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The Coffin Cure

ALAN E. NOURSE

I rarely get colds. I don’t say that in a spirit of triumphant crowing: merely
stating a fact with the proper condescending sympathy for the rest of you poor
souls. But once I had one, in 1962, that outdid all of yours. I went through each
messy symptom, and my olfactory system blocked off completely just at a time
when, I had every reason to suppose, I was being offered a record series of
gourmet meals. Life wasn’t worth living. And then one day there was a rift in
the olfactory fog, and in the middle of some glum chewing I smelled and tasted
what [ was chewing. Quite ordinary, I suppose, but not to me. It was like the
Sun poking over the hill after a week-long night. Nourse must have lived through
the same sort of moment.

WHEN THE DISCOVERY was announced, it was Dr. Chauncey Patrick
Coffin who announced it. He had, of course, arranged, with uncanny skill, to
take most of the credit for himself. If it turned out to be even greater than he
had hoped, so much the better. His presentation was scheduled for the final
night of the American College of Clinical Practitioners’ annual meeting, and
Coffin had fully intended it to be a bombshell.

It was. Its explosion exceeded even Dr. Coffin’s wilder expectations, which
took quite a bit of doing. In the end, he had waded through more newspaper
reporters than medical doctors as he left the hall that night. It was a heady
evening for Chauncey Patrick Coffin, M.D.

Certain others were not so delighted with Coffin’s bombshell.

“It’s idiocy!” young Dr. Phillip Dawson all but howled in the laboratory
conference room the next morning. “‘Blind, screaming idiocy! You've gone out
of your mind — that’s all there is to it. Can’t you see what you've done? Aside
from selling your colleagues down the river, that is?”

He clenched the reprint of Coffin’s address in his hand and brandished it
like a broadsword. * ‘Report on a Vaccine for the Treatment and Cure of the
Common Cold,” by C. P. Coffin et al. That’s what it says — ez al. My idea in
the first place, Jake and I pounding our heads on the wall for eight solid
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It respected no barriers, boundaries, or classes; ambassadors and chamber-
maids snuffled and sneezed in drippy-nosed unanimity. The powers in the
Kremlin sniffed and blew and wept genuine tears on drafty days, while senato-
rial debates on earthshaking issues paused reverently upon the blowing of a
nose, the clearing of a rhinorrheic throat. True, other illnesses brought dis-
ability, even death, in their wake, but the common cold brought torment
to the millions, as it implacably resisted the most superhuman of efforts to
curb it.

Until that rainy November day when the tidings broke to the world in
four-inch banner heads:

COFFIN NAILS LID ON COMMON COLD!

“No More Coughin’ ™
States Co-Finder of Cure

SNIFFLES SNIPED,; SINGLE SHOT TO SAVE SNEEZERS

In medical circles it was called the Coffin Multicentric Upper Respiratory
Virus-inhibiting Vaccine, but the newspapers could never stand for such high-
sounding names and called it, instead, “The Coffin Cure.”

Below the banner heads, world-renowned feature writers expounded in
awesome terms the story of the leviathan struggle of Dr. Chauncey Patrick
Coffin et al. in solving this riddle of the ages:

How, after years of failure, they ultimately succeeded in culturing the true
causative agent of the common cold, identifying it not as a single virus or even
a group of viruses, but rather as a multicentric virus complex invading the soft
mucous linings of the nose, throat, and eyes, capable of altering its basic
molecular structure at any time to resist efforts of the body from within, or
the physician from without, to attack and dispel it; how the hypothesis was
set forth by Dr. Phillip Dawson that the virus could be destroyed only by an
antibody which could *‘freeze” the virus complex in one form long enough for
normal body defenses to dispose of the offending invader; the exhausting
search for such a “crippling agent” and the final crowning success, after
injecting untold gallons of cold-virus material into the hides of a group of
cooperative dogs (a species which had never suffered from colds and hence
endured the whole business with an air of affectionate boredom).

And, finally, the testing. First, Coffin himself (who was suffering a particu-
larly horrendous case of the affliction he sought to cure); then his assistants,
Phillip Dawson and Jacob Miles; then a multitude of students from the univer-
sity — carefully selected for the severity of their symptoms, the longevity of
their colds, their tendency to acquire them on little or no provocation, and
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their utter inability to get rid of them with any known medical program.

They were a sorry spectacle, those students filing through the Coffin labora-
tory for three days in October: wheezing like steam shovels, snorting and
sneezing and sniffling and blowing, coughing and squeaking, mute appeals
glowing in their bloodshot eyes. The researchers dispensed the material
— a single shot in the right arm, a sensitivity control in the left.

With growing delight, they then watched as the results came in. The sneez-
ing stopped; the sniffling ceased. A great silence settled over the campus, in
the classrooms, in the library, in classic halls. Dr. Coffin’s voice returned
(rather to the regret of his co-workers), and he began bouncing about the
laboratory like a small boy at the fair. Students by the dozen trooped in for
checkups with noses dry and eyes bright.

In a matter of days, there was no doubt left that the goal had been reached.

“But we have to be sure, " Phillip Dawson had said emphatically. “This was
only the pilot test. We need mass testing now on an entire community. We
ought to go to the West Coast to run studies — they have a different breed of
cold out there, I hear. We'll have to see how long the immunity lasts, make
sure there are no unexpected side effects . . . And, muttering to himself, he
fell to work with pad and pencil, calculating the program to be undertaken
before publication.

But there were rumors. Underwood at Stanford, it was said, had already
completed his tests and was preparing a paper for publication in a matter of
months. Surely, with such dramatic results on the pilot tests, somerhing could
be put into print. It would be tragic to lose the race for the sake of a little
unnecessary caution . . .

Phillip Dawson, though adamant, was a voice crying in the wilderness, for
Chauncey Coffin was boss.

Within a week, though, even Coffin was wondering if he had bitten off just
a trifle too much. They had expected that the demand for the vaccine would
be great — but even the grisly memory of the early days of the Salk vaccine
had not prepared them for the mobs of sneezing, wheezing, red-eyed people
bombarding them for the first fruits.

Clear-eyed young men from the Government Bureau pushed through
crowds of local townspeople, lining the streets outside the Coffin laboratory,
standing in pouring rain to raise insistent placards.

Seventeen pharmaceutical houses descended with production plans, cost
estimates, colorful graphs demonstrating proposed yield and distribution
programs.

Coffin was flown to Washington, where conferences labored far into the
night as demands pounded their doors like a tidal wave.

One laboratory promised the vaccine in ten days; another guaranteed it in
a week. The first actually appeared in three weeks and two days, to be soaked
up in the space of three hours by the thirsty sponge of cold-weary humanity.
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Express planes were dispatched to Europe, to Asia, to Africa with the precious
cargo, a million needles pierced a million hides, and with a huge, convulsive
sneeze, mankind stepped forth into a new era.

There were abstainers, of course — there always are:

“It doesd't bake eddy differets how buch you talk,” Ellie Dawson cried
hoarsely, shaking her blonde curls. ““I dod’t wadt eddy cold shots.”

“You're being totally unreasonable,” Phillip said, glowering at his wife in
annoyance. She wasn’t the sweet young thing he had married, not this evening.
Her eyes were puffy, her nose red and sore. *You've had this cold for two solid
months now and there just isn’t any sense to it. It's making you miserable. You
can’t eat, you can’t breathe, you can't sleep —

“I dod’t wadt eddy cold shots,” she repeated stubbornly.

“But why not? Just one little needle. You'd hardly feel it —

“But I dod’t like deedles!” she cried, bursting into tears. “Why dod’t you
leave be alode? Go take your dasty old deedles ad stick theb id people that wadt
theb.”

“Aw, Ellie —"

“I dod’t care, 1 dod’t like deedles!"’ she wailed, burying her face in his shirt.

He held her close, kissing her ear and making comforting little noises. It was
no use, he reflected sadly. Science just wasn’t Ellie’s long suit; she didn’t know
a cold vaccine from a case of smallpox, and no appeal to logic or common sense
could surmount her irrational fear of hypodermics. ““All right, sweet, nobody's
going to make you do anything you don’t want to.”

“Ad eddyway, thik of the poor tissue badufacturers,” she sniffled, wip-
ing her nose with a pink facial tissue. “All their little childred starvig to
death —

“Say, you have got a cold,” said Phillip, sniffing. ““You’re wearing enough
perfume to fell an ox.” He wiped away her tears and grinned at her. *Come
on now, fix your face. Dinner at the Driftwood? I hear they have marvelous
lamb chops.”

It was a mellow evening. The lamb chops were delectable — far the best he
had ever eaten, he thought, even with as good a cook as Ellie for a spouse. Ellie
dripped and blew continuously, but refused to go home until they had taken
in a movie and stopped by to dance a while.

“I hardly ever gedt to see you eddy bore,” she wistfully explained. “*All
because of that dasty bedicide you're giving people.”

It was true, of course. The work at the lab was endless. They danced,
but came home early nevertheless. Phillip needed all the sleep he could

et.
: He awoke once during the night to a parade of sneezes from his wife, and
rolled over, frowning sleepily to himself. It was ignominious, in a way
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Silenzia; unobtrusively I folded my coat over the vest pocket where the Sound
Wick rested and pretended to understand what she was saying.

Ever watch someone speak without hearing what’s being said? It’s like
listening through a plate-glass window and can be a very pleasant sensation
indeed. How well I could imagine the gist of her monologue: the detailed
description of her afternoon ceramics class; what she told the grocery man
when he tried to overcharge her; the 2000-word exposition on how I was
wasting my life at Modern Business College. As if I enjoyed working for the
bald and lipless Amos C. Schmuckbinder and his pimply faced student body!

When Edith’s lips finally slowed down I wondered suddenly if my voice
would reach out through the cushion of silence — whether Silenzia was uni-
directional.

“Why don’t you play the piano for me?” I asked.

She looked at me suspiciously, led me into the front room, and began
playing, attacking the keys like a clever welterweight warming up on a punch-
ing bag. Stretched out in an armchair, I watched the performance with com-
plete enjoyment.

“I don’t think you're putting enough into your left,” I said at the end of her
first selection. She looked disconcerted and on the second opus almost sprained
her wrist. I requested — I insisted on! — another selection, then two more, and
finally after still another she was too exhausted to continue.

Dinner that night was a charming little affair; I didn't tune Edith completely
out, just down low enough to catch the general drift of the conversation. How
pleasant to sit there like that in the cool spring silence! How enchanting to
make up my own words to fit those tireless lips moving with such fierce energy
across the table from me!

I think the weeks that followed were the most satisfying of my life. Some-
times at night I'd wander through the city — the brilliant, mute city —
gazing at the swarms of people and cars moving through hushed streets in
soundless, swirling patterns, a fantastic ballet without music, and I'd wonder
how I'd ever done without Silenzia. Sweet Silenzia . . .

Why, you may ask, if I was so sensitive to noise, didn't I puncture my
eardrums long ago and be done with it? The answer is simple, of course. There
were still a few things in the world very much worth listening to: the sound
of oars in the water, the pop of sparkling burgundy corks, the Beethoven
concertos, the sound of bacon sizzling . . .

Sometimes I wondered vaguely if all the world's troubles were not simply
noises, and that all the bloody explosions which forever rocked the world
— the blasts of field artillery and atom bombs — were they not simply the
accumulated sounds of a thousand petty bickerings, snotty words, and ponder-
ous speeches from balconies, all gathered throughout the years, compressed
into a single instant and detonated with a thunder that never quite died out?

Even Edith seemed different to me now. At times, sitting across the table
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I was still shaking when I climbed the two flights of stairs. My mind was
made up: I'd sell Silenzia to Charlie Mook for $200,000, and get out of the
city for a while.

I reached into the closet and brought the Sound Wick into the kitchen. Now
I was really alarmed. The bubbling and sizzling were louder, more ominous,
a slimy froth dribbled out from the edges of the cap, and the bottle was almost
too hot to hold. I scurried for ice cubes, got blankets to protect her from stray
street noises, loosened the cap to allow pressure to escape. An ugly rumble
erupted as I unscrewed it. Tiny jets of fluid spat upward.

It was at this point the accordionist started. He was a new neighbor, and
he went from *‘Over the Waves” to “La Paloma™ and back again with a
piercing whine that raised the hackles on my neck. With each squeaky blast,
Silenzia sputtered more desperately.

I guess I lost my head. I rushed across the hall, pounded on the man’s door,
demanded he stop playing instantly. We had a terrible argument — shouts,
threats — and by the time I got him hushed up and had returned to my
apartment, I heard something that chilled me to the bone.

... why can’t you make something of yourself "’ Edith’s voice coasted out
of the kitchen at me, tinny and distorted like an old phonograph record.
“You're just wasting yourself working for Amos Schmuckbinder . . .

I rushed into the room. There was no one there. No one.

“Scru-r-unch-scrunch.” 1 looked at the Sound Wick on the table. Could it
possibly be?

“Get off the street you damned jaywalker!” the bottle shrieked at me. There
was a screech of brakes, a claxon horn, the ping of signal lights, a clashing of
gears. Another voice faded in — Schmuckbinder’s:

“...itisasignal honor to be with this distinguished group this evening, paying
tribute to the ideals, the dreams, and hopes of . ."

“Scru-r-unch-scrunch . . .”

“You take the whites of two eggs, mix them with . .."

Horrified I seized the cap and tried to screw it back on the stricken bottle.
Some of the hot liquid spurted out and landed on my coat. An ugly burble of
sound oozed out of the spot on my sleeve.

“ .. and in simping we wish to stoot that all our preefgers and . . ."

With brute strength I forced the cap back on. The noise was muffled but still
leaked out. But I couldn’t keep the cap on; the whole interior of the bottle
churned more violently than ever, and the wick swelled and thrashed like a
strangulated tongue. Once more I removed the cap.

The tinny notes of “Anitra’s Dance” roared out, along with the sound of
billing machines and typewriters which buzzed and clacked like a closet full
of insane geese. Most revolting of all was the intermittent blare of my own
voice — a silly, high-pitched sound, squeaky and insistent.
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“They’re going into punt formation. Devin gets a good one away, taken on
the ten by Garth for Castroville.”

“During the off season, Woods sells insurance and plays flamenco guitar at
an Italian restaurant.”

“. .. brings it out to the thirty before he’s brought down.”

“Who was that?" asked the Hawk, looking up from his book.

“Garth,” sighed Trent.

“Seventh in the league in punt returns last year,” said the Hawk, leafing
quickly through the book. “Averaged thirty-two point seven three yards per
return. Garth is ten percent cheetah. You can tell by his whiskers and the way
he growls when the ball is snapped. In his career he has run seven punts back
for touchdowns, although two were called back when the films showed he had
bitten a potential tackler. Only last year against Philadelphia, as I recombulate
my memory, he . . .”

The Hawk talked through three straight plays. He did that a lot.

“I like your nose,” said Trent in exasperation.

“Sit on it, Roger.”

The Hawk was hitting his stride.

Unfortunately, the Armadillos weren't hitting theirs. By the half they were
down by two touchdowns. It was only by frantic heroics that the point spread
wasn’t more than that. They were getting clobbered.

The halftime show was a double-barreled extravaganza, even bigger and
better than last year’s double-barreled extravaganza. It was dutifully ignored
by the spectators who spent the time crowding around beer stands and jam- .
ming into rest rooms. The players spent the halftime getting patched up and
reprogrammed for the second half. The Hawk spent the halftime trying unsuc-
cessfully to sneak into the dressing rooms. He had to be satisfied by interview-
ing a man dressed in an artichoke costume who was about to dive from a
fifty-foot ladder into eighteen inches of melted lemon butter. The dive was a
success, but the interview was a flop. The Hawk liked his artichokes with
hollandaise sauce, not lemon butter, and his prejudice showed.

The second half unrolled like a carbon copy of the first. Casualties mounted
for the Armadillos as they tried to bring down the mighty Artichokes. Woods
went out of the game with a dislocated circuit board. Bounds was on the bench
with every fuse in his chest blown. Pope's arm kept falling off.

In their huddles, the Artichokes congratulated themselves, patting each
other on the back and picking small bugs from their partners’ mangy pelts.
They had everything under control and they knew it. They hooted a lot.

Only with extreme effort did the Armadillos manage to keep the margin of
defeat down to two touchdowns. They were playing their hearts out, just
managing to hang on. It was a pitiful sight as one by one they were hauled
off the field on stretchers, tears welling up in their optical scanning devices.
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They wanted to win this one, win it for the memory of dear old Gipley. It
would take a miracle.

The miracle got a nudge just as the two-minute warning was flashed. Some-
one unlocked the cage that held the Daytona Beach mascots. Two hundred
armadillos scuttled onto the field. It was in the middle of a play and confused
things a lot. The Castroville Artichokes, not being very bright, mistook the
armadillos for loose footballs and pounced on them. Taking advantage of the
chaos, Bronco tossed a long bomb to Tucker in the end zone. The Artichokes
protested, but there was nothing in the rule books against armadillos on the
playing field. Castroville tried to get revenge by rolling artichokes around at
the line of scrimmage, but nobody would confuse an artichoke with a football,
not even a robot. The kick was good, and Daytona Beach trailed by seven
points. But with a minute and a half left in the game, all Castroville had to
do was take the kickoff and sit on it, letting the clock run out.

Devin’s kick was deep and taken in the end zone by Glunk for Castroville.
He elected to run it out in order to use up more time. It was a mistake. Heading
toward him with murder in his electronic eye was Wild Bill. As dedicated as
any robot on the squad, Wild Bill had fury in his plutonium heart. He wanted
the ball. They collided on the twenty with a crunch heard all the way to
Rockville.

Glunk went down, hard. Wild Bill disintegrated in a shower of cogs and
levers. The ball was loose, bouncing end over end. There was a frantic scramble
for the ball, but when the dust cleared it was Rusty who came up with the
pigskin for Daytona Beach. The crowd went wild. The Armadillos had been
four-touchdown underdogs. Too bad there wasn’t enough left of Wild Bill to
share in the excitement. He had given his all.

Two plays later, Bronco ran the ball across the end zone on a perfectly
executed quarterback sneak just as the final gun sounded. All that remained
was the kick for the extra point. But Bronco was worried. That would just tie
the game and they'd have to go into a sudden-death overtime. Castroville had
never lost a sudden death. They’d be murder. They might even block the kick.
As they went into the huddle he decided it was all or nothing. They’d go for
the two point conversion.

“They're lining up in kicking formation,” said Roger Trent from the booth.
“The ball is snapped. Wait! It’s a fake. They're going for two. Bronco has the
ball, he’s moving fast. It's a reverse. No, a double reverse. He’s going back to
pass. Look at that! The old Statue of Liberty play. Carter takes the ball from
Bronco. He's going around the left side of the line. The Artichokes seem
confused.”

“I’'m confused,” said the Hawk.

“He’s in! They've done it. The Daytona Beach Armadillos have snatched
victory from the jaws of defeat.”
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Next day, after calling Mrs. Searles, I placed some red stars on my graph
for the first three months. They made a nice curve, rising more steeply as it
reached the fourth month. They had picked up their first increase in member-
ship simply by amalgamating with all the other types of charity organizations
in Watashaw, changing the club name with each fusion, but keeping the same
constitution — the constitution with the bright promise of advantages as long
as there were always new members being brought in.

By the fifth month, the league had added a mutual baby-sitting service and
had induced the local school board to add a nursery school to the town service,
so as to free more women for league activity. But charity must have been
completely organized by then, and expansion had to be in other directions.

Some real estate agents evidently had been drawn into the whirlpool early,
along with their ideas. The slum improvement plans began to blossom and take
on a tinge of real estate planning later in the month.

The first day of the sixth month, a big two-page spread appeared in the local
paper of a mass meeting which had approved a full-fledged scheme for slum
clearance of Watashaw's shack-town section, plus plans for rehousing, civic
building, and rezoning. And good prospects for attracting some new industries
to the town, industries which had already been contacted and seemed inter-
ested by the privileges offered.

And with all this, an arrangement for securing and distributing to the club
members alone most of the profit that would come to the town in the form
of a rise in the price of building sites and a boom in the building industry. The
profit-distributing arrangement was the same one that had been built into the
organization plan for the distribution of the small profits of membership fees
and honorary promotions. It was becoming an openly profitable business.
Membership was rising more rapidly now.

By the second week of the sixth month, news appeared in the local paper
that the club had filed an application to incorporate itself as the Watashaw
Mutual Trade and Civic Development Corporation, and all the local real estate
promoters had finished joining en masse. The Mutual Trade part sounded to
me as if the Chamber of Commerce was on the point of being pulled in with
them, ideas, ambitions, and all.

I chuckled while reading the next page of the paper, on which a local
politician was reported as having addressed the club with a long flowery
oration on their enterprise, charity, and civic spirit. He had been made an
honorary member. If he allowed himself to be made a fu// member with
its contractual obligations and its lures, if the politicians went into this
too . . .

I laughed, filing the newspaper with the other documents on the Watashaw
test. These proofs would fascinate any businessman with the sense to see where
his bread was buttered. A businessman is constantly dealing with organiza-
tions, including his own, and finding them either inert, cantankerous, or both.
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The Goose That Laid The Golden Eggs! My first problem was to get
MacGregor to give up that golden egg. I was almost hysterical about it.
' I said, “I’ll give you a receipt. I'll guarantee you payment. I'll do anything
in reason.”

“I don’t want the government butting in,” he said stubbornly.

But I was twice as stubborn, and in the end I signed a receipt and he dogged
me out to my car and stood in the road as I drove away, following me with
his eyes.

The head of my section at the Department of Agriculture is Louis P. Bronstein.
He and I are on good terms, and I felt I could explain things without being
placed under immediate observation. Even so, I took no chances. I had the egg
with me, and when I got to the tricky part, I just laid it on the desk between
us.

I said, “It’s a yellow metal and it could be brass only it isn’t because it’s inert
to concentrated nitric acid.”

Bronstein said, “It’s some sort of hoax. It must be.”

“A hoax that uses real gold? Remember, when I first saw this thing, it was
covered completely with authentic unbroken eggshell. It’s been easy to check
a piece of the eggshell. Calcium carbonate.”

Project Goose was started. That was July 20, 1955.

I was the responsible investigator to begin with and remained in titular
charge throughout, though matters quickly got beyond me.

We began with the one egg. Its average radius was 35 millimeters (major
axis, 72 millimeters; minor axis, 68 millimeters). The gold shell was 2.45
millimeters in thickness. Studying other eggs later on, we found this value to
be rather high. The average thickness turned out to be 2.1 millimeters.

Inside was egg. It looked like egg and it smelled like egg.

Aliquots were analyzed, and the organic constituents were reasonably nor-
mal. The white was 9.7 percent albumin. The yolk had the normal complement
of vitellin, cholesterol, phospholipid, and carotenoid. We lacked enough mate-
rial to test for trace constituents, but later on with more eggs at our disposal
we did and nothing unusual showed up as far as contents of vitamins, coen-
zymes, nucleotides, sulfhydryl groups, et cetera, et cetera, were concerned.

One important gross abnormality that showed was the egg’s behavior on
heating. A small portion of the yolk, heated, “hard-boiled’” almost at once. We
fed a portion of the hard-boiled egg to a mouse. It survived.

I nibbled at another bit of it. Too small a quantity to taste, really, but it made
me sick. Purely psychosomatic, I'm sure.

Boris W. Finley, of the Department of Biochemistry of Temple University
— a department consultant — supervised these tests.

He said, referring to the hard-boiling, “The ease with which the egg proteins
are heat-denatured indicates a partial denaturation to begin with, and, consid-
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and it took two men to hold it each time. Ever try to hold an angry goose?

The Goose was put under a twenty-four-hour guard, with the threat of
summary court-martial to any man who let anything happen to it. If any of
those soldiers read this article, they may get a sudden glimmer of what was
going on. If so, they will probably have the sense to keep shut about it. At least,
if they know what’s good for them they will.

The blood of The Goose was put through every conceivable test.

It carried 2 parts per hundred thousand (0.002 percent) of chloraurate ion.
Blood taken from the hepatic vein was richer than the rest, almost 4 parts per
hundred thousand.

Finley grunted. “The liver,” he said.

We took X rays. On the X-ray negative, the liver was a cloudy mass of light
gray, lighter than the viscera in its neighborhood, because it stopped more of
the X rays, because it contained more gold. The blood vessels showed up
lighter than the liver proper, and the ovaries were pure white. No X rays got
through the ovaries at all.

It made sense, and in an early report Finley stated it as bluntly as possible.
The report, paraphrased, went in part:

“The chloraurate ion is secreted by the liver into the blood stream. The
ovaries act as a trap for the ion, which is there reduced to metallic gold and
deposited as a shell about the developing egg. Relatively high concentrations
of unreduced chloraurate ion penetrate the contents of the developing egg.

“There is little doubt that The Goose finds this process useful as a means
of getting rid of the gold atoms which, if allowed to accumulate, would
undoubtedly poison it. Excretion by eggshell may be novel in the animal
kingdom, even unique, but there is no denying that it is keeping The Goose
alive. ,

“Unfortunately, however, the ovary is being locally poisoned to such an
extent that few eggs are laid, probably not more than will suffice to get rid of
the accumulating gold, and those few eggs are definitely unhatchable.”

That was all he said in writing, but to the rest of us, he said, “That leaves
one peculiarly embarrassing question.”

I knew what it was. We all did.

Where was the gold coming from?

No answer to that for a while, except for some negative evidence. There was
no perceptible gold in The Goose’s feed, nor were there any gold-bearing
pebbles about that it might have swallowed. There was no trace of gold
anywhere in the soil of the area, and a search of the house and grounds revealed
nothing. There were no gold coins, gold jewelry, gold plate, gold watches, or
gold anything. No one on the farm even had as much as gold fillings in his
teeth.

There was Mrs. MacGregor’s wedding ring, of course, but she had only had
one in her life, and she was wearing it.
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So where was the gold coming from?

The beginnings of the answer came on August 16, 1955.

Albert Nevis, of Purdue, was forcing gastric tubes into The Goose —
another procedure to which the bird objected strenuously — with the idea of
testing the contents of its alimentary canal. It was one of our routine searches
for exogenous gold.

Gold was found, but only in traces, and there was every reason to suppose
those traces had accompanied the digestive secretions and were, therefore,
endogenous — from within, that is — in origin.

However, something else showed up, or the lack of it anyway.

I was there when Nevis came into Finley's office in the temporary building
we had put up overnight — almost — near the goosepen.

Nevis said, “The Goose is low in bile pigment. Duodenal contents show
about none.”

Finley frowned and said, “Liver function is probably knocked loop-the-loop
because of its gold concentration. It probably isn’t secreting bile at all.”

“It is secreting bile,” said Nevis. “Bile acids are present in normal quantity.
Near normal, anyway. It’s just the bile pigments that are missing. I did a fecal
analysis and that was confirmed. No bile pigments.”

Let me explain something at this point. Bile acids are steroids secreted by
the liver into the bile and via that are poured into the upper end of the small
intestine. These bile acids are detergentlike molecules that help to emulsify the
fat in our diet — or The Goose's — and distribute them in the form of tiny
bubbles through the watery intestinal contents. This distribution, or homogen-
ization, if you’d rather, makes it easier for the fat to be digested.

Bile pigments, the substances that were missing in The Goose, are something
entirely different. The liver makes them out of hemoglobin, the red oxygen-
carrying protein of the blood. Worn-out hemoglobin is broken up in the liver,
the heme part being split away. The heme is made up of a squarish molecule
— called a porphyrin — with an iron atom in the center. The liver takes the,
iron out and stores it for future use, then breaks the squarish molecule that
i1s left. This broken porphyrin is bile pigment. It is colored brownish or greenish
— depending on further chemical changes — and is secreted into the bile.

The bile pigments are of no use to the body. They are poured into the bile
as waste products. They pass through the intestines and come out with the
feces. In fact, the bile pigments are responsible for the color of the feces.

Finley’s eyes began to glitter.

Nevis said, “It looks as though porphyrin catabolism isn't following the
proper course in the liver. Doesn’t it to you?”

It surely did. To me too.

There was tremendous excitement after that. This was the first metabolic
abnormality, not directly involving gold, that had been found in The Goose!

We took a liver biopsy (which means we punched a cylindrical sliver out
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“Maybe,” he said at a meeting of the group held on the evening of August
25, 1955, “The Goose doesn’t replace the iron with gold. Maybe it changes the
iron to gold.”

Before I met Nevis personally that summer, I had known him through his
publications — his field is bile chemistry and liver function — and had always
considered him a cautious, clear-thinking person. Almost overcautious. One
wouldn't consider him capable for a minute of making any such completely
ridiculous statement.

It just shows the desperation and demoralization involved in Project Goose.

The desperation was the fact that there was nowhere, literally nowhere, that
the gold could come from. The Goose was excreting gold at the rate of 38.9
grams a day and had been doing it over a period of months. That gold had
to come from somewhere, and, failing that — absolutely failing that —
it had to be made from something.

The demoralization that led us to consider the second alternative was due
to the mere fact that we were face to face with The Goose That Laid The
Golden Eggs, the undeniable GOOSE. With that, everything became possible.
All of us were living in a fairy-tale world, and all of us reacted to it by losing
all sense of reality.

Finley considered the possibility seriously. ‘*‘Hemoglobin,” he said, ‘“‘enters
the liver and a bit of auremoglobin comes out. The gold shell of the eggs has
iron as its only impurity. The egg yolk is high in only two things: in gold, of
course, and also, somewhat, in iron. It all makes a horrible kind of distorted
sense. We're going to need help, men.”

We did, and it meant a third stage of the investigation. The first stage had
consisted of myself alone. The second was the biochemical task force. The
third, the greatest, the most important of all, involved the invasion of the
nuclear physicists.

On September s, 1955, John L. Billings of the University of California
arrived. He had some equipment with him, and more arrived in the following
weeks. More temporary structures were going up. I could see that within a year
we would have a whole research institution built about The Goose.

Billings joined our conference the evening of the fifth.

Finley brought him up to date and said, “*There are a great many serious
problems involved in this iron-to-gold idea. For one thing, the total quantity
of iron in The Goose can only be of the order of half a gram, yet nearly forty
grams of gold a day are being manufactured.”

Billings had a clear, high-pitched voice. He said, “There's a worse problem
than that. Iron is about at the bottom of the packing fraction curve. Gold is
much higher up. To convert a gram of iron to a gram of gold takes just about
as much energy as is produced by the fissioning of one gram of U-235.”

Finley shrugged. “I'll leave the problem to you.”

































Imaginary Numbers
in a Real Garden

GERALD JONAS

Given: one bold mathematician.
Uncertain of his own position,

he drew two lines and at their joint,
where angels danced, he made his o
Then reached into the void and caught
the faceless essence of the o,

and taught us not to fear «

but worship his serene divinity,
whose sacraments at first seem pale;
yet if men hunger for a Grail,

they still may seek, beyond the sun,

the rare v —1.
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a cup of coffee. (I'll explain that some other time.) Seriously, I specialize in
some of the more abstruse properties of geometric structures. *“Did Galois
discover that theorem before or after he died? is a sample of my conversation.

Sure, mathenauts are mathenuts. But as we found out, not quite mathenutty
enough.

The ship, the Albrecht Dold, was a twelve-googol scout that Ed Goldwasser
and I'd picked up cheap from the N.Y.U. Courant Institute. She wasn't the
Princeton 1.A.S. Von-Neumann, with googolplex coils and a chapter of the
DAR, and she wasn't one of those new toys you’ve been seeing for a rich man
and his grandmother. Her coils were DNA molecules, and the psychosomatics
were straight from the Brill Institute at Harvard. A sweet ship. For psychic
ecology wa'd gotten a bunch of kids from the Bronx College of the New York
City University, commonsense types — business majors, engineers, pre-meds.
But kids.

I was looking over Ephraim Cohen’s latest paper, “Nymphomaniac Nested
Complexes with Rossian Irrelevancies” (old Ice Cream Cohen loves sexy
titles), when the trouble started. We'd abstracted, and Goldwasser and Pearl
had signaled me from the lab that they were ready for the first tests. I made
the Dold invariant, and shoved off through one of the passages that linked the
isomorphomechanism and the lab. (We kept the ship in free fall for conve-
nience.) I was about halfway along the tube when the immy failed and the walls
began to close in. :

I spread my legs and braked against the walls of the tube, believing with all
my might. On second thought I let the walls sink in and braked with my palms.
It would’ve been no trick to hold the walls for awhile. Without the immy my
own imagination would hold them, this far from the B.C.N.Y. kids. But that
might’ve brought more trouble — I'd probably made some silly mistake, and
the kids, who might not notice a simple contraction or shear, would crack up
under some weirdomorphism. And if we lost the kids . . .

So anyway I just dug my feet in against the mirage and tried to slow up,
on a surface that no one’d bothered to think any friction into. Of course, if
you’ve read some of the popular accounts of math-sailing, you’d think I'd just
duck back through a hole in the fiftieth dimension to the immy. But it doesn’t
work out that way. A ship in BC-flight is a very precarious structure in a
philosophical sense. That’s why we carry a psychic ecology, and that’s why
Brill conditioning takes six years, plus, with a Ph.D. in pure math, to absorb.
Anyway, a mathenaut should never forget his postulates, or he'll find himself
floating in 27-space, with nary a notion to be named.

Then the walls really did vanish — NO! — and I found myself at the junc-
tion of two passages. The other had a grabline. I caught it and rebounded, then
swarmed back along the tube. After ten seconds I was climbing down into a
funnel. I caught my breath, swallowed some Dramamine, and burst into the

control room.
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compact medieval coverings of infinity with denumerable shires — the con-
flicts as closed sets created open ones, and the other way round.

— I'saw the rigid castes of a society of transformations, orthogonal royalty,
inner product gentry, degenerates — where intercomposition set the caste of
the lower on the product.

— I'saw the proud old cyclic groups, father and son and grandson, genera-
ting the generations, rebel and blacksheep and hero, following each other
endlessly. Close by were the permutation groups, frolicking in a way that
seemed like the way you sometimes repeat a sentence endlessly, stressing a
different word each time.

There was much I saw that I did not understand, for mathematics is a deep,
and even a mathenaut must choose his wedge of specialty. But that world of
abstractions flamed with a beauty and meaning that chilled the works and
worlds of men, so I wept in futility.

Presently we found ourselves back in the lab. I sat beside Ted Anderson and
leaned on him, and I did not speak for fear my voice would break.

Anderson talked to Johnny and Ed. ’

“There was a — a race, here, that grew prideful. It knew the Riemann space
and the vector space, the algebras and the topologies, and yet it was unfulfilled.
In some way — oddly like this craft,” he murmured, gesturing ““— they wove
the worlds together, creating the real universe you knew in your youth.

“Yet still it was unsatisfied. Somehow the race yearned so for newness that
it surpassed itself, conceiving matter and energy and entropy and creating
them.

“And there were laws and properties for these: inertia, speed, potential,
quantumization. Perhaps life was an accident. It was not noticed for a long
time, and proceeded apace. For the proud race had come to know itself and
saw that the new concepts were . . . flawed.” Anderson smiled faintly and
turned to Ed.

“Goldy, remember when we had Berkowitz for algebra?”’ he asked. *Re-
member what he said the first day?”

Goldwasser smiled. “Any math majors?

“Hmm, that’s good.

“Any physics majors?

“Physics majors! You guys are just super engineers!

“Any chemistry majors?

“Chemistry major! You'd be better off as a cook!”

Ted finished, “‘And so on, down to the, ahem, baloney majors.”

“He was number happy,” said Ed, smiling.

“No. He was right, in a way.” Ted continued, “The race had found its new
notions were crudities, simple copies of algebras and geometries past. What it
thought was vigor was really sloth and decay.

“It knew how to add and multiply, but it had forgotten what a field was and
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what commutivity was. If entropy and time wreaked harm on matter, they did
worse by this race. It wasn’t interested in expeditions through the fiber bun-
dles; rather it wanted to count apples.

“There was conflict and argument, but it was too late to turn back. The race
had already degenerated too far to turn back. Then life was discovered.

“The majority of the race took matter for a bride. Its aesthetic and creative
powers ruined, it wallowed in passion and pain. Only remnants of reason
remained.

“For the rest, return to abstraction was impossible. Time, entropy, had
robbed them of their knowledge, their heritage. Yet they still hoped and
expended themselves to leave, well, call it a ‘seed’ of sorts.”

“Mathematics?” cried Pearl.

*“It explains some things,” mused Goldwasser softly. “Why abstract mathe-
matics, developed in the mind, turns out fifty years or a century later to
accurately describe the physical universe. Tensor calculus and relativity, for
example. If you look at it this way, the math was there first.”

“Yes, yes, yes. Mathematicians talked about their subject as an art form.
One system is more ‘elegant’ than another if its logical structure is more
austere. But Occam'’s Razor, the law of simplest hypothesis, isn’t logical.

““Many of the great mathematicians did their greatest work as children and
youths before they were dissipated by the sensual world. In a trivial sense,
scientists and mathematicians most of all are described as ‘unworldly’ . . .”

Anderson bobbled his head in the old familiar way. ““You have almost
returned,” he said quietly. “This ship is really a heuristic device, an aid to
perception. You are on the threshold. You have come all the way back.”

The metamathematician took his notebook and seemed to set all his
will upon it. “See Ephraim gets this,” he murmured. “He, you, I . . . the
oneness —

Abruptly he disappeared. The notebook fell to the floor.

I took it up. Neither Ed nor Johnny Pearl met my eyes. We may have sat
and stood there for several hours, numbed, silent. Presently the two began
setting up the isomorphomechanism for realization. I joined them.

The National Mathenautics and Hyperspace Administration had jurisdic-
tion over civilian flights then, even as it does today. Ted was pretty important,
it seemed. Our preliminary debriefing won us a maximum-security session with
their research chief.

Perhaps, as I'd thought passionately for an instant, I'd have done better to
smash the immy, rupture the psychic ecology, let the eggshell be shattered at
last. But that’s not the way of it. For all of our progress, some rules of scientific
investigation don’t change. Our first duty was to report back. Better heads than
ours would decide what to do next.

They did. Ephraim Cohen didn't say anything after he heard us out and
looked at Ted's notebook. Old Ice Cream sat there, a big teddy-bear-shaped
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the brokers, for the price had been good; so were the purchasers, for the quality
was excellent.

There was only one small snag; a minute trace of the active element of the
systemic insecticide had not only spread from the roots to the leaves of the
coffee plants; some had insinuated itself into the berries.

To be fair to all concerned, this point had been considered, and the buyer’s
chemist had noted the presence of this substance when testing the beans, but
it was quite a well-known compound, proved beyond question as harmless to
humans, noncarcinogenic, nontoxic, and non—quite a lot of other things. It was
also present in such microscopic quantities that it needed an elegant and
refined procedure to even find it, and massive doses had never caused the
slightest discomfort or allergy in hamsters, mice, or any of the other animals
who are so helpful in the laboratory. In any case, the final proof lay in the
drinking, and that was done enthusiastically by untold numbers, with no trace
of long- or short-term ill effects. Most of this coffee went to Europe or stayed
in South America, but some of it arrived, via Europe, in the United Nations
HQ, New York.

The organization of commissariat facilities for so diverse a body as the UN
is a complex matter, and the fact that it can be done at all is one of the few
hopeful signs for the future of this planet. Security Council problems may be
more weighty, but are seldom more complex than those that daily confront the
commissary committee. Take tea. The Slavs cry for lemon, the English scream
with agony at the sight of a tea bag, and are fascinated by the spectacle of solid
U.S. citizens drinking the stuff iced. In its gloomier moments the committee
ponders the problems that the admission of China and Tibet would pose:
Lapsang Suchon and rancid butter . . . as for the French view of tea —
among other things — well . . .

But coffee is a different proposition. Despite the many and varied forms it
may take, the standard American version is acceptable to the majority of the
many nationalities in that slab-sided building on the East River. And in the
lounge reserved for the very top brass, heads of delegations, visiting foreign
ministers, prime ministers, and presidents, Manuel’s coffee was, for a time,
served. So here, amid the cups and the protocol, the black leather chairs on
the appropriately neutral gray carpet, the next link in the chain was forged.

Let us be quite clear on one point; there is nothing wrong with New York
water. Several people drink the stuff, straight, every day, but in the absence
of other evidence, this harmless, vital staff of life must have provided the small
additive which made the difference. It cannot have been the milk or cream,
for many drink their coffee black — especially when the Council is in session.
For similar reasons sugar and other sweeteners are ruled out; only water
remains as a constant factor. Perhaps it was some minute trace element in the
chlorine added for purification, or some naturally occurring element in the
New York watershed. Whatever it was, it fell in love with the insecticide
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compound, itself probably modified by the coffee, and formed a satisfying if
complicated union with it. Afterward, a high-grade chemist spent a happy time
building a molecular model of the resulting mixture. Rumors that a museum
tried to buy it as a fine example of modern art are quite untrue.

In the General Assembly it had been yet another of those mornings. The
delegates representing a good deal of the Earth’s inhabitants had spent the first
hour or so eyeing each other with varying degrees of disfavor across the
chamber, whilst waiting hopefully for a chance to get a word in edgeways.
Situation normal. True, an Arab delegate omitted to scowl at the Israeli
member, but this was purely an oversight. A Britisher managed to be discreetly
insulting with an appraising stare at a European Common Market member’s
suit. Britain might be a shadow of what it was, but Savile Row remains Savile
Row . ..

An unnamable delegate had held the floor since the morning session began,
restating for the hundredth time his country’s point of view. Few bothered to
use the translation headsets; they had heard this one before. Watches were
peeked at, doodles were scribbled, confidences exchanged behind backs of
hands. One man appeared to be wrestling with his tax return.

The speaker pressed gallantly on, blindingly aware that he was convincing
no one, but sustained by the thought that his speech would look good in the
press back home, a matter of some importance if you happened to be a citizen
of that country. He *'stated firmly and he “‘categorically denied” and he
“reiterated” — and there was no doubt at all about the reiteration. Amid a
barrage of ill-concealed yawns he headed for his climax, thumping the rostrum
with as much force as he dared — his was a small country, and delegates can
be touchy about their rights and privileges — and reached the end of his speech
or performance, according to your viewpoint.

The Chairman sighed slightly, nodded his acknowledgment, glanced un-
necessarily at the clock, and the meeting adjourned. With well-concealed
but long-practiced ease, the delegates moved swiftly coffeeward. Only the
member battling with his tax return was slow off the mark. But then, he was
concentrating.

When the session resumed, there was no immediate sign of change in the
atmosphere, although a very close observer might have noted the faint suspi-
cion of a smile here and there. It was a full fifteen minutes later, when another
delegate was in full flight, energetically rebutting the earlier delegate’s speech
— and getting as little attention — that the Change began.

“Balls!"

The word hung fractionally, like a glowing, glittering jewel, against the gray
threadbare background of the delegate’s over-well-prepared speech. Some with
a command of the tongue of Shakespeare blinked; others frowned. A lot
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concluded they had misheard. The interrupter decided he had not made his
point with full clarity.

“It’s all balls!”” He sounded remarkably cheerful and certain in his judgment.
Heads turned.

Whatever else, it brightened the day for the translators. With great gusto
they did their job.

*“C’est tout bal!”

“Tutte ballo!”

The Chairman, an Asian, graduate of Harvard Law School, sometime lec-
turer at the London School of Economics, frowned. In his time in the Western
world he had heard the term, although not, let it be hastily said, at either of
those august establishments. He tapped his desk with the gavel thoughtfully
provided, and frowned again as he peered in the general direction of the
interrupter.

“I must ask delegates to refrain from making remarks while one of our
number is addressing the Assembly!”

Again that voice rang out, clear as a bell, “Sorry, Mr. Chairman, but it’s
still all balls!”

The Chairman raised his eyebrows in surprise, then inclined his head gra-
ciously toward the speaker. The frown had gone. He smiled, his voice was soft,
gentle, and the microphones picked up every word.

“My dear fellow, of course it’s all balls, but it is this delegate’s turn to talk
it! You really mustn’t interrupt!”” He turned his attention to the stalled speaker
at the rostrum, who was following the conversation with a curiously detached
interest. “‘Please go on. I confess I agree, your speech is all balls, but you're
delivering it very nicely.” Again the gracefully inclined head. “Do go on.”

It might be expected that this unusual state of affairs would be greeted with
uproar, cries of dissent. Certainly, one man, forbidden coffee by his doctor, was
on his feet, red with rage and bitterly regretting that the shoe-banging-on-desk
gambit was played out, but apart from him, the rest of the Assembly appeared
to be laughing. Most surprising of all, the speaker at the rostrum was laughing
as hard as anyone. Against this very unusual noise the irate man struggled to
be heard.

“Mr. Chairman, I must protest! Surely you must uphold this great Assem-
bly, our dignity — * He had difficulty in continuing.

The Chairman grinned at him. “Now you're talking balls!" The thought
appeared to please him. “What on earth has dignity to do with our work
— and d’you really think the world holds us in high regard? Of course, this
is unfair of the world; we only carry out our governments’ directives, but if
you imagine we are respected! We talk, and in the main we are powerless.
Inevitably, much of what we say is balls!” He smiled and looked again at the
rostrum. “My dear fellow, please accept our apologies. I cannot imagine what
has come over us. For my part, I can only say I see things in a new, clear light
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which is not altogether complimentary to any of us here. Or,” he added
thoughtfully, “to the people who sent us.” He took off his glasses, cleaned
them, and replaced, them with prim care, and consulted the agenda before
him. He thought for a moment, then, “There is so much to do, and while 1
will naturally respect your wishes, may I suggest that you may care to stand
down and allow me to arrange our business? You — we — all know perfectly
well this debate is getting nowhere.”

“Mr. Chairman, I'd be delighted!”” The speaker gathered up his notes. He
waved them at the Assembly. *“You may be bored with this, but not half as
bored as I am!”

He stepped down in a thunderous roar of applause and walked briskly to
his seat, his face pink with pleasure. Unanimity is a rare treat in the UNO.
Even the Chairman clapped, then raised his hand for silence.

“We are all indebted to our colleague. His action is clearly right, but I
cannot recall anyone before — ™ He broke off and pulled his lip, a look of
puzzlement on his face as he thought. Then he shrugged and dismissed the
matter from his mind. “Well, no matter; he has done it, and we're all grateful.”

He beamed his approval of the general rumble of assent. ““We must get on;
it is an unprofitable waste of time to consider why we — and I think I speak
for most” — he cast a reproving glance at the one glowering delegate —
“we should have this change of view.” With sudden vehemence he almost
shouted, “Time is not on our side!”

And no one took him up on that point.

“Well, now, let us start with an easy one, but one that has bedeviled us for
a very long time; this wretched border dispute between New Grogly and
Ellinghiland. It’s been around far too long.”

Frenzied cheering greeted this. Even the non-coffee-drinking protestor
could not argue with this comment. It had never got in the Top Ten disputes.
Neither side had the power, or the interest of a Great Power, to escalate the
affair into a really worthwhile crisis. East and West had no interest in the area
and allowed matters to drift. As long as the locals were tied up in their own
affairs, they were unlikely to be too tiresome to the big boys.

Both sides claimed a strip of land, cursed with a horrible climate and
inhabited by a sad, underfed, and underprivileged race who were only made
sadder by the sudden appearance of a truckload of troops from one side or the
other, smart, by local standards, in their third-hand uniforms. The leaders of
these gallant bands would explain, with fanatical ardor, that the future lay with
X — or, if it happened to be the other side's turn, Y. But the natives were less
concerned with the highly problematical future as the more urgent question
of the next meal. There had been little fighting between the rivals, and at first
the natives had been inclined to find this attention exciting, but disillusion soon
set in. Neither side suffered many casualties, but for sure the locals caught it.
Emptying a few magazines into a village that mighs be held by the enemy is
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a good deal more conducive to good aim than firing at an enemy that is armed.

The natives also discovered that liberators expect gratitude and whatever
assistance the liberated can provide. These backward people with their near
Stone Age culture rapidly became familiar with the arts of requisition, regula-
tion, and hostage-taking, and other, finer points of the Plastic Age. It was also
their pathetic homes that got knocked about, and when the forces had retired,
flushed with victory — inevitably, both sides won — they could get on with
burying their dead and trying to repair their huts.

Of course, there was a brighter side; the liberators did not come empty-
handed, but somehow the natives did not find these gifts satisfying. Most of
the flags were made of paper, and while the pictures of the respective leaders
might be interesting to contemplate, the handbills were of less utility, for few
could read, and not being a very resourceful people, no other use for all this
paper occurred to them.

It was all really extremely funny, but it takes a robust sense of humor to ap-
preciate this sort of situation, especially if you are chronically hungry, the walls
of your hovel are knocked down, your seed corn gone in an alien gut, and
your daughter, carried away by those uniforms, is clearly in a family way. . .

And it was this trivial matter that was to be aired first. *“Now, gentlemen,
will the two delegates involved please stand up? Thank you.” He smiled
impartially at them. “This is a great chance for you two to show the rest of
us the way. This strip of land. You, sir, will you please say why you want it?”
He pointed to the Ellinghese member, who hesitated, looked at his notes
— and threw them on the floor. Again there was the faintly bewildered expres-
sion. The delegate shook his head. “I can’t think why this hasn’t been said
before . . . Mr. Chairman, the only reason we want this land is to stop the
Groglies having it. There are no worthwhile minerals, the natives are a head-
ache, being even more backward than we are, but if the Groglies get it, it will
be a blow to our status.”

“That is serious?” The Chairman was faintly incredulous.

The Ellinghese still looked puzzled. *‘I used to think so.”

“Thank you,” said the Chairman. ‘“Now you, sir.”

The Grogli representative smiled cheerfully. “Our reasons don’t strike me
as much better. We feel it would make our map look more impressive; apart
from that, we only want to stop the Ellinghese. Candidly,” he spoke confiden-
tially, as if the Chairman were the only person present, “‘although my lot have
not actually said so, I'm sure the real reason is that it takes the minds of our
people off one or two rather pressing home problems. We all know the value
of that one.”

A lot of heads nodded.

“Well, we know where we are,” observed the Chairman. He scratched one
ear in an absent-minded way, wrote rapidly, then looked up. *“What d’you
think of this?”’ He returned to his notes. “The governments of Grogly and
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Ellinghi accept they have no right to or desire for all that land delineated in
the map deposited with the UN in 1952.” He regarded the Assembly in general
over the top of his glasses. “This has dragged on for twenty years!" He shook
his head sadly and continued, ‘‘Both governments admit they have no eth-
nic, cultural, or other ties whatsoever with the inhabitants of this land and
both freely renounce all claims and title to this land, in perpetuity.” Again
he looked up. “I suppose it’s too much to expect you to offer aid to these
people?”

Both agreed it was, the Grogli adding cheerfully, “I'm sure I'll get hell from
my government, but if we sew this up, they won’t dare do anything. Public
opinion! But money — no.”

Inside ten minutes the resolution had been passed. The watching press were,
to put it mildly, staggered. They had not had the benefit of the VIP coffee, and
the unprecedented happenings had them ranging through the whole spectrum
of human emotions, although there was only one at the baffled-rage end, a
Grogli pressman who had practically sold an article proving conclusively the
Grogli case. For the rest, it was a time of excitement not known since the days
of Mr. Khrushchev.

Certainly, those affected were in a very odd mental state. Their minds were
like gloomy old houses, shuttered and barred against the world, full of tortuous
passages, musty, locked rooms, and in each house dwelt a soul, possessive,
darkly suspicious, fearful of intrusion and the unremembered world. Above all,
fearful. And this drug was a cleansing wind that burst open the shutters, forced
out the stale, vitiated air, letting the bright sun flood in, revealing the tawdry
decay within.

Not that the affected delegates threw themselves into each other’s arms.
Arab still looked at Jew in a hard-boiled way; East still regarded West as
decadent, but the Arab now saw that there was a Jewish case; the East did not
extract pleasure from the idea of Western decadence and was prepared to
admit that the West had no monopoly on decay.

The drug gave a clarity of vision, showing the utter preposterousness of
pre-atomic attitudes in the latter end of the twentieth century. All paid lip
service to the idea that man faces self-destruction — a good stock speech on
“the dangers that confront us” is an essential part of any politician's outfit
— but now they really did see it. They were not transformed into shining
angels, but they were no longer near blinded by their national or political dark
glasses. They saw.

Aware that their conduct would be causing near apoplexy in various capitals
— and not caring overmuch — the Assembly adjourned for lunch. Practically
all tanked up on the coffee, including some who had missed out in the morning.
The dining room was exceptionally crowded; many who had intended to eat
out did not do so, being too busy to bother. Fantastic snatches of conversation
could be heard.
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*“Kashmir’s not a real problem — we'll soon fix that, its the subcontinental
population increase . . .”

“Of course we know their damned governmem is as twisted as a corkscrew!
We'd give our back teeth to get out .

*“*Sure, it’s crazy to bust ourselves, competing in space! Now, if we make a
joint declaration . . .”

“The UN can run the canal, as long as we get a fair share of the profits. It’s
obvious . . .”

Clarity was not confined to weltpolitik.

“My wife’s bloody impossible . . . so am I, really.”

Sadly, it was not the Age, but only the Day of the Reasonable Man that had
arrived. The afternoon session was restricted to straight talking and the settle-
ment of a number of the smaller, perennial problems. There was tacit agree-
ment that problems that, given a reasonable approach, could be quickly solved,
should come first. Delegates knew of the growing flood of cables, which ranged
from the terse recall to outraged demands for full explanations. Time pressed,
yet members generally felt confident that they would convince their govern-
ments of the rightness of their actions. True, their advisers were twittering like
a flock of birds, but that was hardly new.

There were some grounds for their optimism, for many who had not drunk
the coffee caught the mood as a sort of secondary infection. Agreed, it was a
fine idea to investigate the physical properties of Jupiter, but why do it twice,
at such vast cost, when two-thirds of the Earth’s population was underfed and
daily getting nearer starvation? It was the fairy story of the emperor’s clothes
all over again, but like fairy stories, it could not last.

Behind the scenes, quick-witted Security was going nearly mad. It took time
for the existence of the Change to be realized, but once that fact had been
established it was a relatively simple matter to infer that the Assembly had
been Got At; no body of men could act that reasonable and be in their right
senses.

It was all done smoothly and efficiently after the session had resumed its
fantastic way. Ironically, there was complete agreement among the nationali-
ties in Security. No one tried to even imply that it was a cunning West
— or East — plot to subvert the other side. The first task was to stop it, never
mind how it started. By the time the meeting of the Assembly broke up, all
food and drink had been impounded, the staff whisked off for questioning, new
stocks and staff installed. Investigations proliferated; there was even a bizarre
check on that other common factor, the washroom . . .

Next day the Change had worn off. Delegates were back in their shuttered
and bolted minds, even more puzzled and fearful. It was clearly impossible to
go back on the agreements of the previous day. For good or ill, minor problems
all over the world had been settled, so far as the UN was concerned.

Those inhabitants of the strip of land between Grogly and Ellinghiland, for
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example: they remained rather sad and underfed, and perhaps some of the girls
were even sadder, missing those dashing uniforms, but for the rest, well, at
least they were left alone to work out their own salvation.

Making a virtue of necessity, both neighbors proclaimed victory for their
cause, i.e., the expulsion of the other from the land. Understandably, both
governments were somewhat vague about the positive side of their victories.
Public holidays were proclaimed and streets renamed in honor of the libera-
tion. The victorious troops, now confined to their own countries, with the
eternal broadmindedness of the soldier, turned their attention to the local girls.
Both countries ordered the swift return of their UN representatives, but, very
prudently, both decided that life in the U.S.A. was more congenial and
healthy. Partners in misfortune, they teamed up and now run one of those
curious bookshops on the west side of the Forties where Lust in a Sin-bed and
Sin in a Lust-bed are eternal best sellers. And so the Change ended.

But take heart. The secret of that magical drug is known. Naturally, it is
a Secret, for who knows what might happen if reason really did rule? Man must
have his fantasies, even if it kills him. It all goes on much as before; little has
changed, except that statesmen are chary of drinking coffee with opponents
— what could be better than slipping the drug to the other guy, while remain-
ing your good old cunning, selfish, fearful self? But secrets of that sort cannot
be kept forever, and while it is hard to imagine it doing anything but good in
the field of international affairs, it may prove a mixed blessing in business and
in the home. Imagine a truly reasonable husband, or — even wilder flight of
the mind — a reasonable wife? So hope for the Change, but fear its coming
— a fairly standard predicament for humanity.

Certainly, Manuel Gomez-Jackson is a changed man. He is not so much
thinner as less fat; the gleam in his eye is not so bright, he is more apprehensive
and nervous and frequently tired. His coffee continues to make astronomical
prices, but when you are stuck with two mistresses and a wife, plus the problem
of not letting any one know of the other two’s existence . . .

And then there was the case of the foreign attaché leaving JFK, whose
diplomatically protected bag accidentally dropped off the fork-lift truck and
burst, allowing two gallons of New York water to remain on U.S. soil . . .

A stalwart member of that essentially simple-souled, kindhearted fraternity,
the U.S. Customs, who happened to be nearby, remarked with some confidence
and great feeling that now he had seen everything.

I would like to assure him — not all, not yet. Not quite yet.

There is a discreet establishment, not entirely unconnected with the CIA,
which has taken delivery of some two thousand gallons of water, and while
the security measures prevent the entry of any unauthorized persons, they are
quite unable to stop the strong aroma of coffee from getting out.

And certain other parties are diligently at work, and if the stuff gets loose
among the politicians at election time, well . . .
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She could read his face . . . and she looked with him through the plate-glass
windows into the dripping street.

“Outside again,” she said, and turned to the front page of the Freie Presse
and, pointing to the weather report, read, *‘Slight disturbances over Vienna but
lovely and bright in the Salzkammergut.

“Inside, outside,” she said, over and over again. These two words had taken
on the terror that the words death, fire, police, and bankruptcy have for other
people.

Behind a counter, next to the cash register, sat Frau Loeffler’s sister Frieda.
Frau Loeffler pointed at her with the thumb of her right hand. *‘Look, Ferderl.
Look at Frieda. Since I am waiting for you she has eaten three ice creams, four
slices of nut tart, two cream puffs, and two portions of chocolate, and now she's
looking at the petits fours.”

“Yes,” said Herr Loeffler.

“Ah, why, Ferderl, haven’t we a little restaurant like this, with guests and
magazines and newspapers, instead of worrying about that conductor Nekisch
and inside and outside?”

“He called me an ass, Nekisch did,” said Herr Loeffler. ** ‘It’s the last time,’
he said.”

“Who does he think you are? The Pope? Why doesn't he decide himself, if
he’s so smart! I go mad, Ferderl — I can’t sleep for two days when you play,
reading about the weather, calling up, looking at the mountains, even watching
if dogs eat grass. I tried to ask farmers — they don’t know either. You can
never be sure, they come from nowhere — these clouds — when you don't
want them, and when you play inside and hope that it rains outside, the sun
shines, just like in spite, and they blame you!”

They put their four hands together in silent communion, one on top of
another, as high as a water glass. Frau Loeffler looked into her coffee cup and
she mumbled tenderly, “Ferderl, I have to tell you something.”” With this she
looked shy, like a small girl, then she told him into his ear . . .

“No!” said Loeffler, with unbelieving eyes.

“Yes! Yes, Ferderl! she said.

“When?" asked Herr Loeffler.

“In January. About the middle of January . . . Dr. Grausbirn said . . .”

Loeffler guessed right about the weather for the next two concerts. The sun
shone. Outside, it was. Nekisch was talking to him again, and Loeffler walked
to the concerts with light steps, whistling.

One day at a rehearsal of 7i/l Eulenspiegel, he could hold it in no longer;
he had to tell them. They patted his shoulder and shook his hand. Even
Nekisch stepped down from his stand and put both hands on Loeffler’s arms.
“Herr Loeffler,” he said, just ‘“Herr Loeffler.”

And then one day, after the “Liebestod,” Loeffler, coming home, found in
front of his house the horse and carriage of Dr. Grausbirn.
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The driver pulled in his reins, and the horse stopped to let a streetcar and
two motorcars pass. Herr Loeffler was red in the face. Under the protection
of the noises of starting motors, horns, and the bell of the trolley, he shouted,
*“Putzi belongs to us!” and he banged with his umbrella three times on the extra
seat that was folded up in front of him. The driver looked around.

*“Putzi?” asked Dr. Grausbirn.

“Our little blossom,” said Herr Loeffler, pointing to the doctor’s bag.

Dr. Grausbirn followed the flight of a pigeon with his eyes. The pigeon flew
to a fountain and drank. Under the fountain was a dog; he ate grass and then
ran to the curb. From there the doctor’s eyes turned to the back of the driver
and across to Herr Loeffler — a tear ran down the Konzertmeister’s face. The
doctor put his hand on Loeffler’s knee.

“Loeffler, I'll do it. There’s no law — every museum has one. Properly
prepared, of course . . . in a bottle . . . next Monday . . . Servus, Herr Loeffler.”

“Auf Wiedersehen, Herr Doktor."

And so Putzi was delivered to Herr Loeffler. Herr Loeffler, who wrote a fine
hand, designed a lovely label for the bottle. “Our dear Putzi,” he wrote, and
under the name he printed the date.

The next week Herr Loeffler guessed wrong again — rain for Beethoven
outside — and sunshine for Brahms inside — and conductor Nekisch broke
his baton.

“Go away, Herr Loeffler,” he said. *'I am a man of patience, but you’ve done
this once too often. Get out of my sight, far away — where I never see you
again, ass of a Konzertmeister!”
Herr Loeffler walked home. . .

For a year Putzi had stood on the mantelpiece. He was presented with flowers
on his birthday, and on Christmas he had a little tree with one candle on it.
Now Herr Loeffier sat for hours in his chair, looking out the window and at
little Putzi in his bottle, and thought about the weather, about the orchestra
— about inside and outside.

The Neue Freie Presse was mostly wrong; the government reports were
seldom right. Nekisch was always wrong — more often than when Loeffler had
given the word — but Putzi in his little bottle, Putzi was always right, well in
advance. . .

It was not until months had passed, though, that Herr Loeffler noticed it.
He watched closely for a few more days and then he told his wife. He took
a pad and a pencil and he drew a line across the middle of the pad. On the
lower half he wrote “Inside,” on the upper half “‘Outside” — then he rubbed
his hands and waited. .

Long, long ere the tmlest blue cloud showed over the rim of any of the tall
mountains that surrounded the beautiful valley of Salzburg, Putzi could tell:
he sank to the bottom of his bottle, a trace of two wrinkles appeared on his
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minimum amount — he hardly called anyone. He dismissed similarly a bill for
auto insurance and one from Master Charge. The next envelope was addressed
in pencil and he opened it eagerly. A note from Brian, his seven-year-old son.

Dear Daddy,
I want to go to sumer camp this sumer, but Mom says she does not have mony
and I shoud ask you. Please, Dad?

Your loving son,
Brian Kraft

The lettering was crude, obviously done with great effort. “Damn! said Kraft
aloud. Eileen was using the child to try to extract funds from him. Let her save
from the exorbitant alimony he was already giving her, he thought. Why was
it necessary to make the child a pawn? Kraft felt like crying. He opened the
last envelope.

A form from Green Cross-Green Shield, the medical insurance company.
Reference to his recent request for reimbursement. A list, with accompanying
boxes, twenty separate items. One particular box had a red check mark in it.
“Failure to demonstrate this was not a pre-existing condition. Please submit
proof in postage-paid return envelope enclosed.” The veins in Kraft’s neck
began to knot. Calm, he thought. I must stay calm. They were killing him. He
was forking over a thousand dollars a year for a Major Medical policy (Auer-
bach Laboratories offered no benefits) and, despite huge bills, couldn’t seem
to extract a dime's worth of payments. They nitpicked him to death. Some-
times a number was left out on his reimbursement form, or a date, or the “X"
in the space affirming he had no other medical coverage. Each time, although
the information was clearly available from past submissions, the entire form
was returned but the accompanying doctor’s bill was omitted. Kraft had to
write to the physicians asking them for new bills before he could resubmit.
Often as not, the forms would come back again. The new bills weren’t marked
“paid.” Or else they had to be forwarded to Basic Coverage before Major
Medical would handle them. Basic Coverage covered almost nothing, but
Major required a note from Basic stating that Basic would not pay. It was
maddening. Kraft ended up mailing in the same forms five and six different
times. He found himself devoting his whole life to the paper work, having no
time for movies, or TV, or meeting new women. And after six months, despite
actual medical expenses of nearly two thousand dollars plus half a year’s worth
of the exorbitant premium, he’'d accumulated barely a quarter of the three-
hundred-dollar deductible. Twice, after Kraft finally managed to steer applica-
tions through the system, short, apologetic notes had come back: “‘Sorry, but
this particular condition is not covered by your policy.”

Kraft found himself trembling. It has to stop, he thought. Because of these
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people I can’t live, I can’t pay my bills, can’t send my own son to camp. It
can’t go on, I won't /et it go on. He hammered the coffee table with his fist.

The effect began abruptly, as had the far older ultra-cold phenomena of super-
conductivity and superfluidity. One day, as Kraft cooled an ingot of lead below
thirty microdegrees Kelvin, an astonishing thing happened — the sample sim-
ply disappeared. At least, that’s what it seemed at first. Fortunately, however,
he’d taken the precaution of weighing the lead plus the container before the
cooling, and when he’d checked afterwards, the total was still the same,
fourteen ounces. He never did find where the hell the ingot went.

Naturally, he repeated the experiment. Same results. He doubled the weight
of material — no change. He tripled it, quadrupled it, multiplied it by ten, and
always — it disappeared. He told Rydberg.

“What you say is happening can’t be,” said Rydberg. “The stuff is going
somewhere. Nine pounds of lead don't vanish into thin air.”

“This did,” said Kraft, the sound of Rydberg’s teeth piercing a Delicious
apple like a razor blade scraping his brain.

“‘Maybe it combined with the container,” offered Rydberg. **‘Alloyed some-
how with the surface.”

“That was the first thing I checked,” said Kraft patiently. “Did chemical
and spectroscopic analyses up the kazoo. That’s not the answer.”

“Keep looking,” suggested Rydberg airily, juice running down his chin and
driving Kraft from the room.

At a hundred pounds of lead, Kraft found it, a tiny sphere as small as a seed,
30 thousandths of an inch in diameter. The material hadn't disappeared: It had
simply changed to something with five million times the density!

The theories came later; it would be for others to refine the techniques, to
reduce the processes to mathematical formalisms. Basically, it appeared that
below thirty microdegrees Kelvin the binding forces that held together the
particles in atomic nuclei suddenly became much stronger. Normally effective
only at extremely short ranges, they now reached out for adjacent atomic
cores, tearing asunder the clouds of whirling planetary electrons. Matter sim-
ply pulled itself together, imploded like a punctured balloon. The final material
resembled that of those burnt-out, crushed stars astronomers call white
dwarfs, its weight a neat thousand tons per cubic inch.

As so often happens, the initial heady success was the last for some time.
Only certain substances seemed to remain compressed when removed from
cryogenic temperatures. Of these, lead proved the most readily available and
the easiest to work with. Kraft had at first called the compacted material
eka-lead, then changed it to Kraftium, and finally, conceding to modesty,
settled on Densite. He apprised Rydberg and other Auerbach staff members
of his preliminary results. Additional funds were allocated. Excited confer-
ences were held. Nobel prizes were talked about. When, months later, truck-
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Why the deuce hadn’t Myra called me up instead of wiring? No chance to head
her off now. She'd just drift in, as usual. And me with all this on my mind —

I got the index finger off the piano and threw it and the left foot away too.
I wondered if I should get rid of the torso hanging in the hall closet, but
decided against it. That was a fine piece. I might be able to make something
good out of it; a suitcase, perhaps, or a rainproof sports jacket. Now that I had
all this raw material, I might as well turn it to my advantage.

I checked carefully. My feet were gone, so I wouldn’t have to worry about
them until the morning. My right hand too; that was good. It would be awful
to shake hands with Myra and have her find herself clinging to a disembodied
hand. I pulled at the left. It seemed a little loose, but I didn’t want to force
it. This wasn’t a painful disease as long as you let it have its own way. My face
would come off any minute now. I'd try not to laugh too much; maybe I could
keep it on until she had gone.

I put both hands around my throat and squeezed a little. My neck popped
and the skin sloughed dryly off. Now that was all right. If I wore a necktie,
Myra wouldn’t be able to see the crinkling edges of skin just above my collar-
bone.

The doorbell buzzed and I started violently. As I stood up, the skin of my
calf parted and fell off like a cellophane gaiter. I snatched it up and stuffed it
under a sofa pillow and ran for the door. As I reached it, one of my ears gave
a warning crackle; I tore it off and put it in my pocket and swung the door
wide.

“David!” She said that, and it meant that she was glad to see me, and that
it had been eight months since the last time, and she was feeling fine, and she
was sorry she hadn’t written, but then she never wrote letters — not to anybody.

She swooped past me into the room, paused as if she were folding wings,
shrugged out of her coat without looking to see if I were there behind her to
take it, because she knew I was, crossed her long legs, and three-pointed gently
on the rug. I put a cigarette into one extended hand and a kiss in the palm
of the other, and it wasn’t until then that she looked at me.

“Why — David! You're looking splendid! Come here. What have you done
to your face? It’s all crinkly. It looks. sweet. You've been working too hard.
Do I look nice? I feel nice. Look, new shoes. Snakeskin. Speaking of snakes,
how are you, anyway?”

“Speaking of snakes, Myra, I'm going to pieces. Little pieces, that detach
themselves from me and flutter in the gusts of my furious laboring. Something
has gotten under my skin.”

“How awful,” she said, not really hearing me. She was looking at her nails,
which were perfect. “It isn't because of me, is it? Have you been pining away
for me, David? David, you still can't marry me, in case you were going to ask.”

“I wasn’t going to ask, but it’s nice to know anyway,” I said. My face fell,
and I grabbed it and hid it under my coat. She hadn't seen, thank heavens! That



13

meant I was relatively secure for a few hours. There remained only my left
hand. If I could get rid of it — good heavens! It was already gone!

It might be on the doorknob. Oh, she mustn't see it! I went into the foyer
and searched hurriedly. I couldn’t find it anywhere. Suppose it had caught in
her wraps? Suppose it were on the floor somewhere near where she was sitting?
Now that I was faced with it, I knew I couldn’t bear to see her hysterical. She
was such a-a happy person to have around. For the millionth time since that
skinning knife had slipped, I muttered, “Now, why did this have to happen
to me?”

I went back into the living room. Myra was still on the floor, though she had
moved over under the light. She was toying curiously with the hand, and the
smile on her face was something to see. I stood there speechless, waiting for
the storm. I was used to it by this time, but Myra —

She looked up at me swiftly, in the birdlike way she had. She threw her
glances so quickly that you never knew just how much she had seen —
under all her chatter and her glittering idiosyncrasies was as calm and astute
a brain as ever hid behind glamour.

The hand — it was not really a hand, but just the skin of one — was like
a cellophane glove. Myra slipped it on her own and peeped through the fingers
at me. “Hiya, fellow reptile,” she giggled; and suddenly the giggles changed
into frightened little squeaks, and she was holding out her arms to me, and
her lovely face was distorted by tears so that it wasn’t lovely anymore, but
sweet — oh, so darned sweet! She clung close to me and cried pitifully, “David,
what are we going to do?”

I held her tight and just didn’t know what to say. She began talking brok-
enly: “Did it bite you, too, David? It bit m-me, the hittle beast. The Indians
worship it. Th-they say its bite will ch-change you into a snake . . . I was afraid
... Next morning I began shedding my skin every twenty-four hours —
and I have ever since.” She snuggled even closer, and her voice calmed a little.
It was a lovely voice, even now. I could have killed the snake, but I didn’t
because I had never seen anything like it, and I thought you might like to have
it — so I sent it, and now it’s bitten you, and you're losing your skin all the
time too, and — oh-h-h!"

“Myra, don’t. Please, don’t. It didn’t bite me. I was skinning it, and my knife
slipped. I cut myself. The snake was dead when I got it. So — you're the one
who sent it! I might have known. It came with no card or letter; of course it
was you! How . . . how long have you been this way?”

“F-four months.” She sniffed, and wiped her pink nose on my lapel because
I had forgotten to put a handkerchief in my breast pocket. ““I didn’t care after
... after I found out that it didn’t hurt, and that I could count on when parts
of my skin would come off. I — thought it would go away after a while. And
then I saw your hand in a store window in Albuquerque. It was a belt buckle
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“We might get rich by renting it to side shows,” said Myra.

“Nobody would believe it. How about renting ourselves to the AMA?" I
asked.

She wrinkled her nose and that was out. Tough on the AMA.

“What are we going to do about it, David?”’ She asked me as if she thought
I knew and trusted me because of it, which is a trick that altogether too many
women know.

“Why, we'll —** And just then came the heavy pounding on the door.

Now, there is only one animal stupid enough to bang on a door when there
is a bell to ring, and that is a policeman. I told Myra to stay there in the lab
and wait, so she followed me into the foyer.

“You David Worth?" asked the man. He was in plainclothes, and he had
a very plain face.

“Come in,” I said.

He did, and sat down without being asked, eyeing the whiskey decanter with
little but evident hope. “M’name’s Brett. H. Brett.”

“H for Halitosis?” asked Myra gently.

*“Naw, Horace. What do I look like, a Greek? Hey, headquarters’s checkin’
on them ornaments o’ y’rs, Mr. Worth.” The man had an astonishing ability
to masticate his syllables. “They look like they’re made of human skin. Y'r a
taxidoimist, ain’tcha?”

“I am. So?”

“So where'dja get th’ ror material? Pleece analysis says it’s human skin.
What do you say?”

I exchanged a glance with Myra. “It is,” I said.

It was evidently not the answer Brett expected. *‘Ha!” he said triumphantly.
“Where’d you get it, then?”

“Grew it.”

Myra began to skip about the room because she was enjoying herself. Brett
picked up his hat from the floor and clung to it as if it were the only thing he
could trust. I began to take pity on him.

“What did they do down there, Brett? Microscopic cross section? Acid and
base analyses?”

“Yeah.”

“Tell me; what have they got down there — hands?”

“Yeah, and a pair o'feet. Book ends.”

“You always did have beautiful feet, darling,” caroled Myra.

“Tell you what I'll do, Brett,” I said. I got a sheet of paper, poured some
ink onto a blotter, and used it as a stamp pad. I carefully put each fingertip
in the ink and pressed it to the paper. “Take that down to headquarters and
give it to your suspicious savants. Tell them to compare these prints with those
from the ornaments. Write up your reports and turn them in with a recommen-
dation that the whole business be forgotten; for if it isn’t I shall most certainly
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sniffing at it, and was so intent on my work that I never heard her come in.
She moved like thistledown when she wanted to.

“What are you cooking, darling?”” she asked as she put away a beautiful pair
of arms she had just “manufactured.”

I put the beaker on the bench and stood in front of it. “Just some . . . sort
of .. .er...stickum I'm mixing up for — Myra, beat it, will you? I'm busy
as—"

She slid past me and picked up the beaker. “Hm-m-m. Pretty. Snff. Honey
and — formic acid. Using the smell of that beast as a lead, are you? Dr. David
Worth, trying to find a cure for a gold mine. It’s a cure, isn't it? Or trying to
be?"* Her tone was very sweet. Boy, was she sore!

“Well . . . yes,” I admitted. I drew a deep breath. “Myra, we can’t go on
like this. For myself I don't care, but to have you spending the rest of your
life shedding your epidermis like a . . . a blasted cork oak — it’s too much.
You've been swell about it, but I can’t take it. You're too swell, and it’s too
much for my conscience. Every time I come in here and start stuffing some-
thing of yours, I begin worrying about you. It hasn’t been bad, so far —
but, woman, think of it! The rest of your life, sloughing off your hide, worrying
about whether or not you can find somewhere to take your face off when you’'re
not home; trying to remember where you dropped a hand or a leg. You
— Myra, you’re not listening.”

“Of course I'm not. I never listen to you when you're talking nonsense.”

“It isn’t nonsense!” I was getting sore.

“I wonder,” she said dreamily, sloshing the mess around in the beaker,
“whether this thing will bounce.” She dropped it on the floor and looked
curiously. It didn't bounce. I stood there fumbling for a cuss word strong
enough, and wondering whether or not I could move fast enough to poke her
one.

“David, listen to me. How long have you been a taxidermist?”

“Oh — eleven years. What’s that got —

“Never mind. And how much money have you saved in eleven years?”

“Well, none, until recently. But lately —

“Quiet. And you have eight-hundred-odd in the bank now. Those stuffed-
skin gadgets sell faster than we can make them. And just because you have
some funny idea that I don’t like to give you my — by-products, you want to
cut the water off, go back to stuffing squirrels and hummingbirds for buttons.
David, you’re a fool — a derm fool.”

“That’s not very punny.”

She winced. “But here’s the main thing, David. You've got this trouble, and
so have 1. We’ve been cashing in on it, and will, if only you’ll stop being stupid
about it. The thing I like about it is that we're partners — I'm helping you.
I love you. Helping you means more to me than — Oh, David, can’t you see?

Can’t you?”
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tube full of clear golden liquid. And — know what it was? Look: I hate to be
repetitious, but I'm not saying. Let it suffice that it can be bought by the gallon
at your corner drugstore. Nobody knew about it as a cure for my peculiar
disease — if you want to call it that — because as far as I know no one had
ever seen the disease before. Bueno.

Then I went to work on the cause. It didn’t take long. As I have said, the
most baffling thing about the trouble was its simplicity.

In the windup, I had it. An injection to cause the trouble, a lotion to cure or
isolate it. I got ten gallons of each fluid — no trouble, once I knew what to
get — and then began worrying about how to break the news to Myra.

“Kirro,” I said to her one day, “I want a good face from you tonight. I want
to make a life mask of you. Have to get all set first, though. You lose your face
at eight-forty-five, don’t you? Well, come into the lab at eight-thirty. We'll
plaster you with clay, let it dry so that it draws the face off evenly, back it
with moulage, and wash the clay off after the moulage has hardened. Am
I brilliant?”

“You scintillate,” she said. “It’s a date.”

I started mixing the clay, though I knew I wouldn’t use it. Not to take her
face off, anyway. I felt like a louse.

She came in on time as if she hadn’t even looked at a clock — how I envy
her that trick — and sat down. I dipped a cloth in my lotion and swabbed her
well with it. It dried immediately, penetrating deeply. She sniffed.

“What’s that?”

“Sizing,” I said glibly.

*“Oh. Smells like —

“Shh. Someone might be listening.” That for you, dear reader!

I went behind her with a short length of clothesline. She lay back in the chair
with her eyes closed, looking very lovely. I leaned over and kissed her on the
lips, drawing her hands behind her. Then I moved fast. There was a noose at
each end of the line; I whipped one around her wrists, drew it tight, threw it
under the back rung of the chair, and dropped the other end over her head.
“Don’t move, darling,” I whispered. “You'll be all right if you keep still.
Thrash around and you'll throttle yourself.”” I put the clock where she could
see it and went out of there. I don’t want to hear my very best beloved using
that kind of language.

She quieted down after about ten minutes. *“David!”

I tried not to listen.

“David — please!”
I came to the door. “Oh, David, I don’t know what you’re up to, but I guess
it's all right. Please come here where I can look at you. I . . . I'm afraid!”

I should have known better. Myra was never afraid of anything in her life.
I walked over and stood in front of her. She smiled at me. I came closer. She












The Heart on the Other Side

GEORGE GAMOW

The chances are that when a great scientist writes, he’s eventually going to write
some science fiction. No, this is not a slanted reference to myself as a great
scientist; I began to write and sell science fiction when I was a kid and long
before I was, well, a scientist. George Gamow, who really was a great scientist,
wrote this one when he was over sixty, which shows that puckishness does not
Jfade with age — at least when you’re Russian. No, this is not a slanted reference
to myself — hmm. Maybe it is.

“BuT FATHER will never give his consent,” said Vera Sapognikoff in a
tone of despair.

“But he must,” said Stan Situs. He was very much in love.

Vera shook her head. “What my father is looking for in the way of a
son-in-law is someone who can help him in his shoe business, and eventually
take it over. You’re a mathematician. You can’t possibly qualify as a shoe
manufacturer, can you?"”

“I guess I can’t,” Stan agreed sadly, after some thought. *“Perhaps if I were
in some other branch of mathematics — But I am a topologist. I don’t see what
topology has to contribute to the production and selling of shoes.”

Then he added stubbornly: “But I can’t give you up, Vera! I can’t lose the
girl I love just because there’s no cash value in a Mobius twist!”

“A what?”

Stan said patiently: “A Mobius twist. Haven’t I ever shown you one?” He
scrabbled in his desk drawer. They were in his university office, and it took
him only a moment to find a piece of paper, a pair of scissors, and a small bottle
of glue.

“Look,” he said, and cut a strip of paper an inch or so wide. He twisted one
end of it a half turn and glued it together, forming a twisted paper ring.

Vera looked at the paper and then at the man she loved. “Is this what you
do for a living?” she asked.
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“Oh, how cute!” exclaimed Vera, delighted to find something she could
recognize.

“Now,” continued Stan, filled with a lecturer’s enthusiasm, “imagine that
the matador runs all the way around the strip and comes back to the bull from
the other direction. Then he will look either in flight from the bull, or confront-
ing him — upside down.

*“Since neither position is very suitable for fighting the bull, he will have to
make another run around the Mabius strip to straighten himself out again.”
Vera began to gather her pocketbook and gloves in a businesslike way.

“That’s very nice,” she said politely. *‘But, Stan, what has it got to do with
us? I can see how you amuse yourself with these Mobius comic strips. But you
can’t give a Mobius twist to a shoe to make Father agree to our marriage.”

Stan came back to his present surroundings with a start.

“Oh,” he said. “No, I suppose not. But — "

Then he frowned in concentration, and remained that way for several mo-
ments, until Vera became alarmed. **Stan?” she asked tentatively. *Stan?"”

“But I can!” he cried. *“Sure I can! Give a Mibius twist to a shoe, eh? Why,
that’s a brilliant idea — and, believe me, it will revolutionize the shoe industry!”

Not more than an hour later, Vera’s father had a caller.

“Dr. Situs is here to see you,” said the receptionist’s voice through the
intercom. ‘‘He says that he has a very important proposal to make."”

“All right, let him in,”” Mr. Sapognikoff growled. He leaned back behind his
giant desk, scowling. “I doubt, though,” he said aloud, ‘‘that this young fellow
has anything to propose but marriage.” Then, still grumbling, he got up
reluctantly as Stan came in and shook his hand.

Stan Situs said briskly: *Sir, I suppose you are aware that each man, as well
as each woman, has two feet. One is right. The other is left.”

Mr. Sapognikoff looked suddenly alarmed. “What?” he asked.

“It is a well-known fact,” Stan assured him. “Now, doesn't it make the
production of shoes more expensive? Don't you need two separate sets of
machinery — one for right shoes and one for left — and wouldn’t it be simple
if one needed to produce only, let us say, right-foot shoes?”

Mr. Sapognikoff, now quite persuaded that the boy was really out of his
mind, though probably not dangerous, said with heavy humor: *Sure. And 1
guess we make everybody hop around on one foot after that, right?”

“No, sir,” Stan assured him seriously. “That would not be practical.”

“Then what'’s the point?”

Stan settled himself. “The point is that for the past few years I have been
working on the mathematical possibility of a Mobius twist in a three-dimen-
sional space. I will not trouble you by trying to explain it, since you wouldn’t
understand. For that matter, even your daughter didn’t.”” Mr. Sapognikoff
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proteins, in me, in you, in a dog, in a fish, in an oak tree, in an amoeba, or
in influenza virus, are built exclusively by the levo variety of amino acids.”

“But why?" asked Stan in surprise. **Does the levo variety have any advan-
tage from the biological point of view?”

*None whatsoever. In fact, one can imagine two coexisting organic worlds,
levo and dextra, which may, or may not, have gone through the same process
of organic evolution. The possibility is not excluded that two such organic
worlds actually could have existed during the early history of our planet, and
that, just by chance, the levo organisms developed some improvement, giving
them an advantage in the struggle for existence over the dextra ones that then
become extinct.”

**And you mean that after traveling around the Mébius vortex point, I now
belong to this nonexisting dextra world?”

“Exactly so,” said the dietitian, “and although you can get some benefit
from such foodstuffs as fats and starches the molecules of which do not possess
mirror asymmetry, ordinary protein diet is out of the question for you at the
moment. But, I am sure, your father-in-law will subsidize a special biochemical
laboratory which will synthesize for you dextra varieties of all common food
proteins. In the meantime we can feed you on antibiotics — such as penicillin,
for example.”

“Antibiotics?” repeated Stan with surprise. **Why should antibiotics be good
for me?”

“I forgot to tell you that there are a few living organisms, mostly molds,
which use, at least partially, dextra amino acids in their bodies.”

“You mean they are the survivals of this extinct dextra world?”

“Most probably not. It is more likely that these molds have developed the
ability to synthesize, and to use, dextra amino acids as a defense against the
bacteria which are their worst enemies. This defense is good against a// kinds
of bacteria, since all bacteria are levo organisms and develop bad indigestion
when fed on dextra food. But it will be good for you.”

“Fine,” said Stan, smiling. **Order me a large dish of penicillin au gratin.
I am starved. And send Vera along to see me — I want to tell her the good
news!”
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Gussie had no close friends. I suppose I was about as near to being a friend
as anyone, yet even I would see him only perhaps once in six months. There
was always something refreshingly different when you happened to run into
him. He might have grown a black spade beard, or he might just have had a
crew cut. He might be wearing a flowing cape, or he might be neatly tailored
in a Bond Street suit. He always trusted me well enough to show off his latest
experiments. At the least they were remarkable; at the best they went far
beyond anything I had heard of or read about. To my repeated suggestions that
he simply must “publish” he always responded with a long wheezy laugh. To
me it seemed just plain common sense to publish, if only to raise money for
the experiments, but Gussie obviously didn't see it this way. How he managed
for money, I could never discover. I supposed him to have private income,
which was very likely correct.

One day I received a note asking me to proceed to such-and-such an address,
sometime near 4:00 P.M. on a certain Saturday. There was nothing unusual in
my receiving a note, for Carruthers had got in touch with me several times
before in this way. It was the address which came as the surprise, a house in
a Croydon suburb. On previous occasions I had always gone out to some
decrepit barn of a place in remotest Hertfordshire. The idea of Gussie in
Croydon somehow didn’t fit. I was sufficiently intrigued to put off a previous
appointment and to hie myself along at the appropriate hour.

My wild notion that Carruthers might have got himself well and truly wed,
that he might have settled down in a nine-to-five job, turned out to be quite
wrong. The big tortoiseshell spectacles he had sported at our previous meeting
were gone, replaced by plain steel rims. His lank black hair was medium long
this time. He had a lugubrious look about him, as if he had just been rehearsing
the part of Quince in 4 Midsummer Night’s Dream.

“Come in,” he wheezed.

“What'’s the idea, living in these parts?”’ I asked as I slipped off my overcoat.
For answer, he broke into a whistling, croaking laugh.

“Better take a look, in there.”

The door to which Gussie pointed was closed. I was pretty sure I would find
animals “in there,” and so it proved. Although the room was darkened by a
drawn curtain, there was sufficient light for me to see three creatures crouched
around a television set. They were intently watching the second half of a game
of Rugby League football. There was a cat with a big rust-red patch on the
top of its head. There was a poodle, which cocked an eye at me for a fleeting
second as I went in, and there was a furry animal sprawled in a big armchair.
As I went in, I had the odd impression of the animal lifting a paw, as if by
way of greeting. Then I realized it was a small brown bear.

I had known Gussie long enough now, I had seen enough of his work, to
realize that any comment in words would be ridiculous and superfluous. I had
long ago learned the right procedure, to do exactly the same thing as the
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used in compiling the weekly ratings. That's why 1 asked if there was anything
wrong in Bingo doing the switching.”

“You don’t mean viewing by those animals is going into the ratings?"

“Not only here, but in three other houses I've bought. I've got a team of
chaps in each of them. Bears take quite naturally to the switching business.”

“There’ll be merry hell to pay if it comes out. Can’t you see what the papers
will make of it?”

“Very clearly indeed.”

The point hit me at last. Gussie could hardly have come on four houses by
chance, all of which just happened to be hooked up to the TV rating system.
As far as I could see there wasn’t anything illegal in what he’d done, so long
as he didn’t make any threats or demands. As if he read my thoughts, he
pushed a slip of paper under my nose. It was a check for $100,000.

“Unsolicited,” he wheezed, “‘came out of the blue. From somebody in the
advertising game, 1 suppose. Hush money. The problem is, do I put myself in
the wrong if I cash it?”

Before I could form an opinion on this tricky question there came a tinkling
of breaking glass.

“Another one gone,” Gussie muttered. ““I haven’t been able to teach Bingo
to use the vertical or horizontal holds. Whenever anything goes wrong, or the
program goes off for a minute, he hammers away at the thing. It’s always the
tube that goes.”

“It must be quite a costly business.”

“Averages about a dozen a week. I always keep a spare set ready. Be a good
fellow and give me a hand with it. They’ll get pretty testy if we don’t move
smartly.”

We lifted what seemed like a brand new set from out of a cupboard. Each
gripping an end of it, we edged our way to the television snuggery. From inside,
I was now aware of a strident uproar, compounded from the bark of a dog,
the grunt of a bear, and the shrill moan of a redheaded cat. It was the uproar
of animals suddenly denied their intellectual pabulum.
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Climber had worked for Nathan several years ago. He had started as a
computer programmer, assistant to Nathan. In two years he had become a
section head, and Nathan's direct supervisor. (On paper only. Nobody bossed
Nathan; he worked independently.) When it became obvious to Moneygrinder
that Climber was heading his way, the lab chief helped his young assistant to
a government job in Washington. Good experience for an up-and-coming
executive.

““Hiya, Nathan, how's the pencil-pushing game?” Climber shouted into the
phone as he glanced at his calendar appointment pad. There were three inter-
agency conferences and two staff meetings going this afternoon.

“Hold it now, slow down,” Climber said, sounding friendly but looking
grim. “You know people can’t understand you when you talk too fast.”

Thirty minutes later, Climber was leaning back in his chair, feet on the desk,
tie loosened, shirt collar open, and the first two meetings on his afternoon’s
list crossed off.

“Now let me get this straight, Nathan,” he said into the phone. “You’re
predicting a major quake along the San Andreas Fault next Thursday after-
noon at two-thirty Pacific Standard Time. But the Cal Tech people and your
own computer don't agree with you.”

Another ten minutes later, Climber said, “*Okay, okay . . . sure, I remem-
ber how we'd screw up the programming once in a while. But you made
mistakes, too. Okay, look — tell you what, Nathan. Keep checking. If you
find out definitely that the computer’s wrong and you’re right, call me right
away. I'll get the President himself, if we have to. Okay? Fine. Keep in
touch.”

He slammed the phone back onto its cradle and his feet on the floor, all in
one weary motion.

Old Nathan's really gone 'round the bend, Climber told himself. Next Thurs-
day. Hah! Next Thursday. H'mmm . . .

He leafed through the calendar pages. Sure enough, he had a meeting with
the Boeing people in Seattle next Thursday.

If there IS a major quake, the whole damned West Coast might slide into the
Pacific. Naw . . . don't be silly. Nathan’s cracking up, that’s all. Sull . . . how
far north does the fault go?

He leaned across the desk and tapped the intercom button.

“Yes, Mr. Climber?"* came his secretary's voice.

“That conference with Boeing on the hypersonic ramjet transport next
Thursday,” Climber began, then hesitated a moment. But, with absolute final-
ity, he snapped, “*Cancel it.”

Nathan French was not a drinking man, but on Tuesday of the following week
he went straight from the laboratory to a friendly little bar that hung from a
rocky ledge over the surging ocean.
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had been put to bed at ten o’clock, as usual. He didn't notice that 86 was
missing.

It was near the peak of the rush the next morning that Jack O'Brien, at the
Park Street control, called Warren Sweeney at the Forest Hills yards and told
him to put another train on the Cambridge run. Sweeney was short, so he went
to the board and scanned it for a spare train and crew. Then, for the first time,
he noticed that Gallagher had not checked out the night before, He put the
tag up and left a note. Gallagher was due on at 10:00. At 10:30, Sweeney was
down looking at the board again, and he noticed Gallagher’s tag still up, and
the note where he had left it. He groused to the checker and asked if Gallagher
had come in late. The checker said he hadn’t seen Gallagher at all that
morning. Then Sweeney wanted to know who was running 86? A few minutes
later he found that Dorkin’s card was still up, although it was Dorkin’s day
off. It was 11:30 before he finally realized that he had lost a train.

Sweeney spent the next hour and a half on the phone, and he quizzed every
dispatcher, controller, and checker on the whole system. When he finished his
lunch at 1:30, he covered the whole net again. At 4:40, just before he left for
the day, he reported the matter, with some indignation, to Central Traffic. The
phones buzzed through the tunnels and shops until nearly midnight before the
general manager was finally notified at his home.

It was the engineer on the main switchbank who, late in the morning of the
sixth, first associated the missing train with the newspaper stories about the
sudden rash of missing persons. He tipped off the Transcript, and by the end
of the lunch hour three papers had extras on the streets. That was the way the
story got out.

Kelvin Whyte, the general manager, spent a good part of that afternoon with
the police. They checked Gallagher’s wife, and Dorkin’s. The motorman and
the conductor had not been home since the morning of the fourth. By midafter-
noon, it was clear to the police that three hundred and fifty Bostonians, more
or less, had been lost with the train. The System buzzed, and Whyte nearly
expired with simple exasperation. But the train was not found.

Roger Tupelo, the Harvard mathematician, stepped into the picture the
evening of the sixth. He reached Whyte by phone, late, at his home, and told
him he had some ideas about the missing train. Then he taxied to Whyte’s
home in Newton and had the first of many talks with Whyte about Number

86.

Whyte was an intelligent man, a good organizer, and not without imagination.
“But I don’t know what you're talking about!” he expostulated.

Tupelo was resolved to be patient. “This is a very hard thing for anybody
to understand, Mr. Whyte,”” he said. *'I can see why you are puzzled. But it’s
the only explanation. The train has vanished, and the people on it. But the
System is closed. Trains are conserved. It’s somewhere on the System!”
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Whyte's voice grew louder again. **And I tell you, Dr. Tupelo, that train is
not on the System! It is not! You can’t overlook a seven-car train carrying four
hundred passengers. The System has been combed. Do you think I'm trying
to hide the train?”

“Of course not. Now look, let's be reasonable. We know the train was en
route to Cambridge at eight-forty A.M. on the fourth. At least twenty of the
missing people probably boarded the train a few minutes earlier at Washing-
ton, and forty more at Park Street Under. A few got off at both stations. And
that’s the last. The ones who were going to Kendall, to Central, to Harvard
— they never got there. The train did not get to Cambridge.”

“I know that, Dr. Tupelo,” Whyte said savagely. “In the tunnel under the
river, the train turned into a boat. It left the tunnel and sailed for Africa.”

“No, Mr. Whyte. I'm trying to tell you. It hit a node.”

Whyte was livid. *“What is a node?” he exploded. *“The System keeps the
tracks clear. Nothing on the tracks but trains, no nodes left lying around — ™

“You still don't understand. A node is not an obstruction. It’s a singularity.
A pole of high order.”

Tupelo’s explanations that night did not greatly clarify the situation for
Kelvin Whyte. But at two in the morning, the general manager conceded to
Tupelo the privilege of examining the master maps of the System. He put in
a call first to the police, who could not assist him with his first attempt to
master topology, and then, finally, to Central Traffic. Tupelo taxied down there
alone, and pored over the maps till morning. He had coffee and a snail, and
then went to Whyte’s office.

He found the general manager on the telephone. There was a conversation
having to do with another, more elaborate inspection of the Dorchester-Cam-
bridge tunnel under the Charles River. When the conversation ended, Whyte
slammed the telephone into its cradle and glared at Tupelo. The mathemati-
cian spoke first.

“I think probably it's the new shuttle that did this,” he said.

Whyte gripped the edge of his desk and prowled silently through his vocabu-
lary until he had located some civil words. **Dr. Tupelo,” he said, *'I have been
awake all night going over your theory. I don't understand it all. I don’t know
what the Boylston shuttle has to do with this.”

“Remember what I was saying last night about the connective properties
of networks?” Tupelo asked quietly. “*Remember the Mobius band we
made — the surface with one face and one edge? Remember this — 7" and
he removed a little glass Klein bottle from his pocket and placed it on the
desk.

Whyte sat back in his chair and stared wordlessly at the mathematician.
Three emotions marched across his face in quick succession — anger, bewil-
derment, and utter dejection. Tupelo went on.

“Mr. Whyte, the System is a network of amazing topological complexity.
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the train there just two minutes after we heard it at the Copley junction.
Twenty-eight track miles away.”

*“As a matter of fact, Dr. Tupelo,” Wilson broke in, “several dozen men have
seen lights go red, or have heard the train, or both, inside of the last four hours.
The thing acts as though it can be in several places at once.”

“It can,” Tupelo said.

“We keep getting reports of watchers seeing the thing,” the engineer added.
“Well, not exactly seeing it, either, but everything except that. Sometimes at
two or even three places, far apart, at the same time. It’s sure to be on the
tracks. Maybe the cars are uncoupled.”

“Are you really sure it’s on the tracks, Mr. Kennedy?" Tupelo asked.

“Positive,” the engineer said. “The dynamometers at the powerhouse show
that it’s drawing power. It's been drawing power all night. So at three-thirty
we broke the circuits. Cut the power.”

“What happened?”

“Nothing,” Whyte answered. “‘Nothing at all. The power was off for twenty
minutes. During that time, not one of the two hundred fifty men in the tunnels
saw a red light or heard a train. But the power wasn’t on for five minutes before
we had two reports again — one from Arlington, the other from Egleston.”

There was a long silence after Whyte finished speaking. In the tunnel below,
one man could be heard calling something to another. Tupelo looked at his
watch. The time was §:20.

“In short, Dr. Tupelo,” the general manager finally said, *‘we are compelled
to admit that there may be something in your theory.” The others nodded
agreement.

“Thank you, gentlemen,” Tupelo said.

The physician cleared his throat. *“Now about the passengers,” he began.
“Have you any idea what — 7

“None,” Tupelo interrupted.

“What should we do, Dr. Tupelo?” the mayor’s representative asked.

“I don't know. What can you do?”

“As I understand it from Mr. Whyte,”” Wilson continued, *‘the train has

.. well, it has jumped into another dimension. It isn’t really on the System
at all. It’s just gone. Is that right?”

“In a manner of speaking.”

“And this . . . er. .. peculiar behavior has resulted from certain mathemati-
cal properties associated with the new Boylston shuttle?”

“Correct.”

“And there is nothing we can do to bring the train back to. .. uh ... this
dimension?”

*“I know of nothing.”

Wilson took the bit in his teeth. “In this case, gentlemen,” he said, *“‘our
course is clear. First, we must close off the new shuttle, so this fantastic thing
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can never happen again. Then, since the missing train is really gone, in spite
of all these red lights and noises, we can resume normal operation of the
System. At least there will be no danger of collision — which has worried you
so much, Whyte. As for the missing train and the people on it — ** He gestured
them into infinity. “Do you agree, Dr. Tupelo?”" he asked the mathematician.

Tupelo shook his head slowly. “Not entirely, Mr. Wilson,” he responded.
“Now, please keep in mind that I don’t fully comprehend what has happened.
It’s unfortunate that you won’t find anybody who can give a good explanation.
The one man who might have done so is Professor Turnbull of Tech, and he
was on the train. But in any case, you will want to check my conclusions
against those of some competent topologists. I can put you in touch with
several.

“Now, with regard to the recovery of the missing train, I can say that I think
this is not hopeless. There is a finite probability, as I see it, that the train will
eventually pass from the nonspatial part of the network, which it now occupies,
back to the spatial part. Since the nonspatial part is wholly inaccessible, there
is unfortunately nothing we can do to bring about this transition, or even to
predict when or how it will occur. But the possibility of the transition will
vanish if the Boylston shuttle is taken out. It is just this section of track that
gives the network its essential singularities. If the singularities are removed,
the train can never reappear. Is this clear?”

It was not clear, of course, but the seven listening men nodded agreement.
Tupelo continued.

“As for the continued operation of the System while the missing train is in
the nonspatial part of the network, I can only give you the facts as I see them
and leave to your judgment the difficult decision to be drawn from them. The
transition back to the spatial part is unpredictable, as I have already told you.
There is no way to know when it will occur, or where. In particular, there is
a fifty percent probability that, if and when the train reappears, it will be
running on the wrong track. Then there will be a collision, of course.”

The engineer asked: ““To rule out this possibility, Dr. Tupelo, couldn't we
leave the Boylston shuttle open, but send no trains through it? Then, when the
missing train reappears on the shuttle, it cannot meet another train.”

*“That precaution would be ineffective, Mr. Kennedy,” Tupelo answered.
“You see, the train can reappear anywhere on the System. It is true that the
System owes its topological complexity to the new shuttle. But, with the shuttle
in the System, it is now the whole System that possesses infinite connectivity.
In other words, the relevant topological property is a property derived from
the shuttle, but belonging to the whole System. Remember that the train made
its first transition at a point between Park and Kendall, more than three miles
away from the shuttle.

“There is one question more you will want answered. If you decide to go
on operating the System, with the Boylston shuttle left in until the train
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reappears, can this happen again, to another train? I am not certain of the
answer, but I think it is no. I believe an exclusion principle operates here, such
that only one train at a time can occupy the nonspatial network.”

The physician rose from his seat. “Dr. Tupelo,” he began, timorously,
“when the train does reappear, will the passengers — ?”

“I don’t know about the people on the train,” Tupelo cut in. “The topologi-
cal theory does not consider such matters.” He looked quickly at each of the
seven tired, querulous faces before him. “I am sorry, gentlemen,” he added,
somewhat more gently. “I simply do not know.” To Whyte, he added: *I think
I can be of no more help tonight. You know where to reach me.”” And, turning
on his heel, he left the car and climbed the stairs. He found dawn spilling over
the street, dissolving the shadows of night.

That impromptu conference in a lonely subway car was never reported in the
papers. Nor were the full results of the night-long vigil over the dark and
twisted tunnels. During the week that followed, Tupelo participated in four
more formal conferences with Kelvin Whyte and certain city officials. At two
of these, other topologists were present. Ornstein was imported to Boston from
Philadelphia, Kashta from Chicago, and Michaelis from Los Angeles. The
mathematicians were unable to reach a consensus. None of the three would
fully endorse Tupelo’s conclusions, although Kashta indicated that there
might be something to them. Ornstein averred that a finite network could not
possess infinite connectivity, although he could not prove this proposition and
could not actually calculate the connectivity of the System. Michaelis ex-
pressed his opinion that the affair was a hoax and had nothing whatever to do
with the topology of the System. He insisted that if the train could not be found
on the System then the System must be open, or at least must once have been
open.

But the more deeply Tupelo analyzed the problem, the more fully he was
convinced of the essential correctness of his first analysis. From the point of
view of topology, the System soon suggested whole families of multiple-valued
networks, each with an infinite number of infinite discontinuities. But a defini-
tive discussion of these new spatio-hyperspatial networks somehow eluded
him. He gave the subject his full attention for only a week. Then his other
duties compelled him to lay the analysis aside. He resolved to go back to the
problem later in the spring, after courses were over.

Meanwhile, the System was operated as though nothing untoward had
happened. The general manager and the mayor’s representative had somehow
managed to forget the night of the search, or at least to reinterpret what they
had seen and not seen. The newspapers and the public at large speculated
wildly, and they kept continuing pressure on Whyte. A number of suits were
filed against the System on behalf of persons who had lost a relative. The state
stepped into the affair and prepared its own thorough investigation. Recrimi-
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The Arizona man was suffering one form of machine envy. Another form
is described by a bank teller, whom we shall call Bob. The machines which
make Bob’s bank a model of customer service and banking efficiency insist that
all check deposits be accompanied by a coded deposit slip, which the machines
mail to the bank’s customers.

Not long ago, Bob reports, a man came to his window to deposit a check.
He did not have his coded deposit slip. Bob explained that the machines could
not process the check without the coded deposit slip.

In the interest of greater customer service and efficiency, Bob suggested, the
man should go home, find his coded deposit slip, and return with it. The man’s
response was, in Bob’s words, ‘‘absolutely the vilest stream of abuse I have ever
heard.”

Bob is firmly convinced that if he, Bob, had been a recorded announcing
machine, he would have suffered no distress. If he had been able to say, in a
metallic voice, "I am sor-ry, sir, but the ob-jec-tives of great-er customer
ser-vice and banking ef-ficiency pre-clude my accepting your check with-out
a prop-er de-pos-it slip,” he would not have felt any embarrassment about the
customer’s tirade.

Visibly increasing numbers of civil servants have already mechanized them-
selves so successfully that their enraged victims rarely show any desire to
knock them to the floor.

“The trick in mechanizing is not to smile,” explains Harry, who is a cog in
a federal licensing office here. ““The reason people never punch machines is
because machines know better than to smile when they give a human the
business.” Harry's office works like this:

The license applicant comes to window one and asks for a license. There he
is told he must first fill out Form A at window two. At window two he is told
that he cannot fill out Form A until he has executed Form B at window three.
Harry works window three. His job is to tell the applicant that he cannot fill
out Form B until he has executed Form A. Usually the applicant explodes at
this point and says:

“If I cannot get Form A without executing Form B, and if I cannot get Form
B without executing Form A, how am I supposed to get my license?” At this
point Harry refuses to smile. *'I am sorry, sir,” he says, “but those are the
regulations,” and he displays his shirt collar, on which is written the warning,
“Do not spindle or fold.”

If the applicant persists, Harry refers him to his superior, Mrs. Barger, who
refers him to Mr. Clott, her superior, who refers him to Mr. Whipsnade, the
department chief, who happens to be away on a fifty-two-week vacation.

Everybody in Harry’s office has machine envy. It is a classic example of what
the machines are talking about when they sit around brooding that they are
in danger of being replaced by people.
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Their son was S-333. At NASA they label them S for scientific satellites and
A for application satellites. After the launch they give them public acronyms
like IMP, SYNCOM, OSO, and so on. S-333 was to become OBO, which
stands for Orbiting Biological Observatory, and how those two clowns ever got
that third clown into space I will never understand. I suspect the director
handed them the mission because 1o one with any sense wanted to touch it.

As Project Scientist, Madigan was in charge of the experiment packages that
were to be flown, and they were a spaced-out lot. He called his own Electrolux,
after the vacuum cleaner. Scientist-type joke. It was an intake system that
would suck in dust particles and deposit them in a flask containing a culture
medium. A light shone through the flask into a photomultiplier. If any of the
dust proved to be spore forms, and if they took in the medium, their growth
would cloud the flask, and the obscuration of light would register on the
photomultiplier. They call that Detection by Extinction.

Cal Tech had an RNA experiment to investigate whether RNA molecules
could encode an organism’s environmental experience. They were using nerve
cells from the mollusk sea hare. Harvard was planning a package to investigate
the circadian effect. Pennsylvania wanted to examine the effect of the Earth’s
magnetic field on iron bacteria, and had to be put out on a boom to prevent
magnetic interface with the satellite’s electronic system. Ohio State was send-
ing up lichens to test the effect of space on their symbiotic relationship to molds
and algae. Michigan was flying a terrarium containing one (1) carrot, which
required forty-seven (47) separate commands for performance. All in all, S-333
was strictly Rube Goldberg.

Florinda was the Project Manager, supervising the construction of the
satellite and the packages; the Project Manager is more or less the foreman of
the mission. Although she was pretty and interestingly lunatic, she was gung
ho on her job and displayed the disposition of a freckle-faced tarantula when
she was crossed. This didn’t get her loved.

She was determined to wipe out the White Sands goof, and her demand for
perfection delayed the schedule by eighteen months and increased the cost by
three-quarters of a million. She fought with everyone and even had the temer-
ity to tangle with Harvard. When Harvard gets sore they don’t beef to NASA,
they go straight to the White House. So Florinda got called on the carpet by
a Congressional Committee. First they wanted to know why S-333 was costing
more than the original estimate.

“S-333 is still the cheapest mission in NASA," she snapped. “It’ll come to
ten million dollars, including the launch. My God! We're practically giving
away green stamps.”

Then they wanted to know why it was taking so much longer to build than
the original estimate.

“Because,” she replied, *‘no one's ever built an Orbiting Biological Observa-
tory before.”
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January 14. No electric blankets. The craft was to be injected into orbit a
thousand miles downrange exactly at noon, so ignition was scheduled for 11:50
A.M., January 15. They watched the launch on the blockhouse TV screen, and
it was agonizing. The perimeters of TV tubes are curved, so as the rocket went
up and approached the edge of the screen, there was optical distortion, and
the rocket seemed to topple over and break in half.

Madigan gasped and began to swear. Florinda muttered, **No, it's all right.
It’s all right. Look at the display charts.”

Everything on the illuminated display charts was nominal. At that moment
a voice on the P.A. spoke in the impersonal tones of a croupier, **We have lost
cable communication with Johannesburg.”

Madigan began to shake. He decided to murder Florinda Pot (and he
pronounced it *“Pot” in his mind) at the earliest opportunity. The other experi-
menters and NASA people turned white. If you don’t get a quick fix on your
bird you may never find it again. No one said anything. They waited in silence
and hated each other. At one-thirty it was time for the craft to make its first
pass over the Fort Myers tracking station, if it was alive, if it was anywhere
near its nominal orbit. Fort Meyers was on an open line and everybody
crowded around Florinda, trying to get his ear close to the phone.

“Yeah, she waltzed into the bar absolutely stoned with a couple of MPs
escorting her,” a tinny voice was chatting casually. “She says to me —
Got a blip, Henry?" A long pause. Then, in the same casual voice, ‘“‘Hey,
Kennedy? We've nicked the bird. It’s coming over the fence right now. You'll
get your fix.”

*Command o310!” Florinda hollered. “o310"*

“Command o310 it is,” Fort Meyers acknowledged.

That was the command to start the satellite transmitter and raise its antenna
into broadcast position. A moment later the dials and oscilloscope on the radio
reception panel began to show action, and the loudspeaker emitted a rhythmic,
syncopated warble, rather like a feeble peanut whistle. That was OBO trans-
mitting its housekeeping data.

“We've got a living bird,” Madigan shouted. *"We've got a living doll!”

I can’t describe his sensations when he heard the bird come beeping over
the gas station. There's such an emotional involvement with your first satellite
that you're never the same. A man’s first satellite is like his first love affair.
Maybe that’s why Madigan grabbed Florinda in front of the whole blockhouse
and said, “My God, I love you, Florrie Pot.”” Maybe that’s why she answered,
“I love you too, Jake.” Maybe they were just loving their first baby.

By Orbit 8 they found out that the baby was a brat. They'd gotten a lift back
to Washington on an Air Force jet. They'd done some celebrating. It was
one-thirty in the morning and they were talking happily, the usual get-
acquainted talk: where they were born and raised, school, work, what they
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MINE WHETHER IT IS OF SEPARATE ORIGIN FROM LIFE ON EARTH.

“Now that’s ridiculous!” Madigan shouted. “I'm not looking for life forms
of separate origin, I'm just looking for any life form. We — ™ He stopped
himself when he saw the expression on Florinda’s face. “Any more gems?” he
muttered.

“Just a few fragments like ‘solar flux’ and ‘neutron stars’ and a few words
from the Bankruptcy Act.”

“The what?”

“You heard me. Chapter Eleven of the Proceedings Section.”

“I'll be damned.”

“I agree.”

“What’s he up to?”

“Feeling his oats, maybe.”

“I don’t think we ought to tell anybody about this.”

“Of course not,” Florinda agreed. *“But what do we do?”"

“Watch and wait. What else can we do?”

You must understand why it was so easy for those two parents to accept the
idea that their baby had acquired some sort of pseudo-life. Madigan had
expressed their attitude in the course of a Life versus Machine lecture at M.L.T.
“I'm not claiming that computers are alive, simply because no one’s been able
to come up with a clear-cut definition of life. Put it this way: I grant that a
computer could never be a Picasso, but on the other hand the great majority
of people live the sort of linear life that could easily be programmed into a
computer.”

So Madigan and Florinda waited on OBO with a mixture of acceptance,
wonder, and delight. It was an absolutely unheard-of phenomenon but, as
Madigan pointed out, the unheard-of is the essence of discovery. Every ninety
minutes OBO dumped the data it had stored up on its tape recorders, and they
scrambled to pick out his own words from the experimental and housekeeping
information.

371: CERTAIN PITUITIN EXTRACTS CAN TURN NORMALLY WHITE ANIMALS
COAL BLACK.

“What's that in reference to?”

“None of our experiments.”

373: ICE DOES NOT FLOAT IN ALCOHOL BUT MEERSCHAUM FLOATS IN
WATER.

“Meerschaum! The next thing you know he’ll be smoking.”

374: IN ALL CASES OF VIOLENT AND SUDDEN DEATH THE VICTIM'S EYES
REMAIN OPEN.

“Ugh!”

375: IN THE YEAR 356 B.C. HEROSTRATUS SET FIRE TO THE TEMPLE OF
DIANA, THE GREATEST OF THE SEVEN WONDERS OF THE WORLD, SO THAT
HIS NAME WOULD BECOME IMMORTAL.










































Isaac Asimov’s
“The Caves of Steel”

RANDALL GARRETT

In the future, when the towns are caves of steel
Clear from Boston, Massachusetts, to Mobile,

There’s a cop, Elijah Baley, who's the hero of this tale. He
Has a Spacer robot helper named Daneel.

For it seems that there’s some guys from Outer Space
(They're descendants of the Terran human race),

And all over Terra’s globe, it seems they’re giving jobs to robots,
Which are hated by the people they replace.

So a certain Spacer, Sarton, gets rubbed out,
And the Chief says to Elijah: “Be a scout;

Go and find out just whodunit, and, although it won’t be fun, it
Will result in your promotion, without doubt!”

The assignment puts Elijah on the spot.
He must do the job up right; if he does not,

It not only will disgrace him, but the robot will replace him
If the robot is the first to solve the plot.

In the city, there's a riot at a store.
R. Daneel jumps on a counter, and before

Baley knows it, pulls his blaster. Then he bellows: “I'm the master
Here, so stop it, or I'll. blow you off the floor!”

So the riot’s busted up before it starts,
And Elijah’s wounded ego really smarts.

“Well,” he say, “‘you quelled that riot, but a robot wouldn't try it!
Dan, I think you've got a screw loose in your parts!”
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forest for the trees. I suppose you must meet up with people in the restaurant
business world who are perfectly content to go right on doing just like they
did thirty years ago?”

Tom nodded vigorously. His eyeglasses flashed. “Boy, don’t I just!” he
agreed. “Judge, those very words describe my wife’s Uncle Ong, who’s got that
lunchroom over at the county seat. When I put in the dishwashing machine
the salesman offered me a special price if I'd get rwo. Well, gee, I mean
—so I asked her uncle, How’s about it? But no — he’s used to having the
dishes washed by hand and he didn’t see any reason to change. Gets in these
hoboes and winoes and odd-ball characters and by and by they /eave him, so
you'd think — But no. I said, ‘Ah, come on, Uncle Ong, don’t be an old
stick-in-the-mud.’ So he started cussing me out in Chinese and yelling not to
forget the Eight Virtues and that kind of stuff . . .

The judge, who had hoped for a single yes only, listened. The moment Tom
stopped he said, *“Well, there you are. It's very sad. And how'd it be if the
whole country was like that? Now, you take psychiatry, for example. What
strides have been made in it! What marvelous recent discoveries!"”

Old Ong’s nephew said, “Boy, you bet!"

Growing enthusiastic, the Judge went on, **‘Now, you take for instance, I was
reading some while back an article in the Reader’s Digest — "

“That’s a great magazine. I read it all the time. It’s triffic.”

*“And it was describing the work of the late Dr. Harry Stack Sullivan of
whom I'm sure you've heard.” Wong made a noncommittal, encouraging
noise. ““You know much about the schizoid personality, Tom?" the judge
asked.

The restaurateur wiggled in a fit of embarrassment. *Well, um, no. Judge.
Y’see, The Business keeps me pretty busy, except for Sunday morning, and I
like to sleep late then fi get the chance. I was saying to my wife only last week,
Judge, ‘Priscilla,’ I says, ‘Can’t you keep those kids quiet just — ' "

Pushing the curried shrimp to one side and speaking rather loudly, Judge
Alfred Peltz said, “This type of personality suffers from what you call a
profound disassociation of ideas, I think. They retreat from Reality. See? They
use Neologisms — what I mean, words that nobody knows what they mean,
like . . .”" He opened the little notebook. “*Kreelth.™

Tom Wong smiled. He chuckled. “Kreelth,” he repeated. **What kind of
people did you say they were, Judge? I mean, where do they come from?
Because that’s what this simple-minded guy that washes dishes in my wife’s
Uncle Ong’s lunchroom says all the time. Everytime they bring him a pile of
dirty dishes he says it.”

Old Mr. Woodrow Ong shook his head and waved his hand when Judge Peltz
and Doc Damon came into his lunchroom.
“Closed up,” he announced. *“Too late. Closed up. Oh. Judge. Hello, Judge.”
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He glanced at the clock, sighed, struggled with his Confucian respect for the
figure of The Magistrate. “Sandwich?" he suggested, feebly. “*Cup coffee?”” He
sighed again, surrendered. “Appoo pie, boo-berry, coconut custard, lemon
mo-ang —

The swinging doors of the kitchen opened and a man about Elmer’s age and
size came out, rolling down his sleeves. *‘Dishes finish,” he said, and then saw
the two newcomers. He took in a deep, resigned breath. “‘Kreelth,” he said
softly.

Judge Peltz looked triumphantly at Doc Damon. He consulted his little
notebook. “Lololo,” he said, tentatively. The dishwasher smiled. He chuckled
at “‘gren-a-mun-dun” and “‘cupra.” When the judge stumbled over *‘tal-a-wax-
na,” he corrected him happily.

“Fantastic!” said the judge. “Identical neologisms!" For once the doctor
listened without demur.

*“All right. Bring him along with us. Let's get the two of them together and
see — whatever it is,” Doc Damon said.

Old Mr. Ong watched them get into the car. He shrugged. Then he locked
up, turned out all lights but one. An unfamiliar clicking noise in the kitchen
drew his attention. He traced it to the garbage disposal unit, lifted out the
mechanism. Its inward parts were a mystery to him, always had been. The
devil device clicked once again as he looked at it warily. A little parti-colored
disk fell out of it, then another. They dropped to the floor. The cat strolled
over, sniffed, licked, then began to eat.

Mr. Ong shrugged. He replaced the mechanism. *‘Let well enough alone™
had always been his motto. The garbage disposal unit clicked one last time,
then went silent as the last of the garbage emerged in the form of something
resembling a Necco wafer, or a poker chip. Mr. Ong took a can of cold beer
from the icebox and went upstairs to watch Charlie Chan on the Late, Late
Movie.

Jack Girard, the manager of the lumberyard, was agreeable, though puzzled.
He leaned out of the car window and said to the watchman, “The four of us
are going up to the sawdust burner for a while, Tib — in case muh wife calls
nasks.”

The judge asked, “How come they burn the sawdust, Jack, instead of
making a lot of whatchacallits?”

Girard shrugged. “Company Policy is Burn It. So that's whut we do. We
burn it.”

The judge's forehead, ridged and bumpy with thought, suddenly cleared.

**By-Products!” That's what they call it, the stuff you can make from
sawdust. How come your company don't convert all this good sawdust into
By-Products, huh, Girard?”

“Such as what?" The doctor took over the task of answering from the
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“Very good klommerkaw,” said Elmer. *Plenty, too."

*Now, look-a-here,” Girard protested, *“I’m responsabull to thuh owners for
all this here e-quipment, and I gotta know what is that pipe for?”

Joe Jones looked at him. “Kreelth,” he said. There was just a slight touch
of reproach in his voice. *'Do not be un-kreelth.” He put his hand on the piping
and directed his next remark to Elmer. “Wagmal fix? Estanrel?”

Elmer said, *“Wagmal just now fix good.”

Jones gave the piping a light twist — a gentle tug, really — his hand moved
so quickly, so oddly. “Estanrel,” he said.

Girard said, “Uh.”

The side of the sawdust burner opened where no opening had been.

*“Obbertaw,” said Elmer, firmly, holding back. Joe Jones went inside. So did
Elmer. For a moment Jones's face looked at them. He smiled.

*“Cupra,” he said. “Cupra.”

“But not cupra for all the time,” Elmer explained. *“Only gren-a-mun-dun.
We come back. Have kreelth, you see we come back some time to nice town,
nice people, nice sawdust.”

And the opening closed. The red glare of the burning sawdust turned yellow.
The whoofing noise of the draft turned shrill. A sudden gust of cool wind came
from the bay. And then, with a subdued, polite sort of swish, the sawdust
burner separated itself from the ground and went up . . .

They had a rather bad first five minutes of it. Finally, with the help of the
spiritus frumenti in Doctor Damon’s bag, the three men began slowly to
recover.

“The way I see it — " Doc Damon was the first to say anything besides
“Jesus" and “Gimme that bottle” — *‘the way 7 see it: those two fellas must’ve
been sort of shipwrecked here. Probably way, way back in the woods there’s
a twisted mass of metal somebody will come across one of these days.”

The judge said, **Ohboyohboyohboy.”

Girard said, “Gimme that bottle.”

*“So they did what any experienced mariner would do — they improvised —
fixed up what you might call a jury-rigged vessel . . . At least, Elmer did. Guess
he was the chief engineer. Maybe Joe Jones was the purser or supercargo.”

“All 7 have to say,” the judge announced firmly, “is that it never happened
and if either of you say it did — say it out open, 1 mean — I'll do my damndest
to see to it that you get indicted, prosecuted, convicted, and severely sentenced,
for barratry, simony, unlawful usurpation . . . and anything else I can get away
with,” he concluded.

“How'm I gunna explain why we're a sawdust burner short?”” Girard
moaned.

“Condemned as a health menace,” Doc Damon said, crisply. *“No, no,
Alfred, I won’t say a word. But sooner or later everyone will know. They’ll
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enclosed with this letter. Please fill out both of them and return one with a copy
of your plans and your remittance, on receipt of which we will start at once
the necessary arrangements for patenting and development of your invention.
Trusting that this will be satisfactory, and taking the liberty of offering my
congratulations on your decision, I am,
Most sincerely yours,
John Wallen, Pres.

R.F.D. 68
Petaluma, Calif.
17 June 1970
Genius Inventions, Inc.
1448 Bonanza Blvd.
Los Angeles, Calif.

Dear Mr. Wallen:

I don’t understand. It says here in the contract that I am supposed to send
you Five Hundred Dollars ($500.00). I don't understand that. I don’t see
why a big rich company like yours should have to have Five Hundred Dollars
from me, especially when you are getting half interest in an invention that
will make a whole lot of money for you. Don't forget you got a right to
keep half the profits like it says. Please write to me right away and clear
this up.

Yours truly,
Emerson J. Minnick

GENIUS INVENTIONS, INC.
1448 Bonanza Blvd.
Los Angeles, Calif.
21 June 1970
Mr. Emerson J. Minnick
R.F.D. 68
Petaluma, Calif.

Dear Mr. Minnick:

Your letter of 17 June has been received, and I am sorry to see that you have
failed to understand the terms of our Contract 3378-A. Apparently you do not
realize the necessity of our securing a deposit of five hundred dollars as a
guarantee of good faith and sincerity. Surely, Mr. Minnick, you can see that
we wish to deal only with responsible, serious-minded people, who are sincere
in their desire to achieve fame and fortune by benefiting Mankind through
their inventions. We believe you are of that type, and that you will be fair
enough to appreciate our motives.
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Dept. 16-L
Richardson Aerospace
10 July
Jack:

You didn’t find me at the lab because I was out getting drunk all day and
it’s nearly cost me my job. In fact I only just made it in here tAis morning.
The honcho’s giving me the evil eye, so I'm pretending to do a plan, but I've
got to get this to you and I can't talk about it on the phone.

Get this now: Don't, repeat DO NOT sell our rights in that blessed Elec-
tronic Chicken 'cause the damn thing really works. I know what you're going
to say, Jack, but I did the drinking after 1 found that out, not before. You
remember when you left, after we'd had a good laugh about this Minnick guy’s
screwy plans and all. Well, I decided the hell with it, I'd stay up and finish
it, so I did, at about two in the morning. Well, the temptation was too great,
I guess, so I poured in all those things where it said to pour them, and turned
her on and, by God, if the chamber didn't unmold an egg right on schedule.
What’s more it kept right on doing it, too, until the raw materials ran out. Over
a dozen eggs in a quarter of an hour. I've looked over the drawings and I can
see, kind of, how it works, though I still don’t quite understand how the
calcium-compound sprayer lines the shell mixture into the mold chamber, and
I built the damn thing! Anyway, the point is, it does work. I had some of the
eggs for breakfast this morning and they tasted fine. Not only that, Jack, hell,
we could even make square eggs with a different mold chamber. Or eggs as
big as ostrich eggs, or colored eggs . . . all precolored for Easter. Even those
flavored ones he was talking about. Of course the chocolate idea isn't so hot,
but what about ready-mixed eggs Benedict right in the shell? The possibilities
are endless, man! And the biggest thing is, we can set up a series of these things
right here in L.A. in an old garage or something and sell direct to the super-
markets, no transport, no chicken farms to worry about, nothing. And we own
half of it!

You remember, we discussed once what we'd do if any of these screwballs
actually came up with something. Well now's the time to do it. That's your
department, so you'd better get onto it right away. The way I see it, we can
do one of two things. Either we try and convince him the idea’s no good and
try and get him to sell his share to us (though, since it really does work, he
must know it does and probably wouldn't go along with it) or else we become
industrialists ourselves and buy up the manufacturing rights (our shares and
his under some phony name) and go into business. You got any idea how many
eggs are consumed in the greater L.A. area alone each day, Jack? Well, figure
it out at three cents an egg to us, which will way undersell the competition
from the regular poultry farmers, and figure a quarter of a cent to produce
(that’s about right) and multiply that by a production center under our fran-
chise at every major city, and man-oh-man!
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waist, and dragged him into the bedroom, snatching up the rest of the scotch
on the way. I switched on the light. The bedroom was a really lush love nest.
I drained the scotch — there was about a half liter left — and faced the cower-
ing Slickie. “Now do to me,” I told him uncompromisingly, “'the thing you’re
always going to do to those girls, except you have to shoot them.”

He frothed like an epileptic, snatched out his cannon, and emptied its
magazine into various parts of my torso, but since he hit only two of my five
brains, I wasn’t bothered. I reeled back bloodily through the blue smoke and
fell into the bathroom. I felt real crazy — maybe I shouldn’t have taken that
last half liter. I reconstituted my torso faster even than I had my head, but my
silver lamé frock was a mess. Not wanting to waste time and reluctant to use
any more reconstituting energy, I stripped it off and popped into the off-the-
shoulders evening dress the blonde had left lying over the edge of the bathtub.
The dress wasn’t a bad fit. I went back into the bedroom. Slickie was sobbing
softly at the foot of the bed and gently beating his head against it.

“Slickie,” I said, perhaps a shade too curtly, “‘about this love business — '

He sprang for the ceiling but didn’t quite burst through it. Falling back, by
chance on his feet, he headed for the hall. Now it wasn’t in my orders from
Galaxy Center that he run away and excite this world — in fact, my superiors
had strictly forbidden such a happening. I had to stop Slickie. But I was a bit
confused — perhaps fuddled by that last half liter. I hesitated — then he was
too far away, had too big a start. To stop him, I knew I'd have to use tentacles.
Swifter than thought I changed them and shot them out.

“Slickie,” I cried reassuringly, dragging him to me.

Then I realized that in my excitement, instead of using my upper dorsal
tentacles, I'd used the upper ventral ones I kept transmuted into my beautiful
milk glands. I do suppose they looked rather strange to Slickie as they came
out of the bosom of my off-the-shoulders evening dress and drew him to me.

Frightening sounds came out of him. I let him go and tried to resume my
gorgeous shape, but now I was really confused (that last half liter!) and lost
control of my transmutations. When I found myself turning my topmost
. tentacle into a milk gland I gave up completely and — except for a lung and
vocal cords — resumed my normal shape. It was quite a relief. After all, I
had done what Galaxy Center had intended I should. From now on, the mere
sight of a brassiere in a show window would be enough to give Slickie the
shakes.

Still, I was bothered about the guy. As I say, he'd touched me.

I caressed him tenderly with my tentacles. Over and over again I explained
that I was just a heptapus and that Galaxy Center had selected me for the job
simply because my seven tentacles would transmute nicely into the seven
extremities of the human female.

Over and over again I told him how I loved him.

It didn’t seem to help. Slickie Millane continued to weep hysterically.
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and awful that no human could bear to look at it. People called them “Hurks"
because they came from a place called Zeta Herculis.

The Hurk glanced at the baskets and gimcracks hung over the counter, and
puffed its cigar. Then it said, in a blurred but comprehensible voice, “What
is that?” It pointed downward with one horny, three-fingered hand.

*“The little Indian papoose?”” Martha Crawford said, in a voice that rose to
a squeak. “Or the birchbark calendar?”

*“No, that,” said the Hurk, pointing down again. This time, craning over the
counter, the Crawfords were able to see that it was looking at a large, disk-
shaped gray something that lay on the ground.

“That?” Llewellyn asked doubtfully.

“That.”

Llewellyn Crawford blushed. “Why — that’s just a cowpat. One of them
cows from the dairy got loose from the herd yesterday, and she must have
dropped that there without me noticing.”

“How much?”

The Crawfords stared at him, or it, without comprehension. ‘“How much
what?” Llewellyn asked finally.

“How much,” the alien growled around its cigar, “for the cowpat?”

The Crawfords exchanged glances. “‘I never heard — " said Martha in an
undertone, but her husband shushed her. He cleared his throat. “How about
ten ce — Well, I don’t want to cheat you — how about a quarter?”

The alien produced a large change purse, laid a quarter on the counter, and
grunted something to its companion in the car.

The other alien got out, bringing a square porcelain box and a gold-handled
shovel. With the shovel, she — or it — carefully picked up the cowpat and
deposited it in the box.

Both aliens then got into the car and drove away, in a whine of turbines and
a cloud of dust. '

The Crawfords watched them go, then looked at the shiny quarter lying on
the counter. Llewellyn picked it up and bounced it in his palm. “Well, say!”
He began to smile.

All that week the roads were full of aliens in their long shiny cars. They went
everywhere, saw everything, paid their way with bright new-minted coins and
crisp paper bills.

There was some talk against the government for letting them in, but they
were good for business and made no trouble. Some claimed to be tourists,
others said they were sociology students on a field trip.

Llewellyn Crawford went into the adjoining pasture and picked out four
cowpats to deposit near his basket stand. When the next Hurk came by,
Llewellyn asked, and got, a dollar apiece.

“But why do they want them?” Martha wailed.
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“Delbert!” said Llewellyn, exasperated.

“Oh — hello, Mr. Crawford,” said the youth, with a gap-toothed grin. He
took a last bite from the apple, then dropped the core. Llewellyn’s gaze
followed it. Owing to his missing front teeth, Delbert’s apple cores were like
nothing in this world.

“Why ain’t you trucking pats out to the stand?”’ Llewellyn demanded. *I
don’t pay you to set on no empty trolley, Delbert.”

*“Took some out this morning,” the boy said. “Frank, he told me to take 'em
back.”

“*He what?”

Delbert nodded. *“Said he hadn’t sold but two. You ask him if I'm lying.”

“Do that,” Llewellyn grunted. He turned on his heel and strode back across
the yard.

Out at the roadside, a long car was parked beside a battered pickup at the
pat stand. It pulled out as Llewellyn started toward it, and another one drove
up. As he approached the stand, the alien was just getting back in. The car
drove off.

Only one customer was left at the stand, a whiskered farmer in a checked
shirt. Frank, the attendant, was leaning comfortably on the counter. The
display shelves behind him were well filled with pats.

“Morning, Roger,” Llewellyn said with well-feigned pleasure. “‘How's the
family? Sell you a nice pat this morning?”’

“Well, I don’t know,” said the whiskered man, rubbing his chin. “My wife’s
had her eye on that one there” — he pointed to a large, symmetrical pat on
the middle shelf — *‘but at them prices — "

“You can’t do better, believe me, Roger. It’s an investment,” said Llewellyn
earnestly. “Frank, what did that last Hurk buy?”

“Nothing,” said Frank. A persistent buzz of music came from the radio in
his breast pocket. “Just took a picture of the stand and drove off.”

“Well, what did the one before —

With a whir of turbines, a long shiny car pulled up behind him. Llewellyn
turned. The three aliens in the car were wearing red felt hats with comic
buttons sewed all over them and carried Yale pennants. Confetti was strewn
on their gray tweed suits.

One of the Hurks got out and approached the stand, puffing a cigar through
the hole in his — or its — orange scarf.

“Yes, sir?” said Llewellyn at once, hands clasped, bending forward slightly.
“A nice pat this morning?”

The alien looked at the gray objects behind the counter. He, or it, blinked
its yellow eyes and made a curious gurgling noise. After a moment Llewellyn
decided that it was laughing.

“What’s funny?” he demanded, his smile fading.

“Not funny,” said the alien. “I laugh because I am happy. I go home
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“Never mind,” said Dr. Moon, with a considerable sigh. “I have read it.
What I would like you to do is summarize the events in your own words."

“Very well, Doctor.” Goodwin looked around Dr. Moon’s lodgings, trying
to settle his nerves. He was surrounded by the artifacts that every professor
of long tenure acquires: dozens of books, each reprinting an article Dr. Moon
had written in his freshman year; one hundred and forty-five pipes of various
descriptions, each one matched to a cardigan sweater with patches on the
elbows; a group portrait of the professors who had officiated at Dr. Moon's
orals, with large red crosses drawn over those who had died. It was said that
Dr. Moon had not left this room in the past twenty-two years. It was true that
the rug badly needed vacuuming, but it wasn’t that bad.

Goodwin finally gathered his ch/ and began:

“Harfleur, Meade’s World, is a barren and airless rock some two thousand
kilometers in diameter. It appears to be rather similar in type to Earth’s Moon
— uh, satellite — "

“I know what the thing’s called,” said Dr. Moon. “Go on.”

“Uh —so it was decided to do a long-term examination, in light of the
considerable mineral wealth extracted from our own Moon.

“A string of high-density disk recorders was established around Harfleur’s
surface, each capable of storing three months’ environmental data before the
disk needed replacing. The recorders are fully automated and highly reliable.
However, we provided one human backup; a geologist named Bruce Dee. Dee
was given a complete pressurized station, with full recreation facilities and a
triple-redundant communication system with Earth.”

“Only one man?”’

“Dee was a loner by nature. We've found that two-person teams — of what-
ever kind — wind up hating each other within a few weeks. So if we can’t justify
the expense of a full team, we send one solitary type. It's worked just fine.”

“Until now.”

“Until now. About two weeks ago the winter season was ending on Harfleur
— there are no real seasons, of course; that's just what we call the period it
spends at aphelion. It was time to pick up a set of disks and resupply Dee’s
station.

“We found Bruce Dee slumped over one of the recorders, dead. His suit was
intact, but the heating system was completely off. He appears to have died of
freezing.”

“I assume his energy supply was intact.”

“The suits are plutonium-fueled, and the power pile was operating normally.
Even if it had not been, his surface-scooter was less than thirty meters away,
and it has an auxiliary power socket for such emergencies.”

Dr. Moon picked up a photograph. It showed a pressure-suited figure lying
face down on something like a two-meter metal spider: the recording station,
One of the man’s gloved hands was tight on the recorder's sampling claw.
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At this point, Xram recalled that about five years ago mysterious flashes had
been observed on Earth (all of them within a period of one week). It occurred
to him that perhaps these flashes had been uranium explosions and that the
present radioactivity had perhaps originated in those explosions five years ago
and had been initially strong enough to destroy life on the planet.

This sounded pretty unlikely indeed, since uranium is not in itself explosive
and it takes quite elaborate processing to prepare it in a form in which it can
be detonated. Since the Earth dwellers who built all these cities must have been
rational beings, it is difficult to believe that they should have gone to all this
trouble of processing uranium just in order to destroy themselves.

But subsequent analysis has in fact shown that the radioactive elements
found in the air here are precisely the same as are produced in uranium
explosions and also that they are mixed in the ratio which you would expect
had they originated five years ago as fission products of uranium. This can
hardly be a chance coincidence, and so Xram’s theory is now generally ac-
cepted up to this point.

When he goes further, however, and attempts to explain why and how such
uranium explosions came about, I am unable to follow him any longer. Xram
thinks that there had been a war fought between the inhabitants of two
continents, in which both sides were victorious. The records show, in fact, that
the first twenty flashes occurred in the Eurasic continent and were followed
by five (much larger) flashes on the American continent, and therefore, at first,
I was willing seriously to consider the war theory on its merits.

I thought that perhaps these two continents had been inhabited by two
different species of Earth dwellers who were either unable or unwilling to
control the birth rate and that this might have led to conditions of overcrowd-
ing, to food shortage, and to a life-and-death struggle between the two species.
But this theory had to be abandoned in the face of two facts: (1) the skeletons
of Earth dwellers found on the Eurasic continent and on the American conti-
nent belong to the same species, and (2) skeleton statistics show that no
conditions of overcrowding existed on either continent.

In spite of this, Xram seems to stick to his war theory. The worst of it is
that he is now basing all his arguments on a single rather puzzling but probably
quite irrelevant observation recently made in our study of “‘Grand Central
Terminal.”

When we landed here, we did not know where to begin our investigations,
and so we picked one of the largest buildings of the city as the first object of
our study. What its name, “‘Grand Central Terminal,” meant we do not know,
but there is little doubt as to the general purpose this building served. It was
part of a primitive transportation system based on clumsy engines that ran on
rails and dragged cars mounted on wheels behind them.

For over ten days now we have been engaged in the study of this building
and have uncovered quite a number of interesting and puzzling details.
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Let me start with an observation which I believe we have cleared up, at least
to my own satisfaction. The cars stored in this station were labeled —
we discovered — either “Smokers™ or ‘“Nonsmokers,” clearly indicating some
sort of segregation of passengers. It occurred to me right away that there may
have lived in this city two strains of Earth dwellers, a more pigmented variety
having a dark or “smoky” complexion, and a less pigmented variety (though-
not necessarily albino) having a fair or “nonsmoky’ complexion.

All remains of Earth dwellers were found as skeletons, and no information
as to pigmentation can be derived from them. So at first it seemed that it would
be difficult to obtain confirmation of this theory. In the meantime, however,
a few rather spacious buildings were discovered in the city which must have
served some unknown and rather mysterious purposes. These buildings had
painted canvases in frames fastened to the walls of their interior — both land-
scapes and images of Earth dwellers. And we see now that the Earth dwellers
fall indeed into rwo classes — those whose complexion shows strong pigmenta-
tion (giving them a smoky look) and those whose complexion shows only weak
pigmentation (the nonsmoky variety). This is exactly as expected.

I should perhaps mention at this point that a certain percentage of the
images disclose the existence of a third strain of Earth dwellers. This strain
has, in addition to a pair of hands and legs, a pair of wings, and apparently
all of them belonged to the less pigmented variety. None of the numerous
skeletons so far examined seems to have belonged to this winged strain, and
I concluded therefore that we have to deal here with images of an extinct
variety. That this view is indeed correct can no longer be doubted, since we
have determined that the winged forms are much more frequently found
among the older paintings than among the more recent paintings.

I cannot of course describe to you here a// the puzzling discoveries we made
within the confines of the **Grand Central Terminal,” but I want to tell you
at least about the most puzzling one, particularly since Xram is basing his war
theory on it.

This discovery arose out of the investigation of an insignificant detail. In the
vast expanse of the “Grand Central Terminal’ we came upon two smaller halls
located in a rather hidden position. Each of these two halls (labeled ‘“Men”
or “Women") contains a number of small cubicles which served as temporary
shelter for Earth dwellers while they were depositing their excrements. The
first question was, How did the Earth dwellers locate these hidden depositories
within the confines of “Grand Central Terminal’?

An Earth dweller moving about at random within this large building would
have taken about one hour (on the average) to stumble upon one of them. It
is, however, possible that the Earth dwellers located the depositories with the
aid of olfactory guidance, and we have determined that if their sense of smell
had been about thirty to forty times more sensitive than the rudimentary sense
of smell of our own species, the average time required would be reduced from









Ad Astra, Al

MARY W. STANTON

Al left three kids and an ugly wife

To search the stars for a brand-new life,
For a place where maidens with silver hair
And strange-colored eyes were unaware
Of in-laws that dropped in to eat,

And pets that bit with muddy feet,

Weedy lawns that turned to hay

If you didn’t mow them every day,

Of — well, the list itself was long;

Al craved unearthly wine and song.

He landed on a tiny planet:

Cold as ice cubes, hard as granite,

With a bright blue sun and crystal trees,
Golden rivers and ochre seas,

A race of aliens, tall and fair —

And a slender maiden with silver hair.

She had strange-colored eyes, and a cosy haunt

That held three kids and a cranky aunt,

A pet that chewed on Al routinely

(With six legs and a smell unseemly — )

And, well — the list itself is long,

Which proves the adage isn't wrong:

“Home is where the crabgrass is, despite the crystal trees,
And even dogs with six legs scratch the same old fleas.”
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I looked for a better place to touch down. The only other areas that seemed
to fit my craft’s landing specifications were the hard-surfaced paths from the
doors of the natives' houses (I will explain this later, high sir) to the vehicular
routes.

“I set the ship down on one of these paths and went out to greet the
humanoids. They all — "

“Wait a moment. This is extremely important. What was the reaction of the
natives upon first seeing you in the flesh? Try to remember everything that
happened.”

“Yes, high sir. It seems that I bear a striking resemblance to one of their
major religious figures. When I came out of the ship all the humanoids in the
vicinity knelt and averted their eyes, and said something about the coming
seconds. I think this was a reference to an event that was going to happen in
the near future. At any rate, when the natives stopped talking they got up and
started walking toward me with their arms stretched out in front of them. I
didn’t like the looks of this so I jumped into the ship and took off. The
religious-figure-resemblance theory is strengthened by the fact that when I
observed the landing site several weeks later through my reasonable-distance
site viewer I discovered that the natives had built a shrine there which always
seemed to be full of pilgrims from many lands.”

*Ah, yes. The familiar savior-from-the-stars syndrome. It happens to every
one of our astronauts on pre-colonization planets.”

“What'’s that, high sir?”

“They worship the walk he grounds on.”
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start unpacking. She jumped down, arched her arms over her head, and did
a whimsical toe dance around the pile. So much for one-eighth gravity. At least
it might make shifting the boxes easier. It did. Except when she heaved a little
too hard and found her rear end lifting up instead of the carton.

Eventually she settled for unpacking each box as she came to it. This was
their first full day in their new home, and she wanted to make the evening
special. Making it special involved finding a particular box. She sorted and
packed diligently. At least the apartment had plenty of storage space. It ought
to, she thought sourly. Half of the furniture was stuck to the walls. There were
little toeholds molded into all of the walls, and every available inch of space
had a drawer of some sort. There were even lockers that swung down from
the ceiling.

It was close to 1300 hours before Cheryl found the box she wanted, and
nearly 1420 by the time she had the rest of their belongings mostly shoved out
of sight. She stacked her treasures on the molded styrene dining room table
and gloated. Three red silk roses, one bottle of Pinot Noir, some bubble bath,
perfume, and her very wickedest black lace negligee. All strictly forbidden, of
course. One was supposed to bring only the bare essentials, because of the
weight limits. Well, she thought loftily, there is nothing more essential to a
happy marriage than a little bit of . . . nonessentials.

She glanced at the clock again: 1510. That gave her nearly an hour before
Logan came home. Time enough to dial up dinner, let the wine breathe, take
a shower, and, ahem, slip into something a little more comfortable. She ar-
ranged the three roses in a plastic glass on the table, opened the wine bottle,
and then hurried carefully into the other room with everything else.

The appliances in the bathroom were a little different. Back in her Cincinnati
Dome apartment Cheryl would simply have emptied a supply of bath foam
into the Shower-Matic and let it take care of the rest. Here there wasn’t even
a Shower-Matic. A large baglike affair hung in yellow and white folds across
one corner of the room. It had a long zip seal. According to her copy of ““Space
Living for Groundsiders” you were supposed to step into it, zip it up to your
chin, and do everything by feel.

She unzipped it and peered inside. It had a shower head, two knobs, and
a floor that was perforated with little round holes. Efficient, no doubt, but
hardly luxurious. She tested the controls. It wasn’t too bad. She could probably
avoid scalding or freezing herself. She stripped, tossed her clothes into the
hamper, and smoothed the contents of one Blisful Bub-L Foam oil packet over
her skin. Then she stepped into the shower, zipped it up, and fumbled at the
controls.

After a few moments of agony she got the water to a comfortable tempera-
ture. She turned slowly around, sighing blissfully. It was a shame she couldn’t
see the bubble bath — that was part of the fun. She could smell the sweet scent
though and . . . damn! A ripple of irritation went through her as she heard
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the communicator buzz in the living room. She unzipped the shower, grabbed
a towel to pat up the worst of the drips, and hurried to answer it. She made
the last two feet floating and punched the answer button on her way down.

It was the orientation service, checking to make sure that everything was
all right. Cheryl assured the woman caller that they were settling in nicely,
promised to attend some of the planned recreation, and agreed — through
gritted teeth — that the yellow decor was very nice indeed. She disconnected
with a sense of relief and started back to the bathroom. A look at the clock
sent her to the dining room instead.

She selected dinner from the Auto-Chef menu and punched in the time she
wanted it served. Then she went back through the living room and dialed up
some Renoirs for the art screens. She contemplated Gir/ with a Watering Can
for a moment and changed it to Manet's Dejeuner Sur L herbe instead. Then
she walked back, slid open the bathroom door, and nearly smothered in the
foam. Cheryl’s first reaction was unprintable.

In a normal, safe, sane, groundside bathroom the showers turned off auto-
matically when you stepped out of them. This stupid contraption didn’t have
enough sense to shut down when no one was around. She flailed a path through
the bubbles and groped around until she found the controls. With the water
off Cheryl tried to assess the damage. Actually, she couldn't see it. The entire
room was full of bubbles. Between the low gravity and the high surface tension
Blisful Bub-L Foam had come into its own.

Cheryl beat her way outside again and slid the door shut behind her. Some
of the bubbles had escaped and were floating idly through the air. Several small
clouds of them were clinging affectionately to her ankles and arms, making her
look somewhat like a pink and white poodle. Attempts to wipe them off just
changed the distribution.

She stomped over to the air conditioner control and turned it to high. Sure
enough, the stray bubbles in the living room started to drift toward the vent.
With a little luck the air would eventually clear out the bathroom. She went
into the bedroom, managed to wipe off her own consignment of froth, and
slipped into the black lace negligee. After fluffing up her hair and putting on
a whiff of perfume she began to think that the evening had real possibilities.
She practiced gliding gracefully as she went back to the living room.

Cheryl stopped short in the doorway, like a swimmer in an off-center swan
dive. There was one small defect in her plan. It was true that the air condition-
ing was gradually taking the bubbles out of the bathroom. It was also pulling
them into the living room first. She watched in hypnotized fascination as the
filmy white bubbles squeezed through the dividing grid, floated across the
room, and oozed out through the vent. It was like watching some sort of eerie
procession.

She finally managed to pull her eyes away and tried to think of some way
to speed up the procedure. Grabbing up an empty carton left over from the
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unpacking she ran — half bouncing — into the bathroom and tried to scoop
the bubbles up. There was no gravity on her side. She finally discovered that
the best method was to hold the box between her knees and flail with both
hands. It made her feel a little like a dog digging for a bone.

Once the box was full she rushed back into the living room and held it up
to the air duct. Although a lot of the filmy spheres had managed to escape
along the route, a satisfying number were sucked up never to be seen again.
The clock was moving with incredible speed. She kept one eye on it as she
staggered back and forth, herding bubble bath. Finally the bathroom was
nearly clear. One last box load would just about do it. She set down the carton
for a moment and dashed over to the table to pour the wine.

It was like trying to get catsup out of a full bottle. The blasted stuff poured
like tar. She held the bottle over a glass and slapped the bottom in irritation.
It behaved exactly like a catsup bottle. A great blob of wine plopped out of
the bottle, hit the bottom of the glass, and made a rollercoaster turn up onto
Cheryl’s elegant black lace gown. She stood there in horror, tiny droplets of
Pinot Noir dripping down onto her neatly pedicured toes.

She cast an anguished glance at the clock, set down the bottle, and ran for
the bedroom, stripping off the sodden gown as she ran. She grabbed up a robe
with one hand and mopped wine off her skin with the other. She rushed back
for the last load of bubbles. Too late! As she tumbled into the living room she
heard the sound of her husband at the door.

Cheryl dropped the robe on the floor and gathered the last of the iridescent
bubbles up against herself. She snatched one of the red silk roses off of the table,
clenched it firmly between her teeth, and tried to smile seductively around it.
Her last thoughts, as the door slid open, were a fervent hope that Logan hadn’t
brought his boss home for dinner, and the comforting reminder that she did,
after all, have the bare essentials.






Simworthy’s Circus

LARRY T. SHAW

Weren't you told in childhood that everything, however ugly, has something
good about it? Okay — but the trick is to find the something — and, even then,
there’s a catch . . .

EVERYBODY HAS HEARD of Simworthy’s Circus, yet comparatively few
have actually seen it, since, oddly enough, Simworthy has refused fabulous
offers to present it on vaudeo or in the reelies. But the population of the galaxy
being huge as it is, those “‘comparatively few” are several million in number.
And every single being, human and otherwise, among them has come away
busting to tell his friends and relations what a wonderful show it is.

The funny part is, when described, Simworthy's Circus merely sounds like
an anachronism, and one that wouldn’t logically be very entertaining to the
enlightened citizenry of a world whose horizons are the edges of the galaxy.
Bluntly, it sounds dull. But all those customers, and Simworthy’s bank ac-
count, testify to the contrary.

Almost nobody knows the explanation of the paradox, and the strange story
behind Simworthy’s Circus. This is it.

Tobeginwith,JaredSimworthywas — andis — abouttheugliesthumaneverto
blast off from Earth. Wormy Ed, they called him behind his back — and he
looked the part. Real nightmare type, subclass child-scaring. He looked as if
his component parts came from a surrealistic junkyard and had been assem-
bled in the dark by a bunch of idiot bricklayers. Mirrors turned green and
curled up at the edges when he stepped into the room. In brief, a mess.

His appearance, naturally, conditioned his entire life and outlook. He ac-
quired a monstrous hatred for the universe at an age when most kids are
playing with isotope blocks in kindergarten. Only contempt kept him from
going around putting Venusian stinkworms in little old ladies’ teacups.

As he grew — a process that appeared for a dismayingly long time to be
endless — he concejved, however, a limited number of affections. Not for
people, of course. But things and creatures which were abysmally unsightly,
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by terrestrial standards, became the objects of his love. In his early teens, for
instance, he resurrected and rebuilt an ancient ground vehicle. It was called
a carriageless horse, or some such term, and it was not only an eyesore but
a sin against logic besides. The first time Simworthy tried it out, the sight,
noise, and smell of it caused three women to faint, and scared the wits out of
nobody knows how many flitter-drivers. After that, the police wouldn’t let him
run the contraption on the gravways, so he hated people more than ever.

Then there was the Satcat, one of the vicious little beasts the first Saturnian
expedition brought back. It was so hideous that the horror-reelies wouldn’t
touch it after the zoos had turned it down cold. Even so, it cost Simworthy
a month’s salary. It also cost him his job, when he tried to take it to work with
him. He never went back to crossing a clockbeam again.

The Satcat didn’t last long; Earth climate didn’t agree with it. But Sim-
worthy got plenty of publicity out of the incident, and people who had for-
merly ducked around corners when they saw him coming began to leave the
neighborhood altogether. He didn't mind that, but it did make it rather hard
for him to earn a living. So, predictably, he followed the *“‘misfit trail” into
space.

It surprises some people that he became a trader, since his hatred of all the
beings he'd have to deal with was so monumental. It calcs, though, when you
know his real intentions. During moments of overlubrication, he was heard to
brag that he would swindle at least one member of every race in the galaxy
before he quit. Then too, his ugliness simply didn’t exist, in extraterrestrial
eyes. That is, to most et’s, he was no uglier than any other Earthman.

Simworthy worked damned hard, if it's any credit to him. No transaction
was too petty, and no alien too truculent; he'd wheedle or browbeat for hours
on end, if necessary, to put over a deal. He was one of the few Earthmen who
ever had a strong enough stomach to sit in on the moulting ceremonies of the
Vipherians. It was worth it; he gained their confidence, and left behind a
shipload of coil springs — which of course rusted solid after a week on Vi-
phesta. The profit was tidy.

Gradually, Simworthy prospered. It made no difference in his way of life.
He stuck to the ship he'd started out in, a horribly functional monstrosity, one
of the first models to use the warp principle that made interstellar travel
possible. In Simworthy's hands the Barnum became battered, pocked, and
rusty. He loved it. The name he had given his ship, incidentally, turned out
to be prophetic; Barnum was a big circus owner a few centuries ago. Reason
Simworthy chose it, though, was a proverb the guy was supposed to have
originated: **A sucker in every pot,” or was it “‘port™?

Somewhere along the line, he acquired a successor to the Satcat. It was a
Nimoon, a biological insult considered unspeakable even on its home world
of Mreyob — a downright stomach twister anywhere else. Simworthy lavished
a share of his misguided affection on it, and called it Walter.
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At the same time, I can imagine how long it is since you've washed them. I'm
damned if I can calc it.”

The Hermit opened a closet. Containers of assorted sizes and shapes clat-
tered on the floor. The Hermit found a tiny vial, which he placed on the table.
“That!" He waved a scrawny arm and cackled violently. The cackle broke off,
to be followed by a cough and an infinitely bitter “Damn it!"

Simworthy gawked some more.

The vial was made of ordinary glass, and contained a brownish liquid. “‘Love
potion,” the Hermit sputtered. “Universal. Glandular. Little animals. Planet
I prob’ly couldn’t find again — glad of it. Brpph. Cave. Alone. Tiny beasts.
Must of lived on rock. Albino. Fell for ’em. Hypnotism or something, thought
at first. Loved ’em. Didn’t want to leave. Wanted to take em all with me. Urf!”

Gradually, Simworthy learned, the Hermit had subdued his strange infatua-
tion somewhat. He’d smuggled one of the creatures back to his ship and taken
it apart to see what made it tick. The ship had blasted off before he'd discovered
a gland unlike anything he’d seen before. From it, he’d taken a minute quantity
of fluid. He’d fed a drop of it to a guinea pig. The guinea pig, superficially like
dozens of others, had become the ship’s mascot. Hardened spacemen went
crazy over it.

Back on Earth, the Hermit had drunk a few drops of the stuff himself.

There was more after that, and it got harder to follow. The Hermit mumbled
about brain waves and glands and personality indices and hypnogogics and
telepathy and grumble gurgle foompf. He kept repeating something about
ego-feedback, which Simworthy didn't get at all. What he did dredge out of
the mess was what had happened to the Hermit — but a little imagination
would have told him that.

In brief, people had loved him to distraction. He found it impossible to live
in the close quarters of a spaceship with other men. Women — of various races
and biological traits — fought over him. On Earth, dogs followed him around
the streets. On Mars, yeesties did the same. And so on. Until, in desperation,
the Hermit had become the Hermit.

“And —  he pounded the table with renewed vigor — *“‘the infernal stuff

doesn’t wear off ! Ever!”

"~ Yes, Simworthy believed him. He found himself wanting to believe every-
thing the old man said, anyway — but that in itself was a form of proof, wasn’t
it? Simworthy started to envision possibilities. Love/ Not for love’s sake, nat-
urally, but for the things people would be willing to do for him. Power . . .

Anyway, when Simworthy blasted off again, the Hermit was richer by a
portable windmill (government surplus, reconditioned), two dozen bottles of
cheap perfume, six quarts of Rigellian Bhuillyordz (92 proof), and a pair of
hair clippers. Simworthy, on the other hand, had the vial of — for want of a
better name — universal love potion. The Hermit was happy; he wondered
why he'd kept the stuff so long in the first place. Simworthy had wanted to
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guiding hand. Simworthy stuck the vial back in the locker, slammed the door,
and scrambled into his armchair.

It was lucky he was a good pilot. Just as things solidified outside the
viewports, a flashy Buick sportsjet, with “‘tourist™ written all over it, flashed
across his nose. The Barnum’s detector circuit must have blown a fuse
— but Simworthy didn’t have time to wonder about that. He yanked, and the
Barnum zoomed wildly. It cleared the Buick with scant feet to spare, and the
tourists had their britches warmed by the blast from the older rig’s tail.

Pale, Simworthy flicked the Barnum into the simplest orbital course availa-
ble, punched the autopilot, and stomped away from the panel. If only he'd
gotten their license number! The knowledge that it was undoubtedly his own
fault, that he couldn’t haul anyone into court with the cops hot after him, and
that the Barnum’s insurance had lapsed several months before to cap it all,
was submerged beneath his anger. Damn people anyway!

Simworthy reached the first-aid locker, clutched a bottle of his best alcoholic
medicine, took several healthy swigs, choked, and came up gasping for air. His
horrible suspicion was confirmed immediately. The perspiration on his neck
turned into drops of ice that snowballed down his spine. The door of the locker
was swinging open — had been swinging open throughout the action —
and the vial was no longer in its place. Simworthy tore his long-suffering hair
and groaned a mighty groan.

It didn’t take him long to find the vial. He almost stepped on it. It was lying
on its side on the floor.

Under stress, Simworthy’s brain clicked with unusual clarity. He became
deductive. The vial, he saw, was empty. There was a brownish spot on the deck
beneath it. But it was a very small spot indeed. Not nearly big enough to
account for the entire contents. The stuff couldn’t have soaked in, and it
obviously hadn’t run off, or splashed elsewhere.

“Walter!” bellowed Simworthy.

The Nimoon raised its snoot, uncoiled itself from an air vent, and shricked
at Simworthy chummily. When Simworthy dove, Walter made a belated effort
to climb up the bulkhead. Simworthy’s huge hands closed on the frightened
beasty, and in Simworthy’s eyes gleamed a lust for blood.

Came a fairly exact repetition of the business gone through in Simworthy’s
meeting with the Hermit. All anger drained out of the big trader, and he
relaxed his grip on the Nimoon. Walter chirped at him, managing to sound
puzzled.

“Walter,” said Simworthy, “Walter. You shouldn’t have drunk that stuff.
You shouldn’t have, Walter. But it’s all right — as long as it didn't hurt you,
Walter.”

He deposited his charge on the deck and retired, with the whiskey bottle,
to his chair. He loved Walter, but disappointment was great. Practically sob-
bing, he was in no mood to figure whether he actually loved Walter any more
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than he had before. Indeed, Simworthy’s emotions did not run to fine shadings;
they were big and awkward like the man himself. All Simworthy knew was,
he loved the confounded pest too much to wring its ridiculous head from its
neckless shoulders. Drat it! The bottle drove rapidly toward emptiness.

The liquor may not have been entirely responsible for the idea, but it
certainly helped. Simworthy suddenly saw that all of his plans were not ruined
after all. He couldn’t make himself lovable — hence irresistible to customers
— now. But with Walter as a tool, he’d be almost as well off. In fact, with
Walter perched on his shoulder as he gave his sales talk, the aura might cover
them both, with the same effect. Love my Nimoon, love me! All was not lost.

Simworthy landed on Agrab-Grob.

He landed in the central square of a city that was, while puny by practically
any standards, the major one on the planet. Simworthy looked out at the crowd
of natives that gathered around him, and almost took off again immediately.
The Agrab-Grobians were roughly humanoid, eight feet tall, pure blue, and
had big teeth. They carried crude but reliable-looking weapons, and they
obviously didn’t want company.

Simworthy made sure that Walter was nestled snugly under his arm as he
opened the outer hatch. This would be the acid test. If it failed, he’d have to
go on trading on his own skill and luck. That is, he shuddered, if the natives
let him go at all. They weren’t supposed to be cannibalistic, but how did he
know just where they drew the line? And they looked . . . Brr.

The crowd pressed in. Simworthy raised his left hand in a peaceful, though
shaky, gesture, and clutched Walter tighter. There was a murmuring from the
crowd, which told him nothing.

Little was known of the Agrab-Grobian language, but it had been estab-
lished that it was a variation of Lower Jogamish, Jogam being a more ad-
vanced, and friendlier, planet of the same system. Thus, with the aid of the
Spaceman’s Conversational Guide, Simworthy knew he could get his ideas
across. “‘Peace!” he bellowed. *‘Friendship! Advantage to you! Gifts!" The last
was a distortion of the truth, but it seemed like a good idea.

Slowly, the trembling in Simworthy’s knees ended. The blue giants were
making no move to chase him out. They waited, shuffling their feet. And
gradually, it dawned on Simworthy that they were smiling. For the first time,
he realized the true power of the love potion, and the wide radius of its effects.

An Agrab-Grobian in a fancy headdress shouldered his way through the
mob. Planting himself before Simworthy, he made a perfunctory gesture in
imitation of the trader’s, and began a long speech. Out of it, Simworthy got
something like: *“Wonderful small animal. You master wonderful small ani-
mal. You wonderful. Friend.”

It was such an exact statement of what Simworthy had expected that he
almost keeled over. But the businessman in him came to the fore. He handed
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the chief a cheap plastic necklace. “Gift,” he said. *‘Peace. Barter, maybe?”

The chief studied the beads with a pleased expression, but only briefly. He
returned his gaze to Simworthy and Walter, and made an even longer speech.
Out of it, Simworthy got: *Yes.”

The city’s central square was also its marketplace. Simworthy saw that he
could expect a fine haul of valuable metals and gems. The fact that it was all
carved into small, oddly shaped trinkets bothered him not at all. He set up
shop.

Hours passed, during which business boomed. Simworthy unloaded various
cheap junk from the Barnum’s hold. The natives showered him with gim-
micks, and every resident worked his way to the front of the crowd at least
once to stand beaming at Simworthy with unabashed awe and amour.

He was demonstrating the advantages of a trick can opener, hampered
somewhat by the fact that the Agrab-Grobians had no cans to open, when the
tragedy happened. The chief, who had not been in evidence for some time,
returned and leaned against the Barnum’s hull in a typical “holding up the
building” pose. Out of his speech, Simworthy got: “Friend. Barter. Barter
good. You take chief’s pet. I take little animal.”

Simworthy looked, thunderstruck, at the chief. He looked at another native,
obviously a servant, who had followed, hauling along a reluctant something
on a leash. The something appeared to be a ferocious, six-legged razorback
hog. Getting more horrified by the second, Simworthy looked at the chief
again.

He started to protest, but could think of nothing to say except for the one
word, no. He said ““No.” He kept on saying it.

The chief, still beaming, reached down and plucked the Nimoon from
Simworthy’s shoulder.

Simworthy made a desperate grab. The chief, seeing it coming, lifted the
Nimoon high over his head. Walter woke up enough to take part in the action
himself. He screamed, and bit the chief on the wrist.

The chief yelled and grabbed his wrist with his other hand. Walter somer-
saulted to the ground, where he began to make frantic scrambling motions
with all his tentacles. As if fired by the same trigger, Simworthy, the chief, the
servant, and the six-legged horror pounced upon Walter all at the same time.

Dust rose. Everybody shouted. Simworthy got an elbow in his nose, which
began to spurt blood. The Nimoon caterwauled, and the bigger beast growled
and snuffled fiercely. As Simworthy’s vision cleared, he realized with a shock
that the chief’s servant was waving a long knife with utter disregard for the
life and limb of anyone concerned.

Panting, the frightened trader dug in his heels and rolled out from under.
The scuffle quieted down. Simworthy shook his head, but could not eliminate
a roaring noise in his ears.
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chasing him, apparently. A few of them were looking at the chief, hiding grins
behind their hairy paws. But most of them were gazing in Simworthy’s direc-
tion, and their eyes were still filled with the rawest form of respect and
devotion.

And that was that, just about. Later, as Simworthy jockeyed a richly laden
Barnum back toward more civilized planets — planets that would pay a big
price for his cargo — he figured it out. It was lucky for him that he did. It was
lucky, that is, that he plucked one of the fleas out of his hair alive and looked
at it, before he had scratched them all into oblivion.

The vial, he realized then, must have landed smack on Walter's neck, the
fluid soaking into Walter’s receptive mane. And the fleas had drunk their
fill. And at some point in the proceedings, some of those fleas . . .

Simworthy scratched again, but gently now, delicately, probing carefully to
capture alive as many of the insects as he could. He hadn't guessed, then, how
profitable they might be. At the moment, he was simply, suddenly, completely
crazy about the lovable little things!

And that’s how Simworthy’s Flea Circus started. So you'll know, if you ever
get a chance to see it, exactly why you can’t help going overboard about the
antics of the normally uninteresting little pests. But even forewarned, and with
full knowledge about them, you won’t be able to help yourself.

You'll love ’em!
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much longer.”” Bagarf gulped his brew. “Fortunately, there’s a system just
under two hundred Units away. We'll have to land and try to kick this thing.”

A polar orbit was established around the third planet. Anxiously, the aliens
watched the main scanner as the green planet passed below.

“There!” Nefark pointed.

Bagarf nodded and began their descent. A large estate grew on the screen:
a mansion amid acres of immaculately trimmed lawns and flower beds.

The spacecraft settled softly on the lawn. Bagarf, wearing a light pressure
suit and breathing mask, stepped onto the clipped grass.

A dozen or so bipeds were warily approaching him. All wore clothing with
green and brown stains, especially at the knees; they clutched a variety of hand
tools.

Bagarf stopped. He glanced at the perfect flower beds, then held out his arms
to the bipeds and said, “Take me to your weeder!”

“It's me!”

Gahan Wilson, Originally appcarcd in The Magazine of Fontasy and Science Fiction
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planet,” he said stiffly, “and you call it ‘just another job." Why, I would have
given my right antenna to get it!”

Narli realized that he had again overstepped the invisible boundary between
candor and tactlessness. He poked at the nuts with a stylus.

“Honored by being the first of our species to be offered a guinea-pigship,”
he murmured.

He had not considered this aspect of the matter before, but now that it
occurred to him, he was probably right.

“Oh, I don’t mind, really.” He waved away the other’s sudden commisera-
tion. “You know I like being alone most of the time, so I won’t find that
uncomfortable. Students are students, whether they’re Terrestrials or Saturni-
ans. I suppose they'll laugh at me behind my back, but then, even here, my
students always did that.”

He gave a hollow laugh and unobtrusively put out one of his hands for a
nut. “At least on Earth I'll know why they’re laughing.”

There was pain on Slood’s expressive face as he firmly removed the nut tray
from his friend’s reach. “I didn’t think of it from that angle, Narli. Of course
you’re right. Human beings, from what I've read of them, are not noted for
tolerance. It will be difficult, but I'm sure you’ll be able to — ** he choked on
the kindly lie — “win them over.”

Narli repressed a bitter laugh. Anyone less likely than he to win over a
hostile alien species through sheer personal charm could hardly be found on
Saturn. Narli Gzann had been chosen as first exchange professor between
Saturn and Earth because of his academic reputation, not his personality. But
although the choosers had probably not had that aspect of the matter in mind,
the choice, he thought, was a wise one.

As an individual of solitary habits, he was not apt to be much lonelier on
one planet than another.

And he had accepted the post largely because he felt that, as an alien being,
he would be left strictly alone. This would give him the chance to put in a lot
of work on his definitive history of the Solar System, a monumental project
from which he begrudged all the time he had to spend in fulfilling even the
minimum obligations expected of a professor on sociable Saturn.

The salary was a weighty factor too — not only was it more than twice what
he had been getting, but since there would be no necessity for spending more
than enough for bare subsistence, he would be able to save up a considerable
amount and retire while still comparatively young. It was pleasant to imagine
a scholarly life unafflicted by students.

He could put up with a good deal for that goal.

But how could he alleviate the distress he saw on Karn’s face? He did not
consciously want to hurt the only person who, for some strange reason, seemed
to be fond of him, so he said the only thing he could think of to please: “All
right, Karn, I'll go to the Perzils’ tomorrow night.”
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“We shall do everything in our power to make your stay here a happy and
memorable one.”

“I wish you would begin by doing something about the climate,” Narli
thought. It was stupid of him not to have realized how hot it would be on
Earth. He was really going to suffer in this torrid climate, especially in the tight
Terrestrial costume he wore over his fur for the sake of conformity. Of course,
Justice compelled him to admit to himself, the clothes wouldn’t have become
so snug if he hadn’t eaten quite so much on board ship.

Purrington indicated the female beside him. “May I introduce my wife?"

*Oh-h-h,” the female gasped, “isn’t he cuze!”

The President and Narli stared at her in consternation. She looked abashed
for a moment, then smiled widely at Narli and the press photographers.

“Welcome to Earth, dear Professor Gzann!" she exclaimed, mispronounc-
ing his name, of course. Bending down, she kissed him right upon his fuzzy
forehead.

Kissing was not a Saturnian practice, nor did Narli approve of it; however,
he had read enough about Earth to know that Europeans sometimes greeted
dignitaries in this peculiar way. Only this place, he had been given to under-
stand, was not Europe but America.

“I am having a cocktail party in your honor this afternoon!” she beamed,
smoothing her flowered print dress down over her girdle. **You'll be there at
five sharp, won't you, dear?”

“Delighted,” he promised dismally. He could hardly plead a previous en-
gagement a moment after arriving.

“I've tried to get all the things you like to eat,” she went on anxiously, ‘‘but
you will tell me if there’s anything special, won't you?”

“I am on a diet,” he said. He must be strong. Probably the food would be
repulsive anyhow, so he'd have no difficulty controlling his appetite. “*Diges-
tive disorders, you know. A glass of Vichy and a biscuit will be —

He stopped, for there were tears in Mrs. Purrington’s eyes. “*Your tummy
hurts? Oh, you poor little darling!”

“Gladys!” the President said sharply.

There were frismil nuts at Mrs. Purrington’s cocktail party and vilbar and
even slipnis broogs . . . all imported at fabulous expense, Narli knew, but then
this was a government affair and expense means nothing to a government since,
as far as it is concerned, money grows on taxpayers. Some of the native foods
proved surprisingly palatable, too — paté de foie gras and champagne and
little puff pastries full of delightful surprises. Narli was afraid he was making
a zloogle of himself. However, he thought, trying not to catch sight of his own
portly person in the mirrors that walled the room, the lean days were just
ahead.

Besides, what could he do when everyone insisted on pressing food on him?
“Try this, Professor Gzann.” “Do try that, Professor Gzann.” (**Doesn’t he
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school food was inedible for all intelligent life forms, everyone ate the Satur-
nian dishes and praised Narli as a public benefactor.

That night, alone in the quiet confines of his small room at the Men’s
Faculty Club, Narli had spread out his notes and was about to start work on
his history when there was a knock at the door. He trotted over to open it,
grumbling to himself.

The head of his department smiled brightly down at him. “*Some of us are
going out for a couple of drinks and a gabfest. Care to come along?”

Narli did not see how he could refuse and still carry the Saturnian’s burden,
so he accepted. Discovering that gin fizzes and alexanders were even more
palatable than champagne and more potent than vilbar, he told several Satur-
nine locker-room stories which were hailed with loud merriment. But he was
being laughed at, not with, he knew. All this false cordiality, he assured
himself, would die down after a couple of days, and then he would be able to
get back to work. He must curb his intellectual impatience.

In the morning, he found that enrollment in his classes had doubled, and
the room was crowded to capacity with the bright, shining, eager faces of
young Terrestrials athirst for learning. There were apples, chocolates, and
imported frismil nuts on his desk, as well as a pressing invitation from Mrs.
Purrington for him to spend all his weekends and holidays at the White House.
The window was fitted with an air-conditioning unit which, he later discov-
ered, his classes had chipped in to buy for him, and the temperature had been
lowered to a point where it was almost comfortable. All the students wore
coats.

When he went out on the campus, women — students, teachers, even stran-
gers — stopped to talk to him, to exclaim over him, to touch him, even to kiss
him. Photographers were perpetually taking pictures, some of which turned
up in the Student Union as full-color postcards. They sold like Lajl out of
season.

Narli wrote in Saturnian on the back of one: *“Having miserable time; be glad
you're not here,” and sent it to Slood.

There were cocktail parties, musicales, and balls in Narli’s honor. When he
tried to refuse an invitation, he was accused of shyness and virtually dragged
to the affair by laughing members of the faculty. He put on so much weight
that he had to buy a complete new Terrestrial outfit, which set him back a
pretty penny. As a result, he had to augment his income by lecturing to
women’s clubs. They slobbered appallingly.

Narli’s students did all their homework assiduously and, in fact, put in more
work than had been assigned. At the end of the year, not only did all of them
pass, but with flying colors.

“I hope you’ll remember, Professor Gzann,” the president of the university
said, “that there will always be a job waiting for you here — a nonexchange
professorship. Love to have you.”
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vided he signs a release allowing you, Maude, to have his hearts for scientific
investigation.”

“Don’t tell me he believed that horse excrement!" said Maude.

“Well, you know this modern attitude about accepting the myths and beliefs
of intelligent aliens. It wouldn’t have been polite for him not to believe me.
Besides, the Foys have a profound admiration for terrestrial science, and I
think this one is a little flattered that we should want his hearts. He promised
to consider the suggestion, and I hope he decides soon because he can’t live
more than another day or so. We must have his permission by interstellar law,
and the hearts must be fresh, and . . . Ah, his signal.”

Dwayne Johnson moved in with smooth and noiseless speed.

“Yes?” he whispered, unobtrusively turning on the holographic recording
device in case the Foy wished to grant permission.

The Foy’s large, gnarled, rather treelike body lay motionless on the bed. The
bulging eyes palpitated (all five of them) as they rose, each on its stalk, and
turned toward Dwayne. The Foy’s voice had a strange tone and the lipless
edges of his open round mouth did not move, but the words formed perfectly.
His eyes were making the Foyan gesture of assent as he said:

“Give my big hearts to Maude, Dwayne. Dismember me for Harold’s choir.
Tell all the Foys on Sortibackenstrete, that I will soon be there . . .”






PART IV

Wacky Time Travel Problems

The One Thing Lacking

ISAAC ASIMOV

How I long to love Helen of Troy,
Cleopatra, Marie Antoinette.
It would give me such ultimate joy
Could I only move backward and get
The great beauties of history’s pages.
Think how greatly resounding my name
As I top all the belles of the ages.
How eternal and gilt-edged my fame!
Yet though that is my whole life’s ambition;
Though I'm handsome and wealthy and clean;
Though I laugh at the poor competition,;
What I lack is just one time machine.






The Merchant of Stratford

FRANK RAMIREZ

This story gives rise to one of those strange problems that rack the brain and may
be insoluble paradoxes. If someone offers three Asimovs and an Ellison for
something, is that because I can be taken in multiple doses whereas one of
Harlan is enough for anybody? Or is it because three of me is about equivalent
to one of him? Oh, well, read the story and decide for yourself

I TENSED with anticipation as the straps were tightened. The moment had
finally come.

Gone from my mind were the agonies of years in planning, months in
engineering, days in language training.

All thoughts were swept behind as I focused my attentions on the task at
hand. Imagine! The wonder of it! Traveling back in time to speak with none
other than the Immortal Bard himself! Unbelievable!

The greatest poet of all time, the man whose plays were still box-office hits
after four hundred years, a man who could speak to and move humanity across
the span of centuries — and to think he did it all by accident! For surely he
had only written those masterpieces to fill a specific demand, writing parts to
be performed by specific actors on a specific stage. What a genius!

In my storage compartment were volumes for his perusal — a concise history
of the world through the year 2000, a selection of the greatest poets since the
master, selected volumes of Shakespearean criticism, and the massive one-
volume Armstead Shakespeare, the definitive Shakespeare, published in 1997.

What would the Bard think of the changes in technology, of the new
direction art had taken, of the advance of our scholarship? I had hopes that
the praise of four centuries would comfort him during his declining years,
bringing a peace to his soul.

And 1 wondered, would he accept my offer and return with me to the
twenty-first century?

I remembered the trepidation of my staff with regard to the so-called dan-
gers of time travel. Would my presence in the early seventeenth century change
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the course of history? It took many days to convince all concerned that their
fears were groundless. I was going to visit the past. Therefore, if I had suc-
ceeded, I had already been there. I had always been there. With a little help
from a philosopher of the university, I made my point.

I slept little the night before. I paced furiously, thoughts racing. The fruits
of the ages were to be laid humbly at his feet. Would he find the specially bound
volumes worthy? Lord grant he would accept and enjoy.

Would our lifestyle shock his sensibilities? Surely not, for he was the univer-
sal man.

These and many other questions passed through my mind that night.

After an eternity — morning.

I ate, then donned the costume provided by the theater department. I was
dressed as a man of moderate wealth. My beard was trimmed to fit any
prevailing fashion. My purse was filled with coin that would serve.

As I entered the sphere I turned and smiled at the white-suited technicians.
A quick wave, I slipped inside, and the door was slammed into place. At last
I was alone. I clasped the straps, and they tightened themselves. I relayed the
readings of several instruments, listened to last-minute instructions, and
waited.

Tensing, I watched as the chronometer marked the last few seconds. The
moment passed —

When the grand millisecond arrived I felt little more than a minor lurch.
I had arrived.

My first impulse was to force open the door and run into the open air, to
breathe the air the Bard was breathing, to share his world.

Instead, I took two deep breaths, paused, then went through the checklist.

But all the time I thought: 1615! Shakespeare had retired from the stage. Soon
I would learn -— what would I learn? The exact texts of the plays, perhaps the
extent of the canon, answers to all the mysteries, details of his life; did all of
these things wait for me?

When at last I completed the checklist I depressurized the cabin, opened the
door, and stepped into the seventeenth century.

I also stepped into a pile of dung.

I spent a few moments hiding the machine in some bushes. One of my
worries was that I might startle the highly superstitious natives who, believing
in the supernatural, might attempt to do me harm. This caused me to wonder:
Would the Bard himself believe that he was in the presence of a devil or an
angel? Nay; surely Ae could accept the truth.

I sang as I tramped — one mile, two miles . . . Stratford was proving to be
farther than I thought . . . three, four, hmmmm . . . six, seven, gasp . . . eight,
wheeze . . . was that —? Yes — I could see — I had arrived at —

Stratford.

I hurried, guided by a map prepared by the history department.
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It was not long before I reached what could only be New Place, the residence
of Master Will. More than a little excited, I approached the gate, passed
through it, and stepped forward toward the door. I briefly noted that the actual
house was quite different, more — modern, if that's the word, than I had
imagined. It mattered little to me at the moment, however. My heart skipped
a beat as I read the name on the plate: Mast. Wm. Shakespear. I had arrived.

I knocked firmly on the door, determined not to disgrace my century. A
woman (no doubt the former Anne Hathaway) came to answer. Looking me
over with what I thought might be amusement (was there something wrong
with my costume?!) she said, “What ho! Stand and present yourself !

“I have come,” I said, ““‘upon a matter of momentous importance. Is Master
Shakespeare at home?!”

Hesitating not a moment, she shouted over her shoulder, ‘‘Hey nonny, ho
nonny, another nonny ninny, Will!"

Mystified, I followed her beyond the door, puzzling over her remark. Lead-
ing me down a murky corridor, she at last brought me to a small study, which
she indicated I should enter. I did so with much emotion.

There he sat!

Head down, pen racing across paper, the books filling the dim shelves, light
streaming through the window to illumine the words divine: Shakespeare,
messenger of the gods! What unknown work was he penning, what sonnet
unimagined; with what phrase unguessed was he gracing paper as no product
of coarse wood deserved to be? In that instant I wished wildly that I was the
paper, the ink, the instrument by which the immortal bard —

He lifted his head and spoke.

“Sit down, won't you?"' he said. “I'll be with you in a moment.”

Something strange there.

But his voice . . . and his words! “I'll be with you in a moment.” Who else?
Who else could have spoken those words? I resolved at my earliest opportunity
to travel further back into time, to the days when a younger Shakespeare
graced the stage.

He blew his nose on his sleeve.

Of course, I thought hurriedly, I mustn’t judge him by my standards.
Besides, a deeper problem weighed on my mind. How could I possibly convey,
without shocking, my mission to this most excellent member of the human
race?

I reached for my camera, determined to save for all time a true portrait of
the man who transcended ages. I brought the device to my face, glanced
through the viewfinder, and prepared to press the button when I noticed that
a hand was obscuring the vision of the lens.

The hand belonged to none other than Will himself. I lowered the camera.
But of course, how stupid of me, the strange instrument frightened him. I
would explain its function and —
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“Haven’t you ever heard of him?" he asked. “And while you're at it send
some Asimov too. Can’t get enough through channels. I've got almost all of
Heinlein's books, but let me see if there’s something you . . .”

Tapering off, he turned to face a list stapled — stapled! — below his book-
shelf, which I could now see very clearly. The bindings were decidedly un-
seventeenth century.

*I remember now!" he brightened. “‘See if you can find me that issue of
Galaxy from the summer of 1973. I've been dying to read the end of that Clarke
novel.”

*“Who are all these people?”

“Science fiction writers,” he said with reverence. **You fool,” he added with
derision.

“You /like science fiction?”

One would have thought I'd cursed the Queen and spit on the Bible by the
look he gave me.

*“Of course I do. It reminds me of my work.”

“I’'m afraid I don’t understand.”

*“Well, it’s honest, for one thing. I wrote plays, and was looked down upon
by my contemporaries for doing so. I didn’t write what was considered litera-
ture. I wrote to entertain and to make a little money. The same thing was true
for sf. But what happened centuries after its birth? Let me see if I can find my
copy of that variorum edition of 7he Martian Chronicles. Now you’ve got me
sounding like a Heinlein character.”

I said nothing.

“Something the matter?”’ he asked.

“Yes, something’s the matter. Speak Elizabethan.”

“Maybe later, if you behave. And don’t forget, James is on the throne. You
should have asked me to speak Jacobean.”

“What's going on here?” I shouted. “I'm the first person to travel back in
time!"”

“But you’re certainly not the first to get here!”

1 shook my head as he continued.

“I've been getting visitors from the future as far back as I can remember.
My mother, being a good Christian woman, had the hardest time giving me
suck, because the documentary team from the thirty-third century wanted to
film it all. I barely survived childhood. Fortunately my father was a shrewd
businessman. He managed to capitalize off the circumstances. Of course he
spent so much time in negotiations that he couldn’t attend council meetings
so, you know, he was thrown out, but — say, don’t tell me you're surprised
by all this. Why do you think I died only fifty years after 1 was born? I spent
forty years in countless different centuries.”

“What did you do?"
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I could see there was nothing left for me to do. I turned to leave, a broken
shell.

POP! What —1?

A man stepped out of nothing, holding what appeared to be an annoyed
octopus. He stuck a tentacle in my face.

“That’s right, look into the trivid, that’s a good Timey. Pevlik, System News
Syndic, twenty-third century. Would you mind answering a few —

POP!

“Here he is. My, you've given me a chase. Astor, Galactic Globe. Tell me,
what is your impression of —

POP!

“Stanik, Centauri Sentinel —

POP! POP!

“Hey! You!"

POP! POP! POP!

“Stilgrin, Filbert Studge Stationer!”

POP! POP! POP! POP! POP!

Ten, fifteen, twenty assorted humanoids suddenly surrounded me. 1 felt
faint, dizzy, dazed. I could hardly breathe.

“Let me out of here! What’s going on?"

“Don’t you know?” asked someone with purple hair.

“Know what?”

In unison: “You're the first Time Traveler!”

Everything began to fade as I sank to my knees. No, I thought, don’t let it
end this way.

“Zounds!” shouted a familiar voice. *By Gis and by Saint Charity, give the
man air.”

“Aw, come on, Will, give us a break,” said one of the reporters.

“That I will. Doubt that the stars are fire, but never doubt that old Shaxpur
would ever forget the people that made him famous. I know you want exclu-
sives on the first Time Traveler, and I promise you, speaking as the lad’s
business manager —

_ “My what?” I shouted. *“A second ago you were ushering — "

“In the words of another Immortal Bard, ‘It’s raining soup, grab a bucket!’
You want to make a little cash on this thing? These guys’ll steal you blind if
you Jet them.”

“And you?"

He tried unsuccessfully to look hurt.

“I'd only take forty percent, no more than my fair share. It's only fitting I
take care of you as my father took care of me.”

“How much did he take?”

“Eighty percent till my twenty-first year.”






The Wheel of Time

ROBERT ARTHUR

Things have a way of rebounding. Biters get bitten, and those who live by the
sword die by the sword. People hate it when it happens to them. (I know, I have
a whole list of remembered incidents in my life in which I had the last word only
to find that someone else then had the after-the-last word and wiped me out.)
It’s always funny, though, when it happens to someone else, especially to someone
who's too smart for his own good (that is, smarter than you are).

IT WAS A LOVELY SUNDAY MORNING in July when Jeremiah Jupiter
called to suggest a picnic. I must have been feeling suicidal that day, because
I accepted.

Jeremiah Jupiter has a mint of money and a yen for scientific experimenting
—on me, if he can. His mind and lightning work the same way — fast, in
zig-zag streaks. He’s either the greatest scientist who ever lived, or the worst
screwball who ever trod this mundane sphere.

But I had an excuse this time for not realizing he was up to something. 1
thought he meant a real picnic — the kind with lots of cold chicken and lobster
salad. If there’s anything Jupiter loves besides science, it’s eating, especially on
picnics. The lunch basket his Javanese boy packs up would lure Oscar of the
.Waldorf away from his skillet.

I stipulated, however, that I absolutely must be back in New York by
evening, for I had an important dinner engagement with an out-of-town editor.
He was returning to Chicago Monday morning, so at dinner we were going
to settle on terms for a serial of mine he wanted to buy, provided he could take
it with him and rush it to the press the minute he got back to Chicago. Since
I figured on getting at least two thousand for the story, I was anticipating that
dinner with considerable zest.

Jupiter promised we would be back in time, said he'd call for me in an hour,
and rang off. I dressed, in some lightweight flannels, one of the new Pandanus
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motorcycles around and around while they study the encyclopedia.”

“Jupiter — " now I was just whispering — *I do not say that makes sense,
but I'll accept it. On looking closer, however, I see that beside the motorcycles
are three bass drums. What the devil are the drums for?”

“You will have to let me x-ray your throat when we return, Lucius,” Jupiter
said, with a worried expression. “You sounded so strange then . . . Why, the
drums are —

“Part of the act!”

“Yes, indeed,” he agreed brightly. ““The drums fasten o the handlebars of
the motorcycles. Then the chimps ride the motorcycles around on the stage
— I bought them from a vaudeville animal act — beating the drums, reading
the encyclopedia, and throwing out oranges to the audience.”

I was reduced to speechlessness for a good half hour as we drove up the
Jersey shore of the Hudson. At last I made an effort and blinked the glassy
feeling from my eyes.

“You,” I said, “brought along three chimpanzees who ride motorcycles,
beat bass drums, study the encyclopedia, and throw oranges at people, all at
one and the same time — you brought along these intelligent, educated, amia-
ble, sociable, versatile creatures to keep us entertained while we picnic? You
did all this just to while away the time and amuse us as we eat? Is that it,
Jeremiah?”

My chubby companion shook his head.

“Not at all, Lucius,” he piped. “They will play an important part in the
epochal scientific achievement you are going to witness. Although I have food
with me, this is really going to be a picnic of science, Lucius, a feast of
knowledge rather than a mere gorging of the corporeal body. Aren’t you
excited at the thought?”

I gurgled slowly and collapsed.

*“No,” I murmured hollowly. *“No, I won’t help you.”

“Help me do what, Lucius?”

“Whatever it is you’re planning. I won’t help you.”

“I was afraid of that,” my small friend sighed sadly. *“That’s why I brought
the chimpanzees. They’re highly trained, very intelligent, and they shall be my
only assistants in the precedent-shattering feat I am about to perform. You
need do nothing but look on. And applaud, of course.”

“What — " I hardly dared ask it — “what is the experiment, Jeremiah?"

Jeremiah Jupiter’s face took on the rapt, dreamy look I knew too well.

“I am going,” he said, ““I am going, Lucius, to upset the time rhythm of the
universe!”

There is nothing small about Jupiter. When he takes a notion to investigate
space and distance, he short-circuits infinity. Now that it had occurred to him
that time would make a fascinating scientific plaything, he was preparing to
upset the universe's time rhythm, whatever that was.
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“Jupiter,” I said in the merest whisper, “Jupiter, let me out right here. I'm
going to walk back.”

“I really am worried about you, Lucius,” Jupiter told me, swinging the truck
off the road into a muddy lane leading through a wood. “I'm positive there’s
something wrong with . . . But anyway, here we are. Here's where we're going
to have our picnic.”

He pulled the truck to a stop in the middle of a grassy meadow dominated
by a large oak tree. A hundred yards away was a section of the Palisades,
dropping sheer to the blue of the Hudson River. In the other direction, the field
sloped gently.

There were, however, several large grassy mounds in the middle of the
meadow, and one of these showed signs of having been dug into recently. The
spot where Jupiter chose to stop was between the tree and the mounds, and
he immediately jumped down and ran around to open up the back of the truck.

*“Come, Lucius!” he called. “‘I need your help. That’s a boy, King. Good girl,
Queenie. Come on now, Joker. Give me the books. Get down and romp in the
grass. This is going to be a picnic.”

The three chimpanzees hopped lightly down and began doing somersaults
in the grass at the word picnic, which they seemed to recognize. Little did they
know!

The largest of the chimps had a broad, apish face, fringed by graying hair.
He was tastefully costumed in an Indian suit, with plenty of bright beadwork
around the cuffs and pockets. From time to time he paused to pick a bead off
and eat it, chewing reflectively. Then he went back to turning somersaults.

The chimp Jupiter had called Queenie had on a skirt and blouse, also Indian,
but the smallest and youngest of the three — my companion informed me that
King and Queenie were his parents, which was why he was called Joker, or
in full, Jack Joker — was gaily decked out in an acrobat'’s silk shorts and jersey
with an American eagle across his chest.

He did flipflops around his parents while Jupiter and I sweated to unload
the truck.

We ran the motorcycles, one crimson, one gold, one silver, and smaller than
standard models, down an extensible ramp onto the grass. Each had a small
sidecar attached, and in these I saw some glittering objects like gargantuan
liver pills, but I had no chance to investigate them.

Jupiter handed me down the three small bass drums, each with a portrait
of its owner painted on the head, and I placed these beside the motorcycles.
King, Queenie, and Joker recognized their property and made sounds of
anticipation, but Jupiter shooed them away.

“Go on, play,” he told them. “First we're going to eat. The drums come
later.”

Either recognizing the voice of a master before whom nature herself quailed,
or because he was now unloading the large vacuum lunch hamper, the chimps
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scampered around in circles, playing tag and chattering. Jupiter handed me
the hamper and jumped down. I tottered with it to the shade of the oak, and
he trotted at my side, rubbing his hands and exuding enthusiasm.

“Hmm,"” he said, peering into the hamper. *“No reason why we shouldn’t
eat now. Put you in a better mood perhaps, Lucius. Now let’s see, what have
we here? Breast of Hungarian pheasant? Ah!”

Munching, he flung himself down on the grass. He tossed a bag of peanuts
to each of the chimps, and they swung happily up into the lower branches of
the oak, where they squatted, eating peanuts and tossing the shells at me.
Moodily I chewed on squab in jelly, and blasphemed the base appetites that
had lured me into this expedition.

“Now, Lucius,” Jeremiah said brightly, licking his fingers, “I dare say I'll
have to outline for you what it is I'm going to do. In the first place, time is
nothing but rhythmic forces — "

“How do you know?"” I asked rudely.

“I deducted it logically,” he informed me, sinking his teeth into a turkey leg.
“It came to me in a flash one night when I was setting my alarm clock.
Everything else in nature, I realized, is rhythmic. The seasons, the progressions
of the stars, birth, life, light waves, radio waves, electrical impulses, the mo-
tions of molecules — everything. All move according to fixed and definite
rhythms. Obviously, I deduced, since the universe is constructed upon a pat-
tern of rhythm, time must be rhythmic too. It’s just that nobody ever thought
of it before.”

“And now that you've thought of it,”” I asked, opening a bottle of Moselle
from the cooling compartment, “what has it gotten you?”

“Just this, Lucius”’ Jupiter bubbled with excitement. “Any rhythm can be
interrupted by a properly applied counterrhythm!”

I opened my mouth and forgot to put anything in it. “Now surely,” Jeremiah
said patiently, “‘even though you do spend all your time swinging golf clubs,
waving tennis racquets, or whirling polo mallets, when you’re not writing the
puny little pieces of fiction you compose as an excuse for not working, you
must know some elementary physics.

“I am positive you must have read of experiments in which two light waves
of the proper lengths, being made to interfere with each other, produce dark-
ness. And the fact that two sounds, properly chosen for pitch, can get in each
other’s way, with complete silence as the result.”

I nodded.

“Yes,” I admitted. “I know about that. What's that got to do with time?”

“The time rhythm,” he corrected me. “‘Or, the Jeremiah Jupiter Time-
Rhythm Effect, as succeeding generations will call it. Why, it's quite obvious.
If you can interfere with light and produce darkness, if you can interfere with
sound and produce silence, then obviously you can interfere with present time
and produce past time.”
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“And among the objects found, Lucius, will be one or more Jeremiah Jupiter
Time Capsules! Clever, eh?”

He gazed at me brightly, but I could only scowl.

“You mean,” I demanded, “you’re going to dig down in this meadow and
plant your time capsules for the archeologists to find next week, or next
month? But I don't see —

The pink, cherubic face clouded over.

“Lucius, sometimes I despair of you,” he sighed. ““Of course not. I am going
to set up an interference in the time rhythm at this particular spot. Then the
chimpanzees will enter it with my time capsules — since I know you won't
— and they will deposit the capsules here a million years ago!”

He gazed at me anxiously.

“Are you sure you're well, Lucius? Your throat isn’t bothering you again?
You seem to be choking. Now you understand, of course. My time capsules,
deposited here a million years ago, will have been resting beneath this meadow
all that time. The archeologists, digging down into strata they know were laid
down before the dawn of history, will find at least one time capsule.

“There will be only one possible explanation — that it was actually placed
there in the past. By measuring the disintegration of the radium inside, they
will know the exact number of years it has been lying there, waiting to be found
by —

“Here, Lucius, drink this wine, please!”

I drank it. I felt stronger then, but not strong enough to argue with him.

“I do not understand, Jupiter,” I told him. ““But let that pass. I will take
your word for it. You are going to set up an interference in the time rhythm,
making today yesterday, a million years removed. But why yesterday? Why
not tomorrow too? Why not have a peep into the future as well?”

He placed his plump fingers together and pursed his lips.

“I can excuse you for asking that question,” he chirped, “‘because I asked
it myself when first the idea came to me. But it is impossible. I logically
established its impossibility and dismissed the thought from my mind.

“I think I can make it plain why, though I can reduce the present to the
past, I cannot resolve it into the future. Let us assume that you have a
grandchild someday.”

“But I'm not even married,” 1 protested.

“Please don’t be irrelevant. In the course of events your grandchild grows
up and develops an inflamed appendix that must be operated upon.”

“More likely peptic ulcers from traveling around too much via the Jupiter
Spatial By-pass,” I suggested wickedly.

He remained unruffled. “‘Let us say I am a doctor. In the course of time,
your grandchild comes to me and I cut into him, remove his appendix. I do
it then. But obviously I could never do it now, because neither grandchild nor
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necessary — and as they ride around they will throw the time capsules broad-
cast over the whole area. One or more is bound to sink into the ground, be
covered over, and remain there until the present, to be dug up by the archeolo-
gists.

“When I whistle, the chimps will ride back to us, in the present. I will turn
off the resonator. In due time one of my capsules will be found. Then I will
explain how it came to be there, and no one will be able to doubt my time
rhythm effect thereafter. It is a little complicated, but remember, that is your
fault.”

*“You could run in there and plant a capsule for yourself, Jupiter,” I sug-
gested, but he only shook his head.

“It wouldn't be feasible,” he retorted. “Now — "

He clicked a switch on his apparatus.

This time nothing went wrong. In an instant a large area of haze formed over
the old mounds. This haze thickened at first, but Jupiter fiddled with a dial,
and gradually it thinned down until it was just a shimmery area.

Within that space, a great change in the meadow had taken place.

Now great broad fronds grew up from the ground, long tentacles of un-
healthy-looking moss drooping from them. In the background were tall spiky
trees distantly resembling palms. In the foreground, a hard, sandy beach,
covered with curious shells. It was rather like a stage setting seen through a
gauze curtain.

Jeremiah Jupiter took a deep breath.

“Lucius,” he said, “'this is a solemn moment. We are standing here today,
and there is yesterday . . . All right, King, Queenie, Joker. Start!”

Unhesitatingly the three chimps started their motorcycles bouncing across
the meadow toward the shimmery area of the past that Jupiter's resonator was
producing. Steering with one foot, banging their drums with one hand, holding
out their encyclopedias as if reading in the other, they charged bravely back
into the remote past of their distant forefathers.

Jupiter watched them go, entranced. But I tapped his shoulder and pointed
to a spot behind us.

*“And there,” I said, “'is tomorrow!”

Jeremiah Jupiter turned, and his eyes bugged in disbelief.

Behind us was a second hazy area, as large as the first and the same distance
away. But within this one there was a glitter of glass and crystal. We saw a
wide street, along which low-roofed buildings stretched into the distance.
Jewellike facades shone in the sunshine, and over the roofs of the buildings
airships were swooping so rapidly we could not make out what they looked
like.

“G-good heavens!” Jupiter stuttered. My resonator is giving out a har-
monic!”
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He drank the wine, but his look remained thoughtful. After he had wiped
his lips, he said, ““Naturally, my resonator gave off a harmonic. Almost any
resonating apparatus, from a flute to a radio, will. What happened, Lucius, is
that the harmonic, instead of interfering with the time rhythm, amplified it.”

He got up, straightened his clothes, and carried the hamper to the truck.

“You understand, Lucius,” he said then, his voice reflective, “that two
vibrations don’t have to interfere with each other. Two light waves may
combine to make one stronger light. Two sound waves may combine to
produce one louder sound. Obviously what the overtone from my resonator
did was to strengthen the time rhythm, thereby driving the present into the
future.

“Thus the main vibratory wave was working in one direction, and the
harmonic directly opposite, producing equal but opposite reactions. So the
future we saw was just as far ahead of us as the past I created was behind us.
A million years, I'd say, offhand, though as unfortunately none of the time
capsules were deposited, we'll never know.”

He started to climb into the driver’s seat of his truck. At that moment
something glittered down out of nowhere and fell on his toe. Yelling, he
hopped around, holding his foot, while I picked the object up.

It was a Jeremiah Jupiter time capsule: It was, in fact, the one Jack Joker
had tossed out at the instant he started into the future.

We had just caught up to the moment in which the chimp had thrown it
away.

Preserving a stony silence after that, Jupiter drove us back to New York
through the pleasant summer twilight. The time capsule he tossed into the
Hudson as we crossed the bridge. From time to time he glanced at me in
irritation.

“I can’t for the life of me imagine what you're chuckling about,” he mut-
tered, as he drew up before my apartment building.

*“I was just thinking of King and Queenie and Joker charging down the
streets of New York a million years from now on motorcycles, throwing time
capsules at the startled inhabitants,” I told him. “It will give a very queer
impression of what their ancestors in the twentieth century were like. And you
know something, Jupiter?”

“What?” he grumbled.

“They all wore silver disks around their necks with their initials on them,”
I said. “‘Of course Joker’s initials are J.J., the same as yours. They’re bound
to think they stand for Jeremiah Jupiter, and that he’s you, and King and
Queenie are your parents. They’ll put your name under his picture in their
history books, I expect . . . Are you going to build another resonator?”

Jupiter shifted gears with a clash.

“No,” he snapped. “I have too many other things to do.”
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*“Good,” said the Major. “*Reconnaissance approach, now,"” and we went on
to a cross street and turned into it. Up ahead were several buildings I'd never
noticed before, and we went up to them and swung down off our horses. *Walk
between these buildings,” the Major said, leading his horse. “‘Quiet, now; we're
reconnoitering.”

We crept on, quiet as could be, in the shadows between the two buildings.
The one to the right looked just like the Smithsonian to me, and I knew it must
be a part of it; another building I'd never seen before. The Major was all excited
now and kept whispering. “Some new kind of weapon that will destroy the
whole Rebel Army is what we’re looking for. Let me know if you see any such
thing, boy.”

“Yessir,” I said, and I almost bumped into something sitting out there in
the open in front of the building at the left. It was big and made entirely out
of heavy metal, and instead of wheels it rested on two movable belts made of
metal; big flat plates linked together.

*“Looks like a tank,"” said the Major, “though I don’t know what they keep
in it. Keep moving, boy; this thing is obviously no use on a battlefield.”

We walked on just a step, and there on the pavement in front of us was a
tremendous cannon, three times bigger than any I'd ever seen before in my life.
It had an immense long barrel, wheels high as my chest, and it was painted
kind of funny, in wavy stripes and splotches, so that you could hardly see it
at first in the moonlight that got down between the buildings. “Look at that
thing!” the Major said softly. ““It would pulverize Lee in an hour, but I don’t
know how we’d carry it. No,” he said, shaking his head, *‘this isn’t it.  wonder
what they've got inside, though.” He stepped up to the doors and peered in
through the glass, shading his eyes with his hand. Then he gasped and turned
to me.

I went up beside him and looked through the glass. It was a long, big
building, the moonlight slanting in through the windows all along one side;
and all over the fioor, and even hanging from the ceiling, were the weirdest-
looking things 1 ever saw. They were each big as a wagon, some bigger, and
they had wheels, but only two wheels, near the front; and I was trying to figure
that out when the Major got his voice back.

“Aircraft, by God!” he said. “They've got aircraft! Win the war!”

“Air what, sir?”

“Aircraft. Flying machines. Don’t you see the wings, boy?”

Each of the machines I could see inside had two things sticking out at each
side like oversized ironing boards, but they looked stiff to me, and I didn’t see
how they could flap like wings. I didn’t know what else the Major could be
talking about, though. “Yessir,” I said.

But the Major was shaking his head again. *Much too advanced,” he said.
“We could never master them. What we need is an earlier type, and I don'’t
see any in here. Come on, boy; don’t straggle.”
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We walked on, leading the horses, toward the front of the other building.
At the doors we peeked in, and there on the floor, with tools and empty crates
lying around as though they’d just unpacked it, was another of the things, a
flying machine. Only this was far smaller, and was nothing but a framework
of wood like a big box kite, with little canvas wings, as the Major called them.
It didn't have wheels either, just a couple of runners like a sled. Lying propped
against a wall, as though they were just ready to put it up, was a sign. The
moonlight didn’t quite reach it, and I couldn’t read all the words, but I could
make out a few. World’s first, it said in one place, and farther down it said,
Kitty Hawk.

The Major just stood there for maybe a minute, staring like a man in a
trance. Then he murmured to himself, **Very like sketches of da Vinci’s model;
only apparently this one worked.” He grinned suddenly, all excited. *“This is
it, boy,” he said. **This is why we came.”

I knew what he had in mind, and I didn’t like it. “You'll never break in
there, sir,” I said. “Those doors look mighty solid, and I'll bet this place is
guarded like the mint.”

The Major just smiled, mysterious again. “Of course it is, son; it’s the
treasure house of a nation. No one could possibly get in with any hope of
removing anything, let alone this aircraft — under ordinary circumstances.
But don’t worry about that, boy; just leave it to me. Right now we need fuel.”
Turning on his heel, he walked back to his horse, took the reins, and led him
off; and I followed with mine.

Off some distance, under some trees, near a big open space like a park, the
Major set the lever inside his black box, and pressed the button. *“‘Back in 1864,
now,” he said then, and sniffed. **Air smells fresher. Now, I want you to take
your horse, go to garrison headquarters, and bring back all the petrol you can
carry. They’ve got some for cleaning uniforms. Tell them I'll take full responsi-
bility. Understand?”

“Yessir.”

*“Then off with you. When you come back, this is where I want you to meet
me.” The Major turned and began walking away with his horse.

At headquarters the guard woke a private, who woke a corporal, who woke
a sergeant, who woke a lieutenant, who woke a captain, who swore a little and
then woke up the private again and told him to give me what I wanted. The
private went away, murmuring softly to himself, and came back pretty soon
with six five-gallon jugs; and I tied them to my saddle, signed six sets of
receipts, and led my horse back through the moonlit streets of Washington,
taking a nip of applejack now and then.

I went by the White House again, on purpose; and this time someone was
standing silhouetted against the lighted east window — a big man, tall and
thin, his shoulders bowed, his head down on his chest — and I couldn’t help
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but get the impression of a weary strength and purpose and a tremendous
dignity. I felt sure it was him, but I can’t rightly claim I saw the President,
because I've always been one to stick to the facts and never stretch the truth
even a little bit.

The Major was waiting under the trees, and my jaw nearly dropped off,
because the flying machine was sitting beside him. *“Sir,” I said, “how did
you — "’

The Major interrupted, smiling and stroking his little beard: ““Very simple.
I merely stood at the front door” — he patted the black box at the saddle near
his shoulder — *“and moved back in time to a moment when even the Smith-
sonian didn’t exist. Then I stepped a few paces ahead with the box under my
arm, adjusted the lever again, moved forward to the proper moment, and there
I was, standing beside the flying machine. I took myself and the machine out
by the same method, and my mount pulled it here on its skids.”

“Yessir,” I said. I figured I could keep up this foolishness as long as he could,
though I did wonder how he had got the flying machine out.

The Major pointed ahead: “I've been exploring the ground, and it's pretty
rocky and rough.” He turned to the black box, adjusted the dial, and pressed
the button. “Now, it's a park,” he said, ‘‘sometime in the 1940s.”

“Yessir,” I said.

The Major nodded at a little spout in the flying machine. “‘Fill her up,” he
said, and I untied one of the jugs, uncorked it, and began to pour. The tank
sounded dry when the petrol hit it, and a cloud of dust puffed up from the
spout. It didn’t hold very much, only a few quarts, and the Major began
untying the other jugs. “‘Lash these down in the machine,” he said, and while
I was doing that, the Major began pacing up and down, muttering to himself.
“To start the engine, I should imagine you simply turn the propellers. But the
machine will need help in getting into the air.” He kept walking up and down,
pulling his beard; then he nodded his head. ““Yes,” he said, “‘that should do
it, I think.” He stopped and looked at me. “‘Nerves in good shape, boy? Hands
steady and reliable?”

“Yessir.”

“All right, son, this thing should be easy to fly — mostly a matter of balance,
I imagine.” He pointed to a sort of saddle at the front of the machine. *I believe
you simply lie on your stomach with your hips in this saddle; it connects with
the rudder and wings by cables. By merely moving from side to side, you
control the machine’s balance and direction.” The Major pointed to a lever.
“Work this with your hand,” he said, “to go up or down. That’s all there is
to it, so far as I can see, and if I'm wrong in any details, you can correct them
in the air with a little experimenting. Think you can fly it, boy?”

“Yessir.”

“Good,” he said, and grabbed one of the propellers at the back and began
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“Watch out!” yelled the Major, and just ahead, rushing straight at us, was
a tremendous monument or something, a tall big stone needle.

I don’t know why, but I twisted hard to the left in the little saddle and
yanked back on the lever, and a wing heaved up and the flying machine shot
off to one side, the wing tip nearly grazing the monument. Then I lay straight
again, holding the lever steady. The machine leveled off, and it was like the
first time I drove a team.

“Back to headquarters,” said the Major. ““Can you find the way?”

“Yessir,” I said, and headed south.

The Major fiddled with the dial in his black box and pressed the button, and
down below now, in the moonlight, I could see the dirt road leading out of
Washington back to headquarters. I turned for a last look at the city, but there
were only a few lights now, not looking nearly as bright as before; the red and
green lights were gone.

But the road was bright in the moonlight, and we tore along over it when
it went straight, cut across bends when it curved, flying it must have been close
to forty miles an hour. The wind streamed back cold, and I pulled out the white
knit muffler my grandma gave me and looped it around my throat. One end
streamed back, flapping and waving in the wind. I thought my forage cap
might blow off, so I reversed it on my head, the peak at the back, and I felt
that now I looked the way a flying-machine driver ought to, and wished the
girls back home could have seen me.

For a while I practiced with the lever and hip saddle, soaring up till the
engine started coughing and turning and dipping down, seeing how close I
could shave the road. But finally the Major yelled and made me quit. Every
now and then we’d see a light flare up in a farmhouse, and when we'd loak
back we'd see the light wobbling across the yard and know some farmer was
out there with his lamp, staring up at the noise in the sky.

Several times, on the way, we had to fill the tank again, and pretty soon,
maybe less than two hours, campfires began sliding under our wings, and the
Major was leaning from side to side, looking down at the ground. Then he
pointed ahead. “That field down there, boy; can you land this thing with the
engine off?”

“Yessir,”" I said, and I stopped the engine, and the machine began sliding
down like a toboggan, and I kept easing the lever back and forth, watching
the field come up to meet us, growing bigger and bigger every second. We
didn’t make a sound now, except for the wind sighing through the wires, and
we came in like a ghost, the moonlight white on our wings. Our downward
path and the edge of the field met exactly, and the instant before we hit, my
arm eased the lever back, and the skids touched the grass like a whisper. Then
we bumped a little, stopped, and sat there a moment not saying a word. Off
in the weeds the crickets began chirping again.

The Major said there was a cliff at the side of the field, and we found it and
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the river again. The Major yelled, but the applejack was bubbling inside me
and I'd never had such a thrill, and I yelled too, laughing and screaming. Then
I pulled back hard, yelling, “Whoa!” but up and over we went again, the wings
creaking like saddle leather on a galloping horse. At the top of the climb, I
leaned hard to the left, and we shot off in a wide, beautiful curve, and I never
had such fun in my life.

Then she quieted down a little. She wasn’t broken, I knew, but she could
feel a real rider in the saddle, so she waited, figuring out what to try next. The
Major got his breath and used it for cursing. He didn’t call me anything I'd
ever heard before, and I'd been in the cavalry since I joined the Army. It was
a beautiful job and I admired it. “Yessir,” I said when his breath ran out again.

He still had plenty to say, I think, but campfires were sliding under our
wings, and he had to get out his map and go to work. We flew back and forth,
parallel with the river, the Major busy with his pencil and map. It was dull
and monotonous for both me and the machine, and I kept wondering if the
rebs could see or hear us. So I kept sneaking closer and closer to the ground,
and pretty soon, directly ahead in a clearing, I saw a campfire with men around
it. I don’t rightly know if it was me or the machine had the idea, but I barely
touched the lever and she dipped her nose and shot right down, aiming smack
at the fire.

They saw us then, all right, and heard us, too. They scattered, yelling and
cursing, with me leaning over screaming at them and laughing like mad. I
hauled back on the lever maybe five feet from the ground, and the fire singed
our tail as we curved back up. But this time, at the top of the climb, the engine
got the hiccups, and I had to turn and come down in a slow glide to ease the
strain off the engine till she got her breath, and now the men below had
muskets out, and they were mad. They fired kneeling, following up with their
sights the way you lead ducks, the musket balls whistling past us.

“Come on!” I yelled. I slapped the flying machine on her side, unslung my
trumpet, and blew charge. Down we went, the engine neighing and whinnying
like crazy, and the men tossed their muskets aside and dived in all directions,
and we fanned the flames with our wings and went up like a bullet, the engine
screaming in triumph. At the top of the curve I turned, and we shot off over
the treetops, the wing tip pointing straight at the moon. *“*Sorry, sir,” I said,
before the Major could get his breath. “She’s wild — feeling her oats. But I
think I've got her under control.”

“Then get back to headquarters before you kill us,” he said coldly. “We'll
discuss this later.”

“Yessir,” I said. I'spotted the river off to one side and flew over it, and when
the Major got us oriented he navigated us back to the field.

“Wait here,” he said when we landed, and he trotted down the path toward
the General’s tent. I was just as glad; I felt like a drink, and besides I loved
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that machine now and wanted to take care of her. I wiped her down with my
muffler, and wished I could feed her something.

Then I felt around inside the machine, and then I was cussing that sentry,
beating the Major’s record, I think, because my whiskey was gone, and I knew
what that sentry had done: sneaked back to my machine and got it soon as
he had me and the Major in the General’s tent, and now he was back at the
guardhouse, probably, lapping it up and laughing at me.

The Major came down the path fast. **‘Back to Washington, and hurry,” he
said. “Got to get this where it belongs before daylight or the space-time
continuum will be broken and no telling what might happen then.”

So we filled the tank and flew on back to Washington. I was tired and so
was the flying machine, I guess, because now she just chugged along, heading
for home and the stable.

We landed near the trees again and climbed out, stiff and tired. And after
creaking and sighing a little, the flying machine just sat there on the ground,
dead tired too. There were a couple of musketball holes in her wings and some
soot on her tail, but otherwise she looked just the same.

*“Look alive, boy!’ the Major said. ““You go hunt for the horses, and I'll get
the machine back,” and he got behind the flying machine and began pushing
it along over the grass.

I found the horses grazing not far off, brought them back, and tethered them
to the trees. When the Major returned we started back.

Well, I never did get my promotion. Or my wings either. It got hot, and
pretty soon I fell asleep.

After a while I heard the Major call, *‘Boy! Boy!” and I woke up saying,
“Yessir!” but he didn’t mean me. A paper boy was running over with a
newspaper, and when the Major paid for it, I drew alongside and we both
looked at it, sitting there in our saddles near the outskirts of Washington.
BATTLE AT COLD HARBOR, it said, and underneath were a lot of smaller
headlines one after the other. Disaster for Union Forces! Surprise Attack at
Daybreak Fails! Repulsed in Eight Minutes! Knowledge of Rebel Positions
Faulty! Confederate Losses Small, Qurs Large! Grant Offers No Explanation;
Inquiry Urged! There was a news story, too, but we didn’t read it. The Major
flung the paper to the gutter and touched his spurs to his horse, and I followed.

By noon the next day we were back in our lines, but we didn’t look for the
General. We didn’t feel any need to, because we felt sure he was looking for
us. He never found us, though; possibly because I grew a beard and the Major
shaved his off. And we never had told him our names.

Well, Grant finally took Richmond — he was a great general — but he had
to take it by siege.

I only saw him one more time, and that was years later when he wasn’t a
general anymore. It was a New Year's Day, and I was in Washington and saw
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Further, the descriptive endorsement on the envelope made no mention of
the extra sheets, as it surely would have done had they been any part of the
collection.

I hesitated briefly. People tend to be touchy about their notes, academicians
more than most, as plagiarism ramps about universities more vigorously than
anyone likes to admit. The writing was difficult in any case, a tiny, crabbed
scribble. It had been done with a steel pen, and the spellings and style were
for the most part those of fin de siécle England, with a salting of unexpected
Jacobean usages. The paper was clearly well aged, darkened from a probable
white to a pale brown, uniformly because of its protected position, and the ink
cannot have been new, having faded to a medium brown.

My scruples were, after all, academic, as I had inevitably read part of the
first page while I examined it. And anyway, who was I kidding?

On this bleak last night of the year I take up my pen, my anachronistic steel pen
which I value highly among the few relics I have of my former — or is it my
future? — life, to set down a record which stands but little chance of ever being
seen by any who can comprehend it.

The political situation is becoming dangerous even for me, for all that I am
arranging to profit by my foreknowledge of events as well as from the opportuni-
ties civil confusion offers to those who know how to use it. However, my pre-
science does not in this or any other way extend to my own fate, and [ would fain
leave some trace of myself for those who were my friends, perhaps even more for
one who was my enemy. Or will be.

To settle this point at once: those events which are my past are the distant future
for all around me. I do not know what they may be for you who read this, as I
cannot guess at what date my message will come to light. For my immediate
purpose, therefore, I shall ignore greater realities and refer only to my own lifeline,
calling my present the present and my past the past, regardless of “‘actual’ dates.

To begin at approximately the beginning, then, I found it necessary in the spring
of 1891 to abandon a thriving business in London. As head of most of Britain's
criminal activities — my arch-enemy, Mr. Sherlock Holmes, once complimented
me with the title “The Napoleon of Crime.”

At this point my eyes seemed to fix themselves immovably. They began to
glaze over. I shook myself back to full consciousness, and my hand continued
to shake slightly as I slipped the pamphlet back into its envelope and the
strange papers, oh so casually, into my own notes. After an experimental husk
or two I decided my voice was functional and proceeded to return the pamph-
let and thank the librarian. Then I headed for the nearest bar, in search of a
quiet booth and beer to wash the dryness of astonishment and the dust of
centuries from my throat.

The afternoon was warm, a golden harbinger in a gray March, and the
interior of the Hawk and Dove, that sturdy Capitol Hill saloon, was invitingly
dark. It was also nearly empty, which was soothing to electrified nerves. I
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widow's peak above an extraordinary brow with a frontal development nearly as
great as my own, a neat mustache, and a small, equally neat beard. He was muffled
in a dark cloak and hood, but his one visible ear was adorned with a gold ring.
As I stood dumbly wondering, he nudged me again, and I looked in haste beyond
him for enlightenment.

The wooden floor was a platform, in fact a stage. Below on one side and above
on three sides beyond were crowds of people dressed in a style I recognized as
that of the early seventeenth century.

Another nudge, fierce and impatient: “But who did bid thee join with us?”

The line was familiar, from a play I knew well. The place, this wooden stage
all but surrounded by its audience — could it possibly be the Globe? In that case,
the play . . . the play must be . . . MACBETH! 1 all but shouted, so startled was
I at the sudden apprehension.

The man next to me expelled a small sigh of relief. A second man, heretofore un-
noticed by me, spoke up quickly from my other side. "He needs not our mis-
trust, since he delivers our offices and what we have to do, to the direction just.”

“Then stand with us,” said the first man, who I now realized must be First
Murderer. A suspicion was beginning to grow in my mind as to his offstage
identity as well, but it seemed unlikely. We are told that the Bard only played two
roles in his own plays: old Adam in 4s You Like I, and King Hamlet's ghost.
Surely . . . but my reflections were cut off short, as I felt myself being covertly
turned by Second Murderer to face upstage.

First Murderer’s sunset speech was ended, and I had a line to speak. I knew
it already, having been an eager Thespian in my university days. Of course, to my
companions and others I could see watching from the wings most of the lines we
were speaking were spontaneous. “*‘Hark!"” said I. *'I hear horses.”

Banquo called for a light **within,” within being the little curtained alcove at the
rear of the stage. Second Murderer consulted a list he carried and averred that it
must be Banquo we heard, as all the other expected guests were already gone into
the court. First Murderer proffered me a line in which he worried about the horses’
moving away; and I reassured him to the effect that they were being led off by
servants to the stables, so that Banquo and Fleance could walk the short way in. **So
all men do," I said, ““From hence to th’ Palace Gate make it their walk.”

Banquo and Fleance entered. Second Murderer saw them coming by the light
that Fleance carried, and I identified Banquo for them, assisted in the murder
— carefully, for fear habit might make me strike inconveniently hard — and
complained about the light’s having been knocked out and about our having failed
to kill Fleance.

And then we were in the wings, and I had to face my new acquaintances. Second
Murderer was no serious concern, as he was a minor person in the company. First
Murderer was a different matter altogether, however, for my conjecture had
proved to be the truth, and I was in very fact face to face with William Shake-
speare.

I'am a facile, in fact a professional, liar and had no trouble in persuading them
that I was a man in flight and had hidden from my pursuers in the “within”
alcove, to appear among them thus unexpectedly. That Shakespeare had been so
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quick of wit to save his own play from my disruption was no marvel: that the
young player had followed suit was matter for congratulation from his fellows:
that I had found appropriate lines amazed them all. I explained that I had trod
the boards at one time in my life and, in answer to puzzled queries about my
strange garb, murmured some words about having spent time of late amongst the
sledded Polack, which I supposed would be mysterious enough and did elicit a
flattered smile from the playwright.

As to my reasons for being pursued, I had only to assure my new friends that
my troubles were of an amatory nature in order to gain their full sympathy. They
could not afford openly to harbor a fugitive from justice, although players of that
time, as of most times, tended to the shady side of the law, and these would gladly
have helped me to any concealment that did not bring them into immediate
Jeopardy. As I was but newly arrived in the country from my travels abroad,
lacked employment, and could perform, they offered me a place in the company,
which I accepted gladly.

I did not need the pay, as I had observed my customary precaution of wearing
a waistcoat whose lining was sewn full of jewels, the universal currency. However,
the playhouse afforded me an ideal /ocus from which to begin making the contacts
that have since established me in my old position as *‘the Napoleon of crime,”
ludicrous title in a time more than a century before Napoleon will be born.

As to how my lines came to be part of the play’s text, Will himself inserted them
just as the three of us spoke them on the day. He had been filling the First Murderer
part that afternoon by sheer good luck, the regular player being ill, and he found
vastly amusing the idea of adding an unexplained character to create a mystery for
the audience. He had no thought for future audiences and readers, certainly not for
recondite scholarship, but only sought to entertain those for whom he wrote: the
patrons of the Globe and Blackfriars and the great folk at Court.

1 am an old man now, and, in view of the civil strife soon to burst its festering
sores throughout the country, I may not live to be a much older one. I have good
hopes, however. Knowing the outcome is helpful, and I have taken care to
cultivate the right men. Roundheads, I may say, purchase as many vices as
Cavaliers, for all they do it secretly and with a tighter clasp on their purses.

Still, I shall leave this partial record now, not waiting until I have hiberty to set
down a more complete one. If you who read it do so at any time during the last
eight years of the nineteenth century, or perhaps even for some years thereafter,
I beg that you will do me the great favor to take or send it to Mr. Sherlock Holmes
at 221-B Baker Street, London.

Thus, in the hope that he may read this, I send my compliments and the
following poser:

The first time the Third Murderer's lines were ever spoken, they were delivered
from memory.

Pray, Mr. Holmes, who wrote them?

Moriarty
London
31st December 1640
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both his interest in genealogy and inventions, as well as that slight speech
impediment which becomes troublesome only at moments of excitement. I
have always said to myself, **‘Nephi Spence Nilsen, your grandfather rose above
this, and so will you.” It invariably helps. Grandpa was aware of all that and
it constituted another bond between us. To sum it up: He and I both tended
to stammer, both were interested in Mormon history and genealogy, both
loved to consider mechanical devices.

It was a combination of these characteristics of Grandpa’s that brought
about a certain incident which I feel can now, safely, and should now, prop-
erly, be made known to one and all. And above and beyond that, my grand-
father specifically (though in veiled language) asked me in his will to speak out
on this matter at this particular time.

Grandpa was a peach. Perhaps it was the very enthusiasm of his devotion to
the Latter Day Saints (though Grandma drew the line when he dutifully
considered taking a second wife) that accounted for his unfailing good humor
and zest even when he was quite old. Needless to say that he was a respected
and responsible citizen, having for many years been mechanical supervisor for
the various industries operated by the Latter Day Saints Church, and was
valued for his circumspection as well as for his technical competence. Unfortu-
nately (or fortunately: let History decide) his circumspection failed him at one
crucial point in his life when —

But let me simply state the facts.

Grandpa had left England with a party of emigrants (all converts like
himself) as an already full-grown young man of fifteen, crossed the plains to
Great Salt Lake City, and within a short time was hired by President Brigham
Young to copy letters in his clear and graceful longhand. His promotion in the
Church was rapid, and after fifty years of remarkable service, he retired to his
own three-story home on First North Street. Grandma had passed from Time
into Eternity years before, and all the children had homes of their own; a
neighbor lady acted as part-time housekeeper, leaving him free to follow his
own inclinations in his own now fully free time.

The inspiration for the chief of these inclinations arose out of the only real
regret that he had ever had. Much more out of his reverence for Mormon
history than personal pride, he wished so much that he had not missed by only
a year or so having been present on that great day when Brother Brigham led
the weary pioneers to the bluff overlooking the great Utah valley and an-
nounced that they would stay and make the desert bloom like a rose. In his
retirement, Grandpa Spence secretly determined to build a device which would
transport him back to that decisive moment.

“I was born in the age of the covered wagon,” he declared to himself, “*and
have lived to see the age of the flying machine. Eternity is one thing, but Time
is another, and surely to a Saint nothing is impossible!”” He was of course not
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certain of being able to rerurn — he might even be scalped by an unconverted
Lamanite — but to these considerations he gave but a shrug and a smile. His
enormous dedication to the idea of fulfilling himself in this singular way
enabled him to work like a steam engine (he 4ad helped drive the Golden Spike
at Promontory Point — Utah! — incidentally); he was a vigorous man with
great inventive ability, and he was inspired. He completed the machine one
bright Mz;'y morning and got to Observation Bluff one hour and seventeen
minutes before Brother Brigham and his advance party arrived.

Grandpa had not calculated on finding a smooth or barely downy chin
instead of the full beard his hand automatically sought to stroke in satisfaction,
but after a moment he realized what had happened: He had traveled back in
time so successfully that he had become a stripling once again! Fortunately he
had always been moderate in diet and his twentieth-century clothes were only
slightly loose. Unfortunately he no longer had the gravity and patience of his
former years and soon became overanxious and restless. And as the pilgrim
travelers approached, his excitement drew him away from the machine, which
was well hidden by the bushes on the bluff above the new arrivals. He was
recklessly determined to get as close as possible to the principals of this historic
moment and to hear the historic words, This is the place! And in“moving
toward the travel-worn Saints, creeping along in the low bushes, he acciden-
tally dislodged a stone, which tumbled down the slide, gaining momentum.

Forgetful of all else, he stood up to warn them out of the way, but in his
excitement he found his speech impediment rendered him unable to release a
sound . . .

The stone rolled and bounced and hit Brigham just above the worn and
dusty boot on his right leg. The square, heavy face winced and swung around
and saw the still-speechless stranger above on the bluff. All the weariness and
travel of the long journey west, all the tragedy of the Mormon martyrdom, all
the outrage of the persecuted were in Brigham'’s roar of pain and astonishment.
“Look ye there!” he cried. *“Who's that? Not a speck of dust on him! Throwing
stones already! I thought this place was empty and I see that the Gentiles have
got here before us!™ And while poor young-again Spence struggled vainly to
give utterance, regret, and denial, Brigham turned and swung his arm in a
great, determined arc.

“This is not the place!™ he cried. “Onward!”

Not for a moment did anyone dream of controverting the word of the
President, Prophet, Revelator, and Seer. Onward! they echoed. And onward
they went. And the conscience-stricken young stranger, where did 4e go? Well,
where could he go? He went after them, onward, of course. Of course they
couldn’t make heads or tails of his stammering explanations, nor even of the
ones he attempted to write. But they understood that he was sorry. That was
enough. Mormons have suffered too much to be vindictive. And that night
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when the band camped, he was brought to the leader's wagon, where a small
lamp burned.

“Young man,” said Brigham, “they tell me that you have expressed a seemly
contrition for having raised your hand against the Lord’s Anointed: therefore
I forgive you in the name of Israel’s God. They also say you write a good, clear
hand. Sit down. There’s pen and ink and paper. Dear Sister Simpson, It cannot
have escaped your attention that I have observed with approbation your
— no, make that — the modesty of your demeanor, equally with your devotion
to the doctrines and covenants of the Latter Day Saints, which is of far greater
importance than the many charms with which a benign Nature has adorned your
youthful person. My advanced years will always assure you of mature advice,
and in my other seventeen — is it seventeen? or nineteen? — pshaw, boy!
— a man can’t keep all these figures in his head — my other eighteen wives you
will find a set of loving sisters. Since it is fitting that we be sealed for Time and
Eternity, kindly commence packing now in order to depart with the next party
of Saints heading for our original destination which as you know was tentatively
the peninsula called San Francisco in Upper California. Yours & sic cetera, B.
Young, Pres., Church of J.C. of L.D.S. — sand it well, son, for I hate a blotty
document.”

You’ve all read your history and must certainly have often felt thankful that
Brother Brigham did not yield to the momentary impulse he admitted he had,
and that he did not stop in Utah. Despite its impressive name, Great Salt Lake
City is just a tiny town with a pleasant enough view, but even that can't
compare with the one from my window alone. It’s a pleasant thing to sit here
in my apartment atop the hill on Saint Street, sipping a tall, cool lemonade,
and admire the view. To the west is the great span of Brigham Young Bridge
across the Golden Gate, with its great towers and seven lanes of cars; to the
east is the Tabernacle, its other-worldly shape gracing the Marina Green, with
the stately Temple nearby. I see a network of wide, dignified streets feathered
with light green trees, giving the city the look of a great park. And, being truly
a Mormon city, it is undisfigured by a single liquor saloon, tearoom, tobacco-
nist, or coffee house.

And Grandpa? After his retirement, he sold his house on Joseph Smith
Esplanade and moved to the fine apartment in the Saint-Ashbury district
where I now live. Having decided to leave,well enough alone the second time
around, he devoted his /ast last years entirely to the study of Latter Day Saint
genealogy. He felt right at home here, as do I, and why not? After all, the
Saint-Ashbury can boast of more lemonade and Postum stands per square
block than anyplace in the U.S.A., and one is always seeing and hearing those
inspiring and exciting initials: L.D.S.! L.D.S.! L.D.S.!












The Pinch Hitters

GEORGE ALEC EFFINGER

Rotten snot-nosed kids! I know to whom they're referring when they speak of
the “old dinosaurs.” Well, let’s see if they can last forty years the way some of
us dinosaurs did. (Come to think of it, we won't be around to check it out. Heck!)
After reading this story, Janet fixed me with her gimlet eye and said, “Just what
did you do at science fiction conventions before fou met me?” I think she was
thinking of the “rather nice young woman."

THE TELEPHONE RANG, and the noise woke me up. I reached across the
bed to pick up the receiver. I was still half asleep, and something about the
dimly lit hotel room disturbed me. I couldn’t identify the trouble, though.
“Hello?” I said into the phone.

“Hello? Is this Sandor Courane?" said an unfamiliar voice.

I didn’t say anything for a second or two. I was looking across the room
at the other twin bed. There was someone sleeping in it.

“Is this Sandor Courane?”” asked the voice.

“It often is,” I said.

“Well, if it is now, this is Norris.”

I was silent again. Someone was claiming to be a very good friend of mine,
using a voice that didn’t belong to Norris. “Uh huh,”” was all that I said. 1
remembered that I hadn’t been alone the night before. I was at a rather large
science fiction convention, and I had met a rather nice young woman. The
person in the other bed, still asleep, was a large man I had never seen before.

“Where are you?" asked the person who claimed to be Norris.

“In my room,” I said. “What time is it? Who is this?”

“This is Norris Page! Have you looked outside?”

“Norris,” 1 said, *I can’t think of a single reason why I would waste the
effort to walk across the room. And I don’t know how to say this, but, uh, you
don't sound at all like Norris, if you know what I mean. My clock says it's
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to have blood taken. ““We're scattered all over the United States of America.
Last night we were all in the same lousy hotel. What happened?”

“Take it easy.” When Norris said that, I knew we were all in trouble. “It
seems as though we've been, uh, transported back in time too."

I screamed, ‘“What?”

“It's 1954 out there,” said Norris.

I gave up. I wasn’t going to say another word. When I started the day, I
was sleeping very nicely. Every time I opened my mouth, it only encouraged
Norris to tell me something else I didn’t want to hear. I decided to clam up.

“Did you hear me?” he asked.

I didn’t say anything.

“It’s 1954 out there. You’'ve been transported back and put in the body of,
uh, wait a minute, I wrote it down, uh, Ellard Maclver. Do you know who
that is?"

I felt cold again. “Yes,” I said, “‘he was a utility infielder for the Red Sox.
In the fifties.”

“Right. You have a game today against the Athletics. Lots of luck.”

“What am I supposed to do?”

Norris laughed, I don’t know why. “‘Play ball,” he said.

“How do we get back?"’ I shouted. The man in the other bed grumbled and
woke up.

“I haven’t figured that out yet,” said Norris. “'I have to go. This is long
distance. Anyway, this week you play the Tigers, and you can talk it over with
Jim. He’s in the body of, uh, this guy Charlie Quinn. Second base.”

“Wonderful,” I said. “Terrific.”

“Don’t worry,” said Norris. *‘I have to go. I'll talk with you later.”” He hung
up.

I looked at the phone. “Terrific,” I muttered.

The other guy propped himself up in the other bed and said, “‘Shut up, Mac,
will you?” I just stared at him.

I realized that I should have asked Norris whose body he was in. I shrugged.
Maybe Jim would know.

A few days later we had the situation completely sorted out. It still didn’t
bring us any closer to solving the problem, but at least it was sorted out. This
is the way it looked:

FAMOUS SCIENCE POSITION AND

FICTION WRITER IN THE BODY OF TEAM BATTING AVERAGE
Sandor Courane (me) Ellard Maclver Boston Red Sox Inf. 221
Norris Page Don Di Mauro Chicago White Sox  Left Field .288
Larry Shrader Gerhardt ‘Dutch’ Ruhl  New York Yankees 1B 334
Dick Shrader Marv Croxton Cleveland Indians Center Field 291

Jim Benedetti Charlie Quinn Detriot Tigers 2B 254
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of finishing over .300. I'm going to ask for thirty thousand next season.”

“Dick,” I said loudly, “you’re not paying attention.”

“Okay. Thirty-five thousand.”

Clearly there would be no progress at all until the series in New York, when
Larry and I could go over the matter in great detail. I guess, then, that I can
skip the next several days. Not much happened, really, other than a series with
the Orioles during which I got to bat (a weak ground-out), and I had an
interview with a newspaperman who thought I was Jimmy Piersall.

Following the first game with the Yankees, Larry and I went to a small
restaurant where he wouldn’t be recognized. We ordered dinner, and while we
waited we talked. “How do you feel about this guy Dutch Ruhl taking over
your writing career?” I asked.

“Doesn’t bother me,” said Larry, gulping some beer. Larry breathes beer.

“Why not?” My hopes rose. I thought he had found a solution.

“Well, if we get out of this, there won't be any problem, right?” he said,
swallowing some more beer.

“Right,” I said.

“And if we don't get out of it, well, I'll just wait around and come up behind
him and take my career back.”

“That’s twenty years from now!” I said.

Larry didn’t look disturbed. “Think of all the ideas I'll have by then,” he
said. “I'll do ‘Star Trek’ in 1960, and 2007 in 1961, and Star Wars in 1962,
and — "

“What are you going to do with Dutch Ruhl?”

Larry knocked back the last of the beer. “Was there a Dutch Ruhl writing
science fiction when we left?”

“No.”

“Then there won't be.”

“But there was somebody in the body of Larry Shrader, maybe you, maybe
not. How are you going to prove you’re Larry Shrader?”

Larry looked at me as though I were in some way tragic. “All I need are
my driver’s license and my Master Charge.”

“Got those with you?”

Now Larry looked tragic. ““No,” he said.

“Who could stand to gain from this?” I wondered, as Larry signaled for
several more beers.

“Who?"" he said, in a hollow voice.

“Who?"” 1 said.

There was a slight pause, and then we looked at each other.

*“Who could stand to gain from the sudden disappearance of, well, if I do
say so myself, the cream of the newer generation, the hope and future of science
fiction?” he said, a little smile on his lips.

“Well,” I said, “‘apart from the Dean of Science Fiction . . ."”






349

about “Science Fiction as a Revolutionary Weapon,” and two writers and an
agent and four more fans came in, and it was getting noisy, and Jim called
down for some ice, and I went into the hall, and more fans and more pros were
coming toward the room, so I went to the elevator and went up to my room.
I opened the door carefully. The light was on and I saw that there was someone
else in the room. I was ready to turn away, but I saw that it was the same young
woman who had been with me at the start of the adventure. I looked down,
and of course I was in my old body (it’s not thar old, really, and it’s a little
worn, but it’s mine) and everything was all right for the moment. We were
victorious.
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THE LAST FLICKER OF
SUNSET DIED INTO

NIGHT WITH THE FINAL,
LINGERING NOTE OF THE
DOOKEY BIRD. THE FISH
SETTLED GRACEFULLY INTO
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A Skald’s Lament

L. SPRAGUE DE CAMP

If you want to know about me, I will tell you what I am:

I’'m a science fiction genius — all the other kinds are sham.

For I started in the era of the other-world romance,

When a hero with a broadsword faced a horde of giant ants,

Or he saved a naked princess from a fiendish Martian priest

Who fed virgins in his temple to an octopoidal beast.

But although I skewered villains till my pages ran with gore,

Yet still everybody said my stuff was such a beastly bore!
And I can’t think why!

Then the age of super-gadgetry, I modified my themes,
Using robots, proton blasters, trips in time, and tractor beams.
So my hero juggled worlds and spoke in clipped and cosmic slang,
Such as: “CQX, old reptile; how is every little fang?”
And when cornered in his spaceship by the Things from Procyon,
He destroyed them with his just-invented hyperneurotron.
But although I switched dimensions till I stripped my spatial gears,
Yet the letter writers said my stories bored them all to tears!

And I can’t think why!

Comes the human-interest story of the psychiatric kind,
Where the hero is a maladjusted jerk of feeble mind.
Now he beats his wife and children till an altruistic Slan,
Using hypnopsyonetics, makes him love his fellow man.
So I write of twerps who weep for Mom, who slobber, twitch, and glower,
And who pull the wings off Martians by their telekinetic power.
But although I make my character the cosmos’s biggest fool,
Still the readers all insist they do not want to read this drool!
And I can’t think why!












I, Claude

CHARLES BEAUMONT AND CHAD OLIVER

I admire parodies with a touch of embarrassment, for I find it very difficult to
write in any style but my own. Beaumont and Oliver, however, amuse themselves
skillfully with science fiction clichés, but with such a light touch that no one
could possibly be offended. In fact, one’s own concern, if one is a Science Fiction
Tradition, is to try to find oneself in the parody and to fear one won't. But there
I am — there I am — See that piggyback robot named Asenion at the very
beginning. Guess who!

“AND STILL THEY COME,” Claude Adams mused, with mixed pride and
regret. “Where will it all end?”

He stood on the highest balcony of his palace tower, his lined face somewhat
damp from cloud moisture, and peered down through his telescope at the
seething beehive that was Earth. The view might well have turned a lesser man
giddy.

Far below him, the silent conveyor belts were delivering another batch of
babies from the undersea incubation stations. The vast city of Nyawck, a
symphony in steel and glass, sprawled across the entire continent. Beyond it
were the fabulous ice cities of the frozen North, the oasis cities of the deserts,
the fairyland cities of the mountains, and the submarine cities beneath the
restless oceans.

The lower levels of the atmosphere were choked with gnatlike copters and
hordes of crimson-lipped juvenile delinquents in hopped-up Hellscooters. Mu-
tants swam lazily through the air with telekinetic breast strokes. Even as
Claude watched, a mobile skybilly city floated over him, bound for what
adventures heaven alone knew.

Claude sighed and summoned a piggyback robot.

“Step lively, Asenion,” he said to the clanking creature. *‘I wish to be taken
to my lower chambers.”

Asenion muttered something about being warmed by the same winds, hurt
by the same hurts, and fed by the same blood — which was not strictly true
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open, and Son flew into the room. Claude looked into his first-born’s strange
eyes.

“Et tu, Son?”

“I’'ve come from the Mutie Council to warn you, Dad,” Son said, his voice
giving no hint of the struggle raging within him. “You have fifteen minutes.
After that, I am your enemy.”

“Your filial loyalty touches me deeply,” Claude said. ‘‘Please leave at once.”

Son saluted him and flew back through the secret panel.

The murmurs of the masses in the plaza below were interfering with his
concentration. Claude smiled icily and stepped out on the balcony. An old
woman was sitting on the railing, knitting.

*“Ah, Madame Defargo,” Claude nodded. “Good evening.”

The murmur of the crowd swelled to a telepathic roar of thought:
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Imperially, Claude raised one hand, palm outward.

The crowd hushed, as with one voice.

“S0,” Claude said without emotion, “‘your Esper Muties would rule the
world, yet they cannot spell tyranny.” His voice carried to the limits of the
realm. A pin dropped. ““You have conspired against the Father of Your Coun-
try. I say this unto you: Grass will grow in the streets and blood shall flow from
your water faucets.”

Claude turned on his heel and stepped back inside. He inserted himself into
the secret chute and slid down to the underworld spaceport.

A mighty ship, first of her kind, quivered in readiness.

Claude rapped smartly on the airlock, which was instantly opened by a man
in the trim purple and green of the Space Patrol.
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through his crew-cut hair, “we have four new cases of space madness, two new
mutations due to cosmic ray bombardment, and a meteor hit Phipps.”

“Ummm,” said Claude.

The mate saluted and propelled himself from the control room. Claude
turned his attention once more to the porthole.

“A lot of miles,” he thought distantly.

Then, suddenly, with a jolt that almost caught him unawares, the spaceship
began to jerk like a wild stallion.

“Damned meteors,” Claude complained. “Vermin of space.”

He shut off his magnet, lifted himself from his chair, and floated over to the
control board. A good many lights were blinking, most of them red, and relays
were thunking into place with monotonous regularity. Somewhere, alarm bells
were ringing.

Claude’s cunning fingers played across the control banks.

Delicately, he began to bring the great ship around, standing her on her tail
to make a right-angle blastaway.

It was then that he sensed he was not alone. He turned, eyebrows slightly
lifted.

Mr. Christian slouched in the doorway, a marlinespike in his grizzled fist.
Behind him floated the mate and most of the crew.

“Where,” asked Claude with interest, “did you get that marlinespike?”

Christian smiled, inscrutably. “That,” he grinned, “‘would be telling.”

The mate advanced into the room.

“I'm taking the wheel, Captain,” he said, “under Article 184 of Patrol
Regulations.”

“There is no wheel,” Claude informed him, crisply.

Abashed, the mate fell back into the corridor. Christian, however, was made
of sterner stuff.

“You're drunk, Captain,” he said. “I'm taking over, or none of us will get
out of this meteor shower alive.”

Stung, Claude slapped him in the face with the palm of his hand. *I have
had a few drinks, yes,” he said. “That is all.”

“Nevertheless,”” Christian said, “I am taking command.”

Claude shrugged. “This,” he stated calmly, “is mutiny. I trust you under-
stand that?”

Christian laughed, and took over.

Ten hours later, what was left of the Santa Maria was safe and becalmed,
somewhere between Venus and Mercury.

“You have your choice, sir,” the mate told him. “As stipulated in Article
185 of Patrol Regulations, you may either assume your post as second-in-
command or be ejected into the void in a spacesuit.”

Claude did not hesitate. “I choose Space,” he said.
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bullet through the head of my best friend, on that indescribably unforgettable
night, owing to an encounter with an age-old monster, part squamous, part
rugose, an ichorous pulp of . . .”

Claude moved on quickly. He came upon a sad man, dressed all in black,
who was fingering a bodkin speculatively.

“To be or not to be,” the unhappy prince said. “That is the question.”

“My advice,” Claude tossed over his shoulder, “‘not to be."

He selected a reasonably sane-looking man, a Virginian if he did not miss
his guess, resting among sleeping silks and furs.

“I would like to know — "’ Claude began.

John Carter flexed a noble biceps. “I feel strangely at home here,” he
murmured, *‘far though I am from the River Iss and the Dying Sands of Mars,
by the Valley Kor, near the . . .”

Claude rushed on, past Mr. Verne and Robin Hood and the brothers
Grimm, and he noticed that they all held books in their hands. He passed a
crystal pool in which swam what can only be advertised as Sturgeon.

On past the headless horseman, Merlin, Tarzan, and Donald Duck.

At the bonfire, he turned and faced the enemy.

“Coxcombs,” he muttered, “‘with their head-in-the-clouds nonsense! I prefer
realism in my literature, a social message, a burning indictment of the mer-
chant class — something a man can get his teeth into.”

They ignored him, filling the air with their voices.

Claude snatched a book from the grasp of a scarecrow, riffled its pages, and
then disdainfully flung the book into the fire.

It went up in smoke.

One author and three characters promptly disappeared.

*“You mustn’t,” Dorothy, the little girl from Kansas, said, “really and truly
you mustn’t. These are the last remaining copies of the books. When they’re
gone, we will live no longer!”

“A tragic loss,” Claude commented, tossing The Wizard of Oz into the
crackling flames. Dorothy vanished.

He warmed to the sport, knowing that they were all too weak to offer serious
resistance. Book followed book into the fire. Being after being vanished.

Soon the clearing was empty.

The fire died away.

“Good riddance,” Claude said, not cruelly, but with the inflection of a man
who has seen to an unpleasant but necessary chore.

He adjusted his toga and moved on.

A thousand smiling faces and many flambeaus greeted him not fifty yards
distant. Karskarkas, his wound healed as though by magic, the threat gone
from his saturnine visage, stepped forward from the crowd.

Claude lifted his rapier.

“Nay, Man-With-Two-Legs-Only-Who-Comes-From-The-Stars,” Karskar-
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bottle operated, their agile minds soon provided the necessary motive power.

Claude doffed his Warlord harness and put on the toga.

“Goodbye, and good luck,” he said to a world no longer alien.

He squeezed the control handle and silver fluid jetted from the nozzle of his
glass vessel. The ship flashed into the heavens.

He refueled at the doughnutlike space station, and leveled his prow at Earth.
The silence of space shrieked at him from Beyond.

Perhaps it was a touch of sentiment, or perhaps it was only the momentary
forgetfulness that comes with advancing age. Even Claude was not sure. In any
event, he did not search the storage compartment.

He had a feeling that he was not alone.

Earth was a devastated ruin.

A fitful breeze pushed grains of sand through the piles of junk that had once
housed a mighty civilization.

“Destroyed by their own hand,” Claude said. “I knew they could never get
along without me.”

He was, beyond a doubt, The Last Man in the World.

With the easy movements of a man going through a long-familiar routine,
he went back to his silent spaceship and opened the door to the storage
compartment.

“Come on out, Woola,” he said wearily.

She hung her lovely head. “‘I stowed away,” she whispered. I could not bear
to live without you —

“Never mind,” Claude said, taking her hand. He thought of other years, and
other stowaways, and he felt old, old.

The wind sighed in the dunes.

“Your name,” Claude demanded suddenly, a grim suspicion dawning in
him. “What does it mean in your native language?”’

She blushed, prettily. ““My people have a legend,"” she said. A story of Woo
and Woola, who lived in a Garden at the very beginning of Time . . .”

“Say no more,” Claude said, holding up his hand. “I pray you, say no
more.”

He looked at the barren world around him, remembering its green grasses
and the beat of its sea. He did not doubt himself, but he was no longer young.

“Still,” he said, “it is my destiny. Or so it seems.”

Woola smiled, bravely.

Claude took her arm, with the courtly chivalry of days gone by, and together
they wandered eastward, into the sunrise.
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working for the gas company and had been given several respectable promo-
tions over the two decades. The problem was simply the terrible feeling,
worsening year by year, that no matter how hard he worked, no matter what
he did or thought or planned, matters were completely out of his hands. Things
went right on happening and happening again, and he could never stem the
tide.

Every time another in-law moved in with the Mapsteads, every time one of
the built-in household conveniences broke down, every time Peggy told him,
*“I think I’'m pregnant again,” George had thought he'd go to pieces, and finally
he had.

They had called it a nervous breakdown and sent him away for a while. Then
they had sent him home again and told George what he needed was a hobby,
some uncomplicated pursuit which would be of therapeutic value. The gas
company had been very nice, in view of his long service, about giving him an
extended leave until he could *“‘get on his feet again.” So George, temporarily
at least, had all the free time in the world.

“The most important thing, though — and I can't make this point too
strongly — is to remain at all times in control of your material,” Mr. Culp
summed up, fingering the pull on the top drawer of the desk. George nodded
in sincere agreement. “We have just a few more minutes. Any questions or
comments?”’

Miss Heather Quincy, who aspired to write sonnets, raised a hand. “Ah, Mr.
Culp,” she said, “you express everything so lyrically that I could never pre-
sume to add to what you've been saying.”

“Yes?” Culp encouraged her gamely.

“So I only want to agree about making characters into real people. I've a
whimsy that if a character is portrayed well by a writer, with enough feeling
that is —

“Yes?”

* —then he would actually live. Somewhere. What I mean is —

“Yes, yes. Quite,” Culp agreed vaguely, *“ — thought myself there must be
a place somewhere with Eustacia Vye and Molly Bloom and Albertine walking
around in the flesh. In another dimension perhaps. Ha-ha. Next question?”

After class George Mapstead, still in a state of euphoria from what he had
heard, went home and sat down to his typewriter. From that moment he began
to write seriously.

During the weeks George had spent in the hospital, certain changes had
occurred around the Mapstead home. Peggy had applied for a license to run
a preschool in the backyard; her old lady had gone to work as a hired picket,
and even her brother had found a job at a hotel and moved out of the upstairs
sunporch after an occupancy of six months.

George had known briefly the keen humiliation of discovering that he was
dispensable after all, but he had not been fool enough to fail to turn the change
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to his advantage. He had bought a secondhand typewriter and installed it on
the sunporch. He had put a heavy bolt on the inside of the sunporch door to
insure privacy, and then he had enrolled in Mr. Culp’s class in compliance with
his doctor’s order about the hobby. George's hobby might as well be writing
as anything else, he decided.

At first, though, he’d had a terrible time getting started, hampered as he was
by never having been much of a reader. (When would he have had time?) Each
of the things which occurred to him that he might want to write — a novel
about what the world would have been like if the South had won the Civil War,
a story about a man making a visit to the center of the earth, a book about
a boy of about twelve years old who has supernatural powers — he discovered
upon visits to the library and in discussions with his literate acquaintances had
already been done by other writers.

The night Mr. Culp discussed creation and control was George’s third week
in the creative-writing class, and he had grown so discouraged he was already
wondering if there wasn't still time to drop out and sign up instead for the
ceramics group, which met in the classroom next door.

Afterward, though, when he had really gotten down to business at his
typewriter, he didn’t emerge from the sunporch for three days. And that first
long stay set a precedent. Eventually he knew that Peggy had taken to thinking
of him in terms of water splashes around the bathroom shower stall in the early
mornings and an occasional slab of pot roast removed from the refrigerator
during the night.

" Still he worked on, knowing that if he were ever going to accomplish what
he now realized he wanted to do, it would have to be soon, before Mr. Culp’s
eye-opening inspiration palled.

Though Peggy did not complain, she did react. At those times when George
appeared red-eyed and unshaven from the sunporch and wandered downstairs,
he found his wife friendly but watchful. And if he went out, he knew she waited
around at the front of the house for his return, anxious over whether or not
the bundles he carried up to the sunporch were really only the reams of paper
they were supposed to be. For just prior to George's breakdown, he had been
drinking heavily. He had reached, in fact, the saturation point for most human
beings. At all costs, his doctor had pronounced darkly, he must be prevented
from taking alcohol again. If he did, there was simply no predicting what
might happen.

Meanwhile, George Mapstead worked and worked.

“Lorelei,” he wrote during the early days of his new life, “‘was every man’s
dream.” He x’d that out. Nebulous. Descriptions would no-doubt have to be
specific. He thought of a third-grade substitute teacher he’d once lost his heart
to as a child and wrote, “‘Lorelei’s skin was blended snow and honey. She was
affectionate, discriminating, chic, adorable, even-tempered, tractable, and will-
ing to please.” Guiltily he thought of plump Peggy with her dishwater-colored,
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gnawed-off hair and wrote, *‘Lorelei was slim and graceful and her bright hair
fell like a flame from hell — ™ He x’d out the last six words. Plagiaristic.
Creating by definition had to be original.

Gradually, word by painfully selected word, Lorelei really did begin to take
exquisite shape. He could see her, breathe her essence, feel her nearness; she
was as close as his own mind. And one day George added a final period to a
final draft. It was a Tuesday, class night.

“*Sorry, Mapstead,” Mr. Culp said as he handed George back his typescript
at the end of the evening. “An interestingly drawn character, but you've
forgotten the most important element in literature.”

“What?" George wanted to know.

“Conflict,” the teacher declared, fixing a bleared gaze on the handle of the
desk drawer.

“But I thought you said,” George objected, ‘‘that the most important thing
was control.”

For a moment Mr. Culp looked puzzled, and even wearier than usual. “Did
I? Control? Yes, of course, control. Look here, Mapstead, I have an important
date right now. See me a few minutes before class next time, won't you? And
we'll hash this thing over.”

So George went back to his sunporch. That night he created a man named
Ralph and put him into the story about Lorelei. However, in view of what Culp
had said, George suspected that one man and one girl don’t necessarily amount
to conflict, his own twenty-year experience with Peggy notwithstanding. So he
also created Curtis. When George took the story back to class the next week,
Culp read it as if he had never seen it before and when pressed for a comment
by George, admitted it was ‘“‘coming along.”

But now George himself was struck by a growing dissatisfaction and impa-
tience. He had done everything Culp had suggested, taken up his every scrap
of advice on writing as if it were gold coin; yet still he remained short of the
real goal. Hadn’t old Culp promised that characters could be made to live?
Lorelei was alive all right, he knew that. What remained was for him somehow
to transport himself to wherever she was. How other writers managed this was
the only remaining mystery, but he never doubted that they could, and did.
Why else write?

George went up to his teacher as the next class broke up. “Remember, Mr.
Culp, how you said that literary characters really exist somewhere if they’re
convincing enough? Have you any idea where that place is, how I could get
there myself?”

Mr. Culp, who had been waiting in a seemingly stuporous slump for the
fifteen class members to clear the room, rose from his chair with astonishing
alacrity and put the length of the oak desk between himself and George
Mapstead. He had plainly forgotten all about his earlier conversation in class
with Miss Heather Quincy. *The most important thing to remember, Map-
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stead,” he said, licking his parched lips nervously, “is if you’re going to write,
stay away from Hollywood.”

For a time after this, George's work fell off. While he still spent most of his
days and nights on the sunporch, the noises that emanated from there were
more often the sounds of pacing than those of a typewriter. Casting a distracted
glance at his early-morning face in the bathroom mirror, George himself saw
that he was growing hollow about the eyes.

Slyly, he began watching Peggy watching him, screening his departures and
arrivals ever more carefully. She would inevitably be waiting at the foot of the
stairs when George came home. One night she demanded to be shown what
George was carrying in the pocket of his jacket, but it turned out to be only
a large bottle of Listerine.

When George woke, his first thought was for the interior of his mouth, where
he detected the remembered flavor of library paste and old copper coins.
Cautiously he activated an aching muscle here and there and discovered he had
fallen asleep at his desk with his head in his arms, his arms on the typewriter.

Finally rousing himself all the way, he further discovered that the chair,
desk, and typewriter were no longer on the sunporch but had been removed
to a perfectly circular room at a high elevation, judging by the view from a
near window, obviously a room in a tower. The walls were of an interesting
off-white, slick sort of building block. Examining the material more closely,
he found it exuded the warmth of animal matter rather than the chill of
mineral; the stuff was definitely ivory.

He looked again from the window and was unsurprised to see, through a
pleasant pinkish mist which swirled in soft air currents around the top of the
tower, three figures wandering below on what appeared to be a totally barren
plain.

Instead of dashing from the room to get down there immediately, George
took time for a proud and lengthy savoring of the situation. From that dis-
tance, at least, Lorelei seemed to be exactly as he had created her. She even
wore the pale-gold Empire gown and Greek sandals he had seen on Olivia de
Havilland or somebody once in a movie and then recalled and written down
as suitable for his own heroine. Her hair, as he had intended, was a dazzling
cascade down her lovely back, and she moved with the fluidity of a doe. Ralph
and Curtis, however, left much to be desired, George saw when he could at
last tear his attention from Lorelei. Not caring nearly so much about them,
he had not taken many pains about their appearance, and they had come out
as dull-looking and indistinguishable as long-circulated dollar bills.

It was his fault too that the plain on which the three appeared was nothing
but brown dirt. In his writing so far, George had given no thought to surround-
ings.

He decided to rectify that part first, and maybe later he could sharpen up
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the two men if he felt equal to it. Thoughtfully he rolled a sheet of paper into
the typewriter. “There were trees,” George wrote and peered down out of the
window again. Nothing had changed.

“There were trees,” George typed again, really feeling it this time. “‘A grove
of sycamores rose beside the banks of a crystal stream which flowed through
verdant meadows. Beside a rock-lined pool edged with fern — " He leaned out
the window and smiled with the satisfaction of achievement.

He found it was far better than writing back on the sunporch in Hopeful
Valley, where he had stared from the windows into Peggy’s lines of damp
laundry and seen Lorelei only in his head. But in no time he was aware of the
immediacy of old Culp’s dictum about the need for conflict. For there seemed
nothing else to do in the tower room but amuse himself at the typewriter, and
if the people below were going to do nothing but wander aimlessly, would it
be enough even to hold George’s own interest?

So he added a wild boar to the woods and snakes to the grass. He labored
for a while on a minor melodrama of frights for Lorelei and rescues by Curtis
and Ralph, who competed for these opportunities. Until finally he was over-
whelmed by a creeping exhaustion. Creative writing was a lot of work, all right.
Culp had been right on that point too.

But on the heels of this weariness came a slow realization. He had been
marking time until he could get on with the real business, but why wait? He
was in charge of everything here, wasn’t he?

Tired as he was, he turned back to the typewriter and tapped out, ““Darkness
came, and Lorelei retired to her stone cottage on the banks of the stream.”” And
so that Curtis and Ralph would present no awkward difficulties to his plan for
what was, after all, George's own dream girl, he quickly created a couple of
grass huts far upstream and sent the pair of rivals off to bed for ten hours.

There was a precipitous circular staircase leading down out of George's
tower, and outside a winding path to the base of a cliff where the landscape
he had seen from the window began. In the meadow a night breeze he had set
in motion with his typewriter before he left ruffled the heads of George’s daisies
and the blades of George's grass. He was still proud of it all even though he
could detect, at this closer range, certain shortcomings which he would correct
when he returned to the tower. He had forgotten birds, for one thing, and the
insects, with which he Aad remembered to stock his meadow, were threatening
to take over.

Or would it be necessary to return to the tower? “There were birds,”” George
shouted experimentally, really feeling it. Nothing happened. Well, he could go
back and ger the typewriter, he supposed, but the thought of the long walk
back up the cliff and then up the stairs in his exhausted state was too much.
And anyway, on an errand such as his present one, wouldn’t it look rather
curious for him to appear lugging a big, old, desk-model L. C. Smith?

He went on to Lorelei’s, tapped at her door, and when there was no answer,
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pushed it boldly. It opened. The cottage was bare inside — he had neglected
to furnish it — and he found Lorelei in one of the rooms in a half-sitting,
half-reclining posture against the wall. She seemed almost comatose.

Alarm replaced his sense of pleasurable anticipation as he bent over her, but
just then the door blew shut behind George, and Lorelei spoke. *Whassat!"
she whispered.

“Lorelei, darling,” he answered happily. “It’s me, George.”

*My God!’ she moaned.

“Well, yes, if you want to put it that way,” he admitted.

After that, though, she fell silent, and eventually George was forced to admit
that her words had all been reflexive, the involuntary phrases of a sleepwalker.
He tried kissing, embracing, a really rude shaking. *‘She rose up,” he shouted
wildly into the darkness, “‘and threw her arms around the man to whom she
owed her very existence.” It was all equally useless, of course, and finally
George had to content himself with sitting there for a while on the floor with
her, his arms around her and her gleaming hair falling over his shoulder even
though he now knew that without the typewriter she could not see him, that
to her his touch was so much air.

Very well, then, he would write himself into the story.

As soon as he got back to the tower, he wrested the unwieldy typewriter off
the desk and with effort carried it all the way down the winding stairs, only
to discover that no matter which way he turned it, the instrument could not
be maneuvered through the door leading outside. It was a narrow door, just
wide enough for a man to pass through, a lean man like George Mapstead.

After puffing all the way upstairs again, still bearing the machine, he found
that the typewriter would slip through the high window easily enough. In-
spired, he dashed off a paragraph which created a strong nylon rope of the kind
used by mountaineers. He quickly secured the typewriter to one end and began
lowering it down outside, but almost immediately the extreme height and the
air currents playing around the top of the tower caused the burden at the rope’s
end to crash again and again into the outside wall. George could hear broken-
off typewriter parts clattering down the cliff. Hastily, he hauled the typewriter
up again, hand over hand, before something vital was knocked off. He had
gotten the message. The tower and the typewriter were inseparable.

It was a disappointment, but sitting there at his desk, considering all that
had happened, George found himself not nearly so downcast as he might have
expected to be. Curiously, he was instead more inclined to put aside the
concerns of the world over which he had dominion and to think of Peggy,
remembering fondly now her loyalty, her buoyancy in crises, and above all,
her liveliness. Come to think of it, never in all their years together had Peggy
been so unresponsive to a tender advance as Lorelei. The two women were fire
and ice, he decided; between Lorelei and Peggy lay all the myriad and subtle
shadings that separate the words damsel from wench, and there was no doubt
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Mr. Shaw. No one did. He had rented a post office box for three months,
apparently for the sole purpose of sending his manuscript and receiving his
check. Then he disappeared.

Three hours in the bar and we had maybe ten theories on the nature and
motives of Ansel Shaw. My latest suggestion was an itinerant nuclear physicist
who was both antiestablishment and paranoid, thereby unable to do his own
research and unwilling to take credit for it.

Bill didn't even bother to snort at that one.

“Alec, do you remember a story in Far Worlds a couple of years ago
— it was about a recombinant DNA project. It was just when that research
was beginning to be noticed by the public.”

“I don’t memorize the competition that well, but I think I remember a story.
Why?”

Bill was staring off at a blank corner of the bar. He looked uncomfortable.

*“It started off like a typical disaster story. Research project combining lower
plant and animal genes goes amok. Produces new creature with animallike
protein structure and a vegetative reproductive process. Of course the thing
escapes and starts seeding like crazy and taking over the countryside because
it has no natural enemies. The usual plot and pretty silly, I thought. But it was
well written so I finished it. It took an interesting twist at the end. Scientists
learned to control the thing and found that it was a terrific food producer. It
could be grown like a field crop and produced an animal protein. The answer
to your prayers in a famine — or a place like India. As I said, I thought it was
pretty silly at the time. On the other hand, it did alert a lot of people to some
of the hazards of that kind of research. Me included.

“But now they are working on it, Alec. I've got a friend doing recombinant
research at Harvard. I was the one who showed him the story in the first place.
He thought it was pretty crazy too, at the time. He doesn’t anymore. It will
be a while, but he thinks that they will eventually be able to create something
that will serve the same purpose as the monster in the story.

“The story gave him the idea, you see.”

I saw. I swallowed a lump that was not an olive and asked, ‘““Who wrote it?”

“I can’t remember the name. It wasn't our friend Shaw, though. It was
someone I had never heard of before — and never heard of since, either.”

I wished they would turn up the heat in the bar. It was suddenly awfully
chilly.

“How many others do you suppose there have been?”

“I don’t know,” said Bill, setting his drink down with a click, **but you know
the editors and the stories, and I know of at least some of the research. Let's
find out.”

We found out quite a bit before Bill became so tied up in the development of
his reactor-waste disposal system that he had to drop his end of the investiga-
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least for once I am in the best position to find out what is going to happen:
I know where the answers are going to show up. I'm down at the office at six
every morning, and Del isn’t much later.

No half-pay reader is going to weed through that slush pile before I've seen
it.






Judo and the
Art of Self-Government

KEVIN O’'DONNELL, IJR.

Theodore Sturgeon said, during the McCarthy era, that science fiction was the
last bastion of free speech. I imagine what he meant was that anyone whose
mentality led to a job as censor was bound to fail to understand science fiction
and its meaning. I took a lot of comfort in that, but the following story, which
brings computers into the battle, both shakes my confidence and restores it.

BrAD McLoONICK adjusted his tie as he strolled into his warm, softly lit
office. He was a tiny man with a tendency to dandyism, a style he’d picked up
from a PoliSci instructor at Oklahoma State. 160 cm. and 53 kg.,” Professor
Wiggins had told him, “are not going to outsize anyone, so you better outdress
them. Score your points however you can.” He tried. In his crisp, tailor-made
suit, he was the picture of a perfect administrator. Only a receding chin and
listless, mouse-brown hair marred the image.

Shooting a flawless cuff, he twitched the plexiglass coffee table into precise
alignment with the brown leather sofa. Since it was a cloudy January day, he
left the green draperies closed — but did peek through them at the District of
Columbia, twenty-three stories below. Lovely view. Lovely office. The Chinese
rug was deep, the Thurber cartoon over his computer desk original, and the
Muzak just loud enough to mask the foamy whirs of the dishwasher in the
kitchen, ten steps away. He eased into his swivel chair and put his 7-B's up,
reveling in the easy pace that working out of his home permitted him.

*“Good morning, Alfred,” he said to his computer.

“Good morning to you, sir,” it replied in its clear tenor. Except for its
screen, and its rarely used keyboard, it looked like a six-drawer aluminum desk
with a kneehole.

“Any calls?”

“Category A, zero; Category B, zero; Category C, nineteen.”

McLonick nodded. It was too early for his superiors at the Office of Written
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“Four, sir — but Mr. Giomanni resigned last night.”

*Art? How come?”

*“His letter explained that he was developing double vision; he retired with
seventy-five percent disability pay.”

McLonick leaned back in his chair and thought a moment. “*Let’s get those
slots filled, quick. Put an ad in the paper —same one we ran last time
— inform Civil Service, process the applications, and have the top ten candi-
dates on my desk next Monday. And listen, Alfred: check them out good, you
hear? Literate, sensitive, articulate, and quierz. Don’t let any ACLU people slip
in, or any other extremists, either. Got that?”

*“Yes, sir. Telephone call, sir — Senator Romorci of Connecticut.”

“Wait a minute.” He straightened his lapels. *“Put him on.”

The familiar red nose and silver hair of the junior Senator from Connecticut
filled the screen. His hard eyes seemed to stare directly into McLonick's.
**Good morning.”

**Senator.” Unconsciously, he sat more erect. “It’s an honor.”

“I’'ll get right to the point. Marilyn Safferstein of New Haven has com-
plained to me that you've refused to let her novel, Leapfrog the Unicorn, into
the InfoNet. I've read it. Excellent work. I want to know why you banned it.”

“Well, sir — ”* he couldn’t remember a thing about it. ““Excuse me, sir.” To
Alfred, he said, **Split screen, give me the file on that book.” When it material-
ized, he scanned his notes. “Ah, now I see. Senator, the work functions on
three separate levels. The most obvious, the overt narrative, is of course a
children’s fairy tale. The second level, however, is an allegory calling for armed
revolution, and the third, metaphorical level, recounts the bestial rape of a
nine-year-old boy. I think you’ll agree, sir, that we don’t want our children
exposed to —

“Crap.” The Senator believed in succinctness. My constituents —

“We're just trying to protect them, sir,” he interjected.

“And yourselves. Do you know how mad the people are?”

“Sir.” He produced his martyr’s smile. “The people established OWC
to—"

“I know why it was done, I voted for it, dammit!”’ The Senator’s cheeks had
become as red as his nose. ‘It was to keep filth and falsehood out of American
homes, is why. But — " he leveled a large-knuckled finger at McLonick
“ — you've gone overboard! You’ve abused your positions. I warn you, reform
yourselves from within, or have it imposed on you from without!” His angry
gesture cut the connection; the screen blanked out.

McLonick nibbled his fingernail for a few seconds. “‘Alfred — tell OWC
News that Senator Romorci's about to campaign against us. They'll know how
to handle it.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good. And get me Todd on the phone.”
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burly cops tumbled into the hallway, guns drawn, guns steady, guns aimed at
him. “Freeze!" snapped the crouching one.

McLonick froze. *“Uh — what’s this all about, officers?"

The other cop came up and cuffed his hands behind his back. “How'd you
get all the way to the twenty-third floor before you set off the alarms?"

“I live here,” he said, furious at how the policeman had twisted his elbows,
but frightened as well. “Right there.” He nodded to his apartment.

“Sure you do,” said the cop. “That’s why the building reported you.”
Thrusting his gun back into its holster, he detached a battery-operated ID box
from his belt. When he slid the cap onto McLonick’s right thumb, he whistled.
“Charlie,” he called to his partner, “looka this. Got ourselves a spy here. A
Russian spy. Igor Dim — Dimitrovich, yeah, Dimitrovich.”

Charlie glanced at the ID box’s screen and raised his eyebrows. “Doesn’t
say ‘spy,’ though,” he corrected. ““Just says ‘illegal alien’ and ‘Moscow resi-
dent.” What do we do with him, give him to the Bureau?”

“Lemme check.” He hooked the ID box into his belt-radio, flicked a toggle,
and asked. “‘Request instructions regarding disposition of this apprehendee.”

Static hissed and fuzzed for a bit, then a mechanical voice read out, *‘Convey
apprehendee to Dulles International Airport for deportation. Place on Aero-
flot Number 315, ETD 11:18 A.M. Sedate if necessary.”

Since McLonick started to struggle and shout at that point, the policemen
were only too ready to gas him into unconsciousness. The last thing he saw
in America was the purple cloud rushing out of the spray can under his nose.

And the first thing he saw in Moscow was a bleak-faced man in a long
overcoat, a bleak-faced man holding a crumpled computer printout, a bleak-
faced man who peered into his sluggish eyes and said, **Ah, Igor, according
to our files, we have for a long time been hoping we would get another chance
to talk with you.”

While they led him away, he wondered where Neil Todd had wound up.
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Did I say dumb?

She wasn’t in any single sense. She could even talk to us. She could and did.
She talked all the blessed time. And she listened to every word we said.
She read over our shoulders and kibitzed on our poker. There were times
we’d willingly have killed her, except you can't kill a robot — that is, a self-
maintaining one. Anyhow, she cost ten billion dollars and was the only
thing that could bring us back to Earth.

She took good care of us. That no one could deny. She synthesized our food
and cooked it and served our meals to us. She saw that the temperature and
humidity were just the way they should be. She washed and pressed our clothes
and she doctored us if we had need of it, like the time Ben got the sniffles and
she whipped up a bottle of some sort of gook that cured him overnight.

There were just the three of us — Jimmy Robins, our communications man;
Ben Parris, a robotic trouble-shooter; and myself, an interpreter — which,
incidentally, had nothing to do with languages.

We called her Lulu, and we never should have done that. After this, no one
is ever going to hang a name on any of those long-haired robots; they’ll just
have to get along with numbers. When Earth Center hears what happened to
us, they’ll probably make it a capital offense to repeat our mistake.

But the thing, I think, that really lit the candles was that Jimmy had poetry
in his soul. It was pretty awful poetry and about the only thing that could be
said of it was that it sometimes rhymed. Not always even that. But he worked
at it so hard and earnestly that neither Ben nor I at first had the heart to tell
him. It would have done no good even if we had. There probably would have
been no way of stopping him short of strangulation.

We should have strangled him.

And landing on Honeymoon didn't help, of course.

But that was out of our control. It was the third planet on our assignment
sheet, and it was our job to land there — or, rather, it was Lulu’s job. We just
tagged along.

The planet wasn’t called Honeymoon to start with. It just had a charting
designation. But we weren't there more than a day or two before we hung the
label on it.

I'm no prude, but I refuse to describe Honeymoon. I wouldn’t be surprised
at all if Earth Center by now has placed our report under lock and key. If you
are curious, though, you might write and ask them for the exploratory data
on ER56—94. It wouldn’t hurt to ask. They can't do more than say no.

Lulu did a bang-up job on Honeymoon, and I beat out my brains running
the tapes through the playback mechanism after Lulu had put them on the
transmitter to be messaged back to Earth. As an interpreter, I was supposed
to make some sense — some human sense, I mean — out of the goings-on of
any planet that we checked. And don’t imagine for a moment that the phrase
goings-on is just idle terminology in the case of Honeymoon.
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Ben came back sweating.

“We’re way off course and the emergencies are locked.”

“Can we — "

He shook his head. “If you ask me, Lulu jammed them intentionally. In that
case, we're sunk. We’'ll never get back.”

“Lulu,” I said sternly.

“Yes, darling.”

“Cut out that kind of talk!”

“I love you,” Lulu said.

*“It was Honeymoon," said Ben. “The damn place put notions in her head.”

“Honeymoon,” I told him, “and that crummy verse Jimmy's always
writing — ”’

“It’s not crummy verse,” Jimmy shot back, all burned up. “‘One day, when
I am published —

“Why couldn’t you write about war or hunting or flying in the depths of
space or something big and noble, instead of all that mush about how I'll
always love you and fly to me, sweetheart, and all the other — '

“Tame down,” Ben advised me. *“No good crawling up Jimmy’s frame. It
was mostly Honeymoon, I tell you.”

“Lulu,” I said, “‘you’ve got to stop this nonsense. You know as well as
anything that a machine can’t love a human. It’s just plain ridiculous.”

“In Honeymoon,” said Lulu, “there were different species that —

“Forget Honeymoon. Honeymoon's a freak. You could check a billion
planets and not find another like it.”

“I love you,” Lulu repeated obstinately, “and we are eloping.”

“Where'd she get that eloping stuff?”’ asked Ben.

“It's the junk they filled her up with back on Earth,” I said.

“It wasn’'t junk,” protested Lulu. “If I am to do my job, it’s necessary that
I have a wide and varied insight into humanity.”

“They read her novels,” Jimmy said, “‘and they told her about the facts of
life. It’s not Lulu’s fault.” :

“When I get back,” said Ben, “I'm going to hunt up the jerk who picked
out those novels and jam them down his throat and then mop up the place with
him.”

“Look, Lulu,” I said, “it’s all right if you love us. We don’t mind at all, but
don’t you think eloping is going too far?”

“I'm not taking any chances,” Lulu answered. “If I went back to Earth,
you’d get away from me.”

“And if we don’t go back, they’ll come out and hunt us down.”

“That’s exactly right,” Lulu agreed. “That’s the reason, sweetheart, that we
are eloping. We're going out so far that they’ll never find us.”

“I’ll give you one last chance,” I said. ““You better think it over. If you don’t,
I’ll message back to Earth and —”
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She told us of her love in prose poems that made Jimmy's sound almost
restrained.

She appealed to our manhood and the honor of humanity.

She threatened to heave us out in space.

We just sat there.

We didn't do a thing.

Mostly we didn’t even answer. We didn’t try to defend ourselves. At times
we agreed with all she said of us and that, I believe, was most infuriating of
all to her.

She got cold and distant. Not sore. Not angry. Just icy.

Finally she quit talking.

We sat, sweating it out.

Now came the hard part. We couldn’t talk, so we couldn’t try to figure out
together what was going on.

We had to keep on doing nothing. Had 1o, for it would have spoiled what-
ever advantage we might have.

The days dragged on and nothing happened. Lulu didn’t speak to us. She
fed us, she washed the dishes, she laundered, she made up the bunks. She took
care of us as she always had, but she did it without a word.

She sure was fuming.

A dozen crazy thoughts crossed my mind and I worried them to tatters.

Maybe Lulu was a woman. Maybe a woman’s brain was somehow welded
into that great hunk of intelligent machinery. After all, none of us knew the
full details of Lulu’s structure.

The brain of an old maid, it would have to be, so often disillusioned, so
lonely and so by-passed in life that she would welcome a chance to go adven-
turing even if it meant sacrificing a body which, probably, had meant less and
less to her as the years went by.

I built up quite a picture of my hypothetical old maid, complete with cat
and canary, and even the boarding house in which she lived.

I sensed her lonely twilight walks and her aimless chattering and her small
imaginary triumphs and the hungers that kept building up inside her.

And I felt sorry for her.

Fantastic? Of course. But it helped to pass the time.

But there was another notion that really took solid hold of me — that Lulu,
beaten, had finally given up and was taking us back to Earth, but that, woman-
like, she refused to give us the satisfaction and comfort of knowing that we
had won and were going home at last.

I told myself over and over that it was impossible, that after the kind of
shenanigans she’d pulled, Lulu wouldn’t dare go back. They'd break her up
for scrap.

But the idea persisted and I couldn’t shake it off. I knew I must be wrong,
but I couldn’t convince myself I was and I began to watch the chronometer.
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We turned our attention to the rest of the stuff and started to get it sorted
out. There were boxes of protein and carbohydrate foods. There were cartons
of vitamins and minerals. There were clothing and a tent, lanterns and dishes
— all the stuff you'd need on a high-priced camping trip.

Lulu hadn’t forgotten a single item.

“*She had it all planned out,” said Jimmy bitterly. “She spent a long time
making this stuff. She had to synthesize every bit of it. All she needed then
was to find a planet where a man could live. And that took some doing.”

“It was tougher than you think,” I added. “*Not only a planet where a man
could live, but one that smelled like Earth and looked and felt like Earth. Be-
cause, you see, we had to be encouraged to run away from her. If we hadn’t, she
couldn’t have marooned us. She had the problem of her conscience and —

Ben spat viciously. **Marooned!” he said. “Marooned by a love-sick robot!”

*Maybe not entirely robot.” I told them about the old maid I had conjured
up, and they hooted at me and that made us all feel better.

But Ben admitted that my idea needn't be entirely crazy. ‘‘She was twenty
years in building and a lot of funny stuff must have gone into her.”

Dawn was breaking and now, for the first time, we really saw the land. It
was a pleasant place, as pleasant as any man might wish. But we failed to
appreciate it much.

The sea was so blue that it made you think of a blue-eyed girl and the beach
ran white and straight and, from the beach, the land ran back into rolling hills
with the faint whiteness of distant mountains frosting the horizon. And to the
west was the forest.

Jimmy and I went down to the beach to collect some driftwood for a fire
while Ben made ready to get breakfast.

We had our arms full of wood and were starting back when something came
charging over the hill and down upon the camp. It was about rhinoceros size
and shaped somewhat like a beetle and it shone dully in the morning light. It
made no sound, but it was traveling fast, and it looked like something hard
to stop.

And, of course, we’d left our guns behind.

I dropped my wood and yelled at Ben and started running up the slope. Ben
had already seen the charging monster and had grabbed a rifle. The beast
swerved straight for him, and he brought up his gun. There was a flash of fire
and then the bright gout of an exploding warhead and, for an instant, the scene
was fogged with smoke and shrieking bits of metal and flying dust.

It was exactly as if one had been watching a film and the film had jumped.
One moment there was the blaze of fire; then the thing had plunged past Ben
and was coming down the slope of the beach, heading for Jimmy and myself.

“Scatter!” I yelled at Jimmy and didn’t think till later how silly it must have
sounded to yell for just the two of us to scatter.

But it wasn’t any time or place for fine points of semantics and, anyhow,
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she had fixed it good. Now she was watching us sweat before she made her
play, whatever it was.

In the morning we set up our watch on Elmer and we kept it up day after
day. One of us would go out to the ridge top three miles or so from camp and
settle down with our only field glass. We'd stare for several hours. Then
someone else would come out and relieve the watcher and that way, for ten
days or more, we had Elmer under observation during all the daylight hours.

We didn’t learn much. He operated on a schedule and it was the kind that
seemed to leave no loopholes for anyone to sneak into the valley he guarded
— although probably none of us would have known what to do if we had
sneaked in.

Elmer had a regular beat. He used some of the mounds for observation posts
and he came to each one about every fifteen minutes. The more we watched
him, the more we became convinced that he had the situation well in hand.
No one would monkey around with that buried city as long as he was there.

I think that after the second day or so, he found out we were watching. He
got a little nervous, and when he mounted his observation mounds, he’d stand
and look in our direction longer than in any other. Once, while I was on guard,
he began what looked to be a charge, and I was just getting ready to light out
of there when he broke off and went back to his regular rounds.

Other than watching Elmer, we took things easy. We swam in the sea and
fished, taking our lives in our hands when we cooked and ate each new kind,
but Juck was with us and we got no poisonous ones. We wouldn’t have eaten
the fish at all except that we figured we should piece out our food supplies as
best we could. They wouldn’t last forever, and we had no guarantee that Lulu
would give more handouts once the last was gone. If she didn’t we'd have to
face the problem of making our own way.

Ben got to worrying about whether there were seasons on the planet. He
convinced himself there were and went off into the woods to find a place where
we might build a cabin.

“Can’t live out on the beach in a tent when it gets cold,” he said.

But he couldn’t get either Jimmy or me too stirred up about the possibility.
I had it all doped out that, sooner or later, Lulu would end her sulking and
we could get down to business. And Jimmy was deep into the crudest bunch
of junk you ever heard that he called a saga. Maybe it was a saga. Damned
if I know. I'm ignorant on sagas.

He called it “The Death of Lulu,” and he filled page after page with the
purest drivel about what a swell machine she was and how, despite its being
metal, her heart beat with snow-white innocence. It wouldn’t have been so bad
if he had allowed us to ignore it, but he insisted on reading that tripe to us
each evening after supper.

I stood it as long as I could, but one evening I blew my top. Ben stood up
for Jimmy, but when I threatened to take my third of the supplies and set up
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Elmer spun around. Ben tried to reach the guns, but he didn’t have the time.
He took to a tree and shinnied up it like a cat. He got up to the first big branch
and straddled it.

“You all right?" he yelled at me.

“Great,” I said.

Elmer was standing between the two trees, swinging his massive head back
and forth, as if deciding which one of us to take.

We clung there, watching him.

He had waited, I reasoned, until he could get between us and Lutu —
then he had tackled us. And if that was the case, then this business of his hiding
behind Lulu so he could spy on us seemed very queer indeed.

Finally Elmer wheeled around and rolled over to my tree. He squared off
and took a chopping bite at it with his metal jaws. Splinters flew and the tree
shivered. I got a tighter grip and looked down the trunk. Elmer was no great
shakes as a chopper, but if he kept at it long enough, he’d get that tree chewed
off.

I climbed up a little higher, where there were more branches and where I
could wedge myself a little tighter so I couldn't be shaken out.

I got myself fixed fairly comfortably, then looked to see how Ben was getting
on and I got quite a shock. He wasn’t in his tree. I looked around for him and
then back at the tree again, and I saw that he was sneaking down it as quietly
as he could, like a hunted squirrel, keeping the trunk of the tree between
himself and Elmer.

I watched him breathlessly, ready to shout out a warning if Elmer should
spot him, but Elmer was too busy chopping at my tree to notice anything.

Ben reached the ground and made a dash for the guns. He grabbed both of
them and ducked behind another tree. He opened up on Elmer at short range.
From where I crouched, I could hear the warheads slamming into Elmer. The
explosions rocked everything so much that I had to grab the tree and hang on
with all my might. A couple of pieces of flying metal ripped into the tree just
underneath me, and other pieces went flying through the branches, and the air
was full of spinning leaves and flying shredded wood, but I was untouched.

It must have been a horrible surprise for Elmer. At the first explosion, he
took a jump of about fifteen feet and bolted up the hill like a cat with a
stepped-on tail. I could see a lot of new dents in his shining hide. A big hunk
of metal had been gouged out of one of his wheels and he rocked slightly as
he went, and he was going so fast that he couldn't dodge and ran head-on into
a tree. The impact sent him skidding back a dozen feet or so. As he slid back,
Ben poured another salvo into him and he seemed to become considerably
lopsided, but he recovered himself and made it over the hilltop and out of sight.

Ben came out from behind his tree and shouted at me, ““All right, you can
come down now.”

But when I tried to get down, I found that I was trapped. My left foot had
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“The phosphate in our bones!” I yelled.

“Why, certainly,” said Lulu. “Poor Elmer has such a hard time finding any
phosphate. He got it at first from animals that he caught, but now all the
animals are gone. There are birds, of course, but birds are hard to catch. And
you had such nice, big bones —

“That’s a fine thing for you to say,” I bawled her out sternly. *“You were
built by humans and humans educated you and — "

“Still I'm a machine,” said Lulu, “and I am closer to Elmer than I am to
you. You humans can't get it through your heads that there might be a
legitimate set of nonhuman values. You are horrified that Elmer wanted the
phosphate in your bones, but if there were a metal in Elmer that you needed,
you’d break him up to get it without a second thought. You wouldn’t even
consider that you might be wrong. You'd think it an imposition if Elmer
should object. That’s the trouble with you and your human race. I've had
enough. I have what I want. I am content to stay here. I've found the great
love of my life. And for all I care, your pals and you can rot.”

She pulled in her face and I didn’t rap to try to get her to talk anymore.
I figured there wasn’t any use. She had made it about as plain as anyone could
wish.

I walked back to the camp and woke Ben and Jimmy. I told them about my
hunch and about the talk with Lulu. We were pretty glum, because we were
all washed up. :

Up till now, there had always been the chance that we could make a deal
with Lulu. I had felt all along that we needn’t worry too much — that Lulu
was more alone than we were and that eventually she would have to be
reasonable. But now Lulu was not alone and she no longer needed us. And she
still was sore at us — and not just at us, but at the whole human race.

And the worst of it was that this was no sudden whim. It had been going
on for days. Elmer hadn't been really watching us when he'd hung around at
night. He’d come to neck with Lulu. And undoubtedly the two of them had
planned Elmer’s attack on Ben and me, knowing that Jimmy would be loping
to the rescue, leaving the coast clear so that Elmer could rush back and Lulu
could take him in. And once it had been accomplished, Lulu had put out a
tentacle and swept the tracks away so we wouldn’t know that Elmer was inside.

“So she jilted us,” said Ben.

“No worse than we did to her,” Jimmy reminded him.

“But what did she expect? A man can’t love a robot.”

“Evidently,” I said, “a robot can love a robot. And that’s a new one to paste
into the book.”

“Lulu’s crazy,” Ben declared.

In all this great romance of Lulu’s, it seemed to me there was a certain false
note. Why should Lulu and Elmer be sneaky about their love? Lulu could have
opened the port anytime she wanted and Elmer could have scampered up the
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ramp right before our eyes. But they hadn’t done that. They had planned and
plotted. They had practically eloped.

I wondered if, on Lulu’s part, it might be the mark of shame. Was she
ashamed of Elmer — ashamed that she had fallen for him? Much as she might
deny it, perhaps she nursed the smug snobbery of the human race.

Or was I only thinking this to save my own smug snobbery, simply building
up a defense mechanism against being forced to admit, now or in some future
time, that there might be other values than the ones evolved by humans? For
in us all, I knew, lingered that reluctance to recognize that our way was not
necessarily best, that the human viewpoint might not be the universal view-
point to which all other life must eventually conform.

Ben made a pot of coffee, and while we sat around and drank it, we said some
bitter things of Lulu. I don’t regret anything we said, for she had it coming
to her. She’d played us a nasty trick.

We finally rolled back into our blankets and didn’t bother standing guard.
With Elmer out of circulation, there was no need.

The next morning my foot was still sore, so I stayed behind while Ben and
Jimmy went out to explore the valley that held the ruined city. Meantime, 1
hobbled out and walked all around Lulu, looking her over. There was no way
I could see that a man might bust into her. The port itself was machined so
closely that you had to get real close to see the tiny hairline where it fitted into
her side.

Even if we could bust into her, I wondered, could we take control of her?
There were the emergencies, of course, but I wasn’t too sure just how much
use they were. They certainly hadn’t bothered Lulu much when she’d got that
crazy notion of eloping with us. Then she'd simply jammed them and had left
us helpless.

And if we broke into Lulu, we'd come to grips with Elmer, and Elmer was
just the kind of beast I had no hankering to come to grips with.

So I went back to camp and puttered around, thinking that now we'd really
have to begin to lay some plans about how to get along. We'd have to build
that cabin and work up a food supply and do the best we could to get along
on our own. For I was fairly certain that we could expect no help from Lulu.

Ben and Jimmy came back in the afternoon and their eyes were shining with
excitement. They spread out a blanket and emptied their pockets of the most
incredible things any man has ever laid eyes on.

Don’t expect me to describe that stuff. There's no point in trying to. What
is the sense of saying that a certain item was like a metal chain and that it was
yellow? There is no way to get across the feel of it as it slid through one’s fingers
or the tinkle of it as it moved or the blazing color that was a sort of /iving
yellow. It is very much like saying that a famous painting is square and flat
and blue, with some green and red.

The chain was only a part of it. There were a lot of other doodads and



425

each one of them was the sort of thing to snatch your breath away.

Ben shrugged at the question in my eyes. “Don’t ask me. It's only some stuff
we picked up. The caves are full of it. StufT like this and a whole lot more. We
Just picked up one thing here and another there — whatever was pocket-sized
and happened to catch our eye. Trinkets. Samples. I don't know.”

Like jackdaws, I thought. Or pack rats. Grabbing a thing that shone or had
a certain shape or a certain texture — taking it because it was pretty, not
knowing what its use might be or if, in fact, it had any use at all.

“Those caves may have been storehouses,” said Ben. “They’re jammed with
all sorts of things — not much of any one thing, apparently. All different, as
if these aliens had set up a trading post and had their merchandise on display.
There seems to be a sort of curtain in front of each of the caves. You can see
a shimmer and hear a hissing, but you can’t feel a thing when you step through
it. And behind that curtain, all the junk they left is as clean and bright and
new as the day they left it.”

I'looked at the articles spread on the blanket. It was hard to keep your hands
off them, for they felt good in your hands and were pleasing to the eye and
one seemed to get a sense of warmth and richness just by handling them.

“Something happened to those folks,” said Jimmy. “They knew it was going
to happen, so they took all this stuff and laid it out — all the many things they
had made, all the things they'd used and loved. Because, you see, that way
there always was a chance someone might come along someday and find it,
so they and the culture they had fashioned would not be entirely lost.”

It was exactly the kind of silly, sentimental drivel you could expect from a
glassy-eyed romantic like Jimmy.

But for whatever reason the artifacts of that vanished race had gotten in the
caves, we were the ones who'd found them, and here once again they’d run
into a dead end. Even if we had been equipped to puzzle out their use, even
if we had been able to ferret out the basic principles of that long-dead culture,
it still would be a useless business. We were not going anywhere; we wouldn’t
be passing on the knowledge. We’d live out our lives here on this planet, and
when the last of us had died, the ancient silence and the old uncaring would
close down once again.

We weren’t going anywhere and neither was Lulu. It was a double dead end.

It was too bad, I thought, for Earth could use the knowledge and the insight
that could be wrested from those caves and from the mounds. And not more
than a hundred feet from where we sat lay the very tool that Earth had spent
twenty years in building to dig out that specific kind of knowledge, should man
ever happen on it.

“It must be terrible,” said Jimmy, “to realize that all the things and all the
knowledge that you ever had, all the trying, all the praying, all the dreams and
hopes, will be wiped out forever. That all of you and your way of life and your
understanding of that life will simply disappear and no one will ever know.”
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Ben wanted to argue with him, but I cut him off disgustedly.

*“Let us go,” I said. ““He’s no use, anyhow.”

Which was the solemn truth.

So the two of us went out to the caves. It was the first time I had seen them
and they were something to see. There were a dozen of them and all of them
were crammed. I got dizzy just walking up and down, looking at all the gadgets
and the thingumbobs and dofunnies, not knowing, of course, what any of them
were. It was maddening enough just to look at them; it was plain torture trying
to figure out what use they might be put to. But Ben was plain hell-bent on
trying to figure it out because he'd picked up the stubborn conviction that we
could find a gadget that would help us get the best of Lulu.

We worked all day and I was dog-tired at the end of it. Not once in the entire
day had we found anything that made any sense at all. I wonder if you can
imagine how it felt to stand there, surrounded by all those devices, knowing
there were things within your reach that, rightly used, could open up entirely
new avenues for human thoughts and technique and imagination. And yet you
stood there powerless — an alien illiterate.

But there was no stopping Ben. We went out again the next day and the day
after and we kept on going out. On the second day, we found a dojigger that
was just fine for opening cans, although I'm fairly sure that was not at all what
it was designed for. And on the following day we finally puzzled out how
another piece of equipment could be used for digging slanted postholes and,
I ask you, who in their right mind would be wanting slanted postholes?

We got nowhere, but we kept on going out, and I sensed that Ben had no
more hope than I had, but that he still kept at it because it was the one
remaining fingerhold he had on sanity.

I don’t think that for one moment he considered the source or significance
of that heritage we'd found. To him, it became no more than a junk-
yard through which we searched frantically to find one unrecognizable
piece of scrap that we might improvise into something that would serve our
purpose.

As the days went on, the valley and its mounds, the caves and their residue
of a vanished culture seized upon my imagination, and it seemed to me that,
in some mysterious manner, I grew closer to that extinct race and sensed
at once its greatness and its tragedy. And the feeling grew as well that this
frantic hunt of ours bordered on sacrilege and callous profanation of the
dead.

Jimmy had not gone out with us a single day. He'd sit hunched over his ream
of paper and he scribbled and revised and crossed out words and put in others.
He'd get up and walk around in circles or pace back and forth and mumble
to himself, then go back and write some more. He scarcely ate and he wouldn’t
talk and he only slept a little. He was the very portrait of a Young Man in the
Throes of Creation.
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Lulu wept. There was the shine of tears in that single, gleaming lens.

She grew another tentacle and there was a hand on the end of it and a
hankerchief, a very white and lacy and extremely feminine hanky, was
clutched within the hand.

She dabbed with the handkerchief at her dripping eye.

If she had had a nose, she undoubtedly would have blown it, delicately, of
course, and very ladylike.

“And you wrote it all for me?” she asked.

“All for you,” said Jimmy. He was lying like a trooper. The only reason he
was reading it to her was because he knew that Ben and I wouldn’t listen to
1t.

“I've been so wrong,” Lulu sighed.

She wiped her eye quite dry and briskly polished it.

*“Just a second,” she said, very businesslike. “There’s something I must do.”

We waited, scarcely breathing.

Slowly the port in Lulu’s side came open. She grew a long, limber tentacle
and reached inside the port and hauled Elmer out. She held him dangling.

“You lout!” she stormed at Elmer. “I take you in and stuff you full of
phosphate. I get your dents smoothed out and I polish you all bright. And then
what? Do you write sagas for me? No, you grow fat and satisfied. There's no
mark of greatness on you, no spark of imagination. You're nothing but a dumb
machine!”

Elmer just dangled at the end of Lulu’s tentacle, but his wheels were spin-
ning furiously and I took that to mean that he was upset.

“Love!" proclaimed Lulu. *‘Love for the likes of us? We machines have
better things to do — far better. There are the star-studded trails of space
waiting for our tread, the bitter winds of foreverness blowing from the cloud
banks of eternity, the mountains of the great beyond . . .”

She went on for quite a while about the challenge of the farther galaxies,
about wearing a coronet of stars, about the dust of shattered time paving the
road that led into the ultimate nothingness, and all of it was lifted from what
Jimmy called a saga.

Then, when she was all through, she hurled Elmer down the beach, and he
hit the sand and skidded straight into the water.

We didn’t wait to see any more of it. We were off like sprinters. We hit the
ramp full tilt and went up it in a leap and flung ourselves into our quarters.

Lulu slammed the port behind us.

“Welcome home,” she said.

I walked over to Jimmy and held out my hand. “Great going, kid. You got
Longfellow backed clear off the map.”

Ben also shook his hand. *“It was a masterpiece.”

“And now,” said Lulu, “we’ll be on our way.”
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f‘I fail,” said Uncle Lyman, *“to grasp the point.” Apprehension gripped his
voice.

“I find the subject fraught with witchery,” said Talbert.

“With — 7

“Consider,” said Talbert. “Every day, all through our land, men tell off-
color jokes: in bars and at ball games; in theatre lobbies and at places of
business; on street corners and in locker rooms. At home and away, a veritable
deluge of jokes.”

Talbert paused meaningfully.

“Who makes them up?” he asked.

Uncle Lyman stared at his nephew with the look of a fisherman who has
Just hooked a sea serpent — half awe, half revulsion.

“I'm afraid — " he began.

“I want to know the source of these jokes,” said Talbert. “Their genesis;
their fountainhead.”

“Why?" asked Uncle Lyman. Weakly.

*“Because it is relevant,” said Talbert. “Because these jokes are a part of a
culture heretofore unplumbed. Because they are an anomaly; a phenomenon
ubiquitous yet unknown.”

Uncle Lyman did not speak. His pallid hands curled limply on his half-read
Wall Street Journal. Behind the polished octagons of his glasses his eyes were
suspended berries.

At last he sighed.

“And what part,” he inquired, sadly, *am 1 to play in this quest?”’

“We must begin,” said Talbert, “‘with the joke you told in the summer house
this afternoon. Where did you hear it?”’

“Kulpritt,” Uncle Lyman said. Andrew Kulpritt was one of the battery of
lawyers employed by Bean Enterprises.

“Capital,” said Talbert. *“Call him up and ask him where Ae heard it.”

Uncle Lyman drew the silver watch from his pocket.

“It’s nearly midnight, Talbert,” he announced.

Talbert waved away chronology.

“Now,” he said. *“This is important.”

Uncle Lyman examined his nephew a moment longer. Then, with a capitu-
lating sigh, he reached for one of Bean Mansion’s thirty-five telephones.

Talbert stood toe-flexed on a bearskin rug while Uncle Lyman dialed,
waited, and spoke.

“Kulpritt?” said Uncle Lyman. “Lyman Bean. Sorry to wake you but
Talbert wants to know where you heard the joke about the actress who thought
the director said sarsaparilla.”

Uncle Lyman listened. 'l said — * he began again.

A minute later he cradled the receiver heavily.
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“And isn’t there anything left of your political party, the Pro-antidises-
tablishmentarianists?”

“Not a shred. Scuttled by reactionaries from within.”

“What about Bimetallism?”

“Oh, that!” Talbert smiled ruefully. *‘Passé, dear Uncle. I had been reading
too many Victorian novels.”

“Speaking of novels, what about your literary criticisms? Nothing doing
with ‘The Use of the Semicolon in Jane Austen? Or ‘Horatio Alger: The
Misunderstood Satirist’? To say nothing of ‘Was Queen Elizabeth Shake-
speare?’

* ‘Was Shakespeare Queen Elizabeth,”” corrected Talbert. “No, Uncle,
nothing doing with them. They had momentary interest, nothing more . . .”

"I suppose the same holds true for ‘The Shoe Horn: Pro and Con,” eh? And
those scientific articles — ‘Relativity Re-Examined’ and ‘Is Evolution
Enough? ”

“Dead and gone,” said Talbert, patiently, ‘‘dead and gone. These projects
needed me once. Now I go on to better things.”

“Like who writes dirty jokes,” said Uncle Lyman.

Talbert nodded. *‘Like that.”

DT

When the butler set the breakfast tray on the bed Talbert said, ‘*“‘Redfield, do
you know any jokes?”

Redfield looked out impassively through the face an improvident nature had
neglected to animate.

“Jokes, sir?”’ he inquired.

“You know,” said Talbert. *Jollities.”

Redfield stood by the bed like a corpse whose casket had been upended and
removed.

“Well, sir,” he said, a full thirty seconds later, *“‘once, when I was a boy I
heard one . . .”

“Yes?" said Talbert eagerly.

“I believe it went somewhat as follows,” Redfield said. **“When — uh
— When is a portmanteau not a — "

“No, no,” said Talbert, shaking his head, *I mean dirty jokes.”

Redfield’s eyebrows soared. The vernacular was like a fish in his face.

“You don't know any?” said a disappointed Talbert.

“Begging your pardon, sir,” said Redfield. “If I may make a suggestion. May
I say that the chauffeur is more likely to —"

“You know any dirty jokes, Harrison?"” Talbert asked through the tube as
the Rolls-Royce purred along Bean Road toward Highway 27.

Harrison looked blank for a moment. He glanced back at Talbert. Then a
grin wrinkled his carnal jowls.
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When Talbert reached the hotel there was a telegram waiting for him at the
desk.

MR. RODNEY TASSEL RECEIVED LONG DISTANCE CALL FROM MR. GEORGE
BULLOCK, CARTHAGE HOTEL, CHICAGO. WAS TOLD JOKE ABOUT MIDGET
IN SALAMI SUIT. MEANINGFUL? — AXE.

Talbert’s eyes ignited.

“Tally,” he murmured, “ho.”

An hour later he had checked out of the Millard Fillmore, taxied to the
airport, and caught a plane for Chicago.

Twenty minutes after he had left the hotel, a man in a dark pinstripe
approached the desk clerk and asked for the room number of Talbert Bean III.
When informed of Talbert's departure the man grew steely eyed and immedi-
ately retired to a telephone booth. He emerged ashen.

“I’'m sorry,” said the desk clerk, *“Mr. Bullock checked out this morning.”

“Oh.” Talbert’s shoulders sagged. All night on the plane he had been
checking over his notes, hoping to discern a pattern to the jokes which would
encompass type, area of genesis, and periodicity. He was weary with fruitless
concentration. Now this.

“And he left no forwarding address?” he asked.

“Only Chicago, sir,” said the clerk.

“I see.”

Following a bath and luncheon in his room, a slightly refreshed Talbert
settled down with the telephone and the directory. There were 47 George
Bullocks in Chicago. Talbert checked them off as he phoned.

At 3:00 P.M. he slumped over the recetver in a dead slumber. At 4:21 he
regained consciousness and completed the remaining eleven calls. The Mr.
Bullock in question was not at home, said his housekeeper, but was expected
in that evening.

“Thank you kindly,"” said a bleary-eyed Talbert and, hanging up, thereupon
collapsed on the bed — only to awake a few minutes past seven and dress
quickly. Descending to the street, he gulped down a sandwich and a glass of
milk, then hailed a cab and made the hour ride to the home of George Bullock.

The man himself answered the bell.

“Yes?” he asked.

Talbert introduced himself and said he had come to the Hotel Carthage
earlier to see him.

“Why?” asked Mr. Bullock.

“So you could tell me where you heard that joke about the midget in the
salami suit,” said Talbert.

“Sir?”
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“We are landing, Mr. Bean.” The Colonel’s grip tightened on the pistol.

Talbert offered no resistance when his eyes were blindfolded. Feeling the
Webley-Fosbery in the small of his back, he stumbled out of the plane and
crunched over the ground of a well-kept airstrip. There was a nip in the air
and he felt a bit lightheaded: Talbert suspected they had landed in a mountain-
ous region; but what mountains, and on what continent, he could not guess.
His ears and nose conveyed nothing of help to his churning mind.

He was shoved — none too gently — into an automobile, and then driven
swiftly along what felt like a dirt road. The tires crackled over pebbles and
twigs.

Suddenly the blindfold was removed. Talbert blinked and looked out the
windows. It was a black and cloudy night; he could see nothing but the limited
vista afforded by the headlights.

“You are well isolated,” he said, appreciatively. Colonel Bishop remained
tightlipped and vigilant.

After a fifteen-minute ride along the dark road, the car pulled up in front
of a tall, unlighted house. As the motor was cut Talbert could hear the pulsing
rasp of crickets all around.

“Well,” he said.

“Emerge,” suggested Colonel Bishop.

“Of course.” Talbert bent out of the car and was escorted up the wide porch
steps by the Colonel. Behind, the car pulled away.

Inside the house, chimes bonged hollowly as the Colonel pushed a button.
They waited in the darkness and, in a few moments, approaching footsteps
sounded.

A tiny aperture opened in the heavy door, disclosing a single bespectacled
eye. The eye blinked once and, with a faint accent Talbert could not recognize,
whispered furtively, “Why did the widow wear black garters?”

“In remembrance,” said Colonel Bishop with great gravity, “‘of those who
had passed beyond.”

The door opened.

The owner of the eye was tall, gaunt, of indeterminable age and nationality,
his hair a dark mass wisped with gray. His face was all angles and facets, his
eyes piercing behind large, horn-rimmed glasses. He wore flannel trousers and
a checked jacket.

“This is the Dean,” said Colonel Bishop.

“How do you do,” said Talbert.

“Come in, come in, " the Dean invited, extending his large hand to Talbert.
“Welcome, Mr. Bean.” He shafted a scolding look at Bishop’s pistol. *Now,
Colonel,” he said, “indulging in melodramatics again? Put it away, dear
fellow.”

“We can’t be too careful,” grumped the Colonel.

Talbert stood in the spacious grace of the entry hall looking around. His
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the Gairé Parisienne. His gaze moved to a petit-point tapestry on which
Dionysian acts ensued above the stitched motto, “Happy is the Man Who Is
Making Something.”

“Incredible,” he murmured. *“Here; in this house.”

“Exactly,” said the Dean.

Talbert shook his head wonderingly.

“To think,” he said.

The Dean paused before a glass wall and, braking, Talbert peered into an
office. Among its rich appointments strode a young man in a striped silk wes-
kit with brass buttons, gesturing meaningfully with a long cigar while,
cross-legged on a leather couch, sat a happily sweatered blonde of rich dimen-
sions.

The man stopped briefly and waved to the Dean, smiled, then returned to
his spirited dictating.

*“One of our best,” the Dean said.

“But,” stammered Talbert, “'I thought that man was on the staff of — "

“He is,” said the Dean. “And, in his spare time, he is also one of us.”

Talbert followed on excitement-numbed legs.

“But I had no idea,” he said. I presumed the organization to be composed
of men like Bruin and Bullock.”

“They are merely our means of promulgation,” explained the Dean. *“Our
word-of-mouthers, you might say. Our creators come from more exalted
ranks — executives, statesmen, the better professional comics, editors,
novelists —

The Dean broke off as the door to one of the other offices opened and a
barrelly, bearded man in hunting clothes emerged. He shouldered past them,
muttering true things to himself.

“Off again?”" the Dean asked pleasantly. The big man grunted. It was a true
grunt. He clumped off, lonely for a veldt.

“Unbelievable,” said Talbert. “‘Such men as these?”

“Exactly,” said the Dean.

They strolled on past the rows of busy offices, Talbert tourist-eyed, the Dean
smiling his mandarin smile, the Colonel working his lips as if anticipating the
kiss of a toad.

“But where did it all begin?” a dazed Talbert asked.

“That is history’s secret,” rejoined the Dean, “veiled behind time's opacity.
Our venture does have its honored past, however. Great men have graced its
cause — Ben Franklin, Mark Twain, Dickens, Swinburne, Rabelais, Balzac;
oh, the honor roll is long. Shakespeare, of course, and his friend Ben Jonson.
Still further back, Chaucer, Boccaccio. Further yet, Horace and Seneca,
Demosthenes and Plautus. Aristophanes, Apuleius. Yea, in the palaces of
Tutankhamen was our work done; in the black temples of Ahriman, the
pleasure dome of Kubla Khan. Where did it begin? Who knows? Scraped on
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“Nonsense,” said the Dean, adding kindly, *son. These shorter jokes are,
by all odds, the most difficult to master. They must be cogent, precise; must
say something of pith and moment.”

“Yes, sir,” murmured Oliver.

“Check with Wojciechowski and Sforzini,” said the Dean. “Also Ahmed
El-Hakim. They’ll brief you on use of the Master Index. Eh?" He patted
Oliver’s back.

“Yes, sir.” Oliver managed a smile and returned to his cubicle. The Dean
sighed.

“A somber business,” he declared. “‘He’ll never be Class-A. He really
shouldn’t be in the composing end of it at all but — " He gestured meaning-
fully, ** — there is sentiment involved.”

*Oh?” said Talbert.

“Yes,” said the Dean. “'It was his great grandfather who, on June 23, 1848,
wrote the first Traveling Salesman joke, American strain.”

The Dean and the Colonel lowered their heads a moment in reverent com-
memoration. Talbert did the same.

“And so we have it,” said the Dean. They were back downstairs, sitting in the
great living room, sherry having been served.

“Perhaps you wish to know more,” said the Dean.

“Only one thing,” said Talbert.

“And that is, sir?”

“Why have you shown it to me?”

“Yes,” said the Colonel, fingering at his armpit holster, “why indeed?”

The Dean looked at Talbert carefully, as if balancing his reply.

“You haven't guessed?” he said, at last. “No, I can see you haven’t. Mr.
Bean . . . you are not unknown to us. Who has not heard of your work, your
unflagging devotion to sometimes obscure but always worthy causes? What
man can help but admire your selflessness, your dedication, your proud de-
fiance of convention and prejudice?” The Dean paused and leaned forward.

“Mr. Bean,” he said softly. *“Talbert — may I call you that? — we want you
on our team.”

Talbert gaped. His hands began to tremble. The Colonel, relieved, grunted
and sank back into his chair.

No reply came from the flustered Talbert, so the Dean continued: *“Think
it over. Consider the merits of our work. With all due modesty, I think I may
say that here is your opportunity to ally yourself with the greatest cause of your
life.”

“I'm speechless,” said Talbert. *'I hardly — that is —how can I .. ."

But, already, the light of consecration was stealing into his eyes.
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Restaurant in San Francisco. Mr. Shaw suspected it was “a publicity gag” but
sent it to me nonetheless, and received by return mail my thanks and my check
Joronedollar. I had not realized that Corwin and his wife had disappeared from
their home at Painted Post; I was merely aware that it had been weeks since I'd
heard from him. We visited infrequently. To be blunt, he was easier to take via
mail than face to face. For the balance of this account I shall attempt to avoid
tedium by omitting the provenance of each paper, except when noteworthy, and
its length. The first is typical — a little over a hundred words. I have, of course,
kept on file all correspondence relating to the papers, and am eager to display
it to the authorities. It is hoped that publication of this account will nudge them
out of the apathy with which they have so far greeted my attempts to engage
them. CMK]

On Sunday, May 13, 1956, at about 12:30 P.M., I learned The Answer. I was
stiff and aching because all Saturday my wife and I had been putting in young
fruit trees. I like to dig, but I was badly out of condition from an unusually
long and idle winter. Creatively, I felt fine. I'd been stale for months, but when
spring came the sap began to run in me too. I was bursting with story ideas;
scenes and stretches of dialog were jostling one another in my mind; all I had
to do was let them flow onto paper.

When The Answer popped into my head I thought at first it was an idea
for a story — a very good story. I was going to go downstairs and bounce it
off my wife a few times to test it, but I heard the sewing machine buzzing and
remembered she had said she was way behind on her mending. Instead, I put
my feet up, stared blankly through the window at the pasture-and-wooded-
hills View we’'d bought the old place for, and fondled the idea.

What about, I thought, using the idea to develop a messy little local situa-
tion, the case of Mrs. Clonford? Mrs. C. is a neighbor, animal-happy, land-
poor, and unintentionally a fearsome oppressor of her husband and children.
Mr. C. is a retired brakeman with a pension and his wife insists on him making
like a farmer in all weathers and every year he gets pneumonia and is pulled
through with antibiotics. All he wants is to sell the damned farm and retire
with his wife to a little apartment in town. All she wants is to mess around
with her cows and horses and submarginal acreage.

I got to thinking that if you noised the story around with a comment based
on The Answer, the situation would automatically untangle. They’d get their
apartment, sell the farm, and everybody would be happy, including Mrs. C.
It would be interesting to write, I thought idly, and then I thought not so idly
that it would be interesting to try — and then I sat up sharply with a dry
mouth and a systemful of adrenalin. /t would work. The Answer would work.

I ran rapidly down a list of other problems, ranging from the town drunk
to the guided-missile race. The Answer worked. Every time.

I was quite sure I had turned paranoid, because I've seen so much of that
kind of thing in science fiction. Anybody can name a dozen writers, editors,






449

‘Just got tired of farmin’, I guess. Kind of hated to give up my ponies, but people
was beginning to say it was too hard of a life for Ronnie and I guess they was
right.” CMK]

Coincidence? Perhaps. I went upstairs with the paper and put my feet up
again. I could try a hundred more piddling tests if I wished, but why waste
time? If there was anything to it, I could type out The Answer in about two
hundred words, drive to town, tack it on the bulletin board outside the fire-
house and — snowball. Avalanche!

I didn’t do it, of course — for the same reason I haven’t put down the two
hundred words of The Answer yet on a couple of these cigarette papers. It's
rather dreadful — isn’t it — that I haven’t done so, that a simple feasible plan
to ensure peace, progress, and equality of opportunity among all mankind may
be lost to the world if, say, a big meteorite hits the asylum in the next couple
of minutes. But — I'm a writer. There’s a touch of intellectual sadism in us.
We like to dominate the reader as a matador dominates the bull; we like to
tease and mystify and at last show what great souls we are by generously
flipping up the shade and letting the sunshine in. Don’t worry. Read on. You
will come to The Answer in the proper artistic place for it. [4¢ this point I wish
Servently to dissociate myself from the attitudes Corwin attributes to our profes-
sion. He had — has, I hope — his eccentricities, and I consider it inexcusable
of him to tar us all with his personal brush. I could point out, for example, that
he once laboriously cultivated a sixteenth-century handwriting which was utterly
illegible to the modern reader. The only reason apparent for this, as for so many
of his traits, seemed to be a wish to annoy as many people as possible. CMK )

Yes; I am a writer. A matador does not show up in the bullring with a
tommy gun, and a writer doesn’t do things the simple, direct way. He makes
the people writhe a little first. So I called Fred Greenwald. Fred had been after
me for a while to speak at one of the Thursday Rotary meetings, and I'd been
reluctant to set a date. I have a little speech for such occasions, *“The Business
of Being a Writer” — all about the archaic royalty system of payment, the
difficulty of proving business expenses, the Margaret Mitchell tax law and how
it badly needs improvement, what copyright is and isn’t, how about all these
generals and politicians with their capital-gains memoirs. I pass a few galley
sheets down the table and generally get a good laugh by holding up a Double-
day book contract, silently turning it over so they can see how the fine print
goes on and on, and then flipping it open so they see there’s twice as much
fine print as they thought there was. I had done my stuff for Oswego Rotary,
Horseheads Rotary, and Cannon Hole Rotary; now Fred wanted me to do it
for Painted Post Rotary.

So I phoned him and said I'd be willing to speak this coming Thursday.
Good, he said. On a discovery I'd made about the philosophy and technique
of administration and interpersonal relationships, I said. He sort of choked up
and said well, we’re broadminded here.
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“What's going on?" I demanded. Because I hadn't even told my wife I'd
been a little short on the '55 federal tax.

*“Let’s go inna house," said the T-shirted man. He got out of the car, brushed
my gate open, and walked coolly down the path to the kitchen door. The
plump man followed, sniffing our rose-scented garden air appreciatively, and
I came last of all, on wobbly legs.

When we filed in my wife said: “*My God. It is them.”

The man in the T-shirt said: *‘Hiya, babe,” and stared at her breasts. The
plump man said: “May I compliment you, my dear, for a splendid rose garden.
Quite unusual for this altitude.”

“Thanks,” she said faintly, beginning to rally. **But it’s quite easy when your
neighbors keep horses.”

*Haw!” snorted the man in the T-shirt. “That’s the stuff, babe. You grow
roses like I write books. Give 'em plenty of — "

“Michael!” said the plump man.

“Look, you,” my wife said to me. “Would you mind telling me what this
is all about? I never knew you knew Dr. — "

“I don’t,” I said helplessly. “They seem to want to talk to me.”

*“Let us adjourn to your sanctum sanctorum,” said the plump man archly,
and we went upstairs. The T-shirted man sat on the couch, the plump fellow
sat in the club chair, and I collapsed on the swivel chair in front of the
typewriter. **Drink, anybody?” I asked, wanting one myself. “Sherry, brandy,
rye, straight angostura?”

“Never touch the stinking stuff,” grunted the man in the T-shirt.

“I would enjoy a nip of brandy,” said the big man. We each had one straight,
no chasers, and he got down to business with: *‘I suppose you have discovered
The Diagonal Relationship?”

I thought about The Answer, and decided that The Diagonal Relationship
would be a very good name for it too. *Yes,” I said. "I guess I have. Have
you?”

“I have. So has Michael here. So have one thousand seven hundred and
twenty-four writers. If you'd like to know who they are, pick the one thousand
seven hundred and twenty-four top-income men of the ten thousand free-lance
writers in this country and you have your men. The Diagonal Relationship is
discovered on an average of three times a year by rising writers.”

“Writers,” I said. *Good God, why writers? Why not economists, psycholo-
gists, mathematicians — rea/ thinkers?”

He said: “A writer's mind is an awesome thing, Corwin. What went into
your discovery of The Diagonal Relationship?”

I thought a bit. “I'm doing a Civil War thing about Burnside's Bomb,” I
said, “and I realized that Grant could have sent in fresh troops but didn’t
because Halleck used to drive him crazy by telegraphic masterminding of his
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He went on: “Michael and I dropped in because we both admire your
husband’s work; we were surprised and distressed to find his conversation so
... disconnected. My dear, as you must know, I have some experience through
my pastorate with psychotherapy. Have you ever — forgive my bluntness
— had doubts about his sanity?”

“Dear, what’s the matter?”" she asked me anxiously. I just stood there,
staring. God knows what they injected me with, but its effect was to cloud my
mind, render all activity impossible, send my thoughts spinning after their
tails. I was insane. [This incident, seemingly the least plausible part of Corwin’s
story, actually stands up better than most of the narrative to one familiar with
recent advances in biochemistry. Corwin could have been injected with lysergic
acid, or with protein extracts from the blood of psychotics. It is a matter of cold
laboratory fact that such injections produce temporary psychosis in the patient.
Indeed, it is on such experimental psychoses that the new tranquilizer drugs are
developed and tested. CMK)

To herself she said aloud, dully: *Well, it's finally come. Christmas when
I burned the turkey and he wouldn’t speak to me for a week. The way he
drummed his fingers when I talked. All his little crackpot ways — how he has
to stay at the Waldorf but I have to cut his hair and save a dollar. I hoped
it was just the rotten weather and cabin fever. I hoped when spring came
— " She began to sob. The plump man comforted her like a father. I just stood
there, staring and waiting. And eventually Mickey glided up in the dark and
gave her a needleful too and

[Here occurs an aggravating and important hiatus. One can only guess that
Corwin and his wife were loaded into the car, driven — Somewhere, separated,
and separately, under false names, committed to different mental institutions.
I have recently learned to my dismay that there are states which require only
the barest sort of licensing to operate such institutions. One state inspector of
hospitals even wrote to me in these words: * . . no doubt there are some places
in our state which are not even licensed, but we have never made any effort to
close them and I cannot recall any statute making such operation illegal. We
are not a wealthy state like you up North and some care for these unfortunates
is better than none, is our viewpoint here . . ."" CMK

three months. Their injections last a week. There's always somebody to give
me another. You know what mental hospital attendants are like: an easy bribe.
But they'd be better advised to bribe a higher type, like a male nurse, because
my attendant with the special needle for me is off on a drunk. My insanity wore
off this morning and I've been writing in my room ever since. A quick trip up
and down the corridor collected the cigarette papers and a tiny ball-point pen
from some breakfast-food premium gadget. I think my best bet is to slip these
papers out in the batch of Chinese fortune cookies they’re doing in the bakery.
Occupational therapy, this is called. My own o.t. is shoveling coal when I'm
under the needle. Well, enough of this. I shall write down The Answer, slip
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“Worms," she said, “‘that's what they are, worms, that's what we-uns all are, Billy
Chile, worms that grew a spine an’ a brain way back in the Obscene or the
Messyzoic or whenever it was.”" Even in her sadnesses Ella Mae must always make
her said little jokes, which saddened me still more on this day of sad rain and dying
magnolia blossoms. *“We don’t want them," she said. “Backbones an’ brains, I
mean, honey. They make us stiff an’ topheavy, so we can’t lie down no more an’
be jus' nothin' ay-tall but worms."
“Take off your clothes,” I yawned.

“What has that got to do with anything?” Tunny asked.

“If you do not understand,” said IZK-99 coldly, “there is no use in discuss-
ing it with you. I recommend that you read Arnold Roach's penetrating
critical essay on this book. It appeared in the last issue of Pierce. Arrow!
The Magazine of Penetrating Criticism. He devotes four pages to analyzing
the various levels of meaning in that exchange between Ella Mae and Billy
Chile.”

“*Ooh,” Tunny moaned. “Isn’t it enough I've got a hangover, a job collaps-
ing under me because of you, and a fight with my girl, but you have to mention
that rag?” ’

“How vulgar you are. It comes from watching stereovision.” The robot sat
down in a chair, which creaked alarmingly under his weight, crossed his legs,
and leafed through his book. The other hand lifted a rose to his chemosensor.
*Exquisite,” he murmured.

“You don’t imagine I'd sink to reading what they call fiction these days, do
you?” Tunny sneered, with a feeble hope of humiliating him into going to
work. “Piddling little experiments in the technique of describing more and
more complicated ways to feel sorry for yourself — What kind of entertain-
ment is that for a man?”

“You simply do not appreciate the human condition,™ said the robot.

“*Hah! Do you think you do, you conceited hunk of animated tin?"

“Yes, I believe so, thanks to my study of the authors, poets, and critics who
devote their lives to the exploration and description of man. Your Miss Forelle
is a noble soul. Ever since I looked upon my first copy of that exquisitely
sensitive literary quarterly she edits, I have failed to understand what she sees
in you. To be sure,” 1ZK-99 mused, “‘the relationship is not unlike that
between the nun and the Diesel engine in Regrer For Two Doves. but still
... At any rate, if Miss Forelle has finally told you to go soak your censored
head in expurgated wastes and then put the unprintable thing in an improbable
place, I for one heartily approve.”

Tunny, who was no mama’s boy — he had worked his way through college
as a whale herder and bossed construction gangs on Mars — was so appalled
by the robot’s language that he could only whisper, “She did not. She said
nothing of the sort.”
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“I did not mean it literally,” I1ZK-99 explained. I was only quoting the
renunciation scene in Gently Come Twilight. By Stichling, you know —
almost as sensitive a writer as Brochet.”

Tunny clenched fists and teeth and battled a wild desire to pull the robot
apart, plate by plate and transistor by transistor. He couldn’t, of course. He
was a big blond young man with a homely, candid face; his shoulders strained
his blouse, and the legs coming out of his shorts were thickly muscular; but
robots had steelloy frames and ultrapowered energizers. Besides, though his
position as chief estimator gave him considerable authority in Planetary Devel-
opments, Inc., the company wouldn’t let him destroy a machine which had
cost several million dollars. Even when the machine blandly refused to work
and spent its time loafing around the plant, reading, brooding, and denouncing
the crass bourgeois mentality of the staff.

Slowly, Tunny mastered his temper. He'd recently thought of a new ap-
proach to the problem; might as well try it now. He leaned forward. “‘Look,
Izaak,” he said in the mildest tone he could manage, ‘have you ever considered
that we need you? That the whole human race needs you?”

“The race needs love, to be sure,” said the robot, *“‘which I am prepared to
offer; but I expect that the usual impossibility of communication will entangle
us in the typical ironic loneliness.”

*“No, no, NO — um — that is, the human race needs those minerals that
you can obtain for us. Earth’s resources are dwindling. We can get most
elements from the sea, but some are in such dilute concentration that it isn't
economically feasible to extract them. In particular, there’s rhenium. Abso-
luteiy vital in alloys and electronic parts that have to stand intense irradiation.
It always was scarce, and now it’s in such short supply that several key
industries are in trouble. But on Mercury —

“Spare me. I have heard all that ad nauseam. What importance have any
such dead, impersonal, mass questions, contrasted to the suffering, isolated
soul? No, it is useless to argue with me. My mind is made up. For the disastrous
consequences of not being able to reach a firm decision, I refer you to the
Freudian analyses of Hamlet.”

“If you're interested in individuals,” Tunny said, “you might consider
me. I'm almost an ancestor of yours, God help me. I was the one who
first suggested commissioning a humanoid robot with independent intelli-
gence for the Mercury project. This company’s whole program for the next
five years is based on having you go. If you don’t, I'll be out on my ear.
And jobs are none too easy to come by. How’s that for a suffering, isolated
soul?”

“You are not capable of suffering,” said Izaak. *You are much too coarse.
Now do leave me to my novel.” His glowing eyes returned to the book. He
continued sniffing the rose.
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has been chewing his fingernails, or would if a robot were able to, and faunch-
ing . . . mainly in my office.”

“Think we can meet his expectations?”

“I dunno. My hope is that this enforced wait will make the prize seem still
more valuable. Of course, some more reviews would help. Are you positive you
won't run one in Pierce?”

“I told you, we’re so short of space —

“I talked to Barsch about that. He'll pay for the additional pages and
printing.”

“Hm-m-m . . . literary hoaxes do have an honorable old tradition, don’t
they? But oh, dear — I just don’t know.”

“Barsch has gotten around Henry Lachs,” Tunny insinuated. “There’ll be
areview in Entropy. You wouldn’t want to be scooped by a lousy middlebrow
newsmagazine, would you?”’

Janet laughed. “All right, you win. Submit your article and I'll run it.”

“I'll submit to you anytime,” Tunny said. After a while: “Well, I feel better
now. I'll take over here while you catch a nap. Let’s see, what pickle did we
leave our bold hero in?”

This novel at once vigorous and perceptive . . . the most startling use of physical
action to further the development that has been seen since Conrad, and it must
be asserted that Conrad painted timidly in comparison to the huge, bold, brilliant,
and yet minutely executed splashes on Pilchard’s canvas . . . this seminal work,
if one will pardon the expression . . . the metrical character of the whole, so subtle
that the fact the book is a rigidly structured poem will escape many readers . . .

— Pierce, Arrow!

Two hundred years ago, in the quiet, tree-shaded town of Amherst, Mass.,
spinster poetess Emily Dickinson (1830-86) wrote of the soul:

Unmoved, she notes the chariot’s pausing
At her low gate;

Unmoved, an emperor is kneeling

Upon her mat.

In the brief poem of which these lines are a stanza, she expressed a sense of privacy
and quiet independence which afterward vanished from the American scene as
thoroughly as Amherst vanished into the Atlantic metropolitan complex.

It may seem strange to compare the shy, genteel lady of Puritan derivation to
Charles Pilchard and his explosive, intensely controversial first novel. Yet the
connection is there. The Leitmotif* of Thunder Beyond Venus is not the story
itself. That story is unique enough, breathtakingly original in its use of physical
*Borrowed from the operatic works of Richard Wagner (1813-83), Emily Dickinson's stormy

German contemporary, this word has come to mean an underlying and recurrent theme.
— Entropy
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Dear Dr. Asimov:

I was sorry that you were unable to print the story I sent you. Vahl (the
time traveler who wrote it) was quite hurt as he tells me he is an author
of some note in his own time. He has, however, rewritten the story and
this time has included plenty of plot and some rather interesting mating
rituals which he has borrowed from the year 3000. In his own time (the
year 5015) sex is no longer practiced, so you can see that it is perfectly
respectable having him in my house. I do wish, though, that he could adapt
himself to our custom of wearing clothes — my neighbors are starting to
talk!

Anything that you can do to expedite the publishing of Vahl's story would
be most appreciated, so that he will feel free to return to his own time.

Yours sincerely,
Nancy Morrison (Miss)

Dear Miss Morrison:

Thank you for your rewritten short story.

I don’t want to discourage you but I'm afraid you followed my suggestions
with a little too much enthusiasm — however, I can understand that having
an imaginary nude visitor from another time is a rather heady experience. I'm
afraid that your story now rather resembles a far-future episode of ‘‘Mary
Hartman, Mary Hartman’' or “Soap.”

Could you tone it down a bit and omit the more bizarre sex rituals of the
year 3000 — we must remember that Isaac Asimov’s Science Fiction Magazine
is intended to be a family publication.

Perhaps a little humor would improve the tale too.

Yours sincerely,
Isaac Asimov

Dear Dr. Asimov:

Vahl was extremely offended by your second rejection — he said he has
never received a rejection slip before, and your referring to him as “‘imaginary”
didn’t help matters at all. I'm afraid he rather lost his temper and stormed out
into the garden — it was at this unfortunate moment that the vicar happened
to pass by.

Anyway, | managed to get Vahl calmed down and he has rewritten the story
and added plenty of humor. I'm afraid my subsequent meeting with the vicar
was not blessed with such success! I'm quite sure Vahl would not understand
another rejection.

Yours truly,
Nancy Morrison (Miss)
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far out into the inhabited universe. That was why, at three minutes past two
in the afternoon, there was a whir at the window, a click as it was pushed open
from the outside, and a thud as a small bucket-shaped spaceship landed on the
unpaid-for carpet. A hatch opened, and a gnarled, undersized being stepped
out.

“Well,” he said, with what might have been a slightly curdled Bulgarian
accent, “‘here I am.”

Ambrosius Goshawk flipped a cricket over his shoulder, glared, and said
decisively, “No, I will nor take you to my leader.” Then he started working
on another cricket who had his feet stuck on a particularly intimate part of
Mrs. Goshawk’s anatomy.

“I am not interested with your leader,” replied the being, unstrapping
something that looked like a super-gadgety spray gun. *You have thought for
me, because you are wanting an extermination. I am the Exterminator.
Johnny-with-the-spot, that is me. Pronounce me your troubles.”

Ambrosius Goshawk put down his palette knife. “What won't I think of
next?” he exclaimed. *‘Little man, because of the manner of your arrival, your
alleged business, and my state of mind, I will take you quite seriously. Seat
yourself.”

Then, starting with his failure to get a scholarship back in art school, he
worked down through his landlord, his dentist, his wife, to the clipping by J.
Herman Lort, from which he read at some length, coming finally to the
following passage:

»

... and it i1s in the work of these pseudo-creative people, of self-styled “artists™
like Ambrosius Goshawk, whose clumsily crafted imitations of photography must
be a thorn in the flesh of every truly sensitive and creative critical mind that the
perceptive collector will realize the deeply researched validness of the doctrine I
have explained in my book The Creative Critical Intellect — that true Art can be
*“created” only by such an intellect when adequately trained in an appropriately
staffed institution, “created” needless to say out of the vast treasury of natural and
accidental-type forms — out of driftwood and bird droppings, out of torn-up roots
and cracked rocks — and that all the rest is a snare and a delusion, nay! an
outright fraud.

Ambrosius Goshawk threw the clipping down. *You'd think," he cried out,
“that mortal man could stand no more. And now — " he pointed at the
invading insects — “‘now there’s this!”

“So,"” asked the being, “‘what is this?"

Ambrosius Goshawk took a deep breath, counted to seven, and screamed,
“CRICKETS!" hysterically.

“It is simple,” said the being. “I will exterminate. My fee — "

“Fee?” Goshawk interrupted him bitterly. *How can / pay a fee?”

“My fee will be paintings. Six you will give. In advance. Then I exterminate.
After, it is one dozen more.”






The Last Gothic

JON L. BREEN

I myself am a computer man. That is, I write stories about computers and I am
enthusiastic about computers and I push them as the tsunami of the future. I
like to quote one of my favorite aphorisms: “Anything that can be done by a
machine is beneath the dignity of any human being to do.”” Except that someone
sometimes asks: “What if computers could write books?” I push that aside with
a ripple of laughter, but occasionally, in the middle of the night, I think about
it and mutter uneasily to myself, “Well, not in my time!” As for Janet, after
reading the story that follows, she asked darkly, “And just who — or what
— Is writing sf now?”

DAy BY DAY, Jorge Braun felt the death of fiction drawing closer. And it
appeared that the gothic novel was to be the next casualty. Since 2005, almost
fifteen years ago, all of them had been written by Edwina, a talented, creative,
aging computer with twenty pseudonyms. The dwindling readership had
forced the last of the human writers in the genre out of business. Once built,
the computer was able to turn out novels very cheaply, demanding no ad-
vances, no royalties, and, until recently, very little editing. As long as Edwina
kept producing, the massive Sheldrake Publishing conglomerate would keep
publishing the novels for the small group of readers that remained, but any
large outlay to refurbish the machine was branded non-cost-effective by the
company’s accounting department.

Balefully regarding his boss across a wide, gleaming, clutter-free desk, Jorge
made one last appeal. “Mr. Sheldrake, I'm not convinced you'd lose money
bringing Edwina up to snuff. Better sales and a resurgence of interest in the
gothic might make up for it. But even if you did, wouldn’t it be worth it to
keep a whole category of fiction from dying? There are millions of elderly ladies
out there who need their gothics.”

“Jorge,” said Sheldrake — after all these years, he was still pronouncing it
“George” — *‘you've been a fine fiction editor for us, the finest fiction editor
we've ever had.”
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WHITHER THOU GHOST
a novel of romantic suspense
by Helena Lightcastle

Jorge shuddered. What could be more ominous in a gothic than a punning
title? Maybe it had happened at last. Maybe Edwina was rounding that last
bend. Jorge braced himself and read on . . .

The whole journey had about it an aura of foreboding. When the coach had only
traveled a few miles from the inn, one of those new fangled horseless carriages
had frightened the horses and it had been all the driver could do to keep the coach
upright. Now, as the old stage rattled its way through the mist toward the village
of Gootenshire at the foot of Devil's Mountain, at whose top was situated Pome-
granate Castle, the autumn air chilled Gwen Dolan as she pulled her cloak more
snugly around her shoulders. It was too dark to read the new book she had bought
in New York, this so-called novel, Pamela, said to be creating a new literary form,
but it had not interested her greatly, nor had the Herald Tribune, which recounted
in gory detail Wellington's victory at Waterloo and Abraham Lincoln’s nomina-
tion by the Republican national convention.

Times are surely changing, mused Gwen. Too fast? No. For a new era of
women's rights was coming and Gwen longed to be emancipated. If only women
had the right to vote, they would surely show those belligerent masculine politi-
cians a thing or two. For the hand that rocks the cradle . . .

The coach lurched to a sudden stop, jolting Gwen from her reverie. Silly to be
so nervous, she chided herself — the atmosphere is getting to you, under your
skin, into your bones. But the castle, so bleak and forbidding against the October
sky, must be quite homey by daylight, and so must this charming little village,
nestled at the foot of the sharply rising precipice — Devil’s Mountain, they called
it. Whatever for? Gwen wondered.

The driver helped her down from the coach. They were in front of the Grey-
hound station, where Major Hawthorne’s man was to meet her. She entered the
waiting room, in out of the dark chill, and a friendly voice greeted her.

*“Good evening, miss! Welcome to our village!”” The waiting room was empty
but for the rotund, mustachioed man behind the lunch counter. A warm and
friendly man, she sensed. Someone to be relied upon. “I am Charles Evans
Happychap, master of the Greyhound station, called Charlie by my friends one
and all, and your wish is my command. What may I get you? Something hot to
refresh you after your journey? A cup of tea perhaps?”’

Gwen smiled. I don’t know if there is time. Someone is to meet me here
— Major Hawthorne's representative. For I am the new governess here at Pome-
granate Castle.”

Charlie Happychap fairly jumped, and all color seemed drained from his face.
He looked at the young lady, so fresh and pink-cheeked and lovely, her long black
hair billowing about her shoulders, and he shook his head unbelievingly. “No,
miss, it cannot be.”

“Why, yes.” Gwen was puzzled.
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the Twentieth Century Limited as it roared through Colorado was some sort of
an omen. But how could a job as companion for an elderly lady in the California
desert be in any way dangerous?

She had chosen her traveling clothes carefully, not wanting to appear too
ostentatious in her first meeting with her new employer. She had selected a
knee-length mauve hobble skirt and a transparent middy blouse with a pattern of
tastefully located deathwatch beetles, gleaming white bobby sox with violet spats
over pale green Alsatian mukluks, a modest Salvation Army bonnet with pink
chin tie, and a simple bison stole. Completing the ensemble were a dainty little
shark’s-tooth pendant, a shoulder-strap patent leather parachute bag, a Venus’s-
flytrap parasol, and a Naugahyde riding crop.

Jorge Braun pulled a switch and ended Edwina’s agony. The end had come
at last, and all that remained was to find some suitable memorial.

When night fell, the towering Sheldrake Building was black against the sky
in unaccustomed darkness. One light burned in one window, in memory of the
gothic novel.
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time he added up a sum, his addition was different from that of his teacher
and from the Stone Mills Arithmetic, which was used as a textbook. He was
known as the dunce. He never was graduated.

Unarmed, unprepared, but eager, he set out for the great city of New York,
and there began the story of his great career and of his achievements and
contributions. He got a job as a stock boy in a publishing house. Proud of his
Jjob, he did it well. He got to love books. He liked the covers on them, the smell
of them. He liked to pile them on shelves and then to unpile them. He liked
to lift them and to look at them in piles on the stockroom floor and the shelves.
He liked to wrap them up and to unwrap them. He liked to do everything he
could with them, except read them.

He lived alone at the Young Men’s Christian Association and every night
he dreamed about books. He made shelves for his room and filled these with
books. Every night he looked at his books, touched them, felt them, counted
them, and rearranged them. His fellow inmates of the Y.M.C.A. gave him the
nickname of *‘the Book Lover,” and he was proud of that. In later years, when
he had become great, rich, famous, and honored, this was remembered, and
a book was even published under the title Worthy Worthington, the Book Lover.

But just as he loved books, he hated authors. Every time he saw an author,
he remembered how as a boy in a little red country schoolhouse hard by a
Baptist church in the land where the tall corn is tallest, he used to be switched,
birched, and in plain language, whipped, because of his inability to read books.
Some author had written those sentences that he had been lambasted for
because he couldn’t read them.

But when he worked as a stock boy for a publishing house in New York,
he came to see authors and in a sense to know them. The girls in the office
all liked the authors and not him. And being normal and healthy, he wanted
the girls to like him. The girls sometimes swooned about the masculine authors
who came to the office, but they only called him Ignatz. And then, he soon
learned that authors were not like he was. They didn't live at the Y.M.C.A.
They were always causing trouble and getting into trouble.

One author got his boss, the owner of the firm, arrested because of a book
he wrote. Another author was always getting drunk. And if an author wasn’t
getting drunk or causing the police to hand a warrant to the boss, then he was
getting divorced. The authors who came to the office just weren’t like Ignatius
Bulganov or like the people he had known in the land where the tall corn is
tall corn. They were always coming and going and never staying put, and they
disrupted the whole work of the office. So more and more, I.B. disliked
authors.

And he came to understand and learn that other people didn’t particularly
like them either. He heard complaints in the office about this author and that
one. The girls complained. The editors complained. The owners of the firm
yelled bloody murder about them. The wives of the owners complained. And



496

the business manager, the bookkeeper, and the salesmen didn’t merely com-
plain — they screamed.

In those years, Ignatius was happy. He had enough to eat, a clean room to
sleep in, and books to count and feel, touch, lift, pack, wrap, and distribute
on shelves. He had no ambitions and would have been content with his job
except for authors. They became worse and worse.

One day he overheard two of the girls talking. An author had just come in
with the manuscript of a book and it had to be published. Business was bad,
and the girls said that this book was going to lose money.

“Why are authors?” one of them asked.

This question struck Ignatz Bulganov’s mind.

Over and over again that night in his room in the Y.M.C.A. he fondled his
books and asked himself the question: *“Why are authors?”

The next morning, as he was taking his cold shower, he asked himself why
couldn’t there be books, without authors.

Here was food for thought. And he nourished his higher faculties on this
food.

That day at work, he idly went to a desk where there was an adding machine.
He punched numbers on the machine and pulled out slips of paper. And there
were numbers all added up correctly. He remembered how he had never been
able to do anything like that in the little red schoolhouse. Just think of it, he
had been whammed and whipped because he had not been able to add. And
look at that machine. It added and never made a mistake.

Thus, Ignatius Bulganov Worthington acquired even more rich and highly
nutritious food for thought.

Soon afterward I.B.W. went to the free night school, a youth seeking knowl-
edge and opportunity. He had digested his rich nutritious food for thought and
something had happened to him. He had become ambitious.

Well, the rest of the story is familiar to every schoolboy. Ignatius studied
machines, machinery, arithmetic, statistics, engineering, and draftsmanship.
And he worked on machines. And he invented the machine that revolutionized
the life of mankind. He invented the Worthy Worthington Writing Machine.
People thought him crazy. He was laughed at and jeered. But he triumphed.
Just as once he had been able to add correctly by pushing buttons on an adding
machine, so now he could write a book by pushing buttons on a Worthy
Worthington.

Of course, the first years were hard, and it took time for him to get his
machine accepted. But he had perserverance and stick-to-itiveness. So his
machine was introduced into publishing houses, magazine offices, and news-
paper editorial rooms. One machine, working an eight-hour day, could shed
four books. And none of the books was gloomy. The policeman could read
them without making an arrest and this saved the taxpayers' money, because
the police were no longer needed to seize books and to arrest booksellers,



497

authors, and publishers. The clergymen were grateful because they no longer
had to write sermons about immoral books and could speak from the pulpit
of God and Goodness.

And of course the publishers were happy. They had to take no authors to
lunch, and they had to pay no royalties except a very small one to Ignatius
Bulganov for the use of one of his Worthy Worthingtons. Their machines never
erred and never produced an immoral or sad book. They whirred out works
of joy and hope at a cost of ten cents a copy. Books became the cheapest
commodity on the market. There was a tremendous boom in books. The
publishers became millionaires. The nation became inspired. Joy and goodness
reigned as though in the celestial spheres. And there were no more authors to
cause trouble, to disillusion people, to lose money on bad books. The authors
all went mad or became useful citizens. And Worthy Worthington married the
girl who asked the question:

“Why are authors?”

He lived to a ripe age, left a fortune and a legacy of sunshine after him, and
was eternally revered for having found a means to eliminate authors and to
enrich the material and spiritual life of his country and his times. His remains
lie in a marble tomb ten feet high, and on the door of this tomb, these words
are graven.

HERE LIES WORTHY WORTHINGTON
IN
ETERNAL REPOSE
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FATHER: No, it’s not a robot like the electrician or your teacher. A
wordmill is not a person like a robot is, though they are both made of metal
and work by electricity. A wordmill is like an electric computing machine,
except it handles words, not numbers. It's like the big chess-playing, war-
making machine, except it makes its moves in a novel instead of on a board
or battlefield. But a wordmill is not alive like a robot and it cannot move
around. It can only write fiction books.

SON: (kicking it) Dumb old machine!

FATHER: Don’t do that, Son. Now, it’s like this — there are any number
of ways to tell a story.

SON: (still kicking it wearily) Yes, Daddy.

FATHER: The ways depend on the words that are chosen. But once one
word is chosen, the other words must fit with that first word. They must carry
the same mood or atmosphere and fit into the suspense chain with micrometric
precision (I'll explain that later).

SON: Yes, Daddy.

FATHER: A wordmill is fed the general pattern for a story and it goes to
its big memory bank — much bigger even than Daddy’s — and picks the first
word at random; they call that turning trump. Or it’s given the first word by
its programmer. But when it picks the second word it must pick one that has
the same atmosphere, and so on and so on. Fed the same story pattern and
one hundred different first words — one at a time, of course — it would write
one hundred completely different novels. Of course it is much more compli-
cated than that, much too complicated for Son to understand, but that is the
way it works.

SON: A wordmill keeps telling the same story with different words?

FATHER: Well, in a way, yes.

SON: Sounds dumb to me.

FATHER: It is not dumb, Son. All grown-ups read novels. Daddy reads
novels.

SON: Yes, Daddy. Who's that?

FATHER: Where?

SON: Coming this way. The lady in tight blue pants who hasn’t buttoned
the top of her shirt.

FATHER: Ahem! Look away, Son. That’s another writer, Son.

SON: (still looking) What's a writer, Daddy? Is she one of those bad ladies
you told me about, who tried to talk to you in Paris, only you wouldn’t?

FATHER: No, no, Son! A writer is merely a person who takes care of a
wordmill, who dusts it and so on. The publishers pretend that the writer helps
the wordmill write the book, but that’s a big fib, Son, a just-for-fun pretend
to make things more exciting. Writers are allowed to dress and behave in
uncouth ways, like gypsies — it’s all part of a union agreement that goes back
to the time when wordmills were invented. Now you won’t believe —
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SON: She's putting something in this wordmill, Daddy. A round black
thing.

FATHER: (not looking) She’s oiling it or replacing a transistor or doing
whatever she’s supposed to be doing to this wordmill. Now you won’t believe
what Daddy’s going to tell you now, except that it's Daddy telling you. Before
wordmills were invented —

SON: It's smoking, Daddy.

FATHER: (still not looking) Don’t interrupt, she probably spilled the oil or
something. Before wordmills were invented, writers actually wrote stories!
They had to hunt —

SON: The writer’s running away, Daddy.

FATHER: Don't interrupt. They had to hunt through their memories for
every word in a story. It must have been —

SON: It’s still smoking, Daddy. There are sparks.

FATHER: I said don’t interrupt. It must have been dreadfully hard work,
like building the pyramids.

SON: Yes, Daddy. It’s still —

BOOM! Gaspard’s wordmill deafeningly blossomed into shrapnel. Father
and son took the full force of the explosion and were blown to turquoise and
opal bits. They passed painiessly out of existence, chance victims of a strange
occupational revolt. The incident in which they perished was one of many, and
it was being repeated at a large number of nearby places, fortunately with few
further fatalities.

All along Readership Row, which some call Dream Street, the writers were
wrecking the wordmills. From the blackened booktree under which Gaspard
had fallen to the book-ship launching pads at the other end of the Row, the
unionized authors were ravaging and reaving. Torrenting down the central
avenue of Earth’s mammoth, and in fact the Solar System’s only, fully mech-
anized publishing center, a giddy gaudy mob in their berets and bathrobes,
togas and ruffs, kimonos, capes, sport shirts, flowing black bow ties, lace shirt
fronts and top hats, doublets and hose, T-shirts and Levi's, they burst murder-
ously into each fiction factory, screaming death and destruction to the gigantic
machines whose mere tenders they had become and which ground out in their
electronic maws the actual reading matter which fed the yearnings and sweet-
ened the subconscious minds of the inhabitants of three planets, a half dozen
moons, and several thousand satellites and spaceships in orbit and trajectory.

No longer content to be bribed by high salaries and the mere trappings of
authorship — the ancient costumes that were the vestments of their profession,
the tradition-freighted names they were allowed and even required to assume,
the exotic lovelives they were permitted and encouraged to pursue — the
writers smashed and sabotaged, rioted and ruined, while the police of a labor
administration, intent on breaking the power of the publishers, stood compla-
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cently aside. Robot goons, hurriedly hired by the belatedly alarmed publishers,
also took no action, having received a last-minute negate from the Interplane-
tary Brotherhood of Free Business Machines; they too merely stood about
— grim somber statues, their metal dented by the bricks, stained by the acids,
and blackened by the portable lightning bolts of many a picket-line affray
— and watched their stationary mindless cousins die.

Homer Hemingway axed through the sedate gray control panel of a Ran-
dom House Write-All and went fiercely to work on the tubes and transistors.

Sappho Wollstonecraft Shaw shoved a large plastic funnel into the memory
unit of a Scribner Scribe and poured two gallons of smoking nitric acid into
its indescribably delicate innards.

Harriet Beecher Bronté drenched a Norton Novelist with gasoline and
whinnied as the flames shot skyward.

Heloise Ibsen, her shirt now torn from her shoulders and waving the gray
flag with the ominous black ““30” on it, signifying the end of machine-made
literature, leaped atop three cowering vice presidents who had come down to
“watch the robots scatter those insolent grease monkeys.” For a moment she
looked strikingly like “‘Liberty Leading the People” in Delacroix’s painting.

Abelard de Musset, top hat awry and pockets bulging with proclamations
of self-expression and creativity, leveled a submachine gun at a Putnam Plot-
ter. Marcel Feodor Joyce lobbed a grenade into the associator of a Schuster
Serious. Dylan Bysshe Donne bazookaed a Bantam Bard.

Agatha Ngaio Sayers poisoned a Doubleday 'Dunnit with powdered mag-
netic oxide.

Somerset Makepeace Dickens sledgehammered a Harcourt Hack.

H. G. Heinlein planted stiletto explosives in an Appleton SF and almost lost
his life pushing the rest of the mob back to a safe distance until the fiery white
jets had stabbed through the involuted leagues of fine silver wiring.

Norman Vincent Durant blew up a Ballantine Bookbuilder.

Talbot Fennimore Forester sword-slashed a Houghton Historical, pried it
open with a pike, and squirted in Greek fire which he had compounded by an
ancient formula.

Luke Van Tilburg Wister fanned his six-guns at a Whittlesey Western, then
finished it off with six sticks of dynamite and a “‘Ki-yi-yippee!”

Fritz Ashton Eddison loosed a cloud of radioactive bats inside a Fiction
House Fantasizer (really a rebuilt Dutton Dreamer with Fingertip Credibility
Control).

Edgar Allen Bloch, brandishing an electric cane fearfully powered by porta-
ble isotopic batteries, all by himself shorted out forever a whole floorful of
assorted cutters, padders, polishers, tighteners, juicers, and hesid-shesids.

Conan Haggard de Camp rammed a Gold Medal Cloak-'n-Sworder with a
spike-nosed five-ton truck.






Adverbs

E.Y. HARBURG

WHERE and WHEN
Are lost in space.
THERE and THEN
Do not embrace.
So before we disappear
Come sweet NOW and kiss the HERE.
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forgotten. His fingertips tingled with excitement. The coming of the idea was
a catharsis, releasing the tension which had been building within him for the
past three weeks.

It would be a science fiction/fantasy story, he thought, probably a novella
if he worked it properly. He moistened his lips. Now, let’s see . . .

Suppose there’s this race of aliens plotting to take over Earth, because it is
a strategic planet in some kind of intergalactic war they’re involved in. Okay,
okay, so it’s hackneyed. There are ways to get around that, ways to play that
aspect down.

These aliens have infiltrated Earth and set up some kind of base of opera-
tions, maybe up in the mountains somewhere. They’re assembling a kind of
penultimate cybernetic machine which, when fully completed, will have the
power to erase all rational thought from the minds of humans, turning them
into obsequious zombies. Wait now. Suppose these aliens have a portion of this
machine already completed. This portion would be capable of reading, simul-
taneously, the thoughts of every human on Earth, and of categorizing those
thoughts for the aliens to study. That way, if any human somehow happened
to blunder on the scheme in one way or another — mental blundering as well
as physical would have to be considered, what with clairvoyance and the
emanation into space of thought waves, and the like — then the extraterres-
trials would immediately know about it. And what they would do would be
to train the full strength of this completed portion of the machine on that
particular human, and with it eradicate all those thoughts endangering their
project, thus insuring its safety.

Kensington was sweating a bit now, his forehead crinkled in deep thought.

Sure, he thought, it’s a touch far out. But if I handle it right, who knows?
At least it's a good, workable idea, which is a hell of a lot better than nothing
at all. Now, how am [ going to save Earth from this fate? It has to be in some
way that is totally plausible, not too gimmicky, and . . .

All at once the answer popped into his mind. By God! Kensington thought.
It’s perfect! There’s not a flaw in it! He grinned hugely. Those damned aliens
wouldn’t stand a snowball’s chance in you-know-where if I set it up this way.

He stood abruptly and started for his typewriter. The progression of the
story was already flowing, plotting itself firmly in Kensington's mind.

He sat at the typewriter, excitement coursing through him because he knew,
he could feel, that the dry spell was at an end. His fingers poised over the keys.

Quite suddenly, quite inexplicably, his mind went blank.

He pressed his forehead against the cool surface of his typewriter.

Why, he moaned silently, why, oh, why can’t I come up with just one lirtle
story idea?












The Odds-On Favorite

E.Y. HARBURG

To make the longest story terse,

Be it blessing, be it curse,

The Lord designed the universe
With built in obsolescence.

Each planet, comet, star, and sun

Enjoys a brief atomic run,

Erupting when its course is done,
With cosmic incandescence.

Astronomers aver some day

Our solar star will blaze away,

There'll be a glorious display
Of sunburst helium masses.

Our little planet Earth below

Will be a pyrotechnic show

Of blazing hydrogen aglow
With thermonuclear gases.

Thank God, this great combustion day

Is many billion years away
So, as philosophers all say,

Why fret . . . why fume . . . why worry?
A billion moons will wane and wax,
Sit down . . . make out your income tax . . .
Buy stocks, be calm . . . enjoy . . . relax

For God is in no hurry.

But oh, my friends, I have a hunch
That man may beat God to the punch.



“He's a nut."”

¢ 1959 The New Yorker Mugazine. Inc












| OFTEN WONDER ,
WHAT WE WERE PUT"
HERE To DoO.

IF HISTORY WERE To
CREDIT US WITH ONE

GREAT SINGLE

ACHIEVEMENT;

ACCIDENTAL
SURVIVAL..




MS Fnd in a Lbry

HAL DRAPER

I don’t want to leave you with a feeling of doom, so I will ask you to consider
the following, which will not make sense to you till after you've read this
marvelous story:

1. Suppose you eliminate everything that proves wrong.
2. Suppose you eliminate everything that no one wants to know.
3. Suppose you eliminate everything that makes no sense.

Well then, what's left? And are you worried?

From: Report of the Commander, Seventh Expeditionary Force, Andromedan
Paleoanthropological Mission

WHAT PUZZLED OUR RESEARCH teams was the suddenness of collapse,
and the speed of reversion to barbarism, in this multigalactic civilization of the
biped race. Obvious causes like war, destruction, plague, or invasion were
speedily eliminated. Now the outlines of the picture emerge, and the answer
makes me apprehensive.

Part of the story is quite similar to ours, according to those who know our
own prehistory well.

On the mother planet there are early traces of books. This word denotes
paleoliterary records of knowledge in representational and macroscopic form.
Of course, these disappeared very early, perhaps 175,000 of our yukals ago,
when their increase threatened to leave no place on the planet’s surface for
anything else.

First they were reduced to micros, and then to supermicros, which were read
with the primeval electronic microscopes then extant. But in another yukal the
old problem was back, aggravated by colonization on most of the other planets
of the local Solar System, all of which were producing books in torrents. At
about this time, too, their cumbersome alphabet was reduced to mainly conso-
nantal elements (thus: thr cmbrsm alfbt w rdsd t mnl cnsntl elmnts) but this






517

whole branches of knowledge could for the first time be put in a nutshell. The
Rx dwindled to one room of one building.

(3) Finally —but this took another yukal and was technologically as-
sociated with the expansion of the civilization to intergalactic proportions
— Fx and Sng found that quanta in hyperbolic tensor systems could be tensed
into occupying the same spatial and temporal coordinates, if properly piz-
zicated. In no time at all, a quantic pizzicator was devised to compress the
nudged quanta into overlapping spaces, most of these being arranged in the
wide-open areas lying between the outer electrons and the nucleus of the atom,
leaving the latter free for tables of contents, illustrations, graphs, etc.

All the Rx ever produced could now be packed away in a single drawer, with
plenty of room for additions. A great celebration was held when the Rx drawer
was ceremoniously installed, and glowing speeches pointed out that science
had once more refuted pessimistic croakings of doom. Even so, two speakers
could not refrain from mentioning certain misgivings . . .

To understand the nature of these misgivings, we must now turn to a develop-
ment which we have deliberately ignored so far for the sake of simplicity but
which was in fact going on side by side with the shrinking of the Rx.

First, as we well know, the Rx in the new storage systems could be scanned
only by activating the nudged or pizzicated quanta, etc., by means of a code
number, arranged as an index to the Rx. Clearly the index itself had to be kept
representational and macroscopic, else a code number would become neces-
sary to activate it. Or so it was assumed.

Secondly, a process came into play of which even the ancients had had
presentiments. According to a tradition recorded by Kchv among some old-
sters in the remote Los Angeles swamps, the thing started when an antique
sage produced one of the paleoliterary Bx entitled An Index to Indexes (or
Ix t Ix), coded as a primitive I>. By the time of the supermicros there were
several Indexes to Indexes to Indexes (I'), and work had already started on
an I

These were the innocent days before the problem became acute. Later, Index
runs were collected in Files, and Files in Catalogs — so that, for example,
C’F*I* meant that you wanted an Index to Indexes to Indexes to Indexes which
was to be found in a certain File of Files of Files of Files of Files, which in
turn was contained in a Catalog of Catalogs of Catalogs. Of course, actual
numbers were much greater. This structure grew exponentially. The process
of education consisted solely in learning how to tap the Rx for knowledge when
needed. The position was well put indeed in a famous speech by Jzbl to the
graduates of the Central Saturnian University, when he said that it was a
source of great pride to him that although hardly anybody knew anything any
longer, everybody now knew how to find out everything.

Another type of Index, the Bibliography, also flourished, side by side with
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the C-F-I series of the Ix. This B series was the province of an aristocracy of
scholars who devoted themselves exclusively to Bibliographies of Bibliogra-
phies of . . . well, at the point in history with which we are next concerned,
the series had reached B*’. Furthermore, at every exponential level, some
ambitious scholar branched off to a work on a History of the Bibliographies
of that level. The compilation of the first History of Bibliography (H') is lost
in the mists of time, but there is an early chronicled account of a History of
Bibliographies of Bibliographies of Bibliographies (H’) and naturally H*** was
itself under way about the time B’ was completed.

On the other hand, the first History of Histories of Bibliographies came
much later, and this H-prime series always lagged behind. It goes without
saying that the B-H-H series (like the C-F-I series) had to have its own indexes,
which in turn normally grew into a C-F-I series ancillary to the B-H-H series.
There were some other but minor developments of the sort.

All these Index records were representational; though proposals were made
at times to reduce the whole thing to pizzicated quanta, reluctance to take this
fateful step long won out. So when the Rx had already shrunk to room size,
the Ix were expanding to fill far more than the space saved. The old liebury
was bursting. One of the asteroids was converted into an annex, called the
Asteroidal Storage Station. In thirteen yukals, all the ASS's were filled in the
original Solar System. Other systems selfishly refused to admit the camel’s nose
into their tent.

Under the stress of need, resistance to abstractionizing broke, and with the
aid of the then new process of cospatial nudging, the entire mass of Ix was
nudged into a drawer no bigger than that which contained the Rx themselves.

Now this drawer (D') itself had to be activated by indexed code numbers.
More and more scholars turned away from research in the thinner and thinner
stream of discoverable knowledge in order to tackle the far more serious
problem: how to thread one’s way from the Ix to the Rx. This specialization
led to a whole new branch of knowledge known as Ariadnology. Naturally,
as Ariadnology expanded its Rx, its Ix swelled proportionately, until it became
necessary to set up a subbranch to systematize access from the Ix to the Rx
of Ariadnology itself. This (the Ariadnology of Ariadnology) was known as
A’ and by the time of the Collapse the field of A* was just beginning to develop,
together with its appropriate Ix, plus the indispensable B-H-H series, of course.

The inevitable happened in the course of a few yukals: The Ix of the second
code series began to accumulate in the same ASS’s that had once been so
joyfully emptied. Soon these Ix were duly abstractionized into a second
drawer, D%

Then it was the old familiar story: The liebury filled up, the ASS’s filled up.
Around 10,000 yukals ago, the first artificial planet was created, therefore, to
hold the steadily mounting agglomeration of Ix drawers. About 8000 yukals
ago, a number of artificial planets were united into pseudosolar systems









Positively the end . . .

HOW LONG DO YOU THINK. THIS
PLANET CAN SURVIVE TUE
ONSLAVGHT OF ITS INHABITANTS

WELL, ... .IF MAN IN HIS
INFINITE WISDOMW HAS THE
INGENUITY TO TAP AND
CONSERVE ITS NATURAL
RESOURCES FOR THE oD
OF HUMANITY WHILE ST

&NING... .

- YOU WANNA SPEED IT UP 7, . .
WERE RUNNING A UTTLE LATE.. .
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