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OR ELSE

M guel and Fernandez were shooting inaccurately at each other across the valley when the flying
saucer | anded. They wasted a few bullets on the strange airship. The pilot appeared and began to
wal k across the valley and up the slope toward M guel, who lay in the uncertain shade of a cholla,
swearing and working the bolt of his rifle as rapidly as he could. H s aim never good, grew worse
as the stranger approached. Finally, at the last mnute, Mguel dropped his rifle, seized the
machet e beside him and sprang to his feet.

"Die then," he said, and swung the bl ade. The steel blazed in the hot Mexican sun. The nachete
rebounded el astically fromthe stranger's neck and flew high in the air, while Mguel's arm
tingled as though froman electric shock. A bullet cane fromacross the valley, naking the kind of
sound a wasp's sting mght make if you heard it instead of feeling it. Mguel dropped and rolled
into the shelter of a large rock. Another bullet shrieked thinly, and a brief blue flash sparkled
on the stranger's left shoul der.

"Estoy perdido," Mguel said, giving hinself up for lost. Flat on his stonmach, he lifted his head
and snarled at his eneny.

The stranger, however, nade no ininical noves. Mreover, he seened to be unarmed. Mguel's sharp
eyes searched him The man was unusually dressed. He wore a cap made of short, shiny blue
feathers. Under it his face was hard, ascetic and intolerant. He was very thin, and nearly seven
feet tall. But he did seemto be unarned. That gave M guel courage. He wondered where his machete
had fallen. He did not see it, but his rifle was only a few feet away.

The stranger cane and stood above M guel

"Stand up," he said. "Let us talk."

He spoke excel l ent Spani sh, except that his voice seened to be conming frominside Mguel's head.
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"I will not stand up,"” Mguel said. "If | stand up, Fernandez will shoot ne. He is a very bad
shot, but | would be a fool to take such a chance. Besides, this is very unfair. How nmuch is

Fer nandez payi ng you?"

The stranger | ooked austerely at M guel

"Do you know where | cane fron?" he asked.

"I don't care a centavo where you cane from" M guel said, w ping sweat fromhis forehead. He

gl anced toward a nearby rock where he had cached a goatskin of wine. "Fromlos estados unidos, no
doubt, you and your machine of flight. The Mexican governnment will hear of this."

"Does the Mexican government approve of nurder?"

"This is a private matter," Mguel said. "A matter of water rights, which are very inportant.

Besides, it is self-defense. That cabrén across the valley is trying to kill ne. And you are his
hired assassin. God will punish you both." A new thought cane to him "How nuch will you take to
kill Fernandez?" he inquired. "I will give you three pesos and a fine kid."

"There will be no nore fighting at all," the stranger said. "Do you hear that?"

"Then go and tell Fernandez," Mguel said. "Informhimthat the water rights are mne. | wll
gladly allow himto go in peace." Hi s neck ached fromstaring up at the tall man. He noved a
little, and a bullet shrieked through the still, hot air and dug with a vicious splash into a

near by cact us.
The stranger snoothed the blue feathers on his head.

"First I will finish talking with you. Listen to nme, M guel."
"How do you know ny nane?" M guel demanded, rolling over and sitting up cautiously behind the
rock. "It is as | thought. Fernandez has hired you to assassinate ne."

"I know your nane because | can read your mind a little. Not rmuch, because it is so cloudy."
"Your mother was a dog," M guel said.

The stranger's nostrils pinched together slightly, but he ignored the remark. "I conme from anot her
world," he said. "My nane is-" In Mguel's mind it sounded |ike Quetzal coatl.
"Quet zal coat.|?" Mguel repeated, with fine irony. "Oh, | have no doubt of that. And mine is Saint

Peter, who has the keys to heaven.™

Quetzalcoatl's thin, pale face flushed slightly, but his voice was determnedly calm "Listen,

M guel . Look at ny lips. They are not noving. | am speaking inside your head, by tel epathy, and
you translate ny thoughts into words that have neaning to you. Evidently my nane is too difficult
for you. Your own mind has translated it as Quetzalcoatl. That is not ny real name at all."

"De veras," Mguel said. "It is not your nane at all, and you do not cone from another world. |
woul d not believe a norteanericano if he swore on the bones often thousand highly placed saints.”
Quetzal coatl's long, austere face flushed again.

"I amhere to give orders," he said. "Not to bandy words w th- Look

here, M guel. Wiy do you suppose you couldn't kill ne with your nachete? Wiy can't bullets touch
ne?"

"Why does your nachine of flight fly?" Mguel riposted. He took out a sack of tobacco and began to
roll a cigarette. He squinted around the rock. "Fernandez is probably trying to creep up on ne. |
had better get ny rifle."

"Leave it alone," Quetzal coatl said. "Fernandez will not harmyou."

M guel | aughed harshly.

"And you nust not harm him" Quetzal coatl added firmy

"I will, then, turn the other cheek," Mguel said, "so that he can shoot ne through the side of ny
head. I will believe Fernandez wi shes peace, Sefior Quetzal coatl, when |I see himwal king across the
valley with his hands over his head. Even then | will not |et himcone close, because of the knife
he wears down his back."

Quet zal coat| snoothed his blue steel feathers again. H s bony face was frowning.

"YQU nust stop fighting forever, both of you," he said. "My race polices the universe and our
responsibility is to bring peace to every planet we visit."

"It is as | thought," Mguel said with satisfaction. "You conme fromlos estados uni dos. Wiy do you
not bring peace to your own country? | have seen | os sefiores Hunphrey Bogart and Edward Robi nson
in las peliculas. Wiy, all over Nueva York gangsters shoot at each other from one skyscraper to
anot her. And what do you do about it? You dance all over the place with |a sefiora Betty Grable. Ah
yes, | understand very well. First you will bring peace, and then you will take our oil and our
preci ous mnerals."

Quet zal coat| kicked angrily at a pebble beside his shiny steel toe.

"I must nmake you understand," he said. He | ooked at the unlighted cigarette dangling from M guel's
lips. Suddenly he raised his hand, and a white-hot ray shot froma ring on his finger and ki ndl ed
the end of the cigarette. Mguel jerked away, startled. Then he inhaled the snoke and nodded. The
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whi te- hot ray di sappeared.

"Michas gracias, sefior," M guel said.

Quet zal coatl's colorless |ips pressed together thinly. "M guel,"’
do that?"

"Qui e' n sabhe?"

"No one living on your planet could do that, and you know it."
M guel shrugged.

"Do you see that cactus over there?" Quetzal coatl demanded. "I could destroy it in tw seconds.”

"I have no doubt of it, sefor."

"I could, for that matter, destroy this whole planet."

"Yes, | have heard of the atonic bonbs," Mguel said politely. "Wuy, then, do you trouble to
interfere with a quiet private little argunent between Fernandez and ne, over a small water hole
of no inportance to anybody but-"

A bull et sang past.

Quet zal coat| rubbed the ring on his finger with an angry gesture.

"Because the world is going to stop fighting," he said omnously. "If it doesn't we will destroy
it. There is no reason at all why nmen should not live together in peace and brotherhood. "

"There is one reason, sefor."

"What is that?"

"Fernandez," M guel said.

"I will destroy you both if you do not stop fighting."

"El sefior is a great peacenaker," M guel said courteously. "I will gladly stop fighting if you
will tell me how to avoid being killed when | do."

"Fernandez will stop fighting too."

M guel renoved his somewhat battered sonbrero, reached for a stick, and carefully raised the hat
above the rock. There was a nasty crack. The hat junped away, and M guel caught it as it fell.
"Very well," he said. "Since you insist, sefior, | will stop fighting. But I will not cone out from
behind this rock. | amperfectly willing to stop fighting. But it seens to ne that you denand | do
sonet hi ng which you do not tell nme howto do. You could as well require that | fly through the air
i ke your machine of flight."

Quet zal coat| frowned nore deeply. Finally he said, "Mguel, tell ne howthis fight started."
"Fernandez wi shes to kill ne and enslave ny fanmily."

"Why should he want to do that?"

"Because he is evil," Mguel said

"How do you know he is evil?"

"Because," M guel pointed out logically, "he wishes to kill nme and enslave ny famly."

There was a pause. A road runner darted past and paused to peck at the gleam ng barrel of Mguel's
rifle. Mguel sighed.

"There is a skin of good wine not twenty feet away-'
"V/ hat was it you said about the water rights?”
"Ch, that," Mguel said. "This is a poor country, sefior. Water is precious here. W have had a dry
year and there is no | onger water enough

for two famlies. The water hole is nmine. Fernandez w shes to kill ne and ensl ave-"

"Are there no courts of law in your country?"

"For such as us?" M guel demanded, and sniled politely.

"Has Fernandez a fam |y too?" Quetzal coatl asked.

"Yes, the poors,"” Mguel said. "He beats them when they do not work until they drop."

"Do you beat your fam|ly?"

"Only when they need it," Mguel said, surprised. "My wife is very fat and lazy. And ny ol dest,
Chico, talks back. It is my duty to beat themwhen they need it, for their own good. It is also ny
duty to protect our water rights, since the evil Fernandez is determined to kill nme and-"
Quet zal coatl said inpatiently, "This is a waste of tinme. Let nme consider." He rubbed the ring on
his finger again. He | ooked around. The road runner had found a nore appetizing norsel than the
rifle. He was now to be seen trotting away with the withing tail of a |lizard dangling fromhis
beak.

Overhead the sun was hot in a clear blue sky. The dry air snelled of mesquite. Below, in the

vall ey, the flying saucer's perfection of shape and texture |ooked incongruous and unreal

"Wait here," Quetzalcoatl said at last. "I will talk to Fernandez. Wen | call, come to nmy nachine
of ffight. Fernandez and | will neet you there presently."

"As you say, sefior," Mguel agreed. H s eyes strayed.

"And do not touch your rifle," Quetzal coatl added with great firmess. "Wy, no, sefior," M gue

he said, "could a norteconericano

he began, but Quetzal coatl interrupted him
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said. He waited until the tall man had gone. Then he crawl ed cautiously across the dry ground
until he had recaptured his rifle. After that, with a little searching, he found his nachete. Only
then did he turn to the skin of wine. He was very thirsty indeed. But he did not drink heavily. He
put a full clipinthe rifle, |eaned against a rock, and sipped a little fromtine to time from

t he wi neskin as he waited.

In the nmeantinme the stranger, ignoring fresh bullets that occasionally splashed blue fromhis
steely person, approached Fernandez' hiding place. The sound of shots stopped. A long tinme passed,
and finally the tall formreappeared and waved to M guel

"Yo voy, sefor," Mguel shouted agreeably. He put his rifle conveniently on the rock and rose very
cautiously, ready to duck at the first hostile nove. There was no such nove.

Fer nandez appeared beside the stranger. |Immediately M guel bent down, seized his rifle and lifted
it for a snap shot.

Sonet hing thin and hi ssing burned across the valley. The rifle turned

red-hot in Mguel's grasp. He squeal ed and dropped it, and the next noment his mnd went perfectly
bl ank.

"I die with honor," he thought, and then thought no nore.

When he woke, he was standi ng under the shadow of the great flying saucer. Quetzal coatl was

| owering his hand frombefore Mguel's face. Sunlight sparkled on the tall man's ring. M gue

shook his head dizzily.

"I live?" he inquired.

But Quetzal coatl paid no attention. He had turned to Fernandez, who was standi ng beside him and
was maki ng gestures before Fernandez' masklike face. A light flashed from Quetzalcoatl's ring into
Fer nandez' gl assy eyes. Fernandez shook his head and nuttered thickly. M guel |ooked for his rifle
or machete, but they were gone. He slipped his hand into his shirt, but his good little knife had
vani shed t oo.

He net Fernandez' eyes.

"We are both doomed, Don Fernandez," he said. "This seflor Quetzalcoati will kill us both. In a way
I amsorry that you will go to hell and | to heaven, for we shall not neet again."

"You are m staken," Fernandez replied, vainly searching for his own knife. "You will never see
heaven. Nor is this tall norteanericano naned Quetzal coatl. For his own |ying purposes he has
assunmed the name of Cortés.”

"You will tell lies to the devil himself," Mguel said

"Be quiet, both of you," Quetzal coatl (or Cortés) said sharply. "You have seen a little of ny
power. Now listen to ne. My race has assuned the high duty of seeing that the entire solar system
lives in peace. W are a very advanced race, with power such as you do not yet dream of. W have
sol ved probl ens which your people have no answer for, and it is now our duty to apply our power

for the good of all. If you wish to keep on living, you will stop fighting i nmedi ately and
forever, and fromnow on live in peace and brotherhood. Do you understand nme?"

"That is all | have ever w shed," Fernandez said, shocked. "But this offspring of a goat wi shes to
kill me."

"There will be no nore killing," Quetzalcoatl said. "You will live in brotherhood, or you wll
die. "

M guel and Fernandez | ooked at each other and then at Quetzal coatl.

"The sefior is a great peacemaker," Mguel murnmured. "I have said it before. The way you nmention is
surely the best way of all to insure peace. But to us it is not so sinple. To live in peace is
good. Very well, sefior. Tell us how."

"Sinmply stop fighting," Quetzal coatl said inpatiently.

"Now that is easy to say," Fernandez pointed out. "But |life here in Sonora is not a sinple

busi ness. Perhaps it is where you conme from"

"Naturally," Mguel put in. "In |os estados unidos everyone is rich."
"-but it is not sinple with us. Perhaps in your country, sefior, the snake does not eat the rat,
and the bird eat the snake. Perhaps in your country there is food and water for all, and a nan

need not fight to keep his famly alive. Here it is not so sinple.”

M guel nodded. "W shall certainly all be brothers sone day," he agreed. 'W try to do as the good
God commands us. It is not easy, but little by little we learn to be better. It would be very fine
if we could all beconme brothers at a word of magic, such as you conmand us. Unfortunately-" he

shrugged.

"You nust not use force to solve your problems," Quetzalcoatl said with great firnmmess. "Force is
evil. You will nake peace now. "

"Or else you will destroy us," Mguel said. He shrugged again and net Fernandez' eyes. "Very well,
sefior. You have an argument | do not care to resist. A fin, | agree. Wat nust we do?"
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Quet zal coat| turned to Fernandez.

"I too, sefor," the latter said, with a sigh. "You are, no doubt, right. Let us have peace."
"You wi Il take hands," Quetzal coatl said, his eyes gleam ng. "You will swear brotherhood."
M guel held out his hand. Fernandez took it firmy and the two nen grinned at each other

"You see?" Quetzalcoatl said, giving themhis austere snmle. "It is not hard at all. Now you are
friends. Stay friends."

He turned away and wal ked toward the flying saucer. A door opened smoothly in the sleek hull. On
the threshold Quetzal coatl turned.

"Renenber," he said. "I shall be watching."

"Wthout a doubt," Fernandez said. "Adios, sefior."
"Vaya con Dios," Mguel added.

The smooth surface of the hull closed after Quetzalcoatl. A noment later the flying saucer lifted
smoothly and rose until it was a hundred feet above the ground. Then it shot off to the north Iike
a sudden flash of |ightning and was gone.

"As | thought," Mguel said. "He was from |l os estados unidos."

Fer nandez shrugged.

"There was a nonent when | thought he might tell us sonething sensible,

he said. "No doubt he had

great wisdom Truly, life is not easy."

"Ch, it is easy enough for him" Mguel said. "But he does not live

in Sonora. We, however, do. Fortunately, | and ny fanily have a good water hole to rely on. For
those wi thout one, life is indeed hard."

"It is a very poor water hole," Fernandez said. "Such as it is, however, it is mne." He was
rolling a cigarette as he spoke. He handed it to Mguel and rolled another for hinself. The two
men snmoked for a while in silence. Then, still silent, they parted.

M guel went back to the wineskin on the hill. He took a |long drink, grunted with pleasure, and

| ooked around him His knife, nmachete and rifle were carelessly flung down not far away. He
recovered them and nmade sure he had a full clip.

Then he peered cautiously around the rock barricade. A bullet splashed on the stone near his face.
He returned the shot.

After that, there was silence for a while. Mguel sat back and took another drink. Hi s eye was
caught by a road runner scuttling past, with the tail of a lizard dangling fromhis beak. It was
probably the same road runner as before, and perhaps the same lizard, slowy progressing toward
di gestion.

M guel called softly, "Sefior Bird! It is wong to eat lizards. It is very wong."

The road runner cocked a beady eye at himand ran on

M guel raised and ainmed his rifle.

"Stop eating lizards, Sefior Bird. Stop, or | nust kill you."

The road runner ran on across the rifle sights.

"Don't you understand how to stop?" Mguel called gently. "Mist | explain how?"

The road runner paused. The tail of the lizard di sappeared conpletely.

"Ch, very well," Mguel said. "When | find out how a road runner can stop eating lizards and stil
live, then | will tell you, am go. But until then, go with God."

He turned and aimed the rifle across the valley again.

YEAR DAY

| RENE CAME BACK on Year Day. It's a lost day for those of us who were born before 1980. The

cal endar day that cones between the end of the old year and the start of the new, the day when the
lid s off. New York was noi sy. Beaned comercials followed nme right al ong, even when | swung over
onto the fast roadway. |'d forgotten ny earplugs, too.

Irene's voice spoke to me out of the little round grid above the windshield. It was funny how
clearly | could hear it, even above all the noise.

"Bill," the voice said. 'Were are you, Bill?

It had been six years since | heard the voice. For a mnute everything else blanked out and it was
as if | were driving along in silence, hearing nothing but Irene. Then | all but sidesjviped a
police car and the noise, the comercials, the tunult were normal again

"Let nme in, Bill," Irene's voice said out of the little grid. For a second | al nost thought I
coul d. Her voice sounded so snmall and clear | thought | could reach up nmy hand and open the grid
and take her down, tiny and perfect in ny palm standing there with her high heels denting nmy hand
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like little needles. Year Day gives ne ideas |like that. Anything goes.

I pulled myself together. "Hello, Irene.' My voice was perfectly calm 'I'mon ny way hone. Be
there in fifteen mnutes. The super will let you in.'
"Il wait Bill," the small voice told ne.

Then | heard the faraway click of the m ke on ny apartnent door, and | was alone in the car again,
feeling strange, feeling afraid, not sure if | wanted to see her, but automatically pulling into
the hi gh-speed I ane so | could get hone quicker.

New York is noisy all the tinme. On Year Day the pace doubles. Everybody off work, out for a good
time, in a spending mood if they ever are. The conmercials went crazy. The air bounced and
shivered with them Once or tw ce the roadway passed through an area lined with special nikes and
anplifiers to pick up sound and send out reactions enough out of phase to add up to silence. There
were a couple of five-minute drifts like that, like driving in a dreamafter all the noise, but
every minute on the mnute a caressing voice told nme, 'This silence is coning to you by courtesy
of Paradi se Homes. Freddi Lester speaking.'

I don't know if Freddi Lester exists. Maybe he's a filnstrip conposite. Maybe he isn't. Certainly
he's too perfect to be real

A lot of nen bleach their hair now and wear it in curls over the forehead, like Freddi. |'ve seen
his face, projected ten feet high, sliding along the sides of buildings on the street in a circle
of light, gliding and nolding itself to every projection, and wonen reaching up to touch it as if
it were real. 'Breakfast time with Freddi. Hypnol earn while you sleep-with Freddi's voice. Buy
into Paradi se Hones.' Yeah

The roadway rushed out of a silent zone and the blare and roar of Manhattan hit me. BUY-BUY- BUY!
over and over again, in amllion different ways, with |light and sound and rhythm

She stood up when | came in. She didn't say anything. She was wearing her hat a new way, and her
make-up was different, but 1'd have known her anywhere, in a fog, in pitch dark, with ny eyes
shut. Then she snmiled, and | saw that the six years had maybe changed her a little after all, and
| hesitated for a second, feeling afraid again. | renenbered how right after our divorce a TV cal
had come froma woman made up to | ook exactly like Irene. She wanted to sell ne advertising

i nsur ance.

But today, on this day that doesn't really exist, it didn't matter. Only cash sales are legal on
Year Day, anyhow. O course there aren't any laws to protect a nman against the thing | was afraid
of , but that wouldn't nmean much to Irene. It never had. | doubt if she ever quite grasped the
principle that | amreal. Not basically, essentially grasped it. Irene is a product of her world.
And so, of course, aml.

"This is going to be a tough conversation to start,' | said.

' Does today count?' she asked.

"Maybe it does,' | said. | went over to the server. '"Drinlt?

' Seven- Twel ve-Jay,' she told ne, and | dialed it. A pink drink cane out. | dialed nyself a Scotch
and soda. - 'Where have you been?' | asked her. 'Happy?

"lI've been-sonmewhere. | think I've | earned sone things. Yes, very happy. Are you?

I took a quick drink. 'Onh, sure. Happy as a |ark. Happy as Freddi Lester.
She smled faintly and sipped the pink drink. 'You used to be jealous of Jerone Foret, when he had
the Lester spot,' she said. 'You used to wear a Foret double part in your hair, renenber?

"I learn,' | said. 'You notice-no bleach? No curls? I'"'mnot initating anybody now. You used to be
jealous too. | think you're wearing a Niobe Gai hair job.'

She shrugged. 'It was easier than an argument with the hairdresser. Miybe | thought you'd like it.
Do you?'

"I like it on you. | try not to |look at Niobe Gai. O Freddi Lester.'

"Even their nanes are horrible, aren't they?' she said. | was surprised

"You' ve changed,' | told her. 'Were have you been?

She woul dn't look at ne. Al this tinme we had been standi ng about ten feet apart, each a little
afraid of the other. She gazed out the wi ndow and said, 'Bill. For the last five years |'ve been
living at Paradi se Hones.'

I didn't nove for a while. Finally | lifted ny glass and drank. Only then did | | ook at her. Now
knew why she seened different. |'d seen wonen before who'd |lived at Paradi se Hones,

"Evicted?' | asked.

But she shook her head.

"Five years was enough | got a full dose of what | thought | wanted. The-ultimate. | found out I'd
been wong, Bill. That wasn't it.'

"Al'l 1 know about Paradise Honmes,' | said, 'is the commercials. | didn't think it would work,

t hough.'
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"You al ways were ahead of nme, Bill,' she said hunbly. 'l know that too now. But it sounded good.'
"Nothing's that easy. The real problens can't be solved for us by hiring sonebody else to do the
wor k. '

"I know. Now. | suppose |'ve matured a little. But it's hard. There's so damed much conditi oni ng
so early nowadays.'
"How do you expect people to keep alive? | asked her. 'Total demand' s away down to whatever it is

today, and production's probably dropped since yesterday. W' ve got to take in each other's
washi ng to keep goi ng. You need good strong advertising to nake noney. And, by God, you'd better
have noney! There just isn't enough to go around, that's all.

"Do you-are you doing all right?" Irene asked hesitantly.

"I's that an offer or a request?

"Ch, an offer,' she said. 'I've got enough.'’

' Par adi se Hones aren't cheap.'

"l bought stock in the Lunar Servile Corporation five years ago, so I'mfairly rich now'
"That's nice. I'mall right too, thanks. Though | sank a lot in advertising protection insurance
The premiuns run high, but it's worth it. | can wal k through Ti mes Square now w t hout feeling
worried even when the Joysnoke Feelies are running.'

"There isn't any advertising allowed in Paradi se Hones,' she said.

"Don't believe it. Now there's a tight-beam sonic that can pierce walls and whi sper hypnotismin
your ear while you sleep. Even earplugs don't help. It works through bone conductivity.

"I'f you live in Paradi se Hones, you're protected.

"You're not now,' | said, 'Wwy did you | eave your nunnery?
' Maybe | grew up."

' Maybe. "

"Bill," she said. 'Bill-have you nmarried?

I didn't answer, because sonething tapped at the w ndow,
and there was a little inmtation bird fluttering around, trying to flatten itself against the
glass. It had some kind of sucker-disk diaphragmon its breast. It must have been a beam

transmitter, for suddenly a clear, brisk, unbirdlike voice said, -'so you nust taste G eanies you
must---' Then the w ndow automatically pol arized and ki cked the advertibird into space.
"No," | said. Tmnot married, Irene.' | |ooked at her a noment. 'Cone out on the balcony,' | said.

The door spun us both out, and the Safeties went on. They're expensive, but they're included in ny
i nsurance premn uns.

Here it was quiet. The special nmikes picked up the yells of the city screaming its comercials to
the sky and neutralized themto dead silence. The ultrasonic shook the air enough so that the

bl azi ng advertising of New York ran together in a blurred, nelting waterfall of meani ngl ess

col ors.

"What's the matter, Irene?' | asked.
"This,' she said, and put her arms around ny neck and ki ssed ne.
After that she drew back and waited. | said again,

"What's the matter, lrene?

"Nothing left, Bill? she asked nme softly. 'Al gone?

T don't know,' | said. "My God, | don't know. I'mafraid to know.' Afraid was the word. | couldn't
be sure. W grew up in a conmercial world and how can we tell what's real, now? Suddenly | noved
my hand over the switchplate and the Safeties shut thensel ves off.

Instantly the flowing colors knotted into shouting signals in nucolor, as bright by day as by

ni ght. EAT DRI NK PLAY SLEEP they bl azed, screaming in silence for an instant, until the sonic
barrier went down and the shout was no | onger silent. EAT DRI NK PLAY SLEEP! EAT DRI NK PLAY SLEEP!
BE BEAUTI FUL!

BE HEALTHY!

BE ADM RED BE TOPDOG BE RI CH ADM RED- FAMOUS!

JOYSMOKE! CREAM ES! MARSFOOD

HURRYHURRYHURRYHURRYHURRY

NI OBE GAlI SAYS- FREDDI LESTER PRESENTS- PARADI SE HOVES FOR HAPPY ADJUSTMENT!

EAT DRI NK PLAY SLEEP EAT DRI NK PLAY SLEEP BUY BUY BUY!

I didn't even realize Irene was screanming until | felt her shaking me and saw her white face

swi nmi ng out fromthat pushing, driving, hypnotic whirl of colors, superadvertising planned by the
best psychol ogi sts on earth, twi sting everybody's armto squeeze out of themtheir |ast cent
because there wasn't enough dough to go around any nore.

I turned the Safeties on again with one hand. Wth the other

I held on to Irene. W were both a little punch drunk. The advertising isn't really quite as
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overwhelming as all that. It just isn't safe to let it hit you suddenly when you're enotionally

i mbal anced. The comercials work on enotion. They find out your weak spots. They aim at your basic
drives.

"It's all right," | said. "It's all right, as right as it ever will be. Look. The Safeties are on.
The dammed stuff can't get in. It's only when you're a kid that it's really bad. You don't know
enough to protect yourself. You get conditioned. Stop crying, Irene. Cone inside.'

| dialed us another drink. She kept on crying and | kept on talKking.

"It's that dammed conditioning,' | said. 'Drummed into your head as soon as you're old enough to
know what words nean. Movies, TV, nagazines, bookreels, every medi um of conmunication there is.

Al med at just one thing-to nake you buy. And doing it by trickery. Building up artificial needs
and fears until you don't know what's real and what isn't. Nothing' s real-not even your breathing.
It stinks. Use Kinebreath Chlorophyl|l Dulces. Damm it, Irene, | know why things went wong with
us.'

"Why?' she asked, muffled through her handkerchi ef.

"You thought | was Freddi Lester. Maybe | thought you were Ni obe Gai. Not real people, changing
and reacting all the time. No wonder narriage doesn't work any nore. Don't you think |'ve ever

wi shed it had been different?'

| felt better. That nmuch was out of ny system | waited until she stopped crying. She | ooked at ne
over the handkerchi ef.

"No Niobe Gai ?' she said.

"To hell with N obe Gai.

"And you aren't going to ask nme about Freddi Lester?

"Why should |? He's nothing but an image, |like Niobe Gai. Even in Paradi se Hones, | suppose.'’

She gave ne a curious | ook over the handkerchi ef. Then she bl ew her nose, blinked and smled at
me. It took me a little while to realize why she was waiting

"The last tinme," | rem nded her, 'l said sone pretty romantic things. This tine--'

' Yes?'

"WII you marry ne, Irene?

"Yes, Bill," she said.

So at one minute after mdnight of Year Day we were nmarried. She wanted to wait until the new year
really began. Year Day, she said, was too artificial. It wasn't really there. It wasn't real. |

was glad to hear her say it. In the old days that was sonething she woul dn't have known.

Ri ght after the cerenmony we put up the Conplete Barrier, because of the direct advertising that
woul d be ained right at us

the m nute spot-checkers reported a marri age had taken place. Even so, the cerenpony was
interrupted twi ce by jamm ng New ywed comerci al s.

So there we were, shut away safe and quiet in an apartment in New York. Qutside, the unrealities
bl azed and shouted, outdoing each other in prom ses of fane and fortune for everybody. Everybody
could be richer than everybody el se. Everybody could be handsoner, snell sweeter, live |onger than
anyone else in the world. Nobody but us could be us, safe and silent and real in our oasis.

We made plans that night. They were pretty vague. Wth the little war going on all around the

gl obe there wasn't any safe place to travel. The nmoon is a penal colony. Mars and Venus are kept
iron-curtained by the government. Russia is painfully changing froma political-economc
dictatorship to a sem -Buddhi st religious society. Only in Africa, where the great weather contro
experiments are going on, is there any sort of peace, though slavery is still a boiling pot of
troubl e.

There is no arable land left, of course. W tal ked about buying the necessary equi pment and
creating good |l and, a self-sustaining part-hydroponic unit, just to get away fromthe urban
centers and the comercials. | expect it was all pretty unrealistic.

The next norning, when | woke up, sunlight was slanting in long parallel bars across the bed and
Irene wasn't there any nore.

There was no nmessage on the wiretape. | waited till afternoon. | kept switching off the Barrier
t hi nki ng she might be trying to reach nme, and then switching it on again to stop the del uge of
Newl ywed conmercials. | alnost went crazy that norning. | couldn't figure out what had happened. |

| ost count of the times people cane to the door wheedling me through the tuned-off’' mke, but the
one-way gl ass never showed nme Irene's face and | wal ked up and down all norning, drank coffee that
began to taste like glue after the tenth cup, and snoked nyself into a state of nausea.

Finally |I put an Investigatory Bureau on the job. | didn't like to do it. After our little oasis
of silence and warnth and peace |ast night | hated to set the hounds on her, especially when

t hought of her out there in the swirls and torrents of commercials and the clangor that is

Manhat t an.
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An hour later the Investigatory Bureau told nme where she was. | couldn't believe it. Again, for a
second, it seened to ne that everything went blind and soundl ess around nme and | stood there in a
little individual Conplete Barrier of ny own, widi life too noisy to endure on the other side.

| came out of it to hear the tail end of a sentence coming out of the screen

"What's that?' | asked.

The man repeated. | said | didn't believe it. Then | begged his pardon, cut the switch, and dial ed
the nunber of ny bank. The report had been perfectly true. My bal ance was now zero. Sonetine
during the norning while | paced in a frenzy ny bride had drawn ei ghty-four thousand dollars out
of my account. The dollar isn't worth much now, of course, but it was the savings of a |ong period
and it was all | had.

"W checked on it, of course,' the bank official told ne. "But it was perfectly |legal. She was
your wife, since the marriage took place one mnute after Year Day. The Year Day. ammesty on
contractual matters didn't apply.’

"Way didn't you check with ne?

"I't was perfectly legal,' he repeated firnmy. 'Since the regular bounty for conplete wthdrawa

was paid to us fromthe total anpbunt, we had no choice.'

O course. The bounty. I'd forgotten that. Naturally the bank hadn't wanted to check with ne. And
there wasn't a thing | coul d do.

"OK.,' | said. 'Thanks.'

"I'f we can serve you in any way---' That slid into the bank's color comercial signhature, so
clicked off. There was no use wasting a conmercial on ne.

I put in ny earplugs and took the dropper to the third street level. There, the fast slideway shot
me across town to the Paradi se Homes of fices. The hones thensel ves are nostly underground, but the
offices are like a cathedral and the hush was so deep | took the earplugs out again. The lights
were renmote and blue, and the stained glass nade ne think of a nortuary.

| got to see one of the top agents before | had to explain nmy real intentions. | think he al nost
call ed the bouncer, but then he got a speculative look in his eye and decided to give ne a

sal esman pitch first.

"Certainly,' he said. "G ad to oblige you. Come this way. 1'll have our M. Field assist you.'

He left ne at the dropper door. | sank a few hundred feet and was decanted into a warm | um nous
corridor, where a large, kindly, rosy-faced man in a dark suit was waiting for nme. He had a very
friendly voice

' Paradi se Hones is always happy to help,' he purred at ne. 'W all know how difficult adjustnent
is in these troubled tinmes. W create an optinmum adaptati on for happi ness. Now you must let nme try

to help you, and you'll be surprised to find your problens can be solved nore easily than you
t hink."'
"I know they can,' | said. 'Were' s nmy wife?

"Cone this way,' he said, and led nme along the corridor. There were doors on each side, sone of
themwith little netal seals too snall to read froma distance. Finally we canme to an open door
It was dark inside.

“In here," M. Field said, and his |arge, warm hand gently urged ne across the threshold. A soft
light came on and | saw a sparsely furnished apartnment, rather shoddy, with a m ni num of

production-line furniture. It was col orless and without character, |ike a clean but second-rate
hotel. I was surprised

'The bathroom' M. Field said, opening a door

"That's fine,' | said, not l|ooking. 'Now about nmy wfe---'

"You will notice," M. Field went on calmy, '"that there is a wall bed. This button--' He

demonstrated. 'And this button retracts it. The plastic sheets |last forever. Once daily a
cleansing fluid circulates through the valves in which all Paradi se beds nest, and by nightfal
you have, in effect, a freshly nade, clean bed. You will find this an attraction.'

"I"'msure | will.'

"You will not be disturbed by naid service," M. Field went on. 'Magnetic lines of force nmake the
bed. The el ectronagnet s--

"Never mind,' | said, as he reached for the button. 'You' re wasting your tinme. Are you going to
take me to nmy wife?

"W protect our clients,' he said, raising his eyebrows. '"First | nust explain to you exactly how

Par adi se Hones operates. If you'll be patient | feel quite certain you'll understand why this is
advi sabl e."'
| thought that over. The little roomdepressed ne. | felt dazed and still incredulous. It was hard

to believe that this dreary cubicle was Paradi se Hones, but then nothing seenmed very real to me
that day. | had probably dreanmed the whole thing. | thought tritely, fromthe first nonent Irene's
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voi ce cane to ne, clear and small, out of the car's grid, asking to be let in.

She had seemed so-well, so changed, so contrite, so mature, so different fromthe irresponsible
Irene 1'd parted fromsix years earlier. |I'd thought this tinme things would be different, that
Year Day would work a kind of nmmgic and give us a second chance, that |ost day out of the cal endar
when the inpossible mght happen. | still couldn't quite believe--

"And here,' M. Field said, pulling a nouthpiece on a tube out of the wall, '"are the facilities

for smoking. You nmay have any brand you wi sh. We are even prepared to supply you wth- ah-inported
i nhal ants, if you care for them These snokers are set in each wall at five-foot intervals,

i ncluding the bathroom Wile everything in this roomis fireproof,' he snmled kindly, 'the
occupant may not be. No one can possibly be injured in a Paradi se Hone.'

"What if he fell out of bed?

"The floor is resilient.

‘Like a padded cell,' | said. M. Field snmled again, shaking his head.

" That ki nd of thought won't occur to you once you've joined

our happy group of tenants,' he assured ne. 'Paradi se Homes ensure happi ness. Now.' He waved a
plunp hand at the walL 'This slot is the food tube. Watever neals you order arrive here by
pneumpbtube. O liquid food nay be preferred.' He indicated a row of nipples on tubes.

"Very fine," | said. 'Is that all?

"Not quite.' He ran his hand along the wall. A faint flicker trenbled in the air. | heard a
faraway, nusical humming. '"If you will sit here for a nmonent, now-' He pushed nme gently into a
chair. |1 let himdo it. The ugly little roomshinrered before ne. | was curious. | waited.

Coul dn't anyone tell the difference, | wondered, gazing at the drab carpet and the drab wall

unst eady through the shimrer. Because Paradi se Hones put out such publicity did people really
think this ugliness was luxury? It wouldn't surprise ne.

"Now just sit back and relax,' M. Field urged kindly. 'Renmenber, Paradi se Homes sponsors Ni obe
Gai as well as Freddi Lester. W serve both nmen and wonen. And we have the answer to all the
conmpl ex personality problens of this conplex age. Consider how difficult it is for a man to adj ust
to society. O a man to adjust to a wonan. It's really quite inpossible, you know, any nore. But

i n Paradi se Homes we have the answer. W provide happiness. Al hunan drives and appetites are
satisfied. Here is happiness, ny dear friend, here is happiness.'

H's voice was fading a little. Sonething was happening to the air. It grew thicker, and the

musi cal humm ng was nore rhythnmic, with a hint of articulation init. M. Field kept on talking,
softer and softer.

"W are a large organi zation. One fee covers every possible requirenent for the client. Wite us a
check for as long or as short a period as you like, and you may stay here in this roomfor that
period. It is leased to you. If you wish, the door can be sealed to open only fromw thin unti

the | ease expires. The rental is . '

I hardly heard it. H s voice was a dyi ng whi sper.

The air was curdling like mlk, running like the running colors in the bal cony Safety.

I could al nbst hear a new voi ce speaking.

"Consider,' M. Field whispered. 'You grow up conditioned to expect inpossibilities. But here we
can give you the inpossible. Here is happiness. Qur fee is very snall indeed conpared to the great
goal within your reach. Here, ny friend, you can live perfectly. This is Paradise.'

Ni obe Gai stood there in the curdled air, snmling at ne.

She is the nost beautiful woman in the world. She is equated with all desirable things. She is
weal th, fanme, happiness, health, fortune. For many years | have been conditioned to desire al
these inpossible goals, and to know that Niobe Gai is the epi-

tome of themall. But | never saw her before like this, standing here in the same room firm and
real, breathing and warm hol ding out her arnms...

It was a projection, of course. But conplete. Al tactile and sensory elenments perfect. |I could
snell her perfune. | could feel her arms clasping me and the light brushing of her hair over mny
hand, and the shape of her lips. | could feel all this exactly as thousands of other nen in the
under ground apartnents would feel her |lips as they kissed her. |,

It was that thought, and not any sense of lost realities, that nmade nme push her away and step
back. It didn't nake any difference to Niobe Gai. She went right on nmaking love to the air.

Then | knew that the |last test of sanity had failed nme, for it was no | onger possible to tell the
unreal fromthe real. The last test fails when the illusion noves into life itself and you can
touch and feel and handle the comrercial vision as if she were the real worman. There was no

def ense any nore.

I looked at Niobe Gai clasping the enpty air. The vision of all beauty and all desirable things in
life, making love to nothingness as if it were a real human creature.
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Then | opened the door and stepped out into the corridor. M. Field was waiting, studying a little
note pad in his hand. He | ooked up at ne, and probably he'd had plenty of experience, for he
si nmply shrugged and nodded.

"Well, if you ever should be interested, here's ny card,' he said. 'Lots of themdo cone back, you
know. After they've thought it over awhile.'

"Not all,' | said.

"Wll, no.' His face was serious. 'Sonme people seemto have a natural resistance. Maybe you're one
of them If you are, I"'msorry for you. Things are a mess outside. Nobody's fault, really. W' ve

got to keep alive the only ways we know. You think it over. Mybe later on---'

| said, '"Were's ny wife?

"In there,' he said. 'Excuse ne for not waiting. |I'mrather busy. You can find the lift.'

| heard his footsteps going away. | noved forward and knocked at the door. | waited. There wasn't
any answer.

I knocked again, harder and louder. But it had a flat, nuffled sound, as if it didn't penetrate
the panels at all. The client is protected in Paradise.

I could see now that there was one of the round netal seals attached to the panel; and | was cl ose
enough to read the printing. It said, 'Sealed until June 30, 1998. Cash received."'

| didalittle sumin ny head. Yes, she's used it all, every one of the eighty-four thousand
dollars. Her lease wouldn't run out again for quite a few years.

| wondered what she'd do next tinme.

I didn't knock again. | followed M. Field, found the lift, rose to street level. | got on a fast
slideway and let it carry nme around Manhattan. The advertising blazed and screaned. | found ny
earplugs in ny pocket and stopped ny ears. But that only shut out the sound. Visual comercials
whirled and glared and glided across the buildings, slipping around corners, enbracing the solid
wal I's. And everywhere | | ooked was Freddi Lester's face.

Even when | shut ny eyes, his after-inmage burned against nmy closed |ids.

SHOCK

WHEN GREGG LOOKED up from his book to see the man crawling through the wall of his apartnment, he
thought briefly that he was crazy. Such things don't happen to a m ddl e-aged physici st who has
arranged his life into an ordered pattern. Nevertheless, there was now a hole in the wall, and a
hal f - naked person wi th macrocephalia was wedgi ng hinself through it.

"Wio the hell are you?' G egg demanded, recovering the use of his tongue

The man spoke an odd sort of English, slurred and with an extraordi nary tonal range, but

recogni zable. 'I'ma nug-wunp,' he announced, balancing on his mddle. "My mug's in ... eh? ... in
1953 and ny wunp's in ... wAl'" He gave a convul sive wiggle and burst through, sprawling on the
carpet and breathing hard. 'That was a nardly squeeze. The valve isn't quite big enough yet.

Fort hever.'

It nmade sense, but not nuch. Manning Gregg's heavy, |eonine features darkened. He reached out,
sei zed a heavy book end, and rose.

"I am Halison,' the newconmer announced, adjusting his toga. "This should be 1953. Norvunder
sover| ess.'

' What ?'

"Semantic difficulty,” Halison told him 'l amfrom about " well, several thousand years in
the future. Your future.

Gregg's gaze went in the hole in the wall. 'You're tal king English.'

"Learned it in 1970. This isn't nmy first trip into past. Many of them Looking for sonething.

I mportant-skandarly inmportant. | use nmental power to warp space-tine pharron, so valve opens. Lend
me clothes, if you please?

Still holding the book end, Gregg wal ked to the wall and | ooked through the circul ar gap, just

| arge enough to admt a small man's body. Al he could see was a blue, bare wall apparently a few
feet away. The adjoi ni ng apartment? | nprobabl e.

Valve will open wider later,' Halison said. 'Cpen at night, closed by day. | nust be back before
Thursday. Ranil-Mens visits ne on Thursdays. But now nay | beg clothes? There is sonething | rnust
find-- | have been searching in tinme for a long carvishtinme. Please?

He was still squatting on the floor. Gregg stared down at his extraordinary visitor. Halison was

certainly not Hono sapi ens
1953. He had a pinched, bright-pink face, with very large bright eyes, and his crani umwas
abnormal |y devel oped and totally bald. He had six fingers and his toes had fused. And he kept up a
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continual nervous trembling, as though his metabolism had gone haywi re.

'CGood Lord!' Gregg said, suddenly understanding. "This isn't a gag. Is it?" H s voice rose.

'Gag, gag, gag. Nevishly hol ander sprae? Was nugwunp w ong? Hard to know what to say in new time-
worl d. You have no conception of our advanced culture, sorry. Hard to get down to same plane with
you. Civilization noved fast, fast, after your century. There is not much tinme. Talk later, but

i mportant now that you |lend nme clothes.'

There was a cold, hard knot just under G egg' s backbone. 'Yes, but-wait. If this isn't sone---'
"Forgive me,' Halison remarked. 'I am |l ooking for sonething; great hurry. | will return soon. By
Thursday anyway to see Ranil-Mens. | get much wi sdomfromhim Now, forgive reedishly.' He touched
Gregg' s forehead.

The physicist said, 'Talk a bit slower, pi---'

Hal i son was gone.

G egg whirled, searching the roomw th his gaze. Nothing. Except that the hole in the wall had
doubl ed in dianmeter. Wat the hell

He | ooked at the clock. It was just past eight. It should have been about seven. An hour had
passed, it seened, since Halison had reached out to touch his forehead.

As a sanple of hypnotism it was damed i npressive.

Gegg carefully found a cigarette and Iit it. Drawing snoke into his lungs, he | ooked at the val ve
fromacross the roomand considered. Avisitor fromthe future, eh? Wll--

Struck by an obvious thought, he went into the bedroom and di scovered that a suit of clothes, a
brown Harris tweed, had been confiscated. A shirt was mssing, atie, and a pair of shoes. But the
hole in the wall elimnated the chance that this was nerely a clever theft. For one thing, Gegg's
wal l et was still in his trousers pocket.

He | ooked through the valve again, but still could see nothing but the blue wall. It obviously
wasn't in the next-door apartmnment of Tommy MacPherson, the aging playboy who had given up night-

cl ubbi ng for nore peaceful pursuits, at his doctor's suggestion. Neverthel ess, Gegg went into the
hal | and rang the buzzer besi de MacPherson's door

" '"Lo, Mac,' he said when a round, pale face, topped by carefully dyed chestnut hair, appeared to
blink sleepily at him 'Busy? I'd like to conme in a mnute."

MacPher son enviously eyed Gregg's cigarette. 'Sure. Mike yourself at hone. |'ve been going over
sone i ncunabul a ny

Phi | adel phi a man sent ne, and wi shing for a drink, Hi ghball?

"If you'll join ne."

"Wsh | could,’ MacPherson groaned. 'But I'mtoo young to die. Wat's up?" He followed Gegg into
the kitchen and watched the other nan carefully exanining the wall. 'Ants?

"There's a hole in ny wall,' Gegg said. 'It doesn't cone through, though.' Wich proved that the

val ve was definitely off .the beam It had to open either into MacPherson's kitchen or el se-some
ot her place. <
"Hol e in your wall? How cone?

"I'"l'l show you.'

"I"'mnot that curious,’ MacPherson remarked. 'Phone the |landlord. He may be interested.

Gegg scowed. 'l nean it, Mac. | want you to take a look. It's-funny. And |'d rather like
confirmation.

"It's either a hole or it isn't,' MacPherson said sinply. 'Is that razor-edged brain of yours

poi soned by alcohol? I wish nmine was.' He | ooked wistfully at the portable bar

"You're no help,’ Gregg said. 'But you're better than nobody. Conme on!' He |ugged the protesting
MacPherson into his apartnent and pointed to the valve. Mac went over, nuttering sonething about a
mrror, and peered into die gap. He whistled softly. Then he put his armthrough, stretching it as

far as possible, and tried to touch the blue wall. He couldn't quite make it.
"The hole's got bigger,' Gegg said quietly, 'even since a few, mnutes ago. You see it too, eh?
MacPherson found a chair. 'Let's have a drink,' he grunted. 'l need it. Anyhow it's an excuse.

Make it short, though,' he added with a flash of last-mnute caution

G egg mxed two highballs and gave MacPherson one. As they drank, he told die other'what had
happened. Mac was unhel pf ul

"Qut of die future? dad it didn't happen to nme. |I'd have gone off my crock.'

"It's perfectly logical,' Gegg argued, partly widi hinself. 'The guy-Halison-certainly wasn't a
1953 product.

"He must have | ooked |ike a combinati on of Pogo and Karl of f.

"Wl l, you don't look Iike a Neanderthaler or a Piltdown nman,-do you? That skull of his-Halison
must have a trenendous brain. Hs |I.Q-well!’

"What good's all diat if he wouldn't talk to you?' McPherspn asked cogently.
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For sone reason Gregg felt a slow flush creeping warmy up his neck. 'l nust have seened |ike an
ape to him' he said flatly. T could scarcely understand hi mand no wonder. But he'll be back.'
"By Thursday? Wio's diis Ranil pants?'

Hanil - Mens,' Gregg said. 'A friend, | suppose. A ... a teacher. Halison said he got wi sdomfrom
him Perhaps Ranil-Mens is a professor at some future university. | can't quite think straight.
You don't realize the inplications of all this, Mac, do you?

"I don't want to,' MacPherson said, tasting his drink. "I"'ma bit scared.'

"Rationalize it away,' Gegg advised. 'I'mgoing to.' He |ooked again at the wall. 'That hole's
getting pretty big. Wonder if | could step through it?" He wal ked close to the valve. The bl ue
wall was still there, and a blue floor at a slightly |lower level than his own gray carpet. A
pungent, pleasant breatii of air floated in fromdi e unknown, oddly reassuring.

"Better not,' MacPherson said. 'It mght close up on you.'

For answer Gregg vanished into die kitchen and returned with a length of thin clothesline. He nmade
a |l oop around his wai st, handed the other end to MacPherson, and crushed out his cigarette in a
conveni ent tray.

"I't won't close till Halison gets back. Or anyway it won't close too fast. | hope. Sing out if you
see it starting to shut, though, Mac. I'Il cone diving back headfirst.'

'Crazy fool,' MacPherson said.

Gregg, rather pale around the lips, stepped into the future. The valve was nore tiian four feet in
diameter by now, its |lower edge two feet fromthe carpet. Gregg had to duck. He straightened up,
remenbering to breathe, and | ooked back through the hole into MacPherson's white face.

"It's OK ," he said.

"What's over there?

Gegg flattened hinself against the blue wall. The floor felt soft under his feet. The four-foot
circle was like a cut-out disk, an easel set up in enpty air, a filmprocess shot. He could see
MacPher son there, and his own room

But he was in another roomnow, large, lit with a cool radiant glow, and utterly different from
anyt hi ng he had ever seen before.

The wi ndows drew his attention first, oval, tall openings in two of the blue walls, transparent in
the center and fading around the edges to translucence and then azure opaqueness. Through them he
glinpsed lights, colored lights dial noved. He took a step forward and hesitated, |ooking back to
wher e MacPherson wait ed.

"What's it |ike?

Til see,' Gegg said, and circled the valve. It was invisible fromthe other side. Perhaps |ight
rays were bent around it. He couldn't tell. Alittle frightened, he returned briefly to glinpse
MacPher son again, and, relieved, continued his explorations.

The room was about diirty feet square, with a high-doned room and the lighting source was at
first difficult to discover. Everydiing in die roomhad a slight glow Absorption of sun-

light, Gegg thought, like lumnous paint. It seened effective.

There wasn't much to see. There were | ow couches, functional-1ooking padded chairs, confortable
and pastel-tinted, and a few rubbery tables. A square glassy block as |arge as a small overni ght
bag, rubber in texture, was on the blue floor. G egg could not nake out its purpose. Wen he
picked it up gingerly, colors played phosphorescently for a few noments within it.

There was a book on one of the tables, and he pouched this for future reference. MacPherson hail ed
hi m

"Manni ng? O K. in there?

'Yeah. Just a mnute.'

Where were the doors? Gregg grinned wyly. He was slightly handi capped by | acking even the basic
technol ogi cal "know edge for this unknown world. The doors might be activated by pressure, light,
or sound. O even odor, for all he knew. A brief inspection could tell himnothing. But he was
worried about the valve. If it closed---

Well, no great harmwoul d be done, G egg supposed., This future world was peopl ed by humans
sufficiently simlar to hinself. And they'd have enough intelligence to return himto his ow tine-
sector-Malison's appearance proved that. Neverthel ess, Gregg preferred to have an open exit.

He went to the nearest w ndow and | ooked out. The constellations in the purple sky had changed
slightly, not rmuch, in a few thousand years. The rainbow |lights darted here and there. Aircraft.
Beneath him the dark nasses of buildings were dimy visible in the shadow. There was no nmoon. A
few towers rose to his own height, and he coul d nake out the rounded sil houettes of their summts.
One of the lights swept toward him Before Gegg could draw back he glinpsed a small ship-
antigravity, he thought-with a boy and a girl in the open cockpit. There was neither propeller nor
Wi ng structure. The pair resenbled Halison in their large craniuns and pinched faces, though both
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had hair on their heads. They, too, wore togalike garments.

And they did not seem strange, sonehow. There was no- alienage. The girl was |aughi ng, and,
despite her bul ging forehead and neager features, G egg thought her strangely attractive
Certainly there was no harmin these people. The vague fears of a coldly, ruthlessly inhunman
superrace went glinmering.

They glided past, not twenty feet away, |ooking straight at Gregg-and did not see him Astonished,
t he physicist reached out to touch the snmooth, slightly warnish surface of the pane. Qdd!

But there were no lights in the other buildings. The wi ndows nust be one-way only, to insure
privacy. You could see out, but not in.

" Manni ng!"’

Gregg turned hurriedly, re-coiling the rope as he returned to the val ve. MacPherson's worri ed
frown greeted him

T wish you'd cone back. I'mgetting jittery.

"All right," Gegg said am ably, and crawl ed through the hole. 'But there's no danger. | bagged a
book. Here's sone very post-incunabula for you!' He drew the volune from his pocket.

MacPherson took it but didn't open it inmmediately. Hi s pale eyes were on Gregg's.

"What did you find?

Gegg went into detail. 'Quite remarkable in its suggestions you know. A tiny slice out of the
future. It didn't seem so strange when | was in there, but nowit seenms funny. My drink's warm
Anot her ?'

"No. Oh, well-yes. Short.

MacPher son exani ned t he book while Gregg went into the kitchen. Once he glanced up at the valve
It was a little larger, he thought. Not nuch. Perhaps it had nearly reached its maxi mum

Gregg cane back. 'Can you read it? No? Well, | expected that. Halison said he had to | earn our

| anguage. | wonder what he's |ooking for-in his past?

"l wonder who Ranil-Mens is.'

"I'd like to neet him Thank God |'ve got training. If | can get Halison-or sonebody-to explain
things to ne, | ought to be able to grasp the rudinents of future technol ogy. Wat a chance, Mac!
"I'f he's willing.'

"You didn't neet him' Gegg said. 'He was friendly, even though he did hypnotize ne. Wat's
that?" He seized the book to exanmine a picture.

" Cct opus,' MacPherson suggest ed.

"Chart. | wonder. It |ooks alnost |like an atomic structure, but it's no conpound |I've ever run
into. I wish | could read these infernal wi ggles. They | ook |ike a conbination of Burnese and
Pitman. Even the nunerical systemis different fromthe Arabic. A whole treasure chest out here,
and no key!'

"Hhmm Could be. It still |ooks a bit dangerous to ne.'

G egg eyed MacPherson. '|I don't think so. There's no reason at all for anticipating trouble. D ne-
novel stuff.’

"What is life but a dinme novel ?° MacPherson asked noodily, rather bottle-dizzy fromthe
unaccustoned | i quor

"That's your way of looking at it. And the way you live it.' Gregg' s tone was unpl easant, chiefly
because he was allergic to MacPherson's casually hopel ess phil osophy. 'Try being |ogical for a
change. The race is advancing, in spite of dictators and professional reformers. The industrial
revol ution started speeding up social nutations. Natural nutations tie in with that. It's

progressive. In the next five hundred years we'll have covered as
much ground as we did in the last ten thousand. A snowball rolling downhill."'
' So what ?1

"So the ultimate result is logic,' Gegg said, 'and that doesn't nean a col d- bl coded i nhunman
logic, either. Not when it's human logic. It takes enotions and psychol ogy into account. It wll,
that is. There won't be Great Brains waiting to conquer universes, or enslaving the remants of
humans. We've seen that. Halison-he was willing to talk, but in too much of a hurry just then. He
said he'd explain later.

"All I knowis that there's a hole in the wall,' MacPherson said. 'It's one of those things that
doesn't happen. Now it's happened. Sorry |'ve got ny w nd up.
"That's the way you' re keeping your enotional balance,' Gegg told him 'I prefer to do it along

the Iines of mathematics. Working out the equation, fromwhat factors we've got. Induction won't
tell us much, but it shows what a trenmendous thing the whol e nmust be. A perfect world--

" How d' you know?'

G egg was stunped. 'Well, it seened that way. In a few thousand years civilization will have tine
to apply technol ogy and use the nuances. Physically and nentally. The best part of it is that they
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won't be snooty about it. They can't. Anyhow, Halison wasn't.

"That hole isn't getting any bigger,' MacPherson said. '|I've been watching a spot on the
wal | paper."
"Well,' Gegg said inconclusively, "it's not getting smaller, either. Wsh | knew how to open the

doors in there. So damm much | can't understand by nysel f!'

' Have anot her drink. That may help.'

It didn't, nmuch. Gregg didn't quite dare go through the valve again, for fear it might close
suddenly, and he sat with MacPherson, snoking, drinking, and talking, while the night nmoved slowy
on. Fromtine to tine they re-exanm ned the book. That told them nothing.

Hal i son remmi ned absent. At three A°M the valve began closing. Gegg renenbered what the nman from
the future had said; that the gap would open at night and renain closed by day. Presunably it
woul d open again. If it didn't, then the chance of a hundred lifetines had been nuffed!

In half an hour the valve had shut conpletely, |eaving no trace on the wall paper. MacPherson

gl assy about die eyes, returned to his own apartnent. Gegg | ocked the book in a desk drawer and
went to bed to snatch a few hours' sleep before the alarmroused him

Later, dressing, G egg phoned Haverhill Research to say he would not be in that day. In case
Hal i son showed up, he wanted to be on hand. But Halison did not arrive. Gegg spent the

nor ni ng crushing out cigarettes and thunbi ng through the book. In the afternoon he sent it by
messenger to Courtney, at the university, with a brief note asking for information. Courtney.
whose forte was | anguages, tel ephoned to say he was baffl ed.

Natural ly he was curious. Gregg spent an awkward five minutes putting himoff, and decided to be
nmore wary next tine. He was not anxious to release his secret to the world. Even MacPherson-wel |,
that couldn't be hel ped now. But this was Manning Gregg's discovery, and it was only fair that he
shoul d have first rights.

Gregg's sel fishness was conpletely unnmercenary. Had he anal yzed his notives, he would have
realized dial he was greedy for intellectual intoxication-that was the only suitable term G egg
did have a really fine, keen-edged brain, and took an intense delight in using it. He could get
positively drunk on the working out of technical problens, die sane pleasure an engi neer feels at
sight of a beautifully executed blueprint, or a pianist confronted by an intricate conposition. He
was a perfectionist. And to be given a key to the perfect world of the future--

He was not certain of its perfection, of course, but later he felt nore certain. Especially after
the valve slowy began opening at six thirty that evening.

This time Gregg went through as soon as the hole was | arge enough to admit him He had plenty of
time. H's search for a door proved fruitless, but he did make' another discovery-the blue walls
were in reality the doors of i mense cupboards, full of extraordinary objects. Books, of course-

t hough he could read none of them Some of the charts were tantalizingly on the edge of
translation into his own focus of understanding, but not quite. Pictures, three-dinensional and
tinted, proved fascinating in their dimaglinpses of the life of the future. It was, he suspected,
a happy sort of life.

The cupboards- -

They hel d the damedest things. No doubt they were all perfectly familiar to Halison, but what,
for exanple, could Gregg nake of a two-foot doll, nodeled after a future hunan, that recited what
seermed to be poetry in an unknown tongue? The rhyme schene was renarkabl e, fromwhat Gegg could
understand of it-an intricate, bizarre counterpoint diat had a definite enotional effect, even in
the alien | anguage.

And then there were nore of the rubbery, glassy blocks, with noving lights inside;' and netallic
framewor ks- one of which Gregg recogni zed as a nodel of a solar system and a hydroponi c garden
with chanel eon qualities; and plastics of possibly nmythical aninmals that could be nerged to
produce other aninmals that were crosses or sports-an incredi ble denonstration of pure genetics,
this; and nore, and nore, and norel G egg got dizzy. He had to go to the windows to recuperate.
The rainbow lights still flashed through the dark. Far bel ow he could make out internittent blazes
of radiance, as though star shells were bursting. For a shocked instant he thought of war. Another
glow, fountaining up, relieved him by craning his neck, he could see tiny figures posturing and
dancing in md-air in a tunultuous sea of color, perhaps a ballet without gravity. No, this was
the perfect world.

He was, suddenly, overcone by an intense desire to energe fromthis silent roominto that blazing,
joyous tumult outside. But he could find no way of opening the wi ndows. And the springs that

controlled the doors still eluded him It had not been easy to di scover the conceal ed buttons that
operated the cupboards, G egg renenbered
He t hought, with grim anmusenent, of old Duffey at the Haver-hill, and how the man would react to

sight of all this. Wll, the devil with Duffey. Later, the world could drink, but he wanted- and
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deserved-the first ecstatic sip fromthis bottle of vintage w ne.

He hoped soneone woul d cone into Halison's apartment, perhaps Ranil-Mens. There m ght be sone
semantic difficulties at first, unless the visitor had troubled to I earn archaic English- which
wasn't |ikely-but these wouldn't be insurmountable. If only Ranil-Mens woul d appear, to point out
how t he gadgets in the cupboards worked! A fine spot for a physicist!

Nobody appear ed, however, and, bearing booty, Gregg returned to his own tinme-sector, finding
MacPherson spraw ed in a chair drinking highballs and eying the valve skeptically.

"How'd you get in?" Gegg demanded.

"Wal ked in,' MacPherson said. 'The door was open. Halison was standing inside, so | stopped to see

what was up. He's real, all right.' Ice cubes clinked.

‘Hal i son here? Mac, what ---'

"Take it easy. | canme in and asked himwho he was. "Halison," he said. "I just dropped in for a

m nute"-or words to the effect. "Gregg wants see you," | said. "Haven't tine yet," he says. "I'm

| ooking for something. I'Il be back by Thursday to see Ranil-Mens. 1'Il tell Gregg anything he
wants to know then. | can tell himplenty, too-1'"mlabeled as a genius.” Al this was in a sort of
doubl e talk, but I nmanaged to understand it. After that he went out. | ran after him "Were's

G egg?" | yelled. He waved back toward the . . . the valve, and scooted off downstairs. | stuck ny
head through the hole in the wall, saw you, and started to feel funny. So | fixed a highball and

sat down to wait. That guy gives me the creeps."

G egg dropped his burden on a couch. 'Dam! So | nmissed him Well, he'll be back, that's one
consol ati on. Why the devil does he give you the creeps?

"He's different,’ MacPherson said sinply.

"Nothing human is alien. Don't tell me he's not human.'

"Ch, he's human, all right, but it isn't our sort of humanity. Even his eyes. He | ooks right
t hrough you, as though he's seeing into the fourth di nension.

' Maybe he does,' Gregg speculated. 'l wish . . . nph. He'll tell ne anything I want to know, eh?
I'"ll have a drink on that. What a chance! And he's a genius, even for his age. | suppose it'd take
a genius to work out that space-tinme business.’

MacPherson said quietly, '"It's his world, Manning, not yours. If | were you, |I'd stay out of it.'
Gregg | aughed, his eyes very bright. 'Under other circunstances, |I'd agree. But | know sonet hing

about that world now. The pictures in the books, for exanple. It is a perfect world. Only just now
it's a world beyond nmy conprehensi on. Those peopl e have gone far beyond us in everything, Mac.

doubt if we're capable of understanding everytiiing there. Still, |I'mnot exactly a noron. |'|
learn. My training will help. I'"'ma technician and a physicist.'
"All right. Suit yourself. |'mdrunk now because |'ve been sitting |ooking at that hole in the

wal | and wondering if it'd snap shut forever.'
"Nuts,' Gegg said.
MacPher son got up, weaving on his feet.

I"mgoing to bed. Call me if you need me for anything.

G night."
"Night, Mac. Ch, say. You haven't nentioned this to anyone, have you?
"No. | won't. And Halison's eyes scared ne, even though they had a friendly look in them WMn and

superman. Urp!' MacPherson floated away in a haze of Scotch mist. Gregg chuckled and cl osed the
door carefully.

What ever el se he m ght be, Halison was no superman. He hadn't evolved to that extrene, or,
perhaps, there could have been no neeting ground between the two-Honb sapi ens and Honmo superi or
There was nuch that was nysterious about the 'man fromthe future-his enigmatic quest through
tinme, for exanple-but by Thursday, Gregg hoped, he'd know at |east some of the answers. |f he
could only curb his inpatience till then

He didn't go to work the next day, either. That was Wdnesday. He spent his tine pondering over

t he gadgets he had brought back fromthe future, finding a cold sort of confort in that.

.He waited till hunger pangs could no | onger be ignored, and then decided to step around the
corner for a sandwi ch. On second thought, he changed his m nd and ate across the street, at a fly-
bl own qui ck-lunch joint, where he could keep his eye on the apartnent house.

He saw Halison go in.

Choki ng on a nmouthful, Gregg flung a handful of change at the waiter and dashed out. On the steps
he nearly stunbl ed and caught hinself by clutching wildly at the surprised doorman. The el evator--
Gregg cursed its slowness. H s apartnment door was open. Halison was energing

"Tawni shly hello," Halison said. 'l returned for a clean shirt.
"Wait,' Gregg said desperately. 'l want to talk to you.'
"No tinme yet.. I'mstill searching marj entar-haven't found---
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"Hal i son! When will you talk to nme?'

'Wednesday night. Tonmorrow. | nust be back then to see Ranil-Mens Thursday. Who is w ser than I,
by the way.'

' The val ve won't shut pernmanentl|y?"

"Sar no. Not till the mental power runs down. That will not be for zanentho nearly two weeks yet.'

"I was afraid | night be caught on the other side---'

' The serving robots bring food by day; you would not go hungry. You could return the next night
when t he val ve opened maronail again. No danger. None in my world harnms another. To hel p and heal
for commonweal -a bad transl ation. Your |anguage-stinks sarkonent.'

"But---"

Hal i son flicked away |ike a phantom and was gone down the stairs. Gregg started after him but was
easily outdistanced. Aumy he returned to his apartment. Tonorrow night, however--

Tonor row ni ght!

Well, he could afford the tine for a genuine dinner now, at any rate. Conforted by the thought,
Gregg went to his favorite restaurant and ate veal scallopini. After that, he foregathered with
MacPherson and rel ayed his conversation with Halison. MacPherson was not cheerful.

"None in his world harns another,' G egg quoted.

"All the same-1 don't know. |'mstill scared.’
"I'm going through again and see what | can pick up.'
He did. He didn't wait till the valve was | arge enough, and went through headfirst, crashing back

fromthe wall and thunping his head against a table. Since it was satisfactorily resilient, that
didn't matter. The future has its conveniences.

That night was a repetition of the preceding one. Gegg's curiosity rose to burning pitch. Al
about himlay the secrets of a culture far beyond his own-and the key was just beyond his finger
tips. It was difficult to wait now.

But he had to wait. He still hadn't fathoned the secret of the door, and he'd forgotten to ask
Hal i son about it. If a tel ephone or televisor existed, it was hidden in sone secret nook he
couldn't locate. Ch, well.

Wednesday Gregg went to work, but was home early, chafing. MacPherson dropped in briefly.

G egg discouraged him He wanted no three-way conversation. He began outlining on paper the
questions he nmeant to ask Halison. At six forty-five the valve began to open. At m dni ght G egg
was biting his nails.

At two he woke MacPherson and begged the man to have a drink with him

"He's forgotten,' Gregg said tonelessly, lighting a cigarette and crushing it out. 'O sonething.
Damm! "
"There's plenty of tine,' MacPherson grunted. 'Take it easy. | only hope he doesn't show up.'

They waited a long tinme. The valve began to close slowy. Gegg cursed in a heartfelt nonotone.
The tel ephone rang.

G egg answered, talked briefly, and cradled the receiver. Hs face was strained as he turned to
MacPher son.

"Hal i son's been killed. A truck hit him They found one of nmy cards in the pocket of his suit.'
' How d' you know it's Halison?

' They described him Mic, what a chance! And that so-and-so has to go and walk in front of a
truck. Blast himto---'

"Ways of Providence,' MacPherson said, sotto voce, but Gregg heard him

"There's still Ranil-Mens.' 'Woever he is.'

"Sone friend of Halison, of course!' Gregg's tone was knife-edged. "He'll visit Halison's
apartnment tonorrow Thursday. The first possible contact with that world, Mac. |'ve only been there
at night. And | couldn't get out of the roomcouldn't |ocate the doors. But if |I'mthere tonorrow
when Ranil-Mens cones--' 'Wiat if the val ve doesn't open again?

"Halison said it would. That's |ogical enough. Mental energy, like any other, has to drain away

gradually unless it's cut off. And Halison's death certainly didn't cut it off." Gegg nodded
toward the slowy closing val ve.

"In the words of the prophet,' MacPherson said, 'don't.' He went out and nade hinself a drink.
Most of that drink was straight Scotch. A cold, sick fear was crawl i ng up MacPherson's spine.
They tal ked inconclusively for a while. In the end, Gregg went through. H s face showed through
the hole like a portrait in a circular frane.

"So far, so good,' he announced. 'I'll see you tonorrow, Mac. And |I'Il have plenty to tell you.'
MacPherson's nails dug into his palnms. 'Want to change your mind? | w sh---'

Gregg grinned. 'No chance. I'"'mthe boy that's going to get

the answers this time. Get it through your thick skull, Mac, there's no danger.'
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"OK'

"Hand me a drink. There's no liquor on this side . . . thanks. Luck!’

" Luck,' MacPherson said. He sat waiting. The val ve shrank

"It'll be too late in a mnute, Mnning.'

"It's too late now. See you later, son. Six thirty tonorrow. And maybe I'll bring Ranil-Mens with
ne. '

Gegg lifted the glass. The valve slowy shrank to dinme-size. And vani shed.
MacPherson didn't nove. He sat there, waiting. He was afraid, coldly and definitely and

unar guabl y, though, of course, illogically.

And then, w thout turning, he sensed the presence of sonmeone in the room '

Hal i son wal ked into his range of vision. 'Too savishly late,' he said. 'Wll, tonorrow night will
do. Though | amsorry to have missed Ranil - Mens.

The funes of al cohol seenmed to whirlwind in MacPherson's skull. 'The truck,' he said. "The truck

The accident---"

Hal i son shrugged. 'My netabolismis different. Catalepsy is frequent to ne. The nervous shock
threw ne into that septol state. | woke inthe ... what? . . . norgue, explained a little of what
had happened, cane here. But too late. | have not yet found what | have been searching for.'
"Just what have you been searching for?" MacPherson asked.

"I amlooking for Halison,' Halison said, 'because he has been lost in the past, and Halison wll
not be whole again till I find him A genius nmust be whole. | worked hard, hard, and one day
Hal i son slipped away and was gone in the past. So | nust search.”

MacPherson turned into ice, realizing what the look in Hali-son's eyes neant.

"Rani | -Mens,' he said. 'Then . . . oh, ny God!'
Hal i son put out a groping, six-fingered hand. 'Mrdishly. You know what they said. But they were
wong. | was isolated, to heal. That was wong, too, but it gave nme tine to open the door to the

past and | ook for Halison where Halison is lost. The robot servants gave nme food and | had quiet,
which |I zeverti needed. But the toys they placed in ny room| did not need and did not use often.
Toys--'

"San, san, san. Farlingly oculltar-but the words change. Even for a genius the way is hard. | am
not what they said. Ranil-Mens understood. Ranil-Mens is a robot. Al our physicians are robots,
trained to do their tasks perfectly. But it was hard at first. The treatnent-san, san, san
dantro. It took a strong brain to

wi t hstand the healing that Ranil-Mens gave me weekly. Even for me, a genius, it was-san, san, san
and they go far into whirling down forever by token---'

MacPherson said, 'Wat was it? What was it, dam you?

"No,"' Halison said, crouching suddenly on the carpet and covering his face with his hands.
"Fintharingly and no, no---'

MacPherson | eaned forward, the glass slipping fromhis sweating hand. 'Wat---'

Halison lifted a blind bright stare. 'The shock treatnment for insanity,' he said. 'The new, the
terrible, the long and I ong and eternal |ong healing that Ranil-Mens brings ne once a week, but |
do not mind it now, and | like it, and Ranil-Mens will give it to Gregg instead of to ne, san
san, san and whirling--'

The pattern had fallen into place. The padded furniture, the lack of doors, the wi ndows that did
not open, the toys.

A cell in a madhouse.

To hel p and heal .

Shock treatnent.

Hal i son got up and went to the open door. 'Halison--' he said.

Hi s footsteps died away along the hall. H's voice cane back gently.

"Halison is in the past. San, san, san, and | nust find Halison so Halison will be whole again,
Hal i son, san, san, san--'

The first rays of Thursday's sun struck through the w ndows.

See You Later

OLD YANCEY was just about the nmeanest man in the world. | never seen a feller so downright, sot-in-
hi s ways, shortsighted, plain, ornery nean. \What happened to hi mrem nded ne of what another

feller told ne oncet, quite a spell ago. Fergit exactly who it was- nane of Louis, maybe, or could
be Tanerl| ane-but one tune he said he wi shed the whole world had only one haid, so's he could chop
it off.
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Trouble with Yancey, he got to the point where he figgered everybody in the world was again' him
and blaned if he warn't right. That was a real spell of trouble, even for us Hogbenf.

Ch, Yancey was a regular stinker, all right. The whole Tarbell fanmly was bad-eyed, but Yancey
made even them plunb disgusted. He lived up in a little one-roomshanty back of the Tarbell place,
and wouldn't | et nobody near, except to push vittles through the cut-out noon in the door

Seens |ike sone ten years back there was a new survey or sonething and the way it worked out,

t hrough sone funny | egal business, Yancey had to prove he'd got squatter's rights on his land. He
had to prove it by living there for a year or something. 'Bout then he had an argunent with his

wi fe and noved out to the little shack, which was across the property line, and said he was a-
gonna let the land go right back to the governnent, for all he cared, and that'd show the whol e
famly. He knew his wife sot store by her turnip patch and was afraid the governnent would take it
away.

The way it turned out, nobody wanted the |land anyhow. It was all up and down and had too nany
rocks in it, but Yancey's wife kept on worriting and beggi ng Yancey to cone back, which he was
just too nean to do.

Yancey Tarbell couldn't have been onconmon confortable up hi that little shack, but he was short-
sighted as he was nean. After a spell Ms. Tarbell died of being

hit on the haid with a stone she was throwing up the slope at the shack, and it bounced back at
her. So that left only the eight Tarbell boys and Yancey. He stayed right where he was, though

He ni ght have stayed there till he shriveled up and went to glory, except the Tarbells started
feuding with us. W stood it as long as we could, on account of they couldn't hurt us. Uncle Les,
who was visiting us, got skittery, though, and said he was tired of flying up like a quail, two or

three mles hi the air, every tinme a gun went off behind a bush. The holes in his hide closed up
easy enough, but he said it nade himdizzy, on account of the air being thinned out that high up
This went on for a while, |eastw se, and nobody got hurt, which seened to rile the ei ght Tarbel
boys. So one night they all cone over hi a bunch with their shooting irons and busted their way
in. W didn't want no trouble.

Uncle Lemwho's Uncle Les's twin except they was born quite a spell apart-he was asleep for the
whiter, off in a holler tree sonewheres, so he was out of it. But the baby, bless his heart, is
gitting kind of awkward to shift around, being as how he's four hunnerd years old and big for his
age-' bout three hunnerd pounds, | guess.

We could of all hid out or gone down to Piperville in the valley for a mte, but then there was
Grandpaw hi the attic, and I'd got sort of fond of the little Perfesser feller we keep hi a
bottle. Didn't want to | eave hi mon account of the bottle m ght of got smashed in the ruckus, if
the eight Tarbell boys was hkkered up enough

The Perfesser's cute-even though he never did have nuch sense. Used to say we was nutants,

what ever they are, and kept shooting off his nouth about some peopl e-he knowed cal |l ed chronosones.
Seens |ike they got mixed up with what the Perfesser called hard radiations and had some young
"uns which was either dom nant rmnutations or Hogbens, but | alms got it m xed up with the Roundhead
pl ot, back when we was living hi the old country. 'Course | don't nmean the real old country. That
got sunk.

So, seeing as how Grandpaw told us to lay low, we waited till the eight Tarbell boys busted down
the door, and then we all went invisible, including the baby. Then we waited for the thing to bl ow
over, only it didn't.

After stonping around and ripping up things a |ot,

the eight Tarbell boys come down in the cellar. Now, that was kind of bad, because we was caught
by surprise. The baby had gone invisible, like |I say, and so had the tank we keep himin, but the
tank couldn't nove around fast |ike we coul d.

One of the eight Tarbell boys went and banged into it and hit hisself a smart crack on the shank
bone. How he cussed! It was shameful for a growi ng boy to hear, except G andpaw ki n outcuss
anybody | ever heard, so | didn't |arn nothing.

Wl | -he cussed a | ot, junped around, and all of a sudden his squirrel rifle went off. Mist have
had a hair trigger. That woke up the baby, who got scared and let out a yell. It was the bl anedest
yell 1'd ever heard out of the baby yet, and |I've seen nen go all white and shaky when he bellers.
Qur Perfesser feller told us oncet the baby emitted a subsonic. |magine!

Anyhow, seven of the eight Tarbell boys dropped daid, all hi a heap, without even tine to squeal
The eighth one was up at tile haid of the cellar steps, and he got all quivery and turned* around
and ran. | guess he was so dizzy he didn't know where he was heading. 'Fore he knowed it, he was
up in the attic, where he stepped right square on G andpaw.

Now, the fool thing was this: G andpaw was so busy telling us what to do he'd entirely fergot to
go invisible hisself. And | guess one | ook at Grandpaw just plunb finished the eighth Tarbell boy.
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He fell right down, daid as a skun coon. Cain't imagine why, though | got to adnit G andpaw wasn't
| ooki ng his best that week. He'd been sick

"You all right, G andpaw?" | asked, sort of shaking himout. He cussed ne.

" Twarn't nmy fault," | told him

" 'Sblood!" he said, nmad-like. "Wat rabble of canting jolt-heads have | sired? Put ne down, you
young scoundrel." So | -put himback on the gunny sack and he turned around a couple of tinmes and

shut his eyes. After that, he said he was going to take a nap and not to wake himup for nothing,
bar Judgnent Day. He neant it, too.

So we had to figger out for ourselves what was best to do. Maw said it warn't our fault, and al

we could do was pile the eight Tarbell boys in a wheel barrow and take 'em back honme, which | done.
Only | got to feeling kind of shy on the way, on account of | couldn't figger out no

real polite way to nention what had happened. Besides, Maw had told ne to break the news gentle.

"Even a polecat's got feelings," she said.

So | left the wheel barrow with the eight Tarbell boys in it behind some scrub brush, and I went on
up the slope to where | could see Yancey sitting, airing hisself out in the sun and reading a
book. | still hadn't studied out what to say. | just traipsed along slowlike, whistling "Yankee

Doodl e." Yancey didn't pay me no mind for a while.

He's a little, nmean, dirty man with chin whiskers. Couldn't be nuch nmore'n five feet high. There
was tobacco juice on his whiskers, but | night have done old Yancey wong in figgering he was only
sl oppy. | heard he used to spit in his beard to draw flies, so's he could ketch '"emand pull off
their wi ngs.

Wt hout | ooking, he picked up a stone, and flang it past my head. "Shet up an' go way," he said.
"Just as you say, M. Yancey," | told him nighty relieved, and started to. But then | renenbered
Maw woul d probably whup nme if | didn't nmind her orders, so | sort of nobved around quiet till | was
i n back of Yancey and | ooking over his shoul der at what he was reading. It |ooked tike a book

Then | moved around a mite nore till | was upwind of him

He started cackling in his whiskers.

"That's a real purty picture, M. Yancey," | said.

He was giggling so hard it nust of cheered himup

"Ain't it, though!" he said, banging his fist on his skinny old rump. "My, ny! Mikes ne feel full
o' ginger just to look at it."

It wasn't a book, though. It was a magazine, the land they sell down at the village, and it was
opened at a picture. The feller that nade it could draw real good. Not so good as an artist |
knowed once, over in England. He went by the nanme of Crookshank or Crookback or something |ike
that, unless |'m m stook

Anyway, this here that Yancey was |ooking at was quite a picture. It showed a ot of fellers, al
exactly alike, coming out of a big machine which | could tell right off wouldn't work. But al
these fellers was as like as peas in a pod. Then there was a red critter w th bugged-out eyes

grabbing a girl, | dunno why. It was sure purty.

"W sht sonething Iike that could really happen," Yancey sai d.

"It ain't so hard," | told him "Only that gadget's all wong. Al you need is a washbasin and
sone old scrap iron."

" Hey 2"

"That thing there," | said. "The jigger that |looks Iike it's making one feller into a whole |ot of

fellers. It ain't built right."
"l s'pose you could do it better?" he snapped, sort of nad.

"We did, once," | said. "I forget what Paw had on his nind, but he owed a nan nane of Cadnus a
little favor. Cadnus wanted a lot of fighting nen in a real hurry, so Paw fixed it so's Cadnus
could split hisself up into a pas-sel of soldiers. Shucks. |I could do it nyself."

"What are you bl abbering about?" Yancey asked. "You ain't |ooking at the right thing. This here
red critter's what | nean. See what he's a-gonna do? Gonna chaw that there purty gal's haid off,

| ooks like. See the tusks on hin? Heh, heh, heh. | wisht | was a critter like that. |I'd chaw up

pl enty of people."

"You woul dn't chav up your own kin, though, | bet," | said, seeing a way to break the news gentle.
" Tain't right to bet," -he told ne. "Allus pay your debts, fear no nman, and don't |ay no wagers.
Ganbling's a sin. | never made no bets and | allus paid ny debts." He stopped, scratched his

whi skers, and sort of sighed. "All except one," he added, frowning.

"What was that ?"

"Ch, | owed a feller sonething. Only |I never could locate himafterward. Miust be nigh on thutty
years ago. Seens like | got |ikkered up and got on a train. Quess | robbed sonebody, too, 'cause |
had a roll big enough to choke a hoss. Never tried that, come to think of it. You keep bosses?"
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"No, sir," | said. "W was tal ki ng about your kin."

"Shet up," old Yancey said. "Well, now, | had nyself quite a tinme." He |icked his whiskers. "Ever
heard tell of a place called New York? In some furrin country, | guess. Can't understand a word
nobody says. Anyway, that's where | met up with this feller. | often wisht | could find himagain.

An honest nman |like me hates to think of dying wthout paying his | awful debts."
"Did your eight boys owe any debts?" | asked.

He squinted at ne, slapped his skinny |leg, and nodded.

"Now | know," he said. "Ain't you the Hogben boy?"

"That's me. Saunk Hogben."

"I heard tell 'bout you Hogbens. Al witches, ain't you?"

"No, sir."

"I heard what | heard. Whol e nei ghborhood's buzzing. Hexers, that's what. You get outa here, go
on, git!"

"I"'ma-going," | said. "I just come by to say it's real unfortunate you couldri't chaw up your own

kinif'n you was a critter like in that there picture."

"Ain't nobody big enough to stop ne!"

"Maybe not," | said, "but they've all gone to glory."

When he heard this, old Yancey started to cackle. Finally, when he got his breath back, he said,
"Not theml Them varmints have gone plunb snmack to perdition, right where they belong. How d it
happen?"

"It was sort of an accident," | said. "The baby done kilt seven of them and G andpaw kilt the
other, in a way of speaking. No harmi ntended."”

"No harm done," Yancey said, cackling again.

"Maw sent her apol ogi es, and what do you want done with the renmains? | got to take the wheel barrow
back hone."

"Take 'emaway. | don't want 'em Good riddance to bad rubbish,” old Yancey said, so | said al
right and started off. But then he yelled out and told nme he'd changed his mnd. Told nme to dunp
"em where they was. From what | could make out, which wasn't nuch because he was | aughi ng so hard,
he wanted to come down and kick 'em

So | done like he said and then went back home and told Maw, over a ness of catfish and beans and

pot-1li kker. She nade sonme hush puppies, too. They was good. | sat back, figgering |I'd earned a
rest, and thunk a mte, feeling warmand nice around the mddle. | was trying to figger what a
bean would feel like, down in ny tumry. But it didn't seemto have no feelings.

It couldn't of been nore than a half hour |ater when the pig yelled outside |ike he was getting
ki cked, and then sonebody knocked on the door. It was Yancey. Mnute he cone hi, he pulled a

bandanna out of his britches and started sniffling. | |ooked at Maw, wi de-eyed. | couldn't tel
her not hi ng.
Paw and Uncle Les was drinking corn in a corner, and giggling a mite. | could tell they was

feeling good because of the way the table kept rocking, the one be-

tween them It wasn't touching neither one, but it kept jiggling, trying to step fust on Paw s
toes and then on Uncle Les's. They was doing it inside their haids, trying to ketch the other one
of f guard.

It was up to Maw, and she invited old Yancey to set down a spell and have sone beans. He just
sobbed.

"Somet hi ng wong, nei ghbor?" Maw asked, polite.

"It sure is," Yancey said, sniffling. "I'ma real old nan."

"You surely are," Maw told him "Mebbe not as old as Saunk here, but you | ook awful old."

"Hey?" Yancey said, staring at her. "Saunk? Saunk ain't nore'n seventeen, big as he is."

Maw near | ooked enmbarrassed. "Did | say Saunk?" she covered up, quick-like. "I meant this Saunk's
grand-paw. His name's Saunk too." It wasn't; even G andpaw don't renenber what his name was first,
it's been so long. But in his tine he's used a lot of nanes like Elijah and so forth. | ain't even

sure they had nanmes in Atlantis, where Grandpaw conme fromin the first place. Nunbers or
sonething. It don't signify, anyhow

Well, seens like gl d Yancey kept snuffling and groani ng and noani ng, and made out like we'd kilt
hi s ei ght boys and he was all alone in the world. He hadn't cared a mte half an hour ago, though
and | said so. But he pointed out he hadn't rightly understood what | was tal ki ng about then, and
for me to shet up.

"Qught to had a bigger fanmily," he said. "They used to be two nore boys, Zeb and Robbie, but |
shot "emone tine. Didn't |like the way they was | ooking ory-eyed at ne. The point is, you Hogbens
ain't got noright to kill my boys."
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"We didn't go for to do it," Maw said. "It was nmore or |less an accident. We'd be right happy to
make it up to you, one way or another."

"That's what | was counting on," old Yancey said. "It seens |like the |east you could do, after
acting up like you done. It don't matter whether the baby kilt my boys, |ike Saunk says and he's a
liar. The idea is that | figger all you Hogbens are responsible. But | guess we could call it
square if'n you did ne a little favor. It ain't really right for neighbors to hold bad feelings."
"Any favor you name," Maw said, "if it ain't out of line."

" "Tain't much," old Yancey said. "I just want you to split me up into a rabble, sort of
tenmporary."”

"Hey, you been listening to Medea?" Paw said, being drunk enough not to know no better. "Don't you
bel i eve her. That was purely a prank she played on Pelias. After he got chopped up he stayed dai d;
he didn't git young like she said he would."

"Hey?" Yancey said. He pulled that old magazi ne out of his pocket and it fell open right to that
purty picture. "This here," he said. "Saunk tells me you kin do it. And everybody round here knows
you Hogbens are witches. Saunk said you done it once with a feller named of Messy."

"Quess he nmeans Cadnus," | said.

Yancey waved the magazine. | saw he had a queer kind of gleamin his eye.
"I't shows right here," he said, wild-like. "A feller steps inside this here gimick and then he
keeps com ng out of it, dozens of him over and over. Wtchcraft. Well, | know about you Hogbens.

You may fool the city folk, but you don't fool me none. You're all witches."
"W ain't," Paw said fromthe corner. "Not no nore."

"You are so," Yancey said. "l heard stories. | even seen hinf-he pointed right at Uncle Les-"
seen himflying around in the air. And if that ain't witchcraft I don't know what is."

"Don't you, honest?" | asked. "That's easy. It's when you get sone-"

But Maw told ne to shet up.

"Saunk told ne you kin do it," he said. "An'" | been sitting and studyi ng and | ooking over this
here nmagazine. | got ne a fine idea. Now, it stands to reason, everybody knows a witch kin be in

two places at the sane tinme. Couldn't a witch nebbe git to be in three places at the sanme tine?"
"Three's as good as two," Maw said. "Only there ain't no witches. It's like this here science you
hear tell about. People nake it up out of their haids. It ain't nat-cheral."”

"Well, then," Yancey said, putting the magazi ne down. "Two or three or a whol e passel. How many
people are there in the world, anyway?"

"Two billion, two hunnerd fifty mllion, nine hunnerd and fifty-nine thousand, nine hunnerd and
ni neteen, " | said.

"Then-"

"Hold on a minute," | said. "Nowit's two billion, two

hunnerd fifty mllion, nine hunnerd and fifty-nine thousand, nine hunnerd and twenty. Cute little
tyke, too."

"Boy or girl?" Maw asked.

"Boy," | told her.

"Then why can't you make ne be in two billion whatever it was places at the same tune? Mbbe for
just a half a minute or so. | ain't greedy. That'd be |ong enough, anyhow. "

"Long enough for what?" Maw asked.

Yancey give ne a sly look. "I got ne a problem" he said. "I want to find a feller. Trouble is, |
dunno if | kin find himnow It's been a awful long tune. But | got to, somehow or other. | ain't

a-gonna rest easy in ny grave unless | done paid all nmy debts, and for thutty years | been ow ng
this feller sonething. It lays heavy on ny conscience.”

"That's right honorable of you, neighbor,"” Mw said.

Yancey snuffled and wi ped his nose on his sleeve.

"It's a-gonna be a hard job," he said. "I put it off nebbe a nmite too long. The thing is, | was
figgering on sending my eight boys out to ook for this feller sonmetine, so you kin see why it's
busted ne all up, the way them no-good varnmints up and got kilt w thout no warning. How am | gonna
find that feller I want now?"

Maw | ooked troubl ed and passed Yancey the jug.

"Whoosh!" he said, after a snort. "Tastes like real hell-fire for certain. \Wioosh!" Then he took
anot her swi g, sucked in sone air, and scow ed at Maw.

"If'n a man pl ans on sawi ng down a tree and Ms nei ghbor busts the saw, seens to me that nei ghbor
ought to lend his own saw. Ain't that right?"

"Sure is," Maw said. "Only we ain't got eight boys to I end you."

"You got sonething better," Yancey said. "Black, wicked magic, that's what. | ain't saying yea or
nay 'bout that. It's your own affair. But seeing as how you kilt off them wuthless young 'uns of
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mne, so's | can't do like | was intending-why, then it |ooks |like you ought to be willing to help

me in sone other way. Long as | kin locate that feller and pay himwhat | owe him |'msatisfied
Now, ain't it the gospel truth that you kin spilt nme up into a passel of ne-critters?”
"Way, | guess we kin do that, | s'pose," Maw said

"An' ain't it gospel that you kin fix it so's every dang
one of themme-critters will travel real fast and see everybody in the whole, entire world?"

"That's easy," | said.

"I'f'nl kin git to do that," Yancey said, "it'd be easy for me to spot that feller and give him
what he's got coming to him" He snuffled. "I allus been honest. |I'm skeered of dying unless | pay
all ny debts fust. Danged if'n | want to burn through all eternity |like you sinful Hogbens are a-
gonna. "

"Shucks," Maw said, "I guess we kin help out, neighbor, being as how you feel so het up about it.
Yes, sir, we'll do like you want."

Yancey brightened up considerabl e.

"Prom se?" he asked. "Swear it, on your word an' honor?"

Mow | ooked ki nd of funny, but Yancey pulled out his bandanna again, so she busted down and nade
her sol emm proni se. R ght away Yancey cheered up

"How I ong will the spell take?" he asked.

"There ain't no spell," | said. "Like | told you, all | need is sone scrap iron and a washbasin
"Twon't take long."

"I"ll be back real soon," Yancey said, sort of cackling, and run out, |aughing his haid off. Going
through the yard, he kicked out at a chicken, m ssed, and | aughed sone nore. Guess he was feeling

purty good.

"You better go on and neke that gadget so's it'll be ready," Maw told ne. "Gt going."

"Yes, Maw," | said, but | sat there for a second or two, studying. She picked up the broonstick
"You know, Maw "

"Wl | ?"

"Not hing," | said, and dodged the broonstick. | went on out, trying to git clear what was
troubling nme. Sonething was, only | couldn't tell what. | felt kind of unwilling to nake that
there gadget, which didn't nmake right good sense, since there didn't seemto be nothing really
wWr ong.

I went out behind the woodshed, though, and got busy. Took me 'bout ten ninutes, but | didn't
hurry much. Then | cone back to the house with the gadget and said | was done. Paw told ne to shet
up.

Well, | sat there and | ooked at the gimmck and still felt trouble on ny mind. Had to do with
Yancey, sonmehow

or other. Finally | noticed he'd left his old nmagazine behind, so | picked it up and started
reading the story right under that picture, trying to make sense out of it. Durned if | could

It was all about sone crazy hillbillies who could fly. Well, that ain't no trick but what I
couldn't figger out was whether the feller that wit it was trying to be funny or not. Seens to ne
peopl e are funny enough anyhow, without trying to nake 'em funnier

Besi des, serious things ought to be treated serious, and fromwhat our Perfesser feller told ne
once, there's an awful |ot of people what really believe in science and take it trenmendous
serious. He allus got a holy light hi his eye when he tal ked about it. The only good thing about
that story, it didn't have no girls init. Grls make nme feel funny.

I didn't seemto be gitting nowheres, so | went down to the cellar and played with the baby. He's
kind of big for his tank these days. He was glad to see ne. Wnked all four of his eyes at ne, one
after the other. Real cute.

But all the time “here was sonethi ng about that nagazine that kept nagging at ne. | felt itchy

i nside, |ike when before they had that big fire in London, some while ago. Quite a spell of

si ckness they had then, too.

It rem nded ne of sonething Grandpaw had told ne once, that he'd got the sanme sort of skitters
just before Atlantis foundered. 'Course, G andpaw kin sort of look into the future-which ain't
much good, really, on account of it keeps changing around. | cain't do that nyself yet. | ain't
growed up enough. But | had a kind of hunch that sonething real bad was around, only it hadn't
happened quite yet.

| al nost decided to wake up Grandpaw, | felt so troubled. But around then |I heard tronping
upstairs, so | clonb up to the kitchen, and there was Yancey, sw ggi ng down sonme corn Maw d give
him Mnute | |ooked at the old coot, | got that feeling agin.

Yancey said, "Wioosh," put down the jug, and wanted to know if we was ready. So | pointed at the
gadget 1'd fixed up and said that was it, all right, and what did he think about it?
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"That little thing?" Yancey asked. "Ain't you a-gonna call up AOd Scratch?"

"Ain't no need," Uncle Les said. "Not with you here, you little water noccasin, you."

Yancey | ooked right pleased. "That's ne," he said. "Mean as a noccasin, and fulla pizen. How does
it work?"

"Well," | said, "it sort of splits you up into a lot of Yanceys, is all."

Paw had been setting quiet, but he nust of tuned in inside the haid of sone perfesser somewheres,
on account of he started talking foolish. He don't know any four-bit words hisself.

I wouldn't care to know 'em nysel f, being as how they only mix up what's sinple as cleaning a
trout.

"Each human organism" Paw said, showing off like crazy, "is an el ectromagnetic machine, enmtting
a pattern of radiations, both frombrain and body. By reversing polarity, each unit of you
Yancey, will be automatically attracted to each already existent human unit, since un-likes
attract. But first you will step on Saunk's device and your body w |l be broken down-"

"Hey!" Yancey yel ped.

Paw went right on, proud as a peacock

"-into a basic electronic matri x, which can then be duplicated to the point of infinity, just as a
type face may print mllions of identical copies of itself hi reverse- negative instead of
positive.

"Since space is no factor where electronic wave-patterns are concerned, each copy will be
instantly attracted to the space occupied by every other person in the world," Paw was goi ng on
till 1 like to bust. "But since two objects cannot occupy the sane space-tine, there will be an
automati c spaci al displacenent, and each Yancey-copy will be repelled to approximtely two feet
away from each human being."

"You forgot to draw a pentagram" Yancey said, |ooking around nervous-like. "That's the awfull est
durn spell | ever heard hi all ny born days. | thought you said you wasn't gonna call up Ad
Scrat ch?"

Maybe it was on account of Yancey was | ooking on-common |ike Ad Scratch hisself just then, but
just couldn't stand it no longer-having this funny feeling inside me. So | woke up Grandpaw. | did
it inside ny haid, the baby hel ping, so's nobody noticed. R ght away there was a stirring in the
attic, and G andpaw heaved hisself around a little and woke up. Next thing | knew he was cussing a
bl ue streak.

Well, the whole fam |y heard that, even though Yancey couldn't. Paw stopped show ng of f and shet
up.

"Dul lards!" Grandpaw said, real mad. "Rapscallions! Certes, y-wist it was no wonder | was having
bad dreans. Saunk, you've put your foot in it now Have you no sense of process? Didn't you
realize what this caitiff schm was planning, the stinkard? Get in the groove, Saunk, ere
manhood' s state shall find thee unprepared." Then he added something in Sanskrit. Living as |ong
as Gandpaw has, he gits mixed up in his talk sonetines.

"Now, Grandpaw," Maw t hunk, "what's Saunk been and done?"

"You' ve all done it!" G andpaw yelled. "Couldn't you add cause and effect? Saunk, what of the

pi cture y-wought in Yancey's pul p nag? Werefore hys sodi en change of herte, when obviously the
stinkard hath no nmore honor than a | ounge |izard? Do you want the world depopul ated before its
time? Ask Yancey what he's got in his britches pocket, dang you!"

"M. Yancey," | said, "what have you got hi your britches pocket?" ,

"Hey?" he said, reaching down and hauling out a big, rusty nonkey wench. "You nean this? | picked
it up back of the shed.” He was | ooking real sly.

"What you aimng to do with that?" Maw asked, quick

Yancey give us all a nean look. "Ain't no harmtelling you," he said. "I aimto hit everybody,
every durn soul in the whole, entire world, right snmack on top of the haid, and you promi sed to
help ne do it."

"Lawks a-nercy," Maw sai d.

"Yes, siree," Yancey giggled. "Wen you hex me, |I'ma-gonna be in every place everybody else is,
standi ng right behind "em 1'Il whang 'em good. Thataway, | kin be sure 111 git even. One of them
people is just bound to be the feller I want, and he'll git what | been owing himfor thutty
years."

"What feller?" | said. "You nean the one you net up with in New York you was telling ne about?
figgered you just owed himsonme noney."

"Never said no sech thing," Yancey snapped. "A debt s a debt, be it nmoney or a bust in the haid.
Ain't nobody a-gonna step on ny corn and git awmay with it, thutty years or no thutty years."

"He stepped on your corn?" Paw asked. "That's all be done?"

"Yup. | was likkered up at the tine, but |I recollect | went down sone stairs to where a |lot of
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trains was rushing around under the ground."

"You was drunk."

"l sure was," Yancey said. "Couldn't be no sech thing-trains running underground! But | sure as
shooting wasn't dream ng 'bout the feller what stepped on nmy corn. Wiy, | kin still feel it. | got
mad. It was so crowded | couldn't even nove for a nite, and | never even got a good | ook at the
feller what stepped on ne.

"By the time | hit out with ny stick, he nust of got away. Never knew what he | ooked Iike. M ght

have been a female, but that don't signify. | just ain't a-gonna die till | pay nmy debts and git
even with everybody what ever done ne dirt. | allus got even with every dang soul what done mne
wrong, and nost everybody | ever net did."

Riled up a whole ot was Yancey Tarbell. He went right on fromthere:

"So | figgered, since | never found out just who this feller was what stepped on ny corn, | better
make downright sure and take a lick at everybody, man, woman, and child."

"Now you hold your hosses,"” | said. "Ain't no children could have been alive thutty years ago, an

you know it."

"Makes no difference," Yancey snapped. "I was a-think-ing, and | got an awful idea: suppose that
feller went and died. Thutty years is a long tine. But then | figgered, even if he did up and die,
chances are he got narried and had kids fust. Ifn |l can't git even with him | kin get even with
his children. The sins of the father-that's Scripture. If'n | hit everybody in the world, | can't
go fur wrong."

"You ain't hitting no Hogbens," Maw said. "None of us been in New York since afore you was born.
mean, we ain't never been there. So you kin just |eave us out of it. Howd you like to git a
mllion dollars instead? O nmybe you want to git young again or sonething like that? W kin fix

that for you instead, if you'll give up this here w cked idea."

"I ain't a-gonna," Yancey said, stubborn. "You give your gospel word to help ne."

"Well, we ain't bound to keep a pronmise like that," Maw said, but then G andpaw chimed in fromthe
attic.

"The Hogben word is sacred,” he told us. "It's our bond. W nust keep our pronise to this booby.

But, having kept it, we are not bound further."

"Ch?" | said, sort of gitting a thought. "That being the case-M. Yancey, just what did we

promi se, exact?"

He waved the nmonkey wrench at ne.

"I"ma-gonna git split up into as many people as they are people in the world, and |I'm a-gonna be
standing right beside all of 'em You give your word to help ne do that. Don't you try to wiggle
out of it."

"I ain't wiggling," | said. "Only we better git it clear, so's you'll be satisfied and won't have
no kick com ng. One thing, though. You got to be the sane size as everybody you visit."

"Hey 2"

"I kin fix it easy. When you step on this here gadget, there'll be two billion, two hunnerd fifty
mllion, nine hunnered and fifty-ni ne thousand, nine hunnered and twenty Yanceys all over the
world. S posin', now, one of these here Yanceys finds hinself standing next to a big feller seven
feet tall."That wouldn't be so good, would it?"

"I want to be eight feet high," Yancey said.

"No, sir. The Yancey who goes to visit a feller that high is a-gonna be just that high hisself,
exactly. And the one who visits a baby only two feet high is a-gonna be only two feet high
hisself. What's fair's fair. You agree to that, or it's all off. Only other thing, you'll be just
exactly as strong as the feller you're up again'."

| guess he seen | was firm He hefted the nonkey wrench.

"How 111 git back?" he asked.

"We'll take care of that," | said. "I'Il give you five seconds. That's |ong enough to swing a
monkey wench, ain't it?"

"It ain't very long."

"If'n you stay |onger, sonebody mi ght hit back."

"So they might," he said, turning pale under the dirt. "Five seconds is plenty."

"Then if'n we do just that, you'll be satisfied? You won't have no kick coni ng?"

He swung the nonkey wench and | aughed.

"Suits ne fine and dandy," he said. "I'll bust their haids good. Heh, heh, heh." "Then you step
right on here,"” | said, showi ng him

"WAit a mite, though. | better try it fust, to nmake sure it works right."

| picked up a stick of firewood fromthe box by the stone and wi nked at Yancey. "You git set," |
said. "The minute | git back, you step right on here."
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Maw started to say something, but all of a sudden Grandpaw started |laughing in the attic. | guess
he was | ooking into the future again.

| stepped on the gadget, and it worked slick as anything. Afore | could blink, I was split up into
two billion, two hunnerd and fifty mllion, nine hunnerd and fifty-nine thousand, nine hunnerd and

ni net een Saunk Hog- bens.

There was one short, o' course, on account of | left out Yancey, and o' course the Hogbens ain't
listed in no census. But here | was, standing right in front of everybody in the whole, entire
worl d except the Hogben family and Yancey hisself. It was plunb onreasonabl e.

Never did | know there was so nany faces in this world! They was all colors, sonme wth whiskers,
sonme without, some with clothes on, sonme naked as needles, sone awful big and sone real short, and
hal f of themwas in daylight and half was in the nighttine. | got downright dizzy.

For just a flash, | thought | could nake out sone of the people |I knowed down in Piperville,
including the Sheriff, but he got mixed up with a lady in a string of beads who was casing a
kangaroo-critter, and she turned into a man dressed up fit to kill who was speechifyin' hi a big

room somewher es

My, | was dizzy.

| got ahold of nyself and it was about tine, too, for just about then near everybody in the whole
world noticed ne. 'Course, it nust have | ooked like |'d popped out of thin air, right in front of
them real sudden, and -well, you ever had near two billion, two hunnerd and fifty million, nine
hunnerd and fifty-nine thousand, nine hunnerd and ni neteen peopl e | ooking you right square hi the
eye? It's just awful. | forgot what |I'd been intending. Only | sort of heard G andpaw s voice
telling me to hurry up.

So | pushed that stick of firewood | was holding, only nowit was two billion, two hunnerd and
fifty million, nine hunnerd and fifty-nine thousand, nine hunnerd and

ni neteen sticks, into just about the sanme number of hands and |l et go. Sone of the people let go
too, but npst of 'emheld on to it. Then |I tried to remenber the speech | was a-gonna nake,
telling "emto git hi the fust lick at Yancey afore he could swing that nonkey w ench.

But | was too confounded. It was funny. Having all them people looking right at ne made ne so
downright shy, | couldn't even open ny nmouth. What nade it worse was that Grandpaw yelled | had
only one second left, so there wasn't even tune to nake a speech. In just one second, | was a-
gonna flash back to our kitchen, and then old Yancey was all ready to junp hi the gadget and swi ng
that nmonkey wrench. And | hadn't warned nobody. All |'d done was give everybody a little old stick
of firewood.

My, how they stared! | felt plunb naked. Their eyes bugged right out. And just as | started to
thin out around the edges like a biscuit, I-well, |I don't know what come over ne. | guess it was
feeling so oncommon shy. Maybe | shouldn't of done it, but-

| done it! ~

Then | was back in the kitchen. G andpaw was |aughing fit to kill hi the attic. The old

gentl eman's got a funny kind of sense of hunor, | guess. | didn't have no tinme for himthen
though, for Yancey junped past nme and into the gadget. And he di sappeared into thin air, the way |
had. Split up, like I'd been, into as nany people as there was hi the world, and standing right hi
front of 'em

Maw and Paw and Uncle Les was |ooking at ne real hard. | sort of shuffled.

"I fixedit," | said. "Seens |ike a man who's nean enough to hit little babies over the haid
deserves what he's"-1 stopped and | ooked at the gadget-"what he's been and got," | finished, on
account of Yancey had tunbled out of thin air, and a nore whupped-up old rattlesnake | never seen
My!

Well, | guess purty near everybody hi the whole world had took a whang at M. Yancey. He never

even had a chance to swi ng that nonkey wench. The whole world had got in the fust lick

Yes, siree. M. Yancey |ooked plunb ruined.

But he could still yell. You could of heard hima nile off. He kept screami ng that he'd been
cheated. He wanted another chance, and this time he was taking his shoot-

ing iron and a bowie knife. Finally Maw got disgusted, took himby the collar, and shook hi mup
till his teeth rattled.

"Quoting Scripture!" she said, madlike. "You little dried-up scraggle of "downright pizen! The
Good Book says an eye for an eye, don't it? W kept our word, and there ain't nobody kin say
different."

"That's the truth, certes," G andpaw chinmed hi fromthe attic

"You better go honme and git sone arnicy," Mw said, shaking Yancey sonme nore. "And don't you cone
round here no nore, never again, or we'll set the baby on you."

"But | didn't git even!" Yancey squall ed.
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"l guess you ain't a-gonna, ever," | said. "You just cain't live long enough to git even with
everybody hi the whole world, M. Yancey."

By and by, that seemed to strike Yancey all in a heap. He turned a rich color |ike beet soup, nade
a quacki ng noi se, and started cussing. Uncle Les reached for the poker, but there wasn't no need
"The whol e dang worl d done me wong!" Yancey squeal ed, and cl apped his hands to his haid. "I been
fl ummoxed! Why hi tarnation did they hit me fust? "There's sonething funny about-"

"Hush up," | said, all of a sudden realizing the trouble wasn't over, like |I'd thought. "Listen

anybody hear anything fromthe vill age?"

Even Yancey shet up whilst we listened. "Don't hear a thing," Maw said.

"Saunk's right," Grandpaw put hi. "That's what's wong."

Then everybody got it-that is, everybody except Yancey. Because about now there ought to of been
quite a runpus down at Piperville. Don't fergit ne and Yancey went visiting the whole world, which
i ncludes Piperville, and people don't take a thing like that quiet. There ought to of been sone
yelling going on, at |east.

"What are you all standing round dunb as nutes for?" Yancey busted out. "You got to help ne git
even!"

| didn't pay himno mnd. | sat down and studied the gadget. After a minute | seen what it was |'d
done wong. | guess Grandpaw seen it about as quick as | did. You oughta heard himlaugh. |I hope
it done the old

gent | eman good. He has a right peculiar sense of hunor somnetines.

"I sort of made a nmistake hi this gadget, Maw," | said. "That's why it's so quiet down hi

Pi perville.”

"Aye, by ny troth," G andpaw said, still l|aughing. "Saunk had best seek cover. Twenty-three

ski ddoo, kid."

"You done sonething you shouldn't, Saunk?" Maw sai d.

"Bl abber, bl abber, blabber!" Yancey yelled. "I want mnmy rights! | want to know what it was Saunk
done that made everybody in the world hit me over the haid! He nmust of done sonething. | never had

no tune to-"

"Now you | eave the boy alone, M. Yancey," Maw said. "W done what we prom sed, and that's enough
You git outa here and sinmer down afore you say sonething you regret."

Paw wi nked at Uncle Les, and before Yancey could yell back at Maw the table sort of bent its |egs
down |ike they had knees hi 'em and snuck up behind Yancey real quiet. Then Paw said to Uncle Les,
"Al'l together now, let "er go," and the table straightened up its |legs and give Yancey a terrible
bunt that sent himflying out the door

The | ast we heard of Yancey was the whoops he kept letting out whenever he hit the ground all the
way down the hill. He rolled half the way to Piperville, | found out later. And when he got there
he started hitting people over the haid with his nonkey w ench.

| guess he figgered he might as well nmake a start the hard way.

They put himhi jail for a spell to cool off, and I guess he did, 'cause afterward he went back to
that little shack of his'n. I hear he don't do nothing but set around with his Iips noving, trying
to figger a way to git even with the hull world. | don't calc'late he'll ever hit on it, though

At that tune, | wasn't paying himnuch mind. | had ny own troubles. As soon as Paw and Uncl e Les
got the table back hi place, Maw lit into nme again.

Tell ne what happened, Saunk," she said. "lI'ma-feared you done sonething wong when you was h
that gadget. Renmenber you're a Hogben, son. You got to behave right when the whole world' s | ooking
at you. You didn't go and disgrace us hi front of the entire human race, did you, Saunk?"

G andpaw | aughed agin. "Not yet, he hasn't," he said

Then down in the basenent | heard the baby give a kind of gurgle and | knowed he could see it too.

That's surprising, kinda, W never know for sure about the baby. | guess he really kin see a
little bit into the future too.
"I just made a little mistake, Maw," | said. "Could happen to anybody. It seens the way | fixed

that gadget up, it split me into a |ot of Saunks, all right, but it sent nme ahead into next week
too. That's why there ain't no ruckus yet down in PipervUe."
"My land!" Maw said. "Child, you do things so carel ess!"

"I"'msorry, Maw," | said. "Trouble is, too nany people in Kperville knowne. |'d better |ight out
for the woods and pick ne a nice holler tree. 1'll be needing it, come next week."

"Saunk," Maw said, "you been up to sonething. Sooner or later I'lIl find out, so you m ght as well
tell me now "

Wel |, shucks, | knowed she was right. So | told her, and | mght as well tell you, too. You'l

find out anyhow, conme next week. It just shows you can't be too careful. This day next week,
everybody in the whole world is a-gonna be nighty surprised when | show up out of thin air, hand
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"emall a stick of firewood, and then r'ar back and spit right smack in their eye.

| s'pose that there two billion, two hunnerd and fifty mllion, nine hunnerd and fifty-nine
t housand, ni ne hunnerd and ni neteen includes everybody on earth.

Ever ybody!

Soneti nme next week, | figger

See you |l ater.

THE PROUD ROBOT

Thi ngs often happened to Gal | egher, who played at science by ear. He was, as he often remarked, a
casual genius. Sonetines he'd start with a twist of wire, a few batteries, and a button hook, and
before he finished, he night contrive a new type of refrigerating unit.

At the nmorment he was nursing a hangover. A disjointed, |anky, vaguely boneless man with a | ock of
dark hair falling untidily over his forehead, he lay on the couch in the | ab and nmanipul ated his
mechani cal liquor bar. A very dry Martini drizzled slowy fromthe spigot into his receptive

nmout h.

He was trying to renenber sonething, but not trying too hard. It had to do with the robot, of
course. Vell, it didn't matter.

"Hey, Joe," Gail egher said.

The robot stood proudly before the mirror and exanmined its innards. Its hull was transparent, and
wheel s were going around at a great rate inside.

"When you call ne that," Joe remarked, "whisper. And get that cat out of here."

"Your ears aren't that good."

"They are. | can hear the cat wal king about, all right."

"What does it sound like?" Gallegher inquired, interested.

"Jest like druns," said the robot, with a put-upon air. "And when you talk, it's like thunder."
Joe's voice was a discordant squeak, so Gall egher neditated on sayi ng sonething about glass houses
and casting the first stone. He brought his attention, with sone effort, to the | um nous door
panel , where a shadow | ooned-a fam |iar shadow, Gallegher thought.

"It's Brock," the annunciator said. "Harrison Brock. Let nme in!"

"The door's unl ocked." Gallegher didn't stir. He | ooked gravely at the well-dressed, niddle-aged
man who cane in, and tried to renenber. Brock was between forty and fifty; he had a snoothly
massaged, cl eanshaven face, and wore an expression of harassed intol erance. Probably Gall egher
knew the man. He wasn't sure. Ch, well

Brock | ooked around the big, untidy |aboratory, blinked at the robot, searched for a chair, and
failed to find it. Arnms akinbo, he rocked back and forth and glared at the prostrate scientist.
"Wl 1 ?" he said.

"Never start conversations that way," Call egher nunbl ed, siphoning another Martini down his

gullet. "1've had enough trouble today. Sit down and take it easy. There's a dynanp behind you. It
isn't very dusty, is it?"
"Did you get it?" Brock snapped. "That's all | want to know. You've had a week |'ve a check for

ten thousand in nmy pocket. Do you want it, or don't you?"

"Sure," Gallegher said. He extended a | arge, groping hand. "G ve."

"Caveat einptor. What am| buyi ng?"

"Don't you know?" the scientist asked, honestly puzzl ed.

Brock began to bounce up and down in a harassed fashion. "My God," he said. "They told nme you
could help ne if anybody could. Sure. And they also said it'd be like pulling teeth to get sense
out of you. Are you a technician or a drivelling idiot?"

Gal | egher pondered. "WAit a minute. |'mbeginning to renenber. | talked to you | ast week, didn't
| ?"

"You tal ked-" Brock's round face turned pink. "Yes! You lay there swilling liquor and babbl ed
poetry. You sang 'Frankie and Johnnie.' And you finally got around to accepting my conm ssion."”

"The fact is," Gallegher said, "I have been drunk. | often get drunk. Especially on ny vacation
It rel eases ny subconscious, and then | can work. |'ve nade ny best gadgets when | was tizzied,"
be went on happily. "Everything seens so clear then. Clear as a bell. | nmean a bell, don't 17

Anyway-" He lost the thread and | ooked puzzl ed. "Anyway, what are you talking about?"
"Are you going to keep quiet?" the robot demanded fromits post before the mrror

Brock junped. Gallegher waved a casual hand. "Don't mind Joe. | just finished himlast night, and
| rather regret it."
"A robot ?"
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"A robot. But he's no good, you know. | made himwhen |I was drunk, and | haven't the slightest

i dea how or why. Al he'll do is stand there and admire hinself. And sing. He sings like a
banshee. You'll hear himpresently.”

Wth an effort Brock brought his attention back to the matter in hand. "Now | ook, Gallegher. |I'm
in a spot. You promsed to help ne. If you don't, I'ma ruined nan."

"I'"ve been ruined for years," the scientist remarked. "It never bothers nme. | just go along
working for a living and making things in nmy spare tine. Making all sorts of things. You know, if
I'd really studied, 1'd have

been another Einstein. So they tell nme. As it is, my subconscious picked up a first-class
scientific training sonmewhere. Probably that's why | never bothered. Wien |I'mdrunk or
sufficiently absent-m nded, | can work out the dammedest problens."

"You' re drunk now," Brock accused.

"l approach the pleasanter stages. How would you feel if you woke up and found you' d nade a robot
for sone unknown reason, and hadn't the slightest idea of the creature's attributes?"

"well-"

"I don't feel that way at all," Gallegher nurnured. "Probably you take |life too seriously, Brock
Wne is a nocker; strong drink is raging. Pardon ne. | rage." He drank another Martini

Brock began to pace around the crowded | aboratory, circling various enignmatic and untidy objects.
"I'f you're a scientist, Heaven help science."

"I"'mthe Larry Adler of science," Gallegher said. "He was a musician

-lived sone hundreds of years ago, | think I"'mlike him Never took a lesson in ny life. Can |
help it if ny subconscious |ikes practical jokes?"

"Do you know who | anP" Brock denanded.

"Candi dly, no. Should I?"

There was bitterness in the other's voice. "You might have the courtesy to remenber, even though

it was a week ago. Harrison Brock. Me. | own Vox-View Pictures."

"No," the robot said suddenly, "it's no use. No use at all, Brock."

"What the-"

Gal | egher sighed wearily. "I forget the dammed thing's alive. M. Brock, neet Joe. Joe, neet M.
Br ock- of Vox-View. "

Joe turned, gears meshing within his transparent skull. "I amglad to neet you, M. Brock. Allow

me to congratul ate you on your good fortune in hearing nmy |ovely voice."
"Ugh," said the magnate inarticulately. "Hello."

"Vanity of vanities, all is vanity," Gallegher put in, sotto voce. "Joe's like that. A peacock. No
use arguing with himeither."

The robot ignored this aside. "But it's no use, M. Brock," he went on squeakily. "I'm not
interested in nmoney. | realize it would bring happiness to many if | consented to appear in your

pi ctures, but fane neans nothing to me. Nothing. Consciousness of beauty is enough."

Brock began to chew his lips. "Look," he said savagely, "I didn't come here to offer you a picture

job. See? Am | offering you a contract? Such col ossal nerve- Pah! You're crazy."

"Yoi x schenmes are perfectly transparent," the robot renarked coldly.

"I can see that you're overwhel ned by ny beauty and the |oveliness of ny voice-its grand tona
qualities. You needn't pretend you don't want me, just so you can get ne at a |lower price. | said
I wasn't interested."

"You're cr-r-razy!" Brock how ed, badgered beyond endurance, and Joe calmy turned back to his
mrror.

"Don't talk so loudly," the robot warned. "The discordance is deafening. Besides you' re ugly and
don't like to look at you." Wheels and cogs buzzed inside the transplastic shell. Joe extended his
eyes on stal ks and regarded hinmself with every appearance of appreciation

Gal | egher was chuckling quietly on the couch. "Joe has a high irritation value," he said. "l've
found that out already. | nust have given himsonme renarkabl e senses, too. An hour ago he started
to laugh- his damm fool head off. No reason, apparently. | was fixing nyself a bite to eat. Ten
m nutes after that | slipped on an apple core I'd thrown away and cane down hard. Joe just | ooked
at me. 'That was it,' he said. 'Logics of probability. Cause and effect. | knew you were going to
drop that apple core and then step on it when you went to pick up the mail.' Like the White Queen
| suppose. It's a poor nenory that doesn't work both ways."

Brock sat on the small dynano-there were two, the |arger one naned Monstro, and the snaller one
serving Gall egher as a bank- and took deep breaths. "Robots are nothing new "

"This one is. | hate its gears. It's beginning to give ne an inferiority conplex. Wsh | knew why
I'd made it," Gallegher sighed. "Ch, well. Have a drink?"
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"No. | cane here on business. Do you seriously mean you spent |ast week building a robot instead
of solving the problem | hired you for?"

"Contingent, wasn't it?" Gallegher asked. "I think I renmenber that."

"Contingent," Brock said with satisfaction. "Ten thousand, if and when."

"Way not give ne the dough and take the robot? He's worth that. Put himin one of your pictures."
"I won't have any pictures unless you figure out an answer," Brock snapped. "I told you all about
it."

"I have been drunk," Gallegher said. "My mind has been wi ped clear, as by a sponge. | amas a

little child. Soon I shall be as a drunken little child. Meanwhile, if you' d care to explain the
matter again-"

Brock gul ped down his passion, jerked a nmagazi ne at random fromthe bookshel f, and took out a
stylo. "All right. My preferred stocks are at twenty-eight, 'way bel ow par-" He scribbled figures
on the magarifle.

"If you' d taken that nedieval folio next to that, it'd have cost you a pretty penny," Gall egher
said lazily. "So you're the sort of guy who wites on tabl ecloths, eh? Forget this business of
stocks and stuff. Get down to cases. Wio are you trying to gyp?"

"I't's no use," the robot said frombefore its mrror. "I won't sign a contract. People nmay cone
and admire ne, if they like, but they'll have to whisper in my presence."
"A madhouse," Brock nmuttered, trying to get a grip on hinself. "Listen, Gallegher. | told you all

this a week ago, but-"

"Joe wasn't here then. Pretend like you're talking to him"

"Uh-1ook. You've heard of Vox-View Pictures, at |east."

"Sure. The biggest and best television conpany in the business. Sonatone's about your only
conpetitor."

"Sonat one' s squeezing nme out."

Gal | egher | ooked puzzled. "I don't see how You' ve got the best product. Tn-dinmensional color, al
sorts of nodern inprovenents, the top actors, nusicians, singers-"

"No use,"” the robot said. "I won't."

"Shut up, Joe. You're tops in your field, Brock. I'll hand you that. And I've always heard you
were fairly ethical. Wat's Sonatone got on you?"

Brock made hel pl ess gestures. "Ch, it's politics. The bootleg theaters. | can't buck 'em Sonatone

hel ped el ect the present adninistration, and the police just wink when | try to have the
boot | eggers rai ded. "

"Bootl eg theaters?" Gallegher asked, scowing a trifle. "1've heard sonething-"

"It goes 'way back. To the old sound-film days. Hone television killed sound film and big
theaters. People were conditioned anay fromsitting in audience groups to watch a screen. The hone
tel evisors got good. It was nore fun to sit in an easy-chair, drink beer, and watch the show.

Tel evision wasn't a rich man's hobby by that tine. The nmeter system brought the price down to

m ddl e-cl ass | evel s. Everybody knows that."

"l don't," Gallegher said. "I never pay attention to what goes on outside of ny lab, unless | have
to. Liquor and a selective nmind. | ignore everything that doesn't affect ne directly. Explain the
whole thing in detail, so I'Il get a conplete picture. | don't mind repetition. Now, what about
this neter system of yours?"

"Tel evisors are installed free. W never sell 'em we rent them Peopie pay according to how many
hours they have the set tuned in. W run a continuous show, stage plays, wire-tape filnms, operas,
orchestras, singers, vaudeville-everything. If you use your televisor a lot, you pay
proportionately. The man cones around once a nonth and reads the neter. Wiich is a fair system
Anybody can afford a Vox-View Sonatone and the other conpanies do the same thing, but Sonatone's
the only big conpetitor |I've got. At least, the only one that's crooked as hell. The rest of the
boys-they're smaller than | am but | don't step on their toes. Nobody's ever called nme a | ouse,"
Brock said darkly.

"So what ?"

"So Sonatone has started to depend on audi ence appeal. It was inpossible till lately-you couldn't
magni fy tn-di nensional television on a big screen w thout streaki ness and nirage-effect. That's
why the regular three-by-four hone screens were used. Results were perfect. But Sonatone's bought
a lot of the ghost theaters all over the country-"

"What's a ghost theater?" Gall egher asked. -

"Well -before sound films collapsed, the world was thinking big. Big-you know? Ever heard of the
Radio City Music Hall? That wasn't in it! Television was conming in, and conpetition was fierce.
Sound-fil mtheaters got bigger and nore el aborate. They were pal aces. Trenendous. But when

tel evisi on was perfected, nobody went to the theaters any nore, and it was often too expensive a
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job to tear 'em down. Ghost theaters-see? Big ones and little ones. Renovated them And they're
showi ng Sonat one prograns. Audi ence appeal is quite a factor. The theaters charge plenty, but
people flock into "em Novelty and the nob instinct."

Cal | egher closed his eyes. "Wiat's to stop you from doing the sane thing?"

"Patents," Brock said briefly. "I nentioned that di nensional television couldn't be used on big
screens till lately. Sonatone signed an agreenent with ne ten years ago that any enlarging

i mprovenents woul d be used nutually. They craw ed out of that contract. Said it was faked, and the
courts upheld them They uphold the courts-politics. Anyhow, Sonatone's technicians worked out a
met hod of using the |arge screen. They took out patents-twenty-seven patents, in fact, covering
every possible variation on the idea. My technical staff has been working day and night trying to
find some sinmlar nmethod that won't be an infringenent, but Sonatone's got it all sewed up.
They've a systemcalled the Magna. It can be hooked up to any type of televisor-but they'll only
allowit to be used on Sonatone nachi nes. See?"

"Unet hical, but legal," Gallegher said. "Still, you're giving your custonmers nore for their noney.
Peopl e want good stuff. The size doesn't matter."

"Yeah," Brock said bitterly, "but that isn't all. The newstapes are full of A A -it's a new

cat chword. Audi ence Appeal. The herd instinct.

You're right about people wanting good stuff-but would you buy Scotch at four a quart if you could
get it for half that amount?"

"Depends on the quality. Wrhat ~s happeni ng?"

"Bootleg theaters,"” Brock said. "They've opened all over the country. They show Vox-Vi ew products
and they' re using the Magna enl arger system Sonatone's got patented. The adnission price is |ow

| ower than the rate of owning a Vox-View in your owmn honme. There's audi ence appeal. There's the
thrill of sonething a bit illegal. People are having their Vox-Views taken out right and left. |
know why. They can go to a bootleg theater instead."

"It's illegal," Gallegher said thoughtfully.

"So were speakeasies, in the Prohibition Era. A matter of protection, that's all. | can't get any
action through the courts. I've tried. I'mrunning in the red. Eventually I'lIl be broke. | can't

| ower nmy home rental fees on Vox-Views. They're noninal already. | make nmy profits through

quantity. Now, no profits. As for these bootleg theaters, it's pretty obvious who's backing them"
" Sonat one?"

"Sure. Silent partners. They get the take at the box office. What they want is to squeeze ne out
of business, so they' Il have a nmonopoly. After that, they'll give the public junk and pay their
artists starvation salaries. Wth nme it's different. | pay ny staff what they're worth- plenty."
"And you offered me a lousy ten thousand," Gall egher remarked. "Uh-huhl"

"That was only the first instalment,” Brock said hastily. "You can name your own fee. Wthin
reason," he added. -

"I shall. An astronomical sum Did | say |I'd accept the commi ssion a week ago?"

"You did."

"Then | nust have had sonme idea how to solve the problem™ Gall egher pondered. "Let's see. |
didn't nention anything in particular, did

| 2"

"You kept tal king about marble slabs and. . . uh. . . your sweetie."

"Then | was singing," Gallegher explained largely. "St. James Infirmary.' Singing calns ny nerves,
and God knows they need it sonetimes. Music and liquor. | often wonder what the vintners buy-"
"Wrhat ?"

"One half so precious as the stuff they sell. Let it go. | amquoting Omar. It nmeans nothing. Are

your technicians any good?"

"The best. And the best paid."

"They can't find a magni fying process that won't infringe on the Sonatone Magna patents?"
"In a nutshell, that's it."

"l suppose I'll have to do sone research," Gallegher said sadly. "I hate it like poison. Still,
the sum of the parts equals the whole. Does that nake sense to you? It doesn't to nme. | have
trouble with words. After | say things, | start wondering what |'ve said. Better than watching a
play," he finished wildly. "I've got a headache. Too nuch talk and not enough |iquor. Were were
we?"

" Approachi ng the madhouse," Brock suggested. "If you weren't ny last resort, |'d-"

"No use," the robot said squeakily. "You nmight as well tear up your contract, Brock. | won't sign
it. Fame nmeans nothing to me-nothing."

"I'f you don't shut up," Gall egher warned, "I'mgoing to screamin your ears."

"All right!" Joe shrilled. "Beat ne! Co on, beat nme! The neaner you are, the faster I'll have ny
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nervous systemdisrupted, and then I'lIl be dead. | don't care. |'ve got no instinct of self-
preservation. Beat ne. See if | care.”

"He's right, you know," the scientist said after a pause. "And it's the only logical way to
respond to blackmail or threats. The sooner it's over, the better. There aren't any gradations
with Joe. Anything really painful to himwll destroy him And he doesn't give a dam."

"Neither do I," Brock grunted. 'What | want to find out-"

"Yeah. | know. Well, 1'll wander around and see what occurs to me. Can | get into your studi os?"
"Here's a pass." Brock scribbled sonething on the back of a card. "WIIl you get to work on it

ri ght away?"

"Sure," Gallegher lied. "Now you run along and take it easy. Try and cool off. Everything' s under
control. I'"Il either find a solution to your problempretty soon or else-"

"Or el se what?"

"O else | won't," the scientist finished blandly, and fingered the buttons on a control pane
near the couch. "lI'mtired of Martinis. Wiy didn't | make that robot a nechanical bartender, while
I was at it? Even the effort of selecting and pushing buttons is depressing at times. Yeah, |'l
get to work on the business, Brock. Forget it."

The magnate hesitated. "Well, you're ny only hope. | needn't bother to nention that if there's
anything | can do to help you-"

"A blonde," Gallegher nmurrmured. "That gorgeous, gorgeous star of yours, Silver O Keefe. Send her
over. Otherwi se | want nothing."

"Good- by, Brock," the robot said squeakily. "Sorry we couldn't get to-

gether on the contract, but at |east you' ve had the ineluctable delight of hearing ny beautifu
voice, not to nention the pleasure of seeing ne. Don't tell too nmany people how lovely | am |
really don't want to be bothered with nobs. They're noisy."

"You don't know what dogmatism means till you've talked to Joe," Gallegher said. "Ch, well. See
you later. Don't forget the bl onde."

Brock's |lips quivered. He searched for words, gave it up as a vain task, and turned to the door
" Good- by, you ugly nman," Joe said.

Gal | egher wi nced as the door slamed, though it was harder on the robot's supersensitive ears than
on his own. "Wy do you go on like that?" he inquired. "You nearly gave the guy apopl exy."

"Surely he didn't think he was beautiful,” Joe renarked.

"Beauty's in the eye of the behol der."

"How stupid you are. You're ugly, too."

"And you're a collection of rattletrap gears, pistons and cogs. You' ve got worms," said Gall egher
referring of course, to certain mechanisnms in the robot's body.

"I"'mlovely." Joe stared raptly into the mrror.

"Maybe, to you. Wiy did | make you transparent, | wonder?"

"So others could admire nme. | have X-ray vision, of course.”

"And wheels in your head. Way did | put your radio-atonic brain in your stomach? Protection?"
Joe didn't answer. He was hunming in a maddeningly squeaky voice, shrill and nerve-racking.

Gal | egher stood it for a while, fortifying hinself with a gin rickey fromthe siphon.

"CGet it up!" he yelped at last. "You sound |ike an ol d-fashi oned subway train going round a
curve."

"You're nerely jealous," Joe scoffed, but obediently raised his tone to a supersonic pitch. There
was silence for a half-nmnute. Then all the dogs in the nei ghborhood began to how .

Wearily Gall egher dragged his lanky frame up fromthe couch. He might as well get out. Cbviously
there was no peace to be had in the |aboratory. Not with that animated junk pile inflating his ego
all over the place. Joe began to laugh in an off-key cackle. Gallegher w nced.

"' What now?"

"You'll find out."

Logi ¢ of causation and effect, influenced by probabilities, X-ray vision and other enigmatic
senses the robot no doubt possessed. Gall egher cursed softly, found a shapel ess bl ack hat, and
made for the door. He

opened it to admit a short, fat man who bounced painfully off the scientist's stonach.

"Whoof ! Uh. What a corny sense of hunor that jackass has. Hello, M. Kennicott. 3 ad to see you.
Sorry | can't offer you a drink."

M. Kennicott's swarthy face twisted nalignantly. "Don' wanna no drink. Wanna ny noney. You gi mre.
Howzabout it?"

Gal | egher | ooked thoughtfully at nothing. "Well, the fact is, | was just going to collect a
check. "
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"I sella you ny dianponds. You say you gonna nmake sonmet'ing wit' 'em You gi me check before. It go
bounca, bounca, bounca. Wy is?"

"It was rubber," Gallegher said faintly. "I never can keep track of ny bank bal ance.”

Kenni cott showed synptons of goi ng bounca on the threshold. "You gi nme back di anonds, eh?"

"Well, | used "emin an experinent. | forget just what. You know, M. Kennicott, | think | was a
little drunk when | bought them wasn't

| ?"

"Dronk," the little man agreed. "Mad wit' vino, sure. So whatta? | wait no |longer. Aw eady you put
me off too nmuch. Pay up now or elsa."”

"Go away, you dirty man," Joe said fromwithin the room "You' re awful."

Gal | egher hastily shoul dered Kennicott out into the street and | atched the door behind him "A
parrot," he explained. "I'mgoing to wing its neck pretty soon. Now about that noney. | admit |
owe it to you. I've just taken on a big job, and when |I'm paid, you'll get yours."

"Bah to such stuff,” Kennicott said. "You gotta position, eh? You are technician wit' some big
conpany, eh? Ask for ahead-salary.”

"I did," Gallegher sighed. "I've drawn ny salary for six nonths ahead. Now |l ook. I'll have that
dough for you in a couple of days. Maybe | can get an advance fromny client. O K. ?"

"No?"
"Ah-h, nutsa. | waita one day. Two daysa, maybe. Enough. You get noney. Awight. If not, O K,
cal abozo for you."

"Two days is plenty," Gallegher said, relieved. "Say, are there any of those bootleg theaters
around here?"

"Better you get to work an' not waste tine."

"That's my work. |I'm making a survey. How can | find a bootl eg pl ace?"
"Easy. You go downtown, see guy in doorway. He sell you tickets. Anywhere. Al over."
"Swell," @Gllegher said, and bade the little man adieti. Wiy had he bought dianmonds from

Kennicott? It would be al nbst worth while to have his subconscious anmputated. It did the nost
extraordi nary things. It worked on inflexible principles of logic, but that |ogic was conpletely
alien to Gall egher's conscious mnd. The results, though, were often surprisingly good, and al ways
surprising. That was the worst of being a scientist who knew no sci ence-who played by ear.

There was dianond dust in a retort in the |aboratory, fromsonme unsatisfactory experinment

Gal | egher's subconsci ous had perforned; and he had a fleeting nenory of buying the stones from
Kenni cott. Curious. Maybe-oh, yeah. They'd gone into Joe. Bearings or sonething. D smantling the
robot woul dn't help now, for the dianonds had certainly been reground. Wy the devil hadn't he
used commercial stones, quite as satisfactory, instead of purchasing blue-whites of the finest
wat er ? The best was none too good for Gallegher's subconscious. It had a fine freedom from
comercial instincts. It just didn't understand the price system of the basic principles of
econoni cs.

Gal | egher wandered downtown |i ke a Di ogenes seeking truth. It was early evening, and the |uninates
were flickering on overhead, pale bars of |ight against darkness. A sky sign blazed above
Manhattan's towers. Air-taxis, skimming along at various arbitrary | evels, paused for passengers
at the el evator |andings. Heigh-ho.

Downt own, Gal | egher began to | ook for doorways. He found an occupied one at |ast, but the nman was
selling post cards. Gall egher declined and headed for the nearest bar, feeling the needs of
repl eni shnent. It was a nobile bar, conbining the worst features of a Coney Island ride with

uni nspired cocktails, and Gall egher hesitated on the threshold. But at |ast he seized a chair as
it swung past and relaxed as nuch as possible. He ordered three rickeys and drank themin rapid
succession. After that he called the bartender over and asked hi m about bootl eg theaters.

"Hell, yes," the nman said, producing a sheaf of tickets fromhis apron. "How nmany?"

"One. Where do | go?"

"Two-twenty-eight. This street. Ask for Tony."

"Thanks," Gall egher said, and having paid exorbitantly, crawl ed out of the chair and weaved away.
Mobil e bars were an inprovenent he didn't appreciate. Drinking, he felt, should be perfornmed in a
state of stasis, since one eventually reached that stage, anyway.

The door was at the bottomof a flight of steps, and there was a grilled panel set in it. Wen
Gal | egher knocked, the visascreen lit up

-obviously a one-way circuit, for the doorman was invisible.

"Tony here?" Gall egher said.

The door opened, revealing a tired-1ooking man in pneuno-sl acks, which failed in their purpose of
buil ding up his skinny figure. "Got a ticket? Let's have it. O K , bud. Straight ahead. Show now
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goi ng on. Liquor served in the bar on your left."

Gal | egher pushed through soundproofed curtains at the end of a short corridor and found hinself in
what appeared to be the foyer of an ancient theater, circa 1980, when plastics were the great fad.
He snelled out the bar, drank expensively priced cheap liquor, and, fortified, entered the theater

itself. It was nearly full. The great screen-a Magna, presunmably-was filled with people doing
things to a spaceship. Either an adventure filmor a newsreel, Gallegher realized. -

Only the thrill of |awbreaki ng would have enticed the audience into the bootleg theater. It
snelled. It was certainly run on a shoestring, and there were no ushers. But it was illicit, and

therefore well patronized. Gll egher |ooked thoughtfully at the screen. No streaki ness, no mrage
effect. A Magna enlarger had been fitted to a Vox-View unlicensed tel evisor, and one of Brock's
greatest stars was enpting effectively for the benefit of the bootleggers' patrons. Sinple

hi ghj acki ng. Yeah

After a while Gallegher went out, noticing a uniformed policeman in one of the aisle seats. He
grinned sardonically. The flatfoot hadn't paid his adm ssion, of course. Politics were as usual
Two bl ocks down the street a blaze of |ight announced SONATONE BIJOU. This, of course, was one of
the |l egalized theaters, and correspondi ngly high-priced. Gllegher recklessly squandered a snal
fortune on a good seat. He was interested in conparing notes, and discovered that, as far as he
could make out, the Magha in the Bijou and the bootleg theater were identical. Both did their job
perfectly. The difficult task of enlarging television screens had been successfully surnounted.
In the Bijou, however, all was pal atial. Resplendent ushers salaanmed to the rugs. Bars dispensed
free liquor, in reasonable quantities. There was a Turkish bath. Gallegher went through a door

| abel | ed MEN and emerged quite dazzled by the splendor of the place. For at |east ten mnutes
afterward he felt |ike a Sybarite.

Al'l of which neant that those who could afford it went to the | egalized Sonatone theaters, and the
rest attended the bootleg places. Al but a few honmebodi es, who weren't carried off their feet by
the new fad. Eventually Brock woul d be forced out of business for |ack of revenue. Sonatone woul d
take over, jacking up their prices and concentrating on naking noney. Amusenent was necessary to
life; people had been

conditioned to television. There was no substitute. They'd pay and pay for inferior talent, once
Sonat one succeeded in their squeeze.

Gal | egher left the Bijou and hailed an air-taxi. He gave the address of Vox-View s Long Island
studio, with sone vague hope of getting a draw ng account out of Brock. Then, too, he wanted to

i nvestigate further.

Vox-View s eastern offices sprawled wildly over Long Island, bordering the Sound, a vast

col l ection of variously shaped buildings. Gallegher instinctively found the conmi ssary, where he
absorbed nore liquor as a precautionary neasure. Hi s subconscious had a heavy job ahead, and he
didn't want it handi capped by | ack of conplete freedom Besides, the Collins was good.

After one drink, he decided he'd had enough for a while. He wasn't a superman, though his capacity
was slightly incredible. Just enough for objective clarity and subjective release- "Is the studio
al ways open at night?" he asked the waiter. "Sure. Some of the stages, anyway. It's a round-the-
clock program" "The conmissary's full."

"W get the airport crowd, too. 'Nother?"

Gal | egher shook his head and went out. The card Brock had given himprovided entree at a gate, and
he went first of all to the big-shot's office. Brock wasn't there, but |oud voices energed,
shrilly fen nine.

The secretary said, "Just a mnute, please," and used her interoffice visor. Presently-"WII| you

go in?"
Gal | egher did. The office was a honey, functional and |uxurious at the sane time. Three-
di mensional stills were in niches along the walls- Vox-View s biggest stars. A small, excited,

pretty brunette was sitting behind the desk, and a bl onde angel was standing furiously on the
other side of it. Gallegher recognized the angel as Silver O Keefe.

He seized the opportunity. "Hiya, Mss O Keefe. WII you autograph an ice cube for ne? In a

hi ghbal | ?"

Silver |ooked feline. "Sorry, darling, but I"ma working girl. And |I'm busy right now. "

The brunette scratched a cigarette. "Let's settle this later, Silver. Pop said to see this guy if
he dropped in. It's inportant.™

"I't'Il be settled," Silver said. "And soon." She made an exit. Gall egher whistled thoughtfully at
the cl osed door.

"You can't have it," the brunette said. "It's under contract. And it wants to get out of the
contract, so it can sign up with Sonatone. Rats desert a sinking ship. Silver's been kicking her
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head off ever since she read the stormsignals.”

"Yeah?"

"Sit down and snoke or sonething. rm Patsy Brock. Pop runs this business, and | manage the
control s whenever he blows his top. The old goat can't stand trouble. He takes it as a persona
affront."

Gal | egher found a chair. "So Silver's trying to renege, eh? How nany others?"

"Not many. Most of 'emare loyal. But, of course, if we bust up-" Patsy Brock shrugged. "They'l
either work for Sonatone for their cakes, or else do wthout."

"Uh-huh. Well-1 want to see your technicians. | want to |l ook over the ideas they' ve worked out for
enl arger screens."

"Suit yourself," Patsy said. "It's not nmuch use. You just can't make a tel evisor enlarger wthout
i nfringing on sone Sonat one patent."

She pushed a button, nurnured sonething into a visor, and presently two tall gl asses appeared
through a slot in the desk. "M. Gllegher?"

"Well, since it's a Collins-"

"I could tell by your breath," Patsy said enigmatically. "Pop told ne he'd seen you. He seened a
bit upset, especially by your new robot. Wat is it |ike, anyway?"

"Ch, | don't know, " Gallegher said, at a loss. "It's got lots of abilities

-new senses, | think-but | haven't the slightest idea what it's good for. Except adnmiring itself
inamrror."

Pat sy nodded. "lI'd like to see it sonetine. But about this Sonatone business. Do you think you can

figure out an answer?"

"Possi bly. Probably."

"Not certainly?"

"Certainly, then. O that there is no manner of doubt-no possible doubt whatever."

"Because it's inportant to me. The man who owns Sonatone is Ella Tone. A piratical skunk. He
blusters. He's got a son naned Jimry. And Jimmy, believe it or not, has read 'Romeo and Juliet.”
"Ni ce guy?”

"A louse. A big, brawny | ouse. He wants ne to marry him"

"*Two famlies, both alike in-""

"Spare ne," Patsy interrupted. "I always thought Roneo was a dope, anyway. And if | ever thought I
was going aisling with Jimry Tone, |'d buy a one-way ticket to the nut hatch. No, M. Gallegher
it's not like that. No hibiscus bl ossons. Jimy has proposed to ne-his idea of a proposal, by the
way, is to get a half Nelson on a girl and tell her how | ucky she is."

"An," said @Gllegher, diving into his Collins.

"Thi s whol e i dea-the patent nmonopoly and the bootleg theaters-is

Jimy's. I"'msure of that. His father's in on it, too, of course, but Jimry Tone is the bright
little boy who started it."

" \Npy 2"

"Two birds with one stone. Sonatone will have a nonopoly on the business, and Ji my thinks he'l
get ne. He's a little nad. He can't believe I'"'min earnest in refusing him and he expects ne to
break down and say 'Yes' after a while. Which | won't, no matter what happens. But it's a persona

matter. | can't let himput this trick over on us. | want that self-sufficient smrk wi ped off his
face."

"You just don't like him eh?" Gallegher remarked. "I don't blame you, if he's like that. Well,
I"l'l do ny dammedest. However, |'Ill need an expense account."

"How nuch?"

Gal | egher naned a sum Patsy styloed a check for a far snmaller anpbunt. The scientist |ooked hurt.
"I't's no use," Patsy said, grinning crookedly. "I've heard of you, M. Gallegher. You're
conpletely irresponsible. If you had nore than this, you'd figure you didn't need any nore, and
you'd forget the whole matter. 1'll issue nore checks to you when you need 'embut I'Il want

item zed expense accounts.”

"You wong ne," Gallegher said, brightening. "I was figuring on taking you to a night club
Naturally | don't want to take you to a dive. The big places cost noney. Now if you'll just wite
anot her check-"

Pat sy | aughed. "No."

"Want to buy a robot?"

"Not that kind, anyway."

"Then |I' m washed up," @Gl legher sighed. "Well, what about-"

At this point the visor hummred. A blank, transparent face grew on the screen. Gears were clicking
rapidly inside the round head. Patsy gave a small shriek and shrank back.
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"Tell Gallegher Joe's here, you lucky girl," a squeaky voice announced. "You may treasure the
sound and sight of me till your dying day. One touch of beauty in a world of drabness-"

Gal | egher circled the desk and | ooked at the screen. "Wiat the hell. How did you cone to |ife?"

"I had a problemto solve."

"How d you know where to reach nme?"

"l vastened you," the robot said.

"V, That ?"

"l vastened you were at the Vox-View studi os, with Patsy Brock."

"What' s vastened?" Gall egher wanted to know.

"It's a sense |'ve got. You've nothing renotely like it, so | can't describe it to you. It's like
a conbi nation of sagrazi and prescience."

" Sagrazi ?"

"Ch, you don't have sagrazi, either, do you. Well, don't waste my tine. | want to go back to the
mrror."

"Does he always talk like that?" Patsy put in

"Nearly al ways. Sonetines it nakes even | ess sense. O K., Joe. Now what?"

"You're not working for Brock any nore," the robot said. "You' re working for the Sonatone people."
Gal | egher breathed deeply. "Keep tal king. You're crazy, though."

"I don't like Kennicott. He annoys ne. He's too ugly. H's vibrations

grate on ny sagrazi." -

"Never mind him" Gallegher said, not wishing to discuss his dianond-buying activities before the
girl. "Get back to-"

"But | knew Kennicott would keep conming back till he got his noney. So when Ella and Janes Tone
came to the laboratory, | got a check fromthem"

Pat sy's hand gripped Gall egher's biceps. "Steady! Wat's going on here? The old double cross?"
"No. Wait. Let ne get to the bottomof this. Joe, damm your transparent hide, just what did you
do? How could you get a check fromthe Tones?"

"l pretended to be you." -

"Sure," Gallegher said with savage sarcasm 'That explains it. W're twins. W | ook exactly
alike."

"I hypnotized them" Joe explained. "I nmade themthink I was you."

"You can do that?"

"Yes. It surprised me a bit. Still, if I'd thought, 1'd have vastened | could do it."

"You. . - yeah, sure. |I'd have vastened the sane thing nyself. Wat happened?"

"The Tones nust have suspected Brock would ask you to help him

They offered an excl usive contract-you work for them and nobody el se.

Lots of noney. Well, | pretended to be you, and said all right. So

| signed the contract-it's your signature, by the way-and got a check

fromthemand nailed it to Kennicott."

"The whol e check?" Gall egher asked feebly. "How nmuch was it?"

"Twel ve t housand. "

"They only offered ne that?"

"No," the robot said, "they offered a hundred thousand, and two thousand a week for five years.
But | merely wanted enough to pay Kenni

cott and make sure he wouldn't come back and bother me. The Tones were satisfied when | said

tw eve thousand woul d be enough.”

Gal | egher made an inarticulate, gurgling sound deep in his throat. Joe nodded thoughtfully.

"I thought | had better notify you that you're working for Sonatone now. Well, I'Il go back to the
mrror and sing to nyself."

"Wait," the scientist said. "Just wait, Joe. Wth ny own two hands I'mgoing to rip you gear from
gear and stanp on your fragments."

"It won't hold in court," Patsy said, gulping.

"I't will,"” Joe told her cheerily. "You may have one |l ast, satisfying look at ne, and then | nust
go." He went.

Gl | egher drained his Collins at a draft. "I'm shocked sober,” he inforned the girl. "Wat did

put into that robot? Wat abnornmal senses has he got? Hypnotizing people into believing he's ne-
I"'mhiml| don't

know what | nean." -

"I's this a gag?" Patsy said shortly, after a pause. "You didn't sign up with Sonatone yourself, by
any chance, and have your robot call up here to give you an out-an alibi? |I'mjust wondering."
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"Don't. Joe signed a contract with Sonatone, not me. But-figure it out: If the signature's a
perfect copy of nmine, if Joe hypnotized the Tones into thinking they saw ne instead of him if
there are witnesses to the signature-the two Tones are w tnesses, of course-Ch, hell."

Patsy's eyes were narrowed. "We'll pay you as nuch as Sonatone offered. On a contingent basis. But
you' re working for Vox-Viewthat's understood."
"Sure."

Gal | egher | ooked longingly at his enpty glass. Sure. He was working for Vox-View But, to al

| egal appearances, he had signed a contract giving his exclusive services to Sonatone for a period
of five years-and for a sum of twelve thousand! Yipel What was it they' d of fered? A hundred
thousand flat, and. . . and- It wasn't the principle of the thing, it was the noney. Now Gal | egher
was sewed up tighter than a banded pigeon. |If Sonatone could win a court suit, he was legally
bound to themfor five years. Wth no further enmolunment. He had to get out of that contract,
sonehow and at the same tinme solve Brock's problem

Why not Joe? The robot, with his surprising talents, had got Gallegher into this spot. He ought to
be able to get the scientist out. He'd better-or the proud robot would soon be admring hinself

pi eceneal .
"That's it," Gall egher said under his breath. "I'lIl talk to Joe. Patsy,
feed ne liquor in a hurry and send me to the technical department. | want to see those

bl ueprints."

The girl | ooked at him suspiciously. "All right. If you try to sell us out-"

"1"ve been sold out nyself. Sold down the river. I"'mafraid of that robot. He's vastened ne into
quite a spot. That's right, Collinses."” Gallegher drank | ong and deeply.

After that, Patsy took himto the tech offices. The readi ng of three-dinmensional blueprints was
facilitated with a scanner-a selective device which elimnated confusion. Gllegher studied the
pl ans long and thoughtfully. There were copies of the patent Sonatone prints, too, and, as far as
he could tell, Sonatone had covered the ground beautifully. There weren't any outs. Unl ess one
used an entirely new principle- But new principles couldn't be plucked out of the air. Nor would
that solve the problemconpletely. Even if Vox-View owned a new type of enlarger that didn't
infringe on Sonatone's Magna, the bootleg theaters would still be in existence, pulling the trade.
A. A -audience appeal -was a prine factor now. It had to be considered. The puzzle wasn't a purely
scientific one. There was the hunman equation as well.

Gal | egher stored the necessary information in his mind, neatly indexed on shelves. Later he'd use
what he wanted. For the nonent, he was conpletely baffled. Sonething worried him

What ? - The Sonat one affair.

"I want to get in touch with the Tones," he told Patsy. "Any ideas?"

"l can reach "emon a visor."

Gal | egher shook his head. "Psychol ogi cal handicap. It's too easy to break the connection."

"Well, if you're in a hurry, you'll probably find the boys night clubbing. I'lIl go see what | can
find out." Patsy scuttled off, and Silver O Keefe appeared from behind a screen

"1"m shanel ess,"” she announced. "I always listen at keyholes. Sonetines | hear interesting things.
If you want to see the Tones, they're at the Castle CQub. And | think I'Il take you up on that
drink."

Gal | egher said, "O K You get ataxi. I'll tell Patsy we're going."

"She'll hate that," Silver remarked. "Meet you outside the conmissary in ten minutes. Get a shave

while you're at it."

Pat sy Brock wasn't in her office, but Gallegher left word. After that, he visited the service

| ounge, smeared invisible shave creamon his face, left it there for a couple of mnutes, and
wiped it off with a treated towel. The bristles cane away with the cream Slightly re

freshed, Gallegher joined Silver at the rendezvous and hailed an air-taxi. Presently they were

| eani ng back on the cushions, puffing cigarettes and eying each other warily.

"Wl | ?" Gall egher said.

"Jimy Tone tried to date ne up tonight. That's how | knew where to find him™"

"Wl 2"

"I've been asking questions around the lot tonight. It's unusual for an outsider to get into the
Vox- Vi ew admini stration offices. | went around saying, 'Wwo's Gll egher?”

"What did you find out?"

"Enough to give nme a few ideas. Brock hired you, eh? | can guess why."

"Ergo what ?"

"I've a habit of landing on ny feet," Silver said, shrugging. She knew how to shrug. "Vox-View s
goi ng bust. Sonatone's taking over. Unless-"
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"Unless | figure out an answer."

"That's right. | want to know which side of the fence I'"'mgoing to land on. You're the | ad who can
probably tell me. Wio's going to wi n?"

"You al ways bet on the wi nning side, eh?" Gllegher inquired. "Have you no ideals, wench? Is there
no truth in you? Ever hear of ethics and scrupl es?"

Silver beaned happily. 'Did you?"

"Wll, I'"ve heard of "em Usually I'mtoo drunk to figure out what they nmean. The trouble is, mny
subconsci ous is conpletely anoral, and when it takes over, logic's the only [aw "

She threw her cigarette into the East River. "WII| you tip ne off which side of the fence is the
right one?"

"Truth will triunph,"” Gallegher said piously. "It always does. However, | figure truth is a
variable, so we're right back where we started. All right, sweetheart. |'ll answer your question
Stay on ny side if you want to be safe.”

"Wich side are you on?"

"God knows," Gallegher said. "Consciously I"mon Brock's side. But my subconsci ous may have
different ideas. We'll see."

Silver | ooked vaguely dissatisfied, but didn't say anything. The taxi swooped down to the Castle
roof, grounding with pneunmatic gentleness. The Cub itself was downstairs, in an i nense room
shaped i ke half a melon turned upside down. Each table was on a transparent platformthat could
be raised on its shaft to any height at will. Smaller service elevators allowed waiters to bring
drinks to the guests. There wasn't any particular reason for this arrangenent, but at least it was
novel ,

and only extrenely heavy drinkers ever fell fromtheir tables. Lately the nmanagement had taken to
hangi ng transparent nets under the platforms, for safety's sake.

The Tones, father and son, were up near the roof, drinking with two lovelies. Silver towed
Gal l egher to a service lift, and the man cl osed his eyes as he was el evated skyward. The liquor in
his stomach screanmed protest. He lurched forward, clutched at Elia Tone's bald head, and dropped
into a seat beside the magnate. Hi s searching hand found Jinmy Tone's gl ass, and he drained it
hastily.

"What the hell," Jimy said.

"I't's Gallegher,"” Ella announced. "And Silver. A pleasant surprise. Join us?"

"Only socially,"” Silver said. -

Gal | egher, fortified by the liquor, peered at the two nen. Jimy Tone was a big, tanned, handsone
lout with a jutting jaw and an offensive grin. H's father conbi ned the worst features of Nero and
a crocodile.

"We're celebrating," Jimry said. "What made you change your mind, Silver? You said you had to work

toni ght."
"Cal | egher wanted to see you. | don't know why."
Elia's cold eyes grew even nore glacial. "Al right. Wy?"

"l hear | signed sone sort of contract with you,"” the scientist said.

"Yeah. Here's a photostatic copy. What about it?"

"Wait a mnute." Gallegher scanned the docunent. It~was apparently his own signature. Damn that
r obot !

"It's a fake,

he said at | ast.

Jimy | aughed loudly. "I get it. A hold up. Sorry, pal, but you re sewed up. You signed that in
the presence of w tnesses.”

"Wel | -" Gallegher said wistfully. "I suppose you wouldn't believe ne if | said a robot forged ny
name to it-"

"Hawt " Ji my renarked.

"-hypnotizing you into believing you were seeing ne."

Elia stroked his gleamng bald head. "Candidly, no. Robots can't do that."

"M ne can."

"Prove it. Prove it in court. If you can do that, of course-" Ella chuckled. "Then you night get
the verdict."

Gal | egher's eyes narrowed. "Hadn't thought of that. However-1 hear you offered me a hundred
thousand flat, as well as a weekly salary."”

"Sure, sap," Jimry said. "Only you said all you needed was twel ve thousand. VWhich was what you
got. Tell you what, though. W'Il pay you a bonus for every usable product you nake for Sonatone."
Gal | egher got up. "Even ny subconscious doesn't like these lugs,"” he told Silver. "Let's go."

“I think I'Il stick around."

"Remenber the fence," he warned cryptically. "But suit yourself. I'll run along."
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Ella said, "Renenber, Gallegher, you' re working for us. If we hear of you doing any favors for
Brock, we'll slap an injunction on you before you can take a deep breath."

"Yeah?"

The Tones dei gned no answer. Gall egher unhappily found the Iift and descended to the floor. Wat
now? Joe.

Fifteen mnutes later Gallegher let hinself into his laboratory. The lights were bl azing, and dogs
were barking frantically for blocks around. Joe stood before the mirror, singing inaudibly.
"I"'mgoing to take a sl edge hammer to you," Gallegher said. "Start saying your prayers, you

ni sbegotten collection of cogs. So help nc, 1'mgoing to sabotage you."

"Al'l right, beat me," Joe squeaked. "See if | care. You're nerely jealous of nmy beauty."

"Beaut y?"

"You can't see all of it-you' ve only six senses.”

"Five."

"Six. I've alot nmore. Naturally my full splendor is revealed only to ne. But you can see enough

and hear enough to realize part of ny loveliness, anyway."

"You squeak like a rusty tin wagon," Gallegher grow ed.

"You have dull ears. Mne are supersensitive. You miss the full tonal values of ny voice, of
course. Now be quiet. Talking disturbs me. |'m appreciating my gear nmovenents."

"Live in your fool's paradise while you can. Wait'll | find a sledge."

"All right, beat me. What do | care?"

Gal | egher sat down wearily on the couch, staring at the robot's transparent back. "You've
certainly screwed things up for ne. What did you sign that Sonatone contract for?"

"I told you. So Kennicott wouldn't cone around and bother nme."

"OfF all the selfish, [unk-headed. . . uh! Wll, you got ne into a sweet nmess. The Tones can hol d
me to the letter of the contract unless | prove | didn't signit. Al right. You' re going to help
me. You're going into court with me and turn on your hypnotismor whatever it is. You're going to
prove to a judge that you did and can nasquerade as ne."

"Wn't," said the robot. "Wy should I?"

"Because you got me into this," Gallegher yel ped. "You ve got to get me out!"

" \Npy 2"
"Why? Because. . . uh. . . well, it's common decency!"

"Hurmman val ues don't apply to robots,"” Joe said. "Wat care | for semantics? | refuse to waste tine
| could better enploy admiring nmy beauty. | shall stay here before the mrror forever and ever-"
"The hell you will," Gallegher snarled. "I'Il smash you to atons."

"Al right, | don't care.”

"You don't?"

"You and your instinct for self-preservation,” the robot said, rather sneeringly. "l suppose it's
necessary for you, though. Creatures of such surpassing ugliness would destroy thensel ves out of
sheer shanme if. they didn't have sonmething like that to keep themalive."

"Suppose | take away your mrror?" Gallegher asked in a hopel ess voice.

For answer Joe shot his eyes out on their stalks. "Do | need a mirror? Besides, | can vasten
mysel f | okishly."

"Never mnd that. | don't want to go crazy for a while yet. Listen, dope, a robot's supposed to do
sonet hi ng. Sonet hing useful, | mean."

"I do. Beauty is all."

Gal | egher squeezed his eyes shut, trying to think. "Now | ook. Suppose | invent a new type of

enl arger screen for Brock. The Tones will inmpound it. I've got to be legally free to work for
Brock, or-"

"Look!" Joe cried squeakily. "They go round! How | ovely.
insides. @Gllegher went pale with inpotent fury.

"Dam you!" he nuttered. "I'lIl find some way to bring pressure to bear. |'mgoing to bed." He rose
and spitefully snapped off the l|ights.

"I't doesn't matter," the robot said. "I can see in the dark, too."

The door slanmed behind Gallegher. In the silence Joe began to sing tunelessly to hinself.

He stared in ecstasy at his whirring

Gal | egher's refrigerator covered an entire wall of his kitchen. It was filled nostly with liquors
that required chilling, including the inmported canned beer with which he always started his

bi nges. The next norning, heavy-eyed and di sconsol ate, Gall egher searched for tomato juice, took a
wy sip, and hastily washed it down with rye. Since he was already a week gone in bottle-

di zzi ness, beer wasn't indicated now he always worked curul atively, by progressive stages. The
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food service popped a hernetically seal ed breakfast on a table, and Gall egher norosely toyed with
a bl oody st eak.

vel | ?

Court, he decided, was the only recourse. He knew little about the robot's psychol ogy. But a judge
woul d certainly be inpressed by Joe's talents. The evidence of robots was not |egally adni ssible-
still, if Joe could be considered as a machi ne capabl e of hypnotism the Sonatone contract mi ght
be declared null and void.

Gal | egher used his visor to start the ball rolling. Harrison Brock still had certain politica
powers of pull, and the hearing was set for that very day. \Wat woul d happen, though, only God and
t he robot knew.

Several hours passed in intensive but futile thought. Gallegher could think of no way in which to
force the robot to do what he wanted. |If only he could renenber the purpose for which Joe had been
created- but he couldn't. Still- At noon he entered the |laboratory. "Listen, stupid," he said,
"you're conming to court with ne. Now. " '"Whn't."

"O K" Gallegher opened the door to admit two husky men in overalls, carrying a stretcher. "Put
himin, boys."

Inwardly he was slightly nervous. Joe's powers were quite unknown, his potentialities an X
quantity. However, the robot wasn't very large, and, though he struggled and screaned in a voice
of frantic squeaki ness, he was easily | oaded on the stretcher and put in a strait jacket.

"Stop it! You can't do this to ne! Let me go, do you hear? Let me go!"

"Qutside," Gallegher said.

Joe, protesting valiantly, was carried out and | oaded into an air van. Once there, he quieted,

| ooki ng up blankly at nothing. Gallegher sat down on a bench beside the prostrate robot. The van
glided up.

"Wl | 2"

"Suit yourself," Joe said. "You got nme all upset, or | could have hypnotized you all. | stil
could, you know. | could rmake you all run around barking |ike dogs."

Gal | egher twitched a little. "Better not."

"I won't. It's beneath ny dignity. | shall sinply lie here and adnire nyself. | told you I don't
need a mrror. | can vasten ny beauty w thout

it."

"Look," Gallegher said. "You're going to a courtroom There'll be a lot of people in it. They'l
all admire you. They'll admire you nore if you show how you can hypnotize people. Like you did to
the Tones, renenber?"

"What do | care how many people admire nme?" Joe asked. "I don't need confirmation. |If they see ne,
that's their good |uck. Now be quiet. You may watch nmy gears if you choose."

Gal | egher watched the robot's gears with snoldering hatred in his eyes. He was still darkly
furious when the van arrived at the court chanbers. The nen carried Joe inside, under Gallegher's
direction, and laid himdown carefully on a table, where, after a brief discussion, he was marked
as Exhibit A

The courtroomwas well filled. The principals were there, too-Ella and Jimy Tone, | ooking

di sagreeably confident, and Patsy Brock, with her father, both seem ng anxious. Silver O Keefe,
wi th her usual wariness, had found a seat m dway between the representatives of Sonatone and Vox-
View. The presiding judge was a nmartinet nanmed Hansen, but, as far as Gall egher knew, he was
honest. Wi ch was sonething, any

way. -

Hansen | ooked at Gall egher. 'W won't bother with formalities. |'ve been reading this brief you
sent down. The whol e case stands or falls on the question of whether you did or did not sign a
certain contract with the Sonatone Tel evi si on Anusenent Corp. Right?"

"Ri ght, your honor."

"Under the circunstances you di spense with | egal representation. Right?"

"Ri ght, your honor."

"Then this is technically ex officio, to be confirned |ater by appeal if either party desires.

O herwi se after ten days the verdict beconmes official." This new type of informal court hearing
had | ately become popular-it saved time, as well as wear and tear on everyone. Mreover, certain
recent scandal s had made attorneys slightly disreputable in the public eye. There was a prejudice.
Judge Hansen called up the Tones, questioned them and then asked Harrison Brock to take the
stand. The big shot | ooked worried, but answered promptly.

"You nmade an agreenent with the appellor eight days ago?"

"Yes. M. Gallegher contracted to do certain work for ne-"
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"WAs there a witten contract?"

"No. It was verbal ."

Hansen | ooked t houghtfully at Gallegher. 'Was the appellor intoxicated at the tinme? He often is,
bel i eve. "

Brock gul ped. "There were no tests made. | really can't say."

"Did he drink any al coholic beverages in your presence?"

"I don't know if they were al coholic bev-."

"I'f M. Gallegher drank them they were alcoholic. QE.D. The gentleman once worked with ne on a
case- However, there seenms to be no | egal proof that you entered into any agreenent with M.

Gal | egher.

The def endant - Sonat one- possesses a witten contract. The signature has been verified."

Hansen waved Brock down fromthe stand. "Now, M. Gallegher. If you'll come up here- The contract
in question was signed at approximately 8 P.M |ast night. You contend you did not sign it?"
"Exactly. | wasn't even in my |aboratory then."

"Where were you?"

" Downt own. "

"Can you produce witnesses to that effect?"
Gal | egher thought back. He couldn't.

"Very well. Defendant states that at approximately 8 P.M last night you, in your |aboratory,
signed a certain contract. You deny that categorically. You state that Exhibit A, through the use
of hypnotism nmasqueraded as you and successfully forged your signature. | have consulted experts,

and they are of the opinion that robots are incapable of such power."
"My robot's a new type."

"Very well. Let your robot hypnotize ne into believing that it is either you, or any other hunman
In other words, let it prove its capabilities. Let it appear to ne in any shape it chooses."
Gal | egher said, "I'Il try," and left the witness box. He went to the table where the strait-
jacketed robot lay and silently sent up a brief prayer

"Joe. "

"Yes. "

"You' ve been |istening?"

"Yes."

"WIl you hypnotize Judge Hansen?"

"Go away," Joe said. "lI'madmring myself."

Gal | egher started to sweat. "Listen. I'mnot asking much. Al you have to do-"

Joe off-focused his eyes and said faintly, "I can't hear you. |I'mvastening."

Ten minutes |ater Hansen said, "Wll, M. Callegher-"

"Your honor! Al | need is alittle time. I'msure | can nake this rattle-geared Narcissus prove
my point if you'll give ne a chance."

"This court is not unfair,"” the judge pointed out. "Wenever you can prove that Exhibit Ais
capabl e of hypnotism |'Il rehear the case. In the neantinme, the contract stands. You're worKking

for Sonatone, not for Vox-View Case closed."

He went away. The Tones | eered unpl easantly across the courtroom They al so departed, acconpanied
by Silver O Keefe, who had deci ded

whi ch side of the fence was safest. Gall egher |ooked at Patsy Brock and shrugged hel pl essly.
"Well-" he said.

She grinned crookedly. "You tried. I don't know how hard, but-Ch, well, maybe you coul dn't have
found the answer, anyway."

Brock staggered over, wi ping sweat fromhis round face. "I'ma ruined man. Six new bootl eg
theaters opened in New York today. |'mgoing crazy. | don't deserve this."

"Vant nme to marry the Tone?" Patsy asked sardonically.

"Hell, no! Unless you promise to poison himjust after the cerenony. Those skunks can't lick me.

I"I'l think of sonething."
"If Gallegher can't, you can't,"” the girl said. "So-what now?"

"I'"mgoing back to nmy lab," the scientist said. "In vino veritas. | started this business when |
was drunk, and maybe if | get drunk enough again, I'lIl find the answer. If | don't sell ny pickled
carcass for whatever it'll bring."

"O K. ," Patsy agreed, and |ed her father away. Gallegher sighed, superintended the rel oadi ng of
Joe into the van, and |lost hinmself in hopel ess theorization

An hour later Gallegher was flat on the | aboratory couch, drinking passionately fromthe |iquor
bar, and glaring at the robot, who stood before the nmirror singing squeakily. The binge
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threatene~d to be nonunmental. Gall egher wasn't sure flesh and blood would stand it. But he was
determ ned to keep going till he found the answer or passed out.

Hi s subconsci ous knew t he answer. Wiy the devil had he made Joe in the first place? Certainly not
to indul ge a Narcissus conplex! There was anot her reason, a soundly |ogical one, hidden in the
dept hs of al cohol

The x factor. If the x factor were known, Joe might be controllable. He would be. X was the naster
switch. At present the robot was, so to speak, running wild. If he were told to performthe task
for which he was nade, a psychol ogi cal bal ance would occur. X was the catal yst that woul d reduce
Joe to sanity.

Very good. @Gall egher drank hi gh-powered Dranbui e. Woosh

Vanity of vanities; all is vanity. How could the x factor be found? Deduction? |nduction? Osnpsis?
A bath in Dranbui e-Gll egher clutched at his wildly revolving thoughts. What had happened that

ni ght a week ago?

He had been drinking beer. Brock had cone in. Brock had gone. Gallegher had begun to make the
robot-HmMmm A beer drunk was different fromother types. Perhaps he was drinking the wong
I'iquors.

Very likely. Gallegher rose, sobered hinself with thiam n, and carted dozens of inported beer cans
out of the refrigerator. He stacked theminside a frost-unit beside the couch. Beer squirted to
the ceiling as he plied the opener. Now let's see.

The x factor. The robot knew what it represented, of course. But Joe wouldn't tell. There he
stood, paradoxically transparent, watching his gears go around.

"Joe. "

"Don't bother nme. I"'mimrersed in contenplation of beauty."

"You're not beautiful."

"I am Don't you admire ny tarzeel ?"

"What's your tarzeel ?"

"Ch, | forgot," Joe said regretfully. "You can't sense that, can you? Cone to think of it, | added
the tarzeel nyself after you made ne. It's very lovely."

"Hmmm" The enpty beer cans grew nore nunerous. There was only one conpany, sonmewhere in Europe,
that put up beer in cans nowadays, instead of using the omipresent plastibulbs, but Gallegher
preferred the cans-the flavor was different, sonehow But about Joe. Joe knew why he had been
created. O did he? Gall egher knew, but his subconsci ous- Oh-oh! \Wat about Joe's subconscious?

Did a robot have a subconscious? Wll, it had a brain- Gallegher brooded over the inpossibility of
adm ni stering scopolanmin to Joe. Hell! How could you rel ease a robot's subconsci ous?
Hypnot i sm

Joe coul dn't be hypnotized. He was too snart.

Unl ess- Aut ohypnoti sn?

Gal | egher hastily drank nore beer. He was beginning to think clearly once nore. Could Joe read the
future? No; he had certain strange senses, but they worked by inflexible Iogic and the | aws of
probability. Mreover, Joe had an Achill ean heel -his Narcissus conpl ex.

There m ght-there just mght-be a way.

Gal | egher said, "You don't seem beautiful to nme, Joe."

"What do | care about you? | am beautiful, and | can see it. That's enough."

"Yeah. My senses are limited, | suppose. | can't realize your full potentialities. Still, I'm
seeing you in a different light now Fmdrunk My subconscious is energing. | can appreciate you
with both ny conscious and ny subconsci ous. See?"

"How | ucky you are," the robot approved

Gal | egher cl osed his eyes. "You see yourself nmore fully than | can. But not conpletely, eh?"
"What? | see nyself as | am"

"Wth conmpl ete understandi ng and appreciation?"

"Well, yes," Joe said. "OF course. Don't |?"
"Consciously and subconsci ously? Your subconsci ousness night have different senses, you know. O
keener ones. | know there's a qualitative and quantitive difference in ny outlook when |I'm drunk

or hypnotized or ny subconscious is in control sonehow. "
"Ch." The robot | ooked thoughtfully into the mrror. "Ch."
"Too bad you can't get drunk."

Joe's voi ce was squeaki er than ever. "My subconscious. . . |'ve never appreciated nmy beauty that
way. | may be nmissing sonething." -

"Wll, no use thinking about it," Gllegher said. "You can't rel ease your subconscious."

"Yes, | can," the robot said. "I can hypnotize nyself."

Gal | egher dared not open his eyes. "Yeah? Wuld that work?"
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"Of course. It's just what 1'mgoing to do now. | may see undreaned-of beauties in nyself that
|'ve never suspected before. Greater glories- Here | go."

Joe extended his eyes on stal ks, opposed them and then peered intently into each other. There was
a long silence.
Presently Gall egher said, "Joe!" Silence.

"Joe!"

Still silence. Dogs began to how, "Talk so | can hear you."

"Yes," the robot said, a faraway quality in its squeak

"Are you hypnotized?"

"Yes."

"Are you | ovel y?"

"Lovelier than I'd ever dreaned." Gallegher let that pass. "lIs your subconscious ruling?" "Yes."

"Why did | create you?"

No answer. Gallegher licked his lips and tried again. "Joe. You' ve got to answer ne. Your
subconsci ous i s doni nant-remenber? Now why did | create you?"

No answer.

"Thi nk back. Back to the hour | created you. \What happened then?"

"You were drinking beer," Joe said faintly. "You had trouble with

the can opener. You said you were going to build a bigger and better can opener. That's ne."
Gal | egher nearly fell off the couch. "What?"

The robot wal ked over, picked up a can, and opened it with incredible deftness. No beer squirted.
Joe was a perfect can opener

"That," Gallegher said under his breath, "is what comes of knowi ng science by ear. | build the
nmost conplicated robot in existence just so-" He didn't finish

Joe woke up with a start. "Wat happened?” he asked. Gallegher glared at him "Open that can!" he

snapped. The robot obeyed, after a brief pause. "Oh. So you found out. Well, | guess |I'mjust a
sl ave now. "

"Damed right you are. |'ve located the catalyst-the master switch. You're in the groove, stupid,
doing the job you were nade for."

"Well," Joe said philosophically, "at least | can still admre ny beauty, when you don't require

my services."
Gal | egher grunted. "You oversized can opener! Listen. Suppose | take you into court and tell you

to hypnotize Judge Hansen. You'll have to do it, won't you?"

"Yes. I'"'mno longer a free agent. Fmconditioned. Conditioned to obey you. Until now, | was
conditioned to obey only one command-to do the job | was nmade for. Until you conmanded ne to open
cans, | was free. Now |'ve got to obey you conpletely."

"Uh-huh," Gallegher said. "Thank God for that. 1'd have gone nuts within a week otherw se. At

| east | can get out of the Sonatone contract. Then all | have to do is solve Brock's problem"
"But you did," Joe said.

"Huh?"

"When you nade ne. You'd been talking to Brock previously, so you incorporated the solution to his
probleminto ne. Subconsci ously,

per haps. " -

Gal | egher reached for a beer. "Talk fast. Wiat's the answer?"

"Subsonics," Joe said. "You made ne capable of a certain subsonic tone that Brock must broadcast
at irregular tine-intervals over his televiews-"

Subsoni cs cannot be heard. But they can be felt. They can be felt as a faint, irrationa

uneasi ness at first, which nounts to a blind, neaningless panic. It does not last. But when it is
coupled with A A -auclience appeal-there is a certain inevitable result.

Those who possessed hone Vox-View units were scarcely troubled. It was a matter of acoustics. Cats
squal | ed; dogs howl ed nmournfully. But the famlies sitting in their parlors, watching Vox-View
stars per-

formon the screen, didn't really notice anything aniss. There wasn't sufficient anplification

for one thing.

But in the bootleg theater, where illicit Vox-View tel evisors were hooked up to Magnas- There was
a faint, irrational uneasiness at first. It mounted. Someone screanmed. There was a rush for the
doors. The audi ence was afraid of sonething, but didn't know what. They knew only that they had to
get out of there.

Al'l over the country there was a frantic exodus fromthe bootl eg theaters when Vox-View first rang
in a subsonic during a regular broadcast. Nobody knew why, except Gall egher, the Brocks, and a
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coupl e of technicians who were let in on the secret.

An hour | ater another subsonic was played. There was anot her nmad exodus.

Wthin a few weeks it was inpossible to lure a patron into a bootleg theater. Hone tel evisors were
far safer! Vox-View sal es picked up- Nobody would attend a bootleg theater. An unexpected result
of the experinment was that, after a while, nobody would attend any of the |egalized Sonatone
theaters either. Conditioning had set in.

Audi ences didn't know why they grew panicky in the bootleg places. They associated their blind,
unreasoning fear with other factors, notably nmobs and cl austrophobi a. One evening a worman named
Jane W/ son, otherw se not notable, attended a bootleg show .. She fled with the rest when the
subsoni c was turned on

The next night she went to the palatial Sonatone Bijou. In the nmiddle of a dranatic feature she

| ooked around, realized that there was a huge throng around her, cast up horrified eyes to the
ceiling, and imagined that it was pressing down.

She had to get out of therel

Her squall was the booster charge. There were other customers who had heard subsonics before. No
one was hurt during the panic; it was a legal rule that theater doors be nade | arge enough to
permt easy egress during a fire. No one was hurt, but it was suddenly obvious that the public was
bei ng conditioned by subsonics to avoid the dangerous conbi nation of throngs and theaters. A
sinple matter of psychol ogi cal association- Wthin four nmonths the bootl eg pl aces had di sappeared
and t he

Sonat one supertheaters had cl osed for want of patronage. The Tones, father and son, were not
happy. But everybody connected with VoxVi ew was.

Except Gl l egher. He had collected a staggering check from Brock, and instantly cabled to Europe
for an incredible quantity of canned

beer. Now, brooding over his sorrows, he lay on the | aboratory couch and siphoned a highball down
his throat. Joe, as usual, was before the mirror, watching the wheels go round.

"Joe," Gall egher said.

"Yes? What can | do?"

"Ch, nothing." That was the trouble. Gallegher fished a crunpled cable tape out of his pocket and
nmorosely read it once nore. The beer cannery in Europe had decided to change its tactics. From now
on, the cable said, their beer would be put in the usual plastibulbs, in conformance with custom
and demand. No nobre cans.

There wasn't anything put up in cans in this day and age. Not even beer, now

So what good was a robot who was built and conditioned to be a can opener?

Gal | egher sighed and m xed anot her highball-a stiff one. Joe postured proudly before the mrror
Then he extended his eyes, opposed them and quickly |iberated his subconscious through

aut ohypnotism Joe coul d appreciate hinself better that way.

Gal | egher sighed again. Dogs were beginning to bark Iike nad for bl ocks around. Oh, well.

He took another drink and felt better. Presently, he thought, it would be time to sing "Frankie
and Johnnie." Maybe he and Joe might have a duet-one baritone and one inaudi ble sub or supersonic.
Cl ose har nony.

Ten mnutes later Gall egher was singing a duet with his can opener

The Ego Machi ne

NI CHOLAS MARTI N | ooked up at the robot across the desk

"I'mnot going to ask what you want," he said, in a

|l ow, restrained voice. "I already know Just go away and tell St. Cyr | approve. Tell himl think
it's wonderful, putting a robot in the picture. W' ve had everything el se by now, except the
Rockettes. But clearly a quiet little play about Christnas" anobng the Portuguese fishernen on the
Fl ori da coast nust have a robot. Only, why not six robots? Tell him| suggest a baker's dozen. Go
away. "

"Was your nothers' nane Hel ena G inska?" the robot asked, paying no heed to Martin's remarks.

"I't was not," Martin said.

"Ah, then she nust have been the Great Hairy One," the robot nurnured

Martin took his feet off the desk and sat up slowy.

"I't's quite all right," the robot said hastily. "You've been chosen for an ecol ogi cal experinent,
that's ahl. But it won't hurt. Robots are perfectly normal life forns where | come from so you
needn't-"
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"Shut up,"” Martin said. "Robot indeed, you-you bit-player! This tune St. Cyr has gone too far." He
began to shake slightly all over, with sone repressed but strong enotion. The intercom box on the
desk caught his eye, and he stabbed a finger at one of the switches. "Get me M ss Ashby! Right
awnay!"

"I"'mso sorry," the robot said apologetically. "Have | nade a m stake? The threshold fluctuations
in the neurons al ways upset my mmenonic normwhen | tenporalize. Isn't this a crisis-point in your
life?"

Martin breathed hard, which seened to confirmthe robot's assunption

"Exactly," it said. "The ecol ogi cal inbalance approaches a peak that nay destroy the life-form
unless . . . mmm Now either you' re about to be stepped on by' a namoth, |ocked hi an iron nask,
assassi nated by helots, or-is this Sanskrit |'m speaki ng?" He shook his gl eani ng head. "Perhaps
shoul d have got off fifty years ago, but | thought-sorry. Good-bye," he added hastily as Martin
rai sed an angry gl are.

Then the robot lifted a finger to each corner of his naturally rigid nouth, and noved his fingers
horizontally in opposite directions, as though sketching an apol ogetic snile.

"No, don't go away," Martin said. "I want you right here, where the sight of you can refuel ny
rage in case it's needed. | wish to God | could get nad and stay nmad," he added plaintively,
gazing at the tel ephone.

"Are you sure your nother's name wasn't Helena dinska?" the robot asked. It pinched thumb and
forefinger together between its nonminal brows, sonehow giving the inpression of a worried frown.
"Naturally, I"'msure," Mrtin snapped.

"You aren't married yet, then? To Anastasia Zak-hari na- Koshki na?"

"Not yet or ever," Martin replied succinctly. The tel ephone rang. He snatched it up

"Hello, Nick," said Erika Ashby's cal mvoice. "Sonething wong?"

Instantly the fires of rage went out of Martin's eyes, to be replaced by a tender, rose-pink glow
For sonme years now he had given Erika, his very conpetent agent, ten per cent of his take. He had
al so | onged hopel essly to give her approximtely a pound of flesh-the cardiac nuscle, to put it in
cold, unromantic ternms. Martin did not; he put it in no terns at all, since whenever he tried to
propose marriage to Erika he was taken with such fits of nobdesty that he could only babble o
green fields.

"Well," Erika repeated. "Something wong?"

"Yes," Martin said, drawing a long breath. "Can St. Cyr make nme marry sonebody naned Anastasi a Zak-
har i na- Koshki na?"

"What a wonderful menory you have,"” the robot put hi nournfully. "Mne used to be, before

started temporalizing. But even radi oactive neurons won't stand-"

"Nominally you're still entitled to life, liberty, et cetera," Erika said. "But |'m busy right
now, Nick. Can't it wait till | see you?"

"\When?"

"Didn't you get my message?" Eri ka denanded.

"Of course not," Martin said, angrily. "lI've suspected for sone tinme that all nmy inconming calls

have to be cleared by St. Cyr. Somebody might try to snuggle hi a word of hope, or possibly a
file." Hs voice brightened. "Planning a jail break?"

"Ch, this is outrageous," Erika said. "Sone day St. Cyr's going to go too far-"

"Not while he's got DeeDee behind him" Martin said gloomly. Sumit Studios woul d sooner have
made a filmpronmoting atheismthan offend their top box-office star, DeeDee Flem ng. Even Tol h' ver
Watt, who owned Sunmit |ock, stock and barrel, spent wakeful nights because

St. Cyr refused to let the lovely DeeDee sign a long-termcontract.

"Neverthel ess, Watt's no fool," Erika said. "I still think we could get himto give you a contract
release if we could nmake himrealize what a rotten investnent you are. There isn't much tineg,

t hough. "

"Why not ?" N

"l told you-ott. OF course you don't know. He's leaving for Paris tonorrow norning."

Martin noaned. "Then |'m dooned," he said. "They'll pick up ny option automatically next week and

I"l'l never draw a free breath again. Erika, do sonething!"

"I"'mgoing to," Erika said. "That's exactly what | want to see you about. Ah," she added suddenly,
"now | understand why St. Cyr stopped my nessage. He was afraid. Nick, do you know what we've got
to do?"

"See Watt?" Nick hazarded unhappily. "But Erika-"

"See Watt alone," Erika anplified.

"Not if St. Cyr can help it," N ck rem nded her.

"Exactly. Naturally St. Cyr doesn't want us to talk to Watt privately. W nmight nmake hi m see

file:/l/F|/rah/Henry%20Kuttner/Kuttner%20-%20The%20Best%200f%20Kuttner%201%20UC.txt (45 of 166) [2/4/03 10:15:49 PM]



file:/IIF|/rah/Henry%20K uttner/K uttner%20-%20T he%20B est%200f %20K uttner%201%20U C.txt

reason. But this time, N ck, we've sinply got to manage it sonehow. One of us is going to talk to
Watt while the other keeps St. Cyr at bay. Wich do you choose?"

"Neither," Martin said pronptly.

"Ch, Nick! I can't do the whole thing alone. Anybody'd think you were afraid of St. Cyr."

"I amafraid of St. Cyr," Martin said

"Nonsense. VWat could he actually do to you?"

"He could terrorize ne. He does it all the tine. Erika, he says |I'mindoctrinating beautifully.
Doesn't it nake your blood run cold? Look at all the other witers he's indoctrinated."

"l know. | saw one of themon Main Street |ast week, delving into garbage cans. Do you want to end
up that way? Then stand up for your rights!"

"Ah," said the robot w sely, nodding. "Just as | thought. A crisis-point."

"Shut up," Martin said. "No, not you, Erika. I'msorry."

"So aml," Erika said tartly. "For a nonment | thought you'd acquired a backbone."

"I'f I were sonebody |ike Hem ngway-" Martin began in a mniserable voice.

"Did you say Hem ngway?" the robot inquired. "Is

this the Kinsey-Hem ngway era? Then | nust be right. You're N cholas Martin, the next subject.
Martin, Martin? Let me see-oh yes, the Disraeli type, that's it." He rubbed his forehead with a
grating sound. "Oh, ny poor neuron thresholds! Now I renenber."

"Ni ck, can you hear nme?" Erika's voice inquired. "lI'mcom ng over there right away. Brace
yourself. We're going to beard St. Cyr in his den and convice Watt you'll never nmake a good screen-
witer. Now"

"But St. Cyr won't ever admit that," Martin cried. "He doesn't know the neaning of the word
failure. He says so. He's going to neke me into a screen-witer or kill ne."

"Renenber what happened to Ed Cassidy?" Erika reminded himgrimy. "St. Cyr didn't make himinto a
screen-witer."

"True. Poor old Ed," Martin said, with a shiver.

"Al'l right, then. I"'mon ny way. Anything el se?"

"Yes!" Martin cried, drawing a deep breath. "Yes, there is! | |love you nmadl y!"

But the words never got past his glottis. Opening and closing his nouth noiselessly, the cowardly
playwight finally clenched his teeth and tried again. A faint, hopel ess squeak vibrated the

tel ephone's disk. Martin let his shoulders slunp hopelessly. It was clear he could never propose
to anybody, not even a harnl ess tel ephone.

"Did you say sonet hing?" Erika asked. "Well, goodbye then."

"Wait a mnute,"” Martin said, his eyes suddenly falling once nore upon the robot. Speechl ess on
one subject only, he went on rapidly, "I forgot to tell you. Watt and the nest-fouling St. Cyr
have just hired a nock-up phony robot to play in Angelina Noel!"

But the |line was dead.

"I'''mnot a phony," the robot said, hurt.

Martin fell back in his chair and stared at his guest with dull, hopel ess eyes. "Neither was King
Kong," he remarked. "Don't start feeding me sone line St. Cyr's told you to pull. | know he's
trying to break nmy nerve. He'll probably do it, too. Look what he's done to ny play already. Wy
Fred Waring? | don't mind Fred Waring in his proper place. There he's fine. But not in Angelina
Noel . Not as the Portuguese captain of a fishing boat manned by his entire band, acconpani ed by
Dan Dailey singing Napoli to DeeDee Flenming in a mernaid's tail-"

Sel f-stunned by this recapitulation, Martin put his arns on the desk, his head in his hands, and
to his horror found hinself giggling. The tel ephone rang. Martin groped for the instrunent w thout
rising fromhis sem-recunbent position. *

"Who?" he asked shakily. "Who? St. Cyr-"

A hoarse bellow came over the wire. Martin sat bolt upright, seizing the phone desperately with
bot h hands.

"Listen!" he cried. "WII you let ne finish what 1'mgoing to say, just for once? Putting a robot
in Angelina Noel is sinply-"

"I do not hear what you say," roared a heavy voice. "Your idea stinks. Watever it is. Be at
Theater One for yesterday's rushes. At once!"

"But wait-"

St. Cyr belched and hung up. Martin's strangling hands tightened briefly on the tel ephone. But it
was no use. The real strangle-hold was the one St. Cyr had around Martin's throat, and it had been
tightening now for nearly thirteen weeks. O had it been thirteen years? Looki nhg backward, Martin
could scarcely believe that only a short tinme ago he had been a free man, a successful Broadway
pl aywight, the author of the hit play Angelina Noel. Then had cone St. Cyr.

A snob at heart, the director loved getting his clutches on hit plays and name witers. Summt
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St udi os, he had roared at Martin, would follow the original play exactly and would give Martin the
final okay on the script, provided he signed a thirteen-week contract to help wite the screen
treatnment. This had seenmed too good to be true-and was.

Martin's downfall lay partly in the fine print and partly in the fact that Eri ka Ashby had been in
the hospital with a bad attack of influenza at the tine. Buried in |egal verbiage was a cl ause
that bound Martin to five years of servitude with Summit should they pick up his option. Next week
they would certainly do just that, unless justice prevail ed.

"I think I need a drink," Martin said unsteadily. "Or several." He glanced toward the robot. "I
wonder if you'd mnd getting nme that bottle of Scotch fromthe bar over there.”

"But | am here to conduct an experinent on optinum ecol ogy," said the robot.

Martin closed his eyes. "Pour ne a drink," he pl eaded.

"Pl ease. Then put the glass in ny hand, will you? It's not nuch to ask. After all, we're both
human bei ngs, aren't we?"
"Well, no," the robot said, placing a brimring glass in Martin's groping fingers. Martin drank

Then he opened his eyes and blinked at the tall highball glass in his hand. The robot had filled
it tothe brimwith Scotch. Martin turned a wondering gaze on his netallic conpanion

"You nmust do a lot of drinking yourself," he said thoughtfully. "I suppose tol erance can be built
up. Go ahead. Hel p yourself. Take the rest of the bottle."

The robot placed the tip of a finger above each eye and slid the fingers upward, as though raising
his eyebrows inquiringly.

"Go on, have a jolt,": Martin urged. "Or don't you want to break bread with nme, under the

ci rcumnst ances?"

"How can | ?" the robot asked. "I'ma robot." H s voice sounded sonewhat w stful. "Wat happens?"
he inquired. "lIs it a lubricatory or a fueling nechani sn?"

Martin glanced at his brinmng glass.

"Fueling," he said tersely. "H gh octane. You really believe in staying in character, don't you?
Why not -"

"Ch, the principle of irritation,” the robot interrupted. "I see. Just |like fernented mamot h' s
milk. "

Martin choked. "Have you ever drunk fernented manmmoth's mil k?" he inquired.
"How coul d I?" the robot asked. "But |'ve seen it done." He drew a straight line vertically upward

between his invisible eyebrows, managing to |l ook wistful. "OfF course my world is perfectly
functional and functionally perfect, but I can't help finding tenporalizing a fas-cina-" He broke
off. "lI"mwasting space-tinme. Ah. Now. M. Martin, would you be willing to-"

"Ch, have a drink," Martin said. "I feel hospitable. Go ahead, indulge me, will you? My pleasures

are few And |'ve got to go and be terrorized in a nmnute, anyhow. If you can't get that nask off
I"lI'l send for a straw. You can step out of character |ong enough for one jolt, can't you?"

"I'd like to try it," the robot said pensively. "Ever since | noticed the effect fernented

manmot h's m | k had on the boys, it's been on ny mind, rather. Quite easy for a human, of course.
Technically it's sinple enough, | see now. The irritation just increases the frequency of

the brain's kappa waves, as with boosted voltage, but since electrical voltage never existed in
pre-robot tines-"

"It did," Martin said, taking another drink. "I nean, it does. Wat do you call that, a manmoth?"
He indi cated the desk | anp.

The robot's jaw dropped.

"That ?" he askef in blank anmazenent. "Why-why then all those tel ephone poles and dynanps and

I ighting-equipnment | noticed in this era are powered by electricity!"

"What did you think they were powered by?" Martin asked coldly.

"Slaves," the robot said, examining the |amp. He switched it on, bunked, and then unscrewed the
bul b. "Voltage, you say?"

"Don't be a fool," Martin said. "You' re overplaying your part. |'ve got to get going in a ninute.
Do you want a jolt or don't you?"
"Well," the robot said, "I don't want to seem unsoci able. This ought to work." So saying, he stuck

his finger in the | anp-socket. There was a brief, crackling flash. The robot w thdrew his finger.
"F(t)-" he said, and swayed slightly. Then his fingers came up and sketched a smle that seened,
sonehow, to express delighted surprise

"Fff(t)t" he said, and went on rather thickly, "F(t) integral between plus and minus infinity .

; a-sub-n to e. ."

Martin's eyes opened wi de with shocked horror. Wether a doctor or a psychiatrist should be called
in was debatable, but it was perfectly evident that this was a case for the nedical profession

and the sooner the better. Perhaps the police, too. The bit-player in the robot suit was clearly
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as mad as a hatter. Martin poised indecisively, waiting for his lunatic guest either to drop dead
or spring at his throat.

The robot appeared to be smacking his lips, with faint clicking sounds.

"Way, that's wonderful," he said. "AC, too."

"Y-you're not dead?" Martin inquired shakily.

"I'"'mnot even alive," the robot nurmured. "The way you'd understand it, that is. Ah-thanks for the
jolt."

Martin stared at the robot with the wldest dawni ng of surnise.

"Why-" he gasped. "Why-you're a robot!"

"Certainly I'ma robot," his guest said. "What slow nminds you pre-robots had. Mne's working |ike
lightning now" He stole a drunkard's glance at the desk-lanp. "F(t)-1 nean, if you counted the
kappa waves of my radio-atonic brain now, you' d be amazed how the frequency's increased." He
paused thoughtfully. "F(t)," he added.

Moving quite slowy, like a man under water, Martin lifted his glass and drank whi skey. Then,
cautiously, he | ooked up at the robot again.

"F(t)-" he said, paused, shuddered, and drank again. That did it. "I'mdrunk,"” he said with an air
of shaken relief. "That nust be it. | was al nost beginning to believe-"

"Ch, nobody believes |'ma robot at first," the robot said. "You'll notice |l showed up in a novie
lot, where | wouldn't arouse suspicion. |'ll appear to Ivan Vasilovich in an alchem st's |ab, and
he'll junp to the conclusion I'm an automaton. Wich, of course, | am Then there's a U ghur on ny
list-1"1l appear to himin a shaman's hut and he'll assume |I'ma devil. A matter of ecol ogico-
logic.™

"Then you're a devil?" Martin inquired, seizing on the only plausible solution

"No, no, no. I'ma robot. Don't you understand anythi ng?"

"I don't even know who | am now," Martin said. "For all | know, |I'ma faun and you're a human
child. | don't think this Scotch is doing me as nuch good as |'d-"

"Your name is Nicholas Mrtin,
" Eni ac?"

"ENIAC," the robot corrected, capitalizing. "ENIAC Garma the Ninety-Third."

So saying, he unslung a sack fromhis netallic shoul der and began to rummage out |ength upon

I ength of what |ooked like red silk ribbon with a curious nmetallic lustre. After approxinately a
quarter-mle of it had appeared, a crystal football helnmet emerged attached to its end. A gl eam ng
red-green stone was set on each side of the hel net.

"Just over the tenporal |obes, you see," the robot ex-

the robot said patiently. "And mne is ENIAC "

pl ai ned, indicating the jewels. "Now you just set it on your head, like this-"
"Ch, no, | don't," Martin said, withdrawing his head with the utnost rapidity. "Neither do you, ny
friend. What's the idea? | don't like the |ooks of that gimrick. | particularly don't |ike those

two red garnets on the sides. They | ook |ike eyes."

"Those are artific|lali*eclogite,” the robot assured him "They sinply have a high dielectric
constant. It's nerely a matter of altering the normal thresholds of the neuron nmenory-circuits.

Al'l thinking is based on nenory, you know. The strength of your associations-the enotional indices
of your nenories-channel your actions and decisions, and the ecol ogi zer sinply changes the voltage
of your brain so the thresholds are altered."

"I's that all it does?" Martin asked suspiciously.

"Well, now," the robot said with a slight air of evasion. "I didn't intend to mention it, but
since you ask- it also inposes the master-matrix of your character type. But since that's the
prototype of your character in the first place, it will sinply enable you to nmake the nost of your
potential ability, hereditary and acquired. It will nake you react to your environnent in the way
that best assures your survival."

"Not nme, it won't," Martin said firmy. "Because you aren't going to put that thing on ny head."
The robot sketched a puzzled frown. "Oh," he said after a pause. "I haven't explained yet, have |?
It's very sinple. Whuld you be willing to take part in a valuable socio-cultural experinment for
the benefit of all mankind?"

"No," Martin said.

"But you don't know what it is yet," the robot said plaintively. "You'll be the only one to
refuse, after |'ve explained everything thoroughly. By the way, can you understand nme all right?"
Martin |laughed hollowy. "Natch," he said.

"Good," the robot said, reh'eved. "That may be one trouble with ny nmenory. | had to record so nmany
| anguages before | could tenporalize. Sanskrit's very sinmple, but nmedi eval Russian's confusing,
and as for Ui ghur- however! The purpose of this experinent is to pronote the nost successful pro-
survival relationship between man and his environment. |nstant adaptation is what we're aining at,
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and we hope to get it by mininizing the differential between individual and environment. In

other words, the right reaction at the right time. Understand?

"Of course not," Martin said. "Wat nonsense you talk."

"There are," the robot said rather wearily, "only a linited nunber of character matrices possible,
depending first on the arrangenent of the genes within the chronpsones, and | ater upon
environnental additions. Since environments tend to repeat-like societies, you know an

organi zational pattern isn't hard to lay out, along the Kal dekooz tine-scale. You follow ne so
far?"

"By the Kal dekooz tinme-scale, yes," Martin said.

"I was always lucid," the robot remarked a little vainly, flourishing a swirl of red ribbon

"Keep that thing away fromme," Martin conplained. "Drunk | may be, but- | have no intention of
sticking ny neck out that far."

"Of course you'll do it," the robot said firmy. "Nobody's ever refused yet. And don't bicker with

me or you'll get me confused and 1'll have to take another jolt of voltage. Then there's no
telling how confused I'Il be. My nmenory gives ne enough trouble when | tenporalize. Tine-trave

al ways rai ses the synaptic delay threshold, but the trouble is it's so variable. That's why | got
you mxed up with lvan at first. But | don't visit himtill after |'ve seen you-I'mrunning the

test chronol ogically, and nineteen-fifty-two cones before fifteen-seventy, of course."

"I't doesn't," Martin said, tilting the glass to his lips. "Not even in Holl ywod does nineteen-
fifty-two conme before fifteen-seventy."

"I"musing the Kal dekooz tine-scale,” the robot explained. "But really only for conveni ence. Now
do you want the ideal ecological differential or don't you? Because-" Here he flourished the red
ri bbon again, peered into the helmet, |ooked narrowmy at Martin, and shook his head.

"I"'msorry," the robot said. "I'mafraid this won't work. Your head's too small. Not enough brain-
room | suppose. This helnet's for an eight and a half head, and yours is nuch too-"

"My head is eight and a half," Martin protested with dignity.

"Can't be," the robot said cunningly. "If it were, the helmet would fit, and it doesn't. Too big."
"It does fit," Martin said.

"That's the trouble with arguing with pre-robot species,”" ENIAC said, as to hinself. "Low,
brutish, unreasoning. No wonder, when their heads are so small. Now M. Martin-" .He spoke as
though to a snmall, stupid, stubborn child. "Try to understand. This helnet's size eight and a
hal f. Your head is unfortunately so very small that the helnmet wouldn't fit-"

"Blast it!" cried the infuriated Martin, caution quite |ost between Scotch and annoyance. "It does
fit! Look here!" Recklessly he snatched the helmet and clapped it firmy on his head. "It fits
perfectly!"

"I erred," the robot acknowl edged™ with such a gleamin his eye that Martin, suddenly consci ous of
his rashness, jerked the helnmet fromhis head and dropped it on the desk. ENIAC quietly picked it
up and put it back into his sack, stuffing the red ribbon hi after it with rapid notions. Martin
wat ched, baffled, until EN AC had finished, gathered together the nmouth of the sack, swung it on
hi s shoul der again, and turned toward the door

"Good- bye," the robot said. "And thank you."

"For what?" Martin demanded.

"For your cooperation," the robot said.

"I won't cooperate,” Martin told himflatly. "It's no use. Watever fool treatnment it is you're
selling, I"'mnot going to-"

"Ch, you've already had the ecology treatnent,” ENIAC replied blandly. "I'Il be back tonight to
renew the charge. It lasts only twelve hours."

"What "

ENI AC noved his forefingers outward fromthe corners of his nmouth, sketching a polite snile. Then
he stepped through the door and closed it behind him

Martin made a faint squealing sound, like a stuck but gagged pig.

Somret hi ng was happeni ng i nside his head.

Ni cholas Martin felt like a man suddenly thrust under an ice-cold shower. No, not col d-steam ng
hot. Perfuned, too. The wind that blew hi fromthe open wi ndow bore with it a frightful stench of
gasol i ne, sagebrush, paint, and-fromthe di stant conm ssary-ham sandw ches.

"Drunk," he thought frantically. "I'mdrunk-or crazy!" He sprang up and spun around wildly; then
cat chi ng

sight of a crack in the hardwood floor he tried to walk along it. "Because if | can walk a
straight line," he thought, "I'mnot drunk. I'monly crazy . " It was not a very conforting

t hought .
He could walk it, all right. He could walk a far straighter line than the crack, which he saw now
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was microscopically jagged. He had, in fact, never felt such a sense of location and equilibrium
in his life. Hs experinment carried himacross the roomto a wall-nmrror, and as he straightened
to look into it, suddenly all confusion settled and ceased. The violent sensory perceptions

| evel ed off and returned to nor nal

Everything was quiet. Everything was all right.

Martin met his own eyes in the nmirror.

Everything was not all right.

He was stone cold sober. The Scotch he had drunk mi ght as well have been spring-water. He |eaned
closer to the mrror, trying to stare through his own eyes into the depths of his brain. For
sonet hi ng extrenely odd was happening hi there. Al over his brain, tiny shutters were begi nning

to nove, sone sliding up till only a narrow crack remai ned, through which the beady little eyes of
neurons coul d be seen peeping, sonme sliding down with fault crashes, revealing the agile, spidery
forms of still other neurons scuttling for cover.

Altered threshol ds, changing the yes-and-no reaction time of the nmenory-circuits, with their key
enoti onal indices and associations . . . huh?

The robot!
Martin's head swung toward the closed office door. But he nade no further nove. The | ook of blank
panic on his face very slowy, quite unconsciously, began to change. The robot... could wait.

Automatically Martin raised his hand, as though to adjust an invisible nonocle. Behind him the

t el ephone began to ring. Martin glanced at it.

H's lips curved into an insolent smle.

Flicking dust fromhis lapel with a suave gesture, Martin picked up the tel ephone. He said
not hi ng. There was a |long silence. Then a hoarse voice shouted, "Hello, hello, hello! Are you

t here? You, Martin."

Martin said absolutely nothing at all

"You keep ne waiting," the voice bellowed. "M, St. Cyr! Now junp! The rushes are ... Martin, do
you hear ne?"

Martin gently laid down the receiver on the desk. He turned again toward the mrror, regarded
hinself critically, frowned.

"Dreary," he murmured. "Distinctly dreary. | wonder why | ever bought this necktie?"

The softly bellowi ng tel ephone distracted him He studied the instrument briefly, then clapped his
hands sharply together an inc® fromthe mouthpiece. There was a sharp, anguished cry fromthe
other end of the line.

"Very good," Martin rmurnured, turning away. "That robot has done ne a considerable favor. | should
have realized the possibilities sooner. After all, a super-machine, such as ENIAC, would be far
cleverer than a nan, who is nerely an ordinary machine. Yes," he added, stepping into the hall and
comng face to face with Toni LaMbtta, who was currently working for Sumrit on loan. " 'Man is a
machi ne, and worman-' " Here he gave M ss LaMtta a | ook of such arrogant significance that she was
quite startl ed.

" " And wonan-a toy,"
awai ted him

Sunmit Studi os, outdoing even MaV] al ways shot ten tinmes as nuch footage as necessary on every
scene. At the begi nning of each shooting day, this confusing mass of celluloid was shown hi St
Cyr's private projection theater, a small but |uxurious domed room furnished with Iie-back chairs,
and every other conveni ence, though no screen was visible until you | ooked up. Then you saw it on
the ceiling.

When Martin entered, it was instantly evident that ecol ogy took a sudden shift toward the worse.
Operating on the theory that the old Nicholas Martin had cone into it, the theater, which had
breat hed an expensive air of |uxurious confidence, chilled toward him The nap of the Persian rug
shrank fromhis contaninating feet. The chair he stunbled against in the half-light seened to
shrug contenptuously. And the three people in the theater gave himsuch a | ook as m ght be turned
upon one of the larger apes who had, by sheer accident, got an invitation to Bucki ngham Pal ace.
DeeDee Fl em ng (her real nane was inpossible to renenber, besides having not a vowel hi it) lay
placidly in her chair, her feet confortably up, her lovely hands fol ded, her large, |liquid gaze
fixed upon the screen

where DeeDee Flenming, hi the silvery nmeshes of a technicolor mermaid, swam phl egmatically through
seas of pearl-col ored mist

Martin groped in the gloomfor a chair. The strangest things were going on inside his brain, where
tiny stiles still noved and readjusted until he no longer felt in the least |like N cholas Mrtin.
Who did he feel like, then? Wat had happened?

He recal |l ed the neurons whose beady little eyes he had fancied he saw staring brightly into, as

Martin anplified, as he turned toward Theater One, where St. Cyr and destiny
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well as out of, his owmm. O had he? The nenory was vivid, yet it couldn't be, of course. The
answer was perfectly sinple and terribly logical. ENIAC Gamma the N nety-Third had told him
somewhat anbi guously, just what his ecol ogical experinent involved. Martin had nerely been given
the optimumreactive pattern of his successful prototype, a man who had nost thoroughly controlled
his own environnment. And ENIAC had told himthe man's nanme, along with several confusing
references to other prototypes Iike an Ivan (who?) and an unnamed U ghur.

The nane for Martin's prototype was, of course, Disraeli, Earl of Beaconsfield. Martin had a vivid
recol l ection of George Arliss playing the role. Cever, insolent, eccentric hi dress and manner
exuberant, suave, self-controlled, with a strongly perceptive inagination

"No, no, no!" DeeDee said with a sort of calminpatience. "Be careful, N ck. Sone other chair,

pl ease. | have ny feet on this one."

"T-t-t-t-t," said Raoul St. Cyr, protruding his thick Iips and snapping the fingers of an enornous
hand as he pointed to a lowy chair against the wall. "Behind me, Martin. Sit down, sit down. Qut
of our way. Now Pay attention. Study what | have done to make sonething great out of your foolish
little play. Especially note how | have so cleverly ended the solo by building to five cunul ative
pratt-falls. Timng is all," he finished. "Now -SI LENCE!"

For a man bom hi the obscure little Bal kan country of M xo-Lydia, Raoul St. Cyr had done very well
for hinself in Hollywod. In 1939 St. Cyr, growing alarmed at the inm nence of war, departed for
Anerica, taking with himthe print of an unpronounceable M xo-Lydian film he had nade, which mi ght
be transl ated roughly as The Pores in the Face oj the Peasant.

Wth this he established his artistic reputation as a great director, though if the truth were
known, it was really poverty that caused The Pores to be so artistically lighted, and sinple
drunkenness whi ch had nade nost of the cast act out one of the strangest perfornances in film
history. But critics conpared The Pores to a ballet and praised inordinately the beauty of its

| eadi ng | ady, now known to the wo“kf as DeeDee Fl eni ng

DeeDee was so incredibly beautiful that the | aw of conpensation woul d force one to expect
incredible stupidity as well. One was not di sappoi nted. DeeDee's neurons didn't know anythi ng. She
had heard of enotions, and under St. Cyr's bullying could imtate a few of them but other
directors had gone nmad trying to get through the semantic block that kept DeeDee's mind a calm
unruffl ed pool possibly three inches deep. St. Cyr nerely bellowed. This sinple, prinordial
approach seened to be the only one that nade sense to Summit's greatest investment and top star
Wth this whip-hand over the beautiful and brainless DeeDee, St. Cyr quickly rose to the top in
Hol | ywood. He had undoubted talent. He could make one picture very well indeed. He had nade it
twenty tunes al ready, each tinme starring DeeDee, and each tine perfecting his own feudalistic
production unit. Wenever anyone disagreed with St. Cyr, he had only to threaten to go over to MaM
and take the obedi ent DeeDee with him for he had never allowed her to sign a |ong-termcontract
and she worked only on a picture-to-picture basis. Even Tolliver Watt knuckl ed under when St. Cyr
voi ced the threat of renoving DeeDee.

"Sit down, Martin," Tolliver Watt said. He was a tall, |ean, hatchet-faced man who | ooked |ike a
horse bei ng starved because he was too proud to eat hay. Wth calm detached omi pot ence he
inclined his gray-shot head a millineter, while a faintly pained expressi on passed fleet-ingly
across his face.

"Hi ghbal I, please," he said.

A white-clad waiter appeared noisel essly fromnowhere and glided forward with a tray. It was at
this point that Martha felt the last stiles readjust in his brain, and entirely on inpul se he
reached out and took the frosted highball glass fromthe tray. Wthout observing this the waiter
glided on and presented Watt with a gl eani ng

salver full of nothing. Watt and the waiter regarded the tray.

Then their eyes nmet. There was a brief silence.

"Here," Martin said, replacing the glass. "Mich too weak. Get ne another, please. |I'mreorienting
toward a new phase which neans a different optimum" he explained to the puzzled Watt as he
readjusted a chair beside the great man and dropped into it. Odd that he had never before felt at
ease during rushes. Right now he felt fine. Perfectly at ease. Rel axed.

"Scotch and soda for M. Martin," Watt said calmy. "And another for ne."

"So, so, so, now we begin," St. Cyr cried inpatiently. He spoke into a hand nicrophone. Instantly
the screen on the ceiling flickered noisily and began to unfold a series of rather ragged scenes
in which a chorus of nernaids danced on their tails down the street of a little Florida fishing

vi |l | age.

To understand the full |oathsonmeness of the fate facing Nicholas Martin, it is necessary to view a
St. Cyr production. It seenmed to Martin that he was watching the nost noi sone novie ever put upon
film He was conscious that St. Cyr and Watt were stealing rather nystified glances at him In the
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dark he put up two fingers and sketched a robot-like grin. Then, feeling sublinmely sure of
hinself, he lit a cigarette and chuckl ed al oud.

"You | augh?" St. Cyr denmanded with instant displeasure. "You do not appreciate great art? What do
you know about it, eh? Are you a genius?"

"This," Martin said urbanely, "is the npost noi sone novie ever put on film"

In the sudden, deathly quiet which followed, Martin flicked ashes el egantly and added, "Wth ny
hel p, you may yet avoid beconing the |aughing stock of the whole continent. Every foot of this

pi cture nmust be junked. Tomorrow bright and early we will start all over, and-"

Watt said quietly, "W're quite conpetent to make a fil mout of Angelina Noel, Martin."

"It is artistic!" St. Cyr shouted. "And it will nake noney, too!"

"Bah, nmoney!" Martin said cunningly. He rucked nore ash with a lavish gesture. "Who cares about
money? Let Sunmit worry."

Watt | eaned forward to peer searchingly at Martin in the di nmess.

"Raoul ," he said, glancing at St. Cyr, "l understand you were getting your-ah-your new witers
whi pped into shape. This doesn't sound to ne as if-"

"Yes, yes, yes, yes," St. Cyr cried excitedly. "Wipped into shape, exactly! A brief delirium eh?
Martin, you feel well? You feel yourself?"

Martin |l aughed with quiet confidence. "Never fear," he said. "The noney yflu spend on ne is well
worth what 1'Il bring you in prestige. | quite understand. Qur confidential talks were not to be
secret fromWwatt, of course.”

"What confidential tal ks?" bellowed St. Cyr thickly, grow ng red.

"We need keep nothing fromWatt, need we?" Martin went on inperturbably. "You hired ne for
prestige, and prestige you'll get, if you can only keep your big nouth shut |ong enough. |I'Il make
the nane of St. Cyr glorious for you. Naturally you may | ose sonething at the box-office, but it's
well worth-"

"Pjrzgxgl!" roared St. Cyr in his native tongue, and he |unmbered up fromthe chair, brandi shing
the m crophone in an enornous, hairy hand.

Deftly Martin reached out and twitched it fromhis grasp

"Stop the film" he ordered crisply.

It was very strange. A distant part of his mind knew that nornally he woul d never have dared
behave this way, but he felt convinced that never before hi his life had he acted with conplete
normality. He glowed with a giddy warmth of confidence that everything he did would be right, at

| east while the twelve-hour treatnment lasted.... '

The screen flickered hesitantly, then went bl ank

"Turn the lights on," Martin ordered the unseen presence beyond the m ke. Softly and suddenly the
roomglowed with illumnation. And upon the visages of Watt and St..Cyr he saw a mutual dawni ng
uneasi ness begin to break

He had just given themfood for thought. But he had given themnore than that. He tried to inagine
what noved in the mnds of the two nmen, bel ow the suspicions he had just inplanted. St. Cyr's was
fairly obvious. The M xo-Lydian |licked his lips-no nean task- and studied Martin w th uneasy
little, bloodshot eyes. Clearly Martin had acquired confidence from somne-

where. What did it mean? What secret sin of St. Cyr's had been discovered to him what flaw hi his
contract, that he dared behave so defiantly?

Tolliver Watt was a horse of another color; apparently the nman had no guilty secrets; but he too

| ooked uneasy. Martin studied the proud face and probed for inner weaknesses. Watt would be a
harder nut to crack. But Martin could do it.

"That | ast underwater sequence," he now said, pursuing his thene. "Pure trash, you know. It'l]|
have to cone out. The whol e scene nust be shot from under water."

"Shut up!" Cyr shouted violently.

"But it nust, you know," Martin went on. "Or it won't jibe with the new stuff I've witten in. In
fact, I"'mnot at all certain that the whoft picture shouldn't be shot under water. You know, we
could use the docunentary techni que-"

"Raoul ," Watt said suddenly, "what's this man trying to do?"

"He is trying to break his contract, of course," St. Cyr said, turning ruddy olive. "It is the bad
phase all ny witers go through before |I get them whipped into shape. In M xo-Lydi a-"

"Are you sure he'll whip into shape?" Watt asked.

"To ne this is now a personal matter," St. Cyr said, glaring at Martin. "I have spent nearly
thirteen weeks on this nman and | do not intend to waste ny val uable tune on another. | tell you he
is sinply trying to break his contract-tricks, tricks, tricks."

"Are you?" Watt asked Martin coldly.
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"Not now," Martin said. "l've changed ny nmind. My agent insists |'d be better off away from
Sunmit. In fact, she has the curious feeling that I and Sumrit would suffer by a mesalliance. But
for the first tine I"'mnot sure | agree. | begin to see possibilities, even in the tripe St. Cyr

has been stuffing down the public's throat for years. O course | can't work niracles all at once.
Audi ences have cone to expect garbage from Sunmit, and they've even been conditioned to like it.
But we'll begin hi a snmall way to re-educate themw th this picture. | suggest we try to synbolize
the Existentialist hopelessness of it by ending the filmwith a full four hundred feet of
seascapes- not hi ng but vast, heaving stretches of ocean," he ended, on a note of conpl acent
satisfaction.

A vast heaving stretch of Raoul St. Cyr rose fromhis chair and advanced upon Martin.

"Qutside, outside!" he shouted. "Back to your cell, you doubl e-crossing vermn! |, Raoul St. Cyr,
comand it. Qutside, before | rip you linmb fromlinb-"

Martin spoke quickly. H's voice was calm but he knew he would have to work fast.

"You see, Watt?"|he said clearly, neeting Watt's rather startled gaze. "Doesn't dare let you
exchange three words with nme, for fear 1'll let sonmething slip. No wonder he's trying to put ne
out of here-he's skating on thin ice these days."

Goaded, St. Cyr rolled forward in a ponderous |unge, but Watt interposed. It was true, of course,
that the witer was probably trying to break his contract. But there were wheels within wheels
here. Martin was too confident, too debonair. Somnething was going on which Watt did not
under st and.

"All right, Raoul," he said decisively. "Relax for a minute. | said relax! W don't want Nick here
suing you for assault and battery, do we? Your artistic tenperanment carries you away somneti nes.
Rel ax and let's hear what N ck has to say."

"Watch out for him Tolh'ver!"™ St. Cyr cried warn-ingly. "They're cunning, these creatures.
Cunning as rats. You never know"

Martin rai sed the mcrophone with a lordly gesture. Ignoring the director, he said commandi ngly
into the mke, "Put me through to the conmi ssary. The bar, please. Yes. | want to order a drink
Sonet hi ng very special. A-ah-a Helena dinska-"

"Hello," Erika Ashby's voice said fromthe door. "Nick, are you there? May | come in?"

The sound of her voice sent delicious chills rushing up and down Martin's spine. He swung round,
m ke in hand, to welcome her. But St. Cyr, pleased at this diversion, roared before he could
speak.

"No, no, no, no! Go! Go at once. Whoever you are- out!"

Eri ka, looking very brisk, attractive and firm nmarched into the roomand cast at Martha a | ook of
resi gned patience.

Very clearly she expected to fight both her own battles and his.

"I'"'mon business here," she told St. Cyr coldly. "You

can't part author and agent like this. Nick and | want to have a word with M. Watt."

"Ah, my pretty creature, sit down,"” Martin said in a loud, clear voice, scranbling out of his
chair. "Welcone! I'mjust ordering nyself a drink. WIIl you have sonet hi ng?"

Erika ook at himw th startled suspicion. "No, and neither will you," she said. "How nmany have
you had already? Nick, if you're drunk at a tinme like this-"

"And no shilly-shallying," Martin said blandly into the mke. "I want it at once, do you hear? A
Hel ena G inska, yes. Perhaps you don't know it? Then listen carefully. Take the |argest Napol eon
you've got. If you haven't a big one, a small punch bow wll do. Fill it half full with ice-cold

ale. Got that? Add three jiggers of crene de nmenthe-" e"e'e

"Ni ck, are you nmad?" Eri ka denanded, revolted.

"-and six jiggers of honey," Martin went on placidly. "Stir, don't shake. Never shake a Hel ena

dinska. Keep it well chilled, and-"

"M ss Ashby, we are very busy,"” St. Cyr broke in inportantly, making shooing notions toward the
door. "Not now. Sorry. You interrupt. Go at once."

"-better add six nore jiggers of honey," Martin was heard to add contenplatively into the m ke

"And then send it over immediately. Drop everything else, and get it here within sixty seconds.

There's a bonus for you if you do. Okay? Good. See to it."

He tossed the nicrophone casually at St. Cyr.

Meanwhi | e, Erika had closed in on Tolliver Watt.

"I"ve just come fromtalking to Aoria Eden," she said, "and she's willing to do a one-picture

deal with Summit if | okay it. But 1'mnot going to okay it unless you release Nick Martin from
his contract, and that's flat."

Watt showed pl eased surprise.

"Well, we night get together on that,'

he said instantly, for he was a fan of Mss Eden's and for
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a long tune had yearned to star her in a remake of Vanity Fair. "Wy didn't you bring her al ong?
We coul d have-"

"Nonsense!" St. Cyr shouted. "Do not discuss this matter yet, Tolliver."

"She's down at Laguna," Erika explained. "Be quiet, St. Cyr! | won't-"

A knock at the door interrupted her. Martin hurried

to open it and as he had expected encountered a waiter with a tray.

"Quick work," he said urbanely, accepting the huge, coldly sweating Napoleon in a bank of ice.
"Beautiful, isn't it?"

St. Cyr's boom ng shouts from behind hi mdrowed out whatever remark .the waiter nay have nmade as
he received a bill iron! Martin and w thdrew, |ooking nauseated.

"No, no, no, no," St. Cyr was roaring. "Tolliver, we can get Goria and keep this witer too, not
that he is any good, but | have spent already thirteen weeks training himin the St. Cyr approach
Leave it to nme. In M xo-Lydia we handl e-"

Erika's attractive nouth was opening and shuting, her voice unheard in the uproar. St. Cyr could
keep it up indefinitely, as was well known in Hollywod. Martin sighed, lifted the briming

Napol eon and sniffed delicately as he stepped backward toward his chair. Wen his heel touched it,
he tripped with the utnost grace and savoir-faire, and very deftly enptied the Hel ena Qi nska,
al e, honey, crene de menthe, ice and ahl, over St. Cyr's capacious front.

St. Cyr's bellow broke the m crophone.

Martin had conposed his invention carefully. The nauseous brew conbi ned the maxi num el enents of
wet ness, col dness, stickiness and pungency.

The drenched St. Cyr, shuddering violently as the icy® beverage deluged his | egs, snatched out his
handker chi ef and nopped in vain. The handkerchief nerely stuck to his trousers, glued there by
twel ve jiggers of honey. He reeked of peppermnt.

"l suggest we adjourn to the conmissary," Martin said fastidiously. "In some private booth we can
go on with this discussion away fromthe-the rather overpowering snmell of peppermnt."”

"I'n Mxo-Lydia," St. Cyr gasped, sloshing in his shoes as he turned toward Martin, "in M xo-Lydia
we throw to the dogs-we boil in oil-we-"

"And next tine," Martin said, "please don't joggle ny el bow when |I'm holding a Hel ena dinska.
It's nost annoying."

St. Cyr drew a mighty breath, rose to his full height- and then subsided. St. Cyr at the nonent

| ooked |i ke a Keystone Kop after the chase sequence, and knew it.

Even if he killed Martin now, the elenment of classic tragedy woul d be | acking. He woul d appear hi
the untenabl e position of Ham et murdering his uncle with custard pies.

"Do nothing until 1 return!" he commanded, and with a final glare at Martin plunged noistly out of
the theater.

The door crashed shut behind him There was silence for a noment except for the soft nusic from

t he overhead screen whi ch DeeDee had caused to be turned on again, so that she night watch her own
lovely formflicker in dimred i mages through pastel waves, while she sang a duet with Dan Dail ey
about sailors, nermaids and her hone in far Atlantis.

"And now," said Martin, turning with quiet authority to Watt, who was regarding himw th a baffled

expression, "I want a word with you."

"I can't discuss your contract till Raoul gets back," Watt said quickly.

"Nonsense," Martin said in a firmvoice. "Wiy should St. Cyr dictate your decisions? Wthout you,
he couldn't turn out a box-office .success if he had to. No, be quiet, Erika. I'mhandling this,
ny pretty creature.”

Watt rose to his feet. "Sorry, | can't discuss it," he said. "St. Cyr pictures nake noney, and

you're an in-experien-"

"That's why | see the true situation so clearly," Martin said. "The trouble with you is you draw a
line between artistic genius and financial genius. To you, it's nerely routine when you work with
the plastic nedi umof human m nds, shaping theminto an |Ideal Audi ence. You are an ecol ogica
genius, Tolliver Watt! The true artist controls his environnment, and gradually you, with a

master's consunmate skill, shape that great mass of living, breathing humanity into a perfect
audi ence. "
"Sorry," Watt said, but not brusquely. "I really have no tine-ah-"

"Your genius has gone | ong enough unrecogni zed," Martin said hastily, letting admration ring in
hi s gol den voice. "You assune that St. Cyr is your equal. You give himyour own credit titles. Yet
hi your own mind you nust have known that half the credit for his pictures is yours. Was Phidi as
non- conmer ci al ? Was M chael angel 0? Commercialismis sinply a | abel for functionalism and al

great artists produce functional art. The trivial details of Rubens' masterpieces were filled in
by assistants,
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were they not? But Rubens got the credit, not his hirelings. The proof of the pudding's obvious.
Why?" Cunningly gauging his listener, Martin here broke off.

"Why?" Watt asked.

"Sit down," Martin urged. "I'Il tell you why. St. Cyr's pictures nake noney, but you're
responsible for their molding into the ideal form inpressing your character-matri x upon
everyi hi hg and everyone at Sunmit Studi os. "

Slowmy Watt sank into his chair. About his ears the hypnotic bursts of Disraelian rodonontade

t hundered conpellingly. For Martin had the man hooked. Wth unerring ami he had at the first try
di scovered Watt's weakness-the unconfortable feeling in a professionally arty town that noney-
making is a basically contenptible business. Disraeli had handl ed tougher problens in his day. He
had swayed parlianents.

Watt swayed, tottered-and fell. It took about ten minutes, all in all. By the end of that tune,
dizzy with el oquent praise of his econonmic ability Watt had realized that while St. Cyr mnight be
an artistic genius, he had no business interfering in the plans of an econom ¢ geni us. Nobody told
Watt what to do when econonics were concer ned.

"You have the broad vision that can bal ance all possibilities and show the right path with perfect
clarity,” Martin said glibly. "Very well. You wi sh Eden. You feel- do you not?-that | am
unsuitable material. Only geniuses can change their plans with instantaneous speed. . . . \Wen
will my contract rel ease be ready?"

"What ?" said Watt, in a swimmng, glorious daze. "Ch. O course. Hhmm Your contract rel ease.

Vell, now"

"St. Cyr would stubbornly cling to past errors until Summit goes broke,"™ Martin pointed out. "Only
a genius like Tolliver Watt strikes when the iron is hot, when he sees a chance to exchange
failure for success, a Martin for an Eden."

"Hnm" Watt said. "Yes. Very well, then." Hs long face grew shrewd. "Very well, you get your

rel ease- after |'ve signed Eden."

"There you put your finger on the heart of the matter,"’

Martin approved, after a very brief nonent

of sonmewhat dashed thought. "M ss Eden is still undecided. If you left the transaction to sonebody
like St. Cyr, say, it would be botched. Erika, you have your car here? How qui ckly

could you drive Tolliver Watt to Laguna? He's the only person with the skill to handle this
situation.”

"What situa-oh, yes. O course, Nick. We could start right away."
"But-" Watt said.

The Disraeli-matrix swept on into oratorical periods that nade the walls ring. The gol den tongue
pl ayed ar peggi os with | ogic.

"I see," the dazed Watt murmured, allow ng hinself to be shepherded toward the door. "Yes, yes, of
course. Then-suppose you drop over to my place tonight, Martin. After | get the Eden signature,
I"1'l have your rel ease prepared. Hmm Functional genius. " H s voice fell to a |low, crooning
mutter, and he noved quietly out of the door

Martin laid a hand on Erika's armas she foll owed him

"WAit a second," he said. "Keep himaway fromthe studio until we get the release. St. Cyr can
still outshout ne any tinme. But he's hooked. We-"

"Nick," Erika said, |looking searchingly into his face. "What's happened?"

"Tell you tonight," Martin said hastily, hearing a distant bellow that m ght be the voice of St
Cyr approaching. "When | have tune |I'mgoing to sweep you off your feet. Did you know that |'ve
wor shi pped you fromafar all my life? But right now, get Watt out of the way. Hurry!"

Eri ka cast a glance of amazed bewi |l dernent at himas he thrust her out of the door. Martin thought
there was a certain el enent of pleasure in the surprise.

"Where is Tolliver?" The loud, annoyed roar of St. Cyr nade Martin wince. The director was

di spl eased, it appeared, because only in Costumes could a pair of trousers be found | arge enough
to fit him He took it as a personal affront. "Wat have you done with Tolliver?" he bell owed.
"Louder, please,"” Martin said insolently. "I can't hear you."

"DeeDee," St. Cyr shouted, whirling toward the lovely star, who hadn't stirred from her rapturous
adm ration of DeeDee in technicolor overhead. "Were is Tolliver?" Martin started. He had quite
forgotten DeeDee.

"You don't know, do you DeeDee?" he pronpted quickly.

"Shut up," St. Cyr snapped. "Answer ne, you-" He added a brisk polysyllable in M xo-Lydian, with
the desired effect. DeeDee winkled her flaw ess brow.

"Tolliver went away, | think. I've got it mxed up with the picture. He went hone to neet Nick
Martin, didn't he?"

"See?" Martin interrupted, relieved. "No use expecting DeeDee to-" \
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"But Martin is herel"™ St. Cyr shouted. "Think, think!"

"WAs the contract release in the rushes?" DeeDee asked vaguely.

"A contract release?" St. Cyr roared. "What is this? Never will | permt it, never, never, never!
DeeDee, answer ne-where has Watt gone?"

"He went sonewhere with that agent," DeeDee said. "Or was that in the rushes too?"

"But where, where, where?"

"They went to Atlantis," DeeDee announced with an air of faint triunph.

"No!" shouted St. Cyr. "That was the picture! The nmermaid came from Atlantis, not VWatt!"
"Tolliver didn't say he was coming fromAtlantis," DeeDee murnured, unruffled. "He said he was
going to Atlantis. Then he was going to neet Nick Martin at his house tonight and give himhis
contract rel ease.”

"When?" St. Cyr denanded furiously. "Think, Dee-Dee? What tinme did-"

"DeeDee," Martin said, stepping forward with suave confidence, "you can't renenber a thing, can
you?" But DeeDee was too subnornmal to react even to a Disraeli-matrix. She nerely smled placidly
at him

"Qut of my way, you witer!" roared St. Cyr, advancing upon Martin. "You will get no contract

rel ease! You do not waste St. Cyr's tune and get away with it! This I will not endure. | fix you
as | fixed Ed Cassidy!"

Martin drew hinself up and froze St. Cyr with an insolent smle. H's hand toyed with an inagi nary
monocl e. CGol den periods were hanging at the end of his tongue. There only renained to hypnotize
St. Cyr as he had hypnotized Watt. He drew a deep breath to unleash the floods of his el oquence-
And St. Cyr, also too subhuman to be inpressed by urbanity, hit Martin a clout on the jaw

It could never have happened in the British Parlianent

Wien the robot wal ked into Martin's office that evening, he, or it went directly to the desk
unscrewed the bulb fromthe |lanp, pressed the switch, and stuck his finger into the socket. There
was a crackling flash. ENIAC withdrew his finger and shook his metallic head violently.

"l needed that," he sighed. "lI've been on the go all day, by the Kal dekooz time-scale.

Pal eolithic, Neolithic, Technological-I don't even know what tinme it is. Well, how s your

ecol ogi cal adjustnment getting on?"

Martin rubbed Ms chin thoughtfully.

"Badly," he said. "Tell me, did Disraeli, as Prune Mnister, ever have any dealings with a country
called M xo-Lydi a?"

"I have no idea," said,the robot. "Wy do you ask?"

"Because ny environnent haul ed back and took a poke at ny jaw," Martin said shortly.

"Then you provoked it," EN AC countered. "A crisis -a situation of stress-always brings a nman's
dom nant trait to the fore, and Disraeli was dom nantly courageous. Under stress, his courage
becanme insol ence. But he was intelligent enough to arrange his environment so insol ence woul d be
countered on the semantic level. M xo-Lydia, eh? | place it vaguely, some billions of years ago,
when it was inhabited by giant white apes. O-oh, now | renenber. It's an encysted nedi eva
survival, isn't it?"

Martin nodded.

"So is this novie studio," the robot said. "Your trouble is that you've run up agai nst sonebody
who's got a better optinum ecol ogi cal adjustnment than you have. That's it. This studi o environnent
is just emerging frommedievalism so it can easily slip back into that plenum when an optinum

medi eval i st exerts pressure. Such types caused the Dark Ages. Well, you'd better change your
environnent to a neo-technol ogi cal one, where the Disraeli-matrix can be successfully pro-
survival. In your era, only a few archaic social-encystnents like this studio are feudalistic, so
go sonmewhere else. It takes a feudalist to match a feudalist."

"But | can't go sonewhere else," Martin conplained. "Not without ny contract release. | was
supposed to pick it up tonight, but St. Cyr found out what was happening, and he'll throw a nonkey-
wench hi the works if he has to knock ne out again to do it. |I'mdue at Watt's place now, but St

Cyr's already there-"

"Spare ne the trivia," the robot said, raising his hand. "As for this St. Cyr, if he's a nedieva
character-type, obviously he'll knuckle under only to a stronger nman of his own kind."

"How woul d Di sraeli have handl ed this?" Martin denmanded.

"Disraeli would never have got into such a situation in the first place,” thi robot said

unhel pfully. "The ecol o-gi zer can give you the ideal ecological differential, but only for your
own type, because otherwise it wouldn't be your optinmum Disraeli would have been a failure in
Russia hi lvan's tune."

"Whuld you nmind clarifying that?" Martin asked thoughtfully.

"Certainly," the robot said with great rapidity. "It all depends on the threshol d-response-ti ne of
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the menory-circuits hi the brain, if you assune the identity of the basic chronosone-pattern. The
strength of neuronic activation varies in inverse proportion to the quantitative nenory factor
Only actual experience could give you Disraeli's nenories, but your reactivity-thresholds have
been altered until perception and enotional -indices approximte the Disraeli ratio."

"Ch," Martin said. "But how woul d you, say, assert yourself against a nedieval steam shovel ?"

"By plugging nmy denpuntable brain into a | arger steamshovel," ENIAC told him

Martin seemed pensive. H s hand rose, adjusting an invisible nonocle, while a | ook of perceptive
i magi nati on suddenly crossed his face.

"You nentioned Russia hi Ivan's tune," he said. "Wich Ivan would that be? Not, by any chance-?"
"Ivan the Fourth. Very well adjusted to his environnent he was, too. However, enough of this chit-
chat. Cbviously you'll be one of the failures in our experinent, but our aimis to strike an
average, so if you'll put the ecol ogizer on your-"

"That was lvan the Terrible, wasn't it?" Martin interrupted. "Look here, could you inpress the
character-matrix of Ivan the Terrible on my brain?"

"That wouldn't help you a bit," the robot said. "Besides, it's not the purpose of the experinment.

Now- "
"One nonent. Disraeli can't cope with a nedievalist like St. Cyr on his own level, but if | had
Ivan the Ter-rible's reactive thresholds, I'll bet | could throw a bl uff

that might do the trick. Even though St. Cyr's bigger than | am he's got a veneer of civilization
now wait. He trades on that. He's always dealt with people who are too civilized to use his

own net hods. The trick would be to call his bluff. And lIvan's the man who could do it."

"But you don't understand.”

"Didn't everybody hi Russia trenble with fear at lvan's nanme?"

"Yes, in-"

"Very well, then," Martin said triunphantly. "You're going to inpress the character-matrix of I|van

the Terrible on nmy mind, and then I'"mgoing to put the bite on St. Cyr the way |van woul d have

done it. Disraeli's sinply too civilized. Size is a factor, but character's nore inportant. |

don't look like Disraeli, but people have been reacting to ne as though | were George Arliss down

to the spit-curl. A good big man can always lick a good little man. But St. Cyr's never been up

against ft really uncivilized little nman-one who'd gladly rip out an eneny's heart with his bare

hands." Martin nodded briskly. "St. Cyr will back down-I've found that out. But it would take

sonebody like lvan to make himstay all the way down."

"I'f you think I'mgoing to inpress Ivan's matrix on you, you're w ong,

"You couldn't be talked into it?"

"I," said ENIAC, "am a robot, senmantically adjusted. O course you couldn't talk ne into it."

Perhaps not, Martin reflected, but Disraeli-hmm "Man is a machine." Wy, Disraeli was the one

person hi the world ideally fitted for robot-coercion. To him men were nachi nes-and what was

ENI AC?

"Let's talk this over-" Martin began, absently pushing the desk-lanp toward the robot. And then

the gol den tongue that had swayed enpires was | oosed.

"You're not going to like this," the robot said dazedly, sonetine later. "lvan won't do at ... oh,

you' ve got ne all confused. You'll have to eyeprint a-" He began to pull out of his sack the

hel met and the quarter-mile of red ribbon

"To tie up ny bonny gray brain," Martin said, drunk with his own rhetoric. "Put it on ny head.

That's right. Ivan the Terrible, remenber. 1'Il fix St. Cyr's M xo-Lydi an wagon. "

"Differential depends on environment as much as on

heredity," the robot nuttered, clapping the helnmet on Martin's head. "Though naturally Ivan

woul dn't have had the Tsardom environment w thout his particular heredity, involving Hel ena

dinska --there!" He renoved the hel met. -

t he robot said.

"But nothing's happening," Martin said. "I don't feel any different." ,
"It'll take a few inonents. This isn't your basic character-pattern, remenber, as Disraeli's was.
Enj oy yourself while you can. You'll get the lIvan-effect soon enough."” He shoul dered the sack and

headed uncertainly for the door

"WAit," Martin said uneasily. "Are you sure-"

"Be quiet. | forgot sonething-sone formality-now I'mall confused. Well, I'lIl think of it later

or earlier, as the case may be. 1'll see you hi twelve hours-1 hope."

The robot departed. Martin shook his head tentatively fromside to side. Then he got up and

foll owed ENIAC to the door. But there was no sign of the robot, except for a dimnishing whirlw nd
of dust in the nmiddle of the corridor

Sonet hi ng began to happen in Martin's brain.

Behi nd him the tel ephone rang.
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Martin heard hinmself gasp with pure terror. Wth a sudden, inpossible, terrifying, absolute
certainty he knew who was tel ephoning.

Assassi ns!

"Yes, M. Martin," said Tolliver Watt's butler to the tel ephone. "M ss Ashby is here. She is with
M. Watt and M. St. Cyr at the monment, but | will give her your nessage. You are detained. And
she is to call for you- where?"

"The broomcloset on the second floor of the Witers' Building,” Martin said in a quavering voi ce.
"It's the only one near a tel ephone with a | ong enough cord so | could take the phone in here with
me. But I'mnot at all certain that I'msafe. | don't like the |ooks of that broomon ny left."
"Sir?"

"Are you sure you're Tolliver Watt's butler?" Martin demanded nervously.

"Quite sure, M.-eh-M. Martin."

"I am M. Martin," cried Martin with terrified defiance. "By all the laws of God and man, M.
Martha | amand M. Martin | will remain, in spite of all attenpts

by rebellious dogs to depose ne fromny rightful place.”

"Yes, sir. The broomcl oset you say, sir?"

"The broomcloset. I mediately. But swear not to tell another soul, no matter how much you're
threatened. 111 protect you."

"Very well, sir. Is that all?"

"Yes. Tell Mss Ashby to hurry. Hang up now. The line nay be tapped. | have enenies.”

There was a click. Martin replaced his own receiver and furtively surveyed the broomcl oset. He
told himself that this was ridicul ous. There was nothing to be afraid of, was there? True, the
broomcloset's narrow walls were closing in upon himalarmngly, while the ceiling descended. ..
Pani c-stricken, Martin emerged fromthe closet, took a long breath, and thr”w back his shoul ders.
"N-not a thing to be afraid of," he said. "Wo's afraid?" Wistling, he began to stroll down the
hall toward the staircase, but midway agoraphobi a overcame him and his nerve broke.

He ducked into his own office and sweated quietly in the dark until he had mustered up enough
courage to turn on a | anp.

The Encycl opaedia Britannica, in its glass-fronted cabinet, caught his eye. Wth noi sel ess haste,
Martin secured | TALY to LORD and opened the volune at his desk. Sonething, obviously, was very,
very wong. The robot had said that Martin wasn't going to |ike being Ivan the Terrible, come to
think of it. But was Martin wearing Ivan's character-matri x? Perhaps he'd got sonmebody el se's
matri x by m stake-that of some arrant coward. Or naybe the Mad Tsar of Russia had really been
called Ivan the Terrified. Martin flipped the rustling pages nervously. lIvan, lIvan-here it was.
Son of Helena Ginska . . . nmarried Anastasia Zakharina-Koshkina . . . private |ife unspeakably
abonminable . . . menory astonishing, energy indefatigable, ungovernable fury-great natura
ability, political foresight, anticipated the ideals of Peter the Great- Martin shook his head.
Then he caught his breath at the next line.

Ivan had lived in an atnmosphere of apprehension, imagining that every man's hand was agai nst him

"Just like nme," Martin nmurnured. "But-but there was nore to Ivan than just cowardice. | don't
under stand. "
"Differential," the robot had said, "depends on envi-

ronment as much as on heredity. Though naturally Ivan wouldn't have had the Tsardom environnent
without his particular heredity."

Martin sucked in his breath sharply. Environnent does make a difference. No" doubt Ivan IV had
been a fearful coward, but heredity plus environment had given Ivan the one great weapon that had
enabl ed himto keep his cowardice a recessive tlait.

Ivan the Terrible had been Tsar of ahl the Russi as.

Gve a coward a gun, and, while he doesn't stop being a coward, it won't show in the sane way. He
may act like a violent, aggressive tyrant instead. That, of course, was why |van had been
ecol ogi cal ly successful-in his specialized environment. He'd never run up agai nst many stresses
that brought his dominant trait to the fore. Like Disraeli, he had been able to control his
environnent so that such stresses were practically elininated.

Martin turned green.

Then he renmenbered Erika. Could he get Erika to keep St. Cyr busy, sonehow, while he got his
contract release fromWtt? As long as he could avoid crises, he could keep his nerve from
crunmbling, but-there were assassins everywhere!

Eri ka was on her way to the ot by now Martin swall owed.

He woul d nmeet her outside the studio. The broomcl oset wasn't safe. He could be trapped there |ike
a rat-

"Nonsense," Martin told hinmself with shivering firmess. "This isn't me. All | have to do is get a
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g-grip on mnyself. Conme, now. Buck up. Toujours |I'audace!"

But he went out of his office and downstairs very softly and cautiously. After all, one never
knew. And when every nman's hand was agai nst one...

Quaki ng, the character-matrix of lvan the Terrible stole toward a studio gate.

The taxi drove rapidly toward Bel -Air

"But what were you doing up that tree?" Eri ka denanded.

Martin shook violently.

"A werewol f," he chattered. "And a vanpire and a ghoul and-1 saw them | tell you. There | was at
the studio gate, and they all cane at ne in a nob."

"But they were just coming back fromdinner," Erika said. "You know Sunm t's doi ng night shooting
on Ab-

bott and Costell o Meet Everybody. Karloff wouldn't hur a fly."

"I kept telling nyself that,"” Martin said dully, "but was out of my minjd with guilt and fear. You
see, |'mai abominable nonster. But it's not ny fault. It's environ nmental. | grew up in bruta
and degradi ng conditions- oh, look!"™ He pointed toward a traffic cop ahead. "Th( police! Traitors
even hi the pal ace guards!"

"Lady, is that guy nuts?" the cabbi e demanded.

"Mad or sane, | am N cholas Martin," Martin announced, with an abrupt volte face. He tried to
stand up commandi ngly, bunped his head, screaned "Assassins!"' and burrowed into a corner of the
seat, panting horribly.

Eri ka gave hima thoughtful, worried | ook.

"Nick," she said, "how nuch have you had to drink? Wat's wong?"

Martin shut his eyes and | ay back agai nst the cushions.

"Let me have a few minutes, Erika," he pleaded. "I'Il be all right as soon as | recover from
stress. It's only when |I'munder stress that Ivan-"

"You can accept your contract release fromWatt, can't you? Surely you'll be able to manage that."
"Of course,"” Martin said with feeble bravery. He thought it over and reconsidered. "If | can hold
your hand," he suggested, taking no chances.

This disgusted Erika so nuch that for two niles there was no nore conversation within the cab

Eri ka had been thinking her own thoughts.

"You' ve certainly changed since this norning," she observed. "Threatening to nmake | ove to ne, of
all things. As if 1'd stand for it. I1'd like to see you try." There was a pause. Erika slid her
eyes sidewi se toward Martin. "l said I'd like to see you try," she repeat ed.

"Ch, you would, would you?" Martin said with hollow val or. He paused. Oddly enough his tongue,
hitherto frozen stiff on one particular subject in Erika's presence, was now t horoughly | oosened.
Martin wasted no tine on theory. Seizing his chance before a new stress ni ght unexpectedly arise,
he instantly poured out his heart to Erika, who visibly softened.

"But why didn't you ever say so before?" she asked.

"I can't imagine," Martin said. "Then you'll marry nme?"

"But why were you acting so-"

"WIIl you marry ne?"

"Yes," Erika said, and there was a pause. Martin noistened his |ips, discovering that somehow he
and Eri ka had noved cl ose together. He was about to seal the bargain in the custonmary manner when
a sudden thought struck himand nade" himdraw back with a little start.

Eri ka opened her eyes.

"Ah-" said Martin. "Um | just happened to renenber. There's a bad fib epidem c in Chicago.

Epi demics spread like wildfire, you know. Wiy, it could be in Hollywod by now especially with the
prevailing westerly w nds."

"I'"'mdamed if |I'mgoing to be proposed to and not kissed,"” Erika said in a somewhat irritated
tone. "You kiss ne!"

"But | might give you bubonic plague,” Martin said nervously. "Kissing spreads gernms. It's a well -
known fact."

"Ni ck!"

"Wel | -1 don't know when did you | ast have a col d?"

Erika pulled away fromhimand went to sit in the, other corner.

"Ah," Martin said, after a long silence. "Erika?"

"Don't talk to ne, you mserable man," Erika said. "You nonster, you."

"I can't help it,"” Martin cried wildly. "I'Il be a coward for twelve hours. It's not ny fault.
After eight tonorrow norning I'I1-1"Il walk into a lion-cage if you want, but tonight |I'm as
yellow as lvan the Terrible! At least let ne tell you what's been happening."”

Eri ka said nothing. Martin instantly plunged into his |Iong and inprobable tale.
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"I don't believe a word of it," Erika said, when he had finished. She shook her head sharply.
"Just the sane, I'mstill your agent, and your career's still ny responsibility. The first and
only thing we have to do is get your contract release fromTolliver Watt. And that's all we're
going to consider right now, do you hear?"

"But St. Cyr-"

“I'"ll do all the talking. You won't have to say a word. If St. Cyr tries to bully you, 1'll handle
him But you' ve got to be there with me, or St. Cyr will make that an excuse to postpone things
again. | know him"

"Now |I' munder stress again," Martin said wildly. "I can't stand it. I'mnot the Tsar of Russia.”
"Lady," said the cab-driver, looking back, "if | was you, |I'd sure as hell break off that
engagenent." "Heads will roll for this," Martin said onm nously.

*t

"By nutual consent, agree to terminate . . . yes," Watt said, affixing his name to the | egal paper

that lay before himon the desk. "That does it. But where in the world is that fellow Martin? He
came in with you, I'mcertain."

"Did he?" Erika asked, rather wildly. She too, was wondering how Martin had nmanaged to vani sh so
m racul ously fromher side. Perhaps he had crept with lightning rapidity under the carpet. She
forced her mind fromthe thought and reached for the contract rel ease Watt was fol di ng.

"WAait," St. Cyr said, his lower lip jutting. "Wat about a clause giving us an option on Martin's
next play?"

Watt paused, and the director instantly struck hone.

"Whatever it may be, | can turn it into a vehicle for DeeDee, eh, DeeDee?" He lifted a sausage
finger at the lovely star, who nodded obediently.

, "lt's going to have an all-male cast," Erika said hastily. "And we're discussing contract

rel eases, not options."

"He would give ne an option if | had himhere," St. Cyr growl ed, torturing his cigar horribly.
"Why does everything conspire against an artist?" He waved a vast, hairy fist in the air. "Now
must break in a newwiter, which is a great waste. Wthin a fortnight Martin would have been a
St. Cyr witer. In fact, it is still possible."

"I"'mafraid not, Raoul," Watt said resignedly. "You really shouldn't have hit Martin at the studio
t oday. "

"But-but he would not dare charge nme with assault. In M xo-Lydia-"

"Way, hello, Nick," DeeDee said, with a bright smle. "Wat are you hiding behind those curtains
for?"

Every eye was turned toward the wi ndow draperies, just intine to see the white, terrified face of
Ni cholas Martin flip out of sight |ike a scared chipnunk's. Erika, her heart dropping, said
hastily, "Ch, that isn't Nick. It doesn't look a bit like him You nmake a nistake, Dee-Dee."

"Did | ?" DeeDee asked, perfectly willing to agree.

"Certainly," Erika said, reaching for the contract release in Watt's hand. "Now if you'll just |et
me have this, 1'I1l-"

"Stop!" cried St. Cyr in a bull's bellow Head sunk

bet ween his heavy shoul ders, he lunbered to the wi ndow and jerked the curtains aside.

"Ha!" the director said in a sinister voice. "Martin."

"I't's alie," Martin said feebly, nmaking a desperate attenpt to conceal his "stress-triggered
panic. "l1've abdicated."

St. Cyr, who had stepped back a pace, was studying Martin carefully. Slowy the cigar in his nouth
began to tilt upwards. An unpleasant grin w dened the director's nouth.

He shook a finger under Martin's quivering nostrils.

"You!" he said. "Tonight it is a different tune, eh? Today you were drunk. Now | see it all.

Val orous with pots, like they say."

"Nonsense," Martin said, rallying his courage by a glance at Erika. "Wo say? Nobody but you woul d
say a thing like that. Now what's this all about?"

"What were you doi ng behind that curtai n?" Watt asked.

"/ wasn't behind the curtain," Martin said, with great bravado. "You were. Al of you. | was in
front of the curtain. Can | help it if the whole |ot of you conceal yourselves behind curtains in
a library, like-like conspirators?" The word was unfortunately chosen. A panicky light flashed

into Martin's eyes. "Yes, conspirators,” he went on nervously. "You think I don't know, eh? Well

I do. You're all assassins, plotting and planning. So this is your headquarters, is it? Al night
your hired dogs have been at ny heels, driving ne |ike a wounded caribou to-"

"W've got to be going," Erika said desperately. "There's just tine to catch the next carib-the
next plane east." She reached for the contract rel ease, but Watt suddenly put it in his pocket. He
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turned his chair toward Martin.

"WIIl you give us an option on your next play?" he demanded.

"Of course he will give us an option!" St. Cyr said, studying Martin's air of bravado with an
experienced eye. "Also, there is to be no question of a charge of assault, for if there is | wll
beat you. So it is hi Mxo-Lydia. In fact, you dp not even want a rel ease fromyour contract,
Martin. It is all a mistake. | will turn you into a St. Cyr witer, and all will be well. So. Now
you will ask Tolliver to tear up that release, will you not-ha?"

"Of course you won't, Nick," Erika cried. "Say so!"

There was a pregnant silence. Watt watched with sharp interest. So did the unhappy Erika, torn

bet ween her responsibility as Martin's agent and her disgust at the man's abject cowardi ce. DeeDee
wat ched too, her eyes very wide and a cheerful smle upon her handsone face. But the battle was
obvi ously between Martin and Raoul St. Cyr.

Martin drew hinself up desperately. Now or never he nust force hinself to be truly Terrible.

Al ready he had a troubl ed expression, just like Ivan. He strove to | ook sinister too. An enigmatic
snmle played around his lips. For an instant he resenbled the Mad Tsar of Russia, except, of
course, that he was cl ean-shaven. Wth contenptuous, regal power Martin stared down the M xo-

Lydi an. "

"You will tear up that release and sign an agreenent giving us option on your next play too, ha?"
St. Cyr said

-but a trifle uncertainly.

"I'"ll do as |I please,” Martin told him "How would you like to be eaten alive by dogs?"

"l don't know, Raoul," Watt said. "Let's try to get this settled even if-"

"Do you want me to go over to Metro and take Dee-Dee with ne?" St. Cyr cried, turning toward Watt.
" He

ewill sign!" And, reaching into an inner pocket for a pen, the burly dieector swng back toward
Martin.

"Assassin!" cried Martin, misinterpreting the gesture.

A gloating smle appeared on St. Cyr's revolting features.

"Now we have him Tolliver," he said, with heavy triunph, and these omi nous words added the final
stress to Martin's overwhel ming burden. Wth a mad cry he rushed past St. Cyr, wenched open a
door, and fl ed.

From behi nd hi m canme Erika's Val kyrie voi ce.

"Leave him al one! Haven't you done enough already? Now |'m going to get that contract rel ease from
you before | leave this room Tolliver Watt, and I warn you, St. Cyr, if you-"

But by then Martin was five roons away, and the voice faded. He darted on, hopelessly trying to
make hinself slow down and return to the scene of battle. The pressure was too strong. Terror

hurl ed himdown a corridor, into another room and against a nmetallic object from which

he rebounded, to find himself sitting on the floor |ooking up at ENI AC Ganma the Ni nety-Third.
"Ah, there you are," the robot said. "I've been searching all over space-tune for you. You forgot
to give ne a waiver of responsibility when you talked ne into varying the experinent. The
Authorities would be in ny gears if | didn't bring back an eyeprinted wai ver when a subject's
scratched by variance. ?

Wth a frightened glance behind him Martin rose to his feet.

"What ?" he asked confusedly. "Listen, you've got to change ne back to nyself. Everyone's trying to

kill nme. You're just in time. | can't wait twelve hours. Change ne back to nyself, quick!"

"Ch, I'mthrough with you,"” the robot said callously. "You' re no | onger a suitably unconditioned
subject, after that last treatnent you insisted on. | should have got the waiver fromyou then
but you got nme all confused with Disraeli's oratory. Now here. Just hold this up to your left eye
for twenty seconds." He extended a flat, glittering little netal disk. "It's already sensitized
and filled out. It only needs your eyeprint. Affix it, and you'll never see ne again."

Martin shrank away.
"But what's going to happen to ne?" he quavered, swallow ng.

"How should |I know? After twelve hours, the treatnment will wear off, and you'll be yourself again.
Hold this up to your eye, now "
"I will if you'll change ne back to nyself," Martin haggl ed.

"I can't. It's against the rules. One variance is bad enough, even with a filed waiver, but two?
Ch, no. Hold this up to your left eye-"

"No," Martin said with feeble firmess. "I won't."

ENI AC studi ed him

"Yes, you will," the robot said finally, "or I'lIl go boo at you."

Martin paled slightly, but he shook his head in desperate determnination
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"No," he said doggedly. "Unless | get rid of Ivan's matrix right now, Erika will never nmarry ne
and I'lIl never get my contract release fromWtt. Al you have to do is put that helnet on ny head
and change ne back to nyself. |Is that too rmuch to ask?"

"Certainly, of arobot," ENIAC said stiffly. "No nore shilly-shallying. It's lucky you are wearing
the lvan-matrix, so | can inmpose ny will on you. Put your eyeprint on this. Instantly!"

Martin rushed behind the couch and hid. The robot advanced menacingly. And at that nonment, pushed
to the last ditch, Martin suddenly remenbered sonething.

He faced the robot.

"Wait," he said. "You don't understand. | can't eye-print that thing. It won't work on ne. Don't
you realize that? It's supposed to take the eyeprint-"

"--of the rod-and-cone pattern of the retina," the robot said. "So-"

"So how can it do that unless | can keep nmy eye open for twenty seconds? My perceptive reaction-
threshol ds are Ivan's aren't they? Iv'can't control the reflex of blinking. |I've got a coward's
synapses. And they'd force me to shut my eyes tight the second that ginmmck got too close to
them"

"Hold them open, " the robot suggested. "Wth your fingers."

"My fingers have reflexes too," Martin argued, noving toward a sideboard. "There's only one
answer. |'ve got to get drunk. If I'mhalf stupefied with liquor, nmy reflexes will be so slow I
won't be able to shut ny eyes. And don't try to use force, either. If | dropped dead with fear
how coul d you get ny eyeprint then?"

"Very easily,"” the robot said. "I'd pry open your lids-"

Martin hastily reached for a bottle on the sideboard, and a glass. But his hand swerved asi de and
gri pped, instead, a siphon of soda water.

"-only," ENIAC went on, "the forgery m ght be detected."

Martin fizzled the glass full of soda and took a | ong drink.

"I won't be long getting drunk,"” he said, his voice thickening. "In fact, it's beginning to work
al ready. See? |'m cooperating."

The robot hesitated.

"Wel |, hurry up about it," he said, and sat down.

Martin, about to take another drink, suddenly paused, staring at ENIAC. Then, with a sharply

i ndrawn breath, he | owered the gl ass.

"What's the matter now?" the robot asked. "Drink your-what is it?"

"I't's whiskey," Martin told the inexperienced automaton, "but now | see it all. You' ve put poison
init. So that's your plan, is it? Wll, I won't touch another drop, and now you'll never get ny
eyeprint. I'mno fool ."

"Cog Almghty," .the robot said, rising. "You poured that drink yourself! How could |I have
poi soned it? Drink!"

"I won't," Martin said, with a coward's stubborness, fighting back the growi ng suspicion tht the
drink mght really be toxic.

"You swal l ow that drink," EN AC commanded, his voice beginning to quiver slightly. "It's perfectly
harn ess. "

"Then prove it!" Martin said cunningly. "Wuld you be willing to switch glasses? Wuld you drink
t hi s poi soned brew yoursel f?"

"How do you expect nme to drink?" the robot demanded. "I-" He paused. "All right, hand ne the
glass,"” he said. "I'lIl take a sip. Then you've got to drink the rest of it."

"Aha!" Martin said. "You betrayed yourself that tinme. You' re a robot. You can't drink, renenber?
Not the same way that | can, anyhow. Now |'ve got you trapped, you assassin. There's your brew"
He pointed to a floorlanp. "Do you dare to drink with me now, in your electrical fashion, or do
you admit you are trying to poison ne? Wait a minute, what am | saying? That woul dn't prove a-"
"Of course it would," the robot said hastily. "You're perfectly right, and it's very cunning of

you. We'll drink together, and that will prove your whiskey's harm ess- so you'll keep on drinking
till your refl exes slow down, see?"

"Well," Martin began uncertainly, but the unscrupul ous robot unscrewed a bulb fromthe fl oor-I anp,
pull ed the switch, and inserted his finger into the enpty socket, which caused a crackling flash
"There," the robot said. "It isn't poisoned, see?"

"You're not swallowing it," Martin said suspiciously. "You're holding it in your nouth-1 nean your

finger."

ENI AC agai n probed the socket.

"Well, all right, perhaps,” Martin said, in a doubtful fashion. "But |I'mnot going to risk your
sl i ppi ng a powder

inny liquor, you traitor. You' re going to keep up with ne, drink for drink, until | can eyeprint
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that gi mmick of yours-or else | stop drinking. But does sticking your finger in that lanp really
prove my liquor isn't poisoned? | can't quite-"

"Of course it does," the robot said quickly. "I"Il prove it. I'll do it again . . . f(t). Powerful
DC, isn't it? Certainly it proves it. Keep drinking, now"

H s gaze watchfully on the robot, Martin lifted his glass of club soda.

"F ff ff i(t)!" cried the robot, sonme tine later, sketching a singularly |oose snmile onits

metal lic face.

"Best fermented manmoth's milk | ever tasted,” Martin agreed, lifting his tenth glass of soda-
water. He felt slightly queasy and wondered if he night be drowning.

"Mamot h's mi | k?" asked ENI AC thickly. "Wat year is this?"

Martin drew a long breath. Ivan's capacious nenory had served himvery well so far. Voltage, he
recal l ed, increased the frequency of the robot's thought-patterns and di sorgani zed ENI AC s nenory-
whi ch was bei ng proved before his eyes. But the crux of his plan was yet to cone...

"The year of the Great Hairy One, of course,” Martin said briskly. "Don't you remenber?"

"Then you-" EN AC strove to focus upon his drink-ing-conpanion. "You nust be Manmoth- Sl ayer."
"That's it!" Martin cried. "Have another jolt. Wat about giving ne the treatnent now?"

"What treatnent?"

Martin | ooked inpatient. "You said you were going to inpose the character-matrix of Manmot h- Sl ayer
on my mnd. You said that would insure my optinum ecol ogi cal adjustment in this tenporal phase,
and not hing el se would."

"Did 1? But you' re not Manmmot h- Sl ayer,” EN AC said confusedly. "Mamopt h-Sl ayer was the son of the
Great Hairy One. Wat's your nother's nanme?”

"The Great Hairy One," Martin replied, at which the robot grated its hand across its gl eam ng

f or ehead.

"Have one nore jolt," Martin suggested. "Now take out the ecol ogizer and put it on ny head."

"Li ke this?" EN AC asked, obeying. "I keep feeling |I've forgotten sonething inportant. F (t)."
Martin adjusted the crystal helnmet on his skull. "Now, "

he commanded. "G ve me the character-matri x of Mamot h- Sl ayer, son of the Geat Hairy One.™
"Well-all right," ENIAC said dizzily. The red ribbons swirled. There was a,-, flash fromthe

hel met. "There," the robot said. "It's done. It may take a few ninutes to begin functioning, but
then fof twelve hours you'll-wait! \Were are you goi ng?" *. f

But Martin had al ready departed.

The robot stuffed the helnet and the quarter-nile of red ribbon back for the last tune. He |urched
to the floor-lanp, muttering somethi ng about one for the road. Afterward, the roomlay enpty. A
fading murnmur said, "F (t)."

"Ni ck!" Erika gasped, staring at the figure in the doorway. "Don't stand like that! You frighten
me! "

Everyone in the room | ooked up abruptly at her cry, and so were just in tine to see a horrifying
change take place hi Martin's shape. It was an illusion, of course, but an alarnmng one. His knees
slowy bent until he was hal f-crouching, his shoulders slunped as though bowed by the wei ght of
enor nous back and shoul der nuscles, and his arns swung forward until their knuckl es hung
perilously near the floor.

Ni chol as Martin had at |ast achieved a personality whose ecol ogi cal normwould put himon a |evel
with Raoul St. Cyr.

"N ck!" Erika quavered.

Slowly Martin's jaw protruded till his lower teeth were hideously visible. Gadually his eyelids
dropped until he was peering up out of tiny, w cked sockets. Then, slowy, a perfectly shocking
grin broadened M. Martin's nouth.

"Erika," he said throatily. "M ne!"

And with that, he shanbled forward, seized the horrified girl in his arnms, and bit her on the ear.
"Ch, Nick," Erika nurnured, closing her eyes. "Wy didn't you ever-no, no, no! Nick! Stop it! The
contract release. W' ve got to-N ck, what are you doi ng?" She snatched at Martin's departing form
but too late.

For all his ungainly and unpleasant gait, Martin covered ground fast. Al nobst instantly he was
clanbering over Watt's desk as the nost direct route to that startled tycoon. DeeDee | ooked on, a
little surprised, St. Cyr lunged forward.

"I'n M xo-Lydia-" he began. "Ha! So!" He picked up Martin and threw himacross the room

"Ch, you beast," Erika cried, and flung herself upon the director, beating at his brawny chest. On
second t hought, she used her shoes on his shins with nore effect. St. Cyr, no gentlenman, turned
her around, pinioned her arns behind her, and gl anced up at Watt's alarned cry.

"Martin! What are you doi ng?"
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There was reason for his inquiry. Apparently unhurt by St. Cyr's toss, Martin had hit the floor,
rofi ed over and over |like- a ball, knocked down a floor-lamp with a crash, and uncurled, with an
unpl easant expression on his face. He rose crouching, bandy-legged, his arns swinging |low, a snarl
curling his lips.

"You take ny mate?" the pithecanthropic M. Martin inquired throatily, rapidly losing all touch
with the twentieth century. It was a rhetorical question. He picked up the |anp-standard-he

did not have to bend to do it- tore off the silk shade as he woul d have peeled foliage froma tree-
I'inb, and bal anced t he weapon in his hand. Then he noved forward, carrying the | anp-standard |ike
a spear.

“I," said Martin, "kill."

He t hen endeavored, with the nost adnirabl e single-heartedness, to carry out his expressed
intention. The first thrust of the blunt, inprovised spear rammed into St. Cyr's solar plexus and
drove hi m back against the wall with a boonming thud. This seened to be what Martin wanted. Keeping
one end of his spear pressed into the director's belly, he crouched |ower, dug his toes into the
rug, and did his very best to drill a hole in St. Cyr.

"Stop it!" cried Watt, flinging hinself into the conflict. Ancient reflexes took over. Martin's
arm shot out. Watt shot off in the opposite direction

The | anp broke.

Martin | ooked pensively at the pieces, tentatively began to bite one, changed his mind, and | ooked
at St. Cyr instead. The gasping director, mouthing threats, curses and objections, drew hinself
up, and shook a huge fist at Martin.

"1," he announced, "shall kill you with nmy bare hands. Then | go over to MaMwi th DeeDee. In M xo-
Lydi a-"

Martin lifted his own fists toward his face. He regarded them He unclenched themslowy, while a
terrible grin spread across his face. And then, with every tooth showi ng, and with the hungry
gleamof a mad tiger in his tiny little eyes, he lifted his gaze to St. Cyr's throat.
Mamot h- Sl ayer was not the son of the Great Hairy One for nothing

Martin sprang.

So did St. Cyr-in another direction, screanming with sudden terror. For, after all, he was only a
medi eval i st. The feudal nman is far nore civilized than the so-called man of Mamot h- Sl ayer's
prinordially direct era, and as a nman recoils from< a snmall but nurderous w ldcat, so St. Cyr
fled in sudden civilized horror froman attacker who was, literally, afraid of nothing.

He sprang through the wi ndow and, shrieking, vanished into the night.

Martin was taken by surprise. When Mammot h- Sl ayer | eaped at an eneny, the eneny |eaped at himtoo,
and so Martin's head slammed against the wall with disconcerting force. Dinmly he heard
dimnishing, terrified cries. Laboriously he crawled to his feet and sat back agai nst the wall,
snharling, quite ready...

"Nick!" Erika's voice called. "Nick, it's me! Stop it! Stop it! DeeDee-"

"Ugh?" Martin said thickly, shaking his head. "Kill." He grow ed softly, blinking through red-
rimmed little eyes at the scene around him It swam back slowy into focus. Erika was struggling
wit h DeeDee near the w ndow.

"You let ne go," DeeDee cried. "Were Raoul goes,

go."

"DeeDee! " pleaded a new voice. Martin glanced aside to see Tolliver Watt crunpled in a corner, a
crushed | anp-shade half obscuring his face.

Wth a violent effort Martin strai ghtened up. Wal ki ng upri ght seemed unnatural, sonehow, but it
hel ped subnerge Mamot h- Sl ayer's worst instincts, Besides, with St. Cyr gone, stresses were slowy
subsi di ng, so that Manmmot h-Sl ayer's dominant trait was receding fromthe active foreground.

Martin tested his tongue cautiously, relieved to find he was still capable of human speech
"Uh," he said. "Arrgh ... ah. Watt."

Watt blinked at him anxiously through the | amp-shade.

"Ugh . . . U-release,” Martin said, with a violent effort. "Contract release. G me."

Watt had courage. He crawmed to his feet, renoving the | anp-shade.

"Contract rel ease!" he snapped. "You nadnan! Don't

you realize what you've done? DeeDee's wal ki ng out on nme. DeeDee, don't go. W will bring Raou
back- "

"Raoul told ne to quit if he quit," DeeDee said stubbornly.

"You don't have to do what St. Cyr tells you," Erika said, hanging onto the struggling star
"Don't 1?" DeeDee asked, astonished. "Yes, | do. | always have."

"DeeDee," Watt said frantically, "I'lIl give you the finest contract on earth-a ten-year contract-
| ook, here it is." He tore out a well-creased docunent. "All you have to do is sign, and you can
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have anyt hing you want. Wuldn't you like that?"
"Ch, yes," DeeDee said. "But Raoul wouldn't like it." She broke free from Eri ka.
"Martin!" Watt told the playwight frantically, "Get St. Cyr back. Apologize to him | don't care

how, but get himback! If you don't, I-1"Il never give you your rel ease."

Martin was observed to slunp slightly-perhaps with hopel essness. Then, again, perhaps not.
"I"'msorry," DeeDee said. "I liked working for you, Tolliver. But | have to do what Raoul says, of
course."” And she noved toward the w ndow.

Martin had slunped further down, till his knuckles quite brushed the rug. His angry little eyes,

glowing with baffled rage, were fixed on DeeDee. Slowy his |ips peel ed back, exposing every tooth
i n his head.

"You," he said, in an om nous grow .

DeeDee paused, but only briefly.

Then the enraged roar of a wild beast reverberated through the room "You come back!" bell owed the
i nfuriated Manmot h- Sl ayer, and with one agile bound sprang to the w ndow, seized DeeDee and sl ung
her under one arm Weeling, he glared jealously at the shrinking Watt and reached for Erika. In a
trice he had the struggling forns of both girls captive, one under each arm His wicked little
eyes glanced fromone to another. Then, playing no favorites, he bit each quickly on the ear.

"Ni ck!" Erika cried. "How dare you!"

"M ne," Mamot h- Sl ayer inforned her hoarsely.

"You bet | am" Erika said, "but that works both ways. Put down that hussy you' ve got under your
other arm™

Manmot h- Sl ayer was observed to eye DeeDee doubtfully.

"Well," Erika said tartly, "make up your mnd."

"Both," said the uncivilized playwight. "Yes."

"No!" Erika said.

"Yes," DeeDee breathed in an entirely new tone. Linp as a dishrag, the lovely creature hung from
Martin's arm and gazed up at her captor with idolatrous adnmration. t ,"

"Ch, you hussy," teika said. "What about St. Cyr?"

"Hm" DeeDee said scornfully. "He hasn't got a thing, the sissy. I'll never |ook at himagain."
She turned her adoring gaze back to Martin.

"Pah," the latter grunted, tossing DeeDee into Watt's lap. "Yours. Keep her." He grinned
approvingly at Erika. "Strong she. Better."

Both Watt and DeeDee remmi ned notionless, staring at Martin.

"You," he said, thrusting a finger at DeeDee. "You stay with him Ha?" He indicated Watt.

DeeDee nodded'in sl avish adoration.

"You sign contract?"

Nod.

Martin | ooked significantly into Watt's eyes. He extended his hand.

"The contract rel ease," Erika explained, upside-down. "Gve it to himbefore he pulls your head
of f."

Slowmy Watt pulled the contract release fromhis pocket and held it out. But Martin was already
shanbling toward the wi ndow. Erika reached back hastily and snatched the docunent.

"That was a wonderful act," she told Nick, as they reached the street. "Put nme down now. W can
find a cab sone-"

"No act,"” Martin growed. "Real. Till tonorrow. After that-" He shrugged. "But tonight, Mammot h-
Slayer." He attenpted to clinb a pal mtree, changed his mnd, and shanbled on, carrying the now
pensive Erika. But it was not until a police car drove past that Erika screaned.

"Il bail you out tonmorrow," Erika told Manmot h-Sl ayer, struggling between two | arge patrol nen.
Her words were drowned in an infuriated bellow

Thereafter events blurred, to solidify again for the irate Mammot h- Sl ayer only when he was thrown
in a cell, where he picked hinself up with a threatening roar. "I kill!" he announced, seizing the
bars.

"Arrrgh!"

"Two in one night," said a bored voice, noving away outside. "Both in Bel-Air, too. Think they're
hopped up? We couldn't get a coherent story out of either one."

The bars shook. "An annoyed voice fromone of the bunks said to shut up, and added that there had
been al ready enough troubl e from ni nconpoops wi thout-here it paused, hesitated, and uttered a
shrill, sharp, piercing cry.

Silence prevailed, nonentarily, in the cell-block as Mammot h- Sl ayer, son of the Great Hairy One,
turned slowy to face Raoul St. Cyr.
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Juke Box

JERRY FOSTER tol d the bartender that nobody |oved him The bartender, with the experience of his
trade, said that Jerry was mistaken, and how about another drink. "Wy not?" said the unhappy M.
Foster, exam ning

the scanty contents of his wallet. " '"I'Il take the daughter of the vine to spouse. Nor heed the
nmusic of a distant drum' That's Onmar."

"Sure," the bartender said surprisingly. "But you want to | ook out you don't go out by the sane
door that in you went. No brawls allowed here. This isn't East Fifth, chum"”

"You may call me chum" Foster said, reverting to the main topic, "but you don't nean it. |I'm
nobody's pal. Nobody | oves ne."

"What about that babe you brought in |ast night?"

Foster tested his drink. He was a good-Ilooking, youngish man with slick blond hair and a rather
hazy expression in his blue eyes.

"Betty?" he nurnured. "Well, the fact is, a while ago | was down at the Tom Tomw th Betty and
this redhead cane along. So | ditched Betty. Then the redhead iced ne. Now I'm |l onely, and
everyone hates ne."

"You shouldn't of ditched Betty, nmmybe," the bartender suggested.

"I"'mfickle," Foster said, tears springing to his eyes. "I can't help it. Wnen are ny downfall
G me another drink and tell ne your name."
"Austin."

"Austin. Well, Austin, I'"'mnearly in trouble. Did you notice who won the fifth at Santa Anita
yest er day?”
"Pig's Trotters, wasn't it?"

"Yes," Foster said, "but | laid ny dough right on the nose of Wiite Flash. That's why |'m here.
Sanmy cones around to this joint now, doesn't he?"

"That's right."

"I"'mlucky," Foster said. "I got the noney to pay him Sammy is a hard man when you don't pay
of f."

"I wouldn't know," the bartender said. "Excuse me."

He noved off to take care of a couple of vodka col-1linses.

"So you hate me too," Foster said, and, picking up his drink, wandered away fromthe bar

He was surprised to see Betty sitting alone in a booth, watching him But he was not at al
surprised to see that her blond hair, her |inpid eyes, her pink-and-white skin had | ost ahl
attraction for him She bored him Al so, she was going to make a nui sance of herself.

Foster ignored the girl and went further back, to where a bul ky obl ong object was glowing in

pol ychromatic colors against the far wall. It was what the manufacturers

insist on term ng an automati c phonograph, in spite of the nore aptly descriptive word juke-box.
This was a lovely juke-box. It had lots of lights and colors. Mreover, it wasn't watching Foster,
and it kept its mouth shut. *

Foster draped hinself over the juke-box and patted its sleek sides. \ o

"You're nmy girl," he announced. "You're beautiful. |I love you madly, do you hear? Madly."

He could feel Betty's gaze on his back. He swi gged his drink and snoot hed the juke-box's flanks,
glibly protesting his sudden affection for the object. Once he glanced around. Betty was starting
to get up.

Foster hastily found a nickel in his pocket and slipped it into the coin-lever, but before he
could push it in, a stocky, dark man wearing horn-rimred gl asses entered the bar, nodded at
Foster, and noved quickly to a booth where a fat person in tweeds was sitting. There was a short
consul tation, during which noney changed hands, and the stocky nman nade a note in a snmall book he
brought from his pocket.

Foster took out his wallet. He had had trouble with Samy before, and wanted no nore. The bookie
was insistent on his pound of flesh. Foster counted his noney, blinked, and counted it again,
while his stomach fell several feet. Either he had been short-changed, or he had | ost sone dough
He was short.

Sammy wouldn't |ike that.

Forcing his fogged brain to think, Foster wondered how he could gain time. Samy had al ready seen
him |f he could duck out the back

It had becone altogether too silent in the bar. He needed noise to cover his novenments. He saw the
ni ckel in the juke-box's coin-lever and hastily pushed it in.

Money began to spew out of the coin return slot.
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Foster got his hat under the slot alnobst instantly. Quarters, dinmes, and nickels popped out in a
never-endi ng stream The juke-box broke into song. A needle scratched over the black disc. The
torchy mourning of "My Man" cane out sadly. It covered the tinkling of the corns as they filled
Foster's hat.

After a while the noney stopped coning out of the juke-box. Foster stood there, thanking his
personal gods,

228

as he saw Sanmmy noving toward him The booki e gl anced at Foster's hat and blinked.

"Hi, Jerry. What gives?"

"I hit a jackpot," Foster said.'

"Not on the juke-box!"

"No, down at the Onyx," Foster said, naming a private club several blocks away. "Haven't had a
chance to get these changed into bills yet. Want to help me out?"

"I"'mno cash register," Sanmy said. "I'll take mine in green.”

The j uke-box stopped playing "My Man" and broke into "Always." Foster put his jingling hat on top
of the phonograph and counted out bills. He didn't have enough, but he made the bal ance up out of
quarters he fished fromthe hat.

"Thanks," Samry said. "Too bad your nag didn't make it."

" '"Wth a love that's true, always-'" the juke-box sang fervently.

"Can't be hel ped," Foster said. "Maybe next tinme I'll hit "em"

"Want anyt hi ng on Gakl awn?"

" "Wen the things you ve planned, need a hel pi ng hand-
Foster had been | eaning on the juke-box. On the last two words, a tingling little shock raced
through him Those particular two words junped out of nothing, inpinged on the surface of his
brain, and sank hi indelibly, Iike the stanp of a die. He couldn't hear anything el se. They echoed
and re-echoed.

"Uh- hel pi ng hand," he said hazily. "Hel ping-"

"A sl eeper?" Sammy said. "Okay, Helping Hand in the third, at Oaklawn. The usual ?"

The room started to turn around. Foster managed to nod. After a tinme he discovered that Sammy was

gone. He saw his drink on the juke-box, next to his hat, and swallowed the cool liquid in three
qui ck gul ps. Then he bent and stared into the cryptic innards of the automatic phonograph
"It can't be," he whispered. "I'mdrunk. But not drunk enough. | need another shot."

A quarter rolled out of the coin-return slot, and Foster automatically caught it.

"No!" he gul ped. "Ch-h-h!" He stuffed his pockets with the booty fromthe hat, held on to his
glass with

229

the grip of a drowning nman, and went toward the bar. On the way he felt someone touch his sleeve.
"Jerry," Be~ty said. "Please."

He ignored her. He went on to the bar and ordered another drink. -

"Look, Austin," he said. "That juke-box you got back there. Is it working all right?"

Austin squeezed a | $ne. He didn't | ook up

"I don't hear any conplaints."

"But-"

Austin slid a replenished glass toward Foster.

"Excuse me," he said, and went to the other end of the bar.

Foster stole a look at the juke-box. It sat against the wall glow ng enigmatically.

"I don't exactly know what to think," he said to no one in particular

A record started playing. The juke-box sang throatily:

'Leave us face it, we'rein love. . . .""

The truth was, Jerry Foster was feeling pretty lowin those days. He was essentially a
reactionary, so it was a mistake for himto have been born in an era of great change. He needed
the feel of solid ground under his feet. And the ground wasn't so solid any nore, what with the
newspaper headlines and new patterns for living energing out of the vast technol ogical and
soci ol ogi cal changes the mid-Twentieth Century offered.

You' ve got to be elastic to survive in a changing culture. Back in the stable Twenties, Foster
woul d have got al ong beautifully, but now, in a word, he just wasn't on the ball. A man |ike that
seeks stable security as his ultino, and security seemed to have vani shed.

The result was that Jerry Foster found hinmself out of a job, badly in debt, and drinking far nore
than he should have done. The only real advantage to that set-up was that al cohol buffered
Foster's incredulity when he encountered the affectionate juke-box.

Not that he renenbered it the next nmorning. He didn't recall what had happened for a couple of
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days, till Sammy | ooked hi mup and gave hi mnine hundred dollars, the result of Hel ping Hand
com ng in under the wire at Caklawn. The | ong shot had paid off surprisingly.

Foster instantly went on a binge, finding hinself eventually at a downtown bar he recogni zed.
Austin was

230

of f duty, however, and Betty wasn't present tonight. So Foster, tanked to the gills, |eaned his
el bow on polished nahogany and stared around. Toward the back was the juke-box. He ..blinked at
it, trying to renenber.

The juke-box began to play "I'll Remenber April." The whirling confusion of insobriety focused
down to a snmall, clear, cold spot in Foster's brain. He started to tingle. Hs nouth forned words:
"Rermenber April-Renenber April?"

"Al right!" said a fat, unshaven, untidy man standing next to him "I heard you! |'lIl-Wat did
you say?"

"Remenber April," Foster nuttered, quite automat-cally. The fat man spilled his drink

"It isn't! It's March!"

Foster peered around dimy hi search of a cal endar

"I't's April third," he affirmed presently. "Wy?"

"I'"ve got to get back, then," said the fat nan hi desperation. He scrubbed at his saggi ng cheeks.
"April already! How |l ong have | been tight? You don't know? It's your business to know. April! One
nmore drink, then." He sunmoned the bartender

He was interrupted by the sudden appearance of a man with a hatchet. Foster, blearily eying the
apparition, alnost decided to get out in search of a quieter gin-mll. This new figure, bursting
in fromthe street, was a skinny blond man with wild eyes and the shakes. Before anyone coul d stop
nun, he had rushed the length of the roomand |ifted his hatchet threateningly above the juke-box.
"I can't stand it!" he cried hysterically. "You spiteful little-1'Il fix you before you fix nme!"
So saying, and ignoring the purposeful approach of the bartender, the blond man brought down his
hat chet heavily on the juke-box. There was a blue crackle of flame, a tearing noise, and the bl ond
man col | apsed w thout a sound.

Foster stayed where he was. There was a bottle on the bar near him and he captured it. Rather
dimMy, he realized what was happeni ng. An anmbul ance was sumoned. A doctor said the blond nan had
been painfully shocked, but was still alive. The juke-box had a smashed panel, but appeared
uni nj ured ot herwi se. Austin cane from sonmewhere and poured hinmself a shot from under the bar

"Each man kills the thing he loves," Austin said to Foster. "You're the guy who was quoting Omar
at ne the other night, aren't you?”
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"What ?" Foster said.

Austin nodded at the notionless figure being | oaded on a stretcher

"Funny business. That fella used to conme in all the tine just to play the juke-box. He was in |ove
with the thing. Sat here by the hour listening to it. Course, when | say he was in love with it,

I"mmerely using a figure of speech, catch?" | ;r

"Sure," Foster said.

"Then a coupl e of days ago he blows up. Crazy as a loon. | conme in and find the guy on his knees
hi front of the juke-box, begging it to forgive himfor something or other. | don't get it. Sone
peopl e shouldn't drink, | guess. Wuat's yours?"

"The sane," Foster said, watching the anmbul ance nen carry the stretcher out of the bar.

"Just mld electric shock,” an intern said. "He'll be all right."

The juke-box clicked, and a new record swing across. Sonething nmust have gone wrong with the
anplification, for the song bell owed out with deafening intensity.

" ' Chl 0-eee!"’ screamed the juke-box urgently, ' Chl 0-eeee! ' "

Deaf ened, fighting the feeling that this was hallucination, Foster found hinself beside the juke-
box. He clung to it against the mad bill ows of sound. He shook it, and the roaring subsided.

" '"Chlo-eee!"" the juke-box sang softly and sweetly.

There was confusion nearby, but Foster ignored it. He had been struck by an idea. He peered into
t he phonograph's innards through the glass pane. The record was sl owi ng now, and as the needle
lifted Foster could read the title on the circul ar | abel

It said, "Springtine in the Rockies."

The record hastily lifted itself and swung back to conceal ment anong the others in the rack

Anot her bl ack di sc noved over under the needle. It was "Twilight hi Turkey."

But what the juke-box played, with great expression, was: "We'Ill Al ways Be Sweethearts."

After a while the confusion died dowmn. Austin cane over, exanined the phonograph, and nade a note
to get the broken panel replaced. Foster had entirely for-
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gotten the fat, unshaven, untidy man till he heard an irritated voi ce behind hi msay:
"It can't be April!™"

"What ?"

"You're a liar. It's still March."

"Ch, take a walk," said Foster, who was profoundly shaken, though he did not quite know why. The
obvi ous reasons for his nervousness, he suspected, weren't the real ones.

"You're a liar, | said,” the fat man snarled, breathing heavily in Foster's face. "It's March
You'll either admit it's March, or-or-"

But Foster had had enough. He pushed the fat man away and had taken two steps when a tingling
shock raced through himand the snmall, cold, spot of clarity sprang into existence within his
brain.

The juke-box started to play; "Accentuate the Positive, Elimnate the Negative."

"It's March!" the fat man yel ped. "lsn't it March?"

"Yes," Foster said thickly. "It's March."

Al'l that night the song-title blazed in his mnd. He went honme with the fat nman. He drank with the
fat man. He agreed with the fat man. He never used a negative. And, by norning, he was surprised
to find that the fat man had hired himas a song-witer for Summit Studi os, sinply because Foster
didn't say no when he was asked whether he could wite songs.

"Good," the fat man said. "Now |'d better get hone. Ch, | amhonme, aren't 1? Well, | gotta go to
the studio tonorrow. We're starting a super-nusical April second, and-This is April, isn't it?"
"Sure."

"Let's get sonme sleep. No, not that door. The sw nmi ng-pool's out there. Here, I'll show you a

spare bedroom You're sleepy, aren't you?"

"Yes," said Foster, who wasn't.

But he slept, neverthel ess, and the next norning found hinmself at Summt Studios with the fat nan
putting his signature on a contract. Nobody asked his qualifications. Taliaferro, the fat man, had
okayed him That was enough. He was given an office with a piano and a secretary, and sat dazedly
behi nd his desk for nost of the day, wondering how the devil it had all happened. At the

conmmi ssary, however, he picked up sonme scraps of information
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Taliaferro was a big shot-a very big shot. He had one idiosyncrasy. He couldn't endure

di sagreement. Only yes-nen were allowed around him Those who worked for Taliaferro had to
accentuate the positive, elimnate the negative.

Foster got his assignment. A romantic |ove song for the new picture. A duet. Everyone took it for
granted that Foster knew on4 note from another. He did, having studied piano in his youth, but
counterpoint and the mnmysteries of minor keys were far beyond him

That night he went back to the little downtown bar.

It was just a hunch, but he thought the juke-box m ght be able to help him Not that he really
bel i eved hi such things, but at worst, he could hoist a few shots and try to figure a way out. But
the juke-box kept playing one song over and over

The odd thing was that nobody el se heard that particular song. Foster discovered that quite by
accident. To Austin's ears, the juke-box was going through an ordinary repertoire of nodern
popul ar stuff.

After that, Foster listened nore closely. The song was a haunting duet, plaintive and curiously
tender. It had overtones hi it that nade Foster's spine tingle.

"Who wote that thing?" he.asked Austin.

"Wasn't it Hoagy Carm chael ?"

But they were tal king at cross-purposes. The juke-box suddenly sang "I Dood It," and then rel apsed
into the duet.
"No," Austin said. "I guess it wasn't Hoagy. That's an old one. 'Dardanella."'"

But it wasn't "Dardanella."

Foster saw a piano at the back. He went to it and got out his notebook. First he wote the lyrics.
Then he tried to get the notes down, but they were beyond him even with the piano as a guide. The
best he could achieve was a sort of shorthand. H s own voice was true and good, and he thought he
nm ght be able to sing the piece ao-curately, if he could find soneone to put down the notes for
hi m

When he finished, he studied the juke-box nore closely. The broken panel had been repaired. He
patted the gadget in a friendly way and went away thinki ng hard.

Hi s secretary's nanme was Lois Kennedy. She canme into his office the next day while Foster was
tappi ng at the piano
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and hel pl essly endeavoring to wite down the score.

"Let ne help you, M. Foster," she said conpetently, casting a practised eye over the nessy pages.
"lI-no, thanks®' Foster said.

"Are you bad on scores?" she asked as she sniled. "A |lot of conposers are that way. They play by
ear, but they don't know G sharp fromA flat." "They don't, eh?" Foster nmurnured. The girl eyed
himintently. "Suppose you run through it, and I'll mark down a rough scoring."

Foster hit a few chords. "Phooey!" he said at |last, and picked up the lyrics. Those were readabl e,
anyway. He began to hum

"Swell," Lois said. "Just sing it. I'll catch the nelody." Foster's voice was true, and he found
it surprisingly easy to renenber the | ove song the juke-box had played. He sang it, and Lois
presently played it on the piano, while Foster corrected and revised. At least he could tell what
was wong and what was right. And, since Lois had h'ved nusic since her childhood, she had little
difficulty in recording the song on paper

Afterwards she was enthusiastic. "It's swell,"” she said. "Sonething really new M. Foster, you're
good. And you're not lifting from Mdzart, either. I'Il shoot this right over to the big boy.
Usually it's snart not to be hi too nuch of a hurry, but since this is your first job here, we'll
chance it."

Taliaferro liked the song. He made a few usel ess suggestions, which Foster, with Lois's aid,

i ncorporated, and sent down a list of what el se was needed for the super-nusical. He also called a
concl ave of the song-witers to listen to Foster's opus.

"l want you to hear what's good," Taliaferro told them "This new find of mne is showi ng you up

I think we need new bl ood," he finished darkly, eying the wretched song-witers w th om nous
intensity.

But Foster quaked in his boots. For all he knew, his song m ght have been pl agiarized. He expected
sonmeone in the audience to spring up and shout: "That new find of yours sw ped his song from
Berlin!" O Gershwin or Porter or Hanmerstein, as the case mght be.

Nobody exposed him The song was new. It established Foster as a double-threat man, since he had
done both nel ody and Iyrics hinself.
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He was a success.

Every night he had his ritual. Alone, he visited a certain downtown bar. Wen necessary, the juke-
box helped himwith his songs. It seemed to know exactly what was needed. It asked little in
return. It served himw th the unquestioning fidelity of 'Cigarette' in "Under Two Flags." And
sonetimes it played | ove songs ained at Foster's ears and hlaft. It serenaded him Sonetines, too,
Foster thought he was going crazy.

Weeks passed. .Foster got all his assignnments done at the little downtown bar, and | ater whipped
theminto suitable shape with his secretary's assistance. He had begun to notice that she was a
strikingly pretty girl, with attractive eyes and lips. Lois seemed anenable, but so far Foster had
hel d back fromany definite commtment. He felt unsure of his new triunphs.

But he bl ossoned like the rose. Hi s bank account grew fat, he | ooked sl eeker and drank nuch | ess,
and he visited the downtown bar every night. Once he asked Austin about it.

"That juke-box. Were'd it cone fron®"

"I don't know," Austin said. "It was here before | cane."

"Well, who puts new records in it?"

"The conpany, | suppose.”

"Ever see 'emdo it?"

Austin thought. "Can't say | have. | guess the man conies around when the other bartender's on

duty. It's got a new set of records on every day, though. That's good service."

Foster made a note to ask the other bartender about it. But there was no tune. For, the next day,
he ki ssed Loi s Kennedy.

That was a mistake. It was the booster charge. The next thing Jerry Foster knew, he was naking the
rounds with Lois, and it was after dark, and they were driving unsteadily along the Sunset Strip,
di scussing life and nusic.

"I'"'m going places," Foster said, dodging an oddly anbul atory tel ephone pole. "W're going places

t oget her. "

"Ch, honey!" Lois said.

Foster stopped the car and ki ssed her

"That calls for another drink," he remarked. "Is that a bar over there?"
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The night wore on. Foster hadn't realized he had been under a considerable strain. Now the |lid was
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off. It was wonderful to have. Lois in his arms, to kiss her, to feel her hair brushing his cheek
Everyt hi ng becane rosy.

Through the rosy m st he suddenly saw the face of Austin.

"The sane?" Austin inquired.

Foster blinked. He was sitting in a booth, with Lois beside him He had his armaround the girl,

and he had an idea he had just kissed her.

"Austin," he said, "how | ong have we been here?" "About an hour. Don't you remenber, M. Foster?"
"Darling," Lois murmured, |eaning heavily against her escort.

Foster tried to think. If was difficult. "Lois," he finally said, "haven't | got another song to

wite?" "It'Il keep."

"No. That torch song. Taliaferro wants it Friday." "That's four days away."

"Now | 'm here, | mght as well get the song," Foster said, with alcoholic insistence, and stood
up.

"Kiss me," Lois murmured, |eaning toward him He obeyed, though he had a feeling that there was
nmore inmportant business to be attended to. Then he stared around, |ocated the juke-box, and went
toward it. "Hello, thdre," he said, patting the sleek, glowi ng sides. "I'm back. Drunk, too. But
that's all right. Let's have that song."

The juke-box was silent. Foster felt Lois touch his arm

"Cone on back. W don't want nusic."

"Wait a minute, hon."

Foster stared at the juke-box. Then he | aughed.

"1 know," he said, and pulled out a handful of change. He slid a nickel into the coin-Ilever and
pushed the | ever hard.

Not hi ng happened.

"Wonder what's wong with it?" Foster muttered. "1'lIl need that song by Friday."

He decided that there were a lot of things he didn't know about, and ought to. The nuteness of the
j uke- box puzzled him

Al of a sudden he remenbered sonething that had happened weeks ago, the bl ond man who had
attacked
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the juke-txxswi @ a hatchet and had only got shocked for his pains. The blond man he vaguely
recal l ed, used to spend hours en tete-a-tete with the juke-box.

"What a dope!" Foster said thickly.

Loi s asked a question

"l shoul d have checked up before," he answered her. "Maybe | can find, oat-oh, nothing, Lois.
Nothing at all." | '

Then he went after Austin. Austin gave himthe blond man's name and, an hour |ater, Foster found
hinmself sitting by a white hospital bed, |ooking down at a man's ravaged face under faded bl ond
hai r. Brashness, judicious tipping, and a statenment that he was a relative had got himthis far
Now he sat there and watched and felt questions die as they fornmed on his |ips.

When he finally nmentioned the juke-box, it was easier. He sinply sat and |istened.

"They carried me out of the bar on a stretcher," the blond man said. "Then a car skidded and came
right at me. | didn't feel any pain. | still don't feel anything. The driver-she said she'd heard
sonebody shouting her name. Chloe. That startled her so much she lost control, and hit ne. You
know who yelled ' Chloe,' don't you?"

Foster thought back. There was a nmenory sonewhere.

The juke-box had begun to play "Chloe," and the anplification had gone haywire, so the song had
bel | owed out thunderously for a short tine.

"I'mparalyzed," the blond man said. "I'mdying, too. | might as well. | think I'll be safer
She's vindictive and plenty snmart."

" She?"

"A spy. Maybe there's all sorts of gadgets nasqueradi ng as-as things we take for granted. | don't

know. They substituted that juke-box for the original one. It's alive. No, not it! She! It's a
she, all right!"

And- "Who put her there?" The blond nman said, in answer to Foster's question. "Wo are-they? People
fromanother world or another tine? Mrtians? They want information about us, |I'Il bet, but they
don't dare appear personally. They plant gadgets that we'll take for granted, l|ike that juke-box,
to act as spies. Only this one got out of control a little. She's smarter than the others.”

He pushed hinself up on the pillow, his eyes glaring at the little radi o beside him

238

"Even that!" he whispered. "Is that an ordinary, regular radio? Or is it one of their masquerading
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gadgets, spying on us?"

He fell back

"l began to understand quite a while ago,"” the man conti nued weakly. "She put the ideas in ny
head. More than once she pulled ne out of a jam Not now, though. She won't forgive nme. Ch, she's

femnine, all right. Wien | got on her bad side, | was sunk. She's smart, for a jukebox. A
mechani cal brain? O-1 don't know.
"I''l'l never know, now. |I'll be dead pretty soon. And that'll be all right with nme."

The nurse canme in then...

Jerry Foster was coldly frightened. And he was drunk. Main Street was bright and roaring as he

wal ked back, but by the tinme he had nmade up his mnd, it was after closing hour and a chil

silence went hand in hand with the darkness. The street lights didn't help nuch.

"I'f I were sober | wouldn't believe this," he nused, listening to his hollow footfalls on the
pavenent. "But | do believe it. I've got to fix things up with that-jukebox!"

Part of his mind guided himinto an alley. Part of his mind told himto break a wi ndow, nuffling
the clash with his coat, and the same urgent, sober part of his m nd guided himthrough a dark

ki tchen and a swi ngi ng door

Then he was in the bar. The booths were vacant. A faint, filtered |light crept through the Venetian
blinds shielding the street wi ndows. Against a wall stood the black, silent bulk of the juke-box.
Sil ent and unresponsive. Even when Foster inserted a nickel, nothing happened. The electric cord
was plugged in the socket, and he threw the activating switch, but that nade no difference.

"Look," he said. "I was drunk. Ch, this is crazy. It can't be happening. You're not alive- Are you
alive? Did you put the finger on that guy | just saw in the hospital ? Listen!"

It was dark and cold. Bottles glinmrered against the mrror behind the bar. Foster went over and
opened one. He poured the whi skey down his throat.

After a while, it didn't seemso fantastic for himto be standing there arguing with a juke-box.

"So you're fenmnine," he said. "I'll bring you flowers 239
tomorrow. I'mreally beginning to believe!l O course | believe! I can't wite songs. Not by
mysel f. You ve got to help ne. I'll never |ook at a-another girl."

He tilted the bottleragain.
"You're just hi the sulks,"
crazy!"

The bottle had rd4ySteriously vani shed. He went behind the bar to find another. Then, with a
conviction that made himfreeze notionl ess, he knew that there was sonmeone else in the room

He was hidden in the shadows where he stood. Only his eyes noved as he | ooked toward the
newconers. There were two of them and they were not hunan.

They- nmoved-toward the juke-box, in a rather indescribable fashion. One of thempulled out a small,
shining cylinder fromthe juke-box's interior

Foster, sweat drying on his cheeks, could hear themthinking.

"Current report for the last twenty-four hours, Earth tine. Put in a fresh recording cylinder
Change the records, too."

Foster watched them change the records. Austin had said that the discs were replaced daily. And
the blond man, dying in the hospital, had said other things. It couldn't be real. The creatures he
stared at could not exist. They blurred before his eyes.

"A human is here," one of themthought. "He has seen us. W had better elimnate him"

The blurry, inhuman figures came toward him Foster, trying to scream dodged around the end of
the bar and ran toward the juke-box. He threw his arns around its unresponsive sides and gasped:
"Stop them Don't let themkill ne!"

He couldn't see the creatures now but he knew that they were i medi ately behind him The clarity
of panic sharpened his vision. One title on the juke-box's list of records stood out vividly. He
thrust his forefinger against the black button beside the title "Love Me Forever."

Sonet hi ng touched his shoul der and ti ghtened, draw ng hi m back

Lights flickered within the juke-box. A record swing out. The needle lowered into its black
groove.

The juke-box started to play "I'Il Be dad Wwen You're Dead, You Rascal You."
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he said. "You'll conme out of it. You love nme. You know you do. This is

COLD WAR

Chapter i. Last of the Pughs
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I"1l never have a cold in the haid again without | think of little Junior Pugh. Now there was a
repul sive brat if ever | sawone. Built like a little gorilla, he was. Fat, pasty face, nean | ook
eyes so close together you could poke '"emboth out at once with one finger. H s paw t hought the
worl d of himthough. Maybe that was natural, seeing as how little Junior was the inmage of his
pappy.

"The last of the Pughs," the old nan used to say stickin' his chest out and beamin' down at the
little gorilla. "Finest little |lad that ever stepped.”

It made ny bl ood run cold sonetimes to ook at the two of 'emtogether. Kinda sad, now, to think
back to those happy days when | didn't know either of "em You may not believe it but themtwo
Pughs, father and son, between 'emcane within that nuch of conquerin' the world.

Us Hogbens is quiet folks. W |like to keep our heads down and lead quiet lives in our ow little
val | ey, where nobody cones near w thouten we say so. Qur neighbors and the folks in the village
are used to us by now They know we try hard not to act conspi cuous. They nake al | owances.

If Paw gets drunk, |ike |last week, and flies down the middle of Main Street in his red underwear
nmost peopl e make out they don't notice, so's not to enbarrass Maw. They know he'd walk like a
decent Christian if he was sober

The thing that druv Paw to drink that time was Little Sam which is our baby we keep in a tank
down-cellar, startin' to teethe again. First tinme since the War Between the States. W'd figgered
he was through teething, but with Little Samyou never can tell. He was mghty restless, too.

A perfesser we keep in a bottle told us once Little Same-mtted subsonic sonet hi ngs when he yells
but that's just his way of talking. Don't mean a thing. It makes your nerves twiddle, that's all.
Paw can't stand it. This tinme it even woke up Grandpaw in the attic and he hadn't stirred since
Christmas. First thing after he got his eyes open he bust out madder'n a wet hen at Paw.

"I see ye, wittold knave that ye are!" he howed. 'Plying again, is it?

Oh, sic areowfule sigte! I'lIl ground ye, ywis!" There was a far-away thunp.

"You made ne fall a good ten feet!" Paw hollered fromaway down the valley. "It ain't fair. |
coul d of busted sonething!"

"Ye'll bust us all, with your dronken carel essness,” Grandpaw said. "Flying in full sight of the

nei ghbors! People get burned at the stake for |ess. You want mankind to find out all about us? Now
shut up and let ne tend to Baby."

G andpaw can al ways qui et the baby if nobody el se can. This time he sung hima little song in
Sanskrit and after a bit they was snoring a duet.

I was fixing up a dingus for Maw to sour up some cream for sour-cream biscuits. | didn't have nuch
to work with but an old sled and some pieces of wire but I didn't need much. | was trying to point
the top end of the wire north-northeast when | seen a pair of checked pants rush by in the woods.
It was Uncle Lem | could hear himthinking. "It ain't me!" he was saying, real loud, inside his
haid. "Gt back to yer work, Saunk. | ain't within a nmle of you. Yer Uncle Lems a fine old
feller and never tells lies. Think I'd fool ye, Saunkie boy?"

"You shore would," | thunk back. "If you could. What's up, Uncle LenP"

At that he slowed down and started to saunter back in a wide circle.

"Ch, | just had an idy yer Maw might |ike a ness of blackberries," he thunk, kicking a pebble very
nonchal ant. "If anybody asks you say you ain't seen ne. It's no lie. You ain't."

"Uncle Lem" | thunk, real loud, "I gave Maw ny bounden word | wouldn't |et you out of range

wi t hout me al ong, account of the last time you got away-"

"Now, now, mny boy," Uncle Lemthunk fast. "Let bygones be bygones."

"You just can't say no to a friend, Uncle Lem"” | rem nded him taking a last turn of the wire
around the runner. "So you wait a shake till | get this creamsoured and we'll both go together
wherever it is you have in mnd."

| saw the checked pants anong the bushes and he come out in the open and give ne a guilty smile.
Uncle Lemis a fat little feller. He means well, | guess, but he can be tal ked into nost anything
by nmost anybody, which is why we have to keep a close eye on him

"How you gonna do it?" he asked nme, looking at the creanjug. "Make the little critters work
faster?"

"Uncle Lem" | said. "You know better'n that. Cruelty to dunb aninals is sonething | can't abide
Themthere little critters work hard enough souring mlk the way it is. They're such teentsy-
weentsy fellers | kinda feel sorry for 'em Wy, you can't even see 'emw thout you go ki nda
crosseyed when you | ook. Paw says they're enzynes. But they can't be. They're too teeny."

"Teeny is as teeny does," Uncle Lemsaid. "How you gonna do it, then?"

"This here gadget," | told him kinda proud, "will send Maw s creamjug ahead into next week sone
time. This weather, don't take creamnore'n a couple of days but I'mgiving it plenty of tine.
Wien | bring it back-bingo, it's sour." | set the jug on the sl ed.
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"I never seen such a do-lass brat," Uncle Lem said, stepping forward and bending a wire crossw se.
"You better do it thataway, on account of the thunderstorm next Tuesday. Al right now, shoot her
of f."

So | shot her off. Wen she cone back, sure enough, the creamwas sour enough to wal k a nobuse.
Craw ing up the can there was a hornet from next week, which | squashed. Now that was a nistake. |
knowed it the minute | touched the jug. Dang Uncle Lem anyhow

He junped back into the underbrush, squealing real happy.

"Fool ed you that time, you young stinker," he yelled back. "Let's see you get your thunb outa the
m ddl e of next week!"

It was the tine-lag done it. | mghta knowed. When he crossed that wire he didn't have no
thunderstormin mnd at all. Took ne nigh onto ten mnutes to work nyself |oose, account of sone
feller called Inertia, who nmxes inif you ain't careful when you fiddle around with time. | don't
under stand much about it myself. | ain't got my growth yet. Uncle Lem says he's already forgot
more'n I'11 ever know.

Wth that head start | alnost lost him Didn't even have tinme to change into nmy store-bought
clothes and | knowed by the way he was all dressed up fit to kill he was headed for sonewheres
fancy.

He was worried, too. | kept running into little stray worrisonme thoughts he'd |l eft behind him
hanging like teeny little nmites of clouds on the bushes. Couldn't make out much on account of they
was shredding away by the tine | got there but he'd shore done sonething he shouldn't. That nuch
anybody coul da told. They went something |like this:

"Worry, worry-wi sh I hadn't done it-oh, heaven help nme if G andpaw ever finds out-oh, them nasty
Pughs, how could | a-been such a fool? Wrry, worry-pore ole feller, such a good soul, too, never
done nobody no harm and | ook at nme now.

"That Saunk, too big for his britches, teach hima thing or two, ha-

ha. Ch, worry, worry-never nind, brace up, you good ole boy, everything's bound to turn out right

in the end. You deserve the best, bless you, Lemuel. Gandpaw || never find out."

Well, | seen his checkered britches high-tailing through the woods after a bit, but | didn't catch
up to himuntil he was down the hill, across the picnic grounds at the edge of town and poundi ng
on the sill of the ticket-wi ndow at the railroad station with a Spanish dubl oon he snitched from
Paw s seachest.

It didn't surprise me none to hear himasking for a ticket to State Center. | let himthink I

hadn't caught up. He argued sonething turrible with the man behind the w ndow but finally he dug
down in his britches and fetched up a silver dollar, and the nan cal med down.

The train was al ready puffing up snoke behind the station when Uncle Lem darted around the corner
Didn't leave nme nuch time but | made it too-just. | had to fly a little over the |ast hal f-dozen
yards but | don't think anybody noti ced.

Once when | was just a little shaver there was a Great Plague in London, where we were living at
the tine, and all us Hogbens had to clear out. | remenber the hullabaloo in the city but Iooking
back now it don't seema patch on the hullabaloo in State Center station when the train pulled in.
Ti mes have changed, | guess.

Whi stl es bl owi ng, horns honking, radios yelling bloody murder- seens |like every invention in the

| ast two hundred yeafs had been noisier than the one before it. Made ny head ache until | fixed up
sonet hi ng Paw once called a rai sed decibel threshold, which was pure show ng-off.

Uncle Lemdidn't know | was anywhere around. | took care to think real quiet but he was so w apped
up in his worries he wasn't paying no nmnd to nothing. |I followed himthrough the crowds in the

station and out onto a wide street full of traffic. It was a relief to get away fromthe trains.

| always hate to think what's going on inside the boiler, with all the little bitty critters so
snmall you can't hardly see 'em pore things, flying around all hot and excited and bashing their
heads together. It seens plunb pitiable.

O course, it just don't do to think what's happening inside the autonobiles that go by.

Uncl e Lem knowed right where he was headed. He took off down the Street so fast | had to keep
rem nding nyself not to fly, trying to keep up. | kept thinking | ought to get in touch with the
folks at home, in case this turned into sonething I couldn't handle, but | was plunb

stopped everywhere | turned. Maw was at the church social that afternoon and she whopped nme the
last tinme | spoke to her outa thin air right in front of the Reverend Jones. He ain't used to us
Hogbens yet.

Paw was dai d drunk. No good trying to wake himup. And | was scared to death | woul d wake the baby
if | tried to call on G andpaw.

Uncle Lem scuttled right along, his checkered | egs a-twi nkling. He was worrying at the top of his
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m nd, too. He'd caught sight of a crowd in a side-street gathered around a big truck, |ooking up
at a man standing on it and waving bottles in both hands.

He seened to be naking a speech about headaches. | could hear himall the way to the corner. There
was bi g banners tacked along the sides of the truck that said, PUGH HEADACHE CURE

"Ch, worry, worry!" Uncle Lemthunk. "Oh, bless ny toes, what am| going to do? | never dreaned
anybody'd marry Lily Lou Mutz. Ch, worry!"

Well, | reckon we'd all been surprised when Lily Lou Mutz up and got herself a husband awhil e back-
around ten years ago, | figgered. But what it had to do with Uncle Lem | couldn't think. Lily Lou
was just about the ugliest fermale that ever wal ked. Ugly ain't no word for her, pore gal

Grandpaw sai d once she put himin mnd of a fam |y nane of Gorgon he used to know. Not that she
wasn't a goodhearted critter. Being so ugly, she put up with a lot in the way of rough acting-up
fromthe folks in the village-the riff-raff lot, | mean.

She lived by herself in alittle shack up the nountain and she nusta been close onto forty when
sonme feller fromthe other side of the river come along one day and rocked the whol e valley back
on its heels by asking her to marry up with him Never saw the feller nyself but | heard tell he
wasn't no beauty-prize wi nner neither

Cone to think of it, I told nyself right then, |ooking at the truck- cone to think of it, feller's
nane was Pugh.

Chapter 2. A Fine Ad Feller

Next thing | knowed, Uncle Lem had spotted somebody under a | anp-post on the sidewal k, at the edge
of the crowd. He trotted over. It seened to be a big gorilla and a little gorilla, standing there
watching the feller on the truck selling bottles with both hands.

"Come and get it," he was yelling. "Conme and get your bottle of Pugh's O d Reliable Headache Cure
while they last!"

"Well, Pugh, here | am" Uncle Lem said, |ooking up at the big gorilla. "Hello, Junior,'
right afterward, glancing down at the little gorilla. | seen himshudder a little.

You shore couldn't blame himfor that. Two nastier specinens of the human race | never did see in
all nmy born days. If they hadn't been quite so pasty-faced or just the least nite slinmer, naybe
they woul dn't have put ne so nmuch in mnd of two well-fed slugs, one growed-up and one baby-sized.
The paw was all dressed up in a Sunday-neeting suit with a big gold watch-chain across his front
and the way he strutted you'd a thought he'd never had a good ook in a mirror.

"Howdy, Lem " he said, casual-like. "Right on time, | see. Junior, say howdy to M ster Lem Hogben
You owe M ster Hogben a lot, sonny." And he |aughed a nighty nasty | augh.

Junior paid himno mnd. He had his beady little eyes fixed on the crowd across the street. He

| ooked about seven years old and nean as they cone.

"Shall | do it now, paw?" he asked in a squeaky voice. "Can | let 'em have it now, paw? Huh, paw?"
Fromthe tone he used, | looked to see if he'd got a nachi ne-gun handy. | didn't see none but if

| ooks was ever nmean enough to kill Junior Pugh could of nmowed the crowd right down.

“"Manly little feller, ain't he, LenP" Paw Pugh said, real snug. "I tell you, I'mmghty proud of
this youngster. Wsh his de~r grandpaw coulda lived to see him A fine old famly line, the Pughs
is. Nothing like it anywhere. Only trouble is, Junior's the last of his race. You see why | got in
touch with you, Lem™

he said

Uncl e Lem shuddered again. "Yep," he said. "I see, all right. But you're wasting your breath,
Pugh. | ain't a-gonna do it."

Young Pugh spun around in his tracks.

"Shall 1 let himhave it, paw?" he squeaked, real eager. "Shall |, paw? Now, paw? Huh?"

"Shaddup, sonny,"” the big feller said and he whamed the little feller across the side of the
hai d. Pugh's hands was |ike hans. He shore was built like a gorilla.

The way his great big arms swung down from them big hunched shoul ders, you'd of thought the kid
woul d go flying across the street when his paw whopped hi mone. But he was a burly little feller.
He just staggered a nmite and then shook his haid and went red in the face.

He yelled out, |oud and squeaky, "Paw, | warned you! The last tinme you whamed me | warned you!
Now |I'm gonna |l et you have it!"

He drew a deep breath and his two little teeny eyes got so bright

I coulda sworn they was gonna touch each other across the mddle of his nose. Hs pasty face got
bright red.

"Ckay, Junior," Paw Pugh said, real hasty. "The crowd's ready for you. Don't waste your strength
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on me, sonny. Let the crowd have it!"

Now all this time | was standing at the edge of the crowd, listening

and watching Uncle Lem But just then sonebody jiggled ny arm and

a thin kinda voice said to nme, real polite, "Excuse nme, but may | ask

a question?"

| 1 ooked down. It was a skinny man with a kind-hearted face. He had a notebook in his hand.
"It's all right with me," | told him polite. "Ask away, mster."

"I just wondered how you feel, that's all,"” the skinny man said, holding his pencil over the
not ebook ready to wite down sonething.

"Why, peart," | said. "Bight kind of you to inquire. Hope you're feeling well too, mister."
He shook his head, kind of dazed. "That's the trouble," he said. "I just don't understand it. |
feel fine."

"Way not?" | asked. "Fine day."

"Everybody here feels fine," he went right on, just like | hadn't spoke. "Barring normal odds,
everybody's in average good health in this crowd. But in about five mnutes or less, as | figure
it-" He | ooked at his wristwatch.

Just then sonebody hit nme right on top of the haid with a red-hot sl edge-hanmer.

Now you shore can't hurt a Hogben by hitting himon the bald. Anybody's a fool to try. | felt ny
knees buckle a little but I was all right in a couple of seconds and | | ooked around to see who'd
whanmed me.

Wasn't a soul there. But oh ny, the npaning and groaning that was going up fromthat there crowd!
Peopl e was a-clutching at their foreheads and a-staggering around the street, claw ng at each
other to get to that truck where the nman was handi ng out the bottles of headache cure as fast as
he could take in the dollar bills.

The skinny man with the kind face rolled up his eyes like a duck in thunder

"Ch, my head!" he groaned. "V/hat did | tell you? Oh, ny head!" Then he sort of tottered away,
fishing in his pocket for noney.

Well, the famly always did say | was sloww |lted but you' d have to be downri ght feeble-ninded if
you didn't know there was sonething m ghty peculiar going on around here. |'mno ninny, no matter
what Maw says. | turned around and | ooked for Junior Pugh

There he stood, the fat-faced little varnmint, red as a turkey-gobbler, all swdle up and his nean
little eyes just a-flashing at the crowd.

"It's a hex," | thought to myself, perfectly calm "I'd never have believed it but it's a rea
hex. Now how in the world-"

Then | renenbered Lily Lou Mutz and what Uncle Lem had been thinking to hinself. And | began to
see the |ight.

The crowd had gone plunb crazy, fighting to get at the headache cure. | purty near had to bash ny
way over toward Uncle Lem | figgered it was past time | took a hand, on account of him being so
soft in the heart and |ikew se just about as soft in the haid.

"Nosirree," he was saying, firmlike. "I won't do it. Not by no manner of nmeans | won't."

"Uncle Lem" | said.

| bet he junped a yard into the air.

"Saunk!" he squeaked. He flushed up and grinned sheepi sh and then he | ooked nad, but | could tel
he was kinda relieved, too. "I told you not to foller ne," he said.

"Maw told ne not to let you out of ny sight," | said. "I pronised Maw and us Hogbens never break a
prom se. Wat's going on here, Uncle Len?"

"Ch, Saunk, everything's gone dead wong!" Uncle Lemwailed out. "Here | amwith a heart of gold
and 1'd just as soon be dead! Meet M ster Ed Pugh, Saunk. He's trying to get me kilt."

"Now Lem " Ed Pugh said. "You know that ain't so. | just want ny rights, that's all. Pleased to

meet you, young fellow Another Hogben, | take it. Maybe you can talk your uncle into-"

"Excuse me for interrupting, Mster Pugh," | said, real polite. "But maybe you'd better explain
Al this is purely a nystery to ne."

He cleared his throat and threw his chest out, inportant-like. | could tell this was sonething he

liked to tal k about. Made himfeel pretty big, | could see.

"I don't know if you was acquainted with nmy dear departed wife, Lily Lou Mitz that was," he said.
"This here's our little child, Junior. Afine little lad he is too. Wat a pity we didn't have
eight or ten nore just like him" He sighed real deep

"Well, that's life. I'd hoped to marry young and be bl essed with a whol e passel of younguns, being
as howl'mthe last of a fine old line. | don't nean to let it die out, neither." Here he gave
Uncle Lem a nean | ook. Uncle Lem sorta whi npered.

"I ain't a-gonna do it," he said. "You can't make ne do it."
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"We'll see about that," Ed Pugh said, threatening. "Maybe your young relative here will be nore
reasonable. |I'll have you know |'mgetting to be a power in this state and what | says goes."
"Paw," little Junior squeaked out just then, "Paw, they're kinda slow

ing domm. Kin | give it to 'emdouble-strength this tinme, Paw? Betcha | could kill a fewif | |et

mysel f go. Hey, Paw"

Ed Pugh nade as if he was gonna clonk the little varm nt again, but | guess he thought better of
it.

"Don't interrupt your elders, sonny," he said. "Paw s busy. Just tend to your job and shut up." He
gl anced out over the npbaning crowd. "G ve that bunch over beyond the truck a little nore
treatment,"” he said. "They ain't buying fast enough. But no doubl e-strength, Junior. You gotta
save your energy. You're a grow ng boy."

He turned back to ne. "Junior's a talented child," he said, very proud. "As you can see. He
inherited it fromhis dear dead-and-gone nother, Lily Lou. | was telling you about Lily Lou. It
was mnmy hope to marry young, like |I said, but the way things worked out, somehow | just didn't get
around to wifin'" till I'd got well along into the prine of life."

He bl ew out his chest |ike a toadfrog, |ooking down admring. | never did see a nan that thought
better of hinself. "Never found a woman who'd | ook at-I nean, never found the right woman," he
went on, "till the day | met Lily Lou Mutz."

"I know what you mean," | said, polite. | did, too. He nusta searched a long, |ong ways before he
found sonmebody ugly enough herself to look twice at him Even Lily Lou, pore soul, nusta thunk a
long tine afore she said yes

"And that," Ed Pugh went on, "is where your Uncle Lemconmes in. It seenms like he'd give Lily Lou a
bewi tchnent quite sone while back."

"I never!" Uncle Lem squeal ed. "And anyway, how d | know she'd get married and pass it on to her
child? Who'd ever think Lily Lou woul d-"

"He gave her a bewitchnment," Ed Pugh went right on talking. "Only she never told ne till she was a-
layin" on her death-bed a year ago. Lordy, | sure woul da whopped her good if |I'd knowed how she
held out on nme all themyears! It was the hex Lemuel gave her and she inherited it on to her
little child."

"I only done it to protect her," Uncle Lemsaid, right quick. "You know |'m speaki ng the truth,
Saunk boy. Pore Lily Lou was so pizon ugly, people used to up and heave a clod at her now and then

afore they could help thensel ves. Just automatic-like. Couldn't blane 'em | often fought down the
i mpul se nysel f.
"But pore Lily Lou, | shore felt sorry for her. You'll never know how |long | fought down my good

i mpul ses, Saunk. But ny heart of gold does get me into nesses. One day | felt so sorry for the
pore hideous critter | gave her the hexpower. Anybody'd have done the same, Saunk."

"How d you do it?" | asked, real interested, thinking it mght cone in handy soneday to know. |'m
young yet, and | got lots to |earn.
Well, he started to tell ne and it was kinda m xed up. Bight at first | got a notion sonme furrin

feller named Gene Chronosone had done it for himand after | got straight on that part he'd gone
cantering off into a rigamarole about the al pha waves of the brain.

Shucks, | knowed that much ny own self. Everybody nusta noticed the way themlittle waves go a-
sweepi ng over the tops of people's haids when they're thinking. |'ve watched Grandpaw soneti nes
when he had as many as six hundred different thoughts follering each other up and down themlittle
pat hs where his brain is. Hurts ny eyes to | ook too cl ose when G andpaw s t hinking.

"So that's howit is, Saunk," Uncle Lemwound up. "And this ,here little rattlesnake's inherited

t he whol e shebang. "

"Wel |, why don't you get this here Gene Chronosone feller to unscranble Junior and put hi m back
the way ot her people are?" | asked. "I can see how easy you could do it. Look here, Uncle Lem" |
focused down real sharp on Junior and nmade ny eyes go funny the way you have to when you want to

| ook inside a person.

Sure enough, | seen just what Uncle Lem neant. There was teensyweensy little chains of fellers,

al |l hanging onto each other for dear life, and skinny little rods jiggling around inside them
awful teensy cells everybody's made of -except maybe Little Sam our baby.

"Look here, Uncle Lem" | said. "Al you did when you gave Lily Lou the hex was to twitch these
here little rods over that-away and patch 'emonto themlittle chains that wiggle so fast. Now why
can't you switch 'em back again and rmake Juni or behave hinself? It oughta be easy."

"It would be easy," Uncle Lem kinda sighed at nme. "Saunk, you're a scatterbrain. You wasn't

listening to what | said. | can't switch "emback without | kill Junior."
"The world would be a better place,"” | said.
"I know it would. But you know what we prom sed G andpaw? No nore killings."
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"But Uncle Lem " | bust out. "This is turrible! You nmean this nasty little rattl esnake's gonna go
on all his life hexing people?"

"Worse than that, Saunk,"” pore Uncle Lem said, alnpbst crying. "He's gonna pass the power on to his
descendants, just like Lily Lou passed it on to him™"

For a mnute it sure did ook |like a dark prospect for the hunman race. Then | | aughed.

"Cheer up, Uncle Lem™" | said. "Nothing to worry about. Look at

the little toad. There ain't a female critter alive who'd come within a mle of him A ready he's
as repul sive as his daddy. And remenber, he's Lily Lou Mutz's child, too. Maybe he'll get even
horribler as he grows up. One thing's sure-he ain't never gonna get married."

"Now there's where you're wong," Ed Pugh busted in, talking real loud. He was red in the face and
he | ooked mad. "Don't think | ain't been listening," he said. "And don't think I'm gonna forget
what you said about ny child. | told you | was a power in this town. Junior and me can go a |ong
way, using his talent to help us.

"Already |'ve got on to the board of aldermen here and there's gonna be a vacancy in the state
senate cone next week-unless the old coot | have in mind s a |ot tougher than he | ooks. So I'm
war ni ng you, young Hogben, you and your famly's gonna pay for theminsults."”

"Nobody oughta get nad when he hears the gospel truth about hinself," |I said. "Junior is a
repul si ve speci nen."
"He just takes getting used to," his paw said. "All us Pughs is hard to understand. Deep, | guess.

But we got our pride. And |I'm gonna nake sure the famly line never dies out. Never, do you hear
that, Lenuel ?

Uncle Lem just shut his eyes up tight and shook his head fast. "Nosirree,"” he said. "I'lIl never do
it. Never, never, never, never-"

"Leruel ," Ed Pugh said, real sinister. "Lermuel, do you want ne to set Junior on you?"

"Ch, there ain't no use in that," | said. "You seen himtry to hex me along with the crowd, didn't
you? No manner of use, Mster Pugh. Can't hex a Hogben."

"Well-" He | ooked around, searching his mind. "Hmm ['Il think of something. I'll-soft-hearted,
aren't you? Pronised your G andpappy you woul dn't kill nobody, hey? Lernuel, open your eyes and

| ook over there across the street. See that sweet old | ady wal king with the cane? How d you |ike
it if I had Junior drop her dead in her tracks?"

Uncl e Lenuel just squeezed his eyes tighter shut.

"I won't look. I don't know the sweet old thing. If she's that old, she ain't got much | onger
anyhow. Maybe she'd be better off dead. Probably got rheumatiz sonething fierce."

"All right, then, how about that purty young girl with the baby in her arns? Look, Lenuel. Mghty
sweet -l ooking little baby. Pink ribbon in its bonnet, see? Look at themdinples. Junior, get ready
to blight them where they stand. Bubonic plague to start with maybe. And after that-"

"Uncle Lem" | said, feeling uneasy. "I dunno what G andpaw would say to this. Maybe-"

Uncl e Lem popped his eyes wi de open for just a second. He glared at nme, frantic.

"I can't help it if I've got a heart of gold,” he said. "I'ma fine old feller and everybody picks
on ne. Well, I won't stand for it. You can push nme just so far. Now | don't care if Ed Pugh kills

off the whole human race. | don't care if Grandpaw does find out what | done. | don't care a hoot

about nothing no nore." He gave a kind of wild |augh

"I''"'mgonna get out fromunder. | won't know not hi ng about nothing. |'m gonna snatch ne a few

wi nks, Saunk."
And with that he went rigid all over and fell flat on his face on the sidewal k, stiff as a poker.

Chapter 3. Over a Barre

Well, worried as | was, | had to smle. Uncle Lem s kinda cute sonetinmes. | knowed he'd put
hisseif to sleep again, the way he al ways does when trouble catches up with him Paw says it's
catal epsy but cats sleep a lot lighter than that.

Uncle Lemhit the sidewal k flat and ki nda bounced a little. Junior give a how of joy. | guess
maybe he figgered he'd had sonething to do with Uncle Lemfalling over. Anyhow, seeing sonebody
down and hel pl ess, Junior naturally rushed over and pulled his foot back and kicked Uncle Lemin
the side of the haid.

Well, like |I said, us Hogbens have got pretty tough haids. Junior let out a how. He started
danci ng around nursing his foot in both hands.
"Il hex you good!" he yelled at Uncle Lem "I'll hex you good, you- you ol e Hogben, you!" He

drew a deep breath and turned purple in the face and- And then it happened.
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It was like a flash of lightning. |I don't take no stock in hexes, and | had a fair idea of what
was happening, but it took nme by surprise. Paw tried to explain to ne later how it worked and he
said it just stinmulated the latent toxins inherent in the organism It nade Junior into a

catal ytoxi c agent on account of the way the rearrangenment of the desoxyribonucleic acid his genes
was made of worked on the kappa waves of his nasty little brain, stepping themup as nuch as
thirty mcrovolts. But shucks, you know Paw. He's too lazy to figger the thing out in English. He
just steals themfool words out of other folks' brains when he needs 'em

What really happened was that all the pizon that little varm nt had

bottled up in him ready to let go on the crowd, sonehow seenmed to r'ar back and smack Uncle Lem
right in the face. | never seen such a hex. And the awful part was-it worked.

Because Uncle Lemwasn't resisting a nmite now he was asl eep. Red-hot pokers woul dn't have waked
himup and | wouldn't put red-hot pokers past little Junior Pugh. But he didn't need 'emthis
time. The hex hit Uncle Lemlike a thunderbolt.

He turned pal e green right before our eyes.

Sonmehow it seenmed to ne a turrible silence fell as Uncle Lemwent green. | |ooked up, surprised.
Then | realized what was happening. Al that pitiful npbaning and groaning fromthe crowd had
st opped.

Peopl e was swi gging away at their bottles of headache cure, rubbing their foreheads and ki nda

| aughi ng weak-like with relief. Junior's whole conplete hex had gone into Uncle Lem and the
crowmd' s headaches had naturally stopped right off.

"What' s happened here?" sonebody called out in a kinda famliar voice. "Has that nan fainted? Wy
don't you help hinf? Here, let me by-1'ma doctor."

It was the skinny man with the kind-looking face. He was still drinking out of the headache bottle
as he pushed his way through the crowd toward us but he'd put his notebook away. When he saw Ed
Pugh he flushed up angrylike.

"So it's you, is it, Aldernman Pugh?" he said. "Howis it you're always around when trouble starts?
What did you do to this poor man, anyhow? Maybe this time you' ve gone too far."

"l didn't do a thing," Ed Pugh said. "Never touched him You watch your tongue, Dr. Brown, or
you'll regret it. I'ma powerful man in this here town."

"Look at that!" Dr. Brown yells, his voice going kinda squeaky as he stares down at Uncle Lem
"The man's dying! Call an anbul ance, sonebody, quick!"

Uncl e Lem was changing color again. | had to laugh a little, inside nmy haid. |I knowed what was
happening and it was kinda funny. Everybody's got a whole herd of germs and viruses and suchlike
critters swarning through themall the tine, of course.

When Junior's hex hit Uncle Lemit stinulated the entire herd sonething turrible, and a flock of
little bitty critters Paw calls antibodies had to get to work pronto. They ain't really as sick as
they | ook, being white by nature.

Whenever a pizon starts chawi ng on you these pale little fellers grab up their shooting-irons and
run like crazy to the battlefield in your in-

sides. Such fighting and yelling and swearing you never seen. It's a regular Bull Run.

That was going on right then inside Uncle Lem Only us Hogbens have got a special mlitia of our
own inside us. And they got called up real fast.

They was swearing and ki cki ng and whoppi ng the eneny so hard Uncl e Lem had gone frompale green to
a sort of purplish color, and big yeller and blue spots was beginning to bug out all over him
where it showed. He | ooked onconmon sick. Course it didn't do himno real harm The Hogbens
mlitia can lick any germthat breathes.

But he sure | ooked revolting.

The skinny doctor crouched down beside Uncle Lemand felt his pulse.

"Now you' ve done it," he said, |looking up at Ed Pugh. "I don't know how you've worked this, but
for once you've gone too far. This man seens to have bubonic plague. I'lIl see you're put under
control this tine and that young Kallikak of yours, too."

Ed Pugh just laughed a little. But | could see he was nad.

"Don't you worry about ne, Dr. Brown," he said, nean. "V/hen | get to be governor-and | got ny

pl ans all nade-that there hospital you're so proud of ain't gonna operate on state funds no nore.
A fine thing!

"Fol ks laying around in hospitals eating their fool heads off! Make 'em get out and plough, that's
what | say. Us Pughs never gets sick. | got lots of better uses for state noney than paying fol ks
to lay around in bed when |I'm governor."

Al'l the doctor said was, "Wiere's that anbul ance?"

"I'f you nean that big long car making such a noise," | said, "it's about three niles off but
comng fast. Uncle Lemdon't need no help, though. He's just having an attack. W get '"emin the
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famly all the time. It don't mean nothing."
"Good heavens!" the doc said, staring down at Uncle Lem "You nean he's had this before and

lived?" Then he | ooked up at ne and smled all of a sudden. "Ch, | see,” he said. "Afraid of
hospitals, are you? Well, don't worry. W won't hurt him"
That surprised nme sone. He was a snart nan. |'d fibbed a little for just that reason. Hospitals is

no place for Hogbens. People in hospitals are too danged nosy. So | called Uncle Lemreal |oud,

i nsi de ny head.

"Uncle Lem" | hollered, only thinking it, not out loud. "Uncle Lem wake up quick! G andpaw ||
nail your hide to the barn door if'n you let yourself get took to a hospital. You want "emto find
out about them

two hearts you got in your chest? And the way your bones are fixed and the shape of your gizzard?
Uncle Lem Wake up!"

It wasn't no manner of use. He never even twitched.

Right then | began to get really scared. Uncle Lem had sure |l anded nme in the soup. There | was
with all that responsibility on ny shoulders and | didn't have the | east idea howto handle it.

I"'mjust a young feller after all. | can hardly renenber nmuch farther back than the great fire of
London, when Charles Il was king, with all themlong curls a-hanging on his shoulders. On him

t hough, they | ooked good.

"M ster Pugh," | said, "you've got to call off Junior. | can't let Uncle Lemget took to the
hospital . You know | can't."

"Junior, pour it on," Mster Pugh said, grinning real nasty. "I want a little talk with young

Hogben here." The doctor |ooked up, puzzled, and Ed Pugh said, "Step over here a mte, Hogben. |
want a private word with you. Junior, bear down!"

Uncle Lems yell ow and bl ue spots got green rings around their outside edges. The doctor sorta
gasped and Ed Pugh took my arm and pulled nme back. When we was out of earshot he said to ne,
confidential, fixing me with his tiny little eyes:

"I reckon you know what | want, Hogben. Lem never did say he couldn't, he only said he wouldn't,
so | know you folks can do it for ne."

"Just exactly what is it you want, M ster Pugh?" | asked him
"You know. | want to nake sure our fine old fanmly |ine goes on. | want there should al ways be
Pughs. | had so nuch trouble getting married off nyself and | know Junior ain't going to be easy

to wife. Whnen don't have no taste nowadays.
"Since Lily Lou went to glory there hasn't been a woman on earth ugly enough to marry a Pugh and

I'"mskeered Junior'll be the last of a great line. Wth his talent | can't bear the thought. You
just fix it so our famly won't never die out and I'lIl have Junior take the hex off Lenuel."
"If I fixed it so your line didn't die out," |I said, "I'd be fixing it so everybody else's |line

woul d di e out, just as soon as there was enough Pughs around."

"What's wrong with that?" Ed Pugh asked, grinning. "Way | see it we're good strong stock." He
flexed his gorilla arms. He was taller than me, even. "No harmin populatin' the world w th good
stock, is there? | figger given tinme enough us Pughs coul d conquer the whole danged world. And
you're gonna help us do it, young Hogben."

"Ch, no," | said. "Ch, no! Even if | knowed how"

There was a turrible noise at the end of the street and the crowd

scattered to make way for the anbul ance, which drawed up at the curb beside Uncle Lem A couple of
fellers in white coats junped out with a sort of pallet on sticks. Dr. Brown stood up, |ooking
real relieved

"Thought you'd never get here," he said. "This man's a quarantine case, | think. Heaven knows what
kind of results we'll find when we start running tests on him Hand ne ny bag out of the back
there, will you? I want ny stethoscope. There's sonething funny about this nan's heart."

Well, ny heart sunk right down into ny boots. W was goners and | knowed it-the whol e Hogben
tribe. Once themdoctors and scientists find out about. us we'll never know a nonent's peace again
as long as we live. W won't have no nore privacy than a corncob.

Ed Pugh was watching me with a nasty grin on his pasty face.

"Worried, huh?" he said. "You gotta right to be worried. | know about you Hogbens. Al witches.
Once they get Lemin the hospital, no telling what they'll find out. Against the law to be

wi t ches, probably. You' ve got about half a mnute to make up your m nd, young Hogben. Wat do you
say?"

VWl l, what could | say? | couldn't give hima prom se |ike he was asking, could I? Not and let the
whol e worl d be overrun by hexing Pughs. Us Hogbens live a long tinme. W' ve got sone pretty

i mportant plans for the future when the rest of the world begii~s to catch up with us. But if by
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that time the rest of the world is all Pughs, it won't hardly seemworth while, sonmehow. I
couldn't say yes.
But if | said no Uncle Lemwas a goner. Us Hogbens was dooned either way, it seened to ne.

Looked like there was only one thing to do. | took a deep breath, shut ny eyes, and let out a
desperate yell inside ny head.
"Grandpaw " | hol |l ered.

"Yes, ny boy?" said a big deep voice in the mddle of ny brain. You' d athought he'd been right

al ongside ne all the tine, just waiting to be called. He was a hundred-odd nmiles off, and sound
asl eep. But when a Hogben calls in the tone of voice | called in he's got a right to expect an
answer-quick. | got it.

Mostly Grandpaw woul da dithered around for fifteen minutes, asking cross questions and not
listening to the answers, and talking in all kinds of queer old-fashioned dialects, |ike Sanskrit,
he's picked up through the years. But this time he seen it was serious.

"Yes, ny boy?" was all he said.

| flapped ny mind wide open |ike a school-book in front of him There wasn't no tine for questions
and answers. The doe was getting

out his dingus to listen to Uncle Lemis two hearts beating out of tune and once he heard that the
jig would be up for us Hogbens.

"Unl ess you let me kill "em Grandpaw," | added. Because by that tine | knowed he'd read the whole
situation fromstart to finish in one fast glance.

It seenmed to me he was quiet an awful long time after that. The doe had got the di ngus out and he
was fitting its little black arms into his ears. Ed Pugh was watching ne |ike a hawk. Juni or stood
there all swole up with pizon, blinking his nmean little eyes around for sonebody to shoot it at. |

was half hoping he'd pick on me. 1'd worked out a way to nake it bounce back in his face and there
was a chance it might even kill him

| heard Grandpaw give a sorta sigh in ny mnd.

"They' ve got us over a barrel, Saunk," he said. | remenber being a little surprised he could speak
right plain English when he wanted to. "Tell Pugh we'll do it."

"But Grandpaw" | said.

"Do as | say!" It gave ne a headache, he spoke so firm "Quick, Saunk! Tell Pugh we'll give him
what he wants."

Well, | didn't dare disobey. But this once | really came close to defying G andpaw.

It stands to reason even a Flogben has got to get senile someday, and | thought naybe ol d age had
finally set in with Grandpaw at | ast.

What | thunk at himwas, "Al right, if you say so, but | sure hate to do it. Seens like if
they' ve got us going and conming, the least we can do is take our medicine |ike Hogbens and keep
all that pizon bottled up in Junior stead of spreading it around the world." But out |oud | spoke
to Mster Pugh.

"Al'l right, Mster Pugh," | said, real hunmble. "You win. Only, call off your hex. Quick, before
it's too late.™

Chapter ~. Pughs A-Com ng

M ster Pugh had a great big yell ow autonobile, |owslung, without no top. It went awful fast. And
it was sure awful noisy. Once |I"'mpretty sure we run over a small boy in the road but M ster Pugh
paid himno nmind and | didn't dare say nothing. Like Grandpaw sai d, the Pughs had us over a
barrel

It took quite a |lot of palaver before 1 convinced 'emthey'd have to

come back to the honestead with nme. That was part of Grandpaw s orders.

"How do | know you won't nurder us in cold bl ood once you get us out there in the w | derness?"

M st er Pugh asked.

"I could kill you right here if |I wanted,” | told him "I would too but G andpaw says no. You're
safe if Grandpaw says so, Mster Pugh. The word of a Hogben ain't never been broken yet."

So he agreed, nostly because | said we couldn't work the spells except on hone territory. W

| oaded Uncle Leminto the back of the car and took off for the hills. Had quite an argunent with
the doc, of course. Uncle Lem sure was stubborn

He woul dn't wake up nohow but once Junior took the hex off Uncle Lem faded out fast to a good
heal t hy col or again. The doc just didn't believe it coul da happened, even when he sawit. Mster
Pugh had to threaten quite a | ot before we got away. We left the doe sitting on the curb
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muttering to hinmself and rubbing his haid dazed |ike.

I could feel G andpaw a-studying the Pughs through nmy nmind all the way home. He seened to be
si ghi ng and ki nda shaking his haid- such as it is-and working out problens that didn't nake no
manner of sense to ne.

When we drawed up in front of the house there wasn't a soul in sight. | could hear G andpaw
stirring and muttering on ,his gunnysack in the attic but Paw seened to have went invisible and he
was too drunk to tell me where he was when | asked. The baby was asleep. Maw was still at the
church soci abl e and G andpaw said to | eave her be.

"We can work this out together, Saunk," he said as soon as | got outa the car. "I|'ve been

t hi nking. You know that sled you fixed up to sour your Maw s creamthis norning? Drag it out, son
Drag it out."

| seen in a flash what he had in mnd. "Ch, no, Grandpaw " | said, right out [oud.

"Who you tal king to?" Ed Pugh asked, |unbering down outa the car. "I don't see nobody. This your
honest ead? Ratty old dunp, ain't it? Stay close to me, Junior. | don't trust these fol ks any
farther'n | can see em

"Get the sled, Saunk," G andpaw said, very firm "I got it all worked out. W're gonna send these
two gorillas right back through tinme, to a place they'll really fit."

"But Grandpawl" | hollered, only inside ny head this tinme. "Let's talk this over. Lemre get Maw in
on it anyhow. Paw s right smart when he's sober. Wiy not wait till he wakes up? | think we oughta
get the Baby in on it too. | don't think sending 'em back through tine's a good idea at all

G andpaw. "

"The Baby's asl eep,"” Gandpaw said. "You | eave himbe. He read hinself to sleep over his Einstein,
bless his little soul."

I think the thing that worried me nost was the way G andpaw was tal ki ng plain English. He never
does when he's feeling normal. | thought maybe his old age had all caught up with himat one bank
and knocked all the sense outa his-so to speak-haid.

"Grandpaw, " | said, trying to keep calm "Don't you see? If we send 'em back through tinme and give
"emwhat we promised it'll nake everything a mllion tines worse than before. You gonna strand 'em
back there in the year one and break your promise to 'en®?"

"Saunk!" Grandpaw sai d.

"I know. If we pronised we'd nake sure the Pugh line won't die Qut, then we gotta make sure. But

if we send 'emback to the year one that'll nmean all the time between then and now they'll spend
spreadi ng out and spreadi ng out. Mdrre Pughs every generation
"Grandpaw, five seconds after they hit the year one, I'mliable to feel ny two eyes rush together

innmy haid and ny face go all fat and pasty |ike Junior. G andpaw, everybody in the world nay be
Pughs if we give "emthat nuch tine to spread out in!"

"Cease thy chirming, thou chilce dolt," Gandpaw hollered. "Do ny bidding, young fool!"

That made nme feel a little better but not nuch. | went and dragged out the sled. M ster Pugh put
up quite a argunment about that.

"I aint rid on a sled since | was so high," he said. "Why should | git on one now? This is sone
trick. I won't do it."

Junior tried to bite ne.

"Now M ster Pugh," | said, "you gotta cooperate or we won't get nowheres. | know what |'m doing
Just step up here and set down. Junior, there's roomfor you in front. That's fine."

If he hadn't seen how worried I was | don't think he'd a-done it. But | couldn't hide how | was
feeling.

"Where's your G andpaw?" he asked, uneasy. "You're not going to do this whole trick by yourself,
are you? Young ignorant feller like you? | don't like it. Suppose you nade a mi stake?"

"We give our word," | reminded him "Now just kindly shut up and I et nme concentrate. O nmaybe you
don't want the Pugh line to |ast forever?"

"That was the prom se," he says, settling hinmself down. "You gotta do it. Lenune know when you
comence. "

"Al'l right, Saunk," G andpaw says fromthe attic, right brisk. "Now you watch. Maybe you'll |earn
a thing or two. Look sharp. Focus your eyes down and pick out a gene. Any gene."

Bad as | felt about the whole thing | couldn't help being interested. Wien G andpaw does a thing
he does it up brown. Genes are mighty slippery little critters, spindle-shaped and awful teensy.
They're partners with sonme skinny guys called chronosones, and the two of 'em show up everywhere
you | ook, once you've got your eyes focused just right.

"A good dose of ultraviolet ought to do the trick," Gandpaw nuttered. "Saunk, you're closer."

| said, "Al right, Gandpaw," and sort of twiddled the light as it sifted down through the pines
above the Pughs. Utraviolet's the color at the other end of the Iine, where the colors stop

file:/lIF|/rah/Henry%20Kuttner/Kuttner%20-%20The%20Best%200f%20Kuttner%201%20UC.txt (82 of 166) [2/4/03 10:15:49 PM]



file:/IIF|/rah/Henry%20K uttner/K uttner%20-%20T he%20B est%200f %20K uttner%201%20U C.txt

havi ng names for nost people.

G andpaw sai d, "Thanks, son. Hold it for a mnute."

The genes began to twiddle right intine with the |ight waves. Junior said, "Paw, sonething s
tickling ne."

Ed Pugh said, "Shut up."

Grandpaw was nuttering to hinself. I'mpretty sure he stole the words fromthat perfesser we keep
in the bottle, but you can't tell, with Grandpaw. Maybe he was the first person to make "emup in
t he begi nni ng.

"The euchromatin,” he kept nuttering. "That ought to. fix it. Utraviolet gives us hereditary

nmut ati on and the euchromatin contains the genes that transmt heredity. Now that other stuff's
het erochromatin and that produces evol utionary change of the cataclysmc variety.

"Very good, very good. W can always use a new species. Hummm About six bursts of

het erochromatinic activity ought to do it." He was quiet for a mnute. Then he said, "Ich ameldre
and ek magti! Okay, Saunk, take it away."

| let the ultraviolet go back where it cane from

"The year one, Grandpaw?" | asked, very doubtful

"That's cl ose enough," he said. "Wte thou the way?"

"Ch yes, Grandpaw,” | said. And | bent over and give themthe necessary push

The last thing | heard was M ster Pugh's how .

"What's that you're doin'?" he hollered at ne. "V/hat's the idea? Look out, there, young Hogben or-

what's this? Wiere we goin'? Young Saunk, | warn you, if this is sone trick I'll set Junior on
you! |I'll send you such a hex as even you-u
Then the how got real thin and small and far away until it wasn't

no nore than the noise a nosquito nmakes. After that it was mighty quiet in the dooryard.

| stood there all braced, ready to stop nyself fromturning into a Pugh if | could. Themlittle
genes is tricky fellers.

I knowed Grandpaw had nade a turrible m stake.

The mi nute them Pughs hit the year one and started to bounce back through tinme toward now | knowed
what woul d happen

| ain't sure how |l ong ago the year one was, but there was plenty of time for the Pughs to popul ate
the whole planet. | put two fingers against ny nose to keep ny eyes from bangi ng each ot her when
they started to rush together in the mddle like all us Pughs' eyes do- "You ain't a Pugh yet,

son," Gandpaw said, chuckling. "Kin ye see
1 err‘?ll
"No," | said. "V/hat's happeni ng?"

"The sled's starting to siow down," he said. "Now it's stopped. Yep, it's the year one, all right.
Look at all them men and woren flockin' outa the caves to greet their new conpany! My, ny, what
great big shoulders the men have got. Bigger even than Paw Pugh's

"An' ugh-just look at the wonmen! | declare, little Junior's positively handsone al ongsi de t hem
fol ks! He won't have no trouble finding a wife when the tinme cones."
"But Grandpaw, that's turrible!" | said.

"Don't sass your elders, Saunk," G andpaw chuckl ed. "Looka there now. Junior's just pulled a hex.
Another little child fell over flat on his ugly face. Nowthe little child' s nother is knocking
Juni or endw se. Now his pappy's sailing into Paw Pugh. Look at that fight! Just look at it! Ch, |
guess the Pugh famly's well took care of, Saunk."

"But what about our fanmily?" | said, alnost wailing.

"Don't you worry," Grandpaw said. "Tine'll take care of that. Wait a minute, let me watch. Hnm A
generation don't take |long when you know how to | ook. My, mnmy, what ugly little critters the ten
baby Pughs was! They was just like their pappy and their grandpappy.

"I wish Lily Lou Mutz could see her grandbabies. | shorely do. Well, now, ain't that cute? Every
one of them babies growed up in a flash, seens |like, and each of 'em has got ten babies of their
own. | like to see nmy promi ses working out, Saunk. | said |'d do this, and | done it."

| just noaned.

"Al'l right," Gandpaw said. "Let's junp ahead a couple of centuries. Yep, still there and
spreading like crazy. Fanmily likeness is still strong, too. Humrn. Another thousand years and-
well, | declare! If it ain't Ancient Geece! Hasn't changed a bit, neither. Wat do you know,
Saunk!" He cackled right Qut, tickled pink

"Rermenber what | said once about Lily Lou putting me in mnd of an old friend of m ne naned
Gorgon? No wonder! Perfectly natural. You ought to see Lily Lou's great-great-great-grandbabi es!
No, on second thought, it's lucky you can't. Well, well, this is shore interesting."
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He was still about three minutes. Then I heard hi mlaugh.

"Bang," he said. "First heterochromatinic burst. Now the changes start."

"What changes, Grandpaw?" | asked, feeling pretty mserable

"The changes, " he said, "that show your old Grandpaw ain't such a fool as you thought. |I know what
I''mdoing. They go fast, once they start. Look there now, that's the second change. Look at them
little genes nutate!"

"You nmean," | said, "I ain't gonna turn into a Pugh after all? But G andpaw, | thought we'd

promni sed the Pughs their line wouldn't die out."

"1'"'m keeping ny pronmise," Gandpaw said, dignified. "The genes will carry the Pugh |ikeness right
on to the toot of the judgnent horn, just like | said. And the hex power goes right along with
it."

Then he | aughed.

"You better brace yourself, Saunk," he said. "Wen Paw Pugh went sailing off into the year one

seens |like he uttered a hex threat, didn't he? Well, he wasn't fooling. It's a-com ng at you right
nc~iw. "

"Ch, Lordy!" | said. "There'll be a mllion of "emby the time they get here! G andpaw Wat'Il| |
do?"

"Just brace yourself," G andpaw said, real unsynpathetic. "A mllion, you think? Ch, no, lots nore
than a mllion."

"How many?" | asked him

He started in to tell ne. You nay not believe it but he's still telling ne. It takes that |ong.

There's that many of 'em

You see, it was like with that there Jukes famly that |ived down south of here. The bad ones was
always a mte worse than their children and the sanme dang thing happened to Gene Chronosone and
his kin, so to speak. The Pughs stayed Pughs and they kept the hex power-and | guess you ni ght say
t he Pughs conquered the whole world, after all

But it could of been worse. The Pughs could of stayed the same size down through the generations.
Instead they got snaller-a whole lot smaller. Wien | knowed 'emthey was bigger than nost folks-
Paw Pugh, anyhow.

But by the tinme they'd done filtering the generations fromthe year one, they'd shrunk so much
themlittle pale fellers in the bl ood was

about their size. And many a knock-down drag-out fight they have with 'em too.

Them Pugh genes took such a beating fromthe heterochromatinic bursts G andpaw told me about that
they got whopped all outa their proper form You might call "ema virus nowand of course a virus
is exactly the sane thing as a gene, except the virus is friskier. But heavens above, that's |ike
saying the Jukes boys is exactly the same as George Washi ngton

The hex hit me-hard.

| sneezed sonething tunble. Then | heard Uncle Lem sneezing in his sleep, Iying back there in the

yall er car. Gandpaw was still droning on about how many Pughs was a-coming at me right that
mnute, so there wasn't no use asking questions. | fixed ny eyes different and | ooked ri ght down
into the mddle of that sneeze to see what had tickled ne- Well, you never seen so many Junior
Pughs in all your born days!

It was the hex, all right. Likew se, them Pughs is still busy, hexing everybody on earth, off and
on. They'll do it for quite a tine, too, since the Pugh line has got to go on forever, account of

Grandpaw s promi se.

They tell ne even the m croscopes ain't never yet got a good | ook at certain viruses. The
scientists are sure in for a surprise soneday when they focus down real close and see all them
pasty-faced little devils, ugly as sin, with their eyes set real close together, w ggling around
hexi ng everybody in sight.

It took a long tine-since the year one, that is-but Gene Chronosone fixed it up, with Gandpaw s
hel p. So Junior Pugh ain't a pain in the neck no nore, so to speak

But | got to admit he's an awful cold in the haid.

CALL H M DEMON
Chapter 1. Wong Uncle

A LONG TI ME afterward she went back to Los Angel es and drove past G andnother Keaton's house. It
hadn't changed a great deal, really, but what had seened an el egant mansion to her childish, 1920
eyes was now a big ranshackle franme structure, gray with scaling paint.
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After twenty-five years the-insecurity-wasn't there any nore, but there still persisted a dull,
irrational, remenbered uneasi ness, an echo of the tinme Jane Larkin had spent in that house when
she was nine, a thin, big-eyed girl with the Buster Brown bangs so fashionabl e then.

Looki ng back, she could remenber too much and too little. A child' s mnd is curiously different
froman adult's. Wien Jane went into the living-roomunder the green glass chandelier, on that
June day in 1920, she made a dutiful round of the famly, kissing themall. G andnother Keaton and
chilly Aunt Bessie and the four uncles. She did not hesitate- when she cane to the new uncl e-who
was different.

The ot her kids watched her with inpassive eyes. They knew. They saw she knew. But they said
not hi ng just then. Jane realized she could not mention the-the trouble-either, until they brought
it up. That was part of the silent etiquette of childhood. But the whole house was full of

uneasi ness. The adults nerely sensed a trouble, sonmething vaguely wong. The children, Jane saw,
knew.

Afterward they gathered in the back yard, under the big date-palm Jane ostentatiously fingered
her new neckl ace and waited. She saw the | ooks the others exchanged-|ooks that said, 'Do you think
she really noticed?" And finally Beatrice, the ol dest, suggested hi de-and-seek

"W ought to tell her, Bee,' little Charles said.

Beatrice kept her eyes from Charl es.

"Tell her what? You're crazy, Charles.

Charl es was insistent but vague.

"You know.'
' Keep your old secret,' Jane said. '|I know what it is, anyhow He's not my uncle.’
"See?" Emily crowed. 'She did too see it. | told you she'd notice."'

"It's kind of funny,' Jane said. She knew very well that the man

in the living-roomwasn't her uncle and never had been, and he was pretending quite hard-hard
enough to convince the grown-ups-that he had al ways been here. Wth the clear, unprejudiced eye of
imaturity, Jane could see that he wasn't an ordinary grown-up. He was sort of-enpty.

"He just cane,' Enmily said. 'About three weeks ago.'

' Three days,' Charles corrected, trying to help, but his tenporal sense wasn't dependent on the
cal endar. He neasured tinme by the yardstick of events, and days weren't standard size for him
They were | onger when he was sick or when it rained, and far too short when he was riding the
merry-go-round at Ccean Park or playing ganes in the back yard.

"It was three weeks,' Beatrice said.

"Where'd he come fron?' Jane asked.

There were secret gl ances exchanged.

"I don't know,' Beatrice said carefully.

'He canme out of a big round hole that kept going around," Charles said. 'It's like a Christnmas
tree through there, all fiery.'
"Don't tell lies," Emily said. 'Did you ever truly see that, Charles?

"No. Only sort of.'

"Don't they notice? Jane nmeant the adults.

"No,' Beatrice told her, and the children all |ooked toward the house and pondered the inscrutable
ways of grown-ups. 'They act |ike he's always been here. Even Granny. Aunt Bessie said he cane
before / did. Only | knew that wasn't right.'

' Three weeks,' Charles said, changing his mnd

"He's making themall feel sick,' Emily said. 'Aunt Bessie takes aspirins all the tinme."

Jane considered. On the face of it, the situation seened a little silly. An uncle three weeks ol d?
Perhaps the adults were nerely pretending, as they sonetinmes did, with esoteric adult notives. But
sonehow that didn't seemquite the answer. Children are never deceived very |ong about such

t hi ngs.

Charles, now that the ice was broken and Jane no | onger an outsider, burst suddenly into excited
gabbl e.

"Tell her, Bee! The real secret-you know. Can | show her the Road of Yellow Bricks? Please, Bee?
Huh?'

Then the silence again. Charles was tal king too nuch. Jane knew the Road of Yellow Bricks, of
course. It ran straight through Oz fromthe Deadly Desert to the Enerald City.

After a long tine Em |y nodded.

"W got to tell her, you know,' she said. 'Only she night get scared. It's so dark.'

"You were scared,' Bobby said. 'You cried, the first tine.'

"I didn't. Anyhow it-it's only make believe.'

"Ch, no!" Charles said. 'l reached out and touched the crown last tine.'
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"It isn't a crown,' Emly said. 'It's him Ruggedo.'
Jane thought of the uncle who wasn't a real uncle-who wasn't a real person. 'ls he Ruggedo?' she
asked.

The chil dren under st ood.

"Ch, no," Charles said. 'Ruggedo lives in the cellar. W give himneat. Al red and bluggy. He
likes it! Gobble, gobble!

Beatrice | ooked at Jane. She nodded toward the clubhouse, which was a piano-box with a genuine
secret |ock. Then, sonehow, quite deftly, she shifted the conversation onto another subject. A
game of cowboys-and-Indians started presently and Bobby, howling terribly, led the route around

t he house.

The piano-box snelled pleasantly of acacia drifting through the cracks. Beatrice and Jane, huddl ed
together in the warm di mess, heard dimnishing Indian-cries in the distance. Beatrice |ooked
curiously adult just now.

"I"'mglad you cane, Janie,' she said. "The little kids don't understand at all. It's pretty
awf ul .

"Who is he?

Beatrice shivered. 'l don't know. | think he lives in the cellar.' She hesitated. 'You have to get

to himthrough, the attic, though. 1'd be awmfully scared if the little kids weren't so-so-they
don't seemto mind at all.

"But Bee. Who is he?

Beatrice turned her head and | ooked at Jane, and it was quite evident then that she could not or
woul d not say. There was a barrier. But because it was inportant, she tried. She mentioned the

Wong Uncl e.
"1 think Ruggedo's the sane as him | know he is, really. Charles and Bobby say so-and they know.
They know better than | do. They're littler . . . It's hard to explain, but-well it's sort of |ike

t he Scoodl ers. Renenber?

The Scoodl ers. That unpleasant race that dwelt in a cavern on the road to Oz and had the
conventional ability to detach their heads and hurl them at passersby. After a nonent the paralle
became evident. A Scoodler could have his head in one place and his body in another. But both
parts woul d belong to the sanme Scoodl er

O course the phantomuncle had a head and a body both. But Jane coul d understand vaguely the
possibility of his double nature, one of himnoving deceptively through the house, focus of a
strange mal ai se, and the other nanel ess, formess, nesting in a cellar and waiting for red neat.

" Charl es knows nmore than any of us about it,' Beatrice said. 'He was the one who found out we'd
have to feed R-Ruggedo. We tried different things, but it has to be raw nmeat. And if we

st opped-sonet hi ng awful woul d happen. W kids found that out.

It was significant that Jane didn't ask how Children take their equivalent of tel epathy for

grant ed.

"They don't know,' Beatrice added. 'We can't tell them

"No,' Jane said, and two girls |ooked at one another, caught in the terrible, helpless problem of
immturity, the knowl edge that the nores of the adult world are too conplicated to understand, and
that children nust wal k warily.

Adults are always right. They are an alien race

Luckily for the other children, they had conme upon the Eneny in a body. One child al one m ght have
had viol ent hysterics. But Charles, who nmade the first discoveries, was only six, still young
enough so that the process of going insane in that particular way wasn't possible for him A six-
year-old is in a congenitally psychotic state; it is normal to him

"And they' ve been sick ever since he cane,' Beatrice said.

Jane had already seen that. A wolf nmay don sheepskin and slide unobserved into a flock, but the
sheep are apt to becone nervous, though they can not discover the source of their disconfort.

It was a matter of mood. Even he showed the same nmpod- uneasi ness, waiting, sensing that sonething
was wrong and not knowi ng what-but with himit was sinply a matter of canouflage. Jane could tell
he didn't want to attract attention by varying fromthe arbitrary norm he had chosen-that of the
human form

Jane accepted it. The uncle who was-enpty-the one in the cellar called Ruggedo, who had to be fed
regularly on raw neat, so that Sonething woul dn't happen

A masquer ader, from sonewhere. He had power, and he had limtations. The obvi ous evidences of his
power were accepted w thout question

Children are realists. It was not incredible to them for this hungry, inhuman stranger to appear
anong them for here he was.
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He cane from sonewhere. Qut of tine, or space, or an inconceivable place. He never had any human
feelings; the children sensed that easily. He pretended very cleverly to be hunan, and he coul d
warp the adult nminds to inplant artificial nmenories of his existence. The adults thought they
remenbered him An adult will recognize a mirage; a child will be deceived. But conversely, an
intellectual mrage will deceive an adult, not a child.

Ruggedo' s power couldn't warp their nminds, for those were neither quite human nor quite sane, from
the adult standpoint. Beatrice, who was ol dest, was afraid. She had the begi nnings of enpathy and
i magi nati on.

Little Charlie felt nostly excitenent. Bobbie, the snallest, had already begun to be bored.
Perhaps | ater Beatrice remenbered a little of what Ruggedo | ooked Iike, but the others never did.
For they reached himby a very strange road, and perhaps they were sonewhat altered thensel ves
during the tinme they were with him He accepted or rejected food; that was all. Upstairs, the body
of the Scoodl er pretended to be human, while the Scoodler's head lay in that little, horrible nest
he had nmade by warpi ng space, so he was invisible and intangible to anyone who didn't know how tp
find the Road of Yellow Bricks.

What was he? Wthout standards of conparison-and there are none, in this world-he cannot be named.
The children thought of himas Ruggedo. But he was not the fat, half-comic, inevitably frustrated
Gnhone Ki ng.

He was never that.

Cal | hi m denon.

As a name-synbol, it inplies too nuch and not enough. But it will have to do. By the standard of
maturity he was nonster, alien, super-being. But because of what he did, and what he wanted- cal

hi m denon.

Chapter 2. Raw, Red Meat

ONE afternoon, a few days |ater, Beatrice hunted up Jane. 'How nuch noney have you got, Janie?

she asked.

"Four dollars and thirty-five cents,' Jane said, after investigation. 'Dad gave ne five dollars at
the station. | bought some popcorn and-well-different things.

"Cee, I'mglad you cane when you did.' Beatrice blew out a long breath. Tacitly it was agreed that
the preval ent socialismof childhood clubs would apply in this nore urgent cl ubbing together of
interests. Jane's snmall hoard was avail able not for any individual anong them but for the good of
the group. 'We were running out of noney,' Beatrice said. 'Ganny caught us taking neat out of the
i cebox and we don't dare any nore. But we can get a lot with your noney.'

Nei t her of them thought of the inevitable tine when that fund would be exhausted. Four dollars and
thirty-five cents seemed fabul ous, in that era. And they needn't buy expensive nmeat, so long as it
was raw and bl oody.

They wal ked toget her down the acaci a-shaded street with its occasional |eaning palns and drooping
pepper-trees. They bought two pounds of hanburger and i nprovidently squandered twenty cents on
sodas.

When they got back to the house, Sunday |ethargy had set in. Uncles Sinon and Janes had gone out
for cigars, and Uncle

Lew and Bert were reading the papers, while Aunt Bessie crocheted. G andnother Keaton read
"Young's Magazine', diligently seeking spicy passages. The two girls paused behind the beaded
portieres, looking in.

"Cone on, kids,' Lew said in his deep, resonant voice. 'Seen the funnies yet? Mitt and Jeff are
good. And Spark Plug---'

"M. Gbson is good enough for ne,
i ke people.

The door banged open and Uncl e James appeared, fat, grinning, obviously happy from several beers.
Uncl e Sinon paced himlike a personified conscience.

"At any rate, it's quiet,' he said, turning a sour glance on Jane and Beatrice. 'The children nmake
such a runpus sonetines | can't hear nyself think.

"G anny,' Beatrice asked, 'where are the kids?

"In the kitchen, | think, dear. They wanted sone water for something.'

"Thanks.' The two girls went out, leaving the roomfilled with a grow ng atnosphere of sub-
threshol d di sconfort. The sheep were sensing the wolf anpbng them but the sheepskin di sguise was
suf ficient. They did not know

The kids were in the kitchen, busily painting one section of the conmics with brushes and water.
When you did that, pictures enmerged. One page of the newspaper had been chenmically treated so that
moi sture would bring out the various colors, dull pastels, but singularly glanorous, in a class
with the Japanese flowers that would bloomin water, and the Chinese paper-shelled al nonds that

Grandnot her Keaton said. 'He's a real artist. H's people | ook
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held tiny prizes.

From behind her, Beatrice deftly produced the butcher's package.

"Two pounds,' she said. 'Janie had sonme noney, and Merton's was open this afternoon. | thought
we' d better. '

Emily kept on painting diligently. Charles junped up.

"Are we goi ng up now, huh?

Jane was uneasy. 'I don't knowif 1'd better cone along. j_ '

"I don't want to either,' Bobby said, but that was treason. Charles said Bobby was scared.
“I"'mnot. It just isn't any fun. | want to play sonething el se.

"Emily,' Beatrice said softly. 'You don't have to go this tine.'

"Yes | do.' Emily |looked up at last fromher painting. 'I'mnot scared.'

"I want to see the lights,"” Charles said. Beatrice whirled on him

"You tell such lies, Charles! There aren't any lights.'

'There are so. Sonetines, anyhow. '

There aren't.

"There are so. You're too dunb to see them Let's go and feed him

It was understood that Beatrice took conmand now. She was the ol dest. She was al so, Jane sensed,
nmore afraid than the others, even Emly.

They went upstairs, Beatrice carrying the parcel of neat. She had already cut the string. In the
upper hall they grouped before a door

"This is the way, Jane,' Charles said rather proudly. 'We gotta go up to the attic. There's a
swi ng-down | adder in the bathroomceiling. W have to clinb up on the tub to reach.’

"My dress,' Jane said doubtfully.

"You won't get dirty. Come on.'

Charles wanted to be first, but he was too short. Beatrice clinbed to the rimof the tub and
tugged at aring in the ceiling. The trap-door creaked and the stairs ascended slowy, with a
certain mpjesty, beside the tub. It wasn't dark up there. Light canme vaguely through the attic
Wi ndows.

' Come on, Janie,' Beatrice said, with a queer breathlessness, and they all scranbled up sonehow,
by dint of violent acrobatics.

The attic was warm quiet and dusty. Planks were laid across the beans. Cartons and trunks were
here and there.

Beatrice was al ready wal ki ng al ong one of the beans. Jane watched her.

Beatrice didn't | ook back; she didn't say anything. Once her hand groped out behind her: Charles,
who was nearest, took it. Then Beatrice reached a plank laid across to another rafter. She crossed
it. She went on-stopped-and cane back, with Charles.

"You weren't doing it right,' Charles said disappointedly. 'You were thinking of the wong thing.
Beatrice's face | ooked oddly white in the golden, faint Iight.

Jane nmet her cousin's eyes. 'Bee--'

"You have to think of something else,' Beatrice said quickly. "It's all right. Cone on.

Charles at her heels, she started again across the plank. Charles was saying sonmething, in a
rhyt hm c, nechani cal nonot one:

"One, two, buckle my shoe, Three, four, knock at the door, Five, six, pick up sticks--

Beat ri ce di sappear ed.

' Seven, eight, lay them-

Charl es di sappear ed.

Bobby, his shoul ders expressing rebelliousness, followed. And vani shed.

Enmily made a snmall sound.

"Ch-Em |l y!" Jane said

But her youngest cousin only said, 'l don't want to go down there, Janie.

"You don't have to.'

"Yes, | do,' Enmily said. 'I'lIl tell you what. | won't be afraid if you cone right after me. |

al ways think there's something com ng up behind nme to grab-but if you pronmise to cone right after
it'll be all right.'

"I promse,' Jane said

Reassured, Emly wal ked across the bridge. Jane was watching closely this tine. Yet she did not
see Em |y di sappear. She was suddenl y-gone. Jane stepped forward, and stopped as a sound cane from
downst ai rs.

‘fane!' Aunt Bessie's voice, 'fane!' It was |ouder and nore perenptory now. 'Jane, where are you?
Cone here to ne!'’

Jane stood notionless, |ooking across the plank bridge. It was quite enpty, and there was no trace
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of Emily or the other children. The attic was suddenly full of invisible nmenace. Yet she would
have gone on, because of her promse, if--

‘fane!’

Jane reluctantly descended and fol |l owed the summpns to Aunt Bessie's bedroom That prim nouthed
worman was pi nning fabric and noving her lips inpatiently.

"Where on earth have you been, Jane? |'ve been calling and calling.'

"W were playing,' Jane said. 'Did you want me, Aunt Bessie?

"l should say | did," Aunt Bessie said. 'This collar |'ve been crocheting. It's a dress for you.
Conme here and let nme try it on. How you grow, child!'’

And after that there was an eternity of pinning and wiggling, while Jane kept thinking of Emly,
al one and afraid sonewhere in the attic. She began to hate Aunt Bessie. Yet the thought of

rebel lion or escape never crossed her nind. The adults were absolute nmonarchs. As far as relative
val ues went, trying on the collar was nore inportant, at this noment, than anything else in the
world. At least, to the adults who adninistered the world.

Wiile Emily, alone and afraid on the bridge that |ed to-el sewhere.

The uncl es were playing poker. Aunt Gertrude, the vaudeville actress, had unexpectedly arrived for
a few days and was tal king with G andnot her Keaton and Aunt Bessie in the living-room Aunt
Gertrude was small and pretty, very charming, with bisque delicacy and a gusto for life that
filled Jane with adm ration. But she was subdued now.

"This place gives nme the creeps,' she said, making a dart with

her folded fan at Jane's nose. 'Hello, funny~face. Why aren't you playing with the other kids?

"Ch, I'm.tired/ Jane said, wondering about Emly. It had been nearly an hour since--
"At your age | was never tired,' Aunt Gertrude said. 'Now | ook at ne. Three a day and that awf ul
straight man |'ve got-Ma, did | tell you---' The voices pitched | ower.

Jane wat ched Aunt Bessie's skinny fingers nove nonotonously as she darted her crochet hook through
the silk.

"This place is a norgue,' Aunt CGertrude said suddenly.. 'Wat's wong with everybody? Wio's dead?
"It's the air,' Aunt Bessie said. 'Too hot the year round.' 'You play Rochester in winter, Bessie
my girl, and you'll be glad of a warmclinmate. It isn't that, anyway. | feel like-mmm-it's |ike
bei ng on stage after the curtain's gone up.' 'It's your fancy,' her nother said.

"Chosts,' Aunt Certrude said, and was silent. G andnother Keaton |ooked sharply at Jane. ' Cone
over here, child,' she said.

Room was made on the soft, capacious |ap that had held so nmany youngsters.

Jane snuggl ed agai nst the reassuring warnth and tried to let her mnd go blank, transferring al
sense of responsibility to Grandnother Keaton. But it wouldn't work. There was sonething wong in
t he house, and the heavy waves of it beat out froma center very near them

The Wong Uncle. Hunger and the avidity to be fed. The nearness of bloody neat tantalizing himas
he lay hidden in his strange, unguessabl e nest el sewhere-otherwhere-in that strange place where
the chil dren had vani shed.

He was down there, slavering for the food; he was up here, enpty, avid, a vortex of hunger very
near by.

He was doubl e, a double uncle, nasked but terrifyingly clear

Jane cl osed her eyes and dug her head deeper into G andnother Keaton's shoul der

Aunt Certrude gossiped in an oddly tense voice, as if she sensed wongness under the surface and
was frightened subtly.

"I"mopening at Santa Barbara in a couple of days, Ma,' she said. 'I-what's wong with this house,
anyhow? |'mas junpy as a cat today!-and | want you all to conme down and catch the first show.
It's a rmusical comedy. |'ve been pronoted.'

"I've seen the "Prince of Pilsen" before,' G andnother Keaton said.

"Not with me init. It's ny treat. |'ve engaged roons at the hotel already. The kids have to cone,

too. Want to see your auntie act, Jane?' Jane nodded agai nst her grandnother's shoul der.
"Auntie,' Jane said suddenly. 'Did you see all the uncles?

"Certainly | did.'

"All of then? Uncle James and Uncle Bert and Uncle Sinon and Uncle Lew?

' The whol e kaboodl e. Wy?

"l just wondered.'

So Aunt Gertrude hadn't noticed the Wong Uncle either. She wasn't truly observant, Jane thought.
"I haven't seen the kids, though. If they don't hurry up, they won't get any of the presents |I've
brought. You'd never guess what | have for you, Janie.'

But Jane scarcely heard even that exciting prom se. For suddenly the tension in the air gave way.
The Wong Uncle who had been a vortex of hunger a nonent before was a vortex of ecstasy now.
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Sonewher e, sonehow, at |ast Ruggedo was being fed. Somewhere, sonmehow, that other half of the
doubl e uncl e was devouring his bl oody fare.

Jane was not in Grandnother Keaton's lap any nore. The room was a spinning darkness that w nked
with tiny lights- Christnmas tree lights, Charles had called themand there was a core of terror in
the center of the whirl. Here in the vani shed roomthe Wong Uncle was a funnel |eading fromthat
uni magi nabl e nest where the other half of himdwelt, and through the funnel, into the room poured
the full ecstatic tide of his satiety.

Sonehow in this instant Jane was very near the other children who nust stand beside that spinning
focus of darkness. She could al nost sense their presence, alnost put out her hand to touch theirs.
Now t he darkness shivered and the bright, tiny lights drew together, and into her mnd cane a gush
of inpossible nmenories. She was too near him And he was carel ess as he fed. He was not guarding
his thoughts. They poured out, formess as an animal's filling the dark. Thoughts of red food, and
of other tines and places where that sanme red food had been brought him by other hands.

It was incredible. The menories were not of earth, not of this time or place. He had travel ed far,
Ruggedo. In nmany gui ses. He renenbered now, in a flow of shapel ess fissions, he renenbered tearing
through furred sides that squirned away from his hunger, renmenbered the gush of hot sweet redness
t hrough the fur.

Not the fur of anything Jane had ever inagi ned before. .

He renenbered a great court paved with shining things, and sonething in bright chains in the
center, and rings of watching eyes as he entered and neared the sacrifice.

As he tore his due fromits smooth sides, the cruel chains clanked around himas he fed.

Jane tried to close her eyes and not watch. But it was not with

eyes that she watched. And she was ashanmed and a little sickened because she was sharing in that
feast, tasting the warmred sweetness wi di Ruggedo in nenory, feeling the spin of ecstasy through
her head as it spun through his.

" Ah-the kids are conming now,' Aunt Gertrude was saying froma |long way off.

Jane heard her dimy, and then nore clearly, and then suddenly G andnother Keaton's |ap was soft
beneath her again, and she was back in the famliar room 'A herd of el ephants on the stairs, eh?
Aunt Certrude said.

They were returning. Jane could hear themtoo now Really, they were maki ng nuch | ess noi se than
usual . They were subdued until about half-way down the stairs, and then there was a sudden
outburst of clattering and chatter that rang fal se to Jane's ears.

The children came in, Beatrice a little white, Emly pink and puffy around the eyes. Charles was
bubbling over with repressed excitenent, but Bobby, the smallest, was glum and bored. At sight of
Aunt GCertrude, the uproar redoubl ed, though Beatrice exchanged a quick, significant glance with
Jane.

Then presents and noise, and the uncles coning back in; excited discussion of the trip to Santa
Bar bara-a strai ned cheeri-ness that, sonehow, kept dying down into heavy sil ence.

None of the adults ever really | ooked over their shoulders, but -the feeling was of bad things to
cone.

Only the children-not even Aunt Gertrude-were aware of the conplete enptiness of the Wong Uncl e.
The projection of a lazy, torpid, sem -mndless entity. Superficially he was as convinci ngly human
as if he had never focused his hunger here under this roof, never let his thoughts whirl through
the mnds of the children, never remenbered his red, dripping feasts of other times and pl aces.

He was very sated now. They could feel the torpor pulsing out in slow, drowsy waves so that al

the grown-ups were yawni ng and wonderi ng why. But even now he was enpty. Not real. The ' Nobody-
there' feeling was as acute as ever to all the small, keen, perceptive mnds that saw himas he
was.

Chapter 3. Sated Eater

LATER, at bedtinme, only Charles wanted to talk about the matter. It seemed to Jane that Beatrice
had grown up a little since the early afternoon. Bobby was reading ' The Jungl e Book,' or
pretending to, with much pleased admration of the pictures showi ng Shere Khan, the tiger. Emly
had turned her face to the wall and was pretending to be asleep

"Aunt Bessie called ne,' Jane told her, sensing a faint reproach

"l tried as soon as | could to get away fromher. She wanted to try that collar thing on ne.'

"Oh.' The apol ogy was accepted. But Beatrice still refused to talk. Jane went over to Emly's bed
and put her armaround the little girl.

"Mad at nme, Emly?

' No. "
"You are, though. | couldn't help it, honey.'
"It was all right," Emly said, 'l didn't care.'
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"All bright and shiny,' Charles said sleepily. 'Like a Christmas tree.'

Beatrice whirled on him 'Shut up!' she cried 'Shut up, Charles! Shut up, shut up, shut up \'

Aunt Bessi e put her head into the room

"What's the matter, children?' she asked.

"Not hing, Auntie,' Beatrice said. 'W were just playing.'

Fed, tenporarily satiated, it lay torpid in its curious nest. The house was silent, the occupants
asl eep. Even the Wong Uncle slept, for Ruggedo was a good mnmnic

The Wong Uncle was not a phantasm not a nere projection of Ruggedo. As an anpeba extends a
pseudopod toward food, so Ruggedo had extended and created the Wong Uncle. But there the parall el
stopped. For die Wong Uncle was not an elastic extension diat could be witiidrawm at will.

Rat her, he-it-was a permanent linmb, as a man's armis. Fromthe brain through the neural system
di e message goes, and the armstretches out, the fingers constrict-and there is food in the hand's
grip.

But Ruggedo's extension was less limted. It was not permanently bound bv rieid natural |aws of
rr>c,ttpr. An arm may be painted bl ack. And the Wong Uncl e | ooked and acted hunan, except to
clear inmature eyes.

There were rules to be foll owed, even by Ruggedo. The natural |laws of a world could bind it to a
certain extent. There were cycles. The life-span of a noth-caterpillar is run by cycles, and
before it can spin its cocoon and netanorphose, it nust eat- eat-eat. Not until the time of change
had come can it evade its current incarnation. Nor could Ruggedo change, now, until die end of its
cycl e had cone. Then there woul d be anot her metanorphosis, as there had already, in the

unt hi nkabl e eternity of its past, been a nmillion curious nutations.

But, at present, it was bound by the rules of its current cycle. The extension could not be
witiidrawn. And the Wong Uncle was a part of it, and it was a part of the Wong Uncle.

The Scoodl er's body and the Scoodl er's head. Through the dark house beat the unceasing, drowsy
waves of satiety-slowly, inperceptibly quickening toward that nervous pul se of avidity that

al ways cane after the processes of indigestion and di gesti on had been conpl et ed.

Aunt Bessie rolled over and began to snore. In another room the Wong Uncle, w thout waking,
turned on his Back and al so snored.

The talent of protective minmicry was well devel oped.

It was afternoon again, though by only half an hour, and the pulse in the house had changed subtly
in tenpo and nood.

"If we're going up to Santa Barbara,' G andnother Keaton had said, 'I'mgoing to take the children
down to the dentist today. Their teedi want cleaning, and it's hard enough to get an appoi nt nent
with Dr. Hover for one youngster, not to mention four. Jane, your nmother wrote ne you' d been to
the dentist a nonth ago, so you needn't go.'

After that the troubl e hung unspoken over die children. But no one nentioned it. Only, as

G andnot her Keaton herded the kids out on the porch, Beatrice waited till last. Jane was in the
doorway, watching. Beatrice reached behind her w thout |ooking, funbled, found Jane's hand, and
squeezed it hard. That was all.

But the responsibility had been passed on. No words had been needed. Beatrice had said plainly
that it was Jane's job now. It was her responsibility.

She dared not delay too long. She was too vividly aware of the rising tide of depression affecting
the adults. Ruggedo was getting hungry again.

She wat ched her cousins till they vani shed beneath the pepper-trees, and the distant runble of the
trolley put a period to any hope of their return. After that, Jane wal ked to the butcher shop, and
bought two pounds of neat. She drank a soda. Then she canme back to the house.

She felt the pul se beating out faster

She got a tin pan fromthe kitchen and put the meat on it, and slipped up to die bathroom It was
hard to reach the attic with her burden and wi di out help, but she did it. In the warmstillness
beneat h the roof she stood waiting, half-hoping to hear Aunt Bessie call again and relieve her of
this duty. But no voice cane.

The sinple nechanics of what she had to do were sufficiently prosaic to keep fear at a little

di stance. Besides, she was scarcely nine. And it was not dark in the attic.

She wal ked al ong the rafter, balancing, till she cane to the plank bridge. She felt its resilient
vi bration underfoot.

'One, two, buckle ny shoe, Three, four, knock at the door, Five, six, pick up sticks, Seven, eight-
She m ssed the way twice. The third tine she succeeded. The mind had to be at just die right pitch
of abstraction . . . She crossed the bridge, and turned, and--

It was dim alnost dark, in this place. It snelled cold and holl ow, of the underground. Wt hout
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surprise she knew she was deep down, perhaps beneath the house, perhaps very far away fromit.
That was as acceptable to her as the rest of the strangeness. She felt no surprise.

Curiously, she seenmed to know the way. She was going into a tiny enclosure, and yet at the sane
time she wandered for awhile through | owroofed, hollow spaces, endless, very dim snelling of
cold and noisture. An unpleasant place to the m nd, and a dangerous place as well to wander
through with one's little pan of neat.

It found the neat acceptable.

Looki ng back later, Jane had no recollection whatever of it. She did not know how she had
proffered the food, or howit had been received, or where in that place of paradoxical space and
smal I ness it lay dream ng of other worlds and eras.

She only knew that the darkness spun around her again, winking with little lights, as it devoured
its food. Menories swirled fromits nind to hers as if the two minds were of one fabric. She saw
nore clearly .this tine. She saw a great winged thing caged in a glittering pen, and she
renenbered as Ruggedo renenbered, and | eaped with Ruggedo's |eap, feeling the wings buffet about
her and feeling her rending hunger rip into the body, and tasting avidly the hot, sweet, salty
fluid bubbling out.

It was a m xed nenory. Blending with it, other victins shifted beneath Ruggedo's grip, the
feathery pinions becom ng the beast of great clawed arns and the withe of reptilian |itheness.
Al'l his victinms becane one in nmenory as he ate.

One flash of another nenory opened briefly toward the [ast. Jane was aware of a great swaying
garden of flowers larger than herself, and of cow ed figures noving silently anmong them and of a
victimwi th showering pale hair |lying hel pless upon the lip of one gigantic flower, held down with
chains |ike shining blossons. And it seened to Jane that she herself went cowl ed anpbng those
silent figures, and that he-it-Ruggedo-in another guise wal ked beside her toward the sacrifice.
It was the first human sacrifice he had recalled. Jane woul d have Iiked to know nore about that.
She had no noral scruples, of course. Food was food. But the menory flickered snoothly into

anot her picture and she never saw the end. She did not really need to see it. There was only one
end to all these nenories. Perhaps it was as well for her that Ruggedo did not dwell over-long on
that particular nmoment of all his bloody neals.

' Sevent een, eighteen, Maids in waiting, N neteen, twenty--'

She tilted precariously back across the rafters, holding her enpty pan. The attic snelled dusty.
It helped to take away the reek of remenbered crimson from her m nd

When the children cane back, Beatrice said sinply, 'Did you? and Jane nodded. The taboo stil
hel d. They woul d not discuss the matter nore fully except in case of real need. And the drowsy,
torpid heat in the house, the psychic enptiness of the Wong Uncle, showed plainly that the danger
had been averted again-for a tinme. . . .

'Read nme about Mowgli, Ganny,' Bobby said. G andnother Keaton settled down, w ped and adjusted
her spectacles, and took up Kipling. Presently the other children were drawn into the charned
circle. Grandnot her spoke of Shere Khan's downfall-of the cattle driven into the deep gulch to
draw the tiger- and of the earth-shaking stanpede that smashed the killer into bl oody pulp.
"Well,' Gandnot her Keaton said, closing the book, 'that's the end of Shere Khan. He's dead now.'
"No he isn't," Bobby roused and said sleepily.

"OF course he is. Good and dead. The cattle killed him'

"Only at the end, Ganny. If you start reading at the begi nning again, Shere Khan's right there.'
Bobby, of course, WAs too young to have any conception of death. You were killed sonetinmes in
ganmes of cowboys-and-1ndi ans, an ending neither regrettable nor fatal. Death is an absolute term
that needs personal experience to be nade understandabl e.

Uncl e Lew snoked his pipe and winkled the brown skin around his eyes at Uncle Bert, who bit his
lips and hesitated a long tinme between noves. But Uncle Lew won the chess game anyway. Uncle Janes
wi nked at Aunt Gertrude and said he thought he'd take a walk, would she Iike to come al ong? She
woul d.

After their departure, Aunt Bessie |oked up, sniffed.

"You just take a whiff of their breaths when they cone back, Ma,' she said. 'Wiy do you stand for
it?

But G andnot her Keaton chuckl ed and stroked Bobby's hair. He had fallen asleep on her lap, his
hands curled into small fists, his cheeks faintly flushed.

Uncle Sinon's gaunt figure stood by the w ndow.

He watched through the curtains, and said nothing at all

"Early to bed,' Aunt Bessie said, 'if we're going to Santa Barbara in the norning, children!"

And that was that.

Chapter 4. End of the Gane
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BY norni ng Bobby was running a tenperature, and G andnot her Keaton refused to risk his life in
Santa Barbara. This nmade Bobby very sullen, but solved the problemthe children had been wondering
about for many hours. Also, a telephone call fromJane's father said that he was arriving that day
to pick up his daughter, and she had a little brother now Jane, who had no illusions about the
stork, was relieved, and hoped her nother wouldn't be sick any nore now.

A concl ave was hel d in Bobby's bedroom before breakfast.

"You know what to do, Bobby,' Beatrice said. 'Pronise you'll do it?

"Prom se. Uh-huh.'

"You can do it today, Janie, before your father conmes. And you'd better get a | ot of neat and

| eave it for Bobby.'

"I can't buy any neat w thout noney,' Bobby said. Sonewhat reluctantly Beatrice counted out what
was left of Jane's small hoard, and handed it over. Bobby stuffed the change under his pillow and
pulled at the red flannel wound around his neck

"It scratches,' he said. 'I'mnot sick, anyway.'
"It was those green pears you ate yesterday,' Emly said very nmeanly. 'You thought nobody saw you
didn't you?

Charl es cane in; he had been downstairs. He was breathl ess.

'Hey, know what happened?' he said. 'He hurt his foot. Now he can't go to Santa Barbara. | bet he
did it on purpose.’

' Gosh,' Jane said. ' How?

"He said he twisted it on the stairs. But | bet it's a lie. He just doesn't want to go.

'Maybe he can't go-that far,' Beatrice said, with a sudden flash of intuition, and they spoke no
nmore of the subject. But Beatrice, Emly and Charles were all relieved that the Wong Uncl e was
not to go to Santa Barbara with them after all.

It took two taxis to carry the travelers and their |uggage. G andnot her Keaton, the Wong Uncl e,
and Jane stood on the front porch and waved. The autonobiles clattered off, and Jane pronptly got
some nmoney from Bobby and went to the butcher store, returning heavy-l|aden

The Wong Uncle, |eaning on a cane, hobbled into the sun-parlor and | ay down. G andnpther Keaton
made a repul sive but healthful drink for Bobby, and Jane decided not to do what she had to do
until afternoon. Bobby read 'The Jungl e Book,' stunmbling over the hard words, and', for the while,
the truce held.

Jane was not to forget that day quickly. The smells were sharply distinct; the odor of baking
bread fromthe kitchen, the sticky-sweet flower scents fromoutside, the slightly dusty, rich-
brown aroma exhal ed by the sun-warmed rugs and furniture.

Grandnot her Keaton went up to her bedroomto col d-cream her hands and face, and Jane | ounged on
the threshol d, watching.

It was a charnming room in its confortable, unimaginative way. The curtains were so stiffly
starched that they billowed out in crisp whiteness, and the bureau was cluttered with fascinating
obj ects-a pin-cushion shaped Iike a doll, a tiny red china shoe, with tinier gray china mce on
it, a cameo brooch bearing a portrait of G andnother Keaton as a girl.

And slowy, insistently, the pulse increased, felt even here, in this bedroom where Jane felt it
was a rather inpossible intrusion.

Directly after lunch the bell rang, and it was Jane's father, cone to take her back to San

Franci sco. He was in a hurry to catch the train, and there was tine only for a hurried
conversation before the two were whisked off in the waiting taxi. But Jane had found tinme to run
upstairs and say good-by to Bobby- and tell himwhere the nmeat was hi dden

"All right, Janie,' Bobby said. 'Good-by."

She knew she shoul d not have left the job to Bobby. A nagging sense of responsibility haunted her
all the way to the railroad station. She was only vaguely aware of adult voices saying the train
woul d be very late, and of her father suggesting that the circus was in town.

It was a good circus. She al nbst forgot Bobby and the crisis that would be nount|ng so dangerously
unl ess he nmet it as he had prom sed. Early evening was blue as they noved with the crowd out of
the tent. And then through a rift Jane saw a snmall, famliar figure, and the bottom dropped out of
her stonmach. She knew.

M. Larkin saw Bobby in al nost the sane instant. He called sharply, and a nonment |later the two
children were | ooking at one anot her, Bobby's plunp face sullen

' Does your grandnother know you're here, Bobby?' M. Larkin said.

"Well, | guess not,' Bobby said.
" You ought to be paddl ed, young man. Cone al ong, both of you. I'll have to phone her right away.
She'll be worried to death.'

In the drug store, while he tel ephoned, Jane | ooked at her cousin. She was suffering the first
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pangs of maturity's burden, the know edge of responsibility m sused.

' Bobby,' she said. 'Did you?

"You | eave ne al one,' Bobby said with a scow. There was sil ence.

M. Larkin cane back. 'Nobody answered. |'ve called a taxi. There'll be just time to get Bobby
back before our train | eaves.'

In the taxi also there was nostly silence. As for what m ght be happening at the house, Jane did
not think of that at all. The

mnd has its own automatic protections. And in any case, it was too |ate now. .

When the taxi drew up, the house was bl azing with orange squares of wi ndows in the dusk. There
were men on the porch, and light glinted on a police officer's shield.

"You kids wait here,' M. Larkin said uneasily. 'Don't get out of the car.

The taxi driver shrugged and pull ed out a fol ded newspaper as M. Larkin hurried toward the porch
In the back seat Jane spoke to Bobby, her voice very soft.

"You didn't,' she whispered. It was not even an accusation

"I don't care,' Bobby whispered back. 'l was tired of that gane. | wanted to play sonething el se.
He giggled. 'l won, anyhow,' he decl ared.

" How? What happened?’

'The police came, like | knew they would. He never thought of that. So I won.'

' But how?'

"Well, it was sort of |like 'The Jungl e Book.' Shooting tigers, renenber? They tied a kid to a

stake and, when the tiger conmes -bang! Only the kids were all gone to Santa Barbara, and you'd
gone too. So | used Granny. | didn't think she'd mnd. She plays ganes with us a lot. And anyhow
she was the only one left.

'But Bobby, a kid doesn't mean a kid like us. It nmeans a baby goat. And anyhow--'

"Ch!' Bobby whispered. 'Ch-well, anyhow, | thought Granny would be all right. She's too fat to run
fast.' He grinned scornfully. 'He's dunb,' he said. 'He should have known the hunters always cone
when you tie a kid out for the tiger. He doesn't know anything. When | told himI'd | ocked G anny
in her room and nobody el se was around, | thought he m ght guess.' Bobby | ooked crafty. 'I was
smart. | told himthrough the window. | thought he night think about nme being a kid. But he
didn't. He went right upstairs-fast. He even forgot to linp. | guess he was pretty hungry by
then.' Bobby gl anced toward the swarm ng porch. Trob'ly the police have got himnow, ' he added
carelessly. 'It was easy as pie. | won.'

Jane's mnd had not followed these fancies.

Ts she dead?' she asked, very softly.

Bobby | ooked at her. The word had a different nmeaning for him It had no neaning, beyond a phase
in a ganme. And, to his know edge, the tiger had never harmed the tethered kid.

M. Larkin was coning back to the taxi now, wal king very slowy and not very straight.

Jane coul d not see his face.

It was hushed up, of course, as much as possible. The children, who knew so nmuch nore than those
who were shielding them

were futilely protected fromthe know edge of what had happened. As futilely as they in their

turn, had tried to protect their elders. Except for the two oldest girls, they didn't particularly
care. The gane was over. Granny had had to go away on a |long, long journey, and she would never be
back.

They understood what that neant well enough

The Wong Uncle, on the other hand, had had to go away too, they were told, to a big hospita

where he woul d be taken care of all his life.

This puzzlied diemall alittle, for it fell somewhat outride the linmts of their experience. Death
t hey understood very inperfectly, but this other thing was conpletely nystifying. They didn't
greatly care, once their interest faded, though Bobby for sone tine |istened to readings of 'The
Jungl e Book' with unusual attention, wondering if this time they would take the tiger away instead
of killing himon the spot. They never did, of course. Evidently in real life tigers were
different.

For a long tine afterward, in nightmares, Jane's perverse inmagination dwelt upon and relived the
things she would not let it remenber when she was awake. She woul d see G anny's bedroom as she had
seen it last, the starched curtains billow ng, the sunshine, the red china shoe, the doll pin-
cushion. G anny, rubbing cold creaminto her winkled hands and | ooki ng up nore and nore nervously
fromtime to tinme as the long, avid waves of hunger pul sed through the house fromthe thing in its
dreadful hollow place down bel ow.

It nust have been very hungry. The Wong Uncle, pretending to a wenched ankl e downstairs, nust
have shifted and turned upon the couch, that hollow nman, enpty and blind of everything but the
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need for sustenance, the one red food he could not live without. The enpty automaton in the
sunporch and the ravenous being in its warp bel ow pul sing with one hunger, ravening for one food

It had been very wi se of Bobby to speak through the wi ndow when he delivered his baited nessage.
Upstairs in the | ocked room G anny nust have discovered presently that she could not get out. Her
fat, nmottled fingers, slippery fromcold-crean ng, nust have tugged vainly at the knob

Jane dreaned of the sound of those footsteps nany tinmes. The tread she had never heard was | ouder
and nore real to her than any which had ever sounded in her ears. She knew very surely how t hey
must have come bounding up the stairs, thunp, thunp, thunp, two steps at a tine, so that G anny
woul d ook up in alarm knowing it could not be the uncle with his wenched ankl e. She woul d have
junped up then, her heart knocking, thinking wildly of burglars.

It can't have lasted long. The steps woul d have taken scarcely

the length of a heartbeat to cone down the hall. And by now the house woul d be shaki ng and pul si ng
with one triunphant roar of hunger al nbost appeased. The thunping steps would beat in rhythmto it,
the long quick strides coming with dreadful pur-poseful ness down the hall. And then the key

clicking in the lock. And then--

Usual | y then Jane awoke.

Alittle boy isn't responsible. Jane told herself that many tines, then and later. She didn't see
Bobby again very often, and when she did he had forgotten a great deal; new experiences had
crowded out the old. He got a puppy for Christmas, and he started to school. Wen he heard that
the Wong Uncle had died in the asylumhe had to think hard to renmenber who they nmeant, for to the
younger children the Wong Uncl e had never been a nenber of the famly, only a part in a ganme they
had pl ayed and won.

Gradual | y the nanel ess distress which had once pervaded the househol d faded-and ceased. It was
strongest, nost desperate, in the days just after Granny's death, but everyone attributed that to
shock. When it died away they were sure.

By sheer accident Bobby's cold, limted |ogic had been correct. Ruggedo woul d not have been
playing fair if he had brought still another Wong Uncle into the game, and Bobby had trusted him
to observe the rules. He did observe them for they were a | aw he coul d not break

Ruggedo and the Wong Uncle were parts of a whole, in-dissolubly bound into their cycle. Not unti
the cycl e had been successfully conpleted could the Wong Uncl e extension be retracted or the cord
broken. So, in the end, Ruggedo was hel pl ess.

In the asylum the Wong Uncle slowy starved. He would not touch what they offered. He knew what
he wanted, but they would not give himthat. The head and the body died together, and the house
that had been G andnot her Keaton's was peaceful once nore.

| f Bobby ever renenbered, no one knew it. He had acted with perfect logic, Iimted only by his
experience. If you do sonmething sufficiently bad, the policeman will come and get you. And he was
tired of the gane. Only his conpetitive instinct kept himfromsinply quitting it and playing
sonet hi ng el se

As it was, he wanted to w n-and he had won.

No adult woul d have done what Bobby did-but a child is of a different species. By adult standards,
a child is not wholly sane. Because of the way his mind worked, then-because of what he did, and
what he want ed- - -

Call hi m denon.

10. THE PIPER S SON

The Green Man was clinbing the glass nountains, and hairy, gnonish faces peered at himfrom
crevices. This was only another step in the Green Man's endl ess, exciting odyssey. He'd had a
great many adventures already-in the Flane Country} anong the Dinension Changers, with the City
Apes who sneered endlessly while their blunt, clunsy fingers funbled at deathrays. The trolls,
however, were masters of nagic, and were trying to stop the Geen Man with spells. Little
whirlwi nds of force spun underfoot, trying to trip the Geen Man, a figure of narvel ous rnuscul ar
devel opnent, handsone as a god, and hairless fromhead to foot, glistening pale green. The

whirlwi nds forned a fascinating pattern. If you could thread a precarious path anong them avoi di ng
the pal e yell ow ones especially-you could get through

And the hairy gnonmes watched malignantly, jealously, fromtheir crannies in the glass crags.

Al Burkhalter, having recently achieved the mature status of eight full years, |ounged under a
tree and nasticated a grass blade. He was so i Mmersed in his daydreans that his father had to
nudge his side gently to bring conprehension into the half-closed eyes. It was a good day for
dream ng, anyway-a hot sun and a cool w nd blowing down fromthe white Sierra peaks to the east.
Tinothy grass sent its faintly nusty fragrance along the channels of air, and Ed Burkhalter was
glad that his son was second-generation since the Bl owp. He hinself had been born ten years after
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the | ast bonb had been dropped, but secondhand nenories can be pretty bad too.

"Hello, Al,' he said, and the youth vouchsafed a hal f-1idded gl ance of tol erant acceptance.

"H, Dad.'

"Want to conme downtown with nme?'

'Nope,' Al said, relaxing instantly into his stupor.

Burkhal ter raised a figurative eyebrow and half turned. On an inpulse, then, he did sonething he
rarely did without the tacit perm ssion of the other party; he used his tel epathic power to reach
into Al's mind. There was, he admtted to hinself, a certain hesitancy, a subconscious
unwi I I i ngness on his part, to do this, even though Al had pretty well outgrown the nasty, inhuman
form essness of nental babyhood. There had been a tine when Al's mnd had been quite shocking in
its alienage. Burkhalter

remenbered a few abortive experinments he had made before Al's birth; few fathers-to-be could
resist the tenptation to experinment with enbryonic brains, and that had brought back nightmares
Bur khal ter had not had since his youth. There had been enormous rolling nmasses, and an appalling
vastness, and other things. Prenatal nenories were ticklish, and should be left to qualified
mmenoni ¢ psychol ogi sts.

But now Al was naturing, and daydream ng, as usual, in bright colors. Burkhalter, reassured, felt
that he had fulfilled his duty as a nonitor and left his son still eating grass and runi nating.
Just the sane, there was a sudden softness inside of him and the aching, futile pity he was apt
to feel for helpless things that were as yet unqualified for conflict with that extraordinarily
conpl i cated business of living. Conflict, conpetition, had not died out when war abolished itself;
the busi ness of adjustnent even to one's surroundi ngs was a conflict, and conversation a duel
Wth A, too, there was a double problem Yes, |anguage was in effect a tariff wall, and a Bal dy
coul d appreciate that thoroughly, since the wall didn't exist between Bal dies.

Wal ki ng down the rubbery walk that led to town center, Burkhalter grinned wyly and ran | ean
fingers through his well-kept wig. Strangers were very often suprised to know that he was a Bal dy,
a telepath. They | ooked at himwi th wondering eyes, too courteous to ask howit felt to be a
freak, but obviously avid. Burkhalter, who knew dipl omacy, would be quite willing to | ead the
conversation.

"My folks lived near Chicago after the Bl owup. That was why.

"Ch.' Stare. Td heard that was why so nany--' Startl ed pause

"Freaks or mutations. There were both. | still don't know which class | belong to,' he'd add

di sarm ngly.

"You're no freak!' They didn't protest too nuch.

"Wl l, sonme mghty queer speci nens cane out of the radioactive-affected areas around the bonb-
targets. Funny things happened to the germplasm Mst of 'emdied out; they couldn't reproduce;
but you'll still find a few creatures in sanitariuns- tw heads, you know. And so on.
Nevert hel ess they were always ill at ease. 'You nean you can read ny m nd- now?'

T could, but I'mnot. It's hard work, except with another tele-path. And we Bal dies-well, we
don't, that's all." A man with abnormal nuscl e devel opmrent woul dn't go around knocki ng peopl e
down. Not unless he wanted to be nobbed. Bal di es were al ways sneaki ngly consci ous of a hi dden
peril: lynch law. And wise Baldies didn't even inply that they had an ... extra sense. They just
said they were different, and let it go at that.

But one question was always inplied, though not always nen-

tioned. '"If | were a telepath, I'd ... how much do you make a year?

They were surprised at the answer. A mindreader certainly could nake a fortune, if he wanted. So
why did Ed Burkhalter stay a senmantics expert in Mddoc Publishing Town, when a trip to one of the
science towns woul d enable himto get hold of secrets that would get hima fortune?

There was a good reason. Self-preservation was a part of it. For which reason Burkhalter, and nany
like him wore toupees. Though there were nany Bal dies who did not.

Modoc was a twin town with Puebl o, across the nmountain barrier south of the waste that had been
Denver. Pueblo held the presses, photolinotypes, and the machines that turned scripts into books,
after Mbdoc had dealt with them There was a helicopter distribution fleet at Pueblo, and for the
| ast week A dfield, the nanager, had been demandi ng the manuscript of 'Psychohistory,' turned out
by a New Yal e man who had got tremendously involved in past enotional problens, to the detrinment
of literary clarity. The truth was that he distrusted Burkhalter. And Burkhalter, neither a priest
nor a psychol ogi st, had to become both without adnmitting it to the confused author of

' Psychohi story.'

The sprawl i ng buil di ngs of the publishing house | ay ahead and below, nore like a resort than
anything nore utilitarian. That had been necessary. Authors were peculiar people, and often it was
necessary to induce themto take hydrotherapic treatnents before they were in shape to work out
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their books with the semantic experts. Nobody was going to bite them but they didn't realize
that, and either cowered in corners, terrified, or else blustered their way around, using |anguage
few coul d understand. Jem Quayl e, author of 'Psychohistory,' fitted into neither group; he was
sinmply baffled by the intensity of his own research. His personal history had qualified himtoo
well for enotional involvenents with the past-and that was a serious matter when a thesis of this
particular type was in progress.

Dr. Moon, who was on the Board, sat near the south entrance, eating an apple which he peel ed
carefully with his silver-hiked dagger. Mon was fat, short, and shapel ess; he didn't have much
hair, but he wasn't telepath; Baldies were entirely hairless. He gul ped and waved at Burkhalter
"BEd . . . urp. . . want to talk to you."

"Sure,' Burkhalter said, agreeably coming to a standstill arid rocking on his heels. Ingrained
habit nmade himsit down beside the Boardman; Bal dies, for obvious reasons, never stood up when non-
tel epaths were sitting. Their eyes met now on the same |evel. Burkhalter said, 'Wat's up?

'The store got some Shasta apples flown in yesterday. Better

tell Ethel to get sone before they're sold out. Here.' Mon watched his conpani on eat a chunk, and
nod.

"CGood. I'Il have her get sone. The copter's laid up for today, though; Ethel pulled the wong
gadget .
" Fool proof,' Mon said bitterly. "Huron's turning out sone sweet nodels these days; |'mgetting ny

new one from M chi gan. Listen, Pueblo called me this nmorning on Quayle's book.'
‘A dfield?
"Qur boy,' Mon nodded. 'He says can't you send over even a few chapters.

Bur khal ter shook his head. 'l don't think so. There are sone abstracts right in the beginning that
just have to be clarified, and Quayle is--' He hesitated.
"VWhat ?'

Bur khal t er thought about the Cedi pus conpl ex he'd uncovered in Quayle's mnd, but that was
sacrosanct, even though it kept Quayle frominterpreting Darius with cold logic. 'He's got nuddy
thinking in there. | can't pass it; | tried it on three readers yesterday, and got different
reactions fromall of them So far "Psychohistory" is all things to all nmen. The critics would

| ambaste us if we released the book as it is. Can't you string Odfield along for a while |onger?

' Maybe,' Moon said doubtfully. '"I've got a subjective novella | could rush over. It's |ight
vicarious eroticism and that's harm ess; besides, it's semantically O K 'd. W' ve been holding it
up for an artist, but I can put Duman on it. 1'll do that, yeah. I'Il shoot the script over to

Puebl o and he can nake the plates later. A nmerry life we lead, Ed.'

"Alittle too nmerry sonetines,' Burkhalter said. He got up, nodded, and went in search of Quayle,
who was rel axi ng on one of the sun decks.

Quayle was a thin, tall man with a worried face and the abstract air of an unshelled tortoise. He
lay on his flexiglass couch, direct sunlight toasting himfrom above, while the reflected rays
sneaked up on him from bel ow, through the transparent crystal. Burkhalter pulled off his shirt and
dropped on a sunner beside Quayle. The author glanced at Burkhalter's hairless chest and half-
fornmed revulsion rose in him A Baldy ... no privacy . . . none of his business . . . fake
eyebrows and | ashes; he's still a--

Sonet hi ng ugly, at that point.

D pl omatically Burkhalter touched a button, and on a screen overhead a page of 'Psychohistory’
appear ed, enlarged and easily readable. Quayle scanned the sheet. It had code notations on it,
made by the readers, recogni zed by Burkhalter as varied reactions to what shoul d have been
straight-line explanations. If three readers had got three different meanings out of that
paragraph- well, what did Quayle nmean? He reached delicately into the mnd, conscious of useless
guards erected agai nst intrusion, nud

barricades over which his nental eye stole |ike a searching, quiet wind. No ordinary man coul d
guard his nind against a Baldy. But Bal dies could guard their privacy against intrusion by other
tel epaths-adults, that is. There was a psychic sel ector band,

Here it came. But nuddled a bit. Darius: that wasn't sinply a word; it wasn't a picture, either
it was really a second life. But scattered, fragmentary. Scraps of scent and sound, and nenories,
and enotional reactions. Admiration and hatred. A burning inpotence. A black tornado, snelling of
pine, roaring across a map of Europe and Asia. Pine scent stronger now, and horrible huniliation
and remenbered pain . . . eyes . . . Cet out!

Bur khal ter put down the dictograph nout hpi ece and | ay | ooking up through the darkened eye-shells

he had donned. T got out as soon as you warned nme to,' he said. T"mstill out.'
Quayl e lay there, breathing hard. 'Thanks,' he said. 'Apologies. Wy you don't ask a duello---'
"l don't want to duel with you,' Burkhalter said. 'I've never put blood on ny dagger in ny life.
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Besi des, | can see your side of it. Renmenber, this is nmy job, M. Quayle, and |I've learned a | ot
of things-that |'ve forgotten again.

"It's intrusion; | suppose. | tell nyself that it doesn't matter, but my privacy-is inportant.’
Burkhal ter said patiently, 'W can keep trying it fromdifferent angles until we find one that
isn't too private. Suppose, for exanple, | asked you if you admired Dari us.

Admiration . . . and pine scent . . . and Burkhalter said quickly, Tmout. OK ?' s

"Thanks,' Quayle nmuttered. He turned on his side, away fromthe other man. After a nonent he said,
"That's silly-turning over, | nean. You don't have to see my face to know what |'mthinking.'
"You have to put out the welconme mat before | walk in," Burkhalter told him

"l guess | believe that. |I've net sone Bal dies, though, that were . . . that | didn't like.'
"There's a lot on that order, sure. | know the type. The ones who don't wear w gs.'

Quayl e said, 'They'll read your mnd and enbarrass you just for the fun of it. They ought to be-
taught better.'

Burkhalter blinked in the sunlight. 'Well, M. Qayle, it's this way. A Baldy's got his problens,
too. He's got to orient hinself to a world that isn't telepathic; and | suppose a | ot of Baldies
rather feel that they're letting their specialization go to waste There are jobs a man like ne is
suited for---

"Man!' He caught the scrap of thought from Quayle. He ig nored it, his face as always a nobile
mask, and went on.

"Semantics have al ways been a problem even in countries speaking only one tongue. A qualified
Baldy is a swell interpreter. And, though there aren't any Bal dies on the detective forces, they
often work with the police. It's rather like being a nachine that can do only a few things."'

"A few things nore than humans can,' Quayl e said.

Sure, Burkhalter thought, if we could conpete on equal footing with nontel epathic humanity. But
woul d blind nen trust one who could see? Wuld they play poker with hinf? A sudden, deep bitterness
put an unpl easant taste in Burkhalter's nmouth. What was the answer? Reservations for Bal dies?

I solati on? And would a nation of blind nmen trust those with vision enough for that? O would they
be dusted off-the sure cure, the check-and-bal ance systemthat made war an inpossibility.

He renenbered when Red Bank had been dusted off, and naybe that had been justified. The town was
getting too big for its boots, and personal dignity was a vital factor; you weren't willing to

| ose face as long as a dagger swung at your belt. Sinilarly, the thousands upon thousands of
little towns that covered Anerica, each with its peculiar speciality-helicopter manufacture for
Huron and M chi gan, vegetable farm ng for Conoy and Di ego, textiles and education and art and
machi nes-each little town had a wary eye on all the others. The science and research centers were
alittle larger; nobody objected to that, for technicians never made war except under pressure;
but few of the towns held nore than a few hundred fanmilies. It was check-and-bal ance in a nost

ef ficient degree; whenever a town showed signs of wanting to becone a city-thence, a capital
thence, an inperialistic enpire-it was dusted off. Though that had not happened for a | ong while.
And Red Bank mi ght have been a ni st ake.

CGeopolitically k was a fine setup; sociologically it was acceptable, but brought necessary
changes. There was subconsci ous swashbuckling. The rights of the individual had becone nore highly
regarded as decentralization took place. And nen | earned.

They | earned a nonetary system based primarily upon barter. They learned to fly; nobody drove
surface cars. They | earned new things, but they did not forget the Bl owp, and in secret places
near every town were hidden the bonbs that could utterly and fantastically externinate a town, as
such bonbs had exterm nated the cities during the Bl owp.

And everybody knew how to nmake t hose bonbs. They were beautifully, terribly sinple. You could find
the ingredients anywhere and prepare themeasily. Then you coul d take your helicopter over a town,
drop an egg overside-and performan erasure.

Qut side of the wilderness nal contents, the nal adjusted people found in every race, nobody kicked
And the roam ng tribes never

rai ded and never banded together in |arge groups-for fear of an erasure.

The artisans were nmal adj usted too, to sonme degree, but they weren't antisocial, so they lived
where they wanted and painted, wote, conposed, and retreated into their own private worlds. The
scientists, equally naladjusted in other lines, retreated to their slightly |arger towns, banding
together in small universes, and turned out remarkable technical achievenents.

And t he Bal di es-found jobs where they coul d.

No non-tel epath woul d have viewed the world environment quite as Burkhalter did. He was abnormally
consci ous of the human el enent, attaching a deeper, nore profound significance to those hunan

val ues, undoubtedly because he saw nen in nore than the ordinary dinensions. And al so, in a way-
and inevitably
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-he | ooked at humanity from outsi de.

Yet he was human. The barrier that tel epathy had raised nade men suspicious of him nore so than
if he had had two heads- then they could have pitied. As it was---

As it was, he adjusted the scanner until new pages of the typescript canme flickering into view
above. 'Say when,' he told Quayl e.

Quayl e brushed back his gray hair. 'l feel sensitive all over,' he objected. 'After all, |'ve been
under a considerable strain correlating nmy naterial.'
"Wll, we can al ways postpone publication.' Burkhalter threw out the suggestion casually, and was

pl eased when Quayle didn't nibble. He didn't like to fail, either

"No. No, | want to get the thing done now.'

‘Mental catharsis---'

"Wll, by a psychol ogi st, perhaps. But not by--'

‘-a Baldy. You know that a |ot of psychol ogi sts have Bal dy hel pers. They get good results, too.'

Quayl e turned on the tobacco snoke, inhaling slowy. 'l suppose .. . |I've not had much contact
with Baldies. O too much
-wi thout selectivity. | saw sone in an asylumonce. |'m not being offensive, am ?'

"No,' Burkhalter said. 'Every nutation can run too close to the line. There were lots of failures.
The hard radiati ons brought about one true nutation: hairless telepaths, but they didn't all hew
true to the Iine. The mnd' s a queer gadget-you know that. It's a colloid balancing, figuratively,
on the point of a pin. If there's any flaw, telepathy's apt to bring it out. So you'll find that
the Bl owp caused a hell of a lot of insanity. Not only anong the Bal dies, but anong the other

mut ati ons that devel oped then. Except that the Bal dies are al nost al ways paranoidal .’

"And denentia praecox,' Quayle said, finding relief fromhis own enbarrassnent in turning the
spot | i ght on Burkhal ter

"And d.p. Yeah. Wen a confused mnd acquires the telepathic instinct-a hereditary bollixed m nd-
it can't handle it all. There's disorientation. The paranoia group retreat into their own worlds,
and the d.p.'s sinmply don't realize that this world exists. There are distinctions, but | think
that's a valid basis.’

"In a way,' Quayle said, '"it's frightening. | can't think of any historical parallel.

" No. '

"What do you think the end of it will be?

"I don't know,' Burkhalter said thoughtfully. 'I think we'll be assimlated. There hasn't been

enough tinme yet. W're specialized in a certain way, and we're useful in certain jobs.

"If you re satisfied to stay there. The Bal dies who won't wear w gs---'

"They' re so bad-tenpered | expect they'll all be killed off in duels eventually,' Burkhalter
smled. 'No great loss. The rest of us, we're getting what we want-acceptance. W don't have horns
or halos.'

Quayl e shook his head. 'I'mglad, | think, that I"'mnot a tele-path. The mind' s nysterious enough
anyway, w thout new doors opening. Thanks for letting ne talk. | think I've got part of it tal ked
out, anyway. Shall we try the script again?"

"Sure,' Burkhalter said, and again the procession of pages flickered on the screen above them
Quayl e did seem | ess guarded; his thoughts were nore |ucid, and Burkhalter was able to get at the
true meani ngs of many of the hitherto nuddy statenents. They worked easily, the telepath dictating
rephrasings into his dictograph, and only twice did they have to hurdle enotional tangles. At noon
t hey knocked off, and Burkhalter, with a friendy nod, took the dropper to his office, where he
found sone calls listed on the visor. He ran off repeats, and a worried | ook crept into his blue
eyes.

He tal ked with Dr. Moon in a booth at |uncheon. The conversation lasted so long that only the

i nduction cups kept the coffee hot, but Burkhalter had nore than one problemto discuss. And he'd
known Moon for a long tinme. The fat man was one of the few who were not, he thought,

subconsci ously repelled by the fact that Burkhalter was a Bal dy.

"I'"ve never fought a duel inny life, Doc. | can't afford to."

"You can't afford not to. You can't turn down the challenge, Ed. It isn't done.'

"But this fellow Reilly-1 don't even know him'

"I know of him' Moon said. 'He's got a bad tenper. Dueled a lot.'

Bur khal ter slanmed his hand down on the table. "It's ridiculous. | won't do it!"’

"Well," Mon said practically, "your wife can't fight him And

if Ethel's been reading Ms. Reilly's nmind and gossiping, Reilly's got a case.'

"Don't you think we know the dangers of that?' Burkhalter asked in a | ow voice. 'Ethel doesn't go
around reading mnds any nore than | do. It'd be fatal-for us. And for any other Bal dy.

"Not the hairless ones. The ones who won't wear wi gs. They--
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"They're fools. And they're giving all the Baldies a bad nane. Point one, Ethel doesn't read

m nds; she didn't read Ms. Reilly's. Point two, she doesn't gossip.'

'La Reilly is obviously an hysterical type,' Mon said. 'Wrd got around about this scandal
whatever it was, and Ms. Reilly renenbered she'd seen Ethel lately. She's the type who needs a
scapegoat anyway. | rather imagine she let word drop herself, and had to cover up so her husband
woul dn't bl ame her.'

"I"'mnot going to accept Reilly's challenge,' Burkhalter said doggedly.

"You'll have to.'

"Listen, Doc, maybe--'

" What ?1

"Nothing. An idea. It mght work. Forget about that; | think |I've, got the right answer. It's the
only one, anyway. | can't afford a duel and that's flat."'

"You're not a coward.'

"There's one thing Baldies are afraid of," Burkhalter said, 'and that's public opinion. | happen
to know I'd kill Reilly. That's the reason why |'ve never dueled in ny life.'

Moon drank coffee. "Hmmm | think--

"Don't. There was sonething else. |'mwondering if | ought to send Al off to a special school.'

"What's wrong with the kid?

"He's turning out to be a beautiful delinquent. His teacher called me this norning. The playback
was sonething to hear. He's tal king funny and acting funny. Playing nasty little tricks on his
friends-if he has any left by now'

"Al'l kids are cruel.’

"Kids don't know what cruelty neans. That's why they're cruel; they |lack enpathy. But Al's getting-
--'" Burkhalter gestured helplessly. "He's turning into a young tyrant. He doesn't seemto give a
care about anything, according to his teacher.'

"That's not too abnormal, so far.'

"That's not the worst. He's becone very egotistical. Too nuch so. | don't want himto turn into
one of the wi gless Baldies you were nentioning." Burkhalter didn't nmention the other possibility;
paranoi a, insanity.

'He must pick things up sonmewhere. At hone? Scarcely, Ed. Were el se does he go?

" The usual places. He's got a nornal environment.

"l should think,' Mpon said, 'that a Bal dy woul d have unusual opportunities in training; a
youngster. The nental rapport- eh?

"Yeah. But-I don't know. The trouble is,' Burkhalter said alnost inaudibly, T wish to God | wasn't
different. W didn't ask to be telepaths. Maybe it's all very wonderful in the long run, but |I'm
one person, and |'ve got my own mcrocosm People who deal in long-term sociology are apt to
forget that. They can figure out the answers, but it's every individual man-or Baldy- who's got to
fight his own personal battle while he's alive. And it isn't as clear-cut as a battle. It's worse
it's the necesssity of watching yourself every second, of fitting yourself into a world that
doesn't want you.'

Moon | ooked unconfortable. 'Are you being a little sorry for yourself, Ed?

Bur khal ter shook hinself. T am Doc. But I'lIl work it out.'
"W both will,' Mon said, but Burkhalter didn't really expect nuch help fromhim Mon would be
willing, but it was horribly different for an ordinary man to conceive that a Baldy was- the sane.

It was the difference that nen | ooked for, and found.

Anyway, he'd have to settle natters before he saw Ethel again. He could easily conceal the

know edge, but she woul d recognize a nental barrier and wonder. Their marriage had been the nore

i deal because of the additional rapport, sonething that conmpensated for an inevitable, half-sensed
estrangenment fromthe rest of the world.

'How s "Psychohi story" goi ng?" Mon asked after a while.

"Better than | expected. |'ve got a new angle on Quayle. If | talk about nyself, that seens to
draw himout. It gives himenough confidence to let himopen his nind to ne. W may have those
first chapters ready for Adfield, in spite of everything.'

' Good. Just the sane, he can't rush us. If we've got to shoot out books that fast, we night as
well go back to the days of semantic confusion. Wich we won't!'

"Well," Burkhalter said, getting up, 'I'll snoosh al ong. See you.'

" About Reilly--'

"Let it lay.' Burkhalter went out, heading for the address his visor had |isted. He touched the
dagger at his belt. Dueling wouldn't do for Baldies, but--

A greeting thought crept into his mnd, and, under the arch that led into the canpus, he paused to
grin at Sam Shane, a New Ol eans area Baldy who affected a wig of flam ng red. They didn't bother
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to tal k.

Per sonal question, involving nental, noral and physical well -being.

A satisfied glow. And you, Burkhalter? For an instant Burkhalter half-saw what the synbol of his
name nmeant to Shane.

Shadow of trouble.

A warm w lling anxiousness to help. There was a bond between Bal di es.

Bur khal ter thought: But everywhere |1'd go there'd be the same suspicion. W're freaks.

More so el sewhere, Shane thought. There are a lot of us in Mddoc Town. People are invariably nore
suspi cious where they're not in daily contact with-Us.

The boy---

I've trouble too, Shane thought. It's worried ne. My two girls--

Del i nquency?

Yes.

Conmon denomi nat or s?

Don't know. More than one of Us have had the sane trouble with our kids.

Secondary characteristic of the nutation? Second generati on energence?

Doubt ful , Shane thought, scowing in his mnd, shading his concept with a wavering question. W'|
think it over later. Mist go.

Bur khal ter sighed and went on his way. The houses were strung out around the central industry of
Modoc, and he cut through a park toward his destination. It was a spraw ing curved building, but
it wasn't inhabited, so Burkhalter filed Reilly for future reference, and, with a glance at his
tinmer, angled over a hillside toward the school. As he expected, it was recreation tinme, and he
spotted Al |ounging under a tree, sone distance from his conpani ons, who were involved in a

pl easantly murderous gane of Bl owup.

He sent his thought ahead.

The Green Man had al nbst reached the top of the nountain. The hairy gnomes were pelting on his

trail, most unfairly shooting sizzling light-streaks at their quarry, but the G een Man was agile
enough to dodge. The rocks were | eaning--
1 AI ]

-inward, pushed by the gnones, ready to---

"Al'!" Burkhalter sent his thought with the word, jolting into the boy's nmnd, a trick he very
sel dom enpl oyed, since youth was practically defensel ess agai nst such invasion

"Hell o, Dad,' Al said, undisturbed. 'What's up?'

"Areport fromyour teacher.’

"I didn't do anything.'

"She told me what it was. Listen, kid. Don't start getting any funny ideas in your head.'
"I'"'mnot .’

"Do you think a Baldy is better or worse than a non-Bal dy?

Al noved his feet unconfortably. He didn't answer.

"Well," Burkhalter said, 'the answer is both and neither. And here's why. A Baldy can communi cate
mentally, but he lives in a world where nost people can't.’'

"They're dunmb,' Al opined.

"Not so dunb, if they're better suited to their world than you are. You might as well say a frog's
better than a fish because he's anphi bian.' Burkhalter briefly anplified and expl ained the terns
tel epathically.

"Well ... oh, | get it, all right.’

' Maybe,' Burkhalter said slowy, 'what you need is a swift kick in the pants. The thought wasn't
so hot. What was it again?

Al tried to hide it, blanking out. Burkhalter began to lift the barrier, an easy matter for him
but stopped. Al regarded his father in a nost unfilial way-in fact, as a sort of boneless fish
That had been cl ear

"If you're so egotistical,' Burkhalter pointed out, 'naybe you can see it this way. Do you know
why there aren't any Baldies in key positions?

"Sure | do,' Al said unexpectedly. "They're afraid.’

'O what, then?

'The--' That picture had been very curious, a comingling of sonething vaguely famliar to
Burkhalter. 'The non-Bal dies.'
"Well, if we took positions where we could take advantage of our telepathic function, non-Baldies

woul d be plenty envious- especially if we were successes. If a Baldy even invented a better
nmousetrap, plenty of people would say he'd stolen the idea fromsone non-Baldy's mnd. You get the
poi nt ?'
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"Yes, Dad.' But he hadn't. Burkhalter sighed and | ooked up. He recogni zed one of Shane's girls on
a nearby hillside, sitting alone against a boulder. There were other isolated figures here and
there. Far to the east the snowy rampart of the Rockies nmade an irregular pattern agai nst bl ue
sky.

"Al,' Burkhalter said, T don't want you to get a chip on your shoulder. This is a pretty swell
worl d, and the people in it are, on the whole, nice people. There's a | aw of averages. It isn't
sensible for us to get too much wealth or power, because that'd militate against us-and we don't
need it anyway. Nobody's poor. We find our work, we do it, and we're reasonably happy. W have
sonme advant ages non-Bal dies don't have; in nmarriage, for exanple. Mental intinmacy is quite as

i mportant as physical. But | don't want you to feel that being a Baldy nakes you a god. It

doesn't. | can still,' he added thoughtfully, 'spank it out of you, in case you care to follow out
that concept in your mind at the nonent.'
Al gul ped and beat a hasty retreat. 'Il'msorry. | won't do it again.'

"And keep your hair on, too. Don't take your wig off in class. Use the stickumstuff in the

bat hr oom cl oset .

"Yes, but . . . M. Venner doesn't wear a wig.'

"Remind nme to do sone historical research with you on zoot-suiters,' Burkhalter said. ' M.
Venner's wiglessness is probably his only virtue, if you consider it one.

' He makes noney.'

" Anybody woul d, in that general store of his. But people don't buy fromhimif they can help it,

you'll notice. That's what | mean by a chip on your shoulder. He's got one. There are Baldies |ike
Venner, Al, but you mght, sonetinmes, ask the guy if he's happy. For your information, I am More
than Venner, anyway. Catch?'

"Yes, Dad.' Al seened submissive, but it was nerely that. Burkhalter, still troubled, nodded and

wal ked away. As he passed near the Shane girl's boul der he caught a scrap:- at the sumit of the
d ass Mountains, rolling rocks back at the gnones until--

He withdrew, it was an unconscious habit, touching mnds that were sensitive, but with children it
was definitely unfair. Wth adult Baldies it was sinply the instinctive gesture of tipping your
hat; one answered or one didn't. The barrier could be erected; there could be a bl ank-out; or
there could be the direct snub of concentration on a single thought, private and not to be

i ntruded on.

A copter with a string of gliders was coming in fromthe south: a freighter |Iaden with frozen
foods from South America, to judge by the markings. Burkhalter made a note to pick up an Argentine
steak. He'd got a new recipe he wanted to try out, a charcoal broil w th barbecue sauce, a wel cone
change fromthe short-wave cooked neats they'd been having for a week. Tomatoes, chile, nmm m what
el se? Ch, yes. The duel with Reilly. Burkhalter absently touched his dagger's hilt and nade a
smal |, nocking sound in his throat. Perhaps he was innately a pacifist. It was rather difficult to
think of a duel seriously, even though everyone el se did, when the details of a barbecue dinner
were prosaic in his nnd.

So it went. The tides of civilization rolled in century-1ong waves across the continents, and each
particul ar wave, though conscious of its participation in the tide, neverthel ess was nore
preoccupi ed with dinner. And, unless you happened to be a thousand feet tall, had the brain of a
god and a god's lifespan, what was the difference? People nmissed a | ot-people |like Venner, who was
certainly a crank, not batty enough to qualify for the asylum but certainly a potential paranoid
type. The man's refusal to wear a wig | abeled himas an individualist, but as an exhibitionist,
too. If he didn't feel ashamed of his hairl essness, why should he

bother to flaunt it? Besides, the man had a bad tenper, and if people kicked himaround, he asked
for it by starting the kicking hinself.

But as for A, the kid was heading for sonething approachi ng delinquency. It couldn't be the

nor mal devel opnment of chil dhood, Burkhalter thought. He didn't pretend to be an expert, but he was
still young enough to remenber his own formative years, and he had had nore handi caps than A had
now, in those days, Bal dies had been very new and very freakish. There'd been nore than one
novenent to isolate, sterilize, or even exterm nate the nutations.

Bur khal ter sighed. If he had been born before the Blowup, it night have been different. |npossible
to say. One could read history, but one couldn't live it. In the future, perhaps, there might be
telepathic libraries in which that woul d be possible. So many opportunities, in fact-and so few
that the world was ready to accept as yet. Eventually Bal dies woul d not be regarded as freaks, and
by that time real progress would be possible.

But people don't make history-Burkhalter thought. Peoples do that. Not the individual

He stopped by Reilly's house again, and this tine the man answered, a burly, freckled, squint-eyed
fellow with i mense hands and, Burkhalter noted, fine nuscular co-ordination. He rested those
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hands on the Dutch door and nodded.

"Who's you, mister?

"My nanme's Burkhalter.'

Conpr ehensi on and wariness |eaped into Reilly's eyes. "Ch. | see. You got ny call?

"l did," Burkhalter said. 'l want to talk to you about it. May | conme in?

'O K ' He stepped back, opening the way through a hall and into a spacious living-room where
diffused light filtered through glassy nosaic walls. 'Want to set the time?

‘I want to tell you you're wong.'

"Now wait a minute,' Reilly said, patting the air. 'My wife's out now, but she gave ne the

straight of it. | don't like this business of sneaking into a man's nind; it's crooked. You should
have told your wife to mnd her business-or keep her tongue quiet.'

Burkhal ter said patiently, 'l give you in ny word, Reilly, that Ethel didn't read your wife's

m nd. '

' Does she say so0?

"I ... well, | haven't asked her.’

"Yeah,' Reilly said with an air of triunph.

‘I don't need to. | know her well enough. And . . . well, |I'mBaldy nyself.

"I know you are,' Reilly said. Tor all | know, you may be reading ny mnd now' He hesitated. 'GCet
out of ny house.

like ny privacy. W'll nmeet at dawn tonorrow, if that's satisfactory with you. Now get out." He

seened to have sonmething on his mind, sone ancient nenory, perhaps, that he didn't wi sh exposed.
Bur khal ter nobly resisted the tenptation. 'No Baldy would read--'

"Go on, get out!’

"Listen! You wouldn't have a chance in a duel with ne!

"Do you know how many notches |'ve got?' Reilly asked.

" Ever duel ed a Bal dy?

"I"1l cut the notch deeper tonorrow. GCet out, d'you hear?

Burkhalter, biting his lips, said, 'Man, don't you realize that in a duel | could read your ni nd?
"l don't care . . . what?

"I'd be half a junp ahead of you. No matter how instinctive your actions would be, you'd know t hem
a split second ahead of tine in your mind. And |I'd know all your tricks and weaknesses, too. Your
techni que woul d be an open book to nme. \Watever you thought of---'

"No.' Reilly shook his head. 'Ch, no. You're smart, but it's a phony set-up.'

Bur khal ter hesitated, decided, and swung about, pushing a chair out of the way. 'Take out your

dagger,' he said. 'Leave the sheath snapped on; I'll show you what | nean.
Reilly's eyes widened. 'If you want it now-'
"I don't.' Burkhalter shoved another chair away. He undi pped his dagger, sheath and all, fromhis

belt, and nmade sure the little safety clip was in place. 'W've room enough here. Cone on.'
Scow ing, Reilly took out his own dagger, held it awkwardly, baffled by the sheath, and then
suddenly feinted forward. But Burkhalter wasn't there; he had anticipated, and his own | eather
sheath slid up Reilly's belly.

"That,' Burkhalter said, 'would have ended the fight.'

For answer Reilly snmashed a hard dagger-bl ow down, curving at the last nonment into a throat-
cutting slash. Burkhalter's free hand was already at his throat; his other hand, with the sheathed
dagger, tapped Reilly twice over the heart. The freckles stood out boldly against the pallor of
the larger man's face. But he was not yet ready to concede. He tried a few nore passes, clever,
wel |l -trained cuts, and they failed, because Burkhalter had anticipated them H s |eft hand

i nvari ably covered the spot where Reilly had ained, and which he never struck.

Slowy Reilly let his armfall. He noistened his |lips and swal |l owed. Burkhalter busied hinself
reclipping his dagger in place.

"Burkhalter,' Reilly said, 'you're a devil.'

"Far fromit. I'mjust afraid to take a chance. Do you really think being a Baldy is a snap?
"But, if you can read m nds--'

"How | ong do you think I'd last if |I did any dueling? It would be too nmuch of a set-up. Nobody

woul d stand for it, and 1'd end up dead. | can't duel, because it'd be nurder, and people would
know it was rmurder. |'ve taken a lot of cracks, swallowed a ot of insults, for just that reason
Now, if you like, I'll swallow another and apologize. |I'll adnit anything you say. But | can't
duel with you, Reilly.’

"No, | can see that. And-1'mglad you cane over." Reilly was still white. Td have wal ked ri ght
into a set-up.'

"Not my set-up,' Burkhalter said. 'l wouldn't have duel ed. Baldies aren't so |ucky, you know.
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They' ve got handi caps-like this. That's why they can't afford to take chances and antagoni ze
peopl e, and why we never read nminds, unless we're asked to do so.'

"It makes sense. More or less.' Reilly hesitated. 'Look, | withdraw that challenge. O K ?

' Thanks,' Burkhalter said, putting out his hand. It was taken rather reluctantly. '"We'll leave it
at that, eh?

"Right." But Reilly was still anxious to get his guest out of the house.

Bur khal t er wal ked back to the Publishing Center and whistled tunelessly. He could tell Ethel now,
in fact, he had to, for secrets between them woul d have broken up the conpl eteness of their
telepathic intimacy. It was not that their minds lay bare to each other, it was, rather, that any
barrier could be sensed by the other, and the perfect rapport wouldn't have been so perfect.
Curiously, despite this utter intinmcy, husband and wi fe nanaged to respect one another's privacy.
Et hel m ght be sonewhat distressed, but the trouble had bl owmn over, and, besides, she was a Bal dy
too. Not that she |ooked it, with her wig of fluffy chestnut hair and those | ong, curving |ashes.
But her parents had |ived east of Seattle during the Bl owp, and afterward, too, before the hard
radi ation's effects had been thoroughly studied.

The snowwi nd bl ew down over Mddoc and fled southward al ong the Utah Valley. Burkhalter w shed he
was in his copter, alone in the blue enptiness of the sky. There was a quiet, strange peace up
there that no Baldy ever quite achieved on the earth's surface, except in the depths of a

wi | derness. Stray fragnents of thoughts were always flying about, subsensory, but like the al nost-
unheard whi sper of a needl e on a phonograph record, never ceasing. That, certainly, was why al npst
all Baldies loved to fly and were expert pilots. The high waste deserts of the air were their blue
herm t ages.

Still, he was in Mbdoc now, and overdue for his interviewwth

Quayl e. Burkhalter hastened his steps. In the main hall he net Mon, said briefly and cryptically
that he'd taken care of the duel, and passed on, leaving the fat man to stare a question after
him The only visor call was fromEthel; the playback said she was worried about A, and would

Burkhal ter check with the school. Well, he had al ready done se-unless the boy had managed to get
into nore trouble since then. Burkhalter put in a call and reassured hinself. A was as yet
unchanged.

He found Quayle in the sane private solarium and thirsty. Burkhalter ordered a couple of
dranmzowi es sent up, sincere had no objection to | oosening Quayle's inhibitions. The gray-haired
aut hor was imrersed in a sectional historical globe map, illuminating each epochal layer in turn
as he searced back through tine.

"Watch this,' he said, running his hand along the row of buttons. 'See how the German border
fluctuates?' It fluctuated, finally vanishing entirely as seninodern tinmes were reached. 'And
Portugal . Notice its zone of influence? Now-' The zone shrank steadily from 1600 on, while other
countries shot out radiating |ines and assumed sea power.

Bur khal ter sipped his dranzowie. 'Not nuch of that now'

"No, since . . . what's the matter?

' How do you nean?

"You | ook shot.'

"l didn't know | showed it,' Burkhalter said wyly. 'l just finagled ny way out of a duel.'
"That's one custom | never saw much sense to,' Qayle said. 'Wat happened? Since when can you
finagle out?

Bur khal ter expl ained, and the witer took a drink and snorted. 'Wat a spot for you. Being a Baldy
isn't such an advantage after all, | guess.'

"It has distinct disadvantages at tines.' On inpulse Burkhalter nentioned his son. 'You see ny
point, eh? | don't know, really, what standards to apply to a young Baldy. He is a nutation, after
all. And the telepathic nmutation hasn't had tinme to work out yet. W can't rig up controls,
because guinea pigs and rabbits won't breed tel epaths. That's been tried, you know. And-well, the
child of a Baldy needs very special training so he can cope with his ultimte maturity.

"You seemto have adjusted well enough.'’

"I've-learned. As nobst sensible Baldies have. That's why I'mnot a wealthy nman, or in politics.
We're really buying safety for our species by foregoing certain individual advantages. Hostages to
destiny-and destiny spares us. But we get paid too, in a way. In the coinage of future benefits-
negative benefits, really, for we ask only to be spared and accepted-and so we have to deny
ourselves a |lot of present, positive benefits. An appeasenent to fate.'

' Payi ng the piper,' Quayl e nodded.

"W are the pipers. The Baldies as a group, | nean. And our children. So it balances; we're really
payi ng ourselves. If | wanted to take unfair advantage of mny telepathic power-nmy son wouldn't |ive
very long. The Bal dies would be wiped out. Al's got to learn that, and he's getting pretty
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antisocial .’

"All children are antisocial,' Quayle pointed out. 'They're utter individualists. | should think
the only reason for worrying would be if the boy's deviation fromthe normwere connected with his
t el epat hi c sense.'

"There's sonmething in that.' Burkhalter reached out |eft-handedly and probed delicately at

Quayl e's mind, noting that the antagoni smwas considerably | essened. He grinned to hinself and
went on tal king about his own troubles. 'Just the same, the boy's father to die nan. Arid an adult
Bal dy has got to be pretty well adjusted, or he's sunk.'

"Environment is as inmportant as heredity. One conplenents the other. If a child' s reared
correctly, he won't have nuch troubl e-unless heredity is involved.'

"As it may be. There's so little known about the telepathic nutation. |If bal dness is one secondary
characteristic, maybe- sonething el se-emerges in the diird or fourth generations. |I'mwondering if
telepathy is really good for the mnd.

Quayl e said, 'Humph. Speaking personally, it nakes ne nervous---'

"Like Reilly.

"Yes,' Quayle said, but he didn't care nuch for the conparison. 'Wll-anyhow, if a nmutation's a
failure, it'll die out. It won't breed true.'

"What about henophilia?

' How many peopl e have henophilia?" Quayle asked. 'I'mtrying to ook at it fromthe angle of a
psychohi storian. If there'd been telepaths in the past, things night have been different.'

"How do you know there weren't?' Burkhalter asked.

Quayl e blinked. "Oh. Well. That's true, too. In nedieval tinmes they'd have been called w zards-or
sai nts. The Duke- Rhi ne experinents-but such accidents would have been abortive. Nature fools
around trying to hit the ... ah ... the jackpot, and she doesn't always do it on the first try.

'She nmay not have done it now.' That was habit speaking, the ingrained caution of nopdesty.

'Tel epathy may be nerely a sem -successful try at sonething pretty uni magi nable. A sort of four-
di mensi onal sensory concept, nmaybe.’

"That's too abstract for ne.' Quayle was interested, and his own hesitancies had al nost vani shed;
by accepting Burkhalter as a telepath, he had tacitly wi ped away his objections to tel epathy per
se. 'The old-tine Germans al ways had an idea they were

different; so did the ... ah ... what was that Oiental race? They had the islands off the China
coast ?'

' The Japanese,' said Burkhalter, who had a good menory for trifles.

"Yes. They knew, very definitely, that they were a superior race because they were directly
descended from gods. They were short in stature; heredity made them sel f-consci ous when deal i ng
with larger races. But the Chinese aren't tall, the Southern Chinese, and they weren't handi capped
in that way.

" Envi ronnment, then?

" Envi ronnment, which caused propaganda. The . . . ah . di e Japanese took Buddhism and altered
it conpletely into Shinto, to suit their own needs. The samurai, warrior-knights, were the ideals,
the code of honor was fascinatingly cockeyed. The principle of Shinto was to worship your
superiors and subjugate your inferiors. Ever seen the Japanese jewel -trees?

T don't renenber them What are they?

"Mniature replicas of espaliered trees, nmade of jewels, wi di trinkets hanging on the branches.
Including a mirror-always. The first jewel-tree was nade to |lure the Mon-goddess out of a cave
where she was sulking. It seens the |ady was so intrigued by the trinkets and by her face
reflected in the mrror that she cane out of her hideout. Al the Japanese norals were dressed up
in pretty clothes; that was the bait. The ol d-tune Germans did nmuch die same thing. The |ast
German dictator, Poor Hitler they called himl forget why, but there was sone reason-he revived
the old Siegfried | egend. It was racial paranoia. The Gernmans worshi pped di e house-tyrant, not die
nmot her, and diey had extrenmely strong famly ties. That extended to the state. They synbolized
Poor Hitler as their All-Father, and so eventually we got the Blowp. And, finally, nutations.'
"After the deluge, ne,' Burkhalter nmurnured, finishing his dranzowi e. Quayle was staring at
not hi ng.

"Funny,' he said after a while. 'This All-Father business--'

' Yes?'

"I wonder if you know how powerfully it can affect a man?

Burkhalter didn't say anything. Quayle gave hima sharp gl ance.

"Yes,' the witer said quietly. "You're a nman, after all. | owe you an apol ogy, you know.'
Burkhalter smled. 'You can forget that.'
"I'd radier not,' Quayle said. 'I've just realized, pretty suddenly, that the tel epathic sense
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isn't so inportant. | mean-it doesn't nake you different. |'ve been talking to you--'
"Sometinmes it takes people years before they realize what you're finding out,' Burkhalter
remarked. 'Years of living and working with something they think of as a Baldy."

"Do you know what |'ve been concealing in my mnd? Quayle asked.

"No. | don't."

"You lie like a gentleman. Thanks. Well, here it is, and I'mtelling you by choice, because | want
to. | don't care if you got the information out of my nmind already; | just want to tell you of mny
own free will. My father ... | inmagine | hated him. . . was a tyrant, and | renenber one tine,
when | was just a kid and we were in the nountains, he beat ne and a | ot of people were | ooking
on. I've tried to forget that for a long tine. Now - Quayle shrugged-'it doesn't seemquite so

i mportant.'

Tm not a psychol ogi st,' Burkhalter said. 'If you want my personal reaction, |I'll just say that it

doesn't matter. You're not a little boy any nore, and the guy I'mtalking to and working with is
the adult Quayle.'

"Hnmm Ye-es. | suppose | knew that all al ong-how uninportant it was, really. It was sinply
having ny privacy violated. ... | think I know you better now, Burkhalter. You can-walk in.'
"We'll work better,' Burkhalter said, grinning. 'Especially with Darius.'

Quayle said, '"I'Il try not to keep any reservation in ny mnd. Frankly, | won't mind telling you-

the answers. Even when they're personal .’

' Check on that. D you want to tackle Darius now?"

'O K ," Quayle said, and his eyes no |longer held suspicious wariness. 'Darius | identify with my
fat her--'

It was snooth and successful. That afternoon they acconplished nore than they had during the
entire previous fortnight. WVarmwi th satisfaction on nore than one point, Burkhalter stopped off
to tell Dr. Mon that matters were | ooking up, and then set out toward home, exchanging thoughts
with a couple of Baldies, his co-workers, who were knocking off for the day. The Rockies were

bl oody with the western |light, and the cool ness of the wind was pl easant on Burkhalter's cheeks,
as he hi ked honewar d.

It was fine to be accepted. It proved that it could be done. And a Bal dy often needed reassurance,
in a world peopled by suspicious strangers. Quayle had been a hard nut to crack, but- Burkhalter
smil ed.

Et hel woul d be pleased. In a way, she'd had a harder tine than he'd ever had. A worman woul d,
naturally. Men were desperately anxious to keep their privacy unviolated by a woman, and as for
non- Bal dy worren-wel |, it spoke highly for Ethel's gl owi ng personal charmthat she had finally been
accepted by the clubs and fem nine groups of Mbdoc. Only Burkhalter knew Ethel's desperate hurt at
bei ng bal d, and not even her husband had ever seen her unw gged.

Hi s thought reached out before himinto the | ow, double-w nged house on the hillside, and
interlocked with hers in a warmintimcy. It was sonething nore than a kiss. And, as always, there
was the exciting sense of expectancy, nounting and mounting till the |ast door swung open and they
touched physically. This, he thought, is why | was born a Baldy; this is worth |l osing worlds for.
At dinner that rapport spread out to enbrace A, an intangi ble, deeply-rooted sonething that nade
the food taste better and the water |ike wine. The word hone, to tel epaths, had a meani ng that non-
Bal di es could not entirely conprehend, 'for it enbraced a bond they could not know. There were

smal |, intangi bl e caresses.

G een Man going down the Great Red Slide; the Shaggy Dwarfs trying to harpoon himas he goes.
"Al,'" Ethel said, "are you still working on your Green Man?

Then sonething utterly hateful and cold and deadly quivered silently in the air, like an icicle

j aggedl y smashi ng through gol den, fragile glass. Burkhalter dropped his napkin and | ooked up

prof oundly shocked. He felt Ethel's thought shrink back, and swiftly reached out to touch and
reassure her with nmental contact. But across the table the little boy, his cheeks still round with
the fat of babyhood, sat silent and wary, realizing he had bl undered, and seeking safety in
conplete immbility. Hs mnd was too weak to resist probing, he knew, and he remai ned perfectly
still, waiting, while the echoes of a thought hung poi sonously in silence.

Burkhal ter said, 'Come on, Al.' He stood up. Ethel started to speak

"Wait, darling. Put up a barrier. Don't listen in.' He touched her mind gently and tenderly, and
then he took Al's hand and drew the boy after himout into the yard. Al watched his father out of
wi de, alert eyes.

Bur khal ter sat on a bench and put Al beside him He tal ked audibly at first, for clarity's sake,
and for another reason. It was distinctly unpleasant to trick the boy's feeble guards down, but it
was necessary.

"That's a very queer way to think of your nother,' he said. 'It's a queer way to think of ne.’
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bscenity is nore obscene, profanity nore profane, to a telepathic mnd, but this had been neither
one. It had been-cold and nalignant.

And this is flesh of nmy flesh, Burkhalter thought, |ooking at the boy and renenbering the eight
years of his growth. Is the nutation to turn into sonething devilish?

Al was silent.

Bur khal ter reached into the young mnd. A tried to twist free and escape, but his father's strong
hands gripped him Instinct, not reasoning, on the boy's part, for minds can touch over |ong

di st ances.

He did not like to do this, for increased sensibility had gone with sensitivity, and viol ations
are always violations. But ruthless-ness was required. Burkhalter searched. Sonetinmes he threw key
words violently at A, and surges of nenory pul sed up in response.

In the end, sick and nauseated, Burkhalter let Al go and sat al one on the bench, watching the red
light die on the snow peaks. The whiteness was red-stained. But it was not too |late. The nan was
a fool, had been a fool fromthe beginning, or he would have known the inpossibility of attenpting
such a thing as this.

The conditioning had only begun. A could be reconditioned. Burkhalter's eyes hardened. And woul d
be. And woul d be. But not yet, not until the imrmediate furious anger had given place to synpathy
and under st andi ng.

Not vyet.

He went into the house, spoke briefly to Ethel, and televised the dozen Bal dies who worked with
himin the Publishing Center. Not all of themhad families, but none was nissing when, half an
hour later, they net in the back room of the Pagan Tavern downtown. Sam Shane had caught a
fragment of Burkhalter's knowl edge, and all of themread his enotions. Wl ded into a synpathetic
unit by their telepathic sense, they waited till Burkhalter was ready.

Then he told them It didn't take long, via thought. He told them about the Japanese jewel-tree
with its glittering gadgets, a shining lure. He told them of racial paranoia and propaganda. And
that the nost effective propaganda was sugar-coated, disguised so that the notive was hi dden

A Green Man, hairless, heroic-synbolic of a Baldy.

And wi |l d, exciting adventures, the lure to catch the young fish whose plastic ninds were

i mpr essi onabl e enough to be led along the roads of dangerous nmadness. Adult Baldies could |isten
but they did not; young tel epaths had a higher threshold of nental receptivity, and adults do not
read the books of their children except to reassure thenselves that there is nothing harnful in
the pages. And no adult would bother to listen to the G een Man m ndcast. Mst of them had
accepted it as the original daydream of their own children.

"l did," Shane put in. "My girls--'

"Trace it back,' Burkhalter said. 'l did.'

The dozen ninds reached out on the higher frequency, the children's wavel ength, and sonethi ng
jerked away fromthem startled and apprehensive.

'"He's the one," Shane nodded.

They did not need to speak. They went out of the Pagan Tavern in a compact, om nous group, and
crossed the street to the

general store. The door was |ocked. Two of the men burst it open with their shoul ders.

They went through the dark store and into a back room where a nan was standi ng besi de an
overturned chair. His bald skull gleaned in an overhead light. H's nouth worked inpotently.

H s thought pleaded with themwas driven back by an inplacabl e deadly wall

Burkhal ter took out his dagger. Other slivers of steel glittered for a little while---

And wer e quenched.

Venni ng' s scream had | ong since stopped, but his dying thought of agony lingered within
Burkhalter's mind as he wal ked honeward. The wi gl ess Bal dy had not been insane, no. But he had
been par anoi dal

What he had tried to conceal, at the last, was quite shocking. A tremendous, tyrannical egotism
and a furious hatred of non-telepaths. A feeling of self-justification that was, perhaps, insane
And-we are the Future! The Bal dies! God nade us to rule | esser nen!

Bur khal ter sucked in his breath, shivering. The nutation had not been entirely successful. One
group had adjusted, the Bal dies who wore wi gs and had becone fitted to their environnent. One
group had been insane, and coul d be discounted; they were in asyl uns.

But the m ddl e group were nerely paranoid. They were not insane, and they were not sane. They wore
no wgs.

Li ke Yenni ng.

And Yenni ng had sought disciples. Hs attenpt had been foredooned to failure, but he had been one
nan.
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One Bal dy- par anoi d.

There were ot hers, many ot hers.

Ahead, nestled into the dark hillside, was the pale blotch that narked Burkhalter's hone. He sent
his thought ahead, and it touched Ethel's and paused very briefly to reassure her

Then it thrust on, and went into the sleeping nind of a little boy who, confused and ni serabl e,
had finally cried hinself to sleep. There were only dreans in that mind now, a little discol ored,
alittle stained, but they could be cleansed. And woul d be.

THE PI PER S SON

THE Green Man was clinbing the glass nountains, and hairy, gnom sh faces peered at himfrom
crevices. This was only another step in the Green Man's endl ess, exciting odyssey. He'd had a
great many adventures already-in the Flame Country, anong the Di nmension Changers, with the Cty
Apes 'who sneered endlessly while their blunt, clunsy fingers funbled at deathrays. The trolls,
however, were nmasters of magic, and were trying to stop the Green Man with spells. Little

whirlwi nds of force spun underfoot, trying to trip the Geen Man, a figure of narvel ous nuscul ar
devel opnent, handsone as a god, and hairless fromhead to foot, glistening pale green. The
whirlwi nds forned a fascinating pattern. If you could thread a precarious path anong them avoi di ng
the pal e yell ow ones especially-you could get through

And the hairy gnones watched malignantly, jealously, fromtheir crannies in the glass crags.

Al Burkhal ter, having recently achieved the nature status of eight full years, |ounged under a
tree and nasticated a grass blade. He was so imersed in his daydreans that his father had to
nudge his side gently to bring conprehension into the half-closed eyes. It was a good day for
dream ng, anyway-a hot sun and a cool w nd blowi ng down fromthe white Sierra peaks to the east.
Timothy grass sent its faintly nusty fragrance along the channels of air, and Ed Burkhal ter was
gl ad that his son was second-generation since the Blowp. He hinself had been born ten years after
the | ast bonb had been dropped, but secondhand nenories can be pretty bad too.

"Hello, Al," he said, and the youth vouchsafed a half-Iidded gl ance of tol erant acceptance.

"Hi, Dad."

"Want to cone downtown with ne?"

"Nope," Al said, relaxing instantly into his stupor.

Burkhalter raised a figurative eyebrow and half turned. On an inpul se, then, he did sonething he
rarely did without the tacit perm ssion of the other party; he used his telepathic

power to reach into Al's mnd. There was, he admtted to hinmself, a certain hesitancy, a
subconsci ous unwi |l i ngness on his part, to do this, even though Al had pretty well outgrown the
nasty, inhuman form essness of mental babyhood. There had been a time when Al's mind had been
quite shocking in its alienage. Burkhalter remenbered a few abortive experinments he had nmade
before Al's birth; few fathers-to-be could resist the tenptation to experinent with enbryonic
brains, and that had brought back ni ghtnmares Burkhalter had not had since his youth. There had
been enornous rolling masses, and an appal ling vastness, and other things. Prenatal nenories were
ticklish, and should be left to .qualified menonic psychol ogi sts.

But now Al was maturing, and daydreaning, as usual, in bright colors. Burkhalter, reassured, felt
that he had fulfilled his duty as a nonitor and left his son still eating grass and rumi nating.
Just the sane there was a sudden softness inside of him and the aching, futile pity he was apt to
feel for helpless things that were as yet unqualified for conflict with that extraordinarily
conpl i cated business of living. Conflict, conpetition, had not died out when war abolished itself;
t he busi ness of adjustnent even to one's surroundings was a conflict, " and conversation a duel
Wth A, too, there was a double problem Yes, |anguage was in effect a tariff wall, and a Bal dy
coul d appreciate that thoroughly, since the wall didn't exist between Bal dies.

Wal ki ng down the rubbery walk that led to town center, Burkhalter grinned wyly and ran | ean
fingers through his well-kept wig. Strangers were very often surprised to know that he was a

Bal dy, a telepath. They | ooked at himw th wondering eyes, too courteous to ask howit felt to be
a freak, but obviously avid. Burkhalter, who knew dipl omacy, would be quite willing to | ead the
conversati on.

"My folks lived near Chicago after the Bl owup. That was why."

"Ch." Stare. "lI'd heard that was why so many-" Startled pause.

"Freaks or nmutations. There were both. | still don't know which class | belong to," he'd add

di sarmingly.

"You're no freak!" They did protest too nuch.

"Wl |, sone mghty queer specinmens cane out of the radio-active-affected areas around the bonb-
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targets. Funny things happened to the germplasm Mst of 'emdied out; they

couldn't reproduce; but you'll still find a few creatures in sanitariuns-two heads, you know. And
so on."

Nevert hel ess they were always ill-at-ease. "You nean you can read ny m nd- now?"

"I could, but I"'mnot. It's hard work, except with another telepath. And we Bal dies-well, we

don't, that's all." A man wi th abnormal nuscl e devel opnent woul dn't go around knocki ng peopl e
down. Not unless he wanted to be nobbed. Bal di es were al ways sneakingly conscious of a hidden

peril: lynch law. And wi se Baldies didn't even inply that they had an... extra sense. They just
said they were different, and let it go at that.
But one question was always inplied, though not always nentioned. "If | were a telepath, 1'd..

how much do you nake a year?"

They were surprised at the answer. A nindreader certainly could make a fortune, if he wanted. So
why did Ed Burkhalter stay a semantics expert in Mdoc Publishing Town, when a trip to one of the
sci ence towns woul d enable himto get hold of secrets that would get hima fortune?

There was a good reason. Self-preservation was part of it. For which reason Burkhalter, and many
like him wore toupees. Though there were nmany Bal di es who did not.

Mbdoc was a twin town with Pueblo, across the nountain barrier south of the waste that had been
Denver. Puebl o held the presses, photolinotypes, and the machines that turned scripts into books,
after Mbdoc had dealt with them There was a helicopter distribution fleet at Pueblo, and for the
| ast week A dfield, the nanager, had been demandi ng the manuscript of "Psychohistory," turned out
by a New Yal e man who had got trenmendously involved in past enotional problens, to the detrinment
of literary clarity. The truth was that he distrusted Burkhalter. And Burkhalter, neither a priest
nor a psychol ogi st, had to becone both without admitting it to the confused author of

"Psychohi story."

The spraw i ng buildings of the publishing house | ay ahead and below, nore like a resort than
anything nore utilitarian. That had been necessary. Authors were peculiar people, and often it was
necessary to induce themto take hydrotherapic treatnents before they were in shape to work out
their books with the semantic experts. Nobody was going to bite them but they didn't realize
that, and either cowered in corners, terrified, or else blustered their way around, using

| anguage few coul d understand. Jem Quayl e, author of "Psy-chohistory," fitted into neither group;
he was sinply baffled by the intensity of his own research. H s personal history had qualified him
too well for enotional involvermrents with the past-and that was a serious matter when a thesis of
this particular type was in progress. *

Dr. Moon, who was on the Board, sat near the south entrance, eating an apple which he peel ed
carefully with his silver-hilted dagger. Mon was fat, short, and shapel ess; he didn't have nuch
hair, but he wasn't a telepath; Baldies were entirely hairless. He gul ped and waved at Burkhal ter
"BEd ... urp... want to talk to you."

"Sure," Burkhalter said, agreeably conming to a standstill and rocking on his heels. I|ngrained
habit made himsit down beside the Boardman; Bal dies, for obvious reasons, never stood up when non-
tel epaths were sitting. Their eyes met now on the sane |evel. Burkhalter said, "Wat's up?”

"The store got sonme Shasta apples flown in yesterday. Better tell Ethel to get sone before they're
sold out. Here." Moon watched his conpanion eat a chunk, and nod.

"Good. 1'lIl have her get some. The copter's laid up for today, though; Ethel pulled the wong
gadget . "
"Fool proof," Moon said bitterly. "Huron's turning out sone sweet nodels these days; |'mgetting mny

new one from M chigan. Listen, Pueblo called ne this norning on Quayle's book."
"adfield?"
"Qur boy," Moon nodded. "He says can't you send over even a few chapters."

Bur khal ter shook his head. "I don't think so. There are some abstracts right in the beginning that
just have to be clarified, and Quayle is-" He hesitated.
"\What ?"

Bur khal ter thought about the Oedi pus conplex he'd uncovered in Quayle's mnd, but that was
sacrosanct, even though it kept Quayle frominterpreting Darius with cold logic. "He's got nuddy
thinking in there. | can't pass it; | tried it on three readers yesterday, and got different
reactions fromall of them So far 'Psychohistory' is all things to all nmen. The critics would

| ambaste us if we released the book as is. Can't you string Adfield along for a while |onger?"

"Maybe, " Moon said doubtfully. "I've got a subjective novella | could rush over. It's light
vicarious eroticism and that's harm ess; besides, it's semantically O K 'd. W' ve been
holding it up for an artist, but I can put Duman on it. |I'Il do that, yeah. I'll shoot the script

over to Pueblo and he can nake the plates later. Anerry life we |ead, Ed."
"Alittle too nmerry sonetines," Burkhalter said. He got up, nodded, and went in search of Quayl e,
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who was rel axi ng on one of the sun decks.

Quayle was a thin, tall man with a worried face and the abstract air of an unshelled tortoise. He
lay on his flexiglass couch, direct sunlight toasting himfromabove, while the reflected rays
sneaked up on him from bel ow, through the transparent crystal. Burkhalter pulled off his shirt and
dropped on a sunner beside Quayle. The author glanced at Burkhalter's hairless chest and half-
formed revulsion rose in him A Baldy ... no privacy ... none of his business ... fake eyebrows
and | ashes; he's still a-

Sonet hi ng ugly, at that point.

Di pl omatically Burkhalter touched a button, and on a screen overhead a page of "Psychohistory"
appear ed, enlarged and easily readable. Quayl e scanned the sheet. It had code notations on it,
made by the readers, recognized by Burkhalter as varied reactions to what should have been
straight-line explanations. If three readers had got three different meanings out of that

par agraph-wel I, what did Quayle nean? He reached delicately into the m nd, conscious of useless
guards erected against intrusion, * nmud barricades over which his nmental eye stole like a
searching, quiet wind. No ordinary nman could guard his nind against a Baldy. But Baldies could
guard their privacy against intrusion by other telepaths -adults, that is. There was a psychic
sel ector band, a-

Here it came. But nuddled a bit. Darius: that wasn't sinply a word; it wasn't a picture, either
it was really a second life. But scattered, fragmentary. Scraps of scent and sound, and nenories,
and enotional reactions. Adnmiration and hatred. A burning inpotence. A black tornado, snelling of
pi ne, roaring across a map of Europe and Asia. Pine scent stronger now, and horrible humliation
and renmenbered pain ... eyes ... Get out!

Bur khal ter put down the dictograph nmout hpi ece and | ay | ooking up through the darkened eye-shells

he had donned. "I got out as soon as you wanted nme to," he said. "I"'mstill out."

Quayl e lay there, breathing hard. "Thanks," he said. "Apologies. Wy you don't ask a duello-"

"I don't want to duel with you," Burkhalter said. "I've

never put bl ood on ny dagger in ny life. Besides, | can see your side of it. Renenber, this is ny
job, M. Quayle, and I've learned a |l ot of things-that |'ve forgotten again."

"It's intrusion, | suppose. | tell nyself that it doesn't matter, but ny privacy-is inportant."
Burkhal ter said patiently, "W can keep trying it fromdifferent angles until we find one that
isn't too private. Suppose, for exanple, | asked you if you admired Darius."

Admiration ... and pine scent... and Burkhalter said quickly, "lI"mout. O K ?"

"Thanks," Quayle muttered. He turned on his side, away fromthe other man. After a noment he said,
"That's silly- turning over, | nean. You don't have to see ny face to know what |'mthinking."
"You have to put out the welconme mat before | walk in," Burkhalter told him

"I guess | believe that. |'ve net sone Bal dies, though, that were... that | didn't like."
"There's a lot on that order, sure. | know the type. The ones who don't wear w gs."

Quayl e said, "They'll read your nmind and enbarrass you just for the fun of it. They ought to be-
taught better."

Burkhalter blinked in the sunlight. "Well, M. Quayle, it's this way. A Baldy's got his problens,
too. He's got to orient hinself to a world that isn't telepathic; and | suppose a | ot of Baldies
rather feel that they're letting their specialization go to waste. There are jobs a man like ne is
suited for-"

"Man!" He caught the scrap of thought from Quayle. He ignored it, his face as always a nobile
mask, and went on

"Semantics have always been a problem even in countries speaking only one tongue. A qualified
Baldy is a swell interpreter. And, though there aren't any Bal dies on the detective forces, they
often work with the police. It's rather |ike being a machine that can do only a few things."

"A few things nore than humans can," Quayl e said.

Sure, Burkhalter thought, if we could conpete on equal footing with nontel epathic humanity. But
woul d blind nmen trust one who could see? Wuld they play poker with hin? A sudden, deep bitterness
put an unpl easant taste in Burk-halter's nouth. Wiat was the answer? Reservations for Bal di es?

I solati on? And would a nation of blind nen trust those with vision enough for that? O would they
be dusted

of f-the sure cure, the check-and-bal ance systemthat made war an inpossibility.

He renenbered when Red Bank had been dusted off, and naybe that had been justified. The town was
getting too big for its boots, and personal dignity was a vital factor; you weren't willing to

| ose face as |long as a dagger swung at your belt. Sinmlarly, the thousands upon thousands of
little towns that covered Anerica, each with its pecular specialty -helicopter manufacture for
Huron and M chi gan, vegetable farm ng for Conoy and Di ego, textiles and education and art and
machi nes-each little town had a wary eye on all the others. The science and research centers were
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alittle larger; nobody objected to that, for technicians never made war except under pressure;
but few of the towns held nore than a few hundred fanilies. It was check-and-bal ance in nobst
efficient degree; whenever a town showed signs of wanting to becone a city-thence, a capital
thence, an inperialistic enpire-it was dusted off. Though that had not- happened for a | ong while.
And Red Bank ni ght have been a ni st ake.

Geopolitically it was a fine set-up; sociologically it was acceptable, but brought necessary
changes. There was subconsci ous swashbuckling. The rights of the individual had beconme nore highly
regarded as decentralization took place. And nen | earned.

They |l earned a nonetary system based primarily upon barter. They learned to fly; nobody drove
surface cars. They | earned new things, but they did not forget the Bl owup, and in secret places
near every town were hidden the bonbs that could utterly and fantastically extern nate a town, as
such bonbs had extermi nated the cities during the Bl owp.

And everybody knew how to make t hose bonbs. They were beautifully, terribly sinple. You could find
the ingredients anywhere and prepare them easily. Then you could take your helicopter over a town,
drop an egg overside-and perform an erasure.

Qutside of the wilderness nal contents, the nal adjusted people found in every race, nobody kicked.
And the roam ng tribes never raided and never banded together in |large groups-for fear of an
erasure.

The artisans were mal adj usted too, to sonme degree, but they weren't antisocial, so they lived
where they wanted and painted, wote, conposed, and retreated into their own private worlds. The
scientists, equally maladjusted in other lines, retreated to their slightly larger towns, banding
together in

smal | universes, and turned out remarkabl e technical achi evenments.

And t he Bal di es-found jobs where they coul d.

No nontel epath woul d have viewed the world environnent quite as Burkhalter did: He was abnormally
consci ous of the human el enent, attaching a deeper, nore profound significance to those hunan

val ues, undoubtedly because he saw nmen in nore than the ordinary di nensions. And al so, in a way-
and inevitably-he | ooked at humanity from outsi de.

Yet he was human. The barrier that tel epathy had raised nade nmen suspicious of him nobre so than
if he had had two heads-then they could have pitied. As it was-

As it was, he adjusted the scanner until new pages of the typescript canme flickering into view
above. "Say when," he told Quayl e.

Quayl e brushed back his gray hair. "I feel sensitive all over," he objected. "After all, |I've been
under a considerable strain correlating nmy material."
"Well, we can al ways postpone publication.” Burkhalter threw out the suggestion casually, and was

pl eased when Quayle didn't nibble. He didn't like to fail, either

"No. No, | want to get the thing done now "

"Mental catharsis-" e>e

"Well, by a psychol ogi st, perhaps. But not by-"

"-a Baldy. You know that a | ot of psychol ogists have Bal dy hel pers. They get good results, too."

Quayl e turned on the tobacco snoke, inhaling slowy. "I suppose... |I've not had nmuch contact with
Bal dies. Or too nmuch-without selectivity. | saw some in an asylumonce. |'mnot being of fensive,
am | ?"

"No," Burbhalter said. "Every mutation can run too close to the line. There were lots of failures.
The hard radiati ons brought about one true mutation: hairless telepaths, but they didn't all hew
true to the line. The m nd' s a queer gadget-you know that. It's a colloid balancing, figuratively,
on the point of a pin. If there's any flaw, telepathy's apt to bring it out. So you'll find that
the Bl owp caused a hell of a lot of insanity. Not only anong the Bal dies, but anong the other

nmut ati ons that devel oped then. Except that the Baldies are al nost always paranoidal ."

"And denentia praecox," Quayle said, finding relief fromhis own enbarrassment in turning the
spot | i ght on Burkhal ter.

"And d. p. Yeah. Wen a confused nmind acquires the tele-

pathic instinct-a hereditary bollixed mind-it can't handle it all. There's disorientation. The
paranoia group retreat into their own private worlds, and the d. p.'s sinply don't realize that
this world exists. There are distinctions, but | think that's a valid basis."

"In a way," Quayle said, "it's frightening. | can't think of any historical parallel."

"No. "

"What do you think the end of it will be?"

"I don't know," Burkhalter said thoughtfully. "I think we'll be assinilated. There hasn't been

enough tine yet. W're specialized in a certain way, and we're useful in certain jobs."
"If you're satisfied to stay there. The Bal dies who won't wear w gs-"
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"They're so bad-tenpered | expect they'll all be killed off in duels eventually," Burkhalter
smled. "No great loss. The rest of us, we're getting what we want-acceptance. W don't have horns
or halos.”

Quayl e shook his head. "I'mglad, | think, that I"'mnot a telepath. The mind s nysterious enough
anyway, W thout new doors opening. Thanks for letting ne talk. | think |I've got part of it tal ked
out, anyway. Shall we try the script again?"

"Sure," Burkhalter said, and again the procession of pages nickered on the screen above them
Quayl e did seem | ess guarded; his thoughts were nore |lucid, and Burkhalter was able to get at the
true nmeani ng of many of the hitherto nuddy statenents. They worked easily, the telepath dictating
re-phrasings into his dictograph, and only twice did they have tc hurdl e enotional tangles. At
noon t hey knocked off, and Burkhalter, with a friendly nod, took the dropper to his office, where
he found sonme calls listed on the visor. He ran off repeats, and a worried | ook crept into his

bl ue eyes.

He talked with Dr. Mion in a booth at |uncheon. The conversation lasted so long that only the

i nducti on cups kept the coffee hot, but Burkhalter had nore than one problemto discuss. And he'd
known Moon for a long tine. The fat man was one of the few who were not, he thought,

subconsci ously repelled by the fact that Burkhalter was a Bal dy.

"I'"ve never fought a duel inny life, Doc. | can't afford to."

"You can't afford not to. You can't turn down the challenge, Ed. It isn't done."

"But this fellow Reilly-1 don't even know him" "I know of him" Mon said. "He's got a bad
tenper. Dueled a lot."

Bur khal ter slammed his hand down on the table. "Its ridiculous. I won't do it!"

"Well," Moon said practically, "Your wife can't fight him And if Ethel's been reading Ms.

Reilly's mind arid gossiping, Reilly's got a case."

"Don't you think we know the dangers of that?" Burkhalter asked in a | ow voice. "Ethel doesn't go
around reading mnds any nore than | do. It'd be fatal-for us. And for any other Baldy."

"Not the hairless ones. The ones who won't wear w gs. They-"

"They're fools. And they' re giving all the Bal dies a bad nane. Point one, Ethel doesn't read

m nds; she didn't read Ms. Reilly's. Point two, she doesn't gossip."

"La Reilly is obviously an hysterical type," Mon said. "Wrd got around about this scandal
whatever it was, and Ms. Reilly renmenbered she'd seen Ethel lately. She's the type who needs a
scapegoat anyway. | rather imagine she let word drop herself, and had to cover up so her husband
woul dn't bl ane her."

"I"mnot going to accept Reilly's challenge,” Burkhalter said doggedly.

"You'll have to."

"Listen, Doc, naybe-"

"What ?"

"Not hi ng. An idea. It might work. Forget about that; | think |I've got the right answer. It's the
only one, anyway. | can't afford a duel and that's flat."

"You're not a coward."

"There's one thing Baldies are afraid of," Burkhalter said, "and that's public opinion. | happen
to know I'd kill Reilly. That's the reason why |'ve never dueled in ny life."

Moon drank coffee. "Hmmm | think-"

"Don't. There was sonething else. I"'mwondering if |I ought to send Al off to a special school."

"What's wong with the kid?"

"He's turning out to be a beautiful delinquent. Hi s teacher called nme this norning. The pl ayback
was sonet hing to hear.

He's tal king funny and acting funny. Playing nasty little tricks on his friends-if he has any |eft
by now. "

"Al'l kids are cruel."

"Kids don't know what cruelty means. That's why they're cruel; they lack enmpathy. But Al's getting-
" Burkhalter gestured helplessly. "He's turning into a young tyrant. He doesn't seemto give a
care about anything, according to his teacher."

"That's not too abnormal, so far."

"That's not the worst. He's becone very egotistical. Too nuch so. | don't want himto turn into
one of the w gless Baldies you were nentioning." Buckhalter didn't nention the other possibility;
paranoi a, insanity.

"He nmust pick things up somewhere. At honme? Scarcely, Ed. Where el se does he go?"

"The usual places. He's got a nornmal environnent."

"I should think," Mon said, "that a Baldy woul d have unusual opportunities in training a
youngster. The nmental rapport-eh?"
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"Yeah. But-1 don't know. The trouble is," Burkhalter said alnmost inaudibly, "I wish to God

wasn't different. We didn't ask to be telepaths. Maybe it's all very wonderful in the long run,
but 1'm one person, and |I've got ny own microcosm People who deal in |ong-term sociology are apt
to forget that. They can figure out the answers, but it's every individual nan -or Baldy- who's
got to fight his own personal battle while he's alive. And it isn't as clear-cut as a battle. It's
worse; it's the necessity of watching yourself every second, of fitting yoursejf into a world that
doesn't want you."

Moon | ooked unconfortable. "Are you being a little sorry for yourself, Ed?"

Bur khal ter shook hinself. "I am Doc. But I'll work it out."

"We both will," Moon said, but Burkhalter didn't really expect nmuch help fromhim Mon would be
willing, but it was horribly difficult for an ordinary man to conceive that a Bal dy was-the sane.
It was the difference that nen | ooked for, and found.

Anyway, he'd have to settle matters before he saw Ethel again. He could easily conceal the

know edge, but she woul d recognize a nmental barrier and wonder. Their marriage had been the nore

i deal because of the additional rapport, sonething that conpensated for an inevitable, half-sensed
estrangenent fromthe rest of the world.

"How s ' Psychohi story' going?" Mon asked after a while.

"Better than | expected. |'ve got a new angle on Quayl e.

If | talk about nyself, that seenms to draw himout. It gives hi menough confidence to | et himopen
his mind to me. W may have those first chapters ready for A dfield, in spite of everything."
"Good. Just the sane, he can't rush us. If we've got to shoot out books that fast, we mght as
wel | go back to the days of semantic confusion. Wich we won't!"

"Wel | ," Burkhalter said, getting up, "I'll snmoosh al ong. See you."

"About Reilly-"

"Let it lay." Burkhalter went out, heading for the address his visor had listed. He touched the
dagger at his belt. Dueling wouldn't do for Baldies, but-

A greeting thought crept into his nmind, and, under the arch that led into the canpus, he paused to
grin at Sam Shane, a New Ol eans area Bal dy who affected a wig of flam ng red. They didn't bother
to talk.

Personal question, involving mental, noral and physical well-being.

A satisfied glow And you, Burkhalter? For an instant Burkhalter half-saw what the synmbol of his
nane neant to Shane.

Shadow of troubl e.

A warm willing anxi ousness to help. There was a bond between Bal di es.

Bur khal ter thought: But everywhere |'d go there'd be the same suspicion. W' re freaks.

More so el sewhere, Shane thought. There are a lot of us in Mddoc Town. People are invariably nore
suspi cous where they're not in daily contact with-Us.

The boy-1've trouble too, Shane thought. It's worried ne. My two girls-

Del i nquency?

Yes.

Comon denoni nat or s?

Don't know. More than one of Us have had the sane trouble with our kids.

Secondary characteristic of the nutation? Second generation emergence?

Doubt ful , Shane thought, scowing in his mnd, shading his concept with a wavering question. W'|
think it over later. Mist go.

Bur khal ter sighed and went on his way. The houses were strung out around the central industry of
Modoc, and he cut through a park toward his destination. It was a sprawing curved building, but
it wasn't inhabited, so Burkhalter filed Reilly for future reference, and, with a glance at his
timer, angled over a hillside toward the school. As he expected, it was recreation tine, and he
spotted Al |ounging under a tree, sonme distance from his conpani ons, who were involved in a

pl easantly murderous gane of Bl owup.

He sent his thought ahead.

The Green Man had al nbst reached the top of the nountain. The hairy gnones were pelting on his

trail, most unfairly shooting sizzling light-streaks at their quarry, but the G een Man was agile
enough to dodge. The rocks were | eani ng-
n AI i n

-inward, pushed by the gnones, ready to-

"All" Burkhalter sent his thought with the word, jolting into the boy's mnd, a trick he very
sel dom enpl oyed, since youth was practically defensel ess agai nst such invasion

"Hello, Dad," A said, undisturbed. "Wat's up?"

"A report fromyour teacher."
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"I didn't do anything."

"She told ne what it was. Listen, kid. Don't start getting any funny ideas in your head."

"' mnot."

"Do you think a Baldy is better or worse than a non-Bal dy?"

Al noved his feet unconfortably. He didn't answer.

"Well," Burkhalter said, "the answer is both and neither. And here's why. A Baldy can comunicate
nmentally, but he lives in a world where nost people can't."

"They're dunb," Al opined.

"Not so dunb, if they're better suited to their world than you are. You might as well say a frog's
better than a fish because he's an anphi bian." Burkhalter briefly anplified and expl ai ned the
terns tel epathically.

"Well... oh, | get it, all right."

"Maybe, " Burkhalter said slowy, "what you need is a swift kick in the pants. That thought wasn't
so hot. What was it again?"

Al tried to hide it, blanking out. Burkhalter began to lift the barrier, an easy matter for him
but stopped. Al regarded his father in a nost unfilial way-in fact, as a sort of boneless fish.
That had been cl ear

"If you're so egotistical," Burkhalter pointed out, "maybe you can see it this way. Do you know
why there aren't any Baldies in key positions?"

"Sure | do," Al said unexpectedly. "They're afraid."

"OfF what, then?"

"The-" That picture had been very curious, a conm ngling of sonmething vaguely famliar to

Burkhal ter. "The non-Bal dies."

"Well, if we took positions where we coul d take advantage of our telepathic function, non-Bal dies
woul d be plenty envious-especially if we were successes. If a Baldy even invented a better

mouset rap, plenty of people would say he'd stolen the idea fromsone non-Baldy's mnd. You get the
poi nt ?"

"Yes, Dad." But he hadn't. Burkhalter sighed and | ooked up. He recogni zed one of Shane's girls on
a nearby hillside, sitting alone against a boulder. There were other isolated figures here and
there. Far to the east the snowy ranpart of the Rockies made an irregul ar pattern against bl ue
sky.

"Al," Burkhalter said, "I don't want you to get a chip on your shoulder. This is a pretty swel
world, and the people in it are, on the whole, nice people. There's a | aw of averages. It isn't
sensible for us to get too nmuch wealth or power, because that'd mlitate against us-and we don't
need it anyway. Nobody's poor. We find our work, we do it, and we're reasonably happy. W have
sonme advant ages non-Bal dies don't have; in narriage, for exanple. Mental intimacy is quite as

i mportant as physical. But | don't want you to feel that being a Baldy nakes you a god. It

doesn't. | can still," he added thoughtfully, "spank it out of you, in case you care to follow out
that concept in your mind at the nmonent."

Al gul ped and beat a hasty retreat. "I'msorry. | won't do it again.”

"And keep your hair on, too. Don't take your wig off in class. Use the stickumstuff in the

bat hroom cl oset." "Yes, but... M. Venner doesn't wear a wig." "Rem nd ne to do sone historica
research with you on zoot-suiters," Burkhalter said. "M . Venner's wiglessness is probably his
only virtue, if you consider it one." "He nakes npbney."

"Anybody would, in that general store of his. But people don't buy fromhimif they can help it,

you'll notice. That's what | nmean by a chip on your shoulder. He's got one. There

are Baldies |ike Venner, A, but you mght, sonetinme, ask the guy if he's happy. For your
information, | am Mre than Venner, anyway. Catch?"

"Yes, Dad." Al seened submissive, but it was nerely that. Burkhalter, still troubled, nodded and

wal ked away. As he passed near the Shane girl's boul der he caught a scrap: -at the sumit of the
d ass Mountains, rolling rocks back at the gnones until -

He withdrew, it was an unconscious habit, touching mnds that were sensitive, but with children it
was definitely unfair. Wth adult Baldies it was sinply the instinctive gesture of tipping your
hat; one answered or one didn't. The barrier could be erected; there could be a bl ank-out; or
there could be the direct snub of concentration on a single thought, private and not to be

i ntruded on.

A copter with a string of gliders was coming in fromthe south: a freighter |laden with frozen
foods from South Anerica, to judge by the markings. Burkhalter nmade a note to pick up an Argentine
steak. He'd got a new recipe he wanted to try out, a charcoal broil w th barbecue sauce, a wel cone
change fromthe short-wave cooked neats they'd been having for a week. Tonatoes, chile, nmm m what
el se? Ch, yes. The duel with Reilly. Burkhalter absently touched his dagger's hilt and nade a
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smal |, nocking sound in his throat. Perhaps he was innately a pacifist. It was rather difficult to
think of a duel seriously, even though everyone else did, when the details of a barbecue di nner
were prosaic in his mnd.

So it went. The tides of civilization rolled in century-long waves across the continents, and each
particul ar wave, though conscious of its participation in the tide, neverthel ess was nore
preoccupi ed with dinner. And, unless you happened to be a thousand feet tall, had the brain of a
god and a god's life-span, what was the difference? People nmissed a |ot- people |like Venner, who
was certainly a crank, not batty enough to qualify for the asylum but certainly a potenti al
paranoid type. The man's refusal to wear a wig | abel ed himas an individualist, but as an
exhibitionist, too. If he didn't feel ashanmed of his hairlessness, why should he bother to flaunt
it? Besides, the man had a bad tenper, and if people kicked himaround, he asked for it by
starting the kicking hinmself.

But as for A, the kid was heading for sonething approachi ng delinquency. It couldn't be the

nor mal devel opnment of

chi | dhood, Burkhalter thought. He didn't pretend to be an expert, but he was still young enough to
renenber his own formative years, and he had had nore handi caps than Al had now, in those days,
Bal di es had been very new and very freaki sh. There'd been nore than one novenent to isolate,
sterilize, or even exterminate the nutations.

Burkhal ter sighed. If he had been born before the Blowup, it night have been different. Inpossible
to say. One could read history, but one couldn't live it. In the future, perhaps, there might be
telepathic libraries in which that would be possible. So many opportunities, in fact-and so few
that the world was ready to accept as yet. Eventually Bal dies would not be regarded as freaks, and
by that tine real progress would be possible.

But people don't make history-Burkhalter thought. Peoples do that. Not the individual

He stopped by Reilly's house, and this tine the man answered, a burly, freckled, squint-eyed
fellow with i mense hands and, Burkhalter noted, fine muscular co-ordination. He rested those
hands on the Dutch door and nodded.

"Who' re you, nister?"

"My nane's Burkhalter."

Conpr ehensi on and wariness |eaped into Reilly's eyes. "Ch, | see. You got ny call?"

"I did," Burkhalter said. "I want to talk to you about it May | come in?"

"O K. " He stepped back, opening the way through a hall and into a spacious living room where
diffused light filtered through glassy nosiac walls. "Want to set the tinme?"

"l want to tell you you're wong."

"Now wait a mnute," Reilly said, patting the air. "My wife's out now, but she gave ne the

straight of it. | don't like this business of sneaking into a man's mnd; it's crooked. You shoul d
have told your wife to mind her business-or keep her tongue quiet."

Burkhalter said patiently, "I give you ny word, Reilly, that Ethel didn't read your wife's nmind."
"Does she say so?"

"I... well, | haven't asked her."

"Yeah," Reilly said with an air of triunph.

"I don't need to. | know her well enough. And... well, I'ma Baldy nyself."

"I know you are," Reilly said. "For all | know, you may be reading ny mnd now " He hesitated.
"CGet out of ny

house. | like my privacy. W'll neet at dawn tomorrow, if that's satisfactory with you. Now get
out." He seened to have sonething on his mnd, sonme ancient nenory, perhaps, that he didn't w sh

exposed.

Burkhal ter nobly resisted the tenptation. "No Baldy would read-"

"Go on, get out!"

"Li sten! You wouldn't have a chance in a duel with nel"

"Do you know how many notches |'ve got?" Reilly asked.

"Ever duel ed a Bal dy?"

"I'"ll cut the notch deeper tonorrow. Get out, d' you hear?"

Burkhalter, biting his lips, said, "Man, don't you realize that in a duel | could read your m nd?"
"I don't care ... what?"

"I'd be half a junp ahead of you. No matter how instinctive your actions would be, you'd know t hem
a split second ahead of tine in your mind. And |I'd know all your tricks and weaknesses, too. Your
techni que woul d be an open book to nme. Watever you thought of-"

"No." Reilly shook his head. "Oh, no. You're smart, but it's a phony set-up."

Bur khal ter hesitated, decided, and swung about, pushing a chair out of the way. "Take out your
dagger," he said. "Leave the sheath snapped on; I'll show you what | nean."
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Reilly's eyes widened. "If you want it now"

"I don't." Burkhalter shoved another chair away. He un-clipped his dagger, sheath and all, from
his belt, and nade sure the little safety clip was in place. "W' ve room enough here. Cone on."
Scow ing, Reilly took out his own dagger, held it awkwardly, baffled by the sheath, and then
suddenly feinted forward. But Burkhalter wasn't there; he had anticipated, and his own | eat her
sheath slid up Reilly's belly.

"That," Burkhalter said, "would have ended the fight."

For answer Reilly smashed a hard dagger-bl ow down, curving at the |last nmoment into a throat-
cutting slash. Burkhalter's free hand was already at his throat; his other hand, with the sheat hed
dagger, tapped Reilly twice over the heart. The freckles stood out boldly against the pallor of
the larger man's face. But he was not yet ready to concede. He tried a few nore passes, clever
wel |l -trained cuts, and they failed, because Burkhalter had anticipated them H's left hand

i nvari ably covered the spot where Reilly had ained, and which he never struck.

Slowmy Reilly let his armfall. He noistened his Iips and swall owed. Burkhal ter busied hinself
reclipping his dagger in place.

"Burkhalter," Reilly said, "you're a devil.'

"Far fromit. I'mjust afraid to take a chance. Do you really think being a Baldy is a snap?"
"But, if you can read ninds-"

"How |l ong do you think I'd last if | did any dueling? It would be too nuch of a set-up. Nobody

would stand for it, and 1'd end up dead. | can't duel, because it'd be nmurder, and people woul d
know it was nmurder. |'ve taken a lot of cracks, swallowed a ot of insults, for just that reason
Now, if you like, I'll swallow another and apologize. I'll admt anything you say. But | can't
duel with you, Reilly."

"No, | can see that. And-1'mglad you came over." Reilly was still white. "I'd have wal ked ri ght

into a set-up."

"Not my set-up," Burkhalter said. "I wouldn't have dueled. Baldies aren't so |lucky, you know.
They' ve got handicaps- like this. That's why they can't afford to take chances and antagoni ze
peopl e, and why we never read mnds, unless we're asked to do so."

"It nakes sense. More or less."” Reilly hesitated. "Look, | withdraw that chall enge. O K. ?"
"Thanks," Burkhalter, said, putting out his hand. It was taken rather reluctantly. "W'll leave it
at that, eh?"

"Right." But Reilly was still anxious to get his guest out of the house.

Bur khal ter wal ked back to the Publishing Center and whistled tunelessly. He could tell Ethel now,
in fact, he had to, for secrets between them woul d have broken up the conpl eteness of their
telepathic intimacy. It was not that their nminds lay bare to each other, it was, rather, that any
barrier could be sensed by the other, and the perfect rapport wouldn't have been so perfect.
Curiously, despite this utter intinmcy, husband and wi fe nanaged to respect one another's privacy.
Et hel mi ght be sonewhat distressed, but the trouble had bl owmn over, and, besides, she was a Bal dy
too. Not that she |ooked it, with her wig of fluffy chestnut hair and those |ong, curving |ashes.
But her parents had |ived east of Seattle during , the Blowp, and afterward, too, before the hard
radi ation's effects had been thoroughly studied.

The snow wi nd bl ew down over Mddoc and fled sout hward

along the Utah Valley. Burkhalter wi shed he was in his copter, alone in the blue enptiness of the
sky. There was a quiet, strange peace up there that no Baldy ever quite achieved on the earth's
surface, except in the depths of a wilderness. Stray fragnents of thoughts were always flying
about, subsensory, but |ike the al nost-unheard whisper of a needle on a phonograph record, never
ceasing. That, certainly, was why alnost all Baldies loved to fly and were expert pilots. The high
wast e deserts of the air were their blue hermtages.

Still, he was in Mddoc now, and overdue for his interview with Quayle. Burkhalter hastened his
steps. In the main hall he met Moon, said briefly and cryptically that he'd taken care of the
duel , and passed on, leaving the fat nan to stare a question after him The only visor call was
from Ethel; the playback said she was worried about A, and woul d Burkhalter check with the
school. Well, he had already done so-unless the boy had managed to get into nore trouble since
then. Burkhalter put in a call and reassured hinself. Al was as yet unchanged.

He found Quayle in the sane private solarium and thirsty. Burkhalter ordered a couple of
dranzowi es sent up, since he had no objection to | oosening Quayle's inhibitions. The gray-haired
aut hor was imrersed in a sectional historical globe-map, illumnating each epochal layer in turn
as he searched back through timne.

"Watch this," he said, running his hand along the row of buttons. "See how the Gernman border
fluctuates? And Portugal. Notice its zone of influence? Now" The zone shrank steadily from 1600
on, while other countries shot out radiating |ines and assuned sea power.
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Bur khal ter sipped his dranzowi e. "Not nuch of that now "

"No, since... what's the matter?"

"How do you nean?"

"You | ook shot."

"I didn't know | showed it," Burkhalter said wyly. "I just finagled nmy way out of a duel."
"That's one custom | never saw much sense to," Quayle said. "Wat happened? Since when can you
finagle out?"

Bur khal ter expl ained, and the witer took a drink and snorted. "Wat a spot for you. Being a Baldy
isn't such an advantage after all, | guess.”

"I't has distinct disadvantages at tines." On inpulse Burkhalter nmentioned his son. "You see ny
point, eh? | don't

know, really, what standards to apply to a young Baldy. He is a nutation, after all. And the
telepathic nutation hasn't had time to work out yet. We can't rig up controls, because guinea pigs
and rabbits won't breed telepaths. That's been tried, you know. And-well, the child of a Baldy
needs very special training so he can cope with his ultimate maturity."”

"You seemto have adjusted well enough."

"I'"ve-learned. As npbst sensible Baldies have. That's why I"'mnot a wealthy man, or in politics.
We're really buying safety for our species by foregoing certain individual advantages. Hostages to
destiny-and destiny spares us. But we get paid too, in a way. In the coinage of future benefits-
negative benefits, really, for we ask only to be spared and accepted-and so we have to deny
ourselves a |l ot of present, positive benefits. An appeasenent to fate.”

"Payi ng the pipery" Quayle nodded.

"W are the pipers. The Baldies as a group, | nmean. And our children. So it balances; we're really
payi ng ourselves. If | wanted to take unfair advantage of ny tel epathic power

-ny son wouldn't live very long. The Baldies would be wi ped out. Al's got to learn that, and he's
getting pretty antisocial."

"Al'l children are antisocial," Quayle pointed out. "They're utter individualists. | should think
the only reason for worrying would be if the boy's deviation fromthe normwere connected with his
tel epathic sense.”

"There's sonmething in that." Burkhalter reached out |eft-handedly and probed delicately at

Quayl e's mind, noting that the antagoni smwas considerably | essened. He grinned to'hinself and
went on tal king about his own troubles. "Just the same, the boy's father to the man. And an adult
Bal dy has got to be pretty well adjusted, or he's sunk.”

"Environment is as inportant as heredity. One conplenents the other. If a child s reared
correctly, he won't have much troubl e-unless heredity is involved."

"As it nay be. There's so little known about the telepathic mutation. If baldness is one secondary
characteristic, maybe

-sonet hing el se-emerges in the third or fourth generations. |'mwondering if telepathy is really
good for the nmind."

Quayl e said, "Hunmph. Speaking personally, it nmakes nme nervous-" "Like Reilly."

"Yes," Quayle said, but he didn't care nmuch for the conparison. "Well-anyhow, if a nmutation's a

failure, it'll die out. It won't breed true."

"What about henophilia?"

"How many peopl e have henophilia?" Quayle asked. "I'mtrying to .look at it fromthe angle of
psychohi storian. If there'd been telepaths in the past, things night have been different."
"How do you know t here weren't?" Burkhalter asked

Quayl e blinked. "Ch. Well. That's true, too. In nedieval tines they'd have been called w zards-or
sai nts. The Duke- Rhi ne experinents-but such accidents woul d have been abortive. Nature fools
around trying to hit the ... ah... the jackpot, and she doesn't always do it on the first try."

"She may not have done it now. " That was habit speaking, the ingrained caution of nopdesty.

"Tel epathy may be nerely a sem successful try at sonething pretty unimagi nable. A sort of four-
di mensi onal sensory concept, naybe."

"That's too abstract for ne." Quayle was interested, and his own hesitancies had al nost vani shed;
by accepting Burkhalter as a telepath, he had tacitly wi ped away his objections to tel epathy per
se. "The old-tine Germans always had an idea they were different; so did the Japanese. They knew,
very definitely, that they were a superior race because they were directly descended from gods.
They were short in stature; heredity nmade them sel f-consci ous when dealing with | arger races. But
the Chinese aren't tall, the Southern Chinese, and they weren't handi capped in that way."

"Envi ronment, then?"

"Envi ronnment, whi ch caused propaganda. The Japanese took Buddhism and altered it conpletely into
Shinto, to suit then- own needs. The sanurai, warrior-knights, were the ideals, the code of honor
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was fascinatingly cockeyed. The principle of Shinto was to worship your superiors and subjugate
your inferiors. Ever seen the Japanese jewel-trees?"

"l don't renenber them What are they?"

"Mniature replicas of espaliered trees, nmade of jewels, with trinkets hanging on the branches.
Including a mirror- always. The first jewel-tree was nade to lure the Moon-goddess out of a cave
where she was sulking. It seemed the lady was so intrigued by the trinkets and by her face
reflected in the mirror that she cane out of her hideout. Al the Japanese norals were dressed up
in pretty clothes; that was the bait. The old-time Germans did nmuch the sanme thing.

The |l ast Gernman dictator, Hitler, revived the old Siegfried | egend. It was racial paranoia. The
Ger mans wor shi ped the house-tyrant, not the nother, and they had extrenely strong famly ties.
That extended to the state. They synbolized Hitler as their Al-Father, and so eventually we got
the Bl owup. And, finally, nutations."

"After the deluge, me," Burkhalter murmured, finishing his dranzowi e. Quayl e was staring at
not hi ng.
" Funny, '
"Yes?"
"I wonder if you know how powerfully it can affect a man?"
Burkhal ter didn't say anything. Quayle gave hima sharp gl ance.

he said after a while. "This All - Fat her busi ness-"

"Yes," the witer said quietly. "You're a nman, after all. | owe you an apol ogy, you know. "
Burkhalter smiled. "You can forget that."

"I'd rather not," Quayle said. "I've just realized, pretty suddenly, that the tel epathic sense
isn't so inmportant. | mean -it doesn't nake you different. |I've been talking to you-"

"Sonmetines it takes people years before they realize what you're finding out," Burkhalter
remar ked. "Years of living and working with something they think of as a Baldy."
"Do you know what |'ve been concealing in nmy mnd?" Quayl e asked.

"No. | don't."

"You lie like a gentleman. Thanks. Well, here it is, and I'mtelling you by choice, because |I want
to. I don't care if you got the information out of nmy mind already; | just want to tell you of ny
own free will. My father ... | inagine | hated him... was a tyrant, and | renenber one tine, when

| was just a kid and we were in the nmountains, he beat me and a | ot of people were |ooking on
I'"ve tried to forget that for a long tinme. Now'-Quayle shrugged-"it doesn't seemquite so

i mportant.”

"I"mnot a psychol ogist,"” Burkhalter said. "If you want ny personal reaction, I'Il just say that
it doesn't matter. You're not a little boy any nore, and the guy I'"'mtalking to and working with
is the adult Quayle."

"Hmnmm Ye-es. | suppose | knew that all al ong-how uninportant it was, really. It was sinmply
having ny privacy violated.... | think |I know you better now, Burkhalter. You can-walk in."
"We'll work better,"” Burkhalter said, grinning. "Especially with Darius."

Quayl e said, "I'll try not to keep any reservation in ny mnd. Frankly, | won't mnd telling you-

the answers. Even when they're personal.”

"Check on that. D you want to tackle Darius now?"

"O K" Quayle said, and his eyes no |longer held suspicious wariness. "Darius | identify with ny
fat her-"

It was snmooth and successful. That afternoon they acconplished nore than they had during the
entire previous fortnight. Warmwi th satisfaction on nore than one point, Burkhalter stopped off
to tell Dr. Mon that matters were | ooking up, and then set out toward home, exchangi ng thoughts
with a couple of Baldies, his co-workers, who were knocking off for the day. The Rockies were

bl oody with the western |ight, and the cool ness of the wind was pleasant on Burkhalter's cheeks,
as he hi ked homeward.

It was fine 'to be accepted. It proved that it could be done. And a Bal dy often needed
reassurance, in a world peopled by suspicious strangers. Quayle had been a hard nut to crack, but-
Burkhal ter sml ed.

Et hel would be pleased. In a way, she'd had a harder tine than he'd ever had. A worman woul d,
naturally. Men were desperately anxious to keep their privacy unviolated by a wonan, and as for
non- Bal dy wonen-wel |, it spoke highly for Ethel's gl owi ng personal charmthat she had finally been
accepted by the clubs and fem nine groups of Mbdoc. Only Burkhalter knew Ethel's desperate hurt at
bei ng bal d, and not even her husband had ever seen her unw gged.

Hi s thought reached out before himinto the | ow, doubl e-w nged house on the hillside, and
interlocked with hers in a warmintimacy. It was sonething nore than a kiss. And, as always, there
was the exciting sense of expectancy, nounting and nounting till the |ast door swung open and they
touched physically. This, he thought, is why I was born a Baldy; this is worth losing worlds for.
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At dinner that rapport spread out to enbrace Al, an intangi ble, deeply-rooted sonething that nmade
the food taste better and the water |ike wine. The word hone, to telepaths, had a meaning that non-
Bal di es could not entirely conprehend, for it enbraced a bond they could not know. There were
smal |, intangible caresses.

Green Man going down the Great Red Slide; the Shaggy Dwarfs trying to harpoon himas he goes.
"Al," Ethel said, "are you still working on your G een Man?"

Then something utterly hateful and cold and deadly quivered silently in the air, like an icicle

j aggedl y smashi ng through gol den, fragile glass. Burkhalter dropped his napkin and | ooked up

prof oundly shocked. He felt Ethel's thought shrink back, and swiftly reached out to touch and
reassure her with nental contact. But across the table the little boy, his cheeks still round with
the fat of babyhood, sat silent and wary, realizing he had blundered, and seeking safety in
conplete imuobility. His mind was too weak to resist probing, he knew, and he rennined perfectly
still, waiting, while the echoes of a thought hung poi sonously in silence.

Burkhal ter said, "Come on, Al." He stood up. Ethel started to speak

"Wait, darling. Put up a barrier. Don't listen in." He touched her mnd gently and tenderly, and
then he took Al's hand and drew the boy after himout into the yard. Al watched his father out of
wi de, alert eyes.

Burkhal ter sat on a bench and put Al beside him He talked audibly at first, for clarity's sake,
and for another reason. It was distinctly unpleasant to trick the boy's feeble guards down, but k
was necessary.

"That's a very queer way to think of your nmother,"” he said. "lIt's a queer way to think of ne."
Cbscenity is nore obscene, profanity nore profane, to a telepathic nmnd, but this had been neither
one. It had been-cold and nalignant.

And this is flesh of my flesh, Burkhalter thought, |ooking at the boy and renenbering the eight
years of his growh. Is the nutation to turn into sonething devilish?

Al was silent.

Burkhal ter reached into the young mnd. A tried to twist free and escape, but his father's strong
hands gripped him Instinct, not reasoning, on the boy's part, for m nds can touch over |ong

di st ances.

He did not like to do this, for increased sensibility had gone with sensitivity, and violations
are always violations. But ruthlessness was required. Burkhalter searched. Sonetines he threw key
words violently at A, and surges of nenory pul sed up in response.

In the end, sick and nauseated, Burkhalter let A go and

sat al one on the bench, watching the red Iight die on the snow peaks. The whiteness was red-
stained. But it was not too late. The man was a fool, had been a fool fromthe begi nning, or he
woul d have known the inpossibility of attenmpting such a thing as this.

The conditioning had only begun. Al could be reconditioned. Burkhalter's eyes hardened. And woul d
be. And would be. But not yet, not until the imediate furious anger had given place to synpathy
and under st andi ng.

Not vyet.

He went into the house, spoke briefly to Ethel, and televised the dozen Bal dies who worked with
himin the Publishing Center. Not all of themhad fanmlies, but none was missing when, half an
hour later, they nmet in the back room of the Pagan Tavern downtown. Sam Shane had caught a
fragment of Burkhalter's know edge, and all of themread his enotions. Wel ded into a synpathetic
unit by their telepathic sense, they waited till Burkhalter was ready.

Then he told them It didn't take long, via thought. He told them about the Japanese jewel-tree
with its glittering gadgets, a shining lure. He told them of racial paranoia and propaganda. And
that the nost effective propaganda was sugar-coated, disguised so that the notive was hi dden

A Green Man, hairless, heroic-synbolic of a Baldy.

And wild, exciting adventures, the lure to catch the young fish whose plastic ninds were

i mpr essi onabl e enough to be led along the roads of dangerous madness. Adult Baldies could listen
but they did not; young tel epaths had a hi gher threshold of nmental receptivity, and adults do not
read the books of their children except to reassure thenselves that there is nothing harnful in
the pages. And no adult would bother to listen to the G een Man mi ndcast. Mst of them had
accepted it as the original daydream of their own children.

"I did," Shane put in. "My girls-"

"Trace it back," Burkhalter said. "I did."

The dozen m nds reached out on the higher frequency, the children's wavel ength, and sonething
jerked away fromthem startled and apprehensive.

"He's the one," Shane nodded.

They did not need to speak. They went out of the Pagan Tavern in a conpact, om nous group, and
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crossed the street to the general store. The door was |ocked. Two of the men burst it open with
their shoul ders.

They went through the dark store and into a back room where a nan was standi ng-besi de an
overturned chair. Hs bald skull gleaned in an overhead light. H's nouth worked inpotently.

H s thought pleaded with themwas driven back by an inplacable deadly wall.

Bur khal ter took out his dagger. Qther slivers of steel glittered for alittle while-

And wer e guenched.

Venner's scream had | ong since stopped, but his dying thought of agony lingered within
Burkhalter's mnd as he wal ked homeward. The wi gl ess Bal dy had not been insane, no. But he had
been par anoi dal

What he had tried to conceal, at the last, was quite shocking. A trenendous, tyrannical egotism
and a furious hatred of nontelepaths. A feeling of self-justification that was, perhaps, insane.
And-we are the Future! The Bal dies! God nade us to rule | esser nen

Bur khal ter sucked in his breath, shivering. The nutation had not been entirely successful. One
group had adjusted, the Baldies who wore wi gs and had becone fitted to their environnent. One
group had been insane, and coul d be discounted; they were in asyl uns.

But the m ddle group were nerely paranoid. They were not insane, and they were not sane. They wore
no Wwgs.

Li ke Venner.

And Venner had sought disciples. His attenpt had been foredooned to failure, but he had been one
man.

One Bal dy- par anoi d.

There were ot hers, many ot hers.

Ahead, nestled into the dark hillside, was the pale blotch that narked Burkhalter's hone. He sent
hi s thought ahead, and it touched Ethel's and paused very briefly to reassure her

Then it thrust on, and went into the sleeping mind of alittle boy who, confused and ni serabl e,
had finally cried hinself to sleep. There were only dreans in that mnd now, a little discol ored,
alittle stained, but they could be cleansed. And woul d be.

ABSALOM

At dusk Joel Locke canme honme fromthe university where he held the chair of psychonanics. He cane
quietly into the house, by a side door, and stood listening, a tall, tight-lipped man of forty
with a faintly sardonic nouth and cool gray eyes. He could hear the precipitron humm ng. That
meant that Abigail Schul er, the housekeeper, was busy with her duties. Locke snmiled slightly and
turned toward a panel in the wall that opened at his approach

The smal | el evator took himnoisel essly upstairs.

There, he noved with curious stealth. He went directly to a door at the end of the hall and paused
before it, his head bent, his eyes unfocused. He heard nothing. Presently he opened the door and
stepped into the room

Instantly the feeling of unsureness jolted back, freezing himwhere he stood. He made no sign,
though his mouth tightened. He forced hinself to remain quiet as he gl anced around.

It could have been the roomof a nornal twenty-year-old, not a boy of eight. Tennis racquets were
heaped in a disorderly fashion against a pile of book records. The thiam nizer was turned on, and
Locke automatically clicked the switch over. Abruptly he turned. The tel evisor screen was bl ank
yet he coul d have sworn that eyes had been watching himfromit.

This wasn't the first time it had happened.

After a while Locke turned again and squatted to exam ne the book reels. He picked out one | abel ed
BRI AFF ON ENTROPI C LOd C and turned the cylinder over in his hands, scowing. Then he replaced it
and went out of the room with a last, considering | ook at the televisor

Downstairs Abigail Schuler was fingering the Masternaid switchboard. Her primnouth was as tight
as the severe bun of gray-shot hair at the back of her neck

"Good evening," Locke said. "Were's Absal on?"

"Qut playing, Brother Locke," the housekeeper said formally. "You' re home early. | haven't
finished the living roomyet."

"Wll, turn on the ions and let '"emplay," Locke said. "It won't take long. |'ve got sone papers
to correct, anyway."

He started out, but Abigail coughed significantly.

"Wl 2"
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"He's | ooki ng peaked."

"Then out door exercise is what he needs," Locke said shortly. "I'mgoing to send himto a sumer
canp."
"Brother Locke," Abigail said, "I don't see why you don't let himgo to Baja California. He's set

his heart on it. You let himstudy all the hard subjects he wanted before. Now you put your foot
down. It's none of ny affair, but | can tell he's pining."

"He'd pine worse if | said yes. I've ny reasons for not wanting himto study entropic logic. Do
you know what it involves?"

"l don't-you know | don't. I'mnot an educated wonman Brother Locke. But Absalomis bright as a
button."

Locke nade an inpatient gesture.

"You have a genius for understatenent," he said. "Bright as a button!" Then he shrugged and noved
to the wi ndow, |ooking down at the play court bel ow where his eight-year-old son played handball.
Absal om did not | ook up. He seened engrossed in his game. But Locke, watching. felt a cool
stealthy terror steal through his mnd, and behind his back his hands cl enched together

A boy who | ooked ten, whose maturity |evel was twenty, and yet who was still a child of eight. Not
easy to handle. There were nmany parents just now with the same probl em sonet hi ng was happening to
the graph curve that charts the percentage of child geniuses born in recent tines. Sonething had
begun to stir lazily far back in the brains of the com ng generations and a new species, of a
sort, was comng slowy into being. Locke knew that well. In his ow time he, too, had been a
child geni us.

Q her parents might nmeet the problemin other ways, he thought stubbornly. Not hinself. He knew
what was best for Absalom Oher parents mght send their genius children to one of the creéeches
where they coul d devel op anong their own kind. Not Locke.

"Absal omi's place is here," he said aloud. 'Wth ne, where | can-" He caught the housekeeper's eye
and shrugged again, irritably, going back to the conversation that had broken off. "OF course he's
bright. But not bright enough yet to go to Baja California and study entropic logic. Entropic
logic! It's too advanced for the boy. Even you ought to realize that. It isn't like a lollypop you

can hand the kid-first nmaking sure there's castor oil in the bathroomcloset. Absalonm s i mature
It would actually be dangerous to send himto the Baja California University nowto study with nmen
three times his age. It would involve mental strain he isn't fit for yet. | don't want himturned

into a psychopath.” Abigail's primnouth pursed up sourly.

"You let himtake cal culus.”

"Ch, leave ne alone." Locke glanced down again at the snmall boy on the play court. "I think," he
said slowy, "that it's tine for another rapport with Absalom"

The housekeeper | ooked at himsharply, opened her thin lips to speak, and then closed themwi th an
al nost audi bl e snap of disapproval. She didn't understand entirely, of course, how a rapport

wor ked or what it acconplished. She only knew that in these days there were ways in which it was
possi ble to enforce hypnosis, to pry open a mind willynilly and search it for contraband thoughts.
She shook her head, |ips pressed tight.

"Don't try to interfere in things you don't understand," Locke said. "I tell you, | know what's
best for Absalom He's in the sane place | was thirty-odd years ago. Who coul d know better? Cal
himin, will you? I'll be in ny study."

Abi gail watched his retreating back, a pucker between her brows. It was hard to know what was
best. The nores of the day demanded rigid good conduct, but sonetinmes a person had trouble
deciding in her own mnd what was the right thing to do. In the old days, now, after the atomc
wars, when license ran riot and anybody coul d do anything he pleased, |ife nust have been easier.
Nowadays, in the violent backswing to a Puritan culture, you were expected to think twi ce and
search your soul before you did a doubtful thing

Vel 1, Abigail had no choice this time. She clicked over the wall microphone and spoke into it.

" Absal on?"

"Yes, Sister Schul er?"

"Conme in. Your father wants you."

In his study Locke stood quiet for a nonent, considering. Then he reached for the house

m cr ophone.

"Sister Schuler, I'musing the televisor. Ask Absalomto wait."

He sat down before his private visor. Hi s hands nmoved deftly.

"Get nme Dr. Ryan, the Wonmi ng Quizkid Créche. Joel Locke calling."

Idly as he waited he reached out to take an ol d-fashi oned cl ot h-bound book froma shel f of antique
curiosa. He read:
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But Absal om sent spies throughout all the tribes of Israel, saying, As soon as ye hear the sound
of the trunpet, then ye shall say, Absalomreigneth in Hebron

"Brother Locke?" the tel evisor asked.

The face of a white-haired, pleasant-featured man showed on the screen. Locke replaced the book
and rai sed his hand in greeting.

"Dr. Ryan. |I'msorry to keep bothering you."

"That's all right," Ryan said. "I've plenty of time. |'m supposed to be supervisor at the Creche,
but the kids are running it to suit thenselves." He chuckled. "How s Absal on?"
"There's a limt," Locke said sourly. "l1've given the kid his head, outlined a broad curricul um

and now he wants to study entropic logic. There are only two universities that handl e the subject,
and the nearest's in Baja California."

"He could conmute by copter, couldn't he?" Ryan asked, but Locke grunted di sapproval

"Take too | ong. Besides, one of the requirements is inboarding, under a strict reginme. The

di scipline, nental and physical, is supposed to be necessary in order to nmaster entropic |ogic.
VWhich is spinach. | got the rudinents at home, though | had to use the tri-disney to visualize
it."

Ryan | aughed.

"The kids here are taking it up. Uh-are you sure you understood it?"

"Enough, yeah. Enough to realize it's nothing for a kid to study until his horizons have
expanded. "

"We're having no trouble with it," the doctor said. "Don't forget that Absalonm s a genius, not an
ordi nary youngster."

"I know. | know nmy responsibility, too. A normal hone environnent has to be naintained to give
Absal om sone sense of security-which is one reason | don't want the boy to live in Baja California
just now. | want to be able to protect him"

"We've di sagreed on that point before. Al the quizkids are pretty self-sufficient, Locke."

"Absal oml's a genius, and a child. Therefore he's lacking in a sense of proportion. There are nore

dangers for himto avoid. | think it's a grave nm stake to give the quizkids their heads and | et
them do what they like. | refused to send Absalomto a Créche for an excellent reason. Putting al
the boy geniuses in a batch and letting themfight it out. Conpletely artificial environnment."
"I'mnot arguing," Ryan said. "lIt's your business. Apparently you'll never adnit that there's a
sine curve of geniuses these days. A steady increase. In another generation-"

"I was a child genius nyself, but |I got over it," Locke said irritably. "I had enough trouble with
my father. He was a tyrant, and if | hadn't been |ucky, he'd have managed to warp ne

psychol ogically way out of line. | adjusted, but |I had trouble. | don't want Absalomto have that

trouble. That's why |'musing psychonamnics."
"Nar cosynt hesi s? Enforced hypnoti sn®?"

"I't's not enforced,"” Locke snapped. "It's a valuable nmental catharsis. Under hypnosis, he tells ne
everything that's on his nmind, and I can help him"
"l didn't know you were doing that," Ryan said slowy. "I"mnot at all sure it's a good idea."

"I don't tell you how to run your Créche.”

"No. But the kids do. Alot of themare snarter than | am"

"I'mmature intelligence is dangerous. A kid will skate on thin ice without making a test first.
Don't think I'm holding Absal om back. |'mjust running tests for himfirst. | nake sure the ice
will hold him Entropic logic 1 can understand, but he can't, yet. So he'll have to wait on that."
"Wl | ?"

Locke hesitated. "Uh-do you know if your boys have been conmunicating wth Absal onP"

"I don't know," Ryan said. "I don't interfere with their lives."

"Al right, | don't want theminterfering with mne, or with Absaloms. | wsh you'd find out if
they're getting in touch with him"

There was a | ong pause. Then Ryan said slowy:

"1"Il try. But if | were you, Brother Locke, 1'd et Absalamgo to Baja California if he wants
to."

"I know what |'m doing," Locke said, and broke the beam Hi's gaze went toward the Bi bl e again.
Ent ropi c | ogi c!

Once the boy reached maturity, his somatic and physiol ogi cal synptons would settle toward the
norm but neanwhile the pendulumstill swung wildly. Absal om needed strict control, for his own
good.

And, for sone reason, the boy had been trying to evade the hypnotic rapports lately. There was
sonet hi ng goi ng on.

Thought s noved chaotically through Locke's mind. He forgot that Absalomwas waiting for him and
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renenmbered only when Abigail's voice, on the wall transnmitter, announced the eveni ng neal.

At dinner Abigail Schuler sat |ike Atropos between father and son, ready to clip the conversation
whenever it did not suit her. Locke felt the beginnings of a long-standing irritation at Abigail's
attitude that she had to protect Absal om agai nst his father. Perhaps conscious of that, Locke
hinself finally brought up the subject of Baja California.
"You' ve apparently been studying the entropic |logic thesis.
you convinced yet that it's too advanced for you?"
"No, Dad," Absalomsaid. "I'mnot convinced of that."
"The rudi nents of cal culus mght seemeasy to a youngster. But when he got far enough into it

| went over that entropic logic, son, through the entire book, and it was difficult enough for
me. And |'ve a mature nind."
"1 know you have. And | know | haven't, yet. But | still don't think it would be beyond ne."
"Here's the thing," Locke said. "You night devel op psychotic synptons if you studied that thing,
and you might not be able to recognize themin tinme. If we could have a rapport every night, or
every ot her night, while you were studying-"
"But it's in Baja California!"

Absal om did not seemstartled. "Are

"That's the trouble. If you want to wait for ny Sabbatical, | can go there with you. O one of the
nearer universities may start the course. | don't want to be unreasonable. Logic should show you
my notive."

"It does," Absalomsaid. "That part's all right. The only difficulty's an intangible, isn't it? |
mean, you think ny nmind couldn't assimilate entropic logic safely, and |I'mconvinced that it
could.”

"Exactly," Locke said. "You've the advantage of knowi ng yourself better than | could know you
You' re handi capped by immaturity, |lack of a sense of proportion. And |'ve had the advantage of
nor e experience. "

"Your own, though, Dad. How rmuch woul d such val ues apply to nme?"

"You nmust let nme be the judge of that, son."

"Maybe, " Absalomsaid. "I wish I'd gone to a quizkid créche, though."

"Aren't you happy here?" Abigail asked, hurt, and the boy gave her a quick, warm]l ook of

af fection.

"Sure | am Abbie. You know that."

"You'd be a lot | ess happy with denentia praecox," Locke said sardonically. "Entropic logic, for

i nstance, presupposes a grasp of tenporal variations being assuned for problens involving
relativity."

"Ch, that gives nme a headache," Abigail said. "And if you're so worried about Absal om s
overtraining his mnd, you shouldn't talk to himlike that." She pressed buttons and slid the

cl oi sonné netal dishes into the conpartnent. "Coffee Brother Locke. . . mlk, Absalom . . and
"1l take tea."

Locke wi nked at his son, who nerely | ooked solemm. Abigail rose with her teacup and headed toward
the fireplace. Seizing the little hearth broom she whisked away a few ashes, relaxed amd

cushi ons,

and warned her skinny ankles by the wood fire. Locke patted back a yawn.

"Until we settle this argunment, son, matters nust stand. Don't tackle that book on entropic |ogic
again. O anything el se on the subject. Right?"

There was no answer.

"Ri ght?" Locke insisted.

"I'"'mnot sure," Absalomsaid after a pause. "As a matter of fact, the book's already given ne a
few i deas."

Looki ng across the table, Locke was struck by the incongruity of that incredibly developed mnd in
the chil dish body.

"You're still young," he said. "A few days won't matter. Don't forget that legally | exercise
control over you, though I'll never do that w thout your agreenent that |I'macting justly."
"Justice for you may not be justice for ne," Absal omsaid, drawi ng designs on the tablecloth with
his fingernail.

Locke stood up and laid his hand on the boy's shoul der

"We'll discuss it again, until we've thrashed it out right. Now |'ve sone papers to correct."”

He went out.

"He's acting for the best, Absalom" Abigail said.

"Of course he is, Abbie," the boy agreed. But he renai ned thoughtful

The next day Locke went through his classes in an absent-minded fashi on and, at noon, he televised
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Dr. Ryan at the Wom ng Qui zkid Créche. Ryan seened entirely too casual and noncommttal. He said
he had asked the quizkids if they had been comunicating with Absalom and they had said no.

"But they'll lie at the drop of a hat, of course, if they think it advisable,” Ryan added, with

i nexplicabl e anmusenent .

"What's so funny?" Locke inquired.

"I don't know," Ryan said. "The way the kids tolerate ne. I'museful to themat times, but-
originally I was supposed to be supervisor here. Now the boys supervise ne."

"Are you serious?"

Ryan sobered.

"I've a trenendous respect for the quizldds. And | think you're nmaking a very grave nmistake in the
way you're handling your son. | was in your house once, a year ago. It's your house. Only one room
bel ongs to Absalom He can't |eave any of his possessions around anywhere el se. You're doninating
hi mtrenendously."

"I"'mtrying to help him"

"Are you sure you know the right way?"

"Certainly," Locke snapped. "Even if I'mwong, does that nean conmmtting fil-filio-"

"That's an interesting point," Ryan said casually. "You could have thought of the right words for
matricide, parricide, or fratricide easily enough. But it's seldomone kills his son. The word
doesn't cone to the tongue quite as instantly."

Locke glared at the screen. "Wat the devil do you nmean?"

"Just be careful,"” Ryan said. "I believe in the nutant theory, after running this Creche for
fifteen years."

"I was a child genius nyself," Locke repeated.

"Uh- huh," Ryan said, his eyes intent. "I wonder if you know that the nutation's supposed to be
cumul ati ve? Three generations ago, two percent of the population were child geniuses. Two
generations ago, five percent. One generation-a sine curve, Brother Locke. And the |.Q nounts
proportionately. Wasn't your father a genius too?"

"He was," Locke admitted. "But a nal adjusted one."

"I thought so. Miutations take tine. The theory is that the transition is taking place right now,
from honmo sapiens to hono superior.”

"I know. It's |ogical enough. Each generation of mutations-this dominant nutation at |east-taking

anot her step forward till honmo superior is reached. What that will be-"
"I don't think we'll ever know," Ryan said quietly. "I don't think we'd understand. How |l ong w ||
it take, | wonder? The next generation? | don't think so. Five nore generations, or ten or twenty?

And each one taking another step, realizing another buried potentiality of hono, until the summt
i s reached. Supernman, Joel."

"Absal omisn't a superman," Locke said practically. "Or a superchild, for that matter."

"Are you sure?"

"Good Lord! Don't you suppose | know ny own son?"

"l won't answer that," Ryan said. "I'mcertain that | don't know all there is to know about the
qui zkids in ny Creche. Beltram the Denver Créche supervisor, tells me the sane thing. These
qui zki ds are the next step in the nutation. You and | are nmenbers of a dying species, Brother
Locke. "

Locke's face changed. Wthout a word he clicked off the televisor

The bell was ringing for his next class. But Locke stayed notionless, his cheeks and forehead
slightly danp.

Presently, his nouth twisted in a curiously unpleasant smle, he nodded and turned fromthe
tel evi sor.

He got home at five. He canme in quietly, by the side entrance, and took the el evator upstairs.
Absal omi s door was dosed, but voices were coning through it faintly. Locke listened for a tine.
Then he rapped sharply on the panel

"Absal om Conme downstairs. | want to talk to you."

In the living roomhe told Abigail to stay out for a while. Wth his back to the fireplace, he
wai ted until Absal om cane.

The enemies of nmy lord the king, and all that rise against thee to do thee hurt, be as that young
man is.

The boy entered w thout obvious enmbarrassment. He cane forward and he faced his father, the boy-
face cal mand untroubl ed. He had poise, Locke saw, no doubt of that.
"1 overheard sone of your conversation, Absalom" Locke said. "It's just as well,

Absal om sai d
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coolly. "I'd have told you tonight anyway. |'ve got to go on with that entropic course."”

Locke ignored that. "Who were you vising?"

"A boy | know. Mal col m Roberts, in the Denver quizldd Créche."

"Di scussing entropic logic with him eh? After what 1'd told you?"

"You'll remenber that | didn't agree."

Locke put his hands behind himand interlaced his fingers. "Then you'll also renenber that |
nmentioned | had | egal control over you."

"Legal ," Absalomsaid, "yes. Mral, no."

"This has nothing to do with norals.”

"I't has, though. And with ethics. Many of the youngsters-younger than |-at the quizkid créches are
studying entropic logic. It hasn't harmed them | nust go to a créche, or to Baja California. |
nmust . "

Locke bent his head thoughtfully.

"Wait a minute," he said. "Sorry, son. | got emotionally tangled for a monent. Let's go back on
the plane of pure logic."

"Al'l right," Absalomsaid, with a quiet, inperceptible wthdrawal.

"I'"'mconvinced that that particular study m ght be dangerous for you. | don't want you to be hurt.
| want you to have every possible opportunity, especially the ones | never had."
"No," Absalomsaid, a curious note of maturity in his high voice. "It wasn't |ack of opportunity.

It was incapability."

"What ?" Locke sai d.

"You could never allow yourself to be convinced | could safely study entropic logic. |'ve |earned
that. I've talked to other quizkids."

"Of private matters?"

"They're of ny race," Absalomsaid. "You' re not. And please don't talk about filial |ove. You
broke that | aw yourself |ong ago."

"Keep tal king," Locke said quietly, his nouth tight. "But nmake sure it's logical."

"It is. | didn't think 1'd ever have to do this for a long tine, but |1've got to now. You're
hol di ng me back fromwhat |'ve got to do."
"The step nutation. Cunulative. | see.”

The fire was too hot. Locke took a step forward fromthe hearth. Absal om nmade a slight nmovenent of
wi t hdrawal . Locke | ooked at himintently.

"It is anmutation,” the boy said. "Not the conplete one, but G andfather was one of the first
steps. You, too-further along than he did. And I'm further than you. My children will be cl oser
toward the ultimate nutation. The only psychonam ¢ experts worth anything are the child geniuses
of your generation."

"Thanks. "

"You're afraid of ne," Absalomsaid. "You're afraid of me and jeal ous of ne."

Locke started to | augh. "What about |ogic now?"

The boy swal lowed. "It is logic. Once you were convinced that the nutati on was cumul ative, you
couldn't bear to think I'd displace you. It's a basic psychol ogical warp in you. You had the sane
thing with Gandfather, in a different way. That's why you turned to psychonam cs, where you were
a smal |l god, dragging out the secret minds of your students, nolding their brains as Adam was

nol ded. You're afraid that 1'll outstrip you. And | will."

"That's why | let you study anything you wanted, | suppose?" Locke asked. 'Wth this exception?"
"Yes, it is. Alot of child geniuses work so hard they burn thensel ves out and | ose their nenta
capacities entirely. You wouldn't have tal ked so nuch about the danger if-under these
circunmstances-it hadn't been the one thing paranmbunt in your mnd. Sure you gave ne ny head. And,
subconsci ously, you were hoping | would burn nyself out, so | wuldn't be a possible rival any
nore."

"l see."

"You let ne study math, plane geonetry, cal culus, non-Euclidean, but you kept pace with ne. If you
didn't know the subject already, you were careful to bone up on it, to assure yourself that it was
sonet hing you could grasp. You made sure | couldn't outstrip you, that | wouldn't get any

know edge you couldn't get. And that's why you wouldn't let ne take entropic logic."

There was no expression on Locke's face.

"Why?" he asked col dly.

"You couldn't understand it yourself," Absalomsaid. "You tried it, and it was beyond you. You're
not flexible. Your logic isn't flexible. It's founded on the fact that a second-hand registers

si xty seconds. You've |lost the sense of wonder. You've translated too nuch fromabstract to
concrete. | can understand entropic logic. | can understand it!"
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"You' ve picked this up in the |last week," Locke said.

"No. You nean the rapports. Along tine ago | learned to keep part of ny mnd bl anked of f under
your probing."

"That's inpossible!" Locke said, startled.

"It is for you. I'ma further step in the nmutation. | have a lot of talents you don't know
anyt hi ng about. And | know this-1'"mnot far enough advanced for ny age. The boys in the créches
are ahead of me. Their parents followed natural laws-it's the role of any parent to protect its
young. Only the inmmature parents are Qut of step-like you."

Locke was still quite inpassive.

"I'"mimuature? And | hate you? |I'mjeal ous of you? You've quite settled on that?"

"I's it true or not?"

Locke didn't answer. "You're still inferior to ne nentally," he said, "and you will be for sone
years to cone. Let's say, if you want it that way, that your superiority lies in your-flexibility-
and your hono superior talents. \Watever they are. Against that, balance the fact that I'ma
physically mature adult and you weigh less than half of what | do. I"'mlegally your guardi an. And
I'mstronger than you are.”

Absal om swal | owed agai n, but said nothing. Locke rose a little higher, |ooking down at the boy.
H s hand went to his middle, but found only a |ightweight zipper

He wal ked to the door. He turned.

"I"mgoing to prove to you that you're ny inferior,'
admt it to ne."

Absal om sai d not hi ng.

Locke went upstairs. He touched the switch on his bureau, reached into the drawer, and w t hdrew an
elastic lucite belt. He drewits cool, snooth I ength through his fingers once. Then he turned to

t he dropper again.

Hs lips were white and bl oodl ess by now.

At the door of the living roomhe stopped, holding the belt. Absal omhad not noved, but Abi gai
Schul er was standi ng besi de the boy.

"Cet out, Sister Schuler," Locke said.

"You're not going to whip him" Abigail said, her head held high, her |lips purse-string tight.

"CGet out."

"I won't. | heard every word. And it's true, all of it."

"CGet out, | tell you!" Locke screaned.

He ran forward, the belt uncoiled in his hand. Absalom s nerve broke at |ast. He gasped with panic
and dashed away, blindly seeking escape where there was none.

Locke plunged after him

Abi gail snatched up the little hearth broomand thrust it at Locke's |legs. The nan yelled
sonething inarticulate as he lost his balance. He canme down heavily, trying to brace hinself
against the fall with stiff arms.

Hi s head struck the edge of a chair seat. He lay notionless.

he said coldly and quietly. "You're going to

Over his still body, Abigail and Absal om | ooked at each other. Suddenly the worman dropped to her
knees and began sobbi ng.
"I've killed him" she forced out painfully. "I've killed himbut | couldn't [et himwhip you

Absalom | couldn't!"

The boy caught his lower |lip between his teeth. He cane forward slowy to exam ne his father
"He's not dead."

Abigail's breath came out in a |ong, shuddering sigh

"CGo on upstairs, Abbie," Absalomsaid, frowning a little. "I'lIl give himfirst aid. | know how "
"I can't let you-"

"Pl ease, Abbie," he coaxed. "You'll faint or something. Lie down for a bit. It's all right,
really.”

At |l ast she took the dropper upstairs. Absalom wth a thoughtful glance at his father, went to
the televisor.

He called the Denver Créche. Briefly he outlined the situation

"What had | better do, Malcol n?"

"WAit a minute." There was a pause. Another young face showed on the screen. "Do this," an
assured, high-pitched voice said, and there followed certain intricate instructions. "Got that
strai ght, Absal onP"

"I have it. It won't hurt hinP"

"He'll live. He's psychotically warped already. This will just give it a different tw st, one
that's safe for you. It's projection. He'll externalize all his wi shes, feelings, and so forth. On
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you. He'll get his pleasure only Qut of what you do, but he won't be able to control you. You know
the psychonanic key of his brain. Work with the frontal |obe chiefly. Be careful of Broca's area.
W don't want aphasia. He nust be nade

harm ess to you, that's all. Any killing would be awkward to handl e. Besides, | suppose you

woul dn't want that."

"No," Absalomsaid. "Hhe's ny father."

"Al right," the young voice said. "Leave the screen on. I'Il watch and help."

Absal om turned toward the unconscious figure on the floor

For a long tinme the world had been shadow now. Locke was used to it. He could still fulfill his
ordinary functions, so he was not insane, in any sense of the word.

Nor could he tell the truth to anyone. They had created a psychic bl ock. Day after day he went to
the university and taught psychonanics and cane hone and ate and waited in hopes that Absal om
woul d call himon the tel evisor

And when Absal om cal | ed, he m ght condescend to tell sonething of what he was doing in Baja
California. Wiat he had acconplished. What he had achi eved. For those things mattered now. They
were the only things that mattered. The projection was conpl ete.

Absal om was sel dom forgetful. He was a good son. He called daily, though sonetinmes, when work was
pressing, he had to make the call short. But Joel Locke could always work at his inmrense
scrapbooks, filled with clippings and phot ographs about Absalom He was witing Absal om s

bi ography, too.

He wal ked ot herw se through a shadow world, existing in flesh and bl ood, in realized happi ness,
only when Absalonis face appeared on the televisor screen. But he had not forgotten anything. He
hat ed Absal om and hated the horrible, unbreakable bond that would forever chain himto his own
flesh-the flesh that was not quite his own, but one step further up the | adder of the new
mut at i on.

Sitting there in the twilight of unreality, his scrapbooks spread before him the televisor set
never used except when Absal omcalled, but standing ready before his chair, Joel Locke nursed his
hatred and a quiet, secret satisfaction that had cone to him

Some day Absal om woul d have a son. Sone day. Sone day.

HOUSI NG PROBLEM

Jacqueline said it was a canary, but | contended that there were a couple of |lovebirds in the
covered cage. One canary could never nake that rmuch fuss. Besides, | liked to think of crusty old
M. Henchard keeping | ovebirds; it was so conpletely inappropriate. But whatever ouz rooner kept
in that cage by his window, he shielded it-or themjealously fromprying eyes. All we had to go by
wer e the noi ses.

And they weren't too sinple to figure out. Fromunder the cretonne cloth cane shufflings,
rustlings, occasional faint and inexplicable pops, and once or twice a tiny thunp that nade the
whol e hi dden cage shake on its redwood pedestal -stand. M. Henchard must have known that we were
curious. But all he said when Jackie remarked that birds were nice to have around, was "C aptrap
Leave that cage al one, d'ya hear?"

That made us a little mad. We're not snoopers, and after that brush-off, we coldly refused to even
| ook at the shrouded cretonne shape. W didn't want to lose M. Henchard, either. Rooners were
surprisingly hard to get. Qur little house was on the coast highway; 'the town was a couple of
dozen hones, a grocery, a liquor store, the post office and Terry's restaurant. That was about

all. Every norning Jackie and | hopped the bus and rode in to the factory, an hour away. By the
time we got hone, we were pretty tired. We couldn't get any househol d help

-war jobs paid a lot better-so we both pitched in and cl eaned. As for cooking, we were Terry's
best customers.

The wages were good, but before the war we'd run up too nany debts, so we needed extra dough. And
that's why we rented a roomto M. Hencharci. Of the beaten track with transportation difficult,
and with the coast dinmout every night, it wasn't too easy to get a rooner. M. Henchard | ooked
like a natural. He was, we figured, too old to get into mschief.

One day he wandered in, paid a deposit; presently he showed up with a huge d adstone and a square
canvas grip with leather handles. He was a creaking little old man with a bristling tonsure of
stiff hair and a face |ike Popeye's father, only nore hunan. He wasn't sour; he was just crusty.
had a feeling he'd spent nost of his life in furnished roons, mnding his own business and puffing
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i nnuner abl e cigarettes through a | ong bl ack hol der. But he wasn't one of those lonely old nen

you coul d safely feel sorry for-far fromit! He wasn't poor and he was conmpletely self-sufficient.
We loved him | called himgrandpa once, in an outburst of affection, and ny skin blistered at the
resul tant remnmarks

Sone people are born under lucky stars. M. Henchard was |ike that. He was al ways finding noney in
the street. The few tines we shot craps or played poker, he nade passes and hel d strai ghts without
even trying. No question of sharp dealing-he was just |ucky.

I remenber the tinme we were all going down the | ong wooden stairway that |eads fromthe cliff-top
to the beach. M. Henchard kicked at a pretty big rock that was on one of the steps. The stone
bounced down a little way, and then went right through one of the treads. The wood was conpletely
rotten. We felt fairly certain that if M. Hen-chard, who was | eading, had stepped on that rotten
section, the whole thing would have col | apsed.

And then there was the tinme | was riding up with himin the bus. The notor stopped a few mi nutes
after we'd boarded the bus; the driver pulled over. A car was com ng toward us al ong the hi ghway
and, as we stopped, one of its front tires blewout. It skidded into the ditch. If we hadn't
stopped when we did, there would have been a head-on collision. Not a soul was hurt.

M. Henchard wasn't |onely; he went out by day, | think, and at night he sat in his roomnear the
wi ndow nost of the tinme. W knocked, of course, before coming in to clean, and sonetines he'd say,
"Wait a minute." There'd be a hasty rustling and the sound of that cretonne cover going on his
bird cage. W wondered what sort of bird he had, and theorized on the possibility of a phoeni x.
The creature never sang. It nmade noises. Soft, odd, not-always-birdlike noises. By the tinme we got
home fromwork, M. Henchard was always in his room He stayed there while we cl eaned. On week-
ends, he never went out.

As for the cage

One night M. Henchard cane out, stuffing a cigarette into his holder, and | ooked us over

“"Mph," said M. Henchard. "Listen, |'ve got some property to 'tend to up north, and I'll be away
for a week or so. I'll still pay the rent.”

"Ch, well," Jackie said. "W can-"

"Claptrap,” he growed. "It's my room |'Il keep it if | |ike. How about that, hey?"

We agreed, and he snmoked half his cigarette in one gasp. "Mnrn. Well, |ook here, now Al ways

before I've had ny own car. So |'ve taken ny bird cage with ne. This tinme |'ve got to travel on
the bus, so | can't take it. You've been pretty nice-not peepers or pryers. You got

sense. I'mgoing to |l eave ny bird cage here, but don't you touch that cover!"
"The canary-" Jackie gulped. "It'Il starve."
"Canary, hmm?" M. Henchard said, fixing her with a beady, w cked eye. "Never you mnd. | left

plenty o' food and water. You just keep your hands off. Clean ny roomwhen it needs it, if you

want, but don't you dare touch the bird cage. Wiat do you say?"

"Ckay with us," | said.

"Well, you mind what | say," he snapped.

That next night, when we got home, M. Henchard was gone. W went into his roomand there was a
note pinned to the cretonne cover. It said, "Mnd, now" Inside the cage sonething went rustle-
whirr. And then there was a faint pop

"Hell with it," | said. "Want the shower first?"

"Yes," Jackie said.

VWhirr-r went the cage. But it wasn't w ngs. Thunp!

The next night | said, "Maybe he | eft enough food, but | bet the water's getting | ow. "

"Eddi el " Jacki e remarked.

"Al right, I"'mcurious. But | don't like the idea of birds dying of thirst, either."

"M . Henchard said-"

"Al right, again. Let's go down to Terry's and see ~.vhat the lanb chop situation is."

The next night-Ch, well. W |ifted the cretonne. | still think we were |ess curious than worri ed.
Jacki e said she once knew sonebody who used to beat his canary.

"We'll find the poor beast cowering in chains," she remarked flicking her dust-cloth at the

wi ndowsi ||, behind the cage. | turned off the vacuum Wish-trot-trot-trot went something under
the cretonne.

"Yeah-" | said. "Listen, Jackie. M. Henchard's all right, but he's a crackpot. That bird or birds
may be thirsty now. |'mgoing to take a | ook."

"No. Un-yes. We both will, Eddie. W'll split the responsibility." |I reached for the cover, and

Jacki e ducked under nmy arm and put her hand over m ne
Then we lifted a corner of the cloth. Something had been rustling around inside, but the instant
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we touched the cretonne, the sound stopped. | nmeant to take only one swift glance. My hand
continued to Iift the cover, though. |I could see ny armnmoving and | couldn't stop it. | was too
busy | ooki ng.

Inside the cage was a-well, a little house. It seened conplete in every detail. A tiny house

pai nted white, with green shutters- ornanental, not neant to close-for the cottage was strictly
nmodern. It was the sort of confortable, well-built house you see all the tinme in the suburbs. The
tiny windows had chintz curtains; they were lighted up, on the ground floor. The monment we lifted
the cloth, each wi ndow suddenly bl acked out. The lights didn't go off, but shades snapped down
with an irritated jerk. It happened fast. Neither of us saw who or what pulled down those shades.
I let go of the cover and stepped back, pulling Jackie w th ne.

"A d-dol |l house, Eddie!"

"Wth dolls init?"

| stared past her at the hooded cage. "Could you, nmaybe, do you think, perhaps, train a canary to
pul I down shades?"

"Ch, ny! Eddie, listen."

Fai nt sounds were comng fromthe cage. Rustles, and an al nost inaudi bl e pop. Then a scraping.

I went over and took the cretonne cloth clear off. This tine | was ready; | watched the w ndows.
But the shades flicked down as | blinked.

Jacki e touched nmy arm and pointed. On the sloping roof was a miniature brick chimey; a w sp of
pal e snmoke was rising fromit. The snmoke kept coming up, but it was so thin | couldn't snell it.
"The c-canaries are c-cooking," Jackie gurgled.

We stood there for a while, expecting alnost anything. If alittle green man had popped out of the
front door and offered us three wi shes, we shouldn't have been nuch surprised. Only nothing

happened.

There wasn't a sound, now, fromthe wee house in the bird cage.

And the blinds were down. | could see that the whole affair was a nmasterpi ece of detail. The
little front porch had a tiny mat on it. There was a doorbell, too.

Most cages have renovable bottonms. This one didn't. Resin stains and dull gray nmetal showed where
sol deri ng had been done. The door was sol dered shut, too. | could put ny forefinger between the

bars, but ny thunb was too thick
"It's anicelittle cottage, isn't it?" Jackie said, her voice quavering. "They nust be such

little guys-"

"Quys?"

"Birds. Eddie, who lives in that house?"

"Well," | said. | took out ny automatic pencil, gently inserted it between the bars of the cage,

and poked at an open w ndow, where the shade snapped up. Fromw thin the house sonething |ike the
needl e-

beam of a nminiature flashlight shot into ny eye, blinding me with its brilliance. As | grunted and
j erked back, | heard a wi ndow sl am and the shade cone down agai n.

"Did you see what happened?”

"No, your head was in the way. But-"

As we | ooked, the lights went out. Only the thin snoke curling fromthe chimey indicated that
anyt hi ng was goi ng on.

"M . Henchard's a nmad scienti st,

Jackie muttered. "He shrinks people.”

"Not without an atom smasher," | said. "Every mad scientist's got to have an atom smasher to make
artificial lightning."

I put ny pencil between the bars again. | ained carefully, pressed the point against the doorbell
and rang. A thin shrilling was heard.

The shade at one of the wi ndows by the door was twi tched 'aside hastily, and sonething probably

| ooked at ne. | don't know. | wasn't quick enough to see it. The shade fell back in place, and
there was no nore nmovenent. | rang the bell till | got tired of it. Then | stopped.

"l could take the cage apart," | said.

"Ch no! M. Henchard-"

"Well," | said, "when he cones back, |'mgoing to ask himwhat the hell. He can't keep pixies. It

isn't in the |ease."

"He doesn't have a | ease," Jacki e countered.

| examined the little house in the bird cage. No sound, no novenent. Snoke coming fromthe

chi mey.

After all, we had no right to break into the cage. Housebreaking? |I had visions of a little green
man with wings flourishing a night stick, arresting ne for burglary. Did pixies have cops? Wat
sort of crines.
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I put the cover back on the cage. After a while, vague noi ses energed. Scrape. Thunp. Rustle,

rustle, rustle. Pop. And an unbirdlike trilling that broke off short.

"Ch, ny," Jackie said. "Let's go away quick."

We went right to bed. | dreaned of a horde of little green guys in Mack Sennett cop uniforns,
dancing on a bilious rai nbow and singing gaily.

The al arm cl ock woke nme. | showered, shaved and dressed, thinking of the sane thing Jackie was
thinking of. As we put on our coats, | net her eyes and said, "Shall we?"

"Yes. Ch, golly, Eddie! D-do you suppose they'll be leaving for work, too?"

"What sort of work?" | inquired angrily. "Painting buttercups?"

There wasn't a sound from beneath the cretonne when we tiptoed into M. Henchard's room Mbrning
sunl i ght blazed through the window. | jerked the cover off. There was the house. One of the blinds
was up; all the rest were tightly firm | put nmy head close to the cage and stared through the
bars into the open wi ndow, where scraps of chintz curtains were blowing in the breeze.

| saw a great big eye |ooking back at me

This time Jackie was certain |I'd got nmy nortal wound. The breath went out of her with a whoosh as
I caronmed back, yelling about a horrible bl ood-shot eye that wasn't human. W cl utched each ot her

for a while and then | | ooked again.

"Ch," | said, rather faintly. "It's a mrror."

"A mrror?" she gasped.

"Yeah, a big one, on the opposite wall. That's all | can see. | can't get close enough to the
wi ndow. "

"Look on the porch," Jackie said.
| looked. There was a m |k bottle standing by the door-you can guess the size of it. It was
purple. Beside it was a fol ded postage stanp.

"Purple mlk?" | said.
"Froma purple cow O else the bottle's colored. Eddie, is that a newspaper?"
It was. | strained ny eyes to read the headlines. EXTRA was splashed redly across the sheet, in

huge letters nearly a sixteenth of an inch high. EXTRA- FOTZPA MOVES ON TUR! That was all we could
make out .

| put the cretonne gently back over the cage. W went down to Terry's for breakfast while we

wai ted for the bus.

When we rode hone that night, we knew what our first job would be. We | et ourselves into the
house, discovered that M. Henchard hadn't conme back yet, switched on the light in his room and
listened to the noise fromthe bird cage.

"Music," Jackie said.

It was so faint | scarcely heard it, and, in any case, it wasn't real music. | can't begin to
describe it. And it died away i medi ately. Thunp, scrape, pop, buzz. Then silence, and | pulled
of f the cover.

The house was dark, the w ndows were shut, the blinds were down. Paper and m |k bottle were gone
fromthe porch. On the front door was a sign that said-after | used a nagnifying gl ass:
QUARANTI NE!'  SCOPPY FEVER!

"Way, the little liars," | said. "I bet they haven't got scoppy fever at all."

Jackie giggled wildly. "You only get scoppy fever in April, don't you?"

"April and Christmas. That's when the bread-and-butter flies carry it. \Were's ny pencil ?"

I rang the bell. A shade tw tched aside, flipped back; neither of us had seen the-hand?-that noved
it. Silence; no snoke com ng out of the chinmmey.

"Scared?" | asked.

"No. It's funny, but I'mnot. They're such standoffish little guys. The Cabots speak only to-"
"Where the pixies speak only to goblins, you nean," | said. "They can't snoot us this way. It's

our house their house is in, if you follow ne."

"What can we do?"

I mani pul ated the pencil, and, with considerable difficulty, wote LET US IN on the white panel of
the door. There wasn't roomfor nore than that. Jackie tsked.

"Maybe you shouldn't have witten that. W don't want to get in. W just want to see them"™

"Too |l ate now. Besides, they'll know what we nean."

W stood watching the house in the bird cage, and it watched us, in a sullen and faintly annoyed
fashi on. SCOPPY FEVER, indeed!

That was all that happened that night.

The next norning we found that the tiny front door had been scrubbed clean of ny pencil marks,
that the quarantine' sign was still there, and that there was a bottle of green mlk and anot her
paper on the porch. This tine the headline said. EXTRA- FOTZPA OVERSHOOTS TUR
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Smoke was idling fromthe chimey. | rang the bell again. No answer. | noticed a domino of a
mai | box by the door, chiefly because | could see through the slot that there were letters inside
But the thing was | ocked.

"If we could see whom they were addressed to-" Jacki e suggest ed.

"Or whomthey're from That's what interests ne."

Finally, we went to work. | was preoccupied all day, and nearly welded ny thunb onto a boogi e-arm
When | met Jackie that night, | could see that she'd been bothered, too.

"Let's ignore them" she said as we bounced hone on the bus. "W know when we're not wanted, don't
we?"

"I"'mnot going to be high-hatted by a-by a critter. Besides, we'll both go quietly nuts if we
don't find out what's inside that house. Do you suppose M. Herichard's a w zard?"

"He's a | ouse," Jackie said bitterly. "Going off and | eaving anbi guous pi xi es on our hands!"

When we got hone, the little house in the bird cage took alarm as usual, and by the tinme we'd
yanked of f the cover, the distant, soft noises had faded into silence. Lights shone through the
drawn blinds. The porch had only the mat on it. In the nmail box we could see the yell ow envel ope of
a tel egram

Jackie turned pale. "It's the last straw," she insisted. "A telegram"

"I't may not be."

"It is, it is, I knowit is. Aunt Tinker Bell's dead. Or lolanthe's comng for a visit."

"The quarantine sign's off the door," | said. "There's a new one. It says 'wet paint."'"

"Well, you will scribble all over their nice clean door."

I put the cretonne back, turned off the light switch, and took Jackie's hand. W stood waiting.
After a tinme sonething went bunp-bunp-bunp, and then there was a singing, like a tea-kettle.

heard a tiny clatter
Next norning there were twenty-six bottles of yellow nilk-bright yellowon the tiny porch, and the

Lilliputian headline announced:
EXTRA- TUR SLI DES TOMRD FOTZPA
There was mail in the box, too, but the tel egram was gone.

That night things continued nuch as before. Wien | pulled the cloth off there was a sudden
furious silence. W felt that we were being watched around the corners of the niniature shades. W
finally went to bed, but in the nmiddle of the night | got up and took another |ook at our
mysterious tenants. Not that | saw them of course. But they nmust have been throwing a party, for
bi zarre, small nmusic and wild thunps and pops died into silence as | peeked.

In the norning there was a red bottle and a newspaper on the little porch. The headline said:
EXTRA- FOTZPA GOES UP

"My work's going to the dogs," | said. "I can't concentrate for thinking about this business-and
wonder i ng. "

"Me, too. We've got to find out sonehow "

| peeked. A shade came down so sharply that it alnost tore free fromits roller

"Do you think they're mad?" | asked

"Yes," Jackie said, "I do. We nust be bothering the very devil out of "em Look-1'Il bet they're
sitting inside by the windows, boiling mad, waiting for us to go away. Maybe we'd better go. It's
time for the bus anyway."

| looked at the house, and the house, | felt, looked at me with an air of irritated and resentfu
fury. Ch, well. W went to work.

W were tired and hungry when we got back that night, but even before renoving our coats we went
into M. Henchard's room Silence. | switched on the light while Jackie pulled off the cretonne

cover fromthe cage
| heard her gasp. Instantly | junped forward, expecting to see a little green guy on that absurd

porch-or anything, for that matter. | saw nothing unusual. There was no snoke coning fromthe

chi mey.

But Jackie was pointing to the front door. There was a neat, painted sign tacked to the panel. It
said, very sedately, sinply, and finally: TO

LET.

"Ch, oh, oh!" Jackie said.

| gulped. Al the shades were up in the tiny windows and the chintz curtains were gone. W coul d
see into the house for the first tinme. It was conpletely and awfully enpty.

No furniture, anywhere. Nothing at all but a few scrapes and scratches on the polished hardwood
floor. The wal | paper was scrupul ously clean; the patterns, in the various roons, were subdued and
in good taste. The tenants had left their house in order

"They nmoved," | said.
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"Yes," Jackie murmured. "They noved out."

Al of a sudden | felt Iousy. The house-not the tiny one in the cage, but our own-was awfully
enpty. You know how it i~ when you' ve been on a visit, and conme hone into a place that's full of
not hi ng and nobody?

| grabbed Jackie and held her tight. She felt pretty bad, too. You wouldn't think that a tiny TO
LET sign could make so nuch difference.

"What'I | M. 1-lenchard say' ?" Jackie asked, watching me with big eyes.

M. Henchard canme home two nights later. W were sitting by the fire when he wal ked in, his

d adstone swi nging, the black cigarette holder jutting from bel ow his beak. "Mh," he greeted us.
"Hello," | said weakly. "d ad you're back."

"Claptrap!" said M. Henchard firmy as he headed for his room Jackie and | | ooked at one
anot her .

M. Henchard squalled in sheer fury. His twisted face appeared around the door

"Busybodi es!” he snarled. "I told you-"

"Wait a minute,” | said.

"I'"'mnoving Qut!" M. Henchard barked. "Now " H's head popped

back out of sight; the door slammed and | ocked. Jackie and | waited, half expecting to be spanked.
M. Henchard bounced out of his room d adstone suspended from one hand. He whirl ed past us toward
t he door.

| tried to stop him "M. Henchard-"

" aptrap!"”

Jackie pulled at one arm | got a grip on the other. Between us, we nanaged to bring himto a

st op.

"WAait," | said. "You' ve forgotten your-uh-bird cage."

"That's what you think," he snarled at me. "You can have it. Meddlers! It took nme months to build
that little house just right, and nonths nore to coax "emto live in it. Now you' ve spoiled it.
They won't be back."

"Who?" Jacki e gul ped.

H s beady eyes were fixed nmalignantly on us. "My tenants. 1'll have to build a new house now ha!
But this time | won't leave it within reach of neddlers."

"Wait," | said. "Are-are you a mnmgician?"

M. Henchard snorted. "I'ma good craftsman. That's all it takes. You treat themright, and
they'Il treat you right. Still-" And he gleaned a bit with pride. "-it isn't everybody who knows

how to build the right sort of house for them"”

He seened to be softening, but my next question roused hi magain.

' 9AThat were they?" he snapped. "The Little Folk, of course. Call 'emwhat you like. Nixie, pixie,
| eprechaun, browni e-they've had |ots of nanmes. But they want a quiet, respectabl e nei ghborhood to
live in, not a lot of peeping and prying. Gves the property a bad nanme. No wonder they noved out!

And- mph! -they paid their rent on time, too. Still, the Little Folk always do," he added.
"Rent?" Jackie said faintly.
"Luck," M. Henchard said. "Good |luck. What did you expect they'd pay in-noney? Now |I'Il|l have to

bui |l d anot her house to get ny special |uck back."

He gave us one parting glare, jerked open the door, and stanped out. W stood | ooking after him
The bus was pulling into the gas station down the slope, and M. Henchard broke into a run

He caught the bus, all right, but only after he'd fallen flat on his face.

I put nmy arm around Jacki e.

"Ch, gosh," she said. "H s bad |uck's working already."

"Not bad," | pointed out. "Just normal. Wen you rent a little house to pixies, you get a lot of
extra good | uck."

W sat in silence, watching each other. Finally without saying a word, we went into M. Henchard's
vacated room The bird cage was still there. So was the house. So was the TO LET sign

"Let's go to Terry's," | said.

We stayed |l ater than usual. Anybody woul d have thought we didn't want to go hone because we |ived
in a haunted house. Except that in our case the exact opposite was true. Qur house wasn't haunted
any nore. It was horribly, desolately, coldly vacant.

I didn't say anything till we'd crossed the hi ghway, clinbed the slope, and unl ocked our front
door. W went, | don't know why, for a final |look at the enpty house. The cover was back on the
cage, where |'d replaced it, but-thunp, rustle, pop! The house was tenanted again!

We backed out and closed the door before we breat hed.

"No," Jackie said. "W nmustn't |ook. W nustn't ever, ever, |ook under that cover."

"Never," | said. "Who do you suppose . "
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We caught a very faint nurnur of what seemed to be boisterous singing. That was fine. The happier

they were, the longer they'd stay. Wien we went to bed, | dreanmed that | was drinking beer with
Rip Van Wnkle and the dwarfs. | drank 'emall under the table.

It was uninportant that the next norning was rainy. W were convinced that bright yellow sunlight
was blazing in through the windows. | sang under the shower. Jackie burbled inarticulately and
joyously. W didn't open M. Henchard's door

"Maybe they want to sleep late," | said.

It's always noisy in the machi ne-shop, and a hand-truckl oad of rough cylinder casings going past

doesn't increase the din noticeably. At three o' clock that afternoon, one of the boys was rolling
the stuff along toward the storeroom and | didn't hear it or see it until |I'd stepped back from
my planer, cocking ny eye at its adjustnent.

Those big planers are minor juggernauts. They have to be bedded in concrete, in heavy thigh-high

cradl es on which a heavily weighted netal nonster-the planer itself-slides back and forth.

| stepped back, saw the hand-truck coming, and nade a neat waltz turn to get out of its way. The

boy with the hand-truck swerved, the cylinders began to fall out, and | took an unbal anced waltz

step that ended with ny smacking nmy thighs against the edge of the cradle and doing a neat,

sui cidal half-sonersault. Wien | landed, | was jammed into the netal cradle, |ooking at the planer
as it zooned down on ne. |'ve never in ny life seen anything nove so fast.
It was all over before | knewit. | was struggling to bounce nyself out, men were yelling, the

pl aner was bellowing with bloodthirsty iii-
unph, and the cylinder heads were rolling around underfoot all over the place. Then there was the
crackling, tortured crash of gears and cans going to pieces. The planer stopped. My heart started.

After Pd changed ny clothes, | waited for Jackie to knock off. Rolling hone on the bus, | told her
about it. "Pure dumb luck. O else a mracle. One of those cylinders bounced into the planer in
just the right place. The planer's a ness, but I'mnot. | think we ought to wite a note of thanks
to our-uh-tenants."

Jacki e nodded with profound conviction. "It's the luck they pay their rent in, Eddie. I'm gl ad
they paid in advance, too!"

"Except that I'moff the payroll till the planer's fixed," | said.

We went hone through a storm W could hear a banging in M. Henchard's room |ouder than any

noi se that had ever come fromthe bird cage. W rushed upstairs and found the casenent w ndow had
conme open. | closed it. The cretonne cover had been half blown off the cage, and | started to pul
it back in place. Jackie was beside me. W | ooked at the tiny house; nmy hand didn't conplete its
gesture.

The TO LET sign had been renoved fromthe door. The chi mey was snoking greasily. The blinds were
tightly down, as usual, but there were other changes.

There was a small snell of cooking-scorned beef and skunk cabbage, | thought w ldly. Unmi stakably
it cane fromthe pixie house. On the fornerly imrmcul ate porch was a sl oppi ng-over garbage can
and a mnuscul e orange crate w th unwashed, atomsized tin cans and what were indubitably enpty
liquor bottles. There was a mlk bottle by the door, too, filled with a biliously |lavender |iquid.
It hadn't been taken in yet, nor had the norning paper. It was certainly a different paper. The
lurid size of the headlines indicated that it was a yell ow tabl oid.

A clothesline, without any clothes hanging on it at the nonment, had been tacked up fromone pillar
of the porch to a corner of the house.

| jerked down the cover, and fled after Jackie into the kitchen. "My God!" | said.
"W shoul d have asked for references,” she gasped. "Those aren't our tenants!”
"Not the tenants we used to have," | agreed. "I nean the ones M. Henchard used to have. Did you

see that garbage pail on the porch!"

"And the clothesline," Jackie added. "How how sl oppy."

"Jukes, Kallikaks and Jeeter Lesters. This isn't Tobacco Road."

Jacki e gul ped. "M . Henchard said they wouldn't be back, you know. "

"Yeah, but, well-"

She nodded slowy, as though beginning to understand. | said, "Gve."

"I don't know. Only M. Henchard said the Little Folk wanted a quiet, respectable nei ghborhood.

And we drove themout. 1'lIl bet we gave the bird cage-the |location-a bad reputation. The better-
class pixies won't live there. It's-oh, dear-nmaybe it's a slum"
"You're very nuts," | said.

"I"'mnot. It nmust be that. M. Henchard said as nuch. He told us he'd have to build a new house.
Desirable tenants won't nove into a bad nei ghborhood. W' ve got sloppy pixies, that's all."

My nouth opened. | stared at her

"Uh- huh. The tenenment type. |'Il bet they keep a pixilated goat in the kitchen," Jacki e babbl ed.
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"Well," | said, "we're not going to stand for it. I'Il evict "em 1I|-1"lIl pour water down their

chi mey. Where's the teakettle' ?"

Jacki e grabbed nme. "No, you don't! W can't evict them Eddie. W nustn't. They pay their rent,"”
she sai d.

And then | renenbered. "The planer-"

"Just that," Jacki e enphasi zed, digging her fingers into nmy biceps. "You' d have been killed today
if you hadn't had sonme extra good |uck. Those pixies may be sl oppy, but they pay their rent."

I got the angle. "M . Henchard's luck worked differently, though. Remenmber when he kicked that

rock down the beach steps, and they started to cave in? Me, | do it the hard way. | fall in the
pl aner, sure, and a cylinder bounces after ne and stops the machine but 1'll be out of a job till
the planer's fixed. Nothing |ike that ever happened to M. Henchard."

"He had a better class of tenant," Jackie explained, with a wild gleamin her eye. "If M.
Henchard had fallen in the planer, a fuse would have blown, |I'Il bet. Qur tenants are sl oppy

pi xi es, so we get sloppy luck."

"They stay," | said. "W own a slum Let's get out of here and go down to Terry's for a drink."
We buttoned our raincoats and departed, breathing the fresh, wet air. The storm was sl ashi ng down
as furiously as ever. |1'd forgotten ny flashlight, but | didn't want to go back for it. W headed

down the slope, toward Terry's faintly visible Iights.
It was dark. We couldn't see much through the storm Probably that was why we didn't notice the

bus until it was bearing down on us, headlights alnost invisible in the dinout.

| started to pull Jackie aside, out of the way, but ny foot slipped

on the wet concrete, and we took a nosedive. | felt Jackie's body hurtle against ne, and the next
monent we were floundering in the nmuddy ditch beside the highway while the bus roared past us and
was gone

W crawl ed out and nade for Terry's. The barman stared at us, said, "Wiew " and set up drinks
wi t hout bei ng asked.

"Unquestionably,” | said, "our lives have just been saved.
"Yes," Jackie agreed, scraping nmud fromher ears. "But it wouldn't have happened this way to M.
Henchard. "

The barman shook his head. "Fall in the ditch, Eddie? And you too? Bad | uck!"

"Not bad," Jackie told himfeebly. "Good. But sloppy." She lifted her drink and eyed me w th nuddy
m sery. | clinked ny glass agai nst hers.

"Well," | said. "Here's luck."

A GNOVE THERE WAS

Ti m Crockett should never have sneaked into the nmine on Dornsef Muntain. Wiat is winked at in
California may have disastrous results in the coal mnes of Pennsylvania. Especially when gnones
are invol ved.

Not that Tim Crockett knew about the gnonmes. He was just investigating conditions anong the | ower
cl asses, to use his own rather ill-chosen words. He was one of a group of southern Californians
who had deci ded that |abor needed them They were wong. They needed | abor-at |east eight hours of
it a day.

Crockett, like his colleagues, considered the |aborer a conbination of a gorilla and The Man with
the Hoe, probably nunbering the Kallikaks anong his ancestors. He spoke fierily of down-trodden
mnorities, wote incendiary articles for the group's organ, Earth, and deftly maneuvered hi nsel f
out of entering his father's law office as a clerk. He had, he said, a mission. Unfortunately, he
got little synmpathy fromeither the workers or their oppressors.

A psychol ogi st coul d have anal yzed Crockett easily enough. He was a tall, thin, intense-I|ooking
young man, with rather beady little eyes, and a nice taste in neckties. Al he needed was a
vigorous kick in the pants.

But definitely not administered by a gnone!

He was junketing through the country, on his father's noney, investigating |abor conditions, to

t he profound annoyance of such | aborers as he encountered. It was with this idea in nind that he
surreptitiously got into the Ajax coal mne-or, at |least, one shaft of it- after disguising
hinself as a miner and rubbing his face well with black dust. Going down in the lift, he | ooked
singularly untidy in the mdst of a group of well-scrubbed faces. Mners |look dirty only after a
day's work.

Donmsef Mountain is honeyconbed, but not with the shafts of the Aj ax Conpany. The gnomes have ways
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of bl ocking their tunnels when humans dig too close. The whol e place was a conplete confusion to
Crockett. He let hinself drift along with the others, till they began to work. A filled car
runbl ed past on its tracks. Crockett hesitated, and

then sidled over to a husky speci men who seened to have the nmarks of a great sorrow stanped on his
face.

"Look," he said, "I want to talk to you."

"I'nglis?" asked the other inquiringly. "Viskey. Chin. Vine. Hell." Having thus denonstrated his
somewhat inconpl ete conunand of English, he bellowed hoarsely with | aughter and returned to work,
ignoring the baffled Crockett, who turned away to find another victim But this section of the

m ne seened deserted. Another |oaded car runbled past, and Crockett decided to see where it cane
from He found out, after banging his head painfully and falling flat at |east five tines.

It cane froma hole in the wall. Crockett entered it, and sinultaneously heard a hoarse cry from
behi nd him The unknown requested Crockett to come back

"So | can break your slab-sided neck," he prom sed, adding a stream of sizzling profanity. "Come
outa there!"

Crockett cast one gl ance back, saw a gorillalike shadow lurching after him and instantly decided
that his stratagem had been di scovered. The owners of the Ajax nmine had sent a strong-armnman to
murder himor, at least, to beat himto a senseless pulp. Terror lent wings to Crockett's flying
feet. He rushed on, frantically searching for a side tunnel in which he mght |ose hinself. The
bel | owi ng from behi nd re-echoed against the walls. Abruptly Crockett caught a significant sentence
clearly.

"-before that dynamte goes off!"

It was at that exact nmonment that the dynamite went off.

Crockett, however, did not knowit. He discovered, quite briefly, that he was flying. Then he was
halted, with painful suddenness, by the roof. After that he knew nothing at all, till he recovered
to find a head regardi ng himsteadfastly.

It was not a conforting sort of head-not one at which you would instinctively clutch for

compani onship. It was, in fact, a singularly odd, if not actually revolting, head. Crockett was
too nmuch engrossed with staring at it to realize that he was actually seeing in the dark

How | ong had he been unconsci ous? For some obscure reason Crockett felt that it had been quite a
whi l e. The expl osi on had-what ?

Buried himhere behind a fallen roof of rock? Crockett would have felt little better had he known
that he was in a used-up shaft, val uel ess now, which had been abandoned | ong since. The m ners,
blasting to open a new shaft, had realized that the old one would be collapsed, but that didn't
matter.

Except to Tim Crockett.

He blinked, and when he reopened his eyes, the head had vanished. This was a relief. Crockett

i medi ately deci ded the unpleasant thing had been a delusion. Indeed, it was difficult to remenber
what it had | ooked like. There was only a vague inpression of a turnip-shaped outline, |arge,

| umi nous eyes, and an incredibly broad slit of a nouth.

Crockett sat up, groaning. Where was this curious silvery radiance conmng fron? It was |ike
daylight on a foggy afternoon, coming fromnowhere in particular, and throwi ng no shadows.
"Radi um " thought Crockett, who knew very little of mneral ogy.

He was in a shaft that stretched ahead into dimess till it made a sharp turn perhaps fifty feet
away. Behind hi mbehind himthe roof had fallen. Instantly Crockett began to experience difficulty
in breathing. He flung hinself upon the rubbly nound, tossing rocks frantically here and there,
gaspi ng and naki ng hoarse, inarticul ate noises.

He becane aware, presently, of his hands. Hs nmovenents slowed till he remnai ned perfectly

notionl ess, in a half-crouching posture, glaring at the |arge, knobbly, and surprising objects
that grew fromhis wists. Gould he, during his period of unconsci ousness, have acquired mttens?
Even as the thought cane to him Crockett realized that no nmittens ever knitted resenbled in the
slightest degree what he had a right to believe to be his hands. They twitched slightly.

Possibly they were caked with nud-no. It wasn't that. H s hands had-altered. They were huge,

gnharl ed, brown objects, like knotted oak roots. Sparse black hairs sprouted on their backs. The
nails were definitely in need of a manicure-preferably with a chisel.

Crockett | ooked down at hinself. He made soft cheepi ng noi ses, indicative of dishbelief. He had
squat bow | egs, thick and strong, and no nore than two feet long-less, if anything. Uncertain with
di sbelief, Crockett explored his body. It had changed-certainly not for the better

He was slightly nore than four feet high, and about three feet wide, with a barrel chest, enornous
splay feet, stubby thick |legs, and no neck whatsoever. He was wearing red sandals, blue shorts,
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and a red tunic which left his |lean but sinewy arnms bare. Hi s head- Turnip-shaped. The nout h-Yi pe!
Crockett had inadvertently put his fist clear into it. He withdrew the offending hand instantly,
stared around in a dazed fashion, and collapsed on the ground. It couldn't be happening. It was
qui te inpossible. Hallucinations. He was dying of asphyxiation, and del usions were preceding his
deat h.

Crockett shut his eyes, again convinced that his |lungs were laboring for breath. "I'mdying," he
said. "l c-can't breathe."

A contenptuous voice said, "I hope you don't think you're breathing air!"

"I"'mn-not-" Crockett didn't finish the sentence. H s eyes popped again. He was hearing things.

He heard it again. "You're a singularly |ousy specinmen of -gnonme," the voice said. "But under
Nid s aw we can't pick and choose. Still, you won't be put to digging hard netals, | can see
that. Anthracite's about your speed. Wat're you staring at? You' re very nmuch uglier than | am"
Crockett, endeavoring to lick his dry lips, was horrified to discover the end of his noist tongue
dragging linply over his eyes. He whipped it back, with a | oud smacki ng noi se, and managed to sit
up. Then he remained perfectly notionless, staring.

The head had reappeared. This time there was a body under it.

“I''mGu Mgru," said the head chattily. "You'll be given a gnom c name, of course, unless your
own is guttural enough. Wat is it?"

"Crockett," the man responded, in a stunned, automatic manner.

" Hey 2"

"Crockett."

"Stop maki ng noises like a frog and-oh, | see. Crockett. Fair enough. Now get up and follow nme or
I"1l kick the pants off you."

But Crockett did not inmediately rise. He was watching G u Magru

-obviously a gnonme. Short, squat and stunted, the bei~ng's figure resenbled a bulging little
barrel, topped by an inverted turnip. The hair grew up thickly to a peak-the root, as it were. In
the turnip face was a | oose, imense slit of a nouth, a button of a nose, and two very | arge eyes.
"Cet up!"™ Gru Magru said.

This time Crockett obeyed, but the effort exhausted himconpletely. If he noved again, he thought,
he would go mad. It would be just as well. Giones- G u Magru planted a |arge splay foot where it
woul d do the nost good, and Crockett described an arc which ended at a jagged boul der fallen from
the roof. "Get up,"” the gnone said, with gratuitous bad tenper, "or |I'Il kick you again. It's bad
enough to have an outlying prospect patrol, where | might run into a man any time, wthout- Up! Or-
Crockett got up. Gru Magru took his armand inpelled himinto the depths of the tunnel

"Wll, you're a gnone now," he said. "It's the Nid law. Sometimes | wonder if it's worth the
trouble. But | suppose it is-since gnones

can't propagate, and the average popul ation has to be kept up sonehow. "

"I want to die," Crockett said wildly.

G u Magru | aughed. "Ghones can't die. They're inmmortal, till the Day. Judgment Day, | nean."
"You're not logical," Crockett pointed out, as though by disproving one factor he could
automatically disprove the whole fantastic business. "You're either flesh and blood and have to
die eventually, or you' re not, and then you're not real."

"Ch, we're flesh and bl ood, right enough,” Gu Magru said. "But we're not nortal. There's a
distinction. Not that |I've anything against some nortals," he hastened to explain. "Bats, now and
owl s-they're fine. But nen!" He shuddered. "No gnone can stand the sight of a man."

Crockett clutched at a straw. "lI'ma man."

"You were, you nean," Gru said. "Not a very good specinen, either, for my ore. But you're a gnone
now. It's the Nid | aw. "

"You keep tal king about the Nid law," Crockett conpl ai ned.

"OfF course you don't understand," said Cru Magru, in a patronizing fashion. "lIt's this way. Back
in ancient tines, it was decreed that if any humans got lost in underearth, a tithe of them would
be transformed into gnonmes. The first gnone enperor, Podrang the Third, arranged that. He saw that
fairies could kidnap human children and keep them and spoke to the authorities about it. Said it
was unfair. So when miners and such-like are | ost underneath, a tithe of themare transfornmed into
gnones and join us. That's what happened to you. See?"

"No," Crockett said weakly. "Look. You said Podrang was the first gnone enperor. Wy was he call ed
Podrang the Third?"

"No tinme for questions," Gu Magru snapped. "Hurry!"

He was al nost running now, dragging the wetched Crockett after him The new gnone had not yet
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mastered his rather unusual |inbs, and, due to the extreme w deness of his sandals, he trod
heavily on his right hand, but after that learned to keep his arnms bent and close to his sides.
The walls, illumnated with that queer silvery radi ance, spun past dizzily.

"Wwhat's that |ight?" Crockett managed to gasp. 'Were's it coning fronP"

"Light?" Gu Magru inquired. "It isn't light."

"Viell, it isn't dark-"

"Of course it's dark," the gnome snapped. "How could we see if it wasn't dark?"

There was no possible answer to this, except, Crockett thought wildly, a frantic shriek. And he
needed all his breath for running. They were in a labyrinth now, turning and tw sting and doubling
t hrough i nnunerabl e tunnels, and Crockett knew he could never retrace his steps. He regretted
having | eft the scene of the cave-in. But how could he have hel ped doi ng so?

"Hurry!" Gru Magru urged. "Hurry!"

"Why?" Crockett got out breathlessly.

"There's a fight going on!" the gnome said.

Just then they rounded a corner and al nost blundered into the fight. A seething mass of gnones
filled the tunnel, battling with frantic fury. Red and blue pants and tunics nmoved in sw ft

pat chwork frenzy; turnip heads popped up and down vigorously. It was apparently a freefor-all.
"Seel" Gngloated. "A fight! | could smell it six tunnels away. Ch, a beauty!" He ducked as a

mel i ci ous-1ooking little gnonme sprang out of the huddle to seize a rock and hurl it with vicious
accuracy. The missile missed its mark, and Gru, neglecting his captive, immediately hurled hinself
upon the little gnone, bore himdown on the cave fl oor, and began to beat his head against it.
Both parties shrieked at the tops of their voices, which were lost in the deafening din that
resounded through the tunnel

"Ch-ny," Crockett said weakly. He stood staring, s~ hich was a mistake. A very |arge gnonme energed
fromthe pile, seized Crockett by the feet, and threw himaway. The terrified inadvertent
projectile sailed through the tunnel to crash heavily into sonething which said, "Woo-doof!"
There was a tangle of malforned arns and | egs.

Crockett arose to find that he had downed a vicious-looking gnome with flanming red hair and four

| arge di amond buttons on his tunic. This repul sive creature |ay notionless, out for the count.
Crockett took stock of his injuries-there were none. H s new body was hardy, anyway.

"You saved ne!" said a new voice. It belonged to a-lady gnone. Crockett decided that if there was
anything uglier than a gnone, it was the fenale of the species. The creature stood crouching just
behind him clutching a large rock in one capabl e hand.

Crockett ducked.

"I won't hurt you," the other howl ed above the din that filled the passage. "You saved ne! Migza
was trying to pull nmy ears off-oh! He's waking up!"

The red-haired gnone was i ndeed recovering consci ousness. Hi s first

act was to draw up his feet and, without rising, kick Crockett clear across the tunnel. The

fem nine gnone i medi ately sat on Miugza's chest and pounded his head with the rock till he

subsi ded.

Then she arose. "You're not hurt? Good! |'m Brockle Buhn. . . Ch, look! He'll have his head off in
a mnute!"

Crockett turned to see that his erstwhile guide, Cn Magru, was gnomefully tuggi ng at the head of
an uni dentified opponent, attenpting, apparently, to twist it clear off. "Wiat's it all about?"
Crockett how ed. "Unh-Bnockle Buhn! Brockle Buhn!"

She turned unwil lingly. 'Wat?"

"The fight! Wat started it?"

"I did," she explained. "I said, 'Let's have a fight."

"Ch, that was all?"

"Then we started." Brockle Buhn nodded. 'Wat's your nane?"

"Crockett."

"You're new here, aren't you? Oh-1 know. You were a hunan being!" Suddenly a new |ight appeared in
her bul gi ng eyes. "Crockett, maybe you can tell nme sonething. Wat's a kiss?"

"A-kiss?" Crockett repeated, in a baffled manner.

"Yes. | was listening inside a knoll once, and heard two hunman bei ngs tal king-male and fenal e, by
their voices. |I didn't dare | ook at them of course, but the nan asked the wonman for a kiss."
"Ch," Crockett said, rather blankly. "He asked for a kiss, eh?"

"And then there was a smacki ng noi se and the woman said it was wonderful. |'ve wondered ever

since. Because if any gnone asked ne for a kiss, | wouldn't know what he neant."

"Gnones don't kiss?" Crockett asked in a perfunctory way. "Giones dig," said Brocide Buhn. "And we
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eat. 1 like to eat. Is a kiss like nud soup?’

"Wl l, not exactly." Somehow Crockett nanaged to explain the mechanics of oscul ation.

The gnome renai ned silent, pondering deeply. At |last she said, with the air of one bestow ng nmud
soup upon a hungry applicant, "I'Il give you a kiss."

Crockett had a nightrmare picture of his whole head being engulfed in that enornous maw. He backed
away. "N-no," he got out. "I-1'd rather not."

"Then let's fight," said Brocide Buhn, w thout rancor, and swuing a knotted fist which smacked
painfully athwart Crockett's ear. "Ch, no," she said regretfully, turning away. "The fight's over.
It wasn't very long, was it?"

Crockett, rubbing his mangl ed ear, saw that in every direction gnonmes were picking thensel ves up
and hurrying off about their business. They seened to have forgotten all about the recent
conflict. The tunnel was once nore silent, save for the pad-paddi ng of gnones' feet on the rock
G u Magru cane over, grinning happily.

"Hel l o, Brockle Buhn," he greeted. "A good fight. Wio's this?" He | ooked down at the prostrate
body of Migza, the red-haired gnone.

"Mugza," said Brockle Buhn. "He's still out. Let's kick him™"

They proceeded to do it with vast enthusiasm while Crockett watched and deci ded never to all ow
hinsel f to be knocked unconscious. It definitely wasn't safe. At |ast, however, Gu Magru tired of
the sport and took Crockett by the armagain. "Cone along," he said, and they sauntered al ong the
tunnel, |eaving Brockle Buhn junping up and down on the sensel ess Migza's stomach

"You don't seemto mind hitting people when they' re knocked out,"” Crockett hazarded.

"It's much nore fun," Gu said happily. "That way you can tell just where you want to hit 'em

Cone along. You'll have to be inducted. Another day, another gnone. Keeps the popul ation stable,"
he explained, and fell to humming a little song.
"Look," Crockett said. "I just thought of something. You say human beings are turned into gnones

to keep the popul ation stable. But if gnomes don't die, doesn't that nean that there are nore
gnhonmes now than ever? The popul ati on keeps rising, doesn't it?"

"Be still," Gu Magru commanded. "I'm singing."

It was a singularly tunel ess song. Crockett, his thoughts veering madly, wondered if the gnomes
had a national anthem Probably "Rock Me to Sleep." Ch, well.

"We're going to see the Enperor," Gu said at last. "He always sees the new gnones. You'd better
make a good inpression, or he'll put you to placer-mning lava."

"tJh-" Crockett glanced down at his grinmy tunic. "Hadn't | better clean up a bit? That fight made
me a ness."”

"I't wasn't the fight," Gu said insultingly. "What's wong with you, anyway? | don't see anything
am ss. "

"My clothes-they're dirty."

"Don't worry about that," said the other. "It's good filthy dirt, isn't it? Herel" He halted, and,

st oopi ng, seized a handful of dust, which he rubbed into Crockett's face and hair. "That'll fix
you up."
"I -pffht! . . Thanks . . . pff hl" said the newest gnone. "I hope |I'mdream ng. Because if |'m not-

He didn't finish. Crockett was feeling unwell.

They went through a | abyrinth, far under Dornsef Muntain, and energed at |ast in a bare, huge
chanber with a throne of rock at one end of it. A small gnone was sitting on the throne paring his
toenails. "Bottomof the day to you," Gu said. "Were's the Enmperor?"

"Taking a bath," said the other. "I hope he drowns. Mid, mnud, nud-norning, noon and night. First
it's too hot. Then it's too cold. Then it's too thick. | work ny fingers to the bone nixing his
mud baths, and all | get is a kick," the small gnone continued plaintively. "There's such a thing

as being too dirty. Three nud baths a day-that's carrying it too far. And never a thought for ne!
Oh, no. I'ma nmud puppy, that's what | am He called me that today. Said there were lunps in the
mud. Well, why not? That dammed | oam we' ve been getting is enough to turn a worm s stomach. You'l
find Hs Majesty in there,” the little gnone finished, jerking his foot toward an archway in the
wal | .

Crockett was dragged into the next room where, in a sunken bath filled with steam ng, brown nud,
a very fat gnone sat, only his eyes discernible through the oozy coating that covered him He was
filling his hands with nud and letting it drip over his head, chuckling in a senile sort of way as
he did so.

"Mud, " he remarked pleasantly to Cru Magru, in a voice like a lion's bellow "Nothing like it.
Good rich nmud. Ahl"

G u was bunping his head on the floor, his large, capable hand around Crockett's neck forcing the
other to follow suit.
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"Ch, get up," said the Enperor. "Wat's this? Wat's this gnonme been up to? Qut with it."

"He's new," Gu explained. "I found himtopside. The Nid | aw, you know. "

"Yes, of course. Let's have a look at you. Ugh! |'m Podrang the Second, Enperor of the Ghones.
What have you to say to that?"

Al'l Crockett could think of was: "How how can you be Podrang the Second? | thought Podrang the
Third was the first enperor.”

"A chatterbox," said Podrang I, disappearing beneath the surface of the nud and spouting as he
rose again. "Take care of him Gu. Easy work at first. Digging anthracite. Mnd you don't eat any
while you're on the job," he cautioned the dazed Crockett. "After you've been here a century,
you're allowed one mud bath a day. Nothing like '"em" he added, bringing up a gluey handful to
smear over his face.

Abruptly he stiffened. His lion's bellow rang out.

" Dr ook! Drook!"

The little gnone Crockett had seen in the throne roomscurried in, winging his hands. "Your

Maj esty! Isn't the mud warm enough?”

"You craw ing blob!" roared Podrang Il. "You slobbering, offspring of six thousand individua

of fensi ve stenches! You mica-eyed, inconpetent, draggle-eared, withing blot on the good nane of
gnhores! You geol ogi cal m stake! You-you-"

Dr ook took advantage of his master's tenporary inarticulacy. "lIt's the best nud, Your Mjesty! |
refined it myself. Ch, Your Majesty, what's w ong?"

"There's a wormin it!" H's Majesty bellowed, and | aunched into a stream of profanity so
horrendous that it practically made the nmud boil. dutching his singed ears, Crockett allowed Gu
Magru to drag hi m away.

"I'd like to get the old boy in a fight," Gu remarked, when they were safely in the depths of a
tunnel, "but he'd use magic, of course. That's the way he is. Best enperor we've ever had. Not a
scrap of fair play in his bl oated body."

"Ch," Crockett said blankly. "Well, what next?"

"You heard Podrang, didn't you? You dig anthracite. And if you eat any, |'Il kick your teeth in.”

Broodi ng over the apparent bad tenpers of gnomes, Crockett allowed hinself to be conducted to a
gal l ery where dozens of gnomes, both nale and fenale, were using picks and mattocks with furious
vigor. "This is it,” Gu said. "Now You dig anthracite. You work twenty hours, and then sl eep
six."

"Then what ?"

"Then you start digging again," Gmexplained. "You have a brief rest once every ten hours. You
mustn't stop digging in between, unless it's for a fight. Now, here's the way you | ocate coal
Just think of it."

"How do you think I found you?" G u asked inpatiently. "Giones have-certain senses. There's a

I egend that fairy folk can locate water by using a forked stick. Well, we're attracted to netals.
Thi nk of anthracite,” he finished, and Crockett obeyed. Instantly he found hinself turning to the
wal | of the tunnel nearest him

"See how it works?" Gu grinned. "It's a natural evolution, | suppose. Functional. W have to know
where the underneath deposits are, so the authorities gave us this sense when we were created.
Thi nk of ore-or any deposit in the ground-and you'll be attracted to it. Just as there's a

repul sion in all gnonmes against daylight."

"Eh?" Crockett started slightly. "What was that?"

"Negative and positive. W need ores, so we're attracted to them

Daylight is harnful to us, so if we think we're getting too close to the surface, we think of
light, and it repels us. Try it!"

Crockett obeyed. Sonething seened to be pressing down the top of his head.

"Straight up," Cmnodded. "But it's a long way. | saw daylight once. And-a man, too." He stared at
the other. "I forgot to explain. Giones can't stand the sight of human beings. They-well, there's
alimt to how nuch ugliness a gnone can | ook at. Now you're one of us, you'll feel the sane way.
Keep away from daylight, and never look at a man. It's as nmuch as your sanity is worth."

There was a thought stirring in Crockett's mnd. He could, then, find his way out of this naze of
tunnels, sinply by enmploying his new sense to lead himto daylight. After that-well, at |east he
woul d be above ground.

G u Magru shoved Crockett into a place between two busy gnomes and thrust a pick into his hands.
"There. Get to work."

"Thanks for-" Crockett began, when G u suddenly kicked himand then took his departure, humm ng
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happily to hinsel f. Another gnome canme up, saw Crockett standing notionless, and told himto get
busy, acconpanying the command with a blow on his already tender ear. Perforce Crockett seized the
pi ck and began to chop anthracite out of the walL

"Crockett!" said a famliar voice. "It's you! | thought they'd send you here."

It was Brockl e Buhn, the fem nine gnome Crockett had already encountered. She was swi nging a pick
with the others, but dropped it nowto grin at her comnpanion.

"You won't be here long," she consoled. "Ten years or so. Unless you run into trouble, and then

you'll be put at really hard work."

Crockett's arnms were already aching. "Hard work! My arms are going to fall off in a mnute."”

He | eaned on his pick. "lIs this your regular job?"

"Yes-but I'm seldomhere. Usually |I'm being punished. 1'"ma troublenaker, | am | eat anthracite.”

She denonstrated, and Crockett shuddered at the audi bl e crunching sound. Just then the overseer
came up. Brocide Buhn swall owed hastily.

"What's this?" he snarled. "Wy aren't you at work?"

"W were just going to fight," Brockle Buhn expl ai ned.

"Ch-just the two of you? Or can | join in?"

"Free for all," the unladylike gnone offered, and struck the unsuspecting Crockett over the head
with her pick. He went out like a light.

Awakeni ng sone tinme |ater, he investigated bruised ribs and deci ded Brockl e Buhn rmust have ki cked
himafter he'd | ost consci ousness. Wat a gnone! Crockett sat up, finding hinself in the sane
tunnel , dozens of gnomes busily digging anthracite.

The overseer cane toward him "Awake, eh? Get to work!"

Dazedl y Crockett obeyed. Broclde Buhn flashed hima delighted grin. "You missed it. | got an ear-
see?" She exhibited it. Crockett hastily lifted an exploring hand. It wasn't his.

Dig. . . dig. . . dig. . . the hours dragged past. Crockett had never worked so hard in his
life. But, he noticed, not a gnone conplained. Twenty hours of toil, with one brief rest period-
he'd slept through that. Dig. . . dig. . . dig.

Wt hout ceasing her work, Brockle Buhn said, "I think you'll nake a good gnome, Crockett. You're
t ougheni ng up al ready. Nobody'd ever believe you were once a nan."

" Ch- no?"

"No. What were you, a mner?"

"I was-" Crockett paused suddenly. A curious light came into his eyes.

"I was a | abor organizer," he finished.

"Wrhat ' s that ?"

"Ever heard of a union?" Crockett asked, his gaze intent.

"I's it an ore?" Brockle Buhn shook her head. "No, |'ve never heard of it. Wat's a union?"
Crockett explained. No genuine | abor organi zer woul d have accepted that explanation. It was, to
say the | east, biased.

Brockl e Buhn seenmed puzzled. "I don't see what you nmean, exactly, but | suppose it's all right."
"Try another tack," Crockett said. "Don't you ever get tired of working twenty hours a day?"
"Sure. Who woul dn't?"

"Then why do it?"

"We al ways have," Brocide Buhn said indulgently. "W can't stop."

" Suppose you di d?"

"I'"d be punished-beaten with stalactites, or sonething."

"Suppose you all did," Crockett insisted. "Every damm gnone. Suppose you had a sit-down strike."
"You're crazy," Brockle Buhn said. "Such a thing' s never happened. It-it's human."

"Ki sses never happened underground, either," said Crockett. "No,

don't want one! And | don't want to fight, either. Good heavens, let ne get the set-up here. Most
of the gnones work to support the privileged classes."

"No. W just work." "But why?"

"W al ways have. And the Enmperor wants us to."

"Has the Enperor ever worked?" Crockett demanded, with an air of triunmph. "No! He just takes mud
bat hs! Why shoul dn't every gnone have the sane privilege? Wy-"

He tal ked on, at great length, as he worked. Brockle Buhn |istened with increasing interest. And
eventual ly she swal |l owed t he bait-hook, line and sinker

An hour | ater she was nodding agreeably. "1'll pass the word al ong. Tonight. In the Roaring Cave.
Ri ght after work."

"Wait a minute," Crockett objected. "How nany gnones can we get?"

"Wl l-not very many. Thirty?"
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"We'll have to organize first. W'll need a definite plan."
Brockl e Buhn went off at a tangent. "Let's fight."
"No! WIIl you listen? W need a-a council. Wo's the worst troubl e-naker here?"

"Mugza, | think," she said. "The red-haired gnone you knocked out when he hit ne."

Crockett frowned slightly. Wuld Miugza hold a grudge? Probably not, he decided. O, rather, he'd
be no nore ill tenpered than other gnones. Migza might attenpt to throttle Crockett on sight, but
he'd no doubt do the sanme to any other gnone. Besides, as Brockle Buhn went on to explain, Mgza
was the gnom c equival ent of a duke. His support would be val uabl e.

"And Gru Magru," she suggested. "He | oves new things, especially if they nake trouble."

"Yeah." These were not the two Crockett woul d have chosen, but at |east he could think of no other

candidates. "If we could get sonebody who's close to the Enperor. . . \Wat about Drook-the guy who
gi ves Podrang his nud bat hs?"
"Way not? I'Il fix it." Brocide Buhn lost interest and surreptitiously began to eat anthracite

Since the overseer was watching, this resulted in a violent quarrel, from which Crockett energed
with a black eye. Wi spering profanity under his breath, he went back to digging.

But he had tinme for a few nore words with Brockle Buhn. She'd arrange it. That night there would
be a secret neeting of the conspirators.

Crockett had been | ooking forward to exhausted sl unber, but this chance was too good to niss. He
had no wish to continue his unpleasant job digging anthracite. Hi s body ached fearfully. Besides,
if he could induce the gnomes to strike, he mght be able to put the squeeze on Podrang Il. Cru
Magru had said the Enperor was a mmgician. Couldn't he, then, transform Crockett back into a man?
"He's never done that," Broclde Buhn said, and Crockett realized he had spoken his thought al oud.
"Coul dn't he, though-if he wanted?"

Brockl e Buhn nerely shuddered, but Crockett had a little gl eam of hope. To be human agai n!

Dig. .. dig. . . dig. . . dig. . . with nmonotonous, deadening regularity. Crockett sank into
a stupor. Unless he got the gnom-es to strike, he was faced with an eternity of arduous toil. He
was scarcely consci ous of knocking off, of feeling Brockle Buhn's gnarled hand under his arm of
bei ng | ed through passages to a tiny cubicle, which was his new home. The gnone |eft himthere,
and he crawm ed into a stony bunk and went to sl eep.

Presently a casual kick aroused him Blinking, Crockett sat up, instinctively dodging the blow Gu
Magru was ainming at his head. He had four guests-Gm Brockle Buhn, Drook and the red-haired Migza.
"Sorry | woke up too soon," Crockett said bitterly. "If | hadn't, you could have got in another
kick."

"There's lots of tine," Gu said. "Now, what's thi~ all about? I wanted to sleep, but Brockle Buhn
here said there was going to be a fight. A big one, huh?"

"Eat first," Brockle Buhn said firmy. "I'"lIl fix mud soup for everybody." She bustled away, and
presently was busy in a corner, preparing refreshments. The other gnones squatted on their
haunches, and Crockett sat on the edge of his bunk, still dazed with sleep

But he managed to explain his idea of the union. It was received with interest-chiefly, he felt,
because it involved the possibility of a tremendous scrap

"You nean every Donsef gnone junps the Enperor?" Cm asked.

"No, no! Peaceful arbitration. W just refuse to work. Al of us."

"I can't," Drook said. "Podrang's got to have his nmud baths, the bloated old slug. He'd send nme to
the fumaroles till | was roasted.”

"Who' d take you there?" Crockett asked.

"Ch-the guards, | suppose.”

"But they'd be on strike, too. Nobody' ci obey Podrang, till he gave in."

"Then he'd enchant ne," Drook said.

"He can't enchant us all," Crockett countered.

"But he could enchant ne," Drook said with great firmess. "Besides, he could put a spell on every
gnorme in Dornsef. Turn us into stalactites or sonething.”

"Then what ? He woul dn't have any gnonmes at all. Half a loaf is better than none. W'll just use
logic on him Wuldn't he rather have a little | ess work done than none at all?"

"Not him" Gu put in. "He'd rather enchant us. Ch, he's a bad one, he is," the gnone finished

approvi ngly.

But Crockett couldn't quite believe this. It was too alien to his understandi ng of psychol ogy-
human psychol ogy, of course. He turned to Migza, who was gl owering furiously.

"What do you think about it?"

"I want to fight," the other said rancorously. "I want to kick sonebody."

"Woul dn't you rather have nmud baths three times a day?"
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Miugza grunted. "Sure. But the Enperor won't let ne."

"Why not ?"

"Because | want 'em"”

"You can't be contented,"” Crockett said desperately. "There's nore to |ife than-than digging."
"Sure. There's fighting. Podrang |lets us fight whenever we want."

Crockett had a sudden inspiration. "But that's just it. He's going to stop all fighting! He's
going to pass a new | aw forbidding fighting except to himself."

It was an effective shot in the dark. Every gnone junped. "Stop-fighting!" That was Gn angry and
di sbelieving. 'Wy, we' ve always fought."

"Well, you'll have to stop,"” Crockett insisted.

"Wn't!"

"Exactly! Why shoul d you? Every gnonme's entitled to life, liberty and the pursuit of-of pugilism"”
"Let's go and beat up Podrang," Migza of fered, accepting a steaning bow of nud soup from Brockl e
Buhn.

"No, that's not the way-no, thanks, Brockle Buhn-not the way at all. A strike's the thing. W'l
peaceably force Podrang to give us what we want."

He turned to Drook. "Just what can Podrang do about it if we all sit down and refuse to work?"
The little gnone considered. "He'd swear. And kick ne."

"Yeah-and then what ?"

"Then he'd go off and enchant everybody, tunnel by tunnel."

"Uh- huh." Crockett nodded. "A good point. Solidarity is what we need. If Podrang finds a few
gnones together, he can scare the hell out of them But if we're all together-that's it! Wen the

strike's called, we'll all nmeet in the biggest cave in the joint."

"That's the Council Chanber," Gmsaid. "Next to Pocirang's throne room"

"OK W'Il nmeet there. How nmany gnomes will join us?"

"Al'l of "em" Migza grunted, throwi ng his soup bow at Drook's head. "The Enperor can't stop us
fighting."

"And what weapons can Podrang use, Drook?"

"He m ght use the Cockatrice Eggs," the other said doubtfully.

"What are those?"

"They're not really eggs," Gu broke in. "They're magic jewels for whol esal e enchant nents.

Different spells in each one. The green ones, | think, are for turning people into earthworns.
Podrang just breaks one, and the spell spreads out for twenty feet or so. The red ones are- let's
see. Transform ng gnones into human beings-though that's a bit too tough. No. . . yes. The bl ue
ones-"

"I'nto human beings!" Crockett's eyes wi dened. 'Were are the eggs kept?"

"Let's fight," Migza offered, and hurled hinself bodily on Drook, who squeaked frantically and
beat his attacker over the head with his soup bow , which broke. Brockle Buhn added to the
excitement by kicking both battlers inpartially, till felled by Gn Magru. Wthin a few nonents the
roomresounded with the excited screans of guomc battle. Inevitably Crockett was sucked in.

O all the perverted, incredible fornms of Iife that had ever existed, gnomes were about the
oddest. It was inpossible to understand their philosophy. Their mnds worked al ong different paths
fromhuman intelligences. Self-preservation and survival of the race-these two vital human
instincts were |lacking in gnones. They neither died nor propagated. They just worked and fought.
Bad-tenpered little nonsters, Crockett thought irritably. Yet they had existed for-ages. Since the
begi nni ng, maybe. Their social organismwas the result of evolution far older than man's. It m ght
be well suited to gnones. Crockett might be throwing the unnecessary nonkey wench in the

machi nery.
So what? He wasn't going to spend eternity digging anthracite, even though, in retrospect, he
renenbered feeling a curious thrill of obscure pleasure as he worked. Digging mght be fun for

gnhonmes. Certainly it was their raison d e~tre. In tinme Crockett hinself might |ose his hunman
affiliations, and be netanorphosed conpletely into a gnone. Wat

bad happened to other humans who had undergone such an-alteration as he had done? Al gnones | ook
ali ke. But maybe Cm Magru had once been human-or Drook-or Brockl e Buhn.

They were gnonmes now, at any rate, thinking and existing conpletely as gnonmes. And in tinme he

hi msel f woul d be exactly like them Already he had acquired the strange tropismthat attracted him
to netals and repelled himfromdaylight. But he didn't Iike to dig!

He tried to recall the little he knew about gnones-niners, nmetal-smths, |iving underground. There
was sonet hi ng about the Picts- dwarfish men who hid underground when i nvaders cane to Engl and,
centuries ago. That seened to tie in vaguely with the gnonmes' dread of hunman beings. But the
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ghores t hensel ves were certainly not descended fromPicts. Very likely the two separate races and
speci es had becone identified through occupyi ng the sane habitat.

Well, that was no hel p. What about the Enperor? He wasn't, apparently, a gnhone with a high |.Q,
but he was a nmgician. Those jewel s-Cockatrice Eggs-were significant. If he could get hold of the
ones that transforned gnones into nen .

But obviously he couldn't, at present. Better wait. Till the strike had been called. The strike.
Crockett went to sleep

He was roused, painfully, by Brockle Buhn, who seened to have adopted him Very likely it was her
curiosity about the matter of a kiss. Fromtine to tine she offered to give Crockett one, but he
steadfastly refused. In lieu of it, she supplied himwi th breakfast. At |least, he thought grinly,
he'd get plenty of iron in his system even though the rusty chips rather resenbled corn fl akes.
As a special inducerment Brockl e Buhn sprinkled coal dust over the ness.

Vel 1, no doubt his digestive systemhad also altered. Crockett wi shed he could get an X-ray
picture of his insides. Then he decided it would be nuch too disturbing. Better not to know But
he could not help wondering. Gears in his stomach? Small m |l stones? What woul d happen if he

i nadvertently swal |l owed sonme enery dust? Maybe he coul d sabotage the Enperor that way.

Perceiving that his thoughts were beginning to veer wildly, Crockett gulped the |ast of his neal
and foll owed Brockl e Buhn to the anthracite tunnel

"How about the strike? How s it coning?"

"Fine, Crockett." She smiled, and Crockett wi nced at the sight. "Tonight all the gnones wll neet
in the Roaring Cave. Just after work."

There was no time for nore conversation. The overseer appeared, and the gnonmes snatched up their
picks. Dig. . . dig. . . dig

It kept up at the same pace. Crockett sweated and toiled. It wouldn't be for long. H's nind
slipped a cog, so that he relapsed into a waking slunber, his nuscles responding automatically to
the need. Dig, dig, dig. Sonmetines a fight. Once a rest period. Then di g again.

Five centuries later the day ended. It was time to sleep

But there was sonething nuch nore inportant. The union neeting in the Roaring Cave. Brockle Buhn
conducted Crockett there, a huge cavern hung with glittering green stalactites. Giones cane
pouring into it. Gnhomes and nore gnomes. The turnip heads were everywhere. A dozen fights started.
Cru Magru, Migza and Drook found places near Crockett. During a lull Brockle Buhn urged himto a
platformof rock jutting fromthe floor

"Now, " she whispered. 'They all know about it. Tell them what you want."

Crockett was | ooking out over the bobbing heads, the red and blue garnments, all lit by that eerie
silver glow "Fellow gnones," he began weakly.

"Fel | ow gnones!" The words roared out, magnified by the acoustics of the cavern. That bull bell ow
gave Crockett courage. He plunged

on.

"Way shoul d you work twenty hours a day? Wiy should you be forbidden to eat the anthracite you
dig, while Podrang squats in his bath and | aughs at you? Fell ow gnones, the Enperor is only one;
you are many! He can't nake you work. How would you like nmud soup three tinmes a day? The Enperor
can't fight you all. If you refuse to work- all of you-he'll have to give in! He'll have to!"
"Tell '"em about the non-fighting edict,” Gu Magru called

Crockett obeyed. That got 'em Fighting was dear to every gnomc heart. And Crockett kept on

t al ki ng.

"Podrang will try to back down, you know. He'll pretend he never intended to forbid fighting.
That'll show he's afraid of you! We hold the whip hand! We'Il strike-and the Enperor can't do a
damm thing about it. Wen he runs out of mud for his baths, he'll capitul ate soon enough."
"He'll enchant us all," Drook ruttered sadly.

"He won't dare! Wat good would that do? He knows which side his-ugh-which side his nud is
buttered on. Podrang is unfair to gnones! That's our watchword!"

It ended, of course, in a braw. But Crockett was satisfied. The gnomes would not go to work
tonorrow. They woul d, instead, neet

in the Council Chanber, adjoining Podrang's throne roomand sit down.

That night he slept well.

In the nmorning Crockett went, with Brockle Buhn, to the Council Chanber, a cavern gigantic enough
to hold the thousands of gnones who thronged it. In the silver light their red and bl ue garnents
had a curiously elfin quality. O, perhaps, naturally enough, Crockett thought. Wre gnones,
strictly speaking, elves?

Dr ook cane up. "I didn't draw Podrang's nmud bath,"” he confided hoarsely. "Ch, but he'll be
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furious. Listen to him™"

And, indeed, a distant crackling of profanity was com ng through an archway in one wall of the
cavern.

Mugza and Gru Magru joined them "He'll be along directly,” the latter said. 'Wat a fight
there' Il bel™

"Let's fight now," Migza suggested. "I want to kick sonebody. Hard."

"There's a gnone who's asleep," Crockett said. "If you sneak up on him you can |and a good one
right in his face."

Mugza, drooling slightly, departed on his errand, and sinultaneously Podrang |Il, Enperor of the

Dor nsef Gnones, stunped into the cavern. It was the first tine Crockett had seen the ruler wthout
a coating of nmud, and he could not help gulping at the sight. Podrang was very ugly. He conbined
in hinself the nost repul sive qualities of every gnone Crockett had previously seen. The result
was perfectly indescribable.

"Ah," said Podrang, halting and swaying on his short bow |l egs. "I have guests. Drook! Where in the
nanme of the nine steamng hells is ny bath?" But Drook had ducked from sight.
The Enperor nodded. "I see. Wll, | won't lose ny tenper, | won't lose ny tenper! | WON T-"

He paused as a stalactite was dislodged fromthe roof and crashed down. In the nmonentary sil ence,
Crockett stepped forward, cringing slightly.

"Wwe're on strike," he announced. "It's a sit-down strike. We won't work till-"

"Yaah!" screanmed the infuriated Enperor. "You won't work, eh? Wy, you boggl e-eyed, flap-tongued,
drag-bellied of fspring of unmentionabl e al gae! You seething little | eprous blotch of bat-nibbled
fungus! You cringing parasite on the underside of a dwarfish and ignoble worm Yaaahl"

"Fight!" the irrepressible Migza yelled, and flung hinmself on Podrang, only to be felled by a well-
pl aced foul bl ow.

Crockett's throat felt dry. He raised his voice, trying to keep it steady.

"Your Majesty! If you'll just wait a mnute-"

"You mushroom nosed spawn of degenerate black bats,” the enraged Enperor shrieked at the top of
his voice. "I'll enchant you all! I'Il turn you into naiads! Strike, will you! Stop me from having
my nmud bath, will you? By Kronos, Nid, Ymr and Loki, you'll have cause to regret this! Yahi" he

finished, inarticulate with fury.

"Quick!" Crockett whispered to Cm and Broci de Buhn. "Get between himand the door, so he can't get
hol d of the Cockatrice Eggs."

"They're not in the throne room" Cm Magru expl ai ned unhel pfully. "Podrang just grabs them out of
the air."

"Ch!" the harassed Crockett groaned. At that strategi c nonent Brockle Buhn's worst instincts
overcane her. Wth a |oud shriek of delight she knocked Crockett down, kicked himtw ce and sprang
for the Enperor.

She got in one good bl ow before Podrang hammrered her atop the head with one gnarled fist, and
instantly her turnip-shaped skull seenmed to prol apse into her torso. The Enperor, bright purple
with fury, reached out-and a yellow crystal appeared in his hand.

It was one of the Cockatrice Eggs.

Bellowi ng |ike a nusth el ephant, Podrang hurled it. A circle of twenty feet was instantly deared
among the massed gnones. But it wasn't vacant. Dozens of bats rose and fluttered about, adding to
t he confusion.

Conf usi on became chaos. Wth yells of delighted fury, the gnomes rolled forward toward their

ruler. "Fight!" the cry thundered out, reverberating fromthe roof. "Fight!"

Podrang snat ched another crystal from nothingness-a green one, this tinme. Thirty-seven gnones were
instantly transforned into earthworns, and were tranpl ed. The Enperor went down under an aval anche
of attackers, who abruptly di sappeared, turned into nmice by another of the Cockatrice Eggs.
Crockett saw one of the crystals sailing toward him and ran like hell. He found a hiding place
behind a stalagmite, and fromthere watched the carnage. It was definitely a sight worth seeing,
though it could not be recommended to a nervous nan.

The Cockatrice Eggs exploded in an incessant stream Wenever that happened, the spell spread out
for twenty feet or nore before losing its efficacy. Those caught on the fringes of the circle were
only partially transformed. Crockett saw one gnone with a nole's head. Another was a wormfromthe
wai st down. Anot her was-rclp! Sone of the spell patterns were not, apparently, drawn even from
known myt hol ogy.

The fury of noise that filled the cavern brought stalactites crashing down incessantly fromthe
roof. Every so often Pocirang's battered head woul d reappear, only to go down again as nore gnones
sprang to the attack-to be enchanted. Mce, noles, bats and other things filled the Counci

Chanber. Crockett shut his eyes and prayed.
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He opened themin tinme to see Podrang snatch a red crystal out of the air, pause and then deposit
it gently behind him A purple Cockatrice Egg canme next. This crashed against the floor, and
thirty gnones turned into tree toads.

Apparently only Podrang was immune to his own nmagi c. The thousands who had filled the cavern were
rapidly thinning, for the Cockatrice Eggs seemed to cone from an i nexhaustible source of supply.
How | ong woul d it be before Crockett's own turn canme? He couldn't hide here forever

H s gaze riveted to the red crystal Podrang had so carefully put down. He was renenbering
sonet hi ng-t he Cockatrice Egg that would transform gnomes into human beings. O course! Podrang
woul dn't use that, since the very sight of men was so distressing to gnones. |If Crockett could get
his hands on that red crysta

He tried it, sneaking through the confusion, sticking close to the wall of the cavern, till he
near ed Podrang. The Enperor was swept away by anot her onrush of gnomes, who abruptly changed into
dormice, and Crockett got the red jewel. It felt abnornally cold.

He al nost broke it at his feet before a thought stopped and chilled him He was far under Dornsef
Mountain, in a labyrinth of caverns. No hunan being could find his way out. But a gnome coul d,
with the aid of his strange tropismto daylight.

A bat flew against Crockett's face. He was al nbst certain it squeaked, 'Wat a fight!" in a parody
of Brockle Buhn's voice, but he couldn't be sure. He cast one glance over the cavern before
turning to flee

It was a conplete and utter chaos. Bats, noles, wornms, ducks, eels and a dozen other species

craw ed, flew, ran, bit, shrieked, snarled, grunted, whooped and croaked all over the place. From
all directions the renmining gnones-only about a thousand now were converging on a surgi ng nound
of gnomes that narked where the Enperor was. As Crockett stared the nound di ssol ved, and a nunber
of gecko lizards ran to safety.

"Strike, will you!" Podrang bellowed. "I'll show you!"
Crockett turned and fled. The throne room was deserted, and he ducked into the first tunnel
There, he concentrated on thinking of daylight. His left ear felt conpressed. He sped on till he

saw a si de passage

on the left, slanting up, and turned into it at top speed. The nuffl ed noise of conbat di ed behind
hi m

He clutched the red Cockatrice Egg tightly. Wat had gone wrong? Podrang shoul d have stopped to
parley. Only-only he hadn't. A singularly bad-tenpered and short-sighted gnone. He probably

woul dn't stop till he'd depopul ated his entire kingdom At the thought Crockett hurried al ong
faster.

The tropi smguided him Sonetinmes he took the wong tunnel, but always, whenever he thought of
daylight, he would feel the nearest daylight pressing against him H's short, bowed | egs were
surprisingly hardy.

Then he heard sonmeone running after him

He didn't turn. The sizzling blast of profanity that curled his ears told himthe identity of the
pursuer. Podrang had no doubt cleared the Council Chanber, to the |ast gnome, and was now
intending to tear Crockett apart pinch by pinch. That was only one of the things he prom sed.
Crockett ran. He shot along the tunnel like a bullet. The tropismguided him but he was terrified
| est he reach a dead end. The clamor from behind grew | ouder. If Crockett hadn't known better, he
woul d have inmagi ned that an army of gnones pursued him

Faster! Faster! But now Podrang was in sight. His roars shook the very walls. Crockett sprinted,
rounded a corner, and saw a wall of flamng light-a circle of it, in the distance. It was
daylight, as it appeared to gnom c eyes.

He could not reach it in tine. Podrang was too close. A few nore seconds, and those gnarl ed,
terrible hands woul d cl ose on Crockett's throat.

Then Crockett renmenbered the Cockatrice Egg. If he transforned hinmself into a nan now, Podrang
woul d not dare touch him And he was al nost at the tunnel's nouth.

He stopped, whirling and lifted the jewel. Sinmultaneously the Enperor, seeing his intention
reached out with both hands, and snatched six or seven of the crystals out of the air. He threw
themdirectly at Crockett, a fusillade of rainbow col ors.

But Crockett had already slanmed the red gem down on the rock at his feet. There was an ear-
splitting crash. Jewels seenmed to burst all around Crockett-but the red one had been broken first.
The roof fell in.

A short while later, Crockett dragged hinself painfully fromthe debris. A glance showed hi mthat
the way to the outer world was stil
open. And-thank heaven!-daylight |ooked normal again, not that flam ng blaze of eye-searing white.
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He | ooked toward the depths of the tunnel, and froze. Podrang was energing, with sone difficulty,
froma mound of rubble. His | ow curses had | ost none of their fire.

Crockett turned to run, stunbled over a rock, and fell flat. As he sprang up, he saw that Podrang
had seen him

The gnonme stood transfixed for a nonent. Then he yelled, spun on his heel, and fled into the
darkness. He was gone. The sound of his rapid footfalls died.

Crockett swallowed with difficulty. Ghones are afraid of men-whew! That had been a cl ose squeak
But now.

He was nore relieved than he had thought. Subconsciously he nust have been wonderi ng whet her the
spel |l would work, since Podrang had flung six or seven Cockatrice Eggs at him But he had smashed
the red one first. Even the strange, silvery gnone-light was gone. The depths of the cave were
utterly black-and silent.

Crockett headed for the entrance. He pulled hinmself out, luxuriating in the warnth of the

aft ernoon sun. He was near the foot of Dornsef Muwuntain, in a patch of branbles. A hundred feet
away a farmer was plow ng one terrace of a field

Crockett stunbled toward him As he approached, the nan turned. He stood transfixed for a nonent.
Then he yelled, spun on his heel, and fled.

Hi s shrieks drifted back up the mountain as Crockett, remenbering the Cockatrice Eggs, forced
hinself to | ook down at his own body.

Then he screanmed too. But the sound was not one that could ever have energed froma hunman throat.
Still, that was natural enough-under the circunstances.

THE BI G NI GHT
Chapter i. Last of the Hyper Ships

She came |unbering up out of the ecliptic plane of the planets Iike a wallow ng space beast, her
jet tubes scarred and stained, a molten streak across her mddle where Venus's turgid atnosphere
had scarred her, and every ancient spot weld in her fat body threatened to rip apart the nonent
she hit stress again.

The ski pper was drunk in his cabin, his maudlin voice echoing through the conpartnments as he
bewai | ed the unsynpat hetic harshness of the Interplanetary Trade Comm ssion

There was a nongrel crew froma dozen worlds, half of them shanghai ed. Logger H lton, the mate,
was trying to make sense out of the tattered charts, and La Cucaracha, her engines quaking at the
sui ci dal thought, was plungi ng ahead t hrough space into the Big N ght.

In the control rooma signal light flared. Hilton grabbed a m ke.

"Repair crewm" he yelled. "Get out on the skin and check jet A-six. Move!"

He turned back to his charts, chewing his Ilip and glancing at the pilot, a tiny, inhuman Sel enite,
with his arachnoid multiple |inmbs and fragil e-seenming body. Ts'ss-that was his name, or

approxi mated it-was wearing the awkward audi o-converter mask that coul d rmake his subsonic voice
audi bl e to human ears, but, unlike Hlton, he wasn't wearing space arnor. No Lunarian ever needed
protection agai nst deep space. In their mllion years on the Mon, they had got used to airl ess-
ness. Nor did the ship's atnosphere bother Ts'ss. He sinply didn't trouble to breathe it.

"Bl ast you, take it easy!" Hilton said. 'Want to tear off our hide?"

Through the mask the Selenite's faceted eyes glittered at the nate.

"No, sir. 1'mgoing as slowy as | can on jet fuel. As soon as | know the warp formnul ae, things'l
ease up a bit."

"Ride it! Ride it-without jets!"

"W need the acceleration to switch over to warp, sir."

"Never nmind," Hilton said. "I've got it now Sonebody nust have been breeding fruit-flies all over
these charts. Here's the dope." He dictated a few equations that Ts'ss' photographic nmenory
assinilated at once.

A distant howling cane fromfar off.

"That's the skipper, | suppose,” Hilton said. "I'll be back in a mnute. Get into hyper as soon as
you can, or we're apt to fold up |like an accordion."

"Yes, sir. Ah-M. Hilton?"

"Wl | 2"

"You might look at the fire extinguisher in the Cap'n's room"

"What for?" Hlton asked.

Several of the Selenite's multiple |inbs pantom ned the action of drinking. Hilton grinaced, rose
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and fought the accel erati on down the conpani onway. He shot a glance at the visio-screens and saw
they were past Jupiter already, which was a relief. Going through the giant planet's gravity-pull
woul dn't have hel ped La Cucaracha's aching bones. But they were safely past now Safely! He
grinned wyly as he opened the captain's door and went in.

Captai n Sam Danvers was standi ng on his bunk, naking a speech to an inmagi nary |Interplanetary Trade
Commi ssion. He was a big nman, or rather he had been once, but now the flesh had shrunk and he was
beginning to stoop a little. The skin of his winkled face was nearly black with space-tan. A
stubbl e of gray hair stood up angrily.

Sonmehow, though, he | ooked |ike Logger Hilton. Both were deepspace nen. Hlton was thirty years
younger, but he, too, had the same dark tan and the sanme | ook in his blue eyes. There's an old
sayi ng that when you go out into the Big N ght, beyond Pluto's orbit, that enornbus enptiness gets
into you and | ooks out through your eyes. Hlton had that. So did Captain Danvers.

O herwi se-Hilton was huge and heavy where Danvers was a little frail now, and the mate's broad
chest bulged his white tunic. He hadn't had tinme yet to change fromdress uniform though he knew
that even this cellulose fabric couldn't take the dirt of a space-run without showing it. Not on
La C Acaracha, anyway.

But this would be his last trip on the old tub

Captain Danvers interrupted his speech to ask H lton what the devil he wanted. The mate sal uted.
"Routine inspection, sir," he observed, and took down a fire extinguisher fromthe wall. Danvers
sprang fromthe bunk, but Hlton noved too fast. Before the captain reached him Hlton had
enptied the tank down the nearest disposal vent.

"ddjuice," he explained. "I'Il refill her."

"Listen, M. Hilton," Danvers said, swaying slightly and stabbing a long forefinger at the nmate's
nose. "If you think I had whiskey in there, you're crazy."

"Sure," Hlton said. "lI'mcrazy as a | oon, skipper. How about some caffeine?"

Danvers weaved to the disposal port and peered down it vaguely.
"Caffeine. Huh? Look, if you haven't got sense enough to take La Cucaracha into hyper, you ought
to resign."

"Sure, sure. But in hyper it won't take long to get to Fria. You'll have to handl e the agent
there."
"Christie? | _| guess so." Danvers sank down on the bunk and held his head. "I guess | just got

mad, Logger. | TG-what do they know about it? Wiy, we opened that trading post on Sirius Thirty."
"Look, skipper, when you cone aboard you were so high you forgot to tell nme about it," Hlton
said. "You just said we'd changed our course and to head for Fria. How cone?"

"Interplanetary Trade Conmi ssion," Danvers grow ed. "They had their crew checking over La

Cucar acha. "
"l know. Routine inspection.”
"Wl l, those fat slobs have the brassbound nerve to tell ne ny ship's unsafe! That the gravity-

drag from Sirius is too strong-and that we couldn't go to Sirius Thirty!"

"Could be they're right,” Hlton said thoughtfully. 'W had trouble | anding on Venus."

"She's ol d." Danvers' voice was defensive. "But what of it? |'ve taken La Cucaracha around

Bet el geuse and plenty closer to Sirius than Sirius Thirty. The old lady's got what it takes. They
built atomic engines in those days."

"They're not building themnow " Hlton said, and the skipper turned purple.

"Transm ssion of matter!" he snarled. "Wat kind of a crazy set-up is that? You get in alittle
machi ne on Earth, pull a switch and there you are on Venus or Bar Canopus or-or Purgatory, if you
like! | shipped on a hyper ship when | was thirteen, Logger. | grew up on hyper ships. They're
solid. They're dependable. They'll take you where you want to go. Hang it, it isn't safe to space
travel w thout an atnosphere around you, even if it's only in a suit."

"That reminds nme," Hlton said. 'Were' s yours?"

"Ah, | was too hot. The refrigerating unit's haywire."

The mate found the |ightweight arnmor in a closet and deftly began to repair the broken swtch
"You don't need to keep the helnet closed, but you'd better wear the suit," he said absently.
"I'"ve issued orders to the crew. All but Ts'ss, and he doesn't need any protection."

Danvers | ooked up. "How s she running?" he asked quickly.

"Wl l, she could use an overhaul ," Hlton said. "I want to get into hyperspace fast. This straight
running is a strain. I'"'mafraid of |anding, too."
"Uh. Ckay, there'll be an overhaul when we get back-if we make a profit. You know how nuch we made

this last trip. Tell you what- you supervise the job and take a bigger cut for it."
Hilton's fingers slowed on the switch. He didn't |ook around.
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“I'"ll be looking for a new berth," he said. "Sorry, skipper. But | won't be aboard after this
voyage. "

There was silence behind him Hlton grinmced and began to work again on the spacesuit. He heard
Danvers say:

"You won't find many hyper ships needing nmates these days."

"I know. But |'ve got engineering training. Maybe they would use nme on the matter transnitters. O
as an outposter-a trader."

"Ch, for the I ove of Pete! Logger, what are you tal king about? A- trader? A filthy outposter?
You're a hyper ship man!"

"In twenty years there won't be a hyper ship running," Hilton said.

"You're a liar. There'll be one."

"She'll fall apart in a couple of nonths!" Hilton said angrily. "lI'mnot going to argue. \Wat are
we after on Fria, the fungus?"

After a pause Danvers answered.

"What else is there on Fria? Sure, the fungus. It's pushing the season a little. W' re not due
there for three weeks Earth-time, but Christie always keeps a supply on hand. And that big hote
chain will pay us the regular cut. Blamed if | know why peopl e eat that garbage, but they pay
twenty bucks a plate for it."

"I't could nean a profit, then," Hilton said. "Provided we land on Fria without falling apart." He
tossed the repaired suit on the bunk besi de Danvers. "There you are, skipper. 1'd better get back
to controls. W'll be hitting hyper pretty soon."

Danvers | eaned over and touched a button that opened the deadlight. He stared at the star screen
"You won't get this on a matter transmtter," he said slowy. "Look at it, Logger."

Hilton | eaned forward and | ooked across the Captain's shoul der. The void blazed. To one side a
great arc of Jupiter's titan bulk blared coldly bright. Several of the noons were riding in the
screen's field, and an asterold or two caught Jupiter's light in their tenuous atnospheres and
hung i ke shining veiled mniature worlds agai nst that bl azing backdrop. And through and beyond
the shining stars and noons and pl anets

showed the Big Night, the black enptiness that beats |ike an ocean on the rimof the Solar System
"So it's pretty,” Hlton said. "But it's cold, too."

"Maybe. Maybe it is. But | like it. Wll, get a job as a trader, you jackass. I'll stick to La
Cucaracha. | know | can trust the old lady."

For answer the old | ady junped violently and gave a wall owi ng |urch

Chapter a. Bad News

Hilton instantly expl oded out of the cabin. The ship was bucking hard. Behind himthe nate heard
Danvers shouti ng sonethi ng about inconpetent pilots, but he knew it probably wasn't the Selenite's
fault. He was in the control cabin while La Cuearacha was still shuddering on the downswi ng of the
last junp. Ts'ss was a tornado of notion, his nultiple I egs scrabbling frantically at a dozen

i nstruments.

"I'"ll call the shot!" Hilton snapped, and Ts'ss instantly concentrated on the incredibly
conplicated controls that were guiding the ship into hyper

The mate was at the auxiliary board. He jerked down |evers.

"Hyper stations!" he shouted. "C ose hel nets! Grab the braces, you sun-junpers! Here we go!"

A needle swng wildly across a gauge, hovering at the mark. Hilton dropped into a seat, sliding
his arms under the curved braces and hooking his el bows around them H s ankles found sinilar
supports beneath him The visor screens blurred and shimered with crawling colors, flicking back
and forth, on and off, as La Cuearacha fought the seesaw between hyper and normal space.

Hlton tried another mke. "Captain Danvers. Hyper stations. Al right?"

"Yeah, I"'min ny suit," Danvers' voice said. "Can you take it? Need ne? Wiat's wong with Ts'ss?"
"The vocor at ny board blew out, Cap'n," Ts'ss said. "I couldn't reach the auxiliary."

"We nust need an overhaul bad," Danvers said, and cut off.

Hlton grinned. "W need a rebuilding job," he nuttered, and let his fingers hang over the contro
buttons, ready in case Ts'ss slipped.

But the Selenite was |like a precision nmachine; he never slipped. The ol d Cuearacha shook in every
brace. The atom c engines channel ed fantastic anounts of energy into the dimensional gap. Then
suddenly, the see-saw bal anced for an instant, and in that split second the ship slid

across its powerbrldge and was no |longer matter. It no longer existed, in the three-dinensiona
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pl ane. To an observer, it would have vani shed. But to an observer in hyperspace, it would have
sprung into exi stence from white nothi ngness.

Except that there were no hyperspatial observers. In fact, there wasn't anything in hyper-it was,
as sone scientist had once observed, just stuff, and nobody knew what the stuff was. It was

possi ble to find out sonme of hyper's properties, but you couldn't go much further than that. It
was white, and it nust have been energy, of a sort, for it flowed like an inconceivably powerfu
tide, carrying ships with it at speeds that would have destroyed the crew in normal space. Now, in
the grip of the hyper current, La Cucaracha was racing toward the Big Night at a velocity that
woul d take it past Pluto's orbit in a natter of seconds.

But you couldn't see Pluto. You had to work blind here, with instrunments. And if you got on the
wong level, it was just too bad-for you

Hastily Hilton checked the readings. This was Hyper C 758-R That was right. On different

di nensi onal |evels of hyper, the flowran in various directions. Comng back, they'd alter their
atomic structure to ride Hyper M75-L, which rushed fromFria toward Earth and beyond

it.

"That's that,"” Hlton said, relaxing and reaching for a cigarette. "No nmeteors, no stress-strain
probl ens-just drift till we get close to Fria. Then we drop out of hyper, and probably fal

apart."

An annunci ator clicked. Sonmebody said:

"M. Hlton, there's sone trouble."

"There is. Okay, Wggins. What now?"

"One of the new nmen. He was out skinside naking repairs.”

"You had plenty of tine to get back inside," snapped Hilton, who didn't feel quite as sure of that
as he sounded. "I called hyper stations."

"Yes, sir. But this fella's new. Looks like he never rode a hyper ship before. Anyhow, his leg's
broken. He's in sick bay."

Hilton thought for a nmoment. La Cucaracha was understaffed anyway. Few good nmen would willingly
ship on such an anti que.

"I''"ll conme down," he said, and nodded at Ts'ss. Then he went al ong the conpani onway, glancing in
at the skipper, who had gone to sleep. He used the handholds to pull hinself along, for there was
no accel erative gravity in hyper. In sick bay he found the surgeon, who doubled in brass as cook
finishing a traction splint on a pale, sweating youngster who was alternately swearing feebly and

gr oani ng.

"What's the matter with hinP" Hilton asked.

Bruno, the sawbones, gave a casual soft salute. "Sinple fracture. I'm

giving hima wal ker splint, so he'll be able to get around. And he shot his cookies, so he can't

be used to hyper."
"Looks like it," Hilton said, studying the patient. The boy opened his eyes, glared at H lton

"I was shanghai ed!" he yelped. "I'|ll sue you for all you're worth!"
The first officer was unperturbed.
"I"'mnot the skipper, I'mnmate," Hlton said. "And | can tell you right now that we're not worth

nmuch. Ever hear about discipline?"

"I was shanghai ed!"

"I knowit. That's the only way we can get a full crewto sign articles on La Cucaracha. |
menti oned discipline. W don't bother nuch with it here. Just the sane, you'd better call ne
M ster when people are around. Now shut up and relax. G ve hima sedative, Bruno."

"No! I want to send a spacegram™”
"We're in hyper. You can't. Wat's your nane?"
"Saxon. Luther Saxon. |'mone of the consulting engineers on Transmat."

"The matter-transm ssion gang? What were you doi ng around the space docks?"

Saxon gul ped. "Well-uh-1 go out with the technical crews to supervise newinstallations. W'd just
finished a Venusian transm ssion station. | went out for a few drinks-that was all! A few drinks,
and-"

"You went to the wong place," Hlton said, anused. "Sone crinp gave you a Mckey. Your nane's on
the articles, anyhow, so you're stuck, unless you junmp ship. You can send a nessage from Fria, but
it'd take a thousand years to reach Venus or Earth. Better stick around, and you can ride back
with us.”

"On this crate? It isn't safe. She's so old I've got the jitters every tine | take a deep breath."
"Well, stop breathing,"” Hlton said curtly. La Cucciracha was an old tranp, of course, but he had
shi pped on her for a good nany years. It was all right for this Transmat nman to tal k; the Transnat
crews never ran any risks.
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"Ever been on a hyper ship before?" he asked.

"Naturally," Saxon said. "As a passenger! W have to get to a planet before we can install a
transm ssion station, don't we?"

"Uh-huh." Hilton studied the scowing face on the pillow. "You' re not a passenger now, though."
"My leg's broken."

"You got an engineering degree?"

Saxon hesitated and finally nodded.

"Al'l right, you'll be assistant pilot. You won't have to walk nuch to do that. The pilot' 11l tel
you what to do. You can earn your ness that way."

Saxon spluttered protests.

"One thing," Hilton said. "Better not tell the skipper you're a Transmat nan. He'd hang you over
one of the jets. Send himfor'rd when he's fixed up, Bruno."

"Yessir," Bruno said, grinning faintly. An ol d deep-space man, he didn't |ike Transmat either
H lton pulled hinself back to the control room He sat down and watched the white visoscreens.
Most of Ts'ss' many arns were idle. This was routine now.

"You're getting an assistant," Hilton said after a while. "Train himfast. That'll give us all a
break. If that fat-headed Callistan pilot hadn't junped on Venus, we'd be set."
"This is a short voyage," Ts'ss said. "It's a fast hyper flowon this level."

"Yeah. This new guy. Don't tell the skipper, but he's a Transmat nan."

Ts'ss laughed a little.

"That will pass, too," he said. "We're an old race, M. Hilton. Earthmen are babi es conpared to
the Sel enites. Hyper ships are fading out, and eventually Transmat will| fade out too, when
sonet hi ng el se cones. "

"W won't fade," Hilton said, rather surprised to find hinmself defending the skipper's philosophy.
"Your people haven't-you Selenites."

"Some of us are left, that's true," Ts'ss said softly. "Not many. The great days of the Selenite

Empi re passed very long ago. But there are still a few Selenites left, like nme."
"You keep going, don't you? You can't kill off a-a race.”
"Not easily. Not at once. But you can, eventually. And you can kill a tradition, too, though it

may take a long tinme. But you know what the end will be."

"Ch, shut up," Hlton said. "You talk too much."

Ts' ss bent again above the controls. La Cucaracha fled on through the white hyper flow, riding as
snoothly as the day she had been | aunched.

But when they reached Fria, it would be rough space and high gravity. Hilton grimaced.

He thought: So what? This is just another voyage. The fate of the universe doesn't depend on it.
Not hi ng depends on it, except, maybe,

whet her we meke enough profit to have the old | ady overhaul ed. And that won't nmatter to ne for
it's ny last voyage into the Big Night.

He wat ched the screens. He could not see it, but he knew that it hung beyond the universa
whiteness, in a plane invisible to his eyes. The little sparks of worlds and suns glowed in its

i mensity, but never brightened it. It was too vast, too inplacable. And even the giant suns would
be quenched in its ocean, in the end. As everything el se woul d be quenched, as everything noved on
the tides of tinme into that huge darkness.

That was progress. A wave was born and gathered itself and grew and broke. A newer wave was
behind it. And the old one slipped back and was | ost forever. A few foamfl ecks and bubbl es

remai ned, like Ts'ss, remant of the giant wave of the ancient Selenite Enpire.

The Empire was gone. It had fought and ruled a hundred worlds, in its day. But, in the end, the
Bi g Night had conquered and swal | owed

It.

As it would swallow the |ast hyper ship eventually .

They hit Fria six days later, Earth tinme. And hit was the word. One of Ts'ss' chitin-covered arns
was snapped off by the inpact, but he didn't seemto mnd. He couldn't feel pain, and he could
grow another linb in a few weeks. The crew, strapped to their |anding braces, survived with m nor
brui ses.

Lut her Saxon, the Transmat man, was in the auxiliary pilot's seat- he had enough specialized

engi neering training so that he | earned the ropes fast-and he acquired a blue bump on his
forehead, but that was all. La Cucaracha had cone out of hyper with a jolt that strained her fat
old carcass to the limt, and the atnosphere and gravity of Fria was the penultimte straw. Seans
ripped, a jet went out, and new nolten streaks appeared on the white-hot hull
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The crew had been expecting liberty. There was no time for that. Hilton told off working gangs to
relieve each other at six-hour intervals, and he said, rather casually, that Tw light was out of
bounds. He knew the crew would ignhore that order. There was no way to keep the nen aboard, while
Twilight sold liquor and even nore effective escape nechanisns. Still, there were few wonen on
Fria, and Hilton hoped that enough working stiffs would keep on the job to get La Cucaracha

repai red and spaceworthy before the fungus cargo was | oaded.

He knew that Wggins, the second mate, would do his best. For hinmself he went with the skipper in
search of Christie, the Fria trader. The way |ed through Twilight, the roofed settlenent that was
shielded fromthe hot, dianond-bright glare of the primary. It wasn't big. But then Fria was an
outpost, with a floating population of a few hundred. They

came in and out with the ships and the harvest seasons. If necessary, H lton thought, sone of the
buns coul d be shanghaied. Still, it wasn't too likely that any of the crew would desert. None of
them woul d be paid off till they went back in the Sol ar System

They found Christie in his plasticoid cabin, a fat, bald, sweating man puffing at a huge

meer schaum pi pe. He | ooked up, startled, and then resignedly |eaned back in his chair and waved
themto seats.

"Hello, Chris," Danvers said. "What's new?"

"Hel | o, Skipper. H, Logger. Have a good trip?"

"The | anding wasn't so good," Hilton said.

"Yeah, | heard about it. Drinks?"

"Afterward," Danvers said, though his eyes gleaned. "Let's clean up the business first. Got a good
shi pment ready?"

Christie snoothed one of his fat, glistening cheeks. 'WlI|-you're a couple of weeks early."

"You keep a stockpile."

The trader grunted. "Fact is-l1ook, didn't you get ny nessage? No, | guess there wasn't tine. |
sent a spacenmail on the Blue Sky | ast week for you, Skipper."

H |1 ton exchanged gl ances wi th Danvers.

"You sound |ike bad news, Chris,"” he said. '"What is it?" Christie said unconfortably, "I can't
help it. You can't neet conpetition |like Transmat. You can't afford to pay their prices. You got
runni ng expenses on La Cw-aracha. Jet fuel costs dough, and-well, Transnmat sets up a transmitting

station, pays for it, and the job's done, except for the power outlay. Wth atonic, what does that
anount to?"

Danvers was grow ng red.

"lIs Transnmat setting up a station here?" Hlton said hastily.

"Yeah. | can't stop 'em It'll be ready in a couple of nonths."

"But why? The fungus isn't worth it. There isn't enough market. You're pulling a bluff, Chris.

What do you want? A bi gger cut?"

Christie regarded his meerschaum "Nope. Renenber the ore tests twelve years ago? There's val uabl e
ores on Fria, Logger. Only it's got to be refined plenty. Oherwise it's too bul ky for shipment.
And the equi prent woul d cost too much to freight by spaceship. It's big stuff- | mean big."

Hilton gl anced at Danvers. The skipper was purple now, but his nouth was cl anped tightly.
"But-hold on, Chris. How can Transnmat get around that? By sending the crude ores to Earth in their
gadget s?"

"The way | heard it," Christie said, "is that they're going to send the

refining machines here and set "emup right on Fria. All they need for that is one of their
transmitters. The field can be expanded to take al nbst anything, you know. Shucks you could nove a
pl anet that way if you had the power! They'll do the refining here and transmit the refined ores
back Earthside."
"So they want ores,

Danvers said softly. "They don't want the fungus, do they?"

Christie nodded. "It looks like they do. | had an offer. A big one. | can't afford to turn it
down, and you can't afford to nmeet it, Skipper. You know that as well as | do. Thirteen bucks a
pound. "

Danvers snorted. Hilton whistled.

"No, we can't neet that," he said. "But how can they afford to pay it?"

"Quantity. They channel everything through their transnmitters. They set one up on a world, and
there's a door right to Earth-or any planet they nanme. One job won't net them much of a profit,

but a million jobs-and they take everything! So what can | do, Logger?"

Hi | ton shrugged. The captain stood up abruptly.

Christie stared at his pipe.

"Look, Skipper. Wiy not try the Orion Secondaries? | heard there was a bunper crop of bluewdod gum
there."
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"I heard that a nmonth ago," Danvers said. "So did everybody else. It's cleaned out by now

Besides, the old lady won't stai~¢l a trip like that. |1've got to get an overhaul fast, and a good
one, back in the System"”

There was a silence. Christie was sweating harder than ever. "'What about that drink?" he
suggested. 'W can naybe figure a way."

"I can still pay for my own drinks," Danvers |ashed out. He swung around and was gone.
"Jehoshaphat, Logger!" Christie said. "What could | do?"

"I't's not your fault, Chris," Hlton said. "I'll see you later, unless- anyhow, |'d better get

after the skipper. Looks like he's heading for Twilight."
He fol |l owed Danvers, but already he had | ost hope.

Chapter ~. Danvers Lays the Course

Two days |ater the skipper was still drunk

In the hal f-dusk of Twilight, Hlton went into a huge, cool barn where i nmense fans kept the hot
air in circulation, and found Danvers,

as usual, at a back table, a glass in his hand. He was talking to a tiny-beaded Canopi an, one of
that retrovolved race that is only a few degrees above the nmoron | evel. The Canopi an | ooked as

t hough he was covered with black plush, and his red eyes glowed startlingly through the fur. He,
too, had a gl ass.

Hilton wal ked over to the two. "Skipper," he said.

"Bl ow," Danvers said. "I'mtalking to this guy."

Hilton | ooked hard at the Canopian and jerked his thunb. The red-eyed shadow pi cked up his gl ass
and nmoved away quickly. Hilton sat down.

"W're ready to jet off," he said.

Danvers blinked at himblearily. "You interrupted me, mster. |'m busy."

"Buy a case and finish your binge aboard,"” Hlton said. "If we don't jet soon, the crew wll

junp. "

"Let 'em"

"Ckay. Then who'll work La Cucaracha back to Earth?"

"If we go back to Earth, the old lady will land on the junkpile," Danvers said furiously. "The ITC

won't authorize another voyage wi thout a rebuilding job."

"You can borrow dough."

" Hal "

Hlton let out his breath with a sharp, angry sound. "Are you sober enough to understand ne? Then
listen. 1've tal ked Saxon around."

"Who' s Saxon?"

"He was shanghai ed on Venus. Wl l-he's a Transmat engineer." Hilton went on quickly before the

ski pper could speak. "That was a m stake. The crinp's mstake and ours. Transmat stands behind its
men. Saxon | ooked up the Transmat crew on Fria, and their superintendent paid nme a visit. W're in
for trouble. A danage suit. But there's one way out. No hyper ship's due to hit Fria for nonths
and the matter transmitter won't be finished within two nonths. And it seenms Transmat has a

shortage of engineers. If we can get Saxon back to Venus or Earth fast, he'll cover. There'|ll be
no suit."

"Maybe he'll cover. But what about Transnat?"

"I f Saxon won't sign a conplaint, what can they do?" Hilton shrugged. "It's our only out now. "

Danvers' brown-splotched fingers played with his gl ass.

"A Transmat man," he nuttered. "Ah-h. So we go back Earthside. Wat then? We're stuck." He | ooked

under his drooping lids at Hlton. "I mean I'mstuck. | forgot you're junping after this voyage."

"Pmnot junping. | sign for one voyage at a tine. Wiat do you want nme to do, anyhow?"

"Do what you like. Run out on the old lady. You' re no deep-space nan." Danvers spat.

"I know when |I'mlicked," Hlton said; "The smart thing then is to fight in your own weight, when

you' re outclassed on points, not wait for the knockout. You've had engineering training. You could
get on with Transmat, too."

For a second Hilton thought the skipper was going to throw the glass at him Then Danvers dropped

back in his chair, trying to force a snile

"I shouldn't blow ny top over that," he said, with effort. "It's the truth."
"Yeah. Well-are you coni ng?"
"The old lady's ready to jet off?" Danvers said. "I'll cone, then. Have a drink with me first."
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"W haven't tine."

Wth drunken dignity Danvers stood up. "Don't get too big for your boots, mister. The voyage isn't
over yet. | said have a drink! That's an order."

"Ckay, okay!" Hilton said. "One drink. Then we go?"

"Sure."

Hilton gulped the Iiquor without tasting it. Rather too |late, he felt the stinging ache on his
tongue. But before he could spril~g to his feet, the great dimroom fol ded down upon himlike a
col l apsing unbrella, and he | ost consciousness with the bitter realization that he had been

M ckeyed |i ke the rawest greenhorn. But the skipper had poured that drink

The dreans were confusing. He was fighting sonething, but he didn't know what. Sometimes it
changed its shape, and sonetines it wasn't there at all, but it was always enornmous and terribly
power f ul .

He wasn't always the sane, either. Sonetinmes he was the w de-eyed kid who had shi pped on

St ar hopper, twenty-five years ago, to take his first junp into the Big Night. Then he was a little
older, in a bos'n's berth, his eye on a naster's ticket, studying, through the white, unchangeabl e
days and nights of hyperspace, the intricate logarithms a skilled pilot rmust know.

He seened to walk on a treadnill toward a goal that slid away, never quite within reach. But he
didn't know what that goal was. It shone |ike success. Maybe it was success. But the treadnill had
started noving before he'd really got started. In the Big N ght a disenbodi ed voice was crying
thinly:

"You're in the wong gane, Logger. Thirty years ago you'd have a future in hyper ships. Not any
nmore. There's a new wave coning up. Get out, or drown."

A red-eyed shadow | eaned over him Hilton fought out of his dream Awkwardly he jerked up his arm
and knocked away the glass at his lips. The Canopian let out a shrill, harsh cry. The liquid that
had been in the glass was coalescing in mdair into a shining sphere.

The gl ass fl oated-and the Canopian floated too. They were in hyper. A few |lightweight straps held
Hlton to his bunk, but this was his own cabin, he saw. Dizzy, drugged weakness swept into his

br ai n.

The Canopi an struck a wall, pushed strongly, and the recoil shot himtoward Hilton. The nate
ripped free fromthe restraining straps. He reached out and gathered in a handful of furry black
pl ush. The Canopi an cl awed at his eyes.

"Captain!" he screaned. "Captain Danvers!"

Pai n gouged Hilton's cheek as his opponent's talons drew blood. Hlton roared with fury. He shot a
bl ow at the Canopian's jaw, but now they were floating free, and the punch did no harm In midair

they grappl ed, the Canopian incessantly screaning in that thin, insane shrilling.
The door handle clicked twice. There was a voi ce outside-Wggins, the second. A deep thudding
came. Hilton, still weak, tried to keep the Canopian away with jolting blows. Then the door

crashed open, and Wggins pulled hinself in.

"Dzann!" he said. "Stop it!" He drew a jet-pistol and leveled it at the Canopian

On the threshold was a little group. Hilton saw Saxon, the Transmat nan, gaping there, and ot her
crew nmenbers, hesitating, unsure. Then, suddenly, Captain Danvers' face appeared behind the
others, twisted, strained with tension

The Canopi an had retreated to a corner and was maki ng newi ng, frightened noi ses.

"What happened, M. Hilton?" Wggins said. "Did this tontat junp you?"

Hlton was so used to wearing deep-space arnor that till now he had scarcely realized its
presence. H s hel met was hooded back, |ike that of Wggins and the rest. He pulled a weight from
his belt and threw it aside; the reaction pushed himtoward a wall where he gripped a brace.
"Does he go in the brig?" Wggins asked.

"All right, men," Danvers said quietly. "Let nme through.” He propelled hinself into Hlton's
cabin. dances of disconfort and vague distrust were |leveled at him The skipper ignored them
"Dzann!" he said. "Wy aren't you wearing your arnor? Put it on. The rest of you-get to your
stations. You too, M. Wggins. I'lIl handle this."

Still Wggins hesitated. He started to say something.

"What are you waiting for?" Hilton said. "Tell Bruno to bring sone coffee. Now beat it." He
maneuvered hinself into a sitting position on his bunk. Fromthe tail of his eye he saw W ggi ns
and the others go out. Dzann, the Canopian, had picked up a suit fromthe corner and was awkwardly
getting into it.

Danvers carefully closed the door, testing the broken | ock.

"CGot to have that fixed," he nurnured. "It isn't shipshape this way." He found a brace and stood
opposite the mate, his eyes cool and watchful, the strain still showing on his tired face. Hilton
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reached for a ~cigarette.

"Next time your tontat junps ne, |I'Il burn a hole through him" he prom sed.
"l stationed himhere to guard you, in case there was trouble,” Danvers said. "To take care of you
if we cracked up or ran into danger. | showed himhow to cl ose your helnet and start the oxygen."

"Expect a haif-witted Canopian to renenber that?" Hilton said. "You also told himto keep druggi ng
me." He reached toward the shining liquid sphere floating near by and pushed a forefinger into it.
He tasted the stuff. "Sure. Vakheesh. That's what you slipped in ~y drink on Fria. Suppose you
start tal king, skipper. Wat's this Canopi an doi ng aboard?"

"l signed him" Danvers said.

"For what ? Supercargo?"

Danvers answered that enotionlessly, watching Hilton

"Cabin boy."

"Yeah. What did you tell Wggins? About nme, | nean?"

"l said you' d got doped up," Danvers said, grinning. "You were doped, too."

"I mnot now." Hilton's tone rang hard. "Suppose you tell nme where we are? | can find out. | can
get the equations from T Ts'ss and run chart-lines. Are we on M 75-L?"

"No, we're not. We're riding another |evel."

"Where to?"

The Canopian shrilled, "I don't know nane. Has no name. Double sun it has."

"You crazy!" Hilton glared at the skipper. "Are you heading us for a double prinmary?"

Danvers still grinned. "Yeah. Not only that, but we're going to land on a planet thirty thousand

mles fromthe suns-roughly.™

Hilton fficked on his deadlight and | ooked at white enptiness. "Closer than Mercury is to Sol. You
can't do it. How big are the primaries?"

Danvers told him

"All right. It's suicide. You know that. La Cucaracha won't take it."

"The old lady will take anything the Big N ght can hand out."

"Not this. Don't kid yourself. She m ght have made it back to Earth

-with a Lunar |anding-but you're riding into a neat grinder."

"I haven't forgotten ny astrogation," Danvers said. "W're com ng out of hyper with the pl anet

between us and the primaries. The pull will land us."

"In small pieces," Hlton agreed. "Too bad you didn't keep ne doped. |If you keep your nouth shut,
we'll replot our course to Earth and nobody'll get hurt. If you want to start something, it'll be
mutiny, and I'Il take my chances at Admiralty."”

The captain nade a noise that sounded |ike | aughter

"Al'l right," he said. "Suit yourself. Co |look at the equations. |['Il be in ny cabin when you want

me. Cone on, Dzann."

He pulled hinmself into the conpani onway, the Canopian gliding behind himas silently as a shadow.
Hlton met Bruno with coffee as he foll owed Danvers. The mate grunted, seized the covered cup, and
sucked in the liquid with the deftness of long practice under antigravity conditions. Bruno

wat ched hi m

"Al right, sir?" the cook-surgeon said.

"Yeah. Wy not ?"

"Vell-the men are wondering."

"\What about ?"

"1 dunno, sir. You' ve never-you've al ways commanded the |aunchin~s, sir. And that Canopi an-the nen
don't like him They think sonething's wong."

"Ch, they do, do they?" Hilton said grimy. "I'lIl come and hold their hands when they turn in for
ni ght watch. They talk too nuch."

He scow ed at Bruno and went on toward the control room Though he had nentioned nutiny to the

ski pper, he was too old a hand to condone it, except in extremity. And discipline had to be

mai nt ai ned, even though Danvers had apparently gone crazy.

Ts'ss and Saxon were at the panels. The Selenite slanted a glittering stare at him but the

i mpassi ve mask under the audio filter showed no expression. Saxon, however, swung around and began
tal ki ng excitedly.

"What' s happened, M. Hilton? Sonething' s haywire. W shoul d be

ready for an Earth [ anding by now But we're not. | don't know enough about these equations to
chart back, and Ts'ss won't tell nme a blanmed thing."

"There's nothing to tell," Ts'ss said. Hilton reached past the Selenite and picked up a folder of
ci phered figures. He said absently to Saxon

"Pi pe down. | want to concentrate on this."
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He studi ed the equati ons.
He read death in them

Chapter ~. Ganble Wth Death

Logger Hilton went into the skipper's cabin, put his back against the wall, and started cursing
fluently and softly. Wen he had finished, Danvers grinned at him

"Through?" he asked.

Hlton switched his stare to the Canopi an, who was crouched in a corner, furtively | oosening the
| ocks of his spacesuit.

"That applies to you, too, tontat," he said.

"Dzann won't nmind that," Danvers said. "He isn't bright enough to resent cussing. And | don't
care, as long as | get what we want. Still going to nutiny and head for Earth?"

"No, I'mnot,"” Hlton said. Wth angry patience he ticked off his points on his fingers. "You
can't switch fromone hyperplane to another w thout dropping into ordinary space first, for the
springboard. If we went back into normal space, the inpact mght tear La Cucaracha into tiny

pi eces. We'd be in suits, floating free, a hundred mllion mles fromthe nearest planet. Right
now we're in a fast hyper flow heading for the edge of the universe, apparently."”

"There's one planet within reach," Danvers said.

"Sure. The one that's thirty thousand nmiles froma double prinmary. And nothing else."

"Wel | ? Suppose we do crack up? W can nmake repairs once we |and on a planet. W can get the
materials we need. You can't do that in deep space. | know landing on this world will be a job.
But it's that or nothing-now "

"VWhat are you after?”

Danvers began to expl ain:

"Thi s Canopi an- Dzann- he nade a voyage once, siXx years ago. A tranp hyper ship. The controls froze,
and the tub was heading for outside. They made an energency |l anding just in tine-picked out a

pl anet

that had been detected and charted, but never visited. They repaired there, and came back into the
trade routes. But there was a guy aboard, an Earthnman who was chumy with Dzann. This guy was
smart, and he'd been in the drug racket, | think. Not nany peopl e know what raw, grow ng paraine
| ooks like, but this fellow knew. He didn't tell anybody. He took sanples, intending to raise
money, charter a ship and pick up a cargo later. But he was knifed in sone dive on Callisto. He
didn't die right away, though, and he |iked Dzann. So he gave Dzann the information."

"That halfwit?" Hlton said. "How could he renenber a course?”

"That's one thing the Canopi ans can renmenber. They nmay be norons, but they're fine mathematicians.
It's their one talent."

"I't was a good way for himto buma drink and get a free berth,” Hlton said.

"No. He showed ne the sanples. | can talk his lingo, a little, and that's why he was willing to
let me in on his secret, back on Fria. Okay. Now. W land on this planet-it hasn't been naned-and
| oad a cargo of paraine. We repair the old lady, if she needs it-"

"She will!"

"And then head back."

"To Earth?"

"I think Silenus. It's an easier |anding."

"Now you're worrying about landings," Hlton said bitterly. "Wll, there's nothing | can do about

it, | suppose. |'mstepping out after this voyage. What's the current market quotation on
par ai ne?"

"Fifty a pound. At Medical Center, if that's what you nean."

"Big noney," the mate said. "You can buy a new ship with the profits and still have a pile left
for happy days."

"You'll get your cut."

"I"'mstill quitting."

"Not till this voyage is over," Danvers said. "You' re mate on La Oacaracha." He chuckl ed. "A deep-
space man has plenty of tricks up his sleeve-and |I've been at it |onger than you."

"Sure," Hlton said. "You're smart. But you forgot Saxon. He'll throw that danmge suit agai nst you
now, with Transmat behind him™"

Danvers nerely shrugged. "I'Il think of something. It's your watch. W have about two hundred

hours before we come out of hyper. Take it, mister
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He was | aughing as Hlton went out.

In two hundred hours a good deal can happen. It was Hilton's job to see that it didn't. Luckily,
hi s reappearance had reassured the crew, for when masters fight, the creww Il hunt for trouble.
But with Hilton

nmovi ng about La Cucaracha, apparently as casual and assured as ever, even the second nate,

Waggins, felt better. Still, it was evident that they weren't heading for Earth. It was taking too
| ong.

The only real trouble cane from Saxon, and Hilton was able to handle that. Not easily, however. It
had al nost cone to a showdown, but Hilton was used to conmandi ng men, and finally managed to bl uff
the Transnmat engi neer. Dissatisfied but sonewhat cowed, Saxon grumnblingly subsided.

Hlton called hi mback

"I'"ll do nmy best for you, Saxon. But we're in the Big Night now You're not in civilized space.
Don't forget that the skipper knows you' re a Transnmat nman, and he hates your insides. On a hyper
ship, thedd Man's word is law. So-for your own sake-watch your step!"

Saxon caught the inplication. He paled slightly, and after that nmanaged to avoid the captain.

Hi lton kept busy checking and rechecking La Cucaracha. No outside repairs could be done in hyper
for there was no gravity, and ordi nary physical |aws were inoperative-magnetic shoes, for exanple,
woul dn't work. Only in the ship itself was there safety. And that safety was illusory for the
racking jars of the spatial see-saw m ght disintegrate La Cucaracha in seconds.

Hilton called on Saxon. Not only did he want technidal aid, but he wanted to keep the nan busy. So
the pair worked frantically over jury-rigged systens that would provi de the strongest possible
auxiliary bracing for the ship. Torsion, stress and strain were studied, the design of the craft
anal yzed, and structural alloys X-ray tested.

Sone flaws were found-La Cucaracha was a very old | ady-but fewer than Hilton expected. In the end,
it becane chiefly a matter of ripping out partitions and bul kheads and using the naterial for
extra bracing.

But Hilton knew, and Saxon agreed with him that it would not be enough to cushion the ship's

i nevitabl e crash

There was one possible answer. They sacrificed the after section of the craft. It could be done,

t hough they were racing against tine. The working crews nercilessly cut away beans fromaft and
carried them forward and wel ded theminto position, so that, eventually, the forward half of the
ship was trenendously strong and cut off, by tough air-tight partitions, froma skeleton after
hal f. And that half Hilton flooded with manufactured water, to aid in the cushioning effect.
Danvers, of course, didn't like it. But he had to give in. After all, Hlton was keeping the ship
on the skipper's course, insanely reckless as

that was. If La Cucaracha survived, it would be because of Hilton. But Captain Danvers shut
hinmself in his cabin and was sullenly silent.

Toward the end, Hilton and Ts'ss were alone in the control room while Saxon, who had got
interested in the work for its own sake, superintended the |ast-ninute jobs of spot bracing.
Hilton, trying to find the right hyper space |evel that would take them back to Earth after they
had | oaded the parai ne cargo, nisplaced a decinmal point and began to curse in a low, furious
undert one.

He heard Ts'ss laugh softly and whirled on the Selenite.

"What's so funny?" he denanded.

"I't's not really funny, sir," Ts'ss said. "There have to be people |ike Captain Danvers, in any
big thing."

"What are you babbling about now?" he asked curiously.

Ts'ss shrugged. "The reason | keep shipping on La Cucaracha is because | can be busy and efficient
aboard, and planets aren't for Selenites any nore. We've |ost our own world. It died | ong ago. But
| still remenber the old traditions of our Enpire. If a tradition ever becones great, it's because
of the nen who dedicate thenselves to it. That's why anything ever becane great. And it's why
hyper ships came to nean sonmething, M. Hlton. There were nen who |ived and breat hed hyper ships
Men who worshi pped hyper ships, as a man worships a god. Gods fall, but a few nen will stil
worship at the old altars. They can't change. |If they were capabl e of changing, they wouldn't have
been the type of men to nake their gods great."

"Been burning paraine?" Hilton demanded unpl easantly. H's head ached, and he didn't want to find
excuses for the skipper

"I't's no drug dream " Ts'ss said. "Wat about the chivalric traditions? W had our Chyra Enperor,
who fought for-"

"I'"ve read about Chyra," Hilton said. "He was a Selenite King Arthur."
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Slowy Ts'ss nodded his head, keeping his great eyes on Hilton

"Exactly. A tool who was useful in his time, because he served his cause with a single devotion.
But when that cause died, there was nothing for Chyra-or Arthur-to do except die too. But until he
did die, he continued to serve his broken god, not believing that it had fallen. Captain Danvers
wi Il never believe the hyper ships are passing. He will be a hyper-ship man until he dies. Such
men nake causes great-but when they outlive their cause, they are tragic figures."

"Vell, I"'mnot that crazy," Hilton growed. "lI'mgoing into some other gane. Transmat or

sonet hing. You're a technician. Wiy don't you cone with me after this voyage?"

"I like the Big Night," Ts'ss said. "And | have no world of nmy own- no living world. There is
nothing to-to nmake ne want success, M. Hilton. On La Cucaracha | can do as | want. But away from
the ship, | find that people don't like Selenites. W are too few to comand respect or friendship
any nore. And |'mquite old, you know. "

Startled, Hlton stared at the Selenite. There was no way to detect signs of age on the arachnoid
bei ngs. But they always knew, infallibly, howlong they had to Iive, and could predict the exact
monent of their death.

Well, he wasn't old. And he wasn't a deep-space nan as Danvers was. He followed no | ost causes.
There was nothing to keep himwith the hyper ships, after this voyage, if he survived.

A signal rang. Hilton's stomach junped up and turned int& ice, though he had been anticipating
this for hours. He reached for a mke

"Hyper stations! C ose helnets! Saxon, report!"

"All work conpleted, M. Hilton," said Saxon's voice, strained but steady.

"Cone up here. May need you. General call: stand by! G ab the braces. W're comng in."

Then they hit the see-saw

Chapter ~. Hilton's Choice

No doubt about it, she was tough-that old [ ady. She'd knocked around a thousand worlds and ri dden
hyper for nore miles than a man could count. Sonething had got into her fromthe Big N ght,
sonet hi ng stronger than nmetal bracing and hard alloys. Call it soul, though there never was a
machi ne that had a soul. But since the first log-craft was | aunched on steam ng seas, nen have
known that a ship gets a soul- from sonewhere.

She hopped like a flea. She bucked |ike a mad horse. Struts and col ums snapped and buckl ed, and
t he echoi ng conpani onways were filled with an erratic crackling and groaning as netal, strained
beyond its strength, gave way. Far too nmuch energy rushed through the engines. But the battered
old lady took it and staggered on, lurching, grunting, holding together sonmehow

The see-saw bridged the gap between two types of space, and La Cucaracha yawed wildly down it, an
indignity for an old | ady who, at her age, should ride sedately through free void-but she was a
hyper ship first and a | ady second. She | eaped into nornal space. The ski pper

had got his figures right. The double sun wasn't visible, for it was eclipsed by the single

pl anet, but the pull of that nonstrous twin star clanped down like a giant's titanic fist closing
on La Cucaracha and yanking her forward irresistibly.

There was no tinme to do anything except stab a few buttons. The powerful rocket-jets blazed from

La Cucarac ha's hull. The inpact stunned every man aboard. No wat cher saw, but the automatic
recordi ng charts nmapped what happened t hen
La Cucaracha struck what was, in effect, a stone wall. Not even that could stop her. But it slowed

her enough for the minimumof safety, and she flipped her stern down and crashed on the unnaned
planet with all her after jets firing gallantly, the flooded conpartments cushioning the shock
and a part of her never made of plastic or netal holding her together against even that hanmer

bl ow struck at her by a world.

Air hissed out into a thinner atnosphere and dissipated. The hull was half nolten. Jet tubes were
fused at a dozen spots. The stem was hash

But she was still-a ship.

The | oadi ng of cargo was routine. The nmen had seen too many alien planets to pay nmuch attention to
this one. There was no breathable air, so the crew worked in their suits-except for three who had
been injured in the crash, and were in sick-bay, in a replenished atnmosphere within the seal ed
conpartnents of the ship. But only a few conpartnents were so seal ed. La Cucaracha was a sick old
| ady, and only first aid could be adm nistered here.

Danvers hinmsel f superintended that. La Cucaracha was his own, and he kept half the crew busy
opening the heat-sealed jets, doing jury-rig repairs, and making the vessel conparatively
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spaceworthy. He | et Saxon act as straw boss, using the engineer's technical know edge, though his
eyes chill ed whenever he noticed the Transmat man.

As for Hlton, he went out with the other half of the crewto gather the paraine crop. They used
strong-vacuum harvesters, running long, flexible carrier tubes back to La Cucaracha's hold, and it
took two weeks of hard, driving effort to load a full cargo. But by then the ship was bulging with
paraine, the repairs were conpleted, and Danvers had charted the course to Silenus.

Hlton sat in the control roomw th Ts'ss and Saxon. He opened a wall conpartnent, glanced in, and
closed it again. Then he nodded at Saxon

"The ski pper won't change his mnd," he said. "Silenus is our next port. |'ve never been there."
"I have," Ts'ss said. "I'Il tell you about it later."
Saxon drew an irritated breath. "You know what the gravity pull is, then, Ts'ss. |'ve never been

there either, but |1've looked it up in the books. G ant planets, nostly, and you can't cone from
hyper into normal space after you' ve reached the radius. There's no plane of the ecliptic in that
system It's crazy. You have to chart an erratic course toward Silenus, fighting varying gravities
froma dozen planets all the way, and then you' ve still got the primary's pull to consider. You
know La Cucaracha won't do it, M. Hilton."

"I know she won't," Hilton said. "W pushed our luck this far, but any nore woul d be suicide. She
sinply won't hold together for another run. W' re stranded here. But the skipper won't believe
that."

"He's insane,"” Saxon said. "I know the endurance linits of a machine-that can be found

mat hematically-and this ship's only a machine. O do you agree with Captain Danvers? Maybe you
think she's alivel™

Saxon was forgetting discipline, but Hilton knew what strain they were all under

"No, she's a machine all right," he nerely said. "And we both know she's been pushed too far. If
we go to Silenus, it's-" He nmade a gesture of finality.

"Captai n Danvers says-Silenus," Ts'ss nmurmured. 'We can't mutiny, M. Hlton."

"Here's the best we can do," Hlton said. "Get into hyper sonmehow, ride the flow, and get out
agai n sonmehow. But then we're stuck. Any planet or sun with a gravity pull would smash us. The
trouble is, the only worlds with facilities to overhaul La Cucaracha are the big ones. And if we
don't get an overhaul fast we're through. Saxon, there's one answer, though. Land on an asteroid.”
"But why?"

‘W could nmanage that. No gravity to fight, worth nmentioning. We certainly can't radio for help
as the signals would take years to reach anybody. Only hyper will take us fast enough. Now has
Transmat set up any stations on asteroids?”

Saxon opened his nouth and closed it again.

"Yes. There's one that would do, in the Rigel system Far out fromthe primary. But | don't get
it. Captain Danvers wouldn't stand for that."

Hilton opened the wall conpartnent. Gay snoke seeped out.

"This is paraine," he said. "The funmes are being blown into the skip-

per's cabin through his ventilator. Captain Danvers will be para-happy till we |land on that Ri gel
asteroid, Saxon."

There was a little silence. Hlton suddenly slanmed the panel shut.

"Let's do sone charting," he said. "The sooner we reach the Rigel port, the sooner we can get back
to Earth-via Transmat."

Curiously, it was Saxon who hesitated.

"M. Hlton. Wit a mnute. Transmat-1 know | work for the outfit, but they-they' re sharp

Busi ness nmen. You have to pay plenty to use their matter transmtters."

"They can transnmit a hyper ship, can't they? Or is it too big a job?"

"No, they can expand the field enornously. | don't nean that. | nean they'll want paynent, and
they' |l put on the squeeze. You'll have to give up at least half of the cargo."

"There' Il still be enough left to pay for an overhaul job."

"Except they' Il want to know where the paraine cane from You'll be over a barrel. You'll have to
tell them eventually. And that'll nmean a Transmat station will be set up right here, on this
wor | d. "

"l suppose so," Hilton said quietly. "But the old lady will be space-worthy again. Wen the

ski pper sees her after the overhaul, he'll know it was the only thing to do. So let's get busy."

"Remind me to tell you about Silenus," Ts'ss said.

The Lunar Refitting Station is enornmous. A crater has been roofed with a transparent done, and
under it the hyper ships rest in their cradles. They cone in battered and broken, and | eave clean
and sl eek and strong, ready for the Big N ght again. La Cucaracha was down there, no |onger the
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groani ng weck that had settled on the Rigel asteroid, but a lovely lady, shining and beauti ful
Far above, Danvers and Hilton | eaned on the railing and wat ched.

"She's ready to jet," Hilton said idly. "And she | ooks good."

"No thanks to you, mster."

"Tush for that!" Hilton said. "If |I hadn't doped you, we'd be dead and La Cucaracha fl oating
around in space in pieces. Now | ook at her."

"Yeah. Well, she does | ook good. But she won't carry another paraine cargo. That strike was mne
If you hadn't told Transmat the |location, we'd be set." Danvers grimnmaced. "Now they're setting up
a Transnmat station there; a hyper ship can't conpete with a matter transmtter."

"There's nore than one world in the Gl axy."

"Sure. Sure." But Danvers' eyes brightened as he | ooked down.

"Where are you heading, Skipper?" Hilton said.

"What's it to you? You're taking that Transmat job, aren't you?"

"You bet. I'mneeting Saxon in five mnutes. In fact, we're going
down to sign the contracts. |I'mthrough with deep space. But-where are you headi ng?"
"I don't know," Danvers said. "I thought | mght run up around Arcturus and see what's stirring."

Hlton did not nove for a long tine. Then he spoke w thout |ooking at the captain.
"You woul dn't be thinking of a stopover at Canis after that, would you?"

"You're a liar."

"Co keep your appointment," Danvers said.

Hilton eyed the great hyper ship below. "The old |ady's always been

a nice, clean craft. She's never got out of line. She's always charted a

straight course. It'd be too bad if she had to carry slaves from Arcturus

to the Canis nmarket. It's illegal, of course, but that isn't the point. It's

a rotten, crooked racket."

"I didn't ask your advice, mister!" Danvers flared. "Nobody's tal ki ng about slave-running!"

"l suppose you weren't figuring on unloading the pc~raine at Silenus? You can get a good price for
parai ne from Medi cal Center, but you can get six tines the price fromthe drug ring on Sil enus.
Yeah, Ts'ss told ne. He's been on Silenus."

"Ch, shut up," Danvers said.

Hlton tilted back his head to stare through the done at the vast darkness above. "Even if you're
losing a fight, it's better to fight clean," he said. "Know where it'd end?"

Danvers | ooked up, too, and apparently saw something in the void that he didn't |ike.

"How can you buck Transnmat ?" he demanded. "You' ve got to nmake a profit sonehow. "

"There's an easy, dirty way, and there's a clean, hard way. The old |l ady had a fine record."
"You're not a deep-space nman. You never were. Beat it! |'ve got to get a crew together!"
"Listen-" Hilton said. He paused. "Ah, the devil with you. I'mthrough."

He turned and wal ked away through the |ong steel corridor

Ts'ss and Saxon were drinking highballs at the Quarter Mon. Through the wi ndows they could see
the covered way that led to the Refitting Station, and beyond it the crags of a crater-edge, with
the starshot darkness hanging |like a backdrop. Saxon | ooked at his watch.

"He isn't comng," Ts'ss said.

The Transmat nman noved his shoul ders inpatiently. "No. You' re wwong. O course, | can understand
your wanting to stay with La Cucaracha."

"Yes, I'mold. That's one reason."

"But Hilton's young, and he's snmart. He's got a big future ahead of him That guff about sticking
to an ideal-well, nmaybe Captain Danvers is that sort of nman, but Hilton isn't. He isn't in |love
with hyper ships."

Ts'ss turned his goblet slowy in his curious fingers. "You are wong about one thing, Saxon. |I'm

not shipping on La Cucaracha."

Saxon stared. "But | thought-why not?"

"I will die within a thousand Earth hours," Ts'ss said softly. "Wen that tine comes, | shall go
down into the Selenite caverns. Not many know they exist, and only a few of us know the secret
caves, the holy places of our race. But | know. | shall go there to die, Saxon. Every man has one
thing that is strongest-and so it is with me. | nust die on ny owmn world. As for Captain Danvers,
he follows his cause, as our Chyra Emperor did, and as your King Arthur did. Men |ike Danvers mnade
hyper ships great. Now the cause is dead, but the type of men who nmade it great once can't change
their allegiance. If they could, they would never have spanned the Galaxy with their ships. So
Danvers will stay with La Cucaracha. And Hilton-"
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"He's not a fanatic! He won't stay. Wiy should he?"

"I'n our |egends Chyra Enperor was ruined, and his Enpire broken," Ts'ss said. "But he fought on
There was one who fought on with him though he did not believe in Chyra's cause. A Sel enite naned
Jailyra. Wasn't there-in your |legends-a Sir Lancelot? He didn't believe in Arthur's cause either
but he was Arthur's friend. So he stayed. Yes, Saxon, there are the fanatics who fight for what
they believe-but there are also the others, who do not believe, and who fight in the name of a

| esser cause. Sonething called friendship."

Saxon | aughed and pointed out the wi ndow. "You' re wong, Ts'ss," he said triunphantly. "Hilton's
no fool. For here he cones."

Hlton's tall formwas visible nmoving quickly along the way. He passed the w ndow and vani shed.
Saxon turned to the door

There was a pause.

"Or, perhaps, it isn't a lesser cause," Ts'ss said. "For the Selenite Enpire passed, and Arthur's
court passed, and the hyper ships are passing. Always the Big Night takes them in the end. But
this has gone on since the beginning-"

" SAThat ?"

This time Ts'ss pointed.

Saxon | eaned forward to | ook. Through the angle of the wi ndow he could see Hilton, standing
nmoti onl ess on the ranp. Passersby streanmed about himunnoticed. He was jostled, and he did not
know it, Hilton was thinking.

They saw the | ook of deep uncertainty on his face. They saw his face suddenly clear. Hilton
grinned wyly to hinself. He had nade up his mnd. He turned and went rapidly back the way he had
cone.

Saxon stared after the broad, retreating back, going the way it had cone, toward the Refitting
Station where Danvers and La Cucaracha waited. Hilton-going back where he had come from back to
what he had never really left.

"The crazy fool!" Saxon said. "He can't be doing this! Nobody turns down jobs with Transmat!"
Ts'ss gave hima w se, inpassive glance. "You believe that,” he said.

"Transmat neans nmuch to you. Transmat needs nen |ike you, to nake it great-to keep it grow ng.
You're a lucky man, Saxon. You're riding with the tide. A hundred years from nowtwo hundred-and
you mght be standing in Hilton's shoes. Then you' d understand."

Saxon blinked at him "Wat do you nean?"

"Transmat is growing now," Ts'ss said gently. "It will be very great- thanks to nmen |ike you. But
for Transmat too, there will cone an end.”

He shrugged, | ooking out beyond the crater's rimwith his inhuman, faceted eyes, at the glittering
points of light which, for alittle while, seened to keep the Big Night at bay.

DON' T LOOK NOwW

The man in the brown suit was | ooking at hinself in the nmirror behind the bar. The reflection
seermed to interest himeven nore deeply than the drink between his hands. He was paying only
perfunctory attention to Lyman's attenpts at conversation. This had been going on for perhaps
fifteen mnutes before he finally lifted his glass and took a deep swal | ow.

"Don't look now, " Lyman said.

The brown man slid his eyes sidewi se toward Lyman, tilted his glass higher, and took another sw g.
I ce cubes sjipped down toward his mouth. He put the glass back on the red-brown wood and signal ed
for arefill. Finally he took a deep breath and | ooked at Lyman.

"Don't ook at what?" he asked.

"There was one sitting right beside you,’
out. You nean you couldn't see hinP"

The brown man finished paying for his fresh drink before he answered. "See who?" he asked, with a
fine mxture of boredom distaste and reluctant interest. "Wo went out?"

"What have | been telling you for the last ten nminutes? Weren't you |istening?"

"Certainly | was listening. That is-certainly. You were talking about-bat htubs. Radios. O son-"
"Not Oson. H G Herbert George. Wth Oson it was just a gag. H G knew or suspected. | wonder
if it was sinply intuition with hin? He couldn't have had any proof-but he did

stop witing science fiction rather suddenly, didn't he? 1'll bet he knew once, though."

"Knew what ?"

"About the Martians. Al this won't do us a bit of good if you don't listen. It nay not anyway.

Lyman sai d, blinking rather glazed eyes. "He just went
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The trick is to junp the gun- with proof. Convincing evidence. Nobody's ever been allowed to
produce the evidence before. You are a reporter, aren't you?"

Hol ding his glass, the man in the brown suit nodded reluctantly.

"Then you ought to be taking it all down on a piece of folded paper. | want everybody to know. The
whole world. It's important. Terribly inportant. It explains everything. My life won't be safe
unl ess | can pass along the informati on and make people believe it."
"Way won't your life be safe?"

"Because of the Martians, you fool. They own the world."

The brown man sighed. "Then they own ny newspaper, too,*' he objected,
they don't like."

"I never thought of that," Lynan said, considering the bottomof his glass, where two ice cubes
had fused into a cold, imutable union. "They' re not omipotent, though. |I'msure they're

vul nerabl e, or why have they always kept under cover? They're afraid of being found out. If the
wor| d had convi nci ng evi dence-| ook, people always believe what they read in the newspapers.

Coul dn't you-"

"Ha," said the brown nan with deep significance

Lyman drumred sadly on the bar and nurnured, "There nust be sone way. Perhaps if | had anot her
drink. . . ."

The brown-suited man tasted his collins, which seened to stinmulate him "Just what is all this
about Martians?" he asked Lyman. "Suppose you start at the beginning and tell ne again. O can't
you renenber ?"

"Of course | can renenber. |'ve got practically total recall. It's sonething new. Very new |
never could do it before. | can even renenber ny |ast conversation with the Martians." Lynan
favored the brown nan with a gl ance of tri unmph.

"When was that ?"

"Thi s morning."

"I can even renenber conversations | had | ast week,"” the brown man said mldly. "So what?"

"You don't understand. They make us forget, you see. They tell us what to do and we forget about
the conversation-it's post-hypnotic suggestion, | expect-but we follow their orders just the same.
There's the conpul sion, though we think we're

maki ng our own decisions. Ch, they own the world, all right, but nobody knows it except ne."
"And how did you find Qut?"

"Well, | got nmy brain scranbled, in a way. |'ve been fooling around w th supersonic detergents,
trying to work out somethi ng marketabl e, you know. The gadget went w ong-from sone standpoints.

H gh-frequency waves, it was. They went through and through nme. Should have been inaudible, but I

so | can't print anything

could hear them or rather-well, actually 1 could see them That's what ( mean about ny brain
bei ng scranbled. And after that, | could see and hear the Martians. They've geared thensel ves so
they work efficiently on ordinary brains, and mine isn't ordinary anynore. They can't hypnotize
me, either. They can command nme, but | needn't obey-now. | hope they don't suspect. Maybe they do.
Yes, | guess they do."

"How can you tell?"

"The way they | ook at ne."

"How do they | ook at you?" asked the brown nan, as he began to reach for a pencil and then changed
his mind. He took a drink instead. "Well? What are they |ike?"

"I"'mnot sure. | can see them all right, but only when they're dressed up."

"Ckay, okay," the brown man said patiently. "How do they | ook, dressed up?"

"Just |ike anybody, alnost. They dress up in-in human skins. Ch, not real ones, imtations. Like
the Katzenjanmer Kids zipped into crocodile suits. Undressed-I don't know. |'ve never seen one.
Maybe they're invisible even to me, then, or maybe they're just canouflaged. Ants or ows or rats
or bats or-"

"Or anything," the brown man said hastily.

"Thanks. O anything, of course. But when they' re-dressed up |ike humans-like that one who was
sitting next to you awhile ago, when |I told you not to | ook-"

"That one was invisible, | gather?"

"Most of the tine they are, to everybody. But once in a while, for some reason, they-"

"Wait," the brown man objected. "Mke sense, will you? They dress up in human skins and then sit
around i nvi si bl e?"

"Only now and then. The human skins are perfectly good imtati ons. Nobody can tell the difference.
It's that third eye that gives them away. Wen they keep it closed, you'd never guess it was
there. Wien they want to open it, they go invisible-like

that. Fast. Wen | see sonebody with a third eye, right in the nmddle of his forehead, | know he's
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a Martian and invisible, and | pretend not to notice him"

"Uh- huh,"” the brown man said. "Then for all you know, |'m one of your visible Martians." /'

"Ch, | hope not!" Lyman regarded himanxiously. "Drunk as | am | don't think so. |'ve been
trailing you all day, making sure. It's a risk | have to take, of course. They'll go to any | ength-
any length at all-to nmake a man give hinself away. | realize that. | can't really trust anybody.
But | had to find someone to talk to, and |I-" He paused. There was a brief silence. "I could be
wong," Lyman said presently. "Wen the third eye's closed, | can't tell if it's there. Wuld you
m nd opening your third eye for ne?" He fixed a dimgaze on the brown man's forehead.

"Sorry," the reporter said. "Sone other time. Besides, | don't know you. So you want ne to splash
this across the front page, | gather? Wiy didn't you go to see the nanaging editor? My stories

have to get past the desk and rewite."

"I want to give nmy secret to the world," Lyman said stubbornly. "The question is, how far will |
get? You' d expect they'd have killed ne the minute | opened my nmouth to you-except that | didn't
say anything while they were here. | don't believe they take us very seriously, you know This
must have been going on since the dawn of history, and by now they've had tinme to get careless.
They let Fort go pretty far before they cracked down on him But you notice they were carefu
never to let Ford get hold of genuine proof that would convince people."

The brown man said sonet hing under his breath about a hunan interest story in a box. He asked,
"What do the Martians do, besides hang around bars all dressed up?"

"I"'mstill working on that," Lyman said. "It isn't easy to understand. They run the world, of
course, but why?" He winkled his brow and stared appealingly at the brown man. "Wy?"

"If they do run it, they' ve got a lot to explain.”

"That's what | nean. From our viewpoint, there's no sense to it. W do things illogically, but

only because they tell us to. Everything we do, alnost, is pure illogic. Poe's Inp of the Perverse-
you coul d give it another nane beginning with M Martian, | nmean. It's all very well for

psychol ogists to explain why a nmurderer wants to confess, but it's still an illogical reaction

Unl ess a Martian commands himto."
"You can't be hypnotized into doing anything that violates your noral sense,
triunphantly.
Lyman frowned. "Not'-by'another human, but you can by a Martian. | expect they got the upper hand
when we didn't have nore than ape-brains, and they've kept it ever since. They evol ved as we did,
and kept a step ahead. Like the sparrow on the eagle's back who hitch-hiked till the eagle reached
his ceiling, and then took off and broke the altitude record. They conquered the world, but nobody
ever knew it. And they' ve been ruling ever since.”
"But-"
"Take houses, for exanmple. Unconfortable things. Ugly, inconvenient, dirty, everything wong with
them But when nen Iike Frank LlIoyd Wight slip out fromunder the Martians' thunb | ong enough to
suggest sonething better, |ook how the people react. They hate the thought. That's their Martians,
giving themorders."

"Look. Why should the Martians care what kind of houses we live in? Tell ne that."
Lyman frowned. "I don't like the note of skepticism| detect creeping into this conversation," he
announced. '''They care, all right. No doubt about it. They live in our houses. W don't build for
our conveni ence, we build, under order, for the .Martians, the way they want it. They're very nuch
concerned with everything we do. And the nore sensel ess, the nore concern
"Take wars. Wars don't nake sense from any human vi ewpoi nt. Nobody really wants wars. But we go
right on having them Fromthe Martian viewpoint, they're useful. They give us a spurt in
technol ogy, and they reduce the excess population. And there are lots of other results, too.
Col oni zation, for one thing. But mainly technology. In peacetine, if a guy invents jet propulsion
it's too expensive to develop comercially. In wartine, though, it's got to be devel oped. Then the
Martians can use it whenever they want. They use us the way they'd use tools or-or linbs. And
nobody ever really wins a war-except the Martians."

t he brown nman said

The man in the brown suit chuckl ed. "That nakes sense,"” he said. "It nmust be nice to be a
Martian."
"Way not? Up till now, no race ever successfully conquered and rul ed another. The underdog coul d

revolt or absorb. If you know you're being ruled, then the ruler's vulnerable. But if the world
doesn't knowand it doesn't-

"Take radi os," Lyman continued, going off at a tangent. "There's no earthly reason why a sane
human should listen to a

radi o. But the Martians nake us do it. They like it. Take bat htubs. Nobody contends bathtubs are
confortable-for us. But they're fine for Martians. Al the inpractical things we keep on using,
even though we know they're inpractical-r'
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"Typewiter ribbons," the brown nan said, struck by the thought. "But not even a Martian could
enj oy changing a typewiter ribbon."

Lyman seenmed to find that flippant. He said that he knew all about the Martians except for one
t hi ng-t heir psychol ogy.

"1 don't know why they act as they do. It |looks illogical sometimes, but | feel perfectly sure
they' ve got sound notives for every nove they nmake. Until | get that worked out I'mpretty nuch at
a standstill. Until | get evidence-proof-and help. |I've got to stay under cover till then. And
|'ve been doing that. | do what they tell ne, so they won't suspect, and | pretend to forget what

they tell ne to forget."
"Then you' ve got nothing nmuch to worry about."
Lyman paid no attention. He was off again on a list of his grievances.

, "When | hear the water running in the tub and a Martian splashing around, | pretend | don't hear
a thing. My bed's too short and | tried | ast week to order a special length, but the Martian that
sleeps there told ne not to. He's a runt, like nost of them That is, |I think they're runts.

have to deduce, because you never see themundressed. But it goes on |like that constantly. By the
way, how s your Martian?"

The man in the brown suit set down his glass rather suddenly.

"My Martian?" e

"Now listen. | may be just a little bit drunk, but ny logic remains uninmpaired. | can still put
two and two together. Either you know about the Martians, or you don't. If you do, there's no
point in giving ne that, 'What, ny Martian?' routine. | know you have a Martian. Your Martian

knows you have a Martian. My Martian knows. The point is, do you know? Think hard,”™ Lyman urged
solicitously.

"No, | haven't got a Martian
clicked against his teeth.
"Nervous, | see," Lyman renmarked. "OF course you have got ~a Martian. | suspect you knowit."
"What would |I be doing with a Martian?" the brown man asked wi th dogged dogmati sm

"What woul d you be doing without one? | inmagine it's illegal. |If they caught you running around
wi t hout one they'd probably

put you in a pound or sonething until clainmed. Oh, you' ve got one, all right. So have |I. So has
he, and he, and he-and the bartender." Lyman enunerated the other barflies with a wavering
forefinger.

"Of course they have," the brown man said. "But they'll all go back to Mars tonorrow and then you
can see a good doctor. You'd better have another dri-"

He was turning toward the bartender when Lyman, apparently by accident, |eaned close to him and
whi spered urgently, "Don't | ook now"

The brown man gl anced at Lynman's white face reflected in the mirror before them

"It's all right," he said. "There aren't any Mar--"

Lyman gave hima fierce, quick kick under the edge of the bar.

"Shut up! One just came in!"

And then he caught the brown man's gaze and with el aborate unconcern said, "-so naturally, there
was nothing for me to do but clinb out on the roof after it. Took ne ten minutes to get it down
the | adder, and just as we reached the bottomit gave one bound, clinbed up ny face, sprang from
the top of ny head, and there it was again on the roof, screanming for ne to get it down."

"What ?" the brown nman demanded with pardonable curiosity.

"My cat, of course. What did you think? No, never mnd, don't answer that." Lyman's face was
turned to the brown nan's, but fromthe corners of his eyes he was watching an invisible progress
down the length of the bar toward a booth at the very back

the reporter said, taking a quick drink. The edge of the glass

"Now why did he come in?" he nmurnured. "I don't like this. Is he anyone you know?"

"I's who-?"

"That Martian. Yours, by any chance? No, | suppose not. Yours was probably the one who went out a
while ago. | wonder if he went to nake a report, and sent this one in? It's possible. It could be.

You can tal k now, but keep your voice |low, and stop squirmng. Want himto notice we can see hin?"
"/ can't see him Don't drag ne into this. You and your Martians can fight it out together. You're
maki ng me nervous. |'ve got to go, anyway." But he didn't nove to get off the stool. Across
Lyman's shoul der he was stealing glances toward the back of the bar, and now and then he | ooked at
Lyman' s face.

"Stop watching ne," Lyman said. "Stop watching him Anybody'd think you were a cat."

"Way a cat? Wiy shoul d anybody-do |I | ook like a cat?

"W were tal king about cats, weren't we? Cats can see them quite clearly. Even undressed,

beli eve. They don't like them™
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"Who doesn't |ike who?"

"Whom Neither likes the other. Cats can see Martians-sh-h! -but they pretend not to, and that
mekes the Martians nmad. | have a theory that cats ruled the world before Martians came. Never

m nd. Forget about cats. This nay be nore serious than you think. | happen to know nmy Martian's
taking tonight off, and I'mpretty sure that was your Martian who went out sone tinme ago. And have
you noticed that nobody else in here has his Martian with hin? Do you suppose-" H s voi ce sank
"Do you suppose they could be waiting for us outside?"

"Ch, Lord," the brown man said. "In the alley with the cats, | suppose.”

"Why don't you stop this yanmer about cats and be serious for a nmonment?" Lynman denanded, and then
paused, paled, and reeled slightly on his stool. He hastily took a drink to cover his confusion
"What's the matter now?" the brown man asked.

"Nothing." @ulp. "Nothing. It was just that-he | ooked at ne. Wth-you know. "

"Let me get this straight. | take it the Martian is dressed in-is dressed |like a human?"
“"Naturally."

"But he's invisible to all eyes but yours?"

"Yes. He doesn-'t want to be visible, just now Besides-" Lyman paused cunningly. He gave the
brown man a furtive glance and then | ooked quickly down at his drink. "Besides, you know, | rather
think you can see hima little, anyway."

The brown man was perfectly silent for about thirty seconds. He sat quite notionless, not even the
ice in the drink he held clinking. One nmight have thought he did not even breathe. Certainly he
did not blink.

"What makes you think that?" he asked in a normal voice, after the thirty seconds had run out.
"I-did | say anything? | wasn't listening." Lyman put down his drink abruptly. "I think I'll go
now. "

"No, you won't," the brown man said, closing his fingers around Lyman's wist. "Not yet you won't.
Cone back here. Sit down. Now. What was the idea? Wiere were you goi ng?"

Lyman nodded dunbly toward the back of the bar, indicating either a juke-box or a door marked MEN
"l don't feel so ggqpd.<Maybe |'ve had too much to drink. | guess I'I[-"

"You're all right. | don't trust you back there with that-that invisible man of yours. You'll stay
right here until he | eaves."

"He's going now," Lyman said brightly. His eyes nobved with great briskness along the line of an
invisible but rapid progress toward the front door. "See, he's gone. Now let nme |oose, will you?"
The brown man gl anced toward the back boot h.

"No," he said, "he isn't gone. Sit right where you are.™

It was Lyman's turn to renain quite still, in a stricken sort of way, for a perceptible while. The
ice in his drink, however, clinked audibly. Presently he spoke. His voice was soft and rather
soberer than before.

"You're right. He's still there. You can see him can't you?"

The brown man said, "Has he got his back to us?"

"You can see him then. Better than | can maybe. Maybe there are nore of them here than | thought.
They coul d be anywhere. They could be sitting beside you anywhere you go, and you woul dn't even
guess, until-" He shook his head a little. "They'd want to be sure," he said, nostly to hinself.
,"They can give you orders and nake you forget, but there nmust be Iinmits to what they can force
you to do. They can't make a man betray hinself. They'd have to | ead himon-until they were sure.”
He Iifted his drink and tipped it steeply above his face. The ice ran down the slope and bunped
coldly against his lip, but he held it until the last of the pale, bubbling anber had drained into
his mouth. He set the glass on the bar and faced the brown nan.

"Wl ?" he said.

The brown man | ooked up and down the bar

"It's getting late,” he said. "Not many people left. W'Ill wait."

"Wait for what?"

The brown man | ooked toward the back booth and | ooked away agai n quickly.

"I have sonething to show you. | don't want anyone el se to see.”

Lyman surveyed the narrow, snoky room As he | ooked the |ast custoner beside thenselves at the bar
began groping in his

pocket, tossed some change on the mahogany, and went out slowy.

They sat in silence. The bartender eyed themw th stolid disinterest. Presently a couple in the
front booth got up and departed, quarreling in-undertones.

"I's there anyone |left?" the brown man asked in a voice that did not carry down the bar to the man
in the apron.

"Only-" Lyman did not finish, but he nodded gently toward the back of the room "He isn't |ooking.
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Let's get this over with. What do you want to show nme?"

The brown man took off his wist watch and pried up the netal case. Two small, gl ossy photograph
prints slid out. The brown nan separated themw th a finger

"I just want to nmake sure of sonmething," he said. "First- why did you pick ne out? Quite a while

ago, you said you'd been trailing ne all day, making sure. | haven't forgotten that. And you knew
I was a reporter. Suppose you tell nme the truth, now?"
Squirmng on his stool, Lyman scow ed. "It was the way you | ooked at things," he nurnured. "On the

subway this norning-1'd never seen you before in my life, but | kept noticing the way you | ooked
at things-the wong things, things that weren't there, the way a cat does-and then you' d al ways
| ook away-1 got the idea you could see the Martians too."

"Go on," the brown nman said quietly.

"I followed you. Al day. | kept hoping you'd turn out to be-sonmebody |I could talk to. Because if
| could know that | wasn't the only one who could see them then I'd know there was still sone
hope left. It's been worse than solitary confinement. |'ve been able to see themfor three years
now. Three years. And |'ve nmanaged to keep ny power a secret even fromthem And, sonmehow, |'ve
managed to keep fromkilling nyself, too."

"Three years?" the brown nman said. He shivered.

"There was always a little hope. | knew nobody woul d believe- not w thout proof. And how can you
get proof? It was only that I-1 kept telling nyself that maybe you could see themtoo, and if you

coul d, maybe there were others-lots of others-enough so we m ght get together and work out sone
way of proving to the world-"

The brown man's fingers were noving. In silence he pushed a photograph across the nahogany. Lynan
picked it up unsteadily.

"Moonlight?" he asked after a nonent. It was a | andscape under a deep, dark sky with white cl ouds
init. Trees stood white

and | acy agai nst the darkness. The grass was white as if with noonlight, and the shadows blurry.
"No, not nmoonlight,"" the brown man said. "Infrared. I'mstrictly an amateur, but lately |I've”~been
experimenting with infrared film And | got sonme very odd results.”

Lyman stared at the film

"You see, | live near-" The brown nman's finger tapped a certain quite comopn object that appeared
in the photograph. "-and sonething funny keeps showi ng up now and then against it. But only with
infrared film Now | know chl orophyl|l reflects so much infrared Ilight that grass and | eaves

phot ograph white. The sky comes out black, like this. There are tricks to using this kind of film
Phot ograph a tree against a cloud, and you can't tell themapart in the print. But you can

phot ograph through a haze and pick out distant objects the ordinary filmwouldn't catch. And
soneti mes, when you focus on sonething like this-" He tapped the inmage of the very conmon obj ect
again. "You get a very odd image on the film Like that. A nman with three eyes."

Lyman held the print up to the [ight. In silence he took the other one fromthe bar and studied
it. Wien he laid them down he was sniling.

"You know," Lyrman said in a conversational whisper, "a professor of astrophysics at one of the
nore inportant universities had a very interesting little itemin the Tinmes the other Sunday. Nane
of Spitzer, | think. He said that if there were life on Mars, and if Martians had ever visited
earth, there'd be no way to prove it. Nobody woul d believe the few nen who saw t hem Not, he said,
unl ess the Martians happened to be phot ographed. "

Lyman | ooked at the brown man thoughtfully.

"Well," he said, "it's happened. You' ve phot ographed them"
The brown nman nodded. He took up the prints and returned themto his watch-case. "I thought so,
too. Only until tonight | couldn't be sure. I'd never seen one-fully-as you have. It isn't so much

a matter of what you call getting your brain scranmbled with supersonics as it is of just know ng
where to | ook. But |'ve been seeing part of themall ny life, and so has everybody. It's that
little suggestion of novement you never catch except just at the edge of your vision, just out of
the corner of your eye. Sonething that's al nost there-and when you |l ook fully at it, there's
not hi ng. These phot ographs showed nme the way. It's not easy to learn, but it can be done. W're
conditioned to look directly at a thing-the particular thing we want to see clearly,

whatever it is. Perhaps the Martians gave us that conditioning. Wen we see a novenent at the edge
of our range of vision, it's alnost irresistible not to |ook directly at it. So it vanishes."
"Then they can be seen-by anybody?"

"l'"ve learned at lot in a few days," the brown nan said. "Since | took these photographs. You have
to train yourself. It's like seeing a trick picture-one that's really a conposite, after you study
it. Canpuflage. You just have to | earn how Oherwise we can |ook at themall our |ives and never
see them"
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"The canera does, though."

"Yes, the canera does. |'ve wondered why nobody ever caught them this way before. Once you see
themon film they' re unm stakable-that third eye."
"Infrared films conparatively new, isn't it? And then I'Il bet you have to catch them agai nst

that one particul ar background- you know or they won't show on the film Like trees against
clouds. It's tricky. You nust have had just the right lighting that day, and exactly the right
focus, and the |l ens stopped down just right. A kind of minor miracle. It night never happen again
exactly that way. But . . . don't | ook now. "

They were silent. Furtively, they watched the mirror. Their eyes slid along toward the open door
of the tavern

And then there was a | ong, breathless silence.

"He | ooked back at us," Lynan said very quietly. "He |looked at us ... that third eye!"

The brown man was notionl ess again. Wen he noved, it was to swallow the rest of his drink

"I don't think that they're suspicious yet," he said. "The trick will be to keep under cover unti
we can blow this thing w de open. There's got to be sone way to do it-sone way that will convince

peopl e. "

"There's proof. The photographs. A conpetent caneranan ought to be able to figure out just how you
caught that Martian on filmand duplicate the conditions. It's evidence."

"Evidence can cut both ways," the brown nan said. "Wat |'mhoping is that the Martians don't
really like to kill-unless they have to. |I'mhoping they won't kill wi thout proof. But-" He tapped
his wist watch

"There's two of us now, though,” Lyman said. "W' ve got to stick together. Both of us have broken
the big rule-don't | ook now"

The bartender was at the back, disconnecting the juke box. The brown nman said, "W'd better not be
seen toget her

unnecessarily. But if we both cone to this bar tonorrow night at nine for a drink-that woul dn't

| ook suspicious, even to them™

"Suppose-" Lyman- hesitated. "May | have one of those phot ographs?”
n \N]y?ll
"If one of us had-an accident-the other one would still have the proof. Enough, maybe, to convince

the right people."

The brown man hesitated, nodded shortly, and opened his watch case again. He gave Lyman one of the
pi ctures.

"Hide it," he said. "It's-evidence. |I'I|l see you here tonmorrow. Meanwhile, be careful. Renenber to
pl ay safe.”

They shook hands firmy, facing each other in an endl ess second of final, decisive silence. Then
the brown man turned abruptly and wal ked out of the bar

Lyman sat there.. Between two winkles in his forehead there was a stir and a flicker of |ashes
unfurling. The third eye opened slowy and | ooked after the brown nan
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