if we were to—"
licbegan.

No,” said Dison, “She'd see you through the windows.”

“Oh;” said Alfred unhappily.

S e
the telephone. He gave urgent messages to the fire brigade
and the police.

“I don't think tbelcs anything we can do till they get here,”
le sald as he put the receiver down. “The m, wing will
robably hold her ll right I she Jn't éant

“Tanhhze(ﬂ T it that Alfred aited 10 arotont/ Rd
Dixon went or

“Luckily, belng where she is, she couldn't see the door. So
the odds are that she can have no idea of the purpose or
nature of doors. What's worrying me most is the damage she’s.
doing in there. Just listen!”

We did listen for some moments to the mufled sounds of
smashing, splintering, and rending. Amongst it there was oc-
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casionally a mournful di-syllabic boom which might, or might
not have been the word “Alfred.”
 Dison's expression became more anguished s the noise con-

A1 my recondsl A1l the work of years s in there,” he sid
“biterly. “Your Socicty's going to have to pay plenty for this,
T wam you—but that won't give me back my records. She
was always perfectly docile until your friend excited her—
never amoment's trouble with her.”

Alfred began to protest again but was interrupted by the
sound of something massive being overturned with a thun-
derous crash, followed by a noise like a waterfall of broken
glass.

“Iwant Alfred!” demanded the stentorian voice.

Alfred half rose, and then sat down again on the edge of
s chai. His eyes ficked nervously ither and thiter,He dis-
played a tendency to bite his fingern:

“Ah!” said Dixon with a suddenness nhich sarled bth of
us. “Ab, that must have been it T m lted the
Jorm o el
B pace. OF. coveseli Wit ' sidioulouscelip. to v
teh! T should've done much better to keep to the original
pulheno{.en—Guod heavens!”

The crash which caused his exclamation brought us all to
our feet and across to the door.

Una had discovered the way out of the wing, all right, and
had come through it like a bulluozu Door, frame, and part of
the brickwork had come with t the moment she was
stunmbling about amid the rosulting mess, Dixon, didr Be
t

ekl Upstars—thatl beat her,”he said,

At the <.’.\me instant Una spotte nd let out a boom.
We sprinted across the hall for the staircase. Initial mobility
vrosour advantage; a feight like Unastakes appreciable time
to get under way. I fled up the flight with Dixon ahea

right there. 1 don’t know whether Alfred had been momen-
tarily transfied or had fumbled his takeoff, but when I was
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at the top I looked back to see him still only a few steps up,
with Una thundering in pursuit like a jet propelled car of
Juggemaut.

Alfred kept on coming, though. But so did Una, She may.
not have been familiar with stairs, nor designed to use them.
But she tackled them for all that, She even got about five or
six steps up before they collapsed under her. Alfred, by then
more than halfway up, felt them fall away beneath his feet.
He gave a shout as he lost his balance, Then, clawing wildly
at theair, he fell backwards.

Una put in as neat a four-armed catch as you could ever
hiope to see.

wm coordination!” Dixon, behind me, murmured ad-
‘miring]

“Help'" Deated Alfred. “Help! Help”

med Una, in a kind of deep diapason of satis-
A

She backed off a little, with a crunching of timb

K i Dicon ccvised Alfred, “Dog't o snythiog EaR
might startle her.”

Alfred, embraced by three arms, and patted affectionately
by the fourth, made no immediate reply.

“There was a pause for assessment of the situation.

“Well,” I said, “we ought to do something. Can't we entice
Ter somehow?”

“It's difficult to know what will distract the triumphant
female in her moment of success,” observed Dison.

Jna set up a sort f ofwell if you can imagine an el-
phant contentedly crooning .

‘Help"'AIﬁedblcaicdsgmn “She’s—ow!”

“Calm, cain” ropeated Dison, “Theres probatly no ral
SRR SR Now if s
were quite a different kind like, say, a female spider—"

don't think I'd let her overhear about female spiders just

now,” [ suggested. “lsn' there a favorite food, or something,
We could termpt her with

Una was swaying Albed back and forth n thiee arms, and



THE PERFECT CREATURE 121

prodding him inquisitively with the forefinger of the fourth.
Alfred struggled.

“Damn it, can't you do something?” he demanded.

“Oh, Alfred! Alfred!” she reproved him, in a kind of be-
stted Tumble.

‘Well,” Dixon said, doubtfully, “perhaps if we had some
ice cream. .

There was a sound of brakes, and vehicles pulling up out-
side. Dison ran swiftly along the landing, and I heard him
trying to explain the situation through the window to the men
outside. Presently he came back, accompanicd by a fireman
and his officer. When they looked down into the hall their
eyes bulge

What we have to do is surround her without scaring her,”
Dixon was explaining,

“Surround that?” ot tho ot~ it
 anyway?

Never mind about that now,” Dixon told him impatiently.
“If we can_just get a few ropes on to her from different
directions—"

“Help!” shouted Alfred again. He flailed about violently.
Una clsped him more closely to b carapace und chuckled
dotingl. & pecularly ghastly sound, 1 thought. It shook the
remen, too.

“For crysake—" one of them be

“Hurry up,” Dixon m(enupu.d We can drop the first rope.
over her from here.”

They both went back. The officer started shouting instruc-
tions to those below. He scemed to be having some difficulty
in making himself clear. However, they both returned shortly
with a coil of rope, And that fireman was good. He spun his
noose gently and dropped it as neatly as you like. When he
pulled in, it was round the carapace, below the arms so that
it could not slip free. He belayed to the newel post at the
top of the flight

U s sl taken up with Alfred t0 the exchusion of every-
thing else around her.

‘What in hell is
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The front door opened quietly and. the faces of a number
of assorted firemen and cops appeared, all with their eyes
popping and their jaws dropping. A moment later there was
another bunch gaping into the hall from the sitting room
t00. One fireman stepped forward nervously and began to spin
Tope. Unfortunately his cast touched a hanging light and
fellshort.
In that moment Una suddenly became aware of what
went on.
“Nol” she thundered. “He's mine! I want him!”
e terie ropeman buried imself back through the doo
on top of his companions, and it shut behind him. Without
turning, Una started off in the wne direction. Our rope tight-
ened. and we fumped aside, The newsl post was e ped
away like a stick and the rest o the Tope went trailing after it.
There was a forlorn cry from Alfred, still ﬁnnly A
Iuckily for him, on the side away from the line of progress.
Then Una took the front door like a tank. There was an

By the time we were able to reach the front windows Una
was already clear of obstructions. We had an excellent view
of her galloping down the drive at some ten miles an hour,
towing, without apparent inconvenience, a half dozen or more
firemen and cops who clung grimly to the trailing rope.

Down at the lodge, the guardian had had the presence of
mind to close the gates. He dived for personal cover into the
bushes while she was still some yards away. Gates, however,
meant nothing to Una. Carefully shielding her precious Al
fred with three arms, she went at them sideways. True, she
staggered slightly a the impact, but they crumpled and went
down vas aving bis arms, and Kcking
out wxldly, s falot wall for help fioated ba The col-
i e
ironwork and left tangled there.

! There was a sound of engines starting up below. Diton
called to them to wait. We pelted down the backstairs, and
e e
moved off.
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After a quarter mile the trail led off down a steep, still nar-
Tower lane to one side. We had to abandon the fire engine and
follow on foot.

At the bottom, there is—was—an old packhorse bridge across
the river. It sufficed, 1 believe, for several centuries of pack-
“horses, but nothing like Una at full gallop had entered into
its builders' calculations. By the time we reached it, the central
span was missing, and a fireman was helping a dripping con-
stable to carry the limp form of Alfred up the bank.

“Where is sheP” Dixon demanded.

The fireman looked at him, then pointed silently to the
middle of theriver,

ine. Send for a crane, at oncel” Dixon demanded. But
mmm was more interested in emptying the water out of
Alfred.

The experience has, T'n afid, permanently altred, iat
bonhomie which used to exist between Alfred and all
frends, In the fortheoming weltr of claims, counter- et

laims, and civil and criminal charges in great variety, T
shall bo figaring only as a witnoss. But Alied, who will, 0F
course, appear in several capacities, says that when his charges
of assault, abduction, attempted—well, there are several more
on the list. When they have been met he intends to change his
profession as he now finds it difficult to look a cow, or, indeed,
amy female animal, in the eye without a bias that tends to im-
pair his judgment.




C. M. KORNBLUTH

The press-twire serice which Dick Wilson headed was packed with
talent; for while Wilson ran things from New York, his Chicago
Bureau chicf was another science-fiction writer named C. M. Korn-
Bluth (and other names on the payroll at one time or another in-
cluded Dovid A. Kyl Judith Mori, Stanley, Asimon, younger

bnnhcr of I your editor). For Cyril Kornbluth, at least,
rapid.fire leclquuex of newsgathering sereed him wel wher
he turned to_fiction; rems isher as

the writer who, given 8 it put on payei a xyvmp:ir of a
proposed novel, elected to turn in the completed manuscript in-
stead. He now lives far from the hammering teletypes in @ New
York State farmhouse, where he assiduously labors to add o his
total of six published novels and such fine shorter fiction as—

The Marching Morons

Soue rrGs had not changed. A potter's wheel was still a
potter’s wheel and clay was still clay. Efim Hawkins had built
his shop near Goose Lake, which had a narrow band of good
fat clay and a narrow beach of white sand. He fired three
bottle-nosed kilns with willow charcoal from the wood lot.
The wood lot was also useful for long walks while the kilns
were cooling; if he let himself stay within sight of them, he
would open them prematurely, impatient to see how some
new shape or glaze had come through the fire, and—ping/—
the new shape or glaze would be good for nothing but the
shard pile back of his slip tank

A business conference was in full swing in his shop, a mod-

THE MARCHING MORONS by C. M. Kombluth. yright,
1951, by Galaxy Publishing Corp.; reprinted by pmmssmn "ot the
auther,




THE MARCHING MORONS 125

est cube of brick, tile-roofed, as the Chicago-Los Angeles
“rocket” thundered overhead-very noisy, very swept-back,
very fiery jets, shaped as sleckly swift-looking as an airborne
barracuda.

‘The buyer from Marshall Fields was turning over a black-
“glazed one lftr carae, nodding approval with his massive
handsome head. “This is real pretty,” he told Hawkins
e e L s lots of ot
ya all e estetic principles Yesh i s realprtty”

ch?” the secretary asked the potter.

“Seven By cach In Hosen Ioty” sald Hawkins, *T'rah

ffteen dozen last month.”
hey are real estetic,” repeated the buyer from Fields.
“Iwill take them all.”

-1 dout think we can do that, doctor” said the secretary.
“They'd cost us $1,350. That would leave only $532 i
uarter’ budget, And we tl have to run Sowiten Bast T
poolto ick upsame cheap dinner se

D setiaked ha biyers his b focs Fll o wpnerd

“Dinner sets, The department’s been out of them for tw
months now. Mr. Garvy-Seabright got pretty nasty about it
yesterday. Rememberi

“Garvy-Scabright, that meat-headed bluenose,” the buyer
said contemptuously. “He don’t know nothin’ about estetics.
Why for don't he lemme run my own department?” His eye
fell ‘on a stray copy of Whambozambo Comix and he sat
down with it. An occasional deep chuckle or grunt of surprise
escaped him as he turned the pages.

Uninterrupted, the potter and the buyer's secretary quieky
closed a deal for two dozen of the liter carafes. “I v
Bl e e
told him. We've had to turn away customers for ordinary din-
nerware because he shot the Jast quarter's budget on some
Mexican piggy banks some equally enthusiastic importer
stuck him with. The ifth floo s packed solid with themn.

“Ill bet they look mighty est'etic.”

“They're painted with purple cacti.”
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e poter shuddered and caressd the glaze of the sample
ca

ke buyks Tooked "t and. rumbled, At you dimimies
through yakkin’ yet? What good’s a seckertary for ifn he don't
tal the el of da-tal O s ny back BashP”

We're all through, doctor. Are you ready to

The e R b
Gomix on the floor and led the way out of the building and
down the log corduroy road to the highway. His car was
wailing on the concrete. It was, like all contemporary cars, too
Tow-slung to get over the logs. He climbed down into the cac
and started the motor with a tremendous sparkle and roa

“Gomez-Laplace,” called out the {inder onves of the
noise, “did anything come of the radiation program they were
working on the last time I was on duty at the Pole?”

he same old fallacy,” said the secretary gloor
stopped us on mutation, it stopped us on culling, it ;toppml
us on segregatior it's stopped us on hypnosis.”
i Piiileae o i it ios ciVet Time
for another iring right now. I've got a new Juster to try -
“I'l miss you. I shall be ‘yacationing —running the drafting
room of the New Century Engineering Corporation in Den-
. They're going to put up a two hundred-story office build-
mg, and naturally somebody’s got to be on hand.”
Naturally,” said Hawkins with a sour smile.

ey e A
on the hom button. Also, a yard-tall jet of what looked like
flame spurted up from the car’s radiator cap; the car's power
plant was a gas turbine, and had no radiator.

“I'm coming, doctor,” said the secretary dispiritedly. He
climbed down into the car and it whooshed off with much
flame and noise.

The potter, depressed, wandered back up the corduroy
road and contemplated his cooling kilns. The rustling wind
<in the boughs was obscuring the creak and mutter of the
tactory brick, Howkins wondered sbout the
wo reducton fre on a Toad of lustervare
mugs. Had i cay chmlang excluded the air? Had it bee
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a properly smoky blaze? Would it do any harm if he just
took one close—;

Common sense took Hawkins by the scruff of the neck and.

nked him over to the tool shed. He got out his pick and
“resolutely set off on a prospecting jaunt to a hummocky field
that might yield some oxides. He was especially low on
coppers.

"The long walk left him sweating hard, with his lust for a
peck into the kil quiet in his breast. He swung his pi
ki one o i s ocka, el ol
stone which be excavated. A largely obltrated Insriptom
aid:

ERSITY OF CHIC
OGICAL LABO
ELOVED MEMORY OF
KILLED IN ACT

The potter swore mildly. He had hoped the ficld would
tum out to be a cemetery, preferably a once-fashionable
cemetery full of once-massive bronze caskets moldered into
oxides of tin and copper.

‘Well, hell, maybe there was some around anyws

e Mioaiad Taskicssionlly o the vesimil Mt Fall
and sliced into it with his pick. There was a stone to undercut
and topple into a trench, and then the potter was very glad
he'd stuck at it. His nostrils were filled with the bitter smell
and the dirt was tinged with the exciting blue of copper
salts. The pick went clang!

Hawkins, puffing, pried up a stainless steel plate that was
quite badly stained and was also marked with incised letters.
It seemed to have pulled loose from rotting bronze; there
were rivets on the back that brought up flakes of green patina.
The potter wiped off the surfaco dirt with his sleeve, turned
itto catch the sunlight obliquely and read:




128 SHADOW OF TOMORROW

“HONEST JOHN BARLOW”
st John,” famed in university annals, represents a
Lhulluxg» o ial ot Tem ot SHOE et e
being accidentally thrown into a state of

suspended animation
In 1988 Mr. Barlow, a leading Evanston real estate dealer,
visited his dentist for treatment of an impacted wisdom tooth.
His dentist requested and received permission to use the ex-
perimental anesthetic Cycloparadimethanol-B-7, developed

at the University.

After administration of the anesthetic, the dentist resorted
to his drill. By freakish mischance, a short circuit in his
machine delivered 220 volts of Go-cycle current into the
patient. (In a damage suit instituted by Mrs. Barlow against
the dentist, the University and the makers of the drill, a jury
found for the defendants.) Mr. Barlow never got up from the
dentist's chair and was assumed to. have died of poisoning,
electrocution or both.

orticians preparing him for embalming discovered, how-
ever, dhat their subject toas-{hough cerainly not iing-—fust
as certainly not dead. The University was notified a
e e
the trance state on colunieers. After a bud run o seoen cases

ended fatally,

Eionase ol oot lani o bt o the Unioerasy mussouang
and livened many a football game as mascot of the Univer-
sity's Blue Crushers. The bounds of taste were oversiepped,
lowever, wlwn a pledge to Sigma Delta Chi was ordered in
"03. to “kidnap” Honest John from his loosely guarded glass
itaeiim caso, and. introduce, him into #he Hachel Swaneon
MemorialGils Gymnasium shower room.

v May 22nd, 2003, Umuemt/ Board of Regents
L oluine b, by unaritions oo,k b D
e s b o
University museun and conveyed to the University's Lieu-
tenant James Scott 11 Memorial Biological Laboratories and
there b securely locked in a secialy prepared oaul. It s
Jurther directed that all possible measures for the preseroation
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o these remains be taken by the Laboratory administrtion

The Board reluctantly takes this action in view of recent
notices and photographs in the natior's press which, to say
Ui lacas vect s small cedibiponthe Ustoaratiy

t was far from his field, but Hawkins understood what

had happened—an early and accidental blundering onto the

bare bones of the Levantman shock anesthesia, which had

since been replaced by other methods. To bring subjects out

of Levantman shock, you let them have a squirt of simple

5 i bl e A o
that bronze—

o heaved the pick into the rotting green salts, expecting
1o resistence, and almost fractured his wrist. Something down
there was solid. He began to flake off the oxides.

alf hour of work brought him down to phosphor bronze,
a huge casting of the almost incorruptible metal. It had weak-
ened structurally over the centuries; he could fit the point
of his pick under a corroded boss and pry off great creaking
and grumbling striac of the stuff.

Hawkins wished he had an archeologist with him, but
didn't dream of returning to his shop and calling one to take
over the find. He was an all-around man: by choice and in
his free time, an artist in clay and glaze; by necessity, an
automotive, electronics and atomio engiaser ‘also
swing a project in traffic control, individual and group psy-
chology, nrchneclme or tool design. He dido't yell for a
specialist every time something out of his line came up; there
were so few with so much to di

He trenched around his find, discovering that it was a great
brick-shaped bronze mass with an excitingly hollow sound.
A long strip of moldering metal from one of the long vertical
faces pulled away, exposing red rust that went whoosh and
wassucked ntothe ntefo of the mass

t had been de-aired, thought Hawkins, and there must
e jacket of glass which had crystalized
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through the centuries and quietly crumbled at the first clang
of his pick. He didn't know what a vacuum would do to a
e PR SR S
quite understand what a real estate dealer was, but it might
have something to do with pottery. And anything might have
‘a bearing on Topic Number:

He flung his pick out of the trench, climbed out and set
off at a dog-trot for his shop. A little rummaging turned up a
hypo and there was a plasticontainer of salt in the kitchen.

Back at his dig, he chipped for another half hour to expose
the juncture of lid and body. The hinges were hopeless; he
smashed them off.

awkins extended the telescopic handle of the pick for the

best leverage, fitted its point into a deep pit, st its built-in
lcrurn; 8 Heavad. Five miors heaves and b coul ace
inside the vault, what looked like a dusty marble statue, Ten
more and he could see that it was the naked body of Honest
John Barlow, Evanston resl estate deler, uncorrupted by
time

B o= b e v ot v el et
hisneedls pointand gavehim Go .

Tnan hour Barlow’s chest began to pump.

In nother howr, herasped, “DId It workp

“Did it!” muttered Hawkins.

Barlow opened 1 eyes and stirred, looked down, turmed
is hands before his eye:
lfaral Bl poreamad "My clothasl My, Agerail; 2N
horrid suspicion came over his face and he clapped his hands
to s haitless scalp. “My hair!” he wailed. “Ill sue you for
every penny you've gotl That release won't mean a damned
thing in_court—I didn't sign away my hair and clothes and
fingernails!”

“Theyll grow back.” said Hawking casualy
epidermis. Those parts of you wes
T et L e TSR,
clothes are gone, though.”

“What is this-the University hospital?” demanded Barlow.

“Also your
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“I want a phone. No, you phone, Tell my wife T'm all right
and tell Sam Immerman—he's my lawyer—to get over here
Hight away. Greenlea 74022 Owl” ‘He bad. tried to. it
up, and a portion of his pink skin rubbed against the inner
surface of the casket, which was p\mdered by the ancient
“erystalized glass. “What the h ell did you guys do, boil me
alive? Oh, you're going to pay for

oura al right” sid Hkits wibiog, Bow helh 18
reference book to clear up several obscure terms. “Your
i e e g U
hospital. Look here.”

Yo hunded Barlow the stainles steel plate that bad
Inbeled the caske. After a suspcious gance, the man
Finishing, he laid the plate carcfully on the edge o

i spell.

“Poor Vemna,” he said at last. “It doesn't say whether she
was stuck with the court costs. Do you happen to know—

No,” said the potter. “All T know is what was on the plate,
and how to revive you. The dentist accidentally gave you a
dose of what we call Levantman shock anesthesia. We haven't
used it for centuries; it was powerful, but too dangerous.”

“Centuries . . .” brooded the man. “Centuries . . . Tl bet
Sam swindled her out of her eyetceth. Poor Verna. How long
ago was it? What year s this?”

Hawkins shrugaed. “We call it 7-B-936. That's no help to
you. It takesalong tie orthes metals toaxidize.”

“Like that movie,” Barlow muttered. “Who would have
thought it Poor Vemal” He blubbered and. nifled, remiide
ing Hawkins powerfully of the fact that he had been found
undera flat rock.

Almost angsily, the potter demanded, “How many children
did you have

“None m suiffed Barlow. “My first wife diduft want
them. But Verna wants one—wanted one—but we're going to
wait until—we were going to wait until—"

- sad the potte, feeling a savage desie to el
him off, blast him to hell and gone for his work. But he
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choked it down. There was The Problem to think of; there
was always The Problem to think of, and this poor blubberer
might unexpectedly supply a clue. Hawkins would have to

on.

“Come along,” Hawkins said. “My time is short.”

Barlow looked up, outraged. “How can you be so unfeel-
ing? I'ma human being like—"

The Los Angeles-Chicago “rocket” thundered overhead
and Barlow broke off in mid-complaint. “Beautifull” he
breathed, following t with s eye. “Beautiull”

He the vault, too interested to be pained
by its mugmess against his infantile skin. “After all,” he said
briskly, “this should have its sunny side. I never was much
for reading, but this is just like one of those stories. And
ought to make some money ot o i, shoul't 11 He gae
Hawkins a shrewd glan

o el eyl atkodihe bonetSHitier Tio T i)
over a fistful of change and bills. “You'd better put my shoes
on. Il be sbout a quartermile, Oh, and you'e-ul, modst?
—yes, that was the wor Hawkins gave him his pants,
but Barlow was excitedly cor

“Eighty five eightysa-and il dollars, too! 1 thought itd
be eredits or whatever they call them. *

“Liberty'—just different faces. Say,
Ate these real, genuine, honest tventy-two-cent dollars like
wehad orjust wallpapes?”

hey're quite all right, T assure you,” said the potter. “I
wlshyuu d come along. I'm in a hurry.

The man babbled as they stumped toward the shop.
“Where aze we going—The Councl of Scienists, the World
Coordinator or something like ths

“Who? Oh, no. We call e vieaent o “Congress.”
No, that wouldn't do any good at all. I'm just taking you to
see some people.”

“I ought to make plenty out of thi ty! 1 could write
books. Get some smart young fellow to put it into words for
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me and I'll bet T could turn out a best-seller. What's the setup
on things like that?”

“It's about like that. Smart young fellows. But there aren't
any best-sellers any more. People don't read much nowadays.
‘Well find something equally profitable for you to do.”

Back in the shop, Hawkins gave Barlow a suit of clothes,
deposited him in the waiting room and called Central in
Chicage. “Take him away,” he pleaded. “I have time for one
smore Ering and be blathers and blathes. T haven' tod bi
anything. Perhaps we should just tun him loose and let hitn
i s v, level bot there's o chance="

“The Problem,” agreed Central. “Yes, there's a chance.”

The potter delighted Barlow by making him a cup of coffee
with a cube that not only dissolved in cold water but heated
the water to boiling point. Killing time, Hawkins chatted about
the “rocket” Barlow had admired, and had to haul himself
up short; he had almost told the real estate man what its
top speed really was—slmost, indeed, reveald that it yas
nota

He nc;mtmd foo,that he had 5o casually handed Barlow
a couple of ollars. The man seemed obsessed with
5% 1hat they,were warthinss ainoa Havwkins eFused fo takdl
a note or LO.U. or cven a definite promise of repayment.
1 i bt vt sl el o vl
astrangerarrived from Central.
nny-Peete, from Algeciras,” the stranger told him swiftly
as the two of them met at the door. “Psychist for Poprob.
Polasigned special overtake Barlow.”

“Thank Heaven,” said Hawkins. “Barlow,” he told the man
from the past, “this is Tinny-Peete. He's going to take care of
youand help youmake lots of money.”

The psychist stayed for a cup of the coffee whose prepara-
tion had delighted Barlow, and then conducted the real
estate man down the corduroy road to his car, leaving the
poter to speculate on whether he coukd a st crack his i,

Tawkins, abr lismissing Barlow and The Problem, hap-
1\11y picked the chmkmg from around the door of the number
two kiln, prying it open a trifle. A blast of heat and the heady,
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smoky scent of the reduction fire delighted him. He peered
and saw a comner of a shelf glowing cherry-red, becoming ob-
scured by wavering black areas as it lost heat through the
opened door. He slipped a charred wood paddle under a
mug on the shel and pulled it out a5 o sample, the Tais

n the s hand culing and scorching.
e Bied S

[T i e e bl e 1 st T
ing film of silvery-black metal with strange bluish lights in it
B e o
scemed very far away to Hawkins then.

Barlow and Tinny-Peete arrived at the e highway
wherethe psychists car was parked i sfe
—a-boat!” gasped the man from the pm,
Bt Noihata ey cae
Barlow surveyed it with awe. Swept-back lines, deep-drawn
mpound curves, kilograms of chrome. He ran his hands
A e R searchy
for a mmne, and asked respectfully, “How fast does it go?
“The psyelist gave him keen ook and said slowly,
i ﬁﬂ You can tell by
g My old Chevvy cauld hit a hundred oo a straght-
away, but you're out of my class, mister
Tinny-Peete somehow got a huge, iy open and Bar-
low descended three steps into immense cushions, foundering
over to the right. He was too fascinated to pay serious atten-
tion to his flayed dermis. The dashboard was a lovely wilder-
ness of dials, plugs, indicators, lights, scales and switches
The psychist climbed down into_the driver's seat and did
something with his feet. The motor started like lighting a
blowtorch as big as a silo. Wallowing around in the cushions,
Barlow saw through a rear-view mirror a tremendous exhaust
filled with brilliant white sparkles.
‘Do youlike it?” yelled the pxydlm
“Its temific!” Barlow yelled back. “Its—"
He was shut up as the car pullcd out from the bay into
the road with a great voo-000-00om! A gale roared past
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Barlow's head, though the windows seemed to be closed; the
impression of speed was terrific. He locatcd the specdomc(rr
on_the dashboard and saw it climb ps

i oo Fie s yeled the iyt Ymoiing el TR
los fdce fellinresponse. “RadioP”
3 over a surprisingly liht object like a football
he]me‘ e trailing wires, and pointed to a row of buttons.
Berlow put bm the helmet, glad to have the ross of ale stledy
and pushed a pushbutton. It lit up satisfyingly and Barlow
settled back even farther for a sample of the brave new.

1d’s s -modern taste in i i i
“TAKE IT AND STICK IT!" a voice roared in his ears.

He snatched off the helmet and ‘gave the psychist an in-
jured look. Tinny-Peete grinned and tured a dial associated
with the pushbutton layout. The man from the past donned
the helmet again and found the voice had lowered to normal

“The show of shows! The supershow! The super dupes
show! The quiz of quizzes! Take it and stick it

There were shrieks of laughter in the bnckgound

“Here we got the contes-tants all ready to go. You know
How we work it Thand a contes-tant a trianglo-shaped cutout
and like that down the line. Now we got these here boa
e e e o e

things, only they're all different shapes, and the first contes-
tant um sticks the cutouts into the board, he wins.

“Now I'm gonna innaview the first contes-tant. Right here
I\ulw\ . What's your namef

“Name? Uh—"

“Hoddaya like that, folks? She don’t remember her name’
Hah? Would you buy that for a quarter?” The question wa:
spoken with arch significance, and. the audience shicked
) tzapprecation.

was dull st u didn't know the punch line
and catch lnes, Bt i anihebton s R
Hand ready at the volume contol.
rom Washington. It's about Senator Hull-Mendoza
e i till ttacking the Bureaus of Fihsres. The North Calt
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fomia Syndicalist says he got affidavits that John Kingsley-
Schultz is a bluenose from way back. He didu't publistat
the affydavits, but he says they say that Kingsley-Schultz was
saw at bluenose meetings in Oregon S lege and later at
Florda Universty. KingsleySchultz says e gota confess he
did major in ing ot Oregon and ot bis PhUD, In gamer
fish at Florida.

“And here is a quote from Kingsley-Schultz: ‘Hull-Mendoza
don't know what he's talking about. He should drop dead.”
Unquote. Hull-Mendoza says he won't publistat the affydavits
o pertect his sources. He says they was swom by three former
employes of the Bureau which was fired for in-competence
and in-com-pat-bility by Kingsley-Schultz.

“Elsewhere they was the usual run of traffic accidents. A
three-way pileup of cars on Route 66 going outta Chicago
took twelve lives. The Chicago-Los Angeles moming rocket
A e el e e

allit Desert. All the 94 people aboard got killed. A
Civil Aeronautics Authority investigator on the scene says that
the pilot was buzzing herds of sheep and didn't pull out in

time.
“Hey! Here's a hot one from New York! A Diesel tug run
wild i the harbor while the crew was below and shoved in
e port bow of the luck-shury liner S. . Placentia. It says
the i lied and sl faking the lives of an o5 thmatsd 360
passengers and 50 crew members. Six divers was sent down
to study the wreckage, but they died, too, when their suits
turned out to be fulla litle holes.
“And here is a bulletin I just got from Denver. It seems—"

Barlow took off the headset uncomprehendingly. “He
seemed so mllouw, he yelled at the driver. “I was listening.
toa newscast—"

Tinny-Peete shook his head and pointed at his ears. The
roar of air was deafening. Barlow frowned baffledly and
stared out of the window.

glowing sign said:
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GS!
WOULD YOU BUY IT
FOR A QUARTER?

He didn’t know what Moogs was or were; the illustration
“showed an increibly proportoned il 96,9 per cent naled,
writhing passionately in animated
aciics fingle yas ot it Bi, s with m
feature. Radar or something spotted the car and alerted the
lines of the jingle. Each in tum sped along a roadside track,
CEEE e e e
was a]ened,

IF THERE'S A GIRL
YOU WANT TO GET
DEFLOCCULIZE
'UNROMANTIC SWEAT.
CACROMCPCISTT0”

Ascther snimated job, it panels, the familiar “Beforg
and After.” The first said, “Just Any Cigar?” and was illus-
trated with a two-person A Cagody of oy E A
her nose while her coarse and red-faced husband puffed a
slimy-looking rope. The second panel glowed, “Or a VUELTA
ABAJO?” and was illustrated with—

: Earlow blushed and looked at his fect until they had passed
the

“Cammg into Chicagol” bawled Tinny-Peete.

h , all of thy

Walchmg them, Barlow began to wonder if o
a kilometer was, exactly. They scemed to- be traveling so
slowly, if you ignored the roaring air past your ears and didn't
Jet the speedy lines of the dreamboats fool you. He woulel
have swom they were really crawling along at twenty-five,
B doscional ructs ik hivey. i moach was i
meter, anyway?

he city loomed ahead, and it was just what it ought to
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be: towering skyscrapers, overhead ramps, landing platforms
for helicopters—
e clutched at the cushions. Those two “copters. They
were ging Lo~ they wersgoing
didn't see what happer their apparent col-
i e R ‘,mnl building,

Screamingly sweet blasts of sound surrounded them as they
stopped for a red light. “What the hell is going on here?” said
i et Vol B b the i e
was just about zero, he wasn't hurled against the dashboard.
“Who's kidding who?”

“WVhyswhatothe mattes?” demanded the drver.

‘The light changed to green and he started the picknp. Bar-
low stiffened as he realized that the rush of air past his ears
began just a brief, unreal split-second before the car was
actually moving. He grabbed for the dovr bandle on bis side:

he ity rew on them slowly: scattered bullings, denses
buildings, taller buildings, and a e T ahead The
s e R
instant after it stopped, and Barlow was out of the car and
running frenziedly down a sidewalk one instant after that.

heyll track me_down, he thought, panting. I€s a secret
police thing. They'll get you-mind-reading machines, tele-
vision eyes everywhere, afraid you'll tell their slaves about
freedom and stuff. They don't let anybody cross them, like
that story I once re

Winded, he slowed to a walk and congratulated himself
that he had guts enough not to turn around. That was what
they always watched for. Walking, he was just another busi-
ness-suited back among hundreds. He would be safe, he
woul

A hand tumbled from a Lxrge, coarse, handsome face thrust
close to his: “Wassamatta bum, a_people likeya owna
B T dia) ks iyl maiai baseecls 1 e
neither the mad potter nor the mad driver.

“Excuse me,” said Barlow. “What did you say?”
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“Oh, yeah?” yelled the stranger dangerously, and waited
foran answer.

Barlow with the feeling that he had somehow been suckered
into the short end of an intricate land-title deal, heard him
self reply belligerently, “Yeah!”

* The stranger let go of his shoulder and snarled, “Oh, yeah?”
“Yeah!” said Barlow, yanking his jacket back into shape.

“Aaahl” snaled the stranger, with more contempt and dis-
gust than ferocity. He added an obscenity current in Barlow's
e Shaiard bt physibaionly Imipeasbls clrechye AT
strutted off hulking his shoulders and balling his fsts.

Barlow walked on, trembling. Evidently he had handled
it well enough. He stopped at a red light while the long,
low dreamboats roared before him and pedestrians in the
sidewalk flow with him threaded their ways through the
stream of cars. Brakes screamed, fenders clanged and dented,
hoarse cries flew back and forth between drivers and walkers.
He leaped backward frantically as one car swerved over an
arc of sidewalk to miss another.

The signal changed to green, the cars kept on coming for
about_thirty seconds and then dwindled to an occassional
er. Barlow crossed warily and leaned against a vend-
e, blowing big breaths.

Lok natural, he told Iulmelk Do something normal. Buy
something from the machine.

LI ot sl ehenee, Bolbirimenia te L IR
a handkerchief for a quarter and a candy bar for another
quarte:

{18 it chocotile: sl s biinisa esonsi s S0
He clawed at the glassy wrapper printed “CRIGGLIES"
quite futilely for a few seconds, and then it divided neatly
by itself. The bar made three good bites, and he bought two
more and gobbled them down.

Thirsty, he drew a carbonated orange drink in another one
of the glassy wrappers from the machine for another dime.
When he fumbled with it, it divided neatly and spilled” all
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over his knees. Barlow decided he had been there long enough
and walked on.
indows were-shop windows. People st wore

and bou"ht clothes, still smoked and bought tobacco, still
and bought food. And they still went to the movies, he saw.
with pleased surprise as he passed and then returned to a
ghﬂenng pl.\ce whose sxgu said u m.g THE BIJOU.

place o be showing a quintuple feature,
Bz:gm e Temble Dot Hose Chldren wnd Th. Cona

Ik W u irresistible; he pmd a dullu and went in.
ught the tail-end of The Canali Kid in three-dimen-
sioml, full—color, full-scent pruductiun. It appeared to be an

ments against. parenthood—the grotesquely exaggerated dan,
gers of painfully graphic childbirth, children, old
i o e
audience, Barlow astoundedly noted, was placidly champing
sweets and showing no particular signs of revulsion.

‘The Coming Attractions drove him into the lobby. The
fanfares were shattering, the blazing colors blinding, and the
added scents stomach-heaving.

When his eyes again became accustomed to the moderate
lighting of the lobby, he groped his way to a bench and
opened the newspaper he had bought. It tumed out to be
The Racing Sheet, which afflicted him with a crushing sense
of loss. The familiar boxed index in the lower left han
of the front page showed almost unbearably that Churchill
Downs and Empire ity were still in business—

Blinking back tears, he tumed to the Past Performances at
chnmh,u ‘They weren't using abbreviations any more, and the

ges because of that were single-column instead of double,
B

He squinted at the first race, a three-quarter-mile maiden

B o T e
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cord was two minutes, ten and threc-fifths seconds. Any

beetle in his time could have knocked off the three-quarter in

one-fifteen, It was the same for the other distances, mud
e for route events.

What the hell had happened to evergthing?

He studied the form of a five-year-old brown mare in the
second and couldn't make head or tail of it. She'd won and
lost and placed and showed and lost and placed without
shyme or reason. She looked like a front-runner for a couple
of races and then she looked like a no-good pig and then she
looked like a mudder but the next time it rained she wasn't
and then she was a stayer and then she was a pig again. In a
good five-thousand-dollar allowances event, too

Barlow looked at the other entries and it slowly dawned
on him that they were all like the five-ycar-old brown mare.
Not o single damned borse running had the slightest trace

Sumebud) sat down beside him and said, “That’s the story.

Barlow whirled to his feet and saw it was Tinny-Peete, his
river.

“T was in doubts about telling you,” said the psychist, “but
1 see you have some growing suspicions of the truth. Please
don't getexcited. I¢sallright, T tell you.

“So you've got me,” said Barlow.

“Got you?”

“Don't pretend. I can put two and two together. You're
the secret police. You and the rest of the aristocrats live in
luxury on the sweat of these oppressed slaves. You're afraid
of me because you have to keep them ignorant.”

There was a bellow of bright laughter from the psychist
that got them blank looks From othés patrans of the 10bbys
Thelaughter ddi'tsound atallsster.

Let’s get out of here,” said Tinny-Peete, still chuckling.
“You couldn't possibly have it more wrong.” He engaged Bar-
Tow and led him to the street. “The actual truth is that
the m; workers live in luxury on the sweat of the hand-
ful of aristocrats. 1 shall probably die before my time of
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overwork unless—" He gave Barlow a speculative look. “You
may beable o helpus
know that gag,” sneered Barlow. “I made money in my
e money you have to get people on your
side. Go ahead and shoot me if you want, but you're not
going to make a fool out of m
“You nasty little mgmv” snapped the psychist, with a
Jaleidoscopi change of m is damned mess is all your
e fault of peuplc ike you! Now come along and
e
He yanked Barlow into an office building lobby and an
elevator that, disconcertingly, went whoosh loudly as it rose.
The real estate man's knees were wobbly as the psychist
pushed him from th levator, down a coridor and-into an
office.

A hawk-faced man rose from a plain chair as the door
closed behind them. After an angry look at Barlow, he asked
the psychist, “Was I called.from the Fole to inspect this—
this-

Snget updandered. Tve deeprobed etfind q\msmmnm
exhim Poprobattackline,” said the psychist soo

“Doubt,” grunted the hawk-faced man.

“Try,” suggested Tinny-Peete.

“Very well. Mr. Barlow, 1 understand you and your la-
‘mented had no children.”

“What of it?”

This of it You were a blnd, selfsh stupid ass to tlerate
economic and social ions which penalized child-bearing
e S el
today, and I want you to know that we are far from satisfied.
Damn-fool rockets! Damn-fool automobiles! Damn-fool cities
with overhead ramps!”

s far as I can see,” said Barlow, “you're running down the
best features of time. Are you crazy?

“The rockets aren't rockets. They're turbo-jets—good turbo-
jets, but the fancy shell around them makes for a bad drag.
The automobiles have a top speed of one hundred kilometers
per hour—a kilometer s, if I recall my paleolinguistics, three-
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fifths of a mil the speedometers are all rigged accord-

ey o th ditvess Wil ik thoy's bifng two bandfed sad
The cities are ridiculous, expensive, unsanitary, wasteful

congummmns of pcuplc who'd be better off and more pro-

e vt
0 e ot specdumctcrs and cities
because, while you and your kind were being prudent and
foresighted and not having children, the migrant workers,
m dwellers and tenant farmers were shiftlessly and short.
sightedly having children—breeding, breeding. My God, how
they bred!”

Walt & minute” oblected Badow. “There were lots of
people in our crowd who ha three children.”

“The attrition of accidents, illness, wars and such took care
CEthat. You intaligerco was bred oot It s gone. Chidren
that should have been bor never vere. The fustaversge,
they ll-ge ung majority took over the Poptldtion. ol Vel

e IQ noy

“put that's r.u in the future—"

“Soare you,” grunted the hawk-faced man sourly.

“But who are you people?”

<Just people—eal people. Some generations ago, the genet
ealized at last that nobody was going to pay any

attention to what they said, so.they abandoned words for

deeds. Specifically, they formed and recruited for a closed

corporation intended to maintain and improve the breed. We

are their descendants, about three million of us. There are

five billion of the others, so we are their slaves.

“During the past couple of years I've designed a skyscraper,
kept Billings Memorial Hospital here in Chicago running,
headed off war with Mexico and directed traffc at LaGuardia
Field in New Yor

“I don't understand! Why don't you let them go to hell in
their own wayi

c man grimaced. “We tried it once for three month;
We holed up at the South Pole and waited. They didn't
notice it. Some drating-room people were missing, some chief
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nurses didn't show up, minor government people on the non-
el levl couldtbelocated. It didutsoom to matter
eck there was hunger. In two weeks there were
o plague, in threo weeks war and anarchy. We
called o the experiments it took us st of the et genera-
non m gc( things squared away ag;
why dide't you et them il each other off?”
ane blllmn n corpses mean about fve hundred millon tons

. “Why don't you sterilize them?”
“Iwo and one-half billion operations is a lot of operations.
Becae they_breed e
one:

“Xsee Like the marching Chinesel”

‘Who the devil are they?”

B L e
that if all the Chinese in the world were to line up four
abrest, T think i was, and start marching pas a given poi,
they'd never stop because of the babies | i ol b
and grow up before they passed the point.

“That's right. Only instead of ‘a given point, make it ‘the
lagest conceivable mumber of operating rooms that we could
build and staff. There could never be enou;

“Say!”sald Barlow. “Those movies about babies—was that
your propaganda

B thing to them. We have
abandoned the idea of attempting propaganda contrary to a
biological drive.”

“Soif you work with a biological drive—?"

“I know of none which is consistent with inhibition of fertil-

ity

Barlow’s face went poker-blank, the result of years of care-
ful discipline. “You don't, huh? You're the great brains and
you can't think of any?”

 no,” said the psychist innocently. “Can you?”
T cloicnd: T#1d tem thoeeoa ‘e o Biberisaliui
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dra~through a dummy firm, of course—after the partition of
Russia. The buyers thought they were getting imp
building lots on the outskirts of Kiev. Id say that was a lot
tougher than this job.

ow s0?” asked the hawk-faced man.
“Those were normal, suspicious customers and these are
morons, born suckers. You just figure out a con theyll fall
for; they won't know enough to do any smart checking.

‘The psychist and the hawk-faced man had also had train-
i pt themselves from looking with sudden hope at

each other.
“You seem to have something in mind,” said the psychist.
Barlow's poker face went blanker still. “Maybe T have.
Bayen'tbeardany offr yet.”
ere’s the satisfaction of knowing that you've prevented
3 W from being so plundered,” the hawk-faced
man pointed out, “that the race will soon become extinct.”
“I don't know that,” Barlow said bluntly. “All T have is your

“If you really have a method, T don't think any price would
be too great,” the psychist offered.

“Money,” said Barlow.

“All you want.”

“More than youwant”the hayl faced man cortected,

“Prestige,” added Barlow. “Plenty of publicity. My pic-
e tiyinitie) B e bancrilbad bomiTVI el
statues to e, parks and cities and streets and other things
named after me. A whole chapter in the history bool

The psychist made a facial sign to the hawk faced man that
meant, “Oh, brother!”

‘The hawk-faced man signaled back, “Steady, boy!”

“Is not too much toask,” the psychist agreed.

Barlow,sensing  scllers market,sad,“Powerl”

“Power?” the hawk-faced man repeated puzzedly. “Your
R T

“Imeana world dlctatorshin with me s dictatorl”
“Well, now—" said the psychist, but the hawk-faced man
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interrupted, “It would take a special emergency act of Con-
gress but the situation warrants it. I think that can be guaran-
leed,"
ould you give us some indication of your plan?” the
psychlst asked
verhear oflemmings?”

e ey are-were T guess,since you haven't heard of them
—little animals in Norway, and every few years they'd swarm
10 the coast and swim out to sea until they drowned. I figure
on putting some lemiming urgefto the population”

‘How
“Tl save that till T get the right signatures on the deal.”

The hawk-faced man said, “I'd like to work with you on it,

rlow. My name’s Ryan-Ngana.” He put out his hand.

Barlow looked closcly at the hand, then at the man's face.
“Ryanwhat?” .

‘Ngana.
“That soundslike an African name.”
“Itis. My mother's father was a Wat
Barlow didn't take the hand. “T umugm you looked pretty

dark. T don't want to hurt your feelings, but I don't think I'd
be at my best working it you. These must be somebody else
justas well qualified, 'm

bt e MR meant,

“S(eady yourself, boy!”
well,” Ryan-Ngana told Barlow. “We'll see what
ixnngcmem& an be made.”
“It's not that I'm prejudiced, you understand. Some of my.
best friends—"

“Mr. Barlow, don't give it another thought. Anybody who

could pick on the lemming analogy is going to be useful to

And so he would, thought Ryan-Ngana, alone in the office
after Tinny-Pecte had taken Barlow up (o the helicopter
stage. So he would. Poprob had exhausted every rational
attempt and the new Poprobattacklines it
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tional or sub-rational. This creature from the past with his
lemming legends and his improved building lots would be a
fountain of precious vicious self-interest,

yan-Ngana sighed and stretched. He had to go and run
0 Sii claiitncn mlviny Straonsd easty frote e 8
“to study Barlow, he'd left unfinished a nice little theorem.
Between interruptions, he was slowly constructing an n-di-
mensional geometry whose foundations and superstructure
owed no debt whatsoever to intuition,

Upstairs, waiting for a helicopter, Barlow was explaining
to Tinny-Peete that he had nothing against Negroes, and
Tinny-Peete wished he had some of Ryan-Nganas imperturb-
ability and humor for the ordeal.

e helicopter took them to Intemationsl Airpot where,

Barlow woul

‘The man from the past wasn't sure hed like a d.lca[y waste
ofice and cold.

“It's all right,” said the psychist. “A civilized layout. Warm,
pleasant. You'l be able to work more efficiently there. All
the facts at your ngerips, o oo secrtary—

a pretty big stafl,” said Barlow, who had learned
e AL Bt !

“I meant a private, confidential one,” said Tinny-Peete
readily, “but you can have as many as you want. You'l natu-
rally bave top-primary-top priority if you really have a
workable plan.”

“Let's not forget this dictatorship angle,” said Barlow.

He didu’t know that the psychist would just as reaily have
promised him delication to get hism happily ca the “rodket™
for the Pole. Tinny-Peete had no wish to be tom limb from
limb; he knew very well that it would end that way if the
population learned from this anachronism that there was a
small elite which considered itself head, shoulders, trunk and
groin above the rest. The fact that this assumption was pe
fectly true and the fact that the elite was condemned by its
superiority to a life of the most grinding toil would not be
considered; the difference would.
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The psychist finally put Barlow aboard the “rocket” with
some thirty people—real people—headed for the Pole.

Barlow was airsick all the way because of a post-hypnotic
suggestion Tinny-Peete had planted in him. One idea was to
make him as averse as possible to a return trip, and another
idea was to spare the other passengers from his aggressive,
talkative company.

Barlow during the first day at the pole was reminded of
his first day in the Army. It was the same now-where-the-
hell-are-we-going-to-put-you? business until he took a firm Jine
with them. Then instead of acting like supply sergeants they
acted like hotel clerks.

It was a wonderful, wonderfully caleulated buildup, and
one that he failed to suspect. After all, in his time a visitor from
the pistwould ave beenlioized

t day’s end he reclined in a snug underground billet with
6 6ome pales roaring yards overhead, and tried to put
twoand two together.

It was like old times, he thought-like a coup in real estate
where you had the competition by the throat, like a so-per
cent rent boost when you knew damned well there was 10
place for tho.tenants 10, move, like smiling when you read
over the breskfas orangs juie that the aity counil had de-
cided to build a school on the ground you had acquired by
B o1l e ity coiinel, Al 1 was pimple, Ho el ot
sell tundra building lots to cagerly suicidal lemmings, and that
was absolutely all there was to solving The Problem that had
these double-domes spimin.

Theyd have to work out most of the detals naturaly,
e R o e
need specialists in advertising, engincering, e ek
—did they know anything about hypnotism? That might be
helpful. If not, there'd have to be a lot of bribery done, but
he'd make sufe—damned sure—there were unlimited funds.

Just selling building lots to lemmings .

He wished, as he fell asleep, that poor Verna could have
been in on this. It was his biggest, most stupendous deal.
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Verna—that sharp shyster Sam Immerman must have swindled

er .

Tt began the next day with people coming to visit him. He
knew the approach. They merely wanted to be helpful to
i SRR R

m in about his era, which unfortunately was somewhat
obscure historically, and what did he think could be done
about The Problem? He told them he was too old to be roped
any more, and they wouldn't get any information out of him
unt e got a lttr of intent from at Jeastthe Poar Presidenly
and a session of the Polar Congress empowered to mal

ictator.

He got the letter and the session. He presented his program,
sras asked whether his conscence dditrevot at its callose
ness, explained succinetly that a deal was a deal and anybody
B i et e g
protection—“Caveat emptor,” he threw in for scholarship, and
had to translate it to “Let the buyer beware.” He didn't, he
stated, give a damn about cither the morons or their intelli-
gent slaves; he'd told them his price and that was all he was
interested in.

‘Would they meet it or wouldn't they?

The Polar President offered to resign in his favor, with
certain temporary emergency powers that the Polar Congress
would vote him if he thought them necessary. Barlow de-
manded the title of World Dictator, complete control of world

nances salary o be decided by himsel, and the publicty
campaign and istorial writeup to > beginat oncs.
“As for the emergency powers,” he ool Ay nenield
b anporaor AT
Somebody wanted the floor to discuss the matter, with the
declared hope that perhaps Barlow would modify his de-
mands.
“You've got the proposition,” Barlow said. “I'm not knocking
off even ten per cent.
“But what if the Congress refuses, sir?” the President asked.
“Then you can stay up here at the Pole and try to work
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it out yourselves. T1l get what I want from the morons. A
shrewd operator like me doesn't have to compromise; I haven't
got a single competitor in this whole cockeyed moronic era.”

Congress waived debate and voted by show of hands. Bar-
Tow won unanimously.

“You don’t know how close you came to losing me,” he
said in his first official address to the joint Houses. “I'm not
the boy to haggle; either I get what I ask or I go lsewhere.
The first thing I want is to see designs for a new palace for
me—nothing unostentatious, either—and your best painters
and sculptors to start working on my portraits and statues.
Meanwhile, I'll get my staff together.

He dismissed the Polar President and the Polar Congress,
tellng them that he'd let them know when the next meeting

L e e i Nt A
first target.

Mrs. Garvy was resting after dinner before the ordeal of
tuning on the dishwasher. The TV, of course, was on and it
said: “Oooh!"—long, shuddery and ecstatic, the cue for the
Parfum Assault Criminale spot commercial. “Girls,” said the
anaouncer hoatsely, *do you want yous man? I¢s casy to get
him— trip &
“Huh? said Mo,
“Wassanatter? morted hex husband, stasting out of  doze;
ahearthat”

e sdld ‘casy like a trip to Venus."

“Wel.l 1 thought ya couldut get to Veus. T thought they
just had that one rocket thing that crashed on the Moor
e e o e Gl
xighteously, subsiding again.
‘Oh,” said his wife uncertainly.
And! the next day, on Henty's Other Mistros, there was
new character who had just breezed in: Buzz Rentshaw,
Master Rocket Pilot of the Venus run. On Henry's Other
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Mistress, “the broadcast drama about you and your neighbors,
folksy people, ordinary people, real people’! Mrs. Garvy lis:
tened with amazement over a cooling cup of coffee as Buzz
made hay of her hazy convictions.

MONA: Darling, it's so good to see you again!

BUZZ: You don't know how I've missed you on that dreary.
Venus run.

SOUND: Venetian blind run down, key tumed in door

lock.

MONA: Wasit very dull, dearest?

BUZZ: Let's not talk about my humdrum job, darling, Let's
talk about us,

SOUND: Creaking bed.

Well, the program was back to normal at last. That evening
Mrs. Garvy tried to ask again whether her husband was sure
about those rockets, but he was dozing right through Take
It and Stick I, so she watched the screen and forgot the
puzzle.

She was still rocking with laughter at the gag line, “Would
you buy it for a quarter?” when the commercial went on for
the detergent powder she always faithfully loaded her dish-
washer with on the first of every month.

The announcer displayed mountains of suds from a tiny
picce of the stuff and coyly added: “Of course, Cleano don't
lay around for you to pick up like the soap root on Venus,
but it's pretty cheap and it's almost pretty near just as good.
So for us plain folks who ain’t lucky enough to live up there
on Venus, Cleano is the real cleaning stuffl”

Then the chorus went into their “Cleano-is-the-stuff” jingle,
ut Mrs. Garvy dida't hear it She was a stubbor womnan, but
it occurred to her that she was very sick indeed. n't
B v e bhud The st cay ke e
appointment with her family freud.

n the waiting room she picked up a fresh new copy of
Readers Pablum and put it down with a faint palpitation.
The lead article, according to the table of contents on the
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coyer, was tled “The Most Memaable Vennsian 1 Ever Met.”
‘The freud will see you now, he nurse, and Mrs.
Garvy tottered into his office.

His traditional glasses and whiskers were reassuring. She
chioked out the ritual: “Freud, forgive me, for 1 have
neuroses.’

He chanted the antiphonal: “Tut, my dear girl, what seems
tobe the trouble?”

got like a hole in the head,” she quavered. “I seem to
(orgcl all kinds of things. Things like everybody seems to know-
and I don't”

Well, that bappens to everybody occsionally, my dese
T suggest a vacation on Vent

“The freud stared, open- mou!hed at the empty chair. His
nurse came in and demanded, “Hey, you see how she
serammed? What was the matter with her?”

He took off his glasses and whiskers meditatively. “You can
search me. 1 told her she should maybe try a vacation on
Venus.” A momentary bafflement came into his face and he

e T e (e e B ool copy
four-color, profusely illustrated journal of his profession. It had
come that moming and he had lip-read it, though looking
mostly at the pictues. He Jeated through t the article Ad-
antages of the Planet Venus in Rest Cures.

“Itsright there,” he said.

‘The nurse looked. “It sure is,” she agreed. “Why shouldn't
it

“The trouble with these here neurotics,” decided the freud,
s that they.al the tme got to fight relity. Show in the nest
twite

He put on his glasses and whiskers again and forgot Mrs.
Garvy and her strange behavior.
“Freud, forgive me, for I have neuroses.”
“Tut, my dear girl, what seems to be the trouble?”

Like many cures of mental disorders, Mrs. Carvy's was
achicved largely by self-treatment. She disciplined hersel
stenly out of the crazy notion that there had been only one
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rocket ship and that one a failure, She could join without
wincing, eventually, in any conversation on the desirability of
Venus as a place to retire, on its fabulous floral profusion.
Finally she went to Venus.

Al her friends were trying to book passage with the Eve-
“ning Star Travel and Real Estate Corporation, but naturally
the demand was crushing. She considered herself lucky to get
ascat at Lt for the two-week summer cuise, The space ship

ook off from a place called Los Alamos, New Mexico. Tt
B i B e oaeeiitne o velcviion AN
picture magazines, but was more comfortable than you would

ct.

Garvy was delighted with the fifty or so fellow-pas-

He regetted that there would be nothing o ses because,
“due to the meteorite season,” the ports would be dogged
down. It was disappointing, yet xeas:unng that the line was
taking no chances.

There was the expected momentary discomfort at takeoff
and then two monotonous days of droning travel through
space to be whiled away in the lounge at cards or craps. T
landing was a routine bump and the voyagers were issued
tablets to swallow to immunize them against any minor ail-
ments. When the tablets took effect, the lock was opened and
Venus was theirs.

1t looked much like a tropical island on Earth, except for a
blanket of cloud overhead. But it had a heady, other-wordly
quality that was intosicating and glamorous.

ten days of the vacation were suffused with a hazy
magic. The soap root, as advertised, was free and sudsy. The
fruits, mostly tropical varieties transplanted from Earth, were
delightful. The simple shelters provided by the travel com-
pany were more than adequate for the balmy days and nights.
1t was with sincere regret that the voyagers filed again into
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the ship, and swallowed more tablets doled out to counteract
and serlze any Venus llnesss they might unvitingly com-
‘municate to Earth.

Vacationing was one thing, Power politics was another.
At the Fols & small o wes 1. sounciproofToom, s
deathly pale and his body limp in a straight c
the American Senate Chamber, Sénator Full Mendoza
(Synd, N. Cal) was saying: "Mr. Preident and gentlemen,
1 would be remiss in my duty as a legislature ifn I d
B B Bl e by T s pekii
situation which is fraught with peril. As is well known to mem-
15 of this au-gust body, the perfection of space flight has
brought with it a situation I can only describe as fraught with
peril. Mr. President and gentlemen, now that swift American

planct and our nearest planetarial neighbor in space-and,
gentiemen, 1 xefer o Venus, the sar of ddm- the b mest
jewel in fair Vulean’s diadome—now, 1 say, I want to
SR e S e
of patiotic citizens like those minutemen of yore.

fr. President and gentlemen! There are in this world na-
tions, envious nations—1 do not name Mexico—who by fair
means or foul may seek to wrest from Columbia's grasp the
torchof freedom of space; nations whose low living standail

innate depravity give them an unfair advantage over the

izens of our fair republic.

“This is my program: I suggest that a city of more than
100,000 population be selected by lot. The citizens of the
fortunate city are to be awarded choico lands on Venus free
and clear, to have and to hold and convey to their descend-
ants. And the national government shall provide free trans-
portation to Venus for these citizens. And this program shall
continue, city by city, until there has been deposited on Venus
a sufficient vanguard of citizens to protect our manifest rights
in that planet.

“Objections will be raised, for carping critics we have al-
ways with us. They will say there isn't enough steel. They will
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call it a cheap giveaway. I say there is enough steel for one
city's population to be transferred to Venus, and that is all
that is needed. For when the time comes for the second city
to be transferred, the first, emptied city can be wrecked for
the needed steell And is it a giveaway? Yes! It is the most
“glorious giveaway in tho history of mankind! M. Presient
and gentlemen, there s 0o time to waste—Venus must
Americ:

lack-Kupperman, at the Pole, opened his eyes and said
feel)ly “The style was a little uneven. Do you think anybodyl
notice?

“You did fine, boy; just fine,” Barlow reassured him.

Hull-Mendoza's bill became law.

Drafting machines at the South Pole were busy around the
clock and the Pittsburgh steel mills spewed millions of plates
into the Los Alamos spaceport of the Evening Star Travel and
Real Estate Corporation. It was going to be Los Angeles, for
logistic reasons, and the three most accomplished psycho-
Kineticists went to Washington and mingled in the crow
the drawing to make certain that the Los Angeles capsule
slithered into the fingers of the blindfolded Senator.

0s Angeles loved the idea and a forest of spaceships began
to blossom in the desert. They weren't very good space ships,
but they didn't have to be.

A team at the Pole worked at Barlow’s direction on a mail
setup. There would have to be letters to and from Venus to
keep the slightest taint of suspicion from arising. Luckily
Barlow remémbered that the problem had been solved once
before—by Hitler. Relatives of persons incinerated in the fur-
naces of Lublin or Majdanck continued to get cheery postal
c

The Los Angeles fight went off on schedule, under
tremendous press, newsteel and television coverage. The
world cheered the gallant Angelenos who were setting off on
their patriotic voyage to the land of milk and honey. The forest
of spaceships thundered up, and up, and out of sight without
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untoward incident. Billions envied the Angelenos, cramped
and on short rations though they were.

Wreckers from San Francisco, whose capsule came up
second, moved immediately into the ity of the angels for the
somp Stel thelr own fight would requie. Senator Hull
Mendoza’s constituents could do noless.

ITHa" etk Maeoo,(Fyntically alarme ot ihis et
tension of yanqui imperialismo beyond the  siratosphere,
launched his own Venus-colony program.

Across the water it was England versus Ireland, France
versus Germany, China versus Russia, India versus Indonesia,
Ancient hatreds grew into the flames that were rocket ships
assailing the air by hundreds daily.

Dear Ed, how are you? Sam and T are fine and hope you
are fine. Ts it nice up there like they say with food and
close grone on trees? I drove by Springfield yesterday and
it sure looked funny all the buildings down but of coarse
it is worth it we have to keep the greasers in their place.
Do you have any trouble with them on Venus? Drop me a
line some time. Your loving sister, Alma.

Dear Alma, T am fine and hope you are fine. It is a fine
place here fine climate and easy living. The doctor told
me today that I seem to be ten years younger. He thinks
there is something in the air here keeps people young.
We do not have much trouble with the greasers here they
Keep to theirselves it is just a question of us outnumber.
ing them and staking out tho best places for the Ameri
cans. In South Bay I know a nice little island that I have
been saving for you and Sam with lots of blanket trees
and ham bushes. Hoping to sce you and Sam soon, your
loving brother, Ed.

S.\m and Al wereon heir vay sl

ot a di o every iaton after the emigration
hnd possel the halkwhy mark, The lonesome stay-at-nomes
were unable to bear the melancholy of a low population
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density; their conditioning had been to swarms of their kin.
After that point it was possible to foist off the crudest stripped-
down accommodations on would-be emigrants; they didn’t
care.

Black-Kupperman did a final job on President Hull-Men-
“doza, the last job that genius of hypnotics would ever do on
any moron, important or otherwise.

Hull-Mendoza, panic-stricken by his presidency over an
emptying nation, joined his constituents. The Independence,
aboard which traveled the national government of America,
was the most elaborate of all the spaceships—bigger, more
comfortable, with a lounge that was handsome, though
cramped, and cloakrooms for Senators and Representatives.
It went, however, to the same place as the others and Blac
Kupperman killed himself, leaving a note that stated he

“couldn'tlive with my conscience.

The day after the American President departed, Barlow
flew into a rage. Across his specially built desk were Suppos

to flow all Poprob high-level documents and this thing—this
outrageous ting—called Foprobterm appatently bad got into
the exceutive stage before he had even had a glimpse of it!

He buzsed for Rogge.Smith; his statitican, Rogge-Smith
seemed to be at the bottom of it. Poprobterm seemed to be
about first and second and third derivatives, whatever they
were. Barlow had a deep distrust of anything more complex
thanawhat hecalled an “averag

o Rogge-Seith was st at the door, Barlow snapped,
Whats the ‘meaning of this? Why haven't T been consulted?
How far have you people got and why have you been work-
ing onsome thing I haven't authorized?

‘Didn't want to bother you, Chief,” said Rogge-Smith. “It
was really a technical matter, kind of a final cleanup. Want to
come and sce the work?”

Mollified, Barlow followed his statistician down the corridor.

s v i aheud withint by bl
grumbled, “Wherethe el would you people have been with-
out
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“That's right, Chief. We couldn't have swung it ourselves;
our minds just don't work that way. And all that stuff you
knew from Hitler—it wouldn't have occurred to us, Like poor
Black-Kupperman.”

‘They were in a fair-sized machine shop at the end of a
slight upward incline. It was cold. Rogge-Smith pushed a
button that started a motor, and a flood of arctic light poured
in as the roof parted slowly. It showed a small spaceship with
the door open.

Barlow gaped as Rogge-Smith took him by the elbow and
his other boys appeared: Swenson-Swenson, the engmeer
Tsutsugimushi-Duncan, i propellats man; Kalb-French, od-
vertising.

“In you go, Chief,” said Tsutsugimushi-Duncan. “This is
Poprobterm.”
‘But I'm the world Dictator!

“You bet, Chief. You'll be in history, all right—but this is
necessary, I'm afraid.”

‘The door was closed. Acceleration slammed Barlow cruelly
10 the metal floor. Something broke and warm, wet stulf, salty-
tasting, ran from his mouth to his chin. Arctic Sunlight through
a port suddenly became a fierce lancet stabbing at his eyes;
he was out of the atmosphere.

Lying twisted and broken under the acceleration, Barlow
realized that some things had not changed, that Jack Ketch
was never asked to dinner however many shillings you paid
him to do your dirty work, that murder will out, that crime
pays only temporarily.

The last thing he learned was that death is the end of pain.

b
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Transfer Point

Tapre weng three of them in the retreat, three out of all
mankind safe from the yellow bands.
The great Kirth-Labbery himself had constructed the re-
nen and its extraordinary air- condmonmg not because his
o genius had forescen the coming of agnoton and the
T i e e ]
And here Vyrko sat, methodically recording the destruction
of mankind, once in a straight factual record, for the instruc-
tion of future readers (“if any,” he added wiyly to himself),
and again as a canto in that epic of Man which he never
B o
Lavra’s long golden hair fell over his shoulders. Tt s odd
that its scent distracted him when he was at work on the
fatual soord ye seemed a, i fo in, e lies G the

Pt why bother?” she asked. Her speech might have been

TRANSFER POINT by Anthony Boucher. Copyright, 1950, by
Galaxy Publishing Corge sepriated by pesmission of the author
and his agent, Willis Kingsley Wing,
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clearer if her tongue had not been more preoccupied with the
savor of the apple than with the articulation of words. But

Vyrko understood readily; the remark was as familiar an open-
ingas P-Kg.

“It's my duty,” Vyrko explained patiently. “I haven't
father's scientific knowledge and perception. Your father's? I
haven't the knowledge of his humblest lab assistant, But I can
Put words together so tat they make sense and sometines
morothan sense and I ave todo thi

m Laviss plunp red lips an Salapin intothe works
o S s typewriter. Vyrko fished it out automaticallys
this too was part of the gamb . with the possible varantsiah
grape sced, orange peel .

“But why,” Lavra demanded petulantly, “won't Father let
usleave here? A girl might as well be ina—a~"

“Convent?” Vyrko suggested. He was a_good amateur
paleolinguist. e e analogy—even despite my presence.
Convents were supposed to shelter girls from the Perils of The
World. Now the whole world is one Pesil-outsde of his re-
t

ur

" Lavra said. She had long ago leamed, Vyrko sus-
peued ﬂml he was a faintly over-serious young man with no
small talk, and that she could enjoy his full attention only by
i85 15T o hometbini cxplatnos, even IF o the oif ol

h,
not af, and of how el breath they had for talking now in
Xt had bogun with the aceidentl d.\smvcry in a routine
Iaboratory analysis of a new element in the air, an inert gas
which the great paleolinguist Larkish had named agnoton, the
Unknown Thing, after the pattern of the similar nicknames
given to others: neon, the New Thing; xenon, the Strange
Thing.
It bad continued (the explanation ran off so .uxmmutymllv
that his mind was free to range from the next line of
R e R e
lobes would damage the symmetry of Lavra's perfect face)
L ot itk ok i sheeciiy, Wi conghi
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and wheezing, with the increase of the percentage of agnoton
in the atmosphere, promptly passing any other inert gas,
argon, and soon rivaling oxygen itse]

And it had culminated (no, the lines were cleaner without
Tobes), on that day when only the three of them were here in
this retreat, with the discovery that the human race was
allergic to agnoton.

Now allerges had been conquered for a decade of genera-
tions, Their cure, even their palliation, had been forgotten.

i e S d.\ed.

while the allergies of the ancient past produced onl
agomes o et et I foc it semtunn
on racking and incessant spasms of coughing and sneezing
which no heart could long withstand.

“So if you leave this shelter, my dear,” Vyrko concluded,

“you too will fight for every breath and twist your body
ipiont unkl o Yieast decidsa tha f  all ML foo ke
trouble. Here we are safe, because your father's eczema was
the only known case of allergy in centuries—and was traced
to the inert gases. Here is the only air-conditioning in the
world that excludes the inert gases—and with them agnoton.
And here—"

Lavra leaned forward, a smile and a red fleck of apple skin
on her lips, the apples of her breasts touching Vyrko's shoul-
ders. This too was part of the gambit,

Usually it was merely dclined. (Tyrss, who sang well and
talked better; whose plain face and beautiful throat were
ok Dy acson: ) This time vt el

Kirth-Labbery himself had come in unnoticed. His old voice
yrastin with wearines,sharp with impatience. “And here we
arel Safe in perpetuity, with our air-conditioning, our energy
plant, our hydroponics! Safe in perpetual siege, besieged by
an inert gasl”

Vyrko grinned. “Undignified, isn'tit?”

Kith Labbery managed to Jaugh at himsclf. “Damn your
O Gt vk L 10e s s bl
man who a meson from a metazoin to help me in the
laboratory—"
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“You'll ind something, Father,” Lavra said vaguel;

Her e regarded er with an odd seribasasst; “Live,
he said, “your beauty is the greatest thing that I have w mugm
s e e s
obviously carried by your mother. That beauty alone still has
meaning. The sight of you would bring a momentary hap-
piness even to a man choking in his last spasms, while our
great web of civilization—"

o left the sentence unfinished and switched on the video
screen. He had to try a dozen channels before he found one
that was still casting. When every gram of a_man's energy
goes to drawing his next breath, he cannot tend his machine.

At last he picked up a Nyork newscast. The announcer was
suecaing badly (“The, aldcr literature,” Vyrko observed,

“found that comic . . ."), but still contriving to speak, and
R T o AT e e S
trolof themselves.
our hundred and seventy-two planes have crashed,” the
announcer said, “in the past fort Givil authorities
B e o kel bcdbsa

langer of spasms at the controls, and it s rumored that all
vehicular transport whatsoever is to come under the same ban.
No Rocklipper has arrived from Lunn for over a week, and it
ix hours since we have made contact with the Lunn

Urope has been silent for over two days, and Asia
foralmost a week.

““The most serious threat of this epidemic,’ the head of the
Academy has said in an authorized statement, ‘is the com-
plete dmuplmn of the systems of communication upon which
world civilization is bused. When man becomes physically in-
A e

It was then that they saw the first of the yellow bands.

It was just that: a band of bright yellow some thirty centi-
meters wide, about five meters long. and so thin as i
insubstantial, a mere stripe of color. It came undemeath the
back drop behind the announce. It stresked about the casting
x00m with questing sinuosity. No features, no appendages re-
(il s g
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‘Then with a deft whipping motion it wrapped itsclt around
the announcer. It held him only an instant. His hideously
shriveled body plunged toward the camera as the screen went

ead,

“That was the start of the horror.

Vyrko was never to leam the origin of the yellow bands.
Even Kirth-Labbery could offer no more than conjectures.
From another planet, another system, another galaxy, another
universe

It did not matter. Kirth-Labbery was almost as indifferent
to the problem as was Lavra; precise knowledge had now lost
its importance. What signified was that they were alien, and
that they were rapidly and precisely completing the destruc-

“Their arrival immediately after the epidemic,” Kirth-
Labbery concluded, “cannot be coincidence. You will observe
that they function frecly in an agnoton-laden atmosphere.”
ould be interesting,” Vyrko commented, “to visualize
s sneezing
“I’s possible,” the scientist went on, “that the agnoton was
a poison-gas barrage laid down to soften the earth for their
coming; but is it likely that they could know that a gas harm-
Jes to them would be lthal to other L? I mere probable
that they learned from spectroscopic analysis that the atmos-
phere of this earth lacked an element Gesentilts e VTS
they supplid befor nvading:
ik il R oot hil Ty gl
with delicate grace . . . then was unable to resist hckmg the
xich juice from her fingers. “Then if the agnoton,” he ven-
tured, “is something that they imported, is it possible that
R ool might e
Kirth-Labbery fiddled with the dials under the sreen, It
was still possible to pick up occasional glimpses from remote
sector,though by now the heart sickened in adance at the

BB b ik It 1 tha ook one’ Tho tiree 5t
here, where the agnoton and the yellow bands are alike help-
less to enter, may continue our self-sufficient existence long
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enough to outlast the invaders. Perhaps somewhere on earth
there are other such nuclei; but I doubt it. We are the whole
of the future—and T am old.’

Vyrko frowned. He resented the terrible weight of a bur-
den that he did not want but could not reject, He felt himself
at once oppressed and ennobled. Lavra went on eating her
peach.

he video screen sprang into light. A young man with the
tense lined face of premature age spoke hastily, urgently, “To
all of you, if there are any of you . . .1 have héard no answer
for tuo days now . . . It s chance that Tam here. But watcly
all of you! T have found how the yellow bands came here. T
am gnm(. tatum thecamers onit now_at
cld of vision panned to something that was for a mo-
ment. toflly incomprehensible, “This s sheir ship,” the ald
young man gasped. It was a set of bars of a metal almost ex-
actly the color of the bands themselves, and it looked in the

new angles. Possibilities of vision opened up beyond your
capacitics. For a moment you scemed to see what the human
eye was not framed to grasp.

“They come,” the voice panted on, “from—"

‘The voice and the screen went dead at once. Vyrko covered
his eyes with his hands. Darkness was infinite relief. A minute
passed before he felt that he could endure once more even
the normal exercise of the optic nerve. He opencd his eyes
sharply at a lttle scream from Lavra.

He opened them to see how still Kirth-Labbery sat. The
Juman heart, too, is framed to endure only so much; and, a
Ao e ey

It was three days after Kirth-Labbery's dmth before Vyrko
Bad brought his prose and verse record up to date. Noling
el 1 e e e e
hours of knob-twirling, Now Vyrko leaned back from the key-
board and contemplated his completed record—and then sat
forward with abrupt shock at the thought of that word com=
pleted.
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For it was quite literally true. There was nothing more to
write.

‘The situation was not novel in literature. He had read many
treatments, and even written a rather successful satire on the
theme himself. But here was the truth itself.

He was that most imagination-stirring of all figures, The
Last Man on Earth. And he was bored.

Kirth-Labbery, had he lived, would have devoted his
energies in the laboratory to an effort, even conceivably a
suceessful one, to destroy the invaders; Vyrko knew his own
limitations too well to attempt that.

Vrist, his gay wild twin who had been in Lunn on yet
et e e el
Vrist would have dreamed up some gallant feat of physicit
prowess to make the invaders pay dearly for his life; Vyrko
found it difficult to cast himself in so swashbuckling a role.

He had never envied Vrist till now. Be jealous of the dead;
only the living are alone. Vyrko smiled as he recalled the
line from one of his early poems; it had been only the cx-
pression of a pose when he wrote it, a mood for a song that
Tyrsa would sing wel

It was in this mood that he found (the ancient word had
110 modern counterpart) the pulps.

new their history: how some eccentric of two thousanl

o (the name was variously rendered as Trees

[Tiics) ‘o busied Thers 1n & havmetia chgeule 45, chech

against the future; how Tarabal had dug them up som ity

years ago; how Kirth-Labbery had spent almost the ent

Hartl Prize for them because, as he used to assert, their

credible mixture of exact prophecy and arrant non

e bt et B ey Rl 0
human ingenuity.

But he had never read them before. They would at leat
be a novelty to assuage the ennui of his classically dramatic
situation. And they helped. He passed a more thn pleasat
Bour wilh them, necding he dictonary but rarely. He v
particularly impressed by one story with the mot
el liine (e poltics of the American Religtods NieH
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—a subject on which he himself had based a not unsuccessful
novel. By one Norbert Holt, he observed. Extraordinary how
exac a forecast—and yet extraordinary too how many of the
stories dealt with space- and time-travel which the race had
never yet attained and now never would. .

And inevitably there was a story, a neat and witty one by
an author named Knight, about The Last Man on Earth, He
read it and smiled, first at the story and then at his own
stupidity.

He found Lavra in the laboratory, of all unespected places.

She was staring fixedly at one comer, where the light did
notstrike clearly.

“What's so fascinating?” Vyrko asked.

Lavra tumed suddenly. Her hair and her flesh rippled with
the perfect grace of the movement, “T was thinking . . .

Vyrko's half-formed intent permitted no comment on that
1mpmbnhle statement.

“The day before Father . . . died, T was in here with him
A S S R
this time he answered me. He said yes there was a way out
but he was afraid of it. It was an idea he'd worked on but
neyer tried. And we'd be wiser not o try it, he said.”

“I don't believe in arguing with your father—even post mor-
tem.

“But T can't help wordering . . . And when he said it he
looked overat hat corer:

Vyrko went to that comer and drew back a curtain. There
R e e b
it was to see_what it was intended to control. He.
shrugged and restored the curtain.

For a moment he stood watching Lavra. She was a fool, and
she was exceedingly lovely. And the child of Kirth-Labbery
could hadly carry nothing buta fool' genes.

Several generations could grow up in this retreat before the
inevitable failure of the most permanent mechanical installa-
tions made it uninhabitable, By that time the earth would be
free of agnoton and yellow bands, or they would be so firmly
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established that there was no hope. The third gencration
would go forth into the world, to perish or .

He walked over to Lavra and laid a gentle hand on her
golden hair.

Vyrko never understood whether Lavra had been bored
before that time. A life of undemanding inaction with plenty
of food may well have sufficed her. Certainly she was nol
bored now.

At first she was merely passive; Vyrko had always sus-
pected that she had meant the gambit to be declined. Ther
as her interest mounted and Vyrko began to compliment him
self on his ability as an instructor, they became certain of theis
suceess; and from that point on she was rapt with the fascina
tion of the changes in herself.

Bt even his new development d d:d not totally alleviate
Vyrko's own ennui. If there wes something he could

some. positive, \'mmn, Kith Labberian atop thatili
could takel He damned himself for an incompetent esthetic
fool who had taken so for granted the scientific wonders of his
age that he had never learned what made them tick or how
greater wonders might be attained.

He slept too much, he ate too much, for a brief period he
drank top much—until he found boredom even less attractive
with a hangover.

He tred to write, bt the terrble uncetanty o any futore
audience disheartened

SopE without is conscously think
ing of agnoton or the yellow bands. Then he would spend «

B s o i it 68 g sk ot
i SR e

Now even the consolation of Lavra's beauty was vanishing
and she began demanding odd items of food which ti
hydroponic garden could not supply.

“If you loved me, you'd find a way to make cheese .
or “, .. grow a new kind of peach . . . a little like a grap:
only.
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1t was while he was listening to a wire of Tyrsa’s (the last
she ever made, in the curious tonalities of that newly-redis-
covered Mozart opera) and visualizing her homely face made
even less lovely by the effort of those effortless-sounding notes
that he became conscious of the operative phrase. “If you
lovedme. . ”

“Have L ever said I did?” he snapped.

He saw a new and not readily understood expression mar
the beauty of Lavra’s face, “No,” she said in sudden surprise.
“No,” and her voice fell to flatness, “you haven't. . .

And as her sobs—the first he had ever heard from her—
traveled away toward the hydroponic room, he felt a new.
and not readily understood emotion. He switched off the wire
midway through the pyrotechnic rage of the eighteenth-
century queen of darkness.

und a curious refuge in the pulps. There was a per-
verse satisfaction in reading the thrilling exploits of other Last
Men on Earth, He could feel through them the emotions that
he should be feeling directly. And the other stories were fun
t00, in varying ways. For instance that astonishingly accurate
account of the hairsbreadth maneuvering which averted what
threatened to be the first and final Atomic War . . .

He noticed one oddity: Every absolutely correct story of
the “future” bore the same by-line. Occasionally other writers
b o0 gbwses prodictan Iopioal trends foresaw, ineyth
table extrapolations; but only Norbert Holt named names and
dated dates with perfect historical accuracy.

£ wainit possible. Tt was too precis to be plausible, It was
far more spectacular than the erratic Nostradamus 5o often
discussed in certain of the pulps.

But_there it was. He had read the Holt stories solidly
through in order a half-dozen hmes without finding a single
flaw when he discovered the copy of Surprising Surm,s that
[ e

He looked at the contents page; yes, there was a Holt and—
he felt a twinge of irrational but poignant sadness—one
hbelerl as posthumous. He turned to the page indicated and
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This story, we regret to tell you, is incomplete, and not
only because of Norbert Holts tragic death last month.
‘This is the last in chronological order of Holts stories of a
consistently plotted future; but this fragment was written
before his masterpiece, The Siege of Lunn. Holt himself
used to tell me that he could never finish it, that he could
not find an ending; and he died still not knowing how
The Last Boredom came out. But here, even though in
fragment form, is the last published work of the greatest
writer of the future, Norbert Holt.

The note was signed with the initials M. §. Vyrko had long
sensed a more than professional intimacy between Holt and
"his editor Manning Stern; this obituary introduction must have
becn a bitter task: But s eyes were hurrying on, almos fear
fully, to the first words of The Last Boredom:

There were three of them in the retreat, three out of
all mankind safe from the yellow bands. The great Kirth-
Labbery himself had constructed . . .

Vyrko blinked and started again. It still read the same. He
took firm hold of the magazine, as though the miracle might
slip between his fingers, and dashed off with more energy
than heud felt in o,

d Lavra in the hydroponic room. “I have just
found,” B aTopi {0k e b cliahlcs
‘Darling,” said Lavra, “I want some meat.’

“Don't be silly. We baven't any meat. Nobody's caten meat
except asritual dinmers for generations.”

“Then I want a ritual dinner.”

“You can g0 on wanking. But look at i
first lines!

“Vyrko, she pleaded, “Iwant it. Really.”

“Don't be an idiot!”

Her lips pouted and her eyes moistened. “Vyrko dear
What you said when you were listening to that funny music
+ .. Don't youlove me?”

“No,” he barked.

Just read those
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Her eyes overflowed. “You don't love me? Not after . . . P”

All Vyrko's pent-up boredom and irritation erupted. “You're
beautiful, Lavra, or you were a few months ago, but you're an
idiot. I am not given to loving idiots.”

“But you—'

tried to assure the perpetuation of the race—question-
able though the desirability of such a project scems at the mo-
ment. It was not an unpleasant task, but I'm damned if it
gives you the right in perpetuity to pester me.”

She moaned a little as he slammed out of the room. He felt
oddly better. Adrenalin is a fine thing for the system. He
settled into a chair and resolutely read, his eyes bugging like a
cover-monster's with amazed disbelief. When he reached the
verbatim account of the quarrel he had just enjoyed, he
dropped the magazine.

It sounded 5o petty in print. Such stupid inane bickering in
the face of— He left the magazine lying there and went back
10 the hydroponic room.

Lavra was crying-noiselessly this time, which somehow
made it worse, One hand had automatically plucked a ripe
grape, but she was not eating it. He went up behind her and
e ik e woise Tong hair and began rubbing the
nape of her neck. The soundless sobs diminished gradually,
When his fingers probed tenderly behind her cars she turned
tohim with pated lps. The grapefell from het hand.

'm sorry,” he heard himself saying. “It's me that's the
idiot. Which, I repeat, I am not given fo lovmg. And you're
the mother of my son and I do love you . . . And he realized
that the statement was quite possibly, ifabsurdly, true,

“I don't want anything now,” Lavra said when words were
again in order. She stretched contentedly, and she was stil
beautiful cven in the ungainly distortion wl ich,might pre-
servearace. “And what were you trying to tell m 5
And this Holt s slvays ikt hel pndal
ow he's writing about us!

“Oh! Oh, then we'll know
“Well know everythin

Well know what the yellow
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bands are and what becomes of them and what happens to
‘mankind and-
“_and well know,” said Lavra, “whether its a boy or a girl”
Vyrko smiled. “Twvins probably. It runs in my family—at
Teast one pair to a generation. And I think that’s it—Holls al-
“ready planted the fact of my having a twin named Vrist even
though he doesn't come into the action.”
“Iwins . . . That would be nice. They wouldn't be lonely
quick, dear. Read it to me; 1

So he read Norbert Holls story to her—too excited and too
oddly affectionate to point out that her longstanding aversion
for print persisted even when she herself was a character. He
xead on past the quarrel. He read a printable version of the
past hour. He read about himself reading the story to her.

“Now!" she cried. “We're up to now. What happens next?”

Vyrko read:

The emotional release of anger and love had set Vyrko al-
most at peace with himself again; but a small restlessness still
nibbled at his brain.

Trrclevantly he remembered Kirth-Labbery's cryptic hint
of escape. Escape for the two of them, happy now; for the
two of them and for their . . . say, on the odds, their twins.

He sauntered curiously into the laboratory, Lavra following
him. He drew back the curtain and stared at the chair of
vas hard to see the control board that seemed
to control nothing. He sat in the chair for a better look.

made puzzled grunting noises. Lavra, her curiosity
finally stirred by something inedible, reached over his shoul-
der and poked at the green button.

“I don't like that last thing he says about me,” Lavra ob-
jected. “T don't like anything he says about me. T think your
l\lr Holt is na: S‘y

e says you're beautiful.”
“And he says you love me. Or does he? It all mixed up.”
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“It'sall mixed up . . .and Ilove you.”
The kiss was a short one; Lavra had to say, “And what

" Thats al Itends there.”

“Well. . .Aren'tyou. . . ?”

Vyrko felt strange. Holt had described his feelings so pre-
cisely. He was at peace and still curious, and the thought of
KirthLabbery's escape method nibbled at his brain.

He rose and sauntered into the laboratory, Lavra following

im. He drew back the curtain and stared at the chair of
metal rods. It was hard to see the control board that scemed
tocontrol nothing. He sat i the lar for a ette ook,

He made puzzled grunting noises. Lavea, her curiosity
BRI} Sore Tty st g el fohcks byt il
derand poked at the green button.

Vyrko had no time for amazement when Lavra and the
Iaboratory vanished. He saw the archaic vehicle bearing down
directly upon him and tried to get out of the way as rapidly
as possible. But the chair hampered him and before he could
et o s fec the vebicle strock. There was a rd explosion of
pain and then a long blacl

He later recalled 2 m;

f consciousness at the hospital

It was Jike he came out of nowhere. He wasn't there and
thenallofasudden . . . Then the blackness came back.

All the time of his unconsciousness, all through the semi
conscious nightmares while doctors probed at him and his
fever soared, his subconscious mind must have been working
on the problem. He knew the complete answer the instant
that he saw the paper on his breakfast tray, that first day he
was capable of truly seeing anything.

popes was ea5y ko vead for  paleolinguist wih spechl
training in pulp: .+ than the curious concept of breakfast
LU e
it eahc s il of ThaICold Warlod
the impending election. (There was something he should re-
member about that clection . .
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He saw it clearly. Kirth-Labbery's genius had at last
evolved a time machine. That was the one escape, the escape
which the scientist had not yet tested and rather distrusted.
And Lavra had poked the green button because Norbert Holt
_ hiad said she had poked (would poke?) the green button.

How many buttons could a wood poke poke if a wood poke
would poke. . .

“The breakfust didn't seem to agree with him, doctor.”
“Maybe it was, the paper. Makes me run a.temperature
every moming tool

h doctor, you s say the funniest things!”

“Nothing funnier than this case. Total amnesia, as best we
can judge by his lucid moments. And his clothes don't help
us—must've been on his way to a fancy-dress paty. Or maybe
Tshould say fancy-undressl”

“Ok, doctor

“Don't tell me nusss can blsh. Never did when T wss an
intern—and you can't say they didnt get a chancel Bu
S AR TR
ing some kind of newfangled bike that got smashed up -
Better hold off on the solid food for a to intravenous

He'd had this trouble before at ritual dinners, Vyrko finally
recalled. Meat was apt to affect him badly—the trouble was he
had not at first recognized those odd strips of oily solid which
accompanicd the cgg as meat.

The adjustment was gradual and suceessful, in this case as
in other matters. At the end of two weeks, he was eating
meat easily (and, he confessed, with a faintly obscene non-
situal plessure), and equaly chating with nurses and fellow
patients about the events (which he still privately tended to
regard as mummified museum picces) of 1045

H1s alfstent. In fack, was soon b0 picemssful that I caul
notlong endure. The doctor made that lear.

‘Got to think about the future, you know. Can't keep you
here forever. Nasty unreasonable prejudice against keeping
well men in hospitals.”

Vyrko allowed the expected langh to come forth. “But
" he said, gladly accepting the explanation that was so
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much more credible than the truth, “I haven't any idea who I
am, where Iive, or what my profession is—"

“Can't remember anything? Don't know if you can take
shosthand,for fstance? Or play thebull Bdle?”

“Not a thing.” Vyrko felt it hardly worth while to poiat out
his one manual accomplishment, the operation of the as yet
uninvented electronic typewriter.

“Behold,” he thought, “the Man of the Future. I've read
all the time travel storics. 1 know what should happen. I
teach them everything Kirth-] Lnbbery knew and I'm the great-
est man in the world. Only the time travel never happens to a
poor dope who took for granted all the science around him,
who pushed a button or turned a knob and never gave a
damn what happened, or why, between that actionand the
end result. Here they're just beginning to get two-dimen-
sional black-and-white short-range television. We had (will
havet) stereoscolo fullcolor warld-wide video—which I
about as capable of constructing friend the doctor
would be of installing an electric ight In Aacient Fome, The
Mouse of the Future . . .

e doctor had been thinking too. He said, “Notice
a grat reader. Librarians been teling me sl

xough the whole damn hospital library like a bookworm
\mhm eworm!”

Vyrko fanghed dutifully. T ik toread,” he adimitted.

“Every try writing?” the doctor asked abruptly, almost
the tone in which he might reluctantly advise a girl that her
Iogial futureayin PotSaid.

Vyrko really lughod. “Thist docs seem to ing &
bell, you T ot T wort i P
What do iveon untl getstarted?”
ospital_trustees here administer a rehabilitation fund.
Might wangle a loan. Won't be much, of course; but I always
say a single mav's got only one mouth to feed—and if he
feeds more, he won't be single long!

“A lttle,” said Vyrko with a glance at the newspaper head-

lines, “might go a long way.”
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It did. There was the loan itself, which gave him a bank
account on which in turn he could acquire other short-term
loans—at exorbitant interest. And there was the election.

He had finally reconstructed what he should know about it.
There had been a brilliant Wheel-of-If story in one of the
“much later pulps, on If the Republicans had won the 1948
election. Which meant that in fact they had lost; and here, in
October of 1948, all newspapers, all commentators, and most
important, all gamblers, were convinced that they must in-

On Wednesday, November third, Vyrko repaid his debts
and settled down to his writing carcer, comfortably guaran-
teed against immediate starvation.

A halfdozen attempts at standard iction fuled wretchedly.
A matter of “tone,” editors remarked vaguely, on the rare oc-
casions when they did not confne Hhesisclvest 51 padt
vaguer phrases of printed rejection forms. A little poctry sold—
B ok Can all that scling." Vyrko thovieht bitherh, cont
ingg the financial position of the poet with his own world.

His failures were beginning to bring back the bitterncss
and boredom, and his thoughts turned more and more to that
B e R e

Tiins. Tt had to be twins—of opposite sexes, of course. The
only hope of the continuance of the race lay in a matter of
0dds and genetics,

Odds . . . H began to think of the clction be, o fgure
other angles wi ch he could tumn foreknowledse to profit.
B i pulporeading had led b min with frs of th
paradoxes involyed. He had calculated the elecion bets cates
fully: they could no affct the outeome o the dlection, they
1 not even, in their proportionately small size, affect the
mld~ Butany further ste

0 was, like most conceited men, fond of self-contempt,
which he felt he could oceasionally afford to indulge in.
Possibly his strongest access of self-contempt came when he
xealized the simplicity of the solution to all his problems.

He could write for the science fiction pulps.
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‘The one thing that he could handle convincingly and skill-
fully, with the proper “tone,” was the future, Possibly start off
with a story on the Religious Wars; he'd done all that reseaxch
onhisnovel. Then. . .

1t wus not untl he was about to mail the mamscrpt that
the full pattern of the truth struck hi

Soberly, yt bal-grinuing, be crossed out Kirth Vyrko on
the first page and wrote Norbert Holt.

oo ng 5t oot Loy fn s freah discovery. “This
boy's got itl He makes it sound so real that . . .” The business
office was instructed to pay the highest bonus rate (unheard
of for a st story), and an intensely cordial letter went to
the author outling immediate needs and offring cer
story suggestic

The editor Bt i s vl surprised at the an-
swer.

.. . I regret to say that all my stories will be based on
one consistent scheme of future cvents and that you mist
allow me to stick to my own choice of materi

“And who the hell,” Manning Stern damandcﬂ, “is editing
this magazine?” and dictated a somewhat peremptory sug-
gestion for a personal interview.

The features were small and sharp, and the face had a sort
of dark aliveness. It was a diffcrent beauty from Lavra’s, and
an infinitely different beauty from the curious standards set
by the 1049 flms; but it was beauty and it spoke to Nerbert

olt.

“You'l forgive a_certain surprise, Miss Stern” he ven-
tared, “Ive read Surprising fox so many years and never
thought. . .

e e S
I'm used to it—your reaction, I mean. I don't think I'l ever be
qune used to being a woman . . . or a human being, for that

e rather vl From whil ki of the Sl
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“Please God, when I find a man who can write don’t let
him go all male-chauvinist on mel I'm a good editor, said she
with becoming modesty (and don't you ever forget itl), and

'm a good scientist. I even worked on the Manhattan Project
—until some character discovered that my adopted daughter
*was a Spanish War orphan. But what we're here to talk about
is this consistent-scheme gimmick of yours. I¥s all right, of
B Vi = dome herare Bk b Dy viink
crazy i plamniog todoit exclusoely.”
xt Holt opened his briefcase. “I've brought along an
B ek ol cvon L
hour later Manning Stern glanced at her watch and an-
nounced, “End of office hours! Care to continue this slugfest
over a martini or five? I wam you—the more I'm plied, the
less pliant I get.”

And an hour after that she stated, “We might get some-
place if we'd stay someplace. I mean the subject seems to be
getting elusive.”

“The hell,” Norbert Holt announced recklessly, “with
edilan'al relations. Let’s get back to the current state of
opera”

“It was paintings. I was telling you about the show at the—"

No, T remember now. It was movies. You were trying to
explainthe Marx Brothers. Unsuccesfuly, Lmay add.”

suc. . . ce said Manning Stern rumi-

ml:vcl “Five martinis and the man can say unsuccessfully

successfully. But I try to explain the Marx Brothers yet! Lok,

Holt. I've got a subversive orphan at home and she’s un-

doubtedly starving. I've got to feed her. You come home and

meet her and have potluck, huh?”

“Good. Fine. Always like to try a new dish.”

Manning Stem looked at him curiously. “Now was that a
gag or not? You're funny, Holt. You know a lot about every-
thing and then all of a sudden you go all Man-from-Mars on
the simplest thing. Or do you? . . . Anyway, let's go feed

aquel.”

And five hours later Holt was saying, “I never thought I'd
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have this reason for being glad T sold a story. Manning, T
haven't had so much fun talking to— I almost said ‘to a woman.”
Thaven't had so much fun talking period since—

He had almost said since the agnoton came. She seemed
not to notice his abrupt halt. She simply said, “Bless you,
Norb. Maybe you aren't a male-chauvinist. Maybe even
you're . . . Look, go find a subway or a cab or something.
1 you stay here another minute I'm cither going to kiss you or

admit you're right about your stories—and I don't know which
s worse editor-author relations.”

ions

Manning Stern committed the second breach of rel
first. The fan mail on Norbert Holt's debut left her no doubt
§ i i e R

e phenomenally rapid rise in author
‘popularity. Or rather you could hardly say rise. Holt hit the
top with his first story and stayed there. He socked the fen
(Gueit of Honor at the Washinvention). he pros (st Pres
dent of Fantasy Witers of A , and the general reader
B e vl dne sotecce Betion ook to a3y 1
months on the best seller lst) .

And never had there been an author who was more pure
damned fun to work with. Not that you edited him; you
checked his copy for typos and sent it to the printers. (Typos
were frequent at first; he said something odd about absurd
logical keyboard arrangement.) But just being with him,
talking about this, that and those . . . Ra quite ob-
B b g it e gt
to stay single till she grew up and you know, Manningeita, 1
am Spanish; and the Mediterranean girls

But there was this occasional feeling of oddness. Like
the potluck and the ilogicl keyboard and that bt at
Fwa.

“I've got a story pichle,” Norbert Holt anmounced. “Aa
idea, and I can't lick it. Maybe if I toss it out to the lions . . "
“Story problem?” Manning said,  little more sharply than
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shed intended. “I thought everything was outlined for the
next ten years.”

“This is different. This is a sort of paradox story, and I can't
get out of it. It won't end. Something like this: Suppose a man
in the remote year X reads a story that tells him how to work
*a time machine. S0 he works the time machine and goes back
to the year X-2000-let’s say, for instance, now. So in ‘now’ he
wites the story that he's going to read two thousand years
later, telling himself how to work the time machine because
he knows how to work it because he read the story which he
wrote because—"

Manning was starting to say “Hold it!” when Matt Duncan
interrupted with “Good old endless-cycle gimmick. Lot of fun
to kick around but Bob Heinlein did it once and for all in By
His Bootstraps. Damnedest tour de force I ever read; there
just aren'tany switcheroos left after that.”

uroboros,” Joe Henderson contributed.
Norbert Holt looked a vain question at him; they kn
B e e e
ustin Carter picked it up. “Ouroboros. The worm that
ehicls. tho universo Ath ita. il in to.mouth; The Asganh
Serpent, too. And I think there’s something Mayan. All
Wbl o aitsltierio begiinitg, o' ering AlGEyar Al
the same door where in you went. See that magnificent novel
of Eddison’s, The Worm Ouroboros; the perfect cyclic novel,
ending with its recommencement, stopping mot because
there’s a stopping place but because it's uneconomical to print
the wholetextover nfitly
Oats box,” said Duncan. “With a Quaker hold-
ms a bnx with a Quaker holding a box with a Quaker hold-
inga
It was standard professional shoptalk. It was a fine evening
with the boys. But there was a look of infinitely remote sad-
ness in Norbert's Holt's eyes.
e evening that Manning violated her first rule
of editor-author relationships.
i, s Vi mottiat it seudbai !
AR e e R e
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ey been gopd years? he ematied, goparently o the,

BTt ot something wrong with this evening. No bounc.
“That's a funny t Manning confided to ber own olive.
S b R et
“You don't have to pay the debt. We don't go in much for
heing serious, do we? Not so dead-eamest-catch-in-the-throat
serious.”

“Don’t we?”
o got un awial feling” Manning adittd, “that yoira
building up to a proposal, either to me or that olive. And if it's

me, I've got an awful feeling I'm Crh
isnever going 1o fo

viresafe” Notbert sid dly. <13 the seroos Gl I
want to marry you, darling, and I'm not go

e e e mm mustache
and tell me you have a wife and family elsewhere?

“Ihope to God I have!
“No, it wasn't very funny, was it?" Manning felt very little,
aside from wishing she was dead.

“I can't tell you the truth,” he went on. “You wouldn't be-
lieve it. I've loved two women before; one had talent and a
brain, the other had beauty. T think I loved her. The damned-
est curse of Ouroboros is that Tl never quite know. If I could
take that tail out of that miouth . . .

0 on,” she said. “Talk plot- Ummmk 1ts nicer.”
“And she is carrying . . . will carry . . . my child-my.
lildren it must be. My twins. .

Lok, Halt, We caie in here ditorand suthor_remembet
iicoghacy Ty %0 out that way. Don't go on talking. I'm a
B e e
‘you and all future manuscripts gratefully reeeived.”

“I knew I couldn't say it. I shouldn't have tried. But there
won't be any future manuseripts. I've written every Holt I've
ever rea

“Does that make sense?” Manning imed the remark o the
olive, butit was gone. So was the mart

£ e et HIC took It ut of e bruie athot, ot
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folded. “The one we talked about at rwa—the one I couldn’t
end. Maybe youl understand. T wanted somehow to make it
clear before ..

‘The tone of his voice projected the unspoken meaning, and
Manning forgot everything else. “Is something going to hap-
“pen to you? Are you going to— Oh my dear, nol All right, so

you have a wife on every space station in the asteroid belt;
Cn R

“I don't know,” said Norbert Holt. “I can't remember the
exact date of that issue . . .” He rose abruptly. “I shouldn’t
have tried a goodbye. See you again, darling—the next time
round Ouroboros.’

She was still staring at the empty martini glass when she
heard the shrill of brakes and the ‘excited upspringing of a
crowd outside.

She read the posthumous fragment late that night, after her
eyes had dried sufficiently to make the operation practicable.
And thzough e somrow her mind fought o help e, mking
her think, making her be an et

She understood a Jittle and m\m,ma it she under-
stood. And undomeath she prodded herel, ot it et 3
story. Tt too short, onchusive, TE1 Just dlsappumx the
B i e vy tatyt Ml e G T the
damnedest straight obit T can, take up a full page on it . . -
ip on thinking ot Feling, Se Tt
never before mqwnumed 5o strongly the I-have-been-here-
before sensation. She had been faced with this dilemma
ance before, once on some other time-spiral, as the boys in
P would say. And her decision had be

“It's sentimentality,” she protested. “It isn't editing. This
B e and get another of
these T ERL R e e

i 41 hothakoass bl Akt o the oot
iy

.

The nest morning Raquel greeted her with, “Manningelta,
who's Norbert Holt?
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Manning had slept so restfully that she was even tolerant of
olsh guestons a breskist. Who?”sh ske
Norbert Holt. Somehow the name popped into my mind.
e yourwriters?”
Never heard of him,” said Manning,

Raquel frowned, “T was almost sure . . . Can you really
remember them all? I'm going to check those bound volumes
of Surprising,

“Any luck with your . . . what wasit? . . . Holt?” Manning
wskedthegila little later.
» Manningela, T was quite unsuccessul.”
cessful . . . Now why, in Heaven’s name, mused
\‘('\nnmg Stern, should 1 be thinking of martinis at breakfast




ROBERT SHECKLEY

Next time the family is gathered together and concersation runs
low, you might try comparing literary notes on the stories everyone
has most enjoyed over the past year. When you query each mem-
ber—your wife with Today's Woman, Uncle Jack with his all-male
Esquire, youricin muwﬁrr ion magazines, the family’ s copy ol

Collier's, ever 0l fry who scarcely bother to rec
but keep Hmr ey Je; p’uzd L Captain Video on TV~you g ﬁnd a
su non: many of the most memorable

T e e e e
sriten by a youtfl irebll named Robert Sheckle. At 24, Bob
Sheckley has half a hundred stories in a score of magazines; and
1o leam the resson for s abrupt and unbounded popularity, you

look no father than the present csample of i way it
uan]r entitlec

Watchbird

Wik cevsex entered, he saw that the rest of the watchbird
manufacturers were already present. There were six of
them, not counting himself, and the room was blue with
expensive cigar smoke.
“harlic,” one of them called as he came in.

‘The rest broke off conversation long enough to wave a o
ual greeting at him. As a watchbird manufacturer, he wa
e st o sl ST eaal
wiyly. Very exclusive. You must have a certified government
contractF You want to save the human race.

he government representative isu't here yet,” one of the

B o

“We're getting the green light,” another said.

WATCHBIRD by Robert Sheckley. Copyright, 1953, by Galaxy
Publishing Corp.; reprinted by perission of the author.
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“Fine.” Gelsen found a chair near the door and lcnled

volume. The president of Southern Consolidated was talking
at the top of his lungs about watchbird’s enormous y.
two presidents he was talking at were grinning, nodding,
ome trying to interrupt with the results of a test he had run
on watchbird’s resourcefulness, the other talking about the
new recharging apparatus.
The other three men were in their own little group, de-
ltvring what suded ik ponsgyriotowatoibin
noticed that all of them stood straight and tall, like
the saviors they felt they were. He didn't find it funny. Up
0 a few days ago he had felt that way himself. He had
considered himself a pot-bellied, slightly balding saint.

He sighed and lighted a cigarette. At the beginning of the
project, he had been as enthusiastic as the others. He remem-
bered saying to Macintyre, his chief engincer, “Mac, @ new
day is cor:;mg Watehbird is the Answer.” And Macintyre
Liad nodds
How wonderil it had_scemed then! A simple, rdnble
answer to one of mankind’s greatest problems, all wrappe
Chad e e e P
plastics.

Perhaps that was the very reason he was doubting it now.
Gelsen suspected that you don't solve human problems so

casily. There had to bea catch somewhere.

ter all, murder was an old problem, and watchbird too
new a solution.

“Gentlemen—" They had been talking so heatedly that they
hadn't noticed the government representative entering. Now.
the room became quiet at once.

“Gentlemen,” o punp government man sid *the Prsi-
deat, with the consent of Congress, has acted to form a

TR e i s
en burst into a spontancous shout of triumph. They
wwere going to have their chance to save the world after all,
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Gelsen thought, and worriedly asked himself what was wrong
with th:

e listened carefully as the government man outlined the

‘facturer. This meant monopoly, of course, but a necessary
one. Like the telephone service, it was in the public's best
interests, You couldn't have competition in watchbird service.
Watchbird was for everyone.

“The President hopes,” the representative continued, *
full watchbird service will be installed in the shortest possxble
time. You will have top priorities on strategic metals, man-
power, and so forth.”

“Speaking for mvseu the president of Southern Consoli
dated said, “T expect to have the first batch of watchbirds di
{rbted withis the woek. Produeionsllsot up>

The rest of the men were equally ready. The factories
had been prepared to roll out the watchbirds for months now.
The final standardized_equipment had been gmed upon,
and only the Presidential go-ahead had been lackin

“Fine,” the representative said. “If that is AT thick wo
there a question?”
e i” Gelse s, “[ wantto koo i th present model
istheone e aregoing to manu

“Of course, the sepresentative sud. “I¢s the most ad-
vanced.”

“I have an objection.” Gelsen stood up. His colleagues were
glaring coldly at him. Obviously he was delaying the advent
of the golden .

can

" oo noked

First, of xoe say that 1 am one humedred per cent in favop
of a machine to stop murder. I’s been needed for a long time.
T object only to he watchbird's leaming circuis, They
in_effect, to animate the machine and give it a el
sciousness. I can’t approve of that

“But, Mr. Gelsen, you yourself testified that the watchbird
would not be completely efficient unless such cireuits were
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introduced. Without them, the watchbirds could stop only an
estimated. wvenky per cent of murders.”

“I know that,” Gelsen said, fecling extremely uncomfort-
BD 8 Die vices i inors s s
a machine to make decisions that are rightfully Man’s,” he de-
clazed doggedly.

w, Gelsen,” one of the corporation presidents
sald ‘Itsnu(hmg of the sort. The watchbird will only reinforce
the decisions made by honest men from the bcgmnm[, of

ime.

“I think that is true,” the representative agreed. “But I can
understand how Mr. Gelsen feels. It is sad that we must put
a human problem into the hands of a machine, sadder still
that we must have a machine enforce our laws. But I ask
you to remember, Mr. Gelsen, that there is no other possible

unfair to the many innocent people killed every year if we
were to restrict watchbird on philosophical grounds. Don’t
youagree that I'm right?”

“Yes, 1 suppose T do,” Gelsen said un‘mpp)]m He had told
Bimself all that a thousind times, but something still bohered
i, Perhaps he wouldtalk it over with Mc

the conference broke up, 3 et el B FIE

grinn,
B of policemen were going to be out of work!

“Now what do you think of that?” Officer Celtrics de-
manded, “Fifteen years in Homicide and a machine is replac-
ing me:” He wiped a large ed hand across his forchead and
leaned sgainst the captain's desk. “Aln' scence ‘marvelous?”

other policemen, late of H i

“Dont wony about it the captain said, “We'l find 4 home
for youin Larceny, Celtrics. You'll like it here.”

“Ljust can't get over it,” Celtrcs complained. A lousy lttle
piece of tin and glass is going to solve all the crimes

“Not quite,” the captain said. “The wa!chhud: are sup-
posed to prevent the crimes before they happen.

“Then howl they be crimes?” one of the policeman asked.
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“I mean they can’t hang you for murder until you commit
one, can they?”

Thats not the idea” the coptan said. “Tho watchbindy
are supposed 10 stop @ man before he commits a murder

Tt o s st i Colitassbad,

“I don't know how they're going to work that out,” the cap-
tain admitted.

‘The men were silent for a while. The captain yawned and
examined his watch.

“The thing I don't understand,” Celtri still leaning
B it ks o o ety a0 o o
start, Captain?”

he captain studied Celtrics’ face for possible irony; after
L waichord oo o e papers for months. But then he
remembered that Celtrics, like his sidekicks, rarely bothered
to mm past the sports page:
Well," the captain said, trying to remember what he had
R Sy i e e e T
ing on criminology. They were studying murderers, to find
B it e
out a different sort of brain wave from ordinary people. And
their glands act funny, too. All this happens when they're
about to commit a murder. So these scientists worked out a
special machine to flash red or something when these brain
waves turned on.”
“Scientists,” Celtrics said bitterly.

“Well, after the scientists had this machine, they didn't
know what to do with it. It was too big to move around, and
‘murderers didn't drop in often enough to make it fash. So
they built it into a smaller unit and tried it out in a few
police stations. I think they tried one upstate. But it didn’t

00d. You couldn't get to the crime in time. That's
why they builithe watelbirds.*
T don't think they'll stop o criminals,” one of the police-
meninsisted.

“They sure will. I read the test results. They can smell

him out before he commits a crime. And when they reach him,
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they give him a powerful shock or something. It1l stop him.”
Yuudm..,,, up Homicids, Caplain” Celiricy aked.

" the captain said. “Im leaving a skeleton crew in
oo o e e

“Hah,” Celtrics said. “Skeleton crew. That's funny.”

“Sure,” the captain said. “Anyhow, I'm going to leave some.
menon Tt seems the birds don' stop tllmunders.”

“Why not?

U L waves,” the cap-
tain answered, trying to remember what the newspaper aticle
had said. “Or their glands don't work or something,

“Which ones don't they stop?” Celtries asked, with pro-
fessonalcuioity

SHE i Bt I o ey, 0t the damned things fred
e going (o stopallof them
“How they \\u-ng that]

“They lear m\nuchbuds Tmean. Just 1
You kv(ldmg me?”

e people.”

"\ml ” Celtrics said, “T think I'll ,m Lpep old Betsy oiled,
,\m i You can’t trust these scie

"B:.ds! Celtrics scoffed.

Over the town, the watchbird soared in a long, lazy eurve.
1is aluminum Lide glistencd in the momiug sun, and dots of
light danced on its stiff wings. Silently it flew

Silently, but with all senses functioning. Built-in kinesthet-
e e i b e
search curve, Its eyes and ears operated as one unit, searching,
secking.

051 then ommething hapheoedl The. wathbintd elel ot
felly fust refexes picked up the edge of a sensation. A"
conelation center tested it, matching it with clecricl and
Rl ey e relay trippe

Dewaithe watehlind soadléa, coming i on the iereasingly
strong sensation. It smelled the outpouring of certain glands,
tasted a deviant brain wave.
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Fully alerted and armed, it spun and banked in the bright
moming sunlig

Dinclli was so intent he didn't sce the watchbird coming.
He had his gun poised, and his eyes pleaded with the big
rocer.

3 n't come no closer.”

Yo lousy little punk,” the grocer said, and took another
step forward. “Rob me? Tl break every bone in your puny
body.”

‘The grocer, too stupid or too courageous to understand the
threat of the gun, advanced on the little thief.

“All right,” Dinelli said, in a thorough state of panic. “All
right, sucker, take—"

A bolt of electricity knocked him on his back. The gun went
off, smashing. breakfstfood display,

“What in hell?” the grocer asked, sunng at the stunned
thief. And then he saw a flash of silver wings. “Well, I'm really
damned. Those watchbirds work!”

e stared until the wings disappeared in the sky. Then he
telelphoned the police.

The watchbird returned to his search curve, His thinking
center correlated the new facts he had learned about murder,
Several of these he hadn’t known before.

new information was simultancously flashed to all the
other watchbirds and their information was flashed back to
him.

New information, methods, definitions were constantly
passing between them.

Now that the watchbirds were rolling of the sssembly
line in a steady stream, Gelsen allowed hncn i

oud contented hum filled his plant. Orders were being filed
on time, with top priorities given to the biggest cities in his
area, and working down to the smallest towns.

“All smooth, Chief,” Macintyre said, coming in the door. He
had just completed a routine inspection.

“Fine. seat.”

.
‘The big engineer sat down and lighted a cigarette,
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“We've been working on this for some time,” Gelsen said,
whenbe could't thinkof nything s,

“We sure have,” Macintyre agreed. He leaned back and in-
) e b e okt consmlting et 0
the original watchbird. That was six years back. He had been
working for Gelsen ever since, and the men had become
good friends.

“The thing T wanted to ask you was this—" Gelsen paused.
Ho couldu't tink how to phrsse what he wanted, ustead T

ed, “What do you think of the watchbirds, Mac?”

B
eating, drinking and slecping watchbird ever since its incep-
tion. He had never found it necessary to have an attitude.
“Why, I think it's great.”

“I don't mean that,” Gelsen said. He realized that what he
wanted was to have someone understand his point of view. “T
mean do you figure there might be some danger in machine
thinking

o think 5o, Chief. Why do you ask?”

“Look, I'm no scientist or engineer. I've just handled cost
and production and let you boys worry about how. But as a
Tayman, watchbird i starting to righten me.

No reason for that.”

“I don'tlike the idea of the learning circuits.”

“But why not?” Then Macintyre gnnncd again. “I know.
You're like a lot of people, Chief—afraid your machines are
going to wake up and say, ‘What are we doing here? Let's go
outand rule the worl

“Maybe something ke that,” Gclsenndmmed

“No chance of it,” Macintyre said. “The watchbirds are
Eies, 11w hup an M, c(\lculd(or is a whole lot
moreconplex. Andithasn't got consciousnes.”

o. Bt the vatchbidscan

“Sure. So can all the new calculators. Do you think theyll

o 4 it watelbleda?®

Gelsen felt annoyed at Macintyre, and even more annoyed
at himself for being ridiculous. “It’s a fact that the Witchbids
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can put their learning into action. No one is monitoring them.”

~Sothats the rouble,"Maciutyre s

“Tye been thinking oF getting out of watchbird” Gelhen
had't Hiieed WL
ook, Chi,”Macintyre sad. “Willyou take an engincer’s

(gt

et gt

“The watchbirds are no more dangerous than an automo-

bile, an IBM calculator or a thermometer. They have no
more consciousness or volition than those things. The watch-
birds are built to respond to certain stimuli, and to carry out
certain operations when they receive that stimuli.”

“And the learning circuits?”

“You have to have those,” Macintyre said patiently, as
though explaining the whole thing to a ten-year-old. “The
purpose of the watchbird is to frustrate all murder-attempts,
Tight? Well, only certain murderers give out these stimuli, In
order to stop all of them, the watchbird has to search out new
defnitins of musder and corrlate them with what it sready

5.
ST think is inhuman, ai
“Thats the bost thing abot It The watchbirds e unemo-
tional. Their reasoning is non-anthropomorphic. You can't
bribe them or drug them. You shouldn't fear them, cither.”
e e R

“I know all this,” Gelsen said. “But, still, sometimes I feel
like the man who invented dynamite, He thought it would
only be used for lowing up tre stumps.”

‘ou didn't invent watchbird.’
’“1 still feel morally responsible. because 1 manufacture
them.”
The intercom buzzed again, and Gelsen irritably punched
abutton.

“The reports are in on the first week of watchbird opera-

tion,” his secretary told him
“How do they look?”
“Wonderful, sir.
“Send them in in ffteen minutes.” Celsen switched the in-
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tercom off and turned back to Macintyre, who was cleaning
his ﬁngemmls with a wooden match, “Don’t you think that

ts a trend in human thinking? The mechanical
god? Tho electronic fther?”

“Chief,” Macintyre said, “I think you should study watch-
bird more closely. Do you know what's built into the circuits

“Only generally.”

st there is @ purpose Which i 0 stp lvig organioms
from urder. Tywo, murder may be defined as an
B i o i ma cling, maltreating
or otherwise stopping the functions of a living organism by a
living organism. Three, most murderers are detectablo by cer-
tain chemical and electrical changes.”

Macintyre paused to light another cigarette. “Those condi-
tions take care of the routine functions. Then, for the learning
mmmts, there are two more conditions. Four, there are some
living organisms who commit murder without the signs
meatined in three. Five these can be detected by data
applicable to condition tw

“Isce,” Celsen said.
“You realize how foolproof it is?”
oy ¥ suppose so.” Gelsen hesiated a momen. °1 gues thats

“ight” the engineer
Gelsen thought for a few moments. There couldn' be any-
thing wrong with the watchbir
S oot s oo i oteroons

High aove the lighted buildings of the oty the watchy
d

bird soared. It was dark, but in the distance the watchbir
R ee i i o e heyond thati Was s s
large city.

To prevent murder . . .
ere was more to watch for now. New information had
crossed the invisible network that connected all watchbirds.
New data, new ways of detecting the violence of murder.
Therel The edge of a sensation! Two watchbirds dipped
simultancously. One had received the scent a fraction of a
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second before the other. He continued down while the other
umed monitoring.
Condmun rour, there are some living organisms who commit
mmder without the signs mentioned in condition three.
rough his new information, the watcbizd knew by ex-
hapnlatmn that this organism was bent on murder, even
the characteristic chemical and clectrical smells were
e
‘The watchbird, all senses acute, closed in on the organism.
He found what he wanted, and div
Teaned against a bulding, his hands in his
pockets. In his left  hand was the cool hett of & 45,/ Grscl
waited patien
He wasn't thinking of anything in particular, just relaxing
against a building, waiting for  man. Geco did' know why
the man was to be killed. He didn't care. Greco's lack of
curosity was part of his valuo, The ather part was his skil
e bullet, neatly placed in the head of a man he didn't
B e i o o TSIt e job, just:
like anything clse. You killed a man. SoP
‘As Greco's victim stepped out of a building, Greco lifted the
.45 out of his pocket. He released the safety and braced the
gun with his right hand. He still wasn't inking of s thi
ashe tookaim. .
And was knocked off his feet.
Greco thought he had been shot. He struggled up again,
Jooked around,andsihted fogalyon i victim.
Again he was knocked ds
[This time o oy am the grovnd, fxying o draw a beadl e
never thoughtof stopping, for Greco wasa craftsman.

With the next blow, everything went black. Permanently,
because the watchbirds duty was fo protect the object Of
violence—at whatever cost to the murderer.

The victim walked to his car. He hadn't noticed anything
unusual. Everything had happened in silence.

Gelsen was feeling pretty good. The watchbirds had been
operating perfectly. Crimes of violence had been cut in half,
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and cut again. Dark alleys were no longer mouths of horror.
Parksand not places dusk.

Of course, there were stil P Petty ﬂuevery flour-
ished, and embezzlement, larceny, forgery and a hundred
other cri

But that wasn't so important. You could regain lost money—
nevera lost life.
en was ready to admit that he had been wrong about
the watchbirds. They were doing a job that humans had
ish.

15 wrong came that moring.
silently in front
g

R e
“What's the matter, Mac?” Gelsen asked.
“One of the watchibirds went to work on a slaughterhouse

man. Knocked him out.

Gelen thought sbout it for  moment. Ye, th watchbirds
would do_that. With their new leaning circuits, they had
probably deined el g of animals as murder.

Toll o oo 1 i anise B slasghering” ol
said. “Inever Fliked that business myselt=
“All right,” Macintyre said. He pursed his lips, then

e AR b
Gelsen stood beside his desk, thinking. Couldn't the watch-

birds differentiate between a murderer and a man engaged

in a legitimate profession? No, evidently not. To them, murder

was murder. No exceptions. He frowned. That might take a

not too much, ided hastily. Just make them a
little more discriminating.
He sat down again and buried himself in paperwork, try-

ing to avoid the edge of an old fear.

They I e the chair and fitted the
electrode to his

“Oh, oh,” rh moaned, only half-consgious now of what
they were doing.
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‘They fitted the helmet over his shaved head and tightened
the last straps. He continued to moan softly.

And then the watchbizd swept in. How be bad come, no
one knew. Prisons are large and strong, with many locked
B s vt it e

To stop a murder.

“Get that thing out of herel” the warden shouted, and
reached for the switch. The watchbird knocked him down.

“Stop that!”a guard sereamed, and grabbed for the swtch
himsel. He was knocked to the floor beside the ward

“This isn't murder, you idiot!” another guard a.nd He drew
his gun to shoot down the glittering wheeling metal bird.

nticipating, the watchbird smashed him back against the
wall.

‘There was silence in the room. After a while, the man in the
helmet started to giggle. Then he stoppes

e watchbirdstood on guard,Buttering n mid-sir—

Making sure no murder was d

e e
tored, independent, the thousands of R
and acted uponit

reaking, mangling or otheruise stopping the functions
of a lwmg organism by a living organism. New acts to stop.

“Diean oo, git Golos|” Fecoaer Ollistis shovted anelraleel
his whip again. The hnr(e balked, and the wagon rattled and
shookas he edged sidew:

500 lousy ik of piewice, git gologl? the Farmaie yelled
and he raiscd the whip again.

B o Tl P AR ot vatchbire ssuaie et I
knocked him out of his set.
ing organism? a living organism? The watch-
45 Cetend ok, s’ aa thky chnd Rl
more facts. And, of course, this gave them more work.

The decr was just visible at the edge of the woods. The
hunter raised his rifle, and took careful aim.

He didn't have time to shoot.

With his free hand, Gelsen mopped prespiration from his
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facs. A1l right,” ho said nto the tlephone. He listencd to
vituperation from the other end, then placed

lhe er y.enely inits cradle.

“What was that onc?” Macintyre asked. He was unshaven,
tie loose, shirt unbuttoned.

“Another fisherman,” Gelsen said. “It scems the watchbirds
wor't let hiz fih even though bs famly is starving. What
are we going to do about it, he wants to kno

“How many hundred is that?
“Idon’t know. I haven't opened the mail.”

“Well, I figured out where the trouble is,” Macintyre said
gloomily, with the air of a man who knows just how he blew
up the Earth-ater it was too late.

“Let’s hear it.

“Everybody took it for granted that we wanted all murder
stopped, We figured the watchbirds would think 55 we d
We bigh t have uaifed the co

s got an 1den Celsen s “that we'd have to knov
just why and what murder is, before we could qualify the
ditions properly. And if we knew that, we wouldn't e ik
watchbirds.”

08, X dont know sbout tha, They just bave to be id
that some things which look Jike murder are not m

“But why should they stop fisherman?” Gelsen asked:

“Why shouldn't they? Fish and animals are living organ-
isms. We just don't think that killing them is murder.

The telephone rang. Gelsen glared at it i pumhed the
intercom. I told you no more calls, no matter

“This is from Washington,” his e "l 1 thought

ou'd—"

“Sorry” Glsen picked up i teephone. “Yes. Cortrily e

mess . . . Have they? Al right, I certainly will.” He put
e te]eplmnv

“Short and sweet,” he told Macintyre. “We're to shut down
temporarily.”

“That won't be so easy,” Macintyre said. “The watchbirds
operate independent of any central control, you know. They
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come back once a week for o repair checkup. Wel have to
turn them off then, one by on

“Well, Tets get to.it. Monroe over on the Coast has shut
down about a quarter of his birds.”

“I think 1 can dope out a restricting circuit,” Macintyre

said.

ine,” Gelsen replied bitterly. “You make me very happy.”

The watchbirds were leaming rapicl, expapding and add
ing to their knowledge. Loosely defined abstractions were
extended, acted upon and ro sy

0 stop murder . .

Teahaea well, but not in a human fash-
ion.

Aliving organism? Any living organism!

The watchbirds set themselves the task of protecting all
Hiving hing,

e fly buzzed around the room, lighting on a table top,
pauxmg amoment, then darting to a window sil
The old man stalked it, a rolled newspaper in his hand.

Murderer!

The watchbirds swept down and saved the fly in the nick
of time

old man writhed on the floor a minute and then was
et et e given only a mild shock, but it had been
enough for his fluttery, cranky heart.

His victim had been saved, though, and this was the i
tant thing, Save the victim and give the aggressor i
deserts.

por-
just

elsen demanded angrily. “Why aren't they being tumed

off
The assistant control engineer gestured. In a comer of the
Tepair room lay the senjor control engincer. He was just re-
aining consciousness.
‘He tried to turn one of them off,” the assistant engineer
said. Both his hands were knotted together. He was making
avisibl elfor not to shae:
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“That's ridiculous. They haven't got any sense of self-
preservation.”

“Then tur them off yourself. Besides, I don't think any
‘more are going to come.”

What could have happened? Gelsen began to plece it to-
gether. The watchbirds still hadn't decided on the limits of a
living organism. When some of them were tumed off in the
Monroe plant, the rest must have correlated the data.

ey had been forced to assume that they were living
organisms, as well.

 No one'had ever told them otherwise. Certanly they car-

 functions o

o s i T hurried
out of the repair room. He wanted to find Macintyre in a
hurry.

Thenurs handed the surgeonth sponge.
alpel.”

she placed it in his hand. He started to make the first
incision. And then he was aware of a disturbance.

“Wholet that thing in?”

“I don't know,” the nurse said, her voice muffled by the
mask.
“Getit out of here.”

e nurse waved her arms at the bright winged thing,

but it fluttered over her head.

The surgeon proceeded with the incision—as long as he
was able.

The watehbird drove him away and stood guard.

“Telephone the watchbird company!” the surgeon ordered.
“Get them to tun the thing off.

The watchbird was preventing violence to a living organism.

The surgeon stood by helplessly while his patient died.

| Flutering high above the network o highvays, the watch-
watched and waited. It had been constantly wi
e e Rt e
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impossible, because the watchbird couldn't allow itsclf—a liv-
ing orgainsm—to be murdered. And that was what happened
when watchbirds returned to the factory.

‘There was a built-in order to retum, after the lapse of a cer-
tain time period. But the watchbird had a stronger order to
" obey—preservation of life, including its own.

‘The definitions of murder were almost infinitely extended
now, impossible to cope with. But the watchbird didn't con-
sider that. It responded to its stimuli, whenever they came
and whatever their source.

‘There was a new definition of living organism in its memory
fles. It had come as a result of the watchbird discovery that
watchbirds were living organisms. And it had enormous rami-
fications.

The stimuli came! For the hundredth time that day, the
bird wheeled and banked, dropping swiltly down to stop
murder.

Jackson yawned and pulled his car to a shoulder of the
xoad. He didn't notice the glittering dot in the sky. There
was 10 esson for him t, Jackson wasm't contemplating mur-
der, by any human defini

R decided. Te had been

And was knocked back against the side of the car.
“What in_ hell's wrong with you?” he asked indignantly.
1T want to do Js-" e reachod for the key again, and
again he was smacked back.

Jackson knew better than to try a third time. He had been
listening to the radio and he knew what the watchbirds did
tostubborn violators.

You mechanical jerk,” he s0idto the waitng metal bird
“A car’s not alive. I'm not trying to killi

But the watehbird only knew th a certan operation rer
sulted in stopping an organism. The car was certainly a
functioning organism. Wasn't it of metal, as were the watch-
birds? Didn't it run?
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Macintyre said, “Without repairs theyll run down.” He
shoved a pile of specification sheets out of his way.
w soon?” Gelsen asked.
year. Say a year,
ar,” Gelsen said. “In the meantime, cven‘thmg is
stopping de dead. Do you know the latest?

“The waichblrds have decided that the Earth is a living
organsm: They won't allow famers o brak ground | far low-
[0 150, of, ovame everyting Ghies ) Lving o
ablits, bestle, s, wolves, msquites lions, e
crows, and smaller forms of life such as bacteria.”

“Iknow,” Macintyre said.

“And you tell me they'l wear out in six months or a year,
‘What happens notw? What are we going to eat in six months?”

‘The engineer rubbed his chin. “We'll have to do something
quickand fast. Ecological balance s gone to hell.”

“Fast sn't the word. Instantaneously would be better.” Gel-
sen lighted his thirty-ffth cigarette for the day. “At least T
have the bitter satisfaction of saying, I told you so. Al-
though I'm just as responsible as the rest of the machine-
woshipping fools”

e wasn't listening, He was thinking about watch-
it T e bt plaguein Australia.”

“The death rate is mounting,” Gelsen said. “Famine. Floods.
Can't cut down trees. Doctors can’t—what was that you said
about Australia?”

“The rabbits,” Macintyre repeated. “Hardly any left in Aus-
tralia now.”

“Why? How was it done?”

“Oh, found some kind of germ that attacked only rabbits.
Ithinkitwas propagated by mosqios-

that,” Gelsen said. “You might have something.
s you to gét on the telephone, ask for an emergency
hookup with the engineers of the other companies, Hurry it
up. Together you may be able to dope out somethiny

“Right,” Macintyre said. He grabbed a handful of blank
R S




'WATCHBIRD 201

“What did I tell you?” Officer Celtrics said. He grinned at
the captain. “Didn’t I tell you scientists were nuts?”
“I didn't say you were wrong, did 1?” the captain asked.
0, but you weren't sure.
“Well, I'm sure now. You'd better get going. There’s plenty
“of work for you.”

L Jnow.” Celres drew, s revolver from s holster
checked it and put it back. “Are all the boys back, Captain?
A" the capiain Taughed hamorlesly: -Homicide bas
creased by fifty per cent. There's more murder now thar

et

“Sure,” Celtrics said. “The watchbirds are too busy guard-
ing cars and slugging spiders.” He started toward the door,
then turned for a parting shot.

“Take my word, Captain. Machines are stupid.”

The captain nodded.

Thousands of watchbirds, trying to stop countless millions
of murders—a hopeless task. But the watchbirds didn't hope.
Without consciousness, they experienced no sense of accom-
plishment, no fear of failure. Patiently they went about theis
jobs, obeying each stimulus as it came.

They couldn't be everywhere at the same time, but it wasn't
necessary to be. People learned quickly what the watchbird
didn't like and refrained from doing it. It just wasn't safe.
With their high speed and superfast senses, the watchbirds

siness. Tn their original directives
jon made for killing a murderer, if

1t backfired. The watchbirds extracted the fact that murder
and crimes of violence had increased geometrically since
they had begun operation. This was true, because their new
definitions increased the possibilities of murder. But to the
watchbirds, the rise showed that the first methods had failed

Simple logic. If A doesu't work, try B. The watchbirds
shocked to kill.




202 SHADOW OF TOMORROW

Slaughterhouses in Chicago stopped and cattle starved to
death n their ens, because famers in the Midwest couldiTt
cuthay or harvest grai

Noone had to1d the watchbirds that all Iife depends on
caeully balanoed murdess

Starvation didn't concern the watchbirds, since it was an
E

Their interest lay only in acts of commission.

Hunters sat home, glaring at the silver dots in the sky,
longing to shoot them down. But for the most part, they
) e bk e i s s i g
intent and to punish .

Fishing boats swung idle at their moorings in San Pedro and
Gloucester. Fish were living organisms.

Farmers cursed and spat and died, to harvest the,
L s
were as important to the watchbird as any other living organ-
ism. The death of a blade of grass was equal to the assassina
tion of a President—

To the watchbirds.

nd, of course, certain machines were li
since the watchbirds were machines and livins

God help you if you maltreated your radio. Turning it off
meant killing it. Obviously—its voice was silenced, the red
glow of its tubes faded, it grew cold.

The watchbirds tricd to guard their other charges. Wolves
e saughisred, tving to kil b, Babbis wer el
cuted, trying o eat vegetabls. Creepers were bumed out
inthe m e

ierflyfsvas recoted, cavght in the act of cutraging

ing. This followed,

ose.
This control was spasmodic, because of the fewness of the
watchbirds. A billion watchbirds couldn't have carried out
the ambitious project set by the thousands.
The effect was of a murderous force, ten thousand bolts of
irrational lightning raging around the country, striking a thou-
sand times a day
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Lightning which anticipated your moves and punished yoi.
intentions.

“Gentlemen, please,” the government representative
begged. “We must hurry.”
o en manufacturers =!0ppcd talking.

e
selves sesponsibl for this unbappy state of afairs, Te was-a
nment project; the government must accept the respon-
sbilty, both moral and fnan
gged his shoulders. Tt was hard to believe that
G Justa few weels ago, had been willing o acocpt
the glory of saving the world. Now they wanted to shrug off
the responsibility when the salvation went amiss.
“I'm positive that that need not concern us now,” the
representative assured him. “We must hurry. You engineers
have done an excellent job. I am proud of the cooperation
you have shown in this emergency. You are hereby empov-
exed to put the outlined plan into action.”
“Waita minute,” Gelsen said.
m

“Don't you think it will work?”
“Of course it will work. But I'm afraid the cure will be
worsethanthedisase.”
manufacturers looked as though they would have en-
foyed thmlllmg Gelsen. He didn't hesitate.
¢ we leamed yet?” he asked. “Dorlt you sce that
you S R R
“Mr. Gelsen,” the president of Monros seid, o would enj
hearing you philosophize, but, unfortunately, ‘people are being
are being ruined. There is famine in some sec-
T country already. The watchbirds must be stopped
atoncel”
“Murder must be stopped, too.  xemember all of us agree
ing upon that. But this is not the way
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“What would you suggest?” the representative asked.

Gelsen took a deep breath, What he was sbout to say
tookall the courage he

BTE flo iy it by iharselyoe ” Colinlinti
gested.

There was a near-riot. The government representative
broke it up.

“Let’s take our lesson,” Gelsen urged, “admit that we were
wrong trying to cure human problems by mechanical means.
B et e bt hok s fodes il ia A
and fathers.”

“Ridiculous,” the representative said coldly. “Mr. Gelsen,

u are overwrought. 1 suggest you control yourself.” He
SRS N e
t0 cany out the plan you have submited.” He looked sharply
at Gelsem, “Not to dose will be

“Hllcooperate o the bestof my ability” Clsen sad.

o0d. Those assembly lines must be rolling within the
el

Ge]:en walked out of the room alone. Now he was confused
ad he been right or was he just another visonary?
el e bl vesthainod imsel with much clariy.

Did he know what he meant?

Gelsen cursed under his breath. He wondered why he
couldn't ever be sure of anything. Weren't there any values
he could hold on to?

He hurried to the airport and to his plant.

The watchbird was operating ematcally now. Many of its
delcate pats were out of line, worn by almost contimous
Gpecation. Fist Enlantly it séaponded when the stimuli Casies

e e s The b s pe Gl
to the rescue.

Simultancously, it became aware of something overhead.
The watchbird wheeled tomeett

sharp crackle and a power bolt whizzed by
8 istchb o wing, Angey, it sbita shock wave,
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The attacker was heavily insulated. Again it spat at the
watchbird. This time, a bolt smashed through a wing. The
watchbird darted away, but the attacker went after it in a
burst of speed, throwing out more crackling power.

‘The watchbird fell, but managed to send out its message.
“Urgent! A new menace to living organisms and this was the
deadliest yet!

Other watchbirds around the country integrated the mes-
sage. Their thinking centers searched for an answer.

“Well, Chich, they bagged fifty today,” Macintyre sid,
coming into Gel
26,” Celsensaid, - Tooking at the engineer.
“Not so fine.” Macintyre sat down. “Lord, I'm tired! It was
sexenty-two yested

know.” On Gelsen's desk were several dozen lawsuits,
A e R S
They'l pick up again, though,” Macintyre said confi-

They're stronger, faster, and theyve got better armor.

irds.
\\cm‘dly rolled them outina hurry, hul

‘We sure did.”

“The watchbirds are preity good, too,” Macintyre had to
admit. “They're learning to take cover. They're trying a lot of
stunts. You know, each one that goes down tells the others
something.”

Gelsen didn't answer.

“But anything the watchbirds can do, the Hawks can do
better,” Macintyre said cheerfully. “The Hawks have special
ning circuits for hunting. They're more flexible than the
watchbirds. They lear faster.”

Gelsen_gloomily stood up, stretched, and walked to the
window. The sky was blank. Looking out, he realized that his
uncertainties were over. Right or wrong, he had made up his
mind.

“Tell me,” he said, still watching the sk
Hawks hunt after they get all the watchbirds?”

‘Huh?" Macintyre said. “Why—

“what will the
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“Just to be on the safe side, you'd better design something
to huntdown tho Havek.Justn case, I mean.
hink—"

AN Yoo o hat 1wk s sl comtrlod S e
the watchbirds. Remote control would have been too slow,
the argument went on. The idea was to get the ywatchbirds
and get them fast. That meant no restricting circuits.”

lope something out,” Macintyre said uncertainly.

“Youve got an ageressive machine up in the air now.
murder machine. Before that it was an anti-murder machine.
Your next gadget will have to be even more self-sufficient,
won'tit?”

Mamm) re didn’t answer.

hold you responsible,” Gelsen said. “It’s me. Its
evexyane

1In the air outside wasa swift-moving dot.

“That's what comes,” said Gelsen, “of giving a machine the
job that was our own responsibility.”

Overheard, Hawk was zeroing in on a watchbird.

elled
toward a certain type of living organism, metallic like itself.
But the Havk had just discovered that there were other
types of living organisms, too—
Which had to be murdered.
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To a Ripe Old Age

Gronce Youxc sneezed and squinted his eyes. The dirty
wallpaper clinging to the ceiling above him seemed ready to

¢ loose and fall. He sncezed again and rolled his eyes
slowly, taking in the equally sad paper peeling from the side-
walls—faded roscs, and bencath that, blue feathers. A bat-
tered ofd telephone hung on_the wall near the door. The
100m contained a peculiar odor. His trousers were thrown
‘overa chair beside the bed.

“Mother of Moses!” George Young complained aloud. “An-
other firetrap.

He fought away the ache in his back and the dull pain in
his chest to sit up. The movement sent a fine cloud of dust
flying. He sneezed again, and continued sneezing until the
cleared away.

“What the hell goes on here?” George demanded of the

TO A RIPE OLD AGE by Wison Tucker, Copyright, 1952, by
Wilson Tucker, rprinted by permision, of the author and n
agents, Curtis Brown le and of The Magazine of Fantasy and
Science Fiction.
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peeling wallpaper. His uneasy nostrils cringed from the smell
of the place.

Slowly swinging his fect off the bed and to the floor, he
swore loudly when his naked toes made jamring contact with
several glass bottles. Curious, George peered down. Liquor
bottles—all empty. With growing incredulity he examined
them, attempted to count them. Bottles, all shapes, all kinds,
all colors, all manner and variety of labels, empty bottles.
They began at the baseboard of the wall near the head of
his bed and marched across the dusty carpet, a reasonably
straight line of them running from the head to the foot of

. His eyes swung that way, still doubtfully counting, to
find the bottles turned a corner. At the count of 52 they

swung around the scarred bedpost and continued parallel
with the footboard.

George gingerly lifted himself to his feet and rested his
hands on the footboard, staring over and down. The empty
botles continued their fantastic march across the floor and
turned a second comer. George swallowed and lay back
down on the bed. Dust flew. He sneezed.

“Stop that, damn ,«1 he yelled hoarsely. “Why don't they
dust this stinking firetra

e e
belly to stare at the floor on the opposite side of the bed.
Empty bottles. After turning that second comer the bottles
‘maintained their marching line up to the wallboard once
more. His bed was ringed by bottles, a three-sided ring with
each end anchored at the wall. All empty, all large—he saw.
that he had not wasted his money on pint sizes.

“Money—1"
S e R dloud of
dust to snatch up the rumpled trousers. There was no wal-

e e
dust and haze, and grabbed for the pillow. The wallet was
there. Hurriedly he opened it, plucked out the sheaf of
currency and counted the remaining bill.

h, no, Mother of Moses!” Thoughtlessly, George ran to
the window, inserted his fingers into the two-inch opening
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along the bottom and pulled it up. He thrust s head out
into the hot sunlight. “Police! I've been robl

He brought his head in again to stare at e array of bottles.
Once more he counted the money in his wallet. He lifted a
naked foot to kick at the nearest empty, and thought the
“better of it. Slowly then, using a dirty index finger, he made
a second count of the mumber of bottles, multiplied the total
by five, and compared that sum with the remaining money.

The answer was startlis

“I was robbed,” he repeated duly, “Hell, T never g that
drunk! Why—I couldn’t drink all that.” George paused to
survey the marching line. “T ot ik T el B paused

again, considering. “Well, I never could before.”

He stepped over the bottles and sat down on the
e e b
was covered with a_crust that made his bottom itch. The
wallet lay open in his hand.

More than $400 gore . . . whete? Ito al hat oy uicep
Four hundred bucks, the money he had save
A a1, Fous: bivaiied ks feseosd et il
serubbing ltrines, polishing brass,clesning the damned rife
policing the grounds, drilling, drilling, drillin Eleve
months in the army, eleven months of deepest privation 'md
degrading toil, eleven months of saving his meager pay @
B e e
cleven months, a ten-day delay-enroute. From Fort Dix, New
Jersey, to Camp Walton, California, with a delay-enroute.

Al right, so he had delayed cnroute. Same\\'her& He had
climbed down off the train—in somewher squan-
dered about $400 on those bottles now. sunounr]mg the bed.

t where was somewhere town? And still more alarming
was a new thought: which of those ten days was
today? How far was he from Camp Walton and how many
days had heleft to reach there?

Hurriedly he arose from the bed in a cloud of dust and

the line of bottles, to snatch up the earpiece of the
ancient wallphone, There was a layer of dust on it.
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, down therel” George shouted into its mouth, “where.
the hell is this? And what day is it?”

The phoné stayed dead.

” he declared and let the earpiece bang
agmsc the w.\ll "Behind the faded wallpaper some loose
plaster dribbled down. “Hell of a note, I say.” He tumed to
appraise the roo

The room was dingy like all cheap hotels, the carpet was
ragged and worn as in all firetraps and the bed was a hand-
me-down the Salvation Army had thrown away. He looked
at the discolored sheet and wondered how he had slept on
it, sniffed the odor of the room and wondered how he had
stayed alive in it. His body itched, so he seratched. His chest
seemed to be encrusted and matted with a sticky,"odorous
glue. The glue had a familiar smell. Dust covered the bed
other than where he hud lun, covered the soltasy chir and
it fisture hanging from the ceiling. Dust arose from the
carpet as he stalked across it. George paused once more to
examine the botlles—a thin layer of dust covered the botdles

Hell of a note,” he repeated and picked up his trousers.
He shook the garment, sneezed twice, and put them on. He
B L i e
the room other than his trousers. Wearing them, he unlocked
the bedroom door to stare at the number. He was on the
third floor. Without hesitation he strode into the hallway and
sought the stairs, dust flying with every footfall. George
clumped down the stairs, taking a savage delight in making
as much noise as possible, navigated the second floor landing
and continued on to the strect floor. The lobby was empty.

“Hey therel Wake up—it’s me, George Young.

‘There was no answer, no sudden appearance.

George strode over to the tiny desk and pounded on it.
Daust flew up in his nostrils and he sneezed again. He glanced”
around the lobby to discover he was still alone. A calendar
pad caught his eyes and he whirled it around, blew dust
rom the surface and read the date.

“The sixteenth,” he repeated it aloud. “That was . . . uh,
two days after I left Dix. Yeah. The sixteenth . . . so I've got
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cight days left anyhow.” He pounded on the desk once more
and waited several minutes for an answer. The sunlight shin-
ing through tho unwashed glass of the street door finally
caught his eye, and he turned towas

George Young pushed out into the bnghl sun, stood on the

ot pavement tostareatthe cmplyste
bt the hell gocson heseP b demanded.

A collie dog pushed up from the back seat of a nearby
automobile, regarded him with some surprise, and leaped out
totrotoverto

“Well-hello, Georgel” the dog grected him warmly.
“Mother of Moses, am I glad to see you up and around. I am
yourbestrend, George.

“Go to hell,” George snapped peevishly and pivoted on
the sidewalk to stare both ways along the deserted street.

“Where is—" He broke off, whirled back to the dog.

TWhat didyousayr”

" the animal repested bappily, “that 1 am your
b o Touioow —a dog is man’s best friend. I am a
e e s A

George stared suspiciously at the collie’s shining eyes, its
open mouth and lolling pink tongue. Then he very carefully
backed across the sidewalk and into the lobby, pulling shut
the door. The dog padded after him and put its nose to the

“Open the door, George. I am your best friend.”
N . not mine, you ain’t. Co away.
‘But George, I am so. You tol

1 it el yonithing. - - nov scall?

“You did, George, you did,” the animal insisted. There
was something akin to pleading in its voice. “This is a hell of
2 notel You were upstairs sleeping on the bed and T came.

up to sce you every day. You taught me to speak, George,
you seid you didnt. want any dumb dogs hanging around:
You taught me everything I

21 don't bark” George declired hotly:

ou said it was the English language, George, whatever
that . Good o1d Rings E glish, you told me. Is King & man
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too, George? You said a dog was man’s best friend, so here
L b G o beyoubiatizind.?

George fxed the collc with a beady eye. “I never saw a
talking dog befor

The dog vggled. “I never saw a talking man before. Gee
whiz, but youstinked

Where are. they?” George demanded then. “Where is
everybody? Where'd they go?

Jas, they were all gone when Iarrived.

George Young jumped and searched the visible parts of
the street outside, and then whirled around for another in-
spection of the lobby. He was the sole remaining human in
sight, He glared down at the dog, summoned his courage and
B by o« e metes Wap
the burning pavement. He made a carcful survey of the

Automobiles stood at the curb before the hotel and were
parked elsewhere along the street. None contained an occu-
pant. Office windows and shop doorways were open to the
warm summer air, quite empty of life. Debris littered the
streets and avenues, moving only on the ncg.mmnl prompting
of some idle brecze. Tall buildings reared along the block,
i i o e
ing. The thoroughfares were empty, the cars empty, the stores
and offices emply, the lobby behind him empty. He saw no
people—George chopped off the train of thought to gance
into the air, to search the ledge along the nearer
B e s o b ther Nothini b e 1
him and the colli

“Where is everybody?” he «md again, weakl

“Gone,” the dog told him sadly, echoing his emotions. “Alas,
all gone, absent without leave, st L Aol g
'vamoosed. c of a note.” 3
2" the bewildered soldicr insisted.

The collie tried and failed to shrug. “Gobbled up.”

George growled at him. “You're pretty damned sassy for
adog.”
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“Lam your best friend, George,” said the collie. “I came
up tosee you every day.”

‘You're nuts. The door was locked.”

“Oh, no, George. I flew. T am your best friend.”

The soldier contemplated the dog with a weary disgust.
8o all vight . .. 50 you flew. I you can it there and argue
with me, I guess you can fly.” And then he added trium-
phantly: “But 1 was asleep all i v e
teach you anything?

“Mother of Moses, George, it all came forth from your
mind! Oh yes, you were asleep all right, hitting the sack,
rolling in the hay, taking 40 and whatnot, but the King's
English flowed right out of your mind. Everything I am today
T owe to your mind, brain, gray matter, skull-stuffing, sawdust
and et cetera. You didn't explain et cetera to me, George.
Al the while you slept your mind fiowed, flowed right out
to me in brainwaves. I know it all, T know everything you
know. T am your best friend, George, because you said a dog
was man'’s best friend.”

The iman stared, inesedulots. <D you mean to ey, yai
ey upstairs and read my mind while sept?”

“Tha e, that T did, You smelled, George. We
e hion

‘Am 1 really your brother, (‘enrge?" The collic’s tail wagged
e dde plesrure: Yoo, I ucs 1 ayous brother o
said once you were a The dog yelped with pain
and ]\\mped awa, \'o\\ (,lm’ga""
you now-George mel Get away from here, go on,

shoo 1 dont ke talking dogs
“You shouldn't treat your best friend that way, George old

pal. bosom buddy, good stic]
ged savagely at the animal. “You aint my best
frend_not by a long shol T don't make frieads wlth talking
ogs. 1 don't make friends with smart-aleck dogs. T don't
B b e T danl v wabt O
again! Now get out of here before I kick your—" and he sent
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the kick fiying. The frightencd collie yelped and scuttled
away, to look back just once before vanishing into an alley.

George Young left the hotel behind and strode with a
determined purpose to the nearer intersection. Standing at
the comer, he raised a hand to shade his eyes from the sun
and peer along the four streets. His determination dribbled
away. No living thing moved in his line of sight. Down the
block a car had gone out of control, veered across the sidewalk
and smashed into a store window. He ran to it hopefuly,
prepared to welcome nothing more than the body of some
unlucky motorist. The car was empty, save for @ crumbled
newspaper.

The bombl" he shouted sloud st the sudden thought.
“The dirty bastards dropped the
voios tralled away to nothing a5 he examined the i
buildings. None of them showed the slightest traces of a
blast, any blast. There was nothing to_indicate so small a
thing as a black powder bomb going off. Defeated, he reached
into the car for the newspaper and smoothed it out.

1t held no mention of a bomb, no hint, or threat of a bomb,
10 clue or forewarning to any sort of a catastrophe. The
front page as well as those inside mirrored nothing more
than the day-to-day violence at home and abroad. Like the
dusty calendar on the hotel desk, the newspaper was dated
the sixteenth, A stopping date. e dropped i, uncompre-

2. “Hell of a note,” George complained.
B e

George Young sat on the curb in front of a grocery store,
watching the summer sun go down and eating his supper
from a collection of pilfered cans and jars. He had helped
himself to the food, there being no one in the store to serve
him or restrain him. The bread he had passed by because it
was hard and some of the loaves showed traces of green
mold, and that in turn had caused him to doubt the fruits and
vegetables. Most of the meats and cheeses in a neutraliz
refrigerator seemed to be safe, but still it held a peculiar
odorand he had slammed the door on the box.
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. Cans, jars and a box of wax-sealed erackers made up his
eal. Unable to locate a coffec pot or running vater, b
e e

In the several hours since lewmg the hotel he had also
helped himself to an automobile and wandered the length
“and breadth of the town, looking for someone, anyone. He
had left the car radio running for hours, waiting for a voice,
any voice, child, man or woman. The only moving thin
had scen was a flea-bitten sparrow that faithfully followed
his wanderings, clearly chirping “George—" at tircsome inter-
vals. He had thrown a rock at the sparrow. The day w:
gone and empty, the sun setting on a lonesome city and a
Jonesome man.

“Hell of a notel” he cried for the hundredth time, and
hurled an empty can far across the street. It rattled loudly
in the deserted silence. The silence puzzled him, frightened
him, made_ him unsure of his future. Should he drive on to
Gamp Walton—would he fnd anyone ling in CaliforniaP
What abou ow, and the next day, and all the days
after hat? What oL be Tk 19, bs cions for B FRRER

el of a note,” he said again, shouting after the can. “Just
one woman would do. One lousy woman!”
“Georgie, lamb.

He stiffencd with surprise and swiveled his head on s
shoulders. She stood waiting only a few fect away, a Vi
g P loppl?d from the curh with shock

the at her. Wow, what a woman!
She possessed the shapeof all thess lovely, desirible s
in the pin-up pictures he treasured, only more shapely. Her
hair was the glorious color of flaming ripe wheat to match
the glowing descriptions he had read in a thousand stories,
ly more glorious. She had a face so breathtakingly beauti-
ful it defied description; eyes like limpid, inviting pools that
heroes tumbled into. She was a tall, longlegged, chesty,
tanned babe with enough sizzle for five harem dancers. And
she was clad in nothing more than a skimpy two-picce swim
lit.
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Her every line and curve, hollow and hill shricked a pre-
cious commodity which George was always seeking. She had
shining golden eyes and a lolling, pink tongue. She was what
that guy Smith would describe as a seven-sector call-out.
And now she waited there all .nlone, appealing to him!
George struggled up from the gt

i el B o] w!n:pen

“Mother of Moses!” Cborge declared. “All mi

“Lamb-j pm, sngel child . . . come to mama.” She held out
her hands ¢

\th ST Al v
h, I've been around, George. Are you lonely?”
“Am 1 lonely!” Je i e put
his hands on her. “Baby, where have you been all my leP”

e smiled up into his happy face. “Oh, I'm from Glissix,
George, but you don't really care about FateNn
few days ago. T'm a floozy.

Gergo e Say Watagain?”

“I'm a floozy, George, a skirt, a doll, a walker, a babe. Do
youlike me, George? Do you like my skin?”

He aied the paliof hisand o lap his forchead repidly

ocking out the cobwebs. She was still there. “Look,”
pleaded: 1 dont get ol ths i e you
came from and T don't give a_damn what you are. You're
people, and you look lik 8 il o e ALLT Ve Ja el
you'e the hottest peach T ever aid cyes on in my lfe, and
T'm craving company.” He held onto her arm tightly lest she
vanish. “Let's get together. How about & .d,...w

“Drink? But [ don't need wter, Geor
id_anything about water? STonk ol oS
(e score, you've seen what this town is like. There
ain't nobody here—the whole damned population has skipped
out and left us. Mass desertion, that’s what it is. The place:
is ours, see? All we have to o is walk along and help our-
et Ho kuuged ot her oo 0 et bep moving “Lo
B et b T for s el oy e
Dext. block s another one, and another one, All ours. We
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just help ourselves, doll, free a1 o e houss: Come oy e
you and me have a nip of ro

She was trotting alongsnde ‘him now to match his eager,
xapid pace. “Will Ilike rotgut, George?

“Baby, you'll love it!” he told her gustily, watching the
“jigele of her garments from the comer of his eye. “It can do
things for you

lldxdthmgsfcx ber.

Dusk had lon fallen and the moon was up, but it
falled to top the taler buildings and illuminate the street
canyons until near midnight. At that hour, George and the
lovely doll had passed freely from the portal of one liquid
refreshment to the next, sampling this and that, all unaware
of the growing darkness and the absence of electricity. They
were only aware of their interest in each other. And rotgut
had done some startling things to the blonde whose hair was
like ripe wheat. For one thing, the hair exhibited a certain
diffculty in maintining the color of ripe wheat. Had the
various saloons been illuminated by electricity the carousing
soldier might have noticed that, might have noticed that the
Bai was sometimes reddish, somtimes brown, sometimes lke
long green grass and sometimes no color atal

d for another thing, demon rum i girl to
be acutely aware of the confining garments she wore. They.
were an uncomfortable restraint and she soon slipped out of
them. “I’ id

Tm not used to wearing clothes, George,” she sai
by way of explanation.

Ceorge grandly mved the explanation aside, and the
upper half of the uit n antlers of a
buck hanging on some o est o bebas i i s A1l
he carried in his hip pocket as a souvenir. He had offered
to remove his trousrs, the only artcle of clthing he now
possessed, but he said he was afraid of catching cold. A
somewhere, sometime during the night George e
moonlightpiling in the windov.

“Come here, buttercup” he said, resching for her hand.
“Lwant to see how you sparkle in the moonlight.”
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He turned and marched away with the hand. The girl got

position and her body sparkled
seemed to make it sparde a bit quecrly, a5 though seen
hrough a haze or a curtain of smoky cellophane. George
B
He usually played bartender because she was unfamiliar with
the liquids and had mixed some devilih concoctons.

“I ain't been drunk for a long, long time,” George confided
s (lmmpmg her shoulder with each word. “Not since
Tast night in fact, T counted the bottles—man, what bottles!
Only you know what?” He hesitsted, groping for the bait

d details of the episode. “You know wl

e e sparling bodyasked:

He reached for the body, picked her up and placed her
on the bar before him. “Gee, you don't weigh a thing,

i Picsred with i smcameated strenithy ad slapped e
thigh. “But you sure got what it takes.”

“What?” she asked again, smoothing out the indentation his
hand had made.

“I didn't really drink all those bottles—no sir! T thought 1
i, this moring, but 1 didut esly” Ho stopped again ta
collect the memories. “We was talking about those cham-
i e R
One of the guys, this corporal, said he read a piece in the
per about an actress or somebody taking a cham-
vagne, and another guy pushes in and says no, it was a tub
of milk. They got to arguing about it and to shut them up,
I said I'd take a whiskey bath and see how it was. That's
what I said.” He paused for breath, took a drink and maneu-
vered a restless hand. “So I did, see honey? I bought all those
bottles, must have spent over 400 bucks and got myself all
those bottles.

“An bath,” she finished for him. “Baby.

“Naw, I didn't take a bath! T could ot
tub in my room. So I just laid down on the bed and poured
e




TO A RIPE OLD AGE 219

poured it over me. Took a whiskey shower, by damnl Four
hundred bucks worth, right on me.” George reached down to
scratch the dried glue on his chest. “That's why I'm all sticky.”
He marvelled ot himself. “Boy . . . Tl bet I smelled this morn-

“mu certainly did, George. I visited you every day.”

u did? You really did? Do you mean to tell me that 1
1ok there ke o log with a hot peach like you in the room? I
must be going crazyl”

didn't mind at all, George. I thought you were nice.
1 am your best—L want to do things with you honey, Tamb-
pie, sweet man, snuggles

“Atta gall” He pinched her but she made w0 protest.
“You're the kind of a doll I go for. I'm glad there aint no
people around here—just me and you, all alone. More fun
that way.”

“Alas, they are all gone, George. Skedaddled. They've been
gone for many days. The Hunters ate them . . . gobbled them
up.” She sipped at a bottle of rotgut and delightful shivers
san down her body.

Y

except me and you.” He swallowed another drink. “Ate them
all up, ¢h? Tmagine that, just like cannibals. What hunters?”

“The Hunters from Glisix

:Never heard f theplace Tsitin Jersey?”

“No, George.” She shook her head slowly because the rot-
£ut was pl \ym" trckswith her equipoise,“Clissx i up there”

p where?”" he the lone reflection in the mirror.

She lifted s slow, lazy arm to.point toward the moonlt
sky. “Up there.” George wasn't watching the am, he ha
only moved his head to observe the effect on her chst.

“Glissix is out there,” she continued, “away out there be-
yond the moon and the sun, George. Out there and far away;
it's dark and cold and not like here at all, i's more like the
moonplace, honeyboy. You wouldn't like Glissix, my hero,
pet joyboy, weetgu

‘Never heard of the town,” he declared and opened an-
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other bottle by striking its neck against the bar. “Have a nip
of this . . . do you a world of good. From Glissix, eh? Are
youa Hunter? Hunter-ess?”

“Oh o, Georgel” She played with bis halr, “I can' be o
Huter . . . the Hunters est living things, ke you.  don's
eatliving things, George. I'm a Followe

“Pleased to mestoha, follower. T derft know what T amy
T ain't voted yet. What did them hunters want to gobble up
the people for, babydoll?”

The blond¢ babydoll leaned forward from her seat on the
bar to wrap her legs about his waist and a friendly arm around
his shoulders. The arm proved a trifle short because the rotgut
was playing tricks on her again, so she lengthened it to stretch
y around to the opposte shoulder. Babydollplaced

ink lips against his and spoke while she was
L i

Thev B e ot e D el wal o

ery spring. And they go everywhere, eating every-

thing that i aive. Al summes loog they et ext, ea, making

themselves fat so they can sleep all v Sometimes I go

e s 1 e woibing et d For mer

broke off the long kiss.

George smacked his lips. “They didn’t eat me.”

“They couldn't get near you, George boy. You stunk. You
tumed their stomachs, so they left you behind for me. But

an'tcat you now, lover mine,”

Tm hungry right now,” Cmm a
“And youlook good enough to eat,

ow, Georgel You wouldn't like me and I wouldn't like
you You'esilllive, George.”

“I hope to tell m st
Wmlul AR
Wi e bt

mounced, eyeing her.

ive Gmr"e'"  George 1e-

t was long after midnight and the moon had vanishe
behind the opposite rim of t canyon, leaving it in da
ness. George Young lounged in the open doorway of a fum
ture store, seratching a stubble of beard on his face. The
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whiskey seemed to be wearing off, leaving him with a vaguely
disappointed fecling. He tured his head to look at the blonde:
who was stretched out full length on a bed in the display
window. She had vaguely disappointed him too, although he
couldn't quite identify the cause of the dissatisfaction.
" Sheraised her head and smiled. “Joyboy.
e L e i vecky)

{The boude. Teaped rom: the bed. and yorked her way
through the artices in the window to join him. °T lov
gut!” she whispered, snuggling up to hii

B o o e one. All this talk about
hunters and followers gives me the creeps.”

“Oh, but they don't creep, George. 1 don't cither.”

He mumbled something under his breath and moved out
to the curb. The girl came gliding after him. He stopped with
one foot lifted from the curb to peer across the street, at-
tempting to decipher a sign hanging in the duskacss.

at are you looking for, sweet man:
PN drugstore. That one over there.”
What'ss-
0 get a drink, quick.” George stepped off the curb and
i girl still trailing after. The magic had some-
how left her and he didn't bother to wateh for the jiggles. Th
drugstore doors were closed but not locked, and he pushed in
to look around. Bypassing the soda fountain and the candy
counters, George made his way to the far side of the store
and paved over the dispays until he found fashights. He
ked a button and lit one.

"Oooo that's pretty, George.”

Tgooriag her, b followed. the beam!of Hght to the reac of
the store and through a small white door marked PRIVATE.
George found himself in the druggists prescription and mixing
soom, surrounded by the ingredients of the trade. He ficked
the light about the shelves.

“Bottles,” the blonde squealed. “Look at all the nice ot
ut!”

“Naw,” George contradicted, “some of this stuff ain't fit to
drink. Wait until 1locate the good stuff.”
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The good stuff he scaiched for proved to be a gallon can
of carbon tetrachloride, although he wasted the better part of
half an hour finding it. Removing the lid, he took a quick
i e

“Abhh,” he pronounced in satisfaction, “this is it. Doll, this'll

send you.
“Will I like it, George?
“Baby, you'l love it.” He handed her the can and she
neary dropped i, o expecting the weight.“Bottoms up.”

me your mouth around that little spout and tum the
can upside down. Best little old rotgut you ever tasted!” He
B el Lot e, playing ticightoher,

She did as she was told, struggling to hold the heavy can
over her head. The liquid made a gurgling noise as it poured.
from the spout. George waited, expectant.

“Wow!” she exclaimed after a moment and dropped the
an. “Wow, George. People certainly make fine rotgut.” Her
ves grew round and for a few seconds her head balanced

recariously on her shoulders, wobbling from side to side. She
put up her hands to steady it. “Why did we waste time in
all those saloons?”

o] don't know,” George said weakly. °I think I need a

v

“Try some of mine, hotshot.”

“No thanks—Tve got ulcers.” He tumed the light on a dis-
play of bottles along the wall, and presently found several
dark brown jars in a locked case. Smashing the door, he
reached in for them and held the flash close to read the labels.
Strychnin. He set it aside and turned his attention to the next
bottle, tincture of nux vomica. The label puzzled him for a
‘moment but he placed it beside the first bottle. In rapid suc-
cesion o sclected acetanilid, aconite, cyinid, bilorid of
Mercury, sodium fluorid, and prussic acid. His hand hesitated
over emetin and then rejected it on the s might
be an emetic. George recognized only a few of the names but
he was certain they were poten!

One by one he opened the bottles and dumped their con-
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tents into a mixing bowl. Poking around among the large jugs
on a lower shelf, he discovered and added to the bowl a pint
of methyl aleohol. The blonde ebiigingly held the light for
Him while e stimed the powders, disalving them into the
iquid

" “Therel” George announced at last, peering into the deadly
brew. e wondered if the ltle bubbles coming to the ton
would add zing. “I think I'l call it the Peoples’ Cocktail.”

took the light and handed the bowl o the gl “Down the

ottoms up?”

“Bottoms up. And goodnight, babydoll.”

She tilted the bowl to her lips and drained it. Then she sat
down on the floor, hard. George turned the light on her. To
his startled, wondering gaze her body scemed to scoot rapidly
across the floor and smack against the far wall. The girl's head
was completely tumed about, facing the rear. An a
loose at the shoulder and toppled to the floor. The blonde
finally fell over. George walked over and played the light on
her.

“Gee whiz,” he said, quite shaken.

The head tumed around again and her ey ttered
apen. The beautifl golden eyes ooked up at him, lled with
adoration.

“Oh, Ceul rge—you sweet man!”

S Ll e
ng along behind him.

How he came to the bank and what caused him to turm
in, George never afterward fully realized. He didn't put much
stock in the manipulations of fate, and the guidings of the
subconscious mind was but a meaningless phrase he had read
somewhere. He was running along the darkened stret in
desperaton, not unmixed with frigh, when the gray marble
building loomed up in the bobbing beam of the flashlight.
He recognized the building as typical of bqu everyuhere,
not actually dwelling on the thought, and tumed t

i o5l the Aol duots WiORt ecnation  THE biond 468
hard on his heels.
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Inside, he could think of nothing but to continue running.
He darted through a swinging gate that marked off some
managers offce,rn around behind o pai of deske and over-

urmed chairs, and down the aisle behind the tellers’ cages.
e e e o
and smaller room filled with business machines, and just be-
yond that, George glimpsed a huge vault door resplendent in
bronze and steel trim. He sped for the vault. The girl chased

s, et 1 e yaole) kel e ighe A
wildly, and scooped up a brown canvas sack. The girl beside
Him smtched up istyin, and tgether they famed to run out
again. George dropped his sack just outside the vault. -

Ehick e sl redestos Fast et Sl
Go gel another onel”

and reéntered the steel chamber. He slammed
R savagely twisting the spoked wheel that
secured it just as savagely twirling the tumblers of the com-
bination locks. And then there was silence. George was
whislingas he Teft the bank.
. you'd think he had locked her away forever.

George Young critically examined his face in the miror,
running a hand through his heavy beard and noting the
straks of gray sprouting here and there. It would be tuming

, he decided, turning to match the shaggy gray at his
R e ago given up the task of shaving, be-
cause shaving annoyed him and because there was no one clse
10 see him. Now, with a comer of his mind, he toyed with the
idea of removing the beard if only to remove those irritating
specks of gray from his daily inspection. He didn't want to
awaken some morning and have the mirror tell him he was
an old man, a graybeard. He preferred to think of himself as
2 young man, as young as that whippersnapper who ha
climbed down off a train 30 years ago and taken a whiskey
shower, as young as the howling soldier who had owned a
blonde and a town for one full night, just once, 30 years ago.

George sighed and turned away from the mirror.
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He picked up his carefully wrapped lunch, a book he was
slowly reading, and a tin of stale pipe tobacco. Leaving the
small cottage he had appropriated for himself, he mounted
a bicycle waiting at the bottom of the steps and peddled off
toward town, his legs dully aching with the advance of age.
The sun was bright and warm on his bare head and he took
his time riding down to the bank. There wasn't much of a
breeze moving through the empty streets.

e liked to look at the familiar spots—here a saloon where
a bit of a swim suit still hung from a buck's antlers, there
bed in a display window where he had briefly slept. Te
never failed to pass the drugstore without recalling the
blonde’s last words of endearment. The words and scenes.
were all quite clear in his memory. Thirty years didn't seem
such a long time—until you began thm.kmg of them in another
way.

o nea Mo e ouldo the heiks i S
the double doors, walking across a floor thick with money be-
cause it pleased him to walk on it. Several years ago he ha
seattered the moncy there, and had pulled a desk over to
the vault door, a desk now littered like a housckeeper's night-
mare. The desk top was crammed with empty liquor bottles,
old tobacco tins, books he had long since read, wadded pa-
pers from hundreds or thousands of past lunches, and mounds
of pipe ashes. Over everything but the most recently used
hung the dust of years. George cleared away a little space
on a comner of the desk and put down his fresh lunch, his
tobacco and the book he was reading that week. Finally he
sat down in a comfortable chair and lit is pipe.

Hitching his chair up to the vault door, he scanned the
endless possible_combinations he had penciled there and
noted those that had already been checked off. George took a
heavy drink from the bottle, and leaned forward to put his
hands on the tumblers, turning them. Any day now, or any
year, he might hit tupon the right combination.

Why. . .you'd think he wanted his blonde back again.
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Orphans of the Void

I e region of the Coal Sack Nebula, on the dead fourth
plnne! of a star called Tyban, Captain Steffens of the Map-
g Command stood counting buildings. Eleven. No, twelve,
B e
Tad noidea.
“What do you make of it?” he asked.

Lieutenant Ball, the executive officer of the ship, almost
tried to scratch his head before he remembered that he was
wearing a spaces

“Looks like a temporary camp,” Ball said. “Very few build-
ings, and all built out of native materials, the only stuff avail-
able, Castaways, maybe

Steffens was silent as he walked up onto the rise. The flat
westheredston utted ut o th snd before hin.

“No inseriptions,” he pointed out.

i ik s by o tho i g
Anyway, there’s not another building on the whole damn
‘planet. You wouldn't call it much of a civilization.”

ORPHANS OF THE VOID by Michael Shaara. Copyright, 1052,
by Galasy Publishing Corp.; reprinted by permission of the author.
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“You don't think these are native?”

Ball said he didn't. Steffens nodded.

Standing there and gazing at the stone, Steffens felt the
awe of great age. He had a hunch, deep and intuitive, that
this was old—t00 old. He reached out a gloved hand, ran it
“gently over the smooth stone ridges of the wall. Although the
atmosphere was very thin, he noticed that the buildings had
o airlocks.

all’s voice sounded in his helmet: “Want to set up shop,
Skipper’
Steffens paused, “All ight i you think it wil do any good "

clean by the wind. And you can see that the rock itself is
Rative—" he indlcated.the ledge beneath their feet-"and ius
cutoutalong while back.”

“Howlong?”

Ball toed the sand uncomfortably. “I wouldn't like to say
offhand.”
‘Make a rough estimate.”

Ball looked at the captain, knowing what was in his mind.
He smiled wiyly and sad: “Five thousind years? Ten thou

Ball pointed again at the wall. “Look at the striations. You
can tell from that alone. It would take even a brisk Earth
wind at least several thousand years to cut that decp, and the
wind here has only a fraction of that force.”

The two men stood for a long moment in silence. Man had
been in interstellar space for three hundred years and this
was the first uncovered evidence of an advanced, space-
crossing, alien race. It was an historic moment, but neither
of them was thinking about history.

Man had been in space for only three hundred years. What-
ever had built these had been in space for thowsands of

“Which ought to give {hem, thought Stefens uncomfortably
one hell of a good head-start.
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While the excay erew worked steadily, tuming up noth-
ing, Steffens remained alone among the buildings. Ball came
outto!him,looked dryly t the wall.

Vell,” he said, “whoever they were, we haven't heard
fmm them since.”
‘No? How can you be sure?” Steffens grunted. “A space-
me race was roaming this part of the Galaxy while men
were still pitching spears at each other, that long ago. And
this planet is only a parsec from Varius 11, a civilization as
old as Earth's. Did whoever buil these get to Varius? Or
didthey get o Barth? How
cke] at th sand disteactedly. R e important
e P T e P b
“Fifteen thousand,” Ball said. When Steffens looked u
T e ool v A e
at the least.”

Steffens turned to stare unhappily at the buildings. When
he realized now how really old they were, a sudden thought
struck him.

“But why buildings? Why did they have to build in stone,
to last? There's something wrong wﬂh that, They shouldnt
have had a need to build, unless they were castaways. And
B i hove i ncthing hebia, The el
son they would need a camp would be—

“If the ship left and some ofthem stayed.

Stelfens nodded. “But the ip must have come back.
Where did it go?” se(l Kiking at the sund and looked
upjno the blue Ttk “Wellneverknow.”

ZHow about the other pl.\x|e|=? Ball asked.
ort was negative. Inner too hot, outer too heavy
and cold, The third planet is the oaly one with a decent
. buttas  CO, at

“How about m
e et F e could try them and find out.”

The third planet was a blank, gleaming ball until they
in close, and then the blankness resolved into folds and piling
clouds and dimly, in places, the surface showed through. 'The
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ship went down through the clouds, falling the last few miles
on her brakers. They came into the misty gas below, leveled
off and moved along the edge of the twilight zone.

The moons of this solar system had yielded nothing. The
third planet, a hot, heavy world which had no free oxygen
“and from which the monitors had detected nothing, was all
that was left. Steffens xpected nothing, but be bad o ty,

At a Teight of several the ahth movedh up the A
scanning, moving in the familiar slow spiral of the Mapping
Command, Faiot dark tlings of bars ocks anet Ml soiEs

Y

‘Slclﬂcns turned the screen to full magnification and watched
silent]

T e

e main screcn being on, the whole crew saw it. Someone
shouted and they stopped to stare, and Steffens was about to
eallforalitude whenh e thatthe ity was den
ls that were like cloudy
glass pieces rising above a plain, risi ng in a shattered circle.
Riear Fho center o the city, thors was a huge, charred ole
at Jeast three miles in diameter and very deep. In all the
piled rubble, nothing moved.

Steffens went down low to make sure, then brought the
ship arapnd and. headed out setoss the main continent foto
i bright area of the aun. Tha ook rolled Fy helow; thefd

as 1o vegetation at all, and then there were more citics—
B e e fetiens e eltetlar v bl
away and fused the builings ino nthing

No one on the ship had anyting to say. None had ever
sccn 5 war, for there had ot beh Wat on Earthior nétet
formore than three hundred

ide of the planet.
When they were down below a mile, the radiation counters
began to react. It became apparent, from the dials, that there
could be nothing alive.

After a while Ball said: “Well, which do you figure? Did
our friends from the fourth planct do this, or were they the
same people as the:
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Steffens did not take his eyes from the screen. They were
coming around tothe daylight side,

We'll go down and look for the answer,” he suid. “Break
et s ation e

He paused, thinking. If the ones on the fourth planct were
alien to this world, they were from outer space, could not
have come from one of the other planets here. They had
starships and were warlike. Then, thousands of years ago. He
began to realize how important it really was that Ball's ques-
tion be answered.

the ship had gone very low, looking for a landing
site, Steffens was still by the screen. It was Steffens, then, who
saw the thing move.

Down far below, it had been a still black shadow, and then
it moved. Steffens froze. And he knew, even at that distance,
that it was a robot.

‘Tiny and black, a mass of hanging arms and legs, the thing
went gliding down the slope of a hill. Steffens saw it clearly for

full second, saw the dull ball of its head tilt upward as the
ship came over, and then the hill was past.

Quickly Steffens called for height. The ship bucked beneath
him and blasted straight up; some of the crew went crashing
to the deck. Steffens remained by the screen, increasing the
magnification as the ship drew away. And he saw another,
then two, then a black gliding group, all matched with
bunches of hanging arms.

Nothing alive but robots, he thought, robots. He adjusted
16 full close up as quickly as he could and the picture focused
on the screen. Behind him he heard a crewman grunt i
amazement.

and of clear, plasiclike suff ran round the headit

\vnuld b= the eye, a band of eye that saw all ways. On the
o head wab a singlo sound spot of the phmo, and
T met, |mned he realized, with fantastic
perfection. The angle was now almost perpendicu-
e oS Trebing eori
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trunk, but what had been on the screen was enough. They
were the most perfect robots he had ever seen.

already sounded the alet, ficked out the defense sereens,
w he had nothing to do. He tried to concentrate on what

lheLengne Law would have hi

The Law was no help. Contact with planet bound, races
was forbidden under any circumstances. But coul nch
of robots be called a race? The Law said no\hmg about
robots because Earthmen had none. The building of imagina-
tive robots was expressly forbidden. But at any rate, Steffens
thought, he had made contact already.

Whil Steflens stood by the seree, compltely bevildered
for the first time in his space career, Lieutenant Ball ca
B ik ol o T bt e P o
cheek, Stefens. guessed that the sudden. climb had cavght
him unaware. The exec was pale with surprise.

“What were they?” he said blankly. “Lord, they looked like
robots!”

“They were.

Bal stared confoundedly at the sereen. The things were
now a confusion of d he m

" lmost umanoid” Steffens sad, “But no quite”

Ball was slowly absorbing the situation. He Al gaze

Steffens shrugged. “They saw us. We could leave now and
letthem quite possibly make a . . . a legend out of our
visit, or we could go down and see if they tic in with the
buildings on Tyban Iy.”
inwe go down

“Togallyp T don't e they are robots, yes, since robots
cannot constitute a race. But there’s another possibility.” He.
tapped his fingers on the screen confusely. “They dor't bave

tobe robotsatall. They could be the natives.”

Ball gulped. “I don't follow you.
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“They could be the original inhabitants of this planct—the
brains of them, at least, protected in radiation-proof metal.
Anyway,” he added, “theyre the most perfect mechanicals
Tveeverseen.”

Ball shook his head, sat down abruptly. Steffens tumed
from the screen, strode nervously across the Main Deck,
thinking.

The Mapping Command, they called it. Theoretically, all
he was supposed to do was make a closeup examination of

A o e e T
he returned to Sirius base without investigating this robot
situation, he could very well be court-martialed one way or
the other, either for breaking the Law of Contact or for dere-
liction of duty.

And there was also the possibility, which abruptly
B [k it i il W preparad bl
his ship to hell and gone.

He stopped inthe conter of the deck. & whale new | lme of
5 1t o 1, IF the robote wero armed o

could this be an outpost?

o

He tumned and raced for the bridge. If he went in and
landed and was lost, then the League might never know in
time. If he went in and stirred up trouble

The thought in'his mind was seattersd suddenly, lke a
mist blown away. A voice was speaking in his mind, a deep
calm voice that seemed to say:

“Greetings. Do not be alarmed. We do not wish you to be
i A e

“Greetings, it said] Greetings!” Ball was mumbling incred-
ulously through shocked lips.

Everyono on the ship had heard the voice. When it spoke
again, Steffens was not sure whether it was just one voice
or many voices.
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“We await your coming,” it said gravely, and repeate
“Our desire is only toserve.

‘And then the robots sent a pictire.

As perfect and as clear as a tridim movie, a rectangular
plate took shape in Steffen's mind. On the face of the plate,

" standing alone against a background of red-brown, bare rocks,

was one of the robots. With slow, perfect movement, the

robot carefully lifted one of the hanging arms of its side, of

its right side, and extended it toward Steffens, a graciously
offered

Steffens flt a peculiar, compelling urge to take the hand,
realzed right away that the urge to take the band was not

tirely his. The robot mind had helped.

" When the picture vanished, ha know that the others had
seen it. He waited for a while; there was no further contact,
but the feeling of the robot’s urging was still strong within
him. He had an idea that, if they wanted to, the robots could
control his mind. So when nothing more happened, he began
tolose his fear.

Whie the crew watched i fucinaton, Steffens tred to
talk back. He concentrated hard on what he was saying,

tended in the robot manner of shaking hands.
“Greetings,” he said, because it was what they had said,
and explained: “We have come from the stars.”

It was overly dramatic, but so was the whole situation. He
wondered baffledly if he should have let the Alien Contact
crew handle it. Order someone to stand there, fecling like a
fool, and think a message?

e

“We request-we respectfully request S

upon your planet.”

Steffens had not realized that there were somany.
They had been gnthering since bisship s it soon,
now there were hundreds of them clustered upon the hill
Others were arriving even Sitha Al e they glided
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in over the rocky hills with fantastic ease and power, so that

«ouched it, and a circle was cleared for Steffens when he

A e e e S

Steffens now saw, on a nunber of shot ncrdibly strong ad
agile legs. The black thing paused before him, extended a
hand as it had done in the picture. Steffens took it, he hoped,
warmly; felt the power of the metal through the glove of his

suit.

“Welcome,” the robot said, speaking again to his mind,
and now Steffens detected a peculiar alteration in the robot’s
tone. Tt was less friendly now, less—Steffens could not under-
stand.somehov les ineresed, a5 if the robot had been—
expecting someon

‘Thank you,” S(eﬁcns said, “We are deeply grateful for
your permission to land.’

“Our desire,” the robot xepeated mechanically, “is only to

.

Suddenly, Steffens began to feel alone, surrounded by ma-
chies. e rcd to push the thought out of s mind, because
Bk that they shouldscem inbuman.

i e b e ke the ot il mecha i

ca”y

Steffens felt his cl\\lmrm:vmsnl. The ship lay high in the
mist above, jets throbbing

“Thcy unat. vemain with the shin,” Steffens said aloud
trusting to the robo's formality not to ask him why. Although,

they could read his mind, there was no need to ask.

For a long while, neither spoke, long enough for Steffens

to grow tense and uncomfortable. He could not think of a
thing to say, the robot was obviously waiting, and so, in
desperation, he signaled the Aliencon men to come on out
of the skiff.

They came, wonderingly, and the ring of robots widened.
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Steffens heard the one robot speak again. The voice was now
much more friendl;
“We hope you will forgive us for intruding upon your
thought. It is our—custom—not to communicate unless we are
called upon. But when we observed that you were in igno-
rance of our real-nature—and were about to leave our planet,
we decided to put aside our custom, so that you might
base your decision upon sufficient data.”
szeffens rephed haltingly that he nppmcnled their action.
‘e perceive,” the robot went on, “that you are unaware

we could communicate with you. Only that information was
taken which is necessary for communication and—understand-
ing. Wo will enter your minds henceforth orly. at your
reques

6 210 ok ronct  thaisws hat i s bELTA
probed as violently as he might have. Nevertheless it was a
shock, and he retreated into observant silence as the Aliencon
men went to work.

The robot which seemed to have been doing the speaking

picture of the extonded hand, the characterstic handshake
of Earthmen, had probably been borrowed, too, for the same
purpose of making him and the others feel at case. The one
jarring note was the robo's momentary lapse, those unex-
plainable few seconds when the things had seemed almost dis
appointed. Steffens gave up wondering about that and begar
to examine the frst robot in detail.

It was ot very tall, being at least a foot shorter than the
Earthmen. The most peculiar thing about it, except for th
circling eye-band of the head, was a mass of symbols whicl
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were apparently engraved upon the metal chest. Symbols in
Tow upon row—numbers, perhaps—were upon the chest, and
repeated again below the level of the arms, and continued
in orderly rows across the front of the robot, all the way down
to the base of the trunk. If they were numbers, Steffens
thought, then it was a remarkably complicated system. But
he noticed the same pattern on the nearer robots, all appar-
ently identical. He was forced to conelude that the symbols
were merely decoration and let it go tentatively at that,
although the answer scemed illogical.

It wasn't until he was on his way home that Steffens re-
membered the symbols again. And only then did he realized
what they were.

After a while, convinced that there was no danger; Steffens
had the ship brought down. When the crew came out of the
girlock, they were met by the robots, and each man found
himself with a robot side, humbly requesting to be of
Bt - e Nl osns robals oy
come from all over the barten horizon, The mss of them
stood apart, immobile on a plain near th ship, “glinting In
i sun ko & yast, metallio el of black ]

The robots had obviously been built e Sl e
to feel their pleasure, to sensc it in spite of the blank, expres-
sionless faces. They were almost like children in their eager-

Bl honght i wonde, Bad bullt them el

2 ens, staring at the robots through the
o g e el
abot moved o from the mass in the feld. alied itself to
‘him. The first to speak had remained with Steffens

e e e
saying, Ball was for a while apprchensive. But the sheer
unreality of standing and talking with a multilimbed, in-
telligent hunk of dead metal upon the bare rock of a dead,
ancient world, the unreality of it slowly died. Tt was i
possible not to like the things. There Was something in their
very lines which was pleasant and relaxing.
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Their builders, Steffens thought, had probably thought of
that, too.

“There’s no harm in them,” said Ball at last, onenly, ot
minding if the robots heard. “They seem actually glad we
B ot v e ot i g

Steffens, embarrassed, spoke quickly to the nearest mechan-
i ‘I hope you will forgive us our curiosity, but—yours is a
remarkable race. We have never before made contact with
& race like yours.” It was said haltingly, but it was the best
Te could do.

‘The robot made a singularly human nodding motion of its

head.
X perceve tht the nature of our construeion i unfemflar

v duestion is whether or not we are entirel)
e e exactly certain as to what the word
‘mechanical’ s intended to convey~I would have to examine
your thought more fully—but I believe that there is funda-
mental similarity between our structures!

The robot paused. Steffens had a i impression that
it was disconcerted.

“I must tell you,” the thing went on, “that we ourselves
are—curious.” If stopped suddenly, struggling with a word it
could not comprehend. Steffens waited, listening with absolute.
interest. It said at lengt

V76 oo 3 onl) v fypes of iviog striehirer Cumsy il
is largely metallic, and that of the Makers, which would ap-
pear to be somewhat more like yours. I am not a—doctor—
and,therefore canot acquaint you with the specifc detals
of the Makers' composition, but if you are interested I w
have a doctor brought foward. 16 il o e o EoNeR
assistance.”

It was Steffens’ tum to struggle, and the robot waited
patiently while Ball and the second robot looked on in silence.
The Makers, obviously, were whoever or whatever had built
the robots, and the “doctors,” Steffens decided, were prob-
ably just that—doctor-robots, designed specifically to care for
the apparently flesh-bodies of the Makers
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The efficiency of the things continued to amaze him, but
the question he had been waiting to ask came out now with
aru
"Can you tell us where the Makers areP”
Both obots tood mationles 1t oecured to Stefens hit e
couldn't really be sure which was speaking. The voice that
i m

Steki s st 1 prusslement. The robot detected his cont
jon and went on:

“The Makers have gone away. They have been gone for a
very long time.”

ould that be pain in its voice, Steffens wondered, and
B e o it e T it

War. The Makers had all been kiled in that war. And
these had not been ki

He tried to grasp. n et ha Al Mharore ans
in the midst of a radiation so lethal that nothing, nothing
could live; obots on a dead planet, living in an atmosphere
of carbon dioxide.

e carbon dioxide brought him up sharp.

If there had been life here once, there would have been
‘plant life as well, and therefore oxygen. If the war had been
0 loog ago tha the free oxygen had since gone out of the
atmosphere-—good God, how old were the robots? Steffens
looked at Ball, then at the silent robots, then out across the
B i e e seat o theu, stood e DGk \whiat. St

ere. rtal?

s you e tosee  doctor?”

Steffens jumped at the familiar words, then realized to
what the robot was referring.

“No, not yet” he said, Thank you” He swallowed hard
as «he xobots continued waiting patiently.

‘Could you tell me,” he said at last, “how old you are?

Indwlduall P

“By your reckoning,” said his robot, and paused to make
ihat calculation; I sen foct-fuus yeass seven montis
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cighteen days of 282, it ten years and approximately nine
months yet to beal

o A1 eientand ot

“It would perhaps simplify our conversations” said the
robot, “if you were to refer to me by a name, as is your custom.
 Using the first—letters—of my designation, my name would
translate as El

“Glad to meet you,” Steffens mumbled.

“You are called ‘Stef,’” said the robot obligingly. Then it
added, pointing an arm at the robot near Ball: “The age of—
Peb—is seventeen years, one month and four days. Peb has
therefore remalning some thicty-cght years”

s trying to keep up. Then the life span was
abant filty-fve years, But the eites, and the carbon
e robot, Eb, had said that the Makers were
similiar to him, and therefore oxygen and plant life would
have been needed. Unless—

‘He remembered the buildings on Tyban IV,

Unless the Makers had not come from this planet at all

His mind helplessly began to revolve. It was Ball who
restored order.

“Do you build yourselves?” the exec asked.

Peb answered quickly, that faint note of happiness again
apparent, as if the robot was glad for the opportunity of
answering.

“No, we do not build ourselves. We are made by the—"
another pause fora word—"by the Factory.”

“The Factory?”

¥es. It was built by the Makers. Would you care (0 seo
it

Both of the Earthmen nodded dumbly.
reould you prefer to use your—skif? It s quite  long way

rom h

It was indeed a long way, even by skiff. Some of the
Aliencon crew went along with them. And near the edge of
the twilight zone, on the other side of the world, they saw
the Factory outlined in the dim light of dusk. A huge, fantastic
block, wrought of gray and cloudy metal, lay in a valley be-
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taween two wom mountains. Steffens went down low, circling
in the skiff, stared in awe at the size of the building. Robots
moved outside the thing, little black bugs in the distance—
‘moving around their birthplace.

h men remained for several wecks. During that
time, Steffens was usually with EIb, talking now as often as
he listened, and the Aliencon team roamed the planet frecly,
investigating what was certainly the strangest culture in

ere was stll the mystery of those buildings on Tyban
1V; that, as well as the robots origin, would have to be cleared
up before they could leave.

Surprisingly, Steffens did not think about the future. When-
gver o came neat o robot, e sensed such » geners, come
fortable air of good feeling that it warmed him, and he was so
Prﬂuccupled with watching the robots that he did It think.

in

e e U ook el a0l e gtoming wasi 10
e was as unusual to the robots as they were to him. It came
10 him with a great shock that not one of the robots had ever
seen a living thing. Not a bug, a worm, a leaf. They did not
know what flesh was. Only the doctors knew that, and none
of them could readily understand what was meant by. the
‘words “organic matter.” It had taken them some time to recog-
nize that the Earthmen wore suits which were not parts of
their bodies, and it was even more difficult for them to under-
stand why the suits were needed.

But when they did understand, the robots did a surprising
thing.

At first, because of the excessive radiation, none of the
Earthmen could remain outside the ship for long, even in
radiation suits. And one momning, when Steffens came out of
the ship, it was to discover that hundreds of the robots, work-
ing through the night, had effectively decontaminated the
entire area.

It was at this point that Steffens asked how many robots
there were. He learned to his amazement that there were
more than nine million. The great mass of them had politely
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remained a great distance from the ship, spread out over the
planet, since they were highly radioactive.

teffens, meanwhile, courteously allowed Elb to probe into
his mind. The robot extracted all the knowledge of matter that
Steffens held, pondered over the knowledge and tried to di-
“gest it, and passd it on o the other robot. Stefens, n tum,
had a difficult time picturing the mind of a thing that ha
never known lfe.

He had a vague idea of the robot's history—more, perhaps,
than they knew themselves—but he refrained from forming
an opinion until Aliencon made its report. What fascinated

im was Elb's amazing philosophy, the only outlook, really,
thatthe robok could have had.
ou do?” Steffens asked.

Eib rephed quickly, with characteriti simplicty: “We cai
do very little. A certain amount of physical knowledge was
imparted to us at birth by the Makers, We spend the main
e of our Hine éxpanding that knowlsdge wherever possiblex

serve the Makers. Any ability we can acquire will make us
that
“When they return?” It had not occurred to Steffens until
now that the robots expected the Makers to do so.
Elb regarded him out of the band of the circling eye. “T
see you had surmised that the Makers were not coming back.”
If the robot could have laughed, Steffens thought it would
have, then. But it just stood there, motionless, its tone politely
atic.
“It has always been our belief that the Makers would re-
turn. Why else would we have been built?”
Steffens thought the robot would go on, but it didn't. The
question, to Elb, was no question atall.
Although Steffens knew already what the robot could not
possbly have known—hat the Makers were gone and vould
r come back—he was a long time understanding. What
o did was push this specalation o the back of his mibd)
10 keepit from Elb. He had no desire to destroy a fith.
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But it created a problem in him. He had begun to picture
for Elb the structure of human society, and the robot—a ma-
chine which did not eat or sleeplistened gravely and tried to
understand. One day Steffens mentioned G

“God?” the robot repeated, without comprehension. “What
is God?”

Steffens explained briefly, and the robot answered:

“It is a matter which has troubled us. We thought at first
that you were the Makers retuming—" Steffens remembere
the bricf lapse, the seeming disappointment he had sensed—
“but then we probed your minds and found that you were not,
that you were another kind of being, unlike either the Makers
or ourselves. You were not even—" Elb caught himself—you
did not happen to be telepaths. Therefore we troubled over
who made you. We did detect the word “Maker' in your
theology, but it seemed to have a peculiar—" Elb paused for
a long while—"an untouchable, intangible meaning which
varies among you.

Steffens understood. He nodded.
akers were the robots’ God, were all the God they.
needed. The Makers had built them, the planet, the universe.
If he were to ask them who made the Makers, it would be
like their asking him who made.

Was avires i parallal st ho smiled] to sl

But on that planet, it was the last time he smiled.

The report from Aliencon was finished at the end of the
fifth weck. Licutenant Ball brought it in to Steffens in his
cabin,laidtonthedesk beforelim.

“ ” Ball advised stifly, indicating the paper. There
e e L
it, but I didn’t know it was this bad.”

en Steffens looked up in surprise, Ball said:

“You don't know. Read it. Go ahead.” The exec tumed
tautly and left the room.

Steffens stared after him, then laoked down gt the peper.
The hint he bad of the robots’ histo e back into his

e SR R
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The story unfolded objectively. It was clear and cold, the

way formal reports must always be. Yet there was a great
dleal o extion i, Even Aliencon could't hlp that

What it told was t}

"The Makers bad been almost humancid. Almost, bt with
*certain notable exceptions. They were telepaths—no doubt an
important factor in their remarkable technological progress—
and were equipped with a secondary pair of arms. The robot-
doctors were able to give flawless accounts of their body
chemistry, which was simila to Eathtype, and the rubble
of the cities had given a certain amount of informa
B e G e At v
the sociology, but Steffens put it aside until sometime later,

There had been other Factorics. The remains of them had
been found in several places, on each of the other continents.
They had been built sometime prior to the war, and all but
ol the Factories hd subsequently boen destroyed.

Yet the Makers were not, as Steffens had supposed, a war-
IS cori Telcpaltyhad. giveathers the' pimeor a1
each others’ minds and to interchange ideas, and their record
of peace was favorsble, especilly when compured wit
Earth's. Nevertheless, a war had begun, for some reason
Aliencon could not find, and it had obviously gotten out of

hand.

Radiation and bacteria eventually destroyed the Makers;
the last sbortive eforts created enough radation o destroy
. There were the germs and the bombs and the
b R ra b everything was blasted and died

—everything, that is, but the one lone Factory. By a pure,
blind frea

And, naturally, it kept turning out robots.

It was powered by an atomic pile, stocked with materials
which, when combined with the returning, worn-out obots,

{11 & Ve oradhiciue Wnddilcly. The prosess, G
of repair, was entirely automatic.

‘car after year, the robols came out in a slow, steady
stream. Ungoverned, uninstructed, they gathered around the
Factory and waited, communicated only rarely among them-
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selves. Gradually the memory of war, of life—of everything
but that which was imprisoned in telr minds at birth—was

The robots kept coming, and they stood outside the Fac-

BThc wobot biain, by o the finet thing e Makers sl
ever built, was variable. There was never a genius brain, and
never a moron brain, yet the intelligence of the robots varied
considerably in between. Slowly, over the long years, the
‘more intelligent among them began to communicate with cach
other, to inquire, and then to move away from the Factory,
searching.

T b SR
30 one. The Makers were gone, but the crime was not in that
alone. For when the robots were built, the Makers had done

is:

Along with the first successful robot brain, the Makers had
realized the necessity of oreating a machine which could
never tum against them. The present robot brain was the re-
sult. As Steffens had already sensed, the robots could feel
pain. Not the pain of physical injury, for there were no nerves
iz the metal bodiee, but the pan of frstration, the preseag
of thwarted emotion, mental pai

And so, into the robot e, 105 Maliery had plutud

must act for the Makers, must be continually engaged in carry-
ing out the wishes of the Makers, or else there was
B e e
mounted as the unserving days went by.

And there were no more Makers to serve.

‘The pain was not unbearable. The Makers themselves were
not fully aware of the potentialities of the robot brain, and
therefore did not risk deranging it. So the pressure reache

a peak and leveled off, and for all of the robots’
lives, they felt it never-ending, awake and aware, each of
them, for fifty-five years.
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And the robots never stopped comint

JA Tl gasee dbring whiski the fobots Began Brsian
o to think for themselve. Yet it was ruch Tonger befors
they found a way in which to's

e/ tomio pils ‘whichpormered!the Faotory, Hiving vl
“on for almost five thousand years, eventually wore out. The
power ceased. The Factory stopped.

It was the first event in the robots’ history. Never before
had there been a time when they had known anything at all
to alter the course of their lives, except the varying weather
and the unvarying pain. There was one among them now that
began to reason.

It saw that no more robots were being produced, and al-
though it could not be sure whether or not this was as the
Makers had ordained, it formed an idea, If the purpose of the

cated it to the others, and then, together, they began to re-
build the pile.

It was not difeult. The necessary knowledge vas already
in their minds, implanted at birth. The significance lay in
fact that, for the first time in their existence, the robots o
acted upon their own initiative, had begun to serve again.
‘Thus the pain ceased.

When the pile was finished, the robots felt the return of
the pain and, having once begun, they continued to attempt
to serve. A great many examined the Factory, found that they
were able to improve upon the structure of their bodies, s0
it they rieht b bettes able 1o sepve the Makers whessthey
seturned. Accordingly, they worked in the Factory, perfecting
themselves—although they could not improve the brains—and
many others left the Factory and began to examine math-
ematics and the physical universe.

1t was not hard for them to build a primitive spaceship, for
the Makers had been on the verge of interstellar flight, and
they flew it hopefully throughout the solar system, looking to
sec if the Makers were there. Finding no one, they left the
buildings on Tyban IV as a wistful monument, with a hope
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that the Makers would some day passthis way and be able o
use the;

Fiilevia ossec THe! il broke) dePeuil, was rehodl
and so the cycle was repeated. By infinitesimal steps, the
robots leamed and recorded their leaming in the minds of
new robots. Eventually they reached the limits of their capa-
bility.

‘The pain returned and never left.

Steffens left his desk, went over and leaned against the
sercen. For a long while he stood gazing through the mists of
carbon air at the pitiful, loyal mechanicals who thronged out-
side the ship. He felt an almost overwhelming desire to break
something, anything, but all he could do was swear to himself.

Ball came back, looked at Steffens’ eyes and into them,
His own were sic

“Twenty-five thousand years,” he said thiekly, “that’s how
long it was. Twenty-five thousand years .

Stelfens was pale and wordless. The mass of the robots
outside stood immobile, ageless among rock which was the
same, hurting, hurting, A fragment of an old poem came
across Steffens’ mind. “They also serve who only stand and
wait. . .”

Not since he was ver

young had he been so deeply
and began to talk to himself, say-

Il over now. To hell with what is past. We will tuke
n.m away from this place and let them serve and,
God .

Ho fultered. But the knowledge of what could be done
strengthened him. Earthmen would have to come in ships to
take the robots a .|\vay4 It would be a little while, but after all
those years a little while was nothing, less than nothing. He
stood there thinking of the things the robots could do, of how,
in the Mapping Comamand alone, they:would be invaluable,

Temperature and atmosphere meant nothing to them. They
S R R SR
develop. . .
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And 5o it would be ended. The robots would serve Man.

Steffens took one long, painful breath. Then he strode from
the room without speaking to Ball, went forward to the lockers
and pulled out a sit, and & moment ate be was in the aie-

" He had one more thing to do, and it would be at once
the gladdest and most difficult job that he had ever at-
tempted. He had to tell the robots.

He had to go out into the sand and face them, tell them
that all of the centuries of pain had been for nothing, that
the Makers were dead and would never retum, that every
robot built for twenty-five thousand years had been just sur-
plus, purposeless. And yet—and this was how he was able to
do i—he was also coming to el them that the wasted years
wereovert um the years of doing ha

Te stepped emm he irioek e b Elb standing, fi
mabile, waiti the ship. In the Jast fow seconds Stelfens
i ot e e G

Whcn be reached the whot, ba. put foih m hknd i
touched Elb’s arm, and said very soft]

“Elb, my friend, you must look into my mind—"

And the robot, as always, obeyed.
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The Old Order

Capran Josn Awes stopped at the bleak and pitted entrance
to Marsport rocket-ground. His eyes noted the old scars of
the starships, and the dust that had blown over the marks,
and his bushy, grey brows came down, almost hiding the pain
that was in those eyes. Then he dropped his glance to the
sack in his fingers, found a corner out of the thin wind, and
began rolling a cigarette.

The crumbled, greenish tobaceo had dried out too much
in the arid atmosphere of Mars, and even the eddies of wind
made it hard to roll, But he was used to the home-grown prod-
ut of his ship’s hydroponic tanks, and his fingers completed
shaping the smoke almost automatically, twisting the ends,
and lighting it. The first draw brought a dry dust with the
smoke, setting him coughing, but he was used to that, too.

There'd been a time when he'd been able to find factory-

THE OLD ORDER by Lester del Rey. Copyright, 1050,
Stadium Publishing Co.; reprinted by permission of the author it
his agent, Scott Meredith.




THE OLD ORDER 249

made smokes on the outplanets, but the teleports had ended
that, spreading the habit of the smoke-tubes from Aldebaran
to Betelguese, and replacing the honest smell of tobacco with
the perfumed stench of their drugs.
i the teloport Josh lockeal baok At the otaa o
“of Teleport, Inc. Even at the distance from the main part of
Marsport, he could see the trucks moving in a steady stream
into the huge buding.
5 ekt i o7as Bk ot el At oty 1ol
B iiioe taroich the sasomy, H st oo 1o JpL g 1
nemesis that had killed the old stellar traffic. Sure, business
was business; if they could teleport materials from here to
infinity in exactly no time, and at a tenth of the rate it took to
ship it, it was natural that people used their service. But the
ort men, in their foppish maroon uniforms, didn't have
to think they owned the whole world, did they? They didn't
have to g0 swaggering around, making crucks about the men
B
1152 linibe il i e UG
space in the big ships. Nobody'd ever built a teleport yet that
could handle more than a ton at a transmittal, and nobody
would, according to what he'd heard. If they hadn't had laws
passed making it mandatory to build heavy equipment in
‘units small enough for the teleports . . .

stll used them for short rn loads, where it was chenper to
ship full assemblies and pilings, logs, and similar material as
they were, rather than cutting to fit the teleports.

And by Harry, the same held true for interstellar shipping
~or would be true, if Teleport didn't take a loss in dissembling
and reassembling, just to make sure it had no competition.
Josh could still take a load of green felikka timber out past
Deneb for less than Teleport could handle it, if theyd be
honest about it. He had done it before, and he'd do it again—
if he could find a shipper with guts enough to risk it, minus
insurance.

But now that Teleport had managed to get control of the
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old interstellar insurance companies, and refused to insure
the star ships against loss.

‘The dust sent up lttle whorls as his fect went out across
the field toward the Titwillow. The big ship drew nearer,
and Joh let i hanee go over her again Eight hundred feet
up, she thrust her nose against the sky, a bit squat and wide
for beauty, scarred by the ion S e
damed ship tiat ever grew space legs, Twenty vears he'd
worked and traded and fought his w: she was his.
And now twenty years she'd been Hope e wie s mothes
to him. She lay there waiting, her nose pointed to the stars—
and her holds empty.

Pete McIntosh came out from her, a wizzened, gnarl
Tittle Scotsman, sucking at a pipe that had been urfilled s
as long as Josh could remember. The engineer stopped, study-

Jos!
“Hows it?” he asked.
Josh shrugged tiredly. “No cargo in Marsport—unless we

want to ferry mikkla roots back to Earthl How about over-
hm.l? r),d you see the Gann:t bxu«lms°"
“Saw ’em,” Melnte hey're loaded up with

ol AR mkmg housmgs Josh, there ain't a

machine-shop on Mars that can handle the retubing for the
Titwillow. The Gannets told me so, and they oughta know.
What we gonna do now?”

“Ship back the mikkla roots!”

MeIntosh stared dumbly at him, and he nodded. They'd
lose money on the deal—they weren't equipped for the quick
loidmg and unloading that madeo planetary fery work pay of
slight Pete. Only way we can get clearance into
n Earih Is with o Joad=and We gotta retube the
Tmmllaw Besides, onco we et evrtiside, there's bound to be

B again, doubtfully, but Josh chose not to see
it. There had to be cargo. Earth was the center of the Solar
trade. And at Dock City, the finest shops in the system would
beavailable.
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“Get set to take on mikkla. We blast off as soon as it's
aboard.”

t it was a week later before the final clearance was
1hrounh and the Titwllow rose upvards on & shaky pair of
“legs. The tubes were misfiring, as they had been doing for the
past year, and the huge roats had been stowed away sloppily,
leaving a list to the lecward that Josh could barely overcome
with the side rockets. He fought her, as he'd been fighting her
since the tube trouble began, but she went up. And Mars
dropped behind. Finally, Josh reached out for the lever and
cutoverdrive

The automatic threw it out at once, seemingly, but now
Earth lay a bare four thousand milés below. The few million
miles of planetary distance meant nothing to a ship on over-
drive, capable of cutting through all the space between the
suns like a train_passing telegraph poles. From below, the
speaker sent up Petes whistle, but Josh ignored it. So over-
;lnve wasn't meant to be used between planets; he was in a
hurr

He sent down inquiring sigaals, and the automatic radar on
Earth gave a routine answer, directing him in. It was a formal-
ity now. though there had been a time when the starships
had had_ t outside in orbits until there was room for
R T i o e muttering as the growl
came through the hull from misfiring; the Titwillow couldn’t
take much more in her condition, vith the badly. Toaded
mikkla roots adding to the strai:

Josh reached for the vernier on his timer, breathing on it
gently, and hit the overdrive again. From below, a savage
roan and stream of curses came up, and he could hear Pete’s
fect hit the corridor. Then Dock City slapped onto the screens,
less than alf & mile below, and the Titwillow was coning
down on her tai, sliding over toward the edge of the fiel

For a second, Josh let his eyes tur to the engmeen “frozen
in the door to the control room, perspiration oozing from his
forehead. “You run the engines, Pete. Il pilot.”
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Pete stared incredulously at the screen, watching as the
ground came up, biting at the broken stem of his pipe. Out-
side, the whine of the stacks rose to a roar as they touched
suface, nd then the Titwillow was down, and the rockets
cut
Josh's legs might have been a bit unsteady as he sank back
info his chair, but he grinned. “Overdrive can be used that
way, Pete . . . when it has to be. It beals buming out a
tube.” He pointed to the indicator that was flashing crimson
on the board. “Number two passed critcal limits on the take-
off. Untl we get new tubng, we'r grounded.”
e Scotsman wiped off the sweat, stared out through the
pml at the field that lay below, and nodded. “If we get re-

"Wc“gcnl we have to. This is Earth,

Tt was Earth, all right. The tracks had |Mm started pulling
out the mikkla’ before the jeep drew up, and a thin, sallo
inan. came up.the raenp, glanced st Joils cap, and poiated
to the ship.

“Own her? Good. Tl give you fifty
her myself.”

Josh shook his head and cocked his eyebrows, trying to
e sense out o t. "You'trying o buy the Tiwillow?”

‘What else?”

“Not for sale. And she's worth twenty times that.”

“Not for scrap,she is't” The man's ey wese apprising,
hard, and a little amused. “Look, T get ooner or later,
e e R G
fecs of e 5 fx ot oty were worth more. Now.

well, far , youve got the last one out. And
brother, docs she need serapping] You can't tell me you made
that lat jump on overdsive to show oI conld smell tube.
fusiog as 1 came vithn & mile of her. Top price, take it o
leave it. She’s no good for planetary ferry worl

e e e
Sol, they still felt some awe of the big ships that had made
the starways possible. But here, business was business.

“You got any tubes that are in A-1 condition?” he asked

five thousand, move
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quietly, but some of the urgency in his mind must have come
through. The other looked at him, and the amusement in-
creased.

“Sure—for a price. I've got a whole set in original packing
out on the scrap-pile. You can have "em for fifty bucks apicce
.. . if you want, you can have a dozen of ‘em at that price.
But if you want ‘em put in for you . . . well, that’s something
clse. Oh, we can do it—Acme Scrap used to be Acme Re-
ftting. But we'd have to reassemble the shops, and do half of
it by hand labor now. Fifty thousand to reline her, or 1l pay
ity ive thousand for her scrap. Better sell now, before the
price goes dow:

Josh considered his knuckles, and decided the guy would
still be amused if he did take a good swing at the thin jaw.
Besides, it might be only more time wasted. He forced a grin
onto his face. "l give you thirty-thousand for the job.”
ingly, that wiped out the amusement.
idding? By God, you're not! You really want her re-
tubed.” He was suddenly businesslike. “Cash in advance. And
i1l cost you forty-thousand.”

“Thirty-two—and that’s tops.”

“Ummn. If this weren't the slack season. . . . okay, you've
got a deal, old timer, if you've got the cash. Come over to the
office this afternoon and well draw up the papers. In fact,
come on now, and well split a drink on it

Without the condescending amusement, some of the hard.
ness also went, and Josh forgot his resentment of the man. But
R il s Tl pthtivg slown't theiloading iatial
had to be overseen,

“The other nodded. “This aftenoon then, Captain Ame
And my name’s Acme—John Acme, and it's not a phoney.
Maybe it's because we have the same initials T being soft
about the price—I won't make much on the deal. But, damn
it, I never thought I'd have such a job again, and itll make
a good story to tell the kids. Where'd you get the money,
anyhow?”

‘Gambling,” Josh told him truthfully, neglecting to mention
that it had been thirty years before when he'd gambled on
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being able to get close enough to a sun to rescue a millionaire
party. And it was the last of the money—once it was gone, he'd
be fiat broke, without money for fuel for take-off. “How come
you get the ships for serap when there are tubes still around?”

Ames stared at him doubtfully. “What good are starships,
with or without tubes, when theres no work for ‘em? Well
see you

He went down the ramp again, leaving Josh rolling another
R thoold captins hands wero tremblin

. 0 be cargo,” he said slowly. “There always

e
Belind him, Pete Melntosh sucked at another dry pipe.
“Sure Josh. 5
o tho ek, 1 Bfg pile of atoup thil ad anvcabac
smsh,ps looked back at them. Josh tossed aside his ruined
cigarette and began xnull\er, “There’s cargo,” he repeated.
“There has to be cargo.”

But two weeks later, Josh Ames sat on a plastileather seat
in a room that glistened with chrome and plastic trim, staring
at a blank panel. His fingers fumbled for a cigarette before he
realized what he was doing; then he reached for the makings,
considerethe lack ofseltroys and gavo e up.

ice had changed while he was out in_the
B 01 L Fathiiy e o of e Flant ey ool
mand--and located in a small part of Teleport, Inc., at that, to
make it worse. Once it had been a building of its own, re-
served for deep spacemen. And in those days, there had been
a bulletin board, listing cargoes, while a busy group of clerks
took down quotations and allocated jobs, helped make rout-
ings, and arranged for loading.

Now three old men sat n other seats, taking advantage of
the honorary right to use it as a sort of club-room, and the;
B e
answered about cargoes. The only sign of life was a sweeper
who came through, making desultory efforts to find enough
work to keep him out of the way of some supervisor who
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might give him a real job. But from outside, the busy sounds
of the normal routine of Teleport came seeping in.

Josh stirred, wondering when the girl would let him see

someone in authority. Finally, he gave up, and reached for
his tobaceo.
* Doubtful feet sounded beside him, and he glanced up to
see a stooped man with a grizzled beard staring at him. For
a second, the deep-space tan on the other’s face held his
eyes, and then he began to pierce through the beard.

'd Boyles!” Josh came to his feet, his hand out. They'd
graduated from the same space academy, same class. Ed had
come from a family with money, and had managed to get
himself a starship of his own right after graduation, while
Josh sweated out his own luck; but that hadn't mattered then,
any more than the obvious patches on Boyle's jacket mattered

““Fi, Josh, Thought t was you, Figured T mightfind some-

body here I knew. Hey, tobaccol Where'd you get it

“Crowiton the Titwillow.”

ou mean . . .” Puzzlement came onto the other’s face.
s right, I did see 'em retubing a starship. Meant to go
over,see what ne, but—well, dunmo, Stll unning?”

nodded, holding out a light while Ed finished his roll-

L S ot 2 5 o ok yeers s iR
tubes. All Tnced.. . .what you doing?”

KOs et for et ot ket Too

“Oh.” There wasn't much else to say. Josh had seen the
name of Ed's Mary Jane on a piece of serap in Acme’s pile,
and he knew that there was no use asking after the ship.
Acme had apparently told the truth—all the other starships
had either been serapped or lost. “Want a job, potluck, as
mate on the Tifuwillow?”

For a second, Ed seemed to hesitate. Then his face split
into a grin. “Tell you the truth, Josh, that’s why I came here,
hoping I'd find you; your engineer said youd come here, T
went out there to see the ship—I lied to you a little, maybe—
and then Tfigured. . . .”
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They let it rest at that while they smoked. Then Ed stirred.
“How'd you do it, Josh? I spent three solid years here, waiting
for a cargo while the field rent ate up every cent I had, before
1 let the Mary Jane go—and her tubes were getting old, too.
Youmust be better connected.”

“I had enough business to keep going,” Josh answered
slowly. There was no use telling the other about the long,
lean hops between sars the lss! fow years, out on the periph-

1y. “I'm waiting for cargo now.”

§ Boyles mxdces], st puzeled, but Josk To it o, Fa'hed
get cargo—and since there were no other ships, he could ask
what he would, practically. Maybe there wasn't much work—
but there had to be some, Teleport wouldn't bother under-
cutting ust tokeep onosinglestarsip o thelanes.

the gl came,picking her vay dantly st the sleep-
ing older men. “You can come in now, Mr. Am¢

i wuie't cren Captain Amses® bo, it sesmaodl But Joutd
shrugged, and got up to follow her, motioning Ed Boyles to
follow. Well, it had taken two weeks of waiting, but at least
there was something doing finally. Now, even it was 3 Vght
cargo, he'd have enough to refuel and get off the planet—
and they'd know here where the kmg was best, 50 he
could go next where they'd have work waiting for him

5 0e it ot it e ot Fnlsy sl
the main shipping center of Teleport. The girl led him past
the busy offices, through narrowing corridors, and finally into
a little room where a lean young man, with troubled eyes and

a look that would have made a starship man of him once,
b

“Captain Ames, starship Titwillows

Iash ﬂ:pped over his identity c.mlv and the young man

ran
Fma.lly he cleared his throat. “As you know, Captsm Amcc.

serve the courtesies. After all, your ship and Teleport are the
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only ones left in the business, and we might as well be friendly
rivals.”

He tried a small laugh, but it didn’t come off well. Josh
frowned. “And besides, your charter in taking over Space

ce says you're responsible for clearing cargo for starships,
“and your Teleport charter on the periphery depends on your
Baying Space Offe. Looked i

‘Yeal e heartily this time.
“Okay, Captain Ames. You're right—we're compelled to
route you if we can find cargo. And conidentially, we'd be
happicr if we could keep a starship operating, at least until
the right bills can be put through World Parliament to get
around the old monopoly claim. If we found a shipper, yowd
get the business. But

Josh waited. “Well?”

*There’s no business to be had. No shipper will take the
sk without insurance, particularly when it takes weeks to
deliver, and we can teleport there in no time—literally. Even
if Teleport were to subsidize you, we couldut get the Dusiness
for you. Toward the last, too many ships cracked up:

“But T've got new tubes installed.”

‘Umm. And you were observed making a planet landing
practically on overdrive. It made a nice story for the papers—
but it isn't the sort of thing that will make shippers want you
carrying for them. There’s just no work to be had for you.”

Josh looked at the man slowly, trying to read duplicity into
his face, but it wouldn't wash. The boy was sincere enough—
and on his desk were a group of memoes, with enough of their
contents showing to prove that he'd been workingat t.

“Thatsall?”

at’s all, Captain Ames. Teleport can't help you, Tm
afraid, However, if you'd like to sell the Titwillow, we might
get you a better price than normally offered for scrap. No? No,
X suppose nok, Well, you might call me In a week. Il keep
trying. Just ask for Mr. Dikter.

Boyles started to cut off as they came near the field, but
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Josh pulled him back. “There’s still food in the galley, Ed.
‘And if Teleport won't get me cargo, I'll get my own.”

But he couldn't even make himself believe it now. The boy
had been the wrong sort to stall him off. If it had been one
of the usual office flunkies, he might have called it cheap
politics, but Dikter hadn't been fooling.

He kept most of the thoughts from his mind as he went
acrossthe ld, rounding past the squat tubs that were oad-

& with cargo for Venus and Io, carrying fertilizer that was
b e R e e
it to kill the smell. He watched the sloppy uniforms around

e tubs, and shook his head. The men manning the ferries
wouldn't have been allowed aboard a fuel tender, in the old
days. Now, this was all that was loft.

‘Then they hit toward the open end of the field, and toward
the sheds where Acme Serap had finally finished with the
xetublng of the Titwillow.She sood there,showing up against
the dulling red of Jate sunset. The last of the machines Acm

e e e
tube brazings stood out sharply against the rest of her pitted
hull. Acme might have been high handed at first, but he'd
done a good job; Josh bad 1o complint on that score. The
twillow was good for decades now—or would be, with her
holgs e starlanding to make,

Boyles sighed beside him, accepting the makings for
another cigarette silently. Then they reached the ramp, and
stopped by common consent, looking out ove the big deserted

“I hear they're planning on moving the ferry service out
further; gonna turn this into a big park,” Boyles said finally.

Josh nodded and turned back toward the entrance, just as
a shout came up from below. John Acme was down there, in-
specting the job on the tubes, and they went down.

“Satisficd? But I don't have to ask that. Never did a prettier
job, even when Dad was running this s a repair center. When
youmoving her out, Ames

“Prettysoon,” Josh answered. “Yeah, as soon as.. .

o o A iicd e shrqued
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“I¢1l have to be soon, Ames. According to the old contract
we used, you've got the right to stay here three days
after repairs are finished, and I guess I can stretch it a couple
days. But next week, I've got a bunch of heavy trucks coming
in to deliver scrap, and I'll need every bit of this space for
* the cranes. If you find a cargo by then, T'l even let you load
—but I can'tstretch it furthes
“Yeah” Josh tried to think of something o suy and fufed.
Finally he guve up. “Okay, Mr. Acme
T e lod ¢ inea tlon o e ez i
o e s B s standing back by the ramp, act-
ing as if he had heard nothing, and Pete Melntosh was talking
tolhin, Fram Pete' face it vas obviousta th enginees must
haye leaned the news from Boyl
upper’s on, Josh,” Metntosh broke the silence. “There's
enough for Ed, too.

They went up together, none of them looking too carcfully
about as they headed into the living quarters. It had been
ten years since Ed Boyles had come aboard the Titwillow,
out around Rigel, when his Mary Jane had docked alongside
Then there had been a regular crew, and a cook, even. The
decks had been clean, and the brightwork had sparkled. She

“was still a clean ship—she always would be, with Josh rnning
her—but the last five years, while Josh and Pete had learned
to handle her alone, had taken their toll in appearance.

“How much does it cost at the official Dock?” Josh asked
Ed at last. “They got space enough now, and with 1o business,
0 ttendants, itought (o be chap

ordirisen 11 sards, When yoit ock, they ha it

up some bum to dummy as an attendant. Rates are still a
e weck, two fifty a day, just to lie to. Hey, did T
ever tell you what happened in New Irkutsk?”

Josh listened dutifully, but his mind went on clicking along
in'the same rut, in spite of Eds attempt to change the sub-
ject. He had exactly one hundred and seventy-three dollars
Teft—not enough for dock service for a single day. And there
was barely enough fuel left in the tanks to lift the Titwillow
into new space, even if it cost nothing.
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But it would ift her—and once she got up, the overdrive
could operate. There was still fuel enough for that. They
ot 1% ablo s i wgait, bt e O T il coul
head out into deep space. Food enough, or there should
be. They'd stocked up on that when the shipper out around
Antares had gone broke and been unable to pay freightage,

He considered it slowly, letting the decision sink in. Ang
finally he knew there was no other way. He'd never ques-
tioned the traditions of Space Office, and he didn't intend to
change now; a man didt fuk o good shi, no mater what
R

Bt 11 oo o K ik Poto o o o pretext.
1& would e tough taking offwithout omeane In the engine-
room, but it could be done, he guess

‘Then, as he relaxed, he heard 5t Bl e ool
had heard it, too, and was already throwing the ramp down,
for John Acme to come up, puffing a ittle,

“Dikter, of Teleport, on the phone in the office,” he an-
nounced. “He says tell you he's got you a job.”

0 oo s v the e
before Pete’s sudden yell could be echoed by Ed Boyles, and
across the little strip of field. He spotted the phone in the
office, and grabbed it to him, staring at the panel where
Dikter's ginning face wasloking ou.

“Youwanted me;

] e aid, Cdp(aln Ames?” The boy was beaming nov.
“I've e obvious—so damned obvious, I ne
thonght of t, thnugh TR el e e
to be another starship operating. How'd you like to have a
life-time charter—and at good rates? With just one catch?”

Josh sat down slowly, and began reaching for the makings,
as Acme came back info the office. “Okay, son, let's have it.
What's the catch?”

“That you take me along, T'm sick of office work—and Dad
was a starship Captain, once.”

He waited for Josh's nod, and began giving details. Acme
listened for a moment, and held out a congratulatory hand.
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e man’s smile was still amused, but it seemed sincere
enough now.

‘They began loading in the morning, first the bright trucks
with fuel, running their hoses up and shooting a stream into
the empty belly of the waiting Titwillow. Then Dikter came,

0y 18 vorking clothes, somehi angling anel swkwatd t
this new job he'd clbowed his way into. And with him came
a trunk that he ripped open, not bothering to-answer their
questions.

leport can get anything.” he snnounced, waving a
Edio1 & of facior) e laareties towerd them, (THEN
e o ot 5ok sars b e ﬁgum if 'm
going deep space, I mightas well do it right.”

He stopped to cough as the smoke hit his lungs, and his
attempts to cover up the tears that rose to his cyes were
failures But Josh grinned, remembering his own days s a
kid, when he was first entering Space Academy, and trying to
s his being iides-sgo by the samae mantil fnbalies Thes
he sobered.

“All right, kid, now tell us what in hell we're carrying?”

That was the one thing that the boy had refused to tell,
though the rest of the deal had been above-board enough.
‘The charter was direct from Teleport, Inc., paying a flat fee
per month for charter, over and above the cost of all supplies.
It was something that Josh had known once, complete charter,
but had almost forgotten.

Dikter shook his head. “Does it matter?”

Then the trucks began arriving with the big crates, all
& et i, tho sead of Toloport. and. fosh Jeoked for g i
dence of what they contained. But they were not uniform,
and there was no way of telling what was inside.

“No,” he decided. “No, maybe not. I've carried cargoes
before without knowing what.”

But he'd liked some cargoes less than others, he thought to
himself. And the kid hadn't been too smart. The two men who
were to go along with the shipment as supercargo meant that
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it was something special. Stll if the government, or whoever
was backing this, wanted to play it that way, it was their
business.

“Hell,” he decided. “It gets carried, that’s enough. Right
now, Td even be willing to_think-about shipping e

The gasp_from Dikter wasn't necessary, then. It should
have been abvious, as the kid had said. No matter what the
Teleport Company officials claimed, there was one cargo they
could never transport. The first teleport on any planct had to
be carried there by ship. There'd been a time when Teleport
had tried to get the starships to do it for them, and finally had
tobuild their own ship.

Now—well, if they needed a second ship to spread from
planet to planct fast enough, he wouldn't be cutting the throat
of other shipowners or destroying trade by spreading the
machines for them. There were no more shipowners and there
was no trade to be destroyed

“Well, we'd better get below and supervise stowage,” he
said slowly. “We've got cargo coming aboard. And on the
Titwillow, when we head for decp space, we stow it right!
Tve neverlostor damaged a cargo, and I don't ntend to stat
now. Mr. Boyles, you're in charge. Mr. Melntosh, Mr.
katez, you s i Boyles. And step lively, sirs!”

chuckled, wryly at first, but with more spirit after
g joke was on Teleport, Inc., after all. They had
spent years driving the starships out, but they'd lost. And
they'd always lose.

As long as there were new planets, there'd always be star-
ships. And that meant there'd always be room for a good deep
space man, Maybe the service was o litle smallr ... but it
wasn'tlicked yet, and it never could

e s
for his makings, before heading down to see that the stowage
was going as it should.
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The citizens of Altoona, Pennsylvania, know H. Beam Piper as a

railroadman whose only visible eccentricities are the collection of

ancient _weapons and the consumption of what are technically

termed “Jet-propelled Ice Gream Sundaes"—vanilla ice cream wil

a jigger of creme de cacao over the top. But mystery writers know
1

e
Genesis

Anoan s sip, there was neithe day nor nights the hours
slipped gently by, as vistas of st med blackness slid
CEEeae s e
one watch on duty and two off. But for the thousand-odd
colonists, the men and women who were to be the spearhead
of miggafion to  now and fienle planet,t bad none. They
slept, and played, worked at such tasks as they could nvent,
A St W b s i i LY
trajector
Kalvar Dard, the army officer who would lead them in their
new home, had as little to do as any of his followers. The
ship’s officers had all the responsibility for the voyage, and,
for the first time in over five yeirs, he had none at all. He
was finding the unaccustomed idleness more wearying than
the hectic work of loading the ship before the blastoff from
Doorsha, He went over his landing and security plans again,
and found no probable emergency unprepared for. Dard wan-

GENESIS by H. Beam Piper. Copyright, 1051 by Columbia Pub-
lications, Inc. reprinted by permission of the author.



264 SHADOW OF TOMORROW

dered about the ship, talking to groups of his colonists, and
found morale even better than he had hoped. He spent hours
staring into the forward visiscreens, watching the disc of
Tareesh, the planet of his destination, grow larger and plainer
ahead.

Now, with the voyage almost over, he was in the cargo-hold
just aft of the Number Seven bulkhead, with six girls to help
‘him, checking construction material which would be needed
st ot ol Ths st HH) 1 oo cbatii]
two or three times before, but there was no harm in going
over it again. It fumished an oceupation to fill in the time; it
gave Kalvar Dard an excuse for surrounding himself with half
a dozen charming girls, and the girls scemed to enjoy being
with him. There wastal blonde Olva, the lectromagnetican;
pert little e machinist’s helper; Kyna, the surgeon’s-
Si0e; dak haiced Analca; Dorits, the acoountant; plump ltla
Eldra, the armament technician, At the moment, they were
all sitting on or around the desk in the corer of the storeroom,
going over the inventory when they were not just gabbling.

“Well, how about the rock-drill bitis?” Dorita was asking
eamestly, trying to stick to business. “Won't we need them
almost as soon as we're off?”

“Yes, we'll have to dig temporary magazines for our ex-
Dlosives, small-arms and astillery ammunition, and storage-pits
or our fissionables and radioactives,” Kalvar Dard replied.
ZWell have to have safe places for that suff ready before i
can be unloaded; and if we run into hard rock near the sur-
face, well avoto drill holes for blasting shots.”

“The drilling machinery into one of those prefabri-
B et Ftdcn conaideced, ~Will theso b roonm ih e AR
all the bitts, too?”

Kalvar Dard shrugged. “Maybe. If not, we'll cut poles and
build racks for them outsxdc The bitts are nono-steel; they

stored in the open.”

“If there are poles to cut,” Olva adde

“I'm not worrying about that,” Kalvar Dard replied. “We
have a pretty fair idea of conditions on Tareesh; our astrono-
mers have been making telescopic observations for the past
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cen centuries. There’s a pretty big Arctic ice-cap, but it's
Been receding slowly, with  wide belfof whats belleved
be open grassland to the south of it, and a belt of what's as-
sumed to be evergreen ofest ol of et Vo plapion 8
somewhere in the northern hemisphere, about the grassland-
* forest line. And since Tareesh s richer in water than Doorsha,
you mustn't think of grassland in terms of our wire-grass plains,
or forests in terms of our brush thickets. The vegetation should
be much more luxuriant.”

“If there's such a large polar ice-cap, the summers ought to
be fairly cool, and the winters cold, i
think that would mean fur-bearing animals. Colonel, you'll
have to shoot me something with a nice soft fur; T like furs.”

Kalvar Dard chuckled. “Shoot you nothing, you can shoot
your own furs. I've seen your carbine and pistol scores,” he
began.

There was a sudden suck of air, disturbing the papers on
the desk. They all tumed to sce one of the ship's rocket-boat
bays open; a young Air Force lieutenant named Seldar Glay,
who would be staying on Tarcesh with them to pilot their
aitraft, emerged rom an open lrock.

‘Don't tell me you've been to Tareesh and back in that
thing,” Olva greeted him.

Seldar Glav grinned at her. “T could have been, at thats
we're only twenty or thirty planetary calibers away, now. We
ought to be entering Tareeshan atmosphere by the middle of
i it watch, T was oaly checkin; the bosH, to make s
theyll be ready to launch . . . Colonel Kalvar, would you
mind stepping over here? There’s something 1 think you
should lookat, sir.

Xalvar Dard took ane arm from around Anslea's waist and
lifted the other from Vamis' shoulder, sliding off the desk. T
followed Gy into the bostbay; ' they went mmuuh the
air

“I didn’t want to say myzhmg i front of the Elis g 18
began, “but I've been checking boats to make sure we can
make a quick getaway. Our meteor-security’s gone out. The.
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detectors arg deader then the Fourth Dymasty, and the
blasters won't synchroni id you hear a big thump,
57 ko oar o, Colomelf=

“Yes, I thought the ship’s labor-crew was shifting heavy
equipment in the hold aft of us. What was it, a meteor-hit?”

“It was. Just aft of Number Ten bulkhead. A meteor about
the size of the nose of that rocket-boat.”

Kalvar Dard whistled softly. “Great Gods of Power! The
detetors must be dead, to pass up anything lke that .
‘Why wasn'ta boat-stations call sent out’

“Captain Vlazil was unwilling to risk starting a panic, si
the Air Force officer replied. “Really, I'm exceeding my orders
in mentioning it o you, but lhoughl you should know . . .

Ivar Dard swore. “It's a blasted pity Captain Vazil didn't
try thinking! Gold-braided quarter-wit! Maybe his crew
might panic, but my people wouldn't . . . I'm going to call the
controbroomand have it out with bim. By the Ten

He ran through the airlock and back into the hold, starting
toward the itercom:phose beside the desk. Before ho could
h it, there was another heavy jar, rocking the entire ship.
[ G Scllex Glav; b sl allaeed i ot F a/bos(
bay, and the six girls, who had isen on hearing their com-
mander’s angry voice, were all tumbled into a heap. Dard
surged to his feet, dragging Kyna up along with him; together,
they helped the others to rise. The ship was suddenly filled
vith jangling bells and he red danger-lghts on the el
wer ashingon and of
tention Attention!” the voice of some offce in the con-
B e speaker. “The ship has
just been hit by a large meteor! All compartments between
bulkheads Twelve and Thirteen are sealed off. All persons be-
tween bulkheads Twelve and Thirteen, put on oxygen hel-
mets and plug in at the nearest phone connection. Your air is
leaking, and you can't get out, but if you put on oxygen equip-
ment immediately, you'll be all right. Well get you out as
soon as we can, and in any case, we are only a few hours

g
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gut of Tareeshan atmosphere. All persns in Compartment

Twelve, puton
Kalvar Dard was swearing cvilly. “That does itl That does
it for good! . . . Anybody else in this compartment, below

the living quarter level?*
" “No, we're the only ones,” Analea told him.

“The people above have their own boats: they can ook
after themselves. You girls, get in that boat, in there. Glay,
youand Il try to warn the people a

There was another jar, heavier than the one which had
preceded it, throwing them all down again. As they rose, &

x00ms

Kalvar Dard and Seldar Glav grabbed the girls and literally
threw them through the hatch, into the rocket-boat, Darc
pushed Clav in ahead of him, then jumped in. Before he hac
picked himself up, two or three of the girls were at the hatch
dogging the cover down.

right, Glay, blast off!” Dard ordered. “We've got to be
et ship when she blows, or
wellblow it hert”
know!” Seldar Glav retorted over his shoulder,
mcmg o e b O N S e
Tm going to fire all jets at oncel”

An instant later, while Kalvar Dard and the girls clung to
stanchions and pieces of fixed furniture, the boat shot forward
out of its housing. W1 e Daris hend e cleared, it was
free flight.

“How was that?” Glay yelled. “Everybody all right?” He
hestated for & moment. "I think I blacked out for about ten

Kalvar Dard looked the girls over. Eldra was using a comer
of her smock to stanch a nosebleed, and Olva md a bruise over

onuler we Qin'e All bk out, permancally ” he. Sl
“Well, put on the visiscreens, and let's sce what’s going on
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utside, Olva, get o the xadioand ty 1o see i anybody cbo

550 ke fox ot Glay asked. “We haven't fuel
enough to make it back to Doorsha.”

“I was afraid of that,” Dard nodded. “Tareesh it is; northern
hemisphere, daylight side. Try to get about the edge of the
temperate zone, s near water as you can .

2.

ey were flung off their fect again, this time backward
along the boat. As they picked themselves up, Seldar Glav
was shaking his head, sadly. “That was the ship going up,” he
said; “the blast must have e

“All right” Kalvar Dard rubbed a bruised forehead. “Set
e et e ent o o s ) e e
land. And get the screens on, somebody; I want to sce what's
happened.”

The screens glowed; then full vision came on. The planet
on which they would land loomed huge before them, its north
pole toward them, and its single satellite on the port side.
There was no sign of any rocket-boat in_cither side screen,
and the rear-view screen was a blur of yellow flame from

“Cut the ” Dard repeated. “Didn’t you hear me?”

“But 1 did, o s Gl et o firing-panel. Then
e glanced t the rear-view screen, “The gods help usl Its
yellow flame; the jets are burning out

Kalvar Dard had not boasted 1dly when he bad said that
is people would not panic. All the girls went white, and o
or two gave low cries of consternation, but that was all.

“What happens next?” Analea wanted to know. “Do we
Blow, too?

“Yes, as soon as the fuel-line burns up to the tanks.”

“Can you land on Tarcesh before then?” Dard asked.

“Iean try. How about the satellite? It's closer.”

s also sices, ook o it and see for - yourselt” Kalva

ot enough mass to hold
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Glay looked at the army officer with new respect. He had
always been inclined to think of the Frontier Guards as a

sang of sclentialy lierae dirkand-pistol bravos. He d-
B & e i staaies o) o e
B e e it et planet, the boat's veloe-
“ity, and the time needed for a landing.

“We have a chance, sir,” he said. “I think I can set down
in about thirty minutes; that should give us about ten minutes
toget clear of the boat, before she blows up.

Il right; get busy, girls,” Daxd said. “Grab every-
thing well need. Amms and smmunition it fl of them you
B vl Al that, waem clothing lecling. bils ard Fonl

With that, he jerked open one of the lockers and began
pulling out weapons. He buckled on a pistol and dagger, and
handed other weapon-bells to the girls behind him. He found
two of the heavy big-game rifles, and several bandoliers of
ammunition for them. He tossed out carbines, and boxes of
carbine and pistol cartridges. He found two bomb-bags, each
containing six light antipersonnel grenades and a big demoli-
tion-bomb. Clancing, now and then, at the forward screen, he

ky and green-tinted plains below.

“All right!” the pilot yelled. “We're coming in for-a landing!
A couple of you stand by to get the hatch open.”

There was a jolt, and all sense of movement stopped. A
cloud of white smoke drifted past the screens. The girls got
the hatch open; snatching up weapons and bedding-wrapped
bundles they all scrambled up out of the boat.

There was fire outside. The boat had come down upon a
grassy plain; now the grass was burning from the heat of the
jets. One by one, they ran forward along the top of the rocket-
boat, jumping down to the ground clear of the blaze. Then,
with every atom of strength they possessed, they ran away
from the doomed boat.

g

‘The ground was rough, and the grass high, impeding them.
One of the girls tripped and fell; without pausing, two others
pulled her to her feet, while another snatched up and shing
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the carbine she had dropped. Then, ahead, Kalvar Dard saw a
deep gully, through which a litle stream trickled.

‘They huddled together at the bottom of it, waiting, for what
seemed like a long while. Then a gentle tremor ran through
the ground, and swelled to a sickening, heaving shock. A roar
of almost palpable sound swept over them, and a flash of blue-
white light dimmed the sun above, The sound, the shock, and
the searing light did not pass away at once; they continued for
seconds that seemed like an eternity. Earth and stones pelted
down around them; choking dust rose. Then the thunder and
the earth-shock were over; above, incandescent vapors
suiled, and darkened into an overhanging pall of smoke and

For a while, they crouched motionless, too stunne] to speak.
‘Then shaken nerves steadied and jarred brains cleared. They
all rose weakly. Trickles of earth were still coming down from
the sides of the gully, and the little stream, which had been
clear and sparkling, was roiled with mud. Mechanically, Kal-
var Dard brushed the dust from his clothes and looked to his
‘weapons.

“That was just the fucltank of a ltdle Class- rocket-hoat,”
he said. “I wonder what the explosion of the ship was like.
He thought for a moment before continuing. “Glay, T think T
know why our jets burned out. We were stern-on to the shi
viqhm ST blews the blast drove our flame right back theough
the jet

Do you think the explosion yas bserved from Doorshaf
Dorlta inquired, more concerned about the practca aspects
of the sitontion. “The ship, T mm. After all, we have no
means of communicaton, ofour o

i, 1 shouldn't doubt s there wero” cbservatories_all
nmund the planct watching our ship,” Kalvar Dmi said.“They
robably know all about it, by now. But if any of you are
llunkm; AR s thaneee'of e e 1o e Talad

“hat ght. There isn’t another human being within fifty
n miles,” Seldar Clay said. “And that was the first and

o
ol space-ship ever bullt. Tt tok Afty years & bulld her, and
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even allowing twenty for research that woulda't have to be
duplicated, you can figure when we can expect another one.”
“The answer to that one is, never. The ship blew up in
pace; fifty years’ effort and fifteen hundred people gone, like
that.” Kalvar Dard snapped his fingers. “So now, they'll ry to
“keep Doorsha habitable for a few more thousand years by ir-
rigation, and forget about immigrating to Tareesh.

“Well, maybe, in a hundred thousand years, our descend-
ants will build a ship and go to Doorsha, then,” Olva con-
sidere

“Our descendants?” Eldra looked at her o suprse “You
‘mean, then .

Kyna chuckled. “Eldra, you are an awful innocent, about
anything that doesn't have a breech-action or a recoil-mech-
amism,” she said. “Why do you think the women on this ex-
pedition outmumbered the men seven to five, and why o you
think there were so many obstetricians and pediatricians in
the med. staff? We were sent out to put a human population
on Tarcesh, weren't we? Well, Wt e

HEXEL. o ever going to . . . P” Vamis began.
“Won't we ever see anybody else, or do anything but Jus live
here, ke animal, without machines or ground-cars or aie
eraft " Then she b b bi

e e T
covered with loose earth during the explosion, laid it down
and went to Varnis, putting her arm around the other girl and
comforting her. Kalvar Dard picked up the carbine she had
laid down,

(ow, let’s see,” he began. “We have two heavy riffes, six
carbmcs, and eight pistols, and these two bags of bombs. How
much ammunition, counting what's in our belts, do we have?”

e i e e oy
ing in the task, as he had hoped she would. There were over
two thousand rounds for the pistols, better than fifteen hun-
dred for the carbines, and four hundred for the two big-game
guns. They had some spare clothing, mostly space-suit under-
garments, enough bed-robes, one hand-axe, two flashlights, a
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first-aid kit, and three atomic lighters. Each one had a com-
bat-dagger. There was enough tinned food for about a w
“Well have to begin looking for game and edible plants,
right away,” Glav considered. “I suppose there is game, o
some sort; but our ammunition won't last forever.”
“We'll have to make it last as long as we can; and we'll have
to begin improvising weapons,” Dard told him. “Throwing-

use chipped stone. Ao, we can learn to make snares and
traps, after we leam the habits of the animals on this planet.
By the time the ammunition's gone, we ought to have learne
to do without firearms.”

“Think we ought to camp herc?”

Ralvax D shook: his hear, “No. wood bere for Fusl ane)
the blast will h.we scared away all the game. We'd better go
upstream; if we go down, well find the water roiled with
0 sad it to disk. And I the game on this planet behavo
like the game-herds on the wastelands of Doorsha, they'll run
for high ground when frightened.”

Varnis rose from where she had been sitting. Having mas-
tered her emotions, she was making a deliberate effort to
show it

“Let’s make up packs out of this stuff,” she suggested. “We
can use the bedding and spare clothing to bundle up the
food and ammunition.”

They made up packs and slung them, then climbed out of
the gully. Off to the left, the grass was burning in a wide
circle around the crater left by the explosion of the rocket-
boat. Kalvar Dard, carrying one of the heavy rifles, took the
lead, Beside and a little behind him, Analea walked, her
carbine ready. Clay, with the other heavy rifle, brought up in
the rear, with Olva covering for him, and between, the other
girls walked, two and two.

Ahead, on the far horizon, was a_distance-blue line of
‘mountains, The little company turned their faces toward them
and moved slowly away, across the empty sea of gras
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3

They had been walking, now, for five years, Kalvar Dard
still led, the heavy rifle cradled in the crook of his left arm
“and a sack of bombs slung from his shoulder, his eyes forever
shifting to right and left searching for hidden danger. The
clothes in which he had jumped from the rocket-boat were
patched and ragged; his shoes had been replaced by high
laced buskins of smoke-tanned hide. He was bearded, now,
and his hair had been roughly trimmed with the edge of his

agger.

Anclea still walked beside him, but her carbine was slung,
and she carried three spears with chipped flint heads; one
heavy weapon, to be thrown by hand or used for stabbing,
and two light jayelins to be thrown with the aid of the hooked
throwing-stick Glav had invented. Beside her trudged a four-
vear old boy, hers and Dard's, and on her back, in a fur-lined
net bag, she carried their six-month-old baby.

To the rear, Glav stll kept his place with the other big=
game gun, and Olva walked beside him with carbine and
spears; in front of them, their three-year-old daughter tod-
dled. Between vanguard and rearguard, the rest of the party
walked: Varnis, carrying her baby on her back, and Dorita,
carrying a baby and leading two other children. The baby on
her back had cost the life of Kyna in childbirth; one of the
others had been left motherless when Eldra had been killed
by the Hairy People.

That had been two years ago, in the winter when they had
used one of their two demolition-bombs to blast open a cavern
in the mountains. It had been a hard winter; two children
had died, then—Kyna’s firstborn, and the little son of Kalvar
Dard and Dorita. It had been their first encounter with the
Hairy People, too.

Eldra had gone outside the cave with one of the skin water-
bags, to fll it at the spring. It had been after sunset, but she
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had caried her pistol, and no one had though of danger -
il they heard the two quick shots, and the scream, They
all rushed out,to fid fous shaggy, manlike things tearing at
Eldra with hands and tecth, another lying dead, and a sisth
b it o b e
‘There had been a quick flurry of shots that had felled all four
of the assailants, and Seldar Glav had finished the wounded
creature with his dagger, but Eldra was dead. They had built
a caim of stones over her body, as they had done over the
bodies of the two children killed by the cold. But, after an
examination to see what sort of things they were, they had
tumbled the bodies of the Hairy People over the cliff, These
had been too bestial to bury as befitted human dead, but too
manlike to skin and eat as gam

Since then, they had oftem found fraces of the Hairy Peogle,
and when they met with them, they killed them without
mercy. These were great shambling parodies of humanity,
long-armed, short-legged, twice as heavy as men, with close-
set reddish eyes and heavy bone-crushing jaws. They may
have been incredibly debased humans, or perhaps beasts on
the very threshold of manhood. From what he had scen of
conditions on this planet, Kalvar Dard suspected the latter to
be the case. In a million or so years, they might evolve into
something like humanity: Alteady,the Hairy ones had leamed
the use of fire, and of chipped crude stone implemen
mostly heavy triangular hoppers to be vaed i the el it
out helve

Twice, after that night, the Hairy People had attacked
them—once while they were on the march, and once in camp.
Both assaults had been beaten off without loss to themselves,
but at cot of precious ammuniton. Once they had canght a
Dand of ten of them swimming a river on logs; they had
1 1 0F B the ekt thoir s, Opa
when Kalvar Dard and Analea had been scouting alone, they.
Tad come upon a dozen of them huddled around a fire and

band of Hairy People hunted them for two days, but only
twice had they come close, and both times, a single shot had
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sent them all scampering. That had been after the bombing of

e group around the fire, Dard was convinced that the be-
ings possessed the rudiments of a language, enough to com-
municate a few simple ideas, such as the fact that this lttle
it e odlharo 0 et

There were Hairy People about now; for the past five days,
moving northward through the forest to the open grasslands,
the people of Kalvar Dard had found traces of them. Now, as
they came out among the seedling growth at the edge of the
open plains, everybody was on the alert.

They emerged from the big trees and stopped among the
young growth, ooking out into the open county. Abouta ile
away, a herd of game was grazing slowly westward. In the
distance, they Tooked like the lttle horse-Jike things, no higher
than a man's waist and heavily maned and bearded, that had.
been one of their most important sources of meat. For the ten
thousandth time, Dard wished, as he strained his eyes, that
somebody had thought to secure @ pair of binoculars when
they had abandoned the rocket-boat. He studied the grazing
herd for a long time.

The scedling pines estended almost to the game-herd a
would offer concealment for the approach, but the animals
were grazing into the wind, and their scent was rmuch keener

an their vision. This would prelude one of their favorite
Iunting techniqucs that of lrking in the bigh gruss ahead of
the quarry. It had Tained heavily in the past few days, and
the undermat of dead grass was soaked, making a fire hunt
. Katiew D oy ke il liaiik it
casy carbine-shot, but he was unwilling to use cartridges on
game; and in view of the proximity of Hairy People, he did
not want to divide his band fora drive hunt

“Wha's the scheme?” Anelea asked him, realizing the p
lem as well as he did. “Do we try to take them [yt

¢l take them from an angle,” he decided. “We'll start
from here and work in, closing on them at the rear of the herd.
Unless the wind shifts on us, we ought to get within spear-cast.
You and I will use the spears; Vamnis can come along and cover
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for us with a carbine. lav, you and Olva and Dorita stay here
with the children and the packs. Keep a sharp lookout; Hairy
People around, somewhere.” He unslung his rifle and ex-
changed it for Olva's spears. “We can only eat about two of
them befor the meat begins to spoi, but kil all you can,”
he told Analea; “we need the sk

e et b ol e el o sastious s 18
As long as the grassland was dotted with young trees, they
walked upright, making good time, but the last five hundred
yards they had to crawl, stopping often to check the win
while the horse-herd drifted slowly by. Then they were di-
xectly behind the hexd with the wind in their faces, and they
advanced more rapid]

“Closo enonght” e whispered to Analea.

2Yes; T takingthe ane thats lagsinga ltle behind.”

“Im taking the one on the Iet of it Kalvar Dard fitted &
javelin to the hook of his throwing-stick. “Ready? Ne

He leaped to his feet, drawing back o o e i
ing,the throwing stik giving added velciy to the spea. Be-

de him, he was conscious of Analea rising and propelling her
e S d pony in the chesy
it stumbled and fell forward to its front knees. He snatched
another light spear, set it on the hook of the stick and darted
it at another horse, which reared, biting at the spear with its
teeth. Grabbing the heavy stabbing-spear, he ran forward,
Sinishing it off with a heart-thrust. As he did, Varnis slung her
carbine, snatched a stone-headed throwing axe from her belt,
and knocked down another horse, then ran forward with her
dagger to finish it

By this time, the herd, alarmed, had stampeded and was
galloping away, leaving the dead and dying behind. He and
Analea had each killed two; with the one Varnis had knocked
down, that made five. Using his dagger, he finished off one
that was still kicking on the ground, and then began pulling
out the throwing-spears. The girls, shouting in unison, were
announcing the successful completion of the hunt; Glay, Olva,
and Dorita were coming forward with the children.
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It was sunset by the time they had finished the work of
skinning and cutting up the horses and had carried the hide-
wrapped bundles of meat to the little brook where they had
intended camping. There was firewood to be gathered, and
the meal to be cooked, and they were all tired.

" “We can't do this very often, any more,” Kalvar Dard told
them, “but we might as well, tonight, Don't bother rubbing
sticks for fire; T'll use the lighter.”

He got it from a pouch on his belt—a small, gold-plated,
atomic lighter, bearing the crest of his old regiment of the
Frontier Guards. It was the last one they had, in working
order. Piling a handful of dry splinters under the firewood, he
held the lighter to it, pressed the activator, and watched the
fire eat into the wood.

The greatest achievement of man’s civilization, the mastery
of the basic, cosmic, power of the atom—being used to kindle
a fire of natural fuel, to cook unseasoned meat killed with
stone-tipped spears. Dard looked sadly at the twinkling little
gadget, then slipped it back into its pouch. Soon it would
worn out, like the other two, and then they would gain fire
only by rubbing dry sticks, or hacking sparks from bits of flint
or pyrites. Soon, too, the last cartridge would be fired, and
then they would perforce depend for protection, as they were.
already doing for food, upon their spears.

And they were 5o helpless. Six adults, burdened with seven
Jittle children, all of them requiring care and watchfulness. If
the cartridges could only be made to last until they were old
enough to fend for themselves . . . If they could avoid colli-
sions with the Hairy People . . . Some day, they would be
‘numerous enough for effective mutual protection and support;
some day, the ratio of helpless children to able adults would
redress itself. Until then, all that they could do would be to
survive; day after day, they must follow the game-herds.

4

Tor twenty years, now, they had been following the game.
Winters had come, with driving snow, forcing horses and deer
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into the woods, and the little band of humans to the protection
of mountain caves. Springtime followed, with fresh grass on
the plains and plenty of meat for the people of Kalvar Dard.
Autumns followed summers, with fire-hunts, and the smoking.
and curing of meat and hides. Winters followed autumns, and
springtimes came again, and thus until the twentieth year after
the landing of the rocket-boat.

Kalvar Dar walked in the lead, his hair and beard
flecked with gray, but he no longer carried the heavy rifle;
the last cartridge for that had been fired long ago. He carried
the hand-axe, fitted with a long helve, and a spear with a
steel head that had been worked painfully from the receiver
of a uscless carbine. He still had his pistol, with eight car-
tridges in the magazine, and his dagger, and the bomb-bag,
containing the big demolition-bomb and one grenade. The
last shred of clothing from the ship was gone, now; he was
clad in a sleeveless tunic of skin and horschide buskins.

Analea no longer walked beside him; eight years before,
she had broken her back in a fall. It had been impossible to
move her, and she stabbed herself with her dagger to save
a cartridge. Seldar Glay had broken through the ice while
crossing a river, and had lost his rifle; the next day he died
of the chill he had taken. Olva had been killed by the Hairy
People, the night they had attacked the camp, when Varnis’
child had been killed.

They had beaten off that attack, shot or speared ten of the
huge submen, and the next moming they buried their dead
after their custom, under caims of stone. Varnis had watched
the burial of her child with blank, uncomprehending eyes,
then she had turned to Kalvar Dard and said something that
lad borrifed i more than any wild outburst of grief could

L n, Dard; what are we doing this for? You prom-
ol e e be od L
and machines, and llsorts ofLovely things to at and wear. T
don'tlike this place, Dard; I want o go to
From that day on, she had SR, memful darkness.
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She had ot been idiotic, or raving mad; she had just escaped
from a reality that she could no longer bear.

Varnis, lost in her dream-world, and Dorita, hard-faced and
haggard, were the only ones left, beside Kalvar Dard, of the
original cight. But the band had grown, meanwhile, to more
*than fifteen. In the rear, in Seldar Glav’s old place, the son of
Kalvar Dard and Analca walked. Like his father, he wore a
pistol, for which he had six rounds, and a dagger, and in his

o carried a stone-headed killing-maul with a three-foot
handle which he had made for himself. The woman who

infant child, The first Tarceshan born of Tareeshan parents;
Kalvar Dard often looked at his lttle grandchild during nights
in camp and days on the trail, seeing, in that tiny fur-swaddled
morsel of humanity, the meaning and purpose of all that he
did. Of the older girls, one or two were already pregnant,
now; this tiny threatened beachhead of humanity was expand-
ing, gaining strength. Long after man had died out on Doorsha
and the dying planet itself had become an arid waste, the
Brogeny of this it band would continue to grow and 1o
dominate the younger planet, nearer the sun. Some day, an
even mightier ivilization than the oo B had Tafe would

All day, the trail had wound upward into the mountains.
Great cliffs loomed above them, and little streams spumed and
dashed in rocky gorges below. All day, the Hairy People had
followed, fearful to_approach too close, unwilling to allow
their enemics to escape. It had started when they had rushed
the camp, at daybreak; they had been beaten off, at cost of
almost all the ammunition, and the death of one child. No
sooner had the tribe of Kalvar Dard taken the trail, however,
than they had been pressing after them. Dard had determined
to cross the mountains, and had led his people up a game-trai,
leading toward the notch of a pass high against the skyline.

‘The shaggy ape-things seemed to have divined his purpose.
Once or twice, he had scen hairy brown shapes dodging
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among the ocks and stuned'tres o the let. They were try-
ing to reach the pass ahead of him. Well, if they did
v ot e e
his son's, and Dorita’s, with eight, and six, and seven rounds.
One grenade, and the big demolition bomb, too powerful to
be thrown by hand, but which could be set for delayed ex-
plosion and dropped over a cliff or left behind to explode
among pursuer. Five stel daggers, and plenty of spears and
slings and axes. Himself, his son and his son’s woman, Dorita,
B i e boys and girls, who would make
effective front-Jine fighters. And Varnis, who might come out
of her private dream-world long enough to give account for
herself, and even the tiniest of the walking children could
throw stones or light spears. Yes, they could force the pass, if
the Hairy People reached it ahead of them, and then seal it
shut with the heavy bomb. What Iay on the other side, he did
not know; he wondered how much game there would be, and
i there were Hairy People on that side, too.

Two shots slammed quickly behind him. He dropped his
ase and took a two-hand grip on his stabbing-spear as he
turned. His son was hurrying forward, his pistol drawn, glanc-
ing behind as he came.

“Hairy People. Four,” he reported. “I shot two; she threw a
spear and Kl snother, The other an.

‘The daughter of Seldar Glay and Olva nodded in agree-
ment

T had no time to throw again,” she said, “and Bo-Bo would
not shoot the one that ran.”

Kalvar Dard's son, who had no other name than the
his mother had callod hir us a ebild, defended himself, “He
was running away. It s the rule: use bulets only t0 save life,
where a spear will not seroe.”

Kalvar Dard nodded. “You did right, son,” he said, taking
out his v pistol and semoving tho mazine, from which he

extracted two cartridges. “Load these into your pistol; four
e
rear, keep the little ones moving, and don't let Vamis get
hind.”
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“That s right. We must all look out for Varnis, and take care
o e the boy rected obediently. “That i therule.
e dropped to the rear. Kalvar Dard holstered his pistol
iy T ea o oo oy e
They were ollowing  ledgo, now: on the let, there wss &
‘sheer drop of several hundred feet, and on the right a cliff
B Lo e woulog it nd e s et
slanted upward. Dard was worried about the ledge if it came
to an end, they would all be trapped. No one would escape.
He suddenly felt old and unutterably weary. It was a frightful
wweight that he bore—responsibility for an entire race.

Suddenly, behind

im, Dorita fired her pistol upward. Dard

Hairy People; the boy fired, and the stone fell allat once.

It was a heavy stone, half as big as a man’s torso, and it al-
mcst missed Kaivar Dael. I it had hit him dicoctly IE woul
Bave killed him nstanly, mashing him to a bloody pulp; as it
was, he was knocked flat, the stone pinning his leg:

Pt shats & Ty Hody loteted ey L1 8
Jedge. Bo-Bo’s worman instantly ran it through with one of her
spears. The ater ape thing, the ane Dorita had shot, was tll
Elinging 4 ock above o of the clilareh scampered
55 e peinid i omeatialy sesescniia ke Hetbcranind
Bt aonl bme of the tller sira got the Took off Kalyar DaRA
legs and tried to help him to his feet, but he collapsed, unable
tostand. Both his legs were broken.

This was it, he thought, sinking back, “Dorita, T want you
to run ahead and sce what the trail's like,” he said. “See if the
ledge is passable. And find a place, not too far ahead, where
we can block the trail by exploding that demolition-bomb. It
has to be close enough for a couple of you to carry or drag me
and get me there in one piece.”

“What are g going to do?”

“What do you think?” he retorted. “ have both legs broken.

G0t oy e ity 8 o 69, iyl el S
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kill us all. T have to stay behind; T'll block the trail behind
vou, and get as many of them as I can, while I'm at it. Now,

She nodded. “I'l be back as soon as I can,” she agreed.
The others were crowding around Dard. Bo-Bo bent over
perplexed and worried. “What are you going to do,
father?” he asked. “You are hurt, Are you going to g0 away
it el S e

‘Yes, son; L'l have to. You carry me on ahead a little, when
Dorita gets back, and leave me where she shows you to. I'm
g o stay behind and blck the trail, and kil a few Hairy

eaple. I'll use the big bomb.”

B big bomb? The one nobody dares throw?” The boy
Tooked at his father in wonder.

“That's right. Now, when you leave me, take the others and
get away as fast as you can. Don't stop till you're up to the
pass. Take my pistol and dagger, and the axe and the big
spear, and take the little bomb, too. Take everything T have,
only leavethebig bomb with me, Il ned tha,

Dorita rejoined ther erc’s a waterfall ahead. We can
il o the pass, The way/h e and caby:
if you put off the bomb just this side of it, you'l start a rock-
slide that'l block everything.”

“All right. Pick me up, a couple of you. Don't take hold of
me below the knees. And hurry.”

A hairy shape appeared on the ledge below them; one
the older bovs used his throwing:stick to drive a javelin ik
it. Two of the girls picked up Dary
gathered up the big spear and the axe e ha bag.

‘They hurried forward, picking their way along the top of a
talus of rubble at the foot of the cliff, and came to where
§io gushed out of a narrow gorge. The air was wet with

Dard looked around; Dorita had chosen:the spot well. Not
even a sure-footed mountain-goat could make the ascent, once
thatgorge was blocked.

‘All right; put me down here,” he directed. “Bo-Bo, take
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my belt, and give me the big bomb. You have one light gre-
nades o ow touse
“Of course, you have often showed me. T turn the top, and
then pres i the ltle thing on the side, and bld it in 4l T
hrow. T throw it at least a spear-cast, and drop to the ground
e oliaTamothin ng.”

“That’s right. And use it only in greatest danger, to save
verybody. Spate your cartridges; use them only o save e
And save everything of metal, no matter how smal

“Yes. Those are the rules. 1 will follow (hLm and so will
the others. And we will always take care of Vay

L oo s e e T “Now get
every hudy out of here; don't stop till you're at the pass.”

You're not staying behind!” Varis cried, “Dard, you prom-
ised us! I remember, when we were all in the ship together—
you and I and Analea and Olva and Dorita and Eldra and,
oh, what was that other girl’s name, Kynal And we were all
having such a nice time, and you were telling us how we'd all
come to Tareesh, and we were having such fun talking sbout

its right, Vamis,” he agreed. “And so I will. T have
something to do, here, but 1l meet you on top of the moun-
tain, after I'm through, and in the moming we'll all go to
Tarcesh.”

She smiled-the gente, childike amile of the hucplesdly
mad—and turned away. The son of Kalvar Dard ma
e way, and g he,
too, turned and followed them, leaving Dard alone.

Alone, with a bomb and a task. He'd bome. dm task for
twenty years, nows in a few minutes, it would led, with
oy Nt Tio tied e Tatbo oo e

ere so many things he might have done, if he had tried
li.\rden Metals, for instance. Somewhere there surely must be

which they eould have mmeliad, but e had never S

em, ‘might have tried catching some of the lttle
s Lhey Tucted for Food, to break and. haia to beas bure
dens. And the alphabet—why hadn't he taught it to Bo-Bo
and the daughter of Seldar Glav, and laid on them an obli-
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gation to teach the others? And the grass-seeds they used for
making flour sometimes; they should have planted fields of
the better kinds, and patches of edible roots, and returned at
the proper time to harvest them. There werc so many things,
things that none of those young savages or their children
R

Something was moving among the rocks, a hundred yards

another, and another. One rose from behind a rock and came
forward at a shambling run, making bestial sounds. Then two
more lumbered into sight, and in a moment the ravine was
alive with them. They were almost upon him when Kalvar
Dard pressed in the thumbpiece of the bomb; they were
clutching at him when he released it, He felt a slight jar . . .

When they reached the pass, they all stopped as the son
of Kalvar Dard tumed and looked back. Dorita stood beside
‘him, looking toward the waterfall too; she also knew what was
about to happen. The others merely gaped in blank incom-
‘prehension, or grasped their weapons, thinking that the enemy
was pressing close behind and that they were making a stan¢
here. A few of the smaller boys and girls began picking up
stones.

‘Then a tiny pin-point of brilliance winked, just below where
the snow-fed stream vanished into the gorge. That was all, for
an instant, and then a great fire-shot cloud swirled upward,
ek e
any sound any of them except Dorita and Varnis had cver
heard before.

“He Qi il Doritasaid sofly.

Yes, he did it. My father was a brave man,” Bo-Bo re-
plied. “Weare m(c, now.”

Varnis, shocked by the explosion, tumed and stared at him,
and then she laughed happily. “Why, there you are, Dard!
she exclaimed. “I was wondering where you'd gone. What did
youdo, after we left?”
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“What do you mean?” The boy was puzzled, not knowing
how much he looked like his father, when his father had been
an officer of the Frontier Guards, twenty years before.

His puzzlement worried Varnis vaguely. “You . . . You are
Dard, aren't you?” she asked. “But thats silly; of course you're
Dard! Who else could you be?”

“Yes, I am Dard,” the boy said, remembering that it was the
Tule for everybody to be kind to Vamis and to pretend to
agree with her. Then another thought struck him. His shoul-
ders straightened. “Yes. I am Dard, son of Dard,” he told them
all. “Ilead, now. Does anybody say no?”

He shifted his axe and spear to his left hand and laid his
sight hand on the butt of his pistol, looking sternly at Dorita.
1f any of them tried to dispute his claim, it would be she. But
instead, she gave him the nearest thing to a real smile that had
crossed her face in years,

“Youare Dard,” she told him; “youlead us, now.”

“But of course Dard leads! Hasn't he always led us?” Varnis
wanted to know. “Then what’s all the argument about? And
tomorrow he's going to take us to Tareesh, and well have
houses and ground-cars and aircraft and gardens and lights,
G581l tho lovely thinga wo wan, Aves'tyov. Dael

“Yes, Varnis; I will take you all to Tareesh, to all the won-
derful things,” Dard, son of Dard, promised, for such was the
rule about Vamnis.

Then he looked down from the pass into the country by
B Thers vl it e i
a wide blue valley, and, beyond that, distant peaks reare
jaggedly against the sky. He pomlcd with his father’s axe.

“We go down that way,” he said.

So they went, down, and on, and on, and on, The last
cartridge was fired; the last sliver of Doorshan metal wore out
or rusted away. By then, however, they had learned to mal

chipped stone, and bone, and reindeer-horn, serve their needs.
Century after century, millennium after millennium, they fol-
lowed the game-herds from birth to death, and birth replen-



286 SHADOW OF TOMORROW

ished their numbers faster than death depleted. Bands grew
in numbers and split; young men rebelled against the rule of
the old and took their women and children elscwhere.

. They hunted down the hairy Neanderthalers and exter,

nated them ruthlessly, the origin of their implacable hatred
s e e
fused, way that one remembers a dream, was that there had
once been a time of happiness and plenty, and that there was
a goal to which they would some day attain. They left the
mountains—were they the Caucasus? The Alm? The Pamirs?
—and spread outward, conquering as they w

BB it ines el e \\'&\pons and their

erude paintings, i the caves of CroMagnon and Crimaldi

eniza 30, Mas'Asil; the decp layers of Worse. and
s e L feasting-place at
Solutre. We wonder how and whence a race so like our own
came into a world of brutish sub-humans.

Just as we wonder, too, at the network of canals which
radiate from the polar caps of our sister planet, and speculate
on the possibility that they were the work of hands like our
own. And we concoct elaborate jokes about the “Men From
Mars™ourselves.
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ritesare asedentary o, butth wdotes of a number of bombed-
out Nazis during the late war can testify that whilom B-24 pilot
‘_ :

Hal Clement turned out to be an of action. His first
were largely sct on paper between bombard
with the Eighth Ai 5 when, war, asa

high-school science teacher for a while, he began to approach the

popular impresionof the writera o etiring type. But Uncle Sam
ad other plans for Captain Clement, and he’s back in the air

again, figing under such Mghly closifed condiions that it s only
0ssil

o soy hat i has Somering o do wifh, S6em%e BB
But nothing siop Hal Clemens; i the cocyit or in e
he continies to produce such admiable sciene-ftion novels as

Halo

“You pisapporvT me,” the class superintendent said with some

eeling. “I have a personal as well as a professional dislike of
wastefully run farms, and you seem to have funished a prime.
example.” He paused briefly, watching in silence as the
spheroidal forcing beds drifted smoothly about their central
radiator, “Of course, T would be much more sympathetic with
you if your own ill-advised actions were not so largely re-
sponsible for this situation.” He checked his young listener’s
half-uttered protest. “Oh, I realize that youngsters have to
leamn, and experiment is the only source of knowledge; but
why not use the results of other people’s experiments? This
Sort of thing has happened before, I think you'll find.”

HALO by ial Clement. Copyright, 1853, by Galaxy Publishing
Corp.; reprinted by permission of the author.
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1 didn't know.” The answier was sullen despite the grudg-
ing respect, “How was I supposed tof

"bid et e e Tt o has

“I can’t imagine what the primary teachers do
By R e R e
you had some qualifications and even a bit of promise in agri-
e T e
supervision for a few years. Am I to assume that you became
dissatisfied with the yield of this farm?”

“Of course, Why else study agriculture?”

“Until you can answer that for yourself, T won't try to. Tell
me in detail what you did. Did you try to step up the output
of the central radiator?”

“What do you think I am?” The younger beings indigna-
tion flared abruptly.

The other remained calm and exhibited faint traces of
amusement, permitting the feeling to_ show in his answer
rather more plainly than was srictly tactf

“Don't boil your crust off. You might not be able to spare it

time you go in to harvest. People still do try the stunt T
mentioned, you know. Every now and then it works for some-
one ater a fashion, so the rest feel its still worth trying. I it
wasn't that, just what did you do? You're missing a culture
unit, if I remember this solar system correctly.”

‘The student took a moment to find just the right words.
“One of the Iots scemed to be practically ideal. When it first
solidified, it was just far enough from the radiator and just
lisge enough to rotin a thin surface lm of light clement

it responded beautifully to culturing with water-base
i IR colder ones, by the way, 1 had good Tuck
with ammonia cultures.

“Quite possible, in that sort of bed. I noticed a couple of
them wero bar, though. Was that anotherseslt of tis ex
periment of your

o Indiecl, Jes.” The young farmer looked a trifle appre:

ive. “There was another plot, a good deal farther out and
o ‘my 1deal one. But it was too hot for ammonia
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wihs and too small to furnish the pressure they seem to
Siei—ct loas the phes Tin fammiliae With." The sdldiflm wak
made hastily.

“I judged that it should have a good supply of food ele-
ments, cooling where it did; and since it wasn't doing well
here it was, I thought it would be a good idea to move it
farther

i e oot et

“Just how did you decide to go about that? The energy in-
volved would have demanded several times the mass of your
own body, even with total conversion-which I can't believe
you've mastered.”

don't suppose I have. It seemed to me that the unit itself
couldfurish the mass without serigusoss, though”
Tsee.” The comment was grim. *

“Well, I went in and set up a conversion reaction. I touched
it off as well as T could on the forward side of the unit, though
that was s litle hard to arrango-the thing was spinning Ik
mad, as most of them do. Maybe that was the reason I let
QI 5 iosks 45 o velUe) o aybe i e o R
as massive as T had thought.”

ncan you were uncertain of its mass? Is something
wrong with your perceptive hm]ucs as well as your judg-
menttJusthow ol are you,anyy
e sullofness, which hadl began fo depart from
0 o s il p s T
in full strength. The questioner noted it and realized that he
was not being as tactful as he might be; but under the cir-
cumstances he felt entitled to a lttle emotion.
“Fifteen years on what scal
“Local—this furnace, around the mass-center of the system.
“Hmph. Continue;

“Most of the sphere was volatilized, and most of what
wasn't was blown cumplc(ely out of the system's gravitational
influence. The rest-well, it’s stll circling the furnace in quite
Rt S et et

There was a pause while the nearly useless outermost unit
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swung beneath the two speakers, then on to the far side of
the glowing sphere of gas that held it with unbreakable fingers
of grsity. The supervisor was notsctualy bailng-that would
be difficult even for a body composed largely of metha
oxygen, and similar solids when it s at a temperature of e
half a degree absolute—but his temper was simmering. After
2moment he spoke again.

“Let me get this straight. You sent a slave with a message
that your farm had gotten out of hand and that you would
Jike advice. Am I to understand that you spent so much time
Tuining one of your units that some of the others developed
cultur variations whose taste didt appesl to you? T'm araid
my sympathy grows rapidly les

1% not that 1 don like the stuff; its that T car't eat it”
The youngster must have been angry, too; there was no other
imaginable reason why he should have made a statement at

nce so in fact and so misleading in implication. The
mpermtenden( swallowing the implication whole, permitted
mper

“You can't eat it? That is really too bad. Pardon mo while
1 g0 to sample some of this repulsive chemical—or perhaps
you would like to come along and show me what you have
been eating. There is hardly enough drift in this area to sup-
port you, particularly with a decentsized crew of slaves. What
eding them? Perhaps you ought to let some-
one else take over this farm and get yourself a research job
out in one of the drift clouds, soaking up your nourishment
m a haze of free atoms ten parsees across for a fow years.
You youngsters!”
“Ive been cating from the ammonia units. So have the

laves!
“Very well, then I shall look over your water culture, which
by elimination must be the one that's been giving trouble:
On second thought, you needn't come along. It's the third plot
from th fomace. T can find my way.” He moverl of abrupty,
not even waiting for an an:
iR
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simply because of his own childish loss of temper, lot him
go without a word of warning.

It might, of course, have made no difference if he had
spoken. The superintendent was annoyed, too, and might un-
derstandably have chosen to ignore his junior. His attention,
“as he permited himsel to fll toward the central radator,
was divided between his own irritation of
the various plot. Only gradually did e lntter foelng pres

lominate.

e had to admit the outermost was too cold for much
chemical action except actual life processes which were too
slow to be useful. The fuct that the s he had left
above had induced anything at all t least
o i th bis crodit Tt g Beskicnly onco while B
faling by it orbit. Though s graity-given speed as slow,
its speed was slower—and it had farther to g

The next fwo, e had noted e wera. bare, of sefal

rowths. He remembered now that the student had admitted
this fact to be an indirect result of his experiment. The superin-
tendent could not see the conncetion. The plots themselves,
on closer inspection, seemed physically undamaged, and the
student himself could not possibly have eaten them both
clean, no matter what his hunger. Of course, a crowd of slaves
might—but he was not going to accuse anybody yet of letting
slaves get that far out from under control. They were not even
allowed to approach a culture plot in person, being fed from
its produce by their master.

The plots themselves were large bodics, though not the
largest in the system, with their solid bulks veiled under mile
after mile of hydrogen compounds, The superintendent’s
senses probed in vain for the enormously complex compounds
that were the preferred food of his kind. Several much smaller

odies were gravitating about each of these plots, but none
was large enough to hold the light elements in the liquid or
gaseous form necessary for food culture.

The next unit had the merit of interesting appearance, if
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nothing else. In addition to the more or less standard quota of
bodies eircling it it possessed a regular halo of minute parti-
cles traveling in 3 soldly ntervoven maze of orbits jut out-

tendent paused to take a sample, and had to admit that once
again the youngster had not done too badly.

His temper cooling, he rode the farm plot most of the way
around its orbit, taking an occasional taste and growing
calmer by the moment. By the time he left the limits of his
atmosphere, he was almost his normal sc

This, however, did not last long enough even for him to get

rop toward the Sun. He had slanted some distance inwa
and fallen well behind the ringed sphere when his attention

was drawn to another, much smaller object well to one side
of hisline of flight.

Physically, khers was little remarkable about it. [( was less

seription, there was nothing remarkable about it, but it seized
and held the superintendent’s puzzled attention. Off his
planned course though it was, he swung toward it, wonder-
ing, The student had mentioned no friends or co-workers—

Gradually, details grew clearer and the superintendent’s
feelings grew grimmer. He did not like to believe what he
saw, but the evidence was crowding in.

“Help! Please help! Master!”

‘The bubble of horror burst, and one of anger grew in its
place. Not one of his own kind, injured or dying and an ob-
fect of temor and xevulsion thereby; this thing was a slave. A
slave, moreover, well within the limits of the farm, where it
B h e 1 it pidieloas s bt
call on him for help!
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are you doing here?” The superintendent sent the

question crackling along a tight beam toward the apparently
Belpless creature. “Did you enter this region without orders?”

“No, Master. Twas. . . ordered.”

2By 'whomp What happencd to you? Speak more dearly”

“By—I cannot, Master. Help me!” The irregular flickering
of the slave’s auroral halo lmglnened fithuly with the effort of
radiating speech.

Dnsympa[hclm 25 the superintendent normally was to such

. he realized that help mu e were to
B e Caniatiog - dutine Toslivg ot seorimni
he moved up beside the slave to investigate its injuries. He
expected, naturally, to find the visible results of a thorough
ion-lashing, that being the principal occupational hazard
faced by the slaves; but what he actually saw almost made
‘him forget his anger.

The unfortunate creature’s outer crust was pitted—dotted
and cratered with a pattern of circular holes which resembled
nothing the superintendent had ever encountered. He knew.
the long, shallow scars of an ionlashing and the broad,
B s e e o e criatof Gnaph ey T
when close exposure to a sun had boiled away portions of his
mass. These marks, however, looked almost as though the
slave had been exposed to a pelting by granules of solid mat-

A ridiculous thought, of course. The stupidest slave could
detect and avoid the occasional bits of rock and metal which
were encountered in the interstellar void. After all, they had
the same sensory equipment and physical powers as the mas-
ters. An unprejudiced judge might even have said they were
of the same species as the masters.

Whatever had caused the creature’s injury, there was little
that could be done for it. Grudgingly, inspired far more by
curiosity than by sympathy, the superintendent did that little,
supplying hydrocarbons and other organic matter lately
skimmed from theringed lanet

Food, however, was not enough. Bis of extrancous metal
were imbedded in its body, altering the precise pattern of
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charged metal nodes that spelled life to these beings. Some
of its own fed nodes had apparently been chipped or blown

bulk had long since been consumed or had evaporated.
iere was no doubt that it was dying. But there was some.

chance that it might gain strength enough to impart infor-
mation f it were fed. It was—sparingly; of co

B s e e el
superintendent explained without brutalit

“Certainly not, Master,” the slave agreed without resent-
ment.

“What happened to you?” the superintendent repeated,

e slave was in no condition to be coherent; but a lifctime of
conditioning brought some order o s agony ~dazed mind, and
itanswe

e e b
symbols came haltingly, but with sufficient clarity to be un-
mistakable, shocking as their implication was.

S0 the student had trusted slaves near a food supply! Per-
haps that accounted for the two stripped planets.

“You went to harvest when a young fool like this orders it?”

He was @ master, and he gave the order, Many of us went;
many o wve been going for years m returning,
g 3k i 1o Mbitest Lot i andessd ey RABGA

B e
Here whether it was better to disobey a Prime Order or a
young master.”
are the frt to come, Master, ss far as T know. And

the young master said w not to speak of this order to
anyone. It is only because you command me to speak that I
do'50 now~—that and the fact that there is little more that he
could do to me, anyway.

The overseer ignored the pointed closing sentence. “You
say many of you have been ordered to do this, but few have
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returned from the errand? What happened to them? What
happened to you?”

“They die. I did not know how; now T suppose it must be—

is way.”
here was a pause, and the supervisor was moved to sar-
* casm. “I suppose they are struck by meteoric particles, as you
seem to have been. Do slaves absorb personal characteristics

such as stupidity from their masters? Could you not dode
the meteors?”

“No, not all of them. The region near the central furnace
has more of such matter than any other place I have ever
scen. Some picces are iron, some are of other matter; but they
cannot be avoided. They strike too hard. They cannot be
absorbed in normal fashion, but simply boil off one’s body
material into_space. The shock is so tremendous that T, at
least, could do nothing toward recovering the material until
it had dissipated beyond hope of salvage. That js the reason
50 much of my mass is gone; it was not merely starvation.

of them have survived—but others did much worse. They
would dive in toward the fumace, and their bodies ol
coms falling buck out injustabout thesape Lan”

stillhe sends his slaves in to harvest?

“Yes, VWe did not do too badly, actually, on the largest
plots; but then he got interested in the others farther in.
After all, they're hotter. He ventured in himsclf almost to the
orbit of the plot that was destroyed—did yon know thatb—
but came out very quickly and sent us on all such joureys

hereaft

“We_or, rther, those who preceded me—cleansd off the
next inner plot, the fourth from the central furnace, fairly
well, though the loss of slaves was high. Then he wanted to
start on the third. I was one of the first to work on this
Project.

“I did not expect to live, of course, after what I had heard
from the others; but the order came, and 1 let myself fall
toward the sun. My orbit passed close to the greatest of the
plots, which the master has been harvesting himself, and
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hoped to strengthen myself with a little food from it as T
passed.”

That confession showed how certain the slave felt of his
own imminent death, as well as the state of demoralization
into which the student’s activities had permitted his servitors
tofall.

“But 1 did not dare take any food when the time came,”
the slave went on fecbly. “As I passed through the region
where the destroyed plot had been, drifting particles began
to grow more numerous. At first there would be an occasional
it of stone o iron, which I could dodge essl. Then they
came in twos and threes, and sometimes I would have to
B e i e et
dozens and clusters, and at last I could avoid them no longer.
Twas struck several times in rapid succession.

“For a moment I almost turned back—I had never dreamed
that anything could feel like that—and then I remembered
the order and went on. And I was struck mun and again,
B =ach {izie the order faded n my mind. 1 reached the
orit of the fourth planct, crossed —and turned out again.
It didn’t seem to help; T was still being pelted. For a time
L e loMimiecion a1 L e
plce near the arbit of the giant planet. That vas where 1
Temembered the order agai

B e e
what to do, or say, or think. Id start back toward the Sun, and
remenber what had happened, and come back out. Then Id
remember the master, and head in again. 1 didn't dare go
out in the cold where he would be waiting. I didn't dare
dive back into that storm of rock and metal from the old fifth
planct. But 1 had to do something. I couldn'tfloat by the
orbit of the Giant Planct forever. He would find me there
sooner or later, and that would be worse than 1 e
out to him. I had to t

‘That word struck the superintendent like a shock. The very
idea of a slave’s thinking—making a decision for himself con-
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corning an action he was to perform—was repugnant to a
member of the dominant race. They preferred to think of
their slaves as mindless creatures relying on their masters for
the necessitis of existence—a comforting fiction that had been
maintained for so many rotations of the Galaxy that its orig-
“inators had come to belicve it themselves. He had suspected
that this particular slve must be an unusual specimen in
‘many ways; now he was sure of it.
1t was this that kept him slnt while the cresturs paused,
visibly collected its waning encrgies, and res the
Ll T gt waathe anwer atae 5T
i particles must have come from the
farm that had been blown up, it seemed likely that their
orbits would be more or less controlled by that and woul
ave at least a slight family resemblance. If 1 were to take
up a powered, nearly elliptical path through that region,
matching velocitics with most of them nstead of falling in 8
practicaly paraboio orbit acoss thir path, I should be able
toavoid the worst of the blows.’

Weakly, the shattered creature shuddered and paused,
mustering strength to continue.

Lbed sbout mads up my mind to try this when 1 deteted
another slave inbound,” it went on, “and it occurred
05 rorwiolo e Vet i oL 1F s i, ot Teask R
other could learn from what had happened. I caught him eas-
ily since he was in free fall and explained the idea. He scemed
viling to follow any suggesion, not thinking for himsclf at
all, so he went wi

“For a whilo 1t Worked) We!got fnsido the crbit of the

fourth planet without being hit more than a fow times cach—
that was harder on me than on him, because I'd already been
hurt quite a lot on the first trip. Into that level, a great deal
of the wreckage is formed of quite large particles, anyway;
i's easy to sce and avoid. Farther in, though, where most of

e heavy stuff either never went or was cleared out by
collision with the inner planets in a few million of their revo-
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Tntions, there was much more extremely fine stuff. It actually
seems to increase in concentration near the sun. Maybe radia-
tion pressure as something to do wi
“Anyway, we began to take a bad beating again. Tt was

little better than before. My idea must have had something
toit, but it still wasn't good. The other slave wasn't used to it,
either, and lost control of himsclf just as 1 had. We were
almost to the third farm plot then, but he must have gone
compleely blind from pain. He apparently never sensed the
food somearby-tha plotis nredibly rih

“He went blundering squarely into another, useless plot
that aceocmpanies the third gne i is o1bit; an abjeck too small
to hold culture material in that temperature range, though
<l several hundred times the diameter of my body or bis.

med it hard, and the energy invol

pletely. The object was pretty well scarred with impact cra-
texs, but he made one of the neatest.

“Twas close enough then to the third planet to start harvest-
ing~at least, I would have been under normal circumstances.
1 tried, but couldn't concentrate on one course of action long
enough, The bombardment was endless. There are simply no
words fo deseribe what it was like. I was not twenty of its
own diameters from the most amazingly rich farm plot I have
ever seen, and was not able to touch a bit of it!

“It had been so long since it was harvested that substances
completely strange to me had developed in its surface layers.
There were carbohydrates, of course, and light-element ox-
ides and carbonates which anyone would expect; but there
were proteins more fantastically complex than anyone could
well imagine. Their emanations nearly drove me They
must have been building up and breaking down at incredible
speed at that temperature—I had quite an atmosphere out, as
a result of boiling off surface matter to use up incoming
radiant energy—and they had evolved to an unheard-of de-
gree. And Tcouldn't get a tastel

“I could sense them, though, and in spite of the pain of the




HALO 299

metcor bombardment, I stayed near the planet, vacillating as
1 had done before, for a couple of hundred of its trips around
the Sun. That may seem like a short time, but it was long
enough to ruin my body past saving. It was only when my
senses began to fail that I was able to turn away from it and
fight my way out this far. I just managed to gt into a stable
orbit that would keep me clear of that hellish halo of planet
fragments, and every now and then I succeeded in mustering
enough energy to call for help, but T knew it was useless. Even
had you come much sooner, it would still have been too late
or me.

“I live to wamn you, however. Do not go within the orbit of
the old fifth plans t cven ook within i, for If you sense
what lies on that unharvested third world, ill be drawn
R e S

e lave Sl clent, . the sopecintendent ponderedil
tale as they drfted on about the Sun. He could g, ofhand,
think of any adequate punishment for the student whose
B e oF Y20 boighi about it cate of s IR
eruelty of ordering endless crowds of slaves to nearly certain
death did not affect him particulrly; but the waste o t did,
very much. To him the thought of hundreds of ifcless bodics
drifting endlessly about (he S\m boiling off a little f
their masses with each perihel
left but a loose collection of high m#hw\a point pebbles, was
a painful picture of economic loss. The fact that the best
LR e
was also to be considered, and the driving of at least one
slave to the extreme of thinking for himself was not to be
ignored

Of course, everything should be checked before confront-
ing the student with such charges. Only the last, after all,
could be considered as yet a matter of objective knowledge.

The overseer moved abruptly away from the slave—Sun-
ward. The dying creature, sceing him depart, called once
more for aid, and was silenced instantly and permanently by
a slashing beam of ons. For an instant the overseer regretted
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the impulsive act—not from gratitude for the waming, to
which he attached little weight and which was part of a
slave’s duty, but simply because it was impulsive rather than
reasoned. But then he reflected that the creature could prob-
ably not have told much more anyway, even if it had survived
until his return

He was in no hurry. He let the gravity of the central fur-
nace draw him in to the orbit of the Giant Planet, his senses
covering the half-billion-mile sphere of space ahead where
death was reputed to lurk.

At this range, all seemed innocuous. He watched the inner
planets circling rapidly in their paths—even the giant one
made most of a revolution during his fall-and noted that the
slave had spoken the truth about a companion body to the
third planet. But space seemed otherwise empty.

He did not completely abandon caution, however, What
i over sl t laves olght e icasventent ‘o syt
dangerous to a master.

He stopped at the fith planet’s orbit and began o more
minute examinationofthat suspicous volume of spac

The small Bodies were there, al ight, Thousands of them
even though he was ot trying to deteet anyihing less than &
twentieth of his own diameter. They did show a rather vague
preference fo tho orbit of the old fith planct,asthe slve ad

e greater number circled between the present fourth
T
could not mateh velocities well enough to keep out of trouble.
Why, chance alone could be trusted to protect him from
collision with a few thousand asteroids, when they were scat-
tered through something like ten-to-the-twenty-fourth-power
cubic miles of space!

Still, there was little wisdom in going into possible danger
without a very sound reason. It would be well to judge from
his present position if such reason existed. His finer senses
could easily operate at the half billion miles that separated
him from the farthest point of the third planet's orbit. So,
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holding his position, he focused his attention on the elusive
farm plotin question.

Being so close to the central furnace, it revolved rapidly.
He faced somewhat the same problem in examining it that a
man would have trying to recognize a friend on a merry-go-

" xound—assuming that the friend were spinning in his seat like
a top at the same tim

It took the superintendent only a few revolutions of the
body to adjus to this sitation, however, and as details reg-
istered more and more clearly on his conseiousness, he bega
to admit grudgingly that the slave had

The plot was fabulous!

Substances for which he had no name abounded, impress-
ing themselves on the analytical sense that was his cquivalent
of both taste and smell. Strange as they were, he could tell
casily that they were foods—packed with available encrgy and
carrying fascinating taste potentialities, organized to @ com-
pletely unheard-of degree. They were growths of & type and
complexity which simply never had a chance to evolve on the
regularly harvested worlds of the Galaxy.

The overscer wondered whether it might not be worth

most ascetic of his species would have been tempted uncon-
trollably by that planet.

He almost regretted the few tons of food he had taken on
from the ringed _planet—though he had, he told himself

ickly, sacrificed much of that in helping the slave and
would lose still more if he decided actually to penetrate into
the high-temperature zones near the Sun.

Huge as his mass was, his normal temperature wras 50 low
that life processes went on at an incredibly slow pace. To
o ey e
to completion was like a dynamite explosion. A few pounds
of organic compounds would feed his miles-thick bulk for
‘many human lifetimes of high activity.

Tn short, the slave had been quite right.
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Almost involuntarily, rationalizing his appetitie as he went,
the superintendent permitted himsclf to drift into the asteroid
zone. With only the smallest part of his attention, he assumed
a parabolic, free-fall orbit in the general plane of the system,
with its perihelion point approximately tangent to the orbit
of the third planet. At this disanoe from the Sun, the dif-
ference between parabolic and circular velocities was not too
B T 11k e oves e st partclos i
10 avid them. That fact, of course, changed as be fel sun-

Perhaps he had been counting on a will power naturally
superior to that of the slave who had warned s0, he
had forgotten the effects of an equally superior imagination.
“The pull of the third planet was correspondingly stronger and,
watching the spinning globe, he was jarred out of an almost
hypnotic trance by the first collision. It awakened him to the
fact that his natural superiority to the slave race might not be
sufficient to keep him out of serious trouble.

e space around him—he was now well inside the orbit
of the fourth planet—was literally crowded with grain-of-dust
meteors, each, as he had scen on the slave's crust, able to
blast out a crafer many times its own volume in  living body:

they were i tively, they were

deadly.

His attention abruptly wrenched back to immediate prob-
lems of existence, the superintendent started to check his fall
and veer once more toward the safe, frozen emptiness of
interstellar space. But the spell of the gourmet's paradise he
had been watching was not that casily thrown off. For long
‘moments, while the planet circled its primary once and again,
he hung poised, with gluttony and physical anguish alter-
nately gaining the upper hand in a struggle for possession of
his will. Probably he would have lost, alone; but his student
did have a conscience.

“Sitl The voiee came fainly bt cleary to his mind. “Don'
stayl You mustn’t! I should never have let you come—but T
was angry! I know I was a fool; I should have Vol 0 eesibs

ing!”
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“I learned. It was my own fa
it curiously diffcult to speak. *
Istill think that plotis worth sl
s not your own free will-no will could remain free
after sceing what that planet has to offer. I knew it and ex-
“pected you to die— buk T couldu't go through with it. Come,
and quickly. I will hel

- The superintendent found
of my own free will and

The student was in an orbit almost identical with that of
the superintendent, though still a good deal farther out. Per-
haps it was the act of looking at him, which took his attention
momentarily from the alluring object below, that made the
lder being waver. Whatever it ws, the student percelved
the break and profited by i

BIi i Il st gt il PAVK at v and Gl 08
if you'd rather not look at me, look at that!”

He indicated the direction plainly, and the dazed listener
Tooked almost involuntarily.

e thing lie saw was recognizable enough It conssed of
a small nucleus which his senses automatically analyzed.
bR R e o
gen, a few other light-clement compounds, and had nuggets
of heavier elements scattered through it like raisins in a plum
e ol e s il e
temsaous baloofthe more voltile o s consttent compon unds.

e thing was moving away from the Sun in an elliptical orbit,
B el el e
uvelope wasdriven on ahead by the pressur o sulight from

I

It was a dead slave, but it could as easily have been a dead

mastcr.
A dead slave was nothing; bt the hing that ad killed it

could do the s

Y was the frst ne fn b incredibly long Ifo that the per-
sonal possibility of death had struck home to him; and prol
v ohtona 1oy ok et feas could havosaved lis Tife.

With the student close beside, followed the weirdly
glowing corpse out to the farthest pomt of its orbit; and as it
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started to fall back into the halo of death girdling that harm-
Tess-looking star, he pressed on out into the friendly darkness.
erhaps some day that third planet would be harvested;
but it would not be by one of his kind—not, at least, until that
guarding haze had been swept up by the planets that drifted
rough its protecting veil.

Tt was not a very good group, Wright reflected. That always
seemed to be the case. When he had luck with observing
weather, he had no one around to appreciate the things that
could be seen. He cast a regretful glance toward the dome of
e sy och ilescope, whers  fllow candidate v kiog
another plate o s, and wondered whether there were
B s D a D P el
expenses of a doctorate program.

Still, the night was good. Most of the time in the latitude—

“Mr. Wright! Is that a clond or the Aurora?

“If you will stop to consider the present position of the Sun
below the horizon,” he answered indirectly, “you will discover
that the patch of light you are indicating is dircetly opposite
that point. It lies along the path of the Earths shadow,
though, of course, well beyond it. It s called the Gegenschein
and, like the Zodiacal Light, is not too commonly visible at
this latitude. We did sce the Light some time ago, if you
remember, on an evening when we started observing earlier.
Actually, the Gegenschein is a continuation of the luminous
band we call the Zodiacal Light. The latter can sometimes be
traced all the yay around the sky to the point we are now
watching.”

“W lml causes them?”

“The most reasonable assumption is that they are light
reflected from small, solid_particles—meteors, Apparently a
cloud of such matter extends outward for some distance past
the Earth's orbit, though just how far, it is hard to say. It
grows fainter with distance from the Sun, as would be ex-
pected, excpt fo the patch we al Wi oo

“Why the exception?

“I think one of you can answer that.”
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“Would it be for the same reason that the full Moon is so
much more than twice as bright as cither quarter? Simply
because the particles are rough, and appear dark in most
positions because of the shadows of irregularities on their own
surfaces—shadows which disappear when the light is behind
" the observer?”
“I think you will agree that that would account for it”
Wiright said. “Evidently the meteors are there, are large com-
pared to wavelengths of Viible Nght, and Foreh s et peth
oF the Solar Syste s once estimated that if
it i o AT particles one mill-
meter in diameter and five miles apart, they would reflect
enough light to account for what we are observing. They
might, of course, be smaller and more numerous. Only that
amount of reflecting surface is necessary.”
“You had me worried,” another voice broke in. “T'd been
hearing for years that there would be little re fear
collision with metcors when we finally get a rocket out of the
atmosphere. For a moment, I thought a cloud such ss you
vere working up to would riddle anything ¢ into space.
A R R
“There is a fairly good chance of collision, T would say,”
B 0 Whighi, bt st What dammagpestcios Bt
would do, I am not sure. It seems rather likely that they would
be volatilized by impact. How the hull of 4 rocket would
, we will have to find out by experience. T wouldn't mind
Bking the risk mysclf, 1 think we can. fum up the greatest
possibilities by say e meteoric content of the Solar
System has and will have nathing but musance value to the
human race, whether or not we ever leave our own planet.”
Fshirgoe e i e e
a fitting period to the subject.
Wright wondered whether it would appear on his friend’s
photographic plate.
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John Campbell has pointed out that a great many of the best
science-fiction writers—Asimov, de Camp, both of the Smiths—are
scientists first and. writers only with the fraction of time one ordi-
nanly gioes (0o motiemteh/ znlwlammg hobby. L; ol auchriles,

Bl mmnbwed a gnod number o[ the ot bty
conceived and beautifully exccuted storie: the science-fiction
magaszines of e, e e
ber is, it is only a fraction of his total fiction output of Westerns,
detective stories, sports yarns and just about every other form o
fition for whicl o market exited. 1¢ fo non pecosary fo poin out
that Blish breaks other rules as well, mclmlmg the one about
B e e i e
science-fiction techniques of the man who wrote the Okic stories,
Surface Tension, A Case of Conscience, Bridge ami

Common Time

Don’t move.
B i v e i ot
when he awoke, and perhaps it saved his life. He lay where
he was, strapped against the padding, listening to the round
um of the engines. That in itself was wrong; he should be
unable to hear the overdrive atall.
He thought to himself: Has it begun already?
Otherwise everything seemed normal. The DFC-3 had
crossed over into interstellar velocity, and he was stil alive,
and the ship was still functioning. The ship should at this

COMMON TIME by James Blish. Copyright, 1953, by Columbia
Publications, Inc.; reprinted by permission of the author.
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moment be travelling at 22.4 times the speed of light—a neat
4,157,000 miles per second.

Somehow Garrard did not doubt that it was. On both p
s i il e
at the proper moment when the overdrive should have cut
‘in, and the split-second of residual image after they had
vanished, subjected to spectroscopy, showed a Doppler shift
which tallied with the acceleration predicted for that mo-
ment by Haertel.

rouble was not that Brown and Cellini hadn't gotten
away in good order. It was simply that ncither of them had
ever been heard from again.

Very slowly, he opened his eyes. His eyelids felt terrifically
heavy. As far as he could judge from the pressure of the
couch against his skin, the gravity was normal; nevertheless,
‘moving his eyelids scemed almost an impossible job.

After long concentration he got them fully open. The instru-
ment chassis was directly before him, extended over his
diaphragm on its elbow-joint. Still without moving anything
but his eyes, and those only with the utmost patience, he
chicked cach of the meters. Velocity: 22.4 ¢, Operating fem-
persture; norml, Ship temperature: 37 C: Air pressure:
778 m tank full, No. 2 tank full, No. 3 tank
il Mo+ e e Gravity: 1 g. Calendar:
stopped.

He looked at it closely, though his eyes seemed to focus
very slowly, too. It was, of course, something more than a
calendar—it was an all-purpose clock, designed to show him
the passage of seconds, as well as of the ten months his trip
tras supposed 1o take to the double sar, But there was o

“That was the second abnorm.\l\ty "Garrard felt an impulse
to get up and see if he could start the clock again. Perhaps
the trouble had been temporary and safely in the past. Tn-
mediately there sounded in_his the injunction he had
R i B El o Mo et

gun—
Don’t move!
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Don't move until you know the situation as far as it can be
known without moving. Whatever it was that had snatched
Brown and Cellini irretrievably beyond human ken was po-
tent and totally beyond anticipation. They had both been
excellent men, intelligent, resourceful, trained to the point of
diminishing returns and not a micron beyond that point, the

est men in the Project; and preparations for every knowable
kind of trouble had been built into their ships, as they had
been built into the DFC-3. Therefore, if there was neverthe-
less something wrong, it would be something that might strike
from some commonplace quarter—and strike only once.

He listened to the humming. It was even and placid, and not
very loud, but it disturbed him deeply. The overdrive was
supposed to be inaudible, and the tapes from the-first un-
manned test vehicles had recorded no such hum. The noise
did ot appear to interfere with the overdrive’s operation, or
to indicate any failure in it. It was just an irrclevancy for
‘which he could find no reason.

But the reaon exsted. Garrsrd did not intend to move untl
he found out what it w

‘Whill he lay thinking about it ke noticed for the fist time
that he was not breathing. Though he felt not the slightest
discomfort, the discovery called up so overwhelming a flash
of panic that he very nearly sat bolt upright on the couch.

uckily—or so it seemed after the pas begun to ebb—
the curious lethargy which had affected his eyelids seemed
to involve his whole body, for the impulse was gone before
he could summon the energy to answer it. And the panic,
poignant though it had been for an instant, turned out to be
wholly intellectual. In a moment he was obscrving that his
failure to breathe in no way discommoded him as far as he
could tel_it was jut there,watin to be explained—

Or tokill him. But it hadn't yet,

Engines hum; eyelids heavy; breathing absent; calendar
stopped. The four facts added up to nothing. The temptation
to move something, even if it were only a big toe, was strong,
but he fought it back. He had been awake only a short while,
half an hour at most, and already had noticed four abnormali-
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ties. There were bound to be more, anomalies more subtle
than these four, but available to close examination before he
had to move

o
‘had resulted from some tampering with the overdrive, had
made everything in the DFC-3 subject only to the computer,
5o that Garrard was in a very real sense just along for the
side. Only when the overdrive was off could he—

Pock.

It was a soft, low-pitched noise, rather like a cork coming
out of a wine bottle. It seemed to have come just from the
sight of the control chassis. He halted  sudden erk of bis
head on the cushions toward it with a flat fiat of will. Slowly,
LT e
e could see nothing that might have caused the sound,
The ship’s temperature dial showed no change, which ruled
out a_heat-noise from differential contraction or expansion,
theonly possble explanation he could bing tomind.
sed i eyes-—a process which tumed aut o be st
as dxmmk 25 opening them had been-—sad tied to visualize
what the d looked like when he had first come out
OF anesthesia. After o got a clear and, ho was almost surey
accurate picture, he opened his eyes again.

‘The sound had been the calendar, advancing one second.
Tt was now motionless again, apparently stopped.

He did not know how long it normally took the second-
hand to make that jump. The question had never come up.
Certainly the jump, when it came at the end of each second,

ad been too fast for the eye to follow.

Belatdly, he reslized what all this cogiation wss costing
him in terms of essential information. The _calendar had
moved. Above all and before anything else, he gl
exactly how long it took it to move agai

He began to count, allowing an Sehitrary fve, seconds lost

i ot e

Garrard had gotten only that far when he found himself
plunged into Hell
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First, and utterly without reason, a sickening fear flooded

and making his skin ripple gently under his clothing. Against
the hum another sound became audible, a nearly subsonic
thunder which seemed to be inside bis head. Stil the fear

unted, and with it came the pain, and the tenesmus—a
e sy s
abdomen and his shoulders, but affecting his forcarms almost
as grievously. He felt himself beginning, very gradually, to
double at the middle, a motion about which he could do

eiig aicaye
B L e e
over that buning desert of reasonless emotion, he found that
he was sitting up on the cushions, and that with one arm he
had thrust the control chassis back on its clbow so that it no
longer jutted over his body. His clothing was wet with per-
spiration which stubbornly refused to evaporate or to cool

T Lok BB e Ao he cull 8
detect no breathing.

What under God had happened? Was it this that had killed
Brown and C would kill him too, of that he w;
sure, if it happened often—or even if it happened only twice
more, if the next two such things followed the first one closely.
At the very best it would make a slobbering idiot of him, and
though the computer might bring him and the ship back to
Earth, it would not be able to tell the Project about this
tomado of senscless fear.

The calendar said that the etemnity in hell had taken three-
seconds. As he looked at it in academic indignation, it said

ock and condescended to make the total seizure four seconds
long. With grim determination, Gerrard began again to

count.
He took care to establish the counting as an absolutely
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even, automatic process which would not stop at the back of
his mind no matter what other problem he tackled along with
it, or what emotional typhoons should interrupt him. Really
compulsive counting cannot be stopped by anything, not the
et G 1ovs bt thasgeates oF emipires) Catiard ok
“the dangers in deliberately setting up such a mechanism in

is mind, but he also knew how desperately he needed to
time that clock-tick. He was beginning to understand what
had happened to him—but he needed exact measurement
before he could put that understanding to use.

Of course there had been plenty of speculation on the
possible effect of the overdrive on the subjective time of the
pilot, but none of it had come to much. At any speed below
the velociy of light, subjctive and obectve time were -
actly the same as far as the pilot was concerned. For an ob-
B Tt b e i i iy
vastly slowed at near-light speeds, but for the pilot himself
there would be no apparent change.

Since flight beyond the speed of light was impossible, al-
though for slightly differing reasons, by both the current
theories of relativity, neither theory had offered any clue as
to what would happen on board  trans light hip. They would
not allow that any such ship could even exist. The Haertel
transformation, on which, in effect, the DFC-3 ﬂew, was non-
relativistic: it showed that the apparent elapsed time of a
trans-light journey should be identical in ship time and in the

time of observers at both ends of the trip.

But since ship and pilot were part of the same system,
both covered by the same expression in Haertel's equation,
it had never occurred to anyone that the pilot and the ship
might keep different times. The notion was ridiculous.

Ot i s d

1 il

‘The ship was keeping ship time, which was identical with
observer time. It would arrive at the Alpha Centauri system
in ten months. But the pilot was keeping Garrard time, and
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it was beginning to look as though he wasn't going to arrive
atall. i

It was impossible, but there it was. Something—almost cer-
tainly an unsuspected physiological side-effect of the over-
drive field on human metabolism, an effect which naturally

subjective apprehenson of time, and had done a thorough
job

P eenid oot began a slow, preliminary quivering as
the calendar's innards began to apply power to it. Seventy-

e fnrky three. . .

At the count of 7,058 the second-hand began the jump to
the next graduation, It took it several apparent minutes to
get across the tiny distance, and several more to come com-
pletely torest Later still, the sound came to him:

P

oc)
In a fever of thought, but without any real physical
agitation, his mind began to manipulate the fgures. Since it
took him longer to count an individual number the larger the
mumber became, despite tho dropping of the compensating
“one-and-a” as soon as the numbers passed one thousand,
the interval between the two calendar-ticks pmlumy was
closer to 7,200 seconds than to 7,058. Figuring backward
alence he wanted:
was two hours in Garrard time.
Had he really been counting for what was, for him, two
whole hours? There seemed to be no doubt about it. It looked
like a long trip ahead.
Just how long it was going to be struck him with stunning
force. Time had been slowed for him by a factor of 7.
would getto Alpha Centaur i ust 720,000 months.

N ine years!
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2.

Garrard sat motionless for a long time after that, the Nessus-
shirt of warm sweat swathing him pc:sislenlly, refusing even
to cool. There was, after all, no hurn
SRR
air for all that time, or for sixty or six hundred thousand years;
the ship would synthesize his needs as a matter of course for
as long as the fuel lasted, and the fuel bred itsclf. Even i
Garrard ate a meal every three seconds of objective or ship
time (which, he realized suddenly, he wouldn't be able to
do, for it took the ship several seconds of objective time to
prepare and serve up a meal once it was ordered; he'd be
Tucky if he ate once a day, Garrard time), there would be
10 reason to fear any shortage of supplies. That had been one
of the earliest of the possibilities for disaster that the Project
i c

nism which
would indefiniely refurbsh Garrard. A e
years, there would ‘be_nothing left of him but a faint
film of dust on the DFC-g's dully-gleaming horizontal sur-
faces. His corpse might outlast him a while, since the
itself was sterile—but eventually he would be consumed by
the bacteria which be caried in his own digesive trct the
acteria whi needed to synthesize part of his B-vitamin
el el hwd but which would consume him without
compunction once he had ceased to be as complicated and
delicately balanced a thing as a pilot—or as any ofher kind of

e was, in short, to die before the DFC-g had gotten fairly
away from Sol; and when, after 12,000 apparent years, the
D1 s rohionéd 05" Eadth moe apem his iy et
still aboard.

‘The chill that went through him at that seemed almost un-
related to the way he thought he felt about the discovery:
it lasted an enormously long time, and insofar as he could
characterize it at al, it seemed to be a chill of urgency and
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excitement, not at all the kind of chill he should be feeling

at a virtual death-sentence. Luckily it was not as intolerably

violent as the last such emotional convulsion, and when it

yyas over, two clocctiks late, it It behind  residuum of
t

Suppose that this effect of time-stretching was only mental?
The rest of his bodily processes might still be keeping ship
time; he had no immediate reason to believe otherwise. If so,
he would be able to move about only on ship time, too; it
would take many apparent months to complete the simplest
task.

But he would live, if that were the case. His mind would
axitve at Alpha Cenfaur six thousand. years older, and per-

ups madder, than his body, but he woul

P o) e e
be as fast as his mental processes, he would have to be enor-
mously careful. He would have to move slowly and exert as
little force as possible. The normal human hand movement,
in such a task as lifting a pencil, took the pencil from a state
of rest to another state of rest by imparting o it an accelera-
tion of about two feet per second per second—and, of course,
decelerated it by the same amount. If Garrard were to attempt

art to a two-pound weight which was keeping ship time
an acecleration of 14,400 ft/sec? in his time, he'd have to exert
aforce of goo pounds on it.

The point was not that it couldn’t be done—but that it
would take as much effort as pushing a stalled jeep. He'd
never be able to lift that pencil with his forearm muscles
alone; he'd have to put his back into the tas|

e human body wasn't engineered to maintain stresses
of that magnitude mdcﬁm tely. Not even the most powerful
professional weightlifter is forced to show his prowess
EWin e v

ok,

That was the calendar again; another second had gone
by. Or another two hours. It had certainly scemed longer
than a second, but less than two hours, too. Evidently sub-
jective time was an intensively recomplicated measure—
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even in this world of micro-time in which his mind, at least,
seemed to be operating, he could make the lapses between
calendar-ticks seem a little shorter by becoming actively inter-
ested in some problem or other. That would help, during the
waking hours, but it would help only if the rest of his body
“were not keeping the same time as his mind. If it were not,
then he would lead an incredibly active, but perhaps no
intolerable mental life during the many centuries of his awake-
time,and would be mercifulyssleep for neary s ong

Both problems—that of how much force he could exert with
his body, and how long he could hope to be asleep in his

terms still much muddled together. After the single tick of the
calendar, the ship—or the part of it that Cerrard could see
from here—settled back into complete rigidity. The sound of
the engincs,too, did not seem to vary in frequency or ampll

tude, as far as his ears could tell. He was still not
brcadmw ALl S notiig s

It was the fact that he could still detect no motion of his
B e b i i (e deridad ea i
had to be keeping ship time, otherwise he would have
blacked out from anoxia long before now. That assumption
explained, too, those two incredibly prolonged, seemingly
sourceless saturnalias of emotion through which he had
suffered: they had been nothing more nor less than the re-
sponse of his endocrine glands to the purely intellectual
reactions he had experienced carlier. He had discovered that
e was not breathing, had felt a flash of panic and had trie
to sit up; long after his mind had forgotten those two impulses,
they had inched their way from his brain down his nerves to
the glands and muscles involved, and actual, physical panic
had supervened; when that was over, he actually was sitting
up, though the food of adrenaln had provented his notcing
the motion as he had made it. The later chill, less violent and
ey soparently assSclated with thedlicovery that he mighe
die long before the trip was completed, actually had been
his body’s response to @ much earlier mental command—the
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abstract fever of interest he had felt while computing the time-
diffrential had bee responsible for .
sly, he was going to have to be very careful with
B bpieally cold e iliaciual groiscs of lany, Had.20r b0
would pay for them later with a prolonged and agonizing
glandular reaction. Nevertheless, the discovery gave him
considerable satisfaction, and he allowed it free play; it cer-
tainly could not hurt him to feel pleased for a few hours, and
the glandular pleasure might even prove helpful if it caught
im at a moment of mental depression. Six thousand years,
after all, provided a considerable number of opportunities for
feeling down in the mouth, so it would be best to cncourage
all pleasure-moments and let the after-reaction last as long as
it might. It would be the instants of panic, of fear, of gloom
which he would have to regulate sternly the moment they
came into his mind; it would be those which would otherwise
plunge him into four, five, six, perhaps even ten Garrard-
hours of emotional inferno.
Pock.

There now, that was very good: there had been two Gar-
sackfours which he had passed with virtually no diffiulty of
any kind, and without being especially conscious of their
i e
this kind of scheduling, the trip might not be as bad as he had
at first feared. Sleep would take immense bites out of it, and
during the waking periods he could put in one hell of a lot of
creative thinking.
During a single day of ship time, Garrard could get in more
thinking than any philosopher of Earth could have managed
uring an_entire lifetime. Garrard could, i he disciplined
himself suffciently, devote his mind for a century to running
down the consequences of a single thought, down to the last
detail, and still have millennia left to go on to the next thought.
t panoplies of pure reason could he not have assembled
by the time 6,000 years had gone by? With sufficient con-
centration, he might come up with the solution to the Problem
of Evil between breakfast and dinner of a single ship's day,
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and in a ship’s month might put his finger on the First Causel

Pock.

Not that Garrard was saguine enough to expect that he
would remain logical or even sane throughout the trip. The
vista was still grim in much of its detai. But the opport

“ties, too, were there. He felt a momentary regret that it
e Tt s s sl ot b hoest e
such an opportunity—
ock.

—for the old man could certainly have made better use of
it than Garrard could; the situation demanded someone
trained in the highest rigors of mathematics to be put to the
best conceivable use. Still and all Garrard began to feel—

Pack.

—that he would give a good account of himself, and it
tickled him to realize that (as long as he held onto his essential
sanity) he would returm—

Pock,
—to Earth after ten Earth months with knowledge cen-
turies advanced beyond anything—

o
—that Haertel knew, or that anyone could know—
Pock.

—who_had to work within a normal lifetime. Pock. The.
‘whole prospect tickled him. Pock. Even the clock-tick seemed
more cheerful. Pock. He felt fairly safe now Pock in disre-
garding his drilled-in command Pock against moving Pock,
since in any Pock event he Pock had already Pock moved
Pock without Pock being Pock harmed Pock Pock Pock Pock
Pock pockpockpockpockpockpockpock. . .

He yawned, stretched, and got up. It wouldn’t do to be too
plcased after all. There were certainly many problems that
ecded coping with, such as how to keep the impulse
n)w;\n‘l getting a ship-time task performed going while his
higher centers were following the ramifications of some purely
philosophical point. And besides . . .

besides, he had just moved.
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More than that: he had just performed a complicated
maneuver with his body in normal time!

Before he looked at the calendar itself, the message it had
been ticking away at him had penetrated. While he had
been enjoying the protracted, glandular backwash of his
earlier fecling of satisfaction, he had failed to notice, at least
conciousy, thatth caendar s acclerating

e e e
Greoon Goodbye, caleuli acons advanced beyond the spinor-
calculus of Dirac. Goodbye, cosmologies by Garrard which
would allot God a job as third-assistant-waterboy in an n-
dimensional backfield. Goodbye, also, to a project he had

never been able to carry his tally beyond 20, and he had just
lost what was probably his last opportunity to try again.

o-time in which he had been living had won off,
only s few objetive minute afte the ship had gone into
overdrive and he had cor of the anesthetic. The long
B e o Jad A
tonothing. Garrard was now keeping ship time.

Garrard sat back down on the hammock, uncertain whether
0 be biter or relicved. Neither emotion satisied him in the
end; he simply felt unsatisfied. Micro-time had been bad
enough while it lusted, but now it was gone, and everything
seemed normal. How could so transient a thing have kdled
Brown and Cellini? They were stable men, more stable,
B Dritate atimition. fuap Garrard hisisele Yok Holad
come through it. Was there more to it than thisi

And if there was—what, conceivably, could it be?

There was no answer. At his elbow, on the control chassis
which he had thrust aside during that first moment of infin-
itely protiacted panic, the calendar contined to tick, The
engine noise was gone. His breath came and went in natural
shythm. He felt light i sttome. The shap wias aiet, oality
unchanging.
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The calendar ticked, faster and faster. It reached and
passed the first hour, ship time, of fight in overdrive.

Garrard looked up in surprise. The familiar noise, this time,
had been the hour-hand jumping one unit. The minute-hand
" was already sweeping past the half-hour.
‘The second-hand was whirling like a propeller—and while
Bewatched it it peeded upto complete nvitbily—

Aokt hour. The hll-houe already passed. Pock. Another
bour. Pock, Apother. Pock. Pock, Pock, Pock, Pock,-Pock,
Pock “packpockpock pochneckpockpo

o calendar awilpd toward. Inyilbily ag
i Col T e e
It stayed there, rigid, inviolate, invulnerable. When the date-
tumblers reached a speed at which Garrard could no longer
read them, he discovered that once more he could not move
7and that,although bis whole body scemed to be afute ke

at of a humming-bird, nothing coherent was coming to

B e e e Feomds o
orno, itwas.

But he never saw the end of the process, never was al-
Towed to look from the pinnacle of macro-time toward which
the Haertel overdrive was taking him.

The psuedo-death took hirm first.

3

‘That Garrard did not die completely and within a com-
paratively short time after the DFC-3 had gone into overdrive
due to the purest of accidents, but Garrard did not know
that. In fact, he knew nothing at al fo an indefnte perod,
sitting rigid and staring, his metabolism slowed down to next
5 ity ‘i ins ot attey insctive. From time to
time a single wave of low-level metabolic activity passed
R R s o
“maintenance turnover”—in response to the urgings of some
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oceult survival urge, but these were of so basic a nature as to
xeach his consciousness not atall.

‘This was the psuedo-death.

hen, it was as if a single dim light had been turned on
in the midst of an enormous cavern. He was—no, not con-
scious again, but at least he was once more alive, and in the
deep levels of his mind that fact registered. He began to
breathe normally. An observer might have judged him to be
asleep, as in fact he was. The sleep was very deep, but at
least it was no longer the pseudo-death.

When the observer actually arrived, however, Carrard
woke. He could make very little sense out of what he saw or
felt even now, but one fact was clear: the overdrive was o
—and with it the crazy alterations in time-rates—and there
yeas strong light coming through one o the pots. The it leg

e trip was over. It had been these two changes in his
L rrer i pard

‘The thing or things which had restored him to conscious-
ness, however, was—it was what? It made no sense. It was a
construction, a rather fragile one, which completely surrounded
his hammock. No, it wasn't a construction, but evidently some-
thing alive, a living being, organized horizontally, that had
circle about him. No, it was a number of
ation of all of these things.

o it bad. gotten into the ship was & myster, but therg

e creature said abruptly. Tts voice,
B el e
cirele, but not from any particular point in it. Garrard could
thizkiof o reason vy hatshould be unusual

e sid."Orwe—we har withaur eas. Here,
s unintentionally lon of open
B i R
speaking such an odd anguage.

y wooed to pitch you-yours thiswise,” the creature
aid, Wt s thump, a book from the DFC-3's ample library
fell to the deck beside the hammock. “We wooed there and
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there and there for a many. You are the being-Garrard. We-
they are the clinesterton beademung, with all of love.”

“With all of love,” Garrard echoed. The beademung’s use
of the language they both were speaking was odd, but again
Garrard could find no logical reason why the beademung’s
“usageshould bo considered wron

“Are—are you-they from Alpha Centauri
tantly.

“Yes, we hear the twin radioceles, that show there beyond
the gitarfies, Wethey pitched that the being Carrard

o with most adaation thes twins and had mind to them,

B e e
‘This time the being-Carrard Fonal question. “T
Bear Earth” he said. “But that is very soft, and does not

he said hesi-

\es, said the beademung. “It is a harmony, not a first, as
ours. The All-Devouring listens to lovers there, not on the
radioceles. Let me-mine pitch you-yours so to have mind of
the rodalent beademung and othe brothers and lovers,slong
the channel which is fragrant to the being-Gar

L e ke wdeid e es
difficulty. The thought occurred to him that to understand
a language on its own terms, without having to put it back
into English in one’s own mind, is an ability that is won only.
yith difclty and long practice: but instantly his mind ssid

But it is English; which of course it was. The the
e e T
hearted, and he in turn was much minded and of love, to his
own delighting as well as to the beademungen; that almost
went without saying.

ro were many matingsof ships after that, and the being-

Garrard pitched the harm e beademungen, lea
e e
Devouring to love, while the beademungen made show of
they-theirs.

He tried, also, to tell how he was out of love with the over-
drive, which wooed only spaces and times, and made feature-
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igs. The rodalent beademung wooed the overdrive, but it
did not pitch he-them.
en the being Carrard knew that all the time was de-

voured, and he must hear Earth again.

“I pitch you-them to fullest luvc, he told the beademungen.
1 ahill adoro the radivoeles of Alpha and Proxims Centinsl
Gt us t s s Hebven. Now the overdsive my-other must
woo and win me, and make me adore a featureling much
like silence.”

“But you will be pitched again,” the clinesterton Beade-
mung said. “After you have adored Earth. You are much
Toved by Time, the ADevouting, We-they shall wait for this
othering

Privately Garrard did not faith as much, but he said, “Yes,
we-they will make a new wooing of the beademungen at some
other radiant. With all of love.”

On this the beademungen made and pitched adorations,
and in the midst the overdrive cut in. The ship with the
many gift orifices and the being-Garrard him-other saw the
twin radioceles sundered away.

e e s

4

When the small candle lit in the endless cavern of
Garrard's psuedo-dead mind, the DFC-3 was well inside the
orbit of Uranus. Since the sun was still very small and distant,
it made no spectacular display through the nearby port, and
nothing called him from the post-death sleep for nearly two

lays.

e
Tonger immune to his control; he could now it P
to Earth himself if he so desired. But the computers were
also designed to take into account the fact that he might be
truly dead by the time the DFC-3 got back. After giving him
a solid week, during which time he did nothing but sleep,
they took over again. Radio signals began to go out, tuned
toa special channel.
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An hour later, a very weak signal came back. It was only
a directional signal, and it made no sound inside the DFC-3
—but it wasa sufficient to put the big ship in motion again.

It was that which woke Garrard. His conscious mind was
still glazed over with the icy spume of the psuedo-death, and
“as far as he could sec the interior of the cabin had not changed
one whit, except for the book on the deck—

The book. The clinesterton beademung had dropped it
there. But what under God was a clinesterton beademung?
And what was he, Garrard, crying about? He did not under-
stand. He remembercd dimly some kind of experience out

There was another one of those words. It seemed to have
Greek roots, but he knew no Greek—and besides, why would
Centaurians speak Greek?

He leancd forward and actuated the switch which would
woll the shutter off the front port, actually a telescope with a
et g ke
numbus off on one edge which might be the Sun. At about
one o'elock on the screen was a_planet about the size of a
pea which had tiny projections, like tea-cup handles, on each
side. The DFC-3 hadn’t passed Saturn on its way out; at that
time the planet had been on the other side of the sun from
the route the starship had had to follow. But Saturn was cer-
tanlydifult o mistl

He was on his way home—and he was still alive and sane.
(024 il sanep e aiasica about Centanisna, v hich
still seemed to have such a profound emotional effect upon
i, did ot argue very well forth tablty o is ind.

But they were fading rapidly. When he discovered, clutch.
g it the bandicat [iagments ofsthe “memoncs” that the
plural of beademung was beademungen, he stopped il
the problem seriousl; bviously a race of Centaurians who

e Greek wouldn't al rming weak German plurals.
The whole garbled business had obviously been thrown up
by his unconscious.

But what had he found by the Centaurus stars?
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was no answer to that question but that incompre-
hensible mumbo-jumbo about love, the All-Devouring, and

b
at all, but had been lying here cold as a mackeral for the
entire twenty months.

Or had it been 12,000 years? After the tricks the over-
drive had played with time, there was no way to tell what
the objective date actually was. Frantically Garrard put the
telescope into action. Where was the Earth? After 12,000

ars—

The Farth was there. Which, he realized swiftly, proved
nothing. The Earth had lasted for many millions of years;
12,000 years was nothing to a planet. The Moon was there,
t00; both were plainly visible, on the far side of the Sun, but
not too far to pick them out clearly with the telescope at high-
est power, Garrard could even see a clear sun-highlight on the
Atlantic Ocean, not far cast of Greenland; evidently the com-
puters were bringing the DFC-3 in on the Earth from about
23" north of the plane of the cclipt

S o e D il v e
face_the huge splash of white, mimicking the sun-highlight
on Earth's ocean, which was the magnesium hydroside land-
ing beacon which had been dusted over the Mare Vaporum
in the carliest days of spaceflight, with a dark spot on its
southernedgowhich could nly be he crater Monilu.

But that again proved n Moon never changed.
B e e e
Tast for millennia—what, after all, existed on the Moon to blow.
it away? The Mare Vaporum beacon covered more than 4000
square miles; age would not dim it, nor could man himself
undo it either aceidentally or on purpose in anything under a
century. When you dust an area that large on a world without
atmosphere, it stays dusted.

He checked the stars against his charts. They hadn't
moved; why should they have, in only 12,000 years? The

a fantastic bit of tape, wound between the two Bears and
Gepheus and Cassiopeia as it always had done. These con-
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stellations told him only that it was spring in the northern
hemisphere of Earth.
But spring of what year?

Then, suddenly, it occured to him that he had a method
of finding the answer. The Moon causes tides in the Earth,
“and acion and rescion aro lays equal and opposits, The

Mooy move things on Earth without itsclf being af-
G angular m
mentum. The Moon's distance from the Farth increases
steadily by 0.6 inches every year. At the end of 12,000 years,
it should be Goo feet farther away from the Earth than it
had been when Garrard left i

Wi i€ poetble't5 easic? Carmand doubted t, but b gk
out his ephemeris and his dividers anyhow, and took pictures.
While he worked, the Earth grew nearer. By the time he had
finished his first calculation, which was indecisive because it
allowed a margin for error greater than the distances he was
tnying to check, arth and Moon were close enouh in the
telescope to permit much more accurate measurement

hich were, he realized wrily, quite unnecessary. The
computer had brought the DFC-3 back, not to an observed
sun or planet, but simply to a calulated paint. That Earth

i

make. That i Farth \res sl isa: Hota, wad (01 Ea 1
g0od and sufficient proof that no more time had elapsed than
e

‘This was hardly new to him; it had simply been retired to
the back of his mind. Actualy o Tad been doing ll this
iguring for one reason, and one reason only: because deep in
is brain, set to work by himself, there was a mechanism that
B e o ioe ani e
time the ship’s calendar, he had initiated compulsive count-
ing—and it appeared that he had been counting ever since.
That md been one of the known dangers of deliberately
starti tal mechanism, and now it was g
R R R e

‘The insight was healing, He finished the figures roughly,
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and that unheard moron deep inside his brain stopped count-
ing at last. It had been pawing its abacus for twenty months
now, and he imagined that it was as glad to be retired as he
wasto feel it go.

His radio squawked and said anxiously, “DFC-3, DFC-3.
Garrard, do you hear me? Are you still alive? Everybodys
g vild dev hees, Carrard 1 yon bear e, call us?

It was Hacrtel's voice. Garrard closed the dividers so con-
vulsively that one of the points nipped into the heel of his

n

“Hacrtel, I'm here. DFC-3 to the Project. This is Garrard.”
And then, without knowing quite why, he added: “With all
of love.”

Haertel, after all the hoopla was over, was more than in-

seeount fo t n the transformation Perhaps even facto t out
as far as the pilot is concemed.

TR his h:ghball reflctively. In. HasrteTg
crumped old offce n tho iministration shack,

B e e o s
faid, 1 dow't thik Td b that Adeloh I think Tt sevel T

A die after a while. Since I got
home I've been reading, and Tve discovered that the psy-
chologists take far less stock in the individuality of the human
psyche than you and I do. You and I are physcal scientits,
e think about the world as being all o skins,

B e i o el s Tt which Goeantt b
essential I. But evidently that old solipsistic position isn't quite
true. Our very personalities, really, depend in large part upon
all the things in our environment, large and small, that exist
outside our skins. If by some means you could cut a human
eing off from every sense impression that comes to him from
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outside, he would cease to exist as a personality within two
or three minutes. Probably he would die;

“Unquote: Harry Stack Sullivan,” Haertel said, drily. “So?”

“So,” Garrard said, “think of what a monotorous environ-
ment the inside of a spaceship is. It's perfectly rigid, sterile,
unchanging, lifeless. In ordinary interplanctary flight in such
an environment, even the most hardened spaceman may go
off his rocker now and then. You know the typical spaceman’s
psychosis as well as I o, I suppose. The man’s personality
goes rigid, just like his surroundings. It used to happen to
submariners, too. Usually he recovers as soon as he makes
port and makes contact with a more or less normal world

ain.

“But in the DFC-3, T was cut off from the world around
me much more severely. 1 couldn't look outside the ports—T
was in overdrive and there was nothing to sce. I couldnt
communicate with home, because 1 was going faster than
light. And then I found I couldn't move, too, for an enormous
long while, and that even the instruments that are in constant
change for the usual spaceman wouldn't be in motion for me.
Even those were fixed.

“After the time rate began to pick up, I found myself in
an even more impossible box. The instruments moved, all
right, but they. moved too fast for me to read them, The
whole situation was now ul id-and, in cffect, I'dicd.
1 froze as solid as the ship m.md me, and stayed that way
aslong s thegverdrive wason.”

By that showing,” Haertel said drily, “the time effects
ummrdlyyaurfmnds,

‘But they were, Adolph. Look. Your engines act on sub-
jective time; they keep it varying along continuous curves,
from far-too-slow to far-too-fast, and, I suppose, back down
again. Now, this is a situation of continuous change. It wasn't

death; but it was suflicent to proteet me fom being ob-
Iterated altogether, “mhmmk is what happened to B
Cellini n knew that they could shut down the
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overdrive if they could just get to it, and they killed them-
selves trying. But 1 knew that I just had to sit and take it—an
y my grea good luck, your sine-curve time-variation made
it possibl for me tosurvive;
A, oh," Haertel sad. “A point worth considering. though
e e R very popul
He dropped back into_silence, his thin F purst
Garrard mnk a grateful pull at his drink. At last Haertel i
 you in trouble with the authorities over these
Cenmunans? It seems to me that you have done a good job.
It w g that you were a hero, any fool can be brave,
e et Yyou thought, where Brown and Cellini
evidently only reacted. Is there some secret about what you
found when you seached those two stars?”
es, there is,” Garrard said. “But I've already told you
what it is. When I came out of the pseudo-death, I was just

roundings were, nearly as rigid as they had ever been. When
1 met the Centaurians—if I did, and I'm not at all sure of that
—they became the most important thing in my world, and my
personality changed to accommodate and understand. th
That was a change about which I couldn’t do a thing.

ly 1 did understand them. But the man who under-
stood them wasn't the same man you're talking to now,
Adolph. Now that I'm back on Earth, I don't understand that
man. He even spoke English in a way that’s gibberish to me.
If I can't understand myself during that period—and I can't,
T don't even believe that that man was the Garrard I know—
what hope have I of telling you or the Project about the Cen-
taurians? They found me in a controlled environment, an
they altered me by entering it. Now that they're gone, noth-
ing comes through; I don't even understand why I think they
spoke English!”

Did they bavea name forthemsevest”
“Sure,” Carrard were the beademungen.”

“What did they T ike
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“Inever saw them.”

Haertel leaned forward. “Then how-

“I heard them. I think.” Garrard shrugged, and tasted his
Scotch again. He was home, and on the whole he was pleased.

_ But in his malleable mind he heard someone say, On Earth,
as it is in Heaven: and then, in another voice, which might
also have been his own (why had he thought “him-other"?),
It i later than you think.

“Adolph,” he said, “is this all there i to it? Or are we going
t0 20 on with it from here? How long will it take to make a
better starship, a DFC-47”

“Many years” Haertelsid, smiling dndly. “Dor't be ansc
ious, Garrard. You've come back, which is more than the
others managed to do, and nobody will ask you to go out
again. T really think that it's hardly likely that we'll get another
ship built during your lifetime, and even if we-do, we'l be
slow to aunch it We resly have very ltle information about
whatind of  playground you found ot ther

1 go,” Gatrasd aid: Y not afrad o go back T4 ike to
go. Now that T bow heve the DR 3 \)elnves, 1 could take
that again, 1m..g you back proper maps, tapes, photos.”

D5 ou really. thik,” Hacriel sai B faco suddealy oot
rious, “that we could let the DFC- go out again? Garrard,
we're going to take that ship apart practically molecule by
molecule; that's preliminary to the building of any DFC-4.
And no more can we let you go. T don’t mean to be cruel, but
has it occurred to you that this desire to go back may be the
result of some kind of post-hypnotic suggestion? If so, the
more badly you want to go back, the more dangerous to us

thoroughly as we do the ship. If these beademungen wanted
you to come back, they must have had a reason—and we have
toknow that reason.’

Garrard nodded, but he knew that Haertel could see the
slight movement of his eyebrows and the wrinkles forming in
his forehead, the contractions of the small muscles which stop
the flow of ters only to make grief patent on the rest of the

face.
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“Inshort,” he said, “don’t

T e i) Pl Gl e
say nothing more. He had returned to humanity's common
time, and would never leave it again.

Not even, for all his dimly-remembered promise, with all
there wasleft in him of love.



RICHARD WILSON

~Richard Wilson holds what may be a record as the newest
B e s S oo ke o v of SR R

ears ruice, first as
B s i o e e el o
returned to science fiction and New York at the same time. The
present sensitive and brilliant tale owes much in the way of help
and inspiration to his charming wife (known to science fiction fans
a few years ago by her pen-name, Leslie Perri); which makes it
remarkably appropriate that its title should be—

Love

Hz was from Mars and she was from Earth; and you know
what they thought of Martians in those days. He wasn't very
tall, as Martians weren't; but-that was all right, because she
was unusually tiny and only came to his shoulder. They made
fun of & Martian's anatomy then. There were a lot of jokes
made by professional so-called comedians, just as it had once
been ummlers(l funny to tell stories about Jews and Scotsmen.
Maybe Jac wasn't much to look at, )w standards of Earth
i nd kind and Ellen
s Sho sioulint Have tld. hes Tather hatshe 1t
now. It had been difficult enough to be with Jac hefore the
night she'd gone to her father with the confession of her love.
He'd stormed up and down the living room of thei
the edge of the spaceport, He'd t
family and biological impossibility. He'd invoked the memory
of her dead mother and reminded her of the things he had

LOVE by Richurd Wilson. Copyright, 1652, by Fantasy House,
Inc.; reprinted by permission of the author and The Magazine of
Fantasy and Science Fiction.




232 SHADOW OF TOMORROW

sacrificed to give her the education he'd never had: the special
schools and the tutoring. He said that if she cuuld see this

Martian-this Jac person—she'd understad biz poin of view
and thank him for bis efforts to spare her o liouunoiad
o e v S e i

peri
18 11070 hop 1 T Haclbrongi tokts o tharbitd oyl
his daughter.

Only then did he become calm and, with a faint twinge of
conscience, tell her as gently as he could that she was not to
see the boy again. He would see Jac, he told her, and explain
to him that the thing was impossible.

Ellen felt her way to her room and locked the door against
him, and finally she heard her father go down the hall and
slam his own door.

She refused to go down for breakfast the next moming, She
waited til she heard her father leave the house to go to his

in the weather station of the spaceport. Then she left by
the back way,

She heard the rattlo of Pug's chain against the keanel and
his bark of greeting. She knelt and took the paw he offere
Tt had been broken once and never properly set. She stroked
it gently, although it no longer hurt him; it just made him
limp. Ellen unhooked the chain from his collar and fastened
3 shortTeash {0 it She and the dog went: through the streets
and into the Martiansectionof the b

R N e M e it IO
i 1hc comini of the Eatth peoplo they'd boon ok
ually uprooted and Foeed taita e el of town: Spidertoves)

card some people call it, Damn people like that, she
thought. People like her father! “Damn them,” she said aloud.
And Pug growled in sympathy.

 bent down to pet him. He whimpered inquiringly.
“Poor crippled Pug,” she said. “A blind girl, a lame dog, and
a Martian. Outcasts, Pug. Thiats us.” Then she shrugged ol
Her self-pity and walked o

ere wes only ons seally bad crossing. It was a highway
and the ore trucks rolled along it all day long, carrying their
Toads to the spaceport and the great Earthbound cargo ships.
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But the traffic man at the edge of the highway knew her and
walked across with her and Pug.
“Beautiful morning, Miss Hanson,” he said.
She said it smelled good and the air felt real fresh and
thanked him.

" met her in the park at the edge of the lake. She tingled
to the touch of his hand on her s fingers were slender
i iy sl 1y e e o b PO
thin. But he was strong, she knew: once he had picked her

fortlessly, she remembered, and she had heard the strange
shythm of his heart as she leaned her head against his hard
chest.

“Hello,” Jac said. “Hello, my girl and my girl's dog.

B o sl il sl P bty ﬁmously
£ bt sumat Tilon P it e T2 el o
tian, and she wished her father had as much judgment.

They went am-in-arm across the park to the meadows be-
yond. Pug was unleashed now and frisked about them, his
bask echoing atly i the Martanair.

is o beautiful dey-—one should be 5o happy,” Ja said.
“Aud yet you ook unhappy. WyP”

‘Aad 5o Ellen told hin, and Jac was silent, For a long time
they walked in silence until the ground began to rie and
Ellen knew they were nearing the

§o o Tt Vo tather s g man, and the things
he wishes for you are things I cannot give you.”

you're going to sound like my father,” she told him, “I
won'tlisten.”

Then he was silent again for a time, but soon he began to
speak seriously, and the gist of what he said was that she
must forget him because he had been selfish about her. He
said he had never really considered that there would be more
to their life than just the two of them, and that they must
not break her father's heart.

And she asked bim, what sbout her beart? Aud bis,too, be
said.
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And so they were silent again.

Where sre we?” she ssked, after & whie. They had been
climbing for some tim

1 don't know,” B ) vt e i o

rewe lost>”

“No,” he said. “I can see the way we have come. But this is
a part of the hills I don't know. You must be tired from the
climb. We wil rest.”

‘They sat on the soft moss-covered ground amid some rocks
and she leancd against his chest. Was he so different from
Earth men? she wondered. It was so hard to know—for a blind
person to know. If she could see Jac, would her father’s wamn-
ings mean more to her? Or was her father merely intolerant
of anyone who was diferent?

d known so few men. Mostly, after childhood, her
L‘ompdmons TRl el s bt Vil ) TR
father's sake. Many of them had been good fun and friendly,
but none had ever been intersted in her 2  woman,. Why

ould they waste thei time with a blind g They hadnty
aml b e s
t now she asked herself if she really loved him, as she
rieliats father, or whether she was grateful to him.
What did she know of love? If she had once loved an Earth
man, could she now love Jacs

Tt was so difficult. Her standards were confused. She did

not even know what an Earth man looked like.
“Let me touch you, Jac,” she said.
e gave her his hand and she Seemed to feel his eyes on
er fa

e fngens' traveled up his familas arm, to 1is shoulder
The shoulder was bony and sharp, but so was hers. His
2 R R e
Jac's nose was broader, too, and his eyes were sunk deep in
his head. The head was hairless, not partially, like her father's,
Dut completely. Ellen knew it was not usual for Earth men
to be hairless, not men as young as Jac. Ellen put her hand
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against his chest. Tt was hard and rounded and there was that
strange thythm of his heartbeat. She took her hand away.
“How do I seem to you?” she as

If their races were so different, wouldn't he be repelled by
her—by the thought of her body and his together in marriage?
. autiful to me, Ellen,” he said. “You are lovely.”

She sighed.

“But this does not mean that T would seem attractive to
you,” he went on. “I must say to you truthfully that I believe
Earth people are more appealing fo Martians—from an esthetic
Boint of view, i no a political one-han Martians are fo
Earth people. But,” he added, “I believe a Martian retains
his good physical attributes until death. He does not become
fat, or senile, or ill. He doesn’t wrinkle and sag as do some
of your people. I think thisis in favor of your happiness.

‘must seemn cruel to you,” Ellen said, “to be so questioning
of our love.”

“No,” Jac said, “you have a special problem. You must really
Know me before you can be sure.

Would he look strange if I could see him? she thought.
Would T be ashamed that he is bald and big-nosed and chin-
Jess? She used these descriptions in her thoughts deliberately
to see if they bothered her. Would the rest of his body disgust
me if 1 knew it? T know him to be ineligent sod loviog,
brave and devoted, honest and good. But would these qual-
i Tavo mousl saything t ey A 1 hal s i kotae
and Thad discoveredthem n i

‘There was no answ

“Where's Pug?” sho asked.

“Idon’t know. He went over a rise some time ago.’

Ellen stood up. “Let’s look for him. You must want to know
where we are, anyhow.”

They walked slowly i the dirction the dog had gone. The
way was rocky and the path seemed to become narrower.
grew chill as the sun became hidden by a cliff. They e
along the base of the cliff and soon a second cliff was on the
other sideand they were in a canyon.
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Jac described it to her as they went
Suddenlyhe touched her elbow .md they stopped.

‘Now I know where we are,” he said “l ve never been
here before, but T know from the stories I've heard.
‘Where
This is the Valley of the Stars. We have a legend that it
was first found at night. And at the end of it is the Cave of
Violet Light. It's a beautiful legend. The Cave was found
long ago. Then the way to it became lost. That was many
years ago, before my father's time. But it i just as his father
described it. The walls of the Valley are carved with life-
like fiures from our antiquity. Here, some of the carvings
are down low and you can feel ther

1 flsceal fir s s she trsPhd o Hgited 3¢ ppondl

2 We do ot know what period of our history they repreert,
but the figures are Martan. Here,” he sad, s the carving of
very youn childand a woman;* Hs ed har ing

il e Ahsers ceplbred the atvings whils bis hatkl
rested reassuringly on her shoulder. “The figures are un-
clothed"sheaid.

carvings were right to her touch and yet clusively,
indefinitely wrong. Perhaps she could not judge the relative
proportions. She could not tell. She became uneasy. “Why,
its only a baby~the child;” she said.

“No,” Jac said. “The child is three or four years old.”

Her hand dropped.

Jac took her arm. “Come,” he said, “we’ll see if Pug went
this way. S oward e G

Shc“alkcd in silence beside
he Cave is the real source of the legend. The Cave
the Vit bt They st e, They Sy it s heall
B Rie = 1= Vicle Thuar That phicues sianda it 15 w10l
is made well. That the lame valk, and the deaf hear, and
u

'm stopped, and Ellen felt him looking at her.
“Yes?” she said. “And the blind?”
“And the blind see.
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Jac continued, “It is a legend that linked with a time when
we Martians ceased 0 become il and to suffer the effcts of
age and deterioration. Our forefathers, so cured, bestow
the gift on all their descendants;

‘There was a barking in the Valley, echoing around a bend,
*and ina moment the dog was Iisking oward them.

Ellen kneltand petted

“Hello, you Pug,” S “Were you exploring? Were
you in the Cave of the lea Light?”

St could fel the dog’ body moving ss the tail wagged
hugely.

“Were you?”" she asked. “Were you in the CaveP Let me
have your paw!”

The dog estended his paw to Ellen. She felt t.

“The other onel” she cried.

t, too, was whole. No bump or sign of a break anywhere,

“Jac!” she cried. “Does he limp? Pug, 1 mean. Is he healed?”

“Silly girl. €5 just a legend.”

‘Look at him!” she said. “Does he limp?”

“No. It is amazing, but he's well. Come here, Pug. Let me
s your paw. The bad one. Heis well, Ellen”

“Oh, Jac
e never really helieved it possible—and never really
dishelieved,” he said slowly. “I suppose we Martians are less
pwn]u\!rued with miraculous cures because we have so little
need of

‘But, Jac, it must be true!”

e took her hand, and they started down the Valley of
lhc Sl.\r: in the dlrﬁ('mm of the Cave

“Here is the bend,” Jac said. “And there s the Cave.”

“Describe it to me," she said. “Tell me how it looks.”

“The entrance is like a triangle. As high as three men. There
is rubble of fallen rock in front and a little way inside. And
then it is clean and the floor is smooth, polished rock. And
farther back there is a violet glow. It seems to come from
lh(- ~I anting walls, and the floor is like a deep pond.”

 never seen in my life,” Ellen said. “I was born sight-
less.”
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She felt herself trembling.
gL tod viletis a beantiful color,” she said, Is t beauti
ul

“It is the most beautiful color I've scen. T¥'s past descrip-
tion. It so beautiful that you must be able to feel it if the
Tight touches you.”

‘Then he asked:

Will you go in?” His voice was hushed. Tt
garessd hr and soothe her and she stopped trembling. She
Toved him, now, the way she knew him, His thin hand was
gentleand s :tmng—huldmg ers.

he words leaped into her mind: Bald. Big-nosed. Chinless.
What did these words mean visually? What were ugliness
and beauty to one who had never seen anything?

he remembered the figures her fingers had traced in the
wall of the Valley of the Stars. The woman. The child-who

Jac's hand tightened until her hand hurt. “You are afraid
you will sce me and find me ugly. In your mind they have
made me something monstrous because I am different!”

“Letus goaway,” she said miserably. “Tlove you.”

Hevas et for along while

If the Cave will let you see me,” he said at last, “then
you must. In the darkness, shadows become terrible things.”

Her hand touched his face gently. He kissed the slim, cold

gers.

“Will you go in?”

“Yes,” she whispered.



JAMES E. GUNN

_The phylogeny of the publishing world is well established: One
out as a writer, flops on his face, and turns to editing as a
last resort. Jimmic Gunn, late of R isconsi

Cicil Defe
system on its head; he first spent his time as an editor of books,
and.only later got around to trying his hand at writing the stu
was publishing. He did so spectacularly well that the job went out
the window: and sincs then o has been devoting the grestr part
of Hi tims 1o concasting Mighiorder selence-fistion sioies Wke—

The Misogynist

Hanny 15 2 wit. Someone has defined a wit as a person who
can tell a funny story without cratking s wole, Thats Hi
‘ou know,” Steve said at the office one day, “T'll bet Harry
will walk right up to the flaming gates of Hell, keeping the
Devil in stitches all the time, and never change expression.”

That's the kind of fellow Harry is. A great guy to have
around the offce. Makes you laugh Just to so him, thinking
about the last story he told. Smart, too. Keeps af a thing,
digging away, piling up facts and stuff until you finally sce
something straight for the frst time. Everybody says he's going
places.

But the kind of story Harry likes—he likes them long. They
start kind of slow, you know, and sort of build up with a
tickle here and a tickle there until each new touch makes
you helpless, you're so weak with laughter. The kind of story

to your wife and you get part way through,
laughing like a fool, and you notice she's just stting there, sort

THE MISOGYNIST by Jame . Gusn, Copyright, 1053 by Galary
Publishing Corp.; reprinted by permission of the
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of patient and martyred, thinking maybe about tomorrow’s
dinner or the dress sale downtown, and you stop laughing and
sigh and say, “It must be the way he tells it” or “Nobody can
tell stories like Harry.”

But then women don't think Harry’s funny.

Take the other night, for instance. Harry and I were sitting
in his living room while the women—Lucille and Jane—were
out in the kitchen, whipping up something aftér the last
rubber, and Harry started this story. Only at first I didn’t
know it was a story.

“Did you ever stop to think” Harry said, “about what
strange creatures women really are? The way they change,
T mean, after you marry them. You know, they stop hanging
on your words, they stop catering to your likes and-dislikes,
they stop laughing at your jokes.”

have a minor reputation as a humorist myself—oh, nothing
in Harry's class, but ready with quip or pun, if you know what
I mean, T came in with a laugh and said, “So the honeymoon
is over,” Harry and Lucille being married only a month or so.

“Yes,” said Harry seriously. “Yes, I guess you could say
that. The honeymoon s over.”

“Tough,” T said, feeling sorry for the guy. “The girl you
marry and the woman you're married to are two different
people.”

O, o Harry disgteed, shaking bis head. “They'se not
‘That's just the poin

“Tha' pointh 1 asked, getting an_ inkling that Harry's
iinal e hid a purpose not entirely serious. “You mean.
there is a point?”

“OF course. It's not just a matter of superficial differences,
you see. It's something fundamental. Women think differently,
their methods are different, their goals are different. So differ-
ent,in fact, that they are entirely incomprehensible,

“I gave up trying to understand them a long time ago.”

“That's where we make our mistake,” Harry said soberly.
“We accept when we should try to understand. We must
undesstand why. As the Seotch say, ‘Al are good lasses, but
where come the ill wives?
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“Why?” T wanted to know, a little puzzled. “They're built
differently, and not just outside. Glands, bearing children—
allkinds of differences.”

at’s their excuse,” said Harry, sneering, “and it's not
B it Ty 0 e et thats cilimience I
“fit them for. But their greatest career is marriage—and their
greatest failure. A man to them is only the necessary evil
they must have before they can get the other things they

wai
*Like the black widow spider and her mate” 1 suggested,
“In a way. And yet not entirely. The spiders, at least, a
of the same species.”
X nodded over that for @ mament before it soaked in. “And
‘men and women aren't?” I practically ye
L ShI" e wamed, and.glanced ouily ot he Bl
oor.

Then was when T began to chuckle. Harry should have
been in the movies. And yet I had to admire the guy, making
a joke out of what is—every husband can tell you—one of the
greatest and most seeet tagedies of lfe greate even be-
‘cause no one can talk about it. No one but Harr

My chuckle must have been the right response, because
he nodded, relaxed, and stopped glancing at the door out of
the comer of his eye. Or maybe that was after Lucille peeked
around the comer and said, “Harry off on one of his stories
again? Tell us when he's through, so we can bring in the
refreshments.”

She was pretty light about it and you could tell it was a
running joke and I couldn't help thinking what a lucky guy
Harry was—if a fellow has to get married, that is, and most of
usdo.

“The alien race,” Harry whispered and leaned back.

It was a good line and I laughed; there wasn't anything
forced bout it ciher,

t better way,” he continued, “to conquer a race than
ot ok tanaa s i oot 1ol long
time ago. Conqueror after conqueror took the country and
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one was passively accepted, allowed to intermarry .
and eventually was absorbed. Only this case is the reverse.
Conquest by marriage might be a good term for it. Breed in
the conqueror, breed out the slave. Breed in the alien, breed
out the human.”

Tnodded appreciatively. “Makes sense.”

“How did it all start?” asked Harry. “And when? If T knew
those answers, I'd know the whole thing. All I've got is a
theory. An alien race of women landed on Earth-when man
was still a cave-dwelling animal, maybe, or it could even have

cen in historic times—and my guess is they were dropped
here by their men. Jettisoned. Dumped. Why? To get rid of
them, obviousl

“But what did their men do then?” I had to ask; feeding
i the next point.

1 know?” he replied irritably. “They were aliens,
Ay e e e o
substitute for women. Maybe these women were just the
worst of the lot and the remaining ones were better. Maybe
the men didn't give a damn and preferred racial suicide to
surrender.”

He angrily shoved the coffee table aside, grumbling some-
thing about women’s ideas of furnishing a home, and pulled
his chair closer. “Sure, surrender. They couldn't exterminate
the men, could they? Who has the weapons, the military
Knowledge? Besides, women don't think like that. Their minds
work in devious ways: they win what they want by gui
and subtlety. That's why they married into the human race.

I looked blank, which is always a-good way to push him

on.

“Well, look,” he said camestly, just as T figured he would,
“how about the Amazons? Once a vear, you know. they visited
the Gargareans, a neighboring tribe; any resulting male chil-
dren were put to death. That didn't work very long, of course.
Their purpose and their very alienness were too obvious. And
the matriarchies—too blatant, you sce, might give the whole
thing away. Besides, men are useful in ways that women
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aren't. Men are inventive, artistic, creative—and can be nagged
or coaxed into doing what women want them to do.”

Tlit a cigarette and looked for an ashtray to put the match.
He shoved over some silly little object that would suffocate a
" cigarette the minute you laid it down. No grooves, either, of
course.

“That’s what women buy when they're on their own,” he

you'll have sunlight, and then they put up heavy drapes to
keep the fumniture from fading. That's not enough, so_ they
dress the furniture in slipcovers that always get twisted and
ereased. They shed bobbypins like dandruff, hang stockings
over towels to dry, never screw a cap on a bottle or jar, 50 it
always falls and breaks when you pick it up by the top,
“straighten up the house;’ as they call it, by shoving every-
thing into drawers where you never can find what you want”

§ i = uncomforiabl cusbian out feors behiadliia wil
threw it on another chair. “All of them?” I asked. “Ave they
allalike?”

“I've wondered about that,” he admitted, frowning, “There
must be some human women left. One hears about happy
marriages, although that might just be female propaganda.
The women who like to read and use their minds, I'd say.

50 who arett 50 darmned practical that they'd get up of
their deathbeds to straighten a crooked picture. Women who
e Lo i e e
He looked up, brightening. “Those could be tests for alienness.
That is” he added, frowning again, “if I'm right and there
actyallyarcany huran women.

ow about those,” I chipped in, “who prefer men and dis-
N s ocsens”

He thought that over seriously. “Most other women. It
could be that they sense the aliens better than we can and
Yes, that would—no,
the aliens probably stick together, so that's out as a test.”
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“There are women who are satisfied with just a comfortable
Jife?” T suggested. “Those who don't drive their husbands t

much insurance that theyre worth more dead than alive
and then work therm to death. That sounds pretty human to

B e b
really know the answers. O, if we do, itll be too late.”

“Too late?”
“Well certainly,” he said, tapping me on the knee. That's
ish spot and I was having enough trouble not laugh-
BB 164 6ol i tholas tew genciations that thels lavs vl
been coming closer to success. They have the vote, equal
rights without giving up any of their privileges, and so fo
They're outliving men—and it's men, of course, who are ex-
tending the lifc span for them. They control about ninety per
cent of the wealth. And there's something else men are doing
for them.” His voice sank to a significant whisper. “We're
experimenting with fertilization by salt water, electrical stim
ulus, that sort of thing. Once we work it out properly . . -

St

“That's right,” he agreed gravely. “Theyll just refuse to
marry, use prenatal sex determination to produce nothing but
gz, and then youll bave s singl race—the female race
‘That's what I think they wan

“It figures,” 1 answered, 1rylng to crush out my cigarette
in the ridiculous tr

He nodded. “Don't think T haven't got more than vague
suspicions. And it’s been damned hard; knowledge of the
female conspiracy has died out in the last fifty years or so.
There's no longer even that subconscious knowledge_ that
alerted the centuries of men befor—that body of tradition
and folklore which is a sort of inherited wisdom of a people.
We've been taught to scom all that as superstition. Most
teachers are women, of course.”

“Before our time, men knew?” I gave him his straight line.

“Ob, yes,” Harry said. “Homer, Ovid, Swift—A dead wife
under the table s the best goods n & man's house, said
Swift. Antiphanes, Menander, Cato—there was a wise one.
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“Suffer women once to arrive at an equality with you, and they
will from that moment become your superiors.” Plautus, Clem-
ent of Alexandria, Tasso, Shakespeare, Dekker, Fletcher,
Thomas Browne~the lst is endless. The Bible: ‘How can he
be clean that is born of woman?’; ‘All wihotocst i oo Mt
* o the wickedness of a woman’; ‘T suffer not a woman to teach,
ot wsurp authority over tho mas, but €0 be fn sllenes’ s .+
teen minutes he continued, covering the Greeks, the
Romans, the Renaissance, and hadn't begun to run dry. Even
for Harry this was digging deep for a story. This is Harry’s
Bk, 1 sid to myscl, 8 itk swod. He 1l mover do angeil
better than this.

Then Harry began getting closer to modern times.

““Women are much more like each other than men, said
Lord Chesterfield. And Nietzsche: ‘Thou goest to women?
Don't forget thy whip.” Then there was Strindberg, touched
by a divine madness which gave him visions of hidden truths,
Shaw concealed his suspicions in laughter lest he be tom to

e

“Ibsen?” I suggested, chuckling, dredging a name out of
my school days that I vaguely remembered was somehow
connected with the subject.

Hirx ool csith b fomothing vilata hid oot

“Ibsen! That traitor! That blind fooll It was he who firs
dramatized the insidious propaganda which led, evemlm“y,
t0 the so-called emancipation of women, and w:
loosing of the chains which kept them from et
strained.

“]Ravemng,” T chortled. “That's the word, all right—raven-
in
bt o back to folk sayings to get real truth,” Harry

ly two times in

bislfe"say the Jugoslavs, ‘when he marries o ilo sl v
he buries her.” Vhen 2 man takes a wife,
i cenes to e Hell' ‘O the Spanish: "Who hath & wife

hath also an_enemy.’ Never belicve a woman, not even a
dead one;’ advise the German peasants. The wisdom of the
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Chinese: ‘Never trust a woman, even though she has given
you ten sons’.

He stopped, ot as if he were near the end of his material,
butto begin broodin

i sometling: e asked, °s cllar but
ton, s.ly or a particular pair of socks—and it isn't there and
S Lt o come i ikt
and it's been right under your nose all the time?”

‘What else have they got to think about?”

“It makes you wonder,” he insisted. “It makes you wonder
ifitreally was there when you looked.

agreed with him, and thought, Strange, the odd truths
that Harry canlink into somhing excrucatingly funny.

“They have no respect for logic,” said Harry. “No respect
R ke i
built upon. They argue as it suits them, waving away contra-
dictions and inconsistencies as meaningless. How many of us
have our Xanthippes, bent on dragging us down from our
contemplation of divine truth to the destructive turmoil of
daily strife? It's maddening, maddening!”

ought struck me. So far, Harry had a number of strings,
amusing in_themselves, but lacking the climax that would
wind them all up. et et ball ofLugter.

“What would ” Lasked, . “if they discovered
e Ty el
around, could they?”

Harry smiled in return, For one unwary second, I thought
hewas slipping, giving the joke away.

S AR
surmises are true, why has no one else discovered it? And the
answer is—they have!”

“They have?” I repeated, alitfle surprised.

Harry answered, nodding. “And it provides the

dlincher. The women would have to do away with them, of
se. Silence them. And it would have to show up some-

one knew where to look.”

prompted, breathlessly.
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“Why," he said, pointing a finger at me, “are there more
men in asylums than women?”

T collapsed, hysterical. T choked with laughter. It was only
“with difficulty that I was able to speak when the women came
in a moment later with their bowls and potato chips and
glasses of beer.

“Hi, alien,” I spluttered at Jane.

And T laughed some more, especially when T looked at
Harry and saw the stricken face he was putting on, horrified,
terribly frightened, sort of all sunk in on himself—better, much
better, than I've scen a professional actor do it on the screen.

Finally the look on the women's faces brought me around—
the bored look—and I tricd to share the joke. Harry was
laughing, too, kind of weakly—surprising, because he always
is sort of bland and mildly curious when one of his stories gets
everybody writhing.

So I started telling it and got part way through and—well,
you know the way it ends. I looked at Harry for help, but he
wasnt giving any, and T kindof died way slowly.

“It must be the way he tells it,” I sighed. “Nobody can
elstorics ks Harey”

You see what I mean. Women don't think Harry’s funny.

The evening tumed out allright, though. A litlo fat a the
end,thevay evenings usualyar

S0 Sk P T biad iaia o st 1t
BT ieres somnetling rone WA tha Tderale Tl
‘ou've been promising to look at it for days, and you've just
g0t to do something about it tonight because I'm going to be
washing tomorrow,” and T heard Harry answer, “Yes, dear,”
mild and obedient, and I thought, The guy's got to blow off
steam somewhere, and figured that I'd be hearing the story
again at the office
Which goes to show how wrong a man can be.

Next moming, Lucille called up and said Harry was sick—
a stroke or a heart attack or something—and couldn't come to
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work. T called there a couple of times, but Lucille told me he
was too sick to see anybody. I knew Harry was really sick
because Lucille had Dr. Clarke, that woman doctor, and Har-
s said he wouldn't have her treat his sick dog if he wanted
the dog to get well. So I knew Harry was too sick to care.
Tt's funny how quick a fellow can go, and I got to thinking
what a shame it was that Harry's finest effort, the climax of
his wit, 50 to speak, should go with him, and how it's too bad
that great vocal art should vanish without leaving a trace.
S0 T began trying to remember—and I couldn't remember
very good, particularly the quotations—so I did a little re-
search of my own, just to be able to give a sample. I ran across

One of them everybody knows, The one of Kiplng' that
begins, “The female of the specics other one 1
storked up by mysel, just thinkin. Why 1 dsked rayadlf ke

there more’ widows than-widowers? Of course, 1
bR

s 2 hame about Harry. A great guy ke dhat,  humorist
who never was given the chanc to share his gift with the
world—if you ask me, funnier than anybody on radio or TV
or the stage; anywhere, for that matter—and here he is getting
set to kick off. The least I can do is reconstruct this biggest
gag he ever put together as a kind of monument to him.

Well, it finished. Il show it to the boys in the office to-
morrow. They'l get a real kick out of it. No sense showing it
to the girls, even Jane—like I said, women never thought
Harry was funny.

Something e B4 160 axt, Bt probably ouly Becaas B
didu’t have enough time to develop the gag the way he
usually does. What kind of plnet did the ashaln
It must have a lot of carbon dioxide. Ever notice how women.
always complain when you open a window? It must be a
Tot world, too; they're cold all the time, especially their fect,
which they like to put against their husband’s legs, making
the poor guy practically leap out of bed. I'm an expert on
that—Jane’s toes would chill any highball. But their world
can't be that hot, because women can trot around in the cold-
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est weather with practically nothing undemeath their coats.
And how about those open-toe shoes?

It doesn't add up at all. I suppose Harry would shrug it off
as another proof of their alionness. Possibly hed say it was
just outside that women were warm; it's in the house that
“they're cold.

Well, there your are—Jane is calling me to come down to
the cellar and fix the furnace. There isn't a thing wrong with
it. I'm sweating, as a matter of fact. But if I don't go down and
monkey around with the grate and draft, T'l never hear the
end of it. And I'd better go just to save the furnace; Jane’s
banging it with a poker, yelling up to mo that shell £ it if

Jm with a poker; there’s a laugh for you. She ca't even
wind a clock without breaking the mainspring.



SIMON EISNER

The biine o “Simon Elener” has eppasced only G date in
a sclencefetion magasine (hough readers in other felds knouw him

well for such penctrating novels as The Naked smrm) but that one

The Luckiest Man in Denv

Mav's wax Reuben, of the cighty-third level, Atomist, knew
there was something wrong when the binoculars fashed and
then went opaque. Ivardly he cursed, boping tha he had
not committed himself to anything. ly he was un-
B e o e iociesm bane o Roddlo
Almon, of the eighty-ninth level, Maintainer, with a smile.

Almon put them to his own eyes, glanced over the parapet
. “Blacker than the heart of a crazy Angel,
eh? Never mind; here's another pair.’

‘This pair was unremarkable. Through it, Reuben studied
o L i it penthes of Deny Dt rra
themselves below. He was too worried to enjoy his first sight
of the vista from the cighty-ninth level, but he let out a
mumurof appreciation. Now to get away from this sudderly
sinister fellow and try to puzzle it

B 2751 el esyticall,with ' 1o upmatd
jerk of his chin.

THE LUCKIEST MAN IN DENV by Simon Eisner. Copyright,
1952, by Galaxy Publishing Corp.; reprinted by permission of th
author.
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“Its better not to,” Almon said hastily, taking the glasses
from his hands. “What i somebody with strs happened to
B P 1l oullicat e it e oy R
fellow peering up at you?”

“He wouldn't darel” said Reuben, pretending to be stupid
“and indignant, and joined a moment later in Almon's sym-
palheuc Taughter.

“Never mind,” ssid Almon. “We are young. Same day, who
knows? Perhaps we shall look from the ninety-fifth level, or
the hundredth

Though Reuben knew that the Maintainer was no friend
BBL e ot o e e R
veins; ambition for a momen

He pulled a long face and told Almon: “Let us hope so.
Thank you for being my host. Now I must return to my quar-
ters.

He left the windy parapet for the serene luxury of an
slatty ninthlevel comidor and descended slow moving stairs
s luxurious levels to his own Spartas
& el oyt
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, 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 Griffn's
woman.
‘Coming down?” she asked, awed. “Where have you been?”
“The. et ninth, as a guest of that fellow Almon. The

“I've never been . . .” she murmured, and then said de-
aisively: “You belong up there. And higher. Griffin laughs at
me, but he's a fool. Last night in chamber we got to talking
At b S R L
angry and said e didn't wark to hear another word.” She
smiled wickedly. “I was revenged,

Black faced, he sid: “You suust be s 2 good hand at revenge,
Selene, and at stirring up the need for it.”
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‘The slight hardening of her smile meant that he had scored
and he hurried by with a rather formal salutation.

m him for an Angelo, but she was casy enough to takel
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; schera-
ing Selene was displaced in his mind by Sclen in chambe

e G
Was o be clevated? Was Grfin going b be swooped on by
the Maintainers? Was he to kill off Griffin so she could leech
onto some rising third party? Was she perhaps merely giving
herman a touch of the las]

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 congrat-
ulton; e fted being young and stupid and unable to puz-
zle out the faulty binoculars and the warmth of Griffin’
woman.

The attack alarm roared through the Spartan corridor. 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 firstcomer roared: “Get out and find your own shelterl
1 don't propose to be crowded out by you or to crowd you out
"“‘”;, and see your ugly blood and brains if there’s a hit. Go,
now!

“Forgive me, sir! At once, sir!” the latecomer wailed; and
serambled away as the alarm continued to roar.

Reuben gasped at the “sirs” and looked at his neighbor. It
was May! Trapped, no doubt, on an inspection tour of the

B 5 b heiaicaapenitly, i you wish o ba Bl Tl
find another room.”
“You may stay with me for company. Are you one of mine?”

¢
There was power in the generals voice and on his craggy
fa
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 Yes . May's man Reuben, ofthe cighty-third level, Atom-

B surveyed him, and Reuben noted that there were
Douchs of sin depending from checkbones and the faw line

lead-looking, coarse-pored skin.

“You're a well-made boy, Reuben. Do you have women?”

“Yes, sir,” said Reuben hastily. “One after another—1 always
have women. I'm making up at this time to a charming thing
called Selene. Well-rounded, vet firm, soft but supple, with
Yong red hair and long white legs-—

are me the details,” muttered the general. “It takes all
kinds. An Atomist, you said. That has a future, to be sure.
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.

May 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 raid, and now he was supposed to make
intelligent conversaton with gencral.

“I really don't know, sir,” he said miserably. “At the time
there seemed to be very little difference—Controller, Atom=
ist, Missiler, Maintainer. We have a saying, ‘The buttons are
differeor,” which usualy ends any conversation on the sub-

ject
“Indeed?” asked May distractedly. His fuce was thinly
filmed with sw You suppose Ellay intends to clobber
s e e e
singe they madea maximum cfort has' 7"
our,” said Reuben. “I remember because one of my best
Bevers e kil b falling corsidor roof—the only Tatality
and it had to happen to my tea
H Tosghidimvouslo o wbolish that e wis talkuns i
a fool, but May seemed not to notice.
Far below them, there was a scries of screaming whistles as
the interceptors were loosed to begin their intricate, double
basketwork wall of defense in a towering cylinder about Deny.
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“Go on, Reuben,” said May. “That was most interesting.”
iy table.

Reuhen  averted s own eyes from the frightened face,
awe drain out of him. Under a table with

(T o

“Perhaps, sir, you can tell me what a puzzling thing, that
happened this afternoon, means. A fellow—Rudolph's man
B i el o pir ol i g
that flashed in my eyes and then went opaque. Has your
‘wide experience—"

May laughed hoarsely and said in a shaky voice: “That old
frick! He was photograpbing your reinas for the bloodvewel

patem. One of Rudolphs men, ch. T'm lad you spoko to
me; I'm old enough to spot a G Fevi Al ke i -H Pertars
et plans—

as a thudding volley in the air and then a faint
jax. One had ot throush, exploding, from th focl of i, fur
down at the foot of Den

5 alaren rossed gain, n bursts that meant all clear; coly
one flight of missiles and that disposed of.

‘The Atomist and the general climbed out from under the
table; May'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.

“Aglass of water,” said May.

The Atomist brought it. He saw the general wash down
what looked like a triple dose of xxx—green capsules which
itwasbetterto leave alone.

after a moment: “That's better. And don't look so

R it o ot Vo e Sodin e A

It's only a temporary measure which I shall discontinue as

ings case up a bit. I was saying that perhaps my

good friend Rudolph plans to substitute one of his men for

ane of mine. Tel me, how long bas this fellow Almon e
iend of yours?

B o & s wh o Lt et
should have realized—"
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“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

“Good,” said May grimly. “The way these things are done,
B double kills you in a secluded spot, disposes of your
and takes over your role. We shall reverse it. You will
il st Caber his role.
[The powertul, methodica voiee icked of posibiltes and
res, an Reuben ab-
% i Tl s e et pactape My had aot
really been frightencd under the table; perhaps it had been
he seading bis own temor in the e May wit
actual g 1 i of backgrotmds A police from
5 cighty.third evell o swar o himacl ds the grent 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 doubt he plans to have your double perpetrate some
horrible blunder on the eve of the election, and the discredit
would reflect on me. Now what you and I must do—"

You and I-May's man Reuben and May—up
cighty-third! Up from the bare corridors and gL
rooms 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
affod, to the eminence from which you could cilmly com-
mand your pick of the beauty of Denv! From the moiling
R et tiopin oo Fellaw Arorsie nd aarifg SOLHH
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him tripping you to the heroic thrust and parry of generals]
"Up from the eighty-third!

May dismissed him with a speech whose implications
were deliriously exciting. “I need an able man and a young
one, Reuben. Perhaps I've waited too long looking for him.

lo well in this touchy business, T'l consider you very
seriously for an important task I have in mind.”

Lato that ight, Sclene camoto s bedroom,
like me,” she said pettishly, “but Crif-

B T somebody to talk to. Do you
mind? What was it like up there today? Did you see carpets?
Twish Thad a carpet.”

He tried to think about carpets and not the exciting con-
trast of metallic cloth and flesh.

“I saw one through an open door,” he remembered. “It

haps I didn't see a very good one. Aren't the good ones very
thick?”

“Yes,” she said. “Your feet sink into them. T 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 1 wanted.
Griffin's such a fool. Do you think Il ever get those things?
T've never caught the eve of a general. Am I pretty enough
to getone, do you think?”

He said uneasily: “Of course you're a pretty thing, Selene.
But carpets and chairs and pillows—" It made him uncomfort-
able, like the thought of peering up through binoculars from

rapet.

“Lwant them,” she said unhappily. = tke you very much,
but I want so many things and soon Il be too old even for
e eichity e level beforsXva botn up! bigher, and 1
spend the rest of my life tending babies or cooking in the
ereche or the refector

L Rk
him a smile that was somehow ghastly in the half Jight.

ibiile: . Harsed, and shettatintly Tokides i
door with the smile frozen on her face. Reuben took a pistol
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from under Lis pillow and demanded, “When do you expect

N 0 you mean?” she asked shrilly. “Who are you
talking o
“My double. Don't be a fool, Selene. May and I-" he
“savored it—"May and I know all about it. He warned me to
oeoico o 5 lversion by wonar while the double slipped
ingnd killd me. When doyou expect i
T really do like you,” Selene sobbed. ot Almon promised

to take me up there and I knew when I was where they'd sce
e that T mest scmebodly realy. bmportt. T ealy o like
you, but soon Tl be t

e = T e vt to rael YTl gt
Nobody but you and me will know that the substitution didn’t
succeed!”

“Then Il bo spyng for you oo Almon, won't 7 she asked
in a choked voice. “All I wanted was a fow nice things before
Tgot too old. Al ight, 1 was supposcd to be i 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 switly into the room, heading for the bed as he
gaised a te-centimeter poignard, He stopoed in dismay when
he realized that the bed was cmpi

Teuben killed him witha bl (hlough the throat.

ut he doesn't look a bit ke me,” he said in bewilderment,
cln:elyex-\mmln;. the face. “Just ina gencral way.”

Selene said dully: “Almon told me people always say that
\hen they see their doubles, s funny, sn't it? He looks just
like you, really.”

How wasmy bady tobe disposed of?”

She produced a small fat bos. *A shadow sit. You were
S s i wogichoa ol o tom

o ot s ppoint hiza % Retban plled the web cf b
shadow suit over his double and tured on the power. In the
half-Jit room, it was a perfect disappearance; by daylight it
would be less perfect. “Theyll ask why the body was shot
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instead of knifed. Tell them you shot me with the gun from
under the pillow. Just say 1 heard the double come in and
you were afraid there might have been a struggle.

She listlesily. askeds “How.do you know I won't betry
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, hi
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

He slept healthily through the morning alarm and arrived
late at his regular twentieth-level station. He saw his superior,

ay's man Oscar of the cighty-fifth level, Atomist, ostenta.
tiously take his name. Let him!

Osear assembled his crew fora grim amnouncement; “We
are going to even the score, and perhaps a little better, with
Elay, At s\|nsb( i il o v fighis A misale

ecl

B vas & Joyous murmur and Reuben frtted o on Bl

vised the scores there who assembled the curved slu
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 Maintaing
guard fell on one of the Assembly Servers, and dragged him
away as he pleaded innocence. He had been detected in
sabotage. When the warheads were in and the Missilers
seated, waiting at their boards, the two Atomists rode up to
the cighty-third's refectory.
The news of a near-maximum cffort was in the air; it was
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electric. Reuben heard on all sides in tones of self-congratu-
ation: “We'llclobber them tonight!”
“That Server you caught,” he said to Oscar, "Wht 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, T could always arr.\nge for some fissionable material
inyourcustodyto goastray
No, nol I was just wondering why people do something
kot
car sniffed doubtfully. “Hes probably insane, like all
e i Dol v imate et i e
a Maintainer ora Controller. Why worry about it?”
“They'l brainburn him, T suppose?”
“I'suppose. Listen!”

Deck One was firing. One, two, three, four, five, six. One,

and slapped shoulders heartily. Eighteen missiles were xac-
ing through the stratosphere, soon to tumble on Ellay. With
any luck, one or two would slip through the fist wall of
interceptors and blast close enough to smash windows and
topple walls in the crazy city by the ocean. It would serve
the lunatics right.

Five minutes later an_ exultant voice filled most of Denv.

“R it said, “Eighteen lunched, cight-
een perfect trajectories. Fifteen shot down by Ellay first-line
interesptors, thico shot down by Ellay second-ine ntercep-
lms.“Exllensive blast damage observed in Griffith Park area
of El

e

And cight Full Mamhmer( marched into the refectory si-
fently nd marched ou euben.

5 o et e oLt o o it A

e LT et s rutts g e ot
when they marched him onto an upward-bound  stairway.

They rode past the eighty-ninth level and Reuben lost
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count, seeing only the marvels of the upper reaches of Denv.
He saw carpets that ran the entire length of corridors, and
intricae fountans, and mossi wals, staned 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 May,
B b
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 are an Ellay spy and
saboteur.”

Reuben looked at May. Did one speak directly t0 the man
who evenin reply to suc

“Answer him, Reuben,” May said kindly.

ay's man Reuben, of the cighty-third level, an

Atomist,” hesal
“Explain,” said the other general heavily, “if you can, why.
all cihteen of the warheads you procured today failed to

et they did!” gasped Reuben. “The Recon missile re-
port said there was blast damage from the three that got
through and it didn't suy anything abont the others faling to

B o el ook ok g e ool
even Kidlir. The man who wore the stars tumed inquiringly
to the chicf of the Maintainers, who nodded and said:
was the Recon missile report,

I e mer At T s syms that Yoyl
attempt to sabotage the attack. Evidently he failed. I also said
he is a faulty double, somehow slipped with great ease into
my good friend May’s organization. You will find that his left
thumb print is a clumsy forgery of the real Reuben’s thuml
print and that his hair has been sxtifcally darkensds”

an nodded at the chief of the Maintainers, who

said: “We have his card, sir.”

Reuben abruptly found himself being fingerprinted and de-
prived of some hair.
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“The £.p.s. check, sxr ” one Maintainer said. “He’s Reuben.”
“Hair's natural, si,” said another.
The general began a rear-guard action: “My information
about his hair seems to have been inaceurate. But the finger-
print means only that Ellay spies substituted his prints for
Reuber'spinsin thefles—
ugh, sir,” said the old man with the s(a)s, “Dismissed.
et ohein. T rroetad Al oo

Reuben found himself in a vast apartment with May, who
was bubbling and chuckling uncontrollably until he poppe
three of the green capsules into his mouth hurriedly.

s. The o
under post-hypnotic, primed to admit everything, Rudolph
w50 ure of himsel that he ‘mads his aceusa ibas befose the
attack, the

i fumbied ot the green capsules again.

“Sir,” said Reuben, alarmed.

“Only temporary,” May 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. T used to plan and plan, and when the trap went
snap it was bter than tisstuf. Dut now 1 don't el a thing.”

He leaned forward from his chair the pupils of his eyes
were black bullet

e pwork?” he demanded. “Do you wank your
world stood on its head and your brains to crack and do the
only worthwhile job there is i

“Sir, I am a loyal May’s man. I want to obey your orders
and use my ability to the full”

“Good enough,” said the general. “You've got brains, you've
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got push. T'll do the spade work. I won't last long enough to
push ik through. Youll have to follow. Ever been outside of

D eabenstened,
“T'm not accusing you of being a spy. s really all right to
g0 outside of Denv. T've been outside. There isn’t much to see

SRR s
erent, Grass, trees, fowers. Places where you could grow
od.

food.

“When I went outside, it troubled me. It made me ask
questions. T wanted to know how we started. Yes—started. It
wasn't always like this. Somebody built Deny. Am I getting
theidea across o youP It et aloays like thisl

“Somebody sct up the reactors to breed uranium and make
Pltonium. Somebody tooled us up for the missls. Somebody

red oards to control them. Somebody started the
hydrupomcslan

“I've dug through the archives. Maybe I found something.
X saw mountins of strength reports, ration reports, supply
xeports, and yet I never got back to the beginning. I foun
iiaeeeebieeamlatiadail
1t was about the water of the Colorado River and who should
get how much of it. 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 sce clearly what's ahead. I want to make peace be-
tween 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 I've clawed my way up. That's why I need a

young man who can claw with the best of them. Tell me
whatyou think
think,” said Reuben measuredly, “it's magnificent—the
ialwmon of Denv. Tl back you to my dying breath if you'll
let me.”
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May smiled tiredly and leaned back in the chair as Reuben
tiptoed out.

‘What luck, Renben thought—what unbelievable Iuck to be
ata fulerum of history like t
* He searched the level for Rudolph's apartment and gained
admission.

To the general, he said: “Sir, 1 have to report that your
Triend May is insne, He has just been raving to me, 2

urging me to follow in his footsteps. 1 pretended to agree—
since I can be of greater service to you if I'm in May's con-

said_Rudolph Ihuus,hlh\l]y “Tell me about the
double. How did that go w
“The bunglers were Sclrne md Almon. Selene because she
alarmed me instead of distracting me. Almon because he
failed to recognize her incompetence.”
“They shall be brainbumed. That leaves an eightyninthe
levelvcanoy inmy organization, dosantt
e very kind, it qbut 1 btk T should. rematni
ardly. I T earn any rewards, I can wait for them.
[ini o it Mayi ] 1 lectads(meit shalisriren
wont live more than two years after that, at the rate he
is taking drugs.’
“We can shorten it,” grinned Rudolph. “I have pharmacists
who can see that his drugs are more than normal strength.
“That would be excellent, sir. When he is too (n[m‘hlcd o
discharge his dutics, there may be an attempt to rake
affair of the double to discredit you. T could then sty that
I'was your man all along and that \I(l\ coerced me.”
They put their heads together, the two saviors of civiliza-
tion as they knew it, and conspired ingeniously long into the
endless night.

an—out
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Not a Creature Was Stirring

He was a tall, hard man with skin the color of very ol
iodine. When he climbed up out of the vertical shaft of his
small gold mine, The Lousy Disappointment, he could have
been taken for an Indian, he was that dark. Except, of course,
that Indians didn’t exist any more in 1982 His name was
Tom Gannett and he was about forty years old and he didn't
realize his own uniqueness.

When he made it to his feet, the first thing he did was to
squint up at the sun. The second was to sneeze, and the
third to blow his nose.

“Hey, you old sun!” he growled. “You old crummy sun, you
Took sicker'n a dog.”

Which was literally true, for the sun seemed to be pretty
queer. The whole sky scemed to be pretty queer, for that
matter. Skies should be blue and the sun should be a bloated
golden bauble drifting serenely across them. But the skies

NOT A CREATURE WAS STIRRING by Dean Evans. Copyright,
1951, by Galaxy Publishing Corp.; reprinted by permission of
the author.
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were not blue; they were a dirty purplish-gray. And the sun
wasn't a bloated golden bauble; somebody had it by the
scruffof the neck and was dragging it

Gannett planted his big feet wide apart and frowned sourly
around and sniffed the air like a dog at a gopher hole. “The
damn world smells sick,” he grunted.

‘Which was also true. The world did smell sick. The world
smelled something like that peculiar odor that comes from an
old graveyard carcfully tended by an old man with da
moss sticking to the soles of his old shoes. That kind of smell.

Gannett didn't know why the sun looked sick, and he didn’t
Know why the world smelled sick. Indeed, there were many
things Gannett didn't know, among which would be these in
particular:

(a) He did not know (since, for the last six months, he had
been living and working all alone at his lttle mine, which

S in the remotest of the most remote desert Tegions. of
Nevada) that a lile less than three weeks carlier, mankind
bad fnally nclnevsd the inevitable: man's own annihilatio

(b) He did not know that ho was going o be the Toneliest

to, and perfectly content
of a desert rat.

(c) He furthermore did not know that there were four of
the Ten Commandments which he wasn't going to be able o
break any more—not even if he stayed up nights trying and
lived for centurics.

Gannett snorted the smell from his nostrls and shrugged.
Hell with it. He thought about Reno and how he hadn't been
there for nearly a year. He thought of the dimly lighted, soft-
carpeted cocktail lounges in Reno where drinks come in long-
stemmed glasses and blondes in long-stemmed legs. Reno at
Christmastime, he thought. There was a town, Renol

He grinned, showing big gold teeth that blazed out of his
mouth like the glittering grille on a Buick. He dug his feet into
T S e et
cabin where he sometimes slept when he didn't happen to
sleep in the mine. He stripped off his grime-sodden clothes.
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He stepped out of them, in fact, and stretched luxuriously as
though he hadn't felt the good joy of being unclothed for a
long time.

He got up and went to a comner of the cabin, rummaged out
a pair of dusty clogs and pushed his fect into them. Then—
and they don't come any nakeder than he was—he went out-
side and around the shack to the rear where he kept his jeep
and where the shower was.

He stepped into it, for it was nothing more omate than a
Targe oil drum suspended on long four by sixes. He yanked on
a rope that hung down from the drum. The result of doing
that made him leap out again dripping wet and colder than a
buried mother-in-law.

He shivered, eyes blinking fast. He took a deep breath.
‘His gold tecth went together tightly and the big museles in his
neck corded defensively. He deliberately went under the
shower again. Pawing a sliver of laundry soap from a ledge on
one of the four by sixes, he went to work with it, and when
he finally tripped the hanging rope once more, he was a clean
man,

He went into the cabin. It wasn't any warmer than the
great outdoors, but that was where his clothes were. He
shaved from an old granite basin ful of cold water. After that
he went to a hook on the wall and got down a suit of clothes
which looked as though it had shriveled up waiting for some-
body to wear it. The last thing he did before leaving was to
Py up one of the boards behind the door and lift out of this
hiding place a small leather bag.

‘The bag was filled with gold.

‘The sun was gone now. Leg-like rays of light still sprawled,
dirty-looking, in the sky over toward the California line, but
aside from these extremities, most of it was somewhere out in
the Pacific. The purplish sky was darker now. Drab. Dead,
somehow.

The old jeep started nicely. It always started nicely; that
was one of the good things about a jeep. The only funny
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thing was that out of its exhaust pipe in the rear came angry
purplish flames. Queer flames. Gannett stared at them, sur-

“Even the damn jeep is sick,” he muttered. He was wrong,
of course, but he had no way of knowing that. He backed
around, finally, and went down what he called his driveway,
which was little more than rock-strewn ground, until he came
to a small dirt road. This led him to another, larger dirt road,
wluch in turn led him to oute #395, which was a U.S. High*

B i i e oo o e o the et
Carson City. It wasn't until he pulled into a gas station that
he realized something was wrong. Nobody jumped out to
wipe his windshield. The attendant who still leaned in the
doorway of the station had a rag in his hand, but he didn't
budge. He couldn't. His face looked like weathered leather
and he vas dead.

oly. . . I” whispered Gannett incredulously. He forgot
B nceding gas. He jumped in the jecp and drove down
the main stem and found Police Headquarters in an old gray
stone building. He knew it was Police Headquarters for the
ccn ncon over the revolving door had CPD on it and it was
still burning.

He went up the steps two at a time, banged through the
swinging doors and stamped straight to where the Sergeant
satata desk over in the comer by the switchboard.

“Hey, by God!” yelled Gannett to the Desk Sergeant.
“There’s a guy down the street in a gas station and he’s stand-
ingup in the doorway and he's dead as a mackerell”

Dramatic words. But the Desk Sergeant was no longer
among the living and didn't appreciate them. Tt took Gannett
a long while to get over that. He slowly backed away. He
made the big oak doors, still backing. He went down the
stairs on legs as stiff as icicles.

He got back in his jeep and started up again. He knew
there was something terribly wrong, but before he thought
about it, he knew he had to have a drink. He pulled up in
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front of a saloon that had nice, cheery, glowing lights showing
through the big front window. He got out of the jeep. He went
thnough theswinging glas doars and stright to the b

3 1

wered. The barman behind the mahogany, fac-
B Cla0 kst c ThD Tiha tad'a, dearl s
rette between his cold colorless lips. The cigarette had a half
inch of ash on it. The ash looked as though it was sculptured
outof purple marble.

Gammett put both hands flat on the bar and swallowed
hard. He twisted his head and looked over the shoulder of a
customer on his left, who was leaning negligently on the bar
yith ane elbow. Thete was  haltful bttle n front of the

2 ad an alert-looking horse’s head stuck
in the neck F puunng spout.
“Excuse me, Mac,” Gannett whispered.

‘The leaning man didn't twitch a muscle.

Gannett sucked in a deep breath. He reached. He got the
bottle. He blinked stupidly at the bottle and then he put it
down very carefully and took another breath and looked at a
highball glass in front of the leaning man. The highball glass

was empty and clean, but the leaning man's fingers were
curled lightly and gracefully around it. They were nice
fingers. White fingers. Fingers that looked as if they hadn't
had to do any hard work lately. Slender, tapering, carcfully
manicured fingers.

Gannett swore softly. He yanked the horse's head out and
Hhen poked the botteino his mouth and tted it up. He el
it until there wasn't a Teft but the very
e oF plis the beight litls papes Tabel. His oot bumea
He coughed. He banged the empty bottle down on the bartop.
e

‘The leaning man stirred, secmed to tun slowly, stiffly, in”
a half are that put him face to face with Gannett. Then he
went down backward and all in one picee, like a tall tree on
top ofa hill on'a very stil night.

He went down with the glass in his hand and, when he
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hit, swirls of thick dust rose lazily from the floor and then
settled back over his rigid form like freshly falling snow
blanketing something left out on the front lawn.

The night was black. There wasn't a star and there wasn't
“a sound except for Earth sounds, which are never very loud,

Gannet sat in bisjeep with the motor runming und the purple

fames coming out of the tailpipe. His hands were tight around
e wheel, but the Jeep wasn't moving. Gannett was staring
off into space and his eyes looked as though somebody had
peeled them back.

He said it to himself mentally, for the first few times. Then,
as if he coulda't contain them any longer, the words tumbled
outf his mouth o the g

“Everybody's dead, by Cod!

Ek through deserted streets until he found an all-
night drugstore. It didn't seem funny to him just yet that the
streets were deserted; that was something he would think of
Jate. He walked ino the drugstoreand went to the newsstand
and picked up a copy of the Carson Daily Bugle.
struck him first. It was the wrong date; it was three picsh
ago. He dropped it and picked up another, a Reno paper
this time. Same trouble with the date. He read the headline
then:

REDS STRIKE AT TURKEY]
Unoeil New Weapon

He blinked at it. There was a little more—pitifully little—to
the cffect that Congress had been asked for a declaration of
war in order to defend the assaulted member of the Atlantic
Pact nations.
annett swallowed hard. He dropped the paper and turned
to the lerk who was leaning over the lass counter watching

“Jeez!” Gannett said. “When did all this happen? I didu’t

it

even know about it.”

=05
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He didn't get any answer from the clerk. He knew he
wouldn't from the way the clerk's eyes looked. They looked as
lﬂhcyshuuldhavebeenundenefng tion.

“People around dead,” he muttered. “By God, the Governor
oughta know about this!”

He left the drugstore and drove straight for the State
Capitol Building, which wasn't far away, for Carson City isn't

large. He walked up the long concrete ribbon to the big
stone steps. He mounted them. He stood before the bronze
doors for an instant, a feeling of awe coming over him despite
what he knew he was going to tell the Governor. He pulled
on the handle of the nearest of the bronze doors.

Nothing happened.

Tt was locked, of course. The Capitol is never openat three
Aac. (which was the exact time when it had happened three
weeks ago—but he didn't know that).

A feeling of rage came over Gannett slowly, like heat radiat-
ing through soft wood. He stood on the stone steps an
the broad expanse of lawn, which, in the summertime, at least,
was very lovely. He slowly pulled his leather bag of gold
from his coat pocket an it up so he could see it. Then

e tumed once more to the bronze doors and smashed the
b:gof 0 theough ando the gy anes,

annett done it!” he roared. “If anybody wants to know,
tell them Gannett, by God!”

He went back to his jeep. The big, darkly hulking form
of the red brick Post Office Building went by and faded into
the night. He passed a jewelry store. He looked in. An eleciric
mantel clock in the store window indicated the time as nine-
ten. He passed a supermarket. The big illuminated clock on
the facade said nine-seven. The clock in the service station,
where he finally pulled in for gas, pointed at nine exactly.
Cycles have to be controlled if electire clocks are to keep
correct time, but that was something else he did not know.

After he put back the gasoline hose, he left one more ob-
servation on the silence of the night before driving to Reno.
He suid it loudly, and there was angry frustation in every
word of it
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“Hell with Carson City. To hell withit!”

Approaching downtown Reno at night is a pleasant, cheer-
ful experience. There are lights all around, like a stor selling
electric fixtures. On the right hand side of Virginia Street
“they glow brightly, each one a lttle gaudier than the last.
Big lights. Neon lights in all the colors neon lights can come
in. Signs on the fronts of the big gaming houses that stay open
until lights aren't needed any more; and the one flash of
light across Virginia Street at the intersection of Commercial
Row which had been photographed more times than the mind
of man could have conjecture

RENO
The Biggest Little City in the World

He drove slowly by the Happy Times Club. He could see
quite a few people inside. You wouldn't think there was any-
thing wrong when you looked at something like that.

At the comer of First Street, he stopped for the signal. He
pulled around a military vehicle that seemed to be waiting
for the signal, too. It was an open vehicle, painted the olive
drab of the Army, and sitting stiffly erect behind the wheel
B o i e S
right angle over one eye.

‘The signal bell up on the comer poles clanged loudly and
the lights tumed grcen. Gamnett crosed the intrsction, but
the lieutenantand bis miltry vebicl tayed behin

went by the Golden Bubble, which was perhaps the
i gaudiest of all the gaming places in Reno. Its big
front, done in glass bricks with multicolored lights behind
them, looked like some monstrous kaleidoscope built for the
use of the Man in the Moon. Seen from his jeep, through the
pate glass ofthewide door, th nterorof the Colden Bubble
scemed to be a happy, carousing place full of the joyous
e 2 ol mavine o e e Oty ik Sesitr gt
course, for the only sounds to be heard were the jeep’s motor
and the signals bells on the corner poles.
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Gannett parked. He walked back, went slowly through the
doors of the Golden Bubble. The first thing that met his eyes
was the flashing welcome grin of the head waiter, who was
dressed in a tuxedo just inside the doors. The head waiter
had his hand half out, as i to shake the hand of Gannett as
he came in. Gannett almost stuck out his own hand in return—
but not quite.

He went to the bar. He didn't look at the barman lying on
the floor with his ear in the spittoon, He shambled around
the end of the bar, took a full bottle of scotch off the backbar
shelf, broke the scal and took a long swallow. The bartender
didn't notice.

After that he took the bottle with him out on the floor. He
went around 2 man in an overcoat who looked to be uncom-
fortably warm but wasn't. He went over to a roulette table and
stared the croupier straight in the eyes. He reached for a pile
of ghips under the croupie’s ight band and s them over.

“Double zero,” he said.

‘The croupier looked bored, which was the way a croupier
should look. Gannett reached down and gave the wheel a spin
and then stood back and waited. The croupier waited. Two
women and one man, on Gannetts right, also waited. The
ball clicked merrily, came to a stop. The wheel slowed, finally

rest

ed.

It wasnit double zero. Gannett reached for the croupier’s
rake and shoved his pile of chips back under the croupier’s
protecting right hand.

“Lousy wheelis fixed,” Gannett said.

Nobody argued with him on that.

He uncorked his scotch bottle and took a long pull. Nobody
objected to that, either, the croupier still looked bored; and

two women and the one man waited patiently for the
Day of Judgment.

Ganniett went over to a cashier window and reached in and
got a handful of silver dollars. He took them to the machines
over against the far wall and stuck in a couple and pulled the
two handles simultaneously. For his investment he got back
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five dollars, which one of the machines disgorged with a loud
clatter. He put more dollars in. He put them in fast and
pulled the levers fast. He went down the entire row of ma-
chines and pulled the levers as he went. He didn't linger to
see what happened at any of them.
* He began to feel cold. He took out his scotch bottle again
and half emptied it. A woman who looked as if she were some-
oney great-grandmather, except that her bair wns bleached
e e o e
and leather chalr ot six feet sway from him, stared a little
disapprovingly. Gamnett caught the look.

Lady,” he said defensively, “I carned me a holiday, see?
It's none of your business if I do some celebrating, is it?

The lady didn't change her mind. She looked as though

she might prefer gin herself.

annctt belched, He wasn't so_cold now. He threw back
His head and laughed and listencd to the sound o it bounce
off walls. He did it again. He was feling fi

inEEe iR R
and nudged the croupier gently. The croupier went over like
abroom sliding down the side of a wall.

Gannett picked up the little plastic rake and looked at the
two women and one man.

“Place your bets, folks,” he said, in a low tone that was a
pretty good imitation of the drone of a professional man.

He separated the chips into four neat piles. He pushed a
pile cach at the two women, one to the man. The last he kept
for himself.

“Place your bets, folks,” he repeated.

Nobody did, but that was okay anyhow. Grinning happily,
he made bets for them. One of the women~the one that was
red-headed—looked to him as if she might be a plunger. He
shoved her pile of chips over onto zero and then he gave
her a friendly little wink. The other woman was the careful

dollars on plain number nine. His own bet was due a little
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more deliberation. He carefully spread around five hundred
dollars until the strip looked as if eighteen people were play-
ingitall at once.
The effort made him sweat. He reached for his bottle,
emptied it then dropped it onthe falen roupier,
 Gannett said in an apologetic tone, “you'll have to
rdon me a minute, It seems I'm out of fuel. Don't go away;
Filbe right back”
Everybody was agrecable. Cannett went back to the bar,
et scpuad balind i

e said to the barm got a party out there, Doc. A
big party, ses? The house might stand to make a mint, How's
about drinks?”

e barman considered it. The barman was still consider
ing it when Gannett went back to the wheel with a fifth of
scotch and four glasses and a dish of olives. He made drinks.
in each one he put an olive. By this time, of course, he was
getting a little loud, but nobody could biame him for that.

en the drinks were made and placed before the two
women and the man, he was ready. He grinned around,
rubbed his hands together and winked a sly lttle leering wink
at the redhead.
he wheel spun, stopped. Zero. The redhead had brought
down the house.
"By God!" whispered Gannett in frank admisation. “Lady,
you sure got luck. "Nother little snifter just to nail it tight?”
e ik e Bl e i o Mgt
made a face over the olive. He poured another. He made
more bets for everybody and then thought of something. Ex-
cusing himsclf once more, he got a roll of quarters from the
cashier cage and, breaking it open, fed them into a big glit-
tering juke box over in the corner. That done, he pushed down
arow of tabs and went back to the tab] -
body seened o b having u tie The redhead fust
Three separate times Gannett was forced to
R LI)lp\ from other tables in order to keep the game
going, but he didn't mind. He even said to the redhead one
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Lady, ten more minutes and we sign the foint over to you.
But have fun; you're doing swe

[0 mordia cavmelied thoithrighitol baccam Gexl R
than once he had to go back to the juke box and punch tabs,
but that was all right. He liked music.

At ten minutes past three in the morning, with all the chips
in the place before the lucky redhead he fished his st

ottle.

He lifted his eyes and considered a crystal chandelier
which hung from the exact center of the broad ceiling. It
was a beautiful chandelier. It looked as though it might have
graced the banquet hall of some castle over in England, back
in the days when England was a ughl little isle. He grinned

it. He pitched the

There was & crash. Half the lights in the placo went out.

Bowing solemaly to the scattered immobile figures, Gannett
lurched to the big door up front. He tried a bow to the
riendly floorman, but it didn’t quite go over. He banged
through the doors and outinto the street,

Gannett groaned his aching body out of bed and padded
heavily to the window. He put his big hands on the sill and
looked out. Purple snow was falling on a quict world. The
flakes came down softly, big wet, colored things like fluffy bits
of cotton candy escaping from a circus in the sky. There was
his jeep down on the street where he had left it. He could
Tecognize it,for it was the only jeep on the block.
Then it wasn't no lousy dream,” he said miscrably.
He went back to the bed and sat down on the edge of it
He recalled the headlines in the paj
T lousy eds,” he whispered.. “They done this sore
ashell”
That made him think a little. Everybody was dead, even the
redhead in the Golden Bubble who couldn't lose.
“What the hell am I doin’ alive, then?” he asked himsel.
There was no answer to that. He thought of his mine, The
Lousy Disappointment, and wondered i, living most of the
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time below the surface as he did, he had been protected
from some sort of purple gas or something that seemed to have
killed off everybody else. It could be. Some very light gas,
‘maybe, that wouldn't seep below the surface.

“Aw, for eripe sakes!” he grunted disgustedly.

He dressed and left the room. He went downstairs. There
et the obby,all soft,quit corpeting and sot et (Cagn
and soft, quiet drapes. A sheet of paper on a writing des
b e e R
B i ih i CoRl il

carefully avoided looking at two well-dressed women
who sat in lobby chairs, staring off into nothing, but he felt
their presence chillingly. He shivered. He made his way out-
side, the purple snow coming down and giving his cheeks
wet, cold caresses. He angrily brushed them off, but they
came down anyway. Above the snow, the sky was a sodden
mass of purplish gray.

e found a restaurant that was open. A few customers
sat on the stools like statucs in a museu. All the coffeemakers
were on the clecric stove, but they were dry and clesn
except one that had no bottom in it any more and was quite

scolored. Beneath it the round. clociie. coll stll glowed
faithully.

Ho grabbed uwp ono of the clean pots and.took 1t to the
metal rinse sink and reached for the faucet. And then his
hand froze. What if the water was tainted? He had no way
of finding out if it didn't carry that identifying purplish tint.
He tried the fancet, It did.

‘The milk in the refrigerator was three weeks old, of course.
Gannett ended by opening a bottle o Peps Cola'fo bresk

The sky stayed leaden, but even so there were many
things apparent now that he hadn't seen the night before.
A lack of heavy traffic on the streets would seem to indicate
that what had happened—purple gas or whatever—had been
very late at night; even so, traffic accidents were everywhere.
There was one big sedan with its front end crushed against
the First Olympic Bank. There was one cop who had died
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trying to tie his right shoe—his fingers stll clutched the laces.
There was a doctor (his car had a caduceus emblem on the
indshield) who had fust stepped down to the street, His
bag in his left hand and his right hand on the door, ready to
Bib i B serious, purposeful look on his face that
even the falling purple snow couldu't quite eradicate.

e cold, sweat frosted Gannetts forchead. He
made his way to a radio and television store and kicked in a
glass panel of the front door. Stepping through to the clamor

of the suddenly aroused night-warning bell, he went direetly

toa TV setand turned iton.

The big screen tube flickered after a while and a scratching
hum came out of the speaker, but nothing happened. He tried
allthechannels.Nothing,

a big radio console next, going carefully and
Bl st cia) sk i AL oot K T O
the night-warning bell was kicking up quite a racket, he could
tell after a moment or two.

ing. . .

e sky was getting dark as Gannett left the store. The
purp]c snow still fell. It was then that he noticed for the first
time the gay street decorations in preparation for Christmas.
Eig paper bells with plenty of glitering tisel and electric
lamps inside the

On the comer of First and Virginia, he saw a big iron kettle
of some Salvation Army Santa, Hanging from its metal tripod,
ooy iuts kel sasept that fe ras llad i P
snow; and the Santa who was supposed to ring his little bell
was holding it stifily over his head. He and the bell were
frozen silent.

There was a large department store. Inside, in the show
indow, was a Christmas display that would delight the ki
dies. There was a big Christmas tree trimmed with every
imaginable ornament.

Bencath the tree clecticlly actvated toy sodies jecked
robotlike through their precise military designations, their
lithographed faces lookmg stern and very brave. There was
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a clown who did uncounted somersaults; a lifelike doll who
clapped her hands in glee. There was an aluminum bomber
with a wingspread of three feet—it was held in the air by al-
. mvmble ‘wires—and its six propellers droned in perfect
w making a brisk little wash that rustled the silk of the
e LT . Ao e vho ess o thotizoss through
valley and over mountain, into tunnel and over spiderweb
trestle, was a railroad track. It should have had busy little
trains on it, except that it didn’t—the trains had been derailed
ata whistle stop called North Pole.

annett’s eyes twitche

The sky grew darker; the purple snow continued to fall
silently. Gannett went by the Masonic Lodge, the YMCA,
and crossed the little stone bridge over the frozen Truckee
River. He came to the heavy gray stone building of First
Community Church.

e stopped in front of the church and stared at it. Tt was a
solid, respectable-looking building. It was a very nice thing,
indeed, to have here in Reno.

“Christmas Eve,” Gannett whispered through cold lips.
“This is Christmas Evel”

He went up six purplesnow-covered stone steps. He
reached the top where the stone steps ended and where the.
big square stone slab was, that slab where the minister stands
when the weather is fair, and shakes hands with the con-
gregation after the servi

mewhere above, in the steeple, bells struck off the hour
of eight. A timing device did that. Many churches had such
timing devices to save labor. And as though that were a signal,
a loudspeaker, .nmdmd way up on the spire especially for
this festive season, began to growl out preparatory scratching
noises, like a big metal monster elearing its throat.

Gannett pulled on the wrought brass handles of the closed
oaken door. The door didn't budge, He grabbed the handles

in both hands and braced his feet. He pulled hard. The door
was locked.

“God,” he whispered huarxely. “Cod, this is me. I gotta get
in, God. God, listen, I gotta get inl”
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High above, in the steeple, the loudspeaker was finally
ready with a cheerful lttle carol.

“God Rest Ye Merry, Gentlemen!” the voices of a dead
choir roared out upon the silent city.
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