


MONORAIL TRAINS may be a populor form of overland trans
portation in the future. Incorporating many scientific ad,'ances,
they'll have mait of the advantages and none of the disadvan
tages of air travel. Rocket-power ...... iII make extremely high
speeds possible, and the "coaches" will be built in !::everal stories
to accommodate more passengers. Gyroscopic stobllization will
insure safety.
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A CHAT WITH
THE EDITOR

others as well. With all of them in
operation, no living language can
be completely sufficient for its pur
pose, entirely ample, possessing only
desirable or attractive qualities,
strictly well.behaved, virtuous,
sound and reliable. At least part of
the time, too, it will be socially in
ill repute.

Our language, because we use it,
is a highly suspicious character. It
is adaptable, resilient, and fast on
its fect. It twists words like IIg00d"
to mcan all sorts of unlikely things,
it adds to "good" to construct other
words, and it invents completely
new words to cover parts of the
tcrritory formerly occupied by
Hgood." So it isn't a good language
-acording to Webstcr_

THE ONLY good language is a THE ABOVE has been said before,
dead language. and there's nothing very surprising

That, of course, is a trick statc- about it. But let's carry it a step
ment, designed to arrest attention. further by examining a couple of
It docs so, if successful, by a cal- other facets of the changing process.
culated usc of the word ctgood" in Members of any given profession
strict compliance with dictionary or specialized group have a Ian·
definitions. It takes Jots of words guage of their own. Some of this
to define "good" completely, but is pure slang which is nevcr assirniJ
these are prominent: sufficient for atcd into the common language, al
its purpose, ample, possessing dc- though some of it could be quite
sirablc or attractive qualities, wcl1~ usefully. One of the first things an
behaved, virtuous, sound and reli. editor learns is that the part of a
able, socially in good repute. (That magazine story that is continued in
last one is interesting-Webster the baek of the book is the "jump",
rarely finds himself backed into a and thereafter he always refers to
corner where he has to use a word it as such. You never heard the
to define itself.) term outside an editorial office, and

If your first reaction to the open- it's certainly simpler than "continu
ing sentence was one of sharp disa- ation" or the painfully frequently
grecment, you were using the word heard, rryou know-where it says
"good" carelessly. All right-care- 'Continued on page so-and-so...' "
lcssncss is one of the influences Science and technology, na
which keep any living language turally, arc increasingly responsible
constantly changing. There are for words that arc new, com-
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pounded, or ad~pted 10 new mean
ings: ;ulIplidylll' ~nd analogue, cy
bernetics and ('y"IOll'Oll, I'l'Sll:ltrol1
~Ild n·sojt·t. wiflttTizl' ;l1lU wobblt·
pump, I'arl of tht" nnlil fOI o'will_
terizc" g'OI'.'~ to :ltlvl'J'li ... illA' :lml pub
lic rdatitlll'i lilt II, ;t ~pn-i.t1i7.t'd

group whOst· 1I1l'lulwrs vic: hungrily
with t';Il'h otlln ill till' ,'n'ation :IIUJ
spr(',ad of Ilovd alld 1".111 Ity wordli.
In any G1St', words d('snibill~ ill

ventions and dis<.·ovcrics that an'
headlines today but will hcnteforlll
affect the average man profoundly
are bound to creep into his lan
guage.

only their curr('nt slang and-what
is wor"t:- thl' dclilxratcly ullgrnrn
l1laliral languagl' I'cquired by thl·if
ullwrilll'li (·otk. Ir IIf' doesn't, he
im'l Olll' of dw gang.

Tt·(·n.agn'i, of nUII'Sl', ('011 IIlli t

('Vt'li \\'(IP~t· nillll''i against lhe lan
guagt', hill 111l·ir j,lrgon ha" b(TTI
disrov('l('U by Inag:lI.illl' wrillTs. gelS
intu prilll 0' t"asiulI;llIy, and SUI lit' tlf
il drilt'i inlo lilt, 11laill str(';11l1. Thi~
is all ;u:t'iclt'nl tllal has nOlhillg' to
do with this basil' arKUlIIl'nt.

Look around you! F:lI\s of var
ious fornl~ of sports Illlllllhl,' l'I'yp
tically, hypnotizing thnllsrlvcs into
dangl:fOUS dn::allls of till' good old

AT THE SAME TIME, scientists and days. Women when aIOl"· slx·ak a
technologists are turning their at- language incomprrhl'l1sibl(' 10 rIll'n,
lention more directly to problems and undoubtedly use it as call1Otl
of communication and the exchange Rage for all sorts of evil schemc·".
of infolmation. Cybernetirists and Avid science fiction fanatics, th~

others intefCStcd in this new science kind who have long since l:ut thell.·
(yes, Infonnation is now a science, selves loose from the rest of hu
the word having acquired a slightly manity, invent new ways of blowinu
new meaning of its own in the pro. up the univezsc and make it appca~
cess) arc intent on finding flaws that they arc only discussing the
and failures in effective communi. most recent convention. Caoots
cation, and arc progressing by leaps speak only to Lowells, and Lowells
and jet-blasts. ain't talkin' to nobody.

What we've been getting around It takes a strong mind to resist
to, and what we hope such invesli- the pressure. Many otherwise good
gators will consider, is that flawed minds )'ield to it and arc lost for·
or unsuccessful communication may ever. It's a vicious spiral down
sometimes be deliberate, People, in wards, with warped speech leading
many cases, don't want others to to warped thinking which produces
understand them. There arc spc- more warped speech.
cializcd groups that speak their own Clarity and lucidity are difficult
languages to bar understanding by ideals to attain. The communiea
outsiders through sheer selfishness tion of ideas is not casy at best.
or outright maliciousness. Scientists, in their new and admira-

To his teacher, the third grade ble attempts to discover why this is
youngster speaks the best English so, should not confine their inves
she is capable of teaching him. With ligations to man's sub-conscious
his own age group, as soon as he is mind. The conscious mind is in
outside the school building, he uses there pitching. -Its
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The Vike tide is rising-and it's doom, brothers, doom!
Get fixed with sensational stereos, flaming senso's,
seductive skin tints, super.sending hypos! Loin your
girds for battle with the Ree's ...

•
rna Ice
•
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By Evan Hunter

Illustrated by Kelly Freas

I SHOULD HAVE recognized diet just what he was going to say
the trouble signs when they first even brforc a paback hit the stands.

started. Looking back, I can sec I pulled my chair closer to the desk
millions of thein, some big, and ~nd punched Lizbcth's buzzC'r.
some very srn:lll and simple. But as "Ycs, sir?" Her voice was soft,
it was . . . well-modulated.

I pulled Bclazi's review out of "Honey," I said, "sec if you can
the com, read it quickly, and then get Clark for mc, will you?"
sat back to enjoy a quiet chuckle. "Yes, sir." She c1ickrd off, and I
He killed me. The guy absolutely thought of something and buzzed
paralyzed me. I held the review out her again. "Sir?"
aT am1's length, and] read it over HAnd have Clipinc get me copies
again, and I nearly choked laugh- of all the papes carrying reviews of
ing. It was getting so I could prc- Stolen Desire, will you?"

5
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"Yes, sir."
I sat back again, and shook my

head in wonder at Dino llrlazi and
all the other Ri:c's. Thcy'tl nt"vcr
learn. They'd sit in their high por
celain bathtubs until the Vike tide
reached up past their nostrils and
drowned them. Clark Talbot's book
had been a masterpiece of Vikc
literature. So Belazi had dipped his
duck quill deep in Ree blood and
torn it to pieces with archaic lan
guage. Typical. T)'pieal, and
doomed, because the Vikcs wCrc-

The buzzer sounded and I click
ed on.

"Yes?"
"I have Mr. Talbot for you, sir.

On five."
"Thanks, Liz."
I swung my chair around and

snapped on five, focusing the pic.
lure. Clark was still in his paj.ullas,
and there was the nabby look of
sleep on his rough-hewn features.

"01 ood . u V "I·1, g 11I0frul10J an, Ie

said.
I showed him my teeth in a wide

grin, and he winced and licked his
lips with his tongue. "You see what
Relazi brewed on Siolen?" I asked.

UNo. Is it oul yet?" Clark's face
became interested, and the sleep
began to flee from his eyes.

"Hit the stands this morning.
Bclazj's on the com now, if you
want to pull it."

uDid you puU it?"
"Sure, got it right here."
"Let me sec it," he said. Then he

shook his head and put one hand
over his eyes. "No, read it to me
instead. II

"Big night?"
"Herrocokc. You ever try it?"
COl never mix, Clark."

EVAN HUNTER

"I was blind, Van. It's rcall)' des
truction. You should try-" He
stopped Sho,"I, blinh'd his eyes and
3.ikcd, "You mean you UCl;er mix?
Never?"

"My habit is short and straight,
and nreds no matt."

Clark shook his head. "Mister,
you're just a Ree in disguise.
What'd Bclazi chop about?"

"The usual. Pull up a chair."
""Viii] need one?"
"Hell, no. EveI)' sad review

Bclazi gives is another million in
the bank. You should pray he
doesn't hone)/ll1oon you."

"Fat chance. The day Bclazi
gives one of my pabacks a favora
ble review, I'll cat the book-glue
and aiL"

"Corn in the morn, Clark. You'd
beller just loin your girds and
I· ..15t('n.

"They're loined. On. father."
wrhcn:'s the usual reese heading

it: litle, snibl', pub, and price.
TheIl: 'Clal'k Talbot, chief pur
veyor of Vil'arious filth, is repre
sented on the pocket-size stands
this rnorning with a lewd, lascivi
ous, obscene, and pornographic
document titled . . .' ,.

"How was that again?"
"Lewd, lascivious, obscene, and

pOl-nographic."
llFatheT, that is pure feese for the

falcons."
"He seems to feel the same way

about your book. Shall 1 go on?"
"Fire at Billy Boy."
"Still quoting: 'pornographic

document titled Stolen Desire. As
with all Vicarious literature, and
with the entire Vicarious Move·
ment in general, this alleged novel
seeks to arouse and to excitate. . :"

,



MALICE IN WONDERLAND

UExcitate?"
uSo the man said."
Clark shrugged. "Excitate," he

said dully. "Morc, Van."
H Ito excitate the body, to stimu..

late the diseased mind, to fabricate
an existence completely alien to
that surrounding us. Realistically

, "• • •

UOops, here comes the Ree pitch
again."

"'Realistically, it ~CI-VCS no pur..
pose. It is a symposiullI of smut) as
narcotic as the more tangible drugs
the Vicarious ?vlovcmcilt has...'"

"Stop' Enough. I gather he did
n't care much for it. Wouldn't you
say so, Van?"

"Well, 1 dunk he was mildly
goofed by it, yes. So what?
Scroom."

Clark looked mildly serious. "I
suppose so. But sometimes... Oh
well. You going to that Deborah
thing tonight?"

"Maybe. What's on?"
"Some new stufT. she said. But

then, you don't mix.n

uNopc, I don't mix."
U\'\fell, she's also got a new sensa.

Supposed to be the eat's. Drop
around. I want to talk to you about
tri·dim rights to Even Dozen~ any
way."

"Son)', Clark. I close my' office
at seventeen."

"Well hell, father..."
"You want business, come

around at about fourteen today.
Otherwise, I'll sec you tonight. But
no business chop, chum."

"The trouble with agents...n
"Feese for the fales, Clark. I'll

sec you later."
"Yeah," he mumbled. I snapped

off and the picture Caded. I

7

thought about Bclazi's review for
a few moments, and then I buzzed
Lizbcih again. \Vhen she came on,
I said, "Did you round up those
papes, honey?"

"Yes, sir."
UBrjn.~ them in, will you?"
"Yes, sir. Right away, sir."
I waitl~d for a few seconds until

the door slid opm and Lizbeth
stepped through. She was a small
blonde, and the dailies she carried
fairly hid her head. She staggered
over to the desk, dropped the pile
onto its polished top and then back
ed away.

SHE WAS WEARING one of
the new sce·thru skirts, but in

the light she stood in it was opaque.
The skirt was belted around her
waist with a narrow rcd sash. Aoove
the skirt, her nesh was firm and
taut, her breasts high. I stared at
them for a moment and a"iked,
"That's new, isn't it?"

She looked down at her naked
breasts. uDo you like it?"

"1'01 not sure."
"It's a new shade. It changes

with the light, too, the way the
slOrt docs."

I walked to the window and
pressed the button in the sill. The
blinds slanted downward quickly,
spilling sunlight into the room,
bathing Lizbcth in a warm glow. It
caught the skirt in its molten web,
turning the material to a thin trans·
lucent stuff through which I saw
the outline of her legs, the tops of
her stockings taut against her
thighs. Her breasts had suddenl)'
shifted shades, their undersides
shimmering in dazzling silver, their
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sloping tops a pale fuchsia.
"Do you like it?" ~he asked.
"Y,'s, 1 Ihillk so. Jt's dTL"t"tivt',"

I turned away and began thumbing
through the dailies. As I'd sus
pected, the Rce columnists had all
blasted hell out of Clark's book.
That was good. That was fine.
Still, there were a lot of them and
they had a lot of sympathetic read
ers. But tables wcr(' made to be
turned.

"Honey, I want you to have bigs
made out of Bclazi's com review,
and a few stereos, also. We'll use
the bigs in our regular ad space;
and try to gct us some time {or the
stcrcoshows. The sooner the bl'tter.
Call Sterling Baker at Triple Press
and tell him what \"C plan. Hint
that I'd like him to split tilt' coslo
Jf he sounds goofed, forget it. But
try to cOllvince him, Liz. Hell, he'll
be. sharing in the profits."

"Yes, sir."
"You might give him a full shot

of yoursdf when you call. Stand in
the light." J looked at the skirt
again. "That's a very cfTective
. "gIzmo.

l<Thank you, sir."
"Has nruce called in yet?"
"N '"0, sIr.
"Put him through as soon as he

docs, will you?"
"Yes, sir."
"Had your morning fix?"
"No, sir."
"Neither have I. \Vhat's your

pleasure?"
"Opaine."
uAnother mixer." I shook my

head. "You're trading your womb
for a tomb, Liz."

Lizbeth shrugged, and the sud
den shift of light turned her breasts

•

EVAN HUNTER

a deep blue. Effective gizmo was
milding it, J thought, and made a
decision. Hh's no fix without the
tricks, father."

"Well spoke, but a big joke,
Want to join me?" I didn't wait
for an answer. "Bring your kit in."

"There's someone waiting to see
you, sir."

"Scroom. Bring your kit in. He
can wait."

"It's a she, sir."
"So, scroor. She can wait, too."
"I'm honored, father," Liz said,

smiling.
"Come on, mother. It's later

than you think."
She turned and walked toward

the door, and her skirt turned
opaque again, hiding the long curve
of her legs. The door slid open as
she reached it, and I looked
throlls"iJ to the reception room, saw
a tall redhead sitting on the couch,
her legs <Tom'd. rhe door slid
closed, hiding her from view, and
I walked to the bar and took out
my kit. } unsnapped the leather
casc, opened it, and selectcd one of
the silver vials inside. The chTon
set in the case's lid told me it was
nine twenty-five, and nine thirty
was happy time.

T brought the vial to my desk,
ehccked the gauge to be sure the fix
\,'as adequate, and waited for Liz·
beth. The door slid open, and she
came in carrying a limaIl, red Ieath·

, k'cr woman s 'It.
She laid the kit nn the desk, her

breasts shading to a pale char~

trclIsc as she stepped into the
shadow of the drapes. She snapped
open the lid, selected a silver vial,
and asked, "Sure you won't try a
mixed fix? Grand kicks, father!'



MALICE IN WONDERLAND

UI'm straight," I told her.
"On what?"
"Morph."
She wrinkled her nose. ell t's your

snort, but why make life short?"
The hands of the chron nudged

nine-thirty. "Tim(' to kick," I said.
I plaeed the silver vial on thl' d"sk,
swabbed my ann with ~·dcoholl and
then picked up the hypo again. I
traced it along the vein, waiting
until the indicator told me I'd
score. I glanced :\t Lizbeth who
had lifted her skirt and was running
the vial along her thigh. Most
women used their legs, preferring
not to mark anTIS which were can·
stantly exposed.

u\J\'cll," I said, "happy."
"Here's to you."
We pressed the buttons on our

vials simultaneously, and I felt the
sharp slender needle puncture my
vein, felt the drug ooze from the
vial, fclt the vial draw back the
drug mixed with blood, pump it
~nto my body again, Ollt, in, out,
111.

"Destruction," I murmured, my
eyes closed.

uDoom," Lizbeth answered, her
eyes beginning to glaZl:, hcr mouth
partly opened as tbe drug took
hold.

I released the button, twisted the
cap of the vial so that it would
clean tht: needle, and thcn put it
back in thc kit, alongside the
other empties. Lizbeth snapped shut
tbe lid on her case.

"This is good stuff," I told her.
"Whc.re'd you order it?"

IISwift's Drugs. We've always
got it from them."

"Mm? Well, this is unusually
good. You might oroer more at

9

once. We may get some of the same
lot. Incidentally, is everyone in the
office supplied?"

uWe ordered a new shipment of
bctlzcjuuna yesterday."

"Iknzl'juana? \-Vho's the square?"
ClOIlt: of tht.; stock derks. A Rec

COllvert. Hl"S breaking in slow."
"Molher, how slow can you get?

GivL: hilll a pop of herra tomorrow.
That or two weeks' notice.
Croove'?"

"I understand," :;hc said. Her
speech was slow, her lids half-cover
ing her blue eyes.

"What brews this eve, Liz?"
"With me?U
"Uhrn. 'l
"Naught, father.:'
"Fine. I'll be by at twenty. A

party."
Her eyes twinkled. "Father, I'm

dead," she said gaily.
"Fino. Send the girl in, Liz. Tell

her l'vc an appointment at " I
glanced at my wrist ehron. u .
nine forty-five. Tell her we'll have
to make this short."

"Grooved," she said. and then
she was gone.

I hitched up my breeches, look
ing at myself in the full.lcngth mir
ror set next to the bar. The breeches
were tight, and the new SLuff I'd
used on my chest had given me a
wild crop of hair there. I nodded
in satisfaction and sat down behind
my desk. I n a few moments, the
door opened, and the girl entered.

][
DIDN'T NEED a second look

to know she was a Ree. She was
wearing a skirt that rcached below
her knees, and the blouse she wore
had long sleeves and a neckline
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that hugged her throat. She wore
almost no makeup. The only vivid
color about he)' was in her hair,
and that was gathered at the nape
of her neck in a tight bun. She
even wore flats, dc-emphasizing the
eUNe of her legs. There didn't
seem to be a bra beneath her blouse
or girdle under her skirt-which
v,,'as something. But otherwise she
was strictly Ree, and an arty type
at that.

"Mr. Brant?" she asked.
"Yes ?"
"My name is Lydia Silverstein."
uHave a scat, won't you, Miss

Silverstein?" 1 thought of what my
own name had been before I'd
joined the Vikes. John Branoski.
Van Brant was a definite improve
ment.

She sat in the chair 1 offered,
crossed her legs, and demurely
pulled her skirt down.

"What can I do Ior you, Miss
Silverstein ?U

"I'm a writer,1) she said.
"I gathered. Most people who

come to literary agents arc. II

Her green eyes widened slightly,
and her lips parted. "Yes. YC'S, 1
suppose they are." She sucked in
a deep breath and said, "I've writ·
tcn some stercoshows."

l'Have you?" I said solicitously.
"Ycs. But I've been having trou·

ble getting them aired."
UOh?"
'lycS. I'm a Rcc."
1 smiled and looked at the blouse.

HI wouldn't have guessed."
"I'd' h. suppose you rc won enng w y

I came to you."
"Well. ..n

The buzzer sounded on my desk,
and 1 clicked down the toggle.

EVAN HUNTER

"Excuse me," I said. Then: "Yes?"
"I've got ~1.r. Alloway on seven."
"Thanks, Liz." ] turned, snapped

on seven, and focused. "Hello,
Bruce."

"Hello, Van. What brews?"
Bruce was a handsome lad who'd
recently had a nose bob. He was
wearing crimson breeches, his
chest curling with blond hair that
was striking ag-ainst the bronze of
his skin. He'd had the hair on his
head tinted blond, too, leaving his
eyebrows their original black for a
really unusual effect.

II] was wondering how you're
getting along on the new scnw," I
said.

"All right, I suppose."
"Ails? His?"
"Small smells, that's all. I need

a chick with a frontage. These
damn senso things demand too
much."

"Would you rather be back writ
ing for the pabacks?"

"Don't make glip, father."
"I'm the original glib lip," I told

him. "Since when is the scribe cast
ing the show?"

"You ever work ,vith Lana
Davis?"

"Only to take her checks. Why?"
"She's got Rec tendencies, I

swear."
1 glanced quickly at Miss Sil

verstein, and then turned back to
Bruce. "How so?" I asked.

"You know how these sensory
shows work. I swear, father, the
st,=p bclow is a better onc. I'd rath
er do tri-dims any day of thc week."

"Less slop and more chop, Bruce.
I've got someone with me."

"All right, I'll get straight to the
point. I've got a busty bazoo in one



MALICE IN WONDERLAND

scene. Davis doesn't want falsies.
She S3)'S the viewers can spot them
and feel them. She wants the real
thing. Is that Rec feesc, or is it?"

"She's right," I said. "Hell,
Bruce, she's been producing sensa's
for a long time now. SIll" knows
what the ellstOl1lCI'S waUL"

\'Rut the real lhine;? There ain't
no such chick. Christ, Vall, not
the way l've written iLl'

uSo change the snipe"
"That's the crux, Van. She likes

it the wa)' it is." He shook his head.
uShc's a <Tazy illidge, Van. I
swear."

"Then do it her way. Pop over
to Deborah Dean's tonight. You'll
see plenty of frontage. You might
be able to get something."

Bruce didn't look convinced.
"Did you read the script?U he
asked.

"No."
"I thought so. If you had, you'd

know there is no chick with a natch
frentage like that. Oh, lhe hell
with it."

"\'\'hat do you mean?"
III mean, serooe. 1 can always g:et

back into tri-dims-·and if worse
comes to worst, there's the pabacks.
At least the money is steady and I
don't have to take feese from a
chick with an Ocdip as long as my
arm."

"She been psyched, or arc you
just guessing?1I

"j'm guessing, but it's a sure
thing. In the last sequence I did
for her, she insisted my baddy was
destroying the father image. Father
image! How's that for the Cales?"

"Stick with it, Bruce. It's cool
cash. So you put up with a nut, so
what?'

11

"Yeah," Bruce said disgustedly.
"I'll see you tonight?"
"Deborah's?"
"Yeah, at about twenty or

twenty-onc. lI

"I'm with you."
"Grooved."

I CLICKED OFF and turned
to Miss Silverstein, who had

politely stared out the window dur
ing the conversation.

HNQ',v then," 1 said, '"what can I
do for you?"

"\·Vas that Bruce Alloway?" she
asked.

IIH imsclf.It
"He...he makes a lot of money,

doesn't he? \Vriting, I mean."
"One of our best scribes."
She nodded, thinking of the

mOlley, and not the quality of
Bruce's writing. "r want to make
a lot of money," she said suddenly.

"Everyone docs."
111. . .l'ye never tried any Vikc

stuff.n

"What have you written?"
She turned hcr head, and a flush

suffused her ncc:k, spread oyer her
face. IIS lu ff," she said. "You
know."

"Stark realism? Slices of life?
Turning the cruel, cold spotlight on
suffering humanity? Exposing the

"
Hyou needn't make fun," she

snapped.
"l wasn't. I used to handle that

bnd of stufT until I hopped aboard.
If you want to make money, you'd
best turn in your pen for a later
model. You can sell that slice-of
Jife feese to Some of tht" small Re~

journals for five bucks a throw. I
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won't handle it."
"Why not?"
"Because an agent's commission

on a five-dollar sale is fifty cents. I
run a businesS, not a benevolent
society."

"But...but do you really believe
in this Vike sluff you sell? I mean,
do you honestly believe it's litera
ture?"

"What's literature?" I asked. uI
define it as the profession of a writ
er or author."

"That's a rather narrow defini
tion."

"It's also what people read. If
people no longer read Beowulf, it's
no longer literature. Vike litera
ture serves a need in our society. If
it needs any raison d'clTe" that's it."

"And...you'd recommend that
I write that kind of. ..of stuff?"

"If you want to. I'm not Ieeom·
mending anything."

"Where do I begin?" she asked
earnestly.

"First, shorten your skirt by
about three feet. Throw your
blouse away and show your breasts.
Get some tints and real cosmetics,
and find a habit. If you're bedding
with anyone, kick him the hell out.
Live with Vikes and eat with Vikes
and learn what it's all about. As
they used to say, get with it. That's
the only way you can write it, and
the only way you can sell it."

"I...1 sec."
"Toss over all YOUT realistic be

liefs, because they've no place in
the Vike world. Then come back
in a year or two and let me see what
you've got."

"Such a long time? Couldn't it
be done faster?"

I smiled. "I sec you've read
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Fygmalion. One of the prime ex
amples of early Vike literature. I
thought that was on the Ree spit,
list. 1I

"It is."
"And you read it anyway, huh?

Well, that's promising." I thought
it over. HMaybe you can do it
faster, who knows? What's your
name?"

"Lydia Silverstein."
"Change it, and fast. Come back

in a week, and I'll talk to you
then."

She smiled ingratiatingly. "All
tight. Thanks a lot. I really-"

"No slop, mother. Come back in
a week with a new name. We can
use some good women scribes if you
work out."

"Thank you. Thank you very-"
"So long, Miss Silverstein."
She rose abruptly, walking,

swiftly to the door. It slid open as
she approached it and then closed
gently behind hel', I left my desk
and glanced at my wrist ehron. It
was already nine forty-six, and
Hayden Thorpe didn't like to be
kept waiting.

I walked to the closet, took a
bottle of alecjcl from the shelf on
the door, and rubbed it over my
chest, anns, and back. It dried al
most instantly, leaving a high sheen
on my muscles. I looked into the
mirror appreciatively, winked at
myself, and then closed the closet
door.

L walked back to my desk and
buzzed Lizbeth.

"Sir?"
"I'm leaving, Liz. I may be back

this afternoon. If not, I'll see you
at twenty tonight."

"Fine, Van."

I
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"You know where I'm going
now, don't you?"

"Mr. Thorpe's?"
IIRight. You can reach me there

if it's urgent. Otherwjs~, I'm in
Outer Mongolia."

"Grooved, Van."
HKeep thee rlose, Li7_" I said. I

heard her chuckle as I clicked ofr.
] took one last look in the mirror,
and then headed for the lift and
the sixteenth level.

II

T HE. lECTOR snappei:! off,
leaving the room black for an

illStant, somehow cold and empty
after what had been. I sank back
in the upholstered chair, feeling
fompletcd exhausted. Ivlusic Hownl
from the wall speaks, and the
lights came on, soft and golden.

"Well:" Hayden Thorpe asked,
"how'd you like it?"

!tI'm dead," I said. I wasn't
kidding. It had been terrific. Posi
tively sensational.

Hayden beamed happily. "This
is going to set the sensa industry on
its arse, Van. I'm telling you it's
the greatest goddamned thing since
video."

"You've sold me, Hayden," I
said. "How many scribes will you
need?"

"Always business," he said,
chuckling. He nudged one of hi,
assistants and asked, "What do you
think of this illid~e, Lawrence?"

Lavvrencc chuckled back, not
daring to offend me by agreeing
with Hayden, yet not wanting to
seem disagreeable.

"What'd you think of the love
scene?" he asked me.
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CCDestruction," I said. It had
been. l'd never experienced any
thing like it before.

"Felt as if the chick was really in
your arms, didn't it?" Hayden
asked.

"In my arms? Father, I could
fccl her flesh and smell her pcr
fUllH'. Haydell, you've got S01'llC

thin~ here th:1.t..."
IITh:lt's ollly half of it, Van,"

Hayden s:1id proudly. "Remember,
we call this Individual Sensory Pro
ductions. Just a sec." He leaned
back and prt:<;sed a button on the
ann of his chair. Above the music
coming from th.: speaks, came a
well-modulated femin..ine voice.

"Yes, sir?"
"Rhonda, would you come in a

moment, please?"
"Ccrtaillly, Mr. Thorpe."
Hayden leaned forward again

and said, ui\.{y secretary, Van. I
think you'll be a little surprised by
what she has to say."

I nodded and waited for the dool'
to slide open. When it did, a tall
brunette entered) carrying a small
!'ltcnotab. Her hair was piled high
on her head) acccnt uating her
height, in the fashion most tall
girls affected. She wore her breasts
pitch black, matching her hair,
with silver sequins scattered from
the ccnter in a haphazard smear.
Her skirt was long, but slit up the
CL'ntcr and revealing laced, trans
lucent underwear as she walked
across the room in IOl1g~Iegged

strides. She sat in a chair next to
Hayden) crossed her legs and poised
her slender fingers OVcl' the keys of
the stcnotab, rcady for dictation.

uNo/' Hayden saId, "l just want
ed you to tell Mr. Brant some-
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thing."
uYcs, sir," she said. She arched

her brows, balted her lashes over
the auburn contact lenses she wore.
"What was it, sir?"

"You saw the indi·scnso we fan
yesterday, didn't you?"

"Yes, sir."
"Do you remember the love

scener
A pulse in her throat quickened,

and she lowered her eyes. "Yes,
sir.n

"Will you describe it to Mr.
Brant?"

"Well.. it was set on a bal-
"cony•.•

"Yes?))
"And. . .and it was a starry

. h "mg t .••
I remembered the balcony, and

I remembered the stars. 1 also re~

membered how crisp the air had
smelled. The hero had taken the
girl into his arms, and I had ac~

tually felt the pressure of her
breasts) the silkiness of her hair. I'd
smelled the musky fragrance of her
perfume, tasted the faint mint fla
vor of her lipstick. It had been an
experience, one of the best st.:nso's
I'd cvn seen. But] was beginning
to wonder just why the hell Thorpe
was putting his secretary through
an inquisition.

"The...the girl went into the
boy's .1rms," Rhonda said. uAnd
then he kissed her."

"Yes, go on."
HI. ..his face was rough, as if

he had shaved but not '00 closely.
There was the smell of aftershave
on his face, I remember, and an old
leather smell about him, somehow.
You know what I mean. A very
• . .masculine smell:'
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I looked at the girl in astonish·
ment, beginning to understand just
exactly what Hayden had accom
plished.

"His arms were very strong," she
said. "They'd been coated with al
cojcl, you know the odor. He'd
been smoking before that, and I
could...could taste the tobacco on
his mouth. It...it was very mce."
She paused, seeming to wander in·
to a reverie. liVery nice."

"Thank you, Rhonda." Hayden
said. uYou may go now," Hayden
could hardly contain himself until
the door slid shut behind her.
"Well, Van?JJ he asked, a smile
mushrooming over his face.

HI don't believe it/' I said. "It
was a put up job."

"God's truth," Hayden said.
"The gal saw the show yesterday.
I haven't spoken to her since."

I digested this for about three
seconds. "Father," I said, "you're
a crazy, drug-loving, psyched.up
illidge, but I love you! Jesus, this
wiJl set the industry...n

" ...on its arse. Just what I
said. Individual senso's, Van. The
mcn live a completely different ex
perience than the women. I've
brought viewpoint to the sensa's,
Van. It overwhelms me when I
think of it. I'm a goddarnned
genius!"

"Cenius! You're going to be a
millionaire, you crazy stud. You're
going to have more money than
God!"

Hayden turned to his assistant.
uTakc a pow, Lawrence," he said.

"Yes, sir," Lawrence answered
obediently. He walked to the door
and left soundlessly. Hayden's face
turned suddenly serious.
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"You think I've got something,
Van ?"

"Got something? Hayden, this is
the most tt:lTific thing I've eve!'. .."

"I need money," he said quickly.

H E SHOCKED ME fol' " 1110'

Hlcnt. I fav(kll had bero pro
during sellsu's for il long lillie HOW,

1f there \\,a:-; anyune I thought was
comfortably fixi.:u J it was him.
"You're kidding," I said.

"No. No, I'm sl r.:ti,ltlLt, V:1.n."
.. j\Joflt'v? You t",

",My habit is lOlJ~ and strong,"
lit.: said. "Corradoll."

"011," COITUdOIl was a synthetic
drug. 1l cost a hdl of a lot, even
110W th,ll Ilarcotics \\'crt legal. A
corradunin nccdt'u a pile, and he
IICl'dcd a pile Jllcasured in l\liles.

"This thing is thL' biggest," he
s:lid. "'I'here's pkllt)' in it for both
of tis. Yuu bark II1C, Van, and
we're \\Tdded."

"Fivl:-live til J asked.
"Yoll kllow the i(lI-a itself rates a

se\,rn·thn.:e," Haydcll said. "At
kast :1 si:...Aour, anyway." He
shruggcd and spn':~ld his hands
wide, "\\'ithout tlll' 1Il00, though,
l've gOI nothing, You bDoCk mc, and
I'll make it all CVCIl split,
Grooved ?"

"How much do you nced?"
"Two stolles."
"\Vhat !"
"I tholl~ht I eould get by on one,

but it's illljJmsiblc. EVl'n CUltinR to
the bOIlC, it would rome to at least
a stOIlt: and a haiL"

I shook my head. "J haven't got
that kind of money, Hayden."

"How much can you raise im
mediately?"
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"Nine hundred gee. :Maybe."
lla\'dcn nodded. "That's not

bad. ThaI" only a gee shorl of a
SlOW;. Call , ....c raise the other

'II' :l"Hli Ion.

I-Ie looked at me, saw thc dubious
look on my facC', and said, "Did
yuu St'(" til(' :-;t:1r:-; ill that chick's eyes
\\'1\('11 SIH' dc"t ribrd tht' mush to
yUll? IJ ill you t' \'1'1' .'iCI" ;t II yo nc: look
like tlU! t.d~ing- abOL11 :1Il ordinary
semo? Ill-Il, V'Ill, you saw the show
yourself. \Vas ii, ClI" wa~;Il't it?"

'" "t \\'as.
"Did it fix vou?"
"It fixed nil'. Jt was doom. But

two stones..."
"You said you could raise close

to olle. That leaves a million to
go. ]f you can gd the nint· hundred
geT by the end of the wcek, we can
~tart production. \-\,,,'11 need all·
otlwr half stOIiC by tlw t'nd of the
mOllth. and tilt" ITmaindlT for the
bally just before release. That
won't he for another six months} at
I "('a~t.

"How long did it takt' you to
make the pilot?" I asked.

"Three months."
"And you figure on a full.length

feature in six lllonths? Father, what
arc vou mixinrr?", .,

"All right, the pilot you just saw
was a fifteen Illinutt" sho\\'o Rut W('

were working out a lot of hugs. and
the medium was ne\\'. Thrre'll be
no guessing on the fcatch. Van.
'Vc've got it down pat. \'Vhen 1
say six months. I mean six months,
Not :l day OVlT.",

"\Vhat abOUI scribr:s?J1
"That's vour end. You're a liter·

ary agellt, aren't you?"
"How many will we Ilced?"
"I used a tcam of six men and
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six women for the pilot. We need
both, you know. 'Ihis takes a SjJl:

cial kind of writing. Van, you don't
know the half of it."

"I know we \\lon'( get six of each
for less than a stone. My scribes
arc high-priced, Hayden."

"Can't you_"
"I'm their agent. I work for

them~ remember?"
"Tht"ll get some low-priced

scribes. Get one of t:ach, a mall and
a woman. They don't have to be
terrific. The mcdiUlIl will carry thl;
lousiest writing, as long as it's suited
to the process. Iksidcs, it's new.
There are no experienced scribes
for this sort of thing."

HHow high can we go?"
"You're not thinking of your

goddamned commish, arc you?"
HHcll, no! I want to know who I

can get. For that, I want to know
what I can pay."

"All right. We ean go to twenty
gee."

"Per."
"I was thinking of twenty gee for

both. If we have to make it per,
okay." Hayden smiled. "It's your
money, Van."

"Yeah." I stood up and took his
hand. UDeal?" I asked.

uDeal," he said.
IIRcal/' I acknowledged. u1'l1

have the moo by the end of the
week. Nine hundred. gee. Another
five hundred by the end of the
month, and the rest in six months
or so."

"Right."
"}, see the light, father."
"Call me, Van," he said. uThis

thing is big."
"Your language is small," I said.

"This thing is doom!U
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I CALLED Bruce Alloway from a
pay phone. When his picture

and voice came on, I said, "I'm
using our usual scrambler. Want to
tunc in?"

"Hush sluff?1I he asked.
"Much hush. Mush, Bruce."
"Sure," he said.
I pressed a combination of but·

tons on the face of the instrument.
That would scramble my voice so
that only Bruce, after adjusting his
own sel to decode, would receive
my message.

"Oka.y?" I asked.
"Grooved."
"Fine. You still \-'o'ant to take a

pow on Lana Davis?"
"I'd love to. How?"
"I've got something big for you.

It'll mean a cut, though."
"How much of a cut?"
"Down to twenty gee."
"That's a mean slashJ father."
"I know. Do you want it?"
Bruce shook his head. "I'd sure

like to get [rom under that chick,
Van. But twenly gee. Hell, after
taxes, I'll have marbles."

"This is the biggest goddamned
thing you've ever fallen into," I
said harshly. "I can get sixty scribes
who'll do it for nothing, just for
what it'll bring them later on. If
you don't want it, I'll look else
where. So long, Bruce."

uHe)', hold on, father!"
uWhat is it?"
"Well ehop a little more about

it. Be fair, Van."
"1 can't chop on the phone."
"You're scrambled, Van. Hell

"• • •
"Even scrambled. Look, think it
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over. I'm your agent, :1I1d I say
this is hot. YOtl can remcmbn who
pulled you out of the pabacks, or
you can donut·1cap."

"Van, give I ill' a chance: 10-"

"I'll set: you at Debonlh's to
night. I'll tell yOli more thcll. But
only jf you're in. If ~(Iu'n' cool.
fool, this is too hot !U ~pl'l;3d

around. You follow?"
"All the way. It's big, huh,

Van?"
';Biggcr than birth."
"But a ("ut in rash."
"It'll Iw till' sllIartest move you

evcr made. Think :lbout it."
1 clicked 011', smiling to myself.

I stepped out of tilt" booth, walked
through the store and Ollt onto the,
curb. J grabbed the hr..,t Plll'UlnO

tube that callIe by, pllncliin~ the
tabs Ilcar my seat ~s sonll as I'd
dropped in my coin. In tlln'" min
Ules, \ve'd traveled threl" llIiks. and
I cursed the snail's pace until I rc
mcmbcrN.! I was down on the fifth
Irve!. The signal light 11('31' fllY Sf:!.t

blared red, and I rose :l~ the door
slid open. J stepped Ollto the: curb.
lookcd for the numbers on the
buildings, found the one I \\":1ntcd,,
and walkC'd inside,

My hcds t'r!Jlll'c! on till' l11Jrbk
floors JS I ,valkcd down lilt' corri
dor. J passed two Ree's ill till' hall·
way, complett' with shirt... :1nd tics.
and wcaring~or 30\1 godd:lInncd
things-hats. They ::;tudi"d the hair
on my chest ,..... ith obviolls distastc,
wrinkled their nO:;(,5, and hurried
off down th~ hallway. I shrugged,
and then walked into tht ITccption
room of Barton and Houston, my
account:lnts.

A redheaded switchboard opera
torj her skin tinted an offcolor
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r;reen, sat with htr hands darting
out fflr l"ulJblTy, snakelike conncc
tiulls. ller shoulders were bare, as
\\"l'J"(' her brl'ast'i, and she had left
till' ~kin betWl't'1l her collar bOlles
and tIll' IUi\'l'l" sid.' of hl'!' bosom its
lIatur:d sh:.tde. ThL' e-neet was a bit
.... t:lrtlirw. ;llld I gbnct'd at it ap·
11I1·I·i:l t i \·!·ly.

SIll' rduL:'gnl (lIlt· of tit.: conncc
tiolls ililu a holl' Ull thc board.

"11:I1'lflO and 11('llSLOIl, good af
{enIOPJI,"

I Innkl'J at nlY wrist chron.
D~lJlln if it wasn't thirteen-ten al
n·;\{!v. I \dlistlnl tUllclc'islv ,,,·hile. .
she dispOSl·d of the ligiJts f1irkering
on lIlT board, When she turned to
JllC. I qid, ".10 Houston, please."

·'\Vlio's calling, sir?"
"V::II! BranL"
".JUSl a 1ll0lllCnt, sir."

11' WALKED OVER to the long
JL window looking alit over the
criss-cl"Os"l'd, St'{'llIing]y haphazard
ribhons illat wound lhroug-h the sky
:t!XV'wT ~lIld hdow the fifth lcV{'i.
Strl."lc]lill,l:: frull1 the third level up
tn tht· ninth, J SJ\\' thL' full-lcng-lh
figun.: of the stJr of one of the
stlTcoshnws playing on the seventh
kvd. As I w:llched, the gigantic
figure such'd in a deep breath. Her
brca:-ts 1I10\Td suggestively, and her
navel filkd with shadow.

"n1r. Brant?"
I turncd away from the window

and the poster :lrt, :-tnd walked back
to thl: redhead) who "'as real.

"Yl.:s?"
")\11". Houston will sec you now,

sir." She smiled, and I sllliled back
and walked through the gate and
into Jo's office. He was sitting b/>
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hind a cluttered desk, with an enor
mous ledger 0IWlll'd bdurc him.
\'Vhen 1 Lame in, he rose and ex
tended his hand.

"Van, you old illidge! How goes
the body?"

"Ticking and clicking, no kick
ing. And you?"

"Sound and round, like money
found. ''\Ihat brings you, Van?"

"Business."
UOh?"
"Liquidation," I :mid flatly.
"Huh?"
"I need cash fast, Jo. I want you

to get rid of all my holdings. I
need close to a stone by Saturday."

Jo whistled softly. "In a jam?"
"No. Business."
"Sounds good."
"It is. Can you do it for me?"
He spread the fingers of one

hand wide. ltSure." Then he cock
ed his head to onc side, his deep
brown eyes set into the layers of
flesh on his face. "Anything that
might interest me?"

"s J"orry, . o.
Jo smiled. "Okay, okay." He

held up his pain. like a traffic robot.
"So what's new otherwise?"

"Nothing much, You?"
"A few new accounts. You know

Steele and Dawes?"
"Advertising ?11
"Yes. Enormous. The boys who

finally broke through the prohibish
lobby. We just got them."

"Oh yes, of course. The ones
who started the new swing in liquor
advertising.))

Jo nodded. "You remember what
the ads used to be like. 'For mellow
flavor' or 'for a taste treat.' Any
thing but what they really wanted
to say." He chuckled amiably. "I'll
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never lorget the first one, Van. The
liquor was Daley's. Steele and
Dawes plastered the town with tri·
dim bottles. EverY'vherc you look
ed, a boule was staring down 3.t
you. And all the copy said was:
'Daly's makes you drunkcr'n hell!' "

He laughed aloud, and I laughed
with him, remembering what a fur
or that first honest whiskey ad had
caused. ""hen we'd quieted down,
I said, HBy Saturday then, Jo. You
won't let me down?"

"Have lever?"
"N "o.
"I won't start now.))
"Grooved. I'll see you.'"

IV

THE PARTY was a sumptuous
thing, but then all of Deborah

Dean's parties \vere.
She'd had one complete wall of

the living room knocked down for
the occasion, replacing it with a
clear pane of ple:\Oid that ran the
length of the room. Her apartment
was swank, vcry, high up on the
fifteenth level) looking down over
the city and the river. When I
came in with Lizbeth on my arm,
the lights were low in the room, and
the city twinkled and sparkled out
side the plexoid sheet like a galaxy
of blazing, multi-colored suns.

Deborah spotted us the moment
we came through the door and hur
ried over. She was the only woman
I knew who could earry off green
eyes and a blue skin tint well. Her
breasts were spattered with spark
ling gold dust, the nipples luminous
in the dim light of the room. Her
skirt was long in the back, almost
trailing the fioor, gashing upward
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in a wide V thai tenninatcd at her
\Vilist in the front.

"Van," she cried, uHow good!"
I took the hand she extended,

and swilcd cordially. "Deborah,
this is Lizbeth."

Deborah grinned, and her eyes
roamed Lizbeth's body candidly. I
had to admit that Liz had really
outdone herself tonight. She had a
thin bluc, shimmering strip of plas
tic decorously clinging to her
breasLS. She had ChOSl'1I a peach
s]all tinl, and had conLrash.:d it with
a pitch-black skirt that ended on
her thighs. Her lips malched the
plastic strip, and shc'd done her
hair to go with the skirt. We'd
had a fix at her piatT, and her q'cs
sparkled behind their blut; con
tacts. Even Deborah was im..
pressed.

She smiled again. "What's your
pleasure?"

UWc\'c Ix-ell fL'\cd," I told IIt'r.
"Maybe later."

Hyou know where the bar is. Just
hdp yoursdf. I've got ;:I wonderful
st.:nso for lah':l", and sonwthiJl~ Ilt'W

in a ui.-dim. And. flli. I'q. ,~Ol SUlIlL'

dCSlnlftivl: lap,"s, Vall. TIlt" VI'I)'

latest sound," Silt: dosed Il('f l")'t:s
c('stalically. "DooJll. purl" t!OOIIl."

ul'lI be listt:ning." I pau~("d. "I'd
like to talk to you lattT. Dt'b."

""Vhy not now?"
"Alone," I said.
She paltrd Illy check, her hand

n>ol and finn, a St'nsuous musky
perfumc rising frolll its palm. "As
a Illattt_~r of fact, I want to talk to
you, too. \Vhcn the senro is show
ing, groovcd? But I hate to have
you miss it. It really is good."

"I'll sec it some other timc,"
"All right, Van. I'll look for you
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later."
She waved and was gone, ready

to grcTt anotht'r pair of guests.
.. Ill;'S nice," Li~b<.·th said, "I

lik{" hcr stomach. \Vl1o does it for
her?"

"[ don't know. I didn't see any
thing unusual about it."

"Didn't you notice? It was beau
tiful, Van. really, I'm surprised
you didn't notice."

"Theft·'s Rog Brooks," I said.
"''\'ho?"
"Drooks. You know him, The

big psych. 1 wonder what the hell
he's doing here."

"'\lhy not? Psychs arc human."
"Arc they?"
Lizbcth giggled and look my

arm. "Come on," she said, "let's
mingle."

\lATE WALKED across the room
'f'~ to where a small clique had

got a song going. \Vc listened to
Olll' dlOrus and joined in. on the
I'dr:1i 11:

"Pop ii, moppelJ

Stick it ill ,'our vci" .
•

PIIJh it ill and !lull il out
Alld stick it i,t agaht
i\1ass it. ctlJ it,
Do,t thou pass it?
Never!
Never!
Naaaaaay, /a-theTJ

NAY!"
We all (·"joyed a good laugh. and

thell a tall, dark·haircd boy in sil
"IT hn'crlll;s began ill1provising a
(:horus:

uTIIPrc once was a Rec man
'lamcd Di1/o!"

"'011, )ICS,n we chanted.
"Who strolled all the old
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bal-colillo.n

•. Yes. n

h}-It: trip/Jed 011 his clotJIl'J~

J'1r1d rUjJturcd his 1I0Si'

/11 a most n'alistic Imll-illo!
Ohhhhhhhhhhh~. .."

He: signaled for us to all joil! ill,
and we starh'd onc(' mon' with,
"Pop it, moppet, slid.. it ill ')'vllr

. "vern ...

W E ALL LAUGHED a' ,h..
end of thl' rdrain, itlld tl1I':1I

a girl with pink ,hell, on hn nippl,·,
look up anothn dlorus. a bit raw
this time, but still funny. \\'c \\'tTl:

in the middle of anoth<:r rdrain
when I sa\\' Bruce Alloway ('Olllt'

into the roOIll. I l:xcus(.'cl myself
and started for the door, the sound
of the singing behind me.

1 grabbed Urun by th(' ann be
fore he'd had a chance to say hellu
and began steering him toward a
dark corner.

"Hey," hl" complained, "what
the hdl's the rush?"

"You want to Ill:ar ti. s, or don't
you?" '\

HSurc:, SUIT. But 1 wam to ta~h'

some of this Ill'W ~tun' J Jll'ar Ikh.
orah's got. Hell, fath<T, I have'Il',
had a fix sinn.~ noon in pn.'para-
. "lIon.

"All right, go pop. But hurry
bal"k, Bruce."

"Sure," he said, lookin~ al me
('uriouslv. "Sure."

Ht, started toward tlw har, W3V

ing his hand ill griTting as ht'
passt'd Rog Brooks, the psych. I
fol!owl'd Brurl-' with Illy eyes until
he reached the bar, ;:and tht:n lust
him in the cluster of people then'.
',\'Ilf'1l I swung my l'yt'S hark. I
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realill·d that Brooks was heading in
my dinTtion. I turned my head
away, pretending to look throu~h

tht' plnwid at the city. But he'd al
ft'ally ~p(\1t('d lilt'. so I gave it up
and loilU'd Ill) girds.

"I kilo, thl'! t', Brant," he called.
I lonknl up ft'igllillg surprise.

"\Vdl, Ilt'lIo: Hruoks. Lung time no.
Pull up."

"Thanks." I It- hOClkl'd a slllall
fO:\l1I t"1I:-;hioll with his lOl', pullt.:d it
to\\,;trd him, and plopped down on
it. Brullks W:IS a tall, thin 'flail
\"iLh l'agc:r C)'l'S set ill an intense
fact'. lie sported a vandyke carc·
full)' trimmed on his ~'hin and he
won: his hair ill its natural shade,
a dl'ep hl;u-k that hllgg~'d bis sl'alp
like a helmct, I Ie f"O('ked one raven
brow and said, "Nire party."

"~ot bad," I admitted. "1 didn't
know )OU knew De:borah."

"Oli P'S," Brooks said. "Quite:
welL" He passed a clawlikc hand
0\'('1' his naLur:tlly hairy rhcsl,
SCTaLt Iwd idl)' at one P~,(·toral. HOne
of 1I1~' favorite patients, in fact,"

"'I'hat right?"
","t·s."
1 kit ~)Jllcho\\' uneasy. I wasn't

used Lo psychs, and I'd never held
a ILngllly ronvcrsation with Olle.

Brooks SlTJI1l·d to be l'~I)(:ri('nciIlg

the S3111l' discomfort. \\'t. sat and
stared ::It each other while a few
long minutes dragged their feet la
boriously through a field of JlIol
asses.

Filially. I said, ':So how's thl'
p~ycli husinC'ss thl'Sl' dJ.)'s?"

l-It- ,hruK.~cd his broad shouldlT".
"Not '00 good. l\ot [or a Vikl"
man, anyway. Thl' Rn' boys seelJ1
to bl' gelling all the work."

I wondl"red i[ he were kidding. ,
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but I didn't express skepticism.
"What do you mean?" I asked.

lilt's a question of finding a
norm," he said slowly.

"I still don't groove."
Brooks spread his palms wide. "I

was taught in a Rce school, Van.
Got my Bah from a Ret: college, my
Mud from a Rcc medical school
and all my specialized training at
Ree clinics. The emphasis was a
little different."

"How so?"
"Great god Freud. Chew a ci

gar? You were weaned too early.
''Vash your hands often? You're a
mastur. Glove anesthesia? You've
got a guiltplex. You know the Ree
pitch."

"So?"
"So along come the Vikes. And

everybody flees into a dream world.
Your norm is kicked in the arsc."

I didn't say anything, because 1
still didn't know what he was talk~

ing about.
"Look at it this way. You estab

lish a pattern. The majority of peo
ple don't go around picking their
noses on pnculIlotubcs. All right,
this is the norm. You get a guy who
does pick his nose, he's a dclcg for
a booby bin. But what happens
when the norm is reversed? \Vhat
happens when everyone seeks the
world heretofore reserved for tbe
schizoid? \'\'ho's normal then? And
how do you treat the person \.\"110

isn't?"
"Arc you saying that Vikes are

...mentally unbalanced?"
Brooks smiled thinly. "I'm a Vike

myself. It's been tcn yeal"S since I've
touched a woman or wanted to
touch one. I've been a morphict
for three years, a herrict for four,
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and I've been on corradon for the
last three, ever since it hit the mar
ket. My biggest charge is the sen
sa's, but I'm not above reading the
pabaeks. A wild tape still gets a
rise out of me. I know all the tricks
and all the gimmicks. I've even
come along with the language,
which was probably the hardest
part. Who am I 10 say Vikes arc
nuts?"

"What are you saying then?"
uI'm not saying anything. I

carne here tonight for the same
thing you did. Something like a cat
house, isn't it?"

"L· t B k "JS eo, roo 5. • •

"All right, you don't like what
I'm saying. I don't much like it,
either. I keep thinking about to~

morrow, though. And the to
morrow after that. And tomorrow
and tomorrow and tomorrow.
\'\That's the step beyond schizophre
nia? Or mania? I'm afraid it's ca
t01.lOnia-and that means doom."
He saw the look on my face. "I'm
not usin~ it in the Vikc sense,
Brant. "[ mean doom. Plain old
doom. The end. Finis. P!!!t!"

"You through?"
"Sure, sure, I'm through. I un

ch:rstand Deb has some new stuff at
the bar." He stood wearilv and his
eyes met mine for an instant, and
then fled into their own retreat.
Ul\1aybc I'll try some. So long,
Brant." He turn('d abruptly.

uThere was a. you ng Ree girl
who knew it!"

uOh, yes. JJ

UBut didn't quite know how to
do it.'

"y ,es.
uShe sought an advisor

Who quickly did size her . • .n
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Amid the lalll~1Ltrr and the bub
hling soulld of \'uil n liftl'd ill S()ll~,

in the dilLl lights glinting Ull lit:

quilled alld l-lainlt'd I>OSOlIlS. aliiollg

lilY fdlm\"s and fricnds. ill Ill\"
, "

\\"urld, J watched H.(lg Brooks
:-;huuldcr his way In Iht' 1);11", a t:t11
Illan walkillg \\"ith his IW;ld bClll

and his lists dCIlt'hl'd. A strange
man with strange iut'as. But Illaybc,
J thought, ! shouldll't haVl' l)l't'll so
short with him. He was dill'l'J'Clll,
at It:ast. ..

I CLOSED my e)"es for all instant,
and thl' song cc!lol'd in Illy cars,

and suddenly thnc WJ.S a coul haml
on my ban; Ocsh, alld the <lI"OIna of
Lizbeth's perfullle ill my nostrils.

] shrugged her hand away,
"Don't paw mc/' ] said.
"Sorry, father. You look sad.

Want to pop?"
"N "0,

Liz giggled. "I got a confession.
] alreadv did. Tilt.: IlC\.... stuff. It's,

doom, Dad. IV/wn.'""'
"I \'\'ant solo," I said. "Take a

pow."
"Sun.:, Van. They're starting a

round of Coverup. anyway, and I
want to get in on il."

"]{ I' "I'dave un, sal.
She turned and walkt'd awav,

from mc, hn hips swiveling, hn
high heels di4;:in.~· against Llle mar
ble floor. I IO~lkt'd across tilt' 1'00111

to the bar, saw Bruct' elbow his way
free, straighten his hair. ;lI1d start
over toward me. I .~tood up, walk
ed to meet him halfwav, ~lIld said,
hLct's step outside. Bruce. I don't
want this overheard."

"You act like a Martian spy," he
said,
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"I lo\\" till: hell wuuld yuu kllow
whal :1 ,\blli'lll spy ads lib.:?"

"J read the sci-fix. IllltTcstillg."
"'j'l j' I' ""l;~t "L·t.' t'l·St·.
"Li"lt"Il," lit" ".Iid eamt'stlr, "it's

Ihe ,"Itt"t·"t thing tile Rt"L's havl: to
n,;d Vike stulL !L's theil" onc sal-

, "\.:1110[1.

We'd n';H'bnl the b3kony, and I
ranI-tTl Illl\'11 the 1Jlanual sliding
duor, ,,11'jJpillg outside into the
night. A mild brl'L'Zc played over
lhe kdt.'tJlly, ailtl I)I.·bur;JIt llad cov
t'ITd tilt' plan: \\illl 1'0:>(" flushes lhat
oozed 1.llrir pelflllltC onlO the mild
all'.

"So what's lhe big one?" Bruce
asked,

"A new senso. So big you can't
iUladgt', Bruce. Individual senso!'y
L"'\!x-rirllccs. Individual, Bruce. A
man set's, feels, slllells olle thing. A
woman ;Lnother. Bruce, it's gigan
tic. Il'S like: nothing wt:'vc got. I'm
sinking all I own into it. I need

c

'I "sen )L'S.

Bruec scrcwt:d up his black
brows. lie W;lS a IllOlllcnt before
<:1nswC!'illg. "You like it?"

"'.'es."
"I'ln ill."
"Just like that?"
u:My fri\'nd, Ildol'e yOll came on

the scellt: I was writing for the pa
backs. J Inade all avcrag-c of fiftceIl
gee a year, and you knmv how far
tllat gt'ts yOll. You C3111L' on tlwll.
Last year, I stackcd dose to half
a stollC. This year, with six months
to go yet, l've mauc that much al
ready. I've never made a move you
didn't suggest, and )'OIl'VC never
suggestru a move that wasn't
right." Druce shrugged, a little
overwhelmed by his own sincerity.
"You say this is big, it's big. You
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say I should get into it now, I get
into it now. That's the way it is,
Van. That's the kind of stupid bas
tard I am."

I grinned .in the darkness.
"That's Ree talk, Bruce."

"All right, change it to 'stupid
illidge.' It's still the way I am, so
let's go inside and get into the
Coverup. Christ, this is a dull
party."

I clapped him on the shoulder,
and we started to head back for the
party, and that was when I no
ticed how unusually quiet it was
inside. Bruce must have detected
the lack of sound at about the same
time, because he turned to me with
a pU7.z1cd expression on his face.
Covcrup is usually a pretty damned
noisy game during the donning
stage. The stripping half is so quiet
you can hear a pin drop, but hardly
enough time had progressed for the
game to have been in that stage
yet. As if by common consent, we
ran for the doors and into the room.

The first person I saw was Deb
orah, and her face showed pale
even through the blue tint. I was
Slarting toward her when a voice
shouted, IIHry, here's two more of
th~ bastards."

I whirled rapidly, and then I un
derstood the silence in the room.

T HEY STOOD in the center of
the room, four Ree's, smug

grins on their faces. They were
fully clothed, of course, wearing
shirts, jackets, flapping trousers.
The apparent leader of the group,
the one who had spoken, looked
younger than the others. His blond
hair tumbled over his forehead, and
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his eycs insolently roamed the room,
studying the naked bosoms of the
women.

I walked over to Deborah and
asked, "Crashers, or did you invite
them?"

111\1)' God, Van," she said.
"Please!"

"What's all the talk over there,
Chcsty?" the blond boy called.

I turned and looked at him, and
his friends formed behind him in a
tight semi-circle. "You talking to
mc, son?"

"Yeah, you with all the hair on
your chest, and the sbiny muscles.
What', with you and Big Bust
there ?"

Deborah glanced self-consciously
at her breasts, feeling the lust in the
blond youth's eyes. I fclt em
harassed for her, and I started
across til(" 1'00111.

"Ho, look," the blond shouted,
ua hero in the crowd."

I walked right up to him, and I
heard nrucc padding- across the
noor bf'hind me. The boy was as
tall as I was and had well-rounded
muscles beneath the rough cloth of
his jacket. His eyes wel'; slate grey,
~md he carried his mouth like an
open switch-knife.

uAre )'ou looking for trouble,
son?" I asked.

He grinned and nudged one of
his pals in the ribs. "Listen to
Shiny Skin," he said. lIYcah, mis·
ter, we're looking for troubl~.n

uYou came to the right place,"
I said softly. Bruce pulled up along.
side mc, but I didn't turn my hcad.

"Hey, look at the blond hair and
black eycbrows," one of the Ree's
said, indicating Bruce. "That takes
it, boy." He began laughing, and
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tJll"Y all joined in. Thq"d obvious
ly h"I'1I drillkil\~ Iwavily.

"" 'I L "I'd "" 'dOll ( ul'ller ~{l, 5;1.1. au
brllLT go dalllIlt"O fast,"

Thl" blond boy thought that was
hilarious. "'''Il,'?'' he 3<;k.,.·d. "You
gOlllla show InC a IilQVU; Of SOflll:

thing?"
"()1 "I'd "I '"I, S:l.I, gel II.
lit· I::tught:d again. SUfI' of him

self now. "Listt'!1 10 thl" toug-h
Vike, bo),s. He gl'ls all his lights
frOlfl lhl" stereos ilnd St~IlS(I'S. Th:1t's
tile wa.y Ill' (,lIjoys his fights." He
tul"twd :l Stll"LT 011 !TIl'. "You're
scarin' lilt: to death. misln."

"Groo\'ed." I said. "You figure
because we gel aliI' :ll'tioll vil'arious
Iy we don't know how to g"( it any
other way. Is that right?"

, .
"'''':ah,'' he s:r,id quit:kly. l-il:

lurnt:d to lhe: boys then and said,
"Hey. you know what J'IlI ~onna

do? J'm gonna gr:lb one.: of these
nude babes and show her what a

I "rca. . .
That ' ....as when my fi~1 l'ollidcd

with his mouth.
I fdt his lip split, and then the

sharp l'dge of his tn·th knikd into
Illy skin. A blossolll of hlood sprout
ed 011 his mouth, and he brought
up his ha ld to hi:-: lips ill surprise
and tITI'O '. I slalillned Illy other
fist illto tlis opcn ham.!, ~lnd his
spread fingers tore into his flesh,
almost gouging out his own cye,
He backed up a few pan's, and I
jumpl:d aftf"r him. I heard his pals
yell something and grab for me,
and then Bruce stcppc:d into the
picture and starlt·d throwing his
weight around a little.

I g,ve B10ndie , pop in the eye
that sent him staggering back to
land right on his arsc, He was
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ready to !'land Lip whcn I lashed out
with Illy boot and caught him on
111l' point of IIII' chill. :\.ftcr that,
111' wasll't leady to du ;ll1ythin~. I
[urned quickly, about to take OB

allutht:r (IIII', wtll:n I saw Rog
nlo(,k, IlIll,WIII"'" till' ItlOlll and tc..'ar
\lIlt' of thl" I{q·'s frolll Brun"'s h:.wk.
I thrn\" IlIy:-.df hl'adl'lllg at 1111'
dosest RI'I' and bq~all throwing
fists at his Iwad. I wasn't used to
this blTause it had blTIl a long
tillJe sincc I'd had allY placticc, but
I punclwd and I kickt'd, and I fclt
1111' blo\\'>; nashing against solid
noh that bq:~al1 to crumbte aftIT a
while. I kept hitting- until mv fists
wen' covlT("d "ith blood, until my
brt:cchcs Wt,'n.: torn, '.Illtil the bn:ath
was ragin~ in Ill)' lungs. And thcn
] stoppnl hn ;lUSt' the lk>;h had aI
n"ady cnllllbkd and W:lS lying on
till" noor in a hloody, sodden h(.oap_
I stood b:wk then and looked
around IIIC at Bruce and Rog.

"Let's get them out of here," J
said hoarsdy.

\oVc dra~g:cd them to U1C front
door and stuck them on the lift,
sl"lting tIlt" wbo; for thl' first Ic.:vcl.
The lift dropped out of sight with
it,> cargo, and we went back into
thl" roOIll.

Deborah rushcd over to me and
said. "Van, you were wonderful."

IlThosc rottcn bastards," I said"
Illidge simply wasn't strong enough,
so I revt.ortcd to the Rec tcnninolo
gy. IIThosc filthy. " ."

"If they come back," Bruce said,
Uthey're dL"ad. They're dead. Van.
elc..'ad." His hands were tremhling
as he spoke, and there was a slIwar
of blood stretching from his temple
to his jaw. A murmur of com"usa
tion sprang up around the room
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now, and someone put on a tape in'
an effort to relieve the strained at
mosphere.

uCan we. wash up, Dcb?" 1
asked.

"Yes. Yes, of course. Come with
rnc."

W E FOLLOWED HER, and
she dropped Rog and Bruce

oIT at the hall bathroom, and then
led me to the private bathroom in
her o'wo bedroom. Slw !'at on the
bed while I washed, and taU,rd to
me throu~h the open bathroom
door. I let water into the sink and
then plunged my hands into it,
watching it turn muddy with blood.

"This makes me \\'onder," she
said.

HAbout what?"
UAbout whether I'm doing the

right thing or nol."
"I'm lost, Deb." ] spbshcd water

onto my f::KC, feeling it sting the
cuts tl1tT('.

U I wallt to have ;'\ baby, Van."
U""bat!" I jl'fkl'd upright and

lrlOkcd at hn, my fact" and hands
dripping water onto the lIoor.

"Yes, J want to vcry lTluch."
"\Vhy?"
"Well. .. 1'10 just tired of. ..of

senso's and...you know, all of it.
1 I

. .,
want SOllwt ling Ill·W.

"\Vho's thc lucky man?" I asked
sarcastically, dipping into the water
agam.

<tVan, don't rnah-' me vomit. It
won't be that way :It all."

"No?"
"No." She smiled playfully.

"There are only three men I'd even
consider that with, anyway. Even
if I were a Ree.'·
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·"Who?" J asled.
"Jamie Grrw. Knml/ him?"
UNo. \Vila else?"
"Rag Brooks."
"Oh."
U\Vhat docs that mean?"
"Nothing. But I'll bct he's the

midge who talkl·d you illtO tltis.n

"Well, in 3. way."
U\Vho's the third m:l.I1?"
uYou."
I snorted and rinsed off my face.
"\Vell, hon(')', you're barking up

the wrong thrC'c."
""m only joking. I'll go (0 the

clinic, of course."
"~11l1111?"

"Yes. ]n fact, I've already in
formed U1CIn. I'm enrolling in the
next I nSf·minar."

I snapped on the ultra-vi and
stepped into the field, rubbini( my
hands as the rays dried lTle. "That's
the next step above a Rce," ] said.
"Next thing you know, you'll be
m:Hing in an aile)'."

uVan, for Cod's sake! You say
the goddalllndf'st things."

"""(,11 it's the truth." ] shruggcd.
"Is this what "ou wanted to talk to

•
me about?"

uYcs. l ha ..~n't told anyone yet,
not even Rog-. I wanted to hear
what you thought of it"

"Wdl, nnw y01l know."
<lAnd I'm going to do it anyway."
uGo I-ight ahend. Your womb,

your tomb." 1 stcpprd out of the
firld and 'napped off the ray. J
looked at J1lV torn hrccchrs. "I don't
suppose you've an extra pair in the
house."

"No. Sorrv."
•

"Didn't expect you to." I tried to
pull the lear together, gave it up
as a sorry job, and said, "I wanted
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to talk to you, too, Deb."
"\'Vhal about?"
"~lot1c)'."

"'Vhat aOOU1 mann"?"
"I 1ll"C'd :l stOIll". C.lII you Ic.:nd it

to HIC?"

"Arc ),ou in trouble?"
"No.'"
"Thtll why do you .wed lhat

much moo?"
"I nn;d il."
Oeborah Iwsitatcd. "J might be

auk to s(T;}j)e it IOgl·tiJl'L"

"Hm...· soon?"
"How SOOli do you nced it?"
Ii 11I11l1cdialdy."
I'That gives lIle a lot of time,"

she S<.1id snidcly.
"AII ri1{llI, six nlO 11 d 1:-.. Nu bter.'·
"That's a little lJt.:ltcr. In six

months, I should be pregnane" .
"Must we talk auout that?"
"No, of course not. I'll have the

monty for you, Van. Is thaI bet
ter?"

I grinned. "That's 1I11lC'h better."
Deborah roSl', bruslwd a fleck of

dirt from her brc;}!'>1 alld said,
uDone. Shall we join till' part)'?"

l...ly ,t:!;rin gal biggn. I wa" think
ing of the..: stone shl"d prollli:-.cd me
within six Illollths, alld I WitS think·
ing of the way }-bydl'n Thorpe and
I would parlay that I!lOO ililo a nice
pile. Individual Smsory Produc
tions.

And all Deborah could think
about was having a bab)'!

v

A CTUALLY, the four Rec
crashns were one of the clear

(:st omens but vou JleVCf sn.: thiners'. D
in their true light until they're: over
and done with-and then it's too
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late.
Jo lIuustoll called me the: nt'xt

day, slim tly ,Ifter my noon fix, Ilis
bet: \\.l:-> tloubkd, ;lnd hi~ ('yes
\\1..'11' \\(',11 v, For a 11IOlllcnt, I
thought 1\1'\1 gUile \\itltnut a fix,
but 1111'11 I lIoti, (.J the nnp!y vial
011 hi .... d":-.h,

"\ ·1 .. I ,', I k d\ 1.11 IS II. , 1I. ;1:-. T .

"1'111 h,lvillg, .1 ruggt:u gu) Vall,"
'511·"'. PI" It,
"Your holdings, I ran't get rid

of tht'IIL"
1 looked at his face hard to scc

if he was kidding, "'Vhat till.: hdl
arc yOll talking about, .fa?"

"The stull'. No bu)'ns,"
UNo hurl:l"s? Hop down, (;uhcr,

and jest lin: 1I0t! I'm in no mood
for-"

"Hiblc >tun, Van. ,'htlp me. I've
been shagging since yc:stnday. The

k ' d· "mar 'l't s lin.
"Theil you h3.vcn't lx'en shagging

hard CIIough. \\hat th,· hell's the
lIlattc:r with ,"UIl, Jo? The stuff I'v('
got i .... tlu.' Iwuest you can g~:l to
day."

··~1a}'bi,;.n

"ListclI, :-;top cryptirlipping,
ShoN it to IIll' straig-ht."

i'All rigllt, You Joincd?"
",shoot, godd:u nnit!"
Jo lwgan tid.. ing the points uff on

his fi ngcrs,
Itel'll A: thr!'e humJrnl shares

Sappho Stt'ITOS. Dead uUI.:ks."
~'How so?l'
"Ko hU\l'T~. IIold it. Van, don't

blowtap. ] trieJ n'crywhcn', and
I mean t'\ cry'\ hl.:n'. J t'ouldn't ('\"",:n
sell tht.:lII [(II' a lift)' p"ln:nl los!i. lI

"You Illcan )ou 0nai'd that?"
"As 3 lasl rnort, Van, the 1113r

ket is tighter than a Ree's neck
tie."
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"More, father."
"Item B: twenty-two shares Ar

bae Press. Dead ducks. I shopped
all over town. No one's interested."

HThat's imPossible! i\rbac is one
of the best pabaek ou,fits in the
f1eJd. You .c;urC thi~ isn't a gag,
Jo?"

"I never kid where it COllrnns
nloHey," .10 said seriously.

"All right. Read il."
"Item C: fifty-seven shares Dale

Cosmetics. I got rid of twenty. You
kno,.., what you can do with the
other thirty-seven."

"\Vhat'd you raise?"
tlOne."
uA thousand? For twenty shares

of Dale? Holy Christ, Jo, are you
losing your marbles?"

"I didn't say a thousand. I said
'one.' One hundred, Van. One
clam. Count il."

"One clam! Look~ .To-"
"I'm lucky I got that. You've

got no idea what it's like, Van. So
help mc, I don't like it."

"You don't like it? You don't
like it? It's only my goddamncd
money you're throwing al'ound,
that's all. It's only-"

"Cool, Van."
"Cool my big keesler! Listen, Jo,

you're paid to bandit my affairs. If
I ever made a deal like that for one
of my clients, I'd be hanged on
Times Square the next day. What
the hell do you think this is; Par-
I ';l"(. len.

"Van, I tell you-"
"You tell me horsemanurc! I'm

tclling you, goddamnit. And you'd
damn well better listen. I've got
stock worth at least 700 gee. I want
900 gee, and a good man sbould he

_ able to raise that. If you're not a
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good man, you're not the man for
me. There arc approximately eight
thousand accountants in this city,
Jo, and-"

UEasy, Van, easy. I'm_H

"Easy, nothing. I'll give you un
til tomorrow. Tb",'s Wednesday.
If you can't produce by then, you
can close out my aecount and go
back to filing income tax returns at
fifty cents a throw!"

"That's not fair, Van-"
''It may not be fair, but it's the

\\'ay it is. I ,..'ant at least 500 gee
by tOlilorrow. If you get tbat mucb,
I'll give yOll 'till Saturday to get
the res!. If you can't, goodbye, Jo;
it's been, hut it ain't no mo."

"Vao-"
I clicked of[ hefore he could pro

test, and then I went over to the
bar and shol up a booster. When
the buzzer on my desk sounded, I
nearly tore off the switch answer
Ing.

uYe-s!" r shouted.
HOuch!" Lizbeth said.
"\-\'hat is it, Liz?" I answered

harshly. ---
Her voice was ~urpriscd. "I did

something, Van?"
"You did naught. You buzzing

to be sociable or have you got some
thing on your mind?"

"V ..an. . .
HComc on, Liz, I haven't got all

day!"
"Yes, sir." Her voice was shocked

now, and a ILulc hurt. "There's
. "someone to sec you, SlT.

"I'm not in."
"She said it was important."
"I'm still not in."
uSir shc-",
"Listen, Liz, do I have to send

a diag with everything I say? I'm
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1101 in! That got:s for this (.·hick, :md
the Prnidt:nt, and t'\TI: Dino Bda
zi. I'm out. 1'111 not in. Dul.:s th:lt
make st:J1St.:?"

"Yl:S, sir."
uFilll', line. I'm gbd I srx..':lk

Engli~ll."

"Yes, siLl!
HIs th::tt alP"
"Yc-"
"All right. I)on', di~tlll b Hit'" r'll'

the next huu!' Ill' ~o."

1 (.-lick('d oIl" alld begall IXll illg
the rug', 110"" the 11l'1I \\;\!i <l Ill:lll

supposed to g"l"t allythillg' dune
whcll Ill' was ~lIrroundnl liy idiots?
1t11ahrllll" .10 selling {H"t'lIly shart"s of
nail- for :l l:blll! A dam.' And Ill"
calkd hilll~c1f an OtlTlllllltant. :\

shot: shine boy l.:uuld have got at
least livl:, 3nd-

Tht: door behind me 0lx'nnl
swiftly, and I tUrIled with Illy lists
clcndu.:J as it slid shut a~ain.

"I thought I told )flll not to .. ,"
Tht" girl standing dll:rc was not

Lizbeth,

SHE \VAS TALL, \l'ilh her 1'..d
hair puliLd to Olll; side of iln

neck, trailin~ dOWl! O\Tf onc naked
un..:ast. He brt'~lsts Wl"I'l: firm and
high, concentrically riJ1ged ill \';\1'.

ious hUl:s. Her stom:lc!l was ban:
and flat. ttched with a (kl'J) naval.
Her ~kil ( wa'i shorter thall :1 g-ood
many skirts I'd SI:(.'a, anu she wore
six inch spikes with ankle straps.

I starl'CJ at her for an instant.
"Who the hell arc you?" I

shotltl'C..l.
"Lois Sylvan."
"\\'ho?"
"1.ois Svlv:m."
UDn you know what doors arc
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[or, Miss Sylvan' They kep
people out. 1 told my sccretary I
wasn't 10 b... disturhed. I \\'a~lI't kid
c1ill~. :\0\\' ii YllU'lI !'i\\ill~ your
Ixe.'>tcr out of ht:n:, I'll Ol: lIluch
(lbli~l:d."

"1 dlllll~llt \(Iu'd Ix: illttTe'll'd,"
sIll' ':lid ,III hi\,.,

1 100.l.nJ IUT 0\'1'1' :1g3ill. "\\ h,lt·
niT you're .'>elling, rill not illln
okd,l1

"\\'v'n: t'\TIl. I'lll not sdling.'·
I louknl ;11 lilT ag-;Lin. "/\111 I sUIl

posed to kllow you or ~(1111l:t11i:,',,:~

1'111 lIul ,~()(Jd :It gllt"~sing g,lllll''''.''
"Lydi:l Sil\'crstein/ ' sill' s,licJ

quickly,
"Lydia wh--" I rinsed lily mouth

and 1001.1'(1 hn over a~ain. yc.... till.'

red h:lir \\,IS t'tTtainly hers, and the
lon~ kg'" :lIld, , ,hilt. , .

··\,'dl. YOU'Vl' 1 1J.1Ilgl"d,"

"l\'ly l\;lIlW, tno. Not k~al1y yct.
]\'c as:'lIIl1L'd it by (01111111)11 law,
and I'vr alrr.l(h' gut a shy::tt to brin~
, "It 10 court.

"Cood. So?"
"l'n~ harrd 111\', • ,PVl' t;lkcll orr

nlV hlou.",. and 1" ,. short/'lli'd IllV

skirt, I tri,'d Ill01 phinc today. I
did just \Vh:lt )'lHI s;liJ,"

"S '"o.
"Well. ' ,I. , ,I'm ready to br'-

, "gm.
tlBl'gil1 wh:ll?"
"You s:lid_"
"f\Iiss Siln"fsll'in, or Sy"'an, or

\yhalcvcr-lhc.IH.:II) Ihis is nol a Rcc
conv('rlOl·iulII, 1 rUIl a businl'ss, and
I don't have to-"

, 1\ 'd n, ut you 5;11 -

1'1 knou' whJ.t I s:lid. I 31"0 told
you to kit"k out your" mate, lJi<l you
do that?"

lIlT cp'') ucg:l.Il 10 cloud. ~nd her
lowcr lip lrclllbkd a lillie, "I. , ,
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I didn't have one."
"Fine! You had nothing to lose

theil, did you? The fact remains
that I can't play father-confessor to
every Rcc who decides to chuck it
all. :Miss, I'm right now in the mid
dle of sOlllcthing-"

She started to ny.
Jus! like that.
1t had been sucli a long time

sinn: I'd sel'n any woman cry that
I almost didn't believe it.

hHcl'!1l I said.
"Oh, shut up/' she blubbered.
"\'\'cll, look..."
"Don't talk to me." she said be

tween sobs.
""Veil, don't cry," I offered lame·

ly. "Save that for the stcrcosoaps.
Come on, now, Miss. Miss, you
shouldn't.. .oJ

"I did what you ~aid,lt she blub
bered. "I did just what you said.
Now I'm here, and I feel so cheap
and so...50...naked, and you
, 't d ' "uon even...)'ou on t even...

I walked over to her and put my
arm around her shoulder. "Look,
:Miss, please, don't cry. Thcrc's no
need for that, really. Pkasc, now,

I "P casco
"I fed awful," sht· whimpered.
"Thtl'c, theTt', ]111 help you.

Don't worry. I said ]'11 ht.:l).J you,
and I wilL"

UYou will?"
'lor COurSe: I will. We can USe

good kmalc scribes. I said I'd
help, and I've nrvcr gone back on
my word. I was just feeling sort of
grumpy, that's aiL"

"You'll really help me write?"
she asked. She looked for a pocket,
found none, and wiped her tears
with the back of one hand.

"Yes, I will," I said. uYcs, I-"
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A thought hit me. FuJI-blown.
Right Ollt of the ail'.

"Yes b God" I said "Yes I,y, . ,
will!" I thought of the twenty gee
\....c were paying Bruce Alloway for
his writing on the new show. And
Hayden was looking to cut costs. I
gl inned amiably ;'lIld asked, Miss
Sylvan...Lois...how would you
like to earn a cool five.' gee?"

Hc.-r eyes opcm:d wide, and her
bshcs balted frantically for a mo-

. "F' c. ?"me. nt. Ive...nve....
"Five gec. Five thousand skins.

All yours. All fOl' your hot little
hands. How about il?"

She gulped hard. IIFor writing?"
"What else?" I asked.
For a moment, 1 thought she

would faint. Instead, she gulped
again, and her eyes were incredibly
green and incredibly wet behind
their thick lashes. She opened her
mouth to answel', but when no
words came, she simply nodded her
head weakly.

"Fine!" ! shoutC'd. "Terrific."
] slab-I- ...d the button on my desk

and Liz camc on.
"Sir?"
"Liz, honey," I said, "I want you

to call Hayden Thorpe for me."
llSir?" Her voice brightened.
". want you to call him. sweet

ness, and tell him I've got the two
scribes he wanted. Tell him one of
them is Bruce Alloway, and reel off
Bruce's credits to him. Mention the
A/ler Dark thing, Liz. That was
really big. II

She sounded quite happy now.
"Yes) Van."

"And then tell him I've discover
ed a fabulous new female scribe.
Tell him she's lhe greatest thing
si nee transundics-"

I
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"Van!1I
"-till; best dalllllcJ StTilw :-.iIlCl·

Shakcsl.k.:arl:, till" b\;<;1 darllnl dis
l:ovny since l:orratlon. Tell hilll
sht"s starting at oller: and th:lt I've
had to go to live geC', hut that
~lll:'S wonh t:VlT)' penny. Tdl hilll

I'm dt:.aring up tlll- otller ddails
now, and that WI"l1 be n.:acly to roll
011 Sunday."

"Yes, \'all."
"And tell hilll, Liz; tell hilll hn

flallle is..." I sllJ.PJwd Illy Illlgns,
and the n:dhcatl Ilulll.:n.:d her cyt:
laslt~lS.

"Lydia," site sait!o "No, Lois.
L · 51 "OIS Y van.

"Lois Sylvan. Liz."
"L . S I " L· IOIS r vall, IZ repealer .
"Rt'nll.:lnbt:r that name, Liz. R('

1l1l"mbcr it wdl. This littk ladv is
gOing to have th3t name in lights
soon. Lois Sykan. r..1agnifirem.
l\1akc that eall now, Liz, and
double it."

She dickcd ofT, and r lurn,·d to
the redhead.

«\Vell, :Miss Sylvan," T S:lid.
"This is the beginning. You're on
your way."

:f\1iss Sylvan didn't ;1I1~Wl'r. lvfiss
Sylvan was lao busy holding her
hrc:1th and giving" herself a great
big healthy Illenlal pinch.

VI

J o CALLED ME at thirteen the
next day.

"Hello, V~m"u He was beaming
broadly. and good news was snJ.wl
all ovt'r his bee,

"'Vh:\t's the snap, pap?"
"I'Vl" ~ot a buytT,"
"Good. How much did you
. >"l"aISt' .
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"You :-iuing, Vall?"
"\VI.) :1"
.Iu grinned :'\ccretivcJy, "How

mudl did you walll Hie to raise?
fUI till" hit. I IIlt·,lIl."

"Ytlll hllll\\ 110\\ lilliCh,
. "

('a I t"Ill IIllli 'Illig.

"You w;Jlll,'d !Jill) !!;t'i..", right?"
"'1'11:11\ lig-ht, ,)0. CUllll' on."
I,) got a :-IOIlt.: allli t\\o."
"""hat?>l
":\ ~lUllL" and 200 ~("C, thal\

right. And I managl.:d til buy back
t1~-at twnlly skIrt's of Dale :1I1d
throw tllal into till' package, tuo,
\Vbt)'~ till' hottest ;u"COuntant in
town, hoy?"

"1\ ~IOllL" and two! .fo, how'd you
do it?"

Jo slllilnl obliqUt:ly. "Trade St:
crt"ts, Ltd."

"'Veil, who's the buyer?"
"An outfit called flail Asso-

. "Clatt·~.

I thought this OVtT for a mOlllt'nt.

"Ynll IIwall DOll ltdl? Tho.t illillgt'
will IUT("r lIIakl' good, .11)0 He ha~T1'1

I . "got a (t>llt tl) ll~-

"!\o, IH1t Don Rill. 'Thi .. i" :l Ill'\\'

outfit. I ..hlTkt'd thr o lll t1lntou~hl\'.

\1:111. Tlll'Y'Vl: got IlIun' 11100 i11,111

God."
"'1'011 Sl1rt'?"
•. r .. Ip:-lltv,·. saw

Thn"'Il' loadl'd. V:l11."
"1\ {'Ol J>oration?"
"'Ii'l·S."

"\·Vhu's I.x:hind it?"
"I ("ouldnlt find nut. Li"tcn.

tlwir IllOIll'Y is gond" \Vh;-ft the IIt'II
arc \,ou \\'urrit'd about?"

"J ill'lt don't like doing hlP.int·""
wilh ~h:ldowso 'Vhn do I sm' if till"
check hops?"

"It won't hop. I'll havl' it cCrli
fico."
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"Mnllnlll."
"\Vhat du )'ou say, Van? This is

(!:lmncd good IllOlle)'. You said
yourself )'Oll Oil!}' expected to re-
I· "a IZC-

"AJld I was shoQting high," I
~:Iid, "just to gct ~ou Iu IJush."

"So lIu:n:. A SWill" alld two is
f:thulous. Sh:t11 1 duse it?"

"Ball Assol"iates. huh?"
"1.30111 t\sS()I..·i:1tc~.'·

"Okay, Jo, clost' it. ] want the
<.:hl"{:k 0)' ~l:\"('lltlTIl tonight, and
ltTtifinl. I'll deposit it lil'>llhillg in
til(' mUl'lling. ~o ddi\tTy until I
hr..II' frcJlII llil: bank."

"Evl'lI with a ctTlilil'd r1H'l'k:'"
Jo proh:31cd.

"J'm l'..lutious, father."
"Cautious! Lnhn, you're par

alyzed !"
"Close the deal, .10. And good

\\·ork. "
"Thanks," he said drily. "You'll

1::.1\'1.: the: check by srVc~ltc.:tn. One
310nc and two. Deal?"

"Dl'al. OJ

·'Real. Sec you, Van."

VII

H ELLO.I'layden?"
"H('n''''

"Scranlbll'r 1\\Tlvl'."
"Groovc,.'d."
I heard the scr:ullbln (·Iicking as,

Hayden sct it. I pund1l'd Ill)" own
labs, waitl'd for the picture to
dear, and said, "Okay, fathe.~r.ll

"''\'hat ?"
<'I'm on my way to the office, I

just caTllt" from the bank."
"And?"
"Everything's fine. '""c've got a

stone and two to play with. ,,\'c can
start rolling now, father'"
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\'111

N o, .KO, 110, no, nonononOIlO
no!" I ~hotltcd. 1 thn:w thl:

pcnc,."il OntO the.: floor ano wdlJ..c..:d to
thl" har.

"Yuu still 1t,lve.·n't ~ot it! You're
still ltlnting out ReI,' g:lrbagc.
Goddaillnil, Lu, you're.: back in the
~1iddlc Ages! You'rc giving me
ehal ks Di<:kclls!"

"Dicken> wasn't in lhe Middle
Ages," Lois said <:oldl)',

"All right, the.:n you're.' gi\'ing me
S "PCIlSe.' r,

"1 h· w35n'l-"
"I don't giv(' a damn! You're not

giving lilt.' WI13l 1 want. Is that
dL"al" :"

"I don't think you J:"o:..u what
yuu \\3111/' Lois said. ShL" sat in a
dlair wilh her 10Ilg legs crosse.·d, the
~kin opcnL"d I)"LT he..:r thighs. She
worl' no sto~""ing:'l, but a dn:p grccH
garllT Set with a rhinestone t"irrlrd
the.: flesh of one.: leg. IIc.:r brL"asts
Wl're done ill Iwo golden sunbursts,
and tile." l'cho of ;t small burst shad
ed hc.T navel.

"I know wkll I need," I said. I
0pcl"wd Ill)' kit :lIId ~e.'I('ct('d a vial.
"You'n' e..:llough La make..: a Ulall

Uli." I'll lell y011 that l:lud!."
I 1.x)~PI·d 11(1", dosed Illy eyes for

a IlJOlllcnt, :Iud asked, "You had
.. ill

\ till I !'>.

"This lIlornin~," she said. There
was angn 011 hn fan'. Her brows
W("fl' pullt:d togt,thcr tightl}·, and
sht CJl'liL"d Iwr IO\\Tr lip in a pout.

"Have .:lnol!lcr," 1 SJid.
.. tI k ..0, lan· you.
h\Vh:u's the matter?"
<;Nolhing."
I walked to 'he desk and slapped

the back of my hand onto her



Darlill,!!, kiss me.
arm5,"
with it?

MALICE IN WONDERLAND

script. "You think thi:-- is ~o('d. is
th:1t it? You Ihirlh !:li:- j" dl',llhll'~'"

prll~c. YOII think ..
Sht" :Hoou lip :-uddnd\. allli IWI"

breasts uohhnl wilh fin 'imldc'l!
fur..... ··Yl". if \('Ill lilli" ~1l0\\. I. .
think it":'! good. J dlillh. il· ... b"HIT
thall an~ of till' t.-r:,!J- ,.

"Fn'St:/' I l'un !"l'tn!.
"-any nf till" I r:l.jJ HIIlCl' is turn

ing out. In I.u 1. I thillk it's too
good for.. II

U I gun.s you don't likt· the slllt.:1I
of that fiv\' gl'l"."

.'. think it\, 100 go()d for..."
Shl' pausnl. SIll' b,t out all exas
perateu Im·alli. ThCII slil' began
pacing the 1I0tll'. .. It is goud," she
said.

"It stinb," I told her.
"I'· I .• I·' dt S Just W 1:1t you anu --::lay en
·d d"sal you w:lntt..' .
"J I ~tillk .... "
"Il"s tht' Ix:sl I can do."
':You'll haH' to 0:.) hcttcr."
U I can't!" silt" fairly ~crl"amcd.

UYou Cln.n

"I ('an'!. {'an't can't. I've had
enoug-h. I <:an't lakt: any IIlon~. 00
it this W;Jy, do it Ihal W:l~, Ch:tn,gc
this, <:!lange 1":11. I low r:11l a pl'!'
son write lhal way: 110\\' l'illl :lily
011('--"

"~I t I·"',J IU up, ,nl!'.

"-('an :lllynnt' {'Oil. , .(·t'll..."
Hn vnic'(' droppt'd 10 a \\·hisper.
She slIt'k('(! in a dc'('p h""llh. pa<;snl
a hanu O\tT tIlt: !'ide of 111'1' face,
and ao;ked, "AII right, how do we
fi ' ..."lX It:'

wJ·" . I ..l:1t s my gu.
"Nl'\C"r IHind the £l'CSC. How do

we fix it?"
"L· , .11O(('n to t liS:

Take me ill 1'Ollr
1I\\'lJat's wi'ong
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"It's not luadt·u. \h· \\':lllt SOIllt'

thillg like: Dmfil/.!!, /Jut \'(1/0 mouth
011 mi"l. (;11;'11 1111' Ii/t\ ;1'111, )'UU1.\.

Cnol! 11/1' ill )'Inll fIll/B. /',nj mi'

(l"aiult )'II/l" hlldv (l1If1 kt mr_n
.,

"I ,!.:l·t it.'· !-he ~aid dully, Shl'
It 10k :lnolhlT (kl'p bn':llh, ")-IJ\'(,·

}Oll allY IIlorph. Van?"
"('lIl 1\lislc'l l\it'rpb himself,

honl'y,"
Loio; !'lllilt-d, but hcr l')TIO were

dull.

IX

1fT nOESN'T FIT," nruC(' Allo
..lL wa)' !-laid,

"Then we'll lIlak{' it fit."
Bruce shook hi'i Iwad. \Vt' WlTl'

alone in Ill)" offin·. and th(' cit)'
gleallwd like a hload, jeweled tiara
outsid,' Illy \\'im.low. Tht· light OVI"r

my dn,k car;;t :l gnld1"l1 circle on the
scripts scattt'rcd 0\'1.:1' thl" polished
top.

"It's I1n go. Van.'
"\,"lIv not?"
"L . "01 ....

"\\·hal· ... the maUn \\,jth her?"
":\ollling: Ihnl taknt \\'ouldn't

C "11;(.

"Slt::'s lint tl1:11 U:1<1.'
"Van, :'Illl''s ll'l"ribll'. She's got

Rec srnlilllt'nts as long as Illy ann,
And 011 t(lp or Ihat, sill.: cau't

. "wntl'.
"'·ou ' d III WtTcn I so amnl"( lOt

whel1 I stumult.:d across yOll,
. I "Clt1lT,

"No. but I at II'ast had tilt' indill·
ation. She's got nnthin,g. Sur!'. !'h,'
tries, hut that isn't l !lough. \\'1·'11
nt'\Tr matt· her Wllrds alld mi.ll'}
Van. Nevt'r.1I

"You're \\ rong. llrl1C"c. \\'r damn
\\TII bettCf mall' them."
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HI tell you she's no good. Zero."
"Lower your voice. She'll be here

any sec."
Bruce shook his head again.

"Why arc you keeping her, Van?
You're not going Rec, arc you?"

uFricnd or no friend," I told him,
"] (:an still punch you in the
mouth."

"All right, I'm sorry. Suppose
tell me why?"

"I'm paying her five gee. You're
getting twenty. Is that good
enough?"

Bruce spread his hands wide.
"The root of all. Sure, good
enough. 'fhat means I'll have to
work hard enough to earn fifty,
while she ambles along earning
about three l:lams worth. That
sounds really fai-"

A tapping sounded on the outer
door, and J touched the lock re
lease on my desk. 1 hcard the door
slide open, heard the hurried click
of high heds through the reception
room. The door to my office slid
wide then, and Lois came into the
room.

She was out of breath, and she
carried a thick script under her
arm. "Am I late?"

CIA little. Come on over."
She walked to the desk and

dumped the script under the lamp.
"Th!'rc it is, fameI'. My sweat and
blood. Now all we have to do is
match it with Bruce's."

Bruce sighed painfully. "Yes," he
he said. "That's all we have to do."

x

H AYDEN THORPE sal in the
big chair under the eeilamp.

The shooting script ,vas open in his
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lap, and his brow was furrowed in
concentration. Lois, Bruce, and I
sat opposite him, side by side, on the
cOllch. The room was quiet. Out
side, the traffic on the various levels
raisrd a d.in that tried valiantly to
penetrate his muted offirc.

1 had Tlever seen a cOlTadoniet
smoke Ix' fore. I wasn't even sure
that Hayden was smoking. I don't
think he ('ven kne\\! he had that
cigar in his mouth. But great bil~

lows of smoke rose from his mouth,
pun-{'d out over his head, smothered
him amI the chair and the script.
He could have acted the part of a
volcano in an adventure stereo with
no extra effort.

He turned a page, blew out an
other stream of smoke. The rustle
of the paper made a loud, snatch
ing sound in the silence of the
room.

Hayden made a noise that sound
ed like a cross between a burp and
a grunt. He turned another page.

The elct·tric clock on the wall
hummed pleasantl}', throwing
seconds, minutes, hours into the
room. The cloud of smoke thicken
ed, and Hayden kept turning pages,
one after the other, grunting oc
casionally, burping Irequently.

He leaned back at last, closed the
sc.ript. On the couch, I fclt Bruce
Ican fon\'arcl expectantly.

"\Vell. .." Havden s<1id. He
sludinl til{' c.:nd of his dgar, then
dropped it into the disposotray.

Lois gripped my hand tightly,
and I glanccd down at it and then
over to Hayden's face.

He drew a heavy breath, and I
felt Lois tense.

"l t'5 terrific:' he said mildly.
"We can start shooting at once."
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XI

D 1:\10 BEL\?I (';11111' to Illy

OmCl' two dar" !:tteL
Al fi~t. j couldn't hdic\'l" Ill\',

t·~r~. "H'!lo.)" I a..kt·d l.izbl'th.
"Dino Iklazi, Van,"
"The: Rn'? The critic'? Th(" ..

the Iter?"
"The sallll'."
",Yell. 11",'1'. Givl' 111(' ten min

utc's, then s!J(\\\, him in."
I t'1t'arn! nfr IllY d/.:'!" Iraving tIl('

top :IS glistl'llillg :1<; a 1l1ountain
bke. Then I walk,·d around the
dTiIT and straightt.:tll'd the Zinl'5
and tht; pabacks. I C'iosnl the top
of the bal', straightencd a stcrcopic
on tllf" wall and tilted the blinds so
that the sun h:u'klighted 111(... ] went
to the rlosel, rubbed some akojcl
an, combed Illy hair, and scrutiniz
('d myself in the door mirror. I
pulled my bn'l"rhcs hight'f, saw that
my hoots ('an-jed a high polish,
sllckcd in my stomach, and then
walkrd to 111\' desk, ] tiltt'd IIW head
!'o that the ~ullli~ht hit Illy })rofik:.
I waited (or Dillo lklazi,

The door slid open, nlltl TheaI'd
his hl':.IVy shors on my rug', [
glann;d through the blinds for a
few :seconds, and then turned
casually.

Brbzi had stopped in the [enter
of the room.

He was not at all what Thad
pictured. Hc was a :>111311 man with
a ran-fully trimmed whitt.' ocard.
He wore a severely tailored black
suit. His collar was tig-ht, his tit'
thin. His shoes were black and
highly polished, His s(rai~ht nose
,Iirrd down th" middle of his farr
like a cleaver. His lips W('fL' pursed
beneath that nose, cardully ron-
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craling hi~ teTth. His rye" could tdl
starin:. hilL (lin' \\l'IC short pf JlI;l.

tn i.t1 ,IL the lllnllli ill.

"t\'lr. lit'bzi," 1 said cordialI}"
"rill hnllurn.l,"

Hdazi tonk :1 quick str'p forward,
tllell stllppnl \\ illl hi" hn'!-. LO~t·[h.

er, his hlllllhurg d ... wlwd ill hoth
hands, Ilis l.llIt' loopnl 0\1'1' hi ..
right anll. "I slt.tli rnakt' IllY \'i~it

brid and to lilt' poim. ~lr. Branos.
ki/' h(' said, His VOil'l' was dccp,
but his spct'r!l W~\S clipped,

"1\11". Brant," I (>O!Tl'l"tcd him,
13clazi smiled mirthlessly. tlIf

"

..you pr:o ('''.
HI prdt'r,ll
ill havL' ('(llllpilt'd a list of alleged

liicrary agents who arc wday so
liciting the' majority of !'mllt on the
rn:lrk.'t. You, \.1llfortllnatdy. an' onc
of the chief pllrn·yors. I h:l\T been
systl'lll:ltil'ally ('lill1inating tlwsc
ml'l1, starting at tlw top and work-
, I I ..mg Ill}' way to t 'Il.: .>attom,

..EI i III ilia ti ng?"
"Through visits. 1'\,(' rome to

ask somt·thing of you, lvII'. ISI'anus
• ° ,1\1r, Branc"

"And what's tltat?"
"1vb\' I sit down?"
"Please do,"
"Thank you," Iklazi moved to

the chair oppoislt~ Ill)' desk, lit- sat
down, cardully raising his troUStTS

to protcft their crTas~o He Pllt his
homburg on one ann of die chair,
kaned forward ;wel I"cstn! both
hands 011 thl' head or his cane.
"Now, thell. I've come to ask that
you discontinue the stlbmi~'iioll or
lIlanusnipts to: (a) the magazine..,
(b) the papnbal'ks, (l') the S1l'rl'o
scopic. lhe three dim(Onsional, and
h d'"t C sensory I11r IUII1".,

"\' 'd .. I 'dau I11ISSC one. sal,
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"Did I indeed?"
"Yes. \'Vc're still :,ubrnitting ma

tc.:rial to the live sho\.\'s."
Bclazi l'Ougiled politdy. "We

shall eliminate the legitimate thc;l
tre from our discussion. I ratht'r
imagine yOll al'(' nol l'clling them a
great dcal of materiaL"

I smiled. "In other \\'nrcls. you'd
like me to go out of businl'ss, is
that it?"

"1 did not suggest that."
"But )'OUl" statemcnt W:l~ hC3Vih

loaded with that implication. 1
would say. \'Vouldn't yoU?"

"I would prdn not to comment
on that. Do you agree to lily pro·
posal ?"

"Don't be popped: father."
"Sir?"
"Your proposal is absurd. Youlre

asking me to slit my own throat."
HSuicidc is SOITlt't ill1l's a more

pleasant prospect than execution."
"Don't tickle mel Bclazi. The

Vikcs arc firmly rooted Jell takl'
more than a threat from yOU to
kick us out." '

"I know that. \Ve posse<;~ thl~

means to destroy you and your ilk,
Mr. Brant. Believe me. wc an:
fully preparrd." -

"How? vVith bad rcvinvs? Even'
time you razor something', \',.1(' sell
a mi Ilion more copies or wc get a
million more viewers. Grow up,
father. The people are \visc."

"An; they?U
"They arc. They are that. Fi

nally, after all these years, they're
wise. Oh so wisc 1 father. They
know just what tht.:y want, and
we're giving it to them."

"But is it what they want?"
"I've no time for' philo: Bilazi.

And I don't want to chop psych

37

with you) either. You know what
they w.:mt a~ well as J do."

Ht'iazi pursed his lips and said
nothillg·. Ilis hands WlTC firm on
the ll\:ad of his eunG".

I TOOK I.is silence for assent. HI t
u'wd to be the ollleT way

;lruulld, Iklazi. The little man was
till.' Slllb, waJltlwing in filth, breed·
illg kids Ill' didn't '.vanL) drc.:lming
r,f :Jlh"elllun.:s he IIt:Vcr had and
lIeVl'l" would hav('. The paperbacks
lOok 110Id tllen, and the titth: man
bvgan to wake up. He recognized
convention for vdlat it really was:
a petty disguise.: of politL' sOl"il'ty, a
subterfuge designed to keep the lit
llt: man's feet firmly on the..: ground,
to keep his head from out of the
clouds."

1;l'm rcally not tl'rribly intlTl'stccl
. "111-

"-"nd at the sanw time, tht' body
Illagjeians were at work. "I+'t;ar a
JUlIO ura aud you '-i.'OII.'l Ufo' !faf
(//()slr"d.~ .Use Vilagn> Oil 'your hair)
and )'ou'll be da.:zlill!!.' 'Don't smell
-·llS" SOJoap.' WI, ile the paper
b~lCks peddled vicarious advl'1l1;Jl'c)
dIe adverlising industry 1'1lIplusizl'd
c!ot1Jt:s, cosmetics, luxuries thc lit
tle man could never afi'ord, trips to
ncnnuc.la l beauty aids, drcams. And
sex rea.-ed its lovely breast. The
paperbacks fcJtured busty hroads
on their covers in full ('olor, a vi·
rarious thrill for a quarter, the thin
part of a dollar. Television joined
thc parade, for free thi!"> time, and
if yOI1 couldn't sec a chick's navel
on Channel 30, you :lwitchcd to 29.
The movies clung to their stupid
censorship rulings until they n.:aliz·
ed they were losing out in the big
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race. They l'cbxed then, and the
results were amazing. Three-di
mensional processes took hold, giv
ing more reality to the vicarious
pleasure. And the people liked it.
The people loved it. The pcoplc-"

"All of whieh-"
"All of which illustrates a point.

.T0f" Su(,ker began tn 1Il1lkrSl;lllci all

important truth. It !I,lel h(,(,11 there
all along, starting maybe \\,jlll the
now-c1cfunrt ('olnie hooks, working
its way up through pulp 1I1:lg';lzint:s,

through the now-cxtill<:l h:1rcl ('OY

er novels, into the pabacks, into
television, the movies, the stereos,
the sense's. Now he knew. The
make-believe was better thau the
reaHt')'! The girl's behind wiggling
on the motion picture screen was a
hundred times better and a thou·
sand time'S more effective than his
own wife's fat pratt in the shabby,
dubious comfort of his own home.
The colorful char~cters of the
dream world, the people with
names like Drew and Allison and
Mark and Cynthia, were having a
hell of a lot more fun than the
lWle man was. In rcallifc, th(' pure
maiden was the acme of perfection.
In the dream world, if a chick did
n't hop into bed aftcr five minutes
of casual conversation she was a
Mongolit. 'Hey" Joe Sucker yelled,
'where have I been all my lift:?' He
woke up, and the waking was a
tremendously pawedul thing."

"The awakening was the doom
of society:'

"No, Mr. Bclazi. It put the little
man right where he'd always \\/ant
cd to be. He changed his name
from Joe Sucker to Joel Standish.
He forgot about the disappointing
realities all around him and con-
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centrated on the purely vicarious as
pect of living. He began to enjoy
himself for the first time because
now his entire world was a makc
believe one. He conveniently dis
posed of the re~ljty, which no long
c:r served any concrete purpose in
his life. He was a sud:er reborn,
and he daspcd hands with millions
of other suckers, and began having
<"l hell of a good time. Drugs, which
had ahndy taken a strong illegal
foothold. uecame as {'ammon as
cigan:tlr'<.;. Eventually, <IS you know,
they became kg:al, which was a
uamlll'd smart movC'. Marriage
was alxmdorlcu as the shoddy thing
it was, the inw'ntitlll of lionlt' fools
who wanted 10 indul~{' but ronceal
what is basically :l disgusting ani·
mal impulse. Arch:li("i<;1Il W:.IS re
placed by new thoughts, new lan
guage, new dn::IIns. Socicty was re
vitalized. It still is n:vitalizcd. It
still is-"

"Decadent! It IS decadent!"
Belazi shoutrd.

"Only for a Realist. For the
Vike, there is pure c.';;cape. It docs
things better for him, with no strain
and no pain. Three cheers for it,
I say."

Bclazi's face seemed ready to
erupt. It turned a drep red, and
then modulated the chromatic scale
until it reached its normal shade
again. HI takc it you will continue
with your submissions."

HI wilL"
Bdazi rose stiffly. "Thank you

for the history lesson, Mr. Branos
ki. I appreciated it.l!

He turned brusquely and started
for the door, stopping halfway
a('rm.~ the carpet. 'lyou will re
member that you were warned."
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"Sure, I'll remember."
"We will do everything in OUf

power to crush you, Mr. Branoski.
You and the others. The Viearious
~1ovement is finished, believe me."

I didn't answer. I simply
grinned~

Belazi turned on his heel and
walked out.

XII

I UNDERSTAND cancer is that
way.

You can have all the signs, you
can sec them every day, but you
won't realize what they mean ul1til
someone tells you you've got SLX

months to live.
1 was up to my cars in production

details. The senso was going to
cost a lot more than we'd figured,
even cutting it to the bonc. Hayden
insisted on complete secrecy, which
meant no outdoor shoot.ing, no
borrowing of sets, no established
players who would spread the word
around. It meant that we had to
hire a studio large enough to hold
all the sets we needed for the show.
We had to get additional equip
ment, and we had to get it the hard
way, laying out cold cash for pur
chased items rather than renting
the stuff. And we had to search
for actors and actresses without ad·
vertising, without stirring up any
outside interest. We had to get
cameramen, musicians, audio and
olefaetory technicians, a guy to
write the score and another to di
rect it. And most expensive were
the men Hayden had trained in the
new individual sensory techniques.
It was a headache, but its possi
bilities looked even bigger to me
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once I got wrapped up in it
And at the same time, I tried to

run the agency, taking harassed
calls from scribes and eds, reading
tons of manuscripts, haggling over
prices, marketing the material we
had on hand. I nired two new
cds, adding an extra strain to my
budget. I I",gan to lean on Liz
marc and morc heavily, delegating
much of the marketing to her. My
mind \'\'as almost always occupied
with thoughts of the show, with
problems that had come up, but I
kept a small corner of my thinking
capacity open and reserved for the
agency, and I used that when Liz
gave me daily reports.

"Three scripts back from Preen
Publishers," she said.

"""hat's wrong?"
"Nothing. They said they weren't

right."
"That's funny. ""ho were the

scribes?"
"~1crcer, Peer, Fitch."
UThey'vc sold to Preen."
"1 know."
"Mm. What else?"
"A notice from Agon Sense. New

ownership."
"What else?"
"Pile of stuff back from Stereo

One. Not their type, they said."
"Not their type? It's the same

stuff we've been sendIng them all
along," I complained.

Liz shrugged. uYou want me to
remarkct this stuff?"

uYes. But first call Andrews at
Stereo One. Ask him what the hell
hc means by not theiT type. Tell
him -"

"He's not there any more, Van."
uSince when?"
uYesterday. A new fellow's taken



CARL: J know! J WQ1/t. to hurt
}'Oll. J \\'ant to keep hurting you
until-
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over. I forget his name."
I nodded disgustedly. "That ex

plains it. A new cd, a new batch of
pet agents and scribes. W.-JI.
scroom. There· arc lots of other
markets."

"Hundreds," Liz ag-ref·d. "\Vhat
brews tonight, Van?"

U'Vhy?"
"Got a party, thought you mighl

like to take my al111."

"Not tonight, hon."
"Business?"
"llllSil1l'ss," J said
Liz shrugged. "11'11 probably be

a dull glom anyway,"
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I looked at it and scratched my
head. h had cntainly changed
from the simple arrangement of di
alogue Druce and Lois had written.

"Do you sec now why it's going
to cost us so much?" he asked.

1 nodded dumbly. "I see."

XIV

W E SWUNG into production,
and I was pulkd away from

thl' office even mort than usual. It
was a tough grind for me, but
Hayden stayed with us all every
inch of the wa)'. There , ..'cre a
million things to be done at the
studio.. and our limited budget
:"eant that everyone had to pitch
In.

,

1
I



MALICE IN WONDERLAND

And that meant that when I got
home each night, I was ready to
sleep through the next week. I n
stead, I got up each morning at six,
rushed to the office to open the mail
and sort it, and then waited for Liz
to rome in with a rundown of the
previous activities. It was 011 Olll.'

of these mornings, \vhilc waiting for
Liz, that 1 happened to dll't'k the
stock room. What I found sur
prised me.

Lizbcth pranced in at nine, hel'
breasts sparkling with an iridescent
glow. Her skirt was the most dar
ing thing I'd ever seen in an office,
consisting of a single thin strip that (,
hung over her buttocks. Her under
wear was transparent, and fully
exposed.

"That's going a little far, isn't
it?" ] asked.

She glanced at her ncar·nudity,
Jiited her eyes. She shrugged.
"Kicks, falhcr."

"Kicks? What the hell .....
~'Look, Van," she snapped.

"Don't tell me how to dress."
"I don't give a damn \vhat you

wear on your own time. I n this
office, though, don't look as jf you're
ready to crawl into some god
damn Ree's nest."

uYou'rc insulting!"
"And so's that skirt!"
"All right!" she shouted. "''''ould

you like me to go home and change
it?"

"No. But there arc a few things
I'd like to know."

"Like what?"
"Like where our supply of drugs

went t01 Did you forget to re
order, or has someone been using it
for private parties?"

"Neither. Swift's is. out!'
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"Out of drugs? Are you - "
"Out or drugs, yes."
"Then why didn't you get it else·

when:?"
"j tried. There seems to be a

SCJTcitv of the stuff."
"Of dlugs?" 1 asked incredul

ousl),.
.. yt'~, yn;. of drugs. Don't you

ulldn),lallJ when] _ 1I

\'\Vhat the hell's \vrong with you,
Liz?"

"Nothing. T h:1Vcn't had a fix
yet, that's all."

"'Veil, go take one then, and we'll
talk business when you've popped."

"There's none in the office. You
saw that yoursclL tl

I was beginning to get a little
exasperated. "Then why didn't you
pop before you left your house?"

"Because I'm all out, too, and I
couldn't get any."

"I've got plenty at my place," I
said. HSrnd onc of the kids when
they come in."

"Opaine?" she asked, an eager
light in her c)'cs.

"Morph, mostly. A guest supply
of a fev,' others. Have you tried all
the drug out"ts?"

"Yes, all of them."
I<Thc private sellers?"
"All of them."
"Probably a small shortage. May

be a shipment got fouled. Any
way, J want to ask you about the
marketing setup. \Vc usually get
checks from Vizco and Young &
Co. on Thursdays. There were
nonc in this mornings mail. Any
·d I' ";It!J ca w 1at s wrong.

"Y05. They've both been taken
over by a new outfit."

"Oh. ''''hat's the name of the
new owner?"
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Lizbeth sucked in her breath.
"Ball Associates," she said.

xv-
I RAN INTO Deborah Dean that

week. She was hurrying to
catch a pneumotube, and she al
most knocked me over.

'He}'!" I said, "what's the rush?"
She looked up at me for a mo

ment, and then said, "Van! How
good." She grasped my hand firm
ly, squeezed it hard. lilt's awfully
nice to sec you. ""hat arc you do
ing? Where have you been keep
ing yourself?"

uWcll, l'vc been pretty busy," I
said.

She'd changed a great deal. She
wore her hair long, curling about
her neck. There were no contacts
on her eyes, and I noticed for the
first time that their origiml color
was a somewhat muddy brown.
She'd put on weight, of course, so I
assumed her trips to the Tnseminary
had 'tlCcn successfuJ. She wore a
breast sheath that fully covered her
bosom, and her skirt ended just
above the knees, much longer than
anything I'd ever seen on her. She
wore flats, but I attributed that to
her condition.

"I have, too," she said. Her eyes
seemed to sparkle, making me forw
get the drabness of their color for a
moment. This hardly seemed like
the same exciting, vivacious De
borah I'd known. And yet, there
was something new about her that
hadn't been there before, either. A
glow, almost. She glanced at her
wrist chron and said, ell must run,
Van. Are you going uptown?"

uYcs, I am."
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"Good. Come along."
We caught a dual car, sitting side

by side as the buildings sped by in
a blur outside. We talked of little
things, neither of us mentioning the
change in her.

Finally, I asked, uHavc you been
having trouble getting fixed, Deb?"

She smiled tolerantly. uI'm off
it, Van. I'm having a baby, you
know. They don't mi.... well."

"Oh. Yes, of course. The ln w

seminar was a success, then?"
She hesitated a moment before

answenng.
"Well ... not exactly."

, I didn't get her meaning at first.
When it hit mc, I stared at her in
surprise.' A feeling of revulsion
gripped mc, and I almost wanted to
leap out of the ear.

uI thought you knew/' Deborah
said softly. "Rog Brooks and I
wefC married four months ago."

"Married !"
Deborah turned away from me

and gazed steadily through the win
dow of the car.

HA person gets tired of parties,"
she said after ::t while.

I didn't answer her.

XVI

T HE REPORT came through on
all eoms, pri and pub. It came

after a week in which drugs had
dwindled duwn to a mere trickle.
I was at home, getting ready for
bed. I snapped on the com, scan
ning the messages as they taped out
of the machine. The report said:

COM PRI-PUB DISPATCH
3SC 4213 X WASHINGTON,
D.C. AUGUST 12, 2174 X EF
FECTIVE 0001 AUGUST 15,
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2174, ALL DRUGS, NARCO
TICS, STIMULANTS, DE
PRESSIVES ILLEGAL EX
CEPT MEDICINALLY AD
MINISTERED BY LICENSED
PHYSICIANS X JOINT SES
SlON CONGRESS 'rODAY
VOTED UNANIMOUSLY IN
FAVOR fIlLL PRnllllllTING
SALE all. CONSUMPTION
OF NARCOTICS TO PRI
VATE CITIZENS X EX
TREME SERIOUSNESS OF
SITUATION WAIVED DE
LAY IN FAVOR OF IMME
DIATE RESUMPTION OF
RESTRICTIONS X THREE
DAY GRACE PERIOD
GRANTED AFTER STRONG
VIKE PROTESTS BUT LAW
EFFECTIVE A GUST 15 X
OFFENDERS LIABLE TO AR
REST AND PROSECUTION X

I tore the tape off and held it in
tremblin~ hands. This was impos
sible. This was utterly fantastic.
1 rushed over to the phone, dialed
Hayden Thorpe's number, let it
ring six times before I gave up. I
tried Bruce next, and when I got
no answer there, I called Clark
Talbot in desperation.

He didn't look good. He didn't
look good at all. He blinked his
('yes 3t the S<"rcen, wet his lips with
his tongue.

"That you, Van?" he askrd.
uYtS, Clark. Did you sec the

latest on the com?"
"About the narcotics?"
"Yes."
"They've been running that every

ten minutes. Where you been [oof
ing, father?"

"Is it straight goods?"
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"Sure, it must be. It's on the
public communicators, too. You
can't get any bum dope on those. II

"Well, .Jesus, what the hell arc
we going to do? 'What does it all
nlt'an? I thought we had a Vikc
majority in Congrcss."

"f\4ajorilies don't mean beans,
V:lIl. You spread a little moo
around ill tht' right places, and ma
jorities bCl'olllc minorities over
night. DOlI't ),ou know politics?"

"13ut . .. I mean . .. well, where
arc we going to get our stuff?"

Clark gave a short, dry laugh that
sounded more Like a cackle. "Jest
me not, father," he said. Cll've
been cool for the past nine days. I
couldn't raise a drop of hcrrocoke
no matter how hard I tried. So
this makes it illegal, so what? If
you can't get it, what difference
docs it make if somebody says you're
not allowed to get it? Father, I've
been down, rcaBy.lt
. l<Nine ~ays 1" I said, incredulity
m my VOlee.

"Cooler and cooler, and now I'm
almost cold. It was rough tough
stuff, Van. I thought I was done
a few days ago. I was ready to
make out a \\,ill."

"What about now? I me-an .. . n

"Now?" Clark asked. UNow?"
J looked into his eyes. They were
vacuous and lonely. Something of
a smile playcd on his lips and then
died there. "No mo, Van. Gone.
From my body, anyway. In my

. d . . d "Hmm ... 111 my rum '" e
sighed deeply, then changed the
subject abruptly. "Who's Ball
Associatcs?1I

",,"Vhat?" I asked, still a little
dazed.

"Ball Associates. I understand



44

thcy've cornered half the god-damn
publishing field. Have you sold
anything of mine lately?"

"Well, Clark, Triple Press is now
owned by-"

ell know. Ball. What about it?'t
"Change of policy. You know

how'lhese things work. New owner,
new-"

uYeah," Clark said drily. "Well,
without a habit, all I have to worry
about is food. Think you can scrape
enough for that?"

I managed to laugh weakly.
"Hell, Clark, stop talking like a-"

"Ree?" he asked. He began
laughing then, continued laughing
until I snapped off.

I walked to my home bar,
checked the vials there. I still had
a fair supply even though this past
week had dented it badly. My
hands were trembling as I pulled
the lid shut. I felt like talking to
someone, anyone. I thought of
Hayden, realized he was out. The
same applied to Bruce. I picked
up the com report and looked at it
again, and then I dressed slowly
and left the apartment.

ALL TRAFFIC had been
stopped on the street levels.

The robot policemen had their
hands full as small jet cars piled up
one behind the other, their horns
blaring shrilly. Everyone seemed
to be in the streets. There was
swearing and shouting and cursing
and singing and drunken revelry.
The Ree's commanded the night,
and thcy reeled about everywhere,
proclaiming their rnajor victory to
the neon skies. Every Vike I passed
stared at me dejectedly, sharing
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silently the blow of our defeat.
There was the solemn air of a

funeral procession mixed with the
blatant enthusiasm of a wedding
feast. The streets were a com
plexity of contrasts, but the cele
brants secmed to outweigh the
mounlcrs - if by lung power alone.

I lurched along the walk, shoul.
dering Rec's aside, biting my lip,
wondering how this had happened,
wondering how it had all come
about. I kept walking, unseeing
almost, and I found myself at my
office. I took the lift up, pressed
my key into the lock, and entered.

A light was burning, and I cursed
Liz' inefficiency until I opened the
door to my private office and found
her sitting at the desk.

Her face was drawn in the light
of the overhead lamp, her features
haggard.

"It's all over," she said.
"Don't be ~i1ly. Just because -"
"Not only the drugs," she pro·

tested. "Everything! Look at
this." She held out a white sheet
of paper, and I looked at it in
credulously. It told me that Ball
Associates now owned a majority
of the stock throughout the publish
ing and entertainment fields, and
that editorial requirements would
be changed abruptly in the near
future.

I nodded my head vaguely. "We
should have seen this coming, Liz.
We should have -"

"We didn't," she said blankly.
"It still doesn't mean the end.

We can still submit material. We
can -"

"Look at the signature," she said
dully. "At the bottom of the page."

I looked.
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It was signed: Dino Belazi..
President.

IINo!" I shouted involuntarily.
"This can't - "

I stopped myself. It cOll/d, and
it had. I knc\'y' thrJ1 what Bclazi's
weapon had heen. Money. Money
to buyout the industry, and money
to pay 00' the lobbies. Mom'y, the
Vikcs' Q\vn weapon, and in the
hands of the Ree's. How many
stupid Ree's had contributed to Bc
lazi's death fund? How many
grubhy peasants had scraped up
their last dollar for the cause of
destroying the Vikc Movement?

It mlde me a little ill. I crumpled
the plper into a ball and dropped
it on the floor. I wheeled then and
ran from the room: leaving Liz at
the desk. I ran into the streets, into
the mayhem again, shoving, pmh
ing, fighting my way uptown, fight
ing the blares of the horns, the
sharp laughter, the voices high in
song, the ~ggljngJ the roaring, the
endless procession of juhilant RcC"s
and despondent Vikcs, the clatter
and the c.lash, the clamor and the
incessant din - fighting all the way.

And then I got where I was go
ing, and I closeC: the door behind
mc, cutting myself off from the
noi."e outside. J took the lift up,
walked hriskly down the hall and
pressed the buz7.C'r.

A series of chimes r:mg within
the ~partJncnt, and then the door
panel slid open and I showed my
face to the mirrored side of the
seethru. The door slid back, and
Lois stood there, ready for bcd, her
red hair fluffed behind her, her
body sheathed in thin pajamas.

uVan," she said. There was
something of desperation in her
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voice, and something of expec
tancy - as if she thought I'd have
the solution to the entire problem.

I went inside and walked quickly
to the windO\'\', looking down at the
milling crowds. She came and
stood beside m(", and I felt the
warmth of her body, smelled the
faint aroma of her pcrfumc.

"It's bad," ] said. "This new law
•.. and they've got control of the

. field. Ball Associates - Dino Bc
lazi. We'll never sell them another
Vike script as long as - "

"And the show?" Lois cut in.
"After all this work, all the money
put into it? ""ill that .•• die,
too?"

I thought of the show.
Individual ScnsOlY Procluctiom.
Somcthing new, something spcc~

tacubr.
Something as potent as a shot

of morpho Maybe ... maybe ...
My mouth was grim when I

answered. "No, Lois, the show
won't die. We're not licked yet."

Shc moved closer to me, and we
kept watching the frantic crowd in
the street until the pale beginnings
of dawn chased the revclers to their
homes and thcir beds.

XVII

I WENT TO SEE Dino Belazi
the next clay.

I didn't go there to beg or plead.
I went there to tell him what I was
going to do. I went there to spit
in his gloating face.

He wasn't gloating, though. He
was sitting seriously behind his se
vere desk. His hair was slightly
disarrayed, and he stroked his
beard with forced concentration.
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"All right," I said, "you've got
it all now. Right in the palm of
your fat Realist fist. But we're not
through, Bclazi. I came to tell
you that you'd better enjoy your
self while you can."

"Your attitude, Mr. Branoski
"

11MI'. Brallt, goddamnit! And
don't forgel it!"

"Your attitude, Mr. Brant is not
a sound olle. I t is, rather - "

uJust listen to this, Bclazi. I've
got something that's bigger than
anything that's ever come alollp;-.
I'm producing it myself, so I don't
need any big company to bother
with. In othn words, J don't nced
Ball Associates. I'm producing my·
self, with my own money, and ]'11
distribute myself - and when this
hits the mal'kl~t, you can take your
rejuvenated Rec society and stick it
right up your nosc. Just remember
that, Belazi. Remember it, and en
joy yourself because you've got one
foot in the grave and the other on
a grapeskin."

Bclazi's face became a little sad.
"I had hoped we could get together.
1 had hoped ... " He shrugged.

HTogethcr? RcC>s and Vikes?
Hah!" I looked at him contemptu·
ously. "You mean you'd hoped my
writers would turn out the Rec feese
you're dying to put on the market
again. \'Vell they won't, Bclazi.
They won't because what I've got
is going to take all the starch out
of your little coup. You're going
to be right back where you started.
Only this time, wc're going to be
more careful. 'Ve're going to watch
you this time, Belazi, and there'll
be no mistakes."

"Do what you must do," he said
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softly.
"I'll do it, all right. I just wanted

you to know. So that you won't
sit up here and gloat all day. 1
wanted you to worry a little, Bclazi.
I wanted yOll to know that YOJlr
happincss is short-lived. I'll leave
now, but you'll be hearing from
me."

1 turned and headed for the door.
Behind me, Bclazi said, "Good

luck, Branoski."

XVDI

I COULDN'T contact Deborah.
She was nowhere to be found.

I got Hayden and Bruce, and to
gether we began scouring the city,
anxious to find her because the
stone she'd promised us would be
enough to put the show over and
smash the new Ree uprising. T
sO II had some d lUgs left, and so I
didn't feci the new law as much as
Clark apparently had. But they
\\."ouldn't last forever, and we had
to work fast. 'Ve had to start a
bally that would generate enough
Vike interest to start a counter
movement. We had to do some
thing to blast through the miasma
of defeat that had settled over the
city like a plague of locusts. We
had to announce the new senso fast.

It took me five days to find her,
and when] did, she was working
hard, her hair trailing over one
eye, her face sweated. She was
vel)' tired, and her pregnancy
seemed to show more now than it
had the last time I'd seen her. She
was wearing a nurse's frock, which
was in perfect keeping with her
surroundings because she was in a
clinic.
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"Deborah," I said, "I've come
for the money."

She didn't stop working. She
was banking plasma rowan row,
turning to pick up the jars, t.hen
stacking them neatly on the shelf.

uThe what, Van?"
"The money. The stone you

promised me. Remember? That
night at your part)'? When you
told me - "

"Oh. Yes. Yes, I remember
now."

There was an uncomfortable si
lL-nee, She put another jar on the
shelf and it r1inkcd solidly against
the one beneath it.

U\Vell? Can I have it?"
Deborah didn't answer.
"I said -"
"I heard rou, Van."
"\""ell?"
"No."
"No? ',Vhat do you mean, no?

You promised 111(,.', Dl'b. I went
ahead with plans because I was
counting on that 11100. Honey, if
rvcr you wanted to help someone,
I ·· IIt liS IS-

"I ' . f .1 s not a question 0 wallfl1lg
to, Van. Relieve me, r do want to.
I simply haven't got that much
money."

"How much do you have?"
"Two thousand at the most. And
.. and we'll ncc-d that, too."
"But for Christ's sake," I 5.:'lid, al-

most wanting to weep, "what did
you do with all your money?
''''here - "

"The clinic," she: said. "It's
Rog's, you know. \>\'e.: ••• we're
going to be needed. Van."

"Deb," I said. "Deb, Dcb."
"I would help you if I could, be·

lieye mc. But you can't imagine
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what this abrupt change is doing to
people. Rog has his hands full al
ready. and there'll be morc. It's
going to takt· work, Van, hard work.
Rch3bilit:uing- the addicts, and then

•
rehabilitating- du· sick minds."

U\Vh3t? I'JIl son")", Deb. \Vhat
did \"ou sa\"?". .

U\VC\·l' got to lind a meeting
ground. don't you scc, Van? That's
the hardest job a Ill:ad , and that's
where eVCT}" psych is going- to be
valuablt'. A nltTting- ground, some
where in the middle."

"''''hat do you mean? Some
where in the middlc of what?"

'The middle of Vike and Ree.
Neithcr is he-althy, Van - and I
think both factions realize it."

"Realize it?" J was suddenly
::mgry. "Sure," I said, "start talk
ing like a goddamn smug Rec
tramp. Build a rozy clinic for your
sharkmatc and then start spoutin~

pretty phrases. \Vell. you don't
know what tlil' hell you're talking
about. You think this Rc(" business
is goin~ to last? You think the
people arc going 10 turn back to all
that rcese? We've been Vike for
mort' than ten years now. """,e'll
never go back to Rec."

"You're right/' Deborah said,
"but only becausl' the Ree attitude
is a sick onc, to(l. As sick as the
Vike. And nail Associates - which
was the R(·("'s wl'apon - is a virtual
monopoly, and any such monopoly
of art and l'ntcrtainlllcnt is bad,
Van. Van, we've got to wed the
two." Her eyes burned with a
firrce intensity, .tnd she put her
hand on my arlll. .. We'ue got to
bring Jhem JogcJl!cr. We've got to
make a happ\' whole out of two
diseased parts."
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She paused and turned her head
away. "Il's going to gel worse,
Van. Much \"\'orse. This is only
the beginning. And then someone
will have to pick up the pieces. Rog
is helping, and so am 1. But ,."c've
all got to." She paused again.
"You se<" we have no choice. It's
either that . . . or the end of every...
thing we know."

Her voice had got vel)' low. She
looked "p at me, and her fingers
tightened on my arm. "Do you
understand, Van?"

I stared at her for a few mo·
ments, and then I gently took her
hand from lny arm.

"Goodbye, Deborah," I said.
And then I left her.

XIX

Y COT WORSE.
The drug ruling was strictly en·

forced, and it was impossible to get
as much as a stick of bcnzejuana
anywhere. I was sick. I was sicker
than I'd ever been in my life. For
the next month, I stayed locked in
my room, my body the only thing
that concerned me. The coms re·
ported new suicides daily, new men..
tal crackdowns. And everywhere
around mc, the picture was chang.
iog. Vike entertainment was slowly
and deliberately being suffocated.
The Rcc's were having a field day,
and Dino Belazi must have been
Jiding on a big eloud.

Lois called often. Her habit had
been a short onc, and an easy onc
to shuck. My habit had come from
years of usc, and it left my body
reluetan tly, fighting for every inch
of control it lost. I'd click on when
ever she ealled, and then lay back
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while she spoke. I very rarely
answered her. I just listened, nod~

ding now and then, thinking of my
own private hell and envying the
easy battle she had won.

An'd then it was all over. I could
cat in the morning without spiltinA.
it up again before noon. Myappe
tite began to return and J started
to think of other things besides the
(·onstaot physical turmoil that had
held me for so many weeks.

J did a lot of thinking. Some of
it surprised me. But chiefly, I
thought of the new senso - and of
the moncy we needed.

I tried to sell the agency. It
was all J had left, and I figured
we could still save the show, still
stage soll1C'thing bi~ enough to
knock the Ree's on their arscs. But
people know when you're pedding a
corpse. My stable consisted of Vike
scribes. There was no market for
Vike stuff now. I got laughed at
in a good many places, and actually
tossed out of one place. In the
end, I was forced to close the office
and cut the scribes loose.

I mov('d to a cheaper apartment,
and I tried to sell the furnishings.
But the furnishings wcrc of Vike
design, and Vikc had become syno·
nymous with bubonic plague.

I started to look around me then.
I still had some money, and it
wasn't necessary for me to hunt
work immediately. I took long
walks, and I watched the results
of the new scheme of things.

Summer was giving way to au
tumn, and brisk winds moved in as
quickly as the Ree upsurgenee had.
I walked the streets, and I watched
the people, Ree and Vikc, and I
thought. There was the smell of
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winter in the air. The sky had
turned cast iron, and dying leaves
rasped along the street levels,
crushed beneath the hurrying boots
or passnsbr. The air was crisp,
with the tang of a ripe apple. It
carc'sscd the flesh with tingling fing
I'TS, Icfl my face raw and my body
invigoru,tnl. I walked and I
watrhc.:d and I lislened. And 1 saw
thc brokm pieres Deborah had
lIlentioned, and I saw the people
who were painstakingly picking up
those pieces, trying to fit them to·
gelher into a new pattern.

I thought often of the new sensa
:lncl Ball Associatc~ and Dino Bclazi.

I WENT TO Lois' place after a
while. I hadn't seen her or

talked to her for some time now,
but I wasn't surprised to sec her
looking the way shc'd looked that
first day in my office, long long ago,
when her name had been Lydia
Silverstein and her habits had been
~l1wwhcrc between Rec :lnd Vike.
It was g-ood to sec her like that. She
was fully c1othtd, and somehow
that made her more attractive,

She was happy to set lI1e, She
took Illl: into hcl' living room, and
\\c sat before a blazinl( fire in the
hearth, mocking the cold air out
sidr the plcxoid windows.

Neithrr of us said anything for a
long while. And then, finally, with
my eyrs on the crackling flames
and my hand clenrhcd in front of
me, I 5..1.id, "It's all o\'cr

l
Lois. All

of iL"
She didn't answer.
"The Vikcs are dead," T went on.

uThcre's nothing remaining of
them, Lois. 1I
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"Maybe ... maybe it's for the
best," she said. U~{aybe ... maybe
thi. should have happened a long. ..
time ago.

I nodded abruptly. "I've .. , I've
been thinkillg. A lot. I've been
looking around me and seeing kids
holding hands again and being
human agajn. rve Sl'c:n people
1.1ughing at , .. at humor that
wasn't manufactured for them. I've
seell tears that were personal anci
not generated. I , .. I think this
is the first time I've really looked
around mt' since as long a~ I can
remember."

uYcs, Vall," Lois said softly,
"I was wondering .. , if .. , if

we couldn't take the senso to Delazi.
Show him what we've got so far.
Ask him for ... for help in com
pleting it." I turned my head baek
to the names. It wasn't easy to say
what ( was saying. It wasn't easy at
all. I t was like cutting off the arm
you've had attached to your shoul
der all your life. uYou see, Lois,
thl" srnso can be changed. I mean,
it doc-sn't have to be ... the ... the
way wc have it. 'VI.: could .. , get
to,g-rther, It's still a terrific thing,
and it can be used for real enter
tainl1lent. If ... if we can find a
middlr ground. , . a compromise."

Lois stared at me curiously.
"l think we c.an," she said at last.
u1\hybc," I said. Clmaybc".
She covered my hand with hers,

and her flesh was warm and not at
all rr-pulsive. "It's nor the end aftrr
II . . V , ..a , IS It, an.

I turned to face her, and her eyes
wcre warm. her lips parted
e"prctantly.

UNo," I said, "It may be just the
beginning." ... THE END
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Survival of the fittest, on the fron/if'r !ilrl11et of Altair,
was a matter of who could tPiI /hI' bi.~gL'st whopper.
Con-man Harr)) Zeckler considl'J"1'1! himself a real
master of the art-but he didn't know Ihe Altuirians'
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THE PLACE was dark and slopped, producing a huge key
damp, and smelled like moldy ring from SOIlle obscure fold of his

leaves.· Meyerhoff followed the hairy hide. III still don't sec any
huge, beal'like Altairian guard rrason for all the fuss," he gJ1JIllbl·
down the slippeJ)' flagstones of the cd in a wounded tone. "We've
corridor, sniffing the dead, musty trrated him like a brother-"
air with distaste. He drew his Qlle of the huge steel doors
carefully - tailored, Terran - styled clicked open. Meyerhofl' peered in
jacket closer about his shoulders, to the blackness, catching a vaguc
shivering as his eyes avoided the ly human outline against the back
black, yawning rell-hales they were wall. "Harry?" he called sharply.
passing. His foot had slipped on the There was a startled gasp from
slimey flags from time ta time, and within, and a skinny, gnarled little
finally he paused ta wipe the caked man suddenly appeared in the
mud from his trouser leg. "HO\v guard's light, like a grotesque,
much farther is it?" he shouted twisted ghost out of the blackness.
angrily. Wide blue eyes regarded Meyerhoff

The guard waved a heavy paw from beneath uneven black eye
vaguely into the blackness ahead. brows, and then the little man's
Quite sudenly the earridar took a face broke into a crafty grin. "Paul!
sharp bend, and the Altairian So they sent you! I knew I could
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count on it!" He executed a deep,
awkward bow, motioning Meyer
hoff inlo the dark cubicle. "Not
much to offer you,)) he said slyly,
"but it's the best1 can do under the
circumstances. . ."

Meyerhoff scowled, and turned
abruptly to the guard. "We'll have
some privacy now, if you please.
Interplanetary ruling. And leave
us the light."

The guard grumbled, and slarl
cd for the door. "It's about time
you showed up!" cried the little
man in the cell. "Great day! Lucky
they scnt you, pal. Why, I've been
in here for ycars-"

"Look, Zcckler-thc name is
Meyerhoff, and I'm not your pal,"
Meyerhoff snapped. "And you've
been here for two weeks, three days,
and approximately four hours.
You're getting as bad as your gen
tle guards when it comes to bandy
ing the truth around!" He peered
through the dim light at the gaunt
face of the prisoner. Zecklcr's face
was dark with a week's beard, and
his bloodshot eyes belied tl,e cocky
grin on his lips. His clothes were
smeared and sodden, streaked with
great splotches of mud and moss.
Meyerhoff's face softened a little.
elSo Harry Zeckler's in a jam
again," he said. "You look as if
they'd treated you like a brother. lJ

The little man snorted. "These
overgrown teddy-bears don't know
what brotherhood means, nor hu
manity, either. Bread and water
I've been getting, nothing morc,
and then only if they feel like bring
ing it down." He sank wearily down
on the rock bench along the wall.
HI thought you'd never get here! I
sent an appeal to the Terran Con-
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sulate the first day I was arrested.
What happened? I mean, all they
had to do was get a man over here,
get the extradition papers signed,
and provide transportation off the
planet for me: Why so much time?
I've been sitting h.:re rotting-" He
broke ofT in mid-sentence and star
ed at Meyerhoff. You brought tho
papers, didn't you? I mean, we can
leave now?"

Meyerhoff stared at the little man
with a mixture of pity and disgust.
"You arc a prize fool," he said fi·
nally. "Did you know that?"

Zcckler's eyes widened. "What
do you mean, fool? So I spend a
couple of weeks in this pncumonia~

trap! The deal was worth it! I've
got three million credits sitting in
the Terran Consulate on Altair IV,
just waiting for me to walk in and
pick it up. Three million credits
do you hear? That's enough to set
me up for life!"

Meyerhoff nodded grimly. "If
you live long enough to walk in
and pick it up, that is."

"What do you mean, if?"

M EYERHOFF sank down be
side the maoJ his voice a tense

whisper in the musty cell. "I mean
that right now you are practically
dead. You may not know it, but
you are. You walk into a newly
opened planet with your smart lit
tle bag of tricks, with a shaky pass
port and no permit, with no knowl
edge of the natives outside of two
paragraphs of inaccuracies in the
Explorer's Guide-and then you'ro
not content to corne in here and
sell something legitimate, some
thing the natives might conceivably

•
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be able to usc. No, nothing so sim
ple for you. You have to pull your
usual high-pressure stuff. And tbis
time, buddy, you're paying the
piper."

uYOtl m.enn Pm not being ex·
tradited?J)

Meyerhoff grinned unplcosantly.
III mean precisely that. You've
committed a crime hcrc-a majar
crime. The Altairians arc sore
about it. And the Terran Con
sulate isn't \'~.. il1ing to sell all the
trading possibilities here down the
river just to get y.ou out of a mess.
You're going to stand trial-and
these natives are out to get you.
Personally, I think they're going
to get you."

Zeeklcr stood up shakily. "You
can't believe anything the natives
say," he said uneasily. "They're pa
thological liars. Why, you should
sec what they tried to sell me.'
You've never seen such a pack of
liars as these critters." He glanced
up at Meyerhoff. "They'll probab
ly drop a little fine on me and let
me go."

"A little fine of onc Tcrran
neck." Mererhoff grinned nastily.
"You've committed the most hein
ous crime these creatures «an
imagine, and they're going to get
you for it if it's the last thing they
do. I'm afraid, my friend, that
your con-man days are over."

Zecklcr fished in the other man's
pocket, extracted a cigarette, and
lighted it with trembling fingers.
"It's bad, then," he said finally.

"It's bad, all right."
Some shadow of the sly, elfin

grin crept over the little con-man's
face. elWell, at any ratc, I'm glad
they sent you over," he said weakly.
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"Nothing like a good lawyer to
handle a trial-"

"Lawyer? Not me! Oh, no-sor·
ry, but no thanks." :Mcyerhoff's
face beamcd maliciously. I'm your
advisor, old boy. Nothing else. I'm
here to keep you from botching
things up still worse fol' the Trad
ing Commission, that's all. I would
n't get tangled up in a mess with
these creatures for anything!" He
shook his head, "You're your O\'o'n

lawyer, 1>.1r. Super-Salcsman, It's
all your shO\v. And you'd better get
your head out of the sand, or you're
going to lose a case like it's never
been lost before!"

MEYERHOFF "'atched the lit-
tle man's pale.; face, and grin.

ned inwardly.]n a way, he thought,
it was a pity to sec such a change
in the rosy-checked, dapper, cock
sure little man who had talked his
way glibly in and out of more jams
than Meyerhoff could count. Trad
ing brought scalpers; it was almost
inevitable that where rich and un
exploited trading ground was un
envered, it would first fall prey to
the fast-trading boys. They spread
out from Terra with thl: first wave
of exploration-the slick, fast-talk
ing men who could work new terri
tori('s unfettered by the legal re
strictions that soon closed down the
more established planets. The first
men in were the richest out, and
through some curious quirk of the
Terrestrial mind, they knew they
could always count on Terran pro
tection, however crooked and un
derhanded their methods.

But occasionally a situation arose
where .the civilization and sociaJ
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practices of the alien victims made
it unwise to tamper. Altair I had
been recognized at once by the
Trading Commission as a commer
cial prize of tremendous value, but
early reports had warned of the
danger of wildcat trading on the
little, musty, jungle.like planet with
its shaggy, three-eyed inhabitants
warned specifically against the con
fidence tactics so frequently used
but there was always somebody,
Meyerhoff reflected sourly, who just
didn't get the word.

Zeekler puffed nervously on his
cigarette, his narrow face a study in
troubled concentration. "But I
didn't do anything!" he exploded
finally. "So I pulled an old con
game. So what! Why should they
get so excited? So I clipped a few
thousand fast eredits, pulled a little
fast business." He shrugged elo
quently, spreading his hands.
"Everybody's doing it. They do it
to eaeh other without batting an
eye. You should see these critters
operate on each other. Why, my
little scheme was peanuts by com
parison-"

Meyerhoff pulled a pipe from his
pocket, and began stuffing the bowl
with infinite patience. "And pre
cisely what sort of con game was
it?" he asked quietly. .

Zeekler shrugged again. "The
simplest, tiredest, moldiest old
racket that ever made a quick
nickel. Remember the old Terran
gag about the Brooklyn Bridge? The
same thing. Only these critters
didn't want bridges. They wanted
land-this gooey, slimey swamp
they call 'farm land'. So I gave
them what they wanted. I just sold
them some land."
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Meyerhoff nodded fiereely. "You
sure did. A hundred square kilos
at a swipe. Only you sold the same
hundred square kilos to a dozen
different natives!" Suddenly he
threw back his hands 311d roared.
"Of all the things you ,hould,,'t
have donc-"

"But what's a chunk of land?"
Meyerhoff shook his head hope

lessly. "If you hadn't been so
greedy, you'd have found out what
a chunk of land was to these na
tives before you started peddling it.
You'd have found out other things
about them) too. You'd have learn
ed that in spite of all their bumbling
and fussing and squabbling they're
not so dull. You'd have found out
that they're marsupials, and that
two out of five of them get thrown
out of their mother's pouch before
they're old enough to survive. You'd
have realized that they have to start
fighting for individual rights almost
as soon as they're born. Anything
goes, as long as it benefits them as
individuals."

Meyerhoff grinned at the little
man's horrified face. "Never heard
of that, had you? And you've never
heard of other things, too. You've
probably never heard that there are
just too many Altairians here for
the food their planet can supply,
and their diet is so finicky that they
just can't live on anything that
doesn't grow here. And consequent·
ly, land is the key factor in their
economy. Not money, nothing but
land.

'ITo get land, it's every man for
himself, and the loser starves, and
their entire legal and monetary sys
tem revolves on that prineipal. And
they've built up the most eonfusing
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and impossible system of barter and
trade imaginable, aimed at indi·
vidual survival, with land as the
value behind the credit. That ex
plains the lying--of course they're
liars, with an economy like that.
They've completely missed the con
cept of tru th.

"Pathological? You het they're
pathological! Only a fool would
tell the truth when his life depended
on his being a better liar than the
next guy! Lying is the time-honored
tradition, with their entire legal
system built around it-"

Z ECKLER snorted. "But how
could they possibly have a legal

system? I mean, if they don't recog
nize the truth when it slaps them
in the face?"

Meyerhoff shrugged. "As we
understand le'gal systems, I suppose
they don't have one. They have
only the haziest idea what truth
represents, and they've shrugged off
the idea as impossible and useless."
He chuckled maliciously. "So you
went out and founJ a chunk of
ground in the uplands, and sold it
to a dozen separate, sclf-('cntcred,
half-starved natives! Encroachment
on private property is legal grounds
for murder on this planet, and
twelve of them descended on the
same chunk of land at the same
time, all anncd \\lith titlr-decds-"
Meyerhoff sighed. IIYou've got
twelve mad Altairians in your hair.
You've got a mad planet in your
hair. And in the meantime, Terra's
most valuable uranium strike in five
centuries is threatening to cut off
supply unless they sec your blood
splattered liberally all the way from

55

here to the equator."
Zecldcr was visibly shaken.

uLook," he said weakly. "So I
wasn't so smart-what am I going
to do? I mean, arc you going to sit
quietly by and let them butcher me?
How could I defend myself in a
legal setup like this?"

Meyerhoff smiled coolly. uYou're
going to get your sly little con-man
brain to working, I think," he said
softly. "By Interplanetary Rules,
they have to give you a trial in Ter
ran legal form-jugge, jury, court
procedure, all that folderol. They
think it's a big joke-after all, what
could a judicial oath mean to them?
-but they agreed. Only thing is,
they're going to hang you, if they
die trying. So you'd better get those
stunted little \vits of yours to click
ing-and if you try to implicate me,
even a little bit, I'll be out of there
so fast you won't know what hap
pened."

With that, Meyerhoff chuckled
and strolled to the door. He jerked
it inward sharply, and spilled three
guards over on their faces. "Priva
cy," he grunted, and started back
up the slippery corridor.

IT CERT AINLY looked like a
courlroom, at any rate. In the

front of the long, damp stone room
was a bench, with a seat behind it,
and a small straight chair to the
right. To the left was a stand with
twelve chairs-larger chairs, with a
railinp; running along the front. The
rest of the room was filled almost
to the door with scats facing the
bench. Zeekler followed the shaggy
haired guard into the room, nod
ding approvingly. "Not such a bad
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arrangement," he'said. "They must
have gotten the idea fast."

Meyerhoff wiped the perspiration
from his forehead and shot the lit
tle con-man a stony glance! "At
least you've got a courtroom, a
judge, and a jury for this mess. Be
yond that-" He shrugged elo
quently. "I can't make any prom
ises. II

I n the back of the room a door
burst open with a bang. Loud,
harsh voices were heard as hair a
dozen huge Altairians attempted to
push through the door at once.
Zeckler e1amped on the headset to
his translator unit, and watched the
hubbub in the anteroom with grow
ing alann. Finally the question of
precedence seemed to be settled,
and a group of the Altairians filed
into the room in order of stature,

stalking across the room in flowing
black robes, pug-nosed faces glow
ering in self-importance. They dc~

sccnded upon the jury box, grunt
ing and scrapping with each other
for the first-row scats, and the judge
took his place with obvious satis·
faction behind the heavy wooden
bench. Finally the prosecuting at
torney appeared, flanked by two
clerks, who took their placcs beside
him. The prosecutor eyed Zeekler
with cold malevolencc, then turned
and delivered a sly wink at the
judge.

In a moment the room was a
hubbub as it filled with the huge,
bumbling, bcarlike creatures, jostl
ing each other and fighting for
scats, growling and complaining.
Two small fights broke out in the
rear, but were quickly subdued by
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the group of gcndanTIcs guarding
the entrance. Finally the judg-c
glared down at Zeekler with all
three eyes and pounded the bench
top with a wooden mallet until the
roar of activity subsided. The jury.
men \'trigglcd uncomfortably in
their scats, exchanging winks, and
finally turned their attention to the
front of the court.

"We arc reading the case of the
people of Altair r," the judge's
voice roared out, "against aile Har
ry Zacklcr-" he paused for a longl

impressive moment - uTcrran."
The courtroom immediately burst
into an angry growl, until the judge
pounded the bench five or six times
morc. "This-lTl'alUrc-is hereby
accused of the- following crimes,"
the judge bellowed. "Conspiracy to
overthrow the govcmmcnt of AI·
tair I. Brutal murder of seventeen
law-abiding citizens of the village of
Kanan at the third hour bdore
dawn in the second period after his
arrival. Desecration of the Temple
of our beloved Goddess Zf'l'lIIatJ

Queen of the l-brvcst. Conspiring
wilh the lesser gods 10 cause the
llnprccrdC'ntcd drought ill thl' DeT
malli section of our fair globe. Ob
scene exposure of his pouch-JIIJrk~

in a publ.ic square. Four scp:1ratc
and distinct rharges of jailbrc'ak
and bribcTY-u the judge pounded
the bench for ordcr-"Espionagc
with the accursed scum of Altair l]
in preparation for intcrpl:1nctary in
vasion_H

The little con-mao's jaw sagged
lower and lower, the color draining
from his face. He turned, wide·
eyed, to Meyerhofr, then back to
the judge.
"Th~ ~hLlirman of the jury," said
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the judge succinctly, "will read the
d· I"vcr lCt.

The little native in the front of
the jury-box popped up like a pup
pet on a string. "Ddendant found
guilty on all (·ounts," he said.

"Defendant is guilty! The court
will pronouncl' scntl'/lc('-"

"Now wClil a 1IIiuute.,n Zeckln
was on h.is feet. wild-eyed. "\\'hat
kind of railroad job-"

The judge blinked disappoillted
ly at Paul Meyerhoff. "Not yet?"
he askt'd, unhappily,

"No." !vfeycrholT's hands twite-h
cd nervously. "Not yet, your honor.
Later, }'our honor, The trial comes
first,JJ

THE JUDGE looked as if hi,
candy had been stolen, "But

yOll said r ,hould call for the ver
dict-"

"Later. You have to have the
trial before you can haw' the VCI'

dict."
The Altai,.ian ,hrllg-g-ed indilfe,.·

l.'ntly. "Now.. .later. . ." he mut·
tCl"ed.

"Have the prosecutor fall his first
witness." said Ivfcvcrhon'.

ZcckJcr leaned' OWL his face..:
ashen. "These char,g"cs," he hissed.
"Thev're insane!"

•
"Of course they an~," Meyerhoff

hissed back,
"But what am I going to-"
HSit tight. Let them sct things

up."
"But those lies. They're liars, the

whole pack of them-" He broke
olT as the proSCCUIOI" roared a name.

The shaggy brute who took tho
stand was wearing a bright purple
hat which sat rakishh· over one ear.

•
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He grinned the Altairian equivalent
of a hungry grin at the prosccuton
Then he cleared his throat and
started: "This Terran riffraIT-"

"The oath," muttered the judge.
"''''c've got to have the.: oath."

The prosecutor nodded, and four
nativl's moved fon"al'd, ('arrying
huge inscribed marble sb.bs to the
front of the court. One by one the
chunks were reverently pilt-d in a
heap at the witness's feet. The wit
ness placed a huge, hairy paw on
the cairn, and the prosecutor said,
"Do you swear to tell the truth, the
whole truth, and nothing but the
truth, so help you_II He paused to
squint at the paper in his ham!. and
finislu'd on a puzzled nOle, "-God
dess?"

The 'witness removed the paw
from the rock pile long enough to
scratch his car. Then he replaced
it, and replied, <cor course," in an
injured tone.

uThen tell this court what you
have seen of the activities of this
abominable wretch."

The witness settled back into the
chair, fixing one eye on Zec-klrr's
face, another on the prosecutor, and
dosing the third as if in meditation.
"J think it was on the fourth night
of the seventh crossing of Altair II
(may the Goddess cast a drought
upon it)--or was it the seventh
ni~ht of th(· fourth CI'ossing?-" he
grinned apologetically at the judge
-"when J was making my way
back through town toward my
blessed land-plot, minding my own
business, your honor, after weeks of
bargaining for the crop I was har~

vesting. Then suddenly from the
shadow of a building, this c.reature
-" he \\'avcd his paw at Zcckler-
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"stopped me in my tracks with a
vicious CfY. He had a weapon I'd
n(VtT seen before, and before I
could find my voice he forced me
back against the wall. I could sec
by the cruel glint in his eyes that
there was no wannth, no sympathY
in his heart, that I W3S-" .

I<Objt·(·tion!" Zecktt"r squcakd
plaimivl'ly, jumping to his f,,·et.
"This witness ran't even rnnembcr
what night hc's talking about!"

The judge looked startled. Then
he pawt'd feverishly through his
bundle of notes, "Overruled," he
said abruptly. "Continuc, pleas!';,"

The witness glowered at Zccklcr.
"As I was saying before this loutish
interruption," he muttered, <II
could sec that I was face to face
with the most desperate of criminal
types, even for Tcrrans. Notc the
.hape of his head, the flabbiness of
his cars! I was petrified with fear,
And then. helpless as I was, this
two-legged abomination began to
shower me with threats of evil to
my blessed home, dark threats of
poisoning my land unless I would
tell him where he could find the
resting place of our blessed Goddess..

lOI never saw him before in mv
life," Zl:ckler moaned to Meyerhoff.
"Listen to him! 'Vhy should I care
where their Goddess-"

Meyerhoff gave him a stony look.
UThe Coddl's5 runs things around
here. She makes it rain. If it does
n't rain, sol1lebody's insulted her.
It's very simple."

"Out how can I fight testimony
like that?"

HI doubt if you can fight it."
"But they can't prove a word of

it...OJ He looked at the jury, who
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cst of dangn, All of you, Your lives
-your vcry bud is at stakl',"

The judge blinkcq, and shufTled
through his notes hurriedly as a
llIunnUl" J.rOSl' in tilt: court. "Our
land ?"

"Your lives, YOLir lalld, every·
tlJillg yOll hold dear," Zcckler said
quickly, licking his lips nervuusly,
"You must try to understand mc-"
he glanced apprehensively OVlT his
shoulder - "now, becausf" J tIlay
not livl: long- enough to repeat \vhat
r am 3hollt 10 tdl YOll-"

Thl: IlIUnliUr quictf"d down, all
ears 5tl'ai ni ng in their bcadsds to
hear his words, "These charges,"
hl: contillucd, "all of them-they're
pcrfl:ctly trw', At least, they Jt:em
to be PL'I redly true. But in every
instance J WJ.S workinu with heart, .'
and soul, risking my life, for the
wdfarc of your beautiful planet."

There was a loud hiss from the
Lack of the ('ourt, Zecklel' frowned
;\Ild rubbed his hands together, Hit
was Hly Illd'ol'tunc," he saiJ, "10 go
to till' \\ rong pialh'I when I first
C:J.IIW to Altair from Illy hOillcland
on Terra. I~I landed on Altair II,
a ~ra\"L' 11iistakL', but as it turned
Ollt, a \'ny fortunate l'Tror. lkc(luSC
ill altl'lllJlting to arrangl' trading in
lh<ll frightful place, I madl' ccnain
con tarts," H is voice trnnbkd, and
sank lown', "J learned the horrible
thing- which is about to happen to
this plant:t, at the hands of those
uarbarians, The conspiracy is theirs,
not mine. Thl')' havc' bribt:d your
CoJdc'ss, flattered her and lit'd to
bn, ("on('ed her all-powerful good.
ness to 1I11.:ir own evil interests, PIT
paring for the day when they could
persuade her to cast your land into
th~ firey [unlace of a ten y,.ar

aroundjerked

were listening cnraprured to the
st'cond witm:ss on the stand. This
one was testifying regarding the
buteherous slaughter of eighteen
(or was it twenty-three? Oh, yes,
twenty-three) women and children
in the suburban village of Karzan.
The pogrom, it seemed, had been
accomplished by an energy weapon
which ate grcat, gaping hoks in the
sides of buildings. A third witness
look the stand, continuing the
drone as the room grew hottcr and
muggier. Zecklel' grew paler and
paler, his eyes lwoning glassy as the
testimony piled up. "But it's not
'.,.ue." he whispered to Ml'ycrhofL

lIor (;ourse it isn't! Can't you un
derstand? These IJeo/J[e have 710

regard for truth. It's stupid, to
them, silly, a mark of low intelli
gence. The only thing in the world
they have any respect for is a liar
bigger and more skillful than they
arc-"

ZECKLER
abruptly as lw t1l"~lJ"(-' hi" nallle

hdlowed out. "Docs tll(' d('f,'ncbm
have anything to say hc'fon' the jury
dl'iivlTS the vtTdiet?"

"l1u I have-" Zcekkr was
J.l.TnS~ the roOlil ill a fbsh. !tis pale
cheeks suddenly taking Oil a fever
ish '·dow, He sat down gillgerlv on

~ , . .
the willH'SS t IJ;-lir, facing thc' judge,
his ('YL'~ bright with fear ~lnd excite
ment. "Your-your honor, I-I
ha\"(' a statement to make which
\\'ill h:lVe a Illost illlPOrt~l1lt bearing
on thi>; case, You must lislc'n with
the- p:reatcst carc-," He glaneX'd
quickly at ?vlrycrhon', and back to
the judge. "Your honor/' he said
in a hushed voice, "you arc in grav+
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drought-"
Somebody in the middle of the

eourt bunt out laughing. One by
onc the natives nudged one another,
and booed, and guffawed, until the
rising tide of racket drowned out
ZecJder's words. "The defendant is
obviously lying," roared the prose
cutor over the pandemonium. "Any
fool knows that the Goddess can't
be bribed. How could she be a
Goddess if she could 1"

Zeekler grew paler. "But-pcr
haps they were vcry clcver-"

"And how could they flatter her,
when she knows, beyond doubt,
that she is the most cxquisitely ra
diant creature in all the Universe?
And you dare to insult her, drag her
name in the dirt-"

The hisses grew louder, more bel
ligerent. Cries of HButcher him!"
and "Scald his bowels!" rose from
the courtroom. The judge banged
for silence, his eyes angry.

"Unlcss·thc defendant wishes to
take up more of OUf precious time
with these ridiculous lies, the jury

"
""Vail! Your honor, I request a

short recess bdore I prescnt my
final plea."

"Recess?"
uA few moments to collect my

thoughts, to arrange my casc."
The judge settled back with a

disgusted snarl. uDo I have to?" he
asked Meyerhoff.

Meyerhoff nodded. The judge
shrugged, pointing over his should·
er at the little anteroom. "You can
go in there," he said.

Somehow, Zeekler managed to
stumble from the witness stand,
amid riotous booes and hisses, and
tottered into the anteroom.
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ZECKLER puffed hungrily on
a cigarette, and looked up at

MeyerhofI with haunted eyes. Hlt_
.it .doesn't "look .so good," he mut·
teredo .

Meyerhofrs eyes were worried,
too. For some reason, he felt a
surge of pity and admiration for the
haggard little con-man. "1 t's worse
than I'd anticipated," he admitted
glumly. "That was a good try, but
you just don't know enough about
them and their Goddess." He sat
d'bwn wearily. "I don't see what
you can do. They want your blood,
and they're going to have it. They
just won't believe you, no matter
how big a lie you tell."

Zecklcr sat in silence for a mo
ment. l<This lying business," he
said finally. "Exactly how does it
work?"

"The biggest, most convincing
liar wins. It's as simple as that. It
doesn't matter how outlandish a
whopper you tell. U niess, of course,
they've made up their minds that
you just naturally aren't as big a
liar as they are. And it looks like
that's just what they've done. It
wouldn't make any difference to
them what you say-unless, some
how, you could make them believe
it."

Zccklcr was on his feet, his eyes
suddenly bright with excitement.
UWait a minute/' he said tensely.
"To tell them a lie that they'd have
to bclieve-a lie they simply could
n't help but believe-" He turned
on Meyerhoff, his hands trembling.
"Do they think the way we do--I
mean, with logic, cause and effect,
examining evidence and drawing
conc1usions?Givcn certain evidence,
would they have to draw the same
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t:onclusion that we have to draw?"
Meyerhoff blinked. "Wdl-yes.

Oh, yes, they'n' PCrflTtly logical."
Zeekler's eyes Hash<·d, and a huge

grin broke out on his sallow face.
Ilis thin body fairly shook, and he
SlaTted hopping up and down 011
one foot, staring idiotically into
space. "If 1 could only thi Ilk.. :'
he muttered. "SOlm:body-somc
where-something 1 read.. ,"

"Whatever arc you talking
about?"

lilt was a Greek, I think.. ,n

Meyerhoff stared at. him. HOh,
come now. Have you gone oIT your
rocker compktcly? You've got a
problt.:m on your hands, man_u

uNo, no--I'vc got a problem in
the bag!" Zeekler's checks flushed.
"Let's go back in thcrc-l think
I've got an answer!"

The courtroom quit:tcd the mo
ment they opened the door, and the
judge banged the gavel for silence.
As soon as Zeckler had taken his
scat on tJ.lC witness stand, the judge
turned to the head juryman. "Now,
then," he said with happy finality.
uThe jury-"

"Hold on! Just one minute
Inore."

The judge stared down at Zcck~

leT as if he were a bug on a rO(·k.
"Oh, yes. You had something else
to say. \Vell, go ahead and say iL"

Zeekler looked sharply around
the hushed room. "'{au want to
convict me," he said softly, "in the
worst sort of way. Isn't that right?"

The judge looked uncomfortable.
"If you've: got something to say, go
ahcad and say it."

"I' .vc got Just one statemcnt to
Inakc. Short and sweet. But you'd
better listen to it, and think it out
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carefully before you dlx:idc that you
really walll 10 convict l11e." He
paused, and ~Iallo:d slyly at the
judge. "You don't think much of
those who It'll the.: truth, it seems.
"'dl, put IhiJ statcllIent in your
record. thell." His \'oice was loud
and clear in the still rooill. HAll
Earthmen are absolutely ilLcQjJQble
of telling the truth."

Puzzled frowns appeared on the
jUl)"S faces. Onl: or two exchanged
startled glanccs, and the roOIl1 was
still as death. Th,' judge stared at
him, and then at Meyerhoff, then
back. "But you..." he staIllmered.
"",., " h d··dIOU re. .. e SlOppe III 1111 •

sentcnce, his jaw sagging.
One of the jurymen let out a lil

tic squeak, and fainted dead away.
It took, all in all, about ten seconds
for the statement to soak in.

Then pandemonium broke loose
in the courtroom.

REALLV," said Harry Zeekler
loftily, "it was so obvious I'm

amazed that it didn't occur to me
first thing." He settled himself
down comfortably in the control
cabin of tht.: I nttrplanetary rock"t
and grinned al the oUllint.: of Altair
I V looming larger in the view
screen.

Paul 1\1eycrhoff slared stonily at
the controls, his lips compressed
angrily. "You might at least have
told me what you were planning."

"And take the chance of being
overheard? Don't be silly. It had to
come as a bombshell. 1 had to es
tablish myself as a liar, the prize
liar of them all, but 1 had to tell
the sort of lie that they simply
could 110t cope with. Somcthin&.
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that would throw them into such
uttcr confusion that they wouldn't
dare convict me." H~ grinned imp
ishly at Meyerhoff. "The paradox
of Epimincdes the Cretan. It really
stopped them cold. They kllew I
was an Earthman, which meant
that my statement that Earthmen
were liars was a lie, which meant
that maybe I wasn't a liar, in which
casc---oh, it was tailor·madc."

HIt sure was." .Meyerhoff's voice
\...·a5 a snarl.

U\Vell, it made me out a liar in
a class they couldn't approach, did
n't it?"

Meyerhoff's face was purple with
anger. "Oh, indeed it did! And it
put all Earthrncn in exactly the
same class, too."

"So what's honor among thieves?
I got off, didn't I?"

Meyerhoff turned on him fierce·
Iy. "Oh, you got off just fine. You
scared the living daylights out of
them. In an con of lying t.ht.;y never
have run up against a short-circuit
like that. You've also completely
botched any hope of ever setting
up a trading alliance with Altair I,
and that includes uranium, too.
Smart people don't gamble with
loaded dice. You scared them so
badly they don't want anything to
d ·th "o WI us.

Zeckler's grin broadened, and he
Il'ancd back luxuriously. "Ah, well.
After all, the Trading Allianc(" was
your outlook, wasn't it? ''\Ihat a
pity!" He clucked his tongue sadly.
"Me, I've got a fortune in credits
sitting back at the consulat(' \v:litin~

for me-enough to keep me on silk
for quite a while, I m..ight say. I
think I'll just take a nicc, long va
cation."
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Meyerhoff turned to him, and a
twinkle of malignant glee appeared
in his eycs. "Yes, I think you will.
I'm quite sure of it, in fact. Won't
cost you a cent, either."

"Eh ?"
Meyerhoff grinned unpleasantly.

He brushed an imaginary lint Reck
from his lapel, and loked up at
Zeekler slyly. "That-uh-jury
trial. The Altairians weren't any
too happy to oblige. They wanted
to e.:-.;:ecute you outright. Thought
a trial was awfully silly-until they
got their money back, of course. Not
too much-just three million
credits. . ."

Zeekler went white. "But that
money was in banking custody!"

"Is that right? My goodness. You
don't suposc they could have lost
those papers, do you?" MeyerhoIT
grinned at the little con-man. "And
bcidcntally, you're under arrest,
YOU know.",

A choking sound came from
Zeckler's throat. UArrest.'u

"Oh, yes. Didn't I tell you? Con.
spiring to undcI1l1inc the authority
of the TlTran Trading Commission.
Serious charge, yOli know. Yes, ]
think we'll take a nice long vaca·
tion together-straight back to Ter
ra. And there I think you'll face
a jury trial."

Zeckler sputtered. IITherc's no
evidence! You've got nothing on
me! What kind of a frame arc you
trying to pull?"

"A lovely frame. Air·tight. A
frame from the bottom up, and
you're right square in the middle.
And this u1Oc-" Meyerhoff tapped
a cigarette on his thumb with hap
py finality-"this time I dOIl't think
you'll get off." _.. THE END



The Army had a new theme long: "An)'thing
you can do, we con do better!" And they lIleant
anythini:. il/eludil/g lip-to-date hornpipe,1

NAVY DAY

By Harry Harrison
Illustrated by Kelly Freas

GENERAL WI 'GROVE ing-, A day when th" Army would
looked at the 1'0\\''\ of faces have its destined pbt:c of authority.

without 3ccing thl'lI1. His vision He drew a dcl'p bn:ath and de-
went bcrond the Congress of the livered what "" perhaps the
United Slates. past the balmy June shortest SIX'l'ch ('\'tT heard in the
day to another day that was COI1l- hallowed halls of Congress:

63



64

"The General Staff of the U.S.
Army requests Congress to abolish
the archaic branch of the armed
forces known as the U. S. Navy."

The agil1g Senator from
Georgia checked his hearing aid to
sec if it was in operating order,
while the press box emptied itself
in one concerted rush and a clat
ter of running feet that died off in
the direction of the telephone
room. A buzz of excited comment
ran through the giant chamber.
One by one the heads turned to
face the Naval section where rows
of blue figures stirred and buzzed
like smoked-out bees. The knot of
men around a paunchy figure heavy
with gold braid broke up and Ad
miral Fitzjamcs climbed slowly to
his feet.

Lesser men have quailed before
that piercing stare, but General
Wingrove was never the lesser man.
The admiral tossed his head with
disgust, every line of his body de
noting outraged dignity. He turned
to his audience, a small pulse beat~

ing in his forehead.
ell cannot comprehend the gen

eral's attitude, nor can I under
stand why he has attacked the Navy
in this unwarranted fashion. The
Navy has existed and will always
exist as the first barrier of Ameri~

can defense. I ask you, gentlemen.
to ignore this request as you would
ignore the statements of any per
son . .. er, slightly demented. I
should like to offer a recommenda
tion that the general's sanity be in·
vcstigatcd, and an inquiry be made
as to the mental health of anyone
else connected with this preposter
ous proposal!u

The general smiled calmly. "I
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understand, Admiral, and really
don't blame you for being slightly
annoyed. But, please let us not bring
this issue of national importance
down to a shallow personal level.
The Army has facts to back up this
request-facts that shall be demon~

strated tomorrow morning."
Turning his back on the raging

admiral, General \.yingrovc in~

cluded all the assembled solons in
one sweeping gesture.

"Reserve your judgment until
that time, gentlemen, make no hasty
judgments until you have seen the
force of argument with which we
back up our request. It is the end
of an era. In the morning the Navy
joins its fellow fossils, the dodo and
the brontosaurus."

The admiral's blood pressure
mounted to a new record and the
gentle thud of his unconscious body
striking the floor was the only sound
to break the shocked silence of the
giant hall.

THE EARLY morning sun
warmed the white marble of the

Jcllerson Memorial and glinted
from the soldiers' helmets and the
roofs of the packed cars that
crowded forward in a slow.moving
stream. All the gentlemen of Con
gress were there, the passage of
their cars cleared by the screaming
sirens of motorcycle policemen.
Around and under the wheels of the
official cars pressed a solid wave of
government workers and common
citizens of the capital city. The
trucks of the radio and television
services pressed close, microphones
and cameras extended.

The stage was set for a great day.
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Neat rows of olive drab vehicles
curved along the water's edge. Jeeps
and half-tracks shouldered close by
weapons carriers and six-bys, all of
them shrinking to insignificance be
side the looming Patton tanks. A
speakers' pkltfofm was sd up in the
cenler of tht.: linc, IW;U the :ludi
encc.

At precisely 10 a.m. General \'Vin
grove stepped forward and scowled
at the crowd until they settled into
an uncomfortable silence. His
speech was short and consisted of
nothing more than amplifications
of his opening statement that ac
tions speak louder than words. He
pointed to the first truck in linc, a
2~-lon filled with an infantry
squad sitting stiffly at attention.

The driver caught the signal and
kicked the engine into life; with
a grind of gears it moved forward
toward the river's edge. There was
an indrawn gasp from the crowd
as the front wheels ground over the
marble parapet-then the truck was
plunging do,.... n towards the muddy
waters of the Potomac.

The wheels touched the water
and the surface seemed to sink
while taking on a strange glas~y

character. The truck roared into
high gear and rode forward on the
surface of the \va ter surrounded
by a saucer-shaped depression. It
parked l\vo-hundred yards off shore
and the soldiers, "oaded by the
sergeant's bark, leapt out and lined
up with a showy p1'esent arms.

The general returned the salute
and waved to the remaining ve
hicles. They moved forward in a
series of maneuvers that indicated
a great number of rehearsal hours
on some hidden pond. The tanks
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rumbled slowly over the water
while the jeeps cut back and forth
through their lines in intricate pat
terns. The trucks backed and
turned like pulling ballerinas.

The audil:lll'c was rooted in a
hushed silence, their eyeballs bulg
ing. Thl'Y (OnCillUl.'U lu watch tht:
am3zing di~pl:ly Q:i Gt'lll't'~1 \Vin
grove spoke ag:tin;

""ou :'lce before yOll a typical
examplt.: of Anny ingenuity, de
veloped in Army laboratories. These
motor units arc supportcd on. the
surface of the water by an inten
sifying of the surfact,; tCIl:,ioll in
their imlllediate area. Their weight
is evenly distributed over the sur
face) causing the shallow depres
sions you sec around them.

"This remarkable feat has been
accomplished by the U:ie of the
DOTnifier. A remarkable invention
that is named after that brilliant
scientist, Colonel Robert A. Dorn,
Commander of the Brooke Point
Experimental Laboratory. It was
there that one of the civilian em
ployees discovered the Darn effect
-under the Colonel's constant gui
dance, of course.

"Utilizing Ihis invention the
Army now becomes master of the
sea as well as the land. Army con
voys of trucks and tanks can blan
ket the world. The surface of the
water is our highway, our motor
park, our battleground-the air
field and runway for our planes,"

~(echanics were pushing a Shoot
ing Star onlo the water. They
stepped clear as flame gushed from
the tail pipe; with the familiar
whooshing rumble it sped down the
Potomac and hurled itseU into the

•air.
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"When this cheap and simple
method of crossing oceans is
adopted it will of course mean the
end of that fantastic medieval
anachronism, . the Navy. No need
for billion-dollar aircraft carriers,
battleships, drydocks and all the
other cumbersome junk that keeps
those boats and things afloat. Give
the taxpayer back his hard-earned
dollar!"

Teeth grated in the Naval sec
tion as carriers and battleships were
called "boa ts" and the rest of
America's sea might lumped under
the casual heading of "things." Lips
were curled at the transparent ap·
peal to the taxpayer's pocketbook.
But with leaden hearts they knew
that all this justified \.\'1'ath and con
tempt would avail them nothing.
This was Army Day with a venge
ance, and the doom of the Navy
seemed inescapable.

The Army had made elaborate
plans for what they called "Opera
tion Sinker." Even as the general
spoke the publicity mills ground
into high gear. From coast to coast
the citizens absorb~d the news with
their morning nourishment.

H ••• Agnes, you hear what the
radio said! The Army's gonna give
a trip around the world in a B-36
as first prize in fhis limerick con~

test. All you have to do is fill in the
last line, and mail one copy to
the Pentagon and the other to the
N "avy ...

The Naval mail room had stand
ing orders to burn all the limericks
when they came in, but some of the
newer men seemed to think the
entire thing was a big joke. Com
mander Bullman found one in the
mess hall:
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The Arm), will always be there,
On the land, on the sea, in the

•
alT

So why should the Navy
Take all of the gravy . .•

to which a seagoing scribe had
added:

And rIot give us ensigns our
sha1'e?

The newspapers were filled daily
with photographs of mighty B-36's
landing on Lake Erie, and grinning
soldiers making mock beachhead
attacks on Coney Island. Each man
wore a buzzing black box at his
waist and walked on the bosom of
the now quiet Atlantic like a bib
lical prophet.

Radio and television also carried
the thousands of news releases that
poured in an unending flow from
the Pentagon Building. Cards, let
ters, telegrams and packages de
'scended on Washington in an over~

whehning torrent. The Navy De
partment was the unhappy recipi
ent of deprecatory letters and a vast
quantity of little cardboard battle
ships.

The people spoke and their rep
resentatives listened closely. This
was an election year. There didn't
seem to be much doubt as to the
decision, particularly when the re
duction in the budget ,vas consid
ered.

It took Congress only two months
to make up its collective mind. The
people were all pro-Anny. The nov·
city of the idea had fired their
imaginations.

They were about to take the final
vote in the lower house. If the
amendment passed it would go to
the states for ratification, and their
Yotes were certain to follow that of
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Congress. The Navy had fought a
last-ditch battle to no avail. The
balloting was going to be pretty
much of a sure thing-the wet
water Navy would soon become an
cient history.

For some reason the admirals
didn't look as unhappy as they
should.

THE NAVAL Department had
requested one last opportunity to

address the Congress. Congress had
patronizingly granted permission,
for even the doomed man is allowed
one last speech. Admiral Fitzjames,
who had recovered from his chol
eric attack, was the appointed
speaker.

"Gentlemen of the Congress of
the United States. We in the Navy
have a fightlng tradition. We 'damn
the torpedoes' and sail straight
ahead into the enemy's fire if that
is necessary. We have been stabbed
in the back-we have suffered a
second Pearl Harbor sneak attack!
The Army relinquished its rights
to fair treatment with this attack.
Therefore we arc counter-attack
i71g.'JJ Worn out by his attacking
and mixed metaphors, the Admiral
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mopped his brow.
"Our laboratories have been

working night and day on the per
fection of a device we hoped we
would never be forced to use. It
is now in operation, having passed
the final trials a few days ago.

uThe significance of this device
cannol be underestimated. We are
so positive of its importance that
we are demanding that the Army
be abolished!"

He waved hig hand towards the
window and bellowed one word.

"LOOK!"
Everyone looked. They blinked

and looked again. They rubbed
their eyes and kept looking.

Sailing majestically up the mid~

die of Constitution Avenue was the
battleship Missouri.

The Admiral's voice rang
through the room like a trumpet of
victory.

"The Mark-l Debinder, as you
see, temporarily lessens the binding
energies that hold molecules of solid
matter together. Solids become liq
uids, and a ship equipped with
this device can sail anywhere in the
world---on sea 01' land. Take your
vote, gentlemen; the world awaits
your decision." ... THE END
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Space travel is possible. Evell the worst cyllics 1l0W admit that,
but some still ask skeptically why it's needed, alld what possible
good it can do. Here's a new alld surprisillg allswer!
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FOR FREEDOM

By James E. Gunn
lIIustrated by Rudolph Polois

FROM THE. lascivious embrace His shoes clicked across the as
of the pneumatic chair in the phall tile, and the solid door swung

anteroom, Bryson watched the scc- silently open ill front of him. The
retary with the dark hair and the room was large, he thought, paus
blue eyes being efficient over her ing at the doorway-larger than the
typewriter. She was small, pretty, anteroom. And then he realized
and trim. She wore a class-five that it was mainly an illusion, that
navy-blue suit with a white, starch- the room was not over twenty by
cd collar, but the figure beneath twenty-five.
was strictly Class A. There were no blast-dangerous

He would have enjoyed "./atching windows, of course, but the upper
her longer as a slow flush creeping half of one wall was almost all mir
up beneath her clear, creamy skin ror. That helped. But the most
said that she was not unaware of compelling feature of the room was
his admiration, but the box on her the biggest example of the popular
desk munnured and she looked up. three-dimensional pictures Bryson

"You may go in now, Mr. Bry. had ever seen. It was a landscape,
son," she said respectfully to his done with realism if not with feel
gray-pinstripe, class-three business ing: rolling green fields, rising to
suit. "Mr. Gregg is expecting you." low wooded hills in the background,
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lighted from without in the Dutch
manner.

Then the tall, thin, greying man
was approaehin!> with his hand out
stretched.

"I'm Ben Gregg," he said with
ne(Vous enrrgy. "Call me Ben. And
you arc John BI)'Son."

uThal's right."
Gregg's handshake was finn and

dry. He gestured Bryson to a chair
and settled himself hehind the
broad desk, picked up the manu
script Irom the pile at his side, and
laid it in front of him.

HEr_ah_I wanted to speak to
you personally," he said uncertain
ly, "because I didn't think I could
put what J had to say in writing.
Let me say first that this is a good
story-cr-a very good story. I t has
strong believable characters, a con
vincing, significant plot, effective
descriptiol1-"

His voice trailed away.
UBut?" Bryson prompted drily.
Gregg smiled and relaxed a little.
liVes. But I can't publish it."
He tossed the manuscript across

the desk.
"The language?" Bryson asked.

uThe words?"
Gregg nodded.
"Exactly. I'm as willing to try

something new as the next cditor
maybe a little more so---but this
has too much against it."

III know," Bryson nodded.
"That's why I sent the story to you.
If it doesn't go over here, it hasn't
a chance anY'vhere."

"That's very flattering," Gregg
said, getting up to pace back and
forth behind his desk. "But you
must understand my position. We
publish a middle-class magazine-
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classes six to three to be exact-and
in these days, when one must aim
at a specific market, that means a
great deal. The middle-class has
always been the stoutest defender
of the status quo, both in the social
order and the literary field. You
can't offend its ideas of propriety
and expect anything but failure."

"Unfortunately that's true," Bry
son agreed. "And yet that's where
one must start if onc is ever to do
any good."

Gregg stopped for a moment and
stared at him with a speculative
look in his dark eyes.

"I thought that you had more
than a literary objective in mind.
~1aybc I'm in sympathy with it.
But the time has passed when you
can inject all those new phrases
and words. They don't sound prop
er; they don't seem, even to me, in
good taste. You could have done it
twenty years ago--in the forties or
even the early fifties-but not to
day. Clean it up and I think I can
use it."

Bryson shook his head.
"That would be removing the

whole purpose of it."
Bryson paused and his eyes drift

ed to the picture. It might have
been a window looking out onto
rural New England. He looked
back at Gregg.

"The language is in a strait
jacket," he continued abruptly.
"The English language has harden
ed and calcified, ceased to grow,
has become rigid and inflexible,
hostile to anything new. English
literature is dying because of this
straitjacket-it is killing the vigor
which has always been its dominant
feature. Unless something is done,
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the bngll,Lgt' will soon be :I:' {lI-ad
.llid drY' :1', S;lll:-:kl il."

(:rq.:.~ .... 111iII"l1.
Ill. t 't 111" hazard a guess. You're

:l tcadle'r."
Bryson nodded.
·'Engli<;h. You should sec the

roung writers 1'111 trying to hclp
beating tlwir Iwads against the illl
penetrahle wall of language, trying,
as all wrilLTs must, to express the
inexpressible and finding thc:lH
selves tieu down by dead or dying
words, J'l'ndcrcd impotent and
mute. It's enough to put out the
fires of Illature genius, much less
discourage forever stru,g.c:1ing young
talent. J tdl you. 1\11'. Gregg-I)

"13 "G '1 dell, fl'gg- Sill! C .

HI tdl yOll, Bell, if sOHiething
isn't done :J. whole literary gener:!.
lion will be wiped ollt-a catastro·
phe from which English literature
might' not reCOver for centuril's.
That wall must be Icveled, Ben.
That barrier of language must be
broken down. The straitjacket
must be unloosed, or circulation
will be cut off entirely and limbs
will havl' to bc amputated, even if
lhe patient dot'S not die."

Gregg ~ighl.'d.

"\Vhich it looks as if it will. The
cold war slowly gets hotter, like a
bunch of oily rags thrown under
the basement steps. Maybe you're
worrying too Illuch about a Jail·
guagc there may b~ no one around
to speak."

Bryson shook his head.
"That's no solution. \Vc'vc got

to act as if the human race were
gain,£{ to pull through this, or WI'

may have nothing worthwhile left,
even if Wl" do sun-rive."

Ufiut what good will this one
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~ltln' dl.':'" Crl"!.~~ lIhit'l'lnj,. , ' .
HIY'-:<111 "pt'(';ul hi" 11,11111" Iwll'h'~,,-

I} .
"I dOll'1 kllo\\". TIll' holl' in the

dike lllad)!'? TIll' n,lt-k ill tIlt' wall?
Tilt· slit ill tilt' -:ll';r;tj:ld,d? You
l1a\'l' tn Sl;ll"t "('IIIl"\\ 1t~'II"."

"But. 1'111 ;Ifr.lid, 110t ilnT."

Crq~"~ said hith lillalil~, "i'pl lll'
caw\\' I don't bvlinT ill lIHII'll of
what you\'" bl'l'n saying - I dp: hili
hrc:lusl' I don't think il \\,ill do any
good,"

Bryson's t')'l'S drirtl'd back Lo till'
pirtUI't', ;llld Gregg's g:lZt· follownl.
Ilis I:lll,~"h w;)s a little C'lllharras5nl.

'J"' """1 I. '1'I'lt)' poor, ISIl tit. H' :1(-

IIlillnt. "But it's tlH'J'l' for psycho
logical, 1I0t aesthetic) n:asons, A
(ouch \,f rbustrop!Jnbi;l, the nt'Uro
sis of our agt". lkill,i! in t11t.:s.c \\'in
dnwl.,ss om("cs ror hours on end, I
begin to gl-t a liltk !-Jtillcd, Then 1
look al tlJat thing and imaginl' it's
a Willdow an<..l it got's away somc-
. "lnnt's,

BR,"SO:\' LOOKeD at Gregg
;llld h:1C"k :It tI\l' pi"turcJ back

an<..l flll'th ;l'i if ht.: !l:ld suddt:nl)' dis
covl'n,d ~()IllC 5tran,£.:c identity be
[W,'I'II till' 1\\'0, Grt'gg [0110\\,('(.1 hilll

willi a puzzkJ frown ror a TllO

1l1l'1lt; thel1 his race cleared and he
lwgall to dlUl"klc,

"1 ~n: what you tllf'an," he- said)
a Iillk shccpishly, "Maybc you're
!'iglll, COlliC un~thc least 1 can do
is bllV VOtl a drink.". .

Till' donI' swung OpCII as he ap
proacheJ, Bryson followed him in
to th~' I"l'l'l'ption room,

"1'111 Raing out ror a moment,
!\1iss Baine's," Cregg informed the
scnl'l:lry, ~~If anythillg urgent
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comes up, you can get me at
Tony's."

As Bryson passed the desk, he
bent over and .breathed huskily in
her ear, but loud enough for Gregg
to overhear: "What do you say we
go out on the town tonight, you
and me?"

She jerked back, her face shock
cd and white, as if she had just
learned that he was radioactive.

"Okay, okay,JJ Bryson said,
straightcning and shrugging. "If
you're busy you're busy."

When he joined Gregg in the
hall, he was laughing.

uVou sec?" he said, after they:
were out of earshot.

Gregg raised a thin, dark eye.
brow.

Hyou surely didn't expect any
!hing else?"

"Oh, the answer was all right. AI·
though I must admit I'd have been
more pleased-in one way-with
another. But the reaction was a lit·
tle violent, don't you think?"

lIThat llet's go out on the town
tonight' was pretty vulgar," Gregg
objectcd.

"Romance speaks all languages,"
Bryson said as Gregg' signaled for
the elevator. "No, I'm afraid the
answer would have been the same
no matter how I phrascd it. A
class-five girl docsn't go out with a
class-three man and keep her repu
tation. You'd be surprised how
many dates I've missed that way."

He sighcd.
"All thc lovely girls I see are in

other classes. The barriers are
gctting high and thick. On the
other hand, if you had invitcd hcr
to your apartment, I bet she'd have
come-reluctantly, maybe, but
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she'd have come. You know-droit
de seig/leu r?"

"I'm married," Gregg said stiffiy.
"The principle's the same," Bry

son laughed. "The attitudc of the
lower classes is getting positively
medieval."

"You might be right," Gregg re
laxed and smiled. "But I hope you
don't repeat the experiment. That
sort of thing might quickly dcmoral
ize my staff-besides giving me dan..
gerous ideas."

The elevator doors swung open.
"Good afternoon, Mr. Gregg,"

the boy said, and with almost im
perceptible shading, "Good after
noon, sir."

As they faced the elosing doors,
Bryson noddcd significantly toward
the back of the boy's head. Gregg
shruggcd in recognition. The elc
vator lunged to a cushioned stop.

"I must admit," Gregg said,
when the doors had closed behind
them and they were walking aeross
the fo)'er, "that I'm becoming
aware of a lot of things I took for
granted before. And I'm not sure
I like the awakening."

"Oh, we'rc all falling into molds.
It's a highly stratified socicty in
which everybody knows his place
and nobody steps out of it. Except
n1e."

Br)'son grinncd recklessly.
III make rebellion a habit-an in

effectual one, perhaps, but soul
sa.tisfying. Once I carried a sam
ple of low-grade uranium orc into
a security lock and shoved it under
the geiger. You should have seen
the commotion. Bolts clicked,
bright lights came on, the scanner
stamped my card and tl,C video told
me in a cold voice that my picture
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and identifying t'hal'actl'ri~ti('s \....'crc
in the wantl'd file and that T must
not move. \Vithin a minull', an
l'mcrgcl1cy car wailed lip oUlside,
the fronl door clickt'J open, I walk
I,d out with five gUlls covering me,
and I was \....hiskt'd 3\\'a1' to hC:J.d
quarters. Theil's when the fun
really bcgan."

"You have plenty of IlClVC,"

Gregg commcnted drily.
HOh, that!" lkyson shrugged. HI

was shaking before it ' ....as over. Rut
I did manage to wangll' :l release
before they got l'vcl'ythjng straight
ened out. I still have.: a little fun

• J • "WIt 1 It.

Gr(',l~X opened the door, il!1d they
stepped into tIlt" security lock. The
editor slippt'd his card quickly into
the slot and f::wed the StTl'l'll. A
cackle, and thl' card was back in
his hand. Then Bryson inserted the
corner of his card and grinned at
Gregg.

I'\t\'atch what happcnsP' he said
slyly.

He pushed the card and it dis
appeared into the wall. Extra bolts
clicked in the doors. The lock was
filled with an intcnsl') merciless light
that showed up eVLTy line) every
bead of sweat on Gregg's paling
face.

"\"'hat the hell, Bryson-" he be-
gan) his voice shaking.

"Listen!" Bryson ('huckled.
The video sprang into life.
HOh) my God!l' said a weary, dis

illusioned voice, ··It's you again."
"'rh I I .ere lit Tms to JC samet Hng

\\-Tong with tJw machine," Bryson
said apologetically.

"There's nothing wrong with the
machine," the voice shouted. "It's
you - you - you - troublcmak-
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cd There's something wrong with
you !"

"lvbyhc ii's tht..: carcl/' Bryson
sugl'sh'd IlllTldy.

"Of ('OUI'Sl' it's till' card!" the
voice SI"l'l';lIlll'J. \Vith oh\"iow: ef
fort, d1L' vain' rCg";\illl'd control of
itself. "SI'e hen', Urysont I'm \.... 3rn
ing you for tlll' last tiIJll·. Come i.n
and get a new card or I'll send a
squad out to bring you in P'

THE SCREEN snapped off with
finality. The bolts shot back,

and the outside door s\'\'ung open.
Cregg st('ppcd precipitately onto the
sidewalk, Bryson following- more
slowly. He had a lillie difficulty
wcilking; he was shaking with
IaUghtL"l'. Finally he took a hand
kL:rchid and wiped the tears from
his eyes.

"That clerk!" he said. "Some
times r think he'll crack wide
open."

Bryson glanced at Cregg, and his
bughter was suddenly cut off.
Cregg's face was still white; he was
mopping at his forehead.

"Oh) say," Bryson said, sincerely
apolo~ctie now. "I'm sorry I upset
you. I had no idea-"

"It wasn't that," Gregg said)
smiling feebly. "It's the being shut
up-you know!ll

"I should have remembered,"
Bryson said) waggling his head re
pentantly. "I'm never troubled
with it, and I tend to forget. For
give me, will you?"

Cregg waved his hand and man
aged a ghost of a chuckle.

"Forget it. It was rather amus
ing, at that."

The sidcv..·alks were busy, but the
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steady streams of pedestrians had
formt...-d an eddy 31"()Uncl thnn, care
fully delineated. A, the)' walked
south, tht.: eddy followed them.
O\'el' the heads of the crowd, Bry
son could sec other eddies, SOlllC

approaching, othcl"5 traveling in the
S:tJnC direction as they were.

The general stream seemed to
separate into layers, like unmixablc
liquids: a long the street side the
dass nine and ten) laborers; next,
('lasses seven and eight, skilled
workt"rs and tcchnici3ns; toward
the buildings classes five and six,
white-collar ' ·orkcfS, class four. su-
pervisors and students; in the mid·
die, class threes and above. Even
a casual eye could detect the subtle
but definite tones, cut, and style of
clothing that marked the differ
ences.

Then another eddy met theirs
and merged with it for a moment.
Crc~g nodded, with precise equali
ty, at the class-two businessman in
the eentlT. Then the eddies split
apart again, like a fissioning
amoeba.

"Rebellion is all right as an in
dividual protest," Gregg remarked,
Ubut it's suicidal for anyone de
pendent on public appl'oval-in a
purrly pragmatic dollars and cents
way, at thaL"

"Perhaps you're underestimating
the sub-current of revolt among
your readers?"

Gregg scoffed.
"What sub-current? You 'Should

read the letters I get. The slightest
deviation from the nonn is greeted
with howls of protest and demands
for the heads not only of the writer
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but myself. Would you like to know
what would happen if I printed
your story?"

Bryson nodded.
"Well" Cregg began "first it, ,J'

would stand out like a prostitute at
:t meeting of the Anti·Scx League.
it ''''Quid be inconsistent with the
rcst of the material in the maga
zine. The critical letters would
descend upon us like ;l Second
Flood, half of them threatening to
cancel their subscriptions. Various
organizations for the suppression of
this or that would launch cam
paigns against us. We'd be labeled
, 1 ' ,. I' " d "bVll gar, IIn01or3, In cccn t, Sll-
vcrsivc,' and finally 'un-American'
or 'Communistic.'"
"Th'bdR'"at s a sur. USSJa IS III even

a tighter straitjacket than we arc,"
Bryson objected, "if that's any can·
solation."

"What difference has that ever
made? But I'm not finished. The
critics would complete the massa
cre with charges of 'decadence,'
'slovenly \\-Titing,' 'corrupting the
language,' {defiling the pure springs
of American spcl'ch and literature,'
ctc., etc., etc. At their head would
be Joshua Duncan."
. Cregg winced at his OWIl sugges

Uon.
"I've had him on my back a few

times before and, I'm sorry to say,
come out of it glad to cling to my
job and my scalp."

Bryson made a grimace of dis
taste.

"Duncan! That big bag of super.
£luaus remarks!"

"Perhaps," Gregg shrugged, "but
he wields an inordinate amount of
power-and a deadly typewriter, At
the. Chillese Torture of a Thousand
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Cuts or relatively painless decapita
tion, he is unrivaled. And I'm not
sure that some of the things he may
say will not be justified."

"Such JS?"
"That the neologisms and new

phrases arc, on the wholC', obviously
contrived, artificial, and unlikely."

Bryson's spirits seemed slightly
dampened.

"That's right, I supose. How can
one invent a new, vital language?
That has to grow out of the life of
a people; it comes spontaneously
under the influence of a strong, new
impulse. And yet, what can one do
when one wishc~ to represent such
a situation?"

"Fail, Duncan will S<'lY. And that
you should never have tried."

"Duncan is a fool," Bryson said
gloomily. "And yet if it weren't he,
it would be someone else. The age
called out for a literary dictator and
Duncan answered, a$ Samuel John
son did in his. Outside of the fact
that Johnson had some creative
power and Duncan has none,
there's ~1Il ama.zing resemblance bc-,
tween the two. Oh, Duncan has
somc merits: he can recognize
what's good within certain narrow
limits and encourage it. Rut out
side of that, he's blind and vindic~

tive. He stands for everything that's
responsible for the death of our
world and our language-the nar·
rawness, the restrictions, the ossi
fication, the insensitivity, the-"

THE STREET wailed, a mount
ing, soul~piercjng shrick that

echoed between the eity cliffs and
screamed terror to the winds. The
streams of humanity froze, an.d in
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the next moment distinctions of
person and class wcre forgotten.
With one mind, the crowd turned
and began running, threading
~l'Ound or vaulting the cars and
busses pulled up in the middle of
the street, whose occupants had
poured out to join the rest. Like
sands in an hourglass, the fractions
of humanity poured slowly through
the constricting necks of openings
into the earth.

UThis way," Gregg shouted.
liThe nearest subway is just down
the block."

They ran, battling against the
pushers and shovers on either side.
Squeezed in finally, they were un
able to help their own progress any
more but permitted themselves to
be carried along, concentrating only
on keeping their fcct-a difficult
process when the grains began to
flow down the steps. Down-down
-down-past the subway levels
and down again. At last they were
released in a huge concrete room,
broken by large pillars and scatter
ed benches.

Gregg and Bryson pulled at their
disarranged suits, whose untorn
condition was a proof of the quality
of class two and three tailoring.
Some of the others who now began
to fill the room were not SO fortu·
nate; here a sleeve was missing;
there a man ,,'as naked to the waist,
his ~hirt hanging in shreds.

Slowly the trickle into the room
diminished and stopped; anncd
guards appeared at the doors. The
mob began to mill around, gather.
ing into groups herc and there until
Gregg and Bryson were isolated.

"We seem to be alone," Bryson
said drily.
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It was true. They were the only
class twos and threes in the room.
Everywhere else knots of men and
women talked and gestured in com
radery, even venturing an occasion
al short, barking laugh; but the
spacC' around them was as clearly
dc-fincu as it had been 011 lhe street.

Bryson glanced around the
crowded rool11.

"A symbol of the age," he said.
"\Ve're in what Matthew Arnold
called an epoch of concentration,
like England in the 1790's, produc
ed by what he called the hostile,
forcible pressure of foreign ideas.
Wr call it a cold war."

"Cold!" exclaimed Gregg, look
ing around the bomb sheller.

"Every epoch of concentration,
Arnold said, is followed by an epoch
of expansion. But I wonder how
long an epoch of concentration can
last without inflicting permanent
damage. Ours has lasted twenty
years. A little longer and we may
not 1><' able to recover.n

"We're no nearer a solution than
we were twenty years ago," Gregg
said moodily.

"I know. There serms to be'no
hope of a diplomatic settlement of
the cold waT, or of Russia's being
weakened by internal dissension.
But jf a new frontier opened . ..
Look at England's Elizabethan Age
if yOll want to sec what an epoch
of expansion looks like."

"What do you mean?"
"The defeat of the Spanish Ar

mada and the great explorations
and discoveries opened up vast new
territories. As a consequence, the
Eli7.abcthan was the lustiest, most
fully alive age of English literature.
It was full of the joy of living; new
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words WlTl' being absorbed into the
language by the t!Ious;:\IIds; the per
iod was n:ccptivc to all sorts of in
flucn("(:s. And then. as England be
gall to age and hardell, America
hecame the center of vigor. A
flomin, that SCl'lllCU as if it \\'oul<.l
last fon:vcr, l'tl"l'lIally n:ncwcd the
language and kept it .dive. But the
frontiers arC" gOlH', ::lIld we arc both
dying- and the bllgtla~e with LIS,

and there is nowhere else to look."
There \\'as silcllct' btcwl'cl1 thel1l

for a moment. Gregg began to fid
get and pull at his collar.

l'It's stifling in here," he com
plained.

The large sn't..'l'1l Zll tlw end of
the 1'0011I (',lIlll' alivl", ~nd th~ air of
tension thal had hegun 10 grow
throughout the crowd subsided.
The SL'l"{TIl illlagcd the blue sky
puITl'd with clouds. Thl'l"l' were
whitl~ trails in the bluc, circling and
c1imhing.

"lllttT('!'ptors," Gregg muttered.
"For what :"'

In the depths of the blue there
was a glint that sparkled and \\·;(5

gont'. And the glint came again
and \...as steady,
"God~" hreatlU'd Greg-g.

interceptors arc invisibk.
must be big!"

The glint callie nearer and was
a silver dOl that poun'd forth a
long, \\ hitl' ti.lil. AmI the scn:l'll
went blank.

"This tf'!ccast," thl' voice from
the spcakn said, "is intt'rt'uptcd for
security reasons. Thcre is no caUSl·
for alann at this tillIe, but the all
clear will be withheld until the mili
tary authorities have had time to
Illak{~ a final check,"

The screen came back on with
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a light, airv l11ovil'-:l, pastoral ill
lnllltk with songs and dances and

c

gay challer. The worries were
millute. the probkllls Silllplc, the
:l.tlllmpherc joyou<;. It \,'as the la
test ragc-. It \vas, !lO\\'l'\'cr, llot com
pletely successful. Thl: tension b<.'~

gall to grow again, umil it became
almost tangible. Conversations
ceased or became monusyllabic.
Laughter was cut off short.

The lTowd swayed .:llittlc toward
tile entrance.

"Rcl1lain where ~ou arc," ;l

spcaker \\·arncc.l, '\llltil till.' <;ounding
of tht' all-clcJr."

The crowd swayed Lack, hesi
tated for a mOlllrnt, and surged
aga i II toward the door. A guard
turned and prL's~l.'d a button ncar
tIll': entrancc, A steel c100r slid
J.l'ross lh.... opening. The gll:1rds un
uuttoned their hobll.'I' n~\pS,

A SICH \vent up from the crowd,
:1lld it sagged to its former posi

tion. A slow. uneasy IlIUnllUr begall
to grow. A rlass-nilll' laborer tore
at tht' collar of llis gray working
dOll1cs and ripPl:cl it open, breath·
jug harshly.

"I )un't yOll think the air's getting
IXHI in hcre?" Cregg a~kl'd, his face
gdtin,~ white, He pullt'll oown his
til' :llld lIllloosed his ('(\11,11'.

"Surd~" not," Brystlll said cheer
fully, "The placc is wdl vell
titalcu."

i\lillUlcs passed. The frce space
around them began to grow Slll~ lIer
~nd less sharply (kfilll'd. SOllle
\\ bITe a woman failllnJ :1nu a child
b('~'an to \vail. Thl' sanitary facili·. .
tit'~ \vCrc kept busv . lines fonned at, ,
tlll' drirlking fountains.
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Cregg's face began to twist as his
breath came quickly.

"God,H he muttered. "Oh 1 God!"
Finally the speaker cleared its

throat.
"The Airport Authority has just

announced that the object which
caused the initial alanll has landed
at an undisclosed airport ncar the
city. The object was a manned
rocket constructed by the Depart
ment of Defense. It has just re~

turned from the moon. The all-clear
will be sounded immediately; you
may all return to YOUl' normal ac
tivities,"

The last few words were lost in
the cheers and swelling conversa
tional hubbub that greeted the an
nouncement. Gregg and Bryson
looked at each other with lifted eye
brows. Bryson nodded, and they
made their way toward the now
open dOOf, the all-clear wailing be
hind them.

They emerged, blinking, into the
sunlight.

"There's your new frontier,"
Gregg said.

"Maybe," Bryson said noncomit
tally. "Or maybe it's the last stitch
in the straitjacket. Depending on
how it's used."

"You mean if it's exploited solely
for military purposes."

Bryson nodded.
"And presented to the public as

military in nature. Docs the moon
gate open out to freedom or in to
hell? It all depends."

Gregg came to a halt in front of
a door-lock.

IIHere we are."
Bryson looked up and saw the

word "Tony's" printed across the
blackened windows in what must be
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luminescent paint. Gregg fidgeted
beside him.

"Go ahead," Bryson motioned
with a smile. "I won't put you
thl'Ough that twice."

With a muttered thanks, Gregg
disappeared through the door. Af
ter a 1TI0J11l'llt, Bryson followed him.
\,yhcn he callie out insidc>, he was
chuckling.

HThat clerk-" he began.
uLock 1" interrupted Gregg, mo

tioning. "The great man himsclL"
At a rear hooth of the dimly lit,

sedately luxurious Lar, Bryson saw
a large, ugly, fat man surrounded
by a group of eagerly listening ada
mirers. The man's booming voice
carried easily to where they stood.

"As a writer, Saunderson is a
stink in the nostrils of the American
public; as a philosopht'f, he is an
abomination in the eyes of God."

Bryson scn:v'lcd up his face and
glanced at Gregg.

"So that is Duncan!"
"In his full glory."
"Ah there, Gregg," the

rolled out. "Still publishing
sections of tripe you call
stories."

Gregg winced.
"Come back," Duncan bellowed.

"I have someone here J want you
to meet. You may bring your half
witted friend with vou.",

Bryson flushed, but Gregg shrug
ged his shoulde... and strolled to the
rear.

"Here," said Duncan when they
arrived, indicating a dark, nonde·
script young man, "is a dull-witted
fellow who writes the sort of swill
you prefer. He'd like to show you
a story."

Gregg lilted a thin, dark eyc-'.
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brow at the unsmiling YOUIlR man.
"Tomorrow morning-at ten?"
The young man nodded.
"And now," said Duncan, turn

ing away from thcl11, "begonc! I
am already beginning to kcl taint
ed. And take ),our half-witted
friend with you. He has bt:cn made
happy enough for one day."

Bryson leaned forward across the
table.

"YOll, sir, arc as insulting as you
arc ugly and as stupidly nanO\.... as
you arc fat. You arc a stink in the
nostrils of the American public and
an abomination in the eyes of God."

Duncan turned back.
<lAh, a lad with spirit," he said

coolly. til like a lad with spirit-"
And then his voice grew icy. "But
puerile, juvenile, and unoriginaL
Take him away, Gl"Cgg, until he
ripens."

Gregg tugged at his coat-tail"
and Bryson permitted himself to be
led from Lhe table.

UWhy do you stand for that?" Ill:
demanded, fuming, whcn thcy had
found a booth and pressed quickly
for a drink.

"Because I can't help myself."
"You surely arcn't going to sec

that sullen fellow he urged on you."
"Oh, yes," Gregg shruggtOd. "And

I'll buy his story, I irnagint'. Dun·
can's pretty shrc\\'d. ] t probably is
the sort of swill I prefer."

IIIf I were in your shoes, rei do
something about it," Bryson said
bitterly.

Gregg smiled humorlessly.
"Let me tell you about somcone

who did. He was an editor-told
Duncan off, too-in public and in
print. So cvcry chance Joshua got,
he slipped in a sly remark about the
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editor until you had only to na;n
tion his IL:1I1\l' in :dmost :l.ny gathrl'
iug to get ;1 la\l,~h and hav(' SOl1lt'

one ft.·peat I)lllLl":ln's latest witti
cism. I k ,,'as 1;lLlgheJ out ()f town,
He's now harking out fiction, anu
the only \\'a)' he CUll sell it is under
a PSCUdOIl)'IIl."

"\Vhat this country nCL"Js~" Bry
son mut!(']"ccl, "is another :\·fcnrkcll
who could stand up to him anti
trade blow for blo\\' for f rccdotn,
Someone who could bcat him at hi~

own ganle."

THEY SAT huddled over their
drinks for several minutt's,

thinking thl'ir thoughts in silence,
until all upro:lr at thl: door-lock
brought them nut of their reveries,
One of lil(' bartt:llc!crs was engaged
in a violult :lI'gulIlcnt with a small,
sunburI)cd 11lJ.1l in an uncertain as
sortment of gal'l1ll'llts which w("J'l'

incapahle of d~I~"ification, lkhind
him, a IIlvdky of l!len of :l.1l (,:b~,,("s.

from fOllr dO\\'I1 to ten, were rl1l('rg
iug frollL thl' ]ol'k,

"I'm vcry S(llTy," said the bar
tt:ndcr, sounc1il Lg not the least sor
ry as he barrel! the ,,·ay, his arms
folded across his chest. "This bar
is rcservnl for c1a~s-threc patrons
and above-."

"Out of IIJy way, Earthbound,"
the bantam said ill1p(Tiously in a
surprising baritone voic(', anu then
he burst out with irrcpressibh' cxu·
berancc, "I've rcached E,V" ;Ind
I'm almost spaccbound, Today's
my day, and 1'111 blowing al! my
jets. DOll't try to tic me down; rill
space dust. I'm free as a COnll't'~

tail and twice as hard to take hold
of. Make lVay, Obsolete, or I'll tic
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a rocket to your tail and ride you
bareback to Venus."

By sheer volume and vigor and
by the weight of numbers behind
him, the corky little fcllow
pushed his v.lay past the stunned
bartender, who stood slaring after
him with his mouth han,ging half
way open. The intrudc-r, who could
not have stood over five feN three
or [our, pounded vigorously on the
bar with his clenched fist.

"A bulb and a straw," he shout
ed. "Straight bourbon."

There was a chorus of seconds
from his worshipping followers,
some of \vhom seemed just a little
uneasy in the surroundings. Not so
the bantam.

1'\Vhoo_cc!Jl he yelled, after
downing his drink. "Throw me a
tine-I'm floating-.n

Gregg and Bryson exchanged
glances.

"There's your new Ia nguage,"
Gregg grimaced.

UVulgar!" Bryson cxrlaimrcl with
admiration. "Vulgar as hell!"

The crowd around the bantam
increased. Gregg watched in
amazement as even class twos and
threes began to join the group in
friendly non-distinction.

UMaybe this is itJ " Bryson said.
"Maybe the pressure from within
has burst through the walls. The
influences of concentration will try
to push it back into the mold, but
if the force is strong enoughJ may
be it will completely shaller the
walls and scatter the pieces from
here to the moon. It's a beginning,
anyway. Maybe even the cold war
won't be able to stand up to it when
the word gets out tbat the United
States has broken the chains of
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Earth, has opened the way to the
stars."

He pulled out a pen and a piece
of paper and began to scribble
madly.

A falniliar voice bellowed from
, baek booth.

uThe atlrlosphcl'f' in here has be
come fouled with the Sh'11Ch of the
masses. Sweep the garbage out!"

No one moved. The bartenders
stared toward Duncan helplessly.

HOh_oh!" muttered Bryson. "The
restraining influence begins. Can
the new force withstand it?"

HEidlCl" the rabble goes," Duncan
rumbled J as if there were no doubt
of the final choice, "or I go."

One of the bartendersJ glancing
cautiously toward the group at the
bar, lifted a phoneJ dialed and
spoke briefly into the receiver.

"Float a bulb to the overstuffed
groundhog in the back booth," said
the bantam cheerfully. "He can't
help it if he's planet-bound."

Duncan got up ponderously and
stalked, glowering toward the bar.
He pushed his way through the
throng until he stood towering
above the little intruder.

"Mite on the back of culture!"
he thundered. "Flea in the fur of
the world-bitch! You and your
trained chimpanzees are unwelcome
here. \'''e want none of your tricks
and even less of your vulgarJ mean
ingless monkey chatter. Go and an
noy someone elsc, vacuum brain!"

The bantam pressed himself for
ward against Duncan's overhanging
belly and stared defiantly up at the
jowledJ furious face.

uDampcn them, Overload. If
you were my cargo, you'd be jetti
soned before anything else. You
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haven', got the jayvee to lift that
overage hull on' the ground. Your
jets arc eaten out: om.' more blast
and you'll blo\\" aIr ,'our sll'rIl. You, .
think you're in a ti.e:ht orbit bccau~l'

you're eating your (lW!1 CXh;lust, but
you were born six fCt't under and
never dug yoursl'lf (Jucl)

Step by step, DUllcan h3Ckcd
toward the' front as the bantam fol
lowed, kCf'ping hilll on' balance with
his light word-jabs. finally Duncan
stood bcwildncd, ;lgainsl the door
IOl'k,

"Bah!" he l1Iuttered. HI won't
trade insults with a vulgar bar-
b ' ..:l.nan.

He tunu:d alld O(,d through the
door. The roOIll l'xplodcd \\'ith
laughter.

"''''hoo-ce!'' shouted the victor-
. b "I' .lOllS anlam. III a cosmIC ray.
You can't keep me out and yOll

('an't keep me in. All you know is
that I've passcd whcn you count the

I ' I""atoms v{' sp It.

'\'lwll Gregg (T3.sed shaking, he
wiped his eyes.

"Oh, Duncan will never livl' this
down. lk;l(('n hy :1 llywcight who
wouldn't kllmv ;\ \Trhal frolll a

. "VDcatl\T.
The place sudeh-nly grew quid DS

two officers (If the security patrol
stood in tl1(' dnor. 1'h(' b;1,rlnH.ln

hurried to tllt'lll and pointed toward
tb(' little intrudn :md Iii...; friends,
but the officers shook their heads

•
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Jnd comillll1:d to search the room.
Then one stopped and nodded
to\"ard the side of the room where
Bryson alld Grq,~~ \,'crc sitting.
They strode dClcnllinably forward,
skirting: dll' tabl(·s.

"All right, nryson," one of theIll
said. "Comc with llS,"

"!'vfc?" Bryson said.
"You\'(' got a little busincss to

settle \\·illl the security offlcc."
Bryson .got up slowly.
"[ "II' d" '1 I,ust :l Illl ISel'On, S:lI( t 1C

h~Hltanl, bursting betwl"l"1I lhl'flI.
"Lei'S 1I0t break up the jXlrty,
G roulldt" n·\" ...

llryst1n IJ~lttnl the liltk [clIo\\! on
the shoulder.

"That's all rig-ht, hero, You've
done clloll~h for onl' d3.\".", "

"Come on, Bryson," said onl' of
the oflict"}'s, wl'arily, "Let's get that
card fixf'{1 up. One of thl' clerks
had hysterics, ri,~ht in the middle
(If the IlI:,ill control roOIl1, just be
cause of VOl!."

Br\'snll Iatl~lll'd :lnd stJ.rtt"J acros~
" ,

the nlIPJ' wilh tlll'lli.

"I'll Sl'lld rvliss Hainl's down to
\'ll11C!l fill" \,Otl," Cr(,gg calh'd :lfllT

him. ":\lllJ Bn'soll," Ill' sholltL'd
\\ ith <;uddl'll decision. "flx up tht'
neologism", :lllCl put DUllcan in il

J

and I'll hll\' tit:'!! starv,", ,

Bryson rhorth'd, 1l"api'd in the
'lir. :lml fbppt'd ilis arm'i.

"\"!loo-ccl" he ShOlllc·d. "I'tll
fl ' "oatlllg-. . , , THE END

The Big News: if Is Monthly!
Ycs, beginning \vith thl" l\{arrh issue, you'll be :thlc to buy your
favorite science fiction 11l~lgazjl1L each ~llld evcry Illonth! And
you won't want to mis<; ;]tl isslI(,-thcy'li all be 10pS[
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The barn turned out to be a spaceship in disguise, artd
that was only the beginlling. Before his strallge adven
ture ended, young Paul Asher fOlllld himself going
around in circles-very peculiar circles indeed!

DOUBLE TAKE

By Richard Wilson

IJlustrated by Paul Orban

She said: "Jlist keep going,
Sweetheart, as fast as you can."
And she patted the oversized
pocketbook that lay ill her lap.

He pressed down on the accelera
tor and the car responded with a
now of power. The countryside feU
away from the road on either side.
Far below he could sec a river,
winding broadly to the far-off sea,
The summer day sent its heat
shimmers across the miniature land
scape.

The road curved again. Theirs
was the only car he had seen since
he'd come out of the tunnel. But
now, far ahead, he saw another. It
was standing at the side of th(" road,
next to a gate that came down in
the manner of one at a railroad
crossing. But he knew by its black
and white diagonals and by the lil
tic sentry hut halI hidden behind
the other car that it marked the
frontier. A man with a rifle on his
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PAUL ASHER, 27, men', furn
ishings bU'Yer~ leaned back and

let the cloth band be fastened aCTon
his chest} just under his armpits. He
adjusted his hea.vy spectacles~ closed
his eyes for a moment, breathed
deeply, alld iVas of!.

The semi·darkness w:ts dispelled
as he shot out of a tunnel into daz
zling sunlight. The high-powered
vehicle he was driving purred
smoothly as it took the long, rising
CUIve. The road climbed steadily
toward the mountaintop city ahead.
He looked around to satisfy himself
that he was alone in the car.

He wasn't.
The girl was a pretty one. He'd

seen her somewhere before, he
thought. She was looking insolently
at him, her wide red mouth in a
half smile. Her dark hair stirred in
the breeze coming through the win
dow, next to her, which was open
just a slit.
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,houlckr stood there. They drew
tIp to it fast, but his foot automa~

tkally cased up on the floorboard
pedal until the -gi.r1 spoke sharply.

URight through it, Sweetheart."
] n the rcarview mirror he saw

her leaning forward, her face tense.
In a moment it would be time to

stop, if he were going to.
Paul Asher hesitated a moment.

Then he too leaned forward, the
band pressing into his chest. He
was breathing heavily. There was
Q1l almost inaudible click.

He trod on the accelerator. He
had a glimpse of the guard unsling
ing his rifle from his shoulder and
of another man running toward the
parked car as his vchicle smashed
into tIle flimsy gate and sent it,
cracked and splintered, to the side
of the road. He fought the slight
wrench of the wheel and sped on.
He thought he heard a shot.

uNice work," the girl said. She
seemed to be appraising him as she
looked at rum. "My name, inci~

dentally, is Naomi."
"Hello," he heard himself saying

as he whipped the car around a
curve that hid the frontier behind
a hill. "You seem to know who I
am!'

"That I do." she said.
"Then why don't you call me by

my name, instead of 'Sweetheart'?"
uThat's because I like you,

Sweetheart.H She was looking out
the rear window. "Now just step
on the gas, because we've got com
pany."

The car that had been parked
near the sentry hut was whipping
into view around the curvC. It was
lighter than his, but it was fast, too.
He .tepped on it.

RICHARD WILSON

Now THE ROAD had become
narrow and twisting. The

grade was steep but the surface was
good. Abruptly, it entered a forest.

The girl said: "Two more curves.
Then you'll see a ficld and a barn.
Off the road and into the barn,
fast."

He took the curves with rubber
screaming and almost without brak
ing sent the car bumping across the
ficld and into the barn. It was
bigger than it had seemed from the
outside. As he brought the ear to
a lurching halt the barn door c1oscd.

Whcrc he had expected to sec
stalls and milking machines and hay
he saw an expanse of metal Aoor
and monstrous machinery. The
barn door which had been a rickety
wooden slab from the outside was
a gleaming sheet of metal from the
inside. It glided sileotly shut and
left no joint or seam to show where
there had been an opening.

IIOut," said Naomi.
As thcy left the car, a flexible

metal arm snaked from one of the
smooth wall., attached itself to the
front bumper of thc vehicle, and
whisked it into a cubicle which
opened to receive it and closed be
hind it.

A power.driven wheclchair sped
up to them. Sitting in it was a fat
man of middle age, with pendulous
jowls and a totally bald head. His
expression was a sardonic scowl.

"You have the plans?" he asked
the girl.

CISwectheart here has them."
'II don't know what you're talk

ing about," the young man said.
"He knows, all right," the girl

said. "He pretends to be innocent,
but that is merely his training. He
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has them under a sticking plaster
on the small of his back."

"Remove vour coat and shirt,"
commanded the man in the wheel
chair.

At that moment' the floor shud
dr!"ru under their fct't, a gong be·
gan to dang insistently, and the
giant 1l1:H.:hincry, which had been
silent, throbbed into life.

The man in the wheelchair
whirled and was on', shouting com
mands to men who lllalcl;alizcd
high on the walls in cylindrical tur
rets which the visitor could only
think of as battle stations.

"\'\'hat is this place?" he asked.
He got no answer. Instead the

girl grabbed his arm and pulled
him off to the edge of the gigantic
metal room. An opening appeared
in the wall and she pushed him
through it into a room beyond. The
cntranCC\\'3Y snapped shut behind
them and ,vhen he looked he could
sec no door. The room also was
windowless.

Naomi went to a metal table and
as she looked down into its surrate
it became a screen. Mirrored in it
was the mountainous countryside
they had driven through to get to
the barn-or what had seemed to
be a barn from the outside. He
looked over her shoulder.

They saw as from a height. There
was thc light car that had chased
them rrom the hontier. Standing
ncar it was a man in an officer's
uniform and another in civilian
clothes. They were talking and
gesturing. Beside the car was a
tank. As they watchcd, its gun fired
and the structure they were in
shuddered, but they heard no
sound.
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Lumbering up the mountain road
' ....nc morc tanks and a self-propel.
led gun. One of the tanks became
enveloped in smoke and flames as
they watched. After a moment the
smoke cleared. The tank was gone;
where it had been there was a deep
crater.

Gradually, the figures in the
drama below grew smaller. At the
same time the vista widened) so
that they saw more and more
countryside. It twisted beneath
them and the horizon camc giddily
into vicw. A few moments later
the curvature or the earth could be
plainly seen.

Everything fitted together at
once. Some or the things, anyway.

"\"'elre in a ship," he said. "Some
kind or rocket-ship."

"I tis a planet plane," the girl
said. "\Velre safe now."

"Safc from what?" he asked.
U\Vhat's this all about?"

She smiled enigmatically. "I-Ia
fitz ('ould tell yOlIl ir he chose. Hels
the boss."

"The man in the wheelchair?"
She nodded ~ nd took out a com

pact. As she added lipstick to her
mOllth, she looked him over, Ix-
tween glances in her mirror.

"You don't look like the spy type.
If there is a type. II

ul'm not a spy. I donlt know
what you're talking about."

uThe innocent! Go on, take off
your coat and shirt. \Vell save
Hantz some time."

"1'11 be glad to, j list to prove this
is all ridiculous. A case or mistakell
identity. Youlve made a mistakt:,
tbat's what you'Vl.' donc."

He stood there, hesitating.
The girl gave a burst of laughter.
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Then she said: "AB right, Swcct
IIt'arlo ]'11 turn my back."
~hc did, and he pulled his shirl

Ollt of his trousers. Then he froze.
'1'" pcd to the skin of his back was
a Hat package.

Paul Asher made the decision. He
bent forward, feeling perspiration
in the palms of his hands. There
was a faint click.

QUICKLY he ripped the ad
hesive from his back. There

was an instant of pain as the plas
ter came free. He wadded up the
stick.y package, dropped it to the
floor and kicked it under the desk.

Then he took oII his coat, tic
and shirt.

I'You can turn around now," he
said.

UA more modest spy I've never
seen. Okay," she said, "now you
turn around."

'lAs you sec," he said, Hthere arc
no plans-no papers."

"No-not now. But there is a
red mark on your back. What is
• ~IIIt.

"Oh," he said. "Oh-that's a
birthmark."

She spun him around to face her.
Her face was harsh. She slapped
his cheek. HWhcre is the sticking
plaster? Don't triflc with me."

Her eyes bored into his. He re
turned the gaze, then shrugged.

"Under the desk," he said. III
lore il oII and kicked it under the
desk."

"You arc sensible to confess," she
said.

She bent down, unwisely.
Paul Asher felt the familiar

tighleuing in his dlcsl as he leaned
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forward. Tlte click was barely
heard.

He raised his hand and brought
the edge of it down hard on the
baek of her neck.

She crumpled and fell to the
metal floor. He noticed that a smear
of her freshly-applied lipstick came
off on it.

He pushed the unconscious body
aside and fished the packet out
from under the desk. He searched
the room for another hiding place.

J3ut it was too late. A section of
wall opened and Hafitz, the fat man
il~ the wheelchair, sped in.

He wheeled past the young man,
looked briefly at the unconscious
girl, then whisked himself around.

"You will pay for this, my
friend," he said. "But first we will
have the plans for the way-station.
Where are they?"

HI don't know anything about
any plans and I don't know any
thing about a way-station. I tried
tQ tell the girl: it's all a crazy mis
take."

"We will see," said Hafitz. He
pressed a button on the arm of his
wheelchair and two bruisers ap
peared through the walls, in the
abrupt way people had of material
izing here. Bruisers was the only
way they could ·be described. They
were human brutes, all muscle and
malevolence.

"Take them," said Hafitz, indi
cating the unconscious girl and the
young man. "Take them and search
them for a small packet. If you do
not find it, search this room. ~f you
do not find it still, hurt the male
animal. They persuade well with
pain here, I understand. But do
not kill him. I will be in the com-
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munic.ations room."
He sped off, through a wall open-

•mg.
One of the bruisers picked up the

girl, roughly, and disappeared with
her. The othe.· grabbed the young
man and hauled hiOl off in a third
direction. The young man hastily
snatched up his eoa t, shirt and tie
en route.

They ended up in a cell of a
room, about seven feet in all di
rections, in which the bruiser
stripped him, methodically went
through each piece of cloth·
ing, and then satisfied himself that
he didn't have the packet anywhere
on his body.

The muscle-man then raised a
fist.

"Wait," his prospective victim
said. He thought back quickly.
UHafitz didn't say you could bat me
around till you searched the room,
too."

The other spoke for the first time.
"You say the truth." He put his
arm down.

The young- man watched intently
as the bruiser wen t through the wall
of the cell-like room.

He dressed fast. By placing his
fingers in exactly the same position
as the other had donc, was able to
make the waH open for him.

The silver-metal corridor had
two directions. He went to the right.
After many turnings, at each of
which he reconnoitered carefully,
he came to a passageway that was
damp. Why it was damp he could
n't tell, but there in the wetness
were tracks which could have been
made by a whcckhair.

He followed them, feeling the
throb of giant engines underfoot.
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THE WHEELCHAIR tracks
abruptly made a ninety-degree

turn and ended at a blank wall.
Somewhere beyond it must be the
communications room.

He retreated and waited.
In time the wall snapped open

and Hafitz sped out. The young
man retreated into the maze of cor
ridors and hoped chance would be
on his side. It was. Hafitz went an p

other way.
The young man ran back to the

wall and Wicd his fingers on it in
the combination he had learned. It
opened for him.

He closed it behind him and
blinked at 1he huge instrument
panel which filled almost the entire
room.

One of the instruments was a
color vision screen, tuned in to a
room in which there was a maho
gany desk, at which was scated a
man in uniform. Behind him was
a map of the United States.

The man in uniform was a major
general in the Air Force. An aide,
a lieutenant colonel, was leaning
over ,he desk. He had a sheaf of
papers in his hand. The men's con
versation was audible.

"Messages have been coming in
from all over Europe," the colonel
was saying. "Here's the way it re
constructs:

"Our agent was en route to the
rendezvous when he was intercept.
cd by Naomi. That's the only name
we have for her. She's a spy. She's
worked for half a dozen countries
and hcr present employer could be
anyone of them. They were spot
ted as the)" crossed the frontier be
tween ItaJy and France. Their car
went into a barn and we thought
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we had them. But the barn turned
out to be a spaceship in disguise. It
took off."

So I'm their agent, Paul Asher
thought. So that's what it's all
about. I'm a secret agent tOT the
United States, but they didn't tell
me anything about it. This is Tcal
George, this is ... He eXjJccted to
hear a faint click and leaned for.
ward experimentally, but nothing
happened. He leaned backward.
Still nothing.

The colonel was answering a
question from the general. "We
don't know who they are, Sir. They
'ce not from Earth, obviously. And
the best scientific minds go still
further-they're not even from Ollr
solar system. Whoever they are, it's
clear that they don't want us to
build a way-station in space."

"Those spaceships started buz
zing around right after our first
Moon trip," the general said. "This
is the first time they've become
really troublesome-now that we've
got the Moon under control and arc
ready to build the way-station so
we can get to Mars."

"That's right, Sir," said the
colonel.

"Progress is a wonderful thing,"
said the general. "Things certainly
have changed since those early days
of stratcgic atomic bombing and
guided missile experiments."

"Yes, Sir," said the colonel.
The young man in the communi.

cations room of the spaceship let
his attention wander away from the
scene back on Earth and experi.
mcnted with some of the switches
and controls. Trial and error led
him to One which lit up a signal on
the desk of the general.
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The general Aicked it on.
"Yes?" he said. He looked puz

zled whcn he got no picture, just a
voice saying, "Hello, hello."

"Yes?" he said. "Hello. Speak
up, nlan."

"This is your agent aboard the
enemy spaccship," said the young
man. "Do you rcad me?"

"Ycs,1I said the general. IIWe
read you. Go ahead."

"I may not have much time. Get
a fix on me if you can. And send
help."

ilWhat's your position?" the gen·
eral was reacting well. He was alert
and all business.

"I don't know. I've been taken
prisoner, but I'm temporarily free.
There isn't much time. Hafitz is
bound to be back soon. He seems
to be the brains of this outfit-this
part of the outfit, anyway. Naomi
is here, too, but I don't know
whether she's with them 01' against
them."

llWhere are the plans, son?"
a,kcd tbe general.

"They're safe, for the moment. I
can't guarantee for how lang."

"I'm getting the fix," the colonel
said. He was beyond the range of
the young man's vision screen. "rve
got him. Hes still within range,
but accelerating fast. We can int.er
cept if we gct up a rocket soon
enough. 1I

uGet it up," ordered the general.
"Get up a squadron. Scramble the
Moon patrol and send out reserves
from Earth at oncc."

"Right!" said the colonel.
The young man 'was so engrossed

in the makings of his rescue party
that he didn't see the wall open up
behind him.
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There was a squeak of rubber
tires and he whirled to sec Hafitz,
in his wheelchair, slamming toward
him. The fat l11all'S hand held a
weird-looking gUll.

The youllg Illall recoiled. His
back pUShf'd against :l row of con
trol buttons.

Then cvt?t')'lltiug ...vent white.

PAUL ASHER blinked his eyes,
like a lllall a\ .... akcning from a

vivid dn"::llll.

The house lights went on and the
manager uf the theater came on the
stage. I-Ie stood in front of the
blank Ill3stcr screen with its check
erboard pallcrn of smaller screens,
on which thl.' scv(T~d lines of action
had takt'll place simultaneously.
Paul touk un' his sckctorscopc spec
tades with the earphone attach
ments.

"Ladies and gentlemen," the
manager said. "1 regret very much
having to announce that this vicar
ion of the production Spies from
Space, was defective. The multi
film has broken and, because of the
complexity of the vikiL' process, it
will be ill1possible to splice it with
out n:tllrning it to the laboratory.

"Ushers arc at the exits with
passes good for any future perform
ance. Those of you who prefer can
cxchallge them at the box office
for a full rdund of your admission
price."

Paul Asher unstrapped the wir
ed canvas band from across his
chest. He put the sc!cctorscopt·
spectacles into the pouch on the
arm of the seat and walked out of
the R.K.O. Vicarion into High
Street and around the cornel' to
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where his car was parked.
His roommate at the communapt,

~'facCloy, was still up when he got
there, going ovcr some projcctos.
Mat' snapped 00' the screen and
quickly swept the slides together
and into a case.

"You're back t:arly," N[a('Cloy
said.

"The multifilm broke" Paul,
told him.

"Oh." Mac seemed abstracted, as
he often did, and again Paul won
dered about this man he knew so
casually and who had never con
fided in him about anything-cs
specially about his government job.

"So I missed the ending," Paul
said. "1 guess it was near the end,
anyhow. The space patrol was on
the way, but the villain, that Hafitz,
was .iu:;;t ",bout to blast me with his
gUll and I don't kllow how 1 would
have got out of that."

"[ r(,JI\ember lhat," I\.1ac said. He
laughed. "You must have bern
Positive all the vvay through. Like
I was when I saw it. If you'd had
any negative 1'C":lt'lions-if you'd
leaned back against the strap in
stead of forward-you'd have been
at SOllll' other point in the lIlulti
plot and [ wouldn't have recogniz
ed that part. 'W'.lIlt me to tell you
how it ends?"

"Go ahead. Then if I do sec it
again I'll change the ending some
wherr along the lim: with a Jean
back."

"Okay. There really wasn't
mueh more. It takes so much film
to provide all the plot choices that
they can't make them very long.

"Well, Hafitz blasts me and
misses," Mac wcnt all, "-or blasts
}IOU and missesJ to keep it in your
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PAUL ASHER woke lip late. He
had a conCused recollection of

a dream. Something about a beau
tiful brunt.:llc giving him a backrub.

/\ look at the chrono sent the
dr('am out of his head and he hur
riccl through shaving and dressing.

His car was waiting for him, cn
gint· idlinAJ at the curb. He got in,
tossing his briefcase and topcoat
ahead of him to the far side of the
front seal. His back began to itch,
insistently, and he rubbed it against
the leather upholstery.

Paul adjusted the safety belt
around him, and fastened it. Might
as well do it now, instead of hav~

ing to fool around with it latd.'
Damn that itch, anyway! It was as
if something were stuck to his skin
-like a sticking plaster. . .

The high-powered vehicle purred
smoothly as it took a long, rising
curve. The road climbed steadily
toward the mountaintop city ahead.

The scene was familiar.
The itching of his back spread

and became a prickly feeling in the
.mall hairs at the nape of his neck.

He knew now that he was not
alone in the car. He looked in the

• •
rear·V1CW mucor.

Naomi.
She was looking at him insolently,

her wide red mouth in a half smile.
She said: "Just keep going,

Sweetheart, as fast as you can."
• , . THE END

viewpoint When you jump back,
you set off a bunch of controls.
That was the control room, too,
not just the communications room.
Well, those controls you lean back
against take the ship out of aUlo
malic pilot and send it into some
wild acrobatics and that's why Ha
fitz misses. Also it knocks him out
of the wheelchair so he's helpless
and )'ou get his gun. Also you sec
that the plans arc still there-right
where you put them, stuck to the
bottom of his whcclchair.H

1180 that was il." said Paul.
"Yes," said Mac. "And then you

cover Halitz while he straightens
out the ship and you rendczcous
with the space control and they take
you all into custody. You get a ci·
tation Irom the government. That's
about it. Corny, huh?"

"But what about the girl?" Paul
asked. "Is she really a spy?"

"Girl? What girl?"
"Naomi, her name was," Paul

said. "You couldn't miss her. She
was in the vikie right at the be
ginning-that brunette in the fast
car."

"BUl there wasn't any girl, Paul,"
Mac insisted. IINot when 1 saw it."

"or course there was. There had
to be-the vikies all start out the
same way, no maHer who sees
them.'"

"It beau me, pal. I know I didn't
sec her. Maybe you dreamed up
the dame."

HI don't think so/" Paul said.
(CBut of course it's possible," He
yawned. uI wouldn't mind dream
ing of her tonight, at that. Think
I'll turn in now, :M:ac. I've got that
long trip tomorrow, you know. Up
to Canada to Jook over a new line

of Marswool sport jackets
All-Planets Showroom."

"Driving or flying?"
uThe wcather prognosis

zero. J'lI drivr,"
"Good," said Mac.

at the

•
15 zero-



Personalities
in Science

Fresh Fields of Science
Are His Home Ground

CYDERl\ETlCS is a word that
has been accepted and pbrcd in

cvcrychy usc with amazing rapidity.
It is also a concept of trrmc-ndous
uscfullH.:ss and a\\·(.... inspiring possi
bilitics. The man who coinl·d til<'
word Jnd gave the world the con
fl·pt is Professor Norbert \VI.:inn uf
the M~lssachus('tts Institute of
Technology in Boslon.

ConsidlTcd olle of the top six ma
thcmaticians in the United Stall'S,
this onc-time child prodigy pub
lislwd his study of control and COIl1

IIlUnic;ltioll in thl' anilllal ~\Ild Ihe
1113Chillt.: under thl" tjlll', C)urr
llrtics. ill til!" l':irl~' part of 19·19.
Withill ~ix \\l"'ks arlIT tlw first
AnlLTirall pI illting (il \\as pub
lished rll'st ill France). thrn" mon'
plilltings wcrt.: IU'ITSS:l'Y bt'C;lU~1' (If
the 1II1prL'('('dnl\('d dnll:lIld f(lr il

from n'aders ('If all 1> Pl'~. TIl(" book
is bCiluLifully \VriUl'I1, hl\'id. di!"n'!
and. despite its n.llllplcxitr. I'l'adable
by the layman as \\'('11 as the S<.'i('I1·

tist; it has been said thai anyone
seriollsly int('r("~t('d in OUI' civiliza
tion would find it ilIlposihlc to
Jgnore.

It is not rasy to ig-nort" 'Vc.:illt'1'
himself, cithrr. Norbrrt '",,,inn i'\

Norbrrl HId"cr

short, heavy, brown.eyc.:d, gTe-ying,
and bearded; he is also a hundlC' of
nervous energy. Although best
known as a rnatht:matician, hl' is
also a physicist, all engineer, and an
('''''pert in almost all the physical
St'il'lIn:s . .lust to top it orr, he has
;l donor's dcgn.T in philosophy,
BUI he !-I('orrs disdainfully al anyone
whu ("ails him a genius, ~.lIld proves
hi... point by bidding wildly at
I'ridge and playing only mediocre
I'Ill·SS.

Horn in ColulIlbus. Mi'isouri, in
18~H, \Vcinn was eonstantly Iwing
wrilll'll up in ncwsp"pcrs bCTausc
or his pn'('()('ity. The falllily's move
halfway across the continent to
:Mass.1chusctts w!lell he was in his
early childhood did little to IWlIlpcr
young Norbert's education, He
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managed to graduate from the local
high school at the age of 12, and
received his Bachelor of Arts de
gree from Tufts College when he
was 15. By this time he had had
fouf years of Greek, seven years of
l..atin, four of GermanI one of
French and a smattering of both
Spanish and Chinese in addition to
his scientific education.

After getting his Master's at llar
yard, he took extension courst's at
Cambridge and Heidelberg. For"
while he proceeded to usc this lIlag~

nificent education to earn his living
as a high-class hack writer for the
Encyclopedia Brittanica. He spent
a year as a reporter for the Boston
Herald, and between 1917 and 191B
worked at the Aberdeen ProvinR
Grounds, first as a civilian computer
and latcr as a private in the Army.

During World War II 'Weiner
worked for the United States Gov
ernment on the construction of au
tomaticaHy aimed guns, and did fC·

search in the guided missile field.
\Vhcn questioned about the latter
work he told reporters, "The inter
change of ideas which is one of the
great traditions of science must rc
ceive limitations when the scientist
becomes the arbiter of life and
death. I realizc that I am acting as
a censor of my own ideas and may
sound arbitrary. If I do not desire
to participate in the bombing of de
fenseless people-and I do not-I
must take a serious responsibility as
to those to whom I diselose my
ideas."

During his war work Weiner
studied the handling of information
in highly involved machines such as
automatic computers, radar dcvices,
scrvo mechanisms and others. From
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the operation of the feedback prin
ciple (which is nicely exemplified by
the thermostat) in these devices)
and the necessary preoccupation
with accuracy rather than efficiency
found in their design) it was made
evident to Weiner and his fellow
workers in the field-physicists,
psychologists, electronics engineers)
and researchers from almost every
other division of science-that a
similarity existed between such me
chanisms and the human brain and
l1l:rvous system. Cybernetics, which
VVcincr considered an invasion of
the no-man's land bctwen establish·
cd fields, was the natural result.

THE PROPER names of Weiner's
two most important discoveries

arc less familiar; they are General·
ized Hannonic Analysis and the
Universal Taubcrian Theorem. In
credibly involved and difficult to
understand, these arc the results of
his constant probing into the un
known territories of mathematics.
The rcsults of his discoveries arc in
the newspapers every day) and in
clude not only the electronic brain
and automatically tracking guns but
also "automatic factories" now be
ing put into usc by the chemical in
dustry.

As a typical example of control
and communication in the machine,
Professor Weiner cites the governor
of a steam engine, which senses
mechanically when the engine is
going too fast and reduces the stearn
supply accordingly. A machine,
when instructed to carry out a cer·
tain task, will do so--barring me·
chanical failure. A man may carry
out the task or he may refuse to do
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so--for some sounu reason, for pure
cussedness, or out of sheer laziness.
The difference, arcording to ''Vein·
CT, "proves the imlw'nsc superiority
of man over the machine."

The Professor believes th~t the
great m:w cOlllpultTS an' harbingers
of a whok !lew srit'llt'l: of communi
cation anu ('01111"01. So far, they
have no senses Ill' dft'etors such as
arms and kg,. hut why shouldn't
they have in the future? There are
all sorts of :lrlilll"i:d eycs, ears and
fingertips (tlllTlllometcrs. strain
gauges, pressure indicators. photo
dcctric tlIbt's) that Illay be hooked
up to thelll. The Ill:H:hincs all't.:ady
can and dn "'ork typewriters to set
down answers to the questions [Pet
into thelTl: \"('inlT insists thai they
('an be built 10 work valves, switdH'S
alld oth('J' cOlltrol dl:vices.

Such ~l dt"\'('loplllCllt, says \Vciner,
will uslwr in "tilt· second industrial
r("voluti(11\"-t!lt"n: will be wholly
~lItomali(' factories with artificial
brains kn'ping track of ever)' pro
cess. Thq' ,\·ill ol'dn raw materials,
inspect thel11, stort: them, rOtlte
them tlll'ollgh llll' plant.

SOIl1t' of the Prokssor's collcag-ues
call this pun' ''il'llsationalisl1l. Otlll'rs
acclaim iL In point of fat't, the
tdepholl(' ('OIl"lIX\ll)' has already in
stalled eOlllputcr-typt' m3chinl's that
watch lIw op('f:1tion~ of a dial ex
change and total up Ihe suhsnihcrs'
bills. It's 1'l'J.sollablt· to expn't many
more of ""einer's ideas to be put in
to usc in the ncar future. He is not
only <1l1lazingly good 3t discovning
and developing thelll, but hc is also
much bcttC'l' at pointing out the
practical possihilitit·s than the aver
age theoretical sl·icntist.

His work , .... ith llIachines alone
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should not be overemphasized, how
ever. He ha.<; ideas for improving
the iron lun~, for instance, by al
lowing the paralyzed person to con
trol the artificial breathing appara
tus with his o\\"n nerve impulses. He
believes that someday alllputees will
b(' provided with artificial anns and
kgs with which they can actually
fcd. He also wants to usc electronic
br3ins to gain new and deeper in
!'ights into hllman thinking and var
ious mental ;1 nd nervous disorders.

A list of Norbert \\'t:incr's ('on
tributions to mathematiC's. scientific
and philosophical journals totals
mOlT than onc hundred and fC'vcals
better than anything else how widt'
sprl'ad his il1ttTcsts arC'. In thesc ar
ticles he 11"5 discussed such v<lricd
and difficult-sllbjct.:ls as Ihe postu
Inlc theory, LIlt: foundation of ma
t!;l'llIatics, the asscmblages ilnd
f unctions of a real variable, proba
bility theory. analy~is, Taubcrian
tlwol'eJns, lr1ath('mali('~llogi(', trigo
nOllletrir- expallsion, potential the
ory analysis, n:lnli\'ity, epistomology
and electrical networks.

'fhis ddillitely hllllt<ln thinking
rnachine lives in an unpretentious
house in Belmont. Massachusetts.
l'birning he has no time for any of
th<: usual pleasures and privilt-~('s

associated with wealth ~nd prcslig\:.
The time and energy hl' pours into
his work, on the olher hand, is
('lIonnaus. He's often tin'c1 and prc
oU'upicd, and has a few of the typi
cal l'('Ccntricwcs of 11"1(' famous ah
sl'llt-mindc'd professor. But the truth
is exactly lhe opposite; he is vcry
much preSt'llt in his lIlind, i.wd
IhrClugh his searchings there he:
j-; karning lllore and more about
\,our mind and mine!
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Harold discovercd the ti1l1r-sphrre by a lurl;.\' accident. His
b'fother Peta d''i"id''d to use it selfishly, (I7{(llaid his plans with
extreme carr. ThI'll. there IOns another auidrnt ...
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By Damon Knight

Illustrated by Philip B. Parsons

THE BODY was !ll'ver found.
And for lh:ll r(':\~on alone, there

was no body to lind.
It sounds likt- illvrrtrd logir

which, in a ~l.:ml', it is-but there's
no paradox jnvolwd. It was a pt.'r
frrtll' orderly and rxplirabk event,
even though it l'uuld only have hap
pened to a C:ISlt,ll;)I'l'.

Odd fish, thl' Castcllare brothers.
SOliS of a Scuts-J':I1g'li"hwoman and
an t~xpatriall' It:.tli;lll, born in Eng
land, C'ducatnl 011 tilt' Continent.
the')' WlTl' at ca:-;c anywhere in lilt'
\vorld and ot hOIlLe nowhere.

N('vrrth('ks~, ill t1lf'ir miclellt,
years, they had bn'ollll' settled me11.

Expatriates like th('ir father, they
lived on the island of Ischia, 00'
the Neapolitan ('oast, in a palacc
quattrocento, very fill!', \vith peel.
iog cupids on the walls, It multitude
of rats, no central heating, and IlO

neighbors,
95

'I'he)' went nowhere: no one ex·
cept their ageIlls and their lawycrs
came to thtm. Neither had CWI'

married, Each, at about the age of
thirty: had given up the world of
people for an inner world of morc
precise and morl' enduring plc·as.
lilTS, Each was an amatcur-a
f:lOatical .. ('olllpuisive amateur.

They had been born out of their
timc,

Peter's passion was virtu, He col
lected !'cknill'ssly, it ""'ould not be
too much to say savagely; he ('01
kctcd as some llIen hunt big ganw.
His taste was catholic, and his ar
quisitions lilkd tile huge rooms of
the palace and half the vaulls uncleI'
them-paintings, statuary, cnamd,
porcelain, glass, <':1")'5tal, Illl'talwork.
At fifty, he was a round little m;111

with small, sardonic {'yes and a carLM
Irss patch of pinkish gO:ltl"c.

Harold Castellare, Peter's talented
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brother, was a scientist. An amateur
sriclHisl. He belonged in the 19th
century, as Peter was a throwback
to a still earlier t:poch. Modern
S('icncc is largely a matter of team
work and drudgery, both impossible
concepts to a Castellarc. BUl Har
old's intelligence was in its own way
as penetrating and original as a
Newton's or a Franklin's. He had
done respectable work in physics
and electronics, and had even, at his
lawyer's instance, taken out a few
patents. The income from these,
when his own purchases of instru
ments and equipment did not con
sume it, he gave to his brother, who
accepted it without gratitude or
rancor.

Harold, at fifty-three, was spare
and shrunken, sallow and spotted,
with a bloodless, melancholy COUIl

tenance on whose upper lip grew a
neat hedge of pink-and-salt mus
tache, the companion piece and
antithesis of his brother's goatee.

On a certain May morning, Har·
old had an accident.

Goodyear dropped rubber on a
hot stove; Archimedes took a bath;
Curie left a piece of uranium ore in
a drawer with a photographic plate.
Harold Caslcllarc, working pa
tiently with an apparatus which had
S('l far consumed a great deal of
current without producing anything
more spectacular than some rather
unusual corona effects, sneezed con
vulsively and dropped an ordinary
bar magnet across two charged
h:nninals.

)-brold, getting up from his in
MilHotivc now'h, blinked at it in
pr'nround astonishment. As he
WllldH'd, the cloudiness abruptly
ul'uppt.'llrl·d and Ill' w~s looking

-
•
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thTOUgh the bubble at a section of
tC'sselated flooring that seem<..'d to

be· about three feet above the n.:~d

floor. He could also see the cOrlln
of a calVed wooden bench, and 011

the bench a small, oddly-shalwd
stringed instrument.

Harold swore fervently to hilll·
self, made agitated notes, and t1WII

began to experiment. He tested t1w
sphere rautiously with an e1cctro
scope, with a magnet, with a Gcign
counter. Negative. He tore a tilly
bit of papel' from his notepad and
dropped it toward the sphere. TIl<"
paper disappeared; he couldn't sec
where it went.

Speechless, Harold picked up a
meter stick and thrust it delicately
forward. There was no feeling of
('ol1ta(·t; the rule went into alld
through the bubble as if the lauIT
did not exist. Then it touched tlw
stringed instrument, with a solid
click. Harold pushed. The instru
ment slid over the edge of tht"
bench and struck the floor with :1

hollow thump and jangle.
Staring at it) Harold suddenly

recognized its tantalizingly familiar
shape.

Recklessly he let go the metl'r
stirk, reached in and picked the f ra
gile thing out of the bubble. It was
solid and cool in his fingers. Thl'
varnish was clear, the color of tht·
wood glowing through it. It looked
as if it might have been made
yesterday,

Peter owned one almost exactly
like it, except for preservation-a
viola d'amorc of the 17th cemury,

Harold stooped to look through
the bubble horizontally. Gold and
rust tapestries hid the wall, fifty fl'l'l
away, n.:ccpt for an ornate door ill
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t,lI",· ,'IHI :,>Pllle

ill l;1 \"IU:1I"\ 's I:t 1l-

IIw I "11(''1'. TIll' d,)pr bq:~an tn UpUl;

11.!II>ld .'hl\\· ;1 llil"ldT of ulldwr.
1111"1, til<' SpllITl' wellt d(llldy

.11',,1111. Ilis !l:lJld" wen' l'lllpty: IIw
\1"1., d';\lllflIT \";IS ~(lIW. And ill!'
111"11"1' '-tid:. \\hie!l I!t~ Inu dn11_JIJI"d
i'l'.id,' 1111' spline, by vII the lin!'!"
.11 ILj~ feet.

[orl". :lIlC1 (hi:- !l;\PJWlll·U. \Vhl'1I the
sph"r" III', .11111' tr;lllsp:IP'lll ag;:tin,
tll(' \i,o! W.lS \\'111'1(' I kid [oulld it."

"And YOllr cxpl.ltl.ltioll for this?"
I LII",Jc1 1ll""iLllnJ. "i\llill'. L:nlil
\ .III \',(11 k Pill til!'

111:ltlll·III:lti,... ..

\\ llil)1 tll,I\',
IIIIH'. i"k:ll1\\ Ili]",

till' buhbk Wt'llt

d';UllllJI' W;lS g"1111{'

,"
(1l1~I"I'
" ,

11.1t',dd'" LI"" (n';!,f,d willI thl"
l,jl""ll :Illd iill!'!"',,1 n[ tl.lIlS!:ltiull.

"V"I \ 1"(111'..:,111\'. tlW11- --I ~hllilld say. , ,

it l1H',llh llt,11 "\t'lll~ ;HI' \UllSl·IYt·d.

Two Ill' three n'IJturics :I!!'()--"

"-"j ." I II"lrcc. ;,oth'c I It· SuUII( - 1uk.;,

'\Tltrcl' \'nllul'il':-; ago, thCIl, ~\I

thi~ lJ.lrti( lIbr tlllll' ,.f d:~\'. S()llll'Onr'

,\'as ill that roLl111. If tilt' \"101 \\"l'J"('

gont·. lw lll' site wuuld h:lVf' Il,ltin'd
tilt" [;wt. 'I'1l:lt \\-ould ('{Ill:-tituII' an
;l!tLTatinn u1' 1'\'Cllt" aln"ldy fIXt'd;
thndolT it d(w:-II't lupprll. Fror
tile' :'> •.lllll" t!'.I'itJll, I l'Olljt'dllll', we

\':In'\ :'>I'C ilil" till' ,'iI)!lI"l'l', 01'-" I-k
jJro!jnl ':'11 it with :1 rOllllUill IWl1.
"--I tho\l!..:lll II1It ()l" H'.wlt ililt. it
III IUllt"h ;JIIylllillg-; diCIt \,"uuld ;tl"t,
""IJ'ilirut(' ;111 :dkl".ltillll, ;\ml :111\'

Ihi!l.~- H'C pilI ililo tilt' spLI'!'\' \d\ik
il i~ tl':tn'p:!tTIJI \'f)flll'" {'Ilt ;I,l.!,';lill

\\Ill'11 it /),'I'lII1W:- (IP:ItIl1", ']'LI put it
"ITy t"luddv. \\'1' \';llllllll :tltn the..
pas\.

"Hill it 'ITIIl" III Ill!' tll:11 \\(' did
:.It("1" il . .lust Illl\\', Wlll"ll you took
til(" \i,,J Ollt. 1'\'t'll if Ilu 1111" of th:lt
tillW ... I\\" it h:lfJfJI·Il."

""],hi~." s;lid I hr,dd, "i:- tile' dif·
lind!\' III' \I:,>illt!. 1,111.l.!,llag(' ;J, a IlW:lns

vr eX.11 t l'lllllltltllll(',ltioll, If YOli II;lU
Ill't !PJ.L:IIIII'/1 ;111 \'()Ul' l'a!culu.,-
J IO\\'f'\ 1"1", J I \1l:\Y Iw POSt llLllcd (n:
lJlI"IJlhning th:!t ('vI·I)·tlling J sav

i" a lit', IWl".lllsl' I S;l\' it ill En.·..di·dll
Iltat ;111 l"\ I lit ",/til'll donll'I illllll-

Lltt'l" vt1I1'11
{Jut Ulll",' he-

Ilad~ .
that thing

, , ' "
'1',111' I:'>.

"Hlit. /):lrrillg 111:11. llllll' tr.l\·l·!."
"'I r \'IHI lil". \'1"."

, ,

"You'll Ill' t]ll;\" Ltlllll\j<;,".. , "1':\IJn'l ....I'.

l'l'(f'l" Inoknl uf,wn :11 the ill,lrtl

lIWIl1 ill hi., ham\... "I'd lil,l' tl' kn'JI
Ilti,. if J 1l1~IY,"

'" 't.! 1)1" vcry h:lppy til Ir-! )1111. }1I11
, "'Oil l':lll I.

i\" he :-puke,
111'IIt!Y: IIw viola
IiI\!' .... IIIOkl·.

"'I'!len' von ",Cl'?". ,

"\\'11:11 snl t or rlt..:\"il's tri,'k is

I '1"
I 1.1t :

"It ,I1;II1'S

""'I', I !l:Hl

L )()K AT THAT," ",lei Ib",leI
::.i111Illy.

J""tn's cyd)l'O\\'s \'"L'IJl up sli.!.::lttly.
",,'It.lt is it, ::L IW\'" kind pf tl'k

vi..,il'IJ:'"
·':\t). 110. Louk here," TIll' viola

t!';llllClrc lay Ull the 1)t~rlt'h, pn-riscly
\\11'"'''' it kid blTll hd"I'C. llawld
Il',ldwd iIIIO t1w sphne ;lIld drnv
II nllt.

I't'ler sli\rlt'd. "Give llle t!l:l1 .. ,"
lit- louk it ill his hand~. rubbeJ till"
\11I1)llthlv finished wood. He slal'l'd
.11 his brolhl'I". "Hv God :IIlU :tll Ihl"

, '" ' I ' f' I ,.... IIlIIS, }c sale ... IIlll' tr;l\"c.

II:trold :-:nl,rtcd illllJ:llil'ntly, ";'\'1y
.1",11 PCler, 'LillI!"' i" :1 !lwdlling

k~~ word takell hy ihl·lf, ju:-:t as
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~ncc other events is not an event.
In other words-"

"That, since no one saw ),ou take
it: it doesn't matter whether you
look it or not. A rather dangerous
precept, Harold; you would have
been burned at the stake for that at
one time."

liVery likely. But it ("an lx- stated
in anotfH."r way, or indl.'l"d, in an
infinity of ways which (lnly seem to
be different. If sonWOIll\ let us s.'1.)'

God, wen.: to fCnlO\'l' the moon as I
am talking to you, uSing zno dura~

tion, and substitute an exact replica
made of concrete and plaster of
paris, with the same mass, albedo,
and so on as the genuine moon, it
would make no measurable differ
ence in the: universe as we perceive
it-and therefore we cannol cer
tainly say that it hasn't happened.
Nor, ] llIay add, docs it make any
clifTerenee whether it has or not."

"-'when there's no one about
on the quad',U said Peter.

"Yes. A basic, and, as a natural
consequence, a meaningless prob
lem of philosophy. Except," he
added, "in this one particular mani
festation. "

He starcd at the cloudy sphere.
HYou'lI excuse mc, won't you,
Peter? I've got to work on this."

"When will you publish) do you
suppose?"

"Immediately. That's to say, in
a week or two."

HDon't do it till you've talked it
over with me, will you? I have a
notion about it."

Harold looked at him sharply.
"Commercial ?"

"In a way."
"No," said Harold. "This is not

the sort of thing one patents, or
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keeps secret, Peter."
"Of coucsc. I'll sec rOll at din

ner, I hope?"
"1 think so. If 1 forget, knock

on the door, will )'ou?"
"Yes. Until then."
"Until then."

AT DINNE~, Peter asked only
two questIOns.

"Have you found any possibility
of changing the time your thing
n.:aches-from the sevl.:ntcenth cen
tury to the eighteenth, for example,
or from ~{onday to Tuesday?"

"Yes, as a matter of fact. Amaz·
ing. It's lucky that I had a rheostat
already in the circuit; I wouldn't
dare lurn th(' ("urn'nt ofT. Varying
the ampcrilge vilril's the time-set.
l've had it up to what I think was
\Vcdncsday of last week, at any rate
my. smock was lying over the ....'ork·
bench where I left it. I remember,
Wednesday afternoon. I pulled it
our. A curious sensation, Petcr-J
was wearing the same smock at the
time. And then the sphere went
opaque and of course the smock
vanished. That must have been my·
self. coming into the room ..."

"And the future?"
uYes. Another funny thing, I've

had it forward to various times in
the ncar future, and the machine
ilSClf is still there, but nothing's
been done to it . . . none of the
things I'm thinking 1 might do.
That might be beeause of the con
servation of events, again, but J
rather think not. Still farther for
ward there arc cloudy areas, blanks;
J can't sec anything that isn't in
C'xistencc now, apparently ... but
here, in the next few days, there's

\
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nothillg of that.
"It'::; as if I \\TIT Roing a\\'ay.

''''here do you SUppOSI,; 1'111 going?"

H AROLlYS ..\)31{ 1I PT depar
lure tou!.: pl.!! t' b"tween Il.id

night and [J,tl) !lirlg II" packed his
own g-rip. it \\lIldd "cnn. left un
attended, ;JIll! \\',1'" "'ITII 1111 lllOre. II
w~s ('xlr:lonJilJ:IIY, (If ("ourse, that
he should 11:IVt' b·fl .tt 311. but tlu'
details WtTl' ill Ill' \\,;1\' odd. I-brold
had al" ;l\'S ddl, ..,,j,·d \\,1,:11 he called
"tllf' tyr.llllLY (.f tlw "aieL" He was,
as c\,('rYOlll' kilt'\\', :1 Illost indcpen
d('1H lIlan.

On the follnwing day PeteI" nlade
sOlne triflillg c:>':l'l'rillll'llts with till"

time-splwn" Frulll the 16th cen
tury hl' pickn! lIJl a scent-bottlC' of
Venetian gbss; from the 18th, a
crucifix of C1rvcd rosewood; from
the 19th, \\'lwll the' paLlec had been
the residt'!1n' of all :\ustrian count
and his Italiall Illistrrss. a hand
illuminated copy of de Sadc's La
Nou;)c!lf' JII~tilll", \TI)' curiou~ly

bound in hUIlI:1n skin,
They all v;}lli ...hl'cJ, naturally,

within minutes or hours-all but
the Sl'CIII-IXJttlc. This gave Peter
maUer for rl'!!t't"lillll. Then; had
been half a UOZl"l1 Ilickns of cloudi
ness in till' sphn(' just futurn·\,an!
of the I>ottk; it ought In have van
ished, but it hadll't. But t1lt'Il, he
had found it on tilt' Ooor ncar a
wall with quite a large rat-hole
in it.

\"'hen objects disappcared unac
countahly, lw ~"kt"d billl'iclf, was it
because the\' had rolled into rat
holeS-OJ' bt'C:luSC SOUlt.' time fisher
had picked them up when they
were in a position to do so?
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He did not !luke any :1ttt'l11pt to
explore till' [Ull..lJ"l'. That afternoon
h" telephoned his l;l\-',ycrs in Naple~

and ga ....e t1IClll instnJ(·tions for a
nt'w \\--ill. His t:Sl3tc.:, including his
half of tlw jointly-owned [schia
J1ropC'rt~'. \\';}S In go to the It:.dian
Governml"nt Llil (\,'O COJldition~:

(I) lhat Haruh.l Castclbn: \vould
make a similar Ix:qucst of the n:
l1l:1illing half of tIl\' proplTty) and
(2) that the It:dian Governmcnt
would turn 1hl· palace into a l1a
tiollal mllseum to hOll~l' Pctt'r'~ col·
kl tion. u:;;ing dw incume [rom his,

cstall" for its ;.dlllini'aratinll and for
furthn ~ll'qlli~itioll~. His surviving
lclalives. two cousills in Scotblld.
he nit ofT with ::J shilling each,

He did nothill,~ lllon; until after
the document haellx.'l.:n brought out
lo him. signcd, and witnessed. Gnly
thl"n did h(· \,('Illurc to look into his
OWII f ut lire.

Events were eOl1SlTVed, Harold
had said-IlH:alling. Peter very well
understood. CH'nt:;; of the present
and future as well as of tlH:~ past.
But was then: only om: pattern in
",h ich tht· fulu re ('otdd be fixed?
Could a result exist before its ('ausc
bad occurred?

Tht: C3.stcllal't' 'llOHo was AudeT/
les fortu7lCl juvat-into which Pl'lCf,
at the age of fourtt't'Il, h'H.I inter
polated the word H prudclltl'squc":
"Fortune (avors the bold-and the
prudent."

Tomorrow: no change; the rOOm
he was looking at was so exactly
like this one tha t the time-sphere
sn"med to vanish. The next day: a
cloudy blur. And the next, and the
nt:xt .. . .

Opacity, straight through to wilat
Feler judged, by the distance he
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hnd IlIovt...d the rheostat handle, to
be. ten years ahead. Then, suddenly.
the rOO11l was a long marble hall
fillc-d wilh display cases.

(leter lIlilcd wryly. If you were
Harold, obviously you could not
look ahead and sec Peter working
in your I:lboratory. And if ),ou were
Peter, equally obviously, you could
nol look ahead and know whether
the 1'0010 you saw were an improvc
IIlcnt you yourself were going to
make, or part of a museum estab
lished after your death, eight or
nine years from now, or-

No. Eight years was little enough,
but he could not even be sure of
that. It would, after all, be seven
years before Harold could be de
clared legally dead ...

Peter turned the vernier knob
slowly forward. A flicker, another,
a long series. Forward faster. Now
the flickering mclted into a gray
ness; objects winked out of exist
cnce and were replaced by others in
the showcases; the marble dark
ened and lightened again, darkened
and lightened, darkened and re
mained dark. He was, Peter judged,
looking at the hall as it would be
some five hundred years in the fu
ture. There was a thick film of dust
on every exposed surface; rubbish
and the ('arcass of some small ani
1I1al had been swept carelessly into
a eorllcr.

The sphere clouded.
When it cleared, there was an

intricate trail of footprints in the
dust, and two of the showcases were
elllpty.

The footprints were splayed, tri
ful'c:l.lc, and thirty inches long.

Aftc::r a moment's deliberation
Pt'lrr wa.lked around the workbench
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and leaned down to look through
the sphere from the opposite direc
tion. Framed in the nearest of the
four tall windows was a scene of
picture-postcard banality: the sun
silvered Bay and the foreshortened
arc of the cit)', with Vesuvio faintly
fuming in the background. But
there was something wrong about
the colors) even grayed as they were
by distance.

Peter went and got his binoculars.
The trouble was, of course, that

Naples was green. ''''here the city
ought to have been a rankness had
sprouted. Between the clumps of
folingt.: he could catch occasional
glimpses of gray-white that might
equally well have been boulders or
the wreckage of buildings. There
was no movement. There was no
shipping in the harbor.

But somrthing rather odd was
crawling up the side of the volcano.
A rust-orange pipe, it appeared to
be, supported on hairline struts like
the legs of a centipede, and ending
without rhyme or reason just short
of the lOp.

While Peter watched, it turned
slowly blue.

O NE DAY farther forward:
now all the display cases had

been looted; the museum, it would
seem, was empty.

Given, that in five centuries the
world, or at any rate the depart.
ment of Campania, has been over
run by a race of Somethings, the
human population being kiltcd or
driven out in the process; and that
the conquerors take an interest in
the museum's contents, which they
have accordingly removed.
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Removed where, and why?
This question, Peter conceded,

might havc..: a thousand answc..:rs,
nine hundred and nindy-nine of
which would Ila:an that he..: had lost
his galllblr. The rnllailling answer
was: to the "'-lults. for safety.

With his own hands Peter built
a hood to ('onT th<..: apparatus on
the workhl'!1ch and the sphere
above it. It was unaccuslOlncd
labor; it lOok him the better part
of two days. Theil he called in
workmen to hreak a hole in the
slone flooring next to the interior
wall, rig :l hoist. and cut the power
cable that supplied the timc-sphr-rc
loose frolll its supports all the way
back to the..: fuSl'-box, leaving him a
single flexihle length of cable more
than a hundred fccllong. They un
bolted thl' workbench from the
floor, attached casters to its legs,
lowe::red it into the empty vault be
low, and \Vl'nt away.

Peter ullbskncd and removed
tIll.: hood. He looked into the
sphere.

Tn':J.surc.
Crates, l;uW' and small, racked

in rows into dillllWSS.
""ith pudgy fint;n-s that did not

trembk, In- advann'J the rheostat.
A cloudy f1irklT, 3nothlT, a kaping
blur of thcm as he lllo\Td till' VtT

nier faster-and tl1I"11 no mort', to
the limit of the timc-spherc's rallg:t".

Two hundred years, Peter guessed
-A. D. 2700 to 2900 Or thereabout
-in which no one would clltf'r Ihe
vault. Two hundrcd \'car:-. of "un
liquidated time."

He put the rheostat back to the
beginning of that uninterrupted
IX·rioci. He drew out a small crate
and prized it open.
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Chessmcn, ivory with gold inlay,
Florcntine, 14th n:ntury. Superb.

Another, from the:: opposite rack.
T'ang figurines, horses and men,

ten to fourteen inches high.
Priceless,

THE CRATES would not burn,
Tomaso told him. He went

down to the kitchen to scc, and it
was true. The pic('cs lay in thc roar
ing stovc untouched. He fished onc
out with a poker; even the feathery
splinters of the un planed wood had
not ignited.

It made a certain extraordinary
kind of sense. \'''hen the 1Il0men't
came for the ('rait·s to go back, any
physical scrambling that. had oc
cUITl'd in the meantime would have
no dTect; they would simply put
themselves together as they had
been bdore, like Thor's goats. Rut
burning was another Illatlcr; burn
ing. would have n,It'asc-d energy
whIch could not be n.:placnl.

That settled one paradox, at any
rate. There was another that
nagged at Peter's orderly lIIind. ]f
the things he took out of that vault,
seven hundred-odd years in the fu
turc, were to bcrome part of the
colle(,tion bequeathed by him to the
museum, prcs('!-vcd by it, and eVl'n
tually stored in the vault for him
to find-then precisely whnc had
tl1(')' comt' from in the (irst pla(T?

I t worried him. P(·tl_,!, had learned
in life, as his hrothn in physics, that
ont' n('\,er gus anything for nothing.

Moreover this riddle was only one
of his plTplex.ilics, and that not
alllong the greatest. For another
example, there was the obstinate
opa('ity of the timC"-sphcrc when·
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ever he attempted to examine the
immediate future. However often
he tried it the: result was ahvays the
same: a cloudy blank) all the way
forward to tht' suddnl unveiling of
the marble gallery_

It was reasonable to expect the
sphere to show nothing at times
when he himself was going to be
in the vault, hut this accounted for
only fivt.: or six hours out of every
twenty-four. Again, presumably, it
would show him no rhangcs to be
made by himself, since fOl'cknowl
edge would 1I1akt: it possible for him
to alter his aClions. But he labori
ously cleared one end of the vault,
put up a screcil to hide the rest with
the vow-which he kept-not to
alter the clcar space or move the
screen fol' a week-and tried again
with the same result.

The only n:mailling explanation
was that somctil1l~ during the next
tcn years, sonlt,thing was going to
happen which he ".'QuId prevent if
he could; and the clue to it was
there, buried in that frustrating un
broken blank ness.

As a corollary, it was going to be
something which he could prevent
if only he knew what it was ... or
even when it was supposed to
happen.

The event in question, in all
probability, was his own death.
Peter therefore hired nine men to
guard him, three to a shift-be
cause one man alone could not be
trusted, two might conspire against
him, whereas three, \"ith the very
minimum of effort, ('auld be kept
in a state of mutual suspicion. He
also unden...cnt a thorough mcdical
cX:.lmination, had new locks in
stalled on cVl'l'y door and window,
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and took every other precaution in·
gClluity could suggl'st. 'When he had
done all these things, the next tcn
yens WlTt' as blank as before.

Peter had more than half ex
pected it. He checked through his
list of safeguards once marc, found
it good, and thcrcaftlT let the mat
tCI' I'cst. He had done all he could;
either he would survive the crisis or
he would not. I n either case, events
were conserved; the time-sphere
could give him no forewarning.

Another man might have found
his pleasure blunted by guilt and
fcar" Peter's was whettcd to a,
kee:l1l'r edge. If he had been a re
cluse before, now he was an ere
mite; he grudged every hour that
was not given to his work, ~1ornings

he spent in the vault, unpacking
his acquisitions; afternoons and eve
nings] sorting, ("atnloguing, examin
ing, and-the word is not too strong
-gloating. \'\'hen three weeks had
passed in this way, the shelves were
bare as far as the power cable
would allow him to reach in every
direction, except [or cratcs whose
contents were undoubtedly too
large to pass through the sphere.
These, with heroie self-control,
Peter had left untouched.
• And still he had looted only a

hundredth part of that incredible
treasure-house, With grappling
hooks he could have extended his
reach by perhaps three or four
yards, but at the risk of damaging
his prizes; and in any case this
would have been no solution but
only a postponement 01 the prob.
lem. There was nothing for it but
to go through the sphere himself,
and unpack the (Talt'S whilc on the

I " -d" l-0t lCI' 51 COlt.
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PETER THOUGHT aboul it in
a fUly of concentration for the

rest of the day. So far as he was
concerned there \~as no question
that the gain would be worth any
calculated risk; the problnn ,\'as
how to measure the risk and if pos
sible reduce it.

Item: he fdt a definite Ulwasi
ness at the thought of vcnturillg
through that insuhsl:1l1tial buhble.
Intuition was suppOIlnl. if not by
logic, at il'ast by a S('ll~l' of IIw
dramatically appropriate, No\\', if
evcr would Iw the lillle for his,
CriSIS.

Itelll: l'ommon sense diclnot con
cur. ''l'he unc4ISincs.~ had (WO S)'II1

bois. One \\'as the white face of
his brother Harold just before the
water closed over it; the other was
a phantasm born of those gigantic,
splayed footprints in the dust of the
gallery. In spile of himself, Peter
had often found himself trying to
imagine what the creatures that
made them must look likc, until his
visualization was so dear that he
could almost swear he had seen
them.

Towering monsters they were,
with nested ophidian heads and
great unwinking eyes; and they
moved in a strutting glide, nodding
their heads, like fantastic barnyard
fowl ...

But, taking these premonitory
images in turn; first, it was impos
siblr that he should ever be scri·
ously inconvenienced by Harold's
death. ThrTc were no witnesses; he
was sure; he had ~truck the blow
with a stone; stones also were the
weigl"s that had dragged the body
down, anu the rope was an odd
length Peter had piekt-d up on the
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shore. Second, the three-toed Some·
things might be as fearful as all the
world's bogies put together j it made
no differencc, he could never mett
them.

Nevertheless, the uneasiness per
sisted; Peter was not satisfied; he
wanted a lifeline. When he found
it, he wondered that he had not
thought of it before.

He would set the time.spherc for
a period just before one of the in
tr'lvals of blankness. That would
lake "arc of accidents, sudden ill·
JWSSCS, and other unforeseeable can
t i IIgcncicl-i. It would also insure him
against 011(" velY real and not at all
irrational dread: the fear that the
mechanislII whi('h generated the
time-sphere might fail while he was
on the other side:. For the conserva
tion of ...'vents was not a condition
created by the sphere but one which
limited its operation. No matter
what happened, it was impossible
for him to occupy the same placc
time as any future or past observer;
therefore, when the monster C'ntcfl'd
that vault. Peter would not be there
any morc.

There was, of cou~c, the scent
bottle to remcmber, Every rule has
its exception; but in this case, Peter
thought, the example did not apply.
A scent-bottIc could 1'011 into a rat
hole; a man could not.

He turned the rheostat earefullv-back to the last flicker of grayness;
past that to the next, still more can'·
fully. The interval between the
two, he judged, was something
under an hour: excellent.

His pulse seemed a trifle rapid,
but his brain was clear and cool.
Hc thrust his hC'ad into the sphere
and sniffed cautiously. The air was
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stalt.: and had a faint: unpleasant
odor, but it \"as ba·athablt'.

Using a crall" as a stt'pplng-stool,
he climbed to the top of the work
bench. He arranged ;loothn close
to the spht'n' to 1ll:1!,(' a pbtfol111
level ,with its equator. And seven
and a half n:nturics ill the future,
a third crate stood 011 the floor di
rectly undn the spllcH',

Peter stepped illta the sphere,
dropped, and bnckd t'asily, legs
bending to l;lkt' the ShOl'k. "Vhen
he straightened. Ill' was standing in
what to all ;:tppear.uwcs was a large
circular hok in tht.' workbl'nch; his
chin was jusl above the top of
the sphere.

He lowered himself, half-squat
ting, until IIf' had drawn his head
through and stl'PIJl"U down from
the crate.

He was in thr' future vault. The
sphcrc was a brig-htly IUlllinous
thing that hun~ unsupported in the
air behind hilll, its midpoint just
highu than his h.-ad. The shadows
it. cast spread black ~lI1d wedge
shaped in every direction, melting
into obscurity.

Pder's heart was pOllndin~ mis
erably. He Iwd all illusory stifling
sensation, coupkd with the idiotic
notion that he ought 10 he wcaring
a div~r's hehllt'l. Thl' silclln.:. was
like the pause hdon' a shollt.

But down the aislt·s marched the
uaH'd trcasuJ't'S in Iheir hundn·ds.

Peter set In work. I t was diffi
cult, exacting labor, opening- the
cratl's where they lay, removing the
contents and nailing thc n;:ttcs up
again. all without disturhing the
positions of the crallS themselves,
but it was the price hf' had to pay
for his lifeline. Earh crate was in
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a sense a microcosm. like the vault
itscIf--a capsuh: of unliquidated
time. nUL tltl' vault's term would
end some fi.fty minutes from now,
when crested he-ads nodded down
these aisles; those of the natl'S' in
Inial'S, fOJ" all that Pncr knew to
the (·onlral)'. wcnt 011 forever.

TIlt' first nate contained lace
work porcelain; the second, sha
kudo s\\'ord-hilts; tlte third, an
exquisite 4th-t'l'l1tury Greek orna
ment ill I'cpousse bronze, the equal
in l'Vt.TY way of thl: Siris bronzes.. .

Peler found it almost physically
difficult to set the thing down, but
he did so; standing on his platform
crate in the future with his hrad
projecting above the sphere in the
presellt-Iike (again the absurd
thought!) a diver rising from the
on'an-he laid it cardully beside
the others on the workbench.

Then down again, into the fragile
silence and thl.: gloom. Tile next
nates werc too large. and those just
bcyond were doubtful. Peter fol
lowed his shadow down the aisle.
He had almost thirty minutes left:
enough for onl' more cratc-, dlOsen
with ('are, and an ample rnargin.

Glancing to his right at the end
of the row, he saw a door.

I t was a heavy door, rivet
studded, with a singh- iron stt:p be
low it. There had been no door
thl:rc in Peter's timl" the whole,
phn of tl1(.' bllilding must have been
altered. Of course!, he n~alizcd

suddcnl)'. If it had 110t, if so much
as a single tile or lintel had rc
lIIainl'd of tlie palacc as he kllew ill
thcn the sphere could never have
let him sec or enter lhis particular
hCl'c-and.now, this-what would
Harold havc called it-this nexus
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in space-time.
• •For if you saw any now-exlstmg

thing as it was going to appear in
the future, you ("ould alter it in the
prcsent-carvc your initials in it,
break it apart, chop it down
which was maniCcstly impossible,
and therefore ...

And therefore the first ten years
were necessarily blank when he
looked into the sphere, not bccaus('
anything unpleasant was going to
happen to him, but because in that
time the last traces of the old palace
had not yet been eradicated.

There was no crisis.
Wait a moment, though! Harold

had been able to look into the ncar
future ... But-of course-Harold
had been about to die.

In the dimness between Peter and
the door he saw a rack of crales
that looked promising. The way
was uneven; onc of the untidy
accumulations of refuse that scrnll'd
to be characteristic of the Somc
things lay in windrows across the
floor. Peter stepped forward carc
fully-but not carefully enough.

H AROLD CASTELLARE had
had another accident-and

again, if you choose to look at it in
that way, a lucky one. The blow
stunned him; the old rope slipped
from the stones; flaccid, he floated
where a struggling man Tnight have
drowned. A fishing boat nearly ran
him down and picked him up in
stead, sun'cring from a concussion,
shock, exposure, ::md asphyxiation
and morc than three-quarters dead
... But he was still alive ,,\,hen he
was delivered, an hour later, to a
hospital in Naples.

•
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There were of course no identi·
fying papers, labels or monograms
in his clothing-Peter had seen to
that-and for the first week after
his rescue Harold was quite genu~

indy unable to give any account of
himself. During the second week he
'\las mending but uncommunica
tive, and at the end of the third,
finding that there was some diffi
culty about gaining his release in
spite of his physical recovery, he
affected to rCfover his memory,
gave a circumstantial but entirely
l-ictitious identification and was
discharged.

To understand this as we-II as all
his subsequent actions, it is only
necessary to remember that Harold
was a Castellarc. In Naples. not
wishing to give Peter any unneces
sary anxiety, he did not approach
his bank for funds but cashed a
check with an incurious acquaint·
"neC', and predated it by fouf weeks.
With part of the mane)' so acquired
he paid his hospital bill and 1'<'

warded his rescucrs. Anothcr part
went for new clothing and for four
days' residence in an inconspicuous
hotel, while he grew used to walk·
ing and dressing himself again. The
rest, on his last day. h{' spent in the
pUlThasc of a discret'tly small rc
volvrr and a box of cartridges.

He took the last boat to "Ischia,
and arrived at his own front door
a fe'w minutes hefore' ekvcl1. It was
a ('001 even ing, and a most chccr
ful fire was burning in the central
hall.

"Signor Peter is well, I suppose,"
said Harold, removing his coat.

"Yes, Signor Harold. He is very
well, very busy with his collection!'

"Where is he? I should like to
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k h· "spca' to 1111.

"He is in the vaults, Signor Har
old. But-"

IIYes?"
"Signor Peln sees no Olle when

he is in tht.: vaults. He has giv(,n
strict orders thai no OllC is to bother
him, Signor Harold, when he is in
the vaults."

"Oh, wdl," said Harold. "I darc
say 1)(:'11 St:C me."

I T WAS A TI-IING something
like a bear trap, apparently,

except that instead of two semi
rircular jaws it had four segments
that snapped together in the mid
dle, each with a shallow, sharp
tooth. The pain was quite UtlL'll

durable.
Each segml'nt moved at the Clld

of a thin ann, cunningly hinged so
that the ,ghastly thing \....oulc.1 close
over whichevlT of the four triggers
you stcppl'd on. Earh ann had a
spring' too pO\\!l'rful for Peter's
muscles. The whole alTair was con
nected by a chain to a staple solidly
embedded in thL" concrete £iDOl" it,
left PCtl'r f rcc to IllO\"(' in am' din.:c·
tion a martlT of sOllle tt-II indies.
Short of gnawing ofr his own Iq..\".
he thought sickly, there wa~ Vt'I)'

little he could do about it.
The riddlt: was, what could the

thing possibly be doing hLTc? ThLTC
were rats in the vaults, flO doubt,
now as in his 0\'1.'11 time, but surely
nothing' large!". 'Vas it conccivable
that even thl· three-toed Somethings
would set an engine likL: th is to
catch a rat?

Lost inventiolls, Peter thought
irrelevantly, had a way of being
rediscovered. Even if he suppressed
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till' tilllc-sphere durillg his lifetime
and it did 110t happen to survive
him, still thLTC IHight be othlT tilllc
fi~hcrs in the ITll10te futu re-not
hen', pCThaps, but in OtillT trl'asure
houses of the world. And lhat
llIigltt an.:ount for tile cxistcllc(' of
this 1I1ctal-jawed horror. [ndccd, it
lIlight account for the vault itself
a betln 1ll:lI1-trap---l'X('l'pt that it
\....as ;dl nonsensl", the trap could only
be full ulltil the lr~pplT came
to look at it. Events, allJ tltc lives
of prudl:l1t tilllc.travdcrs, were
consel'v('d.

And he had been ill the vault for
almost forty minutes. T\\'enty min
utes to go, twenty-five, thirty at the
lIlost, then the SOIlll:things \\'ould
l"Jltn and their entrancc- would free
hill!. He had his liklinC'; lhe knowl
edgt' was the only thing th.:1l made
it possible to live with lhl' pain lhat
was the cellter of his univnsc just
now. It was like going to thl' den
tist, in the bad old days before
pro('aine; it was very bad, some·
til1lt's. but you knew that it
would end.

He roekeu his heau toward the
door, holding his breath. A distant
thud_ Llllot!l("r, thcn a curiollsly un
pleasallt squeaking, then sik·ncc.

Hut Ill' h:HI hC:lrd them. He knew
th!"y wnc there_ It couldn't be
much longl"r now,

T HREE MEN, two stocky, one
lean, were playing cards in the

passagcway in front of the closed
door that led to the vault staircase.
They gOt up slowly.

"\Vha is he?" demanded the
shortest one.

Tomaso clattered at him in fur-
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ious Sicilian; the man's face dark·
ened, but he looked at Harold with
respect.

"I am now," stat£d Harold, "go.
ing down to see my brother."

"No, signoT," said the shortest
one positively.

"You arc impertinent," Harold
told him.

"Yes, signor."
Harold frowned. "You will not

let rtll' pass?"
"No, signor."
"'T'hcn go and tell my brother I

am here."
The shortest one said apologeti

cally but fi.mly that there were
strict orders against this also; it
would have astonished Harold vcry
much if he had said anything else.

u,,\, ell, at 11'3st ] suppose you can
tell me how long it will be before
he comes ou I ?"

UNot long, signor. One hour, no
morc. "

"Oh, very ""Til, then," said Har
old pt,tlishly, turning half away. He

d ..O I . " h 'dpause. nc t ling morC'. (' Sat I

laking the gun out of his pocket as
he turned, "put your hands up and
stand against the wall tlaere, will
you ?"

The first two l'omplicd sl9w1y.
The third, the lean one, fired
through his coat pocket, just like
the. gangsl.crs in thc American
tnOVlcs.

It was not a sharp sensation at
all, Harold was surprised to find;
i~ was morc as if someone had hit
him in the side with a nicket bat.
The rarkct scemcd to bounce inter
minably from the walls. He fclt
the gun jolt in his hand as he fired
back, but couldn't tell if he had hit
anybod)'. Ever)'thing seemed to be
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happening very slow1)', and yet it
was astonishingly hard to keep his
balance. As he swung around he
saw the two stock\" ones with their

•
hands half inside their jackets, and
the lean one with his mouth open,
and Tomaso with bulging eycs.
Then the \vall came at him and he
began to swim along it, paying par
ticular atlention to thc problem of
not dropping one's gun.

As he weathered the first turn in
the pass:lgeway the r'oar broke out
afresh. A fountain of plaster stung
his eyes; then he was running clum
sily, and thne was a bedlam of
shoutillg behind him.

Without thinking about it he
sc-cmcd to have scJectcd the labor'3·
tory as his destination, it was an
instincti\'{' choiel', without ll1uch to
recomml'nd it lo!{indly, and in any
case, he realized halfway alTOSS the

•
central hall, he was not going to
get there.

He tUl'ned and squinted at the
passageway entrance; saw a blur
move and fired at it. It disap
peared. He turned again awkward
ly and had taken two steps I}ra..cl'
an annrhair which oO'I'red the
nearest shelter when sOl1lething
c!ubbt'd him between the shnuldcr
bla.drs. One stcp morc, knees
buckling, and the wall struck him
a second, softer blow. He toppled,
clutching at the tapestry that hung
near the fireplace.

W HEN THE three guards,
whose names were Enrico,

Alberto and Luea, emerged cau
tiously from the passage and ap.
rlfoachcd Harold's body it was al
ready flaming like a viking's in its
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improJlIJJtll shroud; the.: dim horses
and mL'n and fakons of til«" (;llx'S
try were writhing and crisping into
brilliance. A IIIOlllcnt laler :\Il un
certain ring of fin~ \,"i1vercd lo,...'ard
them 3t:'ross the carpet.

Although the snvants came with
fire cxtinguisllcl"S and with buckets
of \ValCT from the kitchell, and al
though the fire department was
called, it was all quite useless. In
f.vc minutes the whole roorll was
ablaze, in 1<:11, as windo\'\'s bllrst and
walls buckled, the fire engulfed the
second stOIY. In twellty a mass of
flatlling timbers dropped into the
vault through the hole PC1<.T had
made in the floor of the laboratory,
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lItlLTly tkSlrnyillg the tilllc-splwl"t·
:J.l'pal'atu'i ,lilt! n:.lt:hillg shortly
t!IercafLlT, ;lS the .mlhorilics ("(lll
(t.:rrKd Wl'n' bin til ;lgrn', ~t11 in
tensitv of he3t nHirclv suffif'inll to. .
consume a human body \\'ithout
lea\"ing :wy identifiable tr~lrl:, For
that rcason alont:. thnc was no
trace of Peter's body tu IK' found,

THE SOuNDS I"d just bqplII
again when Petn sa,,\, thl' lig"ht

froIll tilt' lirll\.:-sphlTl· turn ruddy
and then wink oul likl: a SHUrrcd
candle,

In the darkness,
door open.

IF you know ...
LISTED BELD\\', ill jumhled fashion, an: lIll' names of 10 sl'il'l1lifi~'

instruInnlts. with a hrid dcsuijJtioll of cacho Can you m:ttl:1I up at kasl
six of thnll eorn:..::tly for a passing score? Scn:n to nillc is good; 10 t.:X
cellcnt. The answers arc on page 113,

1.

2.

3.
4.

5.
6.

7.

8.

9.

10.

ONDOMETER

OLFACTOM ETER

PERl/vlETER
PYROMETER

PHOTOHELJOGRAPH
CRYOMETER

CYCLOl\IETER

PHOTOMETER

PYRHELJOMETER

PENETROMETER

(a)

(b)

(e)
(d)

(e)
(f)

(g)

(h)

(i)

(j)

any II1strumt:nt for measuring tht·
intensity of light.
one for meaSUrIng a lower tem
perature than the urdill:lJ)' IIICf
CUI),-tht-r11101IH:ter will indicate:.
it measures str(~Jlgth of X-ray~,

an instrument for rcgi<;ILTing the
form of clcnric waves,
for I1Ica~uring solar radiation.
one for testing thl' St'Opc of thl:
field of vision.
is used to JlIC3S11n' the kccnm.:ss of
the SC:1SC of Sl1wll.
a telescopic photo~faphi(' Jll~tru

mellt for taking pietlln's (If tilt... SUIl
(as during all eclipse).
an lI1strumcnt for rn'ordillg' tlw
rotations of n \\'hed.
measures high degrees (If heat.
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The Road to Space

SPACE TRAVEL is just around
the corner; there arc I'nany prob

lems to be solved yet, but clues to
their solutions arc becoming abund
ant. When manned rockets burst
out of Earth's atmosphere, and
whcn they land on the moon and
the planets, they will probably carry
special equipment the design of
which has been influenced by the
conquerors of Mount Everest, Sir
Edmund Hillary and his Sherpa
tribesman guide, Tcnzing Bhutia.

Special oxygen equipment will be
a must, for instance, and the
Everest expedition calTied the light
est and most efficient breathing ap
paratus evcr designed. Even so, Col.
Sir John Hunt, the expedition's
leader, said it had to be even better
for future trips, and improvements
arc undoubtedly on the way.

Vacuum packs compressed the
expedition's food rations into solid
wedges, which reverted to their nor
Illal form (including cereals, cheese,
tca, coffee, lemonade, sugar swcrts
and pemmican) when seals on thc
pa('ks were broken. Thus, for the
first timc, a properly balanced diet
was carried to really high altitudes.

Tents were of a new mat(Tial, a

SCIENCE BRIEFS

specially woven light-weight mix
ture of colton and nylon. Boots for
the final assault had to be very
light and easy to put on in the
)'areified atmosphere, but also very
warm and strong. Those used had
a glace kid outer surface, an inner
insulation of fiber surounclecl by a
lining of waterproof fabric, inner
soles of leather with lightwcight
rubberized fabric backing. an inner
sock of plastic fiber, and an outer
sole of rubber reinforced with syn
thetic resin aerated for lightness.
Walkie talkil' sets weighing only five
pounds wert· carried.

The ('quipmcnt used by space
travelers may bear no exact re
semblance to that described here,
hut the lcdllliques that will he used
in making that equipment arc b('
ing discovered and used right now!

The Weatherman Says

A NEW PLUG for rhe space
platform idea has come from

Dr. Harry Wc.xler, r.hie[ of the Sci
entific Services Division of the
United States '''{'ather Bureau.

Dr, "Vexler points out that the
sun is of ('ourse responsible for our
weather, but that "there arc many
things in our atlllosphere that inter·
fere with solar radiation." He listcd
particularly dust and the amount of
('arbon dioxid(', but excluded atom
bombs, which "dissipate too
quickly,"

What we need, Dr, 'Vexler con
tinues, is "instruments close enough
to the sun to measure the variations
of solar radiation." Comparing
these with ground measuft'mcnts,
we could learn the precise effect of
the atlllosphe-nc resistance-after

•
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which we could pro("C'cd to change
the compositioll of tht' atlllosphere
jn order to change the wc~thcr} if
we wished.

And the obvious cOIH... lusion, the
way to grt the Ill'Cl"ssary instru
ments ahove Ilw :lIIIlOSpJuTt.') is to
get that mu(,h-disctI:-.s('(1 SjXHT" pbt
form into operatiolL ~ Dr. \Vl.'skr is
("onvin"cd that " ...·11 do 50 Olle of
these davs.,

Dr. ''''exln' ;llstl points !lut th:1t
the Eanh has bn'Ollll' hoUtT. Thi"
is supporh.~d by tht' work of physicist
Gilbert N. Plass (If The .Johns Ilop
kins Univcr:-.ity, ',",10 has rn'aku
bled tht' 0IXl("it~· of ca.-!JOIl dio:-.:id(·
to long-wave Iu-:lt radiation and
fount! il to tx' llllU'h gn"alcr than
fUnlltTly I.wlit'\wd. \Vith so llluch

industrial activitv adding carbon, -,
dioxide to the air, thl' r('sult is a
grecnhouse efll'ct in whi"h short
wave heat arl'ivt:s [Will tilt' sun but
longer heat W:1 \T:- arc preventcd
frolll escaping the Earth,

Plass figUl'l'S that tht: amount of
carbon dio:xidt' in the atmosphere
will be doubled by the year 2080,
and that this will raisl" thc Earth's
temperature by about four per cent.
This \'vill also !t:ssell the Il'lIlpna
lUI"(' difrcrcntial betweell the tops
and bottoms of clouds. \\'('akellin~

the convection CUfTt'nLo.; rrspollsihle
for rainfall. ]f this h;lppells, the
wcather will definitely be clearer
and drier.

Tragedy Unearthed

I T'S A PARADOX that the ten"i
ble tragedy of the sudden burial

of the Roman dt)' of POltlpl'ii in
79 A.D, should bccnllH: an advan.
tage to modern archaeologists-but
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it has. TIll" very luture of the ca
tastropht' has !llack it invaluable
in the :lr{'\lIllubtion or historic:d
n.:lic~ frolll Ihis spot. \\'hen the UIl
fortun~tc city with it.~ 2\000 citi
Zt:llS was abruptly {'ngulfcd under
volcanic ash, resulting frolll the
trcrnclldous eruption of :Mt. Vesu
vius, illqJOrtanl works of art and
scicIlce, as wdl as articles of ('VlTy

day lift', wen.: preserved for future
Ilistorialls.

TIll'Sl" did not suffer the inroads
of :slnw dC'ilrUnioll by the clemcnts,
as nonllall\' occur,~, The volcanic
ash mixed with the Llin as it fell
and hardcnnl to fnrnl perfect tOasts,
IJrl'SlTvillg vit"lilllS' features illlllW

diatdy aftl'!" llt·atll. Even minute
facial fl'atlll"es of the POII!J)('iiaJls
'","CIT k('pt intact. By pouring pias
ter into thl' cavity formt'd in the
vokallic a~h where a vil'tilll was
buril'd, a lifl,like duplication of tht'
person's appearance ncarly 2,(llHl
)TarS ago is possible,

E:xc:\vatiollS Wl'l'l' first slartt,d nn
tbis spot ill 17·t8.. and diggill~ has
been continued orr ~:.lIld 011 wilh
many interruptions. Since tbat
time, over 60 p1'l' ccnt of the ovcr
lay of :l!'ih fmlll the volcano's erup
tion has beell removed.

Watch the Fishie!

THE FIRST equipment ever
de!"iollcd <..:speciallv for IJIIOIO.

~ ,

graphing underwater life at l1i,~ht

has bi'(,11 put into (lj>cfation 00' tht'
florida Keys by the National Cl·O
graphic Soriety, Calkd the aqua·
s<.:opc, this new diving chamber con
sists of a nat tank seven fl'(~t long
by fIve fect wide and' iY:.I indll's
high, Thert' is room inside fnr t\\lO
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men with color cameras, high vol·
tage power equipment and bright
lights.

Constructed of .armorplatc steel,
the aquaseope looks like somethinp;
out of science fiction. It narrows Jt
onr (Ond like a lobster's tail, and
thrrc arc two side windows that lOX

tend outwards like metallic claws
containing floodlights. A long stain
kss steel "feeler" extending above:
tile photog-raphcd area carries a
third set of lights.

The device is dcsign(:d to pho
tograph underwater night life at
depths of 50 to 100 fret. Using it,
the photographers lie prone all air
mattresses in perfect comfort. Bright
but brief flashes of light apparently
do not disturb the fish, and no tcll
talc air bubbles cmerge from the
aquascopc since outgoing air is re
turned to the surface by hose. Even
a fish has no privacy these days!

Triple Threat Genes

A NEW THEORY about genes
that may help explain the

cause of several diseases, inc1ud·
ing cancer, has been advanced by
Dr. David M. Bonner, research as..
sociate ill microbiology at Yale Uni
versity. The main difference from
fom1cr ideas on the subject is that
Dr. Bonner believe gcnes-the tiny
particles in the body that govern
individual characteristics - may
have three functional parts instead
oi only one.

The single-function hypothesis
hcld that the gene controlled a spe
cific type of reaction within the cell.

ow Dr. Bonner has demonstrated
that each gene also controls the
time and rate of speed of such rc-
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actions. If anyone of these three
functions is upset, a serious change
results in thc body's biochemical
reactions.

It's interesting to note that it was
Dr. Bonner himself, in company with
otllt.:r scientists, who established the
('arlin theory eight years ago. Sci..
r.:nce keeps advancing largely bc~

cause scientists are willing and able
to re-examine their own ideas!

Measuring by Sound

I N THE PAST, mechanical de
vices for measuring the flow of

Jluids often altered that flow by
their own presence. This disadvan
tage has been overcome in a new
instrument developed by the Na
tional fiureau of Standards. It docs
the job by sound waves. A trans~

mittel' scnd'\ an impulse to a rc·
receiver a short distance along the
line of Aow, and the speed of the
current is found oy its effect on the
speed of the sound. Thus the rate
of Aow of liquids in tubes, speeds of
boats in the watr!", and even minute
air currents can be measured casily
and accurately.

3-D For Good Eyesight?

PRODUCERS of three-dimen
sional movies haven't gotten

around to ballyhooing this in their
advertising, but some e}\.'PCrts claim
that the widespread appearancc of
such films ma)' raise the level of
eyesight of the entire world.

According to the calculations of
R. A. Sherman, a Bausch & Lomb
Optical Co. visual specialist, be
tween 12 and 15 per cent of the
public now have eye problems of
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Shure alld begorra, it was a great ria)' for tht' Earth! The
first ellvoy Irom allotht'r wor/rl was about 10 speak
thai is, il he could lorget that hone lor a millute ...

off course
By Mack Reynolds

Illustrated by Kelly Freas

FIRST ON the scene were Larry plane and slipped and skidded des
Dermott and Tim Casey of the peratciy across the field to within

Slale Highway Patrol. They as- thirty feet of the strange craft, only
sumcd they were witnessing the to discover that the landing had
crash of a new type of Air Force been made without accident.
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Patrolman Derlllolt shook his
I d "'1'" . , I klea. wrrcgdlill q\HTflT (10'-
ing t.'vcry year. Gel;) IO:ld of it 
no wl1t:c!s, flO propdlcr. no cockpit."

They left the car and lIlade their
way toward tilt' strange egg-shaped
vessel.

Tim Casey loosened his .:18 in its
holster and said. "Sure and I'm
beginning to wondrr if it's one of
ours. No insi.g-nia ancl-"

A eir(,lIla" dool' slid open at that
point and Damcri Tass stepped out,
yawning. He spotted them, smiled
and said, "Clork."

The)' g~pL'd ;:1{ him.
"Clork is riO'ht" Dermott swal-" ,

lowl'd.
Tim Casey closed his mouth with

an t'ITort. "Do you lIIind the color
of his fan'?" he blurted.

"How could I help it?"
Oamcri Tass rubbed a blut"-nailed

pink hand down his purplish coun
tenance and yawned again. "Carr.!

• <

manigan horp sor.::uiulTI," he said,
Patrolman Dennott and Patrol

nlan Casey shot stares at ('ad1 other.
toTis double talk he's aft<:r givin'
us," Casey said.

D:ltllCI,j Tass frowned, HHa_

r~ma?" hI..' askt:d.
LaITy DtTllJott pushed his rap to

thl: back of his he·ad. llThat doesn't
sound like any Ianguagl; I've cvcn
Juaul abOUL"

Damrri Tass grimarcd, turned
and reenhTcd his sp:u,:t'craft to
emerge in half a minute with his
hands full of contraption. He held
a box-likt" arrangement under his
left arm; in his Tight hand WCTt' t\\'O
metal raps connected to the box
by wires,

While the patrolmen watched
him. he set the box on till' ground,
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twirlc'd {\,'O di:ds a,lld put 011(' nf til('
Clp'" 011 hi~ 1lt',ld. lie {,~T('n'd tilt'
odlt'r to LarT" IJITlllot: his desire

•
was obvious.

Trained to g-r3.-sp a siw::ttioll :1I1U
inHlwdiatdy respond in IlIannlT best
suitl'd to protect the" wl:lian' of the
peopk of Nn.v York Statl:', Dermott
cleared his throat and said; "Tim,
take over wh ik [ repart,"

"Hey!" Casey protcstt'd, but his
fellow million had left.

"Mand3ia," Dall1cri Tass told
Casey, holding out the metal cap,

"Faith, tin' do r look balmy?"
Cast~y told hilll. "I wouldn't be
puttin' that din~us on my head for
al! the colleens in Ireland."

"Mandaia," the slranger said
impaticlllly,

"Bejasus," CasC'y snortrd, "yt'
can't-"

Drnnott c:dkd from the car.
"Tim, the captain says to humor
this guy, \'V(,'l'l' to kcep him herc
until the officials an-ivl'."

Tim Cas(~y dosed his eyes and
groaned. ';Humor him, he's aftt'!'
sayin'. Ord('r~ it is." He shouted
hark, "Sun' all' did )'C' tell 'COl h("'s
in technicolor? Begon'a, he looks
like a man from Mars."

"That's what liwy think," Larry
yelled, '\ll1d the ,e;-ovcrnor is on his
way. \Vc.:'re to do l'vcrything pos
sible short (If vioknee la keep this
character l1l're, HUllIor him, Tim'"

"M I' "D . 1"an(ata. allle"1 ass
snapped, pushing til(' ('ap into
Casey's rl'luetaTlt hands.

~:Iutteri ng his protc..'sts, Casey
lifted it gingerly and pla('('d it on
his head. Not feeling an\" imm{'di-. .
ate l'A'e('t, he said, "Th{'f(', 'tis sat
isfied yl' arc now~ I'm supposin'."

The alien stooped down and
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llidkd a switch on the little box.
II humllled gently. Tim Casey sur·
dcnly shrieked and sat down on the
stubble and grass of the field. "Be
garra," he yelped; "I've been mur·
thcrcd!" He tore the cap from
his head.

His companion came running,
"What's the matter, Tim?" he
shouted.

Damcri Tass removed the metal
cap from his own head. "Sure, an'
nothin' is after bcin' the matter
with him," he said. "Evidently the
bhoy has niver been a·wearin' of
a kerit helmet afore. 'Twill hurt
him not at all."

Yau CAN talk!" Dermott
blurted, skidding to a stop.

Damcri Tass shrugged. "Faith an'
why not? As I was after sayin', I
shared the kerit helmet with Tim
Casey.1J

Patrolman Dermott glared at him
unbelievingly. "You learned the
language just by sticking that Rube
Goldberg deal on Tim's head?"

"Sure, an' why not?1I
Dermott muttered, uAnd with it

he has to pick up the corniest
hrogue west of Dublin."

Tim Casey got to his feet indig
11J.l1tly. "I'm after resent in' that,
Larry Dermott. Sure, an' the way
we talk in Ireland is_t1

Oamcri Tass interrupted, point
ing to a bedraggled horse that had
made its way to within fifty feet of
Ihe v('sscl. "Now what could that
IX" after Ixin'?"

Till." patrolmen followed his stare.
"Ill~ n horse, ''''hal else?"

.1 A hor~c?"

L:lrry Dennott looked again, just
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to make sure. uYeah-not much of
a horse, but a horse,"

Dameri Tass sighed ecstatically.
"And jist what is a horse, if 1 may
b~ so bold as to be askin'?"

"It's an animal ),ou ride on."
The alien tore his gaze from the

animal to look his disbelief at the
other. IlAre rou after meanin' that
you climb upon the crature's back
and ride him? Faith now, quit your
blarney."

He looked at the horse alf<'in,
then down at his equipment. "Be
gatTa," he muttered, "J'1I share the
kcrit helmet with the crature."

"Hey, hold it," Demlol said anx
iously. He was beginning to feel
like a character in a shaggy dog
story,

Interest in the horse was ended
with the sudden arrival of a heli-,
copter. It swooped down on the
field and settled within twenty feet
of the alien craft. Almost before it
had touclwd, the door was flung
open and the flying windmill dis
gorged two bestarred and efficient
looking Army officers,

Casey and Dermott snapped them
a salute.

The senior general didn't take
his eyes from the alien and the
spacecraft as he spoke, and they
bugged quite as effectively as had
those of the patrolmen when they'd
first arrived on the scene.

IlI'm Major General Browning,"
he rapped. "I want a police cordon
thrown up around this, er, vessel.
No newsmen, no sightseers, nolxxly
without my pcnnission. As soon as
Army personnel arrivcs, we'll take
over completely."

"Yrs, sir," Larry Dermott said. "I
just got a report on the radio that
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the: govl'rnor is on his way, sir. How
about him?1I

The gcnnal IOUlltTCd ~ollu.;lhing

under his brC'ath. Tht:n, "\Vhcn the
governor arrivC's, let me know;
othcn....isc, nobody gl'ls through!"

Damcri Tass said, "Faith, and
what goes on?"

The general's eyes b\l~gc:d still
further- "He talks!" he 3lTuscd.

"Yes, sir," Dermott said. "He
had some kind of a machine. He
put it over Tim's head and seconds
later h" could talk."

"Nonsense!" the general snapped.
Further discussion was inter

rupted by the screaming arrival of
5cH'cal motorcycle patl"olmc.:n fol
lowed by three heavily bc!l..'n patrol
cars. Overhead, pursuit pla11l's
zoomed in and began darting about
nervously :tbovc the ficld.

"Surc, ami it's quite a rCCI'ption
I'IIl after gcttin' ," Da Illcri 'l'a"ls said.
He yav.:nl'd. "Bur what ['Ill wantin'
is a chance to get some skcp. Faith,
an' I've bccn a\\:akc for almost a
deca!."

OA~'lERI TASS \1'3' hurried, via
helicopt<.·r. to 'Vashingtoll. There.;

he disappC:<lI'cd for several days,
being held incomnlunic.:ldo \\'hilt:
\'\Ihite House, Pentagon, State Dc
partm<.:nt and Congress tried to
figurc out just what 10 do \Vilh him,

Never in the history of the planet
had such a furor ari"cn, Thus far,
no newspapermen had been allowed
'\'ithin speaking distJ.ncc, Adminis
tration highn-ups \\ t'le being sub
jected to a volcano of editorial heat
but the longer the space alien was
discusscd thl' more they \'icwed with
alann the situation his arrival had

117

preripitaled, There were angles that
hacln'l at fil.~t bt"'n n'ident.

Obviousl\' lac \Vas from SOIHC ('ivi-,

lization far bqond th,lt of Earth',
That was tht' I'uh. No maUl'!' what
he s~dd~ it would shake ~OnTnll1('ntsJ

possibly overlhlow S()("i;ll ~ystl'lIlS,

perhaps even d<:stroy <::-tabli:ihn.1 re
ligious concepts,

But they couldn't kn'p him under
wraps indefinitely,

It was the United Nations that
cracked the iron curtain, Their dc~

mancls that the alien be heard be
forc their body wt'!"C' ton strong and
bad too much public opinion behind
them to be ignored, Tht.: \Vhitc
Hou:-.e yielded and the date was set
for thl: visitor to speak before the
Assrnlbl,',

Excitcment, anticipation, blank
('ted till' world. Shepherds in Sin
kiall~. Illuhi-1I1illinnaircs in S\\'itzl:r
bnd, fal..irs ill Pakistan, gaucho", in
the t\ rgl:ntinc were r3.ised to a
zenith uf expectation, Panhandkr~

dcbah'd tht.: Illl'ssage to COIII(' \\ ith
pedcsl rians; jill ri kisha Illen argued
it with their passengers; miners dis
cussed it dc-cp bcneath the surfacl";
pilots argued ,.... ith their co-pilots
thousand" of fed above_

I t was the most universal! y
awaited event of the ages,

By the time the dell'galcs from
every Jl;ltion, tribc, religion, d:l.ss,
color, alllJ racc had galhered in
New York to receive thl.· Illcssagt'
from thl: stars, the majority of
Earth had dt"dded that Da1l1l'ri
Tass was the plenipot<.'lltiarv of :l

super-civilization which had btTIl
viewing developments 011 this pli'lnct
with misgivings, It was thoug:hl
this other civilization had advann"d
greatly beyond Earth's and that Ihl'
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IHlIhklll~ bcs(:tting us-social, cco-_,
lloillir, "cicntific-had been solved
hy Ihe super-civilization. Obviously,
thCII, Damcri Tass had come, an
;tdvisor from a benevolent and
(ril'ndly people, to guide the \\forld
;lI'ight.

And nine-tenths of the popula
tioll of Earth stood ready and will
ing to be guided. The other tenth
liked things as they were and were
lJllite convinced that the space
envoy would upset their applecarts.

VIL JALMAR Andersen, Seere
la,:y-Gcllcral of the U.N., was to

introduce the space cmissary. "Can
you give me an idea at all of what
he is like?" he asked nervoHsly.

President McCord was as upset
., the Dane. He shrugged in agi
tation. "I know almost as little as
you do."

Sir Alfred Oxford protested, "But
rny dear chap, you've had him for
;lhnost two weeks. Certainly in that
. "tlm,'-

The President snapped back,
"YOli probably won't believc· this,
but he's been aslcep untilyestcrday.
\VIlL'n he first arrived he told us he
hadn't skpt for a decal, whatever
that i~; !'o \VC held off our discussion
with him until morning. \\lcll
he didn't awak('n in thc morning,
1101' the next. Six days later, fear
ing !'omcthing was wrong we woke
I · "11111.

"What happened?" Sir Alfred
;lsknL

The President showed crnbal'rass
1111'111. "He useo some rather ripe
Iri~h profani ty on us, rolled over,
and wl'Iil bark to sleep,"

Viljalmar Andersen asked, "Well,
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.what happened yesterday?"
"We actually haven't had time to

question him. Among other things,
there's been some controversy about
whose jurisdiction he comes under.
The State Department claims the
Army shouldn't-"

The Secretary General sighed
deeply. ".Just what did he do?"

liThe Secret Service reports he
spent the day whistling Mother Ma·
chree and playing with his dog, cat
and mouse,1I

"Dog, cat and mouse? I say!"
blurted Sir Alfred.

The President was defensive. IIHe:
had to have some occupation, a.nd
he seems to be particularly inter
ested in our animal life. He wanted
a horse but compromised for the
others. I understand he insists all
three of them come with him wher·
ever he goes."

"I wish we knew what he was
going to say," Andersen worried.

"Here he comes," said Sir Alfred.
Surrounded by F.B.I. men,

Dameri Tass was ushered to the
speaker's stand. He had a kitten in
his arms; a Scotty followed him,

Th,' alien frowned worriedly.
"Sure," he said, "and what kin all
this be? Is it some ordinance I've:
been after breakin' ?"

McCord, Sir Alfred and Ander
sen hastened to reassure him and
made him comfortable in a chair.

Viljalmar Andersen faced the
thousands in the audience and held
up his hands, but it was ten min·
utes before he was able to quiet the
cheering, stamping delegates from
all Earth.

Finally: "Fellow Terrans, I shall
not take your time for a lengthy
introduction of the envoy from the
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stars. I will only say that, without
doubt, this is the most important
moment in the history of the human
race. We will now hear from the
first being to come to Earth from
another world."

He turned and gestured to Da
men Tass who hadn't been paying
over much attention to the chair
man in view of some dog and cat
hostilities that had been developing
about his feet.

But now the alien's purplish face
faded to a light blue. He stood and
said hoarsely. "Faith, an' what was
that last you said?"

Viljalmar Andersen repeated,
"We will now hear from the first
being ever to come to Earth from
another world. II

The face of the alien went a
lighter blue. "Sure, and' yc wouldn't
jist be frightenin' a body, would
yc? You don't mean to tell me this
planet isn't after bein' a member of
the Galactic League?"

Andersen's face was blank. "Ga_
lactic League?"

uCushlamachree," Dameri Tass
moaned. «I've gone and put me
foot in it again. I'll be after getting
kerl for this."

Sir Alfred was on his feet. "I
don't understand! Do you mean you
aren't an envoy from another
planet?"

Dameri Tass held his head is his
hands and groaned. nAn envoy, he's
sayin', and meself only a second rate
collector of specimens for the Car·
this zoo."

He straightened and started off
the speaker's stand. "Sure, an' 1
must blast off immediately."

Things were moving fast for
President McCord but already an
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edge of relief was manifesting itself.
Taking lhe initiative, he said, "or
course, of coursc, if that is your
desire." He signalcd to the body
guard who had accompanied the
alien to the assemblage.

A dull roar was beginning to
emanate from the thousands gath
ered in the tremendous hall, mur
muring, questioning, disbelieving.

VILJALMAR Andersen felt that
he must say something. He ex

tended a detaining hand. "Now you
are here," he said urgently, U cven
though by mistake, bcfare you go
can't you give us some brief word?
Our world is in chaos. Many of us
have lost faith. Perhaps ...n

Damcri Tass shook off the re
straining hand. "Do I look daft?
Begorry, I should have ocen
a-knowin' something was queer. All
your weapons and your strange
ideas. Faith, I wouldn't be sur
prised if ye hadn't yet established
a planet-wide government. Surc,
an' I'll go still further. Ye prob
ably still have wars on this be
nighted world. No wonder it is ye
haven't becn invited to join the
Galactic League an' take your place
among the civilized planets."

He hustled from the rostrum and
made his way, still surrounded by
guards, to the door by which he had
entered. The dog and the cat trot
ted after, undismayed by the furor
about them.

They arrived about four hours
late.r at the field on which he'd
landed, and the alien from space:
hurried toward his craft, still mut·
tering. Hell been accompanied by a
general and by the President, but
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all the wav he had refrained from
•

speaking.
He scurried from the car and

toward the spacecraft.
President McGord said, UYou'vc

forgotten your pets. We would be
glad if you would accept them as_"

The alien's face faded a light
blue again. "Faith, an' I'd almost
forgotten," he said. "I f I'd taken
a craturc from this Cjui.lrantil1cd
planet, my namc'd be nork. Keep
your dog and your kilty." He shook
his head sadly and extracted a
mouse from a pockct. "An' this
amazin' little cratufc as wdl."

They followed him to the space
crnft. Just before entering, he spot
te-d the bcdraggkd horsL: that had
been present on his landing.
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A longing expression came over
his highly colored face. "Jist one
thing,~1 he said. HFaith now, were
they pullin' my leg when they said
you were after rid in' on the back of
those things?"

The President looked at the woe
begone nag. "ft's a horse," he said,
surprised. "Man has been riding
thcm for centuries."

Damcri Tass shook his head.
ItSurc an' 'twould've been my
makin' if ] could've taken one back
to Carthis." He entered his vessel.

The others drew back, out of
range of the cxpcftcd blast, and
watched, each with his own.
thoughtsJ as the first visitor from
space hUITicdly left Earth.

• •• THE END

ONE SANE MAN - IN A NEUROTIC WORLD!

LEADING OFF the first monthly issue of IF will be a stunning
short novel by one of the most popular and talented writel; in the
field, Sam Merwin Jr., entitled The Ambasmdor. Here you'll
find an intriguing situation, replete with action, romance and
humor-and a grim problem you'll twist your wits trying to
solve. The scene is a future in which Earlh is ruled by computing
machines and entangled in eccentric notions-just for instance,
it's thl.; height of polit...·ncss to make yourself as ugly as possible!
There's a cast of unique people, including a multitude of spies
and plotters, two 111ystcrious and beautiful women, and Am·
bassador Zalen Lindsay, the strikingly human Man-from-Mars
who must straightcn out the tottering mess or see two worlds
perish. This stellar performance will be backed up by the best
work of such top·notch writers as Robert Abcrnathy, James
McKimmey Jr., Frank M. Robinson and many others. There
will also be the first of a series of articles designed to acquaint
you entertainingly with the scientific facts of today and possibili
ties of tomorrow. January 8th is the date the March issue goes
on sale-don't miss it!
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ROBOT MINING con eliminate all the dangcrs a.,d hardships no.....
undergone by human miners, and extcnd the po!oslble depth of
shafts to fIve or c\en len miles below the surfacc_ The robot shown
here is dnillng h:>lcs for the demolillon SQuad. It ,s rodlo·con
Irolled, and a tclcvlslon comero In Its head "ecps Its operators on
the surface fully In'':>rmed of its progress.
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