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The Servant Problem

Sling awhole town, and doing it inconspicuoudy, can be a little difficult ... either giving it away fredy,
or inamore norma sense of “sdling”. People don't quite beieveit....

by Robert J. Young
[llustrated by Schoenherr

If you have ever lived in a amdl town, you have seen Francis Pfleuger, and probably you have sent him
after sky-hooks, left-handed monkey-wrenches and pails of steam, and laughed uproarioudy behind his
back when he set forth to do your bidding. The Francis Pfleugers of the world have ingpired both fun and
laughter for generations out of mind.

The Francis Pfleuger we are concerned with here lived in a amdl town named Valeyview, and in addition
to auffering the didtinction of being the village idiot, he dso suffered the digtinction of being the village
inventor. These two digtinctions frequently go hand in hand, and afford, in their incongruous togetherness,
an even greater ingoiration for fun and laughter. For in this advanced age of streamlined dectric can
openers and deek pop-up toasters, who but the most naive among us can fal to be ftitillaed by the
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thought of a buck-toothed, wall-eyed moron building Rube Goldberg contrivancesin his basement?

The Francis Pfleuger we are concerned with did his inventing in his kitchen rather than in his basement;
nevertheless, his machines were in the Rube Goldberg tradition. Take the one he was assembling now,
for example. It stood on the kitchen table, and its various attachments jutted this way and that with no
apparent rhyme or reason. In its center there was a transparent globe that looked like an upside-down
goldfish bowl, and in the center of the bowl there was an object that gartlingly resembled a goldfish, but
which, of course, was nothing of the sort. Whatever it was, though, it kept growing brighter and brighter
each time Francis added another attachment, and had aready atained a degree of incandescence so
intense that he had been forced to don cobalt-blue goggles in order to look at it. The date was the First
of April, 1962—April Fool's Day.

Actudly, the idea for this particular machine had not originated in Francis brain, nor had the parts for it
originated in his kitchen-workshop. When he had gone out to get the milk that morning he had found a
box on his doorstep, and in the box he had found the goldfish bowl and the attachments, plus a sheet of
ingructions entitted, DIRECTIONS FOR ASSEMBLING A MULTIPLE MOBIUS-KNOT
DYNAMO. Francis thought that a machine capable of tying knots would be pretty keen, and he had
carried the box into the kitchen and set to work forthwith.

He now had but one more part to go, and he proceeded to screw it into place. Then he stepped back to
admire his handiwork. Smultaneoudy his handiwork went into action. The attachments began to quiver
and to emit sparks; the globe glowed, and the goldfishlike object in its center began to dart this way and
that as though driking at flies. A blue hado formed above the machine and began to rotate. Faster and
fadter it rotated, till findly its gaseous components separated and flew off in a hundred different directions.
Three things happened then in swift successon: Francis back doorway took on abluish cast, the sheet of
indructions vanished, and the machine began to mdt.

A moment later he heard awhining sound on his back doorstep.
Smultaneoudy dl of the residents of Valeyview heard whining sounds on their back doorsteps.

Naturaly everybody went to find out about the whining.

The sgn was a new one. At the mogt it was no more than Sx months old. YOU ARE ENTERING THE
VILLAGE OF VALLEYVIEW, it said. PLEASE DRIVE CAREFULLY—WE ARE FOND OF OUR
DOGS.

Philip Myles drove carefully. He was fond of dogs, too.

Night had tiptoed in over the October countryside quite some time ago, but the village of Valeyview had
not turned on so much as a sngle dreetlight—nor, gpparently, any other kind of light. All was in
darkness, and not a soul was to be seen. Philip began to suspect that he had entered a ghost town, and
when his headlights darted across a dark intersection and picked up the overgrown grass and unkempt



shrubbery of the village park, he was convinced that he had. Then he saw the girl walking the dog.

He kitty-cornered the intersection and pulled up aongsde her. She was a blonde, tal and chic in a gray
fdl suit. Her face was attractive—beautiful even, in a cold and dassc way—but she would never see
twenty-five again. But then, Philip would never again see thirty. When she paused, her dog paused too,
dthough she did not haveit on aleash. It was on the amdl side, tawny in hue, with golden-brown eyes, a
dender whitetipped tal, and shaggy ears that hung down on ather sde of its face in a manner
reminiscent of a cocker spanid's. It wasn't a cocker spanid, though. The ears were much too long, for
one thing, and the tal was much too delicate, for another. It was a breed—or combination of
breeds—that Philip had never seen before.

He leaned across the seat and rolled down the right-hand window. “Could you direct me to number 23
Locust Street?’ he asked. “It's the residence of Judith Darrow, the village attorney. Maybe you know

Thegirl gave a gart. “Are you the red-estate man | sent for?’

Philip gave a gtart, too. Recovering himsdf, he said, “Then you're Judith Darrow. I'm ... I'm &frad I'm a
litte late.”

The girl's eyes flashed. The radiant backwash of the headlights reveded them to be both green and gray.
“l specified in my letter that you were supposed to be here a nine o'clock this morning!” she said.
“Maybe youll tdl me how you're going to appraise property in the dark!”

“I'm sorry,” Philip said. “My car broke down on the way, and | had to wait for it to be fixed. When |
tried to cal you, the operator told me that your phone had been disconnected. If youll direct me to the
hotd, I'l stay there overnight and appraise your property in the morning. There isa hotdl, isn't there?’

“There is—but it's closed. Zarathustra—down!” The dog had raised up on its hind legs and placed its
forepaws on the door in an unsuccessful attempt to peer in the window. At the girl's command, it sank
obediently down on its haunches. “Except for Zarathustra and mysdf,” she went on, “the village is empty.
Everyone dse has dready moved out, and we'd have moved out, too, if | hadn't been entrusted with
aranging for the sale of the business places and the houses. 1t makes for a rather awkward Stuation.”

She had leaned forward, and the light from the dash lay pady upon her face, softening its audterity. “I
don't get thisat dl,” Philip said. “From your letter | assumed you had two or three places you wanted me
to I, but not a whole town. There must have been a least a thousand people living here, and a
thousand people just don't pack up and move out dl a once.” When she volunteered no explanation, he
added, “Where did they move to?’

“To Pfleugersville. 1 know you've never heard of it, SO save the observation.” Then, “Do you have any
identification?’ she asked.

He gave her his driver's license, his business card and the letter she had written him. After glandng at
them, she handed them back. She appeared to be undecided about something. “Why don't you let me
day a the hotd?’ he suggested. “You mugt have the key if it's one of the places I'm supposed to

appraise.”



She shook her head. “I have the key, but theré's not a stick of furniture in the place. We had a village
auction last week and got rid of everything that we didn't plan on taking with us” She sghed. “Wéll,
there's nothing for it, | guess. The nearest motd is thirty miles away, so Il have to put you up a my
house. | have afew aticles of furniture left—wedding gifts, modly, thet 1 was too sentimentd to part
with.” She got into the car. “Come on, Zarathustra.”

Zarathugtra clambered in, leaped across her lgp and sat down between them. Philip pulled awvay from the
curb. “That'san odd name for adog,” he said.

“l know. | guessthe reason | gaveit to himis because he puts mein mind of alittle old man sometimes.”
“But the origind Zarathustra isn't noted for his longevity.”
“Perhaps another association was at work then. Turn right &t the next corner.”

A londy light burned in one of number 23 Locust Street's three front windows. Its source, however, was
not an incandescent bulb, but the mantle of a gasoline lantern. “The village power-supply was shut off
yesterday,” Judith Darrow explained, pumping the lantern into renewed brightness. She glanced a him
sdeways. “Did you have dinner?’

“As amatter of fact—no. But please don't—"

“Bother? | couldn't if | wanted to. My larder is on its lagt legs. But St down, and I'll make you some
sandwiches. Il make a pot of coffee too—the gas hasn't been turned off yet.”

The living room had precisaly three articles of furniture to its name—two armchairs and a coffee table.
After Judith left him, Philip set his brief case on the floor and sat down in one of the chairs. He wondered
idy how she expected to make the trip to Pfleugersville. He had seen no car in the driveway, and there
was no garage on the property in which one could be concealed. Moreover, it was highly unlikdy that
buses serviced the village any more. Valeyview had been bypassed quite some time ago by one of the
new super-duper highways. He shrugged. Getting to Pfleugersville was her problem, not his.

He returned his atention to the living room. It was a large room. The house was large, too—large and
Victorianesque. Judith, apparently, had opened the back door, for a breeze was wefting through the
downgtairs rooms—a breeze laden with the scent of flowers and the dew-damp breath of growing grass.
He frowned. The month was October, not June, and since when did flowers bloom and grass grow in
October? He concluded that the scent mugt be artificid.

Zarathustra was regarding him with large golden eyes from the middle of the living-room floor. The animd
did somehow bring to mind a little old man, dthough he could not have been more then two or three
years old. “You're not very good company,” Philip said.

“Ruf,” said Zarathustra, and turning, trotted through an archway into a large room that, judging from the



empty shelveslining itswdls, had once been a library, and thence through another archway into another
room—the dining room, undoubtedly—and out of Sght.

Philip leaned back weerily in the armchair he had chosen. He was beat. Take Sx days a week, ten hours
aday, and muitiply by fifty-two and you get three hundred and twelve. Three hundred and twelve days a
year, hunting down dients, taking, walking, driving, expounding; trying in his early thirties to build the
foundation he should have begun building in his early twenties—the foundation for the family he had
suddenly redized he wanted and someday hoped to have. Sometimes he wished that ambition had
missed him adtogether ingtead of waiting for so long to strike. Sometimes he wished he could have gone
right on being what he once had been. After dl, there was nothing wrong in living in cheap hotds and
even cheaper rooming houses; there was nothing wrong in being a lackadaisica door-to-door sdesman
with run-down hedls.

Nothing wrong, thet is, except the aching want that came over you sometimes, and the londliness of long
and empty evenings.

Zarathugtra had re-entered the room and was stting in the middle of the floor again. He had not returned
empty-handed—or rather, empty-mouthed—athough the object he had brought with hm was not the
sort of object dogs generdly pick up. It was a rose—

A green rose.

Disodievingly, Philip leaned forward and took it from the animd's mouth. Before he had a chance to
examine it, however, footsteps sounded in the next room, and prompted by he knew not whét, he thrust
the rose into his suitcoat pocket. An ingant later, Judith Darrow came through the archway bearing a
large tray. After setting it down on the coffee table, she poured two cups of coffee from a little slver pot
and indicated a plate of sandwiches. “Please hdp yoursdf,” she said.

She sat down in the other chair and sipped her coffee. He had one of the sandwiches, found that he
didn't want any more. Somehow, her proximity, coupled with her slence, made him fed uncomfortable.
“Has your hushand aready left for Pfleugersville?’ he asked politely.

Her gray-green eyes grew cold. “Yes, he left quite sometime ago,” she said. “A year ago, as a matter of
fact. But for parts unknown, not Pfleugersville. Pfleugersville wasn't accessble then, anyway. He had a
brunette on one arm, a redhead on the other, and a pint of Cutty Sark in his hip pocket.”

Philip was distressed. “I ... | didnt meanto pry,” he sad. “I'm—"

“Sorry? Why should you be? Some men are born to settle down and raise children and others are born
to drink and philander. It's as Smple as that.”

“Isit?" something made Philip ask. “Into which category would you say | fdl?’



“Youre in a class by yoursdf.” Tiny dlver flecks had come into her eyes, and he redized to his
adonishment that they were flecks of maevolence. “You've never married, but playing the fidd hasn't
made you one hundred per cent cynicd. You're dill convinced that somewhere there is a woman worthy
of your devotion. And you're quite right—the world isfull of them.”

His face tingled as though she had dapped it, and in a sense, she had. He redtrained his anger with
difficulty. “I didn't know that my cdlibacy was that noticeable,” he said.

“It isnt. | took the liberty of having a private investigator check into your background. It proved to be
unsavory in some respects, as | implied before, but unlike the backgrounds of the other real-estate agents
| had checked, it contained not the dightest hint of dishonesty. The nature of my business is such that |
need someone of maximum integrity to contract it with. | had to go far and wide to find you.”

“You're being unfar,” Philip said, mallified despite himsdf. “Mogt red-estate agents are honest. As a
meatter of fact, there's one in the same office building with me that 1'd trust with the family jewels—if | had
any family jewels”

“Good,” Judith Darrow said. “1 gambled on you knowing someone like that.”

He waited for her to eaborate, and when she did not he finished his coffee and stood up. “If you don't
mind, Il turnin,” he said. “I've had a pretty hard day.”

“Il show you your room.”

She got two candles, lit them, and after placing them in gilt candlesticks, handed one of the candlesticks
to him. The room was on the third floor in under the eaves—as faraway from hers, probably, as the sze
of the house permitted. Philip did not mind. He liked to degp in rooms under eaves. There was an
enchantment about the rain on the roof that people who dept in less cdedtid bowers never got to know.
After Judith left, he threw open the sngle window and undressed and climbed into bed. Remembering the
rose, he got it out of his coat pocket and examined it by candldight. It was green dl right—even greener
than he had at firgt thought. Its scent was reminiscent of the summer breeze that was blowing through the
downgtairs rooms, though not a dl in kegping with the chill October ar that was coming through his
bedroom window. He laid it on the table beside the bed and blew out the candle. He would go looking
for the bush tomorrow.

Philip was an early riser, and dawn had not yet departed when, fully dressed, he left the room with the
rose in his coat pocket and quietly descended the stairs. Entering the living room, he found Zarathustra
curled up in one of the amchairs, and for a moment he had the eerie impresson that the anima had
extended one of his shaggy ears and was scratching his back with it. When Philip did a doubletake,
however, the ear was back to norma Sze and reposing on its owner's tawny cheek. Rubbing the deep
out of his eyes, he said, “Come on, Zarathustra, we're going for awalk.”

He headed for the back door, Zarathustra at his hedls. A double door leading off the dining room barred



his way and proved to be locked. Frowning, he returned to the living room. “All right,” he said to
Zarathustra, “well go out the front way then.”

He waked around the side of the house, his canine companion trotting beside him. The side yard turned
out to be disappointing. It contained no roses—green ones, or any other kind. About dl it did contain
that was worthy of notice was a dog house—an ancient afair that was much too large for Zarathustra
and which probably dated from the days when Judith had owned a larger dog. The yard itsdf was a
mess: the grass hadn't been cut dl summer, the shrubbery was ragged, and dead leaves lay everywhere.
A amila dtate of afars exised next door, and glanang across lots, he saw that the same desuetude
prevailed throughout the entire neighborhood. Obvioudy the good citizens of Valeyview had logt interest
intheir red estate long before they had moved out.

At length his explorations led him to the back door. If there were green roses anywhere, the trdlis that
adorned the smdl back porch was the logicd place for them to be. He found nothing but bedraggled
Virginia creeper and more dead leaves.

He tried the back door, and finding it locked, circled the rest of the way around the house. Judith was
waiting for him on the front porch. “How nice of you to walk Zarathustra,” she said idly. “I do hope you
found the yard in order.”

The ydlow dress she was wearing did not match the tone of her voice, and the frilly blue apron tied
round her waist belied the frostiness of her gray-green eyes. Nevertheless, her rancor was red. “ Sorry,”
he said. “I didn't know your back yard was out of bounds.” Then, “If youll give me a lig of the places
you want evauated, I'll get started right away.”

“I'l take you around again persondly—after we have breskfast.”

Agan he was conggned to the living room while she performed the necessary culinary operations, and
agan she served him by tray. Clearly she did not want him in the kitchen, or anywhere near it. He was
not much of a one for mysteries, but this one was intriguing him more and more by the minute.

Breskfast over, she told him to wait on the front porch while she did the dishes, and ingtructed
Zaathudra to keep him company. She had two voices the one she used in addressng Zarathustra
contained overtones of summer, and the one she used in addressing Philip contained overtones of fdl.
“Some day,” Philip told the little dog, “that chip she carries on her shoulder is gaing to fdl off of its own
accord, and by then it will be too late—the way it was too late for me when | found out that the person
I'd been running away from dl my life was mysdf in wolf's dothing.”

“Ruf,” said Zarathustra, looking up a him with benign golden eyes. “Ruf-ruf!”

Presently Judith re-appeared, sans gpron, and the three of them set forth into the golden October day. It



was Philip'sfirg experience in evauaing an entire village, but he had a knack for esimating the worth of
property, and by the time noon came around, he had the job haf done. “If you people had made even
hdf an effort to keep your places up,” he told Judith over cold-cut sandwiches and coffee in her living
room, “we could have asked for athird again as much. Why in the world did you let everything go to pot
just because you were moving some place ese?’

She shrugged. “It's hard to get anyone to do housawork these days—not to mention gardening. Besides,
in addition to the servant problem, there's another congideration—human nature. When you've lived in a
shack dl your life and you suddenly acquire a palace, you cease caring very much what the shack looks
like”

“Shack!” Philip was indignant. “Why, this house is lovely! Practicdly every house youve shown me is
lovey. Old, yes—but oldness is an essentid part of the lovdiness of houses. If Pfleugersville is on the
order of most housng developments I've seen, you and your neighbors are going to be good and sorry
one of these fine dayd”

“But Pfleugersville isn't on the order of most housing devel opments you've seen. In fact, it's not a housng
devdopment a dl. But let's not go into that. Anyway, were concerned with Vdleyview, not
Pfleugersville”

“Very wdl,” Philip said. “This afternoon should wind things up so far as the gppraisng goes.”

Tha evening, after a coffee-less supper—both the gas and the water had been turned off that
afternoon—he totaled up his figures. They made quite a respectable sum. He looked across the coffee
table, which he had commandeered as a desk, to where Judith, with the dubious help of Zarathustra, was
sorting out a pile of manila envelopes which she had placed in the middle of the living-room floor. “I'll do
my best to sdl everything,” he said, “but it's going to be difficult going till we get afew families living here.
People are reluctant about moving into empty neighborhoods, and busnessmen aren't keen about
opening up business places before the customers are available. But | think itll work out dl right. Theres a
plaza not far from here tha will provide a place to shop until the local markets are functioning, and
Vdleyview is part of a centrdized school didrict.” He dipped the paper he had been figuring on into his
brief case, closed the case and stood up. “I'll keep in touch with you.”

Judith shook her head. “Youll do nothing of the sort. As soon as you leave, I'm moving to Pfleugersville,
My business hereisfinished.”

“Il keep in touch with you there then. All you have to do is give me your address and phone number.”

She shook her head again. “I could give you both, but neither would do you any good. But that's beside
the point. Valeyview is your responsbility now—not mine”

Philip sat back down again. “You can start explaining any time” he said.



“It's very dmple. The property owners of Vdleyview sgned dl of ther houses and places of busness
over to me. |, in turn, have sgned dl of them over to you—with the qudification, of course, that after
sling them you will be entitled to no more than your usud commisson.” She withdrew a paper from one
of the manila envelopes. “ After slling them,” she went on, “you are to divide the proceeds equally among
the four charities gpecified in this contract.” She handed him the paper. “Do you understand now why |
tried s0 hard to find a trusworthy agent?’

Philip was garing at the paper, unable, in his astonishment, to read the words it contained. “Suppose,” he
sad presently, “that circumstances should make it impossible for me to carry out my end of the
agreement?’

“In case of illness, you will dready have taken the necessary steps to trandfer the property to another
agent who, in your opinion, is as completely honest as you are, and in case of death, you will dready
have taken the necessary steps to bequesath the property to the same agent; and he, in both cases, will
dready have agreed to the terms laid down in the contract you're holding in your hands. Why don't you
read it?’

Now that his astonishment had abated somewhat, Philip found that he could do so. “But this dill doesn't
make sense,” he said a short while later. “ Obvioudy you and the rest of the owners have purchased new
houses. Would it be presumptuous of me to ask how you're going to pay for them when you're virtudly
gving your old houses avay?’

“I'm afraid it would be, Mr. Myles.” She withdrew another paper from the envelope and handed it to
him. “This is the other copy. If youll kindly &fix your sgnature to both, we can bring our business to a
close. Asyoull notice, I've dready sgned.”

“But if you're going to be incommunicado,” Philip pointed out, anger building up in him despite dl he
could do to stop it, “what good will your copy do you?’

Judith's countenance took on a gladd qudity. So did her voice. “My copy will go into the hands of a
trusted attorney, sealed in an envelope which | have aready indructed him not to open till five years from
thisdate. If, a the time it is opened, you have violated the terms of our agreement, he will inditute legd
proceedings & once. Fortunately, dthough the Vdleyview post office is closed, a mal truck passes
through every weekday evening at eight. It's not that | don't trust you, Mr. Myles—but you are a man,
you know.”

Philip was tempted to tear up the two copies then and there, and toss the pieces into the air. But he
didnt, for the very good reason that he couldn't afford to. Instead, he bore down vicioudy on his pen and
brought his name to life twice in large and angry letters. He handed Judith one copy, dipped the other
into his breast pocket and got to hisfeet. “That,” he said, “brings our offida busnessto aclose. Now I'd
like to add an unoffidd word of advice. It seems to me that you're exacting an exorbitant price from the
world for your husband's having sold you out for a brunette and a redhead and a pint of Scotch. I've
been sold out lots of times for less than that, but | found out long ago that the world doesn't pay its hills
even when you ask afar price for the damages done to you. | suggest that you write the metter off as a



bad debt and forget about it; then maybe youll become a human being agan.”

She had risen to her feet and was sanding diffly before him. She put him in mind of an exquisite and
fragile statue, and for a moment he had the feding that if he were to reach out and touch her, she would
shatter into amillion pieces. She did not move for some time, nor did he; then she bent down, picked up
three of the manila envelopes, sraightened, and handed them to him. “Two of these contain the deeds,
maps and other records you will need,” she said in a dead voice. “The third contains the keys to the
houses and business places. Each key is tagged with the correct address. Good-by, Mr. Myles”

“Good-by,” Philip said.

He looked around the room intending to say good-by to Zarathustra, but Zarathustra was nowhere to be
seen. FHndly he went into the hall, opened the front door and stepped out into the night. A full moon was
rigng in the east. He waked down the moonlit walk, dimbed into his car and threw his brief case and the
menila envelopes into the back seat. Soon, Valeyview was far behind him.

But not as far as it should have been. He couldnt get the green rose out of his mind. He couldn't get
Judith Darrow out of hismind either. Nor could he exorcise the summer breeze that kept wafting through
the crevicesin his common sense.

A green rose and a grass widow and a breeze with a green breath. A whole town taking off for greener
pastures....

He reached into his coat pocket and touched the rose. It was no more than a em and a handful of
petals now, but its redity could not be denied. But roses do not bloom in autumn, and green roses do not
bloom at dl—

“Ruf!”

He had turned into the new highway some time ago, and was driving dong it a a brisk axty-five. Now,
disbdievingly, he dowed, and pulled over onto the shoulder. Sure enough, he had a stowaway in the
back seat—a tawny-haired stowaway with golden eyes, over-sized ears, and a restless, white-tipped tail.
“Zarathugral” he gasped. “How in the dickens did you get in there?’

“Ruf,” Zarathustra replied.

Philip groaned. Now he would have to go dl the way back to Vdleyview. Now he would have to see
Judith Darrow again. Now he would have to—He paused in midthought, astonished at the abrupt
accderdion of his heartbeat. “Wdl Il be damned!” he said, and without further preamble transferred
Zarathugtra to the front seat, U-turned, and started back.

The gasoline lantern had been moved out of the living-room window, but a light gill showed beyond the
panes. He pulled over to the curb and turned off the ignition. He gave one of Zarathustral's over-sized



ears a playful tug, absently noting a series of samdl nodules dong its lower extremity. “Come on,
Zaathudra” he said. “1 may aswdl ddiver you persondly while I'm at it.”

After locking the car, he started up the walk, Zarathustra a his heds. He knocked on the front door.
Presently he knocked again. The door creaked, swung partialy open. He frowned. Had she forgotten to
latch it? he wondered. Or had she ddiberately left it unlaiched so that Zarathustra could get in?
Zarathugtra himsdf lent plaughility to the latter conjecture by rigng up on his hind legs and pushing the
door the rest of the way open with his forepaws, after which he trotted into the hal and disappeared.

Philip pounded on the panels. “Miss Darrow!” he cdled. “ Judith!”
No answer. He cdled agan. Still no answer.

A summer breeze came traipsng out of the house and engulfed him in the scent of roses. What kind of
roses? he wondered. Green ones?

He stepped into the hdl and closed the door behind him. He made his way into the living room. The two
chairs were gone, and so was the coffee table. He walked through the living room and into the library;
through the library and into the dining room. The gasoline lantern burned brightly on the dining-room
table, its harsh white light bathing bare floors and naked walls

The breeze was stronger here, the scent of roses dmost doying. He saw then that the double door that
hed thwarted him that morning was open, and he moved toward it across the room. As he had
suspected, it gave access to the kitchen. Pausng on the threshold, he peered ingde. It was an ordinary
enough kitchen. Some of the appliances were gone, but the stove and the refrigerator were ill there. The
back doorway had an odd bluish cast that caused the framework to shimmer. The door itsdf was open,
and he could see garlight lying softly on fidds and trees.

Wonderingly he walked across the room and stepped outsde. There was a fant sputtering sound, as
though live wires had been crossed, and for a flesting second the scene before hm seemed to waver.
Then, abruptly, it grew 4ill.

He grew dill, too—immohile in the strange, yet peaceful, summer night. He was standing on a grassy
plain, and the plain spread out on either hand to promontories of little trees. Before him, the land doped
gently upward, and was covered with multicolored flowers that twinkled like microcosmic gtars. In the
distance, the lights of a village showed. To his right, a riotous green-rose bush bloomed, and benesth it
Zaathudtra sat, wagging histall.

Philip took two steps forward, stopped and looked up at the sky. It was wrong somehow. For one thing,
Cassiopeia had changed pogtion, and for another, Orion was awry. For dill another, there were no
clouds for the moon to hide behind, and yet the moon had disappeared.

Zaathudra trotted over to where he was standing, gazed up a him with golden eyes, then headed in the
direction of the lights. Philip took a deep breath, and followed him. He would have visted the village
anyway, Zarathustra or no Zarathustra. Was it Pfleugersville? He knew suddenly that it was.



He had not gone far before he saw a highway. A pair of headlights appeared suddenly in the direction of
the village and resolved rgpidly into a moving van. To his congternation, the van turned off the
thoroughfare and headed in his direction. He ducked into a coppice, Zarathustra a his heds, and
watched the heavy vehide bounce by. There were two menin the cab, and painted on the panding of the
truckbed were the words, PFLEUGERSVILLE MOVERS, INC.

The van continued on in the direction from which he had come, and presently he guessed its destination.
Judith, dearly, was in the midst of moving out the furniture she had been too sentimentd to sdl. The only
trouble was, her house had disappeared. So had the village of Valeyview.

He stared a where the houses should have been, saw nothing at first except a continuation of the gtarlit
plan. Then he noticed an upright rectangle of pae light hovering just above the ground, and presently he
identified it as Judith's back doorway. He could see through it into the kitchen, and by draining his eyes,
he could even see the stove and the refrigerator.

Gradudly he made out other upright rectangles hovering just above the ground, some of them on a line
with Judith's. All of them, however, while outlined in the same shimmering blue that outlined hers, lacked
lighted interiors.

As he stood there staring, the van came to a hdt, turned around and backed up to the brightest rectangle,
hiding it from view. The two men got out of the cab and walked around to the rear of the truckbed.
“Well put the stove on firg,” Philip heard one of them say. And then, “Wonder why she wants to hang
onto junk like this?”

The other man's voice was fainter, but his words were unmistakable enough: “ Grass widows who turn
into old maids have funny notions sometimes.”

Judith Darrow wasn't redly moving out of Valeyview after dl. She only thought she was.

Philip went on. The breeze was dl around him. It blew through his hair, kissed his cheeks and caressed
his forehead. The stars shone paey down. Some of the land was under cultivation, and he could see
green things growing in the sarlight, and the breeze carried their green bregath to his nodtrils. He reached
the highway and began waking dong it. He saw no further 9gn of vehides till he came opposite a large
brick building with bright light Spilling through its windows. In front of it were parked a dozen automobiles
of amake that he was unfamiliar with.

He heard the whir of machinery and the pounding of hammers, and he went over and peered through one
of the windows. The building proved to be a furniture factory. Most of the work was being done by
meachines, but there were enough tasks left over to keep the owners of the parked cars busily occupied.
The main manud task was upholgtering. The machines cut and sewed and trimmed and planed and
doweled and assembled, but apparently none of them was up to the fine art of spitting tacks.



Philip returned to the highway and went on. He came to other buildings and peered into each. One was a
amdl automobile-assembly plant, another was a dairy, athird was a long greenhouse. In the firg two the
preponderance of the work was being performed by machines. In the third, however, machines were
conspicuoudy absent. Clearly it was one thing to build a machine with a superhuman work potentid, but
quite another to build one with a green thumb.

He passed a pasture, and saw animds that looked like cows deeping in the Sarlight. He passed a fidd of
newly-sprouted corn. He passed a power plant, and heard the whine of a generator. Findly he came to
the outskirts of Pfleugersville.

There was a big illuminated Sgn by the side of the road. It stopped him in his tracks, and he stood there
daing a its embossed |etters

PFLEUGERSVILLE, SIRIUS XXI
Discovered April 1, 1962
Incor porated September 11, 1962

Philip wiped his forehead.

Zarathustra had trotted on ahead. Now he stopped and looked back. Come on, he seemed to say. Now
that you've seen this much, you might as well see the rest.

So Philip entered Pfleugersville ... and fdl in love—

Fdl in love with the lovely houses, and the darling trees in summer bloom. With the parterres of twinkling
gar-flowers and the expanses of verdant lawns. With the trellised green roses that tapedtried every
porch. With the hydrangedlike blooms that garnished every corner. With Pfleugersville itsalf.

Ohbvioudy the hour was late, for, other than himsdf, there was no one on the Streets, dthough lights
burned in the windows of some of the houses, and dogs of the same breed and Sze as Zarathustra
occasondly trotted by. And yet according to his waich the time was 10:51. Maybe, though,
Pfleugersville was on different time. Maybe, herein Pfleugersville, it was the middle of the night.

The farther he progressed into the village, the more enchanted he became. He smply couldn't get over
the houses. The difference between them and the houses he was familiar with was subtle, but it was there.
It was the difference that exigts between good- and not-quite-good taste. Here were no standardized
patios, but little marble gprons that were as much a part of the over-adl architecture asaglenisapart of a
woods. Here were no stereotyped picture windows, but wals that blended imperceptibly into pleesing
patterns of transparency. Here were no four-square back yards, but rambling star-flowered playgrounds
with swings and seesaws and shaded svimming holes, with exquisite doghouses good enough for little
girls dollsto livein.



He passed a school that seemed to grow out of the very ground it stood on. He passed a library that had
been built around a huge tree, the branches of which had intertwined ther foliage into a living roof. He
passed a block-long supermarket built of tinted glass. Fndly he came to the park.

He gasped then. Gasped at the delicate trees and the little blue-eyed lakes; at the fairy-fountains and the
winding, pebbled paths. Star-flowers shed their multicolored radiance everywhere, and darlight poured
prodigdly down from the sky. He chose a path at random and walked dong it in the twofold radiance till
he came to the cynosure.

The cynosure was a statue—a statue of a buck-toothed, wall-eyed youth gezing steadfastly up into the
heavens. In one hand the youth hdd a Phillips screw driver, in the other a Sx-inch crescent wrench.
Standing severd yards away and saring raptly up into the statue's face was the youth himsdf, and so
immohbile was he that if it hadn't been for the pedestal on which the statue rested, Philip would have been
unable to diginguish one from the other.

There was an insription on the pedestal. He walked over and read it in the light cast by a nearby
parterre of sar-flowers.

FRANCIS FARNSWORTH
PFLEUGER,
DISCOVERER OF
PFLEUGERSVILLE
Born: May 5. 1941. Died: —

Profession Inventor. On the first day of April of the year of our Lord, 1962, Francis Farnsworth
Pfleuger brought into being a Mobius coincidence field and established multiple contact with the
twenty-first satellite of the star Srius, thereby giving the people of Valleyview access, via ther
back doorways, to a New World. Here we have come to live. Here we have come to raise our
children. Here, in thisidyllic village, which the noble race that once inhabited this fair planet left
behind them when they migrated to the Greater Magellanic Cloud, we have settled down to create
a new and better Way of Life. Here, thanks to Francis Farnsworth Pfleuger, we shall know
happiness prosperity and freedom from fear.

FRANCIS FARNSWORTH PFLEUGER, WE, THE NEW INHABITANTS OF SIRIUS XXI,
SALUTE YOU!

Philip wiped his forehead again.

Presently he noticed that the flesh-and-blood Francis Pfleuger was looking in his direction. “Me,” the
flesh-and-blood Francis Pfleuger said, pointing proudly at the statue. “Me.”

“So | gather,” Philip said dryly. And then. “ Zarathustra—come back herel”

Thelittle dog had started down one of the paths that converged on the statue. At Philip's command, he
stopped but did not turn; instead he remained where he was, as though waiting for someone to come
down the path. After a moment, someone did—Judith Darrow.



She was wearing a Smple white dress, reminiscent both in design and décor of a Grecian tunic. A wide
glt belt augmented the effect, and her ddicate sandds did nothing to mar it. In the radiance of the
sar-flowers, her eyes were more gray than green. There were shadows under them, Philip noticed, and
the lids were faintly red.

She hdted afew feet from him and looked at him without saying aword. “1 ... | brought your dog back,”
he sad landy. “I found himin the back seat of my car.”

“Thank you. I've been looking dl over Pfleugersville for him. | left my Valeyview doors open, hoping
hed come home of his own accord, but | guess he had other ideas. Now that youve discovered our
secret, Mr. Myles, what do you think of our brave new world?’

“I think it'slovdy,” Philip said, “but | don't believe it's where you seem to think it is”

“Dont you?’ she asked. “Then suppose you show me the full moon that rose over Valeyview tonight. Or
better yet, suppose | show you something ese.” She pointed to a region of the heavens jus to the left of
the statue's turned-up nose. “You cant see them from here” she sad, “but around that inggnificant
ydlow star, nine planets arein orbit. One of them is Earth.”

“But that's impossible!” he objected. “Consder the—"

“Didance? In the sort of space were deding with, Mr. Myles, distance is not a factor. In Mdbius
gpace—as we have come to cdl it for lack of a better term—any two given points are coincidentd,
regardless of how far apart they may be in non-Mobius space. But this becomes manifest only when a
Mabius coincidence-fidd is established. As you probably know by now, Francis Pfleuger created such a
fidd.”

At the mention of his name, Francis Pfleuger came hurrying over to where they were sanding. “E,” he
declared, “equas mc2”

“Thank you, Francis,” Judith said. Then, to Philip, “ Shdl we walk?’

They started down one of the converging paths, Zarathustra bringing up the rear. Behind them, Francis
returned to his Narcissistic sudy of himsdf in stone. “We were neighbors back in Valeyview,” Judith
sad, “but | never dreamed he thought quite so much of himsdf. Ever since we put up that dtatue last
week, he's been garing at it night and day. Sometimes he even brings his lunch with him.”

“He seems to be familiar with Eingein.”

“Heés not redly, though. He memorized the energy-mass equation in an atempt to judtify his new status in
life, but he hasn't the remotest nation of what it means. It's ironic in a way that Pfleugersville should have
been discovered by someone with an 1Q of less than seventy-five”

“No one with an 1Q of less than saventy-five could create the sort of fidd you were taking about.”

“He didn't create it deliberatdly—he brought it into being accidentally by means of a machine he was



building to tie knots with. Or at least that's what he says. But we do know that there was such a machine
because we saw its fused parts in his kitchen, and there's no question but what it was the source of the
fidd. Francis, though, can't remember how he made the parts or how he put them together. As a matter
of fact, to this day he dill doesn't understand what happened—though | have a feding that he knows
more than he lets on.”

“Whet did happen?’ Philip asked.

For awhile Judith was slent. Then, “All of us promised solemnly not to divulge our secret to an outsider
unless he was firgt accepted by the group as awhole,” she said. “But thanks to my negligence, you know
mog of it dready, so | suppose youre entitled to know the rest.” She sghed. “Very wdl—I'll try to
explan....”

When Francis Pfleuger's fidd had come into being, something had happened to the back doors of
Vdleyview that caused them to open upon a planet which one of the locd star-gazers promptly identified
as Sirius XXI. The good falk of Valeyview had no idea of how such a state of affairs could exigt, to say
nothing of how it could have come about, till one of the scientists whom they asked to join them as a part
of the plan which they presently devised to make thar forthcoming utopia self-sufficient, came up with a
theory that explained everything.

According to histheory, the round-trip distance between any two planetary or sdla bodies was curved
in the manner of a Mdbius strip—i.e, a gtrip of paper given a hdf-twist before bringing the two ends
together. In this case, the grip represented the round-trip distance from Earth to Srius XXI. Eath was
represented on the strip by one dot, and Sirius XXI by another, and, quite naturdly, the two dots were
an equad distance—or gpproximately 8.8 light years—apart. This brought them directly opposite one
another—one on one Sde of the drip, the other on the other sSde; but snce a Mobius gtrip has only one
surface—or side—the two dots were actudly occupying the same space a the same time. In “Mobius
space’, then, Earth and Sirius XXI1 were “coincidenta”.

Philip looked over his shoulder at the little ydlow sun twinkling in the sky. “Common sense” he said,
“tdls me differently.”

“Common senseisaliar of the first magnitude,” Judith said. “It has mided man ever snce he firg dimbed
down from the trees. It was common sense that inspired Ptolemy's theory of cosmogony. It was common
sense that ingpired the burning of Giordano Bruno....”

The fact tha common sense indicated that 8.8 light years separated Earth and Srius XXI in
common-sense redity didn't prove that 8.8 light years separated them in aform of redity that was outsde
common-sense's dominion—i.e,, Mobius space—and Francis Pfleuger's fiedld had demondtrated as
much. The back-door noda areas which it had established, however, were merdy limited manifestations
of that redity—in other words, the fidd had merdy provided limited access to a form of space that had
been in exisgence dl dong.

“Though why,” Judith concluded, “our back doors should have been affected rather than our front doors,



for example, isinexplicable—unless it was because Francis built the machine in his kitchen. In any event,
when they did become nodd aress, they manifested themsdves on Srius XXI, and the dogs in the
immediate vidnity associated them with the doorways of their departed masters and began whining to be
letin”

“Ther departed masters?’

“The race that built this village. The race that built the factories and developed the encompassng farms. A
year ago, according to the records they left behind them, they migrated to the Greater Magdlanic
Cloud.”

Philip was indignant. “Why didn't they take their dogs with them?’

“They couldn't. After dl, they had to leave their cars and their furniture behind them too, not to mention
amogt unbdievable stockpiles of every metd imaginable that will last us for centuries. The logidtics of
space travel make taking even an extra handkerchief dong a caculated risk. Anyway, when their dogs
‘found’ us, they were overjoyed, and as for us, we fdl in love with them at firg sght. Our own dogs,
though, didn't take to them at dl, and every one of them ran away.”

“This can't be the only village” Philip said. “There must be others somewhere.”
“Undoubtedly there are. All we know is that the people who huilt this one were the last to leave.”

The park was behind them now, and they were waking down a pleasant street. “And when you and your
neighbors discovered the village, did you decide to become expatriates right then and there?” Philip
asked.

She nodded. “Do you blame us? Y ou've seen for yoursalf what a lovely place it is But it's far more than
that. In Vdleyview, we had unemployment. Here, there is work for everyone, and a corresponding
feding of wantedness and togetherness. True, most of the work is farmwork, but what of that? We have
every conceivable kind of machine to hdp us in our tasks. Indeed, | think that the only machine the
Srians lacked was one that could manufacture food out of whole cloth. But consider the most important
advantage of dl: when we go to bed at night we can do so without being afraid that sometime during our
deep athermonudear misslewill descend out of the sky and devour us in one huge incandescent bite. If
weve made a culture hero out of our village idiat, it's no more than right, for unwittingly or not, he
opened up the gates of paradise.”

“And you immediatdly saw to it that no one besides yoursalves and a chosen few would pass through
them.”

Judith paused besde a white gate. “Yes, that's true,” she said. “To keep our secret, we lived in our old
houses while we were sdtling our affairs, dosng down our few industries and setting up a new monetary
sysem. In fact, we even kept our ... the children in the dark for fear that they would talk a school.
Suppose, however, we had publicized our utopia Can't you imegine the mockery opportunists would
have made out of it? The village we found was large enough to accommodate ourseves and the few
friends, relatives and specidists we asked to join us, but no larger; and we did, after dl, find it in our own
back yard.” She placed her hand on the white gate. “Thisiswhere | live”



He looked at the house, and it was enchanting. Sightly less enchanting, but ddightful in its own right, was
the much smdler house beside it. Judith pointed toward the latter dwelling and looked a Zarathustra.
“It'sdmogt morning, Zarathustra,” she said sternly. “Go to bed thisminutel” She opened the gate so that
the little dog could pass through and raised her eyes to Philip. “Our time is different here,” she explained.
And then, “I'm afraid youll have to hurry if you expect to make it to my back door before the fidd dies

He fdt suddenly empty. “Dies out?’ he repeated numbly.

“Yes. We don't know why, but it's been diminishing in strength ever since it first came into being, and our
‘Mobius-strip scientist’ has predicted that it will cease to exist during the next twenty-four hours. | guess
| don't need to remind you that you have important business on Earth.”

“No,” he said, “I guess you don't.” His emptiness bowed out before a wave of bitterness. He had rested
his hand on the gate, as close to hers as he had dared. Now he saw that while it was inches away from
hersin one sense, it was light years away in another. He removed it angrily. “Busness dways comes firg
with you, doesn't it?

“Y es. Business never lets you down.”

“Do you know what | think?” Philip said. “I think that you were the one who did the sdling out, not your
husband. | think you sold him out for alaw practice.”

Her face turned white as though he had dapped it, and in a sense, he had. “Good-by,” she said, and this
time he was certain thet if he were to reach out and touch her, she would shatter into a million pieces.
“Givemy love to the planet Earth,” she added icly.

“Good-by,” Philip said, his anger gone now, and the emptiness rushing back. “Dont sdl us short,
though—well make a big splash in your sky one of these days when we blow ourselves up.”

He turned and walked away. Waked out of the enchanting village and down the hignway and across the
flower-pulsng plain to Judith's back doorway. It was unlighted now, and he had trouble disinguishing it
from the others. Its shimmering blue framework was flickering. Judith had not lied then: the fidd was

dying out.

He locked the back door behind him, walked sadly through the dark and empty house and let himsdf out
the front door. He locked the front door behind him, too, and went down the walk and dimbed into his
car. He had thought he had locked it, but gpparently he hadn't. He drove out of town and down the road
to the highway, and down the highway toward the big bright bonfire of the city.

Dawn was exploring the eastern sky with pae pink fingers when a last he parked his car in the garage
behind his gpartment building. He reached into the back sest for his brief case and the manila envelopes.
His brief case had har on it. It was soft and warm. “Ruf,” it barked. “ Ruf-ruf!”



He knew then that everything was dl right. Just because no one had invited him to the party didnt mean
that he couldn't invite himsdf. He would have to hurry, though—he had a lot of things to do, and time
was running out.

Noon found him on the highway again, his busness transacted, his affars settled, Zarathustra Stting
beside him on the seat. One o'clock found him driving into Valeyview; two-five found him turning down
afamiliar street. He would have to leave his car behind him, but that was dl right. Leaving it to rust away
ina ghost town was better than sling it to some opportunistic deder for a sum he would have no use for
anyway. He parked it by the curb, and after getting his suitcase out of the trunk, walked up to the front
door of Number 23. He unlocked and opened the door, and after Zarathustra followed him insde,
closed and locked it behind him. He strode through the house to the kitchen. He unlocked and opened
the back door. He stepped eagerly across the threshold—and stopped dead ill.

There were boards benesth his feet instead of grass. Instead of a flower-pied plain, he saw a series of
unkempt back yards. Beside him on an unpainted trdlis, Virginia creeper rattled in an October wind.

Zarathugtra came out behind him, descended the back-porch steps and ran around the side of the house.
Looking for the green-rose bush probably.

“Ruf!”

Zarathustra had returned and was looking up a him from the bottom step. On the top step he had placed
an offering.

The offering was a green rose.

Philip bent down and picked it up. It was fresh, and its fragrance epitomized the very essence of Srius
XXI. “Zarathudra,” he gasped, “where did you get it?’

“Ruf!” said Zarathustra, and ran around the Sde of the house.

Philip followed, rounded the corner just intime to see the white-tipped tall disappear into the ancient dog
house. Disgppointment numbed him. That was where the rose had been then—stored away for
safe-keeping like an old and worthless bone.

But the rose was fresh, he reminded himsdlf.
Did dog houses have back doorways?

This one did, he saw, kneding down and peering insde. A lovdy back doorway, rimmed with
shimmering blue. It framed a familiar vida, in the foreground of which a familiar green-rosebush stood.
Benegath the rosebush Zarathustra sat, wagging histail.

It was atight squeeze, but Philip made it. He even managed to get his suitcase through. And jugt in time
too, for hardly had he done so when the doorway began to flicker. Now it was on its way out, and as he
watched, it faded into trangparency and disappeared.



He crawled from benegth the rosebush and stood up. The day was bright and warm, and the postion of
the sun indicated early moming or late afternoon. No, not sun—suns. One of them was a hrilliant
blue-white orb, the other a twinkling point of light.

He et off across the plain in Zarathustras wake. He had a speech aready prepared, and when Judith
met him at the gate with wide and wondering eyes, he ddivered it without preamble. “Judith,” he said, “I
am contemptuous of the notion that some things are meant to be and others aren't, and | firmly bdieve in
my own free will; but when your dog stows away in the back seat of my car two times running and
makes it impossible for me not to see you again, then there must be something afoot which nether you
nor | can do athing about. Whatever it is, | have giveninto it and have transferred your red estate to an
agent more trustworthy than mysdf. I know you haven't known melong, and | know I'm not an accepted
member of your group, but maybe somebody will give me a job raking lawns or washing windows or
hoeing corn long enough for me to prove that | am not in the leest antisocid; and maybe, in time, you
yourself will get to know me wel enough to redize that while | have a weakness for blondes who ook
like Grecian goddesses, | have no taste whatever for redheads, brunettes, or Cutty Sark. In any event, |
have burned my bridges behind me, and whether | ever become a resdent of Pfleugersville or naot, | have
dready become aresdent of Srius XXI.”

Judith Darrow was slent for sometime. Then, “Thismorning,” she said, “I wanted to ask you to join us,
but I couldn't for two reasons. The firg was your commitment to sal our houses, the second was my
bitterness toward men. Y ou have diminated the fird, and the second seems suddenly inane” She raised
her eyes. “Philip, please join us. | want you to.”

Zarathustra, whose redl name was Siddenon Phenphonderill, left them standing there in each other's arms
and trotted down the street and out of town. He covered the ground in easy lopes that belied his three
hundred and twenty-five years, and soon he arived a the Medting Place. The mayors of the other
villages had been awaiting him since early morning and were shifting impatiently on ther haunches. When
he clambered up on the rostrum they extended their audio-gppendages and retrectile fingers and
accorded him a round of gpplause. He extended his own “hands’ and held them up for slence, then,
retracting them again, he seated himsdf before the little lectern and began his report, the idiomatic
trandation of which follows forthwith:

“Gentlemen, my gpologies for my late arrival. | will touch upon the circumstances that were responsible
for it presently.

“To get down to the matter uppermost in your minds: Y es, the experiment was a success, and if you will
use your psycho-transmutative powers to remode your villages dong the lines my condtituents and |
remodded ours and to build enough factories to give your ‘megters that sense of sdf-aufficiency so
essentid to their well-being, and if you will ‘ plant’ your disassembled Multiple M ébius-Knot Dynamos in
such away that the resultant fiedds will be ascribed to accidental causes, you will have no more trouble
atracting personnd than we did. Just make sure that your ‘masters quarters are superior to your own,
and that you behave like dogs in ther presence. And when you fabricate your records concerning your
mythicd departed masters, see to it that they do not conflict with the records we fabricated concerning
ours. It would be desirable indeed if our Srian-human society could be based on less decaitful grounds
then these, but the very human attitude we are explaiting renders this impossible a the moment. | hate to
think of the resentment we would incur were we to reved that, far from baeing the mere dogs we seem to
be, we are capable of mentaly transmuting naturd resources into virtudly anything from a key to a
concert hdl, and | hate even more to think of the resentment we would incur were we to reved that, for



dl our adility in the inanimate field, we have never been able to materidize so much as a sngle blade of
grass in the animate fidd, and that our reason for coincidentalizing the planet Earth and cregting our
irresdible little utopias sems not from a need for companionship but from a need for gardeners.
However, you will find thet dl of this can be ironed out eventudly through the human children, with whom
you will be thrown into daily contact and whom you will find to possess dl of their parents abiding love
for us and none of ther parents superior atitude toward us. To alittle child, a dog is a companion, not a
pet; an equa, not an inferior—and the little children of today will be the grown-ups of tomorrow.

“To return to the circumstances that occasioned my late arrivd: | ... | mug confess, gentlemen, that |
became quite attached to the ‘mistress’ into whose house | sought entry when we firs established our
fidd and who subsequently adopted me when | convinced her red dog that he would find greener
pastures elsewhere. So greetly attached did | become, in fact, that when the opportunity of odracizing
her londliness presented itsdf, | could not refrain from teking advantage of it. The person to whom she
was mogt suited and who was most suited to her appeared virtudly upon her very doorstep; but in her
stubbornness and in her pride she aggravated rather than encouraged him, causng him to rebe againg
the naurd dtraction he fdt toward her. | am happy to report that, by means of a number of
subterfuges—the find one of which necessitated the use of our origind doorway—I was gble to st this
meatter right, and that these two once-londy people are about to embark upon a relaionship which in
thar folklore is oftentimes quaintly aluded to by the words, ‘ They lived happily ever after.

“And now, gentlemen, the best of luck to you and your congtituents, and may you end up with servants
as excdlent as ours. | hereby declare this meeting adjourned.”
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