














" Of Things Beyond

Men of scientific training have, in
recent years, been making real efforts to
determine whether or not telepathy and
clairvoyance are reality or folklore. The
problem, from the scientific point of
view, is exceedingly difficult, because it
is inherently not amenable to the basic
tenets of the scientific method. Science
has found it necessary to set up certain
admittedly arbitrary standards. To be
fully accepted as fact, a thing must be
reproducible at will, anywhere the ex-
plicitly stated conditions are fulfilled, by
any scientist of reasonable competence.

Headline seekers are to be found in
all fields of human endeavor ; since learn-
ing has long been held in esteem, there
have been consistent efforts to gain fame
by announcing marvelous discoveries in
science. The harsh rule that any such
discovery will be accepted as such only
when it can be reproduced at will by
any competent worker was developed
over many centuries, and over many
figurative dead hodies. When science
was still decidedly uncertain of itself,
when its reagents were impure, contain-
ing unsuspected foreign adulterants, its
instruments poor in quality and unre-
liable in accuracy, many a discovery was
rejected by that rule. Frustrated dis-
coverers, probably in a cold rage, then
set their teeth in the task of making an
exact study of just what caused their
work to succeed, while their confreres
failed to reproduce the experiment. It
led to heartbreak—but also to the dis-
covery of many a new fact. It led to
pure reagents and fanatical exactitude
in instruments and laboratory methods.

But it balks hopelessly at the prob-
lems of psychic phenomena of nearly
all sorts. Telepathy is not reproducible;
we don't know how it works, don’t know
what the exact conditions for its ex-
istance are. We .do know that some
people do not have the power in usable
form at all, that others have a sort of

negative telepathy or clairvoyance ; they
persistently get the wrong answer more
often then would be probable 3f they
were entirely unguided. The whole
phenomenon refuses to fall into the class
of things reproducible at will by any
competent worker. It certainly isn’t
a science, and science has a right to re-
fuse it as a scientific fact.

Yet telepathy and clairvoyance of the
type tested in the laboratory, are in-
finitely more open to rigorous examina-
tion than forerunners and prophetic
dreams and visions. There is a huge
mass of evidence on the existence of
such things—evidence that would be
accepted in any court of law, or start
a hundred scientific expeditions if it
referred to other and previously ac-
cepted matters, or even to a matter akin
to some accepted phenomenon.

The accumulation of sworn statements
tends to concern death scenes, or other
violent crises. less formal evidence
seems to indicate the vision may as fre-
quently, if not, actually, far more fre-
quently, be a simple sort of report of
what is going on at some distant point.
A navy wife who has a remarkable fa-
cility for turning up in the port her hus-
band’s ship is calling at the day before
the ship comes in, for instance, has no
private and highly illegal system of coded
communication with her husband. She
simply knows where he will be on a cer-
tain day. It would be telepathy in action
save for one thing; he doesn’t know
where or when he will reach port next.

There is some very real phenomenon
there, a very real faculty behind those
unnumbered examples of visions that
carried true knowledge. Science does
not, and will net, investigate them for
a long time to come. No one yet has
suggested any method by which the
problem can be attacked.
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he was reassured as well as surprised to
discover that he had on a crisp gray
business suit, of the sanie cut and color
as Staples’. It struck him, too, that his
tigure seemed trimmer than it had been
for a good many years—the old double-
breasted serge would hardly have fitted
him now. anyhow.

“A small example of our efficiency,”
Staples commented. ‘“‘No doubt you
will find customs very different Above.
But our organization has adopted a uni-
form business suit, to be worn by every
individual until clearance is secured.”

Platt was scarcely aware that they
had left the jury room. But now he
saw that they were on a wide flight of
marble steps, before an impressive build-
ng. He supposed that it must stand
on the summit of a high mountain, fer
the steps dropped into cottonlike mist,
and white clouds stretched away in a
bright, mysterious plain, under a sky
turning gloomy with the dusk.

The building might have been de-
signed by Norman Bel Geddes, for some
super-colossal Hollywood production.
Concealed floodlights painted its facade
with garish color, and immense shining
Jetters marched across thé central tower,
spelling: ETERNITY STATION.

A good many people were hurrying
eagerly up the broad, golden-lit stair,
and almost as many were hastening
feverishly down again. Nearly all the
men wore neat gray suits. The women
bad on uniform dark skirts, but he no-
ticed that femininity had managed to
express itself in a variety of bright-
colored blouses.

“Come along,” Staples urged. *The
inspector is inclined to be nasty about
any delay.”

Platt followed him up the steps, into
an immense waiting room. Hurried
people were gathering into impatient
queues. Many of them, both men and
women, were burdened with heavy brief
cases, and he supposed that they were
devil's advocates—no, the modern term
was ‘“‘deputy’’—looking after the inter-
ests of their chents.

“There’s the ship.” Staples made ap
offhand gesture, but his dry voice held a
note of frustrated longing. He took a
quick look at his watch, “There’s still
time for you to catch it—if we get your
clearance through.”

Platt gasped when he saw the ship,
lying immense beyond a long row of
guarded turnstiles. It was shaped some-
what like a blimp, but larger and much
more substantial. It had a painful sil-
very shimmer; and some golden em-
blem, on the side of the hull, was so
blindingly brilliant that Platt could not
distinguish it. People were filing into
the vessel, up long, gayly draped gang-
ways.

Walking briskly, Staples made a wide,
hurried gesture.

“All this is new,” he said. “Our de-
sign.  Streamlined for service. Our
contract covers everything at this end
of the line.”

Platt followed him across the wvast
crowded floor. His whole life since
babyhood-—at least in theory—had been
planned to fit him for this supreme ap-
proaching moment. Yet, as it drew
near, he felt a shudder of reluctant
dread. He squared his shoulders, and
tried to quiet his hammering pulse.

Staples stopped outside a frosted glass
door which bore a neat brass plate:

Petitions for Clearance
Nto R
J. A. Ballantine, Inspecter

In a moment the door swung open.
Two young men in identical gray
emerged hastily, one carrying the brief
case of an advocate. He appeared crest-
fallen, and his client looked pale and
shaken.

“Next case,”” a deep voice boamed.
“Eternity vs. William Platt.”

Staples led the way nervously into a
small square office. Inspector Ballan-
tine sat behind a formidable desk, with a
telephone at his elbow. He was an im-
mense, bull-necked man, with an ugly
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Two or three girls were typing furi-
ously, at the smaller desks. A teletype
machine clanked and whirred. A man
m gray was frowning in bafled concen-
tration over a bulky mimeographed
document, which looked to Platt as if it
might have been compiled for the regu-
lation of something or ather by one of
the alphabetical agencies in Washington.

“Hepe we are, William.”

Staples pointed to one of the smaller
desks. A little bronze plaque on it was
already neatly lettered:

WILLIAM PLATT
DEPUTY ADVOCATE

Paper, pencils, clips, and erasers were
arranged in neat little stacks. The let-
ter tray held a new brief case, with his
name stamped on it.

“That's efficiency.” Staples had seen
his surprise.  “Our employees have no
time to waste.” He pinned a little
golden broom iunto Platt’s gray lapel.
“This 1s your badge of ‘Service First’
and vour means of transportation about
your strictly business duties—you are
not permitted to use it for joyriding.”

Against the endless rush of sound, he
shouted at the nearest busy girl, a thin
peroxide blonde abstractedly chewing

gum.
“Miss Hamlett! This is our new Mr,
Platt.”  She looked up briefly, with a

vague dreamy nod—as if her inner mind
stilt dwelt upon the robust charms of
Clark Gable. “Miss Hamlett will take
your reports.” '

“Call me Mabel.” Her voice was a
listless nasal drawl. She looked back at
her propped-up notehook, and her red-
nailed fingers never paused or faltered in
their furious tattoo upon her keyboard.

“Your assignment -should be here,
William.” Staples said. “I'll check the
teletype.”

Platt sat down at the neat new desk,
and began to .chew the eraser off a
freshly sharpened pencil. He felt be-
wildered and despoadent. The noise

and hurry and tension of these wvast
offices gave him a bitter nostalgia for the
small-town quiet of Clifton,

“I know it ain't Heaven, Mr, Platt.”
The nasal blonde laid a small yellow
card on his desk. “But keep your chin
up. You ain’t the only one. Look at
me—a five-strike, all over a no-good
palooka that didn’t care two cents about
me.”

“Thanks, Miss . .. Mabel.”

Platt tried to smile. After all, the
activities of a deputy advocate might
prove to have a certain interest. And,
if he had good luck with his clients, he
might soon be out of this altogether. He
remembered that bright mysterious ship,
with a dull ache of longing.

“Here's your assignment, Mr. Platt,
just off the teletype.”

Platt took up the card, and read the
names of his new clients. He shivered.
The yellow oblong blurred. He couldn’t
breathe. The office din broke over him,
in overwhelming waves of sound.

“What’s the matter?”  Hovering
sympathetically, Mabel forgot her gum.
“D'they hand you tough ones?”

“I'm afraid they did.” Platt’s voice
came shaken and husky. “I couldn’t
get these people past Inspector Ballan-
tine, in a thousand years.” He looked
hopefully toward the section manager’s
desk, where Staples was now sur-
rounded with madly clamoring tele-
phones. “Is there . . . can I get the
assignments changed ?”

“Not a chance.” Mabel shook her
thin peroxide locks, “They hand you a
line about efficiency and office discipline.
No. Mr. Platt, you just gotta take what
they give you.” She shrugged her nar-
row shoulders, philosophically. “After
all, this ain’'t Heaven.”

“T see it isn't,” Platt said heavily. He
read the yellow card again:

OFFICE MEMO
TO: William Platt, Deputy Advocate
CLIENTS ASSIGNED: Ysobel Pickens,
Stella Flanders, and Arthur Tanner

THE END,
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against.  The draft was wrong, any
preparation was wrong, since it implied
the recogmtion of that which should be
firmly denied. It was Pearl Harbor
that jolted her out of that beautiful but
impractical belief. It was late that Sun-
day when she first heard of it, 'and all
that night she lay in harrowing combat
with herself. Must one fight, or should
one turn the other cheek? Ida Simp-
kins was in a dreadful dilemma. For
she was a good Christian, as she under-
stood the term, but when it came to the
cheek-turning business she was notori-
ously stiff-necked.  Her struggle with
herzelf went on through that night and
the next and next. [t was nearly dawn
on Wednesday when she arrived at her
decision. At that moment she threw
pacifism overboard and went all out for
belligerency. Thereaiter, she practiced
it with all the fanatical ferver she ap-
phied to her other ideals.

It was not until Saturday of the same
week that she penetrated the last har-
rier and came face to face with one of
the Powers That Be. Sorry, no, they
told her in Washington, but we have
no battalion of death—not yet. Maybe
there will be a Woman's Auxiliary Serv-
ice later, something on the order of
what the British have, but that is a long
way off. That was enough for her.
She wangled a passport and managed
to get to England. There she pestered
an already overburdened War Ministry
vntil she got the coveted letter she
sprang on the bewildered commodore
at Kirkwall. She battered down his
defenses.  She got to the front. And
now—now the war was over, as far as
she was concerned.

She quickly tired of memories, being
no introvert. The perpetual grayness
began to pall on her. Was it going to
be like this all Tternity? She had a
wholesome respect for Eternity. Eternity
was a long time, and one should arrange
his hfe so that it would be spent in rea-
sonable comfort. She remembered alt
that from a very long way back, and had
faithfully followed the rules taught her.

Was this interminable grayness to be
the reward?

But she was in the beginnings of
awareness of other things than mere fea-
tureless grayness. There was a sense
of physical contact, of lying jackknified
face down on a moving something. As
her senses became acuter, her impres-
sions became clearer. She was lying
across something short-haired and
warm, and it had a detestable horsy
smell. She could feel muscles and bones
working beneath her, and then she knew
that she was nearly naked. All that
she had on were her panties, and a firm
hand held them by the seat in a tight
grip.

This is madness, she thought at first,
until her dying dream began slowly to
piece itself together again in her con-
sciousness. But what troubled her most
just then was the sense of being un-
dressed. In her dazed and bhuffeted
condition while at the trainer’s seat at
the gun, she had not noticed that the
blast of every shot or every nearby
bursting shell had blown some garment
to shreds and entirely off her. All that
was left, apparently, were the panties.
But those, thank goodness, were dura-
ble—being, as they were, heavy knitted
bloomers. But what was she doing face
down on the shoulders of a galloping
horse, and who was it holding her on?
Then the dream stood forth in perfect
clarity, That woman—ugh!

Ida Simpkins opened her eyes and
squirmed. All she could see was the
plunging shoulder of the horse and a
white human leg from'the knee down.
It was a naked leg—Ilike her own, only
plumper, or perhaps beefier would be
the word. Ida clawed at the charging
horse and -tried to get upright, to shde
off behind—anything. Tt was disgrace-
ful for her to be in this grotesque pose
—her, Ida Simpkins, formerly mistress
of Gowanus Settlement House! Who
did this so-and-so who had kidnaped
her think she was, anyhow?

But the so-and-so’s grip was unbreak-
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jeers of his messmates soon stimulated
him into action. He twirled his sword
and charged in the same reckless bull-
fashion that Sigmund had. A gasp that
must have made every leaf on Yggdrasil
quiver rose from the watching crowd.
For the woman stood quietly waiting,
the only tense thing about her her eyes.
Then he was upon her, with his sword
upraised for the smashing cut that would
have split her to the pelvis. But it never
fell. 1.ike lightning, a hand shot up and
grasped his wrist, yanking the charging
hero forward, and twisting at the same
time. In the same split second she in-
terpused her heel behind his and gave a
sidewise shove. Hogni spilled quite
neatly a couple of yards away. ‘

Ida gave him an appraising look as
he scrambled. muttering, to his feet. He
was really enraged now, as the whole of
Valhalla made the welkin ring with their
ribald comment. He forgot his shield
and sword and was coming at her full
tilt, grasping and ungrasping his huge
paws.  She calmly turned her back on
him and started to walk away.

She felt the wind on the back of her
neck as he reached out for her. No eye
among the bystanders was quick enough
to see what followed. Some said she
merely stooped and that he dived over
her. Others said she tossed him. What-
ever she did. Hogni was through for the
afternoon.  When they turned him over
and took stock of his condition, his head
lolled indifferently in any direction.
That hero broke his neck.

Tda Simpkins had bad enough, too,
but she did not want to admit it. She
was grateful now for Tim Hannigan,
the big cop on the beat back home. He
used to come into her gym and work out
with her, and taught her tricks for some
she taught him. But at that, throwing
heavy men around is work, and Ida was
hard put not to give vent to panting.
She tried to walk past the crowd and
back to the hall, but théy would not have
it. ‘They clustered about her, all thoughts
of ighting any more that afternoon gone

by the board. They wanted to know
what the new hero was called, and how
she could defeat three of Vathalla’s best
champions with such seeming ease.
“The name,” she said, very precisely,
“is Miss Ida.”
“Misaeda,” they told the ones in the

back ranks who might not have heard.

“The champion calls herself Misaeda.”

To answer the rest called for a speech,
and to make a speech she needed wind.
For that she needed time. So she asked
the nearest huskies to kindly make a pile
of handy corpses so she would have a
rostrum to address them from. Then
she stood back, breathing heavily, while
they dragged the bodies up and heaped
them, topping them off with a layer of
shields that served very well as a floor,
She climbed up onto it and motioned

them to assemble in front of her. When
everything was right, she began.
“You call yourselves heroes. Perhaps

you were. You call yourselves cham-
pions. That you are not. and I'll tell
you why. You don't live right. You
gorge yourselves with rich, unbalanced
foods, and dim your wits by guzzling
liquor. You're fat and flabby and you
don’t care, because no matter what hap-
pens to you, you'll be revived enough to
continue with your hoggish stuffing at
the next meal. You lack skill, too.
Fighters, bah! You're a lot of butchers.
You have strength, bad as your present
condition is, but you don’t know how to
use it. I guess that covers it.”

She stopped abruptly and started to
descend from her macabre rostrum. But
they would not let her—just as she had
planned. They wanted to know more—
how to get in trim, how to fling grants
about the way she did. She heard them
in grim silence. Yes, she would teach
them a lot of things—all but the last.
That would be her secret, or at least
until her control was established beyond
possible challenge.

“All right,” she flashed back at them,
“if you mean it, get to work! Strip off
that armor. Then line up out there in
as many ranks as you please, but with
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room around -every man enough to
swing his arms and body about without
interfering with his neighbor.”

She waited while they stripped down
to their underwear and got in gym for-
mation, issuing the appropriate orders
to correct the formation. When all was
set. she started. The Swedish move-
ments she gave themy, from A to Z, dem-
onstrating each from her high perch,
then calling off the numbers.  In half
an hour they were sweating profusely.
At the end of the hour, nine shamefaced
chiamps lay quietly down and quit,
winded and aching in everv muscle. But
she went relentlessly on, until she caught
sight of the Valfather walking across the
field accompanied by the faithful Bragi.
She allowed them to stop for a rest, and
awaited the coming of the all-highest.

“What manner of fighting is this we
have today?" he asked mildly, as he
came up. “T have seen strange ways of
fighting in the world. but never a thing
like this.”

“Oh, we're not ighting now,” she ex-
plained. “*but getting ready to fight. You
see 1've got to get the b—""—she bit off
the “bums™ that came so readily to her
lips and substituted “heroes”™—*to get
the herocs in shape to fight. It may take
months,  Thev're in awful condition
what with lack of exercise. inade-
quate diet and all.”

The Valfather's single eve bulged a
bit. What this female hero was saying
had the ring of madness. It was as-
tounding. Lack of exercise? Why, his
heroes had fought to extinction twice
dailv for wons. Tnadequarte diet? Why,
his boys could outeat, and did, any men
of comparable weight and occupation in
the world.  Only giants’ could exceed
them.  What was this thing Brynhild
had brought up from earth and Heim-
dall had passed over the bridge?

“I'll talk to vou more about it later,”
she promised him. “Right now 1 want
to let these men go, and look over the
commissary arrangements.”

Paving no further heed to the Val-
father, she stood up straight again and

110 W,

yelled for attention. The weary war-
riors struggled to their feet, many
cramped from their momentary rest.

“Dismiss!” she said, and started to
get down. But they stood staring at
her. She turned back. “Dismiss, I said.
It's all over for today. Scatter. Rest.
Do anything. We'll take the next les-
son right after breakfast tomorrow.”

Down on the ground, she addressed
herself to the Valfather once more.

“I'd like to see the back of the house
now, please. Who is the chief cook and
bottle washer 7"

“Back of the housc® BRottle washer?
The chief cook is Andhrimnir, but we
haven't any of those other things.”

“You show me, pop,” she said, taking
Bragi by the arm. “We ought to be able
to give it the once-over before supper,
don’t you think?”

The venerable Bragi looked startled,
but he nodded. So they started back
across the field. It was a winding
course, for The spent warriors lay every-
where—whole for a change, but more
miserable than if they nad been hacked
in pieces. There was only a sccond's
pain when an ax cleaved an arm away,
but reaching for the sky for minutes at
a time left aftereffects. But there was
not a hero there but was resolved to go
on doing it. They were beginning. in a
formless sort of way, to hate this Mis-
aeda, but at the outset she had aroused
their admiration. Now every man of
them wanted to fit himself so he could do
the things she had done. And each, as
he groveled and panted, looked forward
to the day when he could fling peaple
around—bheginning with Misaeda.

I11.

As in many palaces and the “grand
hotels’ of earth, the back of the house
at Valhalla was as dismal as the re-
cesses of an outmoded penitentiary, in
sharp contrast with the gilded exterior.
The kitchen was dark, gloomy and dirty,
with a bloodstained earthen floor. In-
numerable cobwebs hung from the un-
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sponsible for ’em bein’ hungry. Eat,
now.”

“Who said T was hungry ?”’

“Goes without sayin’. A guy that
goes scrabblin’ around Tookey’s butcher
shop lookin’ for bones twice a day just
ain't gettin’ enough Vitamin B.”

Donzey laughed richly, looked at the
sheriff and laughed again. *“Oh—that!
I wasn’t hungry!”

“Don't start pullin” the wool over my
eyes. You’ll eat that stuff or I'll spread
it on the floor an roll you in it.” He
took the bag and upended it over the
couch.

Donzey, with awe, looked at the
-bread, the butter, the preserves, canned
fruit, steak, potatoes, lard, vegetables—
“Farrel, for gosh sakes! Black market,
It must be, for all that—"

“It ain’t,” said the sheriff grimly. He
herded Donzey into the kitchen, brushed
a lead-crucible and a miniature steam
engine off the stove, and started to cook.

Donzey protested volubly until the
steak started to sizzle, and then was
stopped by an excess of salivary fluid.
He was a little hungry, after all.

Farrel kept packing it in him until he
couldn’t move, and then sat down oppo-
site and began to eye him coldly. ‘“Now
what's all this about?”' he asked. “Why
didn’t you come to me for a handout?”

“I didn’t need a handout,” said Don-
zey, “and if 1 did 1 was too busy to no-
tice it. Farrel, we’ve got the biggest
thing of the century sitting in there!”

“It shoots a signal where you want
it to, like you said r”’

“Huh? What do you . . . oh, you
mean the heaviside-beam thing? Nah,”
said Donzey with scorn. *“Son, this is
big?”

“Hm-m-m,” said Farrel, looking at
his sling. “But what good is it ?”

“An entirely new school of thought
will be built up around this thing,” ex-
ulted Donzey. “It touches on philoso-
phy, my boy, and metaphysics—the
psychic sciences, even.”

“What good is it ?”’

“Course, ] can only guess on the whys

and wherefores. When you came in, I
was a chicken. 1 got my neck wrung.
Sound silly? Well, it wouldn't to you
... you know. But nobody else would
believe me. 1 was a chicken—"

“What good is it ?”

“—because between the clips I've
built on the set I put a sliver of chicken
bone. There was mutton on it when
you tried it. I've been cattle and swine
through that gadget, Farrel. I've been
a sparrow and a bullfrog and an alley
cat and a rock bass. I know how each
one of them lived and died!”

“Swell,” said Farrel. “But what
good is it?”

“What good is it? How can you ask
me such a question? Can’t you think
of anything but money ?”’

This sudden reversal caught Farrel
right between the eyes. He rose with
dignity, as if he were sitting on an ele-
vator. ‘“‘Donzey,” he said, '‘you're a
thief an’ a robber, an’” I don’t want no
more to do with you. Miz’ Curtis was
sayin’ the other day that Donzey is a
boy that’s goin’ places. I guess it’s up
to me to tell you where to go.” He told
him and stamped out.

Donzey laughed, reached for a tooth-
pick and set about enjoying the last of
that delicious steak. Farrel was a nice
guy, but he lacked imagination.

Come to think of it, what good was
the gadget? '

Two hours later a small package was
delivered. It contained a nete and a
splinter of bone. The note read:

I know I'm bein a fool, but I can’t forget
the first time [ met that FM thing of yours.
Maybe for once in your life you can put one
of your contraptions to work.

Seems as how Bill Kelley just was in here
wantin mie to trace his wife Eula. They been
havin fights—well, you know Bill, he always
treated her like she was in third grade. I
often wondered why she didn’t take out a
long time ago, the way he used to smack her
around and all, and seems like she did.

Bill allows she has run out with somebody,
he don't know who. Anyway, right after he
left a deputy comes in and says he has found
Eula out on the highway in her car. Says
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“A woman don't commit sideways
with a stranger along,” Farrel said.

“A " woman’s liable to do anything
after she’s been through what Eula went
through.” The doorbell pealed. “That’ll
be Kelley.” .

As Farrel went to the door, Donzey
noticed that his palms were wet. Far-
rel opened the door and the deputy’s
voice drifted in: “I saw Kelley, sheriff.
He wouldn’t come.”

“He wouldn’t come? Why?”

Harry’s voice was aggrieved. “Aw,
he seemed to have a wild hair up his
'nose. Got real mad. Started foamin’
at the mouth. Said by golly the police
were public servants. Said he wasn't
used to bein’ ordered around like a
criminal.  Said if you want to see him
you got to come to him, or prove he
committed a crime. Sour-castic son-
of-a-gun.”

“That ain’t all he is,” said Farrel
“Forget it, Harry. Shove off. Tl
walk into town when I’m through here.”
He banged the door. “Donzey, we're
goin’ to fix that feller.”

Donzey didn’t like to see a big, easy-
going Jug like Farrel wearing that icy
grin. The huge hands that pinned the
badge back in its place shook ever so
little. '

‘“Sure,” said Donzey futilely, “Sure—
we’ll get him.”

Farrel spun on his heel as if Kelley’s
face were under it, and stalked out.

It was about three days later that one
of Farrel’s stooges at the county hospi-
tal sent up a bone specimen from an
appendicitis death. Attached was a brief
case history:

Cause of death, appendicitis, Age, about
forty; male. Appendix ruptured suddenly in
Sessions Restaurant at 8:30 p. m. Went on
operating table about 9:15. Doctor in charge
administered adrenalin by pericardial hypo-
dermic. Patient roused sufficiently to allow
operation. Remaval of appendix and spong-
ing of peritoneum successful. Death by post-
operative hemorrhage, 9:28,

“We have,” muttered Donzey as he
clipped the bone into the machine, “a
little scieitist in our midst. O Doc
Grinniver up to his tricks again! A
ruptured appendix and he tosses in a jolt
of adrenalin to ‘rouse’ the patient, in
the meantime making his heart pump
poison all over his body, high-pressure.”
He picked up his earphones and glanced
at the report again. ' ‘Post-operative
hemorrhage’ my blue eyeballs! That
was peritonitis! Oh, well, 1 guess he
would have died anyway, and I guess
the old butcher couldnt get hold of a
guinea pig with appendicitis.” He sat
down at the machine, adjusted the time
switch, and his mind slipped into the
bone emanations.

It was the usual life-and-death story,
but with a difference. The man had
been in the midst of a slimy httle office
intrigue which seemed to have taken
command of most of his thoughts in the
last few months; but the ragged stab of
pain when his appendix burst drove all
that out. Pain is like that, and Donzey
had found that people handled it in two
ways. They let it pile up on them until
it suffocated them, or they floated up
and up in it until it supported them;
they lay in it like a bed. The second
way, though, required a knack which
took years to develop, and Donzey was
glad he could learn it from other people’s
experience,

This particular case took it the first
way, and it wasn’t very nice. The agony
grew and dimmed all his senses except
the one that feels pain; and that grew.
Pretty soon he couldn’t even think. But
when it got past that stage, it began to
overwhelm his sensories, too, and the
pain lessened. His eyes were open—
had been, because he realized that his
eyeballs were dry—but he slowly began
to see again. Someone was bending
over him, He was on the operating
table. He had been to the movies, and
he never remembered seeing anyone in
dark clothes around an operating table
before. And as his vision strengthened
and the figure became ctlearer  and
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is cold and often sunless in winter,  But
it was a firm hand, and as well trained
as his eyes, fully capable of recording
faithfully the designs and dimensions
which they had registered so accurately.

Once his hand slipped, and he had to
crase and redraw, leaving a smudge that
displeased him. The lean, brewn thing
had slipped across the edge of his vision
again. Going toward the east edge, he
would swear, where that set of rocks
jutted like the spines on the back of a
stegosaur.

Only when his notes were completed
did he yield to curiosity, and even then
with cynical self-reproach. He was
physically tired, for him an unusual
state, from this daily climbing and from
clearing the ground for his shack-to-be.
The eye muscles play odd nervous tricks.
There could be mnothing behind the
stegosaur’s armor.

There was nothing. Nothing alive
and moving. Only the torn and half-
plucked carcass of a bird, which looked
as though it had been gnawed by some
small animal,

It was halfway down the hill—hill in
Western terminology, though anywhere
east of the Rockies it would have been
considered a sizable mountain—that
Tallant again had a glimpse of a moving
figure.

But this was no trick of a nervous
eye. It was not little nor thm nor
brown. It was tall and broad and wore
a loud red-and-black lumberjack. It
bellowed “Tallant!” in a cheerful and
lusty voice.

Taltant drew near the man and said
“Hello.” He paused and added, “Your
advantage, I think.”

The man grinned broadly. “Don’t
know me? Well, I daresay ten years
is a long time, and the California desert
ain’t exactly the Chinese rice fields.
How’s stuff?  Still loaded down with
Secrets for Sale?”

Tallant tried desperately not to re-
act to that shot, but he stiffened a little.
“Sorry. The prospector getup had me

fooled. Good to see you again, Mor-
gan.!) .

The man’s eyes had narrowed. “Just
having my little joke,” he smiled. *“Of
course you wouldn’t have no serious
reason for mountain-climbing around a
glider school, now would you? And
you’d kind of need field glasses to keep
an eye on the pretty birdies.”

“I’m out here for my health.” Tal-
lant’s voice sounded unnatural even to
himself.

“Sure, sure. You were always in it
for your health. And come to think of
it, my own health ain’t been none too
good lately. I've got me a little cabin
way to hell-and-gone around here, and
I do me a little prospecting now and
then. And somehow it just strikes me,
Tallant, like maybe I hit a pretty good
lode today.”

““Nonsense, old man. You can see—"

“I'd sure hate to tell any of them
Army men out at the field some of the
stories I know about China and the kind
of men I used to know out there.
Wouldn’t cotton to them stories a bit,
the Army wouldn’t But if T was to have
a drink too many and get talkative-
like—" . :

“Tell you what,” Tallant suggested
brusquely. “It's getting near sunset
now, and my tent’s chilly for evening
visits, But drop around in the morning
and we'll talk over old times. Is rum
still your tipple ?”

“Sure is. Kind of expensive now,
you understand—"

“T’ll lay some in. You can find the
place easily—over by the oasis. And
we . . . we might be able to talk about
your prospecting, too.”

Tallant’s thin lips were set firm as
he walked away.

The bartender opened a bottle of beer
and plunged it on the damp-circled
counter. "That’ll be twenty cents,” he
said, then added as an afterthought,
“Want a glass? Sometimes tourists
do.”

Tallant looked at the others sitting at
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lieve him anyhow. And if she did, it
would scare her silly.

“Well ¥ she urged suspiciously.

THogan sighed. ‘“Never spoke more
than a dozen words with the woman—"'

Julia seemed miffed but puzzled.
There was a peculiar oily hothouse
smell in the air when Hogan walked up
to the road with her and watched her
start hack to town in her ancient car,
but with a nearly sleepless night behind
him, he wasn't as alert as he might have
been. He was recrossing the long, nar-
row meadow Dbetween the road and the
camp before the extraordinary quality
of that odor struck him. And then, for
the second time, he found himself look-
ing at Greenface—at a bigger Greenface
and not a better one.

Ahout sixty feet away, up in the
hirches on the other side of the meadow.
it was almost completely concealed: an
indefinable oval of darker vegetable
green in the thick foliage. Its markings
were obscured by the leaf shadows
among which it lay motionless except
for that sluggish pulsing.

Hogan stared at it for long seconds
while his scalp crawled and his heart

hammered a thudding alarm into cvery
fiber of his body. What scared him was
its size—that oval was as big as a foot-
ball; it had been growing at a crazy rate
since he saw it last!

Swallowing hard, he mopped off the
sweat that was starting out on his fore-
head while he walked on stiffly toward
the lodge. Whatever it was, he didn't
want to scare it off ! He had an auato-
matic shotgun slung above the kitchen
door, for emergencies; and a dose of
No. 2 shot would turn this particular
emergency into a museum specimen—

Around the corner of the lodge, he
went up the entrance steps four at a
time. A few seconds later, with the gun
in his hands and reaching for a handful
of shells, he shook his head to drive a
qucer soundless buzzing out of his ears.
Instantly, he remembered when he’'d ex-
pericniced that sensation before and
wheeled toward the screened kitchen
window.

The big birch trembled slightly as if
horrified to see a huge spider with
jade-green body and blurred cluster of
threadlike legs flow down along its
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on and on, until he stopped it with his
mouth on hers and felt her relax in his
arms. He'd bolted the door behind them
before carrying her to the fireplace couch
—Greenface must be standing some-
where around the edge of the cotton-
wood patch if she'd seen it coming
across the meadow from the road. Her
hand tightened on his shoulder, and he
looked down. [Julia's eyes were wide
and dark, but incrediblv she was smil-
ing—well, he'd always known Julia was
wonderful!

“I came back, Hogan.
out—was that it, Hogan?
what—"

He nodded hastily ; there was no time
to wonder, hardly any time left te ex-
plain. Now she was here, he realized
he'd never have stopped Greenface with
any amount of huckshot—but they could
get away if only they kept to the
shadows.

The look of nightmare camc back into
Julia's eves as she listened : her fingers
dug painfully mto his shoulder. *‘But,
Hogan,” she whispered, “it’s so big . . .
big as the trees, a lot of them!”

Hogan frowned at her uncompre-
hendingly until, watching him, Julia's
expression began to change. He knew
it mirrored the change in his own face,
but he couldn’t do anything about that.

“It could come right through them—"
she whispered.

Hogan still wasn't able to talk.

“It could be right outside the house!”
Julia's voice wasn’t a whisper any more,
and he put his hand over her mouth,
geutly enough, until her hreathing
steadied.

“Don't you smell it?"
close to her car.

1 had to find
Was that

he murmured,

It was Greenface all right: the famil-
iar oily odor was seeping into the air
they breathed, growing stronger moment
by moment until it became the smell of
some foul tropical swamp, a wet, rank
rottenness. Hogan was amazed to find
he'd stopped shaking. He felt quick
and strong and reckless—he knew he
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