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Invest 9]

in your health!

Let your Sign of the Zodiac guide you
to better bhealth and added mental vigor!
Send today for your trial size bottle of . ..

A special
Astrocel Tablef
is recommended
for youl

Astrocel dodiee
Tablet Sign

Mar 21 - Apr 20 Arlea

No.1KaliPhos T

Apr 21 « May 20 Fauru

No. 2 Natrum Sulph T

May Z1 « June 21 Gamini

No. 3 Kali Mur

June 22 - July 21 Cancer

No. 4 Calcarea Fluor 59

July 23 - Aug 23 Lee

No. 5 Magnesium Phos S

Ayg 24-Sept 22 Yirgo

No.6 Kali Sulph  I¥o

Sept 23 Oct 22 Libra

No, 7 Natrum Phos %X

Qct 23- Nov 22 Scerpio

No. 8 Calcarea Sulph

MNov 23 Dec 21 Segittarin

No. ¥ Silicea b4

Dee 22 - Jan 20 Cepricorn

No. 10 Calcarea Phos V¥

Jan 21 - Feb 19 Aquarius

No. 11 Natrum Mur AW

Feb 20 - Mar 20 PFisces

No. 12 Ferrum Phos XK

* Trademark Registered

e SCIENTIFIC EVIDENCE SHOWS A DEFINITE RELATIONSHIP
EXISTS BETWEEN THE STARS AND THE CELLS IN YOUR BODY.

e ASTROCEL TABLETS ARE SCIENTIFICALLY-PREPARED CELL
SALTS. Each specific tablet corresponds to each Sign of the
Zodiac. When used as your Ruling Sign directs, scientific
evidence shows a definite physical improvement and added
mental vigor.

e When your body is run down and worn out your tissue cells are off
balance. You can correct this condition by taking Astrocel Tablets
which contain your balancing cell salt. Astrocel Tablets correspond
to the twelve inorganic mineral cell salts which are found in the
organs and tissues of your body and are absolutely essential for
proper body function. Your Ruling Sign in the table to the left indi-
cates the Astrocel Tablet you should take.

e Astrocel Tablets are Zodiacal cell salts, specifically made to fit
Zodiacal indications, They are entirely harmless and non-toxic, even
when used over a period of years.

Don't delay! Send today for Astrocel Tablets—available only from
Astro Bio-Chemical Company!

-------------------------------------------------------------------- &8 8889

Check Your Ruling Sign

Astro Bio-Chemical Co. Avies Libra
aurus Scorplo
DEPT. AM Gemini Sagittarius
P. O. BOX 3539, RINCON ANNEX Cancer Capricorn
SAN FRANCISCO, CALIFORNIA Virgo Aquarivs

Leo Pisces
S is enclosed. Please send me at once a 30-day trial supply
/ of Astrocel Tablets. GUARANTEE: It is understood that if
| am not satisfied with results in 30 days, my money will be
refunded. Tablets sent ruﬂ'plid.

SPECIAL VALUE: Send $5.00 for ecanomy six months' supply.,
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KEY TO SUCEESS - -
IN BUSINESS AND INDUSTRY
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Steam Fitting | ., - Radio Servicing . . - Wood; Metal -+ - Woolen Manufacturing
. g . Telegraph Engincering - Reading Shop-Blueprints. B did sl i
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THE MAN WHO STéEPED AT NOTHING (Novel—25000).. by Paul W." Fairman....,.. 8

lfustrated by Leo Ramon Summers and. Ralph Casfenir

t

~ Two worlds were :’frugghng grimly for. possession . of his hmp
) bedy.. But Dorn didn't mind. His soul was too occupied enjoying

the luscious nude picking her wardrobe In Swank's :iurn wmdnw

ANYTHING YOUR HEART ﬁESiRES (Shcrt-—-# 600) . by Stephen Mnrlnwn ..... ‘50

Illuﬂrafad by Virgil Finlay

It was only a triangular vault in a !-:-n -dead Martian city. But to -I'hn three Earth-
men it meant refuge—and ihe fulhlimenf of all their desgrus. All their desires?

" THE GIRL IN THE Gljl.DE "WIG {Navelefiu—-—il 500) R— Chés;cr S. Geier ...... &0

lllustrated by Frank Navarro:

'Up on this planet, bnau’ry parlors would surely go broke. Why i.lpi‘lnld hours sitting
dryer when "2 wig serves your purpose so much better—and eliminates the telephone besides?

:by ‘Doflas Ross. .......... 80

0

under a

HE KNEW ALL THE AISWERS " (Sheri-chert—2,000) .. o
llustrated by Leo Ramon Summers | o a

Evi.‘l‘ body has troubles. But Jeremiah Perkins had more than most people. For if the sun
dtdn t shme when he wumt lnulr.mg. how did he know it was dark when he couldn't see?

HiSSIOH ACCGMFLlSHED_[Shcrf-:hurfmZ.?O‘G} ............. by Weilace Umphrey . ... -86
; Mustrated by Gene Fawcette. " _ | |
So you're sure you seé an armada of armed space - ships htldmg toward Ear#h? Better
report it to Thor -Mariten, the ace news reporfer. He'll know' what the ships are.
REMEMBER NOT TO DIE! (Noveletfe—15000) ....... e Ty Mo PR oo iione 08

|||usira1'ed by H Dorset | ' 0

When Don found out he could remember tomorrow, le set out to changu yesterday,
" Only to find that it“was the- day after iumnrrnw he I'Ea"'jf hed to' worry about -

—

Front cover painting .by Ed Valigursky, frnm a.
“The Man Who Stopped At Nothing"
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A C ONFIDENTIAL CHAT WITH THE EDITOR

L

*

HERE HAS always been ‘a lot of te-::h-' 3
nical’ 1nfor"nat1ﬂn avallable on the fun- .

damentals " of" interplanetary ﬂl ht.” From.
Raumscmf fahrt”.

Oberth’s ‘“W-ege zur
(“Ways to Spaceship Travei”) to the pres-
ent-day artlcles by . Ley, Rlchardsnn, ‘and

others, the pl:nmples of rocket flight -and

-astrogation” have been: clearly" explained..

yUT, UNFORTUNATELY, unti] now

~ there hasn’t been a :single book-avail-
able for the English-speaking reader which
would collect and summarize the elementary
principles of - coming space travel, without
becoming much too mathematical and com-
plicated +

h-

TOW, ‘HOWEVER, Arthur- Clark, the
English writer, has remedied this with .

an excellent book -titled “Interplanetary
Flight”. The book” opens with a .considera-
tion of the gravitational field which chains
us to Earth, and then it proceeds- through
fundamental' rocketry,
tions, to Lunar and Martian B.nd Venusian
flight.-

through space-sta- -

YT RELEGATES most of the math-
. ematics—without which' any: discussion
of rocketry bears little relation to reality—

to the appendix where it won’t. distract the

casual reader who. wants a general over-all
picture. The book is straight-science, with

“hardly any interpolation except the assump-

tion- that a. suitable fuel will be- avaﬂable
eventually. . :

VERY 01‘4CE in. a wh;le, dyed—m-the-'
_wool smenceﬂfmtmn readers should take

stock - of their. attitudes—to' see: how they

. stand realistically—in order. to appreciate
‘the magnltude of the problem still confront-
* ing us. ‘1t’s. all very well to be familiar with

journeys to the planets-—to travel out'into
interstellar space -to the-galaxies.:But the
fact remams that we haven’t yet left Earth

ITS TIME to take anuther Im}k at .the
problem.. This. book is perfect for that

. .purpose, and:in its way 1s:even more thrill-

ing—suggestive.;as it is of a soon-to-be re-
allty-—than many more: Imagmatwe studies.

BOUT EIGHT months agﬂ—-shurtly
after our “editorial offices moved- to

New York—a good-looking shy young man,

. carrying a portfolio of illustrations.under

his arm, came in to see us. He was still
going .to art school, had never. sold any-
thing. But would we please look at his work"
and evaluate it?

E WOULD—and did. And found a
fine artist. He became a familiar fig-

qure in our offices. Art Editor Leo Sum-

mers, always on the lookout for new -talent,

" ook Hugh under his wing and taught. him

many nf the tricks of the drawing board—
and in the ensuing months Hugh illustrated
a number of our stories, his last one for
“Remember Not To Die” (page 94, this
issue). - :

*T- IS OUR sad ta;k te inform our read-
ers of Hugh’s death in an automobile

crash last week. We want to extend our
sympathies to his family in-their bereave-

" ment. Hugh's tragic death is a great loss,

not only to his family and friends, but to
the world of art as well. -.... . LES"

L B



RIMITIVE MAN learned that he'could
not reproduce all-the sounds of Nature

~with his vocal organs, and that there were
-other ways of imitating these sounds. In
prehistoric times, he made his living large-
ly by the use of bow and arrow. He Iearned
that he could strike a more telling blow, at
a farther and safer distance, with a ﬂmt-
tipped arrow propelled by the quickly re-
leased tension of a bow, than he could -with
his hands or with-a club.-His bow was bent
with a string made from the hide or ten- .
~don of some animal that he had killed.
When. the bow -string was released, there
was: a twang.and a vibrating hummmg
noise.

He made use of all parts of the animals
that he killed. Their skins were dried and
tanned and used for shelter or for cloth-
ing. They were stretched over hollow logs,

sea shells, or other hollow objects, so that .

the air m:ght reach both sides in the tan-
ning process. When the_dried skin, stretched
tightly over some hollow object, was struck
with a stick or stone, it produced an echo-
ing sound, a sound of percussion.

He alsn made use of the .horns and large
bones of the beasts he killed. They were
used as household: 1mp1ements, &S Spoons,

drinking cups. - When air -from' his lungs’

.was blown through these hollow horns, it
produced  a- bleating sonorous sound that
would carry far and could be heard at a
greater distance than that of the human
Voice.

- The beating of the dr;_ed skin ﬂtretched
over some hollow object was the principle
of the drum. The twanging of the bow
string was the principle of the stringed

instrument. And the blowing through the.

hollow horn was the principle ‘of the wind
instrument, No other basic. principles are

involved in the entire E.CﬁpE of musical 'in-

. drum- is evidently the simplest of all;

struments. With the discovery- of_ three
methods of producing sound vibration, the
foundation for the entire universe of musie
was completed.

You can examine any stringed instru-
-ment of today, and you will find that it is

only an evoluted form of the vibration of
the bow-string. When primitive man dis-
.covered that there was the harmony of
sound in his bowstring, it ‘is only reason-
able to .suppose that he tied on another
string and then another; that he bent the
bow ﬂtzII more and added other strings
until he produced the harp, as we deduce
from the early drawings of the harp.

The wind instruments of today are evo-
Iuted . forms " of . the first primitive horn
used by primitive man which he had taken
from some beast. The principle of blowing
through a horn or hollow tube to produce
sound has not changed, but' the forms have
changed a thousand times, . . _

The drum is the simplest of all instru-
ments, and the oldest: Every savage tribe
on earth - makes use of the drum in religi-
ous or social rites. In-“History of Music”,
Rowbotham .says: “Never in -the musical
history of mankind is the lyre stage found
to precede..the pipe stage, nor the pipe
stage -to precede the drum stage. That this
should be the order of development seems
natural if we consider the mechanical com-
plexity of the instruments themselves. TI}:e
the
pipe is more complex than the drum; but
the lyre, which consists of strings bound

around- pegs and strung on a frame, is. the

most complex of all.” It is therefore con-
clusive that the drum is the least evoluted
of all instruments and that, with a few
changes, it  represents the dried. skin-
stretched over some hollow object as pre-
higtoric man first made use of it,
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Dorn did a double-take. How could this girl be calmly undressing in a store window 7
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10 - . - FANTASTIC
THE THOUGHT pattern durlng

the split sécond before impact -

was of . academic interest to

could go thruugh the. human bram in
so short a time. '

First there was the certamty that'
nothing could be.dohe. The approach-

ing car—hurtling through the night—
was dead. ahead on the narrow road;:

an invisible demon with two fIammg,'

seal-beam eyes.. The knowledge that
‘he could do nothing whatever to save
his own life came, strangely enough, -
‘as somewhat of a relief to Dorn. At
least, he thought, I won’t have to

‘make-a decision and then regret hav-

ing” been wrong.

/After making this observatlon he
thought next, with satisfaction, of how
he 'had paidup his life insurance only
a week previously. That was good.

Vicky - should - be able to clear things -

~up with-the forty thousand dollars she
would have “to play ‘with. Pat and
Laura wnuld be out of high school
next year, and then maybe Vicky
would go back to her old job at the
_radio station. It would still be open,
of course. And Felix .could get another
job.

‘His family praperly dlS]_JUSEd of,
Dorn allowed himself the luxury of a
few personal thﬂughts while the two
headlights bearing down upon him -
grew brighter, like the eyes of a beast
leaping at its prey.

~ All in_al}, he’d had a good life. He'd:
married young and was now thirty-

flve—-or was it thirty-six?>—and would
leave society two fine children and a

raven-haired wife who would make

a very attractive widow. No doubt
some discerning male would snap

Vicky up at the first opportunity; if

not for her looks, which were still
mighty potent, then at least for the
respectable chunk of money she could
bring along. '

Now, with -the crash imminent,

ADVENTURES

Dorn became the victim ‘of certain
natural regrets. He admitted he, wasn’t’

& ready to die and it was all so unnec-
Dorn. He had never imagined so much

essary. Traveling a deserted country
‘road at this speed was damn foolish-

‘ness. Just because he’d lost his way

and was a few minutes off schedule,
he hadn’t been Justzhed in nskmg his
neck. :

But then ‘he thﬁuﬂht petulantly,
what about the other-guy? A.congeni-
tal idiot beyond ‘all doubt Who but a’

. fool would come arnund 3 corner on

a dark night at “such-insane speed?
At least he himself was on a. stralght-
away - and not - doing ruch more than
sixty. And he did bave an appoint-
ment. Well—maybe not exactly an ap-

~‘pointment, but at least-a place to go.

That other goon was-out joy-riding,
no doubt. Just think, of it! A.lame-
‘brain -out on a country road dmng
seventy just for the hell of it! -

The laws weren’t - strict ennugh.

‘That was the trouble. Half the driv-

ers in- this country should have ‘their

licenses pulled. That and that alone

would make the-roads safe for decent

-drivers.: Solid citizens who raised fami-

lies, provided for them and had a

r1ght to a few days’ relaxation in the
mountains.

‘It was a hell of a note when—
CRASH!! ...

pROFESSOR JAN *LIMPUS loved
loneliness—enjoyed-datkness—was

_enamored of melancholy places and

thin sickle-moons that threw dim eerie
light. He hated people, crowded com-
munities, and critics; critics most of
all. And because he’d never met a
human being who did not criticize him
and his' viewpoints, it could be safely
said that he. hated everybody. ,

Criticism of the professor through
the years had been varied and some-
times long-winded. But short observa-
tions had been dropped now and again
that neatly summed up the bulk of



public and priﬁate compla,mt agamst

the thin, wild-eyed; Ieathﬂr faced Luna
" terest Limpus too - greatly, however.
“Yr.)u re strict-

pus.

Sta,tements such as:
ly. for the birds,. me "

“I've mniet dnpes and dopes,
Speakmﬂ' of dopes...”.

“Why don’t they Inck_yuu up?’.

“I saw -a grade-B movie once with
a’ screw-ball -doctor in -it. And you
‘know something? * You could have
played the part a lot better.”

By an odd commdence, this - last
observation had- filled Jan . Limpus
with pride. It so.happened he’d" seen
the same horror picture and had,
‘thenceforth, used the  mad doctor as
his model. He’d worked hard to be-
come. the real-life prototype of the in-
sane experimenter who had died in a
convenient fire at the end of the pic-
ture. . | W s

Of course, Jan Limpus would have
had little trouble in making the role
more convincing than had the Holly-
wood actor, because Jan was mad as
a hatter to begm with -and that helped
"a great deal. .

He’d gone into the hills with his

dangerous ideas and his equipment

and he_ fared forth from his lonely
domicile only on the darksst nights.
Lack of illumination did not inconven-
ience him one -whif because he had
eyes like a cat. '

On .this _'particulal: night he -.was
roaming _the - wild, wooded country

where he dwelt ul‘idisturbed and ,was'

thus the only ‘person on earth in a
position to hear the- sounds resulting
from the crash of ‘an automobile on
the road below. - _

He hurried down to-
and soon came upon the scene of .the
accident. Demented. as he was, it
seemed insane to Limpus” that anyone
would travel that road at
yond fifteen miles an hour.

But someone had done just-that,.

‘because the front end of the car

but

investigate -

a speed be-
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,; '-lﬂnked as. thnugh it - had been put

through a stampmlll This did not in-

He was more engrossed with .other
possibilities and dug eagerly mtc: the

‘dark - tonneau- of the car.

There was a body slumped over on

. the front seat. Limpus grinned like a

vampire and went about the busmess
of  getting it out. .
Nor was he at all surprlsed over
the affair. After -all, he'd dutlfu]]y
stuck to the Script by coming up into
these wild hills. . It followed as mnight

‘the day that fate would hand him a

body to work on. That’s h:}w it was
done .in ‘Hollywood, and lepus knew
lthnse boys out there were realists.

Wasn’t all' the world, in truth, a
stage? Weren't the pEOpIe merely
players?

- Wasn’t he entltled to a body?

o He hauled the’ corpse from the car

and got it over his shoulder. He stag-
gered happr]y into the woods toward
home.

.

*

DORN WALKED along a crnwded
street at high noon in a city of
two million souls. He knew the street

-. and the city. and what time it was, but-

he knew little else.. He did know, but
vaguely, that something was wrong,
something he felt to be yital. But he
had not the mental energy to delve
into it. He was saturated, somehow,
with a gentle melancholy—a retrospec-

. tive sadness entirely new to him.

Also, he was mildly annoyed by the
rudeness of the public. Never before
had he had to get out of 'so many
people’s way. It was shocking, the
manner in which they barged blindly

ahead as though each of them indivi-

dually owned the sidewalk and he him-

-self ‘was of some unwashed clan who -

- should walk in the gutter,

Yet he could only be hurt by this
treatment, not angered. His mental
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Iethargy, it-seemed, b]anketed all hut
‘the mildest of emotions. -
But: only up to a certain pmnt

Squarely in the mniiddle of - the next.

block, he was jarred back into some
semblance of normalcy This by one
of those things that just couldn’t hap-
pen. An occurrence. calculated to ,peel
the hide off'a steel elephant.

The scene was .a shop window | in
which stood several mannequins, clad
in various stages of feminine undress.
The most scantily clad- dummy wore
stockings, a bra, a garter belt, and a
pair of transparent lace panties with
a black patch in-an obvious place. The
whole - aspect, to Dorn, was one of
positive indecency. A second manne-
quin was clad ‘in a pink slip and the
pattern ‘went up the line to the last
one, draped in a smart sport suit con-
sisting ‘of coat and skirt,

" “The window was'no doubt meant to
contain a -complete display of feminine
apparel from the skin out, and it cer-
tainly did just that. But Dorn would
not have given it a second glance ex-

-cept for the.girl who stood there .in-

plain sight taking off her dress.
- Dorn caught sight of her just as
- she’d reached down, caught the edge

of her skirt, and had started pulling -

the dress off over her head. His jaw
dropped " to his. necktie. His eyes
‘bulged, and he had just time to duck
~ In next to a pmtectinu stone pillar .be-

side the window in order to keep from "
being knoci{ed down by passing traffic.

The ‘girl was-a honey-blonde' and
certainly did not look to be the pro-
-miscuous type. She looked exactly like
the dozens of decent, attractive, desir-
able girls who .meet boys, get marned
and raise families,
~ Yet. she now stood nonchalantly in
a store window on a public street at
high noon taking off her dress. Un-

derneath was revealed a pair of pink
 panties—not transparent—a pink bra,

and nylnns over a palr of Iegs that-

“could. getsher married in nothing flat

to. any ‘unattached male w1thm mar*
riageable dlstance |

- A pubhf:lty stunt, Dorn thought.
After all, - the“'girl- stﬂl had .on more
covering than the mannequin most rep-

‘resentative of Eve. Gad! What they
~wouldn’t do to sell merchandise!

He noted, in passing, that the crowd

‘hadn’t spotted the girl yet. People

continued.to hurry by without the least
idea of what they were missing.

RBUT HE noted this only in passing.
All his attention was riveted upon
the girl in the window. She stood for

 a moment thoughtfully surveying the

various garments on display. She

. seemed to be endeavoring to make up

her mind.

Decision having been arrived at, she
forced Dorn’s jaw even lower .upon
his chest by calmly stripping off her
bra and ﬁan-ties.

“Don’t look,”
said.”

“What do you meanmdan t 1{301 "
replied the beast in him.
~ “This is wrong—sinful,” Conscience
stated. '

“So are wars, pestilence and ‘fam-
ne,” Beast answered. “Stop bothering
me.”’ ' |
’ The girl moved, slim and beautiful
as a summer drea.m to the mannequin
wearing the scandaluus scanties. These
she stripped off and appropriated after

Dorn’s conscierice

the natural manner. Next, she critically

examined the material in the pink slip;

-she appropriated that garment also.

Now, Dorn’s attention was drawn
forcibly from the casual pillage going
on in the window; drawn by some-
thing even more amazing.

No one on the strcect was paymg uny

‘attention to the girl.

From two directions, unnum‘bered
human beings streamed by along the
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broad. 51dewa]k But they appeared':
cumpleter blind so far.as the sensa-

tional activity in- the window was -con-
cérned. . i =

I've lost 'my mmd Dorn th{}ughtt
-‘That’s _the_nnly answer. I’ve stepped

beyond -the boundaries of - reason:
barged right into -the pages of Alice
In Wonderland. =

But that, -he . remembered,. was
a children’s story. Possibly this was
an advanced Alice—an Alice - for

adults, He realized then, quite sudden-,

ly, that the girl -was watchmg him.
She had just stripped the sport suit

from the completely dressed manne-
quin—had been holding the skirt. up.

for inspection. But her eyes turned
his way—he saw they were clear blue
—and they widened in apparent rec-
ognition. This brought added surprise.
He had never before seen the girl. Not

that he wouldn’t have welcomed an in-

troduction, but the fact remained he

“didn’t know her. This-did not keep her

from speaking to him.

“Oh, vou startled me! I didn’t see
you there.” A quick smile. “You
should blow a horn or something.”

Dorn was in such a state as to

completely over’ ‘ook the strangeness of

his being able to hear her quite clear-
ly through the heavy plate glass..There
was no thought behind ‘his reply.

“I was walking along. I"..saw you.
I was...naturally interested. It..
well. . .it isn’t very often a persﬁn
sees a' girl. . .another person strlp
changing. ..” He fell 3ilent. .

With a quick, warm smile, the girl
stepped into the skirt, adjusted it, and ~

took the jacket off the dummy. A mo-
ment later, completely dressed,
moved toward Dorn.

€ HE 1\’.-'{TLKEI_)_ straight Ihmugh the

‘glass window- out into the street.-

She came close to Dorn, smiled.up at
him and placed her hands upon his

-shoulders. There was something moth--

- " Dorn shook his-head.

~have cafeterias.
because no one will serve us in regu-

she -

er]y in her gaze.’

This madness—this mghtmare—was
too much for Dorn. He -passed lax
fingers through his rumpled- hair and
stared- blankly~into the.girl’s face.

" Her pity’ was obvious now, and her
manner under other circumstances,

- might have been described as delici-
-ously intimate. She stood close to him

and ° straightened his necktie with

frank tenderness. She said, “You 1}{]01' .
! pmr darling!””

A wave of weakness passed through
Dﬂrn, weakness settling mainly in the
region of his” knees. He sought words,
could find none, and returned the girl 5
smile,

“YVou ;ust “don’t

understand - do
your”’ .she crooned. |

“That’s cer-
tain}y right out of the testament, I
don’t understand any -of this.”

“You just—arrived?” The question
was asked with delicacy. |

“I—I don’t know. I guess maybe.”

“Never mind. You come with me.
We'll find a cafeteria-and get you a
cup of hot coffee.”

“A cafeteria?”

There was a-lull in passing traffic

-

~and the girl took his arm to lead him

around the nearest corner and down a
flight of. steps. “Yes,” she said.” “We
That is—it’s better

lar restaurants.”
That seemed as logical to Dorn as
everything else, mainly because it con-

~ tinued the thread of complete idiocy.

“Why won't they serve us? Are we
lepers or, something?” -

“Of course not. You’ll understand
in time. I remember when I first came.

- A fat man walked into- me. I almost -

fainted when I went rlght through

“him.”

“Went right: thruugh—-—-
“Here’s a table. You sit down, I’ll

- fill a tray. and come right back.”
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Dorn dropped mto a chau: and,
watched the girl trip lightly to the -

gate giving ' entrance into the aisle

along the food counters. So satéd was

he. with the- incongruus and impossi-
ble, that only .a "sligh't shock ran
through - him as he saw her walk
straight through a woman dallying by

the salad counter and stand com-

pletely subm'erged in the body of a
tall, heavy-set man wh1]e~she put two
cups of cnffee cm the. tray

NORN BLINKED to cleat his. eyes

. of the faint' mist surrounding her
"as ‘she stepped again into unoccupied

space. The mist—the vague, glowing.

halo—refused to vanish. Again he
blinked. No result.

He turned his eyes upon the man

putting a plate of roast beef on his
tray. No halo there. A clear, perfectly
defined outline.:

Obviously the halo was attached to
the

Dorn’s new-found friend and
- truth—the’_horrible truth—began to
dawn.on him, But he refused to recog-

nize it as such. He pressed a hand hard

over ‘his. eyes “and told himself: I'm

dreaming. It’s a wild hideous night-. °

mare I'm in; a bad dream caused by
raiding the ice box before bed-time.

But this gave him scant comfort be-

cause never in his life had he raided

the ice box.at bed-time. . = _
The girl had returned now and was

placing the tray, loaded to overflow-

"ing, on the table. She smiled warmly

at Dorn.

“I don’t think "you tnld me ynur
name,’”’ Dorn said.

“Sally Sally Williams. And ynurs?”
“Dorn Lattimore, but—

Sally was putting things on the ta-
ble. She said, “I’ve eaten here be-

fore. The fnnd 1S very gﬂod Dlg right
in and enjoy 7it.” . .
“I’'m not very hungry, really.” .
“Then drink the coffee. It will glve

you strength "

Dorn felt he must have. presented'
a rather pathetic spectacle as he stirred
the coffee. To offset this, he tried to

smile, but it.didn’t quite come off.

Saﬂy, ,seated opposite him, reached
across. the table to Squeeze h:_s hand

j_reassuringly “Perhaps youw’d like to
-ask me. some.questions. I'll try to help
- you over the rough spots.”

- “You're very good, very kind. Tell
me—are- we invisible? Can’t anyone
see us sitting here?” '
“We're invisible to all but our own
kind:”’ -
“Gur own kind?”
" “Those on the same plane with us.”
“All right—Iet me have it stra1ght
Are we dead?”
“No, we aren’t. dead. We’ve only

-passed beyond- the veil.” "

- “Well, isn’t’ that—"

“Dea.th’ No.” Sally shonk her head
and Dorn watched the lights dance off
her honey-blonde curls. “It’s merely
what those down there think death to
be.” She indicated the other diners and
pushed a fork into--her cnttage cheese
salad. " - '

- “What do you mean ‘down there’ ?
They aren’t lying on the floor.” =

Sally flashed white. teeth and an-
swered with a small mouthful of salad.
“You’ll get used to the terms after a
while. We always refer to them as be-
ing ‘down’ because they are on a low-
er plane than we are. They are com-
posed of lower ‘rates of wvibration.
That’s why Ave can see them while

- they can’t see us—or touch us. That’s

why we can walk rlght through them.”

'DOR\ HAD so many unanswered

questions flailing around in his
mind he scarcely knew which one to
ask first. While he was fishing for

.. one, Sally laid down her fork and fo-

cused her eyes intently into his.
“I want you to think very careful-
ly,” she said, “Take vour time and try



to remember. Look “inte your immedi-
ate past. Where did vou come from?’
What happened?” *

‘fIt s—it’s all so vague, As though N
~ you're talking .about, but I ‘don’t.”

I'm in the middle of a dream.”
“It will be for a while, but that will

pass. Now ‘think! What happened tu |

yuu? Make ‘an effort.” -

Dorn clasped a hand over his’ fc}reil'

head and closed his eyes. “‘I remember
it was night. Late. There were.a- pair
of headhghts 2 -

“An auto? You were in a "car and

there was an acmdent" Were you driv-

ing?”’
G “Yes—yes I was alone. Th15 damn
fool in the other'car was doing seven-
ty 12 |

Sal_ly frowned and tapped a-red nail
against white teeth. “That’s strange.
Are you sure there was another car?”

9 murse I'm sure, It’s coming
back now.’ , -

“The other driver must have sur-
vived, then.” |
“Why do you say that?”

“Because if he too had passed be-

yond the veil, you’d be with him.

Those who've" just come always cling

together for a- while, Sometimes you’ll

be walking along and meet forty or

fifty released souls in-a group. Then

ou can be sure there’s been a train .
Yy . |

wreck or a disaster. They say in
China after the floods and famines,
whole armies of. people- 'move about
together.” :
.Dorn
“You're sure no one can.'see us? What
about the food you brought? The tray?
Can’t they see the dishes on the ta-
ble?” . '
“No. You see when I picked up the
tray. it still remained where it was so

far as those down there are concerned..

I lifted only a high rate of vibration
from the metal. The wvibration of
course forms a complete tray, just as

the salad and the coffee I took -are

glanced _around nervously.
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complete in themselves, but the low-
er rate those down there see dﬂd eat

remains untouched W, -

“I suppose I'. should knlow what

“Youwll understand it eventua]ly,
Sally said easily. “After all, you're in
pretty much- the same position .as a

“baby born down- there. It doesn’t learn

to walk overnight.”
“I suppose not. But about this not
being dead--this passing: through'the

“veil. T don’t get that at all. I always

thought that when you got killed ynu
were dead.” - :

. “Did you ever, hear of hmbo, pur-

gatory?”- -
“Of course.” :
, = *Well, that nght help tD explam
- it—that is, as nearly as “it can be ex-
plained.” |
“You mean the thousands—the
~ millions—the billions of penp]e who
have died—" - '
“Not died.” 3

“Then who "have passed beynnd the
veil come into this state-of existence?”
“Where else could they come?”
“Then why . isn’t this plane of
yours—-"’ - :

She smiled. “Ours.”

“—of ours, then, crowded to the cat-
tle guards? I can’t see how -there’d
even be room to stand around.”

“After a while,” Sally said gravely,
“we die.” | .

“We do? How soon?”

ECFHERE isn’t any fixed rule. In

‘the lower plane, a baby can pass
beyond the veil at birth. Or a man can
live for a hundred years. Here the time"
seems to be much shorter. I’m four
now" and cun51dered to be getting on
in years.”

“You - mean you. passed beyond
the veil four years ago?”

“That’s right.”-

“An accident?”
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g was dmwned at Coney Island i
“I'm sorry.”
“That’s- another thmg yﬂu’ll have. to.

get -over. You wouldn’t have sympa- *

thized with "a -child fnr bemg born,
would ynu?”
“Not to ch&nge the sub;ect but sup-

pose: somebody comes over and sits -

down at this table. We’d have to get‘

up in a hurry, wouldn’t we?” |
“No. Let them sit dﬂwn if they

want to.” - -
“But—but we're using the chalrs -
“Not -the part they’d use. Don’t

worry about it.” : ’

" “One more thing—while yﬂu were

in that window...”

Sally ate hEI‘ cmtaﬂe cheese with:

relish. She laid down her fork
sald, “I ima
| thlEf iz _
“That isn’t what I was going “to
bring up. I'm wondering how you knew
I .had passed the veil..
same as everyone else to me.’
~ “Almost, but not-quite. The hwher
" vibration gives off a certain-radiance.
It’s faint but discernable.” ~. '
“I’ve noticed it. I wondered what

‘and
gine you tlmunht I-was a

it was. And may I say it's very be- .

coming on you?”’

Sally got up from the table. ‘Thanl-.
you. And now I think you should get.
some rest. You look tired.”

- “T am tired. Where can we go?”
“To a hotel, of course.”-
“Together?””

. “Certainly.

you?”’

“Well—"

Does that

“It won’t after you've existed here

for a while. You will -develop an en-
tire new code.of mora's and ethics.”
“I'Il be very receptive.”

Sally paused for a- moment, _then

sat ‘down. “Maybe I can help you a'
the

little "'in that respect. You see,
lower, moral code does not exist in
this plane. There is no need of it.
We are not in a productive vibration.

" The

You iﬂc:k the. =

~surroundings will _become
. less important to you as time goes

- “Two 1if you wish.

surprise.

method of * entrance is not
through séxual reproduction, so -the
“male and female mean nothing at_all.”
- This™ . Dorn’ doubted. “You're not
Lidding me?” -

‘T\U _ ;

“Q, K. But when I saw you in that
window with nothing. . .without any-
thing—well, when'I saw you standing.
there my reactions were strictly from
the lower .vibrations.” ~

“That was different. You'd Tust
been born; so to speak. The instincts -

of your former life were still func-
tioning. But you will lose them very

quzckly Thev are fading out of you

even now.’

“You couid be wrong abﬂut that”
“I don’t think I am.” '

- Then we go to a hotel together and
get some sieep?”’

¢ thmk it wc:uld be a good idea.”

A SDDT)E\ thought came to Dorn.
“And ‘we can go . anywhere. we

- .want to? 'We can pick a fifty-dol ar-
day suite in the best hatei’”

\

“If -we .choose.” But
less and

She - shrugged.

on., A Lumfﬂrtable bed .is the .main
thing.”

“One bed?’?
I twist  around
a lot in my- sleep.” .

“I—I. think that would be best
until my old instincts die. And maybe

you would humor me on another point.

“Let"s vo to the Belford Plaza and move

into the penthouse. I want to savor-
my taste for extravagance beforve it

_fades out.”

“Very well.” |

“Sally got up and walk el toward t"
exit. Dorn followed her. The door was
closed. Sally turned and said, *Ycu
might as well start learning thin~s
right now., This door, for instance.
You can’t open it the way you use:l
to open doors. The vibrations on tae
lower plane won’t respond in any way
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to- your effﬂrts "y
" “Then how do we get ouit of here?”
“The- lower vibration- won’t. hold

.vﬂu back. You Just walk thrmlgh it.”

“You mean, just—" :
<, “That’s it.- Walk iﬂtl} the thing as
though it didn’t exist.
concerned, it doesn’t. Try.it.”

“All right; Here goes.”

Dorn stepped resolutely toward the
wood and glass barrier. When it was

an inch from his nose, he closed his

eyes and flinched. But there -was
nothing-—nothing at all. He opened
his.eyes and Sally was saying,
“Good—excellent. See hDW easy it
S'_}?J ¥
Dorn_ took, a deep breath of high-

er-pane air. “T feel -wonderful. Why,

it’s as though I'd just begun to live!”

“I felt the same way,” Sally re-
plied. “Now, walk directly up the
street and don’t step aside- for any-
one.” | ‘ | _

The ‘effect of walking through "peo-
ple was exhilarating to say the least,
and Dorn felt a sudden pity for all
the people down there who went about
in a cloud so-to spedk, not having the
least idea of what was rea]]y going on
in the world.

Lngmssed as he. was
newness, like a child with a"new toy,
a Sudden thought struck -him, “Look
here, we_can walk- through doors and
through people. Yet the sidewalk holds
us- up. How come we don’t sink r:ght
through it?”

“You’ll be able“to with some prac-
‘tice,” Sally replied” with _what -he
"thought was® aimost a tender look.
“But as  they tell children down
there, learn to walk before. you start
runmng
ORN LOOKED ~closely at his

beautiful new, friend and he won-

dered the while if her old instincts
were -entirely dead. ,

They found two unoccupied apart-

So far as you're -

about these dying instincts. A

in all this

- ments in the Belford Plaza penthuuqe

and chose the ‘more: elaborate one. Sal-

~ly, interested in. only -the important

things, wds -entirely unimpressed by

the lavish surroundings as she tested

the springs of one of the twin beds.
- “This will do nicely,” she said.

She bent forward in an unmistak-
able movement Dorn had seen "be-
fnre--—-tuward. the hem of her skirt.

Dorn said, “Wait.” There was a
pleading note in. his -voice. ;

Sally straightened, a questmmng
look on her face.

“Wait -until I get out—go through
the wall—please.”

“Why? Where are you going?” -
“Into the other bedroom. I'll sleep
there. I’m not as confident as you are
man -
can stand just so much.

She smiled at him with that strange
tenderness. ¢‘Sleep in there if you

~.wish, but it’s not necessary. Remem-

ber, you aren’t a man any more in
that -sense. You’ve risen above lower
things.” |

“Don’t put any money on it. I’ve
got a hunch my instincts die hard.”

Halfway through the wall he turned
and asked, “Do you wear a nightgown
or sleep raw?”

“I never wear a nightgown.” _
 “Then at least keep a sheet over
you in case I want to come in and ask
some more questions.” .

“Very well. I’ll humor you.”

“Another thing, would you ﬂbject
to an experiment?”’ | -

“Certainly not. What dﬂ you have
in mind?”

Dorn walked back to the bed. Very

_gently, but firmly, he took Sally into

his arms.” He raised her chin and
planted his lips very firmly u[jon hers.
‘They were warm and very nice. After

&’ long moment he drew back.

Sally’s eyes were bright with in-
terest. “What did that prove?”
Dorn sighed. “It’s no_use explain-
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couldn’t ~make  you understand.” He °

‘went,. thrdugh the wall mtd the next.
room. . -

T EXACTLY fﬂl]l‘ mmutes after
nine -o’¢clock that night, two .ap-

-people, in" two planes of existence, nff
on three courses of action:

Deep in- the ‘northern” weods the
mad Jan Limpus crouched ‘over a
body in his. laboratory. The body, pal-
lid but undamaged, lay on a_ ‘table
-surrounded by-as weird. a collection of
gadgets as ever graced . the set of a
‘Hollywood horror movie.-

‘across -gaps ‘from one eléctrode to .

another. Strange solutions boiled end-.

lessly in crytal goblets; and, to. make.
the. scene petfect, a howling rain-
storm Iashed thrdutrh-the trees {}ut-
side. '

In_this settmg, Jan Lnnpus pushed

‘'a button on an electric' instrument -

and the body.on the table jerked sud-
denly and trembled; | :

At that. exact instant, Dorn. Lattl-
more,’ havmg grown restless -on’ his
soft bed in the Bedford Plaza pent-
house, 'and having arisen to practice
- his new art of walking. through solid
~ objects, was halfway. through the foot-
thick wall .enclosing his bedroom:.

_Halfway through—and.he found, to
his horror, that he could go no fur--

ther. He fnund alsu other mterestmg
things..

He had pushpd head and shuwders

into ‘a ma.crmfment mauve-tiled . bath-f

room, a bathtddm which was being:

used. by a girl who had evidently felt

the need of a shower: The young lady
~was wearing what most penple wear |
; In a shdwerm—-nnthmg

, Snapmg herself luxuriously, she had,
turned and beheld half a man stu:kmg
in.through the wall; a- man-who was

struggling to get furt.her in and was -

Dynamos .
hummed, Arcs -of blue flame leaped .

FANTASTIC ADVENTURES

havmﬂ nn ‘success; - .
rThE girl drdpped her s::}ap and frdm:"
.motionless under the steaming - spray..

P “Her mouth opened ‘and closed, opened
- ..and . closed, for. all -the. warld like a

fish flung updn the shore.” By dint

“'.of titanic effort, she made conhections
parently unrelated incidents sent three -

with- her reflexes There resulted a
scream ca,]culated to awaken peaple.

= & for bldcks around.’

At that moment, a few semnds later
than fdur mmutes after nine, the bl}d}f
- Jan L1mpus table stopped-

C tr'embli_ng and stiffened -again into im-

- mobility. Also, the bathroom door- in
the Beiford penthouse was flung open
by a man ‘in crimson pajamas, where-
upon “the girl fell out. of the ShDWEI‘
into his arms. .

The man asked “What in the hell

is. going on in here?” |

"The girl had all the appearances nf

- gdgﬂle-eyed idiot - with no clothes

on. . She - pmntEd at the wall and
screamed agam
Her - rescuer demanded “What’

“wrong - with you? Baby, what’s the,
. ma.tter?”

“A ma—ma-ma—ma- man'" |
“What do ynu mean—a man?
There’s nobody “in ‘here.” -

The girl pointed. “Stmk—stlckmg out

through the wall. Half of -him!”

“Baby! Snap out of it!”
“A- man. I 'saw him!
come through the wall.”.

Trytin g . to

~ The girl’s -husband - was_ thurdughly
. frightened. He’d heard of people going
stark raving crazy at the drop-of a
“hat, but he’d never seen it before..He

propped his wife against the wash-

‘bowl and went over and rubbed his

hand over the smooth; shining wall.

- “It’s all right, baby. All: right!
There’s nothing there, Only the wall.
Come on. Ill. get you to bed and call

a doctor.”

‘The affair cost him four thousand
dollars for a top-notch psychiatrist
who could find nothing wrong with the
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g:rl but wha mailed a bﬂl anyhow

LSO TI—IE affair sent the hlghly

-~ elated Jan Limpus fo on an en--

‘firely new line of frenzied research.

~ -And it sent Dorn Lattimore, in pamc

tﬂ the bedside of Sally Williams.
“Sally opened her eyes ard sat up.

The-sheet dropped to her midriff-and

“Dorn’s ‘stubborn instincts t:av?sed ‘him
to jerk it back .up and wind it firmly__

about her:-shapely shﬁulders.
- “I—T got stuck. 2 o
| “What ‘are you talking abﬂut“” '
- “I couldn’t sleep. I‘was practmmg
“this gmng-thrﬂugh-thmgs busmess I
got stuck in a.wall.”

Sally smiled. “You're exactly hLe a
baby down there. After taking its-first
step there’s no stopping -it. But about

being stuck in a wa]l——you re Jﬂkmg,

of course.’

. *1'm not joking. Halfway thrnugh I
couldn’t come back or-go ahead. It .

was like being locked in a vise. There

was a girl in the .room and she saw .

me. She let out a yell like a banshee
with an ear ache. That brought her
husband, but by ‘that time I'd gotten
loose and faded out so he couldn’t. see
me. " -

Sally regarded him -in silence fnr
few moments. A frown creased -her
smooth forehead. “You're. . sure this
really -happened—that you * didn’t
imagine it?”’ |
4T tell your that’s how 1t was.’

" . “Impossible.” .
. “What do you mean; impossible?”
“It just couldn’t happen It’s like

‘'someone down there claiminﬂ he could -
hang in midair with no ‘support. ]ust _-

impossible.”

“Are there such -things as halluc:l—.f
. one thmn' -

nations on this higher plane?”
“I never heard of any. But ynu’d
better sleep ‘in here.” Sally pointed to

the unoccu;ned bed. “Lie down there

so I can keep an eye on you.”
Doin was too disturbed. to: protest.

“Toom:

- L

‘He dropped dnwn snd stretched out

wearily on the bed.
“That’s fine,” Sally ubserved in a

,_soothmg voice." “Clﬂse yﬂur eyes now
‘- and go to sleep.” -

‘Dorn’ closed. his eyes ‘but he d1dn’t'

.go to sleep. He ‘wafched the -even. rise
- and fall of .Sally’s high -breasts—took

in ‘the curves of her bﬂdy from her

';tc}es to the saucy tilt of her nose.

There was something * mighty. dis-

'turbmrr in all this. Take the matter of

his instincts;. the ones that. were sup-

) posed to die. If they’d perished,” new
.and
- arisen to take-their places.

stronger ones seemed: to have

He thought of- Vicky; of Pat andl"

“Laura. A sudden seénse of loneliness
- swept over him. A feehng of helpless )
emptiness; of pure fright.

There was something mighty cack-

eyed about this deal

Mighty- cockeyed.
Dorn - turned over and resnlutely
demanded sleep. |

YE AWOKE next morning with no
= sense of having been born again,
but rather in a mood akin to a rainy,

dismal. day even though fhe sun was

shining outside. His first thought was

a of Vicky.- Then his mind switched

quickly to Sally and he glanced over
to. see an empty bed next to his.

Now the sounhd of a shower came to
him -and Sally called' from the bath-
“Are you -awake?” .

Dorn informed her that he was.

‘“Then come on in. The water’s just
right.” -
“I'd better
through.”

H“;hy:::r

il m1ght be 1-.1nd of crowded fﬂr

-

wait until you’re

“All rzght 'l be through in a few-.

. min UtES

A short tune later they rode down |
from the penthuuse with an elevator

- boy who thought he was entirely alone,
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T_}iey'had br_éakfast in the cafeteria.
Over coffee,  Sally - ‘grew  pensive.
"DD you know what I woke up thmk—

ing about?” -

Hwﬁ 12 R e
“My funeral.”
" “Your funeral.’T was fEElmg prelty
low myself, but—"" . \
“Oh, I wasn’t depressed. I was very

‘happy. It was. a beautiful - ceremony.

My family. crying. All the flowers. -

There- were_ forty-two cars in the

procession. I counted them. I was very

popular. Then, .going" at the height of

my- girlhood so to speak-—"

&

L.

“Stop it! I’m in no mood for sad-
ism. I suppose. Watching ynur mother’s
grief made you Very happy.”

“Why nmt? It proved. she loved me.’

+I'm afraid I've -got .a lot to learn
about life “on this’ plﬂne s ®

“It will take-a little tinie. By the
way, you'll probably be buried this
a’ Plnﬂdﬂ -Yﬂu’ll want to attend r.lf
course.””

“Go to
God!”

“]:xut everyone does.”

| G-:_md

my own - funeral?

“Everyﬂne but Dorn Laitimore. I’ve -

no desire to qﬂe Vicky and the chll-
dren weeping.”

“Vicky was, your wife?”
- “Yes, and I’'m beginning to miss
her like the very devil”

‘Sally. leaned forward and looked

~-with genuine concern into Dorn’s face.

“I’'m worried about 'vou. I can’t under-
stand it. You shouldn’t ll::i*».uf;m~ any feel-
ing whatever for your wife. And _you
should look forward to attending your
own funeral: Your. reactions are—are
completely abnormal.”

- “On the contrary. I seem to be the

~only normal individual on this whole

abnormal plane. You said my instincts -
would die out. Well, they haven’t. This
morning I had a very healthy and -

- wholesome urgeoto -go. into the bath-

room and get a long, undisturbed look
at yﬂur legs. The only reason I didn’t

‘was that” F'm a - gentleman.
‘don’t want to_go to. my own funeral.”

I ‘was -cursing -

- FANTASTIC: ADVENTURES

And 1

CALLY'S CONCERN  deepened.
~ “You wanted to look at my legs?”
“Yes. And. I don’t see anything ab-

_nﬂrmal about it. And if you want to

know what I was thinking, . this is it:

ny luck. 1 lived for
thirty-five years amiong people who
appreciated the .importance of SEX;
who were alive to its possibilities: And
the only time-I get into a hotel room

“with a beéautiful girl is after I’m dead.
It's hike II'lhETltlTlg a pair of binocu-

lars after you’ve gﬂne blind.”
“Dead? But you’re not dead.”
“All . right—after T've passed

" _through the veil. Quit being so tech-
~nical.” Dorn glanced" toward the food

counter. He said. “Those two woinen.
- Fhey re coming this way. 1. think-
they’re going to sit down at’ this

table.”
- “That’s nothing to wm'ry about. Let'

_them sit down. You might as well get

used - to people occupying the lower

-vibrations of your chair.”

The two women “approached” with
well-filled trays and set them on the

-table. Dorn, with a feeling of -definite

resentment, felt his chair slide on the

- marble floor. A hell of a plane where.

you had. to occupy space with a fat
woman at breakfast. The woman low-
ered her ‘weight into the. chair,

But she got so -far” down and*.no
further. Dorn felt the bulk of her hun-
dred and fifty pounds settleinto his

~lap.- He grunted indignantly and the

woman came up out of the chair as
though propelled -by .a hatpin. .
‘She whirled in her tracks—surpris-

“ingly quick. fur one of her size. A look

of blank consternation came into her
face as she stared down at Dorn. Her
words were a disj'ninted babble.
“I'm— Oh, I'm so sorry! I didn’t
know— I mean, I didn’t see anyone

. I""—:”
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Then her eyes WIdened and _her -

face lost all its color. With a wild
.swing of her head, she turned.to her
astonished companion. -

“A man!” she bleated.. “There was
a man in that chair. I didn’t see him
ard I sat on-him. Then I saw him
“and now I don’t see him any-more!”
The woman fainted and went to the
“floor. |
. “Let’s get out of here,” Sally -or-
dered. “We need a breathing _spell.
There’s a lot going.on I dun’t under-
stand.” =

They pulled up, finally, in. a seclud-
ed corner of a hotel lobby where they
"found two chalrs They sat down wear-
ily.

“I don’t care what you say about
people nccupymﬂ'
Dorn said. “If someone comes over
here to sit dowrhwl’m getting up. That
dame almost squashed me.”

SALLY WAS regarding him with a
. strange expression. It was: as
though she expected him to be trans-

formed into somethidg else at -any.

moment. “We’ve got to have a serious
talk,” she said. “Something is.vitally
wrong here.” - |
“You’re telling me.”
“Your reactions are all messed up,
‘for one thing. You want -to look -at

my legs.“You don’t want to go to your

own funeral. ‘You miss your wife.
You're all twisted up, Mr. Lattimore.”

“I'm sorry. Are there any psychxa-
trists on this plane?”

Sally ignored that. “And . you keﬁ‘p.

reappearing in the lower plane. Some-
thing that’s impossible.”

“It isn’t impossible. I .did it. twice.”

-“When you told me about gettingh

stuck in the wall last night, I put it
down tu nerves, But I ‘must have-been
wrong.”

“You've no idea how wmng I’ll
never forget that girl’s scream.”

' - “And that woman saw you in the .

the same chair,”

'd
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cafeteria. 1 was watching and your
aura vanished. You actually material-
ized on the lower plane.”.

“Then quit saying it’s impossible.

‘There was a time of silence while
Sally sat deep in thought and Dorn
bit his- fingernails. Sally’s eyes re-
mained . glued. to- his face as though
she strove to pierce his hide and dis-

1

.cover ‘what was wrong with him. Final-

ly she came to, a decision.
“I think we’d better go to - yﬂur
" funeral,” she said. “You've got to be
forced into doing normal things or the
morbid streak in you will grow strnng—
.er B ? ; :
“But 1 don’t want tu go to my fu-
neral.” . '
“Did youw feel the same’ way about
your wedding?”” -
“Of course not.”
“It’s practically the same thmg

“I’m afraid I can’t see the smnlar-
»

ity. ‘
“But you’re on a higher plane now.”
Dorn groaned. “Okay. If you put
it that way, we’ll go to my funeral.”
“You’ll see Vicky, your wife,” Sally
said. “Does that interest you?”
“It certainly does.” '
‘Sally shook her head in bewﬂder-

ment. ‘It shuuldn’t =
.She gﬂt up from her chmr, pulled

. Dorn erect and started for the street.

“Where did you live?”
“In Stonegate, a suburb abuut forty

.miles north.”

“It’s ten o’clock. This shnuld be the
day and the services should be start-
ing soon. Did you belong to a church
or- will ‘they bury you from a funeral
parlor?” -

- “I was a churth -going, Gnd-fearmg
man.”

“What church?”

“We’ll catch a train and I’ll show
you.” .

“That isn’t necessary We can travel
much faster by ourselves. We aren’t
held back by either gravity or fric-
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tion of any kmd e

you do_it.” ~
- “Youre awfully shart—tﬁnipered
You must have been hard to live with.
MayLe your wife: won’t even 8o’ to
your funeral.” - '

.- “Don’t be absurd. How do we go to 3
Stonegate. without. takmg_ the train?”

~ “The main thing is picking an objec- -" they plan“to leave- me.lying around?”"

tive and .holding ‘it in- your mind. I'll

_try to show you how it’s done. Close

your eyes and take ‘my hand. SR
Dorn did as he ‘was instructed.

f"h"’

¥

bard.”.  ~ - s

‘ OR\f PI’CTURE]? the ivy-covered
walls of the trim, steepled. church
where he and Vicky and the children

had gone every Sunday morning. Well,.

perhaps not every one. Suddenly alI
_Wwas .quiet-except for- the wmd whis-
" tling. past his ears. |

“Don’t open your eyes,” Sally qaid
“or’ you might get: dlzzy -and turn end
OVer. end.”.

“Where dld ~you  learn all these
thmgs? The hard way?’’ .

A bﬂy teurght me. He'd been

through the wveil.-about six months
when I met him.”

“Intéresting.” And how did you man- .

- age with "your baser *instincts—the
ones that die gradually?” =
There was a surprisingly dreamy

- note in. Sally’s reply. “It seems to me I
had-a .rather difficult tll‘l’l{t with ‘them.
‘But . that was Iung ago. I hardly re-

member.”
Dorn felt a shght bump
* “You 'can open your eyes nnw

We're here.” .

Dorn . blmked Sa%y sald ‘fIt’S_. a
nice church. A very nice one. But
there don t-seem to be any funerals in

progress.”

Dorn looked swiftly about him. He'd .

. made no mistake. This was the church

low, visualize the church. KEEp B
a picture of 1t m your mind. Visualize

up.

.where he”d Spent many uncumfnrtable
“That’s easy tu say, but let Sy See -

but uplifting hours.:Nothing' wa$ going -
on, however. The doors were. closed.
Not a person was in sight. If services
- were being held, they were for some-

‘one in.a higher vibration than the one

he and Sally occupied
“I ‘can’t understand it. Arfen’t they
going to bury me? ‘You don’t suppose

“We probably missed-the day. We'll

- find you laid out in a funeral parlor

somewhere. Any idea - where it would
be?”

-“Stanger’s,. pmbably, "He belongs
to the country club and he’d no doubt

be nosing around after the business.”

- AT rlght visualize.” .

Dorn closed his eyes and dreamed
the transformed mansion which
housed” the Stanger Funeral Home.
He ﬁpened his eyes and. they were

~ standing before it.

“One thing for this plane,” he said,
”You certalnly can’t beat the trans-

. pﬂrtatmn e =

| Busxness was vVery slow at Stan-

“ger’s. Dorn and Sally. entered to find

not one corpse laid out in any-of the

~ several rooms. They investigated. fur-,

ther ard discovered even .the ‘ice, box
was empty, People.weren’t passing the
veil 1n any large .numbers, it seemed.
Or, if they were, they were not bﬁmg
burled from Stanﬂers
“I don’t get it,” Dorn .said ﬂathr
“There’s only one place to go. Your
home. You had a home, I presume??”’
“A very bpice one.. Thirty thousand
dollars with only a-ten thousand dollar
mortgage.” ' -
- “Tt must have been nice.
. “I-imagine it’s still- nice. I have no
reason to think it-burned down since I
was there last.” |
“We're wasting time.”

DORN

Nnow.

WAS getting the technique
With very little help from

_Sally, he was soon leading her up the
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walk between the nea,tly
lawns toward the deep, cool porch.

i “&:uu must have left her rather bad- -

ly off,” Sally said.
afford a wreath.” .
‘Pﬂsmbly delwery was slﬁw Dmrn
said w1th dlgmty_ B 58 -
They went in thmuu'h the fmnt
door, which was closed, and  Laura,
-Dnrns eldest. daughter ran - right
-thmugh her ‘father %in a mad. dash
toward the stalrs She was carrymg a.
bright red scarf:,. ‘
A shrill voice ca‘lled “You give me
that! It’s mine! 1t’s mine and I didn’t
say vou-could wear it!”
. Patricia, two years younger than her
sister, went by without realizing she
could -have reached out and. laid. a
‘hand on—or rathEr into—her sire.
“T\Ilce goings-on in.a house of - -‘ncrr-

“She {:dn’t even

o

FANTASTIC ADVENTU RES

tnmmed have bEEn with yﬁu If he had walked
©away  from the wreck -he Lertam}y

wouldn’t “have left yﬂur body ]ying

| amund i

=, “Maybe he hld 1t He mlght hd.ve
been an -unscrupulous -.character. who
- didn’t want to stand trial for man-
s!aughter He probably buried me up
‘there and slunk away like the cur he
.iS 22 ,

“Be that as it may,” Sally =a-d' tId’
like to meet your-widow.”

They found Vicky lying - on the
lounge'in a house coat. A cup of coffee
sat on the table at her elbow. She
~'was rt?:ﬂdlng a Iurld -covered twenty-
five-cent _paper- -back entitled Halo in
Brass. - Sally inspected her critically:

“Dogs. she-have nice legs?” |

- Dorn’s eyes grew dreamy. “Terrlfu:

- I saw.her for the first time"in”a bath-.

row,” Sally commented. . . " -
Auother voice . from just' through

the archway ‘leading to the
- room:’
'l tell your father. ‘when he’ comes
hﬂme ] - |
" Dorn’s relief was apparent in’ the,
smilé he turned on Sally. “Fhere’s
your answer,” he said with a certain
smug triumph. “They don’t know I'm

dead yet. After all, I was killed on a

Jonely country road-a—-

- “I wish you’d stop using the terms
killed* -and dead. It’s positively
‘ghoulish.” ~ _

living
“You . girls Stop rough-housing.”

ing suit. - That-.was in Florida. I
was—" He bridled- swiftly. “It’s none
of your business.” - -

ALLY’S FACE was dead serious as

she stepped close to Dorn and laid
.a-hand on his arm. “Dorn, I'm worried
about you. “Really, I am. You shouldn’t
react that way at all. It s—as I said
befor em—eqtlrely ~abnormal. - You
shouldn’t have any fond memories rel-
ative "to- this woman. That’s all over
and done with.. You’ve passed beyond
the veil and yet you persist in thoughts
and reactions of the lower vibration.”
- “You mean I should forget my wife

“I was on my way to our cabin up and children entirely?”

north for a week-of hLlntIPg—~mr a
bit of rest. Heaw.r_en krows where that

road is. It was pitch dark. The cars

were pmbabiy knocked. off. into the
undergrowth.” :

_mght” | .

“You're sure another car hit yﬂu?’” |

“Of course.’

““Then yﬂur theory doesn’t hold

water.” ..
“Why nnt?” |

“If there was another car the driver
survived

the crash. Otherwise he'd

‘ “Nﬂt forget them, but your feeling
$hould- be entirely nnpersona] like—
well, like ~ships  you pe"ssed in the
" f
“There’s somethmg indecent about
that” .
“There Shﬂuldn’t be.”
- Dorn’s eyes narrowed in -thought.

" “You know, in a way, what you say

is true. My feelings - toward Vicky.
‘They are rather impersonal. We had
a nice life together but I don’t feel



‘sad at leaving her—or the children.”
Sally ‘smiled. “That’s excellent.”
"~ «But I didn’t feel bad -about’ that

angle of it even -before that car hit
me. I had a moment to tnink and I

cheerful’; ~ conceded ' the  fact .that
another man would get hooked with—
I mean, would recognize her sterling
worth and marry her. I wasn’t -the
least bit jealous.” '

“I think I’m beginning to under-
stand what you méan, But that doesn’t
solve anything. Dorn,
follow this thing through. We've got
to find your body. Haven’t you the
least idea where you "were when you
passed over?”

- “Not the faintest.” | _

At that moment, deep in his moun-
tain retreat, Jan Limpus touched a
wire to a certain part of his cadaver.
The body jerked as in a spasm.

Vicky looked up languidly from her
bﬂﬂk, did a double take and cried,

‘“Dorn! What in heaven’s name are
you doing here?”’

Jan drew back his wire.
mouth opened. Her .book fell to the
floor. She fainted.

Brief seconds later, at a spot five
miles from the: Lattlmnre remdence
Sally said, “You did it again.”

“Ev1dently I did. And you’ll notice
I've gotten onto this trick of going
places in a hurry. We're way out-past

the country club.”
Sally looked a trifle wan. The fast

pace was beginning to tell. She found

a grassy knoll nearby and dropped to
the. ground where she sat with her

legs curled under her..
Dorn came over and sat down be-

side her..His look was ﬂpenly tender.
- T've gotten to be quite a  problem
to .you, haven’t 1?”

She smiled. “I don’t mind. It’s ]ust
the confusion. -It’s the bewildering

turns things keep taking. -All these

‘utterly insane happenings.”

Vicky's
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we've got to..

. realm of souls.”

. Dorn félt a sudden elation,
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ORN REACHED out suddenly
"~ and took her hand. “Sally. Isn’t

‘there anything on this plane remotely

resembling love -or affection? Don’t

.they have even a reasunable fa.cs:mﬂe

“thereof?”

“Of course there is,”

“But not between man and gtri o

“Yes, between man and girl.”
“Then
you’ve been “fibbing to me. I know.
You were being coy.”

“I was not. What I told you re-

‘ferred to—well, sexual love. There is a

love here between a man and a waman
but it’s on a spiritual plane. It’s a
love of one mind for another. Soul
cleaves to soul.” '
“How about’ lip cieavmg to hp':‘”
“That doesn’t make any sense.”
“It does to-me. Are you in love

_with anyone, by the way? On a hlf’h
.plane, I mean.”

Sally lowered her eyes. “I think

I am.”

“The lad whn taught yuu all the
tricks?” -

HVG N J

Dorn felt suddenly stifled. He had
the mad urge to make som&thmg pop.
“Sally, damn it all! ’m in love with
you and it’s a pretty blamed carnal
type of love. It’s the kind that takes
legs and—and other things into con-
sideration. The kind that ‘has to have
more satisfaction than a fiight in the

\

She put a finger to his lips, seeking

. to stop him, but he plunged on. “I

‘a damn. I know I’'m a heel,

know I’'m the rankest kind of a cad

- ‘but I don’t care. I had a wife and here

I’ve practically forgotten about her be-
fore my body is cold, but I don’t give
but what
the hell?”
“*You aren’t a cad nor a heel. You’re
Jjust a maladjusted individual.”
“Whatever I am, I love you. I want

_to kiss you. I want to take you in my



26 7 - . FANTASTIC ADVENTURES '~~~ ~". & .
arms. I want to look at ynur Iegs thh pmddmg inte him; |

a feeling that they ‘belong to me.” " 3 A voice—scratchy; 1rr1ta,t1ng———'-;ay*

Sally stared- at him for a .long ing: “Cut it out! Leggo o’ me. What
solemin moment. She seemed to consid- are_you trying to do?” :
er him a weighty problem, but. not. a -~ Dorn opened his eyes to stare mtn
distasteful one. “I feel I should help a face out of someone’s choice night-
you,” she said. “Possibly by indulging - mare. It was the face of the creature
in these abnormalities of yours, youw’ll . he was holding in his arms. He had,
see how meaningless they are. Maybe it seemed, been kissing the creature

‘that’s the answer. You may kiss me— He said, “Who are you?”

and do whatever else you think neces- - “My name is Jan Limpus. I am a
sary. to fill your Strange need. I’ Il CO-  scientist. You owe -me.a great debt
operate as best I can.’ of gratitude, voung- man. I just

“Baby!” Dorn brought her tﬂ' her brought you back to lifel”

feet and took her slim body into. his’ “What - are you talking about? I
arms,-His. lips aought and found hers. was never dead.”

He put a great deal into the" partner- Limpus evidently didn’t hear the
ship. and Sally’s, feet left the .ground. words of his cadaver. The madman’s

A minute passed. Another. "Then eyes were blazing. He flung -his -arms
‘Dorn gently released Sally.' There was . toward the ceiling in_ the most
a look of sadness in his. eyes “Is that approved Hollywood >~ mad-scientist-
the best you can do in the way of manner and read his lines perfectly:

cooperation?” . _ “I've done it! I've put life ba.ck into
_ - Obviously he had hurt her deeply. _a cold corpse!”

. Her ‘full, rich Iips trembled. “I did = Dorn was a tr1‘ﬂe chilly when re-
my best, really 1 did.” - . - .minded ‘of the fact. He looked .down

- “Can’t you remember how. you . angd. found himself to be as naked as a

cooperated back in the lower vibra-_ lamp post. His clothing was p:led on a
tions? You must have cooperated with - . nearby chair.

someone: UHIESS your mother kept you “What’s been gmﬁg on here?” he
-locked up.” - demanded with “marked belligerence.
“That was a long time ago "y Limpus ignored him and spoke to

Dﬂl'n SCfﬂ.tEhEd hlﬂ hﬁﬂd “It’S_ a the c_e_ﬂlng “I J'an lepus W]H bE-

little like making love to a bag of come 11'1’1111:::171‘.;5.11 The first man since
feathers, I mean—oh, I don’t know . Frankenstein to reufeate a human

what I mean! Let’s try it again.” being!”

“All right.” Limpus gave: off decialmmg to the
“Fine. Loosen up and see lf you can teﬂmg and goncentrated upon Dorn.
get into the :-}wmg of it. It’ s very sim- . He came close and poked a fmger in

~ ple, really.” - the latter’s face. . : -
Again he' took- SaIlv in his arms. A - “But I’'m far greater than Franken-
look of fear dawned in her face.. - stein! I.didn’t have to use odd pieces.

. . I took a complete body and rejuvenat-
ERE WAS no transition in, mem- - ed it. Wait until I write-my-paper for

ory or anything else; no frantic the-medical society. I'll be famous!”
retchings nor .wild agonies in unchart- Dorn. Was putting on his clothes as
ed space. There was only a faceful of fast -as he could. As_ he pulled his
whiskers scratching Dorn’s’ ¢clean- _pants on,’ his eyes traveled about the
shaven jowls. A lot of -sharp bones room.” He =huddered “Good Lord.
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This place looks ‘l'ike something out of

a horror film.” .
“It is. I went to see the movie sev-

.ent},r-fuur times so I'd have every de-
tail correct.”
Dorn’s mind had .been a trifle

foggy, but it was clearing fast. He |
. I brought you back to life. Can’t I

looked at the weird caricature of a

- doctor with a new alertness, as though
ready to grab a chair and defend him- .

self at the least provocation,

AN LIMPUS was oblivious  of
everything but his great .triumph.

He snatched a notebook from the table .

and stood with a poised pencil.

“We must get the statistics now—
the details of <interest. Tell me. what
you remember. How far- back does
your memory go?”

“Back to. when I was about ten
.years old.”

“Splendid! Nothing lost! \Tet even
a fragiment of recollection. Do you re-.

member the accident?” -
“What accident?” - |
“You were killed in your auto down
on the road. But that’s all right. You
aren’t expected to remember that.” .-
L remember a pair of head-
lights. . - |
lepus made a note in his book.

“Memory of time immediately before -

death not accurate,” he mumbled as
he wrote. .““There niay be snmethmg
significant in that.”

“I don’t” know what you’re talking
about. I was on my way to our cabin
up in the hills for a little hunting.
Some damn fool was coming along the
road. Say—is there a phone- here? I
want to call my wife.” '

Limpus eyed Dorn sternly “Young
man, you aren’t reacting properly at
all. .You' re supposed to be overcome
with gratitude. You sheuld idolize me
for what I’ve I:Ione | g

“That’s putting it a 11tt1e strong,
isn’t it? If I had an accident' and
got knocked out, I'm grateful to you

. 5 =2
for taking care of mie and I’ll see that
you’re rewarded, but—” ~

“An a.eel_dentl Tha.ts “right! You
had an‘accident and you were killed!
When I pulled you out of that wreck,
you were dead as a mackerel. Don’t
you understand? You were dead and

get it through your, thick skull that
you died?” |
Dorn looked stealthily about for a

. weapon. “You’re as .mad as a hatter,
fellow!” . S
“You were - dead—dead—dead!”

Limpus screamed. “I brought you up
here and put you on that table. I
worked like crazy over you hour after
hour while the storm raged around the
house and even the gods laughed at
me! I did it! I—" Limpus dropped
weakly into a chair. “Good lord?”'

“What’s the matter?”

Limpus’ face was a picture of con-
sternation. “I can’t remember.”

“Can’t remember what?”

“How I brought you back: to life. I
did everything I could think of. I tried
a thousand things.: Like- a bride .with
her first cake. And now I can’t re-
member what it was that. brought you
up off the table, eempletely reguve-
nated.” ,

“Jan lepus put all hlS new grief,
all his monumental frustration, into the
three words: “I can’t remembe‘r &

Dorn. was adjusting his necktie.
‘He’d certainly be glad to get clear of
this mad character. They sure had
weird ones hiding under the rocks in.
these hills. |
. He turned to* Limpus with a hearty
smile, “Well, it was nice of you to
help *me, and if you’ll give me the
address of. this place, I'll send you a
check. Don’t. bother showing me the
way back to the road. I’H find it all.
_ right.”
~ J5h lepus sat perfeetly still, veil-
ing the cunning that had welled suds
denly into his eyes. “Goodbye =



_?-3 | |
. Dotn breathed a sigh of -relief.
w.isnt "going to have trouble af_ter
[. Just a harmless old coot.
He turned toward the door;
his back on L1mpus
mistake. ' \
lepus moved like a cat. Hls hand
closed over 'a hammer he’d- vsed to
nail shut a- hanging - window.
time Dorn had . reached the. exit;
Limpus was close behind him. Dorn’s
fingers closed over the knob. |
“Then he stiffened .as he heard
L-i-ﬁ'lpus shriek: “I can't remember !
I've got to do it over again!”
There was an ey.p‘mmn befnre con-
‘p tete ddl’h’t’lEHS mﬂed in,

turned

T‘\.TD DORN" was standing by a
grassy knoll near the golf course
11:qt outside thE suburb of Stonegate.
It "was dark now .and Dorn -felt low,
dispirited and very much alone.
He knew- something utterly unbe-
lievable and. fantastic had occuired:
' ‘*ﬂlﬂEﬂ‘lH"“ that made his strange wmld
on the upper plane as Inwtcal and be-
.heaable as the gas. bill. - '
 "He-was too tired to w undﬁr ahout it
now; that horrible dream in which a
crazy man had juimiped around a fan-
tastic__laboratory and talked ahout
bringing hih back to life.
moment, ke wanted Sally Williams, He
~wainted to feel her hand in his and.see
the pert,, turned-up nose, the wide,
solemn, blue eves. He wanted to hear
her tell’ hmn he was completely ab-
‘normal. .
At the .moment, . that

T

’I‘hae was his.

I},r.' the -

At this - with a crash, but no one in the cafe-

‘seemed - the-

most normal thing which could pos-

‘sibly happen.
- But Sally” was not there.
_couldnt begin to. understand it, but

he’d -evidently gone away and Sally

had gotten tired of waiting for him.
A moment of panic seized him. Sup-

- pose he’d ‘never fihd her again? It was

a big world and there.were no city

- directories on this higher -plane.. She .

Dorn,

. least he could

- and

FAN-‘MSTIC ADVENTURES "~ .~ .~

- -could bé anywhere. He could spend

the rest of eternity looking for her.
Then he got control of “himself. At
make the effort. He
closed his eyes and- conjured up a
picture of the bedroom in the. Belford
Penthouse.- He visualized until he per-
spired, but nothing happened.. * LE
He fm-aﬂy decided that pmwbly one
couldn’t” make the swift- trips while,

‘sitting down. He got to-his feet and

. tried again.- Success. The cold air
rushed by his “ears. Then: the wind
stopped and he opened h:s eves.

A fat man was sitting on the edge
of ‘the bed taking off' his shoes. The

- fat wife of the man—it would have to.
~be his wife—came

waddling " out .of
the bathroom in a slip that looked -
IIIP a tent. . .

Dorn stared at them  with dmgust
and disappointment. As the man went
for -his pants, Dorn closed his eyes
visualized “the downstairs cafe-
teria. This trip took but a moment
and there was scarcely any wind.
~ But he “felt a sudden surge of hap-
piness and relief, because Sally sat at
one of the tables sipping moodily .at
a cup-of coffee. Dorn called her name.

Sally” sprang to her feet. . She
knocked her coffee. cup to the floor

teria” paid lhe least~ attentmn Sally
ran forward. .

- “Dorn! Oh, Dorn! Ynu re all nght‘_
You're "afE'” ' -

-Sally’s happiness :was deep and sin-

cere, “Sit down, Dorn. I'll get you a

cup of coffee, Or -would -vou rather
have tea?” '

“Coffee is .all right. And bring_ A
dish "of pink ice cream.”

F

' SALLY WALKED thrﬂugh-fix;;e_ peo-

ple filling the order and brought it
back to the table so ‘quickly, it ap-
peared she -was afraid Dum would
vanish again.

As he 51pped. the CﬂffEE she sat
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oppesite hini drinking him in with
her eyes.

“T was so frightened. Yeu were held-, '

ing—or doing whatever 1t- was you
were doing to me there by the golf
course, and suddenly your aura was
gone. That frightened me, but when
you just faded away—disappeared into
thin air——I didn’t know what to do. I
sat there until it got too cold and then
came back here. I was hoping against
hope—"

© “That I'd turn up ‘again?”’

“Yes. I got awfully lonely. Where
on earth did you go?”

Dorn set his cup down and frowned.
“I don’t know, but I went somewhere
to have a nightmare, and I certainly
had a lulu. I landed in some kind of
laboratory kissing a characters with an
eight-day growth on his face. He
waved his arms over the place and
said he’d brought me back to life.”

.Dorn grinned at Sally. “You should
have warned me about the dreams
people have on this plane; dreams that
~scare them out of their boots and make
them disappear for hours at a time. A
little like the  benders "people go on
down there.” |

Sally’s solemn b'ue eyes were upon
him.- “But there.aren’t any dreams up
here. No one ever dreams. .It's—it’s
impossible.” ’

“Dreams aren’t impossible. I just
‘had one.”

" “No, Dorn. What you went through
really happened.”

“Bosh!”

Sally leaned forward, a
frown on her face. “Dorn, I wish I
~could make you talke these thmgs seri-
ously.

He looked at her with a certain
dreaminess in his eyes. “It’s the same
with me. I can think of something
nght now I wish you'd take serious-
Iy.” -
“Please don’t be frivolous. I'm go-

ing to tell you what’s been happening. .

worried

This so-called madman you -refer to,
is real. What you told me explains a
lot that has happened. He’s evidently
been trying to bring you back to life,
That time you got stuck in the wall
was once he almost succeeded. Then
in the cafeteria, and at your home in
Stonegate. Don’t you see? When we
were out by the golf course he finally
succeeded, and you were drawn back
into your body.”

Dorn studied her eyes. He thought
they were- the nicest eyes he’d ever
seen. He allowed his own eyes to drop
lower and continue - the study. He
thought also that those - were . the
nicest he’d ever seen. He stopped
studying at the point where the table
edge made it impractical.

There he gave a few moments to
self-analysis. He was beginning, in
some ways, to like this limbo or pur-
gatory or whatever it was. Never in
his life had he felt so utterly carefree
and irresponsible. *

He had never before felt so virile,
so intensely masculine. ‘This brought
a touch of sadness. He’d heard a joke
once about "hell and what made it

-what it was. A ribald joke not for po-

lite company.- But there had certainly
been a germ of truth behind it.
He sighed. “I guess a man can’t

have everything,” he said.

“What do you mean?”
Looking at Sally, he had a sudden

urge to continue- the activities of- the
- golf course;

the activities so rudely
interrupted by his quick trip- to’ the
north woods. :

" Dorn sighed.- Not werthwhlle It
takes two, he thought, to make a bar-
gain, a flght and the. thing he was
thinking about.

“Nothing,” he sald “Nothing at
all. Let’s go home—I mean, let’s go
find a home—and go to bed.” -

Sally pushed beu:k her chalr &
think it’s about time.’

As they left the cafeteria, Dern
made a wry face...and go to bed.
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He could C]eariy remember when that
phrase conjired up all sort of pleas-
ant possibilities. Here on the higher
plane it only meant tha.t yﬁu were
tired. & -
Wcl] after all, he was t1red .

HEY. I}IDN’T go ‘to the-fBel_ford
that night. For some reason, the
luxury of. the place failed to attract
Dorn. He wondered why, and -thus
learned ‘a lesson.in " psychology. It was
too late, of .course, to do him any
good, but he ‘learned it nonetheless.
That luxury in itself lost a great deal
of its,attractiveness when he had no
neighbors to envy him for-being able
to -afford it. . - -
They walked down -the street and
picked_the first hotel they found; dis-
covered a vacant room with twin-beds
on- the fifth floor and turned in.

But hardly had they gotten to sleep.

when they were awakened to discover
the room was no lﬂnger vacant. A
bellhop - came in, left a suitcase, a
young couple and a sthile, and depart-
“ed.with a dollar bill. . o
.-Dorn sat up and looked them over.
The girl, he decided, wasn’t bad. Of
the young man,. he forebore any opin-
ion, feeling himself not qualified. He
sought an opinion from Sally, feeling
that she was—at least partially—
" qualified: -
“What do you think of him?”
Sally was also sitting up in. bed
_hwgmg her knees tu her bosom “He’s
. nice.’

“IIl make a bet with you.”

Sally stared with no reaction what-

‘ever. at the passionate clinch into

which the couple had gone. They had -

‘become deeply involved in this clinch
not moré than two and one half sec-

onds after- the bellhop had closed the

door. .
“What do you want to bet?”

“That there’s nothing whatever in

that suitcase.”
=‘That’s absurd. Why would a mar-

~ bathroom door.

_better leave.”

FANTASTIC ADVENTURES

ried cnuple- come to a hotel with an

~ empty suitcase?”

“To carry away  their memoriés,

- possibly, but- who said anything abuut
~ their bemg—anthw Ill bet vou it’s

empty.” _
Dorn jumped frﬂm the bed .and
npened the. suitcase. “I was wrong,” he

said. :
Sally craned her neck. ‘:'What’s n

1 ) -
“Bricks, Five l:_»"ric];s_.”.

“That’s amazing.”

Sally’s interest was centered upon
the newcomers. She pointed with
frank amazement. -“Look. Look what
he’s doing.” " 3
- “What did you expect him to do?”

The interlude was ended- when the
girl broke away and -ran toward the
Dorn took a-—quick
step in that direction. Then he stopped
and sat down on -the edge of the bed.

“I think Wed better check ﬂut > he

- _sa~d

“Why? They Won”t be 11'1 our way.”
- “No, but—" -

The ynung man walked . ‘toward

Sally, sat down,: and began remwmg

hlS shoes.

© “I think they’ re going to use your
bed,” Dorn- observed “I think we'd,

Sally shrugged “If yﬂu say .w”’

Dorn reached for his own. ‘shoes.
There was a-wistfulness in his voice .
as he said, “It -would be nice to stay,
but, after aJl one can’t take an unfair
advantage‘ just because one is in a
pﬂsitiﬂn—-anvway, | let’s "get out of
hére.” y

They found another hotel another

vacant room. Th1s one stayed vacant.
/

THEN DORN awoke, he~ dis-
covered Sally up and seated

at. a portable table upon which was
laid an ample breakfast. She was

_drinking coffee and reading a news-

paper. H



"'M‘

“Where did you gét all that?”

~ “T went out into the hall and

‘waited until ‘a bellboy went by with
breakfast for two.'I helped myself -
“Darn clever of you. I’'m hungry.”
“Then get up and eat By the way,

they found your car.’

“They did?” -
- “Yes, but not your body, It hHS R,

caused quite a stir. The large type
-reads: ‘Stonegate Reaitor Vanishes’.
Then it says, ‘Late last night the
demolished automobile belonging to
Dorn Lattimore, a prominent Stone-
gate realtor, was found .in a lonely
spot on a side road off Highway Six,
some fifty miles north of Stonegate

‘Mystery was injected into the picture

when the realtor’s body was. .dis-
covered- to -be missing. The State
Police have hunted far and wide for
the body and have come to the con-
. clusion that it -was removed by per-
sons unknown, or that Mr. Lattimore
was not in the car at the time. of the
smashup.’’
- “A brilliant cnnclusmn ” Dorn ob-
served. . |
“There’s more. ‘Mrs.. Lattimore,
prostrated ‘by grief, said her husband
had planned a week’s hunting in the
north woods.”” -
“Poor, Vicky. She loved me very
much.”
| “Poambly, but she’ll get over it——
the grief I mean.’ | |
Dorn’s forehead wrinkled “into a
frown. “It only- mentions one car.
What about the guy who hit me?”
“Nobody hit you. It goes on: ‘The
driver of the car evidently missed a
turn in the road during the storm of
night before last. He smashed into a
"smooth granite wall at terrific speed.
’I‘he police are most interested in find-
ing ‘'a body because .they feel some-
one was certainly killed 1n
~accident. If not Mr.
some person unknown who, was at the
wheel.”
Dorn was pondermg deeply ANl T

. some coot can—="

the
Lattimore, - then-
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saw was a pair of headlights. Evident-

ly they must have been the reflection

‘of my own lights on the smooth gran-

ite. The granite would have been wet
and—"

“No doubt.” But: this scientist, this

man, who brought you back to life?”
“He said his name was Limpus.”
“He must have gotten your body.
Dorn, we've got to find him.”
) Dorn shrugged. “How can we do
that if the State Police failed? They
must-have done some looking around.
And if Limpus isn’t just a dream—if
he’s for real—he couldn’t havf;
carried me very far. =

- ¢ “But .we’ve got to locate him. He S

danﬂemus' There’s no telling what

~he’s doing with your body.”

“I know what he’s doing with it.
He forgot how he brought me back to
life, so he killed me again. with a club
so he could start over. .I hope he

. takes notes this time. It’s damned an-

noying to be continually killed just so

/

ALLY GOT quickly up from the
~— table. She moved close to Dorn
and stood looking up into his face.
“Dorn, please don’t talk that way. If
he succeeded once, he can succeed -
again.. I couldn’t bear to lose YOU-~-
really I couldn’t!” .

Dorn felt a qulck surge of warmth.
as her face came close to his. “Angel
is" this a proposal?”

“I don’ know what it is, but--—"
she stopped speaking and he thought
she was going to cry. “You want to-

- kiss me, don’t you?”

“I most certainly do.”

“Then—then go ahead: I'll try—
hard.”.

Do hooked finger under ‘her.
small chin and raised her face even
higher. She’d closed her eyes tight.
Her red lips were pursed and ready.

‘Her entire body was stiff and un-
~ yielding. It reminded Dorn of a po-

tential swimmer pushing a toe into
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the fqut cold waters of spring.

“No, angel, you’re pressing,
I:lﬂjt.}:,ut the hang of it. But I'll give
you an_A4 for trying.” He continued to

stare down at.her.w istfully, “If this

guy Pimpus oL Limpus would quit
keeping my low animal instincts alive,
maybe I could start 1mr1ng on  a
hlgher plane—suul to  soul, instead
of-—" :

- He turned away qumkly, his mind
‘off on _anothér track. “You know

_what we’re. going to do? We're going

to visit my office. I'm curious to see
how “Felix is taking it.”
"~ “Who is Felix?” '

“My nephew. My one and mﬂy

employee. My bookkeeper, secretary, .

and Man - Friday.. Hes proba‘biy
_ fluttering all over the -office.”
_“We can -go there if you msh . .
“Poor' old Felix.”
“Vou said he was your nephew
“That’s right, but Felix-looked old

" at "fivé. He was one -of those="" -——- - -

Torn bit off the last word, gulped
and sat down. The bed happened to
be close enough to catch -him. Other-
wise he’d have landed on the floor.

“Holy Zeus!”.
“What on earth’ is the matter?”

“My insurance!”

“What about it? Dld it lapse?”

“No, but without a ‘body, Vicky
can’t cellect Forty thousand dollars.
Good Lord! Without that, she’s got
* about as much chance of snaring an-
ather husband as a five- legged goat.

Vou're right, Sally. We've got to tmd_

Limpus and delwer my. body to the
coroner!”

‘“That’s what I've been sa,ymg all -

along.” = _ .
“Of course, there no immediate

worry. My cred1t0rs will rain down,
of course, but Felix can handle them.
. 'There’s nine thousand dollars cash in
" the safe at the office. Even after pay-
ing the bills, it will keep Vlcky going
for a while. But we've got to find

You'

- of twisted - copper tubing,

- L1 mpus.”

“Then {finish dressmg and let"s get
started.” -

A FEW minutes later, Dorn stood
stiffly in the middle of the room

. and conjured up the pmture of a
~ fantastic

laboratory with electrodes
and glass jars and a great cuantity
With "his.
eyes shut- tight, he gnpped ‘"*allyb'
hand and awaited results, o

They came swiftly. A sensation crf
great speed; a cold wind whipping

- past Dorn’s ears and' the pressure of

an - air. buildup against his chest,

making breathing difficult. -
fSuccess,”” Dorn said happily.
“That isn’t what worried me.”
“What did worry- you?”

_“I- can’t  imagine what we’ll- do

when we get there. We're helpless to

_interfere with him. We’ll just be nb-
‘servers.” * ' - -

“All right. We’ll be observers until
he ‘brings- me back again. Then Il
get off the table and conk him.”

“But Dorn! Then you’ll be alive!
Youwll be back on the lower plane and
. you won’t' even remember me. You

won’t know I .exist.”

» “That’s right. Whlle I was in the
]ab::}ratnry, I .couldn’t reniember a
thing about this plane. And yet, when
I'm -here I can remember what went
on down there. How does tha,t hap—_
pen?’” .

“The higher
lower.”

“Then we- m.ght to be able to
handle Limpus.” -~ 2

Sally shook her head. “That isn’t
the way it works. Don’t-ask me why.
I don’t know. It just doesn’t.”

. “Well, we’ll have to wait for the
- breaks.” -

A moment’s pause.

“Say, isn’t it taking us a long time
to get theré? Where does lhls Limpus
live? In Tibet?’™ -

always “BavEENg. t_he-



At that moment the wind ceased to
whine. The air pressure dropped to
zero. ‘“We're - here,”
opened his eyes. .

- “We made it. Look.” .

Sally opened her eyes to see .a
weird place strictly. in the Franken-
steinian mood. There
filled with chemical equipment;
strange electrically driven machines;

a high ceiling hidden away beh1nd~

eerie dimness.

BUT THE place was entirely
: deserted except for one morose
individual seated on a packing case

-reading a copy of Variety. The man =

was eating his lunch.

“Is .that I:mpus"’” |
' “I\D L'f

“Then maybe he’s Limpus’
tant,” |

“I didn’t see any assistant when -I
.was here -before.” b

“It’s strange. I don’t sec”you lying
around on any of these tables.”
~-“DI’'m just as glad you don’t. T was
stark naked .:md I.doubt if Limpus
is the kind-to pull a sheet over any-
‘body.” Dorn frowned as he surveyed
‘the quiet room. “You know, I don’t

assis-

get .it. This 13 all just as it was and

vet it’s not familiar. It looks like the
same place, but it doesn’t feel like ‘it.”

Came a yell from off in the dis-
tance: “On the set! On the-set, every-
bodv! Let’s lcok alive!”

Came the dawning: “You know
where we are? In Hollywood. No
wonder it was a long trip. I visualized
a movie Horror-setting and the higher
plane delivered, "but -it couldn’t be ex-

pected to Lnnw which one I wanted.”.

“You mean lepus copied .his lab-

oratory from a movie set?”
“Exactly. He told me he saw the

movie sixty or seventy times in order

to get it exact.”
" “Then how does it happen they re

still making the movie?”
“This is a sequel, no doubt. The;r

Dorn said. He |

were tables

coals.

“ well.
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use the same set over. and over agﬁin.

The public doesn’t know the differ-

ence. They aren’t as observing  as
Limpus.” | :

The set had now become crowded
with people who were running-to and

fro, hauling, - yelling, and making a

great to-do. A mad-professor

type

strode by, his black eyes, accentuated

by makeup, burning like two hot
The heroine, flanked by two

maids, came down the set, walking

-straight toward Sally and Dorn. They

remained where they were and when
the actress had gone on, Dorn chuck-
led..

“Who’d have thdunht the day
would, come when Hetty. LaMott

walked right through me?”

“I don’t like her,” Sally said. “She

looks coarse.”

“But in a nice way.”
Lights flared all over the place and

- 'a man came In wrapped in-a sheet.
.He climbed on one .of the tables,

pulled the sheet over his -face, and
apparently, went to sleep.

“That’s me,” Dorn said. “I mean,
that’s ‘the guy they bring back in the
movies.  Looks like a pretty easy job.”
 Sally’s concern was deepening.
“Dorn, what are we going to do? We
tried to find Limpus' and failed: Will -

‘we come-back here every time we try
'to reach him?”

“1 don’t know.”

- “Maybe we’ll have to wait until-

they tear this set down.”
“That will be sometime in 1965.
The demand for horror pictures -goes
on and on. And, what with television,
they’ll probably be building more ﬂf -
them—not " tearing any down.”
“Then what can we do?” -
“Let’s go to my office. I want to

‘see how Felix is making out.”

Sally - sighed. “I guess. we may. as
Wait a minute.” She walked
over to where Hetty LaMott was
seated in a canvas chair with the
makeup girl freshening her face.
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Sally took the - hpstmk nut of the .
| . it criti--
cally. “There’s nothing special about

maid’s hand and examined

this.”It’s the same stuff I used to buy
m the dime store.”
‘Dorn standing beside her, grmned
“Why don’t you try some?” - -
~ “We-don’t need such things on the
higher,, plane.” She dropped. the stick
into her pdcket rir keep it fur a .
souvenir.” . -
Dorn did not rEply =

I'm ready .to go now,” Sally said. '

“What are you ioakmg a.t?’”

“The ‘pleasures of. a past cm:tence,
Dorn sighed.

Sally followed his eyes down to the

pmnt where .the low cut bodice of

‘Hetty- LaMott’s dress’ ended in a V.

_It was so Jow one could-easily visual- -

ize things even lower down.
Sally’s eyes ‘were wide and _inno-

cent. “Is that attractiver: Does it
~draw you?” Bl
. “No,” Dorn said sharply “I'm of

" the higher plane now. Lets go.”

.THEY OPENED their eyes in- the
office of Dorn Lattimore,
Estate and Insurance.. Dorn pomted
to the little. wisp of. a-ran sitting be-
hind the desk. “That’s" Felix. Look at
him. He’s always worried about some-
_thing. T could never find out what.”

“Worry can age you. Who .is. the :

other man?” She referred to a round-
faced mdmdual who Wﬂb seated be-
-side the’ desk: *
'~ “That’s’ 1 Matthew

newspapers and came kltlnﬂ' up here
with his-bill.” =

As though Dpfn’s words . were a

cue, Matthew Torp took a folded

_paper from his pocket and laid it on ..
the desk before Felix. The latter
‘picked it upin nervous fmgers opened .

Real
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said easily. “Course, I’d: have given -
Dorn more time, bless- his demrted
soul, but with the way thmﬂs are—
did he owe much nioney?”
“Quite - a little,” - Felix
Sﬂmethmg around  seven
-dollars.”. & -
DDI‘HS voice screamed out in sud-
-den indignation: “You’re a liar by ‘the
clnck' I never ﬂWEd that " much.

replied_,
thousand

- in. my life ! My liabilities ‘don’t run-

ﬂvEL three- thousand dollars!”. -
“Save vuur breath Dorn
can’t hear you.”

Dorn' turned mdlgnantly “But he
lving.” -

ci‘ﬁtllyf shrugged “It duesnt matter.
That’s all on the lower plane. You
musn’t let it-upset you.”

“It does upset me!” =~ ° -

Felix unfolded the bill.

“They

Dorn

“looked over his shoulder and almost -

hit -the ceiling. “Why,” you dirty
__pirate! " You fat gangster! We agreed .

on eleven hundred dollars! This bill
‘reads nineteen fifty.” W
Dorn “turned to Sally, “They’re

stealing my mnney‘ They re mbbm g
meé blind.”

“What - dszerence does: -it 'make?
Bfou have. no further use for it.”-

“But what abnut =y wife and |
chlldren?” h
- “I didii’t know you had a wife.”

“Quit being technlcal——- my w1d0w
then”

Sal]y shru“ged gl shuu'ldnt matter '

- to-you in-the least.” ™ .- .
Tﬂrp.‘ H_e'_'-'.- did "
~some work on my house—added an--
~other room.  He. evidently read. the

“But it _does.” Durn stamped ‘back:
and fﬂl'th .across - the  office. “Well,
maybe I don’t care. abﬂut the mt}ney '
'As a matter of fact, T don’t seem to..
‘As long as 'room and .board don’t cost
anything and I can travel free, money
doesn’t seem to be very important.”

“Now. you're ‘taking a sensible
viewpoint.” -

“But I'm- still mad it’s the prln-

it. : ‘- ciple of the thing. ThIS lard-head is

“You’'ll find it all ltemlzed o Torp

making a sucker out of me}’”
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“I’'m afraid there isn’t rﬂ[ueh_ you
can do about it.” |
“P’ll find something—"

FELIX WAS speaking and Dorn

~ stopped to listen. Felix appeared

to be embarrassed as well as old and .
worried. “This puts -me In a rather
delicate spot, Mr. Torp.. I hardly
 know what to say, but I guess I must
face it”. :

“Face. what?”
know. . - .

“The - truth * You
wasn’t generally known—in * fact no
one knew it, but Mr.

'I'ﬂ p wa_ﬁt_ed to

I'm .very much afraid his creditors -

will have to be satisfied with about

ten cents on the dollar.” ;
Dorn began tearing at his hair. He

began screaming at Felix. He began-

calling Felix lower vibrational names
that - would have turned a Iengsheres-
man pale. o
“They can’t .hear- a word you're
saying, Sally reminded him.
" “But he’s a crook—a thief! There’s
nine thousand cash- in that™safe—or
there. was when I left the office last!”

much ‘money ‘around?”. Sally asked.
“I had to.do it that way or else
pay income ‘tax. Wait-a minute—what
does it matter to you? - You said
‘money isn’t -important.”
o “It-isn’t, I was just curious.”
Torp . was also busy blowing his
top. Tempers were flaring on "both
_planes:: “Why, the dirty crook! “Then

- he got™ me to do that work knewmg |

he couldn’t pay me!”

“And thinking I'm dead,’{_ Doin

~ yelled back, “you walk In here with
bare -face -hanging out and
charge -me these prices. Who's calling

your

‘who a crook?”- =~ . -
Torp, of +r:en.1reeJ paid no attentlen

~ and Felix got in a werd “1 thmk you

 malign® Mr. Lattimore.” -

Lattimore was
.in" ‘rather des;:erate financial straits, -

“How did you happen to.-keep- SO

s "

“How much is.his house werth?”
Torp wanted to know,

“Would you throw a widow and- her
children into the -street?”

“T sure would! How mueh
worth?”

‘“About twenty thousand, but it
makes no difference. The house is in
Mrs. Lattimore’s name.”

is it

Torp " groaned.. “He sure was a
cagey sneak!” , i '
“Don’t -call me a - sneak, you

: .. robber!” Dorn bellowed.".
see—well, it -

Torp got

0 a sudden thought. “What
about

‘insurance?.  He was in the

i 35
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business. He .certainly carried some.”

-f‘Abeut forty ﬁtheueend dollars.””-

THE FAT contractor sighed with
relief. “We’re all right then.” He
wiped his face and grinned. “You had
me: worried there for awhile.”
“But you mustn’t count on the in-
surance. It can’t be collected until
they find Mr. Lattimore’s body." So
far, they haven’t had much luck, and
-1t .doesn’t -look ae
going to have any.”
“It's  pure. th:e*.reryl” Tﬁrp
shouted. “There ought to be a law!

though they re

I’'m going to call a creditor’s meeting.,

We'll lobby for leglslatlen They can’t

-do this to us.”

Felix got up from his cha:tr. “I w15h
“you all the luck in the weorld, Mr.
. Torp. In the meantime, I have work
‘to'dos” | .

Torp struggled up. out of -his chair.
“Youw'll hear from us ‘later. Don’t
think you’re gettmg away with this!”

“I’Il be glad to hear from you. Lll

"_no doubt be appointed. to look . after

. Mr. Lattlmeres affairs. Let me know .

when the creditors are willing to settle
at a reasonable figure.”.

| “Yeu call ten. cents on the ‘doHar

reeeenable?” .
Felix. shrugged

nothing.”

Torp- stermed out . of "the office,

HItFB

fb'ette'r _than :
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brushmg thrﬂugh Sally whu was
“I don’t like
him,” she said. “He’s -greasy. Do you

standing by - the dnor

_have many creditors-like him?” -
. “I have very few creditors. Not
more than five or six. Ferguson, Wil-

son, Diehl. Lord! How can a man go -

through life not knowing his secretary
and bookkeeper is an  out-and-out

- -5 ; : - | ist
crook?”. Dorn shook a doubled fist were having a snack on the boss’s

time. They. sat at the counter and re-
freshed themselves. 2

‘at Felix, who was_
through some papers. -
Dorn . strode to the -wall safe and

calmly = going

twirled the dial. He opened the door
and: thrust his arm inside. His- hand

came out holding a ten-dollar bill.

“Ten bucks. Out of- nine grand he .
leaves ‘ten bucks for my widow and
ﬂrphans A’ fine Spemmen of human-

ity.” :
Saily went

always get along. We've got more im-
portant things to worry about. We've
got to locate Limpus—remember?”
- “That’s right,” Dornm said grimly.
- “It’s even more important now. We've
got to get my body so Vicky can

collect the insurance. If she -doesn’t

get it shes sunk.”

~ “Have" ynu any suggestions. as to
how we go about it?”

“No. Have you got any? After all,

- you've been on this plane longer than

I have. You shnuld know your way‘

around.”

“I’ve_been gwmg it some thought
"1 believe I've found where we. made
- our mistake.” . S B
“I -wish you’d explain.”

“You visualized his.laboratory and
there: was another one just like it. But
. .there certainly can’t be ‘another man
If vou visue_ﬂized_‘

just like® Limpus.
him, it “might work.”

- “Clever idea,” Dorn said. S‘Shall we’

. try it now, or do~you want something
to eat . f1r5t?”

. “I'm hungry.- Lets find-a drug-

to. him and laid a .
hand on his arm. “Dorn, don’t get so.
‘worked up. They’ll get alf}ng People
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* store: It isn’t as gund as a cafeterla,

“but 1t’11 do.”

THEY LEF’I‘ Dorns offu:e and

went to a place on the cornetr
where Dorn

still alive.

had often eaten while
Dorn took two salmon

. s&ndwmhes and _two cups of coffee

from a pair * of - stenuwraphers who

When they had finished, Dorn got

~off his stool and took Sally’s hand.

“Do you. remember what lepus
looked. like?” Sally asked.
| Llssed him. I ought to remem-

‘ber.”

Dorn' closed his eyes. He con_]ured

up the WhlSkEI‘-::-tI‘EWI] face, the-lean;

sparse body. - - - 3
The wind whmﬂed about his ears.
“Looks- as thnugh it’s wnrkmg,”
Dorn said. ’
“Don’t be too confident. We
thought it was working the last time.”
“That was different. As a matter of
fact, it worked then. too. Just a tech-
nicality that we didn’t find Limpus.”
“The wind -died and the air was
agam warm.  They opened their eyes.

They. looked around, “then stared at:

each other blankly. *
- “We're right back where we start-
ed,” Dorn said. -

“That’s true.” Sal]y pointed to the
counter. “There’s the crust of my

‘sandwich still on the plate.”.

“Funny. Things are gettmg WOrse.
Before, we at least went somewhere.”

Then Jan Limpus walked . past
them and’ entered a telephone booth.

“That’s him,” Dorn said, pomtmg
“It's Limpus.”

“But what’s he d:}mg m Stﬂne-
gater” - - '

“T don’t know, but he’s makmg a
telephone call right now.”



They lost no time . in - apprnach-., ;
@ chunk ‘of insurance.. I’ve heard tell

ing .the booth lepus had " entered.

"lhey watched Limpus drop -a d:me i
" body.”

‘and spin the dial,

"‘Who do you éﬁppﬂse hes call-

lngpn |

“How do I° Lnow? I'm . no_mind
reader,” Dorn rephed -

-Jan Limpus said; “Hellu——hellul Ia
this Miz Dorn" Lattimore?” '

“He’s calling Vicky.” .

“Do you Suppose hes a frlend uf
hers?” = e

* HOf cﬂur&.e not!”’ Dorn snapped

“I'm a fellow. named Limpus, -Miz

Lattlmﬂr&—_]&n L:mpus I-got me . a
little place up the line a.-few miles in

~the woods. A place the State Police
couldn’t find if they hunted the next

fifty years. I beén reading the papers

~ vate,” Limpus said.
come overe”’

and I drove down here thinking may-

be you and I could do a little busi-

ness, ‘private-like.”"

“I wish 1 knew what she was say-
ing, Dorn said. -

“Why don’t. you put your -ear tﬂ'

-the receiver and find out?” .
“Of course. Why not2”-
Dotn stepped into the. bﬂ{'}th
Sally sdid, “Well?” '
“She asked him_ what he wants.”
“Think maybe it bettér be pri-

L]

Ea

. MOMENT later Dorn reported
to Sally:
- terviewing strangers ~during her be-
reavement P -
. Limpus szghed “That s too-bad.”
" “She wants to know why he can’t
tell her over the phone.” -
“Guess I'can. I called to ask if you

-want your late husband’s body back.”

“She. said, ‘What do you think?’.”
‘Dorn  glanced _quickly at Sally.

“Vlcky always was qulck mth the re-

~ partee.”

- 4L f:gured pmbabiy you wauld 1
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B
1k

“‘Ma}rbe 1 can.-

: fmm the receiver.

“She says- she’s not in- . -

e

read .-the papers Seems he S got qmte,
you can’t cnliect no maney mthout no

.“She says stop wastmg tlme and

get to the point.”

“Well, I got- the body. Been ising
it for some experiments, but it’s get-

. ting kind of worn out and I guess I'm
" .pot going, to have any luck. I'm

get-
ting ‘kind of tired .of this Franken-
stéin business anyhow.. Want to 0pen

- a motel on Highway Six.”

-:Dorn forgot to report Vlcky S re-
ply, which was, “What is thls? Some
kind of a gag?” |
" “Not at all, Miz Lattimore. But
with that body being worth forty
thousand dollars, it comes pretty high
by the pound.. Seems like you ought
to be willing to pay a httle 30meth1ng
to get it back.”

“She says she’ll see him in hell
first.” .

“And furthermore,” Vicky'“’;ent nn,
“don’t think you’re so clever. The
State - Police. will find - your . hideout
and I'll tell them all about this little
conversation. You’ll spend your de-
clining years in jail, Mr. Whoever-
you-are.’
. “Jan lepus IS the _hame,” ma’am.

| Sﬂrry you take it that way. I sure did

want that motel.

change your mind?” -
Dorn jerked his head sharply away

ey dldn’t get all

Sure you weon’t

that,” he told Sally. :
L1mpus said, - “Goodbye, ma’am. . It
was nice talkmg to you.”-

He quitted the booth and stood for
a few moments picking his. teeth with
a match sttck He seemed.to be. de-
bating -some wmghty problem. After
a while, he went to the.back counter

“and walted,untll the ,clerk saw him
,and_' came over to be of service. -

“You got any lye?” Limpus asked.
- “How much did you. want?”
“A couple of five-pound bags.”



“He's going ‘to dlspose ni my
bOd}"” Dﬂrn cried. ~

ALLY SMILED. ”That’s -right.
7. Isn’t ' it wonderful? All’'s  well
that ends well, as the man once -said.
-Darling, let’s 8o and fmd a hotel I'm
tired.”
" “Not on - your life!”

“But I"have no life!” .

“I've told you befﬂre—stﬂp bemg
‘technical.” . :

“Then you're nﬂt going to let this
thing drop?”

“I .certainly am not! I’m going to

follow this.maniac. My body isn’t go-
ing to rot away in some lime pit. It's
going ' to' . be buried decently and
Vicky’s going to get that insurance.”

- “But  Dorn, there’s something

you’ve. overlooked. On each ‘plare of .
You.

existence- there are seven sins.
know what the sins ‘on- the lower

plane -are, but- do you know a.bﬂut_

)
the ones on this plane?”

“No. What are they?”

‘The first and most important one
is not to interfere thh the ﬂffﬂll‘b on
the plane below us.’

. “Is that right? So they made a sep-

‘arate: sin just for .me’ Mlghty far-
seeing of them.” = -

“What do you mean'-’”

“There’s no way we can interfere
‘with things on the lower plane unless
we’re brought back to life. And I'm
the -only -one that has had that ‘happen

to him. That 15 I*rankenstem and I.”-

Sally’s face fell “Well, T think it
ought to be made a. sin, anyhﬂw

Limpts was-putting a wallet back
“into his  pocket and was p:c:,ung upn
-two bags of lye .

“We’ll follow him,”, Dorn: said.

Sally brightened.
“You just said no one-up here can in-
-terfere*. down ' there unless . -he’s
brought "back to life. That lets you
.out. Limpus has quit expenmenunn
on your body.”
- Dorn’s shoulders drooped in de-

“Wait a” minute.
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feat: “That's right. What am I gomg.

to do? I'm licked.”

“Of course you are,” Sally retorted
happlly “And Tl tell you what we’re
going to do. Have some supper. Then

~ take a walk and go to bed. We’'ll clear
~ our minds. ‘Then .we’ll wake up to-
. morrow resolved to -settle down -and

lead normal Iwes

comes.’
- “What call?” . K
“The final one. When Death Iays
his gentle ‘hand ‘upon our brows and
we go to our eternal reward.”
““That’s’ what I-heard all my life. I
kept it in mind .and here.I am just as.
bad off as I was before. What do you
have to do to really d1e"”
“There’s nothmg you can do.” .
“Just wait in line, eh?” O
“Await. the call. » " :
“] am beginning.to doubt -every-

unlll t;he -call

thing. How -do you know we don’t
, Just
. You’ve heard of the dance of the sev-

en “veils, haxen’t your” ..

step through another veil?

”That ‘has nuthmﬂf to .do w1th thﬂ'
subject.” -

“No? For.all we know, we’ve _]ust
begun. We may have SiIX more stnps.
yet. ” -

ALLY, WATCHING out of the
corner, ‘of her eye, saw Limpus

leave the drugstore and _ disappear
around the corner.

She breathed a
sigh .of relief. “Well, let’s.not stand-
here arguing phliosophy and theology.

Let’s go somewhere and sit down. My

“fee t hurt "

;,ay But dﬂn’t thmk yﬂu side-

Ltrar;rfed me. I saw Limpus leave the
“store. I let him go because I've got to

have a little time -to think this “thing
out—iorm a plan. I need a breather.
I can pick him up any ‘time I want

_ him.”

Sally’s high spirits continued. They
had dinner in a small tea room where
they went from- table to table until
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they found two. ladiés who had or-
dered fricasseed- EthkEn .a dish they .
both: liked. . -
Dorn sat silent” and preoccupmd
through the entire meal, completely
surrounded by the fleshiest of the
two women. Sally tried several times
to strike up a conversation; but Dorn
answered only in monosyllables and
she ‘finally gave up, having to con-
tent herself through thé rest of the

meal .with listening to one of the

- women complain about her lumbago.
After dinner, they strolled dnwn the
street until they came to a simall- ho-
tel. “It looks nice,” Sally said.
3t is nice. T had lunch here every
Tuesday with the. Rotarians.” -
~ +All they could find was a room with

a * double- bed. It was comfortable

enough, though, and Sally went right
to sleep.
‘But Dorn Jay for a-long time staring

at the ceiling. He couldn’t sleep:-

EY HAD breakfast in a drug-

'~ store. the following morning. Lit-
tle was said. Dorn wore a grim expres-
sion, and when breakfast was over he
annnunced | i

“Now to business. We're. going to -

_visit Mr. Jan Limpus.”

“Oh, Dorn!. Haven’t you forgotten
all that? Aren’t you going to give it
up? I think- it’s time we had some-
fun. I thought maybe we’d g0 tu F lor-

“ida.” ,
o ) appears to ‘me that the famh-

“ties for fun are rather restricted on .

this plane, but that’s beside the point.
We'll go to Florida after I get certain
matters qtrmghtened out.” ~
“But there’s nothing you can ch::
‘“Maybe’ not, but I can try. Come
on. Take my hand &

Sally shrugged in defeat'and; put -

her small hand into Dorn’s. The latter
squeezed his eyes shut tight and con-
jured up a mental picture of the odious

Mr Limpus. Results. came automati- .

d3gi‘

cally. The wind; the feehng r,-f endless
-space; the heady sense of freedarn
__The wind died.
~ They opened - their .eyes and looked
around. The same eerie setting, but
now there were- no cameras. in evi-
dence, no prop man grabbing a quick
lunch.- There was. only silence and the
man -Limpus bending over a form on
one of the tables. He was mumbling' to
himself as he worked. . .
“Guy doesn’t like to give up so easy
—matter of pride—did - it once, by
golly—ought to be able to do it again
~—this man Lattimore’s getting kind of
worh out, ‘though—"" -.» - ;
Sally’s hand __stif fened—-—squeezed
Dﬂrn s fingers. “He’s trymg it agam?”
.Dorn_grinned. “He sure is.” .-
“Wel] do something! Stnp hlmi Hit
him w1th a chair.”
Dorn’s expressmn was a. bit smug

“Why, you’re positively blood-thirsty

this morning, my dear. You should
have lived in the days of the old Rao-
mans—attended the games in the
Colosseum.” . :

“But ‘he can’t be alluwed to- dﬂ 1tI
It’s—it’s sagainst nature.” . -

. “Possibly. But you know yuurself -

.we can do nnthmg -

- Dorn stepped close - 10 the table.
Sally followed a bit timidly.
- “Goodness,” “Dorn " said; “I look
—terrible! I certainly haven’t been givell
‘any loving attention in _this place”
“You should be.in a grave with a

“tﬂmbstﬂne over yﬂur head Of all. the_

indecent-—"’

“I think I’d like that It’s nﬂt right
for.a_man to be kicked around from
pillar to post this way. But I guess

. mme is an exceptional case. S

* Limpus was puz;?lmg over a mass
of copper wire. .

“Look,” Dorn said; “has 'tying
those four ends together. Do you think
the man has the least 1dea of what
he’s doing?”

“Of course not.. He should- be put
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into an .in's.titution.”‘

IMPUS SECURED the wires, é}é

tended them, and tied them to the

-wrist of Dorn’s body: He stood back
‘and surveyed the pattern of the wires
and -electrodes fastened fo the corpse.

“Seems like ‘that’s about how -it
was,” he grumbled.

records. When -I get' that motel of
‘mine, I'll keep a diary. I'll make me
'some peep holes into the cabins. Man
owes it to h1mself to keep track of
whats going on.”

. Sally gasped. “He’s a moron as well

‘as an’ imbecile and a maniac! He
‘should be in a padded cell!”

Limpus threw . a switch. There was

a flash of blue flame. He' jumped

_back, tripped overa. chair and fell
backwards. His head came into vidlent
contact - with the sharp corner of a

heavj,r steel table. There was a crunch- |

_ing sound.
Limpus gnt up, blinked stupid-ly,
and asked, “Where in’tarnatiﬂn' am -

:Ipn
There was DO answer, " He lﬁoked

groggily about and saw a girl standing

near him. She was a very pretty girl
- with large blue eyes, wearing a smart
sport suit. Also, there was frank hos-
. t1hty in her manner. .

“You ought to be ashamed of your—
self,” she said.

. “Me? Ashamed? What’ve: I gt}t to
b.., ashamed of?”

--“You mean you don’t knuw? Pry--

mg into secrets you’ve no rwht to pry

-into. Setting yourself up as God! -Try- |

'ing to do His work. Such things can
only end in terrible -disaster.” |

A dawning came into Limpus’
bleary eyes. “You'mean a thunder-

- bolt hit mer? I've come to my re-
‘ward?” He ‘looked around with re-

newed interest. “Then where in tarna-
tion is it? Everything looks the same.”
Sally’s “withering contempt had no

“Man’s a* damn
fool to, experiment without keeping -

. me‘ﬂ
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" effect upor'; him. He didn’t évén-‘ﬁppeaf
" to notice it. He looked at Sally. agam .
“Maybe you're it,” he said, |

“Maybe I'm wha.t”’ 3k

“My reward.” Limpus toak a steP
forward. “Now, the Muhammedans
—they claim—" -

“Stay away frmﬁ me, ” Sally warned.

IMPUS PAID no attention. Sally
backed away. .He kept coming.
Then Sally, trapped In a space between
a table and a large bookcase, _ flung
up her hands in defense.
Limpus reached out and tunL her

in his arms. =

Sally cr1ed, J‘Dnrnl Dnrn! ‘Help

Limpus paid no attention. There §as

surprising strength mm his lean form.
‘He folded Sally to his breast and
_ nuzzled her face W1th his-own.

Sally objected strenunusly,, scream-
ing into his whiskers. “Let go of me,
you—you repulsive old man. I haie
you! You smell bad. Let go of me!”

Limpus seemed not to hear the
words. Nonetheless, a peculiar change
of manner came over him. He raised
his head and ‘frowned; then Iﬂoked
down at Sally.

He said, “For a pretty gxri you 've
got about as much sex- appeal as a
dead fish; ma’am. It's—it’s like
kissing one of those big dolls you see
in_toy stores..What’s wrong with you,
ma’am?”’

“There’s” nothing wmng Wlth me!”
Sally stormed. -“It’s you—you big
apeln ;

 Limpus’ arms went law: Sally pushed
‘him with -all her strenﬂ'th He teetered
backwards, came to a halt against a
table, stood there,

“What do you mean, it’s me?”’ - .

“You fell and broke. your skull. You
passed through the veil. You left all
your low, beastly, animal instincts be-'

- hind you.”

4T did?”
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”"Sc ou certamly dld thank hea.venl
Now: you're fiothing but a big harmless®
“oaf. .Why don’t you go away?”

Limpus looked' around the labora-
tory, bewildered: “Don’t appear <as

“there’s any place to go, ma’am. This
.is where T belong. Here’s my tables.
.’ He " glanced . at

——my buﬂks
the table upon wh:ch= lay the still, na-
ked form of Dorn Lattimore. *“There’s
even the: bﬂdy I was working on.
Found it myself down by the road—

“brought it up-here on my back—

tried to rejuvenate it.”
“That’s . what . you
ashamed of.”

-.shnuia' be

“But I did a gnod job, ma’am. Look

It’s breathmg B
.. Dorn was breathmg His thm, rav-
aged chest was rising and falling spass
modically. The pale hands eclenched
‘and unclenched. The throat worked.

“He’s opening his eyes,” Sally whis-

pered. In cold rage - she turned on
Limpus. “It’s your fault! You did it!”

Suddenly her manner changed. She
‘5[1]118{1 at Limpus, Jaid a gentle hand
“on his shoulder. “Maybe I ~was
wrong,” she-said, sweetly. “Maybe I

misjudged you when I should be help-

ing you get accustomed to your new
‘plane. It’s a wonderful “place, you
know. You can go - anywhere. See

anything. You can do it in the twin--

kling of-an eye.”
1 can?” : -
“Of course. Now n téll you -what
‘you-do. Close your eyes and think of a
place. No—don’t hold .my hand. I
“can’t go with you just now. Stand
there and think of - the Pacific Ocean.

Think of way down deep in the-water

-~the deepest spot there is. Think .
~of .a hole under a rock -down there
‘Think- hard—very hard.”

Limpus said, “But ma’ am—"" -
- It was too }a.te Sally smﬂed at the
_spot Limpus had ‘occupied. .

But only for a moment. Sﬂ{}n her
‘eyes went .back to the thin -form on

\

the table. ‘She began to cry |
Dorn Lattimore lay "on: the. cnld
enamel—tnpped table trying to ﬂ.djllﬁt
his- vision: He shuddered. The move-
ment brought weakness and violent
nausea. He closed his eyes again and
fought the horror of existence. Never
in his life had he been so weak, so

si¢k, so abysmally unhappy.

- Struggling for breath, he tried to re-
- member what had happened. But it
all seemed so far away, so long ago.
He had a wife named Vicky.: He lay
for a moment .trying to .remember
‘what -she looked like.

‘A honey blonde? No. Of course not.
Where had he gotten that idea? Vicky
had black hair. And there was Patricia

_——and ‘another daughter. What - was

the second daughter’s name? Dorn
wasn’t ‘sure. He couldn’t” remember.
It -didn’t matter, though. He’d find
- out when he got. home

Another thing, too. He shnuld prob-
ably keep a"closer check on Felix. A
check on Felix? Why? What was the
need? Felix was as honest as sunlight.
Where, Dorn wondered, was he getting
- all these wild ideas? .

Reluctantly; he forced himself to”
. consider the present. It took will pow-

" er, because he shrank from the effort

involved in opemng his eyes and Jook-
ing around. But it had to be done.
" He realized he had no clothes on and
- that he was cold. He’d have to get to
his feet before he froze to death, .

- By dint of pure grit he opened his
eyes. All he saw was a swimming blur.
Gradually it cleared as his eyes found
focus. He lay looking at the high
beamed ' ceiling. He turned his head,
winced .at the pain-in his neck, and
took in the laboratory.

Strange, but -he seemed to have
recollections” of this_place;” of how
he’d gotten here. No. Not how he'd
gotten here, but he remembered wak-
ing up here—wrestling with a whis-
kered -man——putting his clothés on. He
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remembered gettmg as far as. the door. He made a valiant effort to reach
Then—Dblotto. " thé chair upon which his clothes lay.

I seem to go around and around, He pulled himself the length of the
Dorn thought. How many times do I table, ‘but from there on the going
have to get dressed in this place? It’s 1weuld .be more ditficult.. Ten feet o:
like rldmg a carousel. Areund and open-: floor intervened. Ten feet. A

areund e thousand feet. A chasm a "thousand

- feet deep. He’d need ropes and heavy
HF TURNED hlS head still fur- boots—and help.

ther thus bringing a prone, still.. It was too damn much treuble He
body into his range of vision. Receg- ‘collapsed to the floor -and lay there.
‘nition ceursed through him, bringing~ For a while his teeth chattered. Then
'vmlent shock. His teeth ehattered and he.had a dream about.a girl—a hon-
he lay there shivering—yet without ey-blonde. He warmed up some then
- the strength to'get up and de some- and 1t ‘wasn’t se ‘bad.
_thing about it. = o

 The spasm passed to some extent ‘TIIVE MEV’ obviously unaccustemed
but he was still shaking; trembling to the rigors of outdoor life, stag-
p1t1fu11y as he t‘WlSl‘.Ed his head around gered waddled and CI'H.'W'lEd thrgugh
to-look again at the body. -7~ . the h1lly nerth woods.  They were a

Certainly!- That was -the man he'd motley -crew. Tall, - short, fat, thin,
seen before. A wild- E}TEd character but the}r had one thlng in common.
who’d tELHaEd -about brmgmg hlITl back 'They all had money cglnjng frﬂm
“4rom the dead. ' -~ -«one Dorn Lattimore.

But now this character needed to In order to- collect that - money, it
be brought back -from the dead -him- seemed- that either Mr. Lattimore _or
~self. His body  was bpra.wled near a Mr. Lattimore’s body had to be
table-leg, his neck turned at an im-'. turned. up. They were not men to be
possible angle. Obweusly the back 'Df -—E&Sll}? shunted away from "what they
his skull had been erushed by sharp " had coming-—so 'they had another

'1mpact . thing in common: thé. determination
Did I do that? Dorn aeked himself. not fo go home until they ha.d found
. Dxd I kill the man? Am I a murderer? a body.

-~ By dint 'of :superhuman effort, Dorn - Matthew" Torp seemed to ha.ve as-
pushed his legs off the table. The sumed leadership. He took off his
- rest of his body followed, but he hat, wiped his broad, bald head, and

could not control it’and he went mtn peered thruugh the trees “You sure
a heap on the floor. T | wouldn’t think country could be this
 He lay there for a time, breathmg -wild enlv sixty or so.miles from a
heavily, suffering the agony of: the _big aty.” '
- damned. Then, grimly. he went about “You're telling me,” Tem Wilson
- getting to his feet. It took him several * grumbled. “A man’s got to earn his
minutes to pull himself up and across -money and ' then come-out here and

“the table, half prone, half erect. -crawl around in mud and brambles in
- I’ve got to get some clothes on, he order to“collect it. Fine thing.”
told hunself I've got to get warn. Mort Diehl was beumnmg to lose

His tecth were chattering, his body - heart. '“I got' a hunch. we’re wastmg
- trembling vmlently ‘It -seemed ‘that our time. After a.Il the State Police
- even the marrow of his bones was as Jooked and they cguldnt find no body.
- cold as the arctic wastes. - They ought to be better at hunting
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than we are.” _

Torp snorted.
dough whether they find Lattimore or
not. We don’t. That may make some
‘difference. Then, too, I don’t think
those boys are so eager 'to get their

nice uniforms all dirty. They’re prob-
ably sitting in their cars on the road:
~you see it?”’ -

waiting for the corpse to walk out
and thumb a ride.”

“I think this is kind of silly,” Sam
Ferguann said. “A waste of man-pow-

er. Why don’t we spread out and cover .

more ter I‘ltOI‘)T?”

‘Diehl-and Wilson were ‘against this.
Diehl said, et 1o
soon we’d be hunting for each other.

I got no hankering to wander around

in these woods alone.” :

“That’s right,” Wilson added, “Let’s
just keep going. We ought to bump
into something befnre lﬂng, even 1f it’s
only the mountain.”

“We’ll- try and travel in a circle,”
Torp said, “That way we won’t get
too far from the road. We’}l keep
coming back to it.”

- “We don’t know where the hell we
are, so we’ll probably travel in a cir-
cle whether we warnt to or not,” Tom
Wilson said. He.was_the ginﬂmlest_ of
the group. “I only got fifty dollars .
coming from Latfimore. I don’t know
whether this is worth it or not.”

. “Add a little service charge for
cdllecting,” Torp suggested. ‘‘Let’s
getgmng h S e
THEY LUMBERED thrﬂugh the
' woods—Torp like a great bull
‘moodse breaking tracks in the denser
growth for the rest of them. They
traveled for an hour without comment,
Then Wilson dropped -t0 a  rock,
slumped forward and wiped hls
streaming face; “This is all I can
take. I'm quitting.”
. Torp, came back to -look dﬂwn on-
him with scorn. “Giving up, huh?
Vellow, huh?” ‘ | '

* “They collect their |

ask for a drink of water.-
going to try and find my way home.”

“And get lost? Pretty

43

" . Wilson flared. “I'm not yellow: Only

sensible. I kﬁmy ‘when I'm licked. I'm
going over to that house yonder and
Then I'm

The question <Tame
“What house?”
“R1ght over there. in the trees Can’t

in "concert. |

looked and sa.u:] “Fur
Why didn’t you tell wus’

Torp -
Chnsal{e ]

there was a house over there? You

idiot!”’

.“I supposed you 'saw it, You were
leading this show. You must be blind.
We’ve been circling it for the last
hour. Besides, we aren’t looking for a
house. We’re looking for Lattimore.”

Torp favored Wilson with a snort
of disgust, then grew thoughtful as he
stared at the weather-stained structure
back among the trees. “You got pretty

- good eyes at that,” he said.

Wilson was not in a cordial mood.
“I can find my way . down a street

after dark,” he snapped.

. “It’s amazing the -way that place
blends with the trees. No wonder the
State Police -didn’t -find it,”’. Torp’s
spirits were rising. He la.ughed.‘ “They
didn’t have you along, Tom.”

“You think it’s what we're 1001{1113
fﬂr?” :

“I don’t. knnw, but we’ll fmd out,
an}rhow Come on.”

‘They moved in, single fﬂe tnward
the house. .

“Here’s a dnor » Wilson said a few
minutes later. “Shall we knock?”

“Might be a good- idea. It iﬂnks
deserted, though. Here—Iet me.’

Torp whaled his ham of a fist
against the panel. The sound echoed
into the house, out again, and off

~among the trees. The men waited.

Nothing . happened ~and ~ Torp

. _knocked again. A, minute passed

Ferguson said, “If anybﬂdy s home,
they’re asleep.” -~ 3
“Not after that racket & Diehl ob-
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: served “Tr}r the dﬂﬂr, Mat IR N

..* Torp wrapped his fist arnund the .
- knob and twisted. The door. Dpened
" on creaking hinges. Another long min-
. ute ticked by.. - . +
Wilson - said, “Well what are - you
" waiting.for?. Go on in.’

“Don’t rush me—don’t rush me,

Plenty of time. We found the place——- |

_that’s the main thing.”

. “Sure, but we can rot standmg out -
here waltmg for something to happen. -

Look uut' There on the floor. Anoth-

Go-on in.’

“Maybe we better go for the police,”

Ferguson suggested

“Not yet ” Torp éz-ud “Come -on..

Here we gn

ONE BY one, they filed into the si-
' lent house; into a strange silent
- Toom.,
was tra.velmg back and forth between
“two .points on some fantastic machiné.
B | - threw a ghﬁstly radlance over the
foom. - -

For a long time the men remained

~;

In one corner " an electric arc "3
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a dmwsy rudent peacefully s]eepmg
" Dead quiet. until - Wilson choked,

.r“‘For God’s sake! Look!”

~ “Look at whate”
“There—on " that table, A corpse!
A body! It ain’t got no clothes on 1tl”

- “Pll be doubly damned!” Torp
whispéred fervently, “TI think it’s
Dorn Lattimore.” H
“I wonder if he’s alive.”
“We better find—" -
- Now Ferguson .squalled, ‘“Yipe!

er corpse.”

“Holy- criyi,” Turp exclaimed.
“What s been going on heré?- The

‘place looks like a slaughter house.”

Torp turned and moved toward
Ferguson’s find. This was a little less
ghoulish, somehow. Possibly the blood
and the signs of honest and whole-
some- death lent authenticity to -the
scene. |

TORP BENT down and examined
the remains of Jan Limpus. “Wild

sﬂent ready to jump and run at the, lﬂﬁklng character, and he’s sure dead.
least sound. If-a mouse had suddenly. Hefwas murdered or my name amt

. scooted across the ﬂoor, it would have
caused a panic.

But no sound _came until Torp’s

“hoarse whisper broke. the silence.

“Golly! Did you guys ever see such a
joint?”

“Looks hke somethmg out of a-

~ horror movie.”

“Maybe that’s what it is. Maybe

_movie compames come 11p here to.

shoot pictures.” |
“Why would they do tha.t?” >
“Well, to avoid publicity maybe.”
Turp snorted. “Who. ever heard of

a movie outfit that didn’t want publi-

city?”

“All the -samé, there’s something -

mighty unhealthy about thlS place.

_»Something ghoulish.”

. Gradually . courage arose in the
group. They took careful steps for-

ward; gentle steps calculated to_leave

anp .

- Wilson had gained caurage and was
mvestlga,tmg the body on the table.
He studied it for some moments and
then laid his ear to its chest He jerked
himself erect.

“Lattlmmgs still alive. Cﬂme here!

- Help me!”

. They crowded around the table
while Wilson went somewhere and

" brought back a.glass of water. He

rmsed Dorn Lattimore’s head and

tried to pour the liquid down ‘his
throat, but. failed. -

- “He s alive though. His heart’s beat-

ing. We've got to get him to a doctor.”
“There’s been devilish, things going
on here,” Ferguson muttered darkly as
he looked ‘around the room.,
Torp had been standmg back sur-
veying the.scene from wunder heavy
brows. “Wait a minute,” he said.
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“Let’s talk th15 over. I thmk 1t’s time

we had a conference. It am"t a geed
thing to forget why we’re _here |

“What are you t talking about?”’ Wil- -
“son demanded. We've got a- sxek man

cn our hands.”
“We may have semethmg, else. We
may have a murderer.”

Diehl HpﬂLE for the first time in -

quite a while. “You mean Lattimore?
Y-ou think maybe he killed this man?”

Torp ‘shrugged. “It isn’t what I
tth It’s how the police will take it.
Now, after all, Dorn here was one of
us, We don’t wenl h:m standing no
trial for murder.” i

“If we don’t get him to.a doctor,”

Wilson sna,pped “it will make no dif-

. ference one way or enether He’s al-
most dead now.”

_“But I think .we beit.er agree first
to tell everybody we found him out
in the woods.” .

Wilson. frowned. “I can’t figure you
out, Torp. You know you hated Dorn’s
guts, Always have. What’s behind all
this sudden concern. for his welfaie?
If he killed a man, it’s up to the law
- to decide what happens.”
Torp grew expansive. “Now let’s
- should feel about it. 1 llke{! Dorn. L

always did.” -

“I.think I get it now,” Wﬂeen said.
“You've. got it all figured out. All the

money Lattimore has‘is the insurance
due his wife. If He’s tried and goes to

the chair for murder, she can’t collect.
That means. yeu whletle for- your
money.” .

Wed all wmsl]e e Terp seld

“F knew I was right. -And if.he

draws a jail term, you 511]1 can’t eul-
lect.” Tl
“Well, we got to think of our own

-

intereets. | | . B

T ORP "WAS sudden]y the target of

cold looks from-all-directions.

-~

Dorn owe yeu'r‘” | |
“That’s none of your bus:ness gt
~“More than five -hundred dol!ars?”
i | eald it was nene of your' busi-

Hess.’ s ‘ -

“LGuldﬁ’t have been much more,

All yeu did was add a room to his

house.”" . .
“Cut this . out,” Wl]sen barked

“Help me with Lattimore. Se€ if ‘you

can-find some blankets or something.

We’ve got to wrap him up and carry

him to the car. Then get him to town

and bring the police baek to this
place.”

It took: half an heur to get back to
the road and over an hour fo drive
‘back to Stonegate. They debated stop-
ping off to find a doctor on the way,
but- thinking of possible time lost in
thé hunt, they voted to continue into
town. .

There they drove into the emergen-
cy ramp of the Stonegate hospital
‘and Wilson breathed easier. “That’s
all we can do,” he said; “except call
the police and send them to that weird
hideout. I’ll take care of it.” |

Late that- afternoon, a pair of State

| | -Troopers called on Tom Wilson.
take it easy. That’s not the way we .

“We located the pleee but some-
_thing must have happened We found
it - burned te the ground. Lucky the
woods was wet or we’d have had a
forest fire on our hands. All we feund
in the way of a hﬂdy was a few

charred bones.”

Later Wilson called on Matthew
Torp. Wilson smd I don’t like' you
any more, Mat. I don’t think any of
the other bevs do, -either.”

“What the hell’'s the matter mth
you? All I trled to'do was protect our |
interests.” .

“The police tell me there was a flre
~ That placé burned down.”

“Is that so?” B

“Uh-hub, And as I remember it,
you--hung behind * when we " left. I'

 Diehl asked; “Mat, how much did wondered what you were up.to.”
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“You're. 1mag1n1ng thmgs

“I don’t think so. And semethmg"

else. It was all a waste of time, Mat.
Trying te cover up evidence. All un-
‘necessary.” '

“I don’t know what you’ 're tallung
~about.”

T tell you Dorn Lattimore ched

ten . mmutes ago. Never' regained con-
sciousness.’ | b

ORN LATTIMORE stood in the -

middle of a burned-out house.
Wisps of “smoke crawled lazily up-

ward . from the ruins about him.-But

Dorn didn’t"care. He knew something. - a long time to get back. I've a feeling -

had happened, but he didn’t care what

nor hﬂﬁ He had only one thought in

"mind. |
. He- closed his eyes,:

rattling silver. He grinned, -walked up
- to a table and said; “Hello.” .

‘—Sally whirled "up from her ehau'
“Darling!”

Dorn’s grm deepened
though I finally -made it, angel—made
. it for keeps. That 'demp laboratory
burned down. I’ve get a hunch Limpus
will give up now.”

- “Limpus has passed threugh the
~ veil. Oh, darling! I'm. so, glad to see

'you. I'll get you a cup of coffee a.nd
Tl tell you all about it.”

“Gosh—I ‘want to kiss you,” Dorn
said.  “I never wanted to kiss anyone
so badly in all my life.” -

“Go ahead—Tll try—""

b

I

ORN SHOOK his lrleacl' impatient-

~ly. “Let’s not go into that. And
_the hell with coffee. I want a drink.
:'Have you ever had a clrmL or ~do you
~ live on java?”

“Anything you say, darhng "
They went to a cocktail leunge and

took two Martinis -off a passing wait--

er’s tray. They sat in.a secluded cor-
ner -and Dorn. lifted ‘his glass, “To

eenee_rit‘i’eted, -
and opened them to the sound of

“Tooks. as
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you, angel.”

“To you, darling.”

- They drank. "

“Let me tell you about Limpus Just
as he breuﬂrht you back to life in that
laboratory, he fell and broke his neck
or something on the edge of the table.
He passed through the veil: immediate-
ly.and I had a bad time with him.”

“What did he do?” & -

o

“Nothing, reaily His instincts died

fast. But-he was still -odious, so I sent,
him away.” ‘

“Where dld you send him?” .
- “Oh, far far away, It will take him

we’ve seen the last of- him.”

“That doesn’t make me feel be.d
Now, it’s just you and me.’

““You and me,’” Sally said dreamily.
Then" she leehed up- at Dorn with” a
strange light in her eyes

“Dﬂrﬂ )2
', “Yes, angel.”
- “Kiss me.”

“Huh?”.

“T said kiss me.” . |

“Well, all right, but—"’

-The next thing he"said was, “Holy
smoke.” A little while later he said,
“Holy smoke,” again.

Finally, they came-up for air.

“T liked that,” Sally said. “I liked
it a lot. I can’t understand how I’ve
been so stupid, so—so half dead.”

Dorn glanced' down at the empty

ceektail?” glasses. “Do you sup-
pose ‘

- “I don’t’ Lnew Maybe.”

He took her close into his arms.

“Darling, how do peeple get married
on this plane?”

~ Sally wrinkled her snub nose in
‘thought. “I don’t know. I.guess they
- just - consider themselves married. I

don’t know of any other way.”
“Wonderful, darling. I’m tired. Let’s

go back to the Belford Plaza. Sort of
.a honeymoon,” -
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THE NEXT mﬂrniﬁg they. had
breakfast in bed and:Sally didn’t
bother to pull up the-sheet. Neither

did -Dorn. After breakfast they got

dressed and went to Paris. It was a

heavenly trip with lots of liquo’k sitting -
“on tables on the sidewalk.

They stayed at the Hotel de Paree
The following morning
Dorn said, “Darling, I guess I'm be-
ginning to get the swing of things on
this plane,
want to go to my funeral.”
" “I think that would be very nice.
I'd-like to go myself.”
“Then. we’d better -get started.”
They arrived in_Stonegate " just as
the procéssion was drawing up in
front of the church. Mourners

behind the flower van,

“Lot’s of flowers,”- Sally sald “It’s
a lovely funeral.” -

“Let’s go..inside and have a last
look at me.” -

They went into . the church and
walked up-the aisle. The casket stood

before the altar Trail, a line of silent

-people passing before it.

-

looking for your own funeral, you're:
“too late. They buried you yesterday.

“Funny,”. Dorn said.
Vicky or the children.”

“Maybe she’s late.”

They. moved toward the casket
stepped close, looked down at the still

-

“I don’t see

‘head on the white satin.

Dorn gasped. “Holy ]ohﬁl Its not
me.' It’s Felix.” -

There was an audlble sigh. “Veah,

it’s me. How are you, Dorn?”
“Felix! What on earth! What hap-

pened to you?””
“I passed through the veil. BT you're

It was a hurry-up job.”
““But you— How did it happén?”’

_“My conscience had a lot to do with
it. That nine thousand dollars' I stole
from you. It began to get -me. I
couldn’t sleep.”

starting- to conform. ‘I °

in.
black were getting out of the cars.
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“Then why didn’t you put it back?

Nobody  would have known the dlf-

ference.”
“It 'was too Iate I wanted ta get

rich and I bought a - Int of stﬂck-—

worthless stock.”

“That was silly. Why dtdn’t you get
my advice? I’'m pretty smart when
it comes to the stock market.”

Sally pulled his sleeve. . “Really,
Dorn—? |

“Oh, that’s right. Hé couldn’t very

well. But worthless stock- didn’t kill—”’

Felix smiled.- “I went for a ride in
the country. As I said, my conscience

- was bothering me. I wasn’t paying

too much attention- to the road. It
wasn’t suicide exactly—J ust careless-
ness.’

Dorn pnmted a fmger
that?” - :

FELIX turned+and drew a girl into
the foreground. She had been-
standing rearward, partially behind-
-him. She had an exceptionally bright
aura. Felix smiled. He brightened per-
‘ceptibly as he looked at the girl.

““This is Molly, She found me walk-

“Who’s

~ ing down the. street in sort- of a daze.
- She took me under hE:r wmg, so to

speak.”

- The girl smiled. She Iﬂnked at Dorn
and then at Sally. “Have you: been
here long?’’ she asked .of the latter.

“About four years,” - Sally said.
“And you?” . =

“Not quite that long. ” |
- Felix was holding -her arm with an
air of possession. He looked at Dorn
and winked. Dorn' regarded him pen-
sively. - - ‘
“Do you two have any p]ans?”'
Sally asked. %

“None except to get better ac-

quainted,” Felix said, as he put an

arm around Molly’s waist
“We’re planning on gmng to Flori-
da,” Sally said. :
“That will be nice.” = |
-~ “Well,” Felix said; “guess we'll be



g v St RERS FANTASTIC ADVENTURES

‘_ - pe -

runnmg alnng Maybe we’ll see you specmlty -was flgures you put on pa-'.

pEgund.? = 2 5t DAL, e g T PR dix b :
+“Hope: s0.” - T .+ “Do you suppose ‘we ﬂught to tell
‘They turned ‘away. Fehx hESltﬂ.tEd them about. . :Martinis?” .
“Dorn—you- aren’t sore about ‘the. ° Dorn shook his head. “No. angel |
nine thousand, are your? .. -  For' all we know, it might be a. sin.
“Of "course nnt old man. Thmk You wouldn’t want _to lead * them
nothing of it. Nothmg at all.” - astra}r, would you?” | ) -
“Thanks “Thanks 4a- .lot.” FE]]“I' 72 “Of {;nurse not?”’

"Wlﬁkﬂd agam. “GU.ESS I?H be - gettmg . Sa]]y smiled . and huuged Dgrng
.on with my rﬂmance They moved arm: - “Darling—let’s - go . to Florida.
toward fhe door. g, -You visualize. Visualize a palm tree.
‘ “Llfe was never like - thls 2 Felm-_ ‘That ought to.do it.”
called back gaily. Then thﬂy went . Dorm visualized as directed, but .it
out into the street. - landed them in a cozy booth in the
Dorn stood silent, looking . 3&6& Tropical. Club next to a potted palm.
them. Finally he' said; ‘“Poor Felix. - Sally -smiled happily. “You mlssed
‘He hasn’t fnund out yet. He’s due darling. You’ll havé to try again.”

for a surprise.” | g 3 “Okay. But let’s have a Martini
“You mean about. . .instincts?” first " Sl :
C“What else?” Felix wouldn’t” have S0 thE}Y dn:l

found out yet. He'’s a very slow. work- ", | N
- er with figures that walk around. His’ > TH]‘_‘. END

=

: . - ; T A Of cnmfnrt and luxmy and elegance and’
Hall The '-Absen"' -Klng beauty, there were plenty. One of the
: K * B . ~ greatest thrills of the excavation at Cnos-
' sos was the discovery. of . the throne room.
This room was still very much as it, had
been in its prime—the high-backed gypsum
throne against the wall, the stone benches
: on which the counselors had sat flanking
. mm @ the -throne on either side and along three

S ) | - - . sides of the room. The fourth side of the
O ARTHUR EVANS—English gentle- * ;40 opened into an ante-room,.while an

‘man, scholar and authority on An-". gponing-in the wall opposite the anteroom
ment Greece, and, keeper of the Ashmo- led to an 'inner chamber which was a shrine
lean Muséum, at Oxford—belongs the credit - of the Great Mot“er Goddess of Crete.
for the unearthm of the paiﬂce of Minos. T Small and Ejmp]e the throne room still
- He arrived in Crete at the end of the 19th  showed signs of having at oné time been a

.c:en.,_u:uy searching fnr_. exa,mp],_e&_nf Cretan hreathtakmgly beaut:ful room. Pale etch-
writing. Hig' wanderings over Crete led ings of vivid paintings were still discerni--
him ,to*the ancient site of Enas_sost H_erc, ble -on the walls, and among the trash that
everything he had ever heard,*abnut Minos" J]ittered the floor could be found small
ﬂnﬁﬁf:::d;i;s« zﬂg ﬁgewlégb:;‘znﬂh ww:f fﬁé " decorative pieces of purcclam and cly.,tal
c iZe 1

_ desire to atte;'npt the search’ fm the. palace To ‘Evans, history became the present,

. of King. Minos: and ‘he wanted this room to live again. He

The digging started in 1900, and almost hired an aitist to restore the wall paintings,

* jmmediately” results began to show. First and had j:he room put back into shape.
the remains of walls began to appear, and VoW, & frieze' covers the upper part of the
after nine weeks theré were two acres of a ‘walls, showing a rocky scene and brilliant-
vast prehisitoric building. As a matter of “ly colored griffins. Two of the griffins
fact, it took over a quarter of a century of Seem to guard either side of the entiance
{hggmg, studying and labor -before 1:]1& to the shrine of the Mother Goddess, and

main. building and its dez)endent:les were fi- ‘two face the throne on either side, seeming
nally cnmp]gted to_keep watch-over the king,

I'rom the outside, it..was about as sim- - Beautiful, with luxurious grandem the
ple.as' a palace could be. But inside it was room today looks much as it used to in the
an endless succession of  corridors and days .when a king sat on the tluune and
chambers” in the IIID.at complicated maze. life went on in daily measule.




CCORDING TO Hﬁmdﬂtusmthe father

ﬂnd first of all hlstmmn%—mhu lived ;

-from 484 BC to 42.1 B. C

The utlzens of-

Scythia were a people whn make the most:-
unuwhzed tubf.s of our da,}.r geem as noth- -

"."i-

ing.’
'I‘mhy ha.d some hELbltS -which. ma’he one

glate*'ul that _they -are

- about—not to be expenenced A Scythlan

in battle drank’ the blood- of the first man

he killed. He :would cut off the heads of the

tngether to make & clﬂak

. The-skin of a2 man is thick am‘i glossy
and whifer than other hides, so-the Sey-,
thians often flayed the right arms of their
dead -enemies, tanned ‘the. sking, with- the

nails™ still hdngmg to  them, and -used

-._them ay. covering for their arrows.

just to be read -

_rest of his "I”ll.':tlI'ITE and bhaIE them w1th hm-

king, e
They would make a cut amund the head

-gealp wag-then_ hung from the. bridle-rein

- and - used, delicately enuugh ;as a napkin. If.
articular-

pﬂ to sew:

the ‘warting- Scythian "had had &
ly good permd he had enﬂugh 5C

aﬁ

T WAS ‘dark along the At]antm Cnaat
in this part of Massachusetts, but the

Janding  from. the small boat knew
Despite the. bulk of the
trunk they were handling so gingerly they

" men
their butiness,.

managed tu put it ashore without any
trouble. Once it was ashore it was a simple
job-to transfer it to the waiting truck whose
snrouded headhghts made - it just: a Eoft
- purring sound in the utter blackness.

. - Within minutes the.truck with ‘the men
in"the back along with their precicus trunk
were rolling - down the highway toward
New York. Once in thé big city "the truck’
" anerringly found -its way toward Times
_fm;ume and, despite the bustle of the late
evgning- traffie, the .men mannged to un-
lodd the trumk and its' contents on” the side-
walk. "In a -matter of -minutes they'd
- brought the t.runk tu the platfﬂtm of the
subway."

Who wére ff?ﬂﬁﬂ wwn? Dzd thn really
* happen? .

YEE, it ‘happened all ught “but- the men.
were -only newap¢per reporters and the:~
“trunk~was empty! : =
- In -an effort to test the-so- calied in~
creased vigilance of the country against
the . violence of saboteurs sneaking an

E

Amung their. less likeable habits ‘was thm
“one: they ‘would “take the skull -of a man
they intensely’ disliked, saw ‘off. the portion-

- below the .eyebrows, cleall out the “Inside,

cover-the outside with leather, and use it as
a -drinking cup. Occasionally, if it was-ga-

particularly -fine- -looking skull and .would

- fane:,r

ahove thﬂ ears and shake -out the.skull. The: - make. & nice-sized cup, they would line the

inside with gﬂld to.make 11: look espﬁmal]y

'-1....-.

Il take’ ‘my wine fmm glassl |
' " Russeu Newtmt Rumﬂn

By Johm Wm&mm

newsmen deposited the trunk in the subs
way. -station” near Times Square, no one
even questioned them, much less made 'an’

attempt at apprehending them. With per-_

- feet calmmess . they pursued. their ta.sk

hampered neither by the  military, *the

- Coast Guard nor mﬂhan ‘police!

This amazing demonstration serves to
- focus all-eyes on the vulnerability of the -
" United States to.the potentialities of atom- -

.ic warfare.. Suppnsing the men had been

Soviet. .agents and suppose the -trunk -had

contdined & bomb—whether the:trunk was
too small-or not -13 merely academic. What-

could -be_done with that could be done with
more - elahﬁrate -equipment. This - strange
event shocks and horrifiées -us—bringing -
home to us “the realxzntmn that we are B0

exposed..

law 18 in"the making requiring t

Congress 11sht now is’ tnymg with rules
to prévent such things froin hap ening. A
e .elabor-

. ate -exploration and examination-of every

T

‘the _future?”

foreign - ship, But wﬂl thm help much n

It is not.-science- flctmn tu say that the

U. 8. could be planted with atomie -bombs

atomic bomb ashore, the newsmen. deliber-

ately chose to land an empty trunk at the
same spot Wwhere Nﬂ.ﬂ saboteurs came

ashore in the last war. ]
ally, were appre! hendad end shot. I'mm the

The Nazis, “incident-

from one-endto the-other by a- determined -
enemy, We must prevent this or else we'
are lost. Does the future show -2 blackened,

burnt-out United States? God forbid! The

most insidious form of warfare involves
the spy and.the agent—yet this is-the sort

- of thing we are l]ﬁly to fan:e. We -mulst ba

prepared to defeat it] -

time -the hﬂat was nff shore to 'the.time the.

._49
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'l'hey wished !ar weal!ln powu, lmre. lncl
. theilx desiret weu gl-ulled. But then !IIGY
wanlml mou—-md the Manlan god laughed

MURCHISON blinked hard to c:lear. |

_the burning, stinging sweat from

his Eyes “Stnp shooting " your . muuth

off and let me. think,” he, sa,ld
can’t help it if we’re lost.”

Kindaid grimaced, fingering 'the
stock of his blasting rifle. “Don’t give
me any:féxcuses,” he told the guide.

“We didn’t pay you to get us lost in’

‘this stinking red désert. We paid you
-to find a. herd of guru beasts so we
could do some hunting.” :
“I don’t think ~you understand.
We're lost. L-o-s-t. All I want to do is
find our way back to Canal City. The
hell with your guru beasts.” |
“They

damned guidé in the Syrtls Major.”

said you were ' the best

-

“T get by, But Mars-ain’t ﬁnybﬂdy i

‘backyard." Not yet. Therée’s*a mess of.~
‘wilderness out here north of Canal

City, and if you’re lost you forget all -

-about hunting. *You .- concentrate on

just t{rylng to lwe, and sometimes it

ain’t easy.
- “Christ!
native Martian. He’d have Lnuwn hlS
way around.” i

HSUI.EJ!J

Murchison smiled. “He’d

We should H:—i’ve*h'ired "

probably have slit” your: throat and -

-taken your money. I've seen it hap-

pen. Martians don’t like Earthmen.”*-

- “And what the hell do you think
you are?’”

51

“Thats different. I'm just’ trymg to
make a living, and . théy .don’t mind
me. - But you guys who come pokmg
your noses around -their -sacred ruins
and call . them animated walking
stu:ks ‘to their faces, they dﬂn’t like
you.” | <
“Forget 1t ” Elena chmd plead-
ed, joining them “If Mr: Murchison
-says we're lost, we're lost. Can you
_get us out, Mr Murchison?¥

Murchmnn shrugged his shaulders
but ‘the woman’s husband said: “Oh
Lord, not you too!” .

”I’m just tr}rmg to be sen51ble i

“Sensible? You’ve been making eyes
at Murchison ever. smce we left Canal
Clty bl :

“Please Alan. You’re actmg mean
“because - we’re lost.”

* He ignored her. “Go ahead, Murchi-

o

son, deny it, Hasn’t she been making

eyes -at you?” 1
“No,” said Murchlsen ‘He turned
hlS back and stalked away, crouching
‘over their p11£ of gear' and sorting' it
. into two " heaps.- One heap was much
"larger than the.other; and it contained
the expensive  cameras,. hunting- cloth-
ing, fancy hand Weapnns all the excess
baggage.
“What do you ‘think you re dmng?”
Kincaid demanded. -
“We can’t take all this junk with-

¥

T
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b

us. I’'m- sorting eut what’s- necessary
© “That stuff costs, money.’

“From what I heard,” Murehmee

eId him blandly, ”veu re smmmmg
in “money.” . :

-“Pon’t get meelent Murehlsen
Kincaid - placed- a L soft “hand on 'the
‘guldes shoulder; but. there was sur-

prising  strength behind . it. “Put that'"

gear . ba;cl-: together . aeatn

E AU RCHISON* saf down _in
ochre sand, lacing his' leng fin:
gers behind his head “Okay Yeu fmd
the way out.of’ here.” :
“‘What do you mean by ﬂmt?”"
“Just this, - I gwe orders, -
orders. My neck’s‘in this Wlth yours, .
Kincaid. I’d- hl-.e to get it out. Is that
clear?” . ' i guml i pes
“Nol”: Kmeald reared
inept, snotty—"
Murchison’s la.nkv frame qprang up
_from the sand like an oversized, dart. |
He grasped the collar of Kincaid’s
shirt with both- hlS hinds, shaking the
man until his teeth 1ﬂ.tt1ed
clear?” . ,
© Kincaid. swung }ns rIght Tist up,
but Murchison. eaueht it and twisted
“until his employer bellewed

Softly, Elena Kincaid -was laug-hmg |

“You know, he’s done that: to 'me more

‘than once, Mr Murchison. Just what
you’re. doing now. But that’s enough.
You'll give the orders, and Yl tnple_

your pay if .you pull us .out of this.”
- “Youll triple - it?”
snorted: -

““That’s what T sa1d Alan It's. my

~money, not- yours. New shut ups Mr.

‘Murchison, do you thmk 'm pretty?”
~—(rod, Myrehlsen thought. What ‘a

pair to be stuck-.out heve with. Neo,
- you scrawny, flat- ehested washed-out .
checkbook of a dame, yow're not pret-- -
by. Your husband married you for VOUr

.money, he _got hitched to you Gecunse
ke recognized a meal-ticket wica )e
saw one. Sure, I lied before.

‘the’ -

all the :

“Y O’ re an

1S g ¢

“her. husband f

-Kincaid’s wife said:
- ulous.’

You've

=

been mekmg eyes- et he. ]fﬂu’d meke':
eyes.at the two Martian noons if you
t}zeugkt H’zey’d tell. yow you had !eoks.‘
‘to go with your money. As jer VOUu,
“My. Kmeerd you’'ll - listen now, be-

" caiise your wife will start deﬂglmg that

pocketbook just out of eeeek if yeu
“dow’t. God, what a mess. -

They left the dleearded eq1|1pment
_behind, -a shining. mound in the sun- .
hght I‘he}; staggered ahead through .
-the -:shifting . ‘wind-blown- sands, the
.heat beating down like an ‘oppressive
" blanket. Murchison” smlled in. spite of .
himself. ‘Before man eame to Mars, he
pictured a frozen world where the eeld_
would probe its. icy fingers through
half a dozen * wyers of thé best insula-
tion. Oh that happened at. night, all
~right, but clurmﬂf the: long equaterlalf
“day the sun burned down through an

~.atmosphére  too thin to offer much

“ protection, and the Gobi Desert was
an oasis by eemperlson

"N HOUR befei'e eunset - they

sighted the ruins over the low-
r-=*;'«‘Jee[:nmg dunes which faded away fo
the horizon in .all 'directions. Gaunt

" and ruby red in the fading sunlight, .

_the long-dead city beckoned them.

“We're 1ueky,” Murchison grunted
“Generally, those cities extend undér=
ground, so we’ll be warm. 1’d hate-to
tnink -what.it’d have been like out.on
-the saids tonight.”

~“Well,” .said Kmeeud “no ene aeked-
yeu to Ieave our atrcar behmd &

Murchison :ignored the remark, but
“Don’t be ridic-
The, -aircar broke down.. Sure,
we_ could’ve. had warmth there, but*.
“we’d also have starved to death M.

-Murchison, wﬂl - we fmd ]lfe 1n the-‘
cityr”’ '

“Ne,” he assured her. “Maybe the
Marties come here on -religious pil-
grimages once a year,- maybe- they
don’t. But. the city’s dead. Probably
it’s been that way since before your



e

ancestors came down:from their trees.”

. As ‘it turned ous, Murchison: was,
tnght They entered the city through a
«hink in' its’ ancient stone walls,- the
twilight desert. winds knifing in be-
hind them. For a time they-explored
around among the ruins of a civiliza-
tion which died before it reached the
stars, Ieaa ing' the uncultured Marties
2s its heirs.

 Soon Murchison flicked on theu'
‘bhand torch, and it:cut a pale swath
through the night. Mars’ thin atmos-

‘phere lost its daylight fast, once the

sun set, and the icy mght winds
knifed in through the city’s broken
walls, “We’d better find our way un-
derground,” Murchison said.

. He didn’t wait for an answer, stalk-
ing ahead of the Kincaids through an
ancient archway, probing around with
‘the beam of his torch. The archway
opened on what had been -a- great
courtyard, and all around them the
‘gaunt shadows of Martian buildings
-which might be as old as the desert
itself loomed mysteriously.

‘Murchison found what he- saught
calling the Kincaids to follow him as
he ducked down into a pit at the cen-
ter of the courtyard..They went down
a twisting staircase hewn out of the

~Jliving rock, and it was a long time -

.before .they reached bottom.

Elena Kincaid gasped, “Why,- it’s
—it’s light dnwn here!” , |

. “Of course,” .her huf;band sasd
crussmg to the.far wall and- running

his hands over it. “Look at, the wall—

it g‘mars
MURCHISGN NODDED “Radio-
active, he told . them, then

Jaughed’ when Kineaid: withdrew his

hands as from fire. “Don’t worry,” the,
“The -old- Martians.
couldn’t stand radioactivity any more .

~guide E"iplﬂlﬂ&d

than we could. There’s just enough in
“the_walls to give light and a. little heat.
. But you could- spend your - whole life

‘one of
' seemed no other means of egress,

' - ANYTHING YOUR*HEART"DESIRES | S

.

down here and you: wnuldn’t get a
dargerous dose.” - '

Kincaid shook his head. “Well, I
oih we Bad & Geiger counter.”
“T said you don’t need it.”
| “Ynu said. You said! Listen Mur-

.

_chison, you got us into this, and—

~ Here we . go  again, Murchison
thought grimly, and he hardly listened
when Kincaid went into his tirade.:

. Instead, he studied the. chamber in
“which they found themselves. The

staircase came in through a hole in
the three walls, and thete

Three walls. The room was a huge
trlangular vault, and Murchison eyed
the walls keenly Equllateral he fig-
ured. Each wall the same length, per-
haps fifty feet. Each of its three cor-
ners—the angles ﬂf the triangle—sixty

"degrees.

Murchison licked his dry lips. He'd

| heard stories about the ancient Mar-
tian cults, about a lost science which

died-when the 'red planet took:-on the

- color which gave it its name, an age

ago. And in every story the triangu-
lar vault took on special significance,
coupled with .a two-line fragment
from_an ancient chant. What was it?
Murchison - tried- to remember, mum-
bled to himself, “Anything your heart

- . desires, food or drink - or gem of
. fires—"

“What say?” Elena chmd de-
manded. - -

Murchison gruntedﬁ snmethmg non-
cumm1tta1 went on with his thinking.
No one had ever found one of the tri-

angular vaults, not even the degener-

ate Marties. But the Marties stumbled

-through the. shifting red sands of the

desert, looking for- them, saying that
their. civilization would be born anew

‘when ‘one of the vaults turned up.

Murchison shrugged. Hell, prabably

- just a fancy myth with no more mean--

ing that any one of dozens of similar

- myths on_ Earth. Even the three an-
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gles of the triang]e might be explamed
by the Freudian school’ of psychﬂlﬂgy
The mystical number three....- -

THE .VOICE changed hls mmd
Grating, -metallic, it seemed to

emerge from ‘one of the ‘walls. It car-..
—ried somehow a feeling of hoary ‘age. =~
" “Welcomeé to the vault” of the three-
sided abstractmn the - delty Krenl” - -

“Heyi” chald barked “Did ynu
hﬁar that?? <. .
_ Murchlson nodded and the woman
said: “Tt spoke in- English. In En-

| ghsh* ‘How can that -be, Murchxson?"-
- “Don’t ask me. On Venus there are--
talking trees which speak more in the .

mind than any - place -else, using ‘the
la,nguage of the listener, Sﬂl‘t of like

FANTASTIC ADVENTURES

e

mg “What I want tﬁ knnw is this;

~ how the devll are 'we gmng tu get- ﬂut
- Qf here?”" -+

“We’ll walt untﬂ dawn 3 Murchlsun

1.:'tnld him. “Then we'll burn thls whole

darned city; if necessary, to make a
signal.~Don’t ,worry, they’ll find us.”"
“Okay. Okay, it sounds good, Mean-
while, T'm thirsty,- and hungry.” .
Elena chaid -had sklpped jauntily

. into -the’ red corner, her ‘plain features

looking almost ugly in the F-~rsh light.

»“Well, what-was it the voice said? Red
for

I‘Eallt}f I dﬁmand
drmk RS - . &
- Silence, ’I‘hen from snmewhere far
away,”a rusthng sound. Softly at first,
‘then " louder. Murchlsﬂn felt his jaw
grow slack, Elena ‘Kincaid' crouched

fi}l}d-—,ﬂnd

‘telephathy“”—M*u‘rC“hTs om—trled‘“‘te‘“m her corner, terrified; surmunded on

brush it off that way, but he felt odd-
ly frightened. Voices just don’t talk 'to .

you, not in: million-year-old Martian"
cities,’ not. in_your ‘own language. .
The voice droned- on. “Fair Mars is

dying, and the threé-sided abstraction

‘which is a deity pnly for the supersti-.

tious will provide for: its children. You
have only-to- wish—wish " for- anytlung

your - heart desires here.in the vault-
of the three .angles. You will notice -

- that -one angle is- red ﬁne 15 b]ue
one is yellow.” - |

- Murchison stared saw it was v
Each of the room’s three corners had

a different calormbrlght red,. somber
‘Dblue; paje yellow, :
The -voice had ‘not yet fmlshed
-“The blue angle is for dredmmg Wish
-an  abstraction - there, " and you .will
" dream it. The red is’ for reality. De-

" -mand a particular thére,-and. you will

réceive it.- Dream wisely, d'emand-sage.
ly; for Mars is dying. . E
" The voice faded. A lot of hogwash

of a planet. But why hadn’t the voice
mentmned the yellow -corner? |

rldlCHIOUS i Kinca.id Was ﬂY"*

all ‘sides- By- savory’ dlshes by fla.gﬂns

of wine-and water' -

Murch:son felt his salivaj Iy glands
working -overtime; .he hadn’t realized

-how hungry he was. And you "don’t
go around- rejecting an’ obvious impos-

sibility, -not wheu it . offers you fﬂﬂd
' and drmkl 4.

LB | :

THEY SQUATTED in silénce. the
three of them eating. Murchxsan

'dug in - with gustﬂ only. half aware

that the Toast meat did not quite taste

like beef, that the vegetables and fruits

had-a strange but delicious ‘tang to

them, that the wine’s color was a deep
- .purple.
‘like this didn’t exist on Mars, not now.

- Synthetics, obviously. Stuff

Perhaps long and long ago, -in the dead

past of the planet. Perhaps then, but
~not now. - And. only one conclusion

could be’ drawn synthetics, yes—but
based upon the flora and fauna of the

‘0ld Mars whlch had been du'at a mﬂ-‘

- lion years:. .
‘paturally. An old -fanatic cult™:which -

couldn’t reconcile itself «to-the death.

When they Ilmshed chmd d:dn’t_'

~have ‘a word of mmplamt A hand-...‘j
sorhe man who had attracted the plain’
"but wealthy Elena, only his petulant

mouth- and too-bright eyes showed -
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weakness. But the hps trembled nuw,, -
' see the change The rustling came, and

‘with it a cone of brilliant amber radi-

and the eyes stared fixedly; as if try-
ing to penetrate the secret of the vault:
“Imagine,” he -mused. “That . voice
wasn’t fooling! Anything we want—

anything—right here. for, the taking.

Like a Djinn of Earth fairy tale, only
this is based on science!” He stood
up, bathed himself in the scarlet glow
of the red corner. “I want jewels,” he
said. “Jewels, jewels, jewels—"
The stirring again, the rustling.
Kincaid let the rubies run- through
-his. fingers, tossed the handfuls of
diamonds into the air, caught them,
fondled the emeralds and sapphires.
' “See?” he babbled. “See, see?”
Murchison saw. A fﬂftﬂhe in uncut
gems, fresh from their matrix. Kin-
caid didn’t waste any time. He gazed
scornfully at the plain features of his
wife, this woman upon whom he’d de-
pended for his wealth. He said, “Nat-
‘urally, I’ll want a divorce when we get
back.” ]ust like _that.
“You’ll what?” Elena Kincaid* de-
manded. = A
“I’ll want a divorce, of course. What
do I need you for? What do I néed
anythmg for? I have this, don’t I?”
-~ The woman sobbed sof tly, but then.

‘shgd looked up, and she - was - smiling. -
“Not you alone,” she said. “You're not. -

the only one who.has it.”- She went
herself into, the red corner, said: “I
want beauty, I want to be. moré beau-
tiful than any woman in the solar sys-
tem

Somehow, he did not know why,

"Murchison had no desire to join them.

Kincaid always had coveted wealth
and power—he’d have these now. And
Elena—she carried her plainness
around liké a wound which: would not
heal, and so first she asked for beauty.

I\GW Murchison sat in the middle of
the roﬂm watching them, playing the
role of an impersonal observer. He
wondered how long he could maintain
it, : &
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"~ Elena.. changed Murchisun didn’t

ance which: cloaked the woman from
head to foot. Other colors- flashed
through "the cone, "caressing the dim
shadow which was Elena. Murchison

~.thought he heard the woman scream,

but the cone maintained a shriekmg
cla.mor of its own, and he mLIdn’t be
sure,

The cone faded

MOUSEY HAIR ha.lr swept back

into” a. bun, sallow, pinched-out
features, flat, uninspirihg figure, thin
legs—all were gone. Elena stood there,
head tilted back, the glorious cascade

- of golden hair billowing halfway down

her back, full red:lips parted invit-
ingly, breasts arched proudly, haught-
ily, long bronzed legs flashing as she’

pirouetted -around the room after she

stood for one moment and let their

~ eyes take her in. This was the new

Elena, fashioned _not by a deity, Mur-
ChlSGIl knew now, but by a lnng-per*
ished science.

chald ran to her, reached out w:th

‘his hands, but she eluded him. “Keep

away!” she cried.

- “Keep away? But you're my wife!”
She laughed, a musical sound. “You

didn’t want me, remember? You warit-

ed a divorce. Very well, I’ll grant it.

Meanwhile, kéep away ”:

“Elena—” -

Still laughing, she sklpped across the
room to  Murchison. “Do you like
me?”’ :

The guldes pulses were hammermg
furiously. Like her? The way she

"looked now, she’d make ‘an octogena-

rian cha,se her around the solar sys-

tem in" a life-jet. “I——-I thmk you are
very beautiful.” -

#‘You K may kiss me, Murchison.”
Red lips parting, waiting—sure, she’d

‘had a crush on him from the very first,

Murchison knew that. And now -it
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muld be a two-way proposition, de—
Splte the fact that Kincaid bellowed

his rage. Hell, he could take .care of

Kincaid, soft, dasmpated Kincaid. And
this woman, this new Elena. Still,
did he hear laughter, far away, through

the walls of the room-—an ancient.

voice mocking him? Did he?-

"He stepped away from the woman,
feeling like all
ddmned fool wrapped into..one.-

She did “not pout. Instead she

laughed. -<“What’s the dlfference?' |
i i | 8

There’ll be hundreds, thousands;-
have the men of the solar System at
my . feet. - No, Alan. -KEEP_ ~away.
Away!’ 2

She spnke like yﬂu nught talk to a
pet which refused to obey, and then
struck: out at her husband, slappmg his
“#ace once with her Jeft hand “dnd once
with her right, When he snarled and

b&lled his fist, Murchison ‘got between

‘them. “Thats ‘enough,”’ he said: ”We
“atill have to get out of here” ..
" Kincaid- relaxed - visibly. “Whats
fuur hurry?”* he said. “I don’t feel

ike leaving this place. You can go.

~when morning comes, if you-want, but
- T'Il stay right here. Oh, I'll leave éven-

‘tually, but- first—ah, what did the

volce say? You can dream in the blue
corner? Well, T will dream for -a time.”
He walked stiffly into'the .area of

‘blue light; stood still for a mﬂment i
then said: “I want a dream of power ﬁ

Any kind of power.
“He slumped to the ﬂour

“ Elena smiled demmely at M“rd_"' i .the red corner. “I want a human being,

‘a glorious hunk -of man, an Adonis in
the flesh. And he must lt:we me .to the

son. _‘ s

IATLR KI\TC &ID awake
< what a dream.—--.

- ‘“Very . well, tell us abﬂut it.” Elena
2 yawned indlfferently _

. “Well, I. was— I wasn’t me! I was
- some k;nd of contraption, a robot, ‘I

guess, sliding on runners atop a big -

tank-like. -machine. Another -robot
faced me, like & dragon -yade out of

the vanenes of a-

“Lord,

rnetal We fought. Vmces shouted in
my head; told me this dragon "thing
was - the- strongest creature in—what
was the word?—in the galaxy. We
fought, and I won. I can’t describe the
-feeling, but I was hke a god after the
fight. I pounded my metal chest and
- the sound it made roared cut .all’ over
‘the” world. And people bowed and
scraped theif noses in the dirt before
me. I_‘ let - them Kkiss “my metal
REmMs; i, =

He chucl-:led “Hell, whrle we’re here

I n]lght as -well enjoy myself with

dreams like that. But I’ll take more
than enough out of- this place to have
the real thing. Power! What’s power
but a’lot of wealth, ‘used -properly?
I'll have everythmg And you, Elena,;
_yow’ll_come crawling-to-me. hke all"the
others. You'll see—"

“My, how- you've- changed 4 Eiena
scoffed. “You used to say you loved
me. Murchlson would you believe that
he said it every mght for a year untll

. even I began’ to tire of it? Lies, all

lies—and now, well, I'll have a hun-

‘dred men-to" tell me that. But,” she

smiled, almost - sadly, “none. of - them

will mean it. Alan wanted my money.

All the others will_want my beauty.

- Even you, Murchison—no, don’t deny
.- it. If ‘only I ¢ould have. one man, one

man as handsome as I am beauhfu]

who will love me always deeply, Sin-

cerely....”

L | Imre yﬂui” Kincaid said. °
-The woman ignored him, crossed to

-

exdusmn of- all ﬂthEI‘ &mﬂtmns Gwe:

‘him to mel”. .

“She’s {:razy,f’.; ,Kincaigl .:mu'ttered,

playing with his jewels.

URCHISON watched the amber

~ cone return, -hovering over emp-
tiness. When it faded, a man stood
there, a personification of-the old tall-.
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dark-and-handsﬂme cllche “Which one"
of you is Elena?” he dem&nded in a -

mellow baritone. < -

‘Elena smiled. ”Suppuse you flgure'

that out for- yourself.”
“You are. Yes...” He swept her up

in his arms..

“Oh, Lord!” Kincaid groaned. Jeal- .

ousy flashed briefly in his eyes, and he
forgot his jewels. He spun the.hand-
some man around, but his finger‘s
caught in the lapel of the man’s trim
white -suit, and Murchison heard the
cloth rip. '

The man shook his head “You
shouldn’t have done that. I must look
my best for the woman I love—"

“Oh, shut up!” Kincaid cried, still
hnldmu’ the torn ‘lapel. “You’re not
even real. They took a lot of chemicals
and made you, that’s all. Now, stop
pawing my ‘wife.” -

“Please,” the man sald .

“I told yﬂu to stnp pawing her.”

“Please.”

“Nuts!” Kincaid let go of the lapel
and swung clumsily with his right fist.
The man- caught the -blow on his open
palm, shoving Kincaid back.
tripped and fell, and when he got uP
he was bellowing again. :

“Really,” the . arnfmal man told
him, “this is regrettable. You're keep-
ing -me from my" work.” He shoved
once more, this .time harder, and Kin-
caid crashed into the wall, He got up
slowly, and Murchison tried to hold
h1m back. =~

“St{}p it, Kincaid. Dse your head.
That thmg was created to love your
‘wife, and it won’t let anything inter-
fere, ”
© “Yeah? Well no bunch of chemlcals
is going. to love my wife. I—Iﬂy, you,
get away!” r

Shaking his . -head sadly, the ‘artifi-
cial man hit Kincaid, a hard blow
which -caught the pomt of his jaw and
lifted him half off the floor. He sat

down: hard and for a few moments he

He -»

dld not try to get up When he did, he
“took out a handkerchief and pattedi his
bleeding lips, then.lurched across the
room to. the red corner. |

“Give me a blasting pistol!” he
pleaded. Murchison had left the hunt-
ing rifle behind on the desert.

Out of his corner wheeled Klncald
the pistol clutched in hlS fist. “Okay,
you, get away from her"’

The artificial man turned to face-

~him, blanched when hé saw the weap-
on.

“PIease no violence. I want to

" love—
Kincaid shot him thmugh the chest

E STAGGERED, and now Elena
was screaming, because although

he should have been a corpse, the ar-
tificial man staggered around the.room

‘after her, his arms "outstretched.

Kincaid shot again, and the thing

. stumbled to its knees “Please, I want

to love—"’ -

Again, and the artificial man shud-
dered, lay on the ~floor trembling.
“Don’t you understand? I can’t die.
I can only love. Love Elena,

Murchison wrenched the plstul from
‘Kincaid’s nerveless fingers. “Let’s get
the hell out”of here!” he roared. He
looked at the thing on the floor, brok-
en and. twisted but not dead, and he
felt sick. - |

“You killed him!” [Elena wailed,
striking at Kincaid’s chest with her
fists. He brushed her away, ran to the
*red corner. ”Hake that thing -disap-

pear!” - &
It disappeared. . B
“See?” - Kincaid said, trembling,

- “N-nothing to worry about.”

Elena stood in the red glow, point-
ing to her husband. “Kill him! Destroy °
him!”

Murchison knew it ‘'was a mlstake
The sciénce of the.vault could -do any-
thlng you demanded, but it didn’t con-.
cern itself with the methﬂd -Kincaid’s
dream-of power might have been one
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an ﬂld Martlan couldﬂunderstariil‘ Kln-
caid certainly had-not understdod -it,
and he'd tired of it soon enough. ’
Now the vault had been given” dn
order: destroy Kincaid. It could do’
that, but.no one had bothered to- 511p-
ulate how: Sn the room wnuld décide
for_itself.. g 2 E o G
Murchlsnn heard a rumblmg, lonked
up and ‘'saw -rock. dust sifting down
“from the ceiling. A crack appeared

spreading ommously The rnck grum- -

bled. -
A half-ton chunk deta{:hed itself and

fell: = -

Kincaid. screamed ﬂnte, hﬂrnbly,

-shielded himself futllely with' his

hands. Then the rock hit the floor

with a booming crash, and Kincaid was.

FANTASTIC ADVENTURES

formmg a:cairn for Elena

MURCHISON plunged toward the

stairs, ‘tripped ‘and fell. - When -
he got up- a fresh’. fall nf rock had:
sealed his path .to the exit. He. ﬂung

_himself about the room wildly. 55

The red corner—gone, - buried under

" a.dozen tons. of rock. The -same for .

_under_it, - » _
- Smaller stanes fell More ;cracks
opened in the ceiling.  The dust made
it. hard for Murchison to breathe
‘He took Elena by her arm, " cried:

“This whole plﬂﬁﬂ will ‘cavé in! We'l .- This 15 the tenth, and I~ am: dy-

have to make a run for those stairs!”
‘She pulled herself away - from him.
-~ “Pon’t. be foolish. All-I have to do is’

stand again in the red corner, and tell— -

=

. them to stop. See—"

She skirted the slab of rock which
was her hushand’s tombstome. ‘Dimly
through the clatter of rocks Murchison
was aware of her sobbing. Perhaps

at the very end, she realized what she

had done. Perhaps

He hardly had’time to thlnk The
first rock had started a fault in the
ceiling,- and once the thing_was-set in
motion it wouldn’t stop until the entire
vault was buried. Something slammed
against Murchison’s shoulder, stagger-
_ ing him. He fell, picked "himself up,
"~ saw that Elena had reached the red -
corner. A crack slit the ceiling over
“her head, and Murchisen tried to shout
a warning, tried to run at her across
‘the rock-strewn floor, .

He didn’t make it.

A score of boulders thundared down,

f‘l

the b]ue Murchm@n backed away ' as
the rocLs pelted _ down. - .

He crouched in ‘the yeilow corner,
and the metallic voice. came back sad-
ly this -time. g -

“It ‘never works, does it?-I’'m only a
robot: here .in these walls. And -I—I.

o oy

can .die. I will' die when the.rocks

finish their ‘bombing.” Ten vaults—ten
of these vaults-all over Mars, -built a.
million years ago to.gie the _people
~what nature had taken -froi them. s

“The people did not know how to
u. “-their gift.. Greed, av arice, trick-
éry——each had his own idea how to
use the power. Nine vaults are gone.

ing

Murchlscm hardly hea,rd over the
clatter of ‘stones. i

““You who have watched thls mght
you were not respon51ble You merely
watched, while others actéd foolishly.
For- you,.one more - wish. Anything
you want But JUSt one. I am weakl
weak . .

Thoughts flashed through Murchi-
son’s delirium. Riches? - Power? A final
dream to combine all the raptures “ob-
tainable through an unknown science?
He laughed insanely when ‘he remem-
bered the old- legends of Earth. Three
mshes or four, or ‘whatever number.”
But-in the end you had to bé content

‘with something simple, and it was ex-

actly as if the w1shes had . never emst—
ed..qs -

The Martians had not known -how
to use their power’ any more than the
men of Earth.,. '

“Better get me out of here,” Mur-
chison said wearily. “Put me in Canal
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-

That’s about all. .

'City.
HE STOOD on- the quay near the
< old canal, radiant’ _heat from
the artificial mdewa]ks pushing: -back
the cold of night. Pedple moved about
on all sides of him, gay, c_arefree peo-
ple, enjoying" mght life  in° Canal
City... T w
His memories were hazy HE’d ‘been
on the desert mth the chmds. Now

he was-back. The Kincaids—dead. He
- knew that, without knowing how. He’d
‘have -sonie explaining to do to the
authorities, but it would turn out all
right., He knew it would. And mean-
while he’d better stop into Kelly’s
Marsport Bar and have a few - stiff
shots. Something -told -him his mem-
ories might return, and then he’d need

those drinks.  : f
"~ THE EN’D

Clothes Stilt”
ooo?ﬂaﬁ.ﬂjﬁﬂwgman

VEN BACK in the early ‘Greek _days,

her wardrobe had always been a source .

of pleasure and problem to woman.. .
The early Greek woman, of murse, could
not charge her
She fashioned them herself on her loom.
The styles were very simple. The principal
garment—the ' ehiton—was dress length,
about six feet wide by eleven feet long.
There was no cutting and no wastage of
material. The Dorian chiton was made by
taking ‘the length of’ material and folding
it over about a quarter of its width. It
was. then arranged and fastened on the
shoulders by brooches, from which the ma-
terial fell into folds, The open side was not
gsewn up, but was secured by a girdle at the

waist, and the material pulled out and
pﬂuched over the glI'd]E -'

" “Where i3 my

gowns at Bonwit Teller’s. .

Early in the sixth century B. C., an expe-
dition whmh Athens had sent to ‘Aegina
met with disaster. Only ‘one survivor re-
.turned. The Dbereaved wives gathered
round - the lone returning “hero shouting,
husband?”, “How did he
die?”’, and striking him with the brooches
by which their gowns were fastened. The
man died of wounds received in. this
one-sided- battle. .

The Athenians were so hﬂI‘I‘lflEd thay
changed the style of their women’s dress
from the Dorian type, which required
‘brooches, to the Ionian linen tunie, which
was sewn. The Ionian chiton was more
like a dress. The width was about four
‘feet six inches, and the length twice the
span of the arms. The material was folded
and sewn, leaving holes for the head and
arms, and falling into folds. It was then
_girdled and pouched. Under the chiton the
"women may have worn a slip and perhaps
a broad belt to support the figure. At that,
it must have been more mmfurtable than
the “corset” era. E. Bruce Yaches

—_

HE KINGS of Cnossos were priéhta as
well as kings;.hence their palaces were

also temples. The shrine of the Great Moth-
er Goddess adjoining the throne room was
the Holy of HﬂhES. But opening out of the
same Side of the central court were two
small connecting ‘'rooms. In the center -of

““each of these- there was a pillar made of

four blocks, and each block was inscribed
with " the emblem of the Great Minoan God-
dess—the sign of the Labrys or Double-Ax

This~ emblem appeared oftener on the
palace walls than all other marks put to-
gether., It -was found on the walls, on,
blocks, on pottery, on seals, wher&ver it
was at all possible to get it on. In fact,
Arthur Evans dubbed the great gﬂddesa
“Lady of the Double-Ax”—in commemora-

tion of the popularity of her emblem,
Worship of the Divine Lady must have
been an important part of palace life. The
throne room was obviously designed for re-
ligious .use, and a large part of the west:
wing of the palace was filled with shrines.
But there is no doubt that the Minoan re-
ligion was not- a somber one, that its peo-.
‘ple did not worry about life after death.
Pleasure in living, beauty, comfort—indica-
tions of these fill the palace. Brilliant col-
ors were most often used; all the’ objeets,
even the practical ones, were beautiful,

~Even the king’s gameboard was a glorious

design of g'nld and silver, ivory and crystal.
There is no doubt that these were a
happy, dancing people, who probably wor-

Ehlppeﬂ gaiety as well as. the Mu’cher {}od-
@ss., :
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Shannon had to find his own
identity in this world . o

HE SIDEWALK stretched a labyrinth that for- Shannon had no
: away with an eerie desertion particular beginning and no particu-

and quiet under . the -street lar end. And in a horribly real sense
lamps, one segment of the concrete he was lost in it. | ’
labyrinth that was the sleeping city— He walked ‘'with his head down and

z. * ,
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‘his "'big ‘ha,ndé ‘thrust deep into ‘the
‘pockets of his trenchcoat, his teeth -

set hard ‘on the.stem of the unlighted
pipe between his lips. He felt rest-
less and driven, yet ‘without purpose,
somehow haunted.-A man goaded by
impulses he- could not explain, by
_urges he found baffling and unfathom-
-able. A man lost: A man frﬂm no-
where, going nowhere. }

His. mouth twisted wryly around
the pipestem. -That, he thought, was’

what - the "combined - effects of in-
r:'umma, fatlgue and- damp, early

morning air did to a man. Jt. madea_

him morbid—poetically morbid, which
probably was -even worse.
Things weren’t so bad, were. they?

He had a sort of identity, one com-
“pletely- satisfying to. those he knew:. -
An identity - which would have been-"

more than- satisfying to any other .

owner—anyone but himself, - Edward

Shannon....Not a bad name. People .
seemed tu hke it, seemed to like the
man it belonged to. So that- was all
right. And he ‘had a
. portant and well-paid job. Meyrick
and Brandt was an engineering firm

with money and, prestige~—and excel~
lent political connections. You had to

be good to work for Meyrick and
Brandt. You had to have training and
.ability, personality. and a certain kind

of strength: He had all that, it seemed.-

And he had nice friends, a nice apart-

~ment. He. had- thmgs to dﬂ and places:

to .go, if that was what he needed.
What more - could a man, want? -
‘Someone to come home to, maybe?

Someone to set out his pipe and slip-

pers and chatter to him .about the.’

small events of ‘the day, about ‘the -

price of - meat and the cute l‘dt in_the
window at Iield’s?

- There was that, yes. But—

What in hell d:d he want? -

The answer wasn’t here. It wasn’t

to be found on this deserted street,
not at two o’clock in the- morning, if

.nice job, an im-

quick,

ADVENT‘URES :
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ever. It wasn’t to be found at Meyrick
and Brandt, and it wasn’t to be found
at his | nice apartment. It wasn’t to be
found among his- circle of nice friends.
_He was certain of that; he- had- care-
“fully and subtly questmned them,

‘'The answer wasn’t to be. found.

“anywhere, 'it_ seemed. That was .the

hell of _it. A leng hel] Or a: Iwmg
lie?

Maybe he was nuts, ]ust plain nuts
The thought chilled hnn even though
this was not the first time it had oc-
curred. :

Maybe he was yearning after voices
to tell him things, the - things- he
- couldn’t find any other way. If he
yearned .hard enough, maybe he’d” bﬁ-
gin hearing them. -
~ His lips twitched with wan humor
the chill still gripping him. Voices;
yet.... Down at Meyrick and
Brandt‘ they didn’t like-engineers who
heard - voices—not unless they came
- from -a . f;pecml plpehne to Washing-

- fon.

~ Full- cycle, he. thuught Back where
we started from. Sadder, but no
wiser. A little more t1red but nof
much more sleepy.

He sighed. Get along hﬂme little
dogéy, "and stop- chasing your tail.
Home, and a couple-of straight slugs

~of Old Forester. That ought to work

the trick.- Alcohol on top of fatigue
ought to stop all -the wondering, all
the questions, all the doubt. Alcohol

“was the kéy to oblivion; a key he'd

- been using a little too- nften of -late,
Down. at Meyrick and Brandt. they
didn’t mind alcohol, not- much, not if
a man carried. it wel] A little alcohﬂl
1n fact, was expected.

Meyrxck and Brandt. He always
got back to Meyrick and Brandt. One

- of the fleas on the tail he chased.

_ Somewhere not - far away, he
heard a car door slam. There were
light footsteps, the kind of
footsteps a woman would make. -
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Sounds from. another world, heard

by ears that, didn’t seem to be his
own. Car doors had' a habit of slam-
‘ming. Women were often in a hurry.
Ma}rbe they were.in the habit of
being in a hurry. Thére were a lot of
pipes and slippers to fetch, a‘lot of
meat to buy, a lot of hats t¢ look at
in' a lot of windows besides Field’s.

IHHe saw the corner materialize
suddenly, as if it hadn’t been there
all a'ong_and his feet taking him to-

ward it. JFast. Faster than he had’
known he was moving, Grab that Old

Forester. Grab that tiger. tha_t
wasn’t quite: right, was it? )

The. corner, and his feet ‘took him
around it autnmancallv Why not? It
was his corner. It .was alsp a lot of
other penples ca?ner but at two
o’clock. in the morning with the street
deserted it was his corner. Why not?
Wasn’t possession nine points, of the
law? - . .

- No—it wasn’t his corner after all.
The girl wanted it,
badly. She had been moving  toward
it even faster than he was moving.

He heard her startled gasp,

~then he felt

. No,

and

what there was of it seemed expen-
sive. A high-grade 'soxt of perfume,
noticeable but not gia'rinrrly con5pic-
uous.

He staggered. She was a dead weight

" against him: "He -staggered a little.

more and turned and had the build-
ing against his side.- That steadied
him.. A well-constructed  building
always did. Whoa! ‘This' was no time
to go off hali-cocked. You -have a
worman on vour hands, Shannon: A
wvoman on whom men—or a certain
type’ of men—did not consider -ex-
pensive, -high-grade perfume a waste.

et’s be gallant, Meyrick and Brandt
not only expected that, too; they de-
manded it. |

too, wanted it

the softness of her:
against him and smelled he: perfume.’
There wasn’t too much perfume and,
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The girl was obviously well-con-
structed and certainly not as heavy as
the bulldmg He had the leverage and
certainly the strength. The rest- was
easy, Meyrick and~ Brandt damned
well should be proud of him.

He had his hands under her arms
and he set her back on her feet. No

—the "expensive, high grade perfume
.wasn’t

a waste. It wasn't- good
enough. There would be few things

good enough for this type of girl.

But what drained the breath.out of

~him ‘was her hair, that very special
.sort of blonde hair that goes with .the

best perfume. Her hair had slipped.
It had slipped badly. It was halfway
back on her head. He could see the
rounded expanse of white, gleaming
naked skin that curved up from her
forehead. |

She gasped agam more snftly, and
her -slender hands sparkled briefly
with rings and bracelets as they
flashed up to her exposed skull, Ex-

posed?. Betrayed. That was the word.

She evidently had seen his shock, the
direction of his gaze. She didn’t like -
being - exposed, didn’t like the dis-

.covery that she was. He didn’t, either

—oddly enough. She was too beauti-

ful. In her black evening dress and
ermine wrap she was too perfect. You

wanted always to-see her perfect. You
always wanted to see her—period. To
keep looking at her, never to let her
S v Y. B | .
Shannon swallowed = with effort.
The best perfume, the very best. He'd

-gladly buy it by the gallon, gladly..
.Gallons of it, oceans of it,

Damned fool,.-you damned fool.

-What makes you- think you'd ever get

the .chance? " Your -salary at Meyrick .
and Brandt was good, but not that
good: This girl didn’t know you, most"
likely wouldn’t want to know you.
She was just someone you ran into
around "a ‘corner once in a lifetime,
Once in" a ‘lifetime, and you’d never
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forget it, - though you’d--bétter start
forgetiing it -fast. Fast.” Look what
she did to you, damned fﬂ{)]

. He was hreathing hard and treni-
bling. He licked-at his lips and real-
ized distantly that his pipe was gone.
He was naked, . too, betrayed.- He
looked away. You didn’t watch

way she’d straighten a showing slip or
a cmuked stocking seam, It just wasn’t’
done.- It especially wasn’t --done by
anyone .from Meyrick and “Brandt.

Looking away wasn’t erough.  He,

wanted to.move. He had to move,

Theére ‘was ‘a straining and ‘a pushing -

inside him, urgent, insistent.
“Zell! Lell'” |

- A man’s vmce and a mana foot- .

a girl
straightening her lovely blonde\wig the

you,’
Jaughed

T 28 - ) '

chiming: “Never mind,  Les. I’ve . just

~~met an old frlend and he’ll see me
~ horme.” ' ‘

The bnyfrlend smpped short. He

‘saw the s girl, arid now he saw_Shan-

non. He stood Jooking, plamly star-
tIed and not willing to acc&pt what
he.saw. - - ~

“Zell, T HIS“ hands hfted inde-
cisively and fell .back against ~his
sides. “If you're sure yowll be ‘all

right. . : iy

"‘I’m as” safe as I would. be vnth
~Les,” the girl’ returned. Sht:-.
‘again. , “Maybe safer..
'Night, Les. Thanks for’ everythin};.” ‘
Shannon felt a tug on his arm and
“heard her voice close” beside him,

- pitched more softly. “Do you:mind?”"

‘steps. Shannon_became aware that he. . -.“No,” ‘he said.. “No.” ‘He ‘' wanted -

had been hearing footsteps for a
second or two, There had been even -
the sound of _a car door s*]ammmg
-He was back down to. earth, now.
Heaven was’ far away—or only -as far
as -it fook to turn your-head and look
once more at the angel who was ad-
justing her blonde wig.

- He du:lnt do that.” He dld
seemed - the second best thmg and.
peered around the mrner

The boyfriend was tall; husky, hat-
less and. wore evening clothes. His
face was momentarily shadowed, but
_it would be a’face that went with a

man of distinction. It° would go with.

- thick, saftly wavihg gray hair., _ -

- 7ol Wait—please! Let me apﬂlﬂ' |

gizé?? A cultured voice, as cultured

. and hurried- as the black ‘patent eve--
ning shoes that gleamed in short,-swift
-arcs -along -the-sidewalk. But.not too

cultured, maybe. Not so.cultured that
a girl didn’t have to run.

‘Shannon felt soft movenient. against
him and smelled. the perfuine .again.

She was looking around the corner,

.too. She had adjusted her wig; .and
now she was ready for business.
She laughed, a brief, -clear- silvery

-

what - -

. to -make it emphatic, but there were
“no other words he could. find just
‘then, and bhe repeated the only one
he- had in a frantic effort.-to make, hlS
willingness absnlutely clear. 8
“We’ll go this way,” she said. “Pmd

‘thanks ever so much.”.

. “It’s all right. Glad tu W, -, .
They started back ‘in the. dlrectlon
frum ‘which Shannﬂn had come.

__THLY REACHEij' the mlﬂﬂ]e oi

the block, walking hard in arm
like old frlengls She was .silent. She
would be occupied with the -thought
of escape. Al he could think -of ~was

-the light pressure of her. fingers in’
"" the crook.of his efbow"and" the smooth
~ease of her. stride in the “high-heeled
. evening, shppers Once in a lifetime,

and all it cost was a pipe. No gallons
of - perfume, but if  there was a
chance.. . | |
‘—He felt a change in her movements.
She turned and was looking back
over. -one shoulder. He lovked, too,
and saw the boyfriend standing on. the

corner, one hand lifted to scratch the
back of his thick, gently waving gray

hair. A puzzled man, an unhappy
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man; Imayhe‘ a cheated man. What did

it matter? He could always drown

himself in his perfume.

Their heads swung back, then, and"

their. glances met. She looked at him
keenly, .as
for the first time. They were passing
a lamp, and he saw the sw1ft impish
curving of her red lips. .

“I hope tlns isn’t too much of an

inconvenience.’ ﬂ
“No,” he sald.*"‘l wish
happen to me more often.”
‘“That’s nice.” Her smile seemed to
soften as the impishness Jleft it.
“You’re nice, too. Sometimes, a girl
.. Well, it was one of those things.

it would

-I needed badly to adopt a friend.”

e

_Her- features and her skiu

“Yes,” Shannon said.

“You just happened to be on hand. .

You really don’t mind, do. you?”
" “Gallons of perfume Shannon be-
gan, and broke off, guilty and dis-

mayed. He senséd. her uestioning *
look. s

“A...a sort of pun,”’-he explained
lamely. “This wouldn’t be the right
time for it.”

They reached the end of the block
in silence and turned the corner. The
lights were brighter here, -there were
moving cars and the show wmduws
glowed.

“You wouldn’t care to tell me your
n.=.|rru::-j As an adopted friend?”

"She was 100! zing up at him. Her
eyes were green, or maybe blue. He
couldn’t tell,
vivid shade that was one or the other.
were as
perfect as they had. to be to go with
the rest of her. They made him think
“of a pearl. They had the petfection of

a pearl, and the whiteness and ‘the
soft, vital underlying .color.- Her
face, he thought, was a jewel in a

golden nest. He said, “I haven’t been

trying to 'kee;) iny name secret. It’s .

who adopt me.” -

‘though really seeing. him .

but they were some

‘wanted to see her " again,
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. “Mine.is Zelda Jardine.” Her deli-
cately arching brows. lifted. “Does
that explain the wige” 4
~ “Why,” he said, faltering, “I:
haven't—" . ,
“Zelda Jardine,” she said. “And
High in the Blue. I make three
changes of wigs for my different
numbers—blonde, brunette, redhead.”
She . grinned ‘with an ec:ho of her
earlier impishness. “It’s refreshing to
meet someone who isn’t connected
with show business, who doesn’t know
show peuple—ﬂr who doesn’t’ prey on

show people.” 1
“Ive heard of High in the Bluﬂ,

‘and I should have connected you.with

it. Guess I haven’t been keepmg up-
with things lately.”

“Somebody’s been missir.g some-
thing, and I don’t mean the show I’'m
in. Though it’s drawing the cash
customeérs very nicely, thank you.”

They talked more easily now. He
could have. kept talking and waleg
until dawn, but their steps ute up the
distance around the block and back
"toward the approximate point from
which she had fled the gray-halred
man’s car. ,

Shé stopped befﬂre the entrange. tﬂ
a talleelegantly modernistic apartment
hotel. “Home,” - she said. ‘“Safe "and
sound. Thanks ever so much.” Her.
voice was soft, her vwld eves sudden-
ly. grave. .

“I enjoyed bemﬂ' ~adopted,” Shan-
non- said.” He hesitated. “Well..

- good-night.”

What else could hé sav" That he’
that he
wanted to talk to her—that there
were questions she might be able. to
answer? - |

r

He cuuld so easily be wrong. . She
might so. easﬂy not know the answers.:
And if he were wrong, it would be an-
other case of East being East and
West being ‘West and the twain never
. meeting. It would be a case of moving
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'm dlfferent warlds +No, pot - dlfferent x Wel] Shannon? Feel better? That
“The same world. But—~' } ~give you a hold on solld earth?

‘He needed time. The picce of a A little. Not ‘much. |
puzz."e had been dropped in ‘his lap, . - He went" into. the- bedroom. He
and -he had to see where it fitted—if str:pped .off- hlS tweed _]EI.CkEt his tie
if wasn’t  just an . illusion,” s_ﬂmf:thmg .and his shirt. He stood ‘in front of the.-
he thought ' was -there, . but - which .full:length mirror in -the closet door
would be -gone when he looked" again. .- - and looked, at himself; self-conscious
He " needed . time. He needed those _with having known all' along that he
slugs  of Old Forester. He needed to was going to-do this. Then he reached
sit 'down and get hold of his thoughts p and pried 'careflilly ‘with his finger-

- and keep. {hem from gmng mund and. nails, carefully along his-forehead a.nd

‘round. : temples and- the back of _his neck.
Ie had, after all, been adopted just ©  He removed his: cnsp-—curhng brown
for a wa:k around .the block. Better wig. ; -
let it ‘go at that.- For a whlle anyway. - The skin of hu: head was pale and
Later, maybe— . ‘utterly smooth, of. course. It had been
Whoa, Shannon! Easy, bny‘ - .. . smooth and barren of hair for. as long

She seemed to be hesitating, too. .as he c'ﬂuld"_'rEmen'lber_. And how long
Her ‘lovely” eyes were watching” him: ; was that?. About two years. Yes, just
They seemed: to sense ‘his “decision,- about two  years: Before that there

h's withdrawal from _ her: Th_eyﬁ was only—blankness, emptiness, a
d;mped o L -* void, That was the thmg that kept
© “Cood-night.” | . " .. -~ throwing him. As far -as he knew, he

“He watched. -as. 5]1& ertered the had been alive only nfnr about twu
building and: moved out of sight. The years.

lanp~l:l darhness seemed _suddenly IIa1rlessne-a was not -unusual.
cmd and_empty. - - | - Many people were. anairless. Any
: - " “number of ‘things-could cuuse it—a
E[AN_NON took off his~ hat and- horméne lack, ‘glandular unbalance,
«trenchcoat and put them away in . illness, disease, shock. ‘But in his
{he hall closet. ‘Still frowning in. case. = W w®
.puzzled thought, he started for the He was {hfferent He didn’t know
- kitchenette. The apartment. had- two exactly how, but .he was certain .he
and “a_half rooms, large, attractive _was dlfferent DEEp, deep down, he
rooms ‘in_a large, attractive building. was certain. |
A bwldu}g on the same street as .the . He didn’t belong. He had an ldEﬂ-—
‘one where the girl in the blonde wig -tity of -a sort. He had a name—Ed-
lived, each separated -from the other ward Shanrion. But what’s in a name?
by little more than a block. of “total A name is a label, a tag, 1t doesn’t
distauce and an -intersecting boule- ~explain what™ it is applied’ to. The

vard. | : word “book™ doesn’t explain any
Convenient, ‘Shannon thmlght Pro-~ particular book. Even “fiction book”

- . vided, of course. 1s vague and -uninformative.-
From a hullt-m mbmet he tnnk the In- short, he didn’t ‘know who- he

bottle of OId Forester and a - jigger  -actually was—or what. There seemed
glass. He took the first drink straight, no physically satisfying niche or
gulping a little at the burn of it down pigeonhole in which he “could place
his throat. The second drink he fol- himself. He "existed in- the world but
lowed with half a tumbler-of Water. ~ wasn’t part of it. How did that poem
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go? That poem...
“...a Stranger...in
never made.” s

Yes, that, was it, A stranger. A
world 1 never made.
‘But perhaps that - wasnt quite

J'lght Down at Meyrick and Brandt-‘-
‘he was helpmg to remake the world.-.

And .-how long—exactly how long—

had -he been at Meyrick and Brandt?”

The- skin on Her head had been
completely smooth, too, gleamingly,

femininely smooth. No fuzz, no sug-

gestion of stubble, no_hint of . five
o’clock shadow. Nothing. That didn’t
have to be -unusual. Her role in. High
_in the Blue required three changes of
wigs. She could have her head shaved
daily, which would be rather drastm

She could even take depllat{}ry
treatménts, which would be even

more drastic. A- woman values her
“hair,-even if only in a boyish -bob. A
woman’s hair is her crowning glory..

Zelda Jardine could be different,

too. Zelda Jardine..

- How did you find out whether a
girl actually was different?  You
started in by colliding with her at a
street corner. Early in the morning,

if possible, and.with a boyfriend in

-full chase. But after that?

Did you.visit her and doff. yﬂur_

wig and say, ‘“Beg your-pardon, Miss

‘Jardiné, but I've got a hunch I'm -
supernormal, I
don’t know which. Because of ‘this.

different. Sub. or

wig, here, see? And I think you’re
different,

-be if we put our baré or bewigged
heads together, maybe we can f:gure
. what. this is all about. If anything.”
No, you .didn’t do.-that, did you?

What did you do? Did_you go quietly
_back to your- job -at, Meyrick and-_
‘Brandt? Did you keep wondering and
the streets
when you  should- be sleeping? Did.

‘doubting - and walking

you keep grasping at the shadows

in -your.

a world I seemed - to have so much to tell,

too: Because. you wear a -
wig, too, see? Three of them. So may-"

mind, the *shadows that
that were .so tantalizing, so. elusive?
Or did you have ‘another  couple -of
slugs of. Old Foréster and go to bed
and try to dream of the angel from
Hﬁgk in the Blue who made three
changes of wigs?

Yes, I suppose you did nﬂthmg

-more than that.

HANNON : was in 'hi‘s_ office at
Meyrick and- Brandt at .the usual

‘time. He filled: and lighted his pipe
-and read his mail,
.one of a row of filing cabinets and-
‘took out a-sheaf of papers. He went
_ to the drafting department and spoke

Then he unlocked

to several men in succession, -He re-
turned to his office with a thick roll
of blue prints, which he spread out
and tacked down” on a -large. tilted
table opposite his desk, Filling and
lighting his pipe again, he lost him-

.self in a maze* of details.

The door opened, and Lester J.
Brandt III put his head in the room.
His title of vice president was’ en-
graved in-bronze behind his words. “I
want to see you in my office, Shan-

non. Right away.”. 8

“Sure,”. Shannnn said, and started
to. we:ght down. ‘his papers before
leaving -his office. .-

Lester J. Brandt III had put away
his hat and his .topcoat-and was wait-
ing behind his king-sized mahogany
desk. His thick, gently waving gray
hair .was brushed carefully, He held a
silver letter opener, and with this

-daintily pushed ‘back :and forth the
- pipe that ]ay on- the tonled leather

desktnp ‘. .
W/Inrmng,” Shannnn said, -
"Brandt nodded. Behind hlS desk
now, his title was Engraved in steel-—~
cold steel
“This is your pipe I beheve Shan-
non?’”’
- #Yes” Shannon said. “Thanks "
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Brandt leaned back in his luxurious
chair ~watching as Shannon' picked up
the pipe. His light blue eyes were' as
icy and hard as his voice, “T didn’t
know you were acquainted - with Zell
Jardine, Shannon.”

“I never saw her befﬂre last night
—at .least, not in person.”

«But she said something about your
being an_old friend.”

Shannon \lifted one shoulder. “That
was -just something she said. T
happened to be handy. She adopted
me.’

Brandts full lips overlapped in
thought, -and his thoughts left him
dissatisfied. “Frankly,
seems. . .well,
cidence, your being at that particular
-place, at that particular time.”

“I ‘happen to live in the nmghbﬁr-
,hc}nd I take a walk .almost every
night, often quite late at night, and
_often ~ along the . street- where Miss
Jardine lives. I live on the same

street.” Shannon had to speak slowly.
Other thoughts kept .crowding up in. -
to detour

his' mind,, and he had
around them e

- “Didn’t you recognize me?” Brandt
demanded, -as if the mere fact of his
identity should have been of crucial
importance. “I thought ‘I knew who
you were. I was positive, when I saw
your pipe lying on the sidewalk.”

Easy, Shannon, Easy. ]ust keep de-'

—touring.
He said, "’I thought you looked
- familiar, but -many men logk. alike at
night’and from- a distance. Many men
call out in much. the same tone of

voice. T wasn’t certain, and I didn’t

have time to find out.”

.Hell with- detouring, " he thﬂught'

suddenly A man had his pride.

He ]eaned forward a -little under

the "pressure- of a violent inner wind.
“I don’t get this. I don’t.see any

‘reason for a third degree. I don’t see

- any reason for getting called out on

~ have a de&p
Anterest in Miss ]ardine. I guess I

Shannon, it’
it seems quite a coin- -

the carpet. Miss Jardine got home

“safely. What happened had no con-

nection with business? It didn’t cost
the: company any money. It. doesn’t

‘put «me under “any particular pro-
, fessional obligation to explain what I
- da outside office hours.”

. Brandt’s eyes had “fallen and. h15

_ face was._ slightly flushed. He shifted
* In his chair, his expression mirroring

a .conflict between outrage and concil-
1ation: He muttered finally: “I sup-
pose "I shuuld apologize, Shannon. I
.well, a dEEp emotional

let it get the better of me. I hope
you’ll overlook the matter.”

Shannon nodded. There had been
no definite apology, but he wanted
none. He was satisfied with a, temper-

+ ary truce.

In a more smoothly affable tone,
Brandt went on, “We’ll ‘forget the
whole affair then _Thanks, Shannon.
And by the way, this is entirely be-
tween you and me, of course.”
~1Of “-coltrse” Shannom said. His
eyes rested on Brandt’s carefully
brushed gray hair for a moment be-
fore he turned away. The thought had
struck him suddenly That carefully.
brushed gray ha,lr Rea]—or a
wig?

- If Zelda ]ardme actua]ly were 11Le
himself, then there would be others.
How many nlthers'r" Were they people

‘he knew?

., Back in his office, Shannon sat

.~ down-and unclenched his fingers from

their aching grip on -the pipe. He saw
that the bowl had been split in the
fall. In a sudden upsurge of the anger
he had been fighting down, he hurled
the: pipe into. his wastebashet It had

" no value to him anymore. It had been

contaminated. -

His* whole cunce;::tmn of Meyrick
and Brandt had been contaminated,
too. A short time previously he would
have considered it sheer heresy—but
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now he felt that something smelled
bad about ‘xleyrmk and Brandt.

HE COULD see the apmtment
+ = hotel’s’ brrghtly illuminated. en-
trance from where he stooc between
two buildings -on the opposite side of
the .street. lee a candleflame, he
thought- And he was a moth, beatmg
his wings around it. 4

Why risk it
leave well- enough alone?

- Well enough... : \

What was that? Was it the hell he
‘had been living? Was it being_ unable.

to” sleep  at night- and walking the

streets, driven, always’ driven, by the -
questions he needed so badly to have
answered? Was it -skulking around
- like this, like a bashful kid with a
crush, hoping for a glimpse of her?

He had seen her twice in the past
several days—always at a distance.
Once he had seen her in High in, the
" Blue. The ticket, purchased from a
- scalper, had cost plenty. But it had
been worth it. The show had been
good and had left him with no doubt
that she was the reason. .

‘The other time he had seen her
being escorted into an expensive car
by a man in impeccable evening
clothes. A stranger. She would know
a lot of men. They would hover about
her like-moths, too. e

‘But tﬂmght she was alﬂne——alﬂne
and-at home. Temporarily, of course.
Yet, there would be enough:-time for
him to see her while she was still
alone, still at home.”  He had only to

cross the street and walk into the:

building. She would see him. He was
certain -she would see. him.
~ -But once they stood face to face,
what would he say? How. would hﬁ
begin? If he were _wrong, she would
think ‘him crazy. She would refuse to
ever see him again. And his’ prwate,
-individual he]l would be all the woise.
-He ddn ~ know. .He was just

" could be wrong about her,

Shannon? Why . nc.st'

Jonger.

guessing. That was ‘the trouble. He
‘wrong
about himsalf wrong about every-
thmg |

On the ﬂﬂ'lEI‘ hand——he rrught be
right -after -all: .She .might-actually be
different—just hke he .was. And she
might be just as puzzled and lost as
he was. -

. Babes. in the waﬂds And as hair-
less as babes.

But he wouldn’t be alone ‘any more.
- It would be wanderful not to be
alone any more.. = - -

What to do; Shannon? Make up

your mind—if you have one. You
.can’t stay here all night, -Someone’s
going- to’ spot” you and call the cops.
-Cops can ask a lot ﬂf emparrassing
questions.
- He was on a giant clock pendulum,
swinging back and forth in great,
dizzy arcs.. Tick, tock. The seconds
were years. Centuries weré passing.

Make up your mind, Shannon,
 Tick, Tock. Back, forth Yes no.
Gﬂ in, stay out. - -

Make up your mind, Shannon.

He was sweating. He could feel the
moisture on his face, under his arms.
He- could feel the bite of his finger-
-nails in the-palms of his hands.

It meant so much, “so ~ damned-
much. Could she pnsmb]y understand?

There was such a terrible risk that

- she wouldn’t. Too much of a risk.

Go home, Shannon. Wait a little
You've waited this . long.
What’s a few more million years?

He was on the ‘sidewalk, moving
blindly, drunkenly. People passed him.

in a fog, wraiths. from another world.

He heard ‘laughter, receding and dy-
ing away, Ilke a -train whlstle in the
night. |

That’s it, Shannon. Go hﬂme

Only he wasn’t going home. He
was crossing the street, walking to-
ward the candle flame. | |

There was & glass door and then
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a stretch of tastefully modernistic

lobby. There was a curved counter of

‘bleached wood with letter racks in
the wall behind it. ‘Then there was a
small, prim man across the counter,
popping up from nowhere with the
suddenness of a chlld’a' jack-in-the-
box: = = e B .

“Yes, sir?” - .

“Zelda Jardine. I...I'd like tc} see
her ”n

“Who shall I say 1is calhng?” The-

desk clerk’s expressmn became a lhttle
more prim, as if he reserved the right

to - disapprove of Zelda Jardme S

visitors. .
- “Shannon. She’ll remember me.”

SI—IE WOULD see him. Apt. 609.

' An elevator took Shannon .up.
He. pressed the button beside the
door and took a deep breath* and

wiped his ‘damp palm®against. the side

of his trenchcoat. He heard light foot-
steps. The door opened as dramatically
.as_ a - stage curtaln ‘'swinging aside.

Only ‘he was 'the one on the stage, -

with the spotlight glarmg down on
him and his lines forgotten.

She wore a red hostess gown—and

:her blonde wig. She looked more than -

ever .like an angel, and her smile was
as gond as a halo.
“This 1s quite a surprise.”
Incredibly, she seemed glad to see
‘him. Genuinely glad. She looked" as
"if she had been waiting a long time
for him and had fihally given up. hope
and then he had.appeared. Her voice
lilted: Her vivid eyes shone.

It would be tough to dlsappuint'her.
. He said, “I thought, I'd drop in for
" a minute or so. If you're too busy...”

That was it. That would give him
an out, keep him from getting burned.

‘This was all a mistake. He shouldn’t
be here. He should be home, with his
" shoes off and his pipe going. and the
bottle of Old Forester within reach.

He should be where -he could . just
think of the questions in his mind, not
where -the temptation to asL them

- would be too strong to resist.

Those wild, fnﬂhtemng, dangemus

questmns

Beat it, Shannon. Scram - while you
have a chance. Tell her you suddenly
remembered your wife and -six kids.

) TE.“ hEl_" 1l 2"

She ‘had his hat and coat. She was
saying something about-not having ex-
pected to see him again. Then he was
following her down a short hall and
into a bright expanse of living room..
She said something about.drinks, and

- he heard a- voicé answer. It was haunt—

ingly familiar, like the voices heard
on warm summer nights.

He saw draw draperies in front of.
him and an- oversize sofa flanked by

‘tall table lamps. He sat down. He
-stood up again. He_felt for his pipe,
~found it, then saw’ the cigarettes on

the cacktaﬂ table at his feet. He lit' a
cigarette and stared for a moment at
the lighter flame.

Burn, moth! Burn, foolish, blunder--
ing rr*.u:thht

She was back. I—Ie tool-. the culd

glass she handed him and watched as
-she sat down on the sofa. Her, eyes

were grave, as-if she had sensed his

,tensu}n

- She said slnwly, in the silence, “I

,hnpe that what happened hasn’t been

troubling you.”
- “I'm afraid it has,” “he said..
Her eyes widened a little. “Why
.I'm sorry. If I had known—"
”Lnuk ” He put his glass on the
cocktail table and- dropped  down - be-
side her, He kneaded his hands to-.

gether and watched them, . as if their
- motions -expressed what he wanted to

say. “Look. It. wasn’t exattly what
happened—I mean, not in general. It
was one. partlcular thmg, a thing I
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havent been able to get out of ‘my
mind. . '
- “I'm prebebly wrengmeempletely
wrong. Maybe I'm crazy. I don't

know. But_ I've got to find out. i -

means a. lot ‘to me. If I'm crazy—if
I'm wrong—just tell me and I'll go.
I won't bother you again.” .

'She moved her golden heed ‘the .

fa,mtest bit, her lower. lip held between
her ‘teeth.

“It was your wig,” he went on des-
perately,l “I had to know why you

wear a wig. I know about -the show.

you're in. I saw it a few days ago. It’s
a_swell show. But your wearing a wig

— Look. Do you have -to wear one all
the timeR I mean, ma,ybe there s some-

thing wrong. . -

“That’s rether a delicate question,
Mr. Shannon.” She was looking down
into her glass, avoiding him.

“I know,”. he muttered. “I know. It
took me this long fo. get .around to
asking ‘it. But it’s important to me.
Terribly important. Look, Miss Jar-
dine.” Let’s try this another way. Do

you ever have the feehng that you're

.different? That you’re lost, and
there are things 'you want to knew?
That your whole life—" '

She stood up. She half turned from

him, silent- and cold.:
”AH rlght o he sa,ld

‘Pm sorry.” :

_ He was startmcr past her when he

“I’ll go. I i

instant. Her eyes were swimming in

wetness. Then she moved. Or it was. -
he that moved. It-was somehow inex-.

plicable, somehow inevitable. There

was motion and she was in his arms-
and time hung su5pended in the chasm._

of eternity.

- They were still r-=tru.ndmg,, close te—
gether, when the telePhene rang. .

She. whispered, - “Wait. Whoever it

is, T'll .just sa.y-_—” She hurried to a -

desk across the reem lzfted the re-

ceiver of the telephone that stood on

. it. “Yes?... No, I can’t see him now.
Tell him...tell him I'm not well.”
A pause. Shanhon could: sée her

frowning. The man downstairs evi-
dently was determmed not to be put
off. —~ _—

 “I just can’t see him now!” she

went on. “Some other time, please. ..
 Then tell him I don’t want to see him.

Not now—not even next year.”
It didn’t work. -He could sée that
as she -replaced the receiver 'and

~turned back to him.

“It was Les—Lester Brandt I—Ies
coming up here.” She darted forward.
“He...he .called me up that night
He seemed to know you.” ’

:“We-work for the same engineer-
ing outfit,” Sharinon said. ”Only he’s
the vicepresident.”

She caught at hls arms. “The bed-
room. You can wait in the bedroom.”

His face. tightened. “Brandt hasn’t
got anything tha,t makes me want to
hide.,” - : .

- “1 'want it that way. I want you to
wait.” '

“All right.” .

She swooped and was heldmg out
hls, glass. “Take this with you”
- Shannon was closing .the bedroom

Z.deer behind him when he heard the

bell ring. .The glass burned his hand.
He wanted to throw it. He wanted to

felt her fingers on his arm, He stopped throw it fast. and .hard.

and stared at her for a strange, numb -

‘He stood beside the door ‘and fe!t
the_siew sullen heat "of his -face.

Brandt again.. Vice president. You
couldn’t miss it. Lester J. Brandt III

took pains to see that you didn’t miss

it. Even after business hours.

Nobody missed it.- Net even ZeIda
Jardine .was -immune.

He stood there and tried not to hs- "
ten. He could hear them' talking blur-
rily .beyond the deer

‘Keep out of it, Shannon, ’I‘hat part
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of it doesn’ interest .you. All you
want is information. /

No—that wasn’t all you wanted"

You wanted Zelda Jardine; too. You
wanted ‘to eat your cake and have it._
You had held her in your arms and
it was something you would never for-
get.. It was something you wanted
never to be without.

But she didn’t knn;.r'anything. Or :
She hadn’t committed

wouldn’t tell
 herself. She.might be -diiferent. And
might not. But if she weren’t, why

had she stopped him? Why had she

i,

told him to. wait? - -~

It didn’t make sense. Nuthmg made
-sense. But the tight, writhing, white-
_hot ball of anger inside him—he un-
derstood -that. |

yourself, boy. -
- He looked at the glass in his hand.

He lifted it abruptly and drained it.

~A drop of water .on.a forest fire.

There . was a chest nearby He
placed the glass on it, walking softly.
He wanted to keep walking. He want-
ed to ‘do something—something vio-
lent. He had the sensatmn of being
caged, ‘held impotent.

The vmces beyund the door. Don’t
listen. - : \

. But he was listening. The voices
were suddenly louder. Then Zelda’s
rose sharply en a note of protest and
pain.’ |

That’s for you, Shannon

He had the bedroom door open in
a flash and crossed the living room
with long,.hungry strides.

Brandt and Zelda stood near one

end of the sofa. He was gripping her

back,
swiftly and harshly. She was strug-

gling to break free. Her gown had -

opened to her waist, and her hair
shimmered like a golden stream with
her writhing movements. -

Brandt remamed unaware of Shan-
non’s presence until Shannon reached
him and whirled him around. For an
instant of stunned recognition, Brandt
stared. Then Shannon’s fist made a
meaty sound against his face, and he

~staggered back against the sofa, fell
~Spra.wlmg to the cushions. -

Go to it, Shannon. Yoirve ‘been
wanting to do this for a long time. You
have nothing to lose now. Your job is

‘gone, finished, done with.. You might

as well forget - you.ever worked for
Meyrick and Brandt. |

The Brandt part was dazed, but not
out, Shannon caught him by the coat
front, pulled him forward, knocked
him back again. He was reaching for

_ ~ the coat front once more when he felt
Keep out of it, Shannon. Hold onto

Zelda’s fingers on his arm. "

”Nn'” she said.: “Please. .That’s

_ enough )) o @ -

He looked at her thrnugh a clear-
ing reddish haze. “The rat! Did he
hurt you?”

“It’s all right now. Let h1m be.”

His eyes sharpened on Brandt_ A

- thought that had been nagging at the

back of his mind now shouldered its

‘way forward into- 1mmed1ate _conscious-

ness.
Go - ahead, Shannon. You’ll never
get-another chance like this: 5= g
He bent over Brandt. The man was

- limp, unrésisting, his eyes closed. He

felt carefully along the hairline with
his- fingertips, then in sudden excite-
ment was using his thumbnails to pry

. The thick, gently waving gray wig

was held on by an adhesive under-

coating. Shannon ‘peeled it entirely

~away, stood looking at it with a numb,
shoulders and had her bent partly -

shaking her a little, speaking

incredulous feeling of triumph.
Brandt too? How many more were

there? -

And just what did this mean? There

had to be a meaning, something tre-

mendous, something awesome and im-

portant, |
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. Zelda was watching him, silent and
motionless, frozen one hand at ‘her
throat. - ‘
What did she know? How dzd she
it n? .

How do ynu ht in, Shannon?

Silence. A curious. umelessgegsi The -

~atmosphere of the room was unreal,

nightmarishly crystalline. He and Zel-

“da and Brandt were bugs embedded in
transparent plastic,” immobile, wvoice-
 less. They were motes held by a
charged straining tension.

His fmgers Moved over- the wig,
It felt odd somehow,
his own. He realized then that the

scalp had’ an extremely fine metal-

- mesh worked. into it. Fine wires ran
from -this, losing themselves indistin-

guishably amid the sttands of gray .

hair.

The next step should be obvious,
Shannon. Don’t be modest. This is-no
time to be modest. .7 |

He reached up. He removed his wig.
In its. place he fitted the one he had
taken from Brandt. .

He stiffened. For as the wig molded
to- his-skull, he heard—voices. Sound-
less voices. In -his mind. They were
almost like thoughts of his- own, but
thoughts he couldn’t’ bring -to~ fncus
vague and ﬂeetmg 5 ;

. .to Washington ye.s:terday 17~
tenmi nnai ..‘.‘hfn’&a‘:*ﬂﬂ ..general rise in
Stocks. . '

Then, verjr clearly:
contact?” Pm coming in. .

That faded. : The -voices were vague
and fleeting again. ‘

“ - .more atomic
. goverpment control. . .in the- hands of
Our. 'g:«*ﬂzfp have to end this inter-
fcrame ’ : B

~ And then suddenly sharp and
. Strong: “W kat’.g this? There)s an out-
sider- in the circuit somewhere!”

He had a vivid impression of .iden-
-tity, ‘ore. unfamiliar to hin: He real-

“...are you in
:'-‘?

‘different from _

_happened?"

laboratoriés. .-

ized his own identity had been sensed
in a similar fa=hmn and recognized as

strange. :
" Qutsider. That was hlmself Shan-
- non—outsider. :

He hesitated, aware of danger, yet
gripped by the fascmatmn of what he

“ was experiencing.

That other identity in the mental
void was sending out an alarm, an
almost purely emotional current that
spread like ripples over a pool.

”fVatck out, everyone! There’s an
outsider in the circuit! Be.on guard!”

Other, muted .voices rose in echo.

“ ..someone Zi&tefzi;zg . . . not of
our group. . must *have gutteﬂ. hold ﬂf

a receilver .

Suddenly, thundemus]y “Blank kzm
out! Quick!”

The threat was ‘somehow unmistak-

~able. It spoke of action, immediate
‘and violent. R
End of the line, Shannon. The

party’s over. .And you’d better -be
damned fast.

He tore the wig off and threw it

-away from him. He watched it and

felt the heavy, bellﬂws like rhythm of
his heart. -
Blank him out. In some way it had

an overpowering significance. In some
~way it had a vital meaning for him.

- In what way; Shannon? Do you
really know? Or is your imagination
just working- overtime because of what

No, there” were memories. Deep
down and:-far away, there were memo-
ries, meshmg slowly and clumsﬂy, like
gears -rusty from long disuse.

. Blank him out. That was what had
happened to him, of course. He knew-
that now. He had been blanked- out.

Sumethmg had been done to Hhim—
a sort of mental short-circuiting—and
the knnwledge of his existence up to
a point two yea.rs ago had been almost

completely erased ! |
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\
. Hé had ‘been ‘'made .to forget. He
had forgotten why he was different,
why he wore a wig. He had forgotten
there. were others like himself, had

forgotten his relationships with. them.

There was a thoroughness about it,
a magmtude that chilled him to the
last warm fibre of being.

- So “that’s it, Shannon.
‘blanked -out. You
more. And now— . :

Now there was Zelda watching him,
still motionless and frozen, her hand
~still at her throat. There was Brandt
..on the sofa, still limp’ and - sprawled.

You were
krnow that much

And there was the gray wig on the

floor—burning.”
It had happened very- suddenly The
flames had appeared like light at’ the

pressing of a switch. And as he moved

- in almost instinctive . response, - he

thought of the metal mesh worked into.
the wig, of the fine metal wires thread-

mg_-thrnuah the hair. Metal—and met-
al can be made very hot..

He kept kicking it until he found the
bathroom,
“blaze burn-itself out on the tiles. He
felt a. little sick. This blanking -out
‘process was a drastic thing, a fright-
- ening thing. %

The gears meshed again. There was
a kind of blast—a queer,-inward blast

—and then you felt- the heat, You

tore your wig away, and you watched

it burn.” And you wondered as you

watched. You wondered a little as a
- child would wonder., Because you no
longer remembered how or why or
who. There. were so many things you
no longer remembered. . |

You were blanked out. You were
excluded—marooned. But you still re-
membered certain fundamental things.

You still went about the business of

living and making a living. You still
knew the motions. The only real dif-
ference was that certain doors had

and there he watched the

‘been closed on you. You were locked
".'nut left in_the cold.

- He found Zelda before h1m and felt‘

‘her urgency in the grip of her hands.

Her face was drawn and pale.

“We have to leave,” she said. “We
can’t stay here now.”
“But why?” he asked. “What is

this all about?”.
“Brandt’s gr{:\Up will - check their

~ circuit. They’ll-find him missing, and
“they’ll trace him here. They have ways

of doing that.” She

shook h1m.

- “Qumk’ We have so- little time.”

He nodded and followed her -as she
hurried back into the living room. His
understanding of the situation wasn’t
much clearer, but her very anxiety
told him all he needed to know just
then. . I

She gestured at Brandt 5ti11 lim_p
and sprawled. “We'll take him with
us. There’s a fire escape at the end
of the hall, and you can get him out

| - . of the building that way without be-
- He kicked the wig over the _rug. ..

ing seen. I’ll take his .car keys, then

get“the car and pick you up.”

© “All right,” he said. He felt an
eagerness, a kind of vibrant rekindling,
as if he had just started living again
after a long interruption.

(CARRYING Brandt’s inert weight

down the fire escape proved dif-
ficult, but he managed it without dis-
covery. He lowered. his burden to the

ground with a sense of relief, and in

the darkness of the alley settled down
to wait. He wore his hat”and trench-
coat. - Brandt’s. own hat had been

-jammed tightly on the man’s head and

the charred remains of the gray -wig

stuffed into one -of his pockets as an

afterthought by Zelda.

So far so good, Shannon. Or was it
good? Was he doing what ‘was right?
He knew nothing of Zelda yet He
didn’t know how she fitted in: He

‘cuuldnt be certam that her. interests



rmght not, m the long: run,..‘be uppased
to his:

In spite of certam thmgs that - had

happened she could easily be—an en- .

emy.

And Brandt? He didn’t know huw-

Brandt fitted in; either. Brandt be-

longed t6 a .group -of some sort, a -

group composed-of perSons who were
different just as he.and Zelda were
diiferent, A
receivers—which made possible tele-
pathic communication, and evidently
~even a kind of telepathic punishment.
A group with what seemed awesome
ramifications in every -field of human
affairs—in government,
market, in atomic research.

Brandt could be a friend. He had;
after all, been working for Brandt.

What was right and what
wrong? What could he believe?

Cut it out, Shannon. This is. no

time to come apart at the seams. .

You've- got to see this business

through. But be careful. Watch your-

step ‘from here on in. Don’t let red
lips and.soft arms fool you. Especial-
ly not a lovely hairless head.

-Car lights swung into the mouth
of the alley and swelled blindingly as
they approached. His  awareness of
being hunted and fugitive made him
press tensely against the building at

his back. untﬂ he was certam that
Zelda was the dnver of the car.
“Put. him "-in -back ”‘_ said.

she
ﬂHurry'I ) .

The car was ]arge and f;leekly luxu--

rious. Thrusting Brandt onto the rear
seat, Shannon climbed in beside the
girl; She sent the .car rnllmg smuothly
toward -the alley’s -opposite end.

- She had ~“dressed hastily, yet be-
comingly. '-She had rhanged her wig

for -one of -a less conspicuous -blonde

shade and a shorter length. She Inﬂked |

still beautiful, still angelic.

- He smelled the fragram:e that

group possessing wigs—

- cape.”
in. the -stock

was -

.~ forced to spread
spread. :

we had to wear wigs here,
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L'-breathed fI‘GITl her and remembered

having held her in. his arms. And his
doubt of her made him ache.- g

- Careful], Shannon. You might get
burned yet—more quickly and com-
pletely -than you ever thought.

After a while she caught his glance
and-moved her head toward the back
of the car. “How is he?” she asked.

“Stlil out,” Shannon said. “I -gave
him another sock for good luck be-
fore I_teok ~him down the fire es-

She shook her head a l:tﬂe “We try'

npt to hurt each other. Not too badly.

Even when. we have tﬂ There are

- so few of us, you see.’

“How many?” He held his brea!h

. watching ber, If she hesitated the
~ slightest bit... - . ¢
She d:dn’t .#'lt least, it wasn’t dis-

cernible in the rapld]y shifting light
along the wide thoroughfare down
which the car was moving.

“A little over four thousand,- I be-
lieve. Originally, thére were abuut two
hundred of us. We stayed pretty close .
together at Tirst. But in our differ- -
ent ways we had to make a living.
Even here. We were superior in some
respects, but not too superior. We had -
to avoid discovery, had to fit our-
selves quietly into the scheme of
things. We each had different talénts,
differentr training. And so we were .
out. In time jwe
.well, just about everyw]mre

Her voice went on -more softly, yet -
remained distinct -over the throb of

the car motor. “In -the beg,mnmg, we

were -afraid of losing. contact with
ourselves, -afraid of-. “becoming - lost,

 There were so many of -the othérs, .
you see. We were drops of..water. in

an “ocean. -But the receivers solved

that prﬂblem-—fnr a whlle anyway.

They -could be d:sgumed as wigs, and
( to start
with.
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. “From the very first there were,'
‘those among ,u$ who wanted to take.

over control of things here. Maybe

‘they could have done it. We weren’t.

‘exactly superior, of course, but we
keew . more in a lot of ways. The ma-

“jority, though, was against ta.kmg over
control, They argued that it wasn’t:

.ethical, that it just wasn’t decent, We
were guests here—uninvited guests, at

that. But thé point that won out was
that we couldn’t keep control in the.

long run. Once the others learned our
tricks and organized against us, that
-would be the end of evarythmg We
were different. That fact alone made
us enemies. ~ y B :

“We—the majority of. us, at least—
wanted to be friends. And for the

most part, we have been. We'vé done.” ceivers to operate on a different wave:

a lot of good. We've helped to make
a lot of improvements, socially and
_smentiflcally There are still- wars, but
war, brings the greatest changes and

advances, and brings them most swift- .

ly. Not that we wanted it that way.
There -are too few of us to prevent
it, and we don’t have  control. It’s
true that we’ve gradually arrived at
a~sort of indirect control. We simply
knew more and couldn’t have avoided
. it. But there- are still too many fac-
tors beyond our ability to influence.
~We aren’t gods. We’ve been temind-
ed too often of that’? . _
She spoke almost dreanuly, her eyes

_fixed on the road ahead. He sat very

still, ‘afraid. to move, afraid to break
the spell. The interior of the car was

filled with a soft dimness and-a re~

mote throbbing. - They were™ on the
outskirts of the city now, and the
buildings were rapidly thinning out.
. “We don’t have full control,” -she
went on, “but there are still those of
us who want it. Like Les Brandt and
his group. He already had control of
his own particular field, just as'the

members of ‘his. gmup had control
over theirs. ‘The rest rmght have been
meérely a ‘matter of time, patience and

-careful plannmg But there are still

those "of .us who sa.w the dangers of
contr::-l and 'these formed a _group

_opposed to Brandt’s, There was even

war.of a sort -between them. There
was attack and -counter-attack. But it
was a strange ‘war. The participants
didn’t. want .to hurt each other too

-much. Upto now, that is. Now there.
-has been a change. Desperation did
‘that, I think,” awakening a kind of

atavistic ruthlessness in a certain ‘few.
Brandt is one. ‘A number of things
have pmved that to me. '

“The first step _ in the change came
when Brandt’s group altered their re-

length. That gave-them secrecy. And
the,y' kept a constant guard, so that
anyone else who entered their circuit

. would be instantly detected. They even

developed a sort of mental static. pow-
erful ennugh to cause a curious am-

nesia’ in those they caught.”

She glanced at Shannon. There was
a sudden gentleness. in her face, a

‘sympathy. “Evidently you're one who

was caught. I think you were working
against . Brandt and the others. It.
would have to be that way. And after-
ward they kept you to work for them.

~ Our kind are always useful- to each

other. Or maybe Brandt didn’t know
about it, even after: it happened. The
techniques known now weren’t devel-

oped ‘all at once. And in wigs we look

just like ordinary people. The amnesia
—to call it that—wasn’t actually in-
capacitating. You' could go on quite
as usual, without those around you

being aware that a'l}fthmg had hap~

pened to you.”

“I see...” Shannon said slnwly

“But what abnut you? What is your.

place in all this?”

i
i
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“I am———ﬁr was—a, - neutral a mem-
‘ber .of a sort of third group, - -caught
~ between the nther two.

much either way. Some of us have
lost . contact compietely~ and don’t
know what. is going on. I met Brandt
as a result of the show Im in. The
changes of “wigs involved seems .to
have led -him to me. He wanted me

to come over on his side—in more

ways than one.  But I preferred to
remain neutral, and he became very
insistent, especially after -he learned
that you and I were dtqua;nted.”
Shannon recalled the interview in
Brandt’s office. He thought he under-
stood now the motive for the ﬂthers
sharp cress-examination. _
Brandt knew you were different,
Shannon.” Brandt knew all along. If
he had considered you an ordinary

man, he wouldn’t have been worried.

"about your relationship to Zelda. And
he .wouldn’t have been conciliatory.

He said to the girl;- “There’s one.

important thing you haven’t explained
yet. Who are we? What are we?” -

She gave him an odd glance. She .
seemed abruptly sad, a little bitter,” 2

and yet quietly proud. “We are noth-
ing more than we could possibly be—
. another race. Our forebears came
from the stars. Originally, it seems,
they were part of an expedition flect.
'But’ something happened, and ° their
ship became lost.
bled.across this world. A well-advanced
civilization already existed here, but
fortunately the native race was p"wm—
cally very little different from our
own. Any race devéloping under simi-
Jar conditions was’ likely to resemble
-ours, you know, and -those conditions
have been. repeated more than once
‘in the vastness of the universe. Many
of our people died during the land-
ing, in a crash that destroyed the

We happen to
‘be in ‘positions ‘where we couldn’t do-

They finally stum-

shxp Only ‘about’ two hundred were

left. We—"
Her voice ended ln a sharp intake
of breath. : .

Shannon saw .something -move de-
liberately and swiftly behind the girl.
An arm. Brandt’s arm. The fingers:
were closed around a small, flat auto-
matic pisto], and the - muzzle_ was
pressed to the back of Zelda’s. head.

The. car  swerved, . straightened,
slowed. : ) .
- “Careful,- Zell!” Brandt said in a

thick, breathless voice.
Shannon!” _

- A voice in a waking nightmare.
Shannon listened to it with.a numb,
incredulous dismay: The thmg cou]dn’tl'
be real. Brandt was unconscious,
helpless. . He " couldn’t be holdrng a
gun. He couldn’t— -

Face .it, Shannon: He’s holding a
gun, all rxght And he’s holding a gun
because you " didn’t sock him hard
enough, because you didn’t. search him
carefully -enough. You shpped up.
Maybe it was just ‘that you didn’t

“You too,

do things like this. every. day. Maybe
you didn’t fully get the idea this was

game being played for keeps.” But
you shpped up. And how—
- Face _it, Shannon. You" and Zelda-

are in trnuble Bad trouble.

“Turn off the road and stop,” .
Brandt told. Zelda. “Do- just as I say.
I’ll shoot if T have to.” -

She swung the car into the soft
earth at one side. and braked it. All
around them. émpty fields Stretched
away into the darkness. The. nearest

"-bmldmgs were visible only as a-clus-

ter of distant lights, and other cars
flashed: by -only at long intervals.

- They were alone, Shannon knew,
Alone and not llkely to be disturbed..

That didn’t improve the situation:
Brandt’s gun. He looked at it with
a bleak yearning. If he could manage
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to grab the gun.

Zelda’s - head. Not while
'showed no reluctance about shooting.
"~ “Now we can talk,” Brandt said.
He. carefully sat ‘back, his eyes’ qmck
and alert as they tﬂuched Shannon.

“I"'made a mistake abuut you. The
blank-out treatment is quite thorough.

as a rule, and I was certain you were
harmless. But it seems you knew a lot
more than you let on. And it' seems

you knew Zell a lot better than you.
told me you did. It also seems that you’

two were working against me.” °
The girl shook her head. “He
learned I was wearing a wig the night
I ran into him. This evening he came
to see me about it. He thought I
cotld explain certain' things that had
been bothering him. When you showed
up- I had him wait in the bedroom. I
knew what your reaction to- seeing

-h1m -would ‘be, and I wanted to avoid-

unpleasantness Then —you got rough,
‘and he didn’t: know any better than
to ‘come to my ‘help.”

“But now he knows a lot better,
eh?” Brandt asked ironically. “Es-
pecmlly after he mvestlgated my re-
ceiver.’
~ She shrugged. “He . had figured out
that much—or remembered that much:
It couldn’t h&ve been helped.”

" “T have other ideas about that

- Zell.”. Brandt was gr1mly emphatic.
“As fnr you, it seems you aren’t quite -

‘as neutral "as you have insisted you
were. There’s, something” highly  sus-
. picious about you and Shannon spirit-
ing me away like this. Just what dxd
you intend doing with me?” | ,

“Shannnn was discovered usmg your
receiver,” she said wearily. “I knew

you’d be, traced to my apartment. I
- didn’t want to get any more involved
thann I was already, so we left. I
guess I had the idea that we could

..But no, he couldn’t
‘do that. Not while it was pressed ‘to -
Brandt

drwe to somie qmet place and taIk
this over.” -
Brandt smlled thmly “Smnuth'
Zell. Smooth and ‘quick. But I'm very
much afraxd I can’t take any. chances

-with " you. You've gnne against me

once too nften 1 and the others of
my. group are too close to success to
risk. any possibility of defeat at this
stage. Deforé much longer we’ll have
the whole world_in our pockets.

° “So we can’t gamble with unpre-
'_ dictable factors like you and Shannon,

Zell. And we can’t let our peculiar
racial ' sentimentality stand in our
way. There was a time when we
avoided hurting each -other beyond

little things like the blank-out. treat-

ment. But that time has come to an
end. Now we're fully prepared to
take sterner measures.”

- Shannon said, “If you’re talkmg
about .murder, Brandt then don’t fnr-
get you’re st:ll sub]ect to the laws of
this world, even if you are of another
race. You can’t hope to get away with
murder.” ‘

“T'm rﬂlymg on more than hupe "
Brandt ' returned calmly. “We have
certain tricks -that the people. here
know nothing about. Dﬂn’t overlook
that.” 4

It could be gotten away with,
Shannon admitted in despair. In one

way or another. People who might be

able to furnish evidence, for example,
could be made to forget. -

The end of living is this close,
Shannon. The end of hvmtr when liv-
ing had finally come to mean sg much.
Do something. Don’t sit like a bump
‘on a log. Do something heroic. It’s
expected " in -situations like this.

But. he didn’t feel heroic. He
couldn’t think of anything to do, short
of jumping at Brandt’s gun, ‘and that
was too far away and could go off
much faster than he could hope to
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‘mave :
He could die a hero, anyway:
.could do that much for Zelda. .

| [.elda

He

were more important at.the moment

than the mere fact of dylﬁg The fine-
drawn stillness took on a suddeu gro-

tesque quality.

Brandt said in surprlse “That w1g
of yours, Zell. I've never seen- it be-
fore.” Then his voice slashed. “Take
it off; Zelll. Give it to me!”. .

- “No: I—" She leaned away. from

him, her features mirroring swift
1 alarn]" " " u ) | ®
“Damn it, girl, if you’ve some- -

how—" Brandt iunged forward. His
hand shot‘out, and then. he had the'

wig.

“Carerull™ ‘he snapped at ‘Shan-
non. “Don’t make me kill you any
sooner than I have to.”

Shannon sighed and relaxed. Being
a hero wasn’t as easy as it was
cracked up to be.

With the back of his hand Brandt
pushed his -hat off. His other hand
held the autumatm with  watchful
steadiness. ‘

He placed the undermde of 791635
‘wig against his-naked head. His move-
ments were cautious, alert.

" In. the very next instant he stiff-
ened. He started to jerk the wig from
his head. He {roze. He was a statue,
tigid and immobile. A statue with
panic and horror fmely chlseled into
1L5S fac* ' :

He: didn’ t Shannon

mmre when

rﬂuw}ﬂy swept the automatic out of his.

hand.

Brandt sagged backward. He gazed
about him with a' dawning wonder.".

Zelda was “touching her
“hair. It was as though her appearance:

a little sadly.

touched Shannon and the girl with
no percepnble recognition.

Zelda, sighed, a slow, deep' sigh.

“They were. waiting for him,” she
LSEll_d softly.

“Everything was ready.
All I had to-do was draw his attens
tion to the wig.. Once he touched it,
no matter how. careful he ‘tried to be

.- he was caught. They have tricks of

their own, too—tricks that not even
Brandt. C{luld have known ﬂnythmg
about.”

“They?” Shannﬂn said.
you mean, Zelda?”

““The other group. The group work-
ing . against Brandt’s group. They
learned that I was acquainted with
Brandt, you see, and they wanted me
over on’ their side, too. They gave me -
the wig. .But I wanted to remain neu-
tral, 'in .spite of everything.”’ She
shook her head and smiled slightly,
“I found it couldn’t
be done. I had- run into someone-
around a corner, and I couldn’t he
neutral any more.”

He felt her hand touch his,. and he
tenderly closed his fingers _over it.
“Then what happened to Brandt He’s
forgotten?” '

“More than that. They got intu
his -mind. They know the names of
everyvone in his group.” So they’ll for-
get, too. There won’t be any. control
of the world. Weé can. all be neutral
now. We can all just think about he-
ing - happy—and I think I’'m going
to be very happy.” -

“I think the same, about mysplf”.

“wiifke o

he said.

He drew her agamst him -and knew

That bizarre interval flnally ended. he held the answer to every last ques-

tion. He had reached the end.of all his
doubts and all his wnndenng He was

He had forgotten - hzs gun His- eyes no longer Iﬂst and no longer alune
. s = THE END . |
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"Perkins’

appearance .and manner that

nobody ever calléd him Jerry:™

not even his dear wife, Martha.
It occurred to him, one morning at
that he had no reason to-:

- he. closed his eyes and he expressed

that opinion to MartEa while between
the editorial page and -the fmancml

séction. ‘ |
“What was that,‘ dear?”  she

asked blearily. Martha was invariably

bleary . in the mornings which was
one of the factors contributing to
- Perkins’

critical opinion of the
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connubial tie: . anﬂther was that he
‘had an’ antipathy for -large women
and’ Martha was rather -more .than
twice his size,
of course, rather than -by inches.

if a point to show he ‘was enunciating
clearly—“I said: that I have no
reason “to- believe that the. llght stays
on when I close my eyes:”. .
“Oh.” Martha went back tu
.spreading a revoltingly thick - layer of
honey on her toast and ]eremlah Per-
‘kins. returned to contemplation of the
financial section. -

“But, Jeremiah, » his wife said f1-.
nally. "‘Of course the light stays on -

when you close your eyes.”

He -lifted the eyes in question to.
hers and explamed patiently, (‘I didn’t

say that it didn’t,.I merely stated that
I have no reason to behé}e it does.”
His eyes went back to the stock mar-
ket reports. “Which is an entirely dif-
. ferent matter,” he added.

Martha. sa,ld ‘weakly, “I- don't be-
lieve I ‘know gquite what you mean,

Jeremiah.” -
With an air of canmderable pa-
tience; he put down the paper. and

_stared at her thmugh His heavy lensed
pince-nez glassas ”T hen I shall ex- -

plain it very simply,” he told her.

“You. have possibly heard of per-
- sons who wondered whether or not
the little -light in the refrigerator re-
mains on when- the donr of the re-
frigerator is. closed.” -

“Oh, yes,” Martha sald with en-
- thusiasm-and- nndded her head until . j

her chins wobbled dlsguaimgly “Mrs.

. Klatz was telling us a joke at the

bridge club only last week about—"

 He stared at her coldly -and she

‘stopped telling him about Mrs. Klatz
and said, “Yes, dear.”
“He went on, “Now there are- vari-

person- that the light does indeed 2o

going pound- for pnund.,

.. depends-

_He' enunciated clearly—and madel - child and I persnnally am not inclined -

.out when the refr:geratar door is- shut

One -recommended method is to put a
small child into - the refnﬂeratﬂr .and
close the door. ‘However, this system
upon -the wveracity of the

to - ﬂulllblhty Much better is to cut

& snmll window in t.hﬂ door of the re-

fr:rreratﬂr then the person in doubt
can hll‘ﬂSElf observe what develops
when. the door of . the -refrigerator is

- closed. Do you understand thus far?”

‘She swallowed her current mouth-

| ful of honeyed bread hurr1edly and
“said, “Yes, dear.”

“Very WEH ’*Ic}w my, point was that
while it can be proven satisfactorily
that the light in the refrigerator does
go off when the door ‘is closed, I have
no prﬂvable evidence _that the light

remains on when. my. eyes are closed.”

. She blinked at- him, nearly spilling
the cup of coffee '5he. held in her

plump right hand. He noted that, -as.

usual, she’d filled her cup with quite’
as -much heavy cream as with coffee.
He went  on to elucidate further,
“Suppose. I enter ‘a theatre during the
day. What reason have I 'to believe
that the sun remains on whlle I am
inside?” ‘

She offered hesitantly, “You could

get up in the middle of the show and
go and see.’ '

Perkins snorted indignantly. ”Don’t
you understand? If I did, by that time
they woutd have turned it back on
again.’ - )

He returned to hiS new:,paper clos-
ing the sub]ect

OQSIBLY the matter would have
remained closed indé! linitely had

it net been for the fact that Mrs:

Jeremizh Perkins noticed that her

-husband was evldently doing what he

| _could in the way of checking upon his’
ous ways in which it can be demon-

strated to an even mudera.tely lucid -

suspic’ons. For instance, that Sunday
while hE was working down in the

Jbasement on his mushroom and toad-
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+stool cnllectmn she noted that frnm--

time to time he wotild ‘dash *hurriedly
up the’stairs to peer dlsgustedly out
the_kitchen window. s
' At lunch he muttered ‘to no .one in
‘particular,
terday when I got off the subway two
stations before my stop and went up
- to the street.” -
.'Even then; Martha who was a ‘more

 than usually cautious wife when it

~ came to these things—and don’t think
‘such matters hadn’t’ come up before—
would have done -nething if he’d just

gone on for a time and then forgotten
The trouble was, he didn’t

about it.
forget;-in fact, he got worse. He was
continually devising situations " in
which he would be out of sight of-the
sun; in a theatre, in a subway, in the
basement, in -some room - without a
window, in ‘the attic; then, abruptly,
he'd mal-.e sudden dash to check on
whether or not the sun remained on
while he was nut of range of its
beams.

He seemed dlsappomted when it
invariably did.

One night when they were seated
in the living room after dinner, :she
offered quietly, “Why would Zkey
want. to turn the light out when your

éyes are closed or when you’re in the_

cellar or the attic?”
He had been rereading the Kinsey

report but he looked up impatiéently

to say, “How would I l-.nuw?_ Pos-
sibly to conserve power.”

Ordinarily ‘she would have gone no:
further, since his tone was even more.
than usualiy petulant, but she steeled

herself and said, “Whu are thc;}r

. dear?”

“Who are wha?” he snapped. “If.

~ you must talk, please try to be  co-

herent, Martha ”‘
“Whﬂ are they who might turn out
the licht when your eyes are closed?”

| I—Iel sighed deeply and closed his

book, leaving a forefinger ‘at the page

4“1 nearly caught it " yes-

where he’d left off. He tonk off hlS
pince-nez glasses“and said, “I haven’t
the  vaguest idea. But whoever. they
‘are, I am rapidly arriving at.the opin-
—ion that they are managmg this whole
project extremely inef? 1c1&11t1y  Ex-
tremely so. . &

She’d gone too far now to back
d_own, so she said, as placatingly as
possible, “What project, dear?”

He looked at her for a long mo-
ment, his mouth tight with impatience.
“Very well,” he said -finally, “I see
you intend to maintain the pretense
to the - end. Undoubtedly, those. are
your instructions.

“l give you to realize, and your su-
periors as well, that I have been aware
of the true nature -of-——shall we say?
—this world, for some time.”

SHE BEGAN to open her mouth to

say something but he flicked a
hand at-her negatively and went on.
““The big mistake has been in making
it so obviously fantastic. Whoever is
in ultimate chai-ge, ‘might have been
more successful in deceiving me had
" the sum total of your efforts added
“up to'a bit more plaumblhty 2
- “But,. . . Jeremiah. .

“Quiet please, until I .finish, Mar-
tha. I have been aware for a con51d-
erable period that the sole reason for
the existence of this so- called world
and everyone in it, and all that goes
on in it, has been to keep the true
nature of things' from me; to befuddle
my mind and so confuse me that I
remain ‘unaware of dctuality. Very
well, I contend that the undertaking
is bemg poorly administered. I admit
that I-don’t really "understand why
this is being done, but whatever the
reason it is quite shpshud I assure
you. Quite.” |
- He: replaced his glasses on the
bridge of his nose and went back to
his book, obviously content to. leave
the Subject at that point.



c B:u._t: Martha was inordinately val-

iant tonight. She’ said,; -“What is fanh- .
Jeremlah? 1 dnnt belleve j

tastic,
understand ‘quite what—"

He sighed deeply once ngam placed‘

his book on' the tea table-before him -

and returned his-glasses to his pocket. .

“Almost everything,” he said quiet-
ly. For a moment he looked as—though
he’d forgotten ler, that he was talk-
ing to himself.. His eyes went to, the
ceiling and he -continued softly, ”AL
most all of it is* utterly fnntastlc

“Take, for.-instance, our. govern-

mental and social systems. 'Is there
a sane one on earth?” -
-“You shouldn’t qpeal-. agmnst the
government, dear,” she_said primly,
evidently- feeling fairly sure nf her-
-self on this point.

ey he socio-econemic. S}’ntﬁ]’l‘l of this

. country -is fantd’-‘ttic in the extreme,”
he said, ignoring her. “You
thml—: it impossible that a more. ridicu-

- lous one could exist; but all .you have-

to do s look to England sto find it.
Of course, when you get to- the So-
viet Union things degenerate into ab-
solute burlesque. E

“‘But that- isn’t ennunh where the-

whnle prnject really becnmee absurd
‘to" the point of extravaganza is the
‘relationship between individuals. Take
the relation between the sexes as the -
classic -example. It would be difficult
to imagine- anythlng more utterly far-
cial than that two persons—such as
you and I, for instance—should. fall
“in love, whntever that is supposed to
" be, nnd remain in juxtaposition . with
. each other. for the balance of theirl
lives,
of this, of course, is the breeding of
fnrther ‘humans’ to continue the in-
sanity of it all.” 4 g
Martha began crying.

“Please,” he snapped. “I shall de-

velop the point no further. I merely.

wished to make it clear that b knnw
_ that I realize it is all a farce and that

would -

The supposed nltnnnte purpose- -
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vou are pnrt of the farce., You may
coanue pldying your part L

‘& TOCK his. ginsses_-- frnm' “his

. pocket, rearranged them careful-
ly on:his nose again and rreturned .to
the findings of Dr. Kinsey. “I am sur-
prised that they allowed' the printing
nf this book,” he remarked in general.

. After a. lengthy period -of sobbing
to ‘'which he remained immune, Mar--
tha dried her eyes bravely and stam-
inered “Possibly. you should see a
dnctnr dear.”

thnnt Innking up, her husbnnd
informed her, “I -was expecting that
suggestion mnmentanly. Plense_dnnt
bother to mention it again.”

“Yes, dear. But, Jeremiah—"

He put his book down for the f,hn'd

-time- and- closed his -eyes-for a long
. moment. Finally he opened them:and

Jooked at her severely. “Martha,” he
‘said, “I consider myself ‘a more than
average tolerant person;:hawever, I am
becoming extremely weary of this con-
versation. I will repeat my conclusions.
“once-more, then I w15h to hear no mure-
- about it.. '

“The qnestmn of whether or not the
light remains on is comparativély un-
important although admittedly it has
intrigued * me. " The important consid-
eration is that I am aware of the na-
ture of this so-called world and its:
inhabitants and I am not deceived.”

He shifted around in -his chair so

'that his back was to her and reachnd

out for his book again. ;

~ “Very well,” Martha said, “if you
“are not deceived, ‘there is little rea-
SON tn carrv on.the attempted d{iCLp-
tion.”

“None at all,” he muttered “testily.

-So Martha dlssnived into her true
shape and slithered across the living
room floor and out the front door to
repnrt to her superiors.

Jeremiah Perkins “didn’t bother . to
look up.as she left.
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HFE HUMAN brain is still superior to

all the mechanical brains in existence

today. This despite the fact that among
the mechamcal gadgets on the market
there are electronic brains that can figure
out a factory payroll, work out equations
that would take a human brain more than
a lifetime-to solve, and tap out mathema-
tical tables on electric typewriters. They
can even figure out instruetions and per-
form by memory, plus solving a variety of
other problems whose solution has hereto- _
fore been strictly in the human province.

‘But, by comparison with men, the robit
1s still a first-class moron.

Mathematicians predict that some day
machines will be .perfected which may be
faster and more accurate than any human
brain could ever be—due, primarily, to lack

-of the emotional element. With techniques

not available, such ‘a machine will un-.
doubtedly play a perfect game of chess,
maybe~ transcribe letters from dlctatmn-—-
perhaps even mind the baby.

And maybe it’ll even be able to hea.t the
roulette wheel—whu can tell?

HE MOST necessary part of human
society is communication. Without it,

no, organized human society could exist.
The earliest of forts at communication were
doubtless outgrowths of the herd instinet.

‘All animals hawe some form of commu-
nication which is not only understood by all
members of . the pack, but also by other
species living in similar surroundings. It’s
obvious that the danger signals of one are
understood by all. The snort of a deer de-
notes .the scent of a common enemy. The
warning: call of the elephant silences all

the animals of the jungle -and informs.

them of approaching danger. The sudden
flight of the tick birds prepares the rhino-
ceros for instant battle. These are instine-
tive impulses; experience has taught the
- animal that he must obey them as a matter
of self-preservation.

Man has inherited, and still obeys, the
instinctive impulses of his prititive ances-
tors. It is only reasonable to suppose that
before the development of articulate speech

and the power of reason, he followed. the -

urge of instinetive pmtactmn as a means
of self-preservation.

It is largely a matter of cun]ecture and
speculation as to the warning signals used
by man before articulate speech was devel-
oped. However, study of, the instinctive im-
pulses of the lower animals and: of man,
and examinations of the development of the
earliest known human skulls, show that
primitive man must have traveled in herds
and been guided and directed by instinctive
impulses in much the same manner as avre
the wild animals of today.

Emotions of - both fear and anger will

—

YOU “TALK”

TOO MUCH

‘By CARTER T. WAINWRIGHT
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cause the hair of many. animals literally to
stand on end. This nervous reflex iz ac-
companied by a warning growl. The pur-

- pose of this is, perhaps, to present the most

hideous appearance to the approaching en-
emy and to warn it of the danger of an
attack. Dogs will bare their teeth, raise
their hair, stiffen their muscles, and growl
before beginning & fight. A hull will bel-
low, paw and horn the earth, and stiffen
his muscles before hegmnmg an afttack,
These "are’ animal means of communicating
warmngs of a purpnse to overecome their
enemies by means of force and with the
natural weapons that they possess.

A single word was used to express an
idea when articulate speech was in its in-
fancy. Many of the first words coined were
used to represent some imitative sound,
and articulate sounds were applied’ to rep-
resent certain objects or things; thus these
objects or things were recognized by cer-
tain names. ol _

- To primitive man, the word “deer” meant
“I see a deer”, or “There is a deer.,” If his
companions could not see:the.animal, then
the one uttering the sound. indicated the
position or direction of the deer from the
group by pointing his arm or finger in the
direction .of the deer. It was in this pan-
tomime- manner that signalling became a
means of communicating~ideas by primitiveé
man, But there were .times when natural
objects obscured the vision of the group
of hunters, so ‘that pointing was of little
or no use. This led, then, to the invention
of sound signals that could be heard but
not seen. And .this, in turn, to the develop-
ment of languages as we know them tnday.
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Remember the siory of the boy whe e_ﬂpd |
wolf once foo oftem? Well, here’'s a story. s
of a man who didn’t shout it emough. . ... . . 3

-
oy~

|

i L

. surrounded Thor Mantan

“who was one of their own kind; anc:l_

asked him how he felt after winning
a Nobel Peace Prize; and they com-
pletely ignored the little professor who
stood beaming in the background.

Thur Maritan grmned How did he .

rfeel?’ No different. Maybe a hell of

~ 87

‘W IHET\T THE ship "Yiom
Sweden docked, the newsmen.

a lot richer—for a working newspa-
perman. | -

They liked that. They liked his
humility, They liked everything about

“him. He made a lot of money but he
~ gave it away to charity. There was no

greed, no jealouSy, no avarice in him.

He was a big, blond young man
with a magnetic personality. He made
friends easily, and both his prose style

.



8. -

and hiS persunahty_radlated conviction.-
His syndicated column’ on- world af-,
fairs was- read by millions, and the

‘Hooper -rating on his weekly telecast,

-was always :tops.- .
Sﬂmebody slapped him- on the back.

“Tell 'us more, Maritan. This - is the.-
first time - a peace prize was everl-_
:awardecl for- pulhng the biggest hoax .

in history.”

Maritan laughed and then smbered‘

quickly.
- “You’re all’ fﬂrgettmg} . _h_e “said
'humbly, jerking -a thumb. at ‘the little
‘man who stood behind him, “that I
only shared .in the - prize. "Professor
'Hilder really did all the work. He was
the -one who spotted the space fleet
from Mars.” - -

- Some of the newsmen chuckled Pro-

fessor H1lder stf:pped shyly™ fnrward ‘

-a small man wearing a - wr 111k1ed suit

'i-

_ wearing -a smock in his observatory.
“His"glance rested on Thor Maritan for

a.long moment, and his trust was ar--

IthlI]ELtEd ‘n hlb eves. “That’s the . way

Thor '\Jarltan seemed to affect every-
body. :

“My good fr1end underealnnates
himself,” Hilder- said. “I'm nothing but
-a crackpot asgr_ﬂ:numer. It was he who
proved to me.that the space fleet” was
really -only ™ a “mirage,-

‘bring peace. to- the’ world.”" -
The newsmen app auded.
- formed a ring “around Thor Maritan

“.and Professor Hilder and huiled ques—,
tions. at. them.. A flashbulb, Eh]'ﬂﬂdﬁd.

- Finally -Maritan-held vup-a hand.
. “I've. got:to run along,”
gently. “My managing editor is_ex-
. pecting me. He’ll be flrmg oh all mght
ulcers if 1. don’t show up.””

~ The circle opened for him and he
went down ‘the gangplank and climbed
~ into a waiting cab. Behind him he left
an air.-of kinship, -of conviviality, a
'sense of ‘well-being. Nobody was irked

“ newsmen,_

. .in, Sunday- School.”

' assented grm ely.

who would have looked more at home:

but ‘that we .
might utilize its' apparent reality to'

They..

he. qa1d~

FANTASTSC ADVENTURES

at hlS sudden departure nubod}? ever -

held him. any ill-will: - Thor Méritan
had yet to ‘make h1s first enemy. .

“I don’t-get it, 7. said one. of the
watchmg the - cab ‘depart.
“He's got so- many . fine : pmnts and
nc}thmg op’ the debit side. It’s nxot hu-

Anan.’ 2 . 5 B

.“The flnest man I’'ve ever met.”
“This_‘may . Sound stupld but he’s
Just“hke the: God they told me - abnut-

J

“Sure.. - .that’s :it,”" the newsmen

- Professor Hilder mterrupted il

strange,”. he murmured. “I know just

what you all mean:_ He ahvay: afiects
me the same way - But - after he’s
gone...maybe when 1 start thinking
logically = again—well, I'm a littlé
afraid.-It’s like- I’ve been.hypnoiized
by his presence.” -

A newsman slapped him on the back.
“It’s his magnetic personality.”

Hilder smiled:good-naturedly- “May-
be so. A .man can _get {funny 1ideas-
staring off into space, It’s-lke the
fleet from Mars—’" =

- He shook h:s head. “Eter}rlmdys

: heard about it. ”-

They all nﬂdded The whole . uorld
knew now.

T WAS Professor. Hilder - who had
" first seen the space fleet approach-
ing the earth. At first he wouldn’t let
himself “believe _it, remembering the
era of the flying saucers. 1t was while

he was -still .a “boy, and nabad:y yet
Ihad proved whether or not they were

-real. So he kept quiet and tracked the

fleet for two nights across the vast
reaches ‘of~the sky: he cnmputfd the

- fleét’s pmbable course and  then he

called the newspaper for which Thor
Mdrltan worked;

And it wasn’t ‘odd that he should
call Thor "Maritan’s paper. He’d met
Maritan for the first time that night

.he saw the space fleet in his telescope..
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Even -the czrcumstances under which
‘he met Thoi Miaritan’didn’t seem odd.
- He was out. for an_evening stroll,

and suddenly he was talking .to a

stranger. It was Thor Maritan, Hilder
didn’t know exactly how it happened;
‘he rarely talked ‘to strangers. But it
somehow seemed to him
known Maritan all h15 life. -

Of course he’d heard about Thor
Maritan. Newspaperman, syndicated
columnist, telecaster. Maritan was .a
legénd; éven though some of the sto-
ries about him were apocryphal the
legend was in no way tarnished. Thor
Maritan never slept; he was God’s
image on earth; he walked the streets
and talked to everybody so that he
knew better than any poll what the
little people thought.

Hilder and Maritan talked .about -

politics and world conditions. And then
Maritan asked about the possibility
of an attack by an alien world.

That same night Hilder first saw
the space fleet. |

He called Thor Maritan’s paper,
and Maritan himself came out to have
a look. Word had got around and
‘other reporters showed up. They
scoffed; but not Thor Maritan. One

of thern looked and then complamed "
.~ . Maritan. advised him.

he could see nothing.
“Let me look,” Thor Maritan smd

He looked. “Its there,”. he said.

, The reporter looked again. “I’ll be
damned,” he said in'a dumbfounded
sort .of. way. “So it is, Must’ve missed
it the first time, though 'I. dnnt see
how.” -

All looked, and they all saw it.

“Will it attatk Earth?” -Maritan
asked.
Professor Hllder was bewildered.

“Who can say?”
“We can say,” Thor Marltan .said.
The reporters left filled with awe
-and excitement. But their editors only
laughed; it was impossible, If ‘it
weren’t for the world ténsion, they

that he'd

cated column..

-forgotten.

: mlght run_.a tungue-m—cheek artu:}e :

But under the circumstances...

E WORLD was an arméd camp.

It was what it had been for so
long a time: ‘the Eastern bloc of na-
tions against the West. Blow cold,
blow hot. It was getting hotter now.-

-Both sides were arming to the teeth.

A spark would touch it off. “You
don’t make weapons except to fight

“'with,” somebody said, and it was true.

And thlS time a war would finish the
earth, ‘

Thor Maritan’s paper alone ran the
article. He featured it in‘ his syndi-
"And he -devoted o2
whole telecast to .the- ravaging -fleet
from Mars. w

Some people believed; some-did not.

Several astronomers trained their
telescopes on the computed course of
the space fleet and saw nothing. Thor

Maritan advised them to watch and

listen’ to his next ‘telecast." They did:
and then they went back to their
’scopes and the fleet was there.

“It’s mass hypnotism,” a psycholo-
gist“warned. ‘“Mass hypnotism is noth- °
ing new. There was the business about
the saticers—""

“Read my next columpn,” Thor

E

The psychologist read it and was-
convinced.

-~ World leaders begged for samty

forget the impossible, they said. It was.

.a trick of some kind by the enemy:-
And then they woked into their own

hearts and knew they spoke in plati-
tudes '

Telescopes aH over Earth tracked
the fleet from out of space.

“We've got to work together,” the
world leaders said. “We have our dif-,
ferences, but at least we have a com-
mon bond. At least we’re human.” |

Differences were put aside, if not
Nations. worked in har-
mony; at last the world had found a
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common denoniinator. And
even the differences were forgotten. So

“many of them had been based on a

stupid premxse

THE SPACE ﬂeet drew closer, and-
the world frantically armed itself. .

World leaders formed a unified gov-

ernment, ‘pledging full support and a -

pact of nonagression. And then the
space fleet was visible to the’ naked

eye. Man -looked - upward. and " pon-

“dered his fate. ..

“You take it so calmly,” Hilder sald
to Thor Maritan. “You  believe in
peace and good-fellowship. How can
you remain calm?”, g

“Watch my telecast tomght 2 Thor
Maritan said.

-“T don’t understand 5

Manian grinned.
secret prevxew The space ﬂeet is only

- a.mirage.”

) “A_w"hatf” Hilder gasped.’
“A-mirage. It will disappear:".
“I don’t believe it! There’s no-pre-
cedent—a mirage in the sky!” -
“You'll see,” Thor Maritan said.
Professor Hilder sank- weakly™into
a chair. and put his hands over his
eyes. Something stirred inside him;

and’ then he knew quite suddenly that-
he believed. He -didn’t know why, but -

at the momenf the- reason seemed un-

. m\portant Faith simply. came- into his
mind.

" And: Thor: Mantan repeated it all’

 on his “telecast. -The world" listened. -
-And Thor Maritan told more: Tt-had

" all been a giant Hoax. He himself had.

" known all along that it was a mlrage
but he had utilized it to bring. peace
to a tortured world.

Few wondered how" ‘he knew
" “Destroy "your weapons,”™ he’ said.
““Weapons only lead to war. Peace on
-earth and good-will .to-all 'men.”

The world laughed joyfully, and
there were few dissenting - voices. It
had been. a ‘tremendous hoax; but it

'ADVENTURES: |

5\\'1if't1y__

“T'll give you a

" were closed to theni;

was the ‘kind- of Joké at which men-
could lau"h And ‘relief “was in° their
laughter. Thor Maritan was called the ~
new Messiali, a tag to which. he -ob-
jected. He didn’t want to sit at the
head of ‘the world .government. His
humility was there on every teléscreen. .-

-He and Professor ‘Hilder shared the
Nobel Peace Prize, It was a token
prize; never again would it have to be
awarded. The world basked in its new- -
found freedom from fear, s
THF HOAX became a-world myth

children were told .about it in
‘their playpens and over their morning .
_pablum. "Man lived in peace and- har-
mony with' his neighbors. Psychologists
began talking about fear bemg bred
from® mankind.

There Were- still- dlssentmg “voices,
but they went unheard. Some men of
science still wanted to know wky. How
could a space fleet be a mirage?.

And how had Thor Maritan known? -
* But all vehicles: of communication
and their ques-

- tigns were silenced by the new religion.
It was not a new religion, . strictly—
but rather a universal realization of _
the positive values inherent in earlier
~religions. Peace, The brotherhood of
man. : o

“It’s dangerous,” a few-small voices
tried to say. “The world is lulled into
a false security. Some ‘day there may
‘come an attacL from outer space—-—”

. They were'laughed down. Thor Ma-
ritan still wrote his compelling prose;
still projected-his magnetic personality

_on millions of te]escreens ‘Heé preached
the new religion. Peace on earth and
good \Vl]l to all mankind. A

. It was more p]easant fo believe than
to doubt.

: “Pm fnﬂhtened % Professor H)lder
" said to Thor Mantan “I know you
as well as anybody. I'm not question-

ing. your faith. But sometimes I ques—
tion your good sense.” .
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Maritan stretched sut his: long legs
~He grinned. And quite suddenly Hilder
felt’ ashamed of himself. He felt the
“urge . to apologize for his lack of un-
derstandmg |

“If you’re rlght 22 Thnr Mantan-'sald |
' know ‘that either. The world- is your

gently, “I’ll. take the blame.”
It was only after he was gone that

Hilder felt some of his doubts return.

He was no match, like everybody else,
for Thor Maritan’s magnetic person-

ality. Perhaps Maritan was, _after all, -

-a spiritual rebirth. But still. .

Hilder stopped reading Thor Mari-

tan’s column and watching his telecast.
He began concentrating on.his own
work, sperding long hours in his tiny

observatory. A strange anxiety, almost

an expectancy dwelt with him.-He felt
an odd conviction, perhaps without
reason, that history was going to re-
s peat itself.

He kept his te]escope trained on the

‘Spot where the space fleet had first ap-

peared.
And then he saw it again,

EAR. FEAR was in him HG.W.* He
kept himself shut away from all

nutmde contact, so that the delicate
“brick under it on Apnl First, and

- you didn’t repeat the stunt.-Let some-
‘body give you' a hotfoot and you
- didn’t leave yourself open-again.-

" balance of . his mind would be undis-
" turbed. He watched. And watched..
The space fleet swung closer.
 _He tracked it with his ’scope.
Closer.
Soon it wuuld
naked eye. _
Frantically he. telephoned Thor
Maritan: And Maritan came, wearing
his magnetic' personality like a halo.

be visiblé to the

“Look!” Hilder whispered, gestur-

ing toward the eyepiece of the tele-
SCope. ;
“I don’t have to look,” Maritan sa.ld

“Why not?” -

“It’s another mirage.” .

Hilder was tremblmg Thor Maritan
~sat down. easily, - his long legs
~ stretched .out in front of him. Profes-
sor Hilder went over to stand before

- standing up.

“him. He stretched his arms in entreaty,
. “This timeit’s real,” he said. “Don’t

ask me how I know. But this time I’ve
been out.from under your influence.

- You're gifted with the ability to create

a mass illusion—don’t ask me*how I

resl:}bnsibility now—you made it what
it 1s today.” '
“What do you want me to du?”
“Warn mankind.”
“You’re being foolish.”
- “If there’s the slightest possibility nf
attack,” Hilder cried, “the world must
be pmparedi”

Thor Maritan grinned. “Suppﬂse

. you're right—an idea I reject. Do you

think the world would - believe me?
Man doesn’t like to think himself
stupid. Will he fall for. the same gag
the second time?” He gently shook his
head. “They’d laugh at you and at me
too. Isn’t there a fable abﬂut the boy
who- cried wolf?” |

ILDER SANK down into the
: nearest chair, stunned by the
logic of it all, Maybe a sucker was
born every minute, but even a sucker
never bit twice. chk a hat with a

“Look in the telescope,” he whis-
pered, “Tell .me what you see. And
then. tell me again you ‘won’t try ‘to
warn the world of disaster!” |

- Maritan threw back his head and
laughed. “I won’t be a part of your
little fantasy.”

“You’re insane.”

- Thor Maritan laughed.

“You aren’t God,”

Hilder “said.

“They’ve built you .up so .that now

you believe it yourself. You believe in

~your own infallibility. They’ve given

you. a destiny-ego.” . |
“I'm going now,” Maritan said,
“Tell the world your
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fears. And. see 1f " the wurid ibﬁljﬂvés :

you. They’;l look up and see the space
fleet and then laugh at the fantastic
product of " their own. minds:”

Professor - Hilder struggled to his
feet; his. whme body shook. He felt
his heart beating, wﬂdly in the cage .of
his chest.. Thor Maritan bent .an
amused gaze upon him. And I—Iﬂder‘f&lt
strange fingers plucking.at his mind.

‘He fought. against it. Thor Maritan
must be shown his_lack of wisdom. For '

Maritan alone had the power to make
the world believe. "The mantle of the -
Messiah hadn’t fallen . lightly” on. his
-shoulders after all;
_pose. Now _he cunmdered himself om-
mpntent
 “T11 tell the um'ld'” Hilder cried
~out in-ah .agony of spirit.. £ find a
way to make them understand!” =
Thor Maritan wasn’t amused now;
‘'the gentle laughter was gone from his
Eyff“- Prnfessur Hilder staggered sud-

his humiﬁty was a -~

denly;, clutchmg at his chest: He"
slumped into a_ chair, his breathing
harsh and ragged. His face was mot-
tled;_ and then he slid fﬂrward and
his head lolled on the chair arm.
“The strain,”. Maritan said gently,
“aloud. “It was. too miuch for him?”
He knelt, picking up the l1mp wrist;
thé pulse was gone. Standing' up, he
‘backed toward the door. Then he went

ﬂut51de and cllmbed into his car.

‘Too bad, he told hlmself headmg
for. the. uutserts The professor ‘was a
nice little guy:. :

He stopped the car in a stretch of -
heav woods, and hé quite easily found
the tiny compact transmitter which he
had hidden sn'ltmg ago.

Above him in the sky he could see
the faint trail of the space fleet. .-

“Lleutenant Thor Martian report-
ing,” he said in an alien tongue. “Mis-

.sion accomplished. Earth may be taken

‘without violence.”

THEE\ID o

F \ OM ‘*‘f

sive,”” Arthur Evans wrote when his

_ ’exeavamrs in digging up the' Minoan. pal-

 ace, faund the life-sized pamted figure of
a cupbealer “in this vision .of briliant

vouth and of male beauty recalled after so-

* long an interval to our upper air from
what had been -till yesterday a forgotten
world, Even our untutored workmen felt the
spell and fascination. They...regarvded..

the painting in.-the bosom of the Earth as
less ‘than muaculnus and saw in it -

nothing
the I]{Dﬂ of -a Saint.”

The figure was. that-of a boy holding
a gold and silver- cup: His right hand was
lmld:r the.handle, his left was on the base

of 'the cup. The boy's body .was straining . ¢ "yeee™ oo was preserved, .what it had

“"backward, indicating that the cup must
have been heavy. He was dressed in pat-
terned loincloth and

silver armlets on his left arm and a brace-
let on his right wrist. ?

This figuré, together with other paint-
ings that. Evans’ excavations found, -recon-

iqructed the physical appearance of the

inoans: small,

dark, clean-shaven, nar-

running  through a
. flowers; right hand on his chest, the oth-

girdle,-and wore two head is .erowned

- topped by three large peacock’s feathers ris-

. -the crown of lilies—nbvinusly

JUT OF THE PAST e o o

HERE WAS somethmg very impres-

mw-wmated, with small hands and feet.

- They usually had full lips and what we to-
day- call Grecian profiles, and ‘dark curly

hair urnatei}’ done up.

And then one day Evans found the frag-
ments of a . stucco.relief which he felt sure
depicted somébody of royal blood. When ‘the
painting was finally put together, Evans’
assumptions were confirmed by its details.

-An .actual- King of Cnossos—his name
and personal. history lost in the corridors
of the past. He was young and graceful—.
this king—and carried about him a gaiety
and strength and majesty. He is shown
meadow -thick with

er stretched downward. Since an‘.iv part-of

been carrying is uiiknown. A broad neck-
lace of flowers is around his neck, and his

with the same flowers

ing in a grand sweep.

The various- sacred details of the paint-
ing—among them," the field of lilies and
oints to the

[ -

identity of the young man, —Merritt Linn




INCE man first conceived the idea of
changing the forms of Nature so that

they are more suited to his. use, every step
in human progress has been motivated by
a desire to eliminate time and shorten
space, and to add to his comfort, conveni-
ence and happiness. The modern home is
the best example of a collection of the de-
veloped thoughts of the ages and their
application to comfort, ‘convenience, and to
the happiness  of those who share it.

Take the house itself: this is made of
vitrified bricks, cut and molded in the same
shapes as-those of the ancient Babylonians.
They are bound together with mortar.of’
sand and cemenf. By baking the clay bricks
in a-furnace under high temperatures ‘for
a long
learned that the clay will become vitrified
- and more durable, so the sun-dried bricks
of the ancients have been discarded. The
roof is made of asbestos shingles. This
material has supplanted the dried skins of
animals used by primitive man, the shingle
or clapboard roofs of our grandfathers, the
tin and tile roofs of more recent years,
since asbestos is lighter, more durable, fire-
proof, more permanent, not affected by the
elements. Windows are larger and more
artistically arranged, providing for maxi-
mum light and ventilation. Architecture and
Jlandscaping are designs of .beauty.

Inside the house is a piano—an instru-
ment representing centuries of growth and
many applications of new ideas. It is the
~ evoluted form of the vibration of the bow-
string ~first observed by some primitive
ancestor when civilization was . still in an
embryonic stage. It is the compounded prin-

93

period of ‘time, the builders have .

.devices.

ciple of the harp of the Egyptians, Baby-
lonians, and Greeks, the lute of the Middle
Ages, the harpsichord of our grandfathers.

The characters on the sheet music whose
symbolic meaning . must be understood and
followed, in order that melody and har-
mony may be developed, represent the evo-
lution of the universal language that gives

"to music its .interpretation.

Radio and “television—developed in our
own generation—are the greatest of all
modern miracles. - They gather vibrations
from the ether waves, and reproduce for
the listener almost anything he chooses to
hear or see. ' , -

The telephone is the evoluted idea of the
primitive system of signalling wherein hu-
man thought was first conveyed, beyond the
range of the voice by means of drums o
the brush fires on the hilltops. :
- The fire in the fireplace is natural gas,
the .only perfect fuel known to civilization.
The first spark of fire struck from a piece
of flint by our primitive ancestors that
started combustion in some dry substance
was the beginning of ‘this cycle of develop-
ing heat that ends in the living room grate.

The modern clock has passed through a
series of developments. Perhaps the earliest
effort made by man in solving the problem
of dividing time was in the use of the sun-
dial, -or shadow .clock. But like the early
attempt at communication by the signalling
system, the sun-dial was useless at night
and on cloudy days. Next came the fire
clock, the water clock, and the hour-glass.
The Chinese, Greeks, and Romans used the
water clocks, and during the Middle Ages
the weight clock came into use. The next
step in the evolution of the clock was the
use of the pendulum.” And finally evolved
the clock as we know it today. -

The use of electricity has supplanted the
grease lamp and the tallow candle and the.
kerosene lamp. Not. only  does this energy
furnish light, but it also furnishes power
to run’ the washing machine, sewing ma--
chine, vacuum cleaner, fan, refriberator,
radio, stove, and various other electrical

Human society has thus been bound to-
gether, each person or group of people de-

_pending on the other. Each generation leav-

ing something that the previous generation
did not have. This is human progress—the
cultural evolution of mankind.

-
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i ON SMITH startéd to step at him, The car was already quite full.
into the elevator, then paused. The passengers were tense, silent.

A feeling had settled on- him Almost as though they, too, had the
‘that something “‘was going to happen. same feeling of impending disaster.
The operator, face pale, was staring Don tried to reach out i1_1 his mind

"
& "

: _ . .95 :
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and bring the feeling-closer. It seemed ~ all had known, it, ]ust as he had _

quite definite. The car was_ going to "~ A" hunch? It was" mme 11kpmhe
gEt stuck.. BEt’WEEn the ninth and tenth - CESt ﬂbﬂllt lI'l hlS min d f()r .d more -
'HDOI'S It Wf}lﬂd bﬂ HH hour bEfﬂrﬂ the E'{ﬂﬂt tEI’Iﬂ—'—IlkE n‘lemﬂry {Jf tlhe',.'

passengers would be freed.” . - future. Tha,t’s what. it was! . It was,
He -shrugged -off the feéling -and | jike 2 memory of something that had.
-stepped into =the car. Only fools, wereﬂ already happened But of.. course it-.

the slaves of hunch&‘-‘- couldn’t be.that, or at.least: 1t cnuldn t -
Thﬂ‘ fat \I’DHTRH HE":t tﬂ h”ﬂ lﬂﬂkﬁ'd bE umver':al Nﬂ OHE drlv]ng a car, fgr
up into- his f&ce wzth a -half- pleadmg _instance, who. ; had -ploughed into 4

look.'She was going’ to-faint from’ the - llght pﬂle could have avoided it really.
heat - before it was over, *Dgnﬂ knev:' No man. would: dehberately drive to his.
And from her expression she knew it death if he knew it was coming! Ox

too. DI’ was his 1magination painting - o 14 he? ‘After. all; Don reflected, the
that e}.pressmn on her rnund fat face? driver” of that car ‘could have known:

The’ operator closed - the car door, 4,4 refused. to believe “that he knew.

‘and whefi his hand came-away from 1 5014 be utterly silly to suddenly
the handle it left a wet print- NEI‘VGH::- refuse to drive your car ever: again.

perspiration? The car started, because of a hunch that- the next time |
b suddenly Don . hn_e*.f: Ltl'}at eweryn}ﬂ m‘ s vﬂu’d be killed.
- the . c&r had “the - ‘same feehng -of dis-+ -
" aster. -

e . B - -, n s ow #FE -

“Theair in the car was beginning to.
get stuffy. It would be a-while before
The car picked up %pEEd
t] th
-“11 loors?” the operator = -an attempt was made to free them.

—+Eight,” a male .voice. ‘said. Then, IDﬂn.__ed_ged away from _the fat
resagnedly, “No, make it eleven,” ~ _ - -~woman, “then caug}_lt.hrmse![ and re-
" Don. smiled tightly. The owner ﬂf laxed. When she _fainted - she would

‘that voice was going . through the same ~slump straight'down with a Jow moan.

inental strain he was himself, knowing = “This clinches it,” he decided. “I
what was going to happen, yet refuqmg can see into the future. Now I've got
to accept it. -~ . A to warn the world of this presentiment

There -was a row uf numbers abmf that’s. been nagging _me these past
. the doors. A small light was jumping _fE.W days: The world is going to end
.from one to the Tnext. Five “Six., 1P exactly two- weeks. It has fo,

Seven.... Some of the passengers had - because I remember it just as vividly
then' eyes glued to that light. 7 as I _remembered all this befnre it
.+ From, somewhere above the car a. happened ”' : B e W

loud- rattling ‘sounded. abruptly. The = -~ . | s W, mmpRl  ©
car jerked to.a stop. A blank wall- HE PEOPLE in the elevator- were
‘covered the -expanse in front of the = cautious.- They pretended they

-elevator, with the bottom four inches had been surprised at the accident.
nf the doors of 11,{, téenth floor visible Dnn Smith decided to do the same.
at the top. . & A part of his mind .seemed to stand
~ “Well,” the operater siﬂhed ‘it aside -and ‘watch; and study. It wasn’t
happened.” And Don had knﬂwn he bad, saying things you seemed to re-
was going to say -that.. : member saying. It was like the dress
The passengers shifted as thuugh rehearsal of-a play 'in which vou al-
relaxing. None of them had quite nerve ready know your lines, and recognize
enough to come right out and say-he your cues. And everyone had a fright-
had known. Yet Don was sure. they ened look deep in his eyes; that could



-~ REMEMBER NOT TO DIE! | 97

be from a memory that the world
would snuff out in two weeks.

. “I wonder what ‘they would say,”

Don mused, “if I were to suddenly
say, ‘Look here You all know as well
as I do that in two weeks something
bigger than the moon will hit the world
so hard that in the twinkling of an eye
it will all be over.” Would they nod
their heads and say they knew it too?
Or would the play-acting go on, and

would théy pretend I was a {:rackpﬂt?”-

He started to say it. One of the male
passengers caught his eye-and said, “I
wonder how long it will be before we
get out of this box?” ’

Don, taking his cue, shrugged his -

shoulders.  “All I hope -is they don’t
knock off for lunch five minutes be-
fore they get the elevator going again.”

It was a little eerie, he decided. Al-
most like a great actor on a stage, with
thousands -of people in the audience

listening to him say, “To be or not to -

be, that is the question...” The great
actor theoretma,lly could say, “To be—
but who gives a.damn!” It would ruin
-his career, but he could say 1t even
though he.never did.

The fat woman fainted. Everyone
crowded over to the sides to give her
room to sprawl out. They did it as
though by prearrangement. The opera-

tor said, “Oh, gawd,” as though it had

‘taken him by surprise.
Echoing up the shaft and thmunh

the elevator floor came shouted words.

“WHat’s the matter up there? Stuck?”
“Yeah,” the operator shouted. “Do

something about it—fast!” .

Finally whatever was wrong was

fixed and the elevator moved slowly
up to the tenth floor where a doctor
was waiting to revive the fat woman
-and a lawyer and the building manager
were anxiously coaxing the passengers
to sign papers stating the delay hadn’t

.done any damage. Didn’t they know .

it” wouldn’t make .any difference? ‘No
damage suit could get into court in

" insurance payment back,

two weeks? But then - agam ‘Don_de-
cided, no business manager of a build-
ing wnuld risk his job on a- fantastic
memory of the world ending in two
weeks.

He signed the paper and hurried

‘down the hall to another elevator

which took him on up to the fifteenth
floor where he paid his life insurance.
Not until he had paid the premium
did he stop to think, “Why did I do
that?”

He felt a little foolish abnut it, then

.remembered that he had had a pre-
‘memory of doing it. He frowned and

hastily reviewed'\éverything he had
done since waking up that morning
with the whole future, what there was
of it,. etched into his mind. And he
couldn’t remember a single thing he
had done which violated the pattern
of pre-memory.

Intent on this he opened the door
and stepped out into the hall. A hur-
rving man bumped against him, and
at the same instant Don.remembered

‘that it had happened, but that it had-

slipped his mind. The man gave him
a split second apologetic look and
hurried on.

Don watched h:m 20, pondermg the
new .aspect of.the thing. Ouite obvi-
ously some of the things that were

going to happen slipped the mind just

like memories- f——thlngﬁ that ‘had al-
readv happened.

“Come to think {}f it,” he reflect-
ed, “I have no memorv. of 2oing to
the newsnaner and telling them the.
world is goine to end. So if T do, it
will mean I have changed what will
happen.” | -

Could he change anythmn" Or would’
it- be as impossible as changinz the
past?- He went slowly duwn the hall
to the elevator. -

“If I went back-and d_emandcd my
that would
change what happens,”- he reflected.
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else.”

- He looked at his watch Tt ‘was early
for -lunch yet, but he knew he was
going into. the .restaurant across- the

street from the building he was in, .

was going to sit -at the fourth 5;3.:
from the front end of the counter,
just vacated _by'a middle aged woman
with a_ shopping bag, and order.
corned beef hash. He could remembér

-doing that as vividly as any memory '

‘of the past had ever been. .

“So " why shouldn’t I order some-

.thing else?” he murmured.

‘He: became mmgued by “the idea -
of deliberately changing what his pre-

“memory-.told him' ‘would happen. ‘He
would do it once, then again, and -after
.a few -succésses he would change
everythmg

E MIDDLE aged woman w1th
the . shopping bag was “rising’_as

at him as though she knew him, then
went toward the door. He sat down
and picked up the menu.

JA few minutes later. the waitress
came toward him. He had decided to
ordei the hamburgér steak. It -would.

be “a little change from the pattern -
of pre-memory, but it would be mo-_

mentous in it importance. *
- “What'll you have?” the- glrl sald
. She hadn’t..said-it as though she-al-’

“ready knew. That would make 1t 51m-~

pler. &

He opered, his mouth to say ham~
burger’ steak:

“Corned beef has}i . - were the words
that came out.

The pencil in the girl’s hand scnb-
bled on the pad. She tore off the sheet
and” tumed away. ’

Don tried to shout “Wait!” But hlS
voice had gone' dead and -his hands’
“weére idly ‘placing a cigarette in his

He thought of " this," then" decided it
would be sxmple1 to change somethmg_-'

: FAN-TA_S"I’-I'C-ADVENTUR‘ES.“ i

mouth R F T
He couId feel the damp persplra—
tion on’ his forehead from the effort

‘he was making.to shout after the de-

‘parting waxtress,_but hxs face, he knew,
was ‘calm. ol

He'lit the cigarette and leaned back,

-vglvmg up. the effort to change thmgs
‘So_it 'wasi’t like an” actor-on a stagé

repeatmg memonzed lines!" ‘It was
more like a-movie that has been takén
‘and is showing on the screen. He felt
now he hadn't seriously thought of
a mixture of irritation and fear:.Uniil
that memory. of the world coming .to,
an end in two weeks.

But now, suddenly, it 1ook on the
same flavor of .inexorablenéss as his
ordering _of .cofned beef hash. When
it was set before him he ate it, acute-
ly conscious of the seeming certainty
that every least movement of his fork

, and “fingers was' as unchangeable as

the sun_ in its course through the uni-

-verse. s 4
he. entered thé restaurant. She-smiled

“Theres one thmg,” -he’. reﬂected

"‘My attempt to say’ hamburger was

an’ unknown, because I can remember
it now; but ‘couldn’t beforehand A
part of’my mind, the part / consm
of, is still free, but it can’t affect any
other part."All-I did by trying to or-
der a hamburger steak -was shatter
the illusion that the things I do are
dlctated by me.”

- Or was that true?. Don thought of

_a'féw things he knew about memory.

“Unpleasant things .are’ usually ~forgot-

“ten quicker than. pleasant things. May-
. be pre-memory would- work the ‘same

way. If that were so, theh this, schism

- befween- will and motor centers had

been _repiembered--but thrust into

'subconsmousnnss like-the name of a

gitl"he had gone with once who had

. done him a particularly dirty trick,

so ‘that even. when told what her name
was he promptly forgot 1t agam in a
few moments,
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But even- now he couldn’t recall

having 'known about it, and the ex- £
‘not only uncertain, but totally dif-

girlfriend’s name he recogmzed each
time he heard it. There was a strong

' possibility that this effort to change

things: was new. If so, maybe it could
actually change some physical act.

It was worth-trying, if for no other.

reason than to take his -thoughts
off the. fact .that he had only two

weeks to live. He nodded grimly in-

decision, then wondered if perhaps the
nod were something new.
- . But that was the trouble with mem-
ory. It wasn’t complete enough, Even
memory of the past didn’t include
.every nod of the head and movement
of each -finger. And Some memories
were, false. . -

He . SJghed and stoﬂd up, leaving

a quarter tip. On the way to the cash.

register he wondered if the girl al-
- ready  knew how much her tips for
the day would be, "and if she would
have been a quacter short if he hadn’t
left a tip.

FTER LEAVING the restaurant,

he started walking. His pre-mem-
ory told him he was going to the park
and sit on a bench. He did that with-
out protest, and dove mtu the entire
~ problem of the future.

He knew that after he left the park

he was going to buy a paper, and the

paper was going to tell him  that a

new body had been sighted in the
heavens, hea.dmg toward the Earth’s
orbit. The_auaf'ur of the new article
would be very cautious and estimate
“that although the body would pass

close to the Earth the chances of an,

actual collision were remote. -

The article would go on to say that
there were many very strange things
about: the body. It was small, but its
path proved 1t had tremendous mass.
It had already perturbed Jupiter more
than its own path was distorted by

—

that gmnt planet. .
And spectroscopic analysis of it was

ferent with each Spectrum picture. In
the same picture the spectrum showed
it to be approaching at several dif-
ferent . speeds- and receding at_several
different speeds. The article would
conclude with the statement that it
was aitogether the most mniysterious
visitor from the void that astronomers
had ever recorded. |

The paper wauld also contain pre-
dictions of sports experts on the races,
and they would ignore pre-memory
completely. The experts would ~ go
through their routine analysis of the
basis of their predictions, and ignore.
their “hunches”. '

After the restaurant episode DGII
realized that they wouldn’t. be able to
do anything else. Life would go on as
it had, with no visible sign that ev--
eryone in the world knew -exactly
what the future held. Though ~every
newspaper editor knew for a fact that
the world was™ going to end, he would
call anyone who came in and said so
a crackpot and throw him out.-

The mysterious visitor from space
was obviously the cause of pre-mem-

ory. Some field that surrounded it,

perhaps, It was small and had tre-
mendous mass. Maybe its space-time
continuum had warped time: :tself m
some unfathomable way.

Take pre-memory, for example Don

" mused. Memory comes from - thmfrs

that happen impinging on the mind. -
He was going to buy a newspaper
which he remembered reading in the
future.. He hadn’t read it yet, but
events of the future were producmg
efiects in.the past.

These effects from future causes
were' in” the mind alone. Not a single

“material event-was being  altered by

themm. People would go on betting on.
the horses the way “they - had, ignor-
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ing the1r prefmemury ‘that tuld them
which horse actually would win. Snme
of thém would go to the betting win-
‘dow or the bookie with the "full in-
-~ tention of betting on ‘the. actual win-
ner—to find their mouths saying the

‘name of another horse. - 3

- And there would be a few -who.

would aciually bet on the winner, and

perhaps think. they had changed the -

future. Maybe some of thém would
~actually have distinct pre-memory of
betting on another horse than the one

they did. Would it be-false memory?

- Probably. Everyone has distinct mem-
ories of the past which, when checked

against the memory of others present
- at the time, proves to have false ele- -
+ ments m it

1

How, then, to change things? The
" corned beef- hash, for example. It
wouldn’t really have proven anything
- if ‘he had gotten a hamburger steak,

- false. pre-memory.
‘Don found himself r1smg to his feet.

 He paid little attention, knowing that

-what he was going to do at any mo-
~ ment cuuldn’t be changed.: At least

not yet: It wasn’t fatalism. He couldn’t

- close his eyes and walk across a street

filled with Speedmg autos, because his -

_eyes would - remain open and his in-
stinct for survival would be in opera-
 tion as inevitably as his feet "would
carry him. And one part of his mind
would be in operation as though there

" were no such thing as pre-memory. .

That, perhaps, was the basic truth
of the new state of affairs. The Don
Smith of - yesterday, oblivious of the

future, was. still there. Still oblivious

.of the future. He, the part of him
aware of the future and trying to find
some way to change it, was a- new
thing, born w1th the mflux of pre-
memory.

He stilled his’ thuughts and probed,
and sure enough, down under the level

“covered.

- forgotten. The elevator incident,

" FANTASTIC ADVENTQRES-

of consciousness on whlch he was op-

_eratmg, ‘he could sense anothér level

of thmkmg in which he was wonder-
ing where the paper boy was who
usually stood on the corner, and slight-
ly irritated because of the prospect of

- having to hunt another to buy-a paper

from.

Actually, althnugh he cnuldn’t be
seen yet, the paper boy was standing

~ in a recessed doorway just at the cor-

ner. But one part of him didn’t know
that!

To that part of him nothing had
changed. The future was a dark mys-
tery.

Don paused on the corner, frown-
ing, then “discovered” the newsbuy
and stepped into the doorway to buy:
the paper.

And suddenly, for the moment, he
turned- his thought away from- pre-

. memory and was his old self, curious
‘because ‘it could -then—have beén a z

about the news and eager to sit down

~'someplace and read the paper.

It didn’t last. Boredom made him
retreat from the lower level and re-
turn to speculation about the whole
panorama of past and future. After
all, he already knew what was in the

1133-13“3’1'1 :

DON DECIDED to relax and study

his own mind. Study it in an
attempt to dlscwer ways in wh1ch he-
could affect it.

It wasn’t really ‘his, he soon dis-
It was completely unaware
of him: Here and there. was a vague.
disturbance that-.had been quickly
for
example. The Don Smith that didn’t
know the future was convinced he had
had a hunch, and wished he had fol-

lowed -the hunch

As the hours passed the indepen-
dence of what Don was already call-
ing the two consciousness centers grew
more and more uncanny. It wasn’t
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like msamty, ‘he decided Or was. ite
If his pre-memory of the future hadn’t
been borne out by every new moment
it would be insanity. |

Night came. His normal conscious-
ness center grew tired and went to
bed at ‘its. usmal time, In the morning
when he awakened he realized that he
had slépt too. And the sleep had.re-
freshed him and - glven him new "in-
“sight into things.

While the nurmal part of his mind
dealt with such things as dressing and
.eating” breakfast he pursued a new
train of thought that had come to h1m
on waking. - :

There was such a thing as precog--

nition. He’d read about it. There was

some’ evidence that tended to support
the contention that at times man is
able to see the future. In most people-
it -was a latent faculty if it existed at
all, In others there were times when
‘things to come could be seen with-
great accuracy. -

~ Suppose this strange celestial body
approaching the earth might be emit-

ting some ray that awakened this pre- -

cognitive faculty, rather than playing
havoc with time itself.

Or perhaps the precognitive faculty
were always there, fully developed and
active, but.normally he was unaware
of it—just. as right now his lower
consciousness center was -unaware of
it! Then this mysterious force' from
the approaching asteroid merely did
something to shift his €go-conscious-
ness into the precognitive center!

It sounded elaborate, but it was
realiy simple. It was like concentrat- "

ing on visual sensations for a mo- °

ment, and then being unable to be
“acutely aware of sounds afterwa.rdS'
The consciousness did shift from one
department .of the mind to anuther
So there ‘wasn’t  anything really un-
usual about it if it were assumed there
was a _precognitive center always in

perfectly normal.
light of knowledge of the-future lurk-
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0 perathn.

‘But now _th‘p.t brou'ght.,uprsome-
thing else. Yesterday he had been sure
he saw in everyone .around him  the
Sljlme awareness of the future ‘that
was in him. Could he have been mis-
taken? It was. easy to read something
into a person’s expression or actions
that didn’t exist. It was quite possible
that he alone knew the future, knew
that in thirteen days the world would
be destruyed' . -

This morning thé waitress- seemed
There . seemed no

ing behind the smile in her eyes. But
‘now he knew there was none in his.
He was relaxed, observant. Maybe she
was being the same. And the other
people around him- who talked .and
laughed as though- they didn’t know
they had only - thirteen more days to
“live. g

He turned now to the blggett mys-
tery confronting him, the mystery of
why there was st,rictly one-way con-
tact between himself and his former
consciousness’ center, and how it could
carry on as though he were present
and directing it when he was not.

From ‘the over-all point of view it
was a product: of necessity. That is,

if events weren’t to be changed.

What would happen if some. event
were changed? Would the change just
happen, .with no effect on ‘anything
else? Or "would. it start a series of

‘cause and -effect that. would make ev-

ervthing: be different? Would .it be a
spark that would explode into some-
thing that would change euerythmg?

Don puzzied over these questions.
Gradually the determination crystal-
ized in him to change at least .one
thing before the world~ ended and see
what happened. -

~ “Just one thmg,” he dec:ded

And from somewhere in the depths

of his mind came the -question, “How
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could you be . sure you. had changed'

1t 2" -
False memory again. Already he had

.experienced it. Several times he could
have sworn. that things happened dii-

ferently. than his. pre-memory had
told him they would, only to reluc-

_ta‘ntly decide that hlS pre-memory hﬂd
been confusing the event with anoth--

¥ & )
The problem became an obsession.
Day after day it occupied his thoughts

else. The mornmg came that he awoke
with the realization that there were
only three more days before that
‘strange _body apprﬂachmg the Earth
struck.

And abruptly; like a pistol shot,
the answer - exploded - into conscious-
ness. His pre-memory extended right
‘up to the terrible sound and ‘searing
"heat of oblivion, three days awav. If

he could somehow .destroy himself to-

day, now, that would. be snmethmg
different than pre-memory  pictured.

So utterly different that there could -
be no, poss:lhlhty of laying it to\false

memory !

IT WAS -an unsatisfactory answer in
many ways, Don decided, but it
was the only sure answer. He would
know at the last instant that he had
effected a real change in events, but
he .would never know what result it
would produce. He -would die " with
the knowledge that he had accom-
plished what he set out to do, and
that would be worth the three days
he would be shortening his life.
" He studied*ways ‘to go about it. At

fluence the thoughts of his lower con-
sciousness centers. Like the hunch
about, the elevator getting stuck. He
had the advantage thazt he knew' ev-
erything that was going to happen
during the day. He. could lonk "ahead

conscilousness.

dav.”
rare moments he could vaguely in- -

lower consciousness level,
. was, no way -of knowing if it were

_FANTASTSC ADVENTURES

and  make some plan.

It was nine o’clock in the morn-
ing. At about eleven-thirty he was go-
ing to be downtown. Thergﬁaa going .
to be-a car run out of control. It was
going to. head .directly. toward him,

‘then turn and ram into a light pole.

He was going to see it coming, freeze,

~and be perfectly safe.»There was go-
ing to be an instant when he almost

started. to run out into the street.

- Maybe, in that instant, he cculd pre—
_almost to the exclusion of- everything °

cipitate things and . actually -
run, and get hit by the car.-
.- It might even be that he could pre-
pare for that instant by trying to im-
press uneasiness, a hunch, on his low-

Iry L

" er consciousness level. He had no pre-

memory of doing  so, but it.
work. -
He relaxed his thoughts, 1dent1fy1ng'
himself with the thoughts in his lower
Almost he* could for-
get and.- be that other self. Days of
practice had -made that easier.
He.caught a streetcar and rode to-
ward " the downtown section, concen-
trating on the séunds of people talk-
ing above the noise of the car, on the

might

-

- things he .saw around him. His lower

consciousness level was thinking about
a- book he had read recently. He pre-
tended it was he who was doing the
thinking, the seeing, the hearing. And
into this he inserted a. thought,,“l am
going to be killed tnday '

~ It made no impression. He. hadn’t
expected it to all at once. Patiently
he .persisted, identifying himself with

every thoucht on the lower level, then

thmkmg, “Im. gmng to be killed to-

Bv the time he crnt off the street—
car he was aware of a certain nerv-
ousness. It definitely belonged to the
but there

sorething not pre-determmed or not,
since it was .too vague to have been
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known ahead of time.in pre-memory.

He persisted. At the same time he .

watched every thought in the .lower
consciousness center, trying to- se1ze
into it and influence 1it.

Without warning he made his first
definite contact. It wasn’t much. "It
was just a feeling in the lower center
that “this is strange. I have an un-
canny - feehng that I’ve done this be-
~ fore!” - .

A surge of elation flooded through

Don, Like a man playing solitaire and
concéntrating .on every
watched every thought passing through
" the lower consciousness centers, try-
ing to- grasp and divert the train of
awareness. S

Slowly, by.infinitesimal stages, he-

built up an emotion of uneasy anxiety

there. Time was short. There was-less

than five minutes. -

E CORNER where the accident °

was_to occur was just ahead. Was
-he going to die there? Pre-memory
quite definitely said he was going to
pause, see the car bear down toward
him out of control, experience a mo-
“ment of confusion, then see' the car
lurch aside and ram
pole. After that he was going to watch
with the rest of the crcwd until the
ambulance took away the driver, then
cross the street and keep going.

The thing he wanted to do was so
simple. ‘He wanted to make himself
try to dodge that car. Then that final
_Swerve would catch him, perhaps
squeezing out- his life against the light
pole. =~ - '

‘In the lower consciousness center
~the uneasiness was already - growing,
vague in form and casting about for

~something . tangible to pin jts cause to,

in an attempt at. rationalization:
“If only it’s. enough,” he prayed.
He was at the corner now. The red
light stopped him, He looked at the

staring fixedly at that car,

- card, he
- swerving,

against a light
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street scene, the buildings, the people,
already nostalgic. But they too would
be snuifed out in another three days.

The car was already in view, speed-
ing toward the intersection. It was
half a block away, a quarter. It start-
ed to swerve, then. straightened.

In his lower consciousness he was
wildly
questioning why theré should be such
a presentiment about it.

It wasn’t slowing - down. The
drwer was staring at him with wide
eyes full of horror. The car was
heading directly - toward
him. iy
““Run!” Don 5creamed in his mind.
* Suddenly a wave of dizziness sweépt

over-him. With it, someone seemed to
- rush past out into the street. At the

same time he seemed to ‘be running
out into the street himself. -

The world about him separated
into double images widely spaced.
Then, abruptly, there was only one of
everythmg The car rushing down on
him was sc1eech1ng to a stop scant
inches away.

“Whyntcha watch whatcher dmn i
the driver shouted angrily. |

“Sorry,” Don said.

"Feeling so weak he wanted to lie
down right in the street, he turned
around and went back to the curb.

The car started and drove on across

~ the intersection. But Don, as he stood .

there, had a strange feelmg that_ he
had 5pllt off from himself, and that

right where he stood was anr:ather Don
~ Smith, and against the light pole a few®

feet away was a badly mangled car

- with the corpse of the driver in it.

_ He stilled his nervous thoughts and.

probed for the other Don Smith on
the lower level of consciousness. He
wasn’t there. '

Experimentally Don gave the men-
tal . command for. his arm to rise. It
obeyed.

He looked around him. Everything
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seemed the sarme. as it |
Nothing . was "changed -so far.as he
could see. Was everything still ‘the

same? A dread thought assailed hnn—- -

that he had failed.

“But.my arm! I moved it of my
own free willl”™” he exc]axmed .in his
thnughts

Something else. made itself' aware.
He no longer had pre-memory.. He
searched -his thoughts. He hkad mo

faintest. idea of what he would be
doing even five-seconds in the future. .

STOR‘E window across the street

caught his eye. It was a men’s

suit display. It would have caught any-

one’s eye. The dummies were dressed
in suits whose trousers came down to

neat formfitting cuffs ‘at the ankles, -

and whose sleeves did the same. The
body of the coat and trousers was of
one color, while the lapels and sleeve
cuffs and trouser cuffs were of -a
“matching color.

Don looked in the m1dd1e of ‘the
block at.the sign' to .make sure of
what he already knew, that this was
Field’s huge store. Then he shook his
head slowly in wonder. Field’s wasn’t
in the habit of featuring cracl-.put de-
signs in men’s clothes.

Unconsciously he glanced down at’

his own suit. It was identical in design
with those in the window display! He
stared at it for a moment, then swiftly
~ searched his pockets for his.billfold.

It was where he always kept-it; in
his left hip pocket, which was a com-
forting -fact. But it was definitely not
" his. He opened it to look for identifi-

_.cations. What he ‘saw both CﬂnfUSEd-

and relieved him. The name on the
various cards was his own, Donald
Smith, but the cards were different
from any he had ever seen before.
- There was a driver’s license. On the
_ top line was a printed, “Type ;- and
after it, in stamped lettering, “Pass:
cars & planes.” There was another

‘had been;

-handed him the paper.
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‘card whzch ‘bore the headmg, «Citi-

zen’s identification.”

He looked in the .money compart-
ment. There were several bills in it
of various size. At “first glance they
seemed ordinary currency, until he
read the head;ng It was, “Repubhc
of America.”

A .cold numbness settled over him.
“I'm-mad,” he thought. “I’'m insane.
I should have guessed it before, but—
this simply can’t be.”

“Paper, mister?” a voice bruke into
his thoughts.

. “Yes!” Don said, He reached into
his side pocket and brought out a
small handful of change. “Pick it
out,” he said to the news hawk.

'The man picked out a nickel and
It was the
Journal, with the same design of

“-heading that it had always had. But the .

headlines could never have appeared

~in the Journal :as he had always

known it.
SPACE.

~What had happened? Had he in
some way been transported to the far
future? He. searched for the date on
the paper and his mystification grew.
The date was Sept: 7, 1957, the same

MARS LINER LOST IN

- as it’ had been that mornijhg when

everything had been normal.
A million questions were crowding

into his thought. He had the same

name here, the buildings seemed the
same, even the- newspaper had the

_Same . name,

A car: pulled to a stop in front of
him. Its horn gave two short toots.
The girl behind the wheel leaned over
and opened the door. |
- “Don!™ she said.” “Where - in
heaven’s name have you been? Get
111 1 r

He hesnated then decided the only
way to find out things was to be with
someone who apparently knew him.

. He climbed in. The car shot forward

even as he sat down and started to
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" close the door.

“T’ve been looking all nver for you

~ the girl said, “driving up one street
‘and down another trying to get to
you before they did. Luckily I found
you first or your life. wouldn’t be
- worth a plugged nickel.” |
“Why?” .Don asked.
~ they got against me?”
From the expression on her face he

”What lixave

decided he had said th€ wrong thing..

She frowned and looked sideways at
“him, then looked forward again at the
traffic as she wove.in and out at
breakneck speed. -

Suddenly she caught her breath
sharply, and risked another look- at
him. “What’s my name?”
manded. “Tell me. Quick!”

“I don’t know,” Don confessed.
~ “I never saw vyou -before.”

. “Oh lord,” the girl said, braking
to a stop. “So that’s what happened.
You're the other. And poor Don’s
stuck over there on a world that’s
“going to -crash day after tomorrow.
There-isn’t time to explain to you or

bother with you. You'll have ‘to get

out and get along as best you can.”
“Wait a minute!” Don said. ‘I'm
entitled te some explanations.”

Abruptly there was a small gun in
the girl’s left hand.
. “Get out,” she said. “Get out!”
And from the look in her eyes Don
sensed she would pull the trmger if
he didn’t.

He opened the door and slid uut
Immediately the car lurched aliead,

motor racing as it picked up speed..

DON STARED after the receding
car, anger slowly rising in- him.

" He saw it come to a stop a_block and
a half away as the light Changed to
red. He glanced around hastily. A
taxi was coming. He flaggeu it down.
“There’s a car in the next block I
~want you to follow,” he said. “It’s
‘that maroon sedan with-the girl in it.

she de-
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I want to see where éhe gaes -
“Your wife?” . 'the ‘driver “asked,

'casualiy running the red light to catch

up with the other car before it could

get going.

“No,”_Don said, “It’s a . girl that

- knows me well enough to play me a

dirty trick, but I never saw her before

_in my ‘life. I want to find out who

she -is.” |
‘“That -might- be simple if she owns
the car,” the driver said. |
The light was green now. The girl
started up. The driver skillfully fol-
lowed her. At the "same time he

lpleEd up ﬂ hand IIHCI‘DphﬂnE ‘e

“Thirty-five reporting,” he said into
it. “Give me the name- of ‘the owner
of license KQ43-826. Also the ad-
dress.” He darted a glance back at
Don. “See how simple?” -

The loudspeaker under the dash-~
board came to life after a moment.
“Owner . of -license KQ43-826 is
Thelma Grant, 12614 Northern Boule-
vard.” _ - -

“Fhere you are,” the driver said.
“Want -to write it dqwn?” He passed
a tablet and pencil back to Don.
“And keep scooted down or she’ll see
you. She’s studying the cab, trying
to decide. if -it’s following her. And
while you’re at it, take a look at the

2}

. ‘blue sedan half a~block behind us. It’s

been -on our tail for several blocks.”
-Startled, Don looked back. There
seemed to be four men in the. blue

sedan. It was difficult to make out
their faces, but he felt .quite sure he
~had never seen-any of them before.

And that made him wonder why he
had hoped he might have. This was a
different world, regardless of its simi-
larities‘to his own. Whatever explana-
tion lay behind his being here, what-
ever the cause of the similarities, it -
was a little absurd to -expect to find
anyone here that he knew. '

The driver of the blue sedan was

~ the only one of its occupants whose
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face could be- seeh' ciéafly " Don
‘studied it. It could have belonged to
any type, from college. prnfessnr to a.

gunman in a mob. And it might be:

both, Don reflected. Thelma Grant
had said they would kill him, and it
was mixed up with his own world in
.some way, indicating that theére was
science of some kind behind it.
“Recognize any of them?” the taxi
driver asked.
. “No,” Don said. ”They seem-to be
dehmtely following us though.”
“Maybe- we’d better forget the girl

and shake them,” the driver said. “Yuu F

know her name and address nuw

“Okay,” Don said.

Ten minutes later the taxi driver
was frowning uneasily. ‘“That boy
behind the wheel back ‘there knows
every trick,” he said. “Tell me, do you

think there might be shooting?” .
- “I don’t think so,” Don said,
“maybe you could slow down right after

we turn-a corner and let me out.” He: -

took a ten dollar bill out of his bill-
fold."

It gave him an .eerie’ feelmg when
the cab driver looked at the bill with
its REPUBLIC OF AMERICA en-
graved across the top with eyes that
lit up at the sight of real money. Don
felt like a man*passing ‘Confederate
money. - A

& s knuw the place to do 1!: " the~
driver said, abandoning his pursuit
-of Thelma Grant” and taking the
‘corner with screeching tires, “It’s
four blocks from here A’ beer parlﬂr
- with a back entrance.” ~ |

There were two more- quick turns.
“The blue sedan was trying to catch
_up now. |
. “What’ll you do??” Don asked

“Me?” the driver said, grinning into

the rearview mirror. ”A'EUUple blocks

later I’ll be at the curb with my flag

up when they come around the corner.
I won’t know a thing about it.” .He
twisted the wheel violently and braked

“but
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to a stop. “Slam the - daur P

~ Don was- out and slammmg the
door, then jumping across the side-
wa,lk Just inside the door of the beer

parlor he stnpped and looked out. ‘The
blie sedan whizzed by, still swaying -
‘from the curve. He . stepped . out and
~watched it turn the next corner, ‘then
-went inside and sat at the bar and or-
‘dered a bottle of beer. It was a brand

he had had before, and its flavor was

neither good nor bad jllSt as it had
a[ways been

HE HOUSE on Northern Boule-
~ vard numbered 12614 was almost
a palace, Don paid the cab driver and
walked up the curving sidewalk, exam-
ining the landscaping and- the exterior

of the house with a realiz&tiﬂn that

Thelma Grant belonged to a famlly
that ‘wasn’t exactly poor.
 For that matter, he thought, fin-
gering the cloth of his suit, he didn’t
seem to be poor himself. Careful. ex-
ploration of his clothes had revealed
a secret pocket in which several
thuusand dollars in bxg bills was se-
creted. :

He pressed the buzzer and heard
melodious chimes on the other side of
the heavy front door.

He glanced back toward the street.
A blue sedan was pulling to the
curb. .-Quickly ,Don dropped .off the

porch into the concealment of the

bushes.
‘The four men got out of the sedan
and came up the walk just as the door-

_opened. Don risked a quick look above

the edge of the porch. The man who
stood in the doorway watching the
four men approach looked like a
servant..

“Is Miss Grant hmne?” one of the
four ‘asked as they reached the steps.

“I don’t know, sir,” -the servant
said. “Who_ is calling?”’ |

“So she is home,” the spokesman
said. “We’ e’re coming in.”
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Don watched almost openly as the -
four men leaped up the steps and
reached the door ‘before the servant
could get it closed. All five-disappeared
inside. There. was the sound of scuf-
fling. -

Don g]anced back at the blue sedan
It was empty. He stepped out of the
bushes and went around to the side
of the house in search of a place to
enter. " )
" A high hedge hid his movements
from neighbors. He tried the first

window he came to after peeking in -

and finding the room empty. The
window was unlocked. It slid. up. al-
most noiselessly. With a light leap he
was over " the edge of the sill and
climbing into the room.

It seemed to be a little used :study.
‘He crossed it quickly and. opened the
door a crack. Voices exploded sharply.

“What’d you do with Smith?” one
of them demanded.

“I tell .you I haven’t seen Don,”
Thelma’s voice answered. :

“Don’t tell us that,” the same voice
snarled. “We saw you pick him up.
In fact, we followed you knowing
you’d lead us to him. After a few

blocks you stopped and he got out,

and before we could get to him he
caught a cab and followed you.”
Thelma caught her breath audibly.
“Then he must have seen us fol-
lowing him. He gave us the slip.” We
‘searched for him, then came_ over
here. Since he isn’t Here we’ll wait
for. him.”-

“He' certainly won’t show up here,”
Thelma’s -voice snunded “You're
‘wasting your time.’

“March, go out and park the car
around on another street,” the SkaES-
man ordered. .

Don opened the. _dﬂﬂl a little 'far-
ther and saw the driver, March, go
to the door.- Crane held a gun on
Thelma and the servant. The other
two men had automatics in. sight too.

HE
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“What’d Smith tell you when he was
with you?” Crane asked.

“Nothing!” “Thelma said -defiantly.

‘Crane approached her abruptly and
lashed the flat of his-hand. agamst her
cheek.

Don had an impulse to throw the
door open and leap through. The
memory of how viciously she had or-

- dered him out of her car stayed him.

“Talk,” Crane said,
you plenty.”

“Why_are you so CO"ﬁCBI’HEd B
Thelma, said. “Don gave me some
crazy story about interdimensional
fields. I don’t know anything about
it. It all sounded too absurd.” She.
tossed her head defiantly.” “Anyway,
what could he possibly do,‘nne man
against—"’

“He could do plenty—if he found
a way to cross completely over,”
Crane-said. “He -could wreck every--
thing. And if he doesn’t show up here
before long we’re taking you into

“or- I'll give

. protective custody and question you

until we find out what he told you or
make sure he didn’t tell you any-
thing.”

“You wouldn’t dare arrest me!”
Thelma said.

“You think not?”’ Crane sald dryly.

And Don, listening on the other
side’ of the study door straightened
in surprise and mystification at this
new development. These were - pohce
nf some kind out there' X

LOOKED back over every-
thing, and realized he should
have suspected those four- men of
being police long before, the way they
followed him, .the way they had
driven up in front of Martha’s and
come to the front duar and pushed
their way in. Even thelr manner was
that of men with authorlty doing -their
job. -

And Crane had said the
Smith of this world could

Donald
“wreck
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eﬁerything”: if he got all .the ﬁray

across. And he had, since he, the other

.Don Smith was here in_ this world.

‘He recalled how Thelma Grant had
immediately caught on to the fact that
he wasn’t the one she thought he was.
Her reactions weren’t ‘those of a
bored and uncomprehendinrg female,
but the sharp awareness of one whu
knew all ‘about it. ’

Don felt an <impulse to npen the -

door and give himself up to the police.
He hesitated, turning over the points
against it and in favor of it. The one
monstrous fact that the world—his

world—was . doomed to be destroyed -

- in two and a half days unless some-

_ thing-beyond his own ability to under-

- stand were done, decided him.

He opened the door anc stepped :

into the other room.
The three men- saw*’hlm at once.

_Their entire attention was diverted to

..him. Thelma acted swiftly, jerking the
-gun from one of the men’s hands.
~ “Put your hands up and drop your
- guns,” _she said, backstepping until
. she was well away from them all.

Crane and the other man with a’gun

let them fall .to the floor. All three

elevated their arms.

“Get over here, Don,” -she said.

“Wait a minute, Thelma,” Don said.
¢TI don’t know what this is about, but
my whole world seems to be' threat-
- ened by something your Don Smith
has done. I’'m not gmng to let you get
away with- it.”

“Shut up, you fool,” she snarled. "

.- “So -he did it,” Crane said. “You're

not going to get away with this, Miss
" Grant. March will be coming in in a
moment. What -are you going to do
with all of us?’”

“Shoot you, maybe,” she said,
biting her lip. “There’s too much at
stake not to. You'd be able to find
out all you need from Don tc go after
him and stop him.”

Don had his hands in hls pockets.

police.

- she
trying to figure out what was striking |

" tell—?

-won’t know too -much, but

" the ]:ﬂue sedan. The driver,
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His fingers encountered the dozen or
more loose coins. He closed his {ist

around them and slowly brought them

out. Thelma’s eyes were warily going
from- one to another of the three
He waited -until she. wasn’t
looking dlrEEtly at- him and quickly

~ tossed the coins at her.

It 'was completely-unexpected. While
was instinctively ducking and .

her he leaped at her, seizing the ‘wrist
of the hand ‘that held the gun. He
jerked it painfully. The- -gun came free
and fell with a thud. |
“Oh, you fooll” Thelma 531(1 -half
crying. -

Crane stepped.in between Don and
Thelma' and put handcuffs on her.

““All right, Smith,” he said. “You did
a nice job. I'll have to remember that
trick for future use. Come with me
down to Central Cuurdmatmn We've
got to-work fast.”

He started for the door.
beside him. -

- “Don!” Thelma" crled out.

DDI’I was
“Don’t

Her voice was cut off by a slap
from one of the men holding her. Don
looked back at her expressionlessly
and went through the door with Crane.

“We’re going to have. to hﬁrry,”

- Crane said.as they went .down the
" walk.

.government scientists and I want you

“I'm going to take you to

to tell them everything you know. You
you’ll
probably know what they want, Whlﬂh
will be exactly how you got across.’
‘They trotted down to tke nearest
corner, went over a block, and found
March,
had evidently gone around the block

..the other ‘way since he wasn’t there

and they hadn’t met him.
Crane slid® behind the wheel ancl

turned the key. The car was. nmvzng1
while Don sat down.

“Im willing to cooperate,” Don
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said. .
. could you tell me what this is about?’

‘This world looks just like i1y own in
a lot of ways, but this Republic of

America, and spaceships being lost in
space. .. -And how could two worlds

be so much alike 'that they even have -

 the same brands of beer?”

Crane chuckled and glanced side-
ways at Don as.he increased his speed
and threw on the - siren. 5 18

“It’s™ because - they’re so .close to-
~ gethér in.hyperspace tha.t they sh&pe
~ each other,” he said. |
- “Td guessed that much,” Dun said
slowly,
- the Don Smith of this world have to
gain by destroying my world?”

Crane lifted his eyebrows and nearly
ran into a stopped car before he re-
“covered. He- remained siltnt- for a
long minute, then:

“He’s a madman,” he said. “That’s
it. You know what insanity is in your
world? He’s insane. He found a way

to do this thing, and being insane he’s

determined to do it. Thatls- why
we've got to learn from your how to
reach him before day after tomorrow.”

ON- WAS placed in a room by
- himself for a few minutes. Then
Crane came back. With him were threé
men whom he introduced as the great-
est scientists in the Republic of
America. ~ |
“Maybe you ‘scientists can  explain
what this field business is,” Don said.
“Crane said it was two worlds close
“together in hyperspace.” e =
“That explains it adequately
enough,” the one who had been in-
troduced as Dr. Lamont said. “How-
ever, there will be plenty of time

later to educate you into the study of
hyperaction. Right now we would like -
very much to hear - everything you"

know of your personal experience
leading up to your transfer to this
body you are in.”

“But while we’re going dnwn |

‘Lamont said.

normal sleep with - memory of the
‘“Another thing, _what would
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“It all began e Dnn said, “when I

‘woke up in the morning w1th memories

of the coming three weeks. At first I

-didn’t -know ‘what it was. Before an
hour had passed I realized it was

pre-memory, but even then I couldn’t
believe it would turn out to be true
all down the line. I didn’t want to

.believe that, because my memory of

the future ended with the destruction
of the world by some giant - asteroid
hitting-us.” _

“Let’s keep things clear,” Dr.
“You awakened . from

coming three weeks, and very shortly

-events tended to prove it was correct
‘pre-knowledge. How accurate -was it?”

“There were no exceptions,” Don
said.

“But dldnt ynu try
things?”

“Of course. But then I found that

to change

I had no control over my actions. I

first discovered that when I tried to
order a food different frora what my
pre-memory dictated. Then I dis-
covered that there was a conscious-

ness level independent of me which
. was going on in every detail as I sup-

pose it would have if this change-hadn’t

taken place in me.. It knew nothing
-of the future, and didn’t know I was

trying to influence it.”

“And did you sear{:};‘ydur mind to
see 1f you could detect any other con-

sciousness centers?” Dr. Lamont
asked. | '
“I may have,” Don said. “I don’t

- - remember. I concentrated on -trying

by various means to affect the
thoughts of my lower level of thought.

- And slowly I became able to - influ-
‘ence- it emotionally so that it would

be vaguely disturbed.”

The scientists looked--at one an-
other and nodded. |
“Then,” Don continued, “I studied

what was going to happen in the near
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future and picked out an event whe::_e-‘_-'

I would possibly. be able- to change
things by upsetting the emotional state
beforehand ¥ | lound the ideal event
for -it.” *

purpnse you had in mind?” Dr. La-
mont asked.

“By now,” Don s.d, “1 was con- - -
vinced the WhﬂlE business was caused .

by .some sort of field from this body

that was going, to destroy’ the Earth..

It seemed .to have trapped me, and
maybe everyone else ca ‘earth, into a
groove where our future was unchange-
able. Even if ‘I thought I changed
~ something I discovered on careful
thought” that my pre-memory might
have slipped up. So I came to the con-
clusion that the only sure way to

change ﬂnﬁhm“ was to die. before-
the world ended. Since I had a dis-

tinct memory of being alive when it

ended; 1™ could die knowmg I had -

broken the chains.” "

“And this ideal event you Spnke
fj”

i
"

YA car out of contrul,” Don said.
“My . pre-memory of it was . that I

would stand still, confused, and at the

last moment the car would veer away
and hit a light pole. If I could make
myself try to run to escape it would
“hit me)

“And did it>”. Dr.
quickly. i

“T. don’t: know,” Don said slowly.
“There was an instant when I was

Lamont aske:d

exerting every ounce of strength to -
' THE ROO'VI he was placed in was

make myself run. Then I had a ‘con-
‘fused dual picture of standing on, the
curb watching myself run, feeling my-
self - run into the street, and seeing

. everything like it was a double im-.

age. Then I was in this world, and
‘the car’ wasn’t out of control, but
slamming on its brakes, and the driver
was bawling me out for stepping in
front of him.”

. consult him

_ FANTASTIC ADVENTURES

- “So you have-no way of knowing
if your own body remained on the
curb or dashed -into the ‘street to be
killed by the car?” Dr. Lamont said

. . thoughtfully:
- “But- why—I mean what was the -

“God! I never- thought of that be-
fore!” Don said. “That must be what
happened. I was killed!” - :

“I don’t think so,” Dr. Lamont said.
“In fact, I'm quite. sure you weren’t.
There is the fact that you had a fleet-
ing view. of yourself dashing into the
street, “which means that for an in-
stant you were seeing into this world
from your own, and in that world you
were doing exactly what pre-memory
dictated. There is the further fact
that the personality of the rightful
owner of your present body is missing.
It could only have been accomplished
by—"’ ‘ -

“I think we’d better retire and study
what Mr. Smith has told .us,” the one

called Dr. Davis interfupted. “We're

'gmng to have to work fast if 'we are

to succeed, you know.”

“You're right” Dr. Lamont said.

“Crane, see that.Mr. Smith is placed

in comfortable ‘quarters where -we.can
‘at a moment’s notice.
You understand the necessity of that,
Mr. Smith? In your brain and mind
are the essential clues to this grave
problem. We may not have reached
them yet. We may need you again,

. S0 you must stay here.”

i1 understand

of course,” I}_r:m
sald |

on a hlgh floor. It was comfort-
able to the point of luxury. Crane

~apologized for locking the door ahead

of time, then left. And there were bars
on the window:

"‘Don tried the door to make sure it
had been actually -locked, went to the
window and opened it. It seemed to
him they were going a bit too far in
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making him an actual prisoner, but he
could see their point of view. They-

needed him if they-weére going to save

-+

his world.

The . question of how were they go-
ing to .do it surged up into conscious-
ness. Somewhere in the back of his
thoughts when he had been trying to
alter the future-was the feeling that
in that direction lay- the key to sav-
ing the world, as though one single-
. change in events over what they would

" normally and inevitably be would up-

set the whole course of destiny and
in some mysterious way prevent a
giant ball hurtling tuward the earth
from striking it.

How could an insignificant event
produce such a gigantic change? And
- how._ had the other Don. Smith man-
aged to pmduce the 1mpendmg catas-
~trophe in the first place?

Don shook his head in an attempt
- to shake off the feeling of confusion.
that. was growing again, The trouble,
of course, was that he Lknew too
little about the theories behind what

he_had experienced and seen. He was

like someone trying to understand the
workings of an electric motor without
knowing anything about - -electricity or
- magnetism.

. The present, he reflected had been
" completely shapéd by the past,- and
in turn completely determined all the
- future. It was like a geometry rising
from a set of postulates. -Change one
postulate and an entire new geometry
results. It might be like that. Change
one fact of the present, and an entire
new future immediately results.

What had happened when he sud-

denly found himself. in~ this world?
Here he had full control of his present
body, and no idea of what would hap-
pen in ‘the future. Was the other
Don Smith in his body on the other
earth, and .was he in full control of
it? Or was he right now ftrying in
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different that would change things?
But that couldl}’t _be; because the
other Don Smith wanted to make sure
the earth was destroyed. It followed
that he had taken over to prevent h1rn

from changing things.

That was it, of course. At the very .

‘moment when he ‘had been about to

succeed the other. Don Smith had dis-
placed him to stop. him. And at the
last minute, no doubt, he would re-
turn to his own body and force Don
back into his. Then his own world
would be destroyed, leaving only this

~-one, in which, somewhere along -the

~ line, the American continent had de-
veloped one government instead of
splitting into Canada and the United
States, :

Here they had probably dnne S0.’

~ And achieved space travel .too.

MOVEMENT in a window of the

building directly across the street
attracted his attention. His eyes wid-
ened. It was Thelma, and some sort
of gun was in her hands |

He threw himself to one side just

s she fired. Something flashed
through the bars of his window and
struck agdinst the wall on the other
side of the room, then fell to the
floor. ‘
- Keeping ﬂut of the line of fire -he
reached the long cylinder and picked -
it up. It was lightweight, with a
rounded nose and small vanes spiral-
ling around it to make it spin and keep

a straight course.

He examined it curiously. It hardly p
seemed des:gned to kill. It hadn’t
struck the wall with enough force, to
mar the paint!

Suddenly he dlsmvered that both
ends had screw caps. He unscrewed
one end. Inside was a rolled up piece
of paper. He unrolled it. It was a

~hastily written note.

-
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“Don,” it read ”ynu ve gnt every--
thing . wrnng This - will’ explam every- -

thing, so please read it. Dr. Lamont

and-the others are ﬁnt what you think."-
They are the: ones ‘who are planning -
‘the destruction of your world. They,
are convinced that your world "serves

to retard- progress on ours, and - that
the only way we can achieve our des-
tiny is to destroy yours and free ours
from’its influence. They are the ones
who have guided that asteroid so that
it will collide with yéur Earth.

“Don is trying to produce some
change in your world. If he succeeds,
it will provide the push that will send
your world . an infinitesimal distance
into the fourth dimension and. enable
it to escape .the colhsmn

“If you help the scientists stup Don
it will mean 'your world will be de-
‘stroyed. Please believe me. And please
believe that my reason for being so
-abrupt with you- was a desire to keep-
you out of the way .so the government .
wouldn’t learn what you—or rather
Don-—had done.”

There was her name and a post-
~script saying, “Please destroy this and
‘say nothing to them.”
" . Deliberately Don stepped in front
of the window. He tore the note into
small bits and threw them through

the bars. There was no s1gn of Thel— 8

ma at the: ﬂther window.

WAS. 'THELMA- telling the truth?

That question pressed down on
Don with oppressive force. If she
were right, then what he had already
told the government scientists might
have sealed the earth’s fate.

“But then: this government of the

Republic of America was lying to him

to get him to cooperate so they could
- reach Donald - Smith and stop him
~ from saving it. .

On the other hand, if Thelmja. were
working with I’onald Smith to destroy
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Ppletely . separate  from it,
him over ‘and take his place? It must
“have been somethlng like that. Since

the Earth, it was she who. was . usmg

those tactics.
“And damn’ | Don muttered

“there’s .a dozen things to point to
-either of t;hem lymg—-—ar telling the

truth e

. -What, exactly, had Dﬂnald Smith
dﬂne? Slide his ego into a separate
compartment while remaining com-

then " boot

they had both been. on the same cor-

‘ner it was probable that physical pres-

ence in the same space was necessary.
~Don tried to remember the little
he knew of theories of hyperspace.
Maybe when the two brains were in
the same coordinates of .three dimen-
sional space and separated by-a very
narrow space in the fourth dimension
they had a.sort of condenser action
on each other, and the electrical
.charges -.that were the mind could be
transferred over in some way.
Mayhe that was what the gnvern-
ment' scientists wanted to find out,
in which case he had already told
them enough to ensure the doom await-

- aing the earth. That was the trouble.

Not knowing anything about the basic
theory he had .no way of evaluating
anything he had said. :

Was the other Don Smith still in
contact with his own body? Don stilled

his thuughts and tried to sense hidden
thoughts; with no success.

Memory of -those days in his own
brain when he had been trying to

‘change the course of events returned.

Had it been he who had tried to change
them—or the other Donald Smith?
The more he ‘thought about it the
more certain he was that it must have
been the other influencing his mind.
- But how? And why “couldn’t the
scientists like Dr. Lamont do the same
thing? -

The wall of ignorance that hemmed
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him in stlﬂed speculatmn Whmhever

way he turned. mlght be the wrong-

Wﬂ}' e

His- Lhoucrhts turned to the general~
plcture,.ﬂf ‘two worlds influencing each -

other by their proximity in hyper-

space. So closely molded together that-

there. was a man.in each world named
Donald Smith whose minds were able

by - some mysterious mechanism to -

change bodies. So closely molded that
the more advanced of the two worlds
felt the other was keeping it back by
its very "presence.’ That made sense.
More sense than Crane’s explanation

world with its billions of people just
to use- some mad discovery. Especial-
ly since this world had space travel
and could very well manipulate a giant
globe and direct it toward a target.

Suddenly Don was cerfain Crane
and Dr. Lamont had lied. He had to

escape -or they would use him again. .

He went to the window and looked
across. Thelma was at the other win-
dow once more. He waved at her and
nodded vigorously to let her know he
agreed with her. Her wave indicated
she understood. .=

How was he going to escape? He
examined the bars at the window.
They were imbedded’ solidly. To saw
‘them loose, asqummg Thelma could
shoot' a saw
would take hours. And something mad,
like swinging across from. one build-
ing to the other dozens: of floors above
the strest probably wouldn’t work.
He’d be seen, and the ‘other building
surrounded before he and Thelma
could escape. .

He turned his . attention to the
locked door, and was startled by the
scraping sound -of a key going into
the lock. He stepped back instinctive-
ly. - p »
- The door opened and Dr. Lamont

| stepped m

blade across to him,
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“F wanted the answer to one’ more
question r1ght qiow, Mr. Smlth” he
said pleasantly. “When you transferred
to this -world- were .you apparently. in’
the same .place as you were in the
other?” He smiled. “From what you
said we gathered you "wexe, but we
must make absolutely sure. Could -you
have been inches away, standing on
that curner?‘ Or exactly together so
that yﬂur brains coincided in space?”

‘The door was-still open. The key
in the lock was ﬂne -of wveral on a

" key ring.
of Donald:Smith being a madman in-"
tent on senselessly destroying a whole

ON’S FIST shot out. Dr. Lamont

"sensed- it coming and moved
enough so that the blow ‘missed him.
Then he was trying to back out the
door. : : ?

Don -grasped the scientist’ s coat and
pulled him into the room.

. “Help!” Lamont shouted.

Don. shoved him. off balance and
leaped to the door and through it into
the hall.,, He slammed the door and
twisted the key, and pulled it loose.

People were sticking their heads out
of doorways looking” for the source of
the shout for help. A man leaped. into

‘the hall a hundred feet away and ran

toward him, :trying to bring some-
thing out frum under his coat. .

Don dived for a door marked “stair-
way,” -and in another moment was
descending in giant leaps. Behind him -
footsteps pounded.” A shot- exploded '
with deafening sound and struck the
wall beside him.

At each landing there was a hun-
dred and eighty degree turn and more
steps. The number on the next door
was fifty- four.

‘The steps- above stopped- Dﬂﬂ
guessed his pursuer had decided to
catch an elevator and beat him down
to the street level. His only hope, he
realized, was to do the same. At fifty-
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three he want mto the hall. and hur-,

ried to the elevatﬂr bank.

“Oh, there -you- are, Mr. Smith,” a -

vmce sounded behmd Dnn

called Dr. Davis. ‘He was smiling calm-
ly with no evidence of knowing what
had happened. o

“I suppose Dr Lamont told you to
come down to our laboratory. _ThlS
is the entrance. Come in, please.”

Don. glanced toward the elevators
and qmcl-.ly decided -this was his best
bef, *®

“That’s rlght o he said: “I was just

going up to get the room number again. .

I’d forgotten it He went past the
“scientist: boldly and entered the room.
Davis, small and mild mannered

and smiling happily, closed the door |
and” included -the instrument panels -
along the walls with a wave of his

h'Eplnd.'

“The machineéry it controls is -a long
ways from here, of course, but hére
. is the brains.” '

Don walked. around
thmgs There were video screens upon
which cumphcated curves were chang-
ing- constantly, meters with recording
needles tracing out curves on slﬂwly
moving graph paper, red and green
lights' side by side, fhckermg on and
off alternately. , o

“The- lights record measured . para-
_grav- potential at key “points on the
" planet,” Davis said, seemingly happy

to have someone to talk to.
| gravity is the hyper-element of . the

normal gravity field with vector direc-
tion in the fourth dimension, and is-
of course the force holding your world

and mine loosely together. The needles
leaving their. trace line on the graph

paper translate paragrav potential info-
millionths of a centimeter distance be- "

tween- the hyperplanes. The video

screens are portraying the details of

-"'-FAN'TASTIC = AWEN_wnEs' %

‘Hyperdimensionally, of course.

“This is the control centér,"’ he said. -

"~ “That’s strange,” Dr.

“Para-

cértain standard individua'] -contacts
between the worlds.. If and ‘when your
world is annihilated the entire -control

| - - panel. will become instantly blank.”
He whlrled It “was: the scientist.. .

‘“Can this panel do anything. be-

sides record?”~Don- asked mnnc_e_nt]y*ﬂ

“Oh },res,’;' Davis said . proudly.
“That panel over there is for exert-
ing thrust. between the two worlds.

The
big difficulty to that is that the thrust

~_-mechanism could néver be made strong .

enough to push more than a few thou-
sandths of ‘a centimeter. In order for -
the two worlds to become free of each
other .it would be necessary to shove
each completely out of its own uni-
verse ;acrﬂss countless others. Each
would find itself in empty space llght-
years from the nearest sun.” |

“How much distance out of a hyper-
plane must one of the worlds be to

‘be actually out of it?” Don asked.

“T mean so that matter in its former |
hyperplane couldn’t touch it.” .
“A lot of factors -enter in, 'of

. _.course,” Dr. Davis said, “but in gen-
mspectmg |

eral less than a thnusandth of an inch.
I wonder what’s keeping Dr. Lamont?
Did he say anything about being de-
layed?” Davis blinked his eyes owl-
ishly at Don. !

“He didn’t- say,” Don said careless-
ly. :
Davis said,
edging toward. a desk. “Come to think

- of it, he was only supposed to -ask

you a question, and then return.”.
Don leaped toward the scientist. But

Davis was too quick. His-hand darted

mtu a2 drawer and came out w: th .

]

gun.
- “Stop or rll shnnt Y he sald
| \
“SO YOU' tumbled pu CranE said

dryly.
“Your story didn’t "hold tugether ol
Don said, Keeping his hands high and

looking around at the scientists and
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plamclathes officers now in the con-
trol- room.

“Evidently you’re as smart as the
real Don Smith,” Crane said. “You
could have pla.yed it smarter by play-
ing along with us and giving us false
information. As it is we have almost
enough to go on.”

‘Don licked his lips nervously. “I'm

still betting on my counterpart,” he

said; -“He has something ' you don’t
kriow about yet. I'm sure of ‘that or
you would use it.”

“What does he have?’” Dr
asked |

~ “It won’t do-any harm to tell you,”
Don said slowly, “because you don’t
have time to do anything about it.
Remember my saying I woke up with
a knowledge of the future? What Dr,
Davis has told me -about the hyper-
" grav field has made me.certain it has

nothing to do with what Donald Smith.

is doing. He’s going to alter the pres-
ent and make my planet take anoth-
er time-line in which destruction
doesn’t take .place.”

- ¢T don’t believe you understand as
much about it as we believed,” Dr.

Lamont said. “He reached you through

the bridge of the extra-temporal or-
gan of your brain.” We knew that. I
think, since our cards are on the table

now, that I can complete what I was. -
Davis inter-.

going to say when Dr.
rupted me before.” He looked at Dr.
‘Davis who nodded, “It could only
have been accomplished by his going
furward to the time when your world
is destroyed and bridging the gap at
" that instant, and then going back -in
time to the ‘moment when you first
became aware of the future. In other
words,” he smirked,
immediately preceding your death!” -

“Wait “a minute,” Don protested.

“You're .getting beyond my depth

again. You mean time travel?”

Lamont~ 10 |
~ ation of that channel than you could
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“In a sense, yes,’_’ Dr Lamunt said.
“In another sense,.no. Cnn51der the
.material ‘universe. as bexgg a five dim-
ensional continuum, and the-mind as
being a wave in that medium travel-
ling at a constant speed in one direc-
tion in the fifth dimension. The chan-
nel is already there. Death is where .
the channel of your consciousness
finds a break or termination. It reach-
es it, and is immediately a free energy
pattern Where it goes from . there no
one knows. But your counterpart can
no more change the course and-termin-

change the course of the Mississippi
"by throwing. a pebb]e in it at St.
Louis.”

“You're wrung,” Don said. He Tow-
ered his hands' without thinking, -and
paced. the floor: “Don Smith’s seen
something you haven’t, I’'m sure. And
—that’s it! Of course!” ‘He looked up

“at the faces of those watching him
and burst into a laugh. “I seeit all

now,” he said. “You're doomed to fail-
ure. No matter what you do you won’t

succeed in destroying the Earth.”’
- “Not even if you told us what it
- is?” Crane asked. |

- “I don’t know,” Don said, frown-
ing. “Since there may be a chance

I’'m not going to tell you.”

“Won’t you even give us a clue?”

Dr. Davis asked.

Don looked ‘at the mild-mannered
little scientist and was suddenly filled
with revulsion for these men who calm-
ly plotted the destruction of one wurld
to advance their own. -
© “Sare I'l-give you a clue,” he said,
his - lip curling. “I’ll throw = -your own
words right back in your face. What

“at the instant, Donald Smith set out to do he has al-

ready done, and -you ' can no more
change it.-than you could -alter the
roadbed of the Mlsmss:ppl by tossing
in a pebble at St. Louis.”
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E SCIE\ITISTS quked u.t une-

anuther then - by cummon &gree—
meht turned to Crane. .~
“I think we can get him to talk il
Crane said tunelessly g
“There isn’t much tune,” Dr.

'pulswely to Don. “Mr. Smith, "if"you’
cooperate wrth us now I feel sure we
can - promrse you - enuugh millions of .

Lal: ot
mont said worriedly. He. turned im--

Idullars to lwe any kmd uf life you ;

choose.” - - 5 -
“That wuuld be wondErfu} . Dcs_u '
said. He turned to Crane. “Remem-

ber when you said Don Smith was a

madman? ‘[ thmk all of you -are in-
sane. Dehberately plotting the mur-
der of two billion people for some

mythical idea that their préesence so

‘near you is retarding your world.”

My, my,”. Dr. Davis muriured.
“Your ignorance is really too.much.
Don’t you know that your world 1$nt
as real.as all that? Its.substance is

real enough, but vou, and everyone on

‘your world, are subsidiary effects. of
this - world. You don’t -really live in
the true sense of the word. Your-divi--
- sion_of America: into -the United States
and Canada. Here the two were united
from the begmnmg, and as a conse-
° quence there was-no . world war any
of the times you had one." You made
. the  atom bomb. We developed- space.
travel instead. You aren’t -alive. You -
are individual dragnets holding down’
~ the’ speed ‘of our minds. It 1snt mur-
der.” .- ‘ .
“You really are mad;’ Don said.
“This is very Emharraﬂsmg,” Dr.
Lamont murmured uncomfortably.

~ Don “stared in’ open mnuthed won-
der '

" “Do  you. actually beheve “what
you've said?” he demanded. ®
“Believe it?” Dr. Davis-said. “It’s

far more than that. Did you ever -won-
der why there was a Don Smith in
this world who is a. counterpart of

-

yuu? Belrﬂve me Smlth there is more
“proof to back it ‘up. tha.um—than there
is that the atmosphere consrsts of mole-
. cules.and-atoms!” s f

f'Give me some pruuf > Don “said.
“Oh the earth you came from -are
people who believe when they die’ they

‘go to-a better world,” Dr. Daws said.
“This Jrft) ° vt

“Hpaven?” Don srud “Yuu re con-

vincing me more and mure you’re in-
sane.™ "

“The ‘truth at the -core uf the mat-
ter,”-Dr. Davis went on, “is that when
the counterpart on your world dies
the one here is freed of the mental
drag and immediately bécomes many
more times as intelligent.” = -

“What -about when one dies here
before his counterpart on: our srde?”

-Daon asked.

check on those cases,™

“We’re unable to
naturally, be-

Davis. shrugged.

causé we can’t get across.”

. “We’ve tried,” Dr. Lamont said.
“Where wé have succeeded it has giv-
en rise'to belief on yuur side~of super-

natural phenomena.”

“Wonderful,” Don Iu'iucked He
looked about him, at the men aud at

_-the instrument - panels against the
" walls. “So this is Heaven!” he mur-
mured. |

“No,” Davis said. “It’s the source
that gives rise to the phenomena that
produce a bélief in your world in. the
supefnatural. Once your world has
been annihilated, our average intelli-
- gence—fireed of the drag from your

hyperplane—will rise immeasurably.”

. "“It’s too bad you -can’t bridge the
gap,” Don said. “There’s a lot of peo-
ple. on. our side who’d believe - .you.

| But I don’t.” -

- -

time,’]

Crane - spoke up. “We're. wasting
”? he said. “I think‘ I'd better
start tu work on him.”

The scientists b]mked at Dun un-
cumfortably and turned away.
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&6 E DRUG daesnt wnr‘?.
Crane’s ~exasperated voice
sounded ‘dimly and @om far away
- A strange voice answered.. “It’s be-
cause the mental matrix isn’t ‘native

to the brain, The drug mere]y drwes |

it out of reach.”

“Well give him an antidote so we.

can try some direct methods,” Crane

ordered. . .

. s too bad,”- the strange voice
sald “It will take several hours -for
him to recover even with the antzdote
to speed things up.” |

Don grinned and went to sleep. It -
seemed : only a minute later that he
“awoke to the bewildering sensation of
his face being slapped roughly. His
entire body tingled, but he was fully
-awake and with no signs r.rf being
drugged.

“All right,” Crane snarled down at
him. “Tell us what makes you think
Donald Smith has succeeded.” .

“Give me time tDi-L‘DHECt my
thoughts,” Don protested. “Try wak-
ing out of a deep sleep yourself some-
time.” He blinked up at Crane- for a
“minute. “How much ‘longer is there?”

“Less than twenty-four hours,”
‘Crane said. ~= -~

A voice- from somewhere. in - Don’s

~mind whispered, “Stall them off. They. -

~could stop’ me if they knew.”

A wave of relief flooded thmugh
Don. He wasn’t alone! -

“Tell me,” Crane said. “I'd hate to
“have to really start in on you.” .

Suddenly Don’s "eyes widened.. An
inspiration had struck him. He acted
on it at once. 5 4

“T’'ve been 'thinking,” he said. “I’m
convinced that Davis and Lamont are

right. This is Heaven.” He smiled

knowingly. “You want me to tell you
~how I got herer” :

. Crane -frowned suspiciously, then
-nodded. |
“I died,” Don said in a hoarse whis-
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..per. He put an expression. of blank

innocence’ on his face. “How else
could I get here in Heaven? Do ‘you
know of any other way? How did you
gét here, Crane?”

. The creases between Crane S deep-
seﬁt blue eyes grew more pronounced.

“You aren’t dead,” he said, “and
I was born here, Stc}p this nonsénse-
and tell me what makes you think he’s
succeeded.” '

“But I-don’t want him to succeed,”
Don 3said. “Prophecy says the world
will ‘'end and everybody will go to
Heayen. I'm here, and 1 want every-
one else to come here, You don’t look -

like an' angel, Crane, but then I don’t

feel like one myself. But this must be
Heaven because I'm dead.” . -

Crane slapped the side of Don’s
head violently. “Talk!” he grated.
- “Or is this Hell?” -Don said. “Am
I being punished for something I did
on Earth? I must deserve it then Are
you a devil, Crane?”

“Talk!” Crane shouted, stnkmg the.
other side of Don’s he