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PROJECT HUSH

SecreT? We were about as secret as you could be and still
exist. Listen, do you know the name of our official listing
in Army documents?

Project Hush.

You can imagine. Or, come to think of it, you really
can’t. Of course, everyone remembers the terrific espion-
age fever that gripped this country in the late nineteen-
sixties, how every official named Tom had another official
named Dick checking up on him, how Dick had someone
named Harry checking up on hizz—and how Harry didn’t
have the slightest idea of the work Tom was doing be-
cause there was a limit as to how far you could trust even
counter-intelligence men . . .

But you had to be in a top-secret Army project to
really get it. Where a couple of times a week you re-
ported to Psycho for DD and HA (Dream Detailing and
Hypno-Analysis to you carefree civilians). Where even
the commanding general of the heavily fortified research
post to which you were assigned could not ask what the
hell you were doing, under penalty of court-martial—and
was supposed to shut his imagination off like a faucet every
time he heard an explosion. Where your project didn’t
even appear in the military budget by name but under
the classification Miscellaneous X Research—a heading
that picked up a bigger appropriation every year like a
runaway snowball. Where—

Oh, well, maybe you can still remember it. And, as I
said, we were called Project Hush.

The goal of our project was not just to reach the moon
and set up a permanent station there with an original
complement of two men. That we had just done on that
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slightly historic day of 24 June 1967. More important, in
those wild, weapon-seeking times when fear of the H-
bomb had churned the nation into a viscid mass of hys-
teria, was getting to the moon before anybody else and
without anybody else knowing about it.

We'd landed at the northern tip of Mare Nubium, just
off Regiomontanus, and, after planting a flag with appro-
priate throat-catching ceremony, had swung into the
realities of the tasks we had practiced as so many dry
runs back on earth.

Major Monroe Gridley prepared the big rocket, with
its tiny cubicle of living space for the return journey to
Earth which he alone would make.

Lieutenant-colonel Thomas Hawthorne painstakingly
examined our provisions and portable quarters for any
damage that might have been incurred in landing.

And I, Colonel Benjamin Rice, first commanding officer
of Army Base No. 1 on the Moon, dragged crate after
enormous crate out of the ship on my aching academic
back, and piled them in the spot two hundred feet away
where the plastic dome would be built.

We all finished at just about the same time, as per
schedule, and went into Phase Two.

Monroe and I started work on building the dome. It
was a simple pre-fab affair, but big enough to require an
awful lot of assembling. Then, after it was built, we faced
the real problem—getting all the complex internal ma-
chinery in place and in operating order.

Meanwhile, Tom Hawthorne took his plump self off
in the single-seater rocket which, up to then, had doubled
as a lifeboat.

The schedule called for him to make a rough three-
hour scouting survey in an ever-widening spiral from our
dome. This had been regarded as a probable waste of
time, rocket fuel and manpower—but a necessary pre-
caution. He was supposed to watch for such things as
bug-eyed monsters out for a stroll on the Lunar land-
scape. Basically, however, Tom’s survey was intended to
supply extra geological and astronomical meat for the
report which Monroe was to carry back to Army HQ
on earth.
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Tom was back in forty minutes. His round face, inside
its transparent bubble helmet, was fishbelly white. And so
were ours, once he told us what he’d seen.

He had seen another dome.

“The other side of Mare Nubium—in the Riphaen
Mountains,” he babbled excitedly. “It’s a little bigger than
ours, and it’s a little flatter on top. And it’s not translu-
cent, either, with splotches of different colors here and
there—it’s a dull, dark, heavy gray. But that’s all there
is to see.”

“No markings on the dome?” I asked worriedly. “No
signs of anyone—or anything—around it?”

“Neither, Colonel.” T noticed he was calling me by
my rank for the first time since the trip started, which
meant he was saying in effect, “Man, have you got a
decision to make!”

“Hey, Tom,” Monroe put in. “Couldn’t be just a regu-
larly shaped bump in the ground, could it?”

“I'm a geologist, Monroe, I can distinguish artificial
from natural topography. Besides—” He looked up—“I
just remembered something 1 left out. There’s a brand-
new tiny crater near the dome—the kind usually left by
a rocket exhaust.”

“Rocket exhaust?” I seized on that. “Rockets, eh?”

Tom grinned a little sympathetically. “Spaceship ex-
haust, I should have said. You can’t tell from the crater
what kind of propulsive device these characters are using.
It’s not the same kind of crater our rear-jets leave, if that
helps any.”

Of course it didn’t. So we went into our ship and had
a council of war. And I do mean war. Both Tom and
Monroe were calling me Colonel in every other sentence.
I used their first names every chance I got.

Still, no one but me could reach a decision. About what
to do, I mean.

“Look,” 1 said at last, “here are the possibilities. They
know we are here—either from watching us land a couple
of hours ago or from observing Tom’s scoutship—or
they do not know we are here. They are either humans
from Earth—in which case they are in all probability
enemy nationals—or they are alien creatures from another
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planet—in which case they may be friends, enemies or
what-have-you. I think common sense and standard mili-
tary procedure demand that we consider them hostile
until we have evidence to the contrary. Meanwhile, we
proceed with extreme caution, so as not to precipitate an
interplanetary war with potentially friendly Martians, or
whatever they are.

“All right. It’s vitally important that Army Headquar-
ters be informed of this immediately. But since Moon-to-
Earth radio is still on the drawing boards, the only way
we can get through is to send Monroe back with the
ship. If we do, we run the risk of having our garrison
force, Tom and me, captured while he’s making the re-
turn trip. In that case, their side winds up in possession
of important information concerning our personnel and
equipment, while our side has only the bare knowledge
that somebody or something else has a base on the Moon.
So our primary need is more information.

“Therefore, I suggest that I sit in the dome on one
end of a telephone hookup with Tom, who will sit in
the ship, his hand over the firing button, ready to blast
off for earth the moment he gets the order from me.
Monroe will take the single-seater down to the Riphaen
Mountains, landing as close to the other dome as he thinks
safe. He will then proceed the rest of the way on foot,
doing the best scouting job he can in a spacesuit.

“He will not use his radio, except for agreed-upon non-
sense syllables to designate landing the single-seater, com-
ing upon the dome by foot, and warning me to tell Tom
to take off. If he’s captured, remembering that the first
purpose of a scout is acquiring and transmitting knowl-
edge of the enemy, he will snap his suit radio on full
volume and pass on as much data as time and the enemy’s
reflexes permit. How does that sound to you?”

They both nodded. As far as they were concerned, the
command decision had been made. But I was sitting under
two inches of sweat.

“One question,” Tom said. “Why did you pick Monroe
for the scout?”

“I was afraid you’d ask that,” T told him. “We’re three
extremely unathletic Ph. D.s who have been in the Army
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since we finished our schooling. There isn’t too much
choice. But 1 remembered that Monroe is half Indian—
., Arapahoe, isn’t it, Monroe?—and I'm hoping blood will
tell.”

“Only trouble, Colonel,” Monroe said slowly as he rose,
“is that I'm one-fourth Indian and even that . .. Didn’t
I ever tell you that my great-grandfather was the only
Arapahoe scout who was with Custer at the Little Big
Horn? He’d been positive Sitting Bull was miles away.
However, I'll do my best. And if I heroically don’t come
back, would you please persuade the Security Officer of
our section to clear my name for use in the history books?
Under the circumstances, I think it’s the least he could
do.”

I promised to do my best, of course.

After he took off, I sat in the dome over the telephone
connection to Tom and hated myself for picking Monroe
to do the job. But I'd have hated myself just as much for
picking Tom. And if anything happened and I had to tell
Tom to blast off, I'd probably be sitting here in the dome
all by myself after that, waiting . . .

“Broz neggle!” came over the radio in Monroe’s reso-
nant voice. He had landed the single-seater.

I didn’t dare use the telephone to chat with Tom in
the ship, for fear I might miss an important word or
phrase from our scout. So I sat and sat and strained my
ears. After a while, I heard “Mishgashu!” which told me
that Monroe was in the neighborhood of the other dome
and was creeping toward it under cover of whatever
boulders were around.

And then, abruptly, I heard Monroe yell my name and
there was a terrific clattering in my headphones. Radio
interference! He’d been caught, and whoever had caught
him had simultaneously jammed his suit transmitter with
a larger transmitter from the alien dome.

Then there was silence.

After a while, I told Tom what had happened. He just
said, “Poor Monroe.” I had a good idea of what his ex-
pression was like.

“Look, Tom,” I said, “if you take off now, you still
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won’t have anything important to tell. After capturing
Monroe whatever’s in that other dome will come looking
for us, I think. I'll let them get close enough for us to
learn something of their appearance—at least if they’re
human or non-humah. Any bit of information about them
is important. I’ll shout it up to you and you’ll still be able
to take off in plenty of time. All right?”

“You're the boss, Colonel,” he said in a mournful voice.
“Lots of luck.”

And then there was nothing to do but wait. There was
no oxygen system in the dome yet, so I had to squeeze up
a sandwich from the food compartment in my suit. I sat
there, thinking about the expedition. Nine years, and all
that careful secrecy, all that expenditure of money and
mind-cracking research—and it had come to this. Waiting
to be wiped out, in a blast from some unimaginable weap-
on. I understood Monroe’s last request. We often felt
we were so secret that our immediate superiors didn’t
even want #s to know what we were working on. Scien-
tists are people—they wish for recognition, too. I was
hoping the whole expedition would be written up in the
history books, but it looked unpromising.

Two hours later, the scout ship landed near the dome.
The lock opened and, from where I stood in the open
door of our dome, I saw Monroe come out and walk
toward me. v

I alerted Tom and told him to listen carefully. “It may
be a trick—he might be drugged . ..”

He didn’t act drugged, though—not exactly. He pushed
his way past me and sat down on a box to one side of
the dome. He put his booted feet up on another, smaller
box.

“How are you, Ben?” he asked. “How’s every little
thing?”’

I grunted. “Well?” 1 know my voice skittered a bit.

He pretended puzzlement. “Well what? Oh, I see what
you mean. The other dome—you want to know who’s
in it. You have a right to be curious, Ben. Certainly. The
leader of a top-secret expedition like this—Project Hush
they call us, huh, Ben—finds another dome on the Moon.
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He thinks he’s been the first to land on it, so naturally he
wants to—"

“Major Monroe Gridley!” I rapped out. “You will
‘come to attention and deliver your report. Now!” Hon-
estly, I felt my neck swelling up inside my helmet.

Monroe just leaned back against the side of the dome.
- “That’s the Army way of doing things,” he commented
admiringly. “Like the recruits say, there’s a right way,
a wrong way and an Army way. Only there are other
ways, too.” He chuckled. “Lots of other ways.”

“He’s off,” I heard Tom whisper over the telephone.
“Ben, Monroe has gone and blown his stack.”

“They aren’t extraterrestrials in the other dome, Ben,”
Monroe volunteered in a sudden burst of sanity. “No,
they’re humans, all right, and from Earth. Guess where.”

“Pll kill you,” I warned him. “I swear I'll kill you,
Monroe. Where are they from—Russia, China, Argen-
tina?”

He grimaced. “What’s so secret about those places? Go
on!—guess again.”

I stared at him long and hard. “The only place else—"

“Sure,” he said. “You got it, Colonel. The other dome
is owned and operated by the Navy. The goddamn
United States Navy!”

THE DISCOVERY
OF MORNIEL MATHAWAY

EVERYONE is astonished at the change in Morniel Matha-
way since he was discovered, everyone but me. They re-
member him as an unbathed and untalented Greenwich
Village painter who began almost every second sentence
with “I” and ended every third one with “me.” He had
all the pushing, half-frightened conccit of the man who
secretly suspects himself to be a second-rater or worse,
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and any half-hour conversation with him made your ears
droop with the boastful yells he threw at them.

I understand the change in him, the soft-spoken self-
depreciation as well as the sudden overwhelming success.
But then, I was there the day he was “discovered”’—ex-
cept that isn’t the right way to put it. To tell you the
truth, I don’t know how to put it really, considering the
absolute impossibility—yes, 1 said impossibility, not im-
probability—of the whole business. All I know for sure
is that trying to make sense out of it gives me belly-
yammers and the biggest headache this side of calculus.

We were talking about his discovery that day. I was
sitting, carefully balanced, on the one wooden chair in his
cold little Bleecker Street studio, because I was too sophis-
ticated to sit in the easy chair.

Morniel practically paid the rent on his studio with that
easy chair. It was a broken-down tangle of filthy uphol-
stery that was high in the front of the seat and very low
in the back. When you sat in it, things began sliding out
of your pockets—loose change, keys, wallets, anything—
and into the jungle of rusty springs and rotting wood-
work below.

Whenever newcomers came to the place, Morniel
would make a big fuss about showing them to “the com-
fortable chair.” And as they twisted about painfully try-
ing to find a spot between the springs, his eyes would
gleam and he’d get all lit up with good cheer. Because
the more they moved about, the more would fall out of
their pockets.

After a party, he’d take the chair apart and start count-
ing the receipts, like a store owner hitting the cash regis-
ter the evening after a fire sale.

The only trouble was, to sit in the wooden chair, you
had to concentrate, since it teetered.

Morniel couldn’t lose—he always sat on the bed.

“I can’t wait for the day,” he was saying, “when some
dealer, some critic, with an ounce of brain in his head sees
my work. I can’t miss, Dave, I know I can’t miss; I'm
just too good. Sometimes I get frightened at how good
I am—it’s almost too much talent for one man.”

“Well,” I said, “there’s always the—"
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“Not that it’s too much talent for me,” he went on,
fearful that 1 might have misunderstood him. “I'm big
_enough to carry it, fortunately; I'm large enough of soul.
'But another, lesser guy would be destroyed by this much
totality of perception, this comprehension of the spiritual
gestalt as I like to put it. His mind would just crack wide
open under the load. Not me, though, Dave, not me.”

“Good,” I said. “Glad to hear it. Now if you don’t m—"

“Do you know what I was thinking about this morn-
ing?”

“No,” I said. “But, to tell you the truth, I don’t really—"

“T was thinking about Picasso, Dave. Picasso and Roualt.
I'd just gone for a walk through the pushcart area to have
my breakfast—you know, the old the-hand-is-quicker-
than-the-eye Morniel—and 1 started to think about the
state of modern painting. I think about that a lot, Dave.
It troubles me.”

“You do?” I said. “Well, I tend to—"

“lI walked down Bleecker Street, then I swung into
Washington Square Park, and while I walked, I was
thinking: Who is doing really important work in paint-
ing today who is really and unquestionably great? I could
think of only three names: Picasso, Roualt—and me.
There’s nobody else doing anything worthwhile and orig-
inal nowadays. Just three names out of the whole host of
people painting all over the world at this moment: just
three names, no more. It made me feel very lonely, Dave.”

“T can see that,” I said. “But then, you—"

“And then I asked myself, why is this so? Has absolute
genius always been so rare, is there an essential statistical
limitation on it in every period, or is there another reason,
peculiar to our own time. And why has my impending
discovery been delayed so long? I thought about it for a
long time, Dave. I thought about it humbly, carefully,
because it’s an important question. And this is the answer
I came up with.”

I gave up. I just sat back in my chair—not too far back,
of course—and listened to him expound a theory of es-
thetics I'd heard at least a dozen times before, from a
dozen other painters in the Village. The only point of
difference between them was on the question of exactly
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who was the culmination and the most perfect living ex-
ample of this esthetic. Morniel, you will probably not be
amazed to learn, felt it was himself.

He’d come to New York from Pittsburgh, Pennsyl-
vania, a tall, awkward boy who didn’t like to shave and
believed he could paint. In those days, he admired Gau-
guin and tried to imitate him on canvas; he’d talk for
hours, in the accents that sound like movie Brooklynese,
but are actually pure Pittsburgh, about the mystique of
folk simplicity. :

He got off the Gauguin kick fast, once he’d taken a few
courses at the Art Students League and grown his first
straggly blond beard. Recently, he had developed his
own technique which he called smudge-on-smudge.

He was bad, and there were no two ways about it. I
say that not only from my opinion—and I've roomed with
two modern painters and been married for a year to
another—but from the opinions of pretty knowing people
who, having no personal axe to grind, looked his work
over carefully.

One of them, a fine critic of modern art, said after
staring slack-jawed at a painting which Morniel had in-
sisted on giving me and which, in spite of my protests,
he had personally hung over my fireplace: “It’s not just
that he doesn’t say anything of any significance, graphi-
cally, but he doesn’t even set himself what you might call
painterly problems. White-on-white smudge-on-smudge,
non-objectivism, neo-abstractionism, call it what you like,
there’s nothing there, nothing! He’s just another of these
loudmouth, frowzy, frustrated dilettantes that infest the
Village.”

So why did I spend time with Morniel> Well, he lived
right around the corner. He was slightly colorful, in his
own sick way. And when I'd sat up all night, trying to
work on a poem that simply wouldn’t be worked, I often
felt it would be relaxing to drift around to his studio for
a spot of conversation that wouldn’t have anything to do
with literature.

The only trouble—and the thing I always forgot—was
that it almost never was a conversation. It was a mono-
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logue that I barely managed to break in on from time
to time.

You see, the difference between us was that I'd been

' published, even if it was only in badly printed experi-
mental magazines that paid off in subscriptions. He'd
never been exhibited—not once.

There was another reason for my maintaining a friendly
relationship with the man. And that had to do with the
one talent he really had.

I barely get by, so far as living expenses are concerned.
Things like good paper to write on, fine books for my li-
brary, are stuff I yearn for all the time, but are way out
of my reach financially. When the yearning gets too
great—for a'newly published collection by Wallace Stev-
ens, for example—I meander over to Morniel’s and tell
him about it.

Then we go out to the bookstore—entering it sepa-
rately. I start a conversation with the proprietor about
some very expensive, out-of-print item that I'm thinking
of ordering and, once I've got all of his attention, Morniel
snaffles the Stevens—which I intend to pay for, of course,
as soon as I'm a little ahead.

He’s absolutely wonderful at it. I've never seen him so
much as suspected, let alone caught. Of course, I have to
pay for the favor by going through the same routine in an
art-supply store, so that Morniel can replenish his stock
of canvas, paint and brushes, but it’s worth it to me in
the long run. The only thing it’s not worth is the thump-
ingBoredom I have to suffer through in listening to the
guy, or my conscience bothering me because I know he
never intends to pay for those things. Okay, so 1 will,
when I can.

“I can’t be as unique as I feel I am,” he was saying now.
“Other people must be born with the potential of such
great talent, but it’s destroyed in them before they can
reach artistic maturity. Why? How? Well, let’s examine
the role that society—"

And that’s exactly when I first saw it. Just as he got to
the word “society,” I saw this purplish ripple in the wall
opposite me, the strange, shimmering outline of a box with
a strange, shimmering outline of a man inside the box.
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It was about five feet off the floor and it looked like
colored heat waves. Then there was nothing on the wall.

But it was too late in the year for heat waves. And I've
never had optical illusions. It could be, I decided, that I
had seen the beginnings of a new crack in Morniel’s wall.
The place wasn’t really a studio, just a drafty cold-water
flat that some old occupant had cleared so as to make one
long room. It was on the top floor and the roof leaked
occasionally; the walls were covered with thick, wavy
lines in memory of the paths followed by the trickling
water.

But why purple? And why the outline of a man inside
a box? That was pretty tricky, for a simple crack in the
wall. And where had it gone?

“—the eternal conflict with the individual who insists
on his individuality,” Morniel pointed out. “Not to men-
tion—"’

A series of high musical notes sounded, one after the
other, rapidly. And then, in the center of the room, about
two feet above the floor this time, the purple lines reap-
peared—still hazy, still transparent and still with the out-
line of a man inside.

Morniel swung his feet off the bed and stared up at it.
“What the—" he began.

Once more, the outfit disappeared.

“W-what—" Morniel stuttered. “What’s going on?”

“I don’t know,” I told him. “But whatever it is, I'd say
they’re slowly zeroing in.”

Again those high musical notes. And the purple box
came into view with its bottom resting on the floor. It got
darker, - darker and more substantial. The notes kept
climbing up the scale and getting fainter and fainter until,
when the box was no longer transparent, they faded away
altogether.

. A door slid back in the box. A man stepped out, wear-
ing clothing that seemed to end everywhere in curlicues.
He looked first at me, then at Morniel.

“Morniel Mathaway?” he inquired.

“Ye-es,” Morniel said, backing away toward his re-
frigerator.

“Morniel Mathaway,” the man from the box said, “my
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name is Glescu. I bring you greetings from 2487 A.D.”

Neither of us could think of a topper for that one, so
we let it lie there. I got up and stood beside Morniel,
feeling obscurely that I wanted to get as close as possible
to something I was familiar with.

And we all held that position for a while. Tableau.

I thought to myself, 2487 A.D. I'd never seen anyone
dressed like that. Even more, I'd never #magined anyone
dressed like that and my imagination can run pretty wild.
The clothing was not exactly transparent and yet not
quite opaque. Prismatic is the word for it, different colors
that constantly chased themselves in and out and around
the curlicues. There seemed to be a pattern to it, but
nothing that my eyes could hold down and identify.

And the man himself, this Mr. Glescu, was about the
same height as Morniel and me and he seemed to be not
very much older. But there was a something about him—
I don’t know, call it quality, true and tremendous quality
—that would have cowed the Duke of Wellington. Civi-
lized, maybe that’s the word: he was the most civilized-
looking man I'd ever seen.

He stepped forward. “We will now,” he said in a rich,
wonderfully resonant voice, “indulge in the twentieth-
century custom of shaking hands.”

So we indulged in the twentieth-century custom of
shaking hands with him. First Morniel, then me—and both
very gingerly. Mr. Glescu shook hands with a peculiar
awkwardness that made me think of the way an Iowan
farmer might eat with chopsticks for the first time.

The ceremony over, he stood there and beamed at us.
Or, rather, at Morniel.

“What a moment, eh?” he said. “What a supreme mo-
ment!”

Morniel took a deep breath and I knew that all those
years of meeting process servers unexpectedly on the
stairs had begun to pay off. He was recovering; his mind
was beginning to work again.

“How do you mean ‘what a moment’?” he asked.
“What'’s so special about it? Are you the—the inventor
of time travel?”

Mr. Glescu twinkled with laughter. “Me? An inventor?

13



Oh, no. No, no! Time travel was invented by Antoinette
Ingeborg in—but that was after your time. Hardly worth
going into at the moment, especially since I only have
half an hour.”

“Why half an hour?” I asked, not so much because I
was curious as because it seemed like a good question.

“The skindrom can only be maintained that long,” he
elucidated. “The skindrom is—well, call it a transmitting
device that enables me to appear in your period. There is
such an enormous expenditure of power required that a
trip into the past is made only once every fifty years. The
privilege is awarded as a sort of Gobel. I hope I have the
word right. It is Gobel isn’t it? The award made in your
time?”’

I had a flash. “You wouldn’t mean Nobel, by any
chance? The Nobel Prize?”

He nodded his head enthusiastically. “That’s it! The
Nobel Prize. The trip is awarded to outstanding scholars
as a kind of Nobel Prize. Once every fifty years—the man
selected by the gardunax as the most pre-eminent—that
sort of thing. Up to now, of course, it’s always gone to
historians and they’ve frittered it away on the Siege of
Troy, the first atom-bomb explosion at Los Alamos, the
discovery of America—things like that. But this year—"

“Yes?” Morniel broke in, his voice quavering. We were
both suddenly remembering that Mr. Glescu had known
his name. “What kind of scholar are you?”

Mr. Glescu made us a slight bow with his head, “I am
an art scholar. My specialty is art history. And my special
field in art history is . ..”

“What?” Morniel demanded, his voice no longer qua-
gering, but positively screechy. “What is your special

eld?”

Again a slight bow from Mr. Glescu’s head. “You, Mr.
Mathaway. In my own period, I may say without much
fear of contradiction, I am the greatest living authority
on the life and works of Morniel Mathaway. My special
field is you.”

Morniel went white. He groped his way to the bed
and sat down as if his hips were made of glass. He opened
his mouth several times and couldn’t seem to get a sound
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~ out. Finally, he gulped, clenched his fists and got a grip on
himself.

“Do—do you mean,” he managed to croak at last, “that

" I'm famous? That famous?”

“Famous? You, my dear sir, are beyond fame. You are
one of the immortals the human race has produced. As I
put it—rather well if I may say so—in my last book, Math-
away, the Man Who Shaped the Future: ‘How rarely has
it fallen to the lot of individual human endeavor to—""

“That famous.” The blond beard worked the way a
child’s face does when it’s about to cry. “That famous!”

“That famous!” Mr. Glescu assured him. “Who is the
man with whom modern painting, in its full glory, is said
to have definitely begun? Who is the man whose designs
and special manipulations of color have dominated archi-
tecture for the past five centuries, who is responsible for
the arrangement of our cities, the shape of our every
artifact, the very texture of our clothing.”

“Me?” Morniel inquired weakly.

“You!” No other man in the history of art has exerted
such a massive influence over design or over so wide an
area of art for so long a period of time. To whom can [
compare you, sir? To what other artist in history can I
compare you?”

“Rembrandt?” Morniel suggested. He seemed to be
trying to be helpful. “Da Vinci?”

Mr. Glescu sneered. “Rembrandt and Da Vinci in the
same breath as you? Ridiculous! They lacked your uni-
versality, your taste for the cosmic, your sense of the all-
encompassing. No, to relate you properly to an equal, one
must go outside painting, to literature, possibly. Shakes-
peare, with his vast breadth of understanding, with the
resounding organ notes of his poetry and with his tre-
mendous influence on the later English language—but
even Shakespeare, I'm afraid, even Shakespeare—" He
shook his head sadly.

“Wow!” breathed Morniel Mathaway:.

“Speaking of Shakespeare,” I broke in, “do you hap-
pen to know of a poet named David Dantziger? Did
much of his work survive?”

“Is that you?”
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“Yes,” I told the man from 2487 A.D. eagerly. “That’s
me, Dave Dantziger.”

He wrinkled his forehead. “I don’t seem to remember
any—What school of poetry do you belong to?”

“Well, they call it by various names. Anti-imagist is
the most usual one. Anti-imagist or post-imagist.”

“No,” said Mr. Glescu after thinking for a while. “The
only poet I can remember for this time and this part of
the world is Peter Tedd.”

“Who is Peter Tedd? Never heard of him.”

“Then this must be before he was discovered. But please
remember, I am an art scholar, not a literary one. It is
entirely possible,” he went on soothingly, “that were you
to mention your name to a specialist in the field of minor
twentieth-century versifiers, he could place you with a
minimum of difficulty. Entirely possible.”

I glanced at Morniel, and he was grinning at me from
the bed. He had entirely recovered by now and was be-
ginning to soak the situation in through his pores. The
whole situation. His standing. Mine.

I decided I hated every single one of his guts.

Why did it have to be someone like Morniel Mathaway
that got that kind of nod from fate? There were so many
painters who were decent human beings, and yet this
bragging slug . . .

And all the time, a big part of my mind was wandering
around in circles. It just proved, I kept saying to myself,
that you need the perspective of history to properly
evaluate anything in art. You think of all the men who
were big guns in their time and today are forgotten—
that contemporary of Beethoven’s, for example, who,
while he was alive, was considered much the greater man,
and whose name is known today only to musicologists.
But still—-

Mr. Glescu glanced at the forefinger of his right hand
where a little black dot constantly expanded and con-
tracted. “My time is getting short,” he said. “And while
it is an ineffable, overwhelming delight for me to be stand-
ing in your studio, Mr. Mathaway, and looking at you at
last in the flesh, I wonder if you would mind obliging me
with a small favor?”
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“Sure,” Morniel nodded, getting up. “You name it.
Nothing’s too good for you. What do you want?”

Mr. Glescu swallowed as if he were about to bring

" himself to knock on the gates of Paradise. “I wonder—I'm
sure you don’t mind—could you possibly let me look at
the painting you’re working on at the moment? The idea
of seeing a Mathaway in an unfinished state, with the
paint still wet upon it—" He shut his eyes, as if he couldn’t
believe that all this was really happening to him.

Morniel gestured urbanely and strode to his easel. He
pulled the tarp off. “I intend to call this—" and his voice
had grown as oily as the subsoil of Texas—“Figured Fig-
urines No. 29.”

Slowly, tastingly, Mr. Glescu opened his eyes and
leaned forward. “But—" he said, after a long silence.
“Surely this isn’t your work, Mr. Mathaway?"

Morniel turned around in surprise and considered the
painting. “It’s my work, all right. Figured Figurines No.
29. Recognize it?”

“No,” said Mr. Glescu. “I do not recognize it. And that
is a fact for which I am extremely grateful. Could I see
something else, please? Something a little later?”

“That’s the latest,” Morniel told him a little uncer-
tainly. “Everything else is earlier. Here, you might like
this.” He pulled a painting out of the rack. “I call this
Figured Figurines No. 22. 1 think it’s the best of my early
period.”

Mr. Glescu shuddered. “It looks like smears of paint on
top of other smears of paint.”

“Right! Only I call it smudge-on-smudge. But -you
probably know all that, being such an authority on me,
And here’s Figured Figurines No. —”

“Do you mind leaving these—these figurines, Mr. Math-
away?” Glescu begged. “I'd like to see something of
yours with color. With color and with form!”

Morniel scratched his head. “I haven’t done any real
color work for a long time. Oh, wait!” he brightened
and began to search in the back of the rack. He came
out with an old canvas. “This is one of the few examples
of my mauve-and-mottled period that I've kept.”
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“T can’t imagine why,” Mr. Glescu murmured, mostly
to himself. “It’s positively—" He brought his shoulders up
to his ears in the kind of shrug that anyone who’s ever
seen an art critic in action can immediately recognize.
You don’t need words after that shrug; if you'’re a painter
whose work he’s looking at, you don’t want words.

About this time, Morniel began pulling paintings out
frantically. He’d show them to Glescu, who would gurgle
as if he were forcing down a retch, and pull out some
more paintings. .

“T don’t understand it,” Mr. Glescu said, staring at the
floor, which was strewn with canvases tacked to their
wooden stretchers. “This was obviously before you dis-
covered yourself and your true technique. But I'm look-
ing for a sign, a hint, of the genius that is to come. And
I find—" He shook his head dazedly.

“How about this one?” Morniel asked, breathing hard.

Mr. Glescu shoved at it with both hands. “Please take
it away!” He looked at his forefinger again. I noticed the
black dot was expanding and contracting much more
slowly. “I'll have to leave soon,” he said. “And I don’t
understand at all. Let me show you something, gentle-
men.”

He walked into the purple box and came out with a
book. He beckoned to us. Morniel and I moved around
behind him and stared over his shoulder The pages tinkled
peculiarly as they were turned; one thing I knew for
sure—they weren’t made out of paper. And the title-
page ...

The Complete Paintings of Morniel Mathaway, 1928-
1996.

“Were you born in 1928?” I demanded. :

Morniel nodded. “May 23, 1928.” And he was silent.
I knew what he was thinking about and did a little quick
figuring. Sixty-eight years. It’s not given to many men
to know exactly how much time they have. Sixty-eight
years—that wasn’t so bad. !

Mr. Glescu turned to the first of the paintings.

Even now, when I remember my initial sight of it,
my knees get weak and bend inward. It was an abstrac-
tion in full color, but such an abstraction as I'd never
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imagined before. As if all the work of all the abstrac-
tionists up to this point had been an apprenticeship on the
. kindergarten level.

"~ You had to like it—so long as you had eyes—whether
or not your appreciation had been limited to representa-
tional painting until now; even if, in fact, you'd never
particularly cared about painting of any school.

I don’t want to sound maudlin, but I actually felt tears
in my eyes. Anyone who was at all sensitive to beauty
would have reacted the same way.

Not Morniel, though. “Oh, that kind of stuff,” he said
as if a great light had broken on him. “Why didn’t you
tell me you wanted that kind of stuff?”

Mr. Glescu clutched at Morniel’s dirty tee-shirt. “Do
you mean you have paintings like this, too?”

“Not paintings—painting. Just one. I did it last week as
a sort of experiment, but I wasn’t satisfied with the way
it turned out, so I gave it to the girl downstairs. Care to
take a look at it?”

“Oh, yes! Very, very much!”

Morniel reached for the book and tossed it casually
on the bed. “Okay,” he said. “Come on. It won’t take
more than a minute or two.”

As we trooped downstairs, I found myself boiling with
perplexity. One thing I was sure of—as sure as of the
fact that Geoffrey Chaucer had lived before Algernon
Swinburne—nothing that Morniel had ever done or had
the capacity of ever doing could come within a million
esthetic miles of the reproduction in that book. And for
all of his boasting, for all of his seemingly inexhaustible
conceit, I was certain that he also knew it.

He stopped before a door two floors below and rapped
on it. There was no answer. He waited a few seconds
and knocked again. Still no answer.

“Damn,” he said. “She isn’t home. And I did want you
to see that one.”

“I awant to see it,” Mr. Glescu told him earnestly. “I
want to see anything that looks like your mature work.
But time is growing so short—"

Morniel snapped his fingers. “Tell you what. Anita has
a couple of cats she asks me to feed whenever she’s away
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for a while, so she’s given me a key to her apartment.
Suppose I whip upstairs and get it?”

“Fine!” Mr. Glescu said happily, taking a quick look
at his forefinger. “But please hurry.”

“Will do.” And then, as Morniel turned to go up the
stairs, he caught my eye. And he gave me the signal, the
one we use whenever we go “shopping.” It meant: “Talk
to the man. Keep him interested.”

I got it. The book. I'd seen Morniel in action far too
many times not to remember that casual gesture of tossing
it on the bed as anything but a casual gesture. He’d just
put it where he could find it when he wanted it—fast. He
was going upstairs to hide it in some unlikely spot and
when Mr. Glescu had to take off for his own time—well,
the book would just not be available.

Smooth? Very pretty damned smooth, I'd say. And
Morniel Mathaway would paint the paintings of Morniel
Mathaway. Only he wouldn’t paint them.

He’d copy them.

Meanwhile, the signal snapped my mouth open and
automatically started me talking.

“Do you paint yourself, Mr. Glescu?” I asked. I knew
that would be a good gambit.

“Oh, no! Of course, I wanted to be an artist when I
was a boy—I imagine every critic starts out that way—and
I even committed a few daubs of my own. But they were
very bad, very bad indeed! I found it far easier to write
about paintings than to do them. Once I began reading
the life of Morniel Mathaway, I knew I'd found my field.
Not only did I empathize closely with his paintings, but
he seemed so much like a person I could have known and
liked. That’s one of the things that puzzles me. He’s quite
different from what I imagined.”

I nodded. “I bet he is.”

“Of course history has a way of adding stature and
romance to any important figure. And I can see several
things about his personality that the glamorizing process
of the centuries could—but I shouldn’t go on in this fash-
ion, Mr. Dantziger. You're his friend.”

“About as much of a friend as he’s got in the world,” I
told him, “which isn’t saying much.”
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And all the time I was trying to figure it out. But the
more I figured, the more confused I got. The paradoxes in
the thing. How could Morniel Mathaway become famous
five hundred years from now by painting pictures that he
first saw in a book published five hundred years from
now? Who painted the pictures? Morniel Mathaway? The
book said so, and with the book in his possession, he would
certainly do them. But he’d be copying them out of the
book. So who painted the original pictures?

Mr. Glescu looked worriedly at his forefinger. “I’'m run-
ning out of time—practically none left!”

He sped up the stairs, with me behind him. When we
burst into the studio, I braced myself for the argument
over the book. I wasn’t too happy about it, because I liked
Mr. Glescu.

The book wasn’t there; the bed was empty. And two
other things weren’t there—the time machine and Morniel
Mathaway.

“He left in it!” Mr. Glescu gasped. “He stranded me
here! He must have figured out that getting inside and
closing the door made it return!”

“Yeah, he’s a great figurer,” I said bitterly. This I hadn’t
bargained for. This I wouldn’t have helped to bring about.
“And he’ll probably figure out a very plausible story to
tell the people in your time to explain how the whole
thing happened. Why should he work his head off in the
twentieth century when he can be an outstanding, hero-
worshipped celebrity in the twenty-fifth?”

“But what will happen if they ask him to paint merely
one picture—"

“He’ll probably tell them he’s already done his work
and feels he can no longer add anything of importance
to it. He’ll no doubt end up giving lectures on himself.
Don’t worry, he’ll make out. It’s you I'm worried about.
You're stuck here. Are they likely to send a rescue party
after you?”

Mr. Glescu shook his head miserably. “Every scholar
who wins the award has to sign a waiver of responsibility,
in case he doesn’t return. The machine may be used only
once in fifty years—and by that time, some other scholar
will claim and be given the right to witness the storming
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of the Bastille, the birth of Gautama Buddha or something
of the sort. No, I’'m stuck here, as you phrased it. Is it very
bad, living in this period?”

I slapped him on the shoulder. I was feeling very guilty.
“Not so bad. Of course, you’'ll need a social security card,
and I don’t know how you go about getting one at your
age. And possibly—I don’t know for sure—the F.B.I. or"
immigration authorities may want to question you, since
you’re an illegal alien, kind of.”

He looked appalled. “Oh, dear! That’s quite bad
enough!”

And then I got the idea. “No, it needn’t be. Tell you
what. Morniel has a social security card—he had a job a
couple of years ago. And he keeps his birth certificate
in that bureau drawer along with other personal papers.
Why don’t you just assume his identity? He’ll never show
you up as an imposter!”

“Do you think I could? Won’t I be—won’t his friends—
his relatives—"

“Parents both dead, no relatives I ever heard about. And
I told you I’'m the closest thing to a friend he’s got.” I
examined Mr. Glescu thoughtfully. “You could get away
with it. Maybe grow a beard and dye it blond. Things like
that. Naturally, the big problem would be earning a living.
Being a specialist on Mathaway and the art movements
that derived from him wouldn’t get you fed an awful
lot right now.”

He grabbed at me. “I could paint! I've always dreamed
of being a painter! I don’t have much talent, but there are
all sorts of artistic novelties I know about, all kinds of
graphic innovations that don’t exist in your time. Surely
that would be enough—even without talent—to make a
living for me on some third- or fourth-rate level!”

It was. It certainly was. But not on the third- or fourth-
rate level. On the first. Mr. Glescu-Morniel Mathaway is
the finest painter alive today. And the unhappiest.

“What’s the matter with these people?” he asked me
wildly after his last exhibition. “Praising me like that! I
don’t have an ounce of real talent in me; all my work, all,
is completely derivative. I've tried to do something, any-
thing, that was completely my own, but I'm so steeped
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in Mathaway that I just can’t seem to make my own per-
sonality come through. And those idiotic critics go on rav-
ing about me—and the work isn’t even my own!”

“Then whose is it?” I wanted to know.

“Mathaway’s, of course,” he said bitterly. “We thought
there couldn’t be a time paradox—I wish you could read
all the scientific papers on the subject; they fill whole
libraries—because it isn’t possible, the time specialists ar-
gue, for a painting, say, to be copied from a future repro-
duction and so have no original artist. But that’s what I'm
doing! I'm copying from that book by memory!”

I wish I could tell him the truth—he’s such a nice guy,
especially compared to the real fake of a Mathaway, and
he suffers so much.

But I can’t.

You see, he’s deliberately trying not to copy those
paintings. He’s working so hard at it that he refuses to
think about that book or even discuss it. I finally got him
to recently, for a few sentences, and you know what?
He doesn’t actually remember, except pretty hazily!

Of course he wouldn’t—he’s the real Morniel Mathaway
and there is no paradox. But if I ever told him that he was
actually painting the pictures instead of merely copying
them from memory, he’d lose whatever little self-confi-
dence he has. So I have to let him think he’s a phony when
he’s nothing of the sort.

“Forget it,” I go on telling him. “A buck’s a buck.”

WEDNESDAY’S CHILD

WHEN HE FIRST CAME to scrutinize Wednesday Gresham

with his rimless spectacles and watery blue eyes, Fabian

Balik knew nothing of the biological contradictions which

were so incredibly a part of her essential body structure.

He had not even noticed—as yet—that she was a remark-
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ably pretty girl with eyes like rain-sparkling violets. His
original preoccupation with her was solely and specifi-
cally as a problem in personnel administration.

All of which was not too surprising, because Fabian
Balik was a thoroughly intent, thoroughly sincere young
office manager, who had convinced his glands conclu-
sively, in several bitter skirmishes, that their interests
didn’t have a chance against the interests of SLAUGHTER,
StARK & SrLingsBY: Advertising & Public Relations.

Wednesday was one of the best stenographers in the
secretarial pool that was under his immediate supervision.
There were, however, small but highly unusual derelic-
tions in her employment history. They consisted of pecu-
liarities which a less dedicated and ambitious personnel
man might have put aside as mere trifles, but which
Fabian, after a careful study of her six-year record with
the firm, felt he could not, in good conscience, ignore. On
the other hand, they would obviously require an extended
discussion and he had strong views about cutting into an
employee’s working time.

Thus, much to the astonishment of the office and the
confusion of Wednesday herself, he came up to her one
day at noon, and informed her quite calmly that they
were going to have lunch together.

“This is a nice place,” he announced, when they had
been shown to a table. “It’s not too expensive, but I've
discovered it serves the best food in the city for the price.
And it’s a bit off the beaten track so that it never gets
too crowded. Only people who know what they want
manage to come here.”

Wednesday glanced around, and nodded. “Yes,” she
said. “I like it too. I eat here a lot with the girls.”

After a moment, Fabian picked up a menu. “I suppose
you don’t mind if I order for both of us?” he inquired.
“The chef is used to my tastes. He'll treat us right.”

The girl frowned. “I'm terribly sorry, Mr. Balik, but—"

“Yes?” he said encouragingly, though he was more than
a little surprised. He hadn’t expected anything but com-
pliance. After all, she was probably palpitating at being
out with him,
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“I’d like to order for myself,” she said. “I'mona - -a
special diet.”

He raised his eyebrows and was pleased at the way she

* blushed. He nodded slowly, with dignity, letting his dis-
pleasure come through in the way he pronounced his
words. “Very well, as you please.”

A few moments later, though, curiosity got too strong
and broke through the ice. “What kind of diet is that?
Fresh-fruit salad, a glass of tomato juice, raw cabbage,
and a baked potato? You can’t be trying to lose weight if
you eat potatoes.”

Wednesday smiled timidly. “I'm not trying to reduce,
Mr. Balik. Those are all foods rich in Vitamin C. I need a
lot of Vitamin C.”

Fabian remembered her smile. There had been a few
spots of more-than-natural whiteness in it. “Bad teeth?”
he inquired.

“Bad teeth and—" Her tongue came out and paused for
a thoughtful second between her lips. “Mostly bad teeth,”
she said. “This is a nice place. There’s a restaurant almost
like it near where I live. Of course it’s a lot cheaper—"

“Do you live with your parents, Miss Gresham?”

“No, I live alone. I'm an orphan.”

He waited until the waiter had deposited the first course,
then speared a bit of the shrimp and returned to the at-
tack. “Since when?”

She stared at him over her fresh-fruit salad. “I beg your
pardon, Mr. Balik?”

“Since when? How long have you been an orphan?”

“Since I was a little baby. Someone left me on the door-
step of a foundling home.”

He noticed that while she was replying to his questions
in an even tone of voice, she was staring at her food with
a good deal of concentration and her blush had become
more pronounced. Was she embarrassed at having to admit
her probable lack of legitimacy? he wondered. Surely she
had grown accustomed to it in—how old was she?—
twenty-four years. Nonsense, of course she had.

“But on your original application form, Miss Gresham,
you gave Thomas and Mary Gresham as the names of
your parents.”
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Wednesday had stopped eating and was playing with
her water glass. “They were an old couple who adopted
me,” she said in a very low voice. “They died when I was
fifteen. I have no living relatives.”

“That you know of,” he pointed out, raising a caution-
ary finger.

Much to Fabian’s surprise she chuckled. It was a very
odd chuckle and made him feel extremely uncomfortable.
“That’s right, Mr. Balik. I have no living relatives—that I
know of.” She looked over his shoulder and chuckled
again. “That I know of,” she repeated softly to herself.

Fabian felt irritably that the interview was somehow
getting away from him. He raised his voice slightly.
“Then who is Dr. Morris Lorington?”

+ She was attentive again. In fact wary was more like it.
“Dr. Morris Lorington?”

“Yes, the man you said should be notified in case of
emergency. In case anything happened to you while you
were working for us.”

She looked very wary now. Her eyes were narrowed,
she was watching him very closely; her breathing was a
bit faster, too. “Dr. Lorington is an old friend. He—he
was the doctor at the orphanage. After the Greshams
adopted me, I kept going to him whenever—” Her voice
trailed off.

“Whenever you needed medical attention?” Fabian sug-
gested.

“Ye-es,” she said, brightening, as if he had come up with
an entirely novel reason for consulting a physician. “I
saw him whenever I needed medical attention.”

Fabian grunted. There was something very wrong but
tantalizingly elusive about this whole business. But she
was answering his questions. He couldn’t deny that: she
was certainly answering.

“Do you expect to see him next October?” he inquired.

And now Wednesday was no longer wary. She was
frightened. “Next October?” she quavered.

Fabian finished the last of his shrimp and wiped his lips.
But he didn’t take his eyes off her. “Yes, next October,
Miss Gresham. You’ve applied for a month’s leave of
absence, beginning October fifteenth. Five years ago, after
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you had been working for Slaughter, Stark and Slingsby
for thirteen months, you also applied for a leave of ab-
sence in October.”

He was amazed at how scared she looked. He felt tri-
umphantly that he had been right in looking into this. The
feeling he had about her had not been merely curiosity;
it had been an instinct of good personnel management.

“But I'm not getting paid for the time off. I'm not ask-
ing to be paid for it, Mr. Balik. And I didn’t get paid the
—the other time.”

She was clutching her napkin up near her face, and
she gave the impression of being ready to bolt through
the back door of the restaurant. Her blushes had departed
with such thoroughness as to leave her skin absolutely
white.

“The fact that you’re not going to be paid for the
time off, Miss Gresham—"" Fabian began, only to be in-
terrupted by the waiter with the entree. By the time the
man had gone, he was annoyed to observe that Wednes-
day had used the respite to recover some of her poise.
While she was still pale, she had a spot of red in each
cheek and she was leaning back in her chair now instead
of using the edge of it

“The fact that you're not going to be paid is of no
consequence,” he continued nonetheless. “It’s merely logi-
cal. After all, you have two weeks of vacation with pay
every year. Which brings me to the second point. You
have every year made two unusual requests. First, you've
asked for an additional week’s leave of absence without
pay, making three weeks in all. And then you've asked—"

“To take it in the early Spring,” she finished, her voice
entirely under control. “Is there anything wrong with
that, Mr. Balik? That way I don’t have any conflict with
the other girls and the firm is sure of a secretary being in
the office all through the summer.”

“There’s nothing wrong with that per se. By that I
mean,” he explained carefully, “that there is nothing
wrong with the arrangement as such. But it makes for
loose ends, for organizational confusion. And loose ends,
Miss Gresham, loose ends and organizational confusion
have no place in a well-regulated office.”
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He was pleased to note that she was looking uncomfort-
able again.

“Does that mean—are you trying to tell me that—I
might be laid off?”

“It could happen,” Fabian agreed, neglecting to add that
it was, however, very unlikely to happen in the case of a
secretary who was as generally efficient on the one hand,
and as innocuous on the other, as Wednesday Gresham.
He carefully cut a fork-sized portion of roast beef free of
its accompanying strip of orange fat before going on;
“Look at it this way. How would it be if every girl in the
office asked for an additional week’s leave of absence
every year—even if it was without pay, as it would have
to be? And then, every few years, wanted an additional
month’s leave of absence on top of that? What kind of an
office would we have, Miss Gresham? Not a well-regu-
lated one, certainly.”

As he chewed the roast beef with the requisite thor-
oughness he beamed at the thoughtful concern on her
face and was mentally grateful that he hadn’t had to pre-
sent that line of argument to anyone as sharp as Arlette
Stein, for example. He knew what the well-hipped thirty-
ish widow would have immediately replied: “But every
girl in the office doesn’t ask for it, Mr. Balik.” A heavy
sneer at such sophistry would mean little to Stein.

Wednesday, he appreciated, was not the person to go
in for such counterattacks. She was rolling her lips dis-
tressedly against each other and trying to think of a polite,
good-employee way out. There was only one, and she
would have to come to it in a moment.

She did.

“Would it help any,” she began, and stopped. She took
a deep breath. “Would it help any, if I told you the rea-
sons—for the leaves-of-absence?”

“It would,” he said heartily. “It would indeed, Miss
Gresham. That way I, as office manager, can operate from
facts instead of mysteries. I can hear your reasons, weigh
them for validity and measure their importance—and your
usefulness as a secretary—against the dxsorgamzatlon your
absences create in the day-to-day operation of Slaughter,
Stark and Slingsby.”
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“M-m-m.” She looked troubled, uncertain. “I'd like to
think a bit, if you don’t mind.”

Fabian waved a cauliflower-filled fork magnanimously.
' “Take all the time in the world! Think it out carefully.
Don’t tell me anything you aren’t perfectly willing to tell
me. Of course anything you do tell me will be, I am sure
I need hardly reassure you, completely confidential. T will
treat it as official knowledge, Miss Gresham—not personal.
And while you're thinking, you might start eating your
raw cabbage. Before it gets cold,” he added with a rich,
executive-type chuckle.

She nodded him a half-smile that ended in a sigh and
began working at her plate in an absent-minded, not-
particularly-hungry fashion.

“You see,” she began abruptly as if she’d found a good
point of departure, “some things happen to me that don’t
happen to other people.”

“That, I would say, is fairly obvious.”

“They’re not bad things. I mean what, oh, the news-
papers would call bad. And they’re not dangerous things,
exactly. They’re—they’re more physical-like. They're
things that could happen to my body.”

Fabian finished his plate, sat back and crossed his arms.
“Could you be just a little more specific? Unless—" and
he was struck by a horrifying thought—*“unless they’re
what is known as, er, as female difficulties. In that case,
of course—"

This time she didn’t even blush. “Oh, no. Not at all.
At least there’s very little of that. It's—other things. Like
my appendix. Every year I have to have my appendix
out.”

“Your appendix?” He turned that over in his mind.
“Every year? But a human being only has one appendix.
And once it’s removed, it doesn’t grow back.”

“Mine does. On the tenth of April, every single year, I
get appendicitis and have to have an operation. That’s why
I take my vacation then. And my teeth. Every five years,
I lose all my teeth. I start losing them about this time, and
I have dental plates that were made when I was a little
girl—I use them until my teeth grow back. Then, about
the middle of October, the last of them goes and new ones
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start coming up. I can’t use my dental plates while they’re
growing, so I look kind of funny for a while. That’s why I
ask for a leave of absence. In the middle of November,
the new teeth are almost full-grown, and I come back to
work.”

She took a deep breath and timidly lifted her eyes to
his face. That was all she evidently had to say. Or wished
to.
All through dessert, he thought about it. He was posi-
tive she was telling the truth. A girl like Wednesday Gres-
ham didn’t lie. Not to such a fantastic extent. Not to her
boss.

“Well,” he said at last. “It’s certainly very unusual.”

“Yes,” she agreed. “Very unusual.”

“Do you have anything else the matter with— I mean,
are there any other peculiarities— Oh, darn! Is there any-
thing else?”

Wednesday considered. “There are. But, if you don’t
mind, Mr. Balik, I'd rather not—"

Fabian decided not to take that. “Now see here, Miss
Gresham,” he said firmly. “Let us not play games. You
didn’t have to tell me anything, but you decided, for
yourself, for your own good reasons, to do so. Now I must
insist on the whole story, and nothing but the whole story.
What other physical difficulties do you have?”

It worked. She cringed a bit in her chair, straightened
up again, but a little weakly, and began: “I'm sorry, Mr.
Balik, I wouldn’t dream of—of playing games with you.
There are lots of other things, but none of them interfere
with my work, really. Like I have some tiny hairs grow-
ing on my fingernails. See?”

Fabian glanced at the hand held across the table. A few
almost microscopic tendrils on each glittering hard surface
of fingernail.

“What else?”

“Well, my tongue. I have a few hairs on the underside
of my tongue. They don’t bother me, though, they don’t
bother me in any way. And there’s my—my—"

“Yes?” he prompted. Who could believe that colorless
little Wednesday Gresham . . . '

“My navel. I don’t have any navel.”
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, “You don’t have any— But that’s impossible!” he ex-

~ploded. He felt his glasses sliding down his nose. “Every-
one has a navel! Everyone alive—everyone who’s ever
‘been born.”

Wednesday nodded, her eyes unnaturally bright and
large. “Maybe—" she began, and suddenly, unexpectedly,
broke into tears. She brought her hands up to her face and
sobbed through them, great, pounding, wracking sobs that
pulled her shoulders up and down, up and down.

Fabian’s consternation made him completely helpless.
He’d never, never in his life, been in a crowded restaurant
with a crying girl before.

“Now, Miss Gresham—Wednesday,” he managed to get
out, and he was annoyed to hear a high, skittery note in
his own voice. “There’s no call for this. Surely, there’s no
call for this> Uh—Wednesday?”

“Maybe,” she gasped again, between sobs, “m-maybe
that’s the answer.”

“What'’s the answer?” Fabian asked loudly, desperately
hoping to distract her into some kind of conversation.

“About—about being born. Maybe—maybe I wasn’t
born. M-maybe I was m-m-made!”

And then, as if she’d merely been warming up before
this, she really went into hysterics. Fabian Balik at last
realized what he had to do. He paid the check, put his
arm around the girl’s waist and half-carried her out of
the restaurant.

It worked. She got quieter the moment they hit the
open air. She leaned against a building, not crying now,
and shook her shoulders in a steadily diminishing cres-
cendo. Finally, she ul/ped once, twice, and turned groggily
to him, her face looking as if it had been rubbed deter-
minedly in an artist’s turpentine rag.

“I’m s-sorry,” she said. “I’'m t-terribly s-sorry. I haven’t
done that for years. But—you see, Mr. Balik—I haven’t
talked about myself for years.”

“There’s a nice bar at the corner,” he pointed out, tre-
mendously relieved. She’d looked for a while as if she’d
intended to keep on crying all day! “Let’s pop in, and I'll
have a drink. You can use the ladies’ room to fix yourself
up.1,
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He took her arm and steered her into the place. Then he
climbed onto a bar stool and had himself a double brandy.

What an experience! And what a strange, strange girl!

Of course, he shouldn’t have pushed her quite so hard
on a subject about which she was evidently so sensitive.
Was that his fault, though, that she was so sensitive?

Fabian considered the matter carefully, judicially, and
found in his favor. No, it definitely wasn’t his fault.

But what a story! The foundling business, the appendix
business, the teeth, the hair on the fingernails and
tongue . . . And that last killer about the navel!

He’d have to think it out. And maybe he’d get some
other opinions. But one thing he was sure of, as sure as of
his own managerial capacities: Wednesday Gresham
hadn’t been lying in any particular. Wednesday Gresham
was just not the sort of a girl who made up tall stories
about herself.

When she rejoined him, he urged her to have a drink.
“Help you get a grip on yourself.”

She demurred, she didn’t drink very much, she said.
But he insisted, and she gave in. “Just a liqueur. Anything.
You order it, Mr. Balik.”

Fabian was secretly very pleased at her docility. No
reprimanding, no back-biting, like most other girls— Al-
though what in the world could she reprimand him for?

“You still look a little frayed,” he told her. “When we
get back, don’t bother going to your desk. Go right in to
Mr. Osborne and finish taking dictation. No point in
giving the other girls something to talk about. I'll sign in
for you.”

She inclined her head submissively and continued to sip
from the tiny glass.

“What was that last comment you made in the res-
taurant—I’m certain you don’t mind discussing it, now—
about not being born, but being made? That was an odd
thing to say.”

Wednesday sighed. “It isn’t my own idea. It’s Dr. Lor-
ington’s. Years ago, when he was examining me, he said
that I looked as if I'd been made—by an amateur. By some-
one who didn’t have all the blueprints, or didn’t under-
stand them, or wasn’t concentrating hard enough.”
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“Hm.” He stared at her, absolutely intrigued. She

looked normal enough. Better than normal, in fact. And
c—

4 Later that afternoon, he telephoned Jim Rudd and made

an appointment for right after work. Jim Rudd had been

his roommate in college and was now a doctor: he would

be able to tell him a little more about this.

But Jim Rudd wasn’t able to help him very much. He
listened patiently to Fabian’s story about “a girl I've just
met” and, at the end of it, leaned back in the new uphol-
stered swivel chair and pursed his lips at his diploma,
neatly framed and hung on the opposite wall.

“You sure do go in for weirdies, Fabe. For a superficial-
ly well-adjusted, well-organized guy with a real talent for
the mundane things of life, you pick the damndest women
I ever heard -of. But that’s your business. Maybe it’s your
way of adding a necessary pinch of the exotic to the grim
daily round. Or maybe you’re making up for the drabness
of your father’s grocery store.”

“This girl is not a weirdie,” Fabian insisted angrily.
“She’s a very simple little secretary, prettier than most,
but that’s about all.”

“Have it your own way. To me, she’s a weirdie. To
me, there’s not a hell of a lot of difference—from your
description—between her and that crazy White Russian
dame you were running around with back in our junior
year. You know the one I mean—what was her name?”

“Sandra? Oh, Jim, what’s the matter with you? Sandra
was a bollixed-up box of dynamite who was always blow-
ing up in my face. This kid turns pale and dies if I so
much as raise my voice. Besides, I had a real puppy-love
crush on Sandra; this other girl is somebody I just met,
like I told you,'and I don’t feel anything for her, one way
or the other.”

The young doctor grinned. “So you come up to my
office and have a consultation about her! Well, it’s your
funeral. What do you want to know?”

“What causes all these—these physical peculiarities?”

Dr. Rudd got up and sat on the edge of his desk. “First,”
he said, “whether you want to recognize it or not, she’s
a highly disturbed person. The hysterics in the restaurant




point to it, and the fantastic nonsense she told you about
her body points to it. So right there, you have something.
If only one per cent of what she told you is true—and
even that I would say is pretty high—it makes sense in
terms of psychosomatic imbalance. Medicine doesn’t yet
know quite how it works, but one thing seems certain:
anyone badly mixed up mentally is going to be at least a
little mixed up physically, too.”

Fabian thought about that for a while. “Jim, you don’t
know what it means to those little secretaries in the pool
to tell lies to the office manager! A fib or two about why
they were absent the day before, yes, but not stories like
this, not to mze.”

A shrug. “I don’t know what you look like to them: I
don’t work for you, Fabe. But none of what you say
would hold true for a psycho. And a psycho is what I have
to consider her. Look, some of that stuff she told you is
impossible, some-of it has occurred in medical literature.
There have been well-authenticated cases of people, for
example, who have grown several sets of teeth in their
lifetime. These are biological sports, one-in-a-million in-
dividuals. But the rest of it? And all the rest of it happen-
ing to one person? Please.”

“I saw some of it. I saw the hairs on her fingernails.”

“You saw something on her fingernails. It could be any
one of a dozen different possibilities. I'm sure of one thing;
it wasn’t hair. Right there she gave herself away as phony.
Goddammit, man, hair and nails are the same organs essen-
tially. One doesn’t grow on the other!”

“And the navel? The missing navel?”

Jim Rudd dropped to his feet and strode rapidly about
the office. “I wish I knew why I’'m wasting so much time
with you,” he complained. “A human being without a
navel, or any mammal without a navel, is as possible as
an insect with a body temperature of ninety-eight degrees.
It just can’t be. It does not exist.”

He seemed to get more and more upset as he considered
it. He kept shaking his head negatively as he walked.

Fabian suggested: “Suppose I brought her to your of-
fice. And suppose you examined her and found no navel.
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Now just consider that for a moment. What would you
say then?”

“I’'d say plastic surgery,” the doctor said instantly.
“Mind you, I'm positive she’d never submit to such an
examination, but if she did, and there was no navel, plas-
tic surgery would be the only answer.”

“Why would anyone want to do plastic surgery on a
navel?”

“I don’t know. I haven’t the vaguest idea. Maybe an
accident. Maybe a disfiguring birthmark in that place.
But there will be scars, let me tell you. She had to be born
with a navel.”

Rudd went back to his desk. He picked up a prescrip-
tion pad. “Let me give you the name of a good psychi-
atrist, Fabe. I’ve thought ever since that Sandra business
that you've had some personal problems that might get out
of hand one day. This man is one of the finest—"

Fabian left.

She was obviously in a flutter when he called to pick
her up that night, so much more of a flutter than a date-
with-the-boss would account for, that Fabian was puz-
zled. But he waited and gave her an ostentatious and
expensive good time. Afterward, after dinner and after
the theater, when they were sitting in the corner of a
small night club over their drinks, he asked her about it.

“You don’t date much, do you, Wednesday?”

“No, I don’t, Mr. Balik—I mean, Fabian,” she said,
smiling shyly as she remembered the first-name privilege
she had been accorded for the evening. “I usually just
go out with girl friends, not with men. I usually turn
down dates.”

“Why? You're not going to find a husband that way.
You want to get married, don’t you?”

Wednesday shook her head slowly. “I don’t think so. I—
I’m afraid to. Not of marriage. Of babies. I don’t think
a person like me ought to have a baby.”

“Nonsense! Is there any scientific reason why you
shouldn’t> What are you afraid of—it'll be a monster?”

“I’m afraid it might be . . . anything. I think with my
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body being as—as funny as it is, I shouldn’t take chances
with a child. Dr. Lorington thinks so too. Besides, there’s
the poem.”
Fabian put down his drink. “Poem? What poem?”
“You know, the one about the days of the week. I
learned it when I was a little girl, and it frightened me
even then. It goes:

Monday’s child is fair of face,
Tuesday’s child is full of grace,
Wednesday’s child is full of woe,
Thursday’s child bas far to go,
Friday’s child is loving and giving—

And so on. When I was a little girl in the orphanage, I
used to say to myself, ‘I’'m Wednesday. I'm different from
all other little girls in all kinds of strange ways. And my
child—""”

“Who gave you that name?”

“T was left at the foundling home just after New Year’s
Eve—Wednesday morning. So they didn’t know what else
to call me, especially when they found I didn’t have a
navel. And then, like I told you, after the Greshams
adopted me, I took their last name.”

He reached for her hand and grasped it firmly with
both of his. He noted with triumphant pleasure that her
fingernails awere hairy. “You're a very pretty girl,
Wednesday Gresham.”

When she saw that he meant it, she blushed and looked
down at the tablecloth.

“And you really don’t have a navel?”

“No, I don’t. Really.”

“What else about you is different?” Fabian asked. “I
mean, besides the things you told me.”

“Well,” she considered. “There’s that business about
my blood pressure.”

“Tell me about it,” he urged.

She told him.

Two dates later, she informed Fabian that Dr. Loring-
ton wanted to see him. Alone.
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He went all the way uptown to the old-fashioned
brownstone, chewing his knuckles in excitement. He had
s0 many questions to ask!

Dr. Lorington was a tall, aged man with pale skin and
absolutely white hair. He moved very slowly as he ges-
tured his visitor to a chair, but his eyes rested intent and
anxious on Fabian’s face.

“Wednesday tells me you’ve been seeing a good deal
of her, Mr. Balik. May I ask why?”

Fabian shrugged. “I like the girl. I'm interested in her.”

“Interested, how? Interested clinically—as in a speci-
men?”

“What a way to put it, Doctor! She’s a pretty girl,
she’s a nice girl, why should I be interested in her as a
specimen?”

The doctor stroked an invisible beard on his chin, still
watching Fabian very closely. “She’s a pretty girl,” he
agreed, “but there are many pretty girls. You'’re a young
man obviously on his way up in the world, and you're
also obviously far out of Wednesday’s class. From what
she’s told me—and mind you, it’s been all on the positive
side—I've gotten a definite impression that you look on
her as a specimen, but a specimen, let us say, about which
you feel a substantial collector’s itch. Why you should
feel this way, I don’t know enough about you to say. But
no matter how she rhapsodizes about you, I continue to
feel strongly that you have no conventional, expected
emotional interest in her. And now that I've seen you,
I’m positive that this is so.”

“Glad to hear she rhapsodizes about me.” Fabian tried
to squeeze out a bashful-type grin. “You have nothing to
worry about, Doctor.”

“T think there’s quite a bit to worry about, quite a bit.
Frankly, Mr. Balik, your appearance has confirmed my
previous impressions: I am quite certain I don’t like you.
Furthermore, 1 don’t like you for Wednesday.”

Fabian thought for a moment, then shrugged. “That’s
too bad. But I don’t think she’ll listen to you. She’s gone
without male companionship too long, and she’s too flat-
tered by my going after her.”

“Im terribly afraid you’re right. Listen to me, Mr.
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Balik. I'm very fond of Wednesday and I know how un-
guarded she is. I ask you, almost as a father, to leave her
alone. I've taken care of her since she arrived at the found-
ling home. I was responsible for keeping her case out of
the medical journals so that she might have some chance
for a normal life. At the moment, I'm retired from prac-
tice. Wednesday Gresham is my only regular patient.
Couldn’t you find it in your heart to be kind and have
nothing more to do with her?”

“What's this about her being made, not born?” Fabian
countered. “She says it was your idea.”

The old man sighed and shook his head over his desk-
top for a long moment. “It’s the only explanation that
makes sense,” he said at last, dispiritedly. “Considering the
somatic inaccuracies and ambivalences.”

Fabian clasped his hands and rubbed his elbows thought-
fully on the arms of his chair. “Did you ever think there
might be another explanation? She might be a mutant, a
new kind of human evolution, or the offspring of crea-
tures from another world, say, who happened to be
stranded on this planet.”

“Highly unlikely,” Dr. Lorington said. “None of these
physical modifications is especially useful in any con-
ceivable environment, with the possible exception of the
constantly renewing teeth. Nor are the modifications fatal.
They tend to be just—inconvenient. As a physician who
has examined many human beings in my life, I would say
that Wednesday is thoroughly, indisputably human. She
is just a little—well, the word is amateurish.”

The doctor sat up straight. “There is something else,
Mr. Balik, I think it extremely inadvisable for people like
Wednesday to have children of their own.”

Fabian’s eyes lit up in fascination. “Why? What would
the children be like?”

“They might be like anything imaginable—or unimag-
inable. With so much disarrangement of the normal physi-
cal system, the modification in the reproductive functions
must be enormous too. That’s why I ask you, Mr. Balik,
not to go on seeing Wednesday, not to go on stimulating
her to thoughts of marriage. Because this is one girl that
I am certain should not have babies!”

38




“We'll see.” Fabian rose and offered his hand. “Thank
you very much for your time and trouble, Doctor.”

Dr. Lorington cocked his head and stared up at him.
Then, without shaking the hand, he said in a quiet, even
voice. “You are welcome. Goodbye, Mr. Balik.”

Wednesday was naturally miserable over the antago-
nism between the two men. But there was very little doubt
where her loyalties would lie in a crisis. All those years
of determined emotional starvation had resulted in a fran-
tic voracity. Once she allowed herself to think of Fabian
romantically, she was done for. She told him that she
did her work at the office—from which their developing
affair had so far been successfully screened—in a daze at
the thought that ke liked ber.

Fabian found her homage delicious. Most women he
had known began to treat him with a gradually sharpen-
ing edge of contempt as time went on. Wednesday be-
came daily more admiring, more agreeable, more compli-
ant.

True, she was by no means brilliant, but she was, he
told himself, extremely pretty, and therefore quite pre-
sentable. Just to be on the safe side, he found an oppor-
tunity to confer with Mr. Slaughter, the senior partner of
the firm, ostensibly on personnel matters. He mentioned
in passing that he was slightly interested in one of the girls
in the secretarial pool. Would there be any high-echelon
objection to that?

“Interested to the extent of perhaps marrying the girl?”
Mr. Slaughter asked, studying him from under a pair of
enormously thick eyebrows.

“Possibly. It might very well come to that, sir. If you
have no ob—"

“No objection at all, my boy, no objection at all! I
don’t like executives flim-flamming around with their
file-clerks as a general rule, but if it’s handled quietly and
ends in matrimony, it could be an excellent thing for the
office. I'd like to see you married, and steadied down. It
might give the other single people in the place some sensi-
ble ideas for a change. But mind you, Balik, no flim-flam.
No hanky-panky, especially on office time!”
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Satisfied, Fabian now devoted himself to separating
Wednesday from Dr. Lorington. He pointed out to her
that the old man couldn’t live much longer and she needed
a regular doctor who was young enough to be able to help
her with the physical complexities she faced for the rest
of her life. A young doctor like Jim Rudd, for example.

Wednesday wept, but was completely incapable of
fighting him for long. In the end, she made only one con-
dition—that Dr. Rudd preserve the secrecy that Lorington
had initiated. She didn’t want to become a medical journal
freak or a newspaper sob story.

The reasons why Fabian agreed had only a little to do
with magnanimity. He wanted to have her oddities for
himself alone. Sandra he had worn on his breast, like a
flashing jewel hung from a pendant. Wednesday he would
keep in a tiny chamois bag, examining her from time to
time in a self-satisfied, miserly fashion.

And, after a while, he might have another, smaller
jewel . ..

Jim Rudd accepted his conditions. And was astounded.

“There is no navel at all!” he ejaculated when he had
rejoined Fabian in his study, after the first examination.
“I've palpated the skin for scar tissue, but there’s not the
slightest hint of it. And that’s not the half of it! She has
no discernible systole and diastole. Man, do you know
what that means?”

“I'm not interested right now,” Fabian told him. “Later,
maybe. Do you think you can help her with these physical
problems when they come up?”

“Oh, sure. At least as well as that old fellow.”

“What about children? Can she have them?”

Rudd spread his hands. “I don’t see why not. For all
her peculiarities, she’s a remarkably healthy young woman,
And we have no reason to believe that this condition—
whatever you want to call it—is hereditary. Of course,
some part of it might be, in some strange way or other,
but on the evidence . . .”

They were married, just before the start of Fabian’s
vacation, at City Hall. They came back to the office after
lunch and told everyone about it. Fabian had already
hired a new secretary to replace his wife.
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Two months later, Fabian had managed to get her preg-
nant.

He was amazed at how upset she became, considering
the meekness he had induced in her from the beginning
of their marriage. He tried to be stern and to tell her he
would have none of this nonsense, Dr. Rudd had said there
was every reason to expect that she would have a normal
baby, and that was that. But it didn’t work. He tried
gentle humor, cajolery. He even took her in his arms and
told her he loved her too much not to want to have a
little girl like her. But that didn’t work either.

“Fabian, darling,” she moaned “don’t you understand?
I’'m not supposed to have a child. I'm not like other
women.”

He finally used something he had been saving as a last
resort for this emergency. He took a book from the shelf
and flipped it open. “I understand,” he said. “It’s half Dr.
Lorington and his nineteenth-century superstitious twad-
dle, and half a silly little folk poem you read when you
were a girl and that made a terrifying impression on you.
Well, I can’t do anything about Dr. Lorington at this
point in your life, but I can do something about that poem.
Here. Read this.”

She read:

Birthdays

by B. L. FaryrON
Monday’s child is fair of face,
Tuesday’s child is full of grace,
Wednesday’s child is loving and giving,
Thursday’s child works bard for a living,
Friday’s child is full of woe,
Saturday’s child bas far to go,
But the child that is born on the Sabbath-day
Is brave and bonny, and good and gay.

Wednesday looked up and shook the tears from her
eyes. “But I don’t understand,” she muttered in confusion.
“That’s not like the one I read.”

He squatted beside her and explained patiently. “The
one you read had two lines transposed, right? Wednes-
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day’s and Thursday’s child had the lines that Friday’s and
Saturday’s child have in this version and vice versa. Well,
it’s an old Devonshire poem originally, and no one knows
for sure which version is right. I looked it up, especially
for you. I just wanted to show you how silly you were,
basing your entire attitude toward life on a couple of
verses which could be read either way, not to mention
the fact that they were written several centuries before
anyone thought of naming you Wednesday.”

She threw her arms around him and held on tightly.
“Oh, Fabian, darling! Don’t be angry with me. It’s just
that 'm so—frightened!”

Jim Rudd was a little concerned, too. “Oh, I'm pretty
sure it will be all right, but I wish you’d waited until I
had time to familiarize myself a bit more with the patient.
The only thing, Fabe, I'll have to call in a first-rate obste-
trician. I'd never dream of handling this myself. I can
make him keep it quiet, about Wednesday and all that.
But the moment she enters the delivery room, all bets are
off. Too many odd things about her—they’re bound to
be noticed by some nurse, at least.”

“Do the best you can,” Fabian told him. “I don’t want
my wife involved in garish publicity, if it can be helped.
But if it can’t be—well, it’s about time Wednesday learned
to live in the real world.”

The gestation period went along pretty well, with not
much more than fairly usual complications. The obstetri-
cal specialist Jim Rudd had suggested was as intrigued as
anyone else by Wednesday’s oddities, but he told them
that the pregnancy was following a monotonously normal
course and that the foetus seemed to be developing satis-
factorily and completely on schedule.

Wednesday became fairly cheerful again. Outside of
her minor fears, Fabian reflected, she was an eminently
satisfactory and useful wife. She didn’t exactly shine at
parties where they mingled with other married couples
from Slaughter, Stark and Slingsby, but she never com-
mitted a major faux pas either. She was, in fact, rather
well liked, and, as she obeyed him faithfully in every
particular, he had no cause at all for complaint.
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He spent his days at the office handling the dry, minus-
cule details of paper work and personnel administration
more efficiently than ever before, and his nights and week-
ends with a person he had every reason to believe was the
most different woman on the face of the Earth. He was
very well satisfied.

Near the end of her term, Wednesday did beg for
permission to visit Dr. Lorington just once. Fabian had
to refuse, regretfully but firmly.

“It’s not that I mind his not sending us a congratulatory
telegram or wedding gift, Wednesday. I really don’t mind
that at all. I’'m not the kind of man to hold a grudge. But
you're in good shape now. You're over most of your silly
fears. Lorington would just make them come alive again.”

And she continued to do what he said. Without argu-
ment, without complaint. She was really quite a good
wife. Fabian looked forward to the baby eagerly.

One day, he received a telephone call at the office from
the hospital. Wednesday had gone into labor while visit-
ing the obstetrician. She’d been rushed to the hospital and
given birth shortly after arrival to a baby girl. Both
mother and child were doing well.

Fabian broke out the box of cigars he’d been saving
for this occasion. He passed them around the office and
received the felicitations of everybody up to and includ-
ing Mr. Slaughter, Mr. Stark and both Mr. Slingsbys.
Then he took off for the hospital.

From the moment he arrived in the Maternity Pavilion,
he knew that something was wrong. It was the way people
looked at him, then looked quickly away. He heard a
nurse saying behind him: “That must be the father.” His
lips went tight and dry.

They took him in to see his wife. Wednesday lay on
her side, her knees drawn up against her abdomen. She was
breathing hard, but seemed to be unconscious. Something
about her position made him feel acutely uncomfortable,
but he couldn’t decide exactly what it was.

“I thought this was going to be the natural childbirth
method,” he said. “She told me she didn’t think ycu’d
have to use anesthesia.”
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“We didn’t use anesthesia,” the obstetrician told him.
“Now let’s go to your child, Mr. Balik.”

He let them fit a mask across his face and lead him
to the glass-enclosed room where the new-born infants
lay in their tiny beds. He moved slowly, unwillingly, a
shrieking song of incomprehensible disaster building up
slowly in his head.

A nurse picked a baby out of a bed that was off in a
corner away from the others. As Fabian stumbled closer,
he observed with a mad surge of relief that the child
looked normal. There was no visible blemish or deformity.
Wednesday’s daughter would not be a freak.

But the infant stretched its arms out to him. “Oh, Fabi-
an, darling,” it lisped through toothless gums in a voice
that was all too terrifyingly familiar. “Oh, Fabian, darling,
the strangest, most unbelievable thing has happened!”

THE SERVANT PROBLEM

THis was the day of complete control . . .

Garomma, the Servant of All, the World’s Drudge, the
Slavey of Civilization, placed delicately scented fingertips
to his face, closed his eyes and allowed himself to luxuri-
ate in the sensation of ultimate power, absolute power,
power such as no human being had even dared to dream
of before this day.

Complete control. Complete . . .

Except for one man. One single ambitious maverick of
a man. One very wseful man. Should he be strangled at
his desk this afternoon, that was the question, or should
he be allowed a few more days, a few more weeks, of
heavily supervised usefulness? His treason, his plots, were
unquestionably coming to a head. Well, Garomma would
decide that later. At leisure.
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Meanwhile, in all other respects, with everyone else,

there was control. Control not only of men’s minds but
of their glands as well. And those of their children.

" And, if Moddo’s estimates were correct, of their chil-

dren’s children.

“Yea,” Garomma muttered to himself, suddenly re-
membering a fragment of the oral text his peasant father
had taught him years ago, “yea, unto the seventh genera-
tion.”

What ancient book, burned in some long-ago educa-
tional fire, had that text come from, he wondered? His
father would not be able to tell him, nor would any of his
father’s friends and neighbors; they had all been wiped
out after the Sixth District Peasant Uprising thirty years
ago.

An uprising of a type that could never possibly occur
again. Not with complete control.

Someone touched his knee gently, and his mind ceased
its aimless foraging. Moddo. The Servant of Education,
seated below him in the depths of the vehicle, gestured
obsequiously at the transparent, missile-proof cupola that
surrounded his leader down to the waist.

“The people,” he stated in his peculiar half-stammer.
“There. Outside.”

Yes. They were rolling through the gates of the Hovel
of Service and into the city proper. On both sides of the
street and far into the furthest distance were shrieking
crowds as black and dense and exuberant as ants on a piece
of gray earthworm. Garomma, the Servant of All, could
not be too obviously busy with his own thoughts; he
was about to be viewed by those he served so mightily.

He crossed his arms upon his chest and bowed to right
and left in the little dome that rose like a tower from the
squat black conveyance. Bow right, bow left, and do it
humbly. Right, left—and humbly, humbly. Remember,
you are the Servant of All.

As the shricks rose in volume, he caught a glimpse of
Moddo nodding approval from beneath. Good old Mod-
do. This was his day of triumph as well. The achievement
of complete control was most thoroughly and peculiarly
the achievement of the Servant of Education. Yet Moddo
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sat in heavy-shadowed anonymity behind the driver with
Garomma’s personal bodyguards; sat and tasted his tri-
umph only with his leader’s tongue—as he had for more
than twenty-five years now.

Fortunately for Moddo, such a taste was rich enough
for his system. Unfortunately, there were others—one
other at least—who required more . . .

Garomma bowed to right and left and, as he bowed,
looked curiously through the streaming webs of black-
uniformed motorcycle police that surrounded his car.
He looked at the people of Capital City, his people, his
as everything and everyone on Earth was his. Jamming
madly together on the sidewalks, they threw their arms
wide as his car came abreast of them.

“Serve us, Garomma,” they chanted. “Serve us! Serve
'7’

He observed their contorted faces, the foam that ap-
peared at the mouth-corners of many, the half-shut eyes
and ecstatic expressions, the swaying men, the writhing
women, the occasional individual who collapsed in an
unnoticed climax of happiness. And he bowed. With his
arms crossed upon his chest, he bowed. Right and left.
Humbly.

Last week, when Moddo had requested his views on
problems of ceremony and protocol relative to today’s
parade, the Servant of Education had commented smugly
on the unusually high incidence of mob hysteria expected
when his chief’s face was seen. And Garomma had voiced
a curiosity he’d been feeling for a long time.

“What goes on in their minds when they see me, Mod-
do? I know they worship and get exhilarated and all that.
But what precisely do you fellows call the emotion when
you talk about it in the labs and places such as the Edu-
cation Center?”

The tall man slid his hand across his forehead in the
gesture that long years had made thoroughly familiar to
Garomma.

“They are experiencing a trigger release,” he said
slowly, staring over Garomma’s shoulder as if he were
working out the answer from the electronically pin-
pointed world map on the back wall. “All the tensions
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these people accumulate in their daily round of niggling
little prohibitions and steady coercions, all the frustra-
tions of ‘don’t do this and don’t do this, do that’ have
" been organized by the Service of Education to be re-
leased explosively the moment they see your picture or
hear your voice.”

“Trigger release. Hm! I've never thought of it quite
that way.”

Moddo held up a hand in rigid earnestness. “After all,
you're the one man whose life is supposedly spent in an
abject obedience beyond anything they’ve ever known.
The man who holds the—the intricate strands of the
world’s coordination in his patient, unwearying fingers;
the ultimate and hardest-worked employee; the—the
scapegoat of the multitudes!”

Garomma had grinned at Moddo’s scholarly eloquence.
Now, however, as he observed his screaming folk from
under submissive eyelids, he decided that the Servant of
Education had been completely right.

On the Great Seal of the World State was it not writ-
ten: All Men Must Serve Somebody, But Only Garomma
Is the Servant of All”?

Without him, they knew, and knew irrevocably, oceans
would break through dikes and flood the land, infections
would appear in men’s bodies and grow rapidly into pes-
tilences that could decimate whole districts, essential
services would break down so that an entire city could
die of thirst in a week, and local officials would oppress
the people and engage in lunatic wars of massacre with
each other. Without him, without Garomma working
day and night to keep everything running smoothly, to
keep the titanic forces of nature andcivilization under
control. They knew, because these things happened
whenever “Garomma was tired of serving.”

What were the unpleasant interludes of their lives to
the implacable dreary—but, oh, so essential!—toil of his?
Here, in this slight, serious-looking man bowing humbly
right and left, right and left, was not only the divinity
that made it possible for Man to exist comfortably on
Earth, but also the crystallization of all the sub-races
that ever enabled an exploited people to feel that things




could be worse, that relative to the societal muck beneath
them, they were, in spite of their sufferings, as lords and
monarchs in comparison. ;

No wonder they stretched their arms frantically to
him, the Servant of All, the World’s Drudge, the Slavey"
of Civilization, and screamed their triumphant demand
with one breath, their fearful plea with the next: “Serve
us, Garomma! Serve us, serve us, serve us!”

Didn’t the docile sheep he had herded as a boy in the
Sixth District mainland to the northwest, didn’t the sheep
also feel that he was their servant as he led them and drove
them to better pastures and cooler streams, as he pro-
tected them from enemies and removed pebbles from
their feet, all to the end that their smoking flesh would
taste better on his father’s table? But these so much more
useful herds of two-legged, well-brained sheep were as
thoroughly domesticated. And on the simple principle
they’d absorbed that government was the servant of the
people and the highest power in the government was the
most abysmal servant.

His sheep. He smiled at them paternally, possessively,
as his special vehicle rolled along the howling, face-filled
mile between the Hovel of Service and the Educational
Center. His sheep. And these policemen on motorcycles,
these policemen on foot whose arms were locked against
the straining crowds every step of the way, these were
his sheepdogs. Another kind of domesticated animal.

That’s all he had been, thirty-three years ago, when
he’d landed on this island fresh from a rural Service of
Security training school to take his first government job
as a policeman in Capital City. A clumsy, over-excited
sheep-dog. One of the least important sheep-dogs of the
previous regime’s Servant of All

But three years later, the peasant revolt in his own dis-
trict had given him his chance. With his special knowl-
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