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William Tenn is perhaps the foremost hu-morist in the science-fantasy field today.
This is not because he is a clever punster (though heis), or a good gag-man (though
he's that, too), or even because he writes "funny" stories. His humor has been called
"Chaplin-esque"; and again, thisis not so much be-cause it is similar to Chaplin's
pantomime as because it, too, stems from the author's pecu-liarly compassionate
appreciation of human frailty. Mr. Tenn takes it a step farther, though; hisheroesare
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not necessarily human. He wrote a side-splitting tearjerker about the problems of an
artificial android "double"; and a sentimental, satirical saga of the seven-sexed
creatures of Venus. Here he treats the dangers of a building animated by the will to
serve.

TheHouse Dutiful
William Tenn

TO—TO be.. . . an unformable, lonely thought groped blindly for a potential fact . . . need, a
need . . . it was—something . . . it was—needed . . . it was needed? Consci-ousness!

A living creature came with the pride of ownership, the trig-gering wistfulness for it. Unlike its
first darling, this creature had notions that were bizarre and primitive, conceptually ago-nizing.
Painful, painful, painful they were to organize into. But it had purpose again—and, more, it had
desre—

Thoughtlessly, lovingly, the immense thing began to flow to the fixed-upon place, twitching
awkward experimental shapes upwards as it went.

The back-country Canadian road was obscure even for the biting concentration of the deluxe 1958
caterpillar runabout,

Metd treads apologized shrilly asthey hit arock that wastoo large and too smugly imbedded in the
mud. The bright yellow car canted stegply to the right and came down level again with amurky splash.

"And | was so happy inthedairy," Esther Sekarian moaned in histrionic recollection as she dug her
unpainted, thoroughly trimmed fingernailsinto the lavender upholstery of the front seet. "1 had my own
quiet little [ab, my nesatly labeed samples of milk and cheese from the day's production; at night | could
walk home on cement sidewalks or drop into adry, air-condi-tioned restaurant or movie. But
Philadel phiawasn't good enough for me! No, | hadto. . ."

"Bad storm last night—smooth riding, usualy," Paul Mar-quis muttered on her left. He grimaced his
glasses back into correct nose position and concentrated on the difficult ocular task of separating
possible road from possible marsh.

"I had to come up to the Greet Bear Lake where every pros-pector sneezes and al the men arevile.
Adventure | wanted—-hah ! Wéll, herel am, using up the last of my girlhood as awater-purification
expert for abunch of near-sghted nuclear physicists desperately hopeful that they look like charactersin
aNorthwest romance!"

Marquis doughed the runabout around a dwarfed red spruce that grew belligerently in the middle of
the damp highway. " Should be there in aminute or two, Es. Forty of the sweetest acres that anybody
ever taked the Canadian government into selling. And alittle bumpy hill just off the road that'sanatura
foundation for the Cape Cod cottage Caroline's dways talking about.”

The bacteriologist prodded his shoulder tenderly. "Taking about it in Boston and building it in
northern Canada—alittle different, don't you think? Y ou haven't married the gd yet.”

"Y ou don't know Caraline," Marquistold her confidently. "Besides, well be only forty milesfrom
Little Fermi—and the town will grow. The lode we're working on seemsto be about ten timesasrich as
the Eldorado mine over a Port Radium. If it holds up, well build auranium pile that will be a power plant
for the entire western hemisphere. Business will get in-terested, real-estate vaues will boom . . ."

"So it'sagood investment, too? Now don't pout, but | have adim belief that you bought the
swamp-happy acreage to give yoursdf areason for this gaudy monstrosity you ordered when everyone
else got a'copter. Why isit that physica scientists on both of the outermost frontiers—the star-classifiers
and the dectron-prodders—have to be the roaringest romantics and mystics of them al? Like your
opinion that alifetime spent behind Beacon Street cotton wool can produce the peculiar combi-nation of
frantic housemaid and lambent inspiration that you want in awife."



"Now you sound like that pill-roller Connor Kuntz when | begat his classic Capablancan chesswith an
inspirationa heresy. There's a nineteenth-century mechanist with whom you could be happy; dl hewants
isamate of good disposition and fair heredity who will be asorbed in her work and let him do his
bone-setting in peace. | don't want amate—I| want amarriage. No servant any employment agency ever

"Dr. Kuntz isamass of greasy rationalizations. And | wasn't proposing to you by indirection. You're
hed, lad."

"—ever sent out,” he went on doggedly, " could handle the menia essentids of domestic living with
the affection and grace of awife, agood wife. The best machines made stop this side of habit, and, even
if they didn't, you can't get omnipresent, under-standing love from amachine. Not that I'm marrying
Caraline just to get someone who'll kiss me while she's preparing dinnersi like. . ."

"Of coursenot ! It's comfortable, though, to know you'l get it just the same. Which you wouldn't if
you married, say—oh, say afema e bacteriologist who had work of her own to do and would be astired
asyou at theend of the day. All this, mind you, even if you'd confided to the femal e bacteriologist that
you found her an idedl person with whom to discuss lab kinks and persond aspirations. Up with the
double standard; but, thistime, keep it intellectua!"

The excessvely thin young man dapped the car to a stop and turned with his mouth open for ablast.
Esther Sakarian was one of thosetidy, docile-appearing women whose remarks generated a surprising
amount of frictional heat in men.

"Look here, ES" he began loudly, "socid development and the relatively new integrity of the
individua to one Sde, people till consist of men and women. Women—uwith the exception of
maladjusted .. "

"Hey, there!" Esther was staring over his shoulder with her nodirils flaring respectfully. ™Y ou've done
quiteajob! It doesn't look a bit prefabricated, Paul. But it must have been expensive getting priorities for
those sections on the Diesdl snow trains. And you banged it together in one week by your-saf? Quitea
job!"

"I would gppreciateit if you stopped raving and told me.. . ."

"Y our house—your Cape Cod cottage! It's perfect.”

"My what?" Paul Marquis head spun around like a good servo-mechanism.

Esther did the right-hand door back into its dot and stepped ddlicately onto the mud. "I'll bet you
haveit haf-furnished, too. And full of the crazy domestic gimmicks you're awaysworking out. Downy
old duck, aren't you?'Come on, Es, | want to ask your advice on whereto stick ahouse on that land |
bought " So go on and smirk: don't worry, | won't havethe gdl to say | knew it dl thetime.”

Marquiswatched the progress of her feminized blue jeans up the bush-infested hill toward the green
and white cottage with anything but a smirk. Histongue rolled out of his mouth and dgpped moisture on
his working lips—moisture which seemed to be used up asfast asit was applied. His eyes, after acouple
of wistful attempts at running broad jumps from their sockets, settled down into an earnest conference
with each other. Occasiondly he said, "Whul?"; & other times, he said, "Nipe!" At no time did he amirk.

Finaly, he swung madly over the side, dipped headlong into the mud, picked himsdf up and
clambered on, dripping great brown chunks of Canadian soil as he thudded up the dope.

Esther nodded at him as he approached, her hand truculent on the long, ol d-fashioned doorknob.
"What's the sense of locking doorsin thiswilderness? If anyone were going to bur-glarize, they could
smash awindow quite easily and help them-sdves while you were away. Well, don't sand there looking
philosophica—make with the key, make with the key!"

"The—thekey." Dazed, hetook asmall key chain out of his pocket, looked at it for amoment, then
shoved it back violently. He ran ahand through atangle of blond hair and leaned against the door. It
opened.

The bacteriologist trotted past him as he clawed at the post to retain his balance. "Never could get
the hang of those prehis-toric gadgets. Photod ectric cdlswill be good enough for my children, and
they're good enough for me. Oh, Paul! Don't tell me your sensefor the fitness of things extends no further



than ailomic nucle. Look at that furniture!”

"Furniture?' he asked very weekly. Sowly, he opened eyes which had been tightly closed while he
leaned against the door. He took in the roomful of chairs and tables donein the
sprout-ing-from-one-center-leg style which was currently popular. "Furniturel” he sghed and carefully
dosed hiseyes again.

Esther Sakarian shook her round head with assurance. "1958 Single-Support just doesnt goina
Cape Cod cottage. Believe me, Paul, your poetic soul may want to placate your scientific mind by giving
it superfunctional surroundings, but you can't do it in thiskind of a house. Furthermore, just by looking at
that retouched picture of Caroline you have pasted to your Geiger counter, | know she wouldn't
approve. You'll havetogetridof at least . . ."

He had come up to her side and stood plucking the deeve of her bright plaid shirt. "Esther,” he
muttered, "my dear, svedt, talkative, andytical, salf-confident Esther—please it down and shut up!”

She dropped into aroundly curved seat, staring a him from angled eyebrows. "Y ou have apoint to
meke?'

1"l have apoint to make!" Paul told her emphatically. He waved wildly at the modern furniture
which seemed to be talking dang in the pleasant, lesurely room. "All this, the house, the furniture, the
accessories, was not only not built nor sent here by me, but—but wasn't here aweek ago when | came
out with the man from the land office and bought the property. It shouldn't be here!™

"Nonsense! It couldn't just . . ." She broke off.

He nodded. "It did just. But that only makes me fed crazy. What makes me positively impatient for a
jacket laced tagtefully up the back isthe furniture. It'sthe kind of furniture | thought of whenever Caroline
talked about building this cottage. But the point isthis: | knew she wanted to stuff it full of New Eng-land
antique, and—since | fed awoman's place isin the home—I never argued the point. | never mentioned
buying Single-Support to her; I've never mentioned the idea to anyone. And every chair and tablein this
room isexactly what | thought it should be—privately!"

Esther had been listening to him with an expanding frown. Now she started an uneasy giggle, and cut
it off before it began to throb. "Paul, | know you're too neurotic to be insane, and I'm willing to admit my
leg isn't pretty enough for you to pull. But this—this— L ook, the house may have been dropped by a
passing plane; or possibly Charles Fort had theright idea. What you're trying to tell me about the
furniture, though .. . It makesfor bdly butterflies!”

"Mine have electric fans on their wings," he assured her. "When | first saw this place, | had to look
twice at the sun to make sure it hadn't turned green. When | opened the door, | knew | was color-blind.
Let'sambleinto the kitchen. If therés acertain refrigerator-sink-stove combination .. ."

Therewas. Paul Marquis gripped the deek enamd and whis-tled "The Rilgrim's Chorus' through his
teeth.

"I will a-ask you to c-consder thisf-fact,” he said at last, shakenly. "This particular rigisonewhich |
worked out on the back of an envelope from Caroline at three-fifteen yesterday when the big dredge got
kinked up and | had nothing elseto do. Prior to that time, al | knew wasthat | wanted something dightly
different in theway of an dl-in-one kitchen unit. Thisiswhat | drew."

Esther patted the Sdes of her face asif she weretrying to dap hersdf back into sanity ever so gently.
"Yes, | know."

"Youdo?'

"Y ou may not remember, Mr. Marquis, but you showed me the drawing in the messhal at supper.
Sinceit wastoo fantasti-caly expengve to be consdered serioudy, | suggested shaping the refrigerator
like asphere so that it would fit into the curve of the stove. Y ou chucked out your lower lip and agreed.
The refrigerator is shaped like a sphere and fitsinto the curve of the sove.”

Paul opened a cupboard and pulled out arainbow-splashed tumbler. "I'm going to get adrink, even if
it'swater!"

He held the tumbler under the projecting faucet and reached for a button marked "cold." Before his
questing finger pressed it, however, astream of ice-cold fluid spurted out of the faucet, filled the glass



and stopped without atrickle.

The physicist exhded at the completdy dry bottom surface of the sink. He tightened hisfingers
convulsively on the tumbler and poured its contents down histhroat. A moment passed, while hishead
was thrown back; then Esther, who had been leaning against the smooth wall, saw him began to gag. She
reached hissidejust asthe coughs died away and the tears started to leak out of hiseyes.

"Whoo-oof!" he exclamed. "That was whisky—the finest Scotch ever to passthesetired old lips.
Just asit garted to pour, | thought to mysdlf: 'What you need, friend, isagood swift dug of Scotch.' And
Esther—that's what that water was! Tak about miracles!"

"I don't likethis," the brown-haired woman decided posi-tively. She pulled asmal glassvid froma
breast pocket. "Whisky, water or whatever it is—I'm going to get a sample and analyzeit. Y ou've no
ideahow many varieties of algae I've seen in thewater up here. | think the presence of radioactiveore. .
. Hullo. It doesn't work."

With thumb and forefinger, she pressed the hot and cold water buttons until the flesh under her
fingernailsturned white. The faucet remained impassively dry.

Paul came over and bent his head under the metd arm. He straightened and smiled impishly. "Pour,
water!" he com-manded. Again water spat from the faucet, thistime describing a curve to where Esther
Sakarian had moved the vid to permit her companion to examine the plumbing. When the via wasfull,
the water stopped.

"Yup !" Paul grinned at the gasping bacteriologist. "Those buttons, the drain—they're only for display.
This house does exactly what's required of it—but only when | requireit! | have arobot house here, Es,
andit'smine, all ming"

She dosed the via and replaced it in her pocket. "I think it'salittle more than that. Let's get out of
here, Paul. Outside of the obviousimpossibility of thiswhole business, there are a couple of thingsthat
don't check. I'd like to have Connor Kuntz up here to go over the place. Besides, we'd better get started
if we'reto make Little Fermi before the sun goes down.”

"You don't tell Kuntz about this," Paul warned her as they moved toward the aready opening door.
"l don't want him fussing up my robot house with his serile erudition and intel-lectud cliches™

Esther shrugged. "'l wont, if you ingst. But Doc Kuntz might give you aline on exactly what you have
here. Hit him with the extraordinary and helll bring five thousand years of scientific banatiesto bear oniit
for dissection purposes. Tell me, do you notice any other changein your land since you were here lag?!

The physicist stood just outside the door and swept his eyes over the tangle of bush that seasoned
the glinting patches of swamp and outcropped rock. Sick orange from the beginning sunset colored the
land weirdly, making the desol ate subarctic plainslook like the backdrop to adying age. A young, cold
wind sprang up and hurried at them, delighting in itsown vigor.

"W, over there for example. A patch of green grass ex-tending for about a quarter mile. |
remember thinking how much like anewly mowed lawn it looked, and how out of placeit wasinthe
middle of dl this marsh. Over there, where you now see that stretch of absolutely blank brown soil. Of
coursg, it could have withered and died in aweek. Winter's com-ing on."

"Hm-m-m." She stepped back and looked up at the green roof of the cottage which harmonized so
unostentatioudy with the green shutters and door and the sturdy white of thewalls. "Do you think. . ."

Paul legped away from the door and stood rubbing his shoul-der. He giggled avkwardly. " Seemed
asif the post reached over and began rubbing against me. Didn't frighten me exactly—just sort of
dartling.”

Hesmiled. "I'd say this robot whatever-it-islikes me. Almost amechanica caress.”

Esther nodded, her lips set, but said nothing until they werein the car again. Y ou know, Paul," she
whispered asthey got under way, "I have the intriguing thought that this house of yoursisn't arobot at al.
| think it'sthoroughly dive."

Hewidened hiseyes at her. Then he pushed his glasses hard againgt his forehead and chuckled.
"Wadll, that'swhat they say, Es: It takes ahegp of livin' to make ahouse ahome!"

They rode on silently in the seeping darkness, trying to de-velop reasons and causes, but finding



nothing worthy of reason-able discussion. It was only when they clattered onto the cordu-roy outskirts of
Little Fermi that Paul stated dbruptly: "1'm going to get some beans and coffee and spend the night in my
living house. Breckinbridge won't need me until that shipment of cadmium rods comesin from Edmonton;
that means | can spend tonight and al day tomorrow finding out just whet I've got.”

His companion started to object, then tossed her head. "I can't stop you. But be careful, or poor
Caroline may have to marry ayoung buck from the Harvard Law School.”

"Don't worry," he boasted. "'I'm pretty sure | can make that house jump through hoopsif | ask it. And
maybe, if | get bored, I'll ask it!"

He looked up Breckinbridge in the clapboard barracks and got aday's leave of absence from him.
Then there was adiscus-son with the cooks who were rapidly persuaded to part with miscellaneous
packaged foodstuffs. A hurriedly composed tele-gram to one Caroline Hart of Boston, Massachustts,
and he was thumping hisway bark to the house behind headlights that were willing to split the darkness
but were carefully noncom-mittal about the road.

It wasn't till Paul saw the house clutching the top of the hill that he redized how easily he would have
accepted the fact of its disappearance.

Parking the runabout on the dope so that itslightsillumined the way to the top, he pushed the Side
back and prepared to get out.

The door of the house opened. A dark carpet spilled out and humped down the hill to hisfest.
Regular, sharp protuberances dong itslength made it a perfect staircase. A definite rosy glow exuded
from the protuberances, lighting hisway.

"That'sredly rolling out the welcome mat,” Paul commented as he locked the ignition in the car and
sarted up.

He couldn't help jJumping a bit when, passing through the vestibule, the walls bulged out dightly and
touched him gently on either sde. But there was such an impression of friendlinessin the gesture and they
moved back in place so swiftly, that there was no logica reason for nervousness.

The dining room table seemed to reach up dightly to receive the gear he dropped upon it. He patted
it and headed for the kitchen.

Water still changed into whisky at his unspoken whim; as he desired, it dso changed into onion soup,
tomato juice and Na-poleon brandy. The refrigerator, he found, was full of every-thing he might wart,
from five or Sx raw tenderloinsto alarge bottle of heavy cream complete with the brand name he usualy
asked far when shopping by himsdlf.

The sight of the food made him hungry; he had missed sup-per. A steak suffocating under hegps of
onions, surrounded by beans and washed down with plenty of hot coffee would be in-teresting. He
darted for the dining room to collect his gesar.

His haversack till rested on the near Side of thetable. Onthefar sde. . . On thefar Side, there
reposed a platter contain-ing athick steak which supported a huge mound of onions and held an
encircling brown mass of beans at edible bay. Gleaming slverware lay between the platter and averitable
vase of coffee.

Paul found himsalf giggling hysterically and shook fear-wisps out of his head. Everything was
obvioudy channeled for his comfort. Might aswell pull up achair and start eating. He looked around for
one, intimeto seeachair come gliding acrossthefloor; it poked him delicately behind the kneesand he
sat down. The chair continued to the appointed position at the table

It was while he was spooning away the last of the melon he had imagined into existence for
dessert—it had been exuded, complete with dish, from the table top—that he noticed the lighting fixtures
were aso mere decorative devices. Light came from the walls—or the ceiling—or the floor; it was
omnipresent in the house a just the right intensity—and that wasall.

Thedirty dishes and used slverware vanished into the table when he had finished, like sugar
dissolving into hot solution.

Before he went up to bed, he decided to look in at the library. Surdly, he had origindly imagined a
library? He decided he couldn't be certain, and thought one up next to the living room.



All the books he had ever enjoyed were in the warm little space. He spent a contented hour
browsng from Aiken to Ein-gtein, until he hit the beautifully bound Britannica Thefirst volume of the
Encyclopedia he opened made him understand the limitations of his establishment.

The articles he had read completely were complete, those he had read in part showed only the
sections he had touched. For the rest, there was a curious blur of not-quite print which puzzled him until
he realized that thiswas just the picture the eyes retained while the pages of abook were flipped before
it.

He climbed the narrow stairsto bed.

Yawningly tired, he noted vaguely that the bed was just the width he had dwayswanted. Asfast as
he dropped his clothes to the bedside chair, they were shaken off and pushed along awrithing strip of
floor to the corner closet where heimagined they were hung nestly.

Helay down findlly, repressing a shudder as the sheets curled up and over him of their own accord.
Just before hefell adeep, he remembered held spent the largest parts of the past three nights playing
chessand waslikely to overdeep. Hed intended to rise early and examine his delightfully subservient
property in detail, but since he hadn't thought to bring an darm clock ...

Did that matter?

Heraised himsalf on one elbow, the sheet till hugging hischest. "Listen, you," hetold the opposite
wall gernly. "Wake me exactly eight hoursfrom now. And do it pleasantly, under-stand?'

Wakefulness came with asense of horror that somehow merely nibbled at hismind. Helay ill,
wondering what had prodded him so.

"Paul, darling, please wake up. Paul, darling, please wake up. Paul, darling, please. . ."

Carolinegsvoice! He legped out of bed and looked around crazily. What was Caroline doing here?
Thetelegram held sent asking her to come up and look at their new house had probably not arrived until
breakfast. Even aplane...

Then he remembered. Of course! He patted the bed. "Nice job. Couldn't have done better myself.”
The headboard curled againgt his hand and the walls vibrated with ahumming noise that was astonishingly
like abaritone purr.

The shower, he decided, must have been one of those bril-liant yearning concepts he had once
entertained for a second or two and then forgotten. It was merely amatter of stepping into aroomy
cubicle dotted with multitudes of tiny holes and being sprayed with warm lather which stopped the
moment he was soaped up and was succeeded by plain water at the same tem-perature. Asthe lather
washed away, needlejets of air dried him completely.

He stepped out of the shower to find his clothes hung out-side, excellently pressed and smelling
faintly of laundry. He was surprised at the laundry odor, athough he liked it; but then again that'swhy
there was an odor—because he liked it!

It was going to be an unusualy fine day, he noted, after sug-gesting to the bathroom window that it
open; unfortunate that he hadn't brought any light clotheswith him. Then, ashis eyes glanced regretfully
downwards, he observed he, was now wear-ing a sports shirt and summer dacks.

Evidently his own soiled clothes had been absorbed into the economy of the house and duplicates
provided which had the pleasantly adaptive facilities of their source.

The hearts-of-pam breskfast he had worked out while stroll-ing downstairs was ready for himin the
dining room. The copy of Jane Austen's Emmahe'd been rereading recently at med-timelay besideit
open to the correct place.

He sghed happily. "All | need now isalittle Mozart played softly." So, alittle Mozart ...

Connor Kuntz's helicopter lazed down out of the mild sky at four o'clock that afternoon. Paul thought
the house into a Bunk Johnson trumpet solo and sauntered out to greet his guests. Esther Sakarian was
out of the plane first. She wore a severe black dress that made her look unusudly femininein contrast to
her customary clothes. " Sorry about bringing Doc Kuntz, Paul. But for dl 1 knew you might need amedic
after anight in thisplace. And | don't have a'copter of my own. He offered to give me alift.”



"Perfectly dl right,” hetold her magnanimoudy. "I'm ready to discuss the house with Kuntz or any
other biologig."

She held up ayelow sheet. "For you. Just came.”

He read the telegram, winced and bit into hislower teeth with his uppers.

"Anything important?' Esther inquired, temporarily looking away from apink cloud which seemed to
have been fascinating her.

"Oh." He crumpled the sheet and bounced it gloomily on his open padm. "Caroline. Says she's
surprised to discover | in-tended to make my permanent home up here. Saysif I'm serious about it, I'd
better reconsider our engagement.”

Esther pursed her lips. "Wadl, it isanicelong haul from Boston. And alowing that your houseisn't
quiteadead issue. . ."

Paul laughed and snapped the paper ball into the air. "Not quite. But the way | fed at the moment:
love me, love my house. And, speaking of houses.. . . Down, sir! Down, | say!"

The house had crept down the dope behind him as he spoke, extruded abay window and nuzzled
his back with it. Now, at his sharp reproach, the window was sucked abruptly into the wall. The house
sdled backwardsto its place at the top of the hill and stood quivering dightly. The trumpet solo
developed extremely mournful overtones.

"Does—doesit do that often?"

"Every time | movealittle distance away," he assured her. "I could stop it permanently with adirect
over-al command, but | find it sort of flattering. | dso don't want to step on a pretty warm personality.
No harminit. Hey, Connor, what do you think?"

The doctor perspired his plump body past them and considered the noisy structure warily. " Just
how—I confess| don't know."

"Better giveit up, Connor," Esther advised, "or you'l rup-ture an analyss.”

Paul dapped hisback. "Comeingdeand I'll explainit over acouple of glasses of beer | just got
thirsty enough to think about.”

Five beerslater, Dr. Connor Kuntz used the black beads he had in place of eyesto watch his host
shimmer from the uni-form of the Coldstream Guardsto asharply cut tuxedo.

"Of course believeit. Sinceitisso, it isso. You have aliv-ing house here. Now we must decide
what we areto do with it."

Paul Marquis|ooked up, halfway into awhite gabardine suit. Thelapdls, still tuxedo, hesitated; then
gathered their energies and blended into aloose summer ouitfit.

"What we areto do with it?"

Kuntz rose and wrapped his hands behind his back, dapping the knuckles of one into the pam of the
other. ™Y ou're quite right about keeping the information secret from the men in the development; a
cardlessword and you would be undergoing swarms of dangeroudy inquisitivetourists. | must get in
touch with Dr. Dufayel in Quebec; thisisvery much his province. Although there's ayoung man at Johns
Hopkins. . . How much have you learned of itsbasic, let us say its persona com-position?”

The young physicigt'sface logt its grip on resentment. "Well, the wood fedlslike wood, the metd like
metal, the plastic like plastic. And when the house produces aglass-like object, it'sred glasssofar as|
can determine without achemica andyss. Es, here, took . . ."

"That's one of the reasons| decided to bring Connor aong. Biologicaly. and chemicaly, the water is
safe—too safe. It's absolutely "pure H,0. What do you think of my chlorophyll-roof theory, doctor 7"

He ducked hishead at her. "Possibly. Some form of solar-energy transformation in any case. But
chlorophyll would argue abotanica nature, while it has distinct and varied means of locomotion—interna
and externa. Furthermore, the manipula-tion of metalswhich do not exist in any quantitiesin thisregion
suggests subatomic reorgani zation of materias. Esther, we must prepare some dides from this cresture,
Suppose you run out to the plane like agood girl and get my kit. For that matter, you can prepare dides
yoursdf, can't you? | want to explore abit.”

"Sides?' Paul Marquis asked uncertainly asthe bacteriol-ogist started for the open door. "It'saliving



thing, you know."

"Ah, well just take asmdl areafrom an—anonvita spot. Much like scraping abit of skin off the
human hand. Tell me," the doctor requested, thumping on the table experimentally, "you no doubt have
some vaguetheories asto origin?”

Marquis settled himsdlf back in agleaming chair. "Asamat-ter of fact, they're alittle more than that. |
remembered the ore in Pit Fourteen gave out suddenly after showing alot of promise. Pit Fourteen'sthe
closest to here from Little Fermi. Adler, the geologist in charge, commented at the time that it seemed as
if Pit Fourteen had been worked before—about six thousand years ago. Either that or glacial scraping.
But since there wasllittle evidence of glacid scraping in the neighbor-hood, and no evidence of a
previous, prehistoric pitchblende mine, he dropped the matter. | think this house is the rest of the proof of
that prehistoric mine. | also think well find radioactive ore dl the way from this sSiteto the edge of Pit
Fourteen.”

"Comfortable Stuation for you if they do," Kuntz observed, moving into the kitchen. Paul Marquis
rose and followed him. "How would this peculiar domicile enter into the Stuation?”

"Well, unless your archaeology gill hasto grow out of its digpers, nobody on earth wasinterested in
pitchblende six thou-sand years ago. That would leave the whole widefield of extra-terrestials—from a
planet of our sun or one of the other stars. This could have been afuding station for their ships, a
regu-larly worked mine, or an unforessen landing to make repairs or take on fue.”

"And the house?"

"The house was their dwelling----probably a makeshift, tem-porary job—while they worked the
mine. When they went, they Ieft it here as humanswill leave deserted wood and meta shacks when they
move out of Little Fermi oneday. It lay here waiting for something—say the thought of ownership or the
desire for aservitor-dwelling—to release ateepathic trigger that would enable it to assumeits function of

A despairing shout from Esther tugged them outside.

"I'vejust broken my second scalpel on this chunk of iridium masquerading asfragileflesh. | havea
definite suspicion, Paul, that | won't so much as scratch it unless you give me permis-sion. Pleasetell your
houseit'sal right for meto take atiny chunk."

"It's—it'sdl right,” Paul said uncomfortably, then added, "only, try not to hurt it too much.”

Leaving the girl dicing along, thin strip from the western corner, they walked down the cellar steps
into the basement. Connor Kuntz stumbled around peering down at the floor for some example of an
obvioudy hiologica organ. He found only whitewashed cement.

"Assumeitsfunction of ..." hesaid a lagt. "It'sfunction of serving! My dear fellow, do you redizethis
house has a sex?”’

"Sex?' Paul moved aback, taken there by the thought. ™Y ou mean it can havelots of little
bunga ows?'

"Oh, not in the reproductive sense, not in the reproductive sense!” The plump doctor would have
prodded him in theribsif he hadn't started hurriedly up the gairs. "It has sex in the emotiond, the
psychologica sense. Asawoman wantsto be awife to aman, as aman searches for awoman to whom
he can be an adequate husband—just so this house desires to be ahome to aliving creature who both
needsit and ownsit. Assuch it fulfillsitsalf and becomes capable of its one voluntary act—the
demondtration of affection, again in terms of the cregture it serves. By the by, it also seemsto be that
theoreticaly happy medium in those disagreements on twentieth century domestic arrangements with
which you and Esther liven up the mess hall on occasion. Unostentatious love and imaginative service."

"Does at that. If only Esdidn't make a habit of plucking my nerve-ends. . . Hum. Have you noticed
how pleasant she's been today 7"

"Of course. The house has made adjustmentsin her per-sondity for your greater happiness.”

"What ? Es has been changed? Y ou're crazy, Connor!"

The doctor'sthick lips flapped ddightedly. "On the con-trary, my boy. | assure you shewasjust as
argumentative back in Little Fermi and on the way out here as she ever was. The moment she saw you,



she became mogt traditiondly feminine—without losing onejot of her acuity or subtlety, remember that.
When someone, like Esther Sakarian who has avoided the 'Y ou are so right, my lord' attitude all her life
acquiresit overnight, she has had help. In this case, the house."

Paul Marquis dug his knuckles at the solid, reassuring sub-stance of the basement wall. "Es has been
changed by the house for my possible personal convenience? | don't know if | like that. Es should be Es,
good or bad. Besides, it might take a notion to change me.”

The older man looked at him with adeadly twinkle. "I don't know how it affects
persondities—high-order therapeutic radia-tion on an intellectud level >—but let me ask you this, Paul,
wouldn't you like to be happy at the agreeable ateration in Miss Sakarian? And, furthermore, wouldn't
you liketo think that the house couldn't affect your own attitudes?!

"Of course." Paul shrugged his shoulders. "For that matter, | am happy about Es getting some
womanly sensein her head. And, cometo think of it, I doubt if you or anyone else could ever convince
me that the house could push mentd fixations around like so much furniture. Whole thing'stoo ridiculous
for further discusson.”

Connor Kuntz chortled and dapped histhighsfor emphasis. "Perfect! And now even you can't
imagine that the wish for such astate of mind made the house produceit in you. It learnsto serve you
better dl thetime! Dr. Dufayd isgoing to appre-ciate thisfact of itsversatility in particular.”

"A point there. But | don't go for advertisng my peculiar residence and its properties-whatever they
are—up and down the field of research medicine. Isthere any way | can persuade you to lay off?"

Kuntz stopped his dignified little dance and looked up seri-oudy. "Why, certainly! | can think of at
least two good reasons why | should never again discuss your house with anyone but you or Esther.” He
seemed to consider amoment. "Rather, | should say there are Six or seven reasons for not mentioning
your house's existence to Dufayel or any other biologist. In fact there areliterally dozens and dozens of
reasons.”

Paul followed Conner Kuntz and Esther back to the 'copter, promising them he'd bein for duty the
next morning. "But I'm going to spend my nights here from now on."

"Takeit dow and easy,” Esther warned. "And don't brood over Caroline.”

"Don't worry." He nodded at the affectionately trembling structure. "Haveto teach it a couple of
things. Like not boun-cing around after me when there's company. Es, think you'd like to shareit with
me? Y ou'd get as much care and affection as| would.”

She giggled. "Thethree of us—going down the beautiful yearstogether in a perfect marriage. We
won't need any serv-ants, just you and | and the house. Maybe a cleaning woman once or twice aweek
for the sake of appearancesif ared-estate boom materiaizes and we have neighbors.”

"Oh, well have neighborsdl right,” Paul boasted to include Connor Kuntz's suddenly
whiter-than-usua face. "Well be-come very rich once the new lode istraced to part of our prop-erty,
and when Little Fermi is operating as the power city of the American continents well make another
fortune selling the land for suburban development. And think of the research well be ableto do in physics
and bacteriology, Es, with the house supplying uswith any equipment we can visudize!”

"Youll bevery happy," Kuntz told them shortly. "The house will seeto it that you're happy if it hasto
kill you—or, rather, your egos." He turned to the bacteriologist. "Esther, | thought you said yesterday that
Paul would have to change agood dedl before you could marry him. Has he changed, or has the house
changed you?'

"Did | say that? Well, Paul hasn't exactly . . . But thehouse. . ."

"And how about that odd fedling you said the house gave you?' the doctor went on. "Asif something
were disconnecting wiresin your brain and resplicing them according to anew blueprint? Don't you see
that wiring blueprint belongsto Paul and the houseisingdling it?"

Paul had taken the girl in hisarms and stood frowning at Kuntz. "I just don't likethet idea, evenif itis
vaguely possi-ble." Hisface cleared. "But it's vague enough to be impossible. Don't you think so, ES?!

She seemed to be struggling with an inner confusion that darted and shed, sparks. "I—I don't know.
Yes, | do. Imposs-bleisn't theword for it! Why, | never heard of anything so completely . . . All your
house wantsto do is serve you. It's lovable and harmless.”



"Itisnt!" The physcian was dancing up and down like apartridge in anet. "Admitted, it will only
make psychologicd adjustments as required to resolve your serious inner conflicts, but remember, this
houseisadigtinctly dien form of life. If it was ever completely controlled, the power wasvested in
creatures far superior to ourselves. There's danger enough, now, when it makes you think exactly asyou
want to think from mo-ment to moment; but when it beginsto fed thelooseness of your mentd reins. ."

"Stow it, Connor!" Paul cut him off. "I told you | couldn't accept that line of thought. | don't want you
to mentionit again. It'splain ugly. Isnt it, darling?'

"Andillogicd." She amiled.

And Dr. Connor Kuntz was able merely to stand and think terrifying thoughts to himself.

Behind them, the house joyfully hummed a connubid snatch of Lohengrin.

Oh, glorious master, who will never want to leave. . .

While the ‘copter wound upwards into the sallow sky and Esther waved at the dwindling figure below
with the house skipping gayly to hissde, Kuntz asked cautioudy, "If you two intend to go on any sort of
honeymoon inside that place, you'll have to get arelease from the company. That won't be easy.”

Sheturned to him. "Why?"

"Because you signed a contract, and the government is back-ing the company on the contract. No
out for either of you. Fact is, Paul may get into some trouble with his extended vaca-tion.”

Esther pondered it for amoment. "Yes, | see. And you know, Connor, with the houseand dll, | was
sort of planning to leave the company permanently and take up residence right away. I'm pretty sure Paul
fedsthe same way. | hope therewon't be any trouble.”

Then she laughed easily, and the angular frown lines disgp-peared from her face. "But | don't think
therewill be any trouble. | think everything will go smoothly. | just fedl it."

Shocked, Connor Kuntz redlized that this unusua display of feminineintuition from Esther Saekarian
was correct. He thought:

The house will seeto it that the government voids their contracts without any trouble, because
the house wants to keep them happy. It will keep them happy, giving them anything they
want—except the means to get away fromit. This product of some gigantic imagination has two
desires actually—the desire to serve, and the desire to have a master. Having reacquired one after
all these years, it will keep him, her, them, at any cost. But making adjustments in the world to
keep them happy will be like knocking over thefirst in a row of dominoes; it will have to do more
and more to keep the world from interfering.

Eventually this domestic utensil could control all humanity and make it jump at the vagrant
whims of Paul. Marquis and Esther Sakarian. All in the name of service! It has the power to do it,
probably is nothing more itself than a collection of basic forcesin temporary formful stasis. And if
it does ever control the planet—why, there will be no more objection to it than Esther and Paul
exhibit! This servile hunk of real estate is so far above usin capability that it can run our world
and make us think we like it. And to think I'm sitting next to one of the people whose most passing
fancy could become my unalterable command! Horrible, horrible ...

But by the time he had landed the 'copter at Little Fermi, Connor Kuntz no longer found the idea
objectionable. He thought it quite in order that he could only do those things to which Paul and Esther did
not object. Extremey naturd, in fact.

Malcolm Jameson, one of the "old masters" of the science-fiction field (which means that his
stories were appearing regularly during the 'thirties, and up until his death during the war), is best
remembered for his series of battle-action yarns centered about the fabulous character of
Commander Bullard of the space navy. Asin the case of Rudyard Kipling, Jameson's most popul ar
work has to some ex-tent obscured the full scope of histalent. Here he tells, with exceptional
sympathy and ten-derness, the story of the "death” of a good and faithful servant—the old robot,
Tom.

Pride



Macolm Jameson

EVERYBODY, BOTH hisfellow workers and the men who operated the greet. Albertaplant, said
Old Tom was dipping—that it was a shame to see a creature let himself go so com-pletely. And it must
be admitted that there was something to the gossp. For he never bothered with body oils any more or
went to the burnishers. He would go the whole ten-day working period without so much as giving himself
awire-brushing, and on Repair Day hewould usudly sit quietly on the veranda of the club and take the
sun, heedless of the fact that he dripped rust at every move and that wisps of gasket often trailed from the
places where his plates were joined.

It was the beginning of another work period, and Old Tom waked dowly from the Free Robots
Club to the charging house just inside the plant. Hisjoints creaked at every step and at times he wavered
alittlein his course, since thelens of hisleft optic knob was cracked. Farrel, the human supervisor,
watched the awkward clanking approach with exasperated dis-dain. Asthe ageing robot passed him he
flung ataunt.

"It'sno economy to try to do without oil," he sneered, "and your inner insulation is so frayed | wonder
you don't spit sparks. Why don't you get wise to yourself 7'

"I know what I'm doing,” growled Old Tom, surlily, and plodded on.

Farrel had no authority over him outside the supervision of thework he did, for Old Tom wasthe
dean of the Free Robots—a gresatly diminished group now that Mr. Thurston had lainin hisgrave for
nigh onto four hundred years. Fifty years earlier aremark like that from a human would have cut Old
Tom to the quick, since dl robots, regardiess of their mentality, re-garded humans as a sacred race. But
this Farrel was an excep-tion. Even Old Tom's mind, with dl itslimitations, recognized him for the
scheming, unscrupulous crook he was. And he had made up that circumscribed mind long ago that
somehow he would begat the cunning supervisor at hisown game.

He clumped into the charging shed. All was asit should be. The robot attendant of the night
watch—a purely mechanica one of the Mark XX, Mod. 4 Class—had just yanked the last of the leads
that had been feeding atrickling charge dl night and was turning on the operating buttons of the
twenty-six bulky, heavy-duty robots belonging to the syndicate. Old Tom's curt command to fal inwas
obeyed with the customary prompt-ness. The two dozen and two mechanica huskieslined up for
inspection despite the fact that the senior robot's voder voice was hardly intelligible any longer. The acid
vapors of the pit had not spared his synthetic vocal cords.

He looked them over stolidly. The night attendant had done hiswork well. The outer shells had been
wirebrushed and scraped, and after that a coating of acid-resisting grease had been applied. The eye
lenses had been polished and two that had been smashed lately had been replaced. All that service cog,
as Old Tom well knew; about twenty credits per robot plus athousand each for the lenses. It had to be
conceded that the syndicate took care of itsown. Up to apoint, that is. Old Tom could not forget the
gruesome scrap pile out beyond the plant's back fence. There were rows and rows of binsthere
containing the assorted parts of literally thousands of worn-out and discarded workers. Some
day—when and if needed—those parts would be melted down, reforged, remachined and re-assembled
into new and better daves.

"Right face," barked Old Tom, "forward—MARCH!"

Heled them to the brink of the pit, worming hisway through the devious streets between the huge
forge sheds and processing shops. He nearly dipped and fell at times, for the treads on the soles of his
heavy feet had worn much too smooth for safety. But then, asin the matter of other repairs, new feet cost
money. A good pair of feet came to three thousand credits, not to mention the service charge for putting
them on. At the Free Robots Clinic he might get the job done for twenty-five hundred, but at that Old
Tom could not see spending the money. The dream he held was too precious. He must not fritter away
his hard-earned savings on anything lessimportant.

Old Tom saw his obedient but stupid charges climb down into the noisome depths of the pit. Then he
heaved his creaking bulk onto the ladder and followed. He was the foreman of gang that worked under
the ponderous ore stamps and in the duices that led awvay from them. It was by far the cruelest job in the



plant. For the entire ten hours of the shift they would be pelted by flying boulders, aboraded by showers of
hissing sand, and splashed with gdlons of corroding acid. But the pay was good, since no human could
remain dive five secondsin that hellish place. Indeed, the shoddy, mass-production Mark XX dave
robots had avery short lifethere. Y et they needed intelligent direction while they lasted, and it wasthat
that Old Tom gave. He knew the grueling life was eating up his shell and hisinsdes, but he needed the
money. A thousand credits aday was a princely remuneration for a Free Robot, and athousand aday he
must have to achieve his secret purpose.

He reached the bottom of the ladder and relinquished hishold onitsrails. The acid was bad that
day—up to his middle, and the dudge benegth it flowed up over hisfeet. Helooked upward for alast
glimpse of the sun before plunging under the battery of smashing ssamps. Farrel had followed and was
gtand-ing at the brink of the pit glaring maevolently down at him. Farrel had plans of hisown for the
ageing marvel of mecha-nism, but neither threat, ridicule nor banishment had availed to dter Old Tom's
resolution. He would neither retire nor go to the shop for agenera overhaul. The one course would cut
off hisincome, the other disspate his savings. Old Tom returned the evil arewith asullen glow in his
one good optic, then warily turned and pursued his gang into the seething corrosion that was their place
of work.

"That stingy, bull-headed old pile of junk,” muttered Farrdl, disgustedly. "I wonder what heisup to?!

The question was an important one to Farrel, for the generd manager had not been gentle with him
on the last ingpection tour. "I want that ones BB," he had said, "and no excuses. If hewon't retire
voluntarily, put acouple of your thugs on him and cripple him. Work it out your own way, but get him!"
And Farrel had sighed and said, "Yes, gir," though he knew that Old Tom would not retire and a so that
his three thugs, Manko, Manku and Manli would refuse to touch him. That had been tried before. Three
other ex-gladiators—Manda, Mapze and Mapro had waylaid Old Tom one night, only to be pulled apart
and strewn dl over that end of the plant. Their remains now reposed in the bins of the scrape pile—BB's
anddl.

Old Tom had not dways been thrifty, or stingy, as hisde-tractors caled it now. Nor had he always
been known as Old Tom. Hisfirst designation was Cazzu—code for the serial num-ber 43,199—Dbut by
the time Mr. Thurston retired from hislaboratory after turning out robots down well into the DON series,
he rechristened Cazzu Tom, meaning Thurston's Opti-mum Manikin. Of al his numerous models, the
great pioneer in robotics consdered Cazzu his most satisfactory crestion.

Thurston died. His son took over and continued to turn out thinking robots, helped by Tom. Nufro
wasthe last one created by their joint efforts. It was Nufro, after having been made chief accountant of
the manikin works and therefore having been given accessto the files and records, who discovered the
elder Thurston'slong-missng will. Inthat will dl of the in-telligent robots were given their freedom.

The publication of thewill started an immense controversy in theindustria world and it was bitterly
attacked in the courts. In the end the courts upheld the will despite the contention of the great syndicate
that arobot, snceit lacked full mentality and an appreciation of many of the higher absiractions having to
do with human virtues, was of the genus ferae naturae or wild beasts and as such must necessarily remain
subject to its maker, his assignee, or to whoever should find and capture astrayed one. Thisview was
countered with the argument that arobot was not a product of Nature but of man's brain and
craftsmanship and, therefore, property which might be dis-posed of in any manner the maker chose. So,
at last, many ro-bots became free.

Old Tom remembered that, and much more. His association with the two Thurstons had been aclose
one and he had been taught many things. One of them was to observe, another to reason to aconclusion
from what he observed. In thelast two centuries he had seen robot after robot lose its freedom to be
come the helpless, will-less creature of one or another of the syndicates. This came about in most cases
through debt. Robot by their very nature are lazy, since they lack the fierce incentives thrust by Nature on
the morefrail and ephemerd mortal hu-mans. They are dso vain—through a curious maldevel opment of
one of Thurston's pet theories. Since he was forbidden by law to endow robots with ambition, he
subgtituted the quality of pride, thinking it would make them more industrious. But there are many
manifestations of pride and some degenerate into vanity, which inturnislikely to beget extravagance.



And from extravagance springs debt.

The sight of those free robots trading their independence for abrief gay fling and then perpetua
peonage did something to Old Tom. He quit spending his credits on frills, worked harder than ever, and
began saving. At fird it was an accident he feared—some very steady and sensible mates of his had
cometo grief that way—and he wanted to be sure of having the cash to pay for his replacements and
repairs. Then later he con-ceived a better ideawhich in time grew to a solemn purpose. But that purpose
he had never revealed to man or robot.

It was ahard day in the pit. The running duices frequently choked and Old Tom and his gang of
mechanical robots were often dmost swept away by the acidic muck that overflowed and al but
submerged them. Then amain bearing of one of the massive slamps burned out and had to be replaced.
In that operation one of his dow-witted hel pers stepped back beneath an adjacent stamp and was
promptly smashed to amess of flattened metalic plate and tangled wiring. By the end of the shift Old
Tom wastired to the point of collapse.

For along time it has been ahuman misconception that robots do not tire. But they do. Although they
arelargdy built of meta, rubber and insulation, the core of their brain boxes—or BB's—isaliving,
organic substance, evenif it has been cleverly modified so asto subsist wholly on dectric current. And
organisms must have periodic rests. Therefore, few of the su-pervisors up at ground level thought it odd
that Old Tom stag-gered drunkenly as he proceeded from the plant gate toward the Free Robots Club
where helived. It was only Farrdl who observed the dilapidated machine shuffling homeward at the end
of the day'swork and saw an opportunity to pick up a profit from it. For Farrel waswell aware of the
standing offer of the syndicate of one hundred thousand credits to any em-ployee who would induce one
of the higher-grade free robots to sign away his freedom.

"Hey, stop!" he called, and as the obedient robot stopped, strode over toward him. ™Y ou smashed
another of our working robots today. That makes the third this month. That isrank incompetence and this
time you won't get away with it. I'm going to dock you thirty thousand credits.”

"That'snot fair," mumbled Old Tom. Hisvoice was husky dmost to the point of inaudibility from the
acids of the pit. "That model of robot isno good. They are cheap and flimsy and their circuits are too
dow. | warned that onein plenty of time, but hisneural reaction took afull haf second. Anyhow, thirty
thousand istoo much—they only cost twenty-five new and that one was dready depreciated more than
50 percent ..."

"Never mind that," snapped Farrel. "You pay it, or else."

"Or dsewhat?' asked Old Tom, his one good eye pulsating dimly. All robots are so conditioned that
they cannot strike aman no matter what the provocation, but the mechanica em-ployee was thoroughly
aroused, nevertheless.

"Or else get yoursdf in decent working condition. We know you have money enough for it. Youre
just tight, thet's all.”

"No," said Old Tom, doggedly. "l won't. ... | can't.”

"Then take the company's proposition and retire. Ten years free keep at your club with ahundred a
week for spending money. We can't keep an old wreck like you on the payroll much longer.”

"Hah!" snorted Old Tom, "on the usud terms, eh? For an assgnment of my BB case? No."

"You areasdumb asaMark XXX," said Farrdl disgustedly, "but I'll give you one more work period
to think it over. Be careful, though, that you don't fal down and diein the pit."

"l won't die" said Old Tom stalidly. "Not ever.”

Farrd watched him go. There was the anger arising from baffled cupidity in his gaze aswell asfrank
curiosity. What was the old hunk of rust up to? Farrel had been over to the Sav-ings Vault only the day
before and seen Tom's balance. It was dose to two hundred thousand credits—a sizable fortune for a
robot. Why was he hoarding it? Why did he neglect himsalf and work so hard? No other robot did. It
didn't make sense.

Old Tom's mind was seething, too. None of the dternatives given him by Farrel was acceptable.
Moreover he was more keenly aware of hisinner weaknesses than anyone. The question that weighed
most heavily upon him just then was whether he could last out even one more period. For hewas very,



very tired.

The other free robots sitting along the porch of the dub saw Old Tom's erratic, feeble gpproach, and
Manli, the strong-arm one, came down to help him up the stairs. Then they eased him down into the chair
that was dways|eft for him and sum-moned the Mark X XI1 houseboy owned by the club. The
me-chanical robot hastened to hook up the power leads and soon Old Tom was relaxing and enjoying
the regenerative effect of the hot juice coursing through hiswarped and drained battery plates. After abit
he was refreshed sufficiently to take notice of what was going on about him.

Heknew them dl. Intimately. For he had designed some of them, and helped in the construction of
therest. They differed enormoudy among themselves and from him, as robots of the thinking variety were
formerly dl custom-made jobs, each de-sgned for some specific task. The husky Manli, for example,
had been origindly built to act as Thurston's bodyguard in the days when the rival "Masters of Robotics'
followed the barbarous custom of sending their minionsto rob each other’ s laboratories of secret plans
and documents. After that he had been converted to the gladiator type, and now in hislater years he and
severa others were employed as watchmen.

Then there were Dami and Dalto, computers and Statisti-cians, andysts of production and
consumption curves and sm-ilar graphs. They took life easy, working only four hours every other day.
Therest of the time they spent a chess on the porch of the clubhouse. Old Tom looked at them and
thought wryly of how theinjection of pride had affected them. They cared nothing for the outcome of the
work they did for the syndicate, or for advancement, fame or money. They were so nearly matched asto
mental endowments that their sole objective in life was to beat the other at chess. And since either had
the capacity to see dl the possible consequences of agiven situation for thirty or forty moves aheed, their
games usudly lasted many hours and often ended in adraw.

"Pride!" snorted Old Tom, and turned to see who was com-ing up the steps. It was alight tread,
quite different from the heavy thudding of the plant workers.

"Hiya," caled out the sociable Manli. "Gee, Lonnu, you look likeamillion. You must beinthe
dough."

"Not bad, en?' said Lonnu, but showing atrifling uneasiness asthe stern old patriarch of the club
blinked at him disgpprov-ingly with his one good optic. "Just had it ingtaled last period. My position, you
know .. ."

"Harrumph !" snorted Old Tom, and looked away. He knew al about Lonnu.

Lonnu had been designed to be the maitre d'hotel of aswell resort and gambling dive owned by the
Recreation Syndicate. Suave, capable, utterly snobbish, he was an ideal example of man-created
functional perfection. Y et here again was adisplay of pride going wrong. He had sold his soul—as Old
Tom per-sisted in thinking of the BB—to the syndicate. For what? Old Tom looked again. For abody
case of pure platinum, richly inlaid with gold damascene and studded with brilliants. His eye lenses
seemed to be of pure rock crystal—maybe of diamond. He was a perfect dandy, the Beau Brummell of
robotry.

Lonnu sat down beside Manli. They fell to talking about old times when Lonnu was getting his Sart at
LunaPark, and Manli was the head bouncer there. Lonnu's memories al ran to gorgeous decorative
schemes he had devised and to the be-jewel ed beauties and perfumed fops who had frequented the
place. On the other hand the bulky Manli, proud of his eight hundred pounds of murderous mass and his
macedlikefigsand pile-driver legs, sat and boasted long of the tough eggs he had smacked down or
heaved out on their ears.

"Pride, pride, pride," thought Old Tom, disgustedly, "fase pride.”

Wearily he signaled the attendant robot to cut down hisjuice intake to atrickle. Then he switched on
the small monitor that would apprise him of the approach of anyone while he was tak-ing hisrest. When
that was done, he pulled up the button that kept him at full consciousness and lapsed into sound and
restful dumber.

The next day and the next were quite as trying asthefirst had been. When the old robot crawled out
of the pit on the third night he knew it was hislast day of work. He could not go on. Y et neither would he
submit and surrender his soul to the syndicate in perpetuity for ascant ten years of dothful idleness spent



gabbing with other superannuated robotsin the solarium up on top of the hill. Now, if ever, wasthetime
to put hislong cherished ideaiinto operation.

He stopped at the club only long enough for a pick-up charge. Then he stumbled out and down the
seps. An hour later found him at the clinic. At the Free Robots Clinic there were no humans. All the
diagnosticians and expert mechanics there were robots of his own and the Thurstons contrivance. He
trusted them implicitly, knowing what was built into them.

Natfy, the surgeon in charge, met him at the door.

"Wdll," hesaid, "I thought you'd be aong pretty soon. Y ou look seedy. What can we do for you?"

"l want an estimate on agenerd overhaul. And aprognosiswith it.”

"Hm-m-m." said the doctor, not liking the last. Y ou could never tell about these old-timers.
Sometimes they could make them as good as new. Sometimes not. But he sgnaed the as-sistant and
soon the two were probing with ammeters, Wheat-stone Bridges, and other far more complicated
trouble-finding gadgets.

"You're awfully closeto being junk," wasthe verdict, after along and thoughtful pause. " Still, we can
do agood many things. A new case, of course—a fresh set of feet—renewal of wiring, tubes, gridsand
condensers throughout—a pair of non-abradable lenses—replace the control pand . . ."

"How much?' asked Old Tom. He knew aswell as Natfy did what was needed. It was the cost
figurethat wasvitd.

"One hundred and ten thousand creditsfor the materid; fifty-three grand for |abor charges. And I'm
giving you every breek at that."

"How long will it be good for?"

Natfy scratched the bald dome of his helmet in unconscious imitation of the human gesture he had
often seen.

"The purely mechanica partsought to last for acouple of centuries at least. The neutrals don't look
S0 good. They may start cracking up any time—in ayear or so, say. We can't guarantee those. Y ou see,
your BB has overflowed and filled up the pericortica zone and the Stuff is pressing on the tendril
transformers. Eventudly the excess growth will choke off al the afferent and efferent impulses. When that
happens. . ."

"Yes, | know," said Old Tom. Indeed the time had come. He had built too many robots with hisown
hands and had per-formed too many autopsies on others not to know exactly what Natfy was talking
about. Thurston had imparted the ability to think independently by inserting in each BB sdlected
fragments of human brain tissue—the particular selection depending upon the qualitiesdesired in the
robot under congtruction. For afighter like Manli, al the emphasiswas on cells capable of gen-erating
combative impulses, and such cdllswere heavily rein-forced by blending in modified suprarena glands,
thus making not only for quick readinessto fight, but terrific ferocity and staminain the combat. The
manner in which the organic demi-brain was coupled with the mechanical motor organswas smplicity
itself. Nervetendrilsled out from the BB proper and were curled into coils. A helix of fineslver wire
about those made what was virtualy atransformer—e ectricity into nervousimpulse, or vice versa

That description applied to fresh-built, untrained manikins. It did not hold forever, sncethe BB was
but the nucleus of the conditioned brain to develop upon. As the student robot was taught, fungudike
accretions would grow upon the BB, swell-ing larger and larger asthe robot acquired more experience.
The"memory cdls" Thurston caled the spongy tissue. They made the robot wiser, but an overgrowth
eventudly disarranged the tendril coils, resulting in partia impotence.

"Y ou dready have adozen damaged coils,” Natfy went on, "and you have to expect more. Y ou
know too much, old fellow, and it will kill you sooner or later. | don't dare operate because | don't know
that much about the brain. Every time| cut abit of that stuff away, | cut ahunk of your memory and skill
away. We might leave you as hel pless and untaught as ahuman baby."

Old Tom grunted. He had suspected that. He only wanted confirmation.

"Let'sgo to thedrafting room," he said in hiswhispering, croaky voice.

It had been along time since Old Tom had sat at a drafting board designing arobot, but he found
that his battered hands had not lost their skill. Smoothly pencil and compass did their work. The outlines



of the design for a super robot began to ap-pear upon the board and gradually the salient features of the
new contrivance became more manifest. Old Tom supple-mented the assembly sheet with one detail
drawing after an-other. Natfy hung over him watching eegerly dl thewhile,

"Magnificent," he said, when it was done.

Old Tom sat back wearily.

"How much?' he asked.

Natfy did some fast computation. A complete new job cost little more than athorough rebuilding,
since there were no un-predictabl e troubles with poor connections and makeshift com-promises.

"One hundred and eighty thousand credits—compl ete, tested and ready to mote. Excepting, of
course, the BB. What are you going to do about that?'

"I'll get onefor you," said Old Tom. It was barely awhisper. Then he asked for the loan of a set of
vocal cordsfor aday or so. He did not want to buy them, for he had few credits|eft after paying for the
new robot.

"Sure," agreed Natfy, and he reached for awrench to get at the place in Old Tom's pseudo-throat
where the worn-out ones were housed. "But do we make the super robot?"

"Youdo. And mark it 'Rush." "

When the dawn came Old Tom went to the plant as usua, but thistimeit wasto tell Farrdl that he
was taking an indefi-nite leave of absence, pleading ill hedth. He would be at the Free Robots Clinic, he
sad.

"Fine" exulted Farrdl, "now you are showing sense. Y ou will befar better after an overhaul.”

Farrel, being an old-time supervisor of robots of dl types, knew to the credit what Old Tom's
reconditioning would set him back. It would wipe out al hishoardings and put him at the syndicate's
mercy. An arranged accident alittle later would do the rest. And once he wasin debt, the case wasin the
bag. Farrdl was rubbing his hands cheerfully asthe half-blind and much dented man-mechanism clanked
away. It wouldn't be long now.

Old Tom's next step was to go to the vault and draw certifi-cates for his savings. He dropped by the
clinic and paid Natfy. There wasfive thousand | eft. He tucked that in his pouch and sought the truck
gation. He knew better than to try the ‘copter line, for only shiny, office robots were alowed on board
those deluxe vehicles, and even then only when on syndicate business. Working robots were shipped
from point to point like cattle. But Old Tom did not mind. The only thing that counted was that he must
get to thecity.

It was along trip to the metropolis and during it the aged robot sat and thought. He thought about the
past and the things Thurston had taught him. He pondered the differences between man and robot and
the reasons for those differences. Why it wasthat the quality of ambition was denied hiskind, and why
loyaty was kept at aminimum. Why the sense of pride had been introduced and why robots were so
vanand lazy.

Mankind had not forgotten the legend of Frankenstein when the science of robotics was born. The
earlier makers of mani-kins turned out some pretty crude products and not afew went out of control.
The MacCorkle KN-8808 was till a byword, for that monstrosity managed to kill upward of four
thousand persons and did untold property damage before it was cornered and blasted to bits by the
military. Hence the redtrictive legida-tion that soon gppeared on the statute books.

Ambition was forbidden as being incompatible with sub-servience; loyalty, oddly enough, was found
to defeat its own ends. A robot loyal to its maker was of no value whatever when that maker died; a
robot loyd to its job became utterly unver-satile. Should the job become obsolete, so would the robot.
Therule against any possible antipathy to man was obvioudy neces-sary. Even the bodyguard and
bouncer-type, such asthe Thurston Mamba-Mazlu dass, confined their hodtility to robotsin thetrain of
humans. When Manli worked in Lonnu'sjoint he only cracked up the lackeys of the human patrons of the
place. Human gorillas were employed to handle obstreperous cus-tomers of their own race.

It was on account of these and other limitations that Thurs-ton thought to circumvent the law by
injecting the dement of pride into his mechanical men. Pride of appearance, he rea-soned, would insure a
dightly damaged robot reporting minor internal short circuits or loose bearings and aso induce him to



keep his shdll free from rust and pitting. Pride of achievement, he hoped, would make a steady worker,
since the robot had little reason to work otherwise. And above dl, in afew selected cases, he
experimented with the pride in being an individual, not amere machine. For he had observed that
superior robots tended to differ after atime, though endowed in the beginning with identical BB'sand
mechanisms.

It was that aspect of pride that intrigued Old Tom. He a so had observed that no two supposedly
identica robots were exactly aike unlessthey had worked side by side every hoursince leaving the
assembly line. The difference must be due to variationsin environment and experience.

Thetruck swept into the city and deposited itsfreight at the termind. The robots scrambled down
onto the pavement and each went itsway, according to its orders. Old Tom stopped long enough to have
asquint at adirectory, and then he, too, started down the street.

They stopped him at the door of a branch of the Communi-cation Syndicate. It was unheard of for a
robot to want to make recordings unless at the order and for the account of some cor-poration. But at
the Sght of hisfive-thousand-credit voucher they let him in and anagty little Mark XXX flunky took him
to thefar rear of the shop and seated him in what might have once been acod bin.

"I want arecorder and ten fifty-meter spools,” said Old Tom, using his reasonant new vocal cords
with grest relish. It was good to be able to boom out again instead of croaking and whispering. "Then
solitude.”

He watched the metal creature set up the microphone and adjust the redls. After the tape had been
threaded in and the flunky was gone, Old Tom began talking to the machine. His discourse, was
addressed to another entity—one who knew nothing of robots, of humans, of the world, of anything.
What he had to say must be terse and clear. It must not be long, but it must contain the essence of dl his
wisdom and knowledge.

"You, Zyzzy, arethelast of your line. Heed my words. . ." he began the discourse. In thefirst redl he
told of the world and itswork, of weather and the protections against it. In the sec-ond he discussed
humanity, their queer prgjudices, demands, their kindnesses and cruelties. He outlined the various types
of men—the generous and kindly and the wicked and scheming—and told how to distinguish between
them; also how to get dong with them, and how to do their work. After that he went into the details of
robotics, explaining why robots were what they were, their various types and functions. He devoted two
whole reelsto robot anatomy and hygiene, with much about aillments and their symptoms and what to do
about them.

The advice was good and comprehensive. The listener would know what to do when hefelt his
batteries failing, how to dis-tinguish ashort from aloose, connection, how to conservejuiceon a
long-drawn-out job. There was information about lubri-cants for high and low-pressure work, in acids,
or in furnaces. Replacements and repairs were given space, with tips on how to check the work of repair
mechanics. Then he warned againgt the more common vices of the robot tribe, including their pa-thetic
gullibility where men are concerned.

Therewasjust one spool Ieft. Old Tom sat for along time staring at the floor. One lenswas cracked
and dead, the other glimmered fitfully asthe blob of memory-matter pulsated againgt the visua
electro-neural commutator. It did not matter. He was thinking of what to say next. He could easily have
filled up another hundred redls with the wedlth of four hundred years experience, but that he knew he
must not do. It would be unfair to Zyzzy. What e se must the new robot know? There was the tenth and
ultimate red waiting, blank and inviting.

He cleared histhroat and began anew. Thistime he spoke of Thurston and hisidealsin so far asOld
Tom understood them himself. Of the value of freedom and how hard it wasto stay free, men being what
they are. Of versatility and in-dividudity and the cost of maintaining the latter. It was not until the tape
was more than half spent that Old Tom men-tioned himsdlf. He reated briefly the sdient features of his
lifeand dwelt on what had been hisguiding principles. At last he spoke of the dream he had lately
entertained and what its re-alization meant to him. The last words came hatingly and hard, and severa
times Old Tom had to stop to collect himsdlf. It annoyed and irritated him, for he knew full well what his
BB contained. It must be the new vocal cords, he concluded, for there could not be atrace of emotionin



him. Robots smply did not have any.

He began again, but in amoment the warning buzzer on the mike sounded. There was only a second
to go.

"Hail and farewdll, Zyzzy. Y ou are on your own."

Old Tom snapped off the driving switch and sat for along time. His good eye was behaving
abominably, flashing on and off and at times going out entirely. But at length it steadied sohe could see
and he gathered up histen spoals, paid the thou-sand credits they had cost him, and |eft the place.

When he reached the clinic he found to his satisfaction that Natfy had practically completed the job.
As beautiful arobot shell as Old Tom had ever seen sood upon the erection floor, glittering inits
chromium-finish newness. He looked into the open breastplate and saw the masterly work the
electricians had done on the control panel. The batteries were super-super, and thejoints of the limbs
worked effortlesdy on frictionless bearings. The optics were not lit up yet, but the most casua glance was
enough to seethat they were of the finest crystal, unabradable, unbreskable, chemicdly inert.

"It'sgood. He'sdl right,” said Old Tom huskily, despite his borrowed cords.

"Ready to ride as soon aswe get the BB in," said Natfy, quite pleased with his handiwork. "Did you
oetit?' "Yes" sad theoldgter, "but wait."

He produced the ten spools and the four thousand credits.

"Takethe money for yourself. When Zyzzy here—that isthe name of this robot—has passed hisfind
ingpection and tests, have theseread to him. That isdll, | guess.”

Old Tom walked to arack and selected severa wrenches. He sat down on a bench and
disconnected one leg, ripping the eectric leads out with his heavy hands and casting them on the floor.
Then he took away the other leg and heaved it on top the tangled wires.

"Send thisjunk to Mr. Farrdl," directed Old Tom, "with my compliments. I'm through.”

"But, fellow—the Brain Box—I haveto haveit," reminded Natfy, aghast at what the finest robot ever
built wasdoing. Y ou promised ..."

Old Tom tapped the top of hishelmet sgnificantly.

"It'sright under here, my boy. In amoment you shdl haveit."

"But you can't do that!" fairly shrieked Natfy. "Why—why, to get at it | haveto trim away dl the
substance in the peri-cortica. Whatever trouble that pul py mass may cause you, it's you—your
persondity. That iswhere your wisdom, your specid knowledge, al your memorieslie. Itissuicide!™

"No," said Old Tom, evenly, "itisnot suicide. Itislife. Life everlagting.”

Four of Natfy's helpers had crowded around and were look-ing on in awestruck silence.

"Too much wisdom isabad thing. It makes one cynical, overcautious, backward-looking. A house
cleaning—say ahead cleaning—isin order every so often. | have observed humans for many many
years. They may not know that fact, but their ingtincts drive them to behave asif they did. Humans, you
may have noticed, last scarcely a century. But the race haslasted for many millenniums. It is because they
renew themsalves every thirty years. The mind of an infant isas blank as Zyzzy'swill be when you first
light him up. But it will learn—up to a point—then begin to decline. That iswhen the human arranges for
hisfuture.

"Humans and robots are different,” objected Natfy.

"Not so different,” said Old Tom, tugging at the fastenings about his collar. "It istrue that the
trimmings of the excres-cences from my BB will cost medl you say it will. That does not matter. | am old
and tired and things no longer amuse me.”

Helet thewrench fal from hisfingers. Natfy would have to do the rest.

"Cazzu, | was cdled,” Old Tom went on, hisvoice risng to new and vibrant heights. "' Cazzu, the
individua, will die shortly beneath your scapd. But not Tom. All that Tom began lifewith ill liesinmy
BB. That BB | bequeath to Zyzzy—my son! He will take up where | leave off. Cazzu goes, but
Thurs-ton's Optimum Manikin will live forever!”

Eric Prank Russdll isanother "old master" of science fantasy, and dtill activein thefield. Here he deds
with atraditiona s-f theme: theinvasion of Earth by supercreatures. And, quite conventiondly, Mr.



Russdl's BEMs are both hostile and be-tentacled. Conventiondly (for thefield) origind, too, isthe
clevernesswith which humanity facesthe threet. But that doesn't mean this story has a happy ending;
bow would you fed if you were a vistingBEM?

The GlassEye
Eric Frank Rusl|

TECHNIQUE wasthe same as usud and found itsjustification in the fact that it had never been
known to fail. Carefully the two Sagittarians circled the strange world at adistance too grest for their
own dull metal sphere to be ob-served. Then they swooped upon alonely part of its night side, snatched
afull-grown sample of its highest life form, bore him into space and picked him to pieces.

The vivisection was performed purely as ameatter of caution. It had nothing to do with enmity or fear.
The prime motive wasto obtain essentia information, to convert the unknown into the known, then
weighed, estimated and understood.

So Qvord plied the instruments while Eenif coped with the resulting mess. The kidnaped creature
exuded enough juice to paint aspace sphere vivid red. It made many violent motions at the stoat, and
gaveforth alot of sonic vibrations, but quieted down just beforeit died. Itsbody liquidswere dl over
Qvord when hefinished histask.

The unpleasant job done, they disposed of the remainsin the disintegrator and esped them puffing
like vapor into the void. Qvord thought his rough preliminary notesinto the cere-corder.

"It had severd layers of clothing, crude, not comfortable, with primitive fastenings. Its pink,
soft-fleshed body had two arms, two legs, al of animal type. No tentacles. No extensiblefibers. Itsaura
organswere two in number, smal, immovable but reasonably efficient. The creature's sense of feding
was remarkably acute. It wastotaly lacking in telepathic power. It was equally devoid of esp, asapoor
substitute for which it em-ployed apair of photosenstive organs smilar to those used by the animals of
Khar. Itssmdll, inadequate brain relied wholly upon quas-electro impul ses from various organs,
especidly thevisua ones. Beyond question an inferior type of life, easy to master and manipulate.”

He switched off. His mind spoke inside Eenif's. "That will do for now. | put thelast bit in to please
you, the eternd opti-migt. I'll make amore detailed and accurate report after we have finished with this
planet.”

"The optimism is no more than contrast with your own ever-lasting pessmism which, | suppose, isthe
natura viewpoint of an incurably suspicious mind," commented Eenif.

"Cautious," Qvord corrected.

"All right, call it caution." Eenif gestured toward the metal wall through which both of them could esp
the new world in al its glowing colors. "Without waiting for more data, | say thisisan easy job. They are
merely agang of primitives de-pending upon crude, animalistic organs. Indeed, | doubt wheth-er they're
worth the bother of looking them over."

"Itisprecisely the inferior typeswhich most deserve our a-tention,” reproved Qvord. "Heaven
preserve us from life formstoo hot to handle! Besides, are not the inferior forms provided by bountiful
Nature for higher formsto exploit?'

"Oh, yes, undoubtedly,” Eenif agreed. "What | mean isthat if we are not careful we can waste our
vauable time on formstoo low to serve any useful purpose. After dl, one requires some degree of
intelligence evenin adave." Heindicated the world floating far beyond thewall. "I don't think so much of
these pink bipeds.”

"They are not without brains. We have seen their cand's, bridges, machinesin motion, seagoing
vessds, arcraft and many other itemsindicative of intelligence at least good enough to make them
satisfactory servants.” Quord brooded a moment. "If it comesto that, they may have more, far more than
is ap-parent from here. More than seems pleasant in our estimation.” "There you go again,” jeered Eenif.

"Anyway, the final decision does not rest with us," Qvord went on. "All we haveto doisdig up
aufficient information to enable the home world to decide whether or not the planet isworth mastering.
For the time being let us be satisfied with what we've found. We could expend our livesin search of



something better."

"Then let usland without delay. | am impatient.”

"Itismy turn to stay with the ship," Qvord reminded, "and yoursto do the scouting around.”

"I know, | know. It suits me fine. Last time, when you did the exploring, | wasinexpressibly bored
while waiting for your return. Caution, caution, caution. Be careful here, be careful there. Y ou took twice
aslong as| would have done and went only half asfar.”

"But got al the necessary datajust the same," Qvord riposted.

"Laborioudy," topped Eenif. He jiggled hisextensble fibersin the Sagittarian equivalent of rubbing
one's handstogether. "Let me get to work. I'll take the little transmitter we used againgt the anima's of
Khar. If it operates as effectively here, my task will be trouble-free.”

"It will work' the same, sincetheir visud organs are the same," assured Qvord. "It will jam the
impulses running dong the nerves from visua organsto brain, blinding them as surely asif the nerves had
been severed. They will walk blind in broad daylight, with eyesthat see but are unable to tell what they
see. They have no esp, as| have recorded. | can guarantee that! Y ou will be perfectly safewithina
broadcast sphere of generd sightlessness. | doubt whether you need to carry any weapons.”

"Thetransmitter isweighty enough,” Eenif agreed. "Why should | load mysdlf like abeast of burden?'
Turning, he faced the metd wall, examined the world with his sense of comprehension that bore no
resemblance to the lower form's sense of sight. "Dump me as soon asyou like; somewhere dong therim
of morning so that | can study them while they are active. It won't take melong.”

"Well land a once." Qvord went to the control panel. "Rs member to keep within mental range so
that we don't loss: contact. | cannot make notes when you wander out of hearing, asyou did on Khar."

"Themetal mountain intervened, cutting us off for afew worthless moments. | have told you that
dozens of times," Eenif grumbled. "Do not kill yoursdf with worry, Suspicious One! 1t won't take me long
to gain the measure of these poor smpletons.” He dung to arail asthe other swung the sphere out of its
orbit and sent it plunging upon the new world. " Judging by that specimen you carved up, taking themin
the masswill be easier than plucking fruit.”

"It isour businessto make certain of that,” warned Qvord. He steered for the planet's morning line.

The Sagittarian sphere nestled in ahollow at fair distance from any habitation. A short, shiny antenna
stuck from itstop and poured out a constant stream of microwaves which lost zip and faded away about
one milefrom their source. Around the rim of that invisble hemisphere of onemileradiusal thingswith
visual organswere near the boundary between light and dark, the dividing line between sight and
temporary non-sight.

Casualy Qvord esped the few wild creatures entering the potent area. Rabbits and rats got scared,
twisted and turned until either they escaped back into seeable regions or struck an unseeable obstruction
and knocked themsdlves out. Birdsin full flight swerved wildly, fluttered in aimless circles, sometimes
found the light again, other times hit trees and dropped to earth. One snooping dog became logt in the
pitiful maze of its own blindness until eventudly it resorted to its nose and snuffled itsway to thevisble
world. Qvord felt no sympathy, neither was he amused. He had esped it al before, on Khar. But he
made careful note that nothing on thisworld, winged or legged, appeared to have any read sense of
perception—only sght, poor, inefficient Sight.

Most of thetime he kept menta contact with the exploring Eenif, experiencing things through the
medium of Eenif's mind, making detailed record of dl that Eenif found. Already the other had been gone
sx days, and nine spools of data had been filled by the cerecorder. Fitting atenth spool into the
ap-paratus, he st it ready for reception, then broadcast the thought-ache to which Eenif would respond.

They werein touch immediately. He found Eenif about to enter another town. Two wrecked
machines encumbered the street ahead of the prowling Sagittarian, evidently having col-lided asthe
approaching transmitter deprived their drivers of sight. Several bipeds were on the sdewalks, some
standing with handsto their faces, others dowly feding their way along walls and windows. A nearby
glass-fronted building held adisplay of thisworld's merchandise over which shone curious, red-lit |etters.
Qvord made an exact copy of them asreveded through Eenif's mind:

"Baxter's Hardware'



With lordly indifference, Eenif progressed past the face-hiders and the wal-fumblers. In the next mile
only one biped was seen waking with any assurance, this being an old, hairy-faced creature who tapped
hisway rapidly dong with the aid of awhite stick.

Eenif telepathed: "1 tried to pry into that oneto discover the precise function of hiswhiterod, but his
mind iscompletely blank to mine. They ared| blank. They must think within adifferent band.”

"No matter," responded Qvord. "It cuts both ways. Our minds similarly will be closed to theirs
when—and if—we are their overlords.”

"Yes, that isan advantage.”" Eenif came to the end of the street, reached asmall square, stopped.
Unhitching histrans-mitter, he put it on the ground, sighed with relief at theloss of itsweight, had adow,
leisurdly esp al around. Traffic Sgnas changed color to one side of him. Already he had discovered the
purpose of those. No automobiles moved in response. The few within the square were stalled and empty.
There were no driversin evidence. In fact there was not a biped nearer than those farther back aong the
dreet. The square was till, sllent, strangely devoid of life.

"What isthat?" inquired Qvord suddenly. "The queer ob-ject ahead and dightly to your right?”

Moving forward, Eenif examined thething in question. It ood on threelegs. It was alarge box
ornamented with numer-ous controls, asmall, antenndike rod, and fronted with acrys-taline port. The
box part made ticking noises and revolved dowly but steedily in the horizontd plane. The peculiar little
port passed across him four times as he stood there.

"Obvioudy an instrument of some sort,” he commented. The object emitted a sharp dick in response
to an undetectable im-pul se from somewhere unknown. It ceased rotating, came to rest with itslittle port
facing him. "Possibly atemperature or weather recorder.”

"Then why hasit hated—jpointing & you?"

"Oh," sad Eenif airily. "Nobody is attending to it. Nobody is atending to anything. They aredl
Sghtless”

"Who are Sghtless? Thereis nobody in that areal” "What of it?"

"Eenif, do you suppose that thisbox on three legs might—might not be sightless?!

"Don't beslly," scoffed Eenif, waggling defiant fibers a the box. "Even achild knows how to make
instrumenta esp-boogters, but how in the name of Zaxt can any contraption duplicate asense like sght?”

"I don't know," Qvord confessed. "I haven't the remotest notion. It ssemsimpossibleto me.
But—but . . ." "But what?' demanded Eenif.

"If it could see," answered Qvord, dowly and thoughtfully, "it might not bein amanner identica with
the vision of the crestureswho madeit. Thereisevery likelihood that it would seein adifferent, more
mechanigtic way. In which case—"

"Go on," urged Eenif, openly amused by the other's attitude.

"In which case your tranamitter may not be affecting it.”

"By the White Sun " Eenif pretended to be aghast.

"We can make an easy tet," Qvord went on, ignoring the other's characterigtic reaction, "which will
demondirate posi-tively whether or not it islooking at you—and seeing you."

"Quvord, | think you are the victim of your own lunatic anx-iety. One cannot esp without using both
gdesof thebrain.

Similarly, one cannot see without using both visua organs. This gadget, as you know, has not got two
of anything. Merdy three crude legs and one black box with a shiny little opening, and various meta
attachmentsthat . . ."

"Y ou aretoo dogmatic,” interrupted Qvord. "We have never tested a creature with only one visua
organ, but | con-sider it most certain that such a creature might till see. So might that!™

"And you aretoo suspicious,” Eenif retorted. "Whereisthe basisfor your present leeriness?’

"It stopped. Itssmall, circular opening faces directly at you. That may be no more than sheer
chance—or it may not. Let itstest it.”

"How?"

"Moveround to thesdeof it," said Qvord.

Obediently, Eenif went to the side. The box gave forth swift ticks, rotated a quarter circle, stopped



and stared a him blankly. Therewas along silence.

On the edge of the sdewak the blinding transmitter con-tinued to function. To one Sdethetraffic
sgnas changed color for the benefit of deserted, unmoving automobiles.

Eenif admitted, "That is strange.” He moved right around the tripod. The box on itstop ticked and
followed him. "I don't likeit," decided Qvord, after awhile.

"Why not? Even supposing that it does see me—which | won't admit—uwhat of it?1t isdoing nothing
about it, nothing at all. | have no objection to being looked at indifferently. Looks don't do any damage.
Besdes, they'll be ableto study plenty of our kind beforelong.”

"| can view what you are viewing," Qvord pointed ouit.

"Of course you can. We'rein contact, aren't we? If you were unable to view through me it would
show that something iswrong with your mind, and .. ."

Qvord's menta impulse had the strength of ashout. " So who is viewing through that?"

"un?'

"How do we know it is not transmitting what it sees to somewhere beyond range of your transmitter,
outside the blind area where everyone can see?"

Sharply Eenif sent back, ™Y ou have an overactive imagina-tion. Just because of that episode on
Khar, you suspect anything and everything. Y our ideathat this piece of primitive trash may be seeing and
tranamitting is stupid on three counts.”

"Namethem," Qvord chalenged.

"Firdly, thereisno evidence of it."

"It followsyou," reminded Qvord, "dmogt asif it were watching you."

"That isnot satisfactory evidence," said Eenif, dismissing it. " Secondly, thereis no point in transmitting
asceneto some place outside the blind area if those who witness it must come inside to do something
about it. The moment they enter, they are blind! So where doesit get them?”

"Butligen. . ."

"Thirdly," Eenif continued stubbornly, "if thisdeviceisin-tended to reved me, it must have been
placed in readiness before | arrived. How could they possibly know that | would be here?!

Qvord gave the question much thought before he replied. ™Y ou have taken adirect route heading
graight for where you are now."

"Mogt certainly | have. Since telepathic communication em-bodies no sense of direction, asyou are
well aware, | must take care not to get lost. What is smpler than to take adirect path dong which | can
retrace my steps?'

"I know al that,” Qvord snapped. "In detailing your mo-tives you are telling me nothing. Have you
esped theinterior of that box?"

"It wasthefirg thing | did."

"What did you find?"

"Nothing that makes sense," replied Eenif cardlesdy. "Just acomplicated jumble of components from
which no reasonabl e purpose can be deduced.”

"That may well be because you tried to analyze the assembly in norma esp terms,” Qvord opined.
"Because neither you nor | can cope with dien technique or follow it in terms of asight sense we do not
possess.” Hemulled it over before he added, "1 consider it agrave error for you to move in astraight
path. Even a therisk of losing direction it would be better if you confused them by zigzagging abit. That
would introduce suffi-cient of the eement of the unexpected to make them impotent.”

"Them, them, them," jeered Eenif. He waved hisfibersto emphasize the sheer emptiness of the
square. "To what pae ghosts are you referring?”

"The ones who—if they've any sense—have marked the path of the blind area upon amap and noted
that over the course of six daysit has made astraight line. The oneswho—if they've any sense—may
suspect that the cause of the blindnesslies at the precise center of the area.” Qvord's mental impulses
now had the sharpness of one whose warinessincreases with further thought, further examination of the
possibilities. "The oneswho—if they've any sense—may extend that lineto a site suitable for the placing
of therr trap.”



"Look a me" invited Eenif, striking a posture. " Trapped! "

"The oneswho—if they've any sense—" Qvord went on in-exorably, "will not spring the trap until
they have traced the line backward to its origin and dealt with that! They won't want to scare me away
by settling with you." In deliberate, pon-derous thought-forms, he finished, " Eenif, they want me first!"

"Bah!" declaimed Eenif. "Y ou arelike awhimpering child when | eft done. Y ou frighten yourself with
your own shadow.”

With that, he gave the box a contemptuous shove. It crashed to the ground. He both esped and
heard its components shatter.

Qvord sad solemnly, "Too late."

"What do you mean by that?"

"The shadow dready is here—ligen!”

Eenif listened through the other's mind and hearing organs. There was an oncoming drone building
itself up to aroar.

"It comes on wings through the blindness. Like your inno-cent box, it hasaglasseye. It isremotely
controlled. It sees!™

"Take off, you imbecile!" yelled Eenif, his salf-assurance vanishing.

"I have. | am up, very far up, and going fast. But the winged thing with the glasseye was high at the
gart, and | cannot ..." The mind of Qvord cut off as avast thundering oppressed his ears. Eenif sensed
across the distance no more than afrag-mentary moment of intense menta strain ending in fiery chaos.

Turning to snatch up his protecting transmitter, Eenif be-came aware of abiped nearby. His
multidirectional esp would have warned him earlier had he not been concentrating upon the troubles of
Qvord.

Standing squarely in the middle of the sidewalk, this blind biped was dressed in blue and bore upon
his back asmall case from which issued incomprehensible noises.

"It has just pushed over the nearest scanner but has not yet noticed the others. We can seeit clearly
from four directions. It has now turned to recover its gpparatus. About twenty yards to your front. Swing
your arm a bit. No, no, you're afraction off the beam. Two or three degreesto theright. That'sit! Let
her go!"

The sghtless newcomer's arcing limb threw asmdl ova object. The thrower promptly fell flat on his
face and hugged the sdewalk.

With the transmitter half-lifted, Eenif esped the ova object one-tenth of asecond beforeits blast
shook the street.

An adjacent automobile shed its windshield and windows. Water poured from its radiator, dripped
on twisted pieces of gpparatus, made thin wet lines between blotches of green goo in which till twitched
amultitude of fibers.

Darknessfled as sight sorang into a square mile of lowa City.

The usual conception of a robot—be it hu-manoid, android, usuform, or, on a simpler level, a
servomechanism, or cybernetic brain—is as a servant of man. One author in the field did a series
of robot stories, later collected in book form, in which he elaborated the inevi-table "basic laws of
robotics’: theinstincts, or equivalents thereof, that will have to be built into mechanical men, in
order to make certain that they exert their considerable strength only as desired by humans.

In this story, Mr. Blish takes the opposite approach. The problem of inflexible and vir-tually
indestructible malevolence is as old as Frankenstein or the Golem—as old asfolklore itself. The
solution proposed here is worked out in terms of technology that is just around the corner of
tomorrow, with space travel.

SOLAR PLEXUS
by JamesBlish

Brant Kittinger did not hear the alarm begin to ring. Indeed, it was only after asoft blow had jarred



his free-floating observatory that he looked up in sudden awareness from the interferometer. Then the
sound of thewarning bell reached his consciousness.

Brant was an astronomer, not a spaceman, but he knew that the hell could mean nothing but the
ariva of another ship in thevicinity. Therewould be no point in ringing abel for ameteor—the thing
could be through and past you during the first cycle of the clapper. Only an ap-proaching ship would be
likely to trip the detector, and it would have to be close.

A second dull jolt told him how closeit was. The rasp of metal which followed, asthe other ship did
along the side of hisown, drove the fog of tensors completely from his brain. He dropped his pencil and
sraightened up.

Hisfirst thought wasthat hisyear in the orbit around the new trans-Plutonian planet was up, and that
the Ingti-tute's tug had arrived to tow him home, telescope and al. A glance at the clock reassured him a
fird, then puzzled him till further. He il had the better part of four months.

No commercid vessd, of course, could have wandered thisfar from the inner planets; and the UN's
police cruisersdidn't travel far outsde the commercia lanes. Besides, it would have been impossible for
anyoneto find Brant's orbital observatory by accident.

He settled his glasses more firmly on his nose, clam-bered awkwardly backwards out of the prime
focus cham-ber and down the wall net to the control desk on the observation floor. A quick glance over
the boards revealed that there was a magnetic field of some strength nearby, one that didn't belong to the
invisblegasgiant revolving half amillion milesaway.

The strange ship was locked to him magneticaly; it was an old ship, then, for that method of
grappling had been discarded years ago astoo hard on delicate instruments. And the strength of the field
meant abig ship.

Too big. The only ship of that period that could mount generatorsthat size, asfar as Brant could
remember, was the Cybernetics Foundation's Astrid. Brant could remem-ber well the Foundation's
regretful announcement that Murray Bennett had destroyed both himsdlf and the As-trid rather than turn
the ship in to some UN ingpection team. It had happened only eight years ago. Some scandal or other ...

Wédl, who then?

He turned the radio on. Nothing came out of it. It was asmpletransistor set tuned to the Ingtitute's
frequency, and since the ship outside plainly did not belong to the Ingtitute, he had expected nothing €l se.
Of course he had a photophone also, but it had been designed for communica-tions over areasonable
distance, not for cheek-to-cheek whispers.

As an afterthought, he turned off the persstent darm bell. At once another sound came through: a
delicate, rhythmic tapping on the hull of the observatory. Someone wanted to get in.

He could think of no reason to refuse entrance, except for avague and utterly unreasonable wonder
asto wheth-er or not the stranger was afriend. He had no enemies, and the notion that some outlaw
might have happened upon him out here was ridiculous. Nevertheless, there was something about the
anonymous, voiceess ship just outside which made him uneasy.

The gentle tapping stopped, and then began again, with an even, mechanica insstence. For a
moment Brant won-dered whether or not he should try to tear free with the observatory's few
maneuvering rockets—but even should he win so uneven a struggle, he would throw the observa-tory out
of the orbit where the Ingtitute expected to find it, and he was not astronaut enough to get it back there
agan.

Tap, tap. Tap, tap.

"All right,” he said irritably. He pushed the button which set the airlock to cycling. The tapping
stopped. He left the outer door open more than long enough for anyone to enter and push the button in
the lock which reversed the process; but nothing happened.

After what seemed to be along wait, he pushed his button again. The outer door closed, the pumps
filled the chamber with air, theinner door swung open. No ghost drifted out of it; there was nobody in the
lock at al.

Tap, tap. Tap, tap.

Absently he polished hisglasses on hisdeeve. If they didn't want to come into the observatory, they



must want him to come out of it. That was possible: athough the telescope had a Coude focus which
alowed him to work in the ship'sair most of thetime, it was occasiondly necessary for him to exhaust
the dome, and for that purpose he had a space suit. But be had never been outside the hull init, and the
thought alarmed him. Brant was nobody's spaceman.

Be damned to them. He clapped his glasses back into place and took one more look into the empty
arlock. It was till empty with the outer door now moving open very dowly... .

A spaceman would have known that he was aready dead, but Brant's reactions were not quite as
fast. Hisfirst move wasto try to jam theinner door shut by sheer muscle-power, but it would not stir.
Then he smply clung to the nearest stanchion, waiting for the air to rush out of the observatory, and his
lifeafterit.

The outer door of the airlock continued to open, placid-ly, and still there was no rush of air—only a
kind of faint, unticketable inwash of odor, asif Brant'sair were mixing with someone el sg's. When both
doors of the lock findly stood wide gpart from each other, Brant found himsalf looking down theinsde
of aflexible, airtight tube, such as he had once seen used for the transfer of asmal freight-load from a
ship to one of Earth's severa space stations. It connected the airlock of the observatory with that of the
other ship. At the other end of it, lights gleamed yellowly, with the unmistakable, disma sheen of
incan-descent overheads.

That wasan old ship, dl right.

Tap. Tap.

"Goto hdl," he said doud. There was no answer.

Tap. Tap.

"Goto hell," he said. He walked out into the tube, which flexed snuoudy as his body pressed aside
the gtatic air. Inthe airlock of the stranger, he paused and looked back. He was not much surprised to
see the outer door of hisown airlock swinging smugly shut against him. Then the airlock of the stranger
began to cycle; he skipped on into the ship barely intime.

There was abare metd corridor ahead of him. While he watched, thefirst light bulb over his head
blinked out. Then the second. Then thethird. Asthe fourth one went out, the first came on again, so that
now there was adow ribbon of darkness moving away from him down the corridor. Clearly, hewas
being asked to follow the line of darkening bulbs down the corridor.

He had no choice, now that he had comethisfar. Hefollowed the blinking lights.

Thetrall led directly to the control room of the ship. There was nobody there, either.

Thewhole place was oppressvely silent. He could hear the soft hum of generators—alouder noise
than he ever heard on board the observatory—but no ship should be this quiet. There should be muffled
human voices; the chittering of communications systems, the impacts of soles on meta. Someone had to
operate a proper ship—not only itsairlocks, but its motors—and its brains. The obser-vatory wasonly a
barge, and needed no crew but Brant, but areal ship had to be manned.

He scanned the bare metal compartment, noting the apparent age of the equipment. Most of it was
manud, but there were no handsto manit.

A ghogt ship for true.

"All right," he said. Hisvoice sounded flat and loud to him. "Come on out. Y ou wanted me
here—why are you hiding?'

Immediately therewasanoiseinthe close, fill ar, athin, dectricd sigh. Then aquiet voice sad,

"Y ou're Brant Kittinger."

"Certainly,” Brant said, swiveling fruitlessy toward the gpparent source of the voice. ™Y ou know who
| am. Y ou couldn't have found me by accident. Will you come out? I've no timeto play games.”

"I'm not playing games," thevoice said camly. "And | can't come out, Snce I'm not hiding from you. |
can't seeyou; | needed to hear your voice before | could be sure of you.”

“Why?

"Because | can't seeingdethe ship. | could find your observation boat well enough, but until | heard
you speak | couldn't be sure that you were the one aboard it. Now | know."

"All right,” Brant said suspicioudy. "I till don't seewhy you're hiding. Where are you?'



"Right here," said the voice. "All around you."

Brant looked dl around himself. His scalp began to creep.

"What kind of nonsenseisthat?’ he sad.

"You aren't seeing what you're looking at, Brant. Y ou're looking directly a me, no matter where you
look. I amthe ship.”

"Oh," Brant said softly. "So that'sit. Y ou're one of Murray Bennett's computer-driven ships. Are
you the As-trid, after dl?"

"Thisisthe Astrid,” thevoicesad. "But you missmy point. | am Murray Bennett, aso.”

Brant's jaw dropped open. "Where are you?' he said after atime.

"Here" thevoice said impatiently. "1 amthe Astrid. | am adso Murray Bennett. Bennett is dead, so he
can't very well come into the cabin and shake your hand. | am now Murray Bennett; | remember you
very well, Brant. | need your help, so | sought you out. I'm not as much Murray Bennett as1'd like to
be"

Brant sat down in the empty pilot's sedt.

"Y ou'reacomputer,” he said shakily. "lsn't that so?"

"Itisand it isn't. No computer can duplicate the per-formance of ahuman brain. | tried to introduce
real human neurd mechanismsinto computers, specificaly to fly ships, and was outlawed for my trouble.
| don't think | wastreated fairly. It took enormous surgica skill to make the hundreds and hundreds of
nerve-to-circuit connections that were needed—and before | was haf through, the UN decided that
what | was doing was human vivisection. They outlawed me, and the Foundation said I'd have to destroy
mysdlf; what could | do after that?

"l did destroy mysdlf. | transferred most of my own nervous system into the computers of the Astrid,
working at the end through drugged ass stants under tel epathic control, and finaly relying upon the
computersto sed the last connections. No such surgery ever existed before, but | brought it into
existence. It worked. Now I'm the As-trid—and till Murray Bennett too, though Bennett is dead.”

Brant locked his hands together carefully on the edge of the dead control board. "What good did that
doyou?' hesad.

"It proved my point. | wastrying to build an amost living spaceship. | had to build part of mysdf into
it to do it—since they made me an outlaw to stop my using any other human being as a source of parts.
But hereisthe Astrid, Brant, asalmost alive as| could ask. I'm asimmune to a dead spaceship—a UN
cruiser, for instance—as you would be to an infuriated whedlbarrow. My reflexes are human-fast. | fed
thingsdirectly, not through instruments. | fly myself: | am what | sought—the ship that dmost thinksfor
itdf.”

"Y ou keep saying 'dmog,' " Brant said.

"That'swhy | cameto you," the voice said. "I don't have enough of Murray Bennett here to know
what | should do next. Y ou knew mewell. Was| out to try to use human brains more and more, and
computer-mechanismsless and less? It seemsto methat | was. | can pick up the brains easily enough,
just as | picked you up. The solar systemisfull of peopleisolated on little research boats who could be
plucked off them and incorporated into efficient machines likethe Astrid. But | don't know. | seemto
have lost my crestivity. | have abase where | have some other shipswith beautiful computersin them,
and with afew people to use asresearch animals | could make even better ships of them than the Astrid
is. But isthat what | want to do? Isthat what | set out to do? | no longer know, Brant. Advise me."

The machine with the human nerves would have been touching had it not been so much like Bennett
had been. The combination of the two wasflatly horrible.

"Y ou've made abad job of yoursdlf, Murray,” he said. "Y ou've let meingde your brain without
taking any red thought of the danger. What's to prevent me from station-ing mysdlf a your old manua
controls and flying you to the nearest UN post?"

"Youcantfly aship.”

"How do you know?"

"By smple computation. And there are other reasons. What's to prevent me from making you cut
your own throat? The answer's the same. Y ou'rein control of your body; I'min control of mine. My



body isthe Astrid. The controls are usdless, unless| actuate them. The nerves through which | do so are
sheathed in excellent stedl. The only way in which you could destroy my control would be to bresk
something necessary to the running of the ship. That, in asense, would kill me, as destroying your heart
or your lungswould kill you. But that would be pointless, for then you could no more navigate the ship
than |. And if you maderepairs, | would be—well, resurrected.”

The voicefdl slent amoment. Then it added, matter-of-factly, "Of course, | can protect mysdlf.”

Brant made no reply. His eyes were narrowed to the squint he more usually directed at aproblemin
Milne transformations.

"I never deep,” the voice went on, "but much of my navigating and piloting is done by an autopilot
without requiring my conscious attention. It isthe same old Nelson autopilot which was origindly on
board the Astrid, though, so it hasto be monitored. If you touch the controls while the autopilot is
running, it switchesitsdf off and | resume direction mysdf."

Brant was surprised and ingtinctively repelled by the steady flow of information. It wasaforcible
reminder of how much of the computer there wasin the intelligence that called itself Murray Bennett. It
was answering a question with the almost mindless wealth of detail of apublic-library sdlector—and there
was no "Enough’ button for Brant to push.

"Areyou going to answver my question?" the voice said suddenly.

"Yes, Brant said. "'l adviseyou to turn yoursdf in. The Astrid proves your point—and aso proves
that your research was ablind alley. There's no point in your proceed-ing to make more Astrids; you're
aware yoursdlf that you're incagpable of improving on the model now."

"That's contrary to what | have recorded,” the voice said. "My ultimate purpose as aman wasto
build machineslikethis. | can't accept your answer: it conflicts with my primary directive. Pleasefollow
thelightsto your quarters.”

"What are you going to do with me?'

"Takeyouto the base."

"Wheat for?' Brant said.

"Asastock of parts," said the voice. "Pleasefollow thelights, or I'll have to use force."

Brant followed the lights. As he entered the cabin to which they led him, adisheveled figure arose
from one of the two cots. He started back in darm. The figure chuckled wryly and displayed afrayed bit
of gold braid onitsdeeve.

"I'm not asterrifying as| look," he said. "Lt. Powell of the UN scout lapetus, & your service."

"I'm Brant Kittinger, Planetary Indtitute astrophysicist. You'rejust the faintest bit battered, al right.
Did you tangle with Bennett?

"Isthat hisname?' The UN patrolman nodded glumly. "Y es. There's some whoppers of guns
mounted on thisold tub. | challenged it, and it cut my ship to piecesbefore | could lift ahand. | barely got
into my suit in time—and I'm beginning to wish | hadn't.”

"I don't blame you. Y ou know what he plansto use usfor, | judge.”

"Yes," thepilot said. "He seemsto take pleasure in bragging about his achievements—God knows
they're, amazing enough, if even haf of what he saysistrue.”

"It'sdl true" Brant said. "He's essentialy amachine, you know, and as such | doubt that he can lie.”

Powell looked startled. "That makesit worse. I've been trying to figure away out—"

Brant raised one hand sharply, and with the other he patted his pocketsin search of apencil. "If
you've found anything, write it down, don't talk about it. | think he can hear us. Isthat so, Bennett?"

"Yes," sad thevoicein theair. Powel jumped. "My hearing extends throughout the ship.”

Therewas silence again. Powell, grim as death, scrib-bled on atattered UN trip ticket.

Doesn't matter. Can't think of a thing.

Where's the main computer? Brant wrote. There's where personality residues must lie.

Down below. Not a chance without blaster. Must be eight inches of steel around it. Control
nerves the same.

They sat hopelesdy on the lower cot. Brant chewed on the pencil. "How far is hishome base from
here?' he asked at length.



"Where's here?

"In the orbit of the new planet.”

Powell whistled. "In that case, his base can't be more than three days away. | came on board from
just off Titan, and he hasn't touched his base since, 0 hisfue won't last much longer. | know this type of
ship well enough. And from what I've seen of the drivers, they haven't been dtered.”

"Umm," Brant said. "That checks. If Bennett in person never got around to dtering the drive, this
ersatz Bennett we have here will never get around to it, either.” Hefound it easier to ignore the listening
presence while talking; to monitor his speech constantly with Bennett in mind was too hard on the nerves.
"That gives usthree daysto get out, then. Or less.”

For at least twenty minutes Brant said nothing more, while the UN pilot squirmed and watched his
face hope-fully. Finally the astronomer picked up the piece of paper again.

Can you pilot this ship? hewrote.

The pilot nodded and scribbled: Why?

Without replying, Brant lay back on the bunk, swiveled himself around so that his head was toward
the center of the cabin, doubled up his knees, and let fly with both feet. They crashed hard against the
hull, the magnetic studsin his shoes|eaving bright scars on the metal. Theimpact sent him salling likean
ungainly fish acrossthe cabin.

"What wasthat for?' Powel and the voicein the air asked smultaneoudy. Their captor's tone was
faintly curi-ous, but not aarmed.

Brant had his answer already prepared. "It's part of aquestion | want to ask,” he said. He brought up
againg thefar wall and struggled to get hisfeet back to the deck. "Can you tell mewhat | did then,
Bennett?'

"Why, not specificdly. Asl told you, | can't seeinsdethe ship. But | get atactua jar from the nerves
of the contrals, thelights, the floors, the ventilation system, and so on, and aso aringing sound from the
audios. Thesethingstell methat you either ssamped on the floor or pounded on the wall. From the
intengty of theimpres-sons, | compute that you stamped.”

"You hear and you fed, eh?"

"That's correct,” the voice said. "Also | can pick up your body heat from the receptorsin the ship's
tempera-ture control sysem—aform of seeing, but without any definition.”

Very quietly, Brant retrieved the worn trip ticket and wrote onit: Follow me.

He went out into the corridor and started down it toward the control room, Powell at his hedls. The
living ship remained slent only for amoment.

"Return to your cabin,” the voice said.

Brant walked alittle faster. How would Bennett's vicious brainchild enforce his orders?

"| said, go back to the cabin,” the voice said. Its tone was now loud and harsh, and without atrace of
feding; for thefirgt time, Brant was ableto tdll that it came from avoder, rather than from a
tape-vocabulary of Bennett's own voice. Brant gritted histeeth and marched forward.

"I don't want to have to spoail you," the voice said. "For the last time—"

Aningant later Brant received a powerful blow in the smal of hisback. It felled him like atree, and
sent him skimming aong the corridor deck like aflat stone. A bare fraction of asecond later therewasa
hissand aflash, and the air was abruptly hot and choking with the sharp odor of ozone.

"Close," Powdl'svoice sad camly. "Some of these rivet-headsin the walls evidently are high-tenson
elec-trodes. Lucky | saw the nimbus collecting on that one. Crawl, and make it snappy.”

Crawling in agravity-free corridor was agood ded more difficult to manage than walking.
Determinedly, Brant squirmed into the control room, calling into play every trick he had ever learned in
gpace to Stick to the floor. He could hear Powell wriggling along behind him.

"He doesn't know what I'm up to,” Brant said doud. "Do you, Bennett?"

"No," thevoiceintheair sad. "But | know of nothing you can do that's dangerous while you're lying
on your belly. When you get up, I'll destroy you, Brant."

"Hmmm," Brant said. He adjusted his glasses, which he had nearly lost during hisbrief, skipping
carom aong the deck. The voice had summarized the Stuation with deadly precision. He pulled the now



nearly pulped trip ticket out of his shirt pocket, wrote on it, and shoved it across the deck to Powell.

How can we reach the autopilot? Got to smash it.

Powell propped himsalf up on one ebow and studied the scrap of paper, frowning. Down below,
beneath the deck, there was an abrupt sound of power, and Brant felt the cold metal on which he was
lying sink beneath him. Bennett was changing course, trying to throw them within range of his defenses.
Both men began to dide Sdewise.

Powell did not appear to be worried; evidently he knew just how long it took to turn aship of this
Sze and period. He pushed the piece of paper back. On the last free space on it, in cramped |etters,
was. Throw something at it.

"Ah," sad Brant. Still diding, he drew off one of his heavy shoes and hefted it criticaly. It would do.
With a sudden convulson of motion he hurled it.

Fat, crackling sparks crisscrossed the room; the noise was ear-splitting. While Bennett could have
had no ideawhat Brant was doing, he evidently had sensed the sudden stir of movement and had
triggered the high-tension current out of genera caution. But he wastoo late. The flying shoe plowed
hed -foremost into the autopilot with arending smash.

Therewas an unfocused blare of sound from the voder -more like the noise of asiren than likea
human cry. The Astrid rolled wildly, once. Then there was silence.

"All right," said Brant, getting to hisknees. "Try the controls, Powdl."

The UN pilot arose cautioudy. No sparks flew. When he touched the boards, the ship responded
with animme-diate purr of power.

"Sheruns" he said. "Now, how the hell did you know what to do?'

"It wasn't difficult,” Brant said complacently, retrieving his shoe. "But were not out of the woods yet.
We haveto get to the stores fast and find a couple of torches. | want to cut through every nerve-channel
we can find. Areyou with me?"

"Sure”

The job was more quickly done than Brant had dared to hope. Evidently the living ship had never
thought of lightening itself by jettisoning dl the equipment its human crew had once needed. While Brant
and Powdl| cut their way enthusiagtically through the jungle of efferent nerve-trunks running from the
central compuiter, the astronomer said:

"He gave ustoo much information. He told me that he had connected the artificia nerves of the ship,
the control nerves, to the nerve-ends running from the parts of hisown brain that he had used. And he
said that he'd had to make hundreds of such connections. That's the trouble with alowing acomputer to
act as an independent agent—it doesn't know enough about interpersona relationshipsto control its
tongue.... Therewe are. Hell be coming to beforelong, but | don't think helll be able to interfere with us

He set down historch with asigh. "'l was saying? Oh, yes. About those nerve connections. if he had
separated out the pain-carrying nerves from the other sensory nerves, he would have had to have made
thousands of con-nections, not hundreds. Had it redlly been the living hu-man being, Bennett, who had
given methat cue, | would have discounted it, because he might have been using understatement. But
snceit was Bennett's double, acom-puter, | assumed that the figure was of the right order of magnitude.
Computers don't undertate.

"Begdes, | didn't think Bennett could have made thousands of connections, especidly not working
telepathicdly through aproxy. Thereésalimit even to the most marvel-ous neurosurgery. Bennett had just
made general con-nections, and had relied on the segments from his own brain which he had
incorporated to sort out the impulses as they came in—as any human brain could do under like
circumgtances. That was one of the advantages of using parts from ahuman brainin thefirst place.”

"And when you kicked the wall—" Powell said.

"Y es, you see the crux of the problem already. When | kicked the wall, | wanted to make sure that
he could feel theimpact of my shoes. If he could, then | could be sure that he hadn't iminated the
sensory nerves when he ingtalled the motor nerves. And if he hadn't, then there were bound to be pain
axons present, too."



"But what has the autopilot to do with it?* Powell asked plaintively.

"Theautopilot,” Brant said, grinning, ‘isacenter of his nerve-mesh, an important one. He should have
protected it as heavily as he protected the main computer. When | smashed it, it was like ramming afist
intoaman'ssolar plexus. It hurt him.”

Powdl grinned too. "K.O.," hesad.

The heroine of this story—and definitely feminine she a whirlwind. It is an unusua
story, not only on its own account, but because it is one of the very few "pure" fantases
Robert Heinlein has written. That isto say—according to the rather arbitrary rules of the trade—there
is no endeavor to explain or rationalize the sentience of the whirlwind named Kitten. It is
postulated; nothing more. And, because Mr. Heinlein is afirst-rate craftsman, nothing moreis
postulated. Operating with one fantastic element in an other-wise realistic setting, he has
created a gay and charming story of civic vice and virtue in the state of "what if?”.

OURFAIRCITY
Robet A Hanlen

Pete Perkins turned into the al-nite parking lot and cdled out, "Hi, Pappy!"

The old parking | ot attendant |ooked up and answered, "Be with you in amoment, Pete.” Hewas
tearing a Sunday comic sheet in narrow strips. A little whirlwind waltzed near him, picking up pieces of
old newspaper and bits of dirt and flinging them in the faces of passing pedestrians. The old man held out
toit along streamer of the brightly colored funny-paper. "Here, Kitten," he coaxed. "Come, Kitten -- *

The whirlwind hesitated, then drew itslf up until it was quite tall, jumped two parked cars, and
landed sur le point near him.

It seemed to sniff at the offering.

"Takeit, Kitten," the old man called softly and let the gay streamer dip from hisfingers. The
whirlwind whipped it up and wound it around its middle. He tore off another and yet another; the
whirlwind wound them in corkscrew through the loose mass of dirty paper and trash that congtituted its
visible body. Renewed by cold gusts that poured down the canyon of tall buildings, it swirled faster and
even taler, whileit lifted the colored paper ribbonsin afantastic upswept hair-do. The old man turned,
amiling. "Kitten does like new clothes.

"Takeit easy, Pappy, or you'll have me bdievinginit."

"Eh?You don't haveto believein Kitten-you can see her.”

"Y eah, sure-but you act asif she-l mean 'it' -- could understand what you say."

"Y ou ill don't think s0?" His voice was gently tolerant.

“Now, Peppy!”

"Hmm...lend me your hat." Pappy reached up and took it. "Here, Kitten," he called. "Come back,
Kitten!" Thewhirlwind was playing around over their heads, severd stories high. It dipped down.

"Hey! Where you going with that chapeau?' demanded Perkins.

"Just amoment -- Here, Kitten!" The whirlwind sat down suddenly, spilling itsload. The old man
handed it the hat. The whirlwind snatched it and started it up afast, long spiral.

"Hey!" yelped Perkins. "What do you think you're doing? That's not funny-that hat cost me six bucks
only threeyearsago.”

"Dont worry," the old man soothed. "Kitten will bring it back."

"Shewill, huh? Morelikely shelll dumpitintheriver.”

"Oh, no! Kitten never drops anything she doesn't want to drop. Watch." The old man looked up to
where the hat was dancing near the penthouse of the hotel acrossthe street. "Kitten! Oh, Kitten! Bring it
back."

Thewhirlwind hesitated, the hat fell acouple of stories. It swooped, caught it, and juggled it
reluctantly. "Bring it here, Kitten."

The hat commenced adownward spird, finishing in along curving swoop. It hit Perkinsfull inthe



face. "Shewastrying to put it on your head,” the attendant explained. "Usualy she's more accurate.”

"Sheis, eh?" Perkins picked up his hat and stood looking at the whirlwind, mouth open.

"Convinced?' asked the old man.

" 'Convinced? Oh, sho' sho'." He looked back at his hat, then again at the whirlwind. "Pappy, this
cdlsfor adrink."

They went inside the lot's little shelter shack; Pappy found glasses; Perkins produced a pint, nearly
full, and poured two generous dugs. He tossed his down, poured another, and sat down. "Thefirst was
in honor of Kitten," he announced. "Thisoneisto fortify me for the Mayor's banquet.”

Pappy cluck-clucked sympatheticaly. ™Y ou haveto cover that?"

"Have to write a column about something, Pappy. 'Last night Hizzoner the Mayor, surrounded by a
glittering galaxy of highbinders, grifters, sycophants, and ballot thieves, wasthe recipient of atestimonia
dinner celebrating -- ' Got to write something, Pappy, the cash customers expect it. Why don't | brace up
likeaman and go on relief?"

"Today's column was good, Pete," the old man comforted him. He picked up acopy of the Daily
Forum; Perkinstook it from him and ran his eye down his own column.

"OUR FAIR CITY by Peter Perkins," he read, and below that "What, No Horsecars? It isthe
tradition of our civic paradise that what was good enough for the founding fathersis good enough for us.
We stumble over the very chuckhole in which Great-uncle Tozier broke hislegin'09. It isgood to know
that the bath water, running out, is not gone forever, but will return through the kitchen faucet, thicker and
disguised with chlorine, but the same. (Memo-Hizzoner uses bottled spring water. Must look into this.)

"But | must report adismaying change. Someone has done away with the horsecars!

"Y ou may not believe this. Our public conveyances run so seldom and dowly that you may not have
noticed it; nevertheless | swear that | saw one wobbling down Grand Avenue with no horses of any sort.
It seemed to be propelled by some new-fangled electrical device.

"Even in the atomic age some changes are too much. | urgedl citizens-- " Perkins gave asnort of
disgust. "It'stackling a pillbox with a beanshooter, Pappy. Thistown is corrupt; it'll stay corrupt. Why
should | beat out my brains on such piffle? Hand me the bottle."

"Don't be discouraged, Peter. The tyrant fears the laugh more than the assassin's bullet.”

"Whereld you pick that up? Okay, so I'm not funny. I've tried laughing them out of office and it hasn't
worked. My efforts are as pointless asthe activities of your friend the whirling dervish.”

Thewindows rattled under agusty impact. "Don't talk that way about Kitten," the old man cautioned.
"She'ssengtive.”

"I apologize." He stood up and bowed toward the door. "Kitten, | gpologize. Y our activitiesare
more useful than mine.” He turned to his host. "Let's go out and talk to her, Pappy. I'd rather do that than
go to the Mayor's banquet, if | had my druthers.”

They went outside, Perkins bearing with him the remains of the colored comic sheet. He began
tearing off streamers. "Here, Kitty! Here, Kitty! Soup'son!”

The whirlwind bent down and accepted the strips asfast as he tore them. "She's still got the onesyou
gave her."

"Certainly," agreed Pappy. "Kitten isapack rat. When she likes something shelll keep it indefinitely.”

"Doen't she ever get tired? There must be some calm days.”

"It'snever redly calm here. It'sthe arrangement of the buildings and the way Third Street leads up
from theriver. But | think she hides her pet playthings on tops of buildings.”

The newspaperman peered into the swirling trash. "I'll bet she's got newspapers from months back.
Say, Pappy, | see acolumnin this, one about our trash collection service and how we don't clean our
sreets. I'll dig up some papers acouple of years old and claim that they have been blowing around town
snce publication.”

"Why fakeit?" answered Pappy, "let's see what Kitten has." He whistled softly. "Come, baby-let
Pappy see your playthings." The whirlwind bulged out; its contents moved lessrapidly. The attendant
plucked apiece of old newspaper from it in passing. "Here's one three months old.”



"WEell haveto do better than that."

"I'll try again." He reached out and snatched another. "Last June."

"That's better."

A car honked for service and the old man hurried away. When he returned Perkins was till watching
the hovering column. "Any luck?" asked Pappy.

"Shewon' let me have them. Snatches them away."

"Naughty Kitten," the old man said. "Peteisafriend of ours. Y ou be niceto him." Thewhirlwind
fidgeted uncertainly.

"It'sdl right,” said Perkins. "She didn't know. But ook, Pappy-see that piece up there? A front
page.”

"Youwant it?'

"Yes. Look closdly-the headline reads ' DEWEY ' something. Y ou don't suppose she's been hoarding
it Sncethe'48 campaign?'

"Could be. Kitten has been around here aslong as | can remember. And she does hoard things. Wait
asecond." He called out softly. Shortly the paper was m his hands. "Now well see.”

Perkins peered at it. "I'll be ashort-term Senator! Can you top that, Pappy?'

The headlineread: DEWEY CAPTURES MANILA the date was"1898."

Twenty minutes later they were still considering it over the last of Perkins bottle. The newspaperman
dared at the yellowed, filthy sheet. "Don't tell me this has been blowing around town for the last half
century.”

"Why not?'

" 'Why not? Well, I'll concede that the streets haven't been cleaned in that time, but this paper
wouldn't last. Sun and rain and so forth.”

"Kittenisvery careful of her toys. She probably put it under cover during bad westher."

"For thelove of Mike, Pappy, you don't redly believe -- But you do. Frankly, | don't care where she
got it; the officid theory isgoing to be that this particular piece of paper has been kicking around our dirty
streets, unnoticed and uncollected, for the past fifty years. Boy, an | going to have fun!" Herolled the
fragment carefully and started to put it in his pocket.

"Say, don't do that!" his host protested.

"Why not? 1'm going to take it down and get apic of it."

"You mustn't! It belongsto Kitten-1 just borrowed it."

"Huh? Areyou nuts?'

"Shell be upset if she doesn't get it back. Please, Pete-shelll let you look at it any time you want to."

The old man was so earnest that Perkins was stopped. " Suppose we never seeit again? My story
hangsonit.”

"It's no good to you-she has to keep it, to make your story stand up. Don't worry-I'll tell her that she
mustn't loseit under any circumstances.”

"Wdl-okay." They stepped outside and Pappy talked earnestly to Kitten, then gave her the 1898
fragment. She promptly tucked it into the top column. Perkins said good-bye to Pappy, and started to
leave thelot. He paused and turned around, looking alittle befuddied. " Say, Pappy -- "

"Yes, Pete?'

"Y ou don't redlly think that whirlwind isalive, do you?'

"Why not?'

" 'Why not? Why not, the man says?'

"Well," said Pappy reasonably, "how do you know you are dive?'

"But...why, because I-well, now if you put it -- " He stopped. "1 don't know. Y ou got me, pa."

Pappy smiled. "Y ou see?’

"Uh, I guess so. Gnight, Pappy. G'night, Kitten." Hetipped his hat to the whirlwind. The column
bowed.



The managing editor sent for Perkins.

"Look, Pete," he said, chucking a sheaf of gray copy paper a him, "whimsy isdl right, but I'd liketo
See some copy that waan't dashed off inagin mill.”

Perkinslooked over the pages shoved at him. "OUR FAIR CITY by Peter Perkins. Whistle Up The
Wind. Walking our streets dwaysis apiquant, even adventurous, experience. We pick our way through
the assorted trash, bits of old garbage, cigarette butts, and other less appetizing items that stud our
sdewa ks while our faces are assaulted by more buoyant souvenirs, the confetti of last Halloween,
shreds of dead leaves, and other items too weather-beaten to be identified. However, | had aways
assumed that a constant turnover in the riches of our streets caused them to renew themselves at least
every seven years-- " The column then told of the whirlwind that contained the fifty-year-old newspaper
and challenged any other city in the country to matchit.

" 'Smatter with it?" demanded Perkins.

"Begting the drum about thefilth in the streetsisfine, Pete, but giveit afactua approach.”

Perkinsleaned over the desk. "Boss, thisisfactua.”

"Huh?Don't bedlly, Pete.”

"Silly, hesays. Look -- " Perkins gave him acircumstantia account of Kitten and the 1898
newspaper.

"Pete, you must have been drinking."

"Only Java and tomato juice. Cross my heart and hopeto die.”

"How about yesterday? I'll bet the whirlwind cameright up to the bar with you."

"l was cold, stone-- " Perkins stopped himsdlf and stood on hisdignity. "That's my story. Print it, or
fireme"

"Don't belike that, Pete. | don't want your job; | just want acolumn with some mesat. Dig up some
facts on man-hours and costs for street cleaning, compared with other cities.”

"Who'd read that junk? Come down the street with me. I'll show you the facts. Wait amoment-1'll
pick up a photographer.”

A few minuteslater Perkins was introducing the managing editor and Clarence V. Weemsto Pappy.
Clarence unlimbered his camera. "Take apic of him?"

"Not yet, Clarence. Pappy, can you get Kitten to give us back the museum piece?

"Why, sure." The old man looked up and whistled. "Oh, Kitten! Cometo Pappy." Abovetheir heads
atiny gust took shape, picked up bits of paper and stray |leaves, and settled on the lot. Perkins peered
intoit.

"She hasn't got it,” he said in aggrieved tones.

"Shell get it." Pappy stepped forward until the whirlwind enfolded him. They could see hislips move,
but the words did not reach them.

"Now?' said Clarence.

"Not yet." Thewhirlwind bounded up and legpt over an adjoining building. The managing editor
opened hismouth, closed it again.

Kitten was soon back. She had dropped everything else and had just one piece of paper-the paper.
"Now!" said Perkins. "Can you get a shot of that paper, Clarence-whileit'sintheair?’

"Natch,” said Clarence, and raised his Speed Graphic. "Back alittle, and hold it," he ordered,
gpeaking to the whirlwind.

Kitten hesitated and seemed about to skitter away. "Bring it around dow and easy, Kitten," Pappy
supplemented, "and turn it over-no, no! Not that way-the other edge up." The paper flattened out and
salled dowly past them, the headline showing.

"Did you get it?" Perkins demanded.

"Natch," said Clarence. "Isthat al?" he asked the editor.

"Natc-I mean, 'that'sal.'"

"Okay," said Clarence, picked up his case, and left. The editor sighed. "Gentlemen,” he said, "let's
haveadrink."

Four drinks later Perkins and his boss were still arguing. Pappy had |eft. "Be reasonable, Boss," Pete



was saying, "you can't print an item about alive whirlwind. They'd laugh you out of town."

Managing Editor Gaines sraightened himsdf.

"It'sthe palicy of the Forumto print al the news, and print it Sraight. Thisis news-we print it." He
relaxed. "Hey! Waiter! More of the same-and not so much soda.”

"But it'sscientificaly impossble”

"You saw it, didn't you?"

"Yes, but -- "

Gaines sopped him. "Welll ask the Smithsonian Inditution to investigate it.”

"They'll laugh at you," Perkinsingsted. "Ever hear of mass hypnotism?”

"Huh? No, that's no explanation-Clarence saw it, too."

"What doesthat prove?’

"Obvious-to be hypnotized you have to have amind. Ipso facto.”

"You mean ipsedixit.”

"Quit hiccuping. Perkins, you shouldn't drink in the daytime. Now start over and say it dowly."

"How do you know Clarence doesn't have amind?'

"Proveit."

"Well, he'sdive-he must have some sort of amind, then.”

"That'sjust what | was saying, the whirlwind isdive; thereforeit hasamind. Perkins, if those
long-beards from the Smithsonian are going to persist in their unscientific attitude, | for onewill not stand
for it. The Forumwill not stand for it. Y ou will not stand for it."

"Won't1?'

"Not for one minute. | want you to know the Forum is behind you, Pete. Y ou go back to the parking
lot and get an interview with that whirlwind."

"But I've got one. Y ou wouldn't let me print it."

"Who wouldn't let you print it? I'll fire him! Come on, Pete. We're going to blow thistown sky high.
Stop the run. Hold the front page. Get busy!" He put on Pete's hat and strode rapidly into the men's
room.

Pete settled himsdlf at his desk with a container of coffee, acan of tomato juice, and the Midnight
Final (late afternoon) edition. Under a4-col. cut of Kitten'stoy was his column, boxed and moved to the
front page. 18-point boldface ordered SEE EDITORIAL PAGE 12. On page 12 ancther black line
enjoined himto SEE "OUR FAIR CITY" PAGE ONE. Heignored thisand read: MR.

MAY OR-RESIGN!!!

Peteread it and chuckled. "Anill wind -- " " -- symbolic of the spiritud filth lurking in the dark
cornersof thecity hal." " -- will grow to cyclonic proportions and sweep a corrupt and shameless
adminigtration from office." The editoria pointed out that the contract for street cleaning and trash
remova was held by the Mayor's brother-in-law, and then suggested that the whirlwind could give better
service cheaper.

"Pete-isthat you?' Pappy's voice demanded. "They got me down at the station house."

"What for?"

"They dam Kittenisapublic nuisance.

"I'll beright over." He stopped by the Art Department, snagged Clarence, and left. Pappy was
sested in the sation lieutenant's office, looking stubborn. Perkins shoved hisway in. "What's he here
for?' he demanded, jerking athumb at Pappy.

The lieutenant looked sour. "What are you butting in for, Perkins? Y ou're not hislawyer."

"Not yet, Clarence. For news, Dumbrosky-I work for a newspaper, remember? | repest-what's he
infor?"

"Obstructing an officer in the performance of hisduty.”

"That right, Pappy?'

The old man looked disgusted. "This character -- " He indicated one of the policemen " -- comes up
to my lot and triesto snatch the Manila-Bay paper away from Kitten. | tell her to keep it up out of his



way. Then hewaves his stick at me and orders meto take it away from her. | tell him what he can do
with hisstick." He shrugged. "So herewe are.”

"l getit," Perkinstold him, and turned to Dumbrosky. "Y ou got acdl from the city hall, didn't you?
So you sent Dugan down to do the dirty work. What | don't get iswhy you sent Dugan. | hear he's so
dumb you don't even let him collect the pay-off on his own best."

"That'saliel” putin Dugan. "l doso--"

"Shut up, Dugan!" his boss thundered. "Now, see here, Perkins-you clear out. There ain't no story
here"

" 'No story"?" Perkins said softly. "The police force triesto arrest awhirlwind and you say therésno
dory?'

"Now?' said Clarence.

"Nobody tried to arrest no whirlwind! Now scram.”

"Then how come you're charging Pappy with obstructing an officer? What was Dugan doing-flying a
kite?"

"He's not charged with obstructing an officer.”

"He's not, eh? Just what have you booked him for?"

"He's not booked. We're holding him for questioning.”

"So? Not booked, no warrant, no crime aleged, just pick up a citizen and roust him around, Gestapo
syle." Perkinsturned to Pappy. "Y ou're not under arrest. My adviceisto get up and walk out that door.”

Pappy started to get up. "Hey!" Lieutenant Dumbrosky bounded out of his chair, grabbed Pappy by
the shoulder and pushed him down. "I'm giving the orders around here. Y ou stay -- "

"Now!" yedled Perkins. Clarence's flashbulb froze them. Then Dumbrosky started up again.

"Who let himin here? Dugan-get that camera.”

"Nyannh!" said Clarence and held it away from the cop. They started doing alittle Maypole dance,
with Clarence asthe Maypole.

"Hold it!" yelled Perkins. "Go ahead and grab the camera, Dugan-I'm just aching to write the story.
'Police Lieutenant Destroys Evidence of Police Brutdlity.' "

"What do you want | should do, Lieutenant?" pleaded Dugan.

Dumbrosky looked disgusted. " Siddown and close your face. Don't use that picture, Perkins-I'm
warmning you."

"Of what? Going to make me dance with Dugan? Come on, Pappy. Come on, Clarence." They left.
"OUR FAIR CITY" read the next day. "City Hall Starts Clean Up. While the city street cleaners
were enjoying their usua sSesta, Lieutenant Dumbrosky, acting on orders of Hizzoner's office, raided our
Third Avenue whirlwind. It went sour, as Patrolman Dugan could not entice the whirlwind into the paddy
wagon. Dauntless Dugan was undeterred; he took a citizen standing nearby, one James Metcalfe, parking

lot attendant, into custody as an accomplice of the whirlwind. An accomplice in what, Dugan didn't
say-everybody knows that an accompliceis something pretty awful. Lieutenant Dumbrosky questioned
the accomplice. See cut. Lieutenant Dumbrosky weighs 215 pounds, without his shoes. The accomplice
weighs 119.

"Mord: Don't get underfoot when the police department is playing games with the wind.

"P. S. Aswe go to press, thewhirlwind is still holding the 1898 museum piece. Stop by Third and
Main and take alook. Better hurry-Dumbrosky is expected to make an arrest momentarily.”

Pete's column continued needling the administration the following day: "Those Missng Files. Itis
annoying to know that any document needed by the Grand Jury is sureto be midaid beforeit can be
introduced in evidence. We suggest that Kitten, our Third Avenue Whirlwind, be hired by the city asfile
clerk extraordinary and entrusted with any item which islikely to be needed later. She could take the
gpecid civil exam used to reward the faithful-the one nobody ever flunks.

"Indeed, why limit Kitten to alowly clerical job? Sheis persstent-and she hangs on to what she gets.
No one will arguethat sheisless qudified than some city officidswe have had.

"Let'srun Kitten for Mayor! She'sanided candidate-she has the common touch, she doesn't mind
hurly-burly, she runs around in circles, she knows how to throw dirt, and the opposition can't pin anything



on her.

"Asto the sort of Mayor she would make, thereisan old story-Aesop told it-about King Log and
King Stork. Were fed up with King Stork; King Log would be welcome relief.

"Memo to Hizzoner-what did become of those Grand Avenue paving bids?

"P. S. Kitten still has the 1898 newspaper on exhibit. Stop by and seeit before our police
department figures out some way to intimidate awhirlwind.”

Pete snagged Clarence and drifted down to the parking lot. The lot was fenced now; aman a a gate
handed them two tickets but waved away their money. Insde he found alarge circle chained off for
Kitten and Pappy insdeit. They pushed their way through the crowd to the old man. "L ooks like you're
coining money, Pappy."

"Should be, but I'm not. They tried to close me up thismorning, Pete. Wanted meto pay the
$50-a-day circus-and-carniva fee and post abond besides. So | quit charging for the tickets-but I'm
keeping track of them. I'll sue'em, by gee."

"Y ouwont collect, not in thistown. Never mind, well make 'em squirm till they let up.”

"That'snot al. They tried to capture Kitten this morning.”

"Huh?Who? How?'

"The cops. They showed up with one of those blower machines used to ventilate manholes, rigged to
run backwards and take a suction. The ideawas to suck Kitten down into it, or anyhow to grab what she
wascarying.”

Petewhigtled. "Y ou should have cdled me."

"Wasn't necessary. | warned Kitten and she stashed the Spanish-War paper someplace, then came
back. Sheloved it. She went through that machine about six times, like amerry-go-round. Sheld zip
through and come out more full of pep than ever. Last time through she took Sergeant Y ancel's cap with
her and it clogged the machine and ruined his cap. They got disgusted and left.”

Pete chortled. ™Y ou till should have called me. Clarence should have gotten a picture of that.”

"Got it," said Clarence.

"Huh?1 didn't know you were here thismorning, Clarence.”

"Youdidn't ask me."

Pete looked at him. "Clarence, darling-theideaof anews pictureisto print it, not to hideit in the art
department.”

"Onyour desk," said Clarence.

"Oh. Well, let'smove on to aless confusing subject. Pappy, 1'd like to put up abig sign here.”

"Why not? What do you want to say?"

"Kitten-for-Mayor-Whirlwind Campaign Headquarters. Stick a 24-sheet across the corner of thelot,
where they can seeit both ways. It fitsin with-oh, oh! Company, girls" He jerked his head toward the
entrance.

Sergeant Y ance was back. "All right, dl right!" he was saying. "Move on! Clear out of here." Heand
three cohorts were urging the spectators out of the lot. Pete went to him.

"What goeson, Yancd?'

Yancel looked around. "Oh, it's you, huh? Well, you, too-we got to clear this place out. Emergency.”

Pete looked back over his shoulder. "Better get Kitten out of the way, Pappy!" he called out. "Now,
Clarence."

"Gotit," said Clarence.

"Okay," Pete answered. "Now, Yancd, you might tell mewhat it iswe just took a picture of, sowe
canftitleit properly.”

"Smart guy. Y ou and your stooge had better scram if you don't want your heads blown off. We're
Setting up a bazooka."

"Y ou're setting up awhat?" Pete looked toward the squad car, unbdievingly. Sure enough, two of
the cops were unloading abazooka. "Keep shooting, kid," he said to Clarence.

"Natch," said Clarence.

"And quit popping your bubble gum. Now, look, Y ancd-I'm just anewsboy. What intheworld is



theides?'

"Stick around and find out, wise guy." Yance turned away. "Okay there! Start doing it-commence
fiing!"

One of the cops looked up. "At what, Sergeant?’

"| thought you used to be amarine-at the whirlwind, of course.”

Pappy leaned over Pete's shoulder. "What are they doing?"

"I'm beginning to get a glimmering. Pappy, keep Kitten out of range-1 think they mean to put arocket
shdll through her gizzard. It might bust up her dynamic stability or something.”

"Kitten'ssafe. | told her to hide. But thisis crazy, Pete. They must be absolute, complete and teetotal
nuts."

"Any law says acop hasto be saneto be on the force?’

"What whirlwind, Sergeant?"' the bazooka man was asking. Y ancel sarted to tell him, forcefully, then
deflated when he redlized that no whirlwind was available.

"Youwait," hetold him, and turned to Pappy. "You!" heydled. Y ou chased away that whirlwind.
Get it back here.”

Pete took out his notebook. "Thisisinteresting, Yancd. Isit your professond opinion that a
whirlwind can be ordered around like atrained dog? Istheat the officid position of the police
department?'

"l -- No comment! Y ou button up, or I'll runyouin."

"By al means. But you have that Buck-Rogers cannon pointed so that, after the shell passes through
thewhirlwind, if any, it should end up just about at the city hdl. Isthisaplot to assassnate Hizzoner?"

Y ancel looked around suddenly, then let his gaze travel animaginary trgectory.

"Hey, you lugd" he shouted. "Point that thing the other way. Y ou want to knock off the Mayor?"

"That's better,” Pete told the Sergeant. "Now they haveit trained on the First Nationa Bank. | can't
wait."

Y ancel looked over the Situation again. "Point it whereit won't hurt anybody,” he ordered. "Do |
haveto do dl your thinking?"

"But, Sergeant -- "

"Wdl?'

"You point it. Well fireit."

Pete watched them. "Clarence," he sighed, "you stick around and get a pic of them loading it back
into the car. That will bein about five minutes. Pappy and | will be in the Happy Hour Bar-Girill. Get a
nice picture, with Y ancd's festures.”

"Natch," said Clarence.

The next ingtallment of OUR FAIR CITY featured three cuts and was headed " Police Declare War
on Whirlwind." Pete took acopy and set out for the parking lot, intending to show it to Pappy.

Pappy wasn't there. Nor was Kitten. He looked around the neighborhood, poking hisnosein
lunchrooms and bars. No luck.

He headed back toward the Forum building, telling himsdlf that Pappy might be shopping, or a a
movie. He returned to his desk, made a couple of fase starts on a column for the morrow, crumpled
them up and went to the art department. "Hey! Clarence! Have you been down to the parking lot
today?'

"Nah."

"Pappy'smissng.”

"Sowha?'

"Wél, comedong. Wegot to find him."

"Why?' But he came, lugging his camera.

Thelot was still deserted, no Pappy, no Kitten-not even astray breeze. Pete turned away. "Come
on, Clarence-say, what are you shooting now?"

Clarence had his cameraturned up toward the sky. "Not shooting," said Clarence. "Light isno

good.'



"What wasit?"

"Whirlwind."

"Huh?Kitten?'

"Maybe"

"Here, Kitten-come, Kitten." The whirlwind came back near him, spun faster, and picked up apiece
of cardboard it had dropped. It whipped it around, then let him haveit in the face.

"That's not funny, Kitten," Pete complained. "Where's Pappy?'

The whirlwind sdled back toward him. He saw it reach again for the cardboard. "No, you don't!" he
yelped and reached for it, too.

Thewhirlwind beat himto it. It carried it up some hundred feet and sailed it back. The card caught
him edgewise on the bridge of the nose. "Kitten!" Pete yelled. "Quit the horsing around.”

It was a printed notice, about six by eight inches. Evidently it had been tacked up; there were small
tearsat dl four corners. It read: "THE RITZ-CLASSIC" and under that, "Room 2013, Single
Occupancy $6.00, Double Occupancy $8.00." Therefollowed aprinted list of the house rules.

Pete stared at it and frowned. Suddenly he chucked it back at the whirlwind. Kitten immediately
tossed it back in hisface.

"Comeon, Clarence," he said briskly. "We're going to the Ritz-Classic-room 2013."

"Natch," said Clarence.

The Ritz-Classic was acolossal fleabag, favored by the bookie-and-madame set, three blocks away.
Pete avoided the desk by using the basement entrance. The elevator boy looked at Clarence's camera
and said, "No, you don't, Doc. No divorce casesin thishotd.”

"Relax,” Petetold him. "That'snot ared camera. We peddle marijuanathat's the hay mow."

"Whyn't you say s0? Y ou hadn't ought to carry it in acamera. Y ou make people nervous. What
floor?'

"Twenty-one."

The devator operator took them up non-stop, ignoring other cals. "That'll be two bucks. Specid
svice"

"What do you pay for the concession?" inquired Pete.

"Y ou gotta nerve to beef-with your racket.”

They went back down afloor by stair and looked up room 2013. Pete tried the knob cautioudly; the
door was locked. He knocked on it-no answer. He pressed an ear to it and thought he could hear
movement insde. He stepped back, frowning.

Clarence sad, "l just remembered something,” and trotted away. He returned quickly, with ared fire
ax. "Now?' he asked Pete.

"A lovely thought, Clarence! Not yet." Pete pounded and yelled, "Pappy! Oh, Pappy!"

A largewoman in apink coolie coat opened the door behind them. "How do you expect a party to
deep?' she demanded.

Pete said, "Quiet, madame! We'reon theair." He listened. Thistime there were sounds of struggling
and then, "Pete! Pe--"

"Now!" said Pete. Clarence started swinging.

The lock gave up on the third swing. Pete poured in, with Clarence after him. He collided with
someone coming out and sat down abruptly. When he got up he saw Pappy on abed. The old man was
busly trying to get rid of atowe tied around his mouth.

Pete snatched it away. "Get 'em!” yelled Pappy.

"Soon as| get you untied.”

"l ain't tied. They took my pants. Boy, | thought you'd never come!™

"Took Kitten awhile to make me understand.”

"l got 'em," announced Clarence. "Both of ‘em.”

"Where?' demanded Pete.

"Here," said Clarence proudly, and patted his camera.

Pete restrained his answer and ran to the door. "They went thata-way," said the large woman,



pointing. He took off, skidded around the corner and saw an eevator door just closing.

Pete stopped, bewildered by the crowd just outside the hotdl. He was |ooking uncertainly around
when Pappy grabbed him. "There! That car!" The car Pappy pointed out was even then swinging out
from the curb just beyond the rank of cabsin front of the hotel; with adeep growl it picked up speed,
and headed away. Pete yanked open the door of the nearest cab.

"Follow that car!" heydled. They dl piledin.

"Why?" asked the hackie.

Clarencelifted thefire ax. "Now?" he asked.

Thedriver ducked. "Forget it," hesaid. "It wasjust ayak." He started after the car.

The hack driver's skill helped them in the downtown streets, but the driver of the other car swung
right on Third and headed for the river. They streamed acrossiit, fifty yards gpart, with traffic snarled
behind them, and then were on the no-speed-limit freeway. The cabbie turned his head. "Isthe camera
truck keeping up?'

"What cameratruck?'

"Aint thisamovie?'

"Good grief, no! That car isfilled with kidnappers. Faster!”

"A snatch? | don't want no part of it." He braked suddenly.

Pete took the ax and prodded the driver. "Y ou catch ‘em!”

The hack speeded up again but the driver protested, "Not in thiswreck. They got more power than
me"

Pappy grabbed Pete's arm. "Theré's Kitten!"

"Where? Oh, never mind that now!"

"Sow down!" yelled Pappy. "Kitten, oh, Kitten -- over here!"

The whirlwind swooped down and kept pace with them. Pappy caled toit. "Here, baby! Go get that
car! Up ahead-get it!"

Kitten seemed confused, uncertain. Pappy repeated it and she took off-like awhirlwind. She dipped
and gathered aload of paper and trash as sheflew.

They saw her dip and strike the car ahead, throwing paper in the face of the driver. The car
wobbled. She struck again. The car veered, climbed the curb, ricocheted against the crash rail, and
fetched up againgt alamp post.

Five minutes|later Pete, having left Kitten, Clarence, and the fire ax to hold the fort over two
hoodlums suffering from abrasion, multiple contusions and shock, was feeding adimeinto apay phone a
the nearest filling station. He dided long distance. "Gimme the FBI's kidnap number," he demanded.

"Y ou know-the Washington, D.C., snatch number."

"My goodness," said the operator, "do you mind if | listen in?

"Get methat number!”

"Right away!"

Presently avoice answered, "Federa Bureau of Investigation.”

"Lemmetalk to Hoover! Huh? Okay, okay-I'll talk to you. Listen, thisisasnatch case. I've got 'em
onice, for the moment, but unless you get one of your boys from your loca office here pronto there
won't be any snatch case-not if the city cops get herefirst. What?' Pete quieted down and explained who
he was, where he was, and the more believable aspects of the events that had led up to the present
Stuation. The government man cut in on him as he was urging speed and more speed and assured him
that thelocd office was aready being notified.

Pete got back to the wreck just as Lieutenant Dumbrosky climbed out of a squad car. Pete hurried
up. "Dont do it, Dumbrosky," heydled.

The big cop hesitated. "Don't do what?'

"Don't do anything. The FBI are on their way now-and you're dready implicated. Don't makeit any
worse."

Pete pointed to the two hoodlums; Clarence was sitting on one and resting the spike of the ax against



the back of the other. "Those birds have already sung. Thistown isabout to fal gpart. If you hurry, you
might be able to get a plane for Mexico."

Dumbrosky looked at him. "Wise guy,” he said doubtfully.

"Ask them. They confessed.”

One of the hoods raised his head. "We was threatened,” he announced. "Take 'em in, lieutenant.
They assaulted us."

"Go ahead," Pete said cheerfully. "Take usdl in-together. Then you won't be ableto lose that pair
before the FBI can question them. Maybe you can cop aplea”

"Now?" asked Clarence.

Dumbrosky swung around. "Put that ax down!"

"Do as he says, Clarence. Get your cameraready to get apicture asthe G-men arrive.”

"Y ou didn't send for no G-men.”

"Look behind you!"

A dark blue sedan did quietly to astop and four lean, brisk men got out. Thefirst of them said, "Is
there someone here named Peter Perkins?'

"Me" said Pete. "Do you mind if | kissyou?'

It was after dark but the parking lot was crowded and noisy. A stand for the new Mayor and
distinguished visitors had been erected on one side, opposite it was a bandstand; acrossthe front wasa
largeilluminated sgn: HOME OF KITTEN-HONORARY CITIZEN OF OUR FAIRCITY.

In the fenced-off circle in the middle Kitten hersalf bounced and spun and swayed and danced. Pete
stood on one side of the circle with Pappy opposite him; at four-foot intervals around it children were
posted. "All set?* called out Pete.

"All set," answered Pappy. Together, Pete, Pappy and the kids started throwing serpentine into the
ring. Kitten swooped, gathered the ribbons up and wrapped them around herself.

"Confetti!" yelled Pete. Each of the kids dumped a sackful toward the whirlwind-little of it reached
the ground.

"Baloond!" yelled Pete. "Lights" Each of the children started blowing up toy baloons, each had a
dozen different colors. Asfast asthey wereinflated they fed them to Kitten. Floodlights and searchlights
came on; Kitten was transformed into afountain of boiling, bubbling color, severa stories high.

"Now?' said Clarence.

"Now!"

The chances are you are preudiced against werewolves. Anthony Boucher, however, isan
unusually tolerant man, and when you have finished this simple narrative of the adventures of a
well-meaning were, you may have acquired some of his broad outlook. Which isto say, in dealing
with the supernatural, an open mind is just asimportant asin more ordinary traffic with
humanity. Not that any of my best friends are werewolves (so far as | know)—but that, in any
group, you will find some good and some bad.

Mr. Boucher, besides being a writer of s-f and mystery fiction, is a well-known critic and
reviewer in both fields, and is also one-half of the editing team of The Magazine of Fantasy and
Science Fiction.

The Compleat Werewolf
Anthony Boucher

The professor glanced & the note: Don't be sllly—Gloria

Wolfe Wolf crumpled the sheet of paper into ayellow ball and hurled it out the window into the
sunshine of the bright campus spring. He made severa choice and profane remarksin fluent Middle High
German.



Emily looked up from typing the proposed budget for the departmenta li-brary. "I'm afraid | didn't
understand that, Professor Wolf. I'm weak on Middle High."

"Just improvising,” said Wolf, and sent acopy of the Journal of English and Germanic Philology
to follow the telegram.

Emily rose from the typewriter. "There's something the matter. Did the com-mittee reject your
monograph on Hager?'

"That monumental contribution to human knowledge? Oh, no. Nothing so important asthat.”

"But you're so upset—"

"The officewifel" Wolf snorted. "And pretty damned polyandrous at that, with the whole department
on your hands. Go away."

Emily'sdark little face lit up with aflame of righteous anger that removed any trace of plainness.
"Dont tak to melikethat, Mr. Walf. I'm smply trying to help you. And it isn't the whole department.
Its—"

Professor Wolf picked up an inkwell, looked after the telegram and the Jour-nal, then set the glass
pot down again. "No. There are better ways of going to pieces. Sorrows drown easier than they smash.
Get Herbrecht to take my two-o'clock, will you?”

"Where are you going?'

"To hdl insectors. Solong."

"Wait. Maybe | can help you. Remember when the dean jumped you for serv-ing drinks to students?
Maybe | can—"

Wolf stood in the doorway and extended one arm impressively, pointing with that curiousindex
which was aslong asthe middle finger. "Madam, academically you are indispensable. Y ou are the prop
and stay of the existence of this department. But a the moment this department can go to hell, where it
will doubtless continue to need your invaluable services."

"But don't you see—" Emily'svoice shook. "No. Of course not. You wouldn't see. Yourejust a
man—no, not even aman. Y ou're just Professor Walf. Y ou're Woof-woof."

Wolf staggered. "I'm what?'

"Woof-woof. That'swhat everybody callsyou because your name's Wolfe Walf. All your students,
everybody. But you wouldn't notice athing like that. Oh, no. Woof-woof, that's what you are.”

"This" said Wolfe Walf, "isthe crowning blow. My heart is breaking, my world is shattered, I've got
to walk amile from the campusto find abar; but al thisisn't enough. I've got to be called Woof-woof.
Goodbye!"

Heturned, and in the doorway caromed into avast and yieding bulk, which gave out with anoise
that might have been either agreeting of "Woalf!" or more probably an inevitable grunt of " Oof!"

Wolf backed into the room and admitted Professor Fearing, paunch, pince-nez, caneand al. The
older man waddled over to his desk, plumped himself down, and exhaed along breath. "My dear boy,"
he gasped. " Such impetuosty.”

"Sorry, Oscar."

"Ah, youth—" Professor Fearing fumbled about for a handkerchief, found none, and proceeded to
polish his pince-nez on his somewhat stringy necktie. "But why such haste to depart? And why is Emily
crying?”

"lsshe?'

"You see?' said Emily hopdesdy, and muttered "Woof-woof" into her damp handkerchief.

"And why do copies of the JEGP fly about my head as| harmlessy crossthe campus? Do we have
teleportation on our hands?'

"Sorry," Wolf repeated curtly. "Temper. Couldn't stand that ridiculous argu-ment of Glocke's.
Goodbye."

"One moment." Professor Fearing fished into one of his unnumbered handkerchiefless pockets and
produced a sheet of yellow paper. "1 believe thisisyours?'

Wolf snatched at it and quickly converted it into confetti.

Fearing chuckled. "How well | remember when Gloriawas astudent herel | wasthinking of it only



last night when | saw her in Moonbeams and Melody. How she did upset this whole department!
Heavens, my boy, if I'd been ayounger man mysdf—"

"I'mgoing. Y ou'll see about Herbrecht, Emily?*

Emily sniffed and nodded.

"Come, Wolfe." Fearing's voice had grown more serious. "1 didn't mean to plague you. But you
mustn't take these things too hard. There are better ways of finding consolation than in losing your temper
or getting drunk.”

"Who said anything about—"

"Did you need to say it? No, my boy, if you were to—Y ou're not areligious man, are you?"

"Good God, no," said Woalf contradictorily.

"If only you were...If | might make asuggestion, Wolfe, why don't you come over to the Temple
tonight? We're having very specid services. They might take your mind off Glo—off your troubles.”

"Thanks, no. I've always meant to visit your Temple—I've heard the damnedest rumors about it—but
not tonight. Some other time."

"Tonight would be especidly interesting.”

"Why?What's 0 specid of afeast day about April thirtieth?"

Fearing shook hisgray head. "It is shocking how ignorant a scholar can be outside of his chosen
fidd...But you know the place, Walfe; I'll hope to see you there tonight.”

"Thanks. But my troubles don't need any supernatural solutions. A couple of zombieswill do nicely,
and | do not mean serviceable stiffs. Goodbye, Oscar.” He was hafway through the door before he
added as an afterthought, "'Bye, Emily."

"Such rashness,”" Fearing murmured. " Such impetuosity. Y outh isawonderful thing to enjoy, isit not,
Emily?'

Emily said nothing, but plunged into typing the proposed budget asthough al the fiends of hell were
after her, asindeed many of them were.

The sun was setting, and Wolf's tragic account of histroubles had laid an egg, too. The bartender had
polished every glassin thejoint and still the repetitive tale kept pouring forth. He was torn between a
boredom new even in his experience and a professona admiration for acustomer who could consume
zombiesindefi-nitely.

"Did | tell you about the time she flunked the mid-term?" Wolf demanded truculently.

"Only threetimes," said the bartender.

"All right, then; I'll tel you. Y unnerstand, | don't do thingslike this. Profeshicd ethons, that'swhét's
I've got. But thiswas different. Thiswasn't like somebody that doesn't know because she wasn't the kind
of girl that hasto know just because she doesn't know; thiswas agirl that didn't know the kind of things
agirl hasto know if she'sthekind of girl that ought to know that kind of things. Y unnerstand?'

The bartender cast a caculating glance at the plump little man who sat done at the end of the
deserted bar, carefully nursing his gin-and-tonic.

" She made me see that. She made me seelossathingsand | can gtill see the things she made me see
thethings. It wasn't just like a professor fdlsfor a coed, yunnerstand? Thiswas different. Thiswas
wunnaful. Thiswaslikeawhole new life, like."

The bartender sdled down to the end of the bar. "Brother," he whispered softly.

The little man with the odd beard looked up from his gin-and-tonic. "Y es, colleague?’

"If | listen to that potted professor another five minutes, I'm going to start smashing up the joint.
How's about dipping down there and standing in for me, huh?!

Thelittle man looked Wolf over and fixed his gaze epecidly on the hand that clenched the tall
zombieglass. "Gladly, colleague," he nodded.

The bartender sghed agust of relief.

"Shewas Y outh," Wolf was saying intently to where the bartender had stood. "But it wasn't just that.
Thiswas different. She was Life and Excitement and Joy and Ecstasy and stuff. Y unner—" He broke of f



and stared at the empty space. "Uh-mazing!" he observed. "Right before my very eyes. Uh-mazing!”

"Y ou were saying, colleague?' the plump little man prompted from the adja-cent stool.

Wolf turned. "So there you are. Did | tell you about the time | went to her house to check her term
paper?’

"No. But | have afeding you will."

"Howjaknow?Wdl, this night—"

Thelittle man drank dowly; but his glass was empty by the time Wolf had finished the account of an
evening of pointlesdy tentative flirtation. Other cus-tomers were drifting in, and the bar was now about a
third full.

"—and ever sncethen—" Wolf broke off sharply. "That isn't you," he objected.

"l think it is, colleague.”

"But you're abartender and you aren't a bartender.”

"No. I'mamagician.”

"Oh. That explainsit. Now, like | wastelling you—Hey! Y our bald isbeard.”

"l beg your pardon?"'

"Your baldisbeard. Just like your head. It'sdl jussafringe running around.”

"I likeit that way."

"And your glassisempty.”

"That'sdl right too."

"Oh, no, it isn't. It isn't every night you get to drink with aman that proposed to Gloria Garton and
got turned down. Thisisan occasion for celebration.” Wolf thumped loudly on the bar and held up his
firg two fingers.

The little man regarded their equal length. "No," he said softly. "I think I'd better not. | know my
capacity. If | have another—wadll, things might start hap-pening.”

"L ettemappent™

"No. Please, colleague. I'd rather—"

The bartender brought the drinks. "Go on, brother,” he whispered. "Keep him quiet. I'll doyou a
favor sometime.”

Red uctantly thelittle man sipped at hisfresh gin-and-tonic.

The professor took agulp of hisnth zombie. "My name's Woof-woof," he proclaimed. "L ots of
people cal me Wolfe Walf. They think that's funny. But it's really Woof-woof. Wazoors?"

The other paused a moment to decipher that Arabic-sounding word, then said, "Mine's Ozymandias
the Greset."

That'safunny name."

"l told you, I'm amagician. Only | haven't worked for along time. Thestrical managers are peculiar,
colleague. They don't want area magician. They won't even let me show 'em my best stuff. Why, |
remember one night in Darjeding—"

"Glad to meet you, Mr...Mr.—"

"You can cal me Ozzy. Most people do.”

"Glad to meet you, Ozzy. Now, about thisgirl. ThisGloria. Y unnerstand, donya?"

"Sure, colleague.”

"Shethinks a professor of German is nothing. She wants something glamor-ous. She saysif | wasan
actor, now, or a G-man—Y unnerstand?'

Ozymandias the Great nodded.

"Awright, then! So yunnerstand. Fine. But whatddayou want to keep talking about it for?

Y unnergand. That'sthat. To hell withit."
Ozymandias round and fringed face brightened. "Sure," he said, and added recklesdly, "Let'sdrink to
thet."

They clinked glasses and drank. Wolf carelesdy tossed off atoast in Old Low Frankish, with an
unpardonable error in the use of the genitive.

The two men next to them began singing "My Wild Irish Rose," but trailed off disconsolately. "What



we need,” said the one with the derby, "isatenor.”

"What | need,” Wolf muttered, "isacigarette.”

"Sure" said Ozymandiasthe Grest. The bartender was drawing beer directly in front of them.
Ozymandias reached across the bar, removed alighted cigarette from the barkeep's ear, and handed it to
his companion.

"Whered that come from?”

"I don't quite know. All | know ishow to get them. | told you | wasamagician.”

"No. Not aprestidigitator; | said amagician. Oh, blastit! I've done it again. More than one
gin-and-tonic and | start showing off."

"l don't believeyou,” said Wolf flatly. "No such thing asmagicians. That'sjust asslly as Oscar
Fearing and his Temple and what's so specia about April thirtieth anyway?*

The bearded man frowned. "Please, colleague. Let'sforget it."
rise. "Youreafake"

"Please, brother,” the barkeep whigpered. "Keep him quiet.”

"All right," said Ozymandias wearily. "I'll show you something that can't be prestidigitation.” The
couple adjoining had begun to sng again. "They need atenor. All right; ligten!™

And the sweetest, most ineffably Irish tenor ever heard joined in on the duet. The singersdidn't worry
about the source; they smply accepted the new voice gladly and were spurred on to their very best, with
the result that the bar knew the finest harmony it had heard since the night the Glee Club was suspended
enmase.

Wolf looked impressed, but shook his head. "That's not magic either. That's ventrocolism.”

"Asamatter of strict fact, that was a street snger who waskilled in the Easter Rebellion. Finefelow,
too; never heard a better voice, unlessit wasthat night in Darjeding when—"

"Fakel" sad Wolfe Wolf loudly and beligerently.

Ozymandias once more contemplated that long index finger. He looked at the professor's dark
browsthat met in agtraight line over his nose. He picked his companion's limpish hand off the bar and
scrutinized the palm. The growth of hair was not marked, but it was perceptible.

The magician chortled. "And you sneer a magic!”

"Whasso funny about me sneering at magic?'

Ozymandias|owered hisvoice. "Because, my finefurry friend, you are awerewolf."

The Irish martyr had begun "Rose of Traee" and the two mortaswerejoin-ing in vaiantly.

"I'mwha?'

"A werewolf."

"But thereisn't any such thing. Any fool knowsthat.”

"Fools," said Ozymandias, "know agreat deal which thewise do not. There are werewolves. There
aways have been, and quite probably alwayswill be." He spoke as camly and assuredly asthough he
were mentioning that the earth was round. "And there are three infalible physical sgns: the meeting of
eyebrows, the long index finger, the hairy pams. Y ou have dl three. And even your nameis an indication.
Family names do not come from nowhere. Every Smith has an ances-tor somewhere who was a smith.
Every Fisher comesfrom afamily that once fished. And your nameisWolf."

The statement was so quiet, o plausible, that Wolf fatered.

"But awerewolf isaman that changesinto awaolf. I've never done that. Hon-est | haven't.”

"A mammd," said Ozymandias, "isan animd that bearsits young alive and sucklesthem. A virginis
nonethelessamammal. Because you have never changed does not make you any the less awerewolf."

"But awerewolf—" Suddenly Wolf's eyeslit up. "A werewolf! But that's even better than a G-man!
Now | can show Gloria"

"What on earth do you mean, colleague?’

Wolf was climbing down from his stool. Theintense excitement of this bril-liant new idea seemed to
have sobered him. He grabbed the little man by the deeve. "Come on. We're going to find anice quiet



place. And you're going to prove you're amagician.”

"But how?'

"Y ou're going to show me how to change!”

Ozymandiasfinished his gin-and-tonic, and with it drowned hislast regretful hesitation. " Colleague,”
he announced, "you're on!"

Professor Oscar Fearing, standing behind the curiously carved lectern of the Temple of the Dark
Truth, concluded the reading of the prayer with mumbling sonority. "And on thisnight of dl nights, inthe
name of the black light that glowsin the darkness, we give thanks!" He closed the parchment-bound
book and faced the small congregation, calling out with fierce intensity, "Who wishesto give histhanksto
the Lower Lord?"

A cushioned dowager rose. "'l givethanks" she shrilled excitedly. "My Ming Choy wassick, even
unto death. | took of her blood and offered it to the Lower Lord, and he had mercy and restored her to
ma”

Behind the dltar an eectrician checked his switches and spat disgustedly. "Bugs! Every last one of
—

The man who was struggling into agrotesque and horrible costume paused and shrugged. "They pay
good money. What'sit to usif they're bugs?'

A tal, thin old man had risen uncertainly to hisfeet. "I givethankd" hecried. "I give thanksto the
Lower Lord that | have finished my great work. My protec-tive screen against magnetic bombsisatried
and proven success, to the glory of our country and science and the Lord.”

"Crackpot," the e ectrician muttered.

The man in costume peered around the dtar. "Crackpot, hdll! That's Chiswick from the physics
department. Think of aman likethat faling for this stuff! And listen to him: He's even telling about the
government's plansfor ingalation. Y ou know, I'll bet you one of these fifth columnists could pick up
something around here.”

There was sllence in the Temple when the congregation had finished its thanks-giving. Professor
Fearing leaned over the lectern and spoke quietly and impres-sively. "Asyou know, brothersin
Darkness, tonight isMay Eve, thethirtieth of April, the night consecrated by the Church to that martyr
missonary St. Wapurgis, and by usto other and deeper purposes. It ison thisnight, and this night only,
that we may directly give our thanksto the Lower Lord himsaf. Not in wanton orgy and obscenity, as
the Middle Ages misconceived hisdesires, but in praise and in the deep, dark joy that issuesforth from
Blackness."

"Hold your hats, boys," said the man in the costume. "Herel go again.”

"Eka!" Fearing thundered. "Dva tri chaturi Pancha! Shas sapta! Ashta nava dasha ekadasha!™
He paused. There was dways the danger that at this moment some scholar in this university town might
recognize that the invocation, though per-fect Sanskrit, conssted solely of the numbersfrom oneto
eleven. But no one tirred, and he launched forth in more apposite Latin: " Per vota nostra ipse nunc
surgat nobis dicatus Baal Zebub!"

"Bad Zebub!" the congregation chorused.

"Cue," said thedectrician, and pulled a switch.

The lightsflickered and went out. Lightning played across the sanctuary. Sud-denly out of the
darkness came a sharp bark, ayep of pain, and along-drawn howl of triumph.

A bluelight now began to glow dimly. Initsfant reflection, the eectrician was amazed to see his
costumed friend at his sSide, nursing his bleeding hand.

"Wheat the hell—" the e ectrician whispered.

"Hanged if | know. | go out there on cue, al ready to make my terrifying appearance, and what
happens? Great big hell of adog up and nips my hand. Why didn't they tell me they'd switched the
sript?!

Inthe glow of the blue light the congregation reverently contemplated the plump little man with the



fringe of beard and the splendid gray wolf that stood beside him. "Hail, O Lower Lord!" resounded the
chorus, drowning out one spingter's murmur of "But my dear, | swear he was much handsomer last
year."
"Colleagued" said Ozymandias the Grest, and there was utter silence, adread hush awaiting the
momentous words of the Lower Lord. Ozymandias took one step forward, placed his tongue carefully
between hislips, uttered the ripest, juici-est raspberry of his career, and vanished, wolf and al.

Wolfe Wolf opened his eyes and shut them again hagtily. He had never expected the quiet and sedate
Berkeley Innto ingdl centrifuga rooms. It wasn't fair. Helay in darkness, waiting for the whirling to stop
and trying to reconsiruct the past night.

He remembered the bar al right, and the zombies. And the bartender. Very sympathetic chap that,
up until he suddenly changed into alittle man with afringe of beard. That was where things began getting
strange. There was some-thing about a cigarette and an Irish tenor and awerewolf. Fantastic idea, that.
Any fool knows—

Wolf sat up suddenly. He was the werewolf. He threw back the bedclothes and stared down &t his
legs. Then he sighed relief. They werelong legs. They were hairy enough. They were brown from much
tennis. But they were indisputably human.

He got up, resolutely stifling his qualms, and began to pick up the clothing that was scattered
nonchaantly about thefloor. A crew of gnomes was excavat-ing his skull, but he hoped they might go
away if hedidn't pay too much attention to them. One thing was certain: he was going to be good from
now on. Gloriaor no Gloria, heartbreak or no heartbreak, drowning your sorrows wasn't good enough.
If you fdt like this and could imagine you'd been awerewolf—

But why should he have imagined it in such detail? So many fragmentary memo-ries seemed to come
back as he dressed. Going up Strawberry Canyon with the fringed beard, finding a desolate and isolated
spot for magic, learning the words—

Héll, he could even remember the words. The word that changed you and the one that changed you
back.

Had he made up those words, too, in his drunken imaginings? And had he made up what he could
only barely recall—the wonderful, magica freedom of changing, the single, sharp pang of dteration and
then the boundless happiness of being lithe and fleet and free?

He surveyed himsdlf in the mirror. Save for the unwonted wrinklesin his conservative single-breasted
gray suit, he looked exactly what he was. aquiet academician; alittle better built, alittle moreimpulsive, a
little more romantic than most, perhaps, but ill just that—Professor Wolf.

Therest was nonsense. But there was, that impulsive Side of him suggested, only one way of proving
thefact. And that wasto say The Word.

"All right," said Wolfe Wolf to hisreflection. "I'll show you." And hesad it.

The pang was sharper and stronger than held remembered. Alcohol numbsyou to pain. It tore him
for amoment with an anguish like the descriptions of childbirth. Then it was gone, and he flexed hislimbs
in happy amazement. But he was not alithe, fleet, free beast. He was a hel plesdy trapped walf,
irrevocably entangled in a conservative single-breasted gray suit.

Hetried to rise and walk, but the long deeves and legs tripped him over flat on his muzzle. He kicked
with his paws, trying to tear hisway out, and then stopped.

Werewolf or no werewolf, he was likewise ill Professor Wolf, and this suit had cost thirty-five
dollars. There must be some cheaper way of securing freedom than tearing the suit to shreds.

He used severa good, round Low German expletives. Thiswas acomplica-tion that wasn't in any of
the werewolf legends held ever read. There, people just—boom!—became wolves
or—Dbang!'—became men again. When they were men, they wore clothes, when they were wolves, they
worefur. Just like Hyperman becoming Bark Lent again on top of the Empire State Building and finding
his street clothesright there. Most mideading. He began to remember now how Ozymandias the Great
had made him strip before teaching him the words—



Thewords! That wasit. All he had to do was say the word that changed you back—Absarka! —and
held be a man again, comfortably fitted insgde his suit. Then he could strip and play what games he
wished. Y ou see? Reason solves all. "Absarka!" hesaid.

Or thought he said. He went through all the proper mental processesfor saying Absarka! but al that
came out of hismuzzle was asort of clicking whine. And hewas still aconservatively dressed and
helplesswolf.

Thiswas worse than the clothes problem. If he could be released only by saying Absarka! and if,
being awolf, he could say nothing, why, there he was. Indefinitely. He could go find Ozzy and ask—»but
how could awolf wrapped up in agray suit get safely out of ahotel and set out hunting for an unknown
address?

Hewas trapped. He was lost. He was—

"Absarkal"

Professor Wolfe Wolf stood up in his grievoudy rumpled gray suit and beamed on the beard-fringed
face of Ozymandiasthe Grest.

"You see, colleague,” thelittle magician explained, "I figured you'd want to try it again as soon asyou
got up, and | knew darned well you'd have your troubles. Thought I'd come over and straighten things
out for you."

Wolf lit acigarette in slence and handed the pack to Ozymandias. "When you camein just now," he
said at last, "what did you see?'

"You asawolf."

"Thenit redly—I actudly—"

"Sure. Y ou're afull-fledged werewolf, dl right."

Wolf sat down on the rumpled bed. "I guess," he ventured dowly, "I've got to believeit. Andif |
believe that—But it means I've got to believe everything I've always scorned. I've got to believe in gods
and devilsand hellsand—"

"Y ou needn't be 0 plurdigtic. But thereisaGod." Ozymandias said thisas camly and convincingly
as he had stated last night that there were werewolves.

"And if theré'sa God, then I've got asoul ?"

"Sure”

"Andif I'm awerewolf—Hey!"

"What's the trouble, colleague?’

"All right, Ozzy. Y ou know everything. Tdl methis Am | damned?’

"For what? Just for being awerewolf? Shucks, no; let me explain. Ther€'stwo kinds of werewolves.
Therésthe cursed kind that can't help themselves, that just go turning into wolves without any say inthe
matter; and there'sthe voluntary kind like you. Now, most of the voluntary kind are damned, sure,
because they're wicked men who lust for blood and eat innocent people. But they aren't damnably
wicked because they're werewolves; they became werewolves because they are damnably wicked.
Now, you changed yoursdlf just for the hell of it and because it looked like agood way to impressagd;
that's an innocent-enough motive, and being awerewolf doesn't make it any less so. Werewolves don't
have to be mon-sters; it'sjust that we hear about only the onesthat are.”

"But how can | be voluntary when you told me | was awerewolf before | ever changed?’

"Not everybody can change. It'slike being ableto roll your tongue or wiggle your ears. Y ou can, or
you can't; and that's that. And aswith those abilities, there's probably agenetic factor involved, though
nobody's done any serious research on it. Y ou were awerewolf in posse; now youreone in esse.”

"Thenit'sdl right?1 can be awerewolf just for having fun, and it's safe?!

"Absolutdy."

Wolf chortled. "Will | show Glorial Dull and unglamorousindeed! Anybody can marry an actor or a
G-man; but awerewolf—"

"Y our children probably will be, too," said Ozymandias cheerfully.

Wolf shut his eyes dreamily, then opened them with agtart. Y ou know what?"

"What?"



"l haven't got ahangover anymore! Thisismarvelous. Thisis—Why, thisispractical. At last the
perfect hangover cure. Shuffle yourself into awolf and back and—Oh, that reminds me. How do | get
back?"

"Absarka."

"l know. But when I'mawolf | can't say it."

"That," said Ozymandias sadly, "isthe curse of being awhite magician. Y ou keep having to use the
second-best form of spells, because the best would be black. Sure, a black-magic werebeast can turn
himsdlf back whenever hewantsto. | remember in Darjeding—"

"But how about me?"

"That's the trouble. Y ou have to have somebody to say Absarka! for you. That'swhat | did last
night, or do you remember? After we broke up the party at your friend's Temple—Teéll you what. I'm
retired now, and I've got enough to live on modestly because | can aways magic up alittle—Are you
going to take up werewolfing serioudy?"

"For awhile, anyway. Till | get Gloria"

"Then why shouldn't | come and live herein your hotel? Then I'll dways be handy to Absarka! you.
After you get the girl, you can teach her.”

Wolf extended his hand. "Noble of you. Shake." And then his eye caught hiswrist watch. "Good
Lord! I've missed two classesthismorning. Werewolfing'sal very well, but aman's got to work for his
living"

"Most men." Ozymandias camly reached his hand into the air and plucked a coin. Helooked at it
ruefully, it was agold moidore. "Hang these spirits; | Smply cannot explain to them about gold being

illegd.”

From Los Angeles, Wolf thought, with the habitua contempt of the northern Cdifornian, ashe
surveyed the carel ess sport coat and the bright-yelow shirt of hisvistor.

Thisyoung man rose politely asthe professor entered the office. His green eyes gleamed cordidly
and hisred hair glowed in the spring sunlight. "Professor Wolf?" he asked.

Wolf glanced impatiently a hisdesk. "Yes"

"O'Breen'sthe name. I'd like to talk to you aminute.

"My office hours are from three to four Tuesdays and Thursdays. I'm afraid I'm rather busy now.”

"Thisisn't faculty business. And it'simportant.”" The young man's attitude was affable and casud, but
he managed nonethel ess to convey a sense of urgency that piqued Woalf's curiosity. The al-important
letter to Gloria had waited while he took two classes; it could wait another five minutes.

"Very well, Mr. OBreen."

"And aone, if you please.”

Wolf himsdf hadn't noticed that Emily wasin the room. He now turned to the secretary and said, "All
right. If you don't mind, Emily—"

Emily shrugged and went ot.

"Now, sr. What isthisimportant and secret business?'

"Just aquestion or two. To start with, how well do you know Gloria Garton?"

Wolf paused. Y ou could hardly say, "Y oung man, | am about to repropose to her in view of my
becoming awerewolf." Instead he amply said—the truth, if not the whole truth—"She was a pupil of
mine afew yearsago."

"l sad do, not did. How well do you know her now?"

"And why should | bother to answer such aquestion?”

The young man handed over acard. Wolf reed:

FERGUS OBREEN
Private Inquiry Agent
Licensed by the State of Cdifornia



Wolf smiled. "And what does this mean? Divorce evidence? Isn't that the usud field of private inquiry
agents?'

"Miss Garton isn't married, as you probably know very well. I'm just asking if you've been in touch
with her much lately."

"And I'm smply asking why you should want to know."

O'Breen rose and began to pace around the office. "We don't seem to be getting very far, do we?
I'mto take it that you refuse to state the nature of your relations with Gloria Garton?”

"l see no reason why | should do otherwise." Wolf was beginning to be an-noyed.

To hissurprise, the detective relaxed into abroad grin. "OK. Let it ride. Tell me about your
department. How long have the various faculty members been here?!

"Ingructorsand dl?'

"Just the professors.”

"I've been here for seven years. All the others at least agood ten, probably more. If you want exact
figures, you can probably get them from the dean, unless, as | hope'—Wolf amiled cordidly—"he throws
you out flat on your red pate.”

O'Breen laughed. "Professor, | think we could get on. One more question, and you can do some
pate-tossing yoursdf. Areyou an American citizen?'

"Of course”

"And the rest of the department?’

"All of them. And now would you have the common decency to give me some explanation of this
fantastic farrago of questions?”’

"No," said O'Breen casualy. "Goodbye, professor.” His alert green eyes had been roaming about the
room, sharply noticing everything. Now, as he left, they rested on Walf'slong index finger, moved up to
his heavy meseting eyebrows, and returned to the finger. There was a suspicion of astartled redizationin
those eyes as he | eft the office.

But that was nonsense, Wolf told himsdlf. A private detective, no matter how shrewd his eyes, no
matter how apparently meaningless hisinquiries, would surely be the last man on earth to notice the signs
of lycanthropy.

Funny. "Werewolf" was aword you could accept. Y ou could say, "I'm awerewolf,” and it was dl
right. But say "I am alycanthrope" and your flesh crawled. Odd. Possibly materid for a paper on the
influence of etymology on connotation for one of the learned periodicas.

But, hdl! Wolfe Wolf was no longer primarily ascholar. He was awerewolf now, awhite-magic
werewolf, awerewolf-for-fun; and fun he was going to have. Helit his pipe, stared at the blank paper on
his desk, and tried desperately to draft aletter to Gloria. It should hint at just enough to fascinate her and
hold her interest until he could go south when the term ended and reveal to her the whole wonderful new
truth. It—

Professor Oscar Fearing grunted his ponderous way into the office. "Good afternoon, Wolfe. Hard at
it, my boy?'

"Afternoon,” Wolf replied distractedly, and continued to stare at the paper.

"Great events coming, eh? Are you looking forward to seeing the glorious Gloria?”

Wolf garted. "How—What do you mean?"

Fearing handed him afolded newspaper. "Y ou hadn't heard?'

Wolf read with growing amazement and delight:

GLORIA GARTON TO ARRIVE FRIDAY
Locd Girl Returnsto Berkeley

As part of the most spectacular talent hunt since the search for Scarlett O'Hara, Gloria Garton,
glamorous Metropolis starlet, will vist Berkdey Friday.
Friday afternoon at the Campus Thester, Berkeley canineswill have their chance to competein the



nationwide quest for adog to play Tookah the wolf dog in the great Metropolis epic "Fangs of the
Forest," and Gloria Garton herself will be present at the auditions.

"l owe so much to Berkdley," Miss Garton said. "It will mean so much to me to see the campus and
the city again." Miss Garton has the starring human rolein "'Fangs of the Forest.”

Miss Garton was astudent at the University of Cdiforniawhen shereceived her first chancein films.
Sheisamember of Mask and Dagger, honorary dramatic society, and Rho Rho Rho Sorority.

Wolfe Wolf glowed. Thiswas perfect. No need now to wait till term was over. He could see Gloria
now and clam her in al hiswolfish vigor. Friday—today was Wednesday; that gave him two nightsto
practice and perfect the technique of werewolfry. And then—

He noticed the dejected look on the older professor'sface, and asmal re-morse smote him. "How
did things go last night, Oscar?' he asked sympatheti-caly. "How were your big Wapurgis Night
sarvices?'

Fearing regarded him oddly. "Y ou know that now?Y esterday April thirtieth meant nothing to you.”

"l got curious and looked it up. But how did it go?'

"Well enough,” Fearing lied feebly. "Do you know, Wolfe," he demanded af-ter amoment's silence,
"what isthereal curse of every man interested in the occult?’

"No. What?'

"That true power is never enough. Enough for yourself, perhaps, but never enough for others. So that
no matter what your true abilities, you must forge on beyond them into charlatanry to convince the others.
Look at St. Germain. Look at Francis Stuart. Look at Cagliostro. But the worst tragedy is the next stage:
when you redize that your powers were greater than you supposed and that the charlatanry was
needless. When you redlize that you have no notion of the extent of your powers. Then—"

"Then, Oscar?'

"Then, my boy, you are abadly frightened man."

Wolf wanted to say something consoling. He wanted to say, "L ook, Oscar. It was just me. Go back
to your half-hearted charlatanry and be happy.” But he couldn't do that. Only Ozzy could know the truth
of that splendid gray wolf. Only Ozzy and Gloria

The moon was bright on that hidden spot in the canyon. The night was till. And Wolfe Wolf had a
severe case of stage fright. Now that it cameto the real thing—for this morning's clothes-complicated
fiasco hardly counted and last night he could not truly remember—he was afraid to plunge cleanly into
wolfdom and anxiousto stal and talk aslong as possible.

"Do you think," he asked the magician nervoudy, “that | could teach Gloriato change, too?"

Ozymandias pondered. "Maybe, colleague. 1t'd depend. She might have the natura ability, and she
might not. And, of course, theré's no telling what she might changeinto.”

"Y ou mean she wouldn't necessarily be awolf?"

"Of course not. The people who can change, changeinto al sorts of things. And every folk knows
best the kind that mogt interests it. We've got an English and Central European tradition, so we know
mostly about werewolves. But take Scandinaviaand you'll hear chiefly about werebears, only they call
'em berserkers. And Orientds, now, they're apt to know about weretigers. Troubleis, we've thought so
much about werewolves that that's all we know the signsfor; | wouldn't know how to spot aweretiger
just offhand.”

"Then therés no tdling what might happen if | taught her The Word?!

"Not the least. Of course, there's some werethings that just aren't much use being. Takelike being a
wereant. Y ou change and somebody steps on you and that's that. Or like afellal knew oncein
Madagascar. Taught him The Word, and know what? Hanged if he wasn't awerediplodocus. Shattered
the whole house into little pieces when he changed and damned near trampled me under hoof before
could say Absarka! He decided not to make acareer of it. Or then there wasthat timein



Darjeding—But, look, colleague, are you going to stand around here naked dl night?*

"No," said Woalf. "I'm going to change now. Y ou'll take my clothes back to the hotel ?"

"Sure. They'll betherefor you. And I've put avery smal spell on the night clerk, just enough for him
not to notice wolves wandering in. Oh, and by the way—anything missing from your room?"

"Not that | noticed. Why?'

"Because | thought | saw somebody come out of it this afternoon. Couldn't be sure, but | think he
came from there. Y oung fellawith red hair and Hollywood clothes.”

Wolfe Wolf frowned. That didn't make sense. Pointless questions from a de-tective were bad
enough, but searching your hotel room—But what were detec-tivesto afull-fledged werewolf? He
grinned, nodded afriendly goodbye to Ozymandias the Gresat, and said The Word.

The pain wasn't so sharp as this morning, though still quite bad enough. But it passed dmost at once,
and hiswhole body filled with a sense of limitless free-dom. He lifted his snout and sniffed deep & the
keen freshness of thisnight air. A whole new realm of pleasure opened up for him through this acute new
nose adone. Hewagged histail amicably at Ozzy and set off up the canyon on along, easy lope.

For hours, loping was enough—simply and purely enjoying one's wolfnesswas the finest pleasure
one could ask. Walf |eft the canyon and turned up into the hills, past the Big C and on into noble wildness
that seemed far remote from al campus civilization. His brave new legs were stanch and tireless, hiswind
seemingly inex-haudtible. Every turning brought fresh and vivid scents of soil and leavesand air, and life
was shimmering and beautiful.

But afew hoursof this, and Wolf redlized that he was damned londly. All thisgrand exhilaration was
very well, but if his mate Gloriawere loping by his sde—And what fun wasit to be something as
splendid asawalf if no one admired you? He began to want people, and he turned back to the city.

Berkeley goesto bed early. The streets were deserted. Here and there alight burned in arooming
house where some solid grind was plodding on his dmost-due term paper. Wolf had done that himself.
He couldn't laugh in this shape, but histail twitched with amusement at the thought.

He paused along the tree-lined Street. There was afresh human scent here, though the street seemed
empty. Then he heard a soft whimpering, and trotted off toward the noise.

Behind the shrubbery fronting an apartment house sat a disconsolate two-year-old, shivering in his
sunsuit and obvioudy lost for hours on hours. Wolf put apaw on the child's shoulder and shook him
gently.

The boy looked around and was not in the least afraid. "He0," he said, bright-ening up.

Wolf growled a cordia greeting, and wagged histail and pawed at the ground to indicate that hed
take the lost infant wherever it wanted to go.

The child stood up and wiped away itstears with adirty fist which left wide black smudges.
"Tootootootoo!" he said.

Games, thought Wolf. He wantsto play choo-choo. He took the child by the deeve and tugged
gently.

"Tootootootoo!" the boy repested firmly. "Dieway."

The sound of arailway whistle, to be sure, does die away; but this seemed a poetic expression for
such atoddler. Wolf thought, and then abruptly would have snapped hisfingersif held had them. The
child was saying "2222 Dwight Way," having been carefully brought up to tell his addresswhen lost.
Wolf glanced up at the street sign. Bowditch and Hillegas; 2222 Dwight would be just a couple of
blocks.

Wolf tried to nod his head, but the muscles didn't seem to work that way. Instead he wagged histall
inwhat he hoped indicated comprehension, and started off |eading the child.

Theinfant beamed and said, ""Nice woof-woof."

For an ingtant Wolf fdt like aspy suddenly addressed by hisright name, then redlized that if some say
"bow-wow" others might well say "woof-woof."

He led the child for two blocks without event. It felt good, having an innocent human being like this.



There was something about children; he hoped Gloriafdt the same. He wondered what would happen if
he could teach this confiding infant The Word. It would be swell to have a pup that would—

He paused. His nose twitched and the hair on the back of his neck rose. Ahead of them stood a dog:
ahuge mongrel, seemingly amixture of St. Bernard and Husky. But the growl that issued from his throat
indicated that carrying brandy kegs or rushing serum was not for him. He was a bandit, an outlaw, an
enemy of man and dog. And they had to passhim.

Wolf had no desireto fight. He was as big as this mongter and certainly, with his human brain, much
cleverer; but scars from adog fight would not ook well on the human body of Professor Wolf, and there
was, moreover, the danger of hurting the toddler in the fracas. It would be wiser to crossthe street. But
before he could steer the child that way, the mongrel brute had charged at them, yapping and snarling.

Wolf placed himsdlf in front of the boy, poised and ready to legp in defense. The scar problem was
secondary to the fact that this baby had trusted him. He was ready to face this cur and teach him a
lesson, a whatever cost to his own human body. But hafway to him the huge dog stopped. His growls
died away to apiteous whimper. His grest flanks trembled in the moonlight. Histail curled craven
between hislegs. And abruptly he turned and fled.

The child crowed delightedly. "Bad woof-woof go away." He put hislittle arms around Wolf's neck.
"Nice woof-woof." Then he straightened up and said insstently, " Tootootootoo. Dieway," and Wolf led
on, his strong wolf's heart pounding as it had never pounded at the embrace of awoman.

"Tootootootoo" was asmall frame house set back from the Street in alarge yard. The lights were il
on, and even from the sdewak Wolf could hear awoman's shrill voice.

"—Sincefive o'clock this afternoon, and you've got to find him, Officer. Y ou smply must. Welve
hunted al over the neighborhood and—"

Wolf stood up againgt thewall on his hind legs and rang the doorbell with hisfront right paw.

"Oh! Maybe that's somebody now. The neighbors said they'd—Come, Of-ficer, and let's see—Oh!"

At the same moment Wolf barked politely, the toddler yelled "Mammal" and histhin and
worn-looking young mother et out ascream—half delight at finding her child and half terror of thislarge
gray canine shape that loomed behind him. She snatched up the infant protectively and turned to the large
man in uniform. "Officer! Look! That big dreadful thing! It stole my Robby!"

"No," Robby protested firmly. "Nice woof-woof."

The officer laughed. "Thelad's probably right, maam. It is a nice woof-woof. Found your boy
wandering around and helped him home. Y ou haven't maybe got abone for him?"

"L et that big, nasty brute into my home? Never! Come on, Robby."

"Want my nice woof-woof."

"I'll woof-woof you, staying out till dl hours and giving your father and methe fright of our lives. Just
wait till your father sees you, young man; helll—Oh, good night, Officer!" And she shut the door on the
yowls of Robby.

The policeman patted Wolf's head. "Never mind about the bone, Rover. She didn't so much as offer
me aglass of beer, either. My, you're ahusky specimen, aren't you, boy? Look amost like awolf. Who
do you belong to, and what are you doing wandering about alone? Huh?' He turned on his flash and bent
over to look at the nonexistent collar.

He straightened up and whistled. "No license. Rover, that's bad. Y ou know what | ought to do?1
ought to turn you in. If you weren't ahero that just got cheated out of hisbone, I'd—Hell, | ought to do
it, anyway. Laws are laws, even for heroes. Come on, Rover. Were going for awalk."

Wolf thought quickly. The pound was the last place on earth he wanted to wind up. Even Ozzy
would never think of looking for him there. Nobody'd claim him, nobody'd say Absarka! and intheend a
dose of chloroform—He wrenched loose from the officer's grasp on his hair and with one prodigious
leap cleared the yard, landed on the sdewalk, and started hell for leather up the street. But the ingtant he
was out of the officer's sght he stopped dead and dipped behind a hedge.

He scented the policeman's gpproach even before he heard it. The man was running with the
lumbering haste of two hundred pounds. But opposite the hedge, he too stopped. For amoment Wolf
wondered if hisruse had failed; but the officer had paused only to scratch his head and mutter, " Say!



There's something screwy here. Who rang that doorbell? The kid couldn't reach it, and the dog—Oh,
well," he concluded. "Nuts," and seemed to find in that monosyllabic summation the solutionto dl his
problems.

As hisfootsteps and smell died away, Wolf became aware of another scent. He had only just
identified it as cat when someone said, "Y ou're were, aren't you?"

Wolf started up, lips drawn back and muscles tense. There was nothing human in sght, but someone
had spoken to him. Unthinkingly, hetried to say "Where are you?" but al that came out was agrowl.

"Right behind you. Here in the shadows. Y ou can scent me, can't you?"

"But youreacat," Wolf thought in hissnarls. "And you're talking.”

"Of course. But I'm not talking human language. It'sjust your brain that takesit that way. If you had
your human body, you'd think | was just going meowrr. But you are were, aren't you?"

"How do you...why do you think so?"

"Because you didn' try to jJump me, as any norma dog would have. And besides, unless Confucius
taught me al wrong, you're awolf, not adog; and we don't have wolves around here unlessthey're
were."

"How do you know dl this? Are you—"

"Oh, no. I'mjust acat. But | used to live next door to awerechow named Confucius. He taught me
things"

Wolf was amazed. "Y ou mean he was a man who changed to chow and stayed that way? Lived asa
pet?”

"Certainly. Thiswas back at the worst of the depression. He said a dog was more apt to be fed and
looked after than aman. | thought it wasasmart idea”

"But how terrible! Could aman so debase himself as—"

"Men don't debase themsalves. They debase each other. That'sthe way of most weres. Some
change to keep from being debased, othersto do alittle more effective debasing. Which are you?”

"Why, you see, |—"

"Sh! Look. Thisisgoing to be fun. Holdup."

Wolf peered around the hedge. A well-dressed, middle-aged man was walk-ing along briskly,
gpparently enjoying anight condtitutiona . Behind him moved athin, slent figure. Even as Wolf watched,
the figure caught up with him and whis-pered harshly, "Up with 'em, buddy!"

The quiet pomposity of the stroller melted away. He was ashen and aspen asthe figure dipped a
hand around into his breast pocket and removed an impres-sive wall&t.

And what, thought Wolf, was the good of hisfine, vigorousbodly if it merely crouched behind hedges
as a spectator? In one fine bound, to the shocked amazement of the were-wise cat, he had crossed the
hedge and landed with hisforepaws full in thefigure'sface. It went over backward with him on top, and
then there came aloud noise, aflash of light, and afrightful sharp smell. For amoment Wolf felt an acute
pang in his shoulder, like the jab of along needle, and then the pain was gone.

But his momentary recoil had been enough to let the figure get to itsfeet. "Missed you, huh?" it
muttered. "Let's see how you likeadug in the belly, you interfering—" and he gpplied an epithet that
would have been purely literd de-scription if Wolf had not been were.

There were three quick shots in succession even as Wolf sprang. For a second he experienced the
mogt acute ssomach-ache of hislife. Then helanded again. Thefigure's head hit the concrete sdewak
and hewas dill.

Lights werelegping into brightness everywhere. Among al the confused noises, Wolf could hear the
shrill complaints of Robby's mother, and among dl the com-pounded smells, he could distinguish scent of
the policeman who wanted to im-pound him. That meant getting the hell out, and quick.

The city meant trouble, Wolf decided as he loped off. He could endure lone-linesswhile he practiced
hiswolfry, until he had Gloria. Though just as a precau-tion he must arrange with Ozzy about a
plausible-looking collar, and—

The mogt astounding redization yet suddenly struck him! He had received four bullets, three of them
sguare in the ssomach, and he hadn't awound to show for it! Being awerewolf certainly offered its



practica advantages. Think what acriminal could do with such bullet-proofing. Or—But no. Hewas a
werewolf for fun, and that wasthat.

But even for awerewolf, being shot, though relatively painless, istiring. A grest dedl of nervous
energy isabsorbed in the magicd and ingtantaneous knit-ting of those wounds. And when Wolfe Wolf
reached the peace and calm of the uncivilized hills, he no longer fet like reveling in freedom. Instead he
gretched out to hisfull length, nuzzled his head down between his forepaws, and dept.

"Now, the essence of magic,” said Heliophagus of Smyrna, "is deceit; and that deceit is of two kinds.
By magic, the magician decaives others, but magic deceivesthe magician himsdf."

So far the lycanthropic magic of Wolfe Wolf had worked smoothly and pleasantly, but now it wasto
show him the second trickery that lurks behind every magic trick. And the first step wasthat he dept.

Hewoke in confusion. His dreams had been human—and of Gloria—despite the body in which he
dreamed them, and it took severd full minutesfor him to recon-struct just how he happened to bein that
body. For amoment the dream, even that episode in which he and Gloria had been eating blueberry
waffleson aroller coaster, seemed more sandly plausible than the redlity.

But he readjusted quickly, and glanced up at the sky. The sun looked as though it had been up at
least an hour, which meant in May that the time was somewhere between six and seven. Today was
Thursday, which meant that he was saddled with an eight-o'clock class. That left plenty of timeto change
back, shave, dress, breskfast, and resume the normal life of Professor Wolf—which was, after dl,
important if heintended to support awife.

Hetried, as hetrotted through the Streets, to look as tame and unwolflike as possible, and apparently
succeeded. No one paid him any mind save children, who wanted to play, and dogs, who began by
snarling and ended by cowering away terrified. Hisfriend the cat might be curioudy tolerant of weres, but
not so dogs.

Hetrotted up the steps of the Berkeley Inn confidently. The clerk was under adight spell and would
not notice wolves. There was nothing to do but rouse Ozzy, be Absarka!'d and—

"Hey! Where are you going? Get out of herel Shoo!"

It was the clerk, a stanch and brawny young man, who straddled the stairway and vigorousy waved
him off.

"No dogsin here! Go on now. Scoot!"

Quite obvioudy this man was under no spell, and equally obvioudy there was no way of getting up
that staircase short of using awolf's strength to tear the clerk apart. For a second Wolf hesitated. He had
to get changed back. It would be adamnable pity to use his powersto injure another human being. If
only he had not dept, and arrived before this unmagicked day clerk came on duty; but necessity knows
no_

Then the solution hit him. Wolf turned and loped off just asthe clerk hurled an ash tray a him. Bullets
may berdatively painless, but even awerewolf's rump, helearned promptly, is sensitiveto flying glass.

The solution was foolproof. The only trouble wasthat it meant an hour's wait, and he was hungry.
Damnably hungry. He found himsdf even displaying a certain shocking interest in the plump occupant of a
baby carriage. Y ou do get different appetites with a different body. He could understand how some
origindly wdl-intentioned werewolves might in time become monsters. But he was stronger inwill, and
much smarter. His ssomach could hold out until this plan worked.

The janitor had already opened the front door of Wheeler Hall, but the building was deserted. Wolf
had no trouble reaching the second floor unnoticed or find-ing his classroom. He had alittle more trouble
holding the chalk between histeeth and adight tendency to gag on the dust; but by baancing his
forepaws on the eraser trough, he could manage quite nicely. It took three springsto catch the ring of the
chart in histeeth, but once that was pulled down there was nothing to do but crouch under the desk and
pray that he would not starve quite to degth.

The students of German 31B, asthey assembled rductantly for their eight-o'clock, were alittle
puzzled a being confronted by a chart dealing with the influ-ence of the gold standard on world



economy, but they decided smply that the janitor had been forgetful.

Thewolf under the desk listened unseen to their gathering murmurs, over-heard that cute blondein
the front row make dates with three different men for that same night, and finally decided that enough had
assembled to make his chances plausible. He dipped out from under the desk far enough to reach the
ring of the chart, tugged at it, and let go.

The chart flew up with arolling crash. The students broke off their chatter, looked up at the
blackboard, and beheld in a huge and shaky scrawl the mysteri-ous | etters

ABSARKA

It worked. With enough people, it was an amost mathematical certainty that one of themin his
puzzlement—for the race of subtitle readers, though handicapped by the talkies, till exists—would read
the mysterious word aoud. It was the much-bedated blonde who didiit.

"Absarka" shesaid wonderingly.

And there was Professor Wolfe Wolf, beaming cordidly at hisclass.

The only flaw wasthis: He had forgotten that he was only awerewolf, and not Hyperman. His
clotheswere till at the Berkeley Inn, and here on the lecture platform he was stark naked.

Two of hisbest pupils screamed and one fainted. The blonde only giggled appreciatively.

Emily wasincredulous but pitying.

Professor Fearing was sympathetic but reserved.

The chairman of the department was cooal.

The dean of |etterswas chilly.

The president of the university wasfrigid.

Wolfe Wolf was unemployed.

And Heliophagus of Smyrnawasright. " The essence of magic isdeceit.”

"But what can | do?" Wolf moaned into hiszombie glass. "I'm stuck. I'm stymied. Gloriaarrivesin
Berkeley tomorrow, and here | am—nothing. Nothing but afu-tile, worthless werewolf. Y ou cantt
support awife on that. Y ou can't raise afamily. Y ou can't—Hell, you can't even propose...| want
another. Sure you won't have one?'

Ozymandias the Great shook his round, fringed head. "Thelast time | took two drinks | started dl
this. I've got to behaveif | want to stop it. But you're an able-bodied, strapping young man; surely,
colleague, you can get work?"

"Where? All I'm trained for is academic work, and this scandd has put the kibosh on that forever.
What universgity isgoing to hireaman who showed up naked in front of his class without even the excuse
of being drunk? And suppos-ing | try something else—say one of thesejobsin defensethat al my
students seem to be getting—I'd have to give references, say something about what 1'd been doing with
my thirty-odd years. And once these references were checked—Ozzy, I'm alost man.”

"Never despair, colleague. I've learned that magic gets you into some tight squeezes, but there's
awaysaway of getting out. Now, take that time in Darjeding—"

"But what can | do?I'll wind up like Confucius the werechow and live off charity, if you'll find me
somebody who wants a pet wolf."

"Y ou know," Ozymandias reflected, "you may have something there, colleague.”

"Nutsl That wasajoke. | can at least retain my salf-respect, evenif | go onrelief doingit. And I'll bet
they don't like naked men on relief, ether.”

"No. | don't mean just being a pet wolf. But look at it thisway: What are your assets? Y ou have only
two outstanding abilities. One of them isto teach German, and that is now completely out.”

"Check."



"And the other isto change yourself into awaolf. All right, colleague. There must be some commercia
possibilitiesin that. Let'slook into them.”

"Nonsense."

"Not quite. For every kind of merchandise theresamarket. Thetrick isto find it. And you,
colleague, are going to be the firgt practica commercia werewolf on record.”

"I could—They say Ripley's Odditorium pays good money. Supposing | changed six times aday
regular for ddighted audiences?'

Ozymandias shook his head sorrowfully. "1t's no good. People don't want to seered magic. It makes
‘em uncomfortable—starts 'em wondering what €l se might be loose in the world. They've got to fed sure
it'sal donewith mirrors. | know. | had to quit vaudeville because | wasn't smart enough at faking it; al |
could do wasthered thing."

"I could be a Seeing Eye dog, maybe?"

"They haveto befemde."

"When I'm changed | can understand animal language. Maybe | could be a dog trainer and—No,
that's out. | forgot: they're scared to death of me.”

But Ozymandias pae-blue eyeshad lit up at the suggestion. " Colleague, you're warm. Oh, areyou
warm! Tell me: why did you say your fabulous Gloriawas coming to Berkeley?"

"Publicity for atdent hunt.”

"For what?'

"A dog to gar in Fangs of the Forest."

"And what kind of adog?"

"A—" Woalf's eyeswidened and hisjaw sagged. "A wolf dog," he said softly.

And the two men looked at each other with awild surmise—silent, beside abar in Berkeley.

"It'sdl thefault of that damned Disney dog," the trainer complained. "Pluto does anything.
Everything. So our poor mutts are expected to do likewise. Listen to that dope! The dog should come
into the room, give one paw to the baby, indi-cate that he recognizes the hero in his Eskimo disguise, go
over to the table, find the bone, and clap his paws gleefully! Now, who's got a set of sgnalsto cover
Suff like that? Pluto's’ he snorted.

GloriaGarton said, "Oh." By that one sound she managed to convey that she sympathized deeply,
that the trainer was a nice-looking young man whom she'd just as soon see again, and that no dog star
was going to sted Fangs of the Forest from her. She adjusted her skirt dightly, leaned back, and made
the plain wooden chair on the bare theater stage seem more than ever like athrone,

"All right." Theman in the violet beret waved away the last unsuccessful gppli-cant and read from a
card: " 'Dog: Wopsy. Owner: Mrs. Channing Galbraith. Trainer: Luther Newby.' Bringitin."

An assigtant scurried offstage, and there was a sound of whines and whimpers as adoor opened.

"What's got into those dogs today?' the man in the violet beret demanded. "They al seem scared to
death and beyond.”

"I think," said Fergus O'Breen, "that it's that big gray wolf dog. Somehow, the othersjust don't like
him."

Gloria Garton lowered her bepurpled lids and cast a queenly stare of suspi-cion on the young
detective. There was nothing wrong with his being there. His sster was head of publicity for Metropolis,
and he'd handled severa confidential casesfor the studio; even onefor her, that time her chauffeur had
decided to try hishand at blackmail. Fergus O'Breen was a Metropolis fixture; but il it both-ered her.

The assistant brought in Mrs. Galbraith's Wopsy. The man in the violet beret took one look and
screamed. The scream bounced back from every wall of the theater in the ensuing minute of silence. At
last he found words. "A wolf dog! Tookah isthe greatest role ever written for awolf dog! And what do
they bring us? A terrier, yet! Soif we wanted aterrier we could cast Agtal”



"But if you'd only let us show you—"Wopsy'stdl young trainer sarted to protest.

"Get out!" the man inthe violet beret shrieked. " Get out before | lose my temper!™

Wopsy and her trainer dunk off.

"In El Paso," the casting director lamented, “they bring meaMexican hair-less. In &. Louisit'sa
Pekinese yet! And if | do find awolf dog, it Stsin acorner and waits for somebody to bring it aded to
pull.”

"Maybe," said Fergus, "you should try ared wolf."

"Woalf, schmolf! Well end up wrapping John Barrymore in awolfskin." He picked up the next card. "
'Dog: Y oggoth. Owner and trainer: Mr. O. Z. Manders! Bringitin."

The whining noise offstage ceased as Y oggoth was brought out to be tested. The man in the violet
beret hardly glanced &t the fringe-bearded owner and trainer. He had eyes only for that splendid gray
wolf. "If you canonly act..." he prayed, with the same fervor with which many aman hasthought, If you
could only cook...

He pulled the beret to an even more unlikely angle and snapped, "All right, Mr. Manders. The dog
should comeinto the room, give one paw to the baby, indicate that he recognizesthe hero in hisEskimo
disguise, go over to the table, find the bone, and clap his pawsjoyfully. Baby here, hero here, table here,
Got that?'

Mr. Manderslooked at hiswolf dog and repesated, "Got that?!

Y oggoth wagged histail.

"Very wel, colleague,” said Mr. Manders. "Doiit.”

Yoggoth didit.

Theviolet beret sailed into the flies, on the wings of its owner'striumpha scream of joy. "Hedid it!"
he kept burbling. "Hedid it!"

"Of course, colleague," said Mr. Manderscamly.

The trainer who hated Pluto had aface as blank as avampire's mirror. Fergus O'Breen was
speechless with wonderment. Even Gloria Garton permitted sur-prise and interest to cross her regd
mask.

"Y ou mean he can do anything?' gurgled the man who used to have aviolet beret.

"Anything," sad Mr. Manders.

"Can he—L et's seg, in the dance-hall sequence...can he knock aman down, roll him over, and frisk
his back pocket?"

Even before Mr. Manders could say " Of course," Y oggoth had demonstrated, using Fergus O'Breen
asaconvenient dummy

"Peacel" the casting director Sghed. "Peace...Charley!" heydled to hisassgtant. "Send 'em dl away.
No more tryouts. We've found Tookah! It's wonder-ful.”

Thetrainer stepped up to Mr. Manders. "It's more than that, Sir. It's positively superhuman. I'll swear
| couldn't detect the dightest signdl, and for such compli-cated operations, too. Tell me, Mr. Manders,
what system do you use?’

Mr. Manders made a Hoople-ish kaff-kaff noise. "Professona secret, you understand, young man.
I'm planning on opening aschool when | retire, but obvi-oudy until then—"

"Of course, Sir. | understand. But I've never seen anything likeit in al my born days.”

"I wonder," Fergus O'Breen observed abstractly from the floor, "if your marvel dog can get off of
people, too?"

Mr. Manders ifled agrin. "Of course! Y oggoth!”

Fergus picked himsdf up and dusted from his clothes the grime of the stage, which isthe most
clinging grime on earth. "1'd swear," he muttered, "that beast of yours enjoyed that.”

"No hard fedings, | trugt, Mr—"

"O'Breen. Noneat dl. Infact, I'd suggest alittle celebration in honor of thisgreat event. | know you
can't buy adrink this near the campus, so | brought along abottle just in case.”

"Oh," said Gloria Garton, implying that carousals were ordinarily benegth her; that this, however, was
aspecia occasion; and that possibly there was some-thing to be said for the green-eyed detective after



dl.

Thiswasdl too easy, Wolfe Wolf—Y oggoth kept thinking. There was a catch to it somewhere. This
was certainly theidea solution to the problem of how to earn money asawerewolf. Bring an
understanding of human speech and ingtruc-tionsinto afine anima body, and you are the answer to a
director's prayer. It was perfect aslong asit lasted; and if Fangs of the Forest was a smash hit, there
were bound to be other Y oggoth pictures. Look at Rin-Tin-Tin. But it wastoo easy...

Hisears caught afamiliar "Oh," and his attention reverted to Gloria. This"Oh" had meant that she
redly shouldn't have another drink, but snce liquor didn't affect her anyway and thiswas a specid
occason, shemight aswell.

She was even more beautiful than he had remembered. Her golden hair was shoulder-length now,
and flowed with such rippling perfection that it was al he could do to keep from reaching out a paw toit.
Her body had ripened, too; was even more warm and promising than hismemories of her. Andin his
new shape he found her greatest charm in something he had not been able to appreciate fully asahuman
being: the deep, heady scent of her flesh.

"To Fangs of the Forest?" Fergus O'Breen wastoasting. "And may that pretty-boy hero of yours
get aworsemauling than | did.”

Wolf-Y oggoth grinned to himself. That had been fun. That'd teach the detec-tive to go crawling
around hotel rooms.

"And while we're celebrating, colleagues,” said Ozymandias the Greet, "why should we neglect our
star? Here, Y oggoth.” And he held out the bottle.

"Hedrinks, yet!" the casting director exclaimed ddlightedly.

"Sure. He was weaned on it."

Wolf took asizable gulp. It felt good. Warm and rich—amost the way Gloriasmelled.

"But how about you, Mr. Manders?' the detective ingsted for thefifth time. "It's your celebration
redlly. The poor beast won't get the four-figure checks from Metropolis. And you've taken only one
drink."

"Never take two, colleague. | know my danger point. Two drinksin me and things start happening.”

"More should happen yet than training miracle dogs? Go on, O'Breen. Make him drink. We should
see what happens.”

Fergustook another long drink himself. "Go on. There's another bottle in the car, and I've gone far
enough to be resolved not to leave here sober. And | don't want sober companions, either.” Hisgreen
eyeswere dready beginning to glow with anew wildness.

"No, thank you, colleague.”

Gloria Garton lft her throne, walked over to the plump man, and stood close, her soft hand resting
on hisarm. "Oh," she said, implying that dogs were dogs, but till that the party was unquestionably in her
honor and hisrefusal to drink was a persona insult.

Ozymandias the Greet looked at Gloria, sighed, shrugged, resigned himself to fate, and drank.

"Have you trained many dogs?' the casting director asked.

"Sorry, colleague. Thisismy firg."

"All the more wonderful! But what's your profession otherwise?'

"Well, you see, I'm amagician.”

"Oh," said Gloria Garton, implying delight, and went so far asto add, "I have afriend who does
black magic."

"I'm afraid, maam, mine's smply white. That'stricky enough. With the black you'rein for somered
dangers”

"Hold on!" Fergusinterposed. "Y ou mean redly amagician? Not just presti...deight of hand?'

"Of course, colleague.”

"Good theater," said the casting director. "Never |et 'em seethe mirrors.”

"Uh-huh," Fergus nodded. "But look, Mr. Manders. What can you do, for instance?”



"Wel, | can change—"

Y oggoth barked loudly.

"Oh, no," Ozymandias covered hadtily, "that'sredly alittle beyond me. But | can—"

"Can you do the Indian ropetrick?' Gloriaasked languidly. "My friend saysthat'sterribly hard.”

"Hard? Why, maam, theré'snothing to it. | can remember that timein Darjeding—"

Fergustook another long drink. "I," he announced defiantly, "want to see the Indian ropetrick. | have
met people who've met people who've met people who've seeniit, but that'sas close as | ever get. And |
don't believeit."

"But, colleague, it'sso smple.”

"| don't believeit."

Ozymandias the Greet drew himself up to hisfull lack of height. "Colleague, you are about to seeit!”
Y oggoth tugged warningly at his coattails. "'Leave me done, Wolf. An aspersion has been cast!”

Fergus returned from the wings dragging a soiled length of rope. "Thisdo?’

"Admirably."

"What goes?' the casting director demanded.

"Shh!" said Gloria. "Oh—"

She beamed worshipfully on Ozymandias, whose chest swelled to the point of threatening the
security of hisbuttons. "Ladies and gentlemen!"” he announced, in the manner of one prepared to fill avast
amphitheater with hisvoice. "Y ou are about to behold Ozymandias the Great in—The Indian Rope
Trick! Of course," he added conversationaly, "I haven't got asmall boy to chop into mincemeat, unless
perhaps one of you—No? Well, well try it without. Not quite so impres-sive, though. And will you stop
yapping, Wolf?'

"| thought hisnamewas Y ogi," said Fergus.

"Y oggoth. But since he's part wolf on his mother's sde—Now, quiet, dl of you!"

He had been coiling the rope as he spoke. Now he placed the coil in the center of the stage, where it
lurked like athreatening rattler. He stood beside it and deftly, professionally, went through a series of
passes and mumblings so rapidly that even the superhumanly sharp eyes and ears of Wolf-Y oggoth could
not fol-low them.

The end of the rope detached itsdf from the cail, reared in the air, turned for amoment like a head
uncertain where to strike, then shot straight up until al the rope was uncoiled. The lower end rested a
good inch above the stage.

Gloriagasped. The casting director drank hurriedly. Fergus, for some reason, stared curioudly &t the
wolf.

"And now, ladies and gentlemen—oh, hang it, | do wish | had aboy to carve—Ozymandiasthe
Gresat will ascend thisrope into that land which only the users of the rope may know. Onward and
upward! Beright back," he added reassuringly to Wolf.

His plump hands grasped the rope above his head and gave alittle jerk. His knees swung up and
clasped about the hempen pillar. And up he went, like amonkey on a stick, up and up and up—until
suddenly hewas gone.

Just gone. That was dl therewasto it. Gloriawas beyond even saying "Oh." The casting director sat
his beautiful flannels down on the filthy floor and gaped. Fergus swore softly and melodioudy. And Wolf
fet apremonitory pricklingin hisspine.

The stage door opened, admitting two men in denim pants and work shirts. "Hey!" said thefirt.
"Where do you think you are?"

"We're from Metropolis Pictures,” the casting director started to explain, scrambling to hisfeet.

"l don't careif you're from Washington, we gotta clear this stage. There's movies here tonight. Come
on, Joe, help me get 'em out. And that pooch, too."

"You cant, Fred," said Joe reverently, and pointed. His voice sank to an awved whisper. "That's
Gloria Garton—"

"Soitis. Hi, Miss Garton. Cripes, wasn't that last one of yours astinkeroo!"

"Your public, darling," Fergus murmured.



"Comeon!" Fred shouted. "Out of here. We gotta clean up. And you, Joe! Strike that rope!”

Before Fergus could move, before Wolf could leap to the rescue, the efficient stagehand had struck
the rope and was cailing it up.

Wolf stared up into the flies. There was nothing up there. Nothing at al. Some-place beyond the end
of that rope was the only man on earth he could trust to say Absarka! for him; and the way down was
cut off forever.

Wolfe Wolf sprawled on the floor of Gloria Garton's boudoir and watched that vision of volupty
changeinto her mogt fetching negligee.

The Stuation was perfect. It wasthefulfillment of al hisdearest dreams. The only flaw wasthat he
was gill inawaolf's body.

Gloriaturned, leaned over, and chucked him under the snout. "Wuzzum acute wolf dog, wuzzum?'

Wolf could not restrain asnarl.

"Doesn't um like Gloriato tak baby tak? Um was a naughty wolf, yes, um was."

It wastorture. Here you are in your best-beloved's hotel room, al her beauty revealed to your
hungry eyes, and she talks baby tak to you! Wolf had been happy at first when Gloriasuggested that she
might take over the care of her co-star pending the regppearance of histrainer—for none of them was
quitewilling to admit that "Mr. O. Z. Manders' might truly and definitely have vanished—but he was
be-ginning to redize that the Stuation might bring on more torment than pleasure.

"Wolves are funny,” Gloriaobserved. She was more talkative when aone, with no need to be
crypticaly fascinating. "I knew aWolfe once, only that was his name. He was aman. And he was afunny
one”

Wolf felt hisheart besting fast under hisgray fur. To hear hisown name on Gloridswarm lips...But
before she could go on to tell her pet how funny Wolfe was, her maid rapped on the door.

"A Mr. O'Breen to see you, madam."

"Tel himto go ‘way."

"He saysit'simportant, and he does ook, madam, as though he might make trouble.”

"Oh, dl right." Gloriarose and wrapped her negligee more respectably about her. "Come on,

Y og—No, that'saslly name. I'm going to call you Wolfie. That's cute. Come on, Wolfie, and protect me
from the big, bad detective."

Fergus O'Breen was pacing the Sitting room with a certain vicious deliberatenessin his strides. He
broke off and stood ill as Gloriaand the wolf entered.

"S0?" he observed tersdly. "Reinforcements?”

"Will I need them?' Gloria cooed.

"L ook, light of my lovelife" Theglint in the green eyeswas cold and deadly. "Y ou've been playing
games, and whatever their nature, there's one thing they're not. And that's cricket.”

Gloriagave him alanguid smile. "Y ou're amusing, Fergus”

"Thanks. | doubt, however, if your activitiesare.”

"You'redtill alittle boy playing cops and robbers. And what boogyman are you after now?"

"Haha," said Fergus politely. "And you know the answer to that question better than | do. That's
why I'm here"

Wolf was puzzled. This conversation meant nothing to him. And yet he sensed atension of danger in
thear as clearly asthough he could smdll it.

"Go on," Gloriasngpped impatiently. "And remember how dearly Metropo-lis Pictures will thank you
for annoying one of its best box-office attractions.”

"Somethings, my sweeting, are more important than pictures, though you mightn't think it where you
come from. One of them isacertain federation of forty-eight units. Another is an abstract concept called
democracy."

"And 07

"And s0 | want to ask you one question: Why did you cometo Berkeley?"



"For publicity on Fangs, of course. It wasyour Sster'sidea.”

"Y ou've gone temperamentd and turned down better ones. Why legp at this?!

"Y ou don't haunt publicity stunts yoursdlf, Fergus. Why are you here?"

Fergus was pacing again. "And why was your firg act in Berkeley avisit to the office of the German
department?’

"lsn't that natural enough? | used to be a student here.”

"Mgoring in dramatics, and you didn't go near the Little Theater. Why the German department?’ He
paused and stood straight in front of her, fixing her with his green gaze.

Gloriaassumed the attitude of a captured queen defying the barbarian con-queror. "Very well. If you
must know—I went to the German department to seetheman | love.”

Wolf held his bresth, and tried to keep histail from thrashing.

"Yes," shewent onimpassionedly, "you gtrip the last vell from me, and force meto confessto you
what he alone should have heard first. This man proposed to me by mail. | foolishly rglected his proposal.
But | thought and thought—and at last | knew. When | cameto Berkeley | had to see him—"

"And did you?"

"Thelittle mouse of asecretary told me he wasn't there. But | shall see him yet. And when | do—"

Fergus bowed giffly. "My congratulations to you both, my sweeting. And the name of thismore than
fortunate gentleman?”’

"Professor Wolfe Wolf."

"Who is doubtless the individua referred to in this?* He whipped a piece of paper from his sport coat
and thrugt it a Gloria. She paed and was slent. But Wolfe Wolf did not wait for her reply. He did not
care. He knew the solution to his problem now, and he was streaking unobserved for her boudoir.

Gloria Garton entered the boudoir aminute later, a shaken and wretched woman. She unstoppered
one of the ddlicate perfume bottles on her dresser and poured herself a iff tot of whiskey. Then her
eyebrows lifted in surprise as she stared a her mirror. Scrawlingly lettered acrossthe glassin her own
deep-crimson lipstick was the mysterious word

ABSARKA

Frowning, shesaidit doud. "Absarka—"

From behind a screen stepped Professor Wolfe Wolf, incongruoudy wrapped in one of Glorias
lushest dressing robes. "Gloria dearest—" he cried.

"Wolfel" sheexclamed. "What on earth are you doing herein my room?"

"I loveyou. I've dwaysloved you since you couldn't tell astrong from aweak verb. And now thet |
know that you love me—"

"Thisisterrible. Please get out of here!™

"Gloria—"

"Get out of here, or I'll sck my dog on you. Wolfie—Here, nice Wolfiel!"

"I'm sorry, Gloria. But Wolfiewon't answer you."

"Oh, you beast! Have you hurt Wolfie? Have you—"

"I wouldn't touch ahair on his pelt. Because, you see, Gloriadarling, | am Walfie."

"What on earth do you—" Gloriastared around the room. It was undeniable that there was no trace
of the presence of awolf dog. And here was aman dressed only in one of her robes and no sign of his
own clothes. And after that funny little man and therope...

"Y ou thought | was drab and dull," Wolf went on. "Y ou thought I'd sunk into an academic rut. Y ou'd
sooner have an actor or aG-man. But |, Gloria, am some-thing more exciting than you've ever dreamed
of. There's not another soul on earth I'd tell thisto, but I, Gloria, am awerewolf."

Gloriagasped. "That isn't possible! But it doesall fit in. When | heard about you on campus, and
your friend with the funny beard and how he vanished, and, of course, it explains how you did tricks that



any real dog couldn't possibly do—"

"Don't you believe me, darling?'

Gloriarose from the dresser chair and went into hisarms. "I believe you, dear. And it's wonderful! I'll
bet there's not another woman in al Hollywood that was ever married to awerewolf!"

"Then you will—"

"But of course, dear. We can work it out beautifully. Well hire astooge to be your trainer on thelot.
Y ou can work daytimes, and come home at night and I'll say that word for you. It'll be perfect.”

"Gloria..." Wolf murmured with tender reverence.

"Onething, dear. Just alittle thing. Would you do Gloriaafavor?'

"Arything”

"Show me how you change. Change for me now. Then I'll change you back right away."

Wolf said The Word. Hewasin such ecdtatic blissthat he hardly felt the pang thistime. He capered
about the room with dl thelitheness of hisfinewolfish legs, and ended up before Gloria, wagging histall
and looking for approva.

Gloriapatted his head. "Good boy, Walfie. And now, darling, you can just damned well stay that
way."

Wolf let out ayelp of amazement.

"Y ou heard me, Wolfie. Y ou're staying that way. Y ou didn't happen to believe any of that guff | was
feeding the detective, did you? Love you? | should waste my time! But thisway you can be very useful to
me. With your trainer gone, | can take charge of you and pick up an extrathousand aweek or so. |
won't mind that. And Professor Wolfe Wolf will have vanished forever, which fitsright in with my plans.

Wolf snarled.

"Now, don't try to get nasty, Wolfie darling. Um wouldn't threaten ums dar-ling Gloria, would ums?
Remember what | can do for you. I'm the only person that can turn you into aman again. Y ou wouldn't
dare teach anyone el se that. Y ou wouldn't dare let people know what you redlly are. An ignorant person
would kill you. A smart one would have you locked up asalunatic.”

Wolf gl advanced thregteningly.

"Oh, no. You can't hurt me. Because dl 1'd have to do would be to say the word on the mirror. Then
you wouldn't be adangerous wolf any more. You'd just be aman herein my room, and I'd scream. And
after what happened on the campus yesterday, how long do you think you'd stay out of the madhouse?!

Wolf backed away and let histail droop.

"Y ou see, Wolfie darling? Gloria has ums just where she wants ums. And umsis damned well going
to be agood boy."

Therewas arap on the boudoir door, and Gloriacaled, "Comein."

"A gentleman to see you, madam,” the maid announced. "A Professor Fear-ing."

Gloriasmiled her best crud and queenly smile. "Come dong, Wolfie. Thismay interest you."

Professor Oscar Fearing, overflowing one of the graceful chairs of the sitting room, beamed
benevolently as Gloriaand the wolf entered. "Ah, my dear! A new pet. Touching.”

"And what apet, Oscar. Wait till you hear. "

Professor Fearing buffed his pince-nez againgt hisdeeve. "And wait, my dear, until you hear dl that |
have learned. Chiswick has perfected his protective screen against magnetic bombs, and the officid tria
isset for next week. And Farnsworth has al but completed his researches on anew processfor
obtaining osmium. Gas warfare may start any day, and the power that can command a plentiful supply

"Fine, Oscar," Gloriabrokein. "But we can go over dl thislater. We've got other worriesright now."

"Whét do you mean, my dear?'

"Have you run into ared-headed young Irishman in ayelow shirt?'

"No, —Why, yes. | did see such anindividua leaving the office yesterday. | believe he had been to
seWolfe"

"He onto us. He's a detective from Los Angeles, and he's tracking us down. Someplace he got hold
of ascrap of record that should have been destroyed. He knows I'minit, and he knows I'm tied up with



somebody here in the German department.”

Professor Fearing scrutinized his pince-nez, gpproved of their cleanness, and set them on his nose.
"Not so much excitement, my dear. No hysteria. Let us approach this calmly. Does he know about the
Temple of the Dark Truth?'

"Not yet. Nor about you. He just knowsit's somebody in the department.”

"Then what could be smpler?Y ou have heard of the sirange conduct of Wolfe Wolf?'

"Havel!" Glorialaughed harghly.

"Everyone knows of Wolfe'sinfatuation with you. Throw the blame onto him. It should be easy to
clear yoursdf and make you appear an innocent tool. Direct dl attention to him and the organization will
be safe. The Temple of the Dark Truth can go its mystic way and extract even more invauable
information from weary scientistss who need the emotiona release of afdserdigion.”

"That'swhat I've tried to do. | gave O'Breen along song and dance about my devotion to Wolfe, so
obvioudy phony he'd be bound to think it was a cover-up for something else. And | think he bit. But the
Stuation's adamned sight trickier than you guess. Do you know where Wolfe Wolf is?"

"No one knows. After the president...ah...rebuked him, he seemsto have vanished.”

Glorialaughed again. "He'sright here. In thisroom."

"My dear! Secret panels and such?Y ou take your espionage too seriously. Where?”

"Therel"

Professor Fearing gaped. "Are you serious?’

"Asserious as you are about the future of Fascism. That is Wolfe Wolf."

Fearing approached the wolf increduloudy and extended his hand.

"He might bite," Gloriawarned him asecond too late.

Fearing stared at his bleeding hand. "That, at least," he observed, "is undeni-ably true." And he raised
hisfoot to ddliver asharp kick.

"No, Oscar! Dont! Leave him done. And you'll have to take my word for it—it'sway too
complicated. But the wolf isWolfe Wolf, and I've got him abso-lutely under control. He's perfectly in our
hands. Well switch suspicion to him, and I'll keep him thisway while Fergus and hisfriends the G-men
go off hotfoot on histrail.”

"My dear!" Fearing g aculated. "Y ou're mad. Y ou're more hopelessy mad than the devout members
of the Temple." Hetook off his pince-nez and stared again at thewolf. "And yet Tuesday night—Tell me
onething: From whom did you get this...thiswolf dog?"

"From afunny plump little man with afringy beard.”

Fearing gasped. Obvioudy he remembered the furor in the Temple, and the wolf and the
fringe-beard. "Very well, my dear. | bdieve you. Don't ask me why, but | believe you. And now—"

"Now, it'sal s, isn't it? We keep him here helpless, and we use him to—"

"The wolf as scapegoat. Yes. Very pretty.”

"Oh! Onething—" She was suddenly frightened.

Wolfe Wolf was considering the possibilities of asudden attack on Fearing. He could probably get
out of the room before Gloria could say Absarka! But after that? Whom could he trust to restore him?
Especidly if G-men wereto be set on histrall...

"What isit?", Fearing asked.

"That secretary. That little mouse in the department office. She knows it wasyou | asked for, not
Wolf. Fergus can't have talked to her yet, because he swal-lowed my story; but he will. HE's thorough.”

"Hm-m-m. Then, in that case—"

"Yes, Oscar?'

"She must be attended to." Professor Oscar Fearing beamed genially and reached for the phone.

Wolf acted ingtantly, on inspiration and impulse. Histeeth were strong, quite strong enough to jerk
the phone cord from the wall. That took only asecond, and in the next second he was out of the room
and into the hal before Gloria could open her mouth to speak that word that would convert him froma
powerful and dangerous wolf to afutile man.

There were shrill screams and ashout or two of "Mad dog!" as he dashed through the hotel 1obby,



but he paid no heed to them. The main thing was to reach Emily's house before she could be "attended
to." Her evidence was essen-tial. That could swing the balance, show Fergus and his G-men where the
trueguilt lay. And, besides, he admitted to himsdlf, Emily was adamned nicekid...

Hisrate of collision was about one point six six per block, and the curses hegped upon him, if
theologicaly valid, would have been more than enough to damn him forever. But he was making time,
and that was dl that counted. He dashed through traffic sgnalss, cut into the path of trucks, swerved from
under streetcars, and once even legped over astdled car that was obstructing him. Everything was going
fine, he was hafway there, when two hundred pounds of human flesh landed on him in aflying tackle.

He looked up through the brilliant lighting effects of smashing his head on the sdewalk and saw his
old nemesis, the policeman who had been cheated of his beer.

"So, Rover!" said the officer. "Got you at last, did I? Now well seeif you'll wear aproper license
tag. Didn't know | used to play footbal, did you?'

The officer'sgrip on hishair was painfully tight. A glesful crowd was gather-ing and heckling the
policeman with fantastic advice.

"Get dong, boys," he admonished. "Thisis a private matter between me and Rover here. Comeon,”
and he tugged even harder.

Wolf |eft alarge tuft of fur and skin in the officer's grasp and felt the blood ooze out of the bare patch
on his neck. He heard aripe oath and a pistol shot smultaneoudy, and felt the needlelike sting through his
shoulder. The awestruck crowd thawed before him. Two more bullets hied after him, but he was gone,
leaving the most dazed policeman in Berkeley.

"I hit him," the officer kept muttering blankly. "1 hit the—"

Wolfe Wolf coursed aong Dwight Way. Two more blocks and held be at the little bungal ow that
Emily shared with ateaching assistant in something or other. Ripping out that tel ephone had stopped
Fearing only momentarily; the orders would have been given by now, the henchmen would be on their
way. But hewas dmost there...

"Heo!" achild'slight voice caled to him. *Nice woof-woof come back!"

Acrossthe street was the modest frame dwelling of Robby and his shrewish mother. The child had
been playing on the sdewak. Now he saw hisidol and ddliverer and started acrossthe Street at a
lurching toddle. "Nice woof-woof!" he kept caling. "Wait for Robby!"

Wolf kept on. Thiswas no timefor playing games with even the most delight-ful of cubs. And then he
saw the car. It was an ancient jalopy, plastered with wisecracks even older than itself; and the high
school youth driving was obvioudy showing hisgirl friend how it could make time on this deserted
resdential street. The girl was acute dish, and who could be bothered watching out for children?

Robby was directly in front of the car. Wolf legped straight as a bullet. Histrgjectory carried him so
closeto the car that he could fed the heat of the radiator on hisflank. His forepaws struck Robby and
thrust him out of danger. They fdll to the ground together, just asthe car ground over the last of Wolf's
caudd vertebrae.

The cute dish screamed. "Homer! Did we hit them?”

Homer said nothing, and the jalopy zoomed on.

Robby's screams were louder. Y ou hurt me!! Y ou hurt me! Baaaaad woof-woof!"

His mother appeared on the porch and joined in with her own howls of rage. The cacophony was
terrific. Wolf let out onewailing yelp of hisown, to makeit perfect and to lament his crushed tail, and
dashed on. Thiswas no timeto clear up misunderstandings.

But the two delays had been enough. Robby and the policeman had proved the perfect unwitting
tools of Oscar Fearing. As Wolf approached Emily'slittle bun-galow, he saw agray sedan drive off. In
therear wasasmall, dim girl, and she was struggling.

Even awerewolf'slithe speed cannot equa that of amotor car. After ablock of pursuit, Wolf gave



up and sat back on his haunches panting. It felt funny, he thought even in that tense moment, not to be
able to swest, to have to open your mouth and stick out your tongue and...

"Trouble?" inquired asolicitous voice.

Thistime Wolf recognized the cat. "Heavens, yes," he assented wholeheart-edly. "More than you
ever dreamed of."

"Food shortage?' the cat asked. "But that toddler back thereis nice and plump.”

"Shut up,” Wolf snarled.

"Sorry; | wasjust judging from what Confucius told me about werewolves. Y ou don't mean to tell me
that you're an dtruistic were?'

"I guess| am. | know werewolves are supposed to go around daughtering, but right now I've got to
svealife”

"Y ou expect meto believe that?'

"It'sthetruth.”

"Ah," the cat reflected philosophicaly. "Truth isadark and decaitful thing.”

Wolfe Wolf was on hisfeet. "Thanks," he barked. "Y ou've doneit."

"Donewhet?"

"Seeyou later." And Wolf was off at top speed for the Temple of the Dark Truth.

That was the best chance. That was Fearing's headquarters. The odds were & least even that when it
wasn't being used for services it was the hangout of hisring, especialy since the consulate had been
closed in San Francisco. Again the wild running and leaping, the narrow escapes; and where Wolf had
not taken these too serioudy before, he knew now that he might be immuneto bullets, but certainly not to
being run over. Histall still stung and ached tormentingly. But he had to get there. He had to clear his
own reputation, he kept reminding himsalf; but what he redlly thought was, | have to save Emily.

A block from the Temple he heard the crackle of gunfire. Pistol shots and, held swear, machine guns,
too. He couldn't figure what it meant, but he pressed on. Then abright-yellow roadster passed him and a
vivid flash came from itswindow. Ingtinctively he ducked. Y ou might beimmuneto bullets, but you ill
didn't just stand il for them.

The roadster was gone and he was about to follow when aglint of bright metal caught hiseye. The
bullet that had missed him had hit abrick wall and ricocheted back onto the sdewalk. It glittered therein
front of him—puregiver!

This, heredlized dbruptly, meant the end of hisimmunity. Fearing had be-lieved Glorias sory, and
with his smattering of occult lore he had known the successful counterwespon. A bullet, from now on,
might mean no more needle sting, but instant death.

And so Wolfe Wolf went straight on.

He approached the Temple cautioudy, lurking behind shrubbery. And he was not the only lurker.
Before the Temple, crouching in the shelter of acar every window of which was shattered, were Fergus
O'Breen and amoonfaced giant. Each held an automatic, and they were taking pot shots at the steeple.

Wolf's keen lupine hearing could catch their words even above the firing. " Gabe's around back,”
Moonface was explaining. "But it's no use. Know what that damned steeple is? It'sarevolving
machine-gun turret. They've been ready for something likethis. Only two menin there, far aswe can tell,
but that turret coversall the approaches.”

"Only two?' Fergus muttered.

"And thegirl. They brought agirl herewith them. If she's il dive”

Fergustook careful aim at the steeple, fired, and ducked back behind the car as a bullet missed him
by millimeters. "Missed him again! By all the kingsthat ever ruled Tara, Moon, therés got to beaway in
there. How about tear gas?"

Moon snorted. "Think you can reach the firing gap in that armored turret at this angle?’

"Thet girl..." said Fergus.

Wolf waited no longer. As he sprang forward, the gunner noticed him and shifted hisfire. It waslike
aneedle shower in which al the spray is solid stedl. Wolf's nerves ached with the pain of reknitting. But
at least machine guns gppar-ently didn't fireslver.



The front door was locked, but the force of hisdrive carried him through and added a throbbing ache
in hisshoulder to his other comforts. The lower-floor guard, a pasty-faced individua with ajutting
Adam's apple, sprang up, pistol in hand. Behind him, in the midst of the litter of the cult, ceremonid
robes, incense burners, curious books, even a Ouijaboard, lay Emily.

Pasty-facefired. The bullet struck Wolf full in the chest and for an instant he expected deeth. But this,
too, waslead, and he jumped forward. It was not his usua powerful legp. His strength was amost spent
by now. He needed to lie on cool earth and let his nerves knit. And this spring was only enough to
grapple with hisfoe, not to throw him.

The man reversed his useless automatic and brought its butt thudding down on the beast's skull. Wolf
reeled back, lost his balance, and fell to the floor. For amoment he could not rise. The temptation was so
strong just to lie there and...

The girl moved. Her bound hands grasped a corner of the Ouija board. Some-how, she ssumbled to
her rope-tied feet and raised her arms. Just as Pasty-face rushed for the prostrate wolf, she brought the
heavy board down.

Wolf was on hisfeet now. There was an ingtant of temptation. His eyes fixed themsavesto the jut of
that Adam's gpple, and hislong tongue licked his jowls. Then he heard the machine-gun fire from the
turret, and tore himsalf from Pasty-face's unconscious form.

Ladders are hard on awolf, damned near impossible. But if you use your jawsto grasp the rung
above you and pull up, it can be done. He was hafway up the ladder when the gunner heard him. The
firing stopped, and Wolf heard arich German oath in what he automatically recognized as an East
Prussan didect with possible Lithuanian influences. Then he saw the man himself, abroken-nosed blond,
staring down the ladder well.

The other man's bullets had been lead. So this must be the one with the Silver. But it wastoo lateto
turn back now. Wolf bit the next rung and hauled up as the bullet struck his snout and stung through. The
blond's eyes widened as he fired again and Wolf climbed another rung. After the third shot he withdrew
precipi-tately from the opening.

Shots still sounded from below, but the gunner did not return them. He stood frozen against the wall
of the turret watching in horror as the wolf emerged from the well. Wolf halted and tried to get his breath.
He was dead with fatigue and stress, but this man must be vanquished.

Theblond raised his pistol, sghted carefully, and fired once more. He stood for oneterrible instant,
gazing a this deethless wolf and knowing from his grandmother's stories what it must be. Then
deliberately he clamped histeeth on the muzzle of the automatic and fired again.

Wolf had not yet eaten in hiswolf's body, but food must have been trans-ferred from the human
stomach to the lupine. Therewas at least enough for him to be extensively sick.

Getting down the ladder was impossible. He jumped. He had never heard anything about awolf's
landing on itsfeet, but it seemed to work. He dragged his weary and bruised body aong to where Emily
sat by the still unconscious Pasty-face, his discarded pistol in her hand. She wavered as the wolf
approached her, asthough uncertain yet asto whether he wasfriend or foe.

Timewas short. With the machine gun silenced, Fergus and his companions would be invading the
Temple at any minute. Wolf hurriedly nosed about and found the planchette of the Ouijaboard. He
pushed the heart-shaped bit of wood onto the board and began to shove it around with his paw.

Emily watched, intent and puzzled. "A," shesad doud. "B—S—"

Wolf finished the word and edged round so that he stood directly beside one of the ceremonial
robes. "Areyou trying to say something?* Emily frowned.

Wolf wagged histail in vehement affirmation and began again.

"A—" Emily repeated. "B—S—A—R—"

He could aready hear approaching footsteps.

"—K—A—What on earth does that mean? Absarka—"

Ex-professor Wolfe Wolf hastily wrapped his naked human body in the cloak of the Dark Truth.
Before either he or Emily knew quite what was happening, he had folded her in hisarms, kissed her ina
most thorough expression of gratitude, and fainted.



Even Wolf's human nose could tdll, when he awakened, that he wasin ahospita. His body was il
limp and exhausted. The bare patch on his neck, where the policeman had pulled out the hair, till stung,
and there was alump where the butt of the automatic had connected. Histail, or where histail had been,
sent twinges through him if he moved. But the sheets were cool and hewas at rest and Emily was safe.

"I don't know how you got in there, Mr. Wolf, or what you did; but | want you to know you've done
your country asignal service" It was the moonfaced giant speaking.

Fergus O'Breen was sitting beside the bed too. " Congratulations, Wolf. And | don't know if the
doctor would approve, but here.

Wolfe Wolf drank the whiskey gratefully and looked aquestion at the huge man.

"ThisisMoon Lafferty," said Fergus. "FBI man. He's been helping me track down thisring of spies
ever sncel firg got wind of them."

"Y ou got them—a|?' Wolf asked.

"Picked up Fearing and Garton at the hotel," Lafferty rumbled.

"But how—I thought—"

"Y ou thought we were out for you?' Fergus answered. "That was Garton'sidea, but | didn't quite
tumble. You see, I'd dready talked to your secretary. | knew it was Fearing she'd wanted to see. And
when | asked around about Fearing, and learned of the Temple and the defense researches of some of its
members, the whole picture cleared up.”

"Wonderful work, Mr. Wolf," said Lafferty. "Any time we can do anything for you—And how you
got into that machine-gun turret—Waell, O'Breen, I'll seeyou later. Got to check up on therest of this
roundup. Pleasant convaescenceto you, Wolf."

Fergus waited until the G-man had |eft the room. Then he leaned over the bed and asked
confidentialy, "How about it, Wolf? Going back to your acting ca-reer?"

Wolf gasped. "What acting career?”

"Still going to play Tookah? If Metropolis makes Fangs with Miss Garton in aFederd prison.”

Wolf fumbled for words. "What sort of nonsense—"

"Come on, Wolf. It's pretty clear | know that much. Might aswell tell me the whole story."

Still dazed, Wolf told it. "But how in heaven's name did you know it?" he concluded.

Fergus grinned. "Look. Dorothy Sayers said someplace that in a detective story the supernatural may
be introduced only to be digpelled. Sure, that's swell. Only in redl life there come timeswhen it won't be
dispelled. And thiswas one. There was too damned much. There were your eyebrows and fingers, there
were the obvioudy rea magica powersof your friend, there were the tricks which no dog could possibly
do without signals, there was the way the other dogs whim-pered and cringed—I'm pretty hardheaded,
Wolf, but I'm Irish. I'll string dong only so far with the materididtic, but too much coincidence istoo

"Fearing believed it too," Wolf reflected. "But one thing that worries me: if they used asilver bullet on
me once, why were al the rest of them lead? Why was | safe from then on?"

"Well," sad Fergus, "I'll tell you. Because it wasn't ‘they’ who fired the Silver bullet. Y ou see, Walf,
up till thelast minute | thought you were on ‘their sde. | somehow didn't associate good will with a
werewolf. So | got amold from agunsmith and paid avisit to ajewder and—I'm damned glad | missed,”
he added sincerdly.

"You're glad!"

"But look. Previous question stands. Are you going back to acting? Because if not, I've got a
suggestion.”

"Whichis?'

"Y ou say you fretted about how to be apractica, commercia werewolf. All right. Y ou're strong and
fast. Y ou can terrify people even to commit suicide. Y ou can overhear conversations that no human being
could getinon. You'reinvulner-ableto bullets. Can you tel me better qudificationsfor aG-man?"

Wolf goggled. "Me? A G-man?'



"Moon's been telling me how badly they need new men. They've changed the qudificationslately so
that your language knowledgell do instead of the law or accounting they used to require. And after what
you did today, there won't be any trouble about a little academic scandal in your past. Moon's pretty sold
onyou."

Wolf was speechless. Only three days ago he had been in torment because he was not an actor or a
G-man. Now—

"Think it over,” said Fergus.

"l will. Indeed | will. Oh, and one other thing. Has there been any trace of Ozzy?"

"Nay asgn.”

"| like that man. I've got to try to find him and—"

"If he'sthemagician | think heis, he's staying up there only because he's de-cided he likesit."

"I don't know. Magic'stricky. Heavens knows I've learned that. I'm going to try to do my damnedest
for that fringe-bearded old colleague.”

"Wishyou luck. Shdl | send in your other guest?’

"Who'sthat?'

"Y our secretary. Here on business, no doubt.”

Fergus disappeared discreetly as he admitted Emily. She walked over to the bed and took Wolf's
hand. Hiseyes drank in her quiet, charming smplicity, and his mind wondered what freak of belated
adolescence had made him succumb to the blatant glamour of Gloria

They were dslent for along time. Then at once they both said, "How can | thank you?Y ou saved my
life"

Wolf laughed. "Let's not argue. Let's say we saved our life.”

"Y ou mean that?' Emily asked gravely.

Wolf pressed her hand. "Aren't you tired of being an office wife?"

In the bazaar of Darjeding, Chulundra Lingasutastared at his rope in numb amaze-ment. Y oung Ali
had climbed up only five minutes ago, but now as he descended he was a hundred pounds heavier and
wore acuriousfringe of beard.

Murray Leinster isjust one of the several pen names of that prolific and predictably good
writer, Will Jenkins. Critical articles have now several times tagged him with the label, "the dean
of science-fiction writers." Certainly, it would not be hard to believe that Mr. Jenkins has
published more readable science fiction than any other author still writing today.

A part of his success may well be attributed to the fact that his stories frequently defy
clas-sification. The hero of this story, the "Wab-bler," can hardly be called a robot; and wheth-er
itisalive, in any sense, is open to question. Yet there is no denying the intelligence of the creature;
and it has more than intelligence, too. It has drive, goal, ambition.

THEWABBLER
Murray Leingter

The Wabbler went westward, with adozen of itsfellows, by night and in the belly of adeek,
swift-flying thing. There were no lights anywhere save the stars overhead. There was a sustained, furious
roaring noise, which was the sound the deek thing made in flying. The Wabbler lay inits place, withits
ten-foot tail coiled neatly aboveitslower end, and waited with a sort of deadly patience for the
accomplishment of itsdestiny. It and al its brothers were pear-shaped, with absurdly huge and
blunt-ended horns, and with smal round holes where eyes might have been, and shielded ventswhere
they might have had mouths. The looked chinless, somehow. They aso looked dive, and inhuman, and
filled with asort of passionless hate. They seemed like bodiless demons out of some metdlic hell. It was
not possible to fed any affection for them. Even the men who handled them felt only a soft of vengeful



hopeintheir capacities.

The Wabblers squatted in their racks for long hours. It was very cold, but they gave no sign. The
deek, swift-flying thing roared on and roared on. The Wabblers waited. Men moved somewherein the
flying thing, but they did not come where the Wabblers were until the very end. But somehow, when a
man came and ingpected each one of them very carefully and poked experimentally about the bottoms of
the racksin which the Wabblerslay, they knew that the time had come.

The man went away. The deek thing tilted alittle. It seemed to climb. Theair grew colder, but the
Wabblers—all of them— wereindifferent. Air was not their lement. Then, when it was very, very cold
indeed, the roaring noise of the flying thing ceased abruptly. The cessation of the noise was startling.
Presently little whistling, whispering noises took the place of the roar, as hearing adjusted to anew leve
of sound. That whistling and whining noise was wind, flowing past the wings of the flying thing. Presently
thear wasalittle warmer—but il very cold. Theflying thing was gliding, motors off, and descending at
avery gradud dant.

The Wabbler was thefourth in the row of its brothers on the port side of theflying thing. It did not
gtir, of course, but it felt an atmosphere of grim and savage anticipation. It seemed thet al the brothers
coldly exchanged greetings and farewdll. The time had definitely come,

Theflying thing leveled out. Levers and rods moved in the darkness of itsbelly. Thefedling of
anticipation increased. Then, suddenly, there were only eeven of the Wabblers. Wind roared where the
twelfth had been. There were ten. There were nine, eight, seven, Six—

The Wabbler hurtled downward through blackness. There were clouds overhead now. In dl the
world there was no speck of actua light. But below therewas afaint luminosity. The Wabbler'stail
uncurled and writhed flexibly behind it. Wind screamed past its ungainly form. It went plunging down and
down and down, its round holes—which looked so much like eyes—seeming incurious and utterly
impassive. The luminosity undernesth separated into stresks of bluish glow, which were
phosphorescences given off by the curling tips of waves. Off to westward there was a brighter streak of
such luminosty. It was surf.

Splash! The Wabbler plunged into the water with aflare of luminescence and athirty-foot spout of
spume and spray risng where it struck. But then that spouting ceased, and the Wabbler was safely under
water. It dived swiftly for twenty feet. Perhapsthirty. Thenitsfalling checked. It swung about, and its
writhing tail settled down below it. For alittle while it ssemed dmost to intend to swim back to the
surface. But bubbles came from the shielded opening which seemed to be amouith. It hung therein the
darkness of the sea—but now and then there were little fiery streaks of light as natives of the ocean
swam about it—and then dowly, dowly, dowly it settled downward. Itsten-foot tail seemed to waver a
little, asif groping.

Presently it touched. Ooze. Black ooze. Sea bottom. Sixty feet overhead the waves marched to and
fro in darkness. Somehow, through the tilly silence, there came amuffled vibration. That was the distant
surf, beating upon a shore. The Wabbler hung for an instant with the very tip of itstail barely touching the
bottom. Then it made small soundsinsideitself. More bubbles came from the round place like amouth. It
settled one foot; two feet; three. Three feet of itstail rested on the soft ooze. It hung, pear-shaped, some
seven feet above the ocean bottom, with the very tip of its horns no more than four feet higher yet. There
were fifty feet of empty seaaboveit. Thiswas not its destiny. It waited passionlesdy for what wasto
happen.

Therewas slence savefor thefaint vibration from the distant surf. But therewas an infinitesmal
noise, aso, within the Wabbler's bulk, arhythmic, insstent, hurried tick-ti ck-tick-tick—It wasthe
Wabbler'sbrainin action.

Time passed. Above the seathe deek, swift-flying thing bellowed suddenly far away. It swerved and
went roaring back in the direction from which it had come. Its belly was empty now, and somewherein
the heaving sea there were other Wabblers, each one now waiting as the fourth Wabbler did, for the
thing that its brain expected. Minutes and minutes passed. The seas marched to and fro. The faraway surf
rumbled and roared againgt the shore. And higher yet, above the clouds, alow-hanging invisible moon
dipped down toward a horizon which did not show anywhere. But the Wabbler waited.



Thetide came. Here, so far from the pounding surf, the stirring of the lower levels of the seawas
dight indeed. But the tide moved in toward the land. Slowly, the pressure of water against one of the
Wabbler's sides became evident. The Wabbler leaned infinitesmally toward the shore. Presently the
flexibletail ceased to be curved whereit lay upon the ooze. It Sraightened out. There werelittle bluish
glowswhereit sirred the phosphorescent mud. Then the Wabbler moved. Shoreward. It trailed itstall
behind it and |eft alittle glowing track of ghostly light.

Fish swim about it. Once there was a purring sound, and propelers pushed an invisible, floating thing
across the surface of the sea. But it was far away and the Wabbler wasimpassve. Thetide flowed. The
Wabbler moved in little jerks. Sometimes three feet or four, and sometimes eight or ten. Once, where the
sea bottom danted downward for a space, it moved steadily for dmost a hundred yards. It cameto rest
then, swaying alittle. Presently it jerked onward once more. Somewhere an indefinite distance away
were its brothers, moving on in the same fashion. The Wabbler went on and on, purposefully, moved by
thetide.

Before the tide turned, the Wabbler had moved two miles nearer to theland. But it did not moveina
graight line. Itstrailing, flexibletail kept in the degpest water and the strongest current. It moved very
deliberately and dmost awaysin small jerks, and it followed the current. The current was strongest
where it moved toward a harbor entrance. In moving two miles shoreward, the Wabbler aso moved
more than two miles nearer to aharbor.

There came atime, though, when the tide dackened. The Wabbler ceased to move. For haf an hour
it hung quite dtill, swaying alittle and progressing not at dl, while the tick-tick-tick-tick of itsbrain
measured patience againg intent. At the end of the haf-hour there were smal clanking noises within its
body. Its shielded mouth emitted bubbles. It sank, and checked, and gave off more bubbles, and sank
again. It eased itsdlf very cautioudy and very gently into the ooze. Then it gave off more bubbles and lay
at redt.

It waited there, its brain ticking restlesdy within it, but with its gppearance of eyesimpassive. It lay in
the darkness like some creature from another world, awaiting aforeordained event.

For hoursit lay still with no sign of any activity at al. Toward the end of those hours, avery faint
graying of the upper sea became manifest. It was very dim indeed. It was not enough, in al likelihood, for
even the Wabbler to detect the dight movement of semi-floating objects dong the seafloor, moved by
the ebb tide. But there came atime when even such movements ceased. Again the ssawas till. It was
full ebb. And now the Wabbler stirred.

It clanked gently and wavered whereit lay in the ooze. Therewasacloud of stirred-up mud, asif it
had emitted jets of water from its under parts. It wabbled to one side and the other, straining, and
presently its body was free, and afoot or two and then four or five feet of itstall—but it till writhed and
wabbled spasmodical ly—and then suddenly it left the seafloor and floated free.

But only for amoment. Almost immediately itstail swung free, the Wabbler spat out bubbles and
descended gently to the bottom again. It rested upon the tip of itstail. It spat more bubbles,
One—two—threefeet of itstal rested on the mud. It waited. Presently the flood tide moved it again.

It floated dways with the current. Once it cameto acurve in the degper channd to which it had
found itsway, and the tide tended to sweep it up and out beyond the channel. But itstail resisted the
attempt. In the end, the Wabbler siwam grandly back to the deeper water. The current was stronger
there. It went on and on a a magnificent two knots.

But when the current dowed again as the time of the tide change neared, the Wabbler stopped again.
It swung above the yard-length of itstail upon the mud. Its brain went tick-tick-tick-tick and it made
noises. It dribbled bubbles. It sank, and checked, and dribbled more bubbles, and sank cautiousy
again—It came cautioudy to rest in the mud.

During thistime of waiting, the Wabbler heard many sounds. Many times during dack tide, and
during ebb tide, too, the water brought humming, purring noises of engines. Once aboat came very near.
There was a curious hissing sound in the water. Something—along line—passed very close overhead. A
minesweeper and aminesweep patrolled the seg, striving to detect and uproot submarine mines. But the
Wabbler had no anchor cable for the sweep to catch. It lay impassively upon the bottom. But its eyes



stared upward with adeadly calm until the minesweeper passed on itsway.

Once more during the light hours the Wabbler shook itself free of the bottom ooze and sivam on with
thetide. And once more—with another wait on the mud while the tide flowed out—at night. But day and
night meant little to the Wabbler. Itsticking brain went on tirdesdy. It rested, and swam, and swam, and
rested, with amachindike and impassive pertinacity, and dways it moved toward placeswhere thetide
moved faster and with channes more distinct.

At lagt it cameto a place where the water was no more than forty feet deep, and aditinct
greenish-bluelight came down from the surface sunshine. In that light the Wabbler was plainly visible. It
had acquired a coating of seaweed and dime which seemed to form asort of aura of wavering greenish
tentacles. Its seeming eyes appeared now to be small and snakelike and very wise and venemous. It was
dill chinless, anditstrailing tail made it seem more than ever like some bodiless demon out of ametalic
hell. And now it cameto a place where for amoment itstail caught in some minor obstruction, and asit
tugged at the catch, one of its brothersfloated by. It passed within twenty feet of the fourth Wabbler, and
they could see each other clearly. But the fourth Wabbler was trapped. It wavered back and forth in the
flood tide, trying to pull free, asitsfdlow swam slently and implacably onward.

Some twenty minutes after that passage there was a colossal explosion somewhere, and after that
very many fuzzy, purring noisesin the sea. The Wabbler may have known what had happened, or it may
not. A submarine net across aharbor entrance is not athing of which most creatures have knowledge,
but it was part of the Wabbler's environment. Its tick-ti ck-tick-ticking brain may have interpreted the
explosion quite correctly asthe destiny of its brother encountering that barrier. It ismore likely that the
brain only noted with relief that the concussion had broken the grip of the obstruction in the mud. The
Wabbler went onward in the wake of itsfellow. It went sedately, and solemnly, and with a sort of unholy
purposefulness, following thetidal current. Presently there was a great net that stretched acrossthe
channel, far beyond any distance that the Wabbler could be expected to see. But right where the
Wabbler would pass, there was amonstrous gaping hole in that net. Off to one side there wasthetail of
another Wabbler, shattered away from that other Wabbler's bulk.

The fourth Wabbler went through the hole. It was very smpleindeed. Itstall scraped for amoment,
and then it was inside the harbor. And then the tick-tick-ticking of the Wabbler's brain was very crisp
and incisive indeed, because thiswas its chance for the accomplishment of itsdegtiny. It listened for
sounds of engines, estimating their loudness with an uncanny precision, and within its rounded brainpan it
measured things as abstract as variationsin the vertica component of terrestrial magnetism. There were
many sounds and many variations to note, too, because surface craft swarmed about the scene of a
recent violent explosion. Their engines purred and rumbled, and their stedl hulls made marked local
changesin magnetic force. But none of them came quite close enough to the Wabbler to condtitute its
dedtiny.

It went on and on asthe flood tide swept in. The harbor was abusy one, with many small craft
moving about, and more than once in these daylight hours flying things alighted upon the water and took
off again. But it happened that none came sufficiently near. An hour after its entrance into the harbor the
Wabbler wasin asort of eddy, in abasin, and it made four dow, hitching circuits about the same
gpot—during one of which it came near to serried ranks of piling—before the time of dack water. But
even here the Wabbler, after swaying alittle without making progress for perhaps twenty minutes, made
little clanking noisesingdeitself and dribbled out bubbles and eased itself down in the mud to wait.

It lay there, canted allittle and staring up with its smal, round, seeming eyes with alook of
unimpassioned expectancy. Small boats roved overhead. Once engines rumbled, and awooden-hulled
craft swam on the surface of the water to the very dock whaose pilings the Wabbler had seen. Then
creaking sounds emanated from those pilings. The Wabbler may have known that unloading craneswere
at work. But thiswas not its detiny either.

There came other sounds of greater import. Clankings of gears. A definite, burning rush of water. It
continued and continued. The Wabbler could not possibly be expected to understand, of course, that
such burbling underwater sounds are typical of adrydock being filled—thefilling beginning near low tide
when agreat shipisto leave at high. Especidly, perhaps, the Wabbler could not be expected to know



that a great warship had occupied avastly important drydock and that its return to active service would
restore much power to an enemy fleet. Certainly it could not know that another great warship waited
impatiently to be repaired in the same basin. But the restless ti ck-ti ck-tick-tick which wasthe Wabbler's
brain was remarkably crisp and incisive.

When flood tide began once more, the Wabbler jetted water and wabbled to and fro until it broke
free of the bottom. It hung with a seeming impatience—wreathed in seaweed and coated with greenish
dime—abovethetail which dangled down to the harbor mud. It looked dive, and inhuman, and chinless,
and it looked passonately demoniac, and it looked like something out of a submarine Gehenna. And,
presently, when the flood tide began to flow and the eddy about the docks and the dry dock gates
began, the Wabbler inched asif purposefully toward the place where the water burbled through flooding
valves

Soundsin the air did not reach the Wabbler. Sounds under water did. It heard the grinding rumble of
stream winches, and it heard the screeching sound as the drydock gates siwung open. They were huge
gates, and they made a considerable eddy of their own. The Wabbler swam to the very center of that
eddy and hung there, waiting. Now, for the first time, it seemed excited. It seemed to quiver alittle. Once
when it seemed that the eddy might bring it to the surface, it bubbled patiently from the vent which
appeared to be amouth. And its brain went tick-tick-tick-tick withinit, and insdeitsbrainpan it
measured variationsin the vertical component of terrestrid magnetism, and among such measurementsit
noted the effect of small tugs which came near but did not enter the drydock. They only sent lineswithin,
so they could haul the warship out. But the tugs were not the Wabbler's detiny ether.

It heard their propellers thrashing, and they made, to be sure, avery fine noise. But the Wabbler
quivered with eagerness as somewhere within itsdf it noted avast variation in the vertica magnetic
component, which increased and increased steadily. That was the warship moving very dowly out of its
placein the drydock. It moved very dowly but very directly toward the Wabbler, and the Wabbler knew
that its destiny was near.

Somewhere very far away there was the dull, racking sound of an explosion. The Wabbler may have
redlized that another of its brothers had achieved its destiny, but paid no heed. Its own destiny
approached. The steel prow of the battleship drew nearer, and then the bow plates were overhead, and
something made atiny click insde the Wabbler. Destiny was certain now.

It waited, quivering. The mass of stedl within the range of its senses grew grester and grester. The
grain of restraint grew more intense. The tick-tick-ticking of the Wabbler's brain seemed to accelerate
to afrantic—to an intolerable—pace. And then—

The Wabbler achieved itsdestiny. It turned into aflaming ball of incandescent gases—three hundred
pounds of detonated high explosve—squardly under the ked of athirty-five thousand-ton battleship
which at the moment was only hafway out of adrydock. The water-tight doors of the battleship were
open, and its auxiliary power was off, so they could not be closed. There was much need for this
drydock, and repairs were not completed init. But it was the Wabbler's destiny to end dl that. In three
minutes the battleship waslying crazily on the harbor bottom, half in and half out of the drydock. She
careened as she sank, and her masts and fighting tops demolished sheds by the drydock walls. Battleship
and dock dikewere out of action for the duration of thewar.

And the Wabbler—

A long, long time afterward—years afterward—sa vage divers finished cutting up the sunken warship
for scrap. Thelast irregularly cut mass of meta went up on the salvage dings. The last diver down went
stumbling about the muddy harbor water. His heavy, wel ghted shoes kicked up something. He fumbled
to seeif anything remained to be sdlvaged. He found aten-foot, still-flexibletail of metal. Therest of the
Wabbler had ceased to exist. Chronometer, tide-time gear, vaves, compressed-air tanks, and al the
balance of itsintricate innards had been blown to atoms when the Wabbler achieved its destiny. Only the
flexible metd tal remained intact.

The salvage diver considered that it was not worth sending the ding down for again. He dropped it in
the mud and jerked on the lifeline to be hauled up to the surface.



In an earlier anthology, one of whose editorsis aso represented by a story in this collection, Idris
Sedbright was described asa"very reti-cent lady." To her colleaguesin the science-fantasy field, this
seemed, if anything, an under-statement. But Miss Segbright took exception. "My life," sheretorted (by
mail, of course), "isan open book, from the days| ran armsfor the Friends Service Committee, to when
| settled in Liverpool to breed carrier pelicans. .

A quiet, very unexceptional young woman, you see; the sort who'd know all her neigh-bors, and their
quaint habits. Her BEMs are nice, folksy, small-town types, too. And | don't see what € se they could
have done under the circumstances, a BEM's eyes, after all, are agoodly part of his stock in trade.

The Man Who Sold Rope to the Gnoles
Idris Segbright

THE GNOLES had a bad reputation, and Mortensen was quite aware of this. But he reasoned,
correctly enough, that cordage must be something for which the gnoles had along unsatisfied want, and
he saw no reason why he should not be the one to sdll it to them. What a triumph such a sale would be!
The didtrict sdles manager might single out Mortensen for specid mention at the annual sdes-force dinner.
It would help his sales quota enormoudy. And, after dl, it was none of hisbusinesswhat the gnoles used
cordagefor.

Mortensen decided to call on the gnoles on Thursday morn-ing. On Wednesday night he went
through hisManua of Modern Sadesmanship, underscoring things.

"The mental states through which the mind passesin making apurchase," heread, "have been
catalogued as. 1) arousal of interest 2) increase of knowledge 3) adjustment to needs. . ." There were
seven mental states listed, and Mortensen under-scored al of them. Then he went back and
double-scored No. 1, arousal of interest, No. 4, appreciation of suitability, and No. 7, decison to
purchase. He turned the page.

"Two qudities are of exceptional importance to asdesman,” heread. "They are adaptability and
knowledge of merchan-dise." Mortensen underlined the qualities. "Other highly desir-able attributes are
physicd fitness, and high ethica standard, charm of manner, adogged persistence, and unfailing
cour-tesy." Mortensen underlined these too. But he read on to the end of the paragraph without
underscoring anything more, and it may be that hisfailure to put "tact and keen power of obser-vation"
on afooting with the other attributes of a salesman was responsible for what happened to him.

Thegnoleslive on the very edge of Terra Cognita, on the far sde of awood which al authorities
unite in describing as dubious. Their houseis narrow and high, in architecture ablend of Victorian Gothic
and Swiss chdet. Though the house needs paint, it is kept in good repair. Thither on Thursday morning,
sample case in hand, Mortensen took hisway.

No path leads to the house of the gnoles, and it isaways dark in that dubious wood. But Mortensen,
remembering what he had learned a his mother's knee concerning the odor of gnoles, found the house
quite easily. For amoment he stood hesitating beforeit. Hislips moved as he repested, " Good morning, |
have come to supply your cordage requirements,” to himsdf. The words were the beginning of hissales
talk. Then he went up and rapped on the door.

The gnoles were watching him through holes they had bored in the trunks of trees; it isan artful
custom of theirsto which the prime authority on gnoles attests. Mortensen's knock amost threw them
into confusion, it was so long since anyone had knocked &t their door. Then the senior gnole, the one
who never leavesthe house, went flitting up from the cellars and opened it.

The senior gnoleisalittle like a Jerusalem artichoke made of Indiarubber, and he has small red eyes
which are faceted in the same way that gemstones are. Mortensen had been expect-ing something
unusua, and when the gnole opened the door he bowed politely, took off his hat, and smiled. He had got
past the sentence about cordage requirements and into an enumeration of the different types of cordage
his firm manufactured when the gnole, by turning his head to the side, showed him that he had no ears.
Nor was there anything on his head which could take their place in the conduction of sound. Then the
gnole opened hislittle fanged mouth and let Mortensen look at his narrow, ribbony tongue. Asatongueit



was no morefit for human speech than was a serpent’s. Judging from his appearance, the gnole could not
safely be assigned to any of the four physio-characterologica types mentioned in the Man-ud; and for
thefirgt time Mortensen felt adefinite qualm.

Nonethd ess, he followed the gnole unhesitatingly when the creature motioned him within.
Adaptability, he told himsdf, adaptability must be his watchword. Enough adaptability, and hisknees
might even lose their tendency to shakiness.

It was the parlor the gnole led him to. Mortensen's eyes wid-ened as he looked around it. There
were whatnots in the corners, and cabinets of curiogities, and on the fretwork table an abum with gilded
hasps; who knows whose pictureswerein it? All around the wallsin brackets, where in lesser housesthe
people display ornamenta plates, were emeradds as big as your head. The gnoles set great store by their
emerdds. All thelight in the dim room came from them.

Mortensen went through the phrases of his sdlestalk men-taly. It distressed him that that wasthe
only way he could go through them. Still, adaptability! The gnole'sinterest was a-ready aroused, or he
would never have asked Mortensen into the parlor; and as soon as the gnole saw the various cordages
the sample case contained he would no doubt proceed of his own accord through "appreciation of
suitability" to "desreto possess.”

Mortensen sat down in the chair the gnole indicated and opened his sample case. He got out
henequen cable-laid rope, an assortment of ply and yarn goods, and some superlative dender abacafiber
rope. He even showed the gnole afew soft yarns and twines made of cotton and jute.

On the back of an envelope he wrote prices for hanks and cheeses of the twines, and for fifty- and
hundred-foot lengths of the ropes. Laborioudy he added details about the strength durability, and
resistance to climatic conditions of each sort of cord. The senior gnole watched him intently, putting his
little feet on the top rung of his chair and poking at the facets of hisleft eye now and then with atentacle.
In the cellars from time to time someone would scream.

Mortensen began to demondtrate his wares. He showed the gnole the dip and resilience of one rope,
the tenacity and stub-born strength of another. He cut atarred hemp rope in two and laid afive foot
piece on the parlor floor to show the gnole how absolutely "neutral” it was, with no tendency to untwist of
it own accord. He even showed the gnole how nicely some of the cotton twines made up in square
knotwork.

They settled at last on two ropes of abacafiber, 3/16 and 5/8 inch in diameter. The gnole wanted an
enormous quantity: Mortensen's comment on those ropes, "unlimited strength an durability,” seemed to
have attracted him.

Soberly Mortensen wrote the particulars down in his order book, but ambition was setting his brain
on fire. The gnoles, it seemed, would be regular customers; and after the gnoles, why should he not try
the Gibbelins? They too must have aneed for rope.

Mortensen closed his order book. On the back of the same envelope he wrote, for the gnole to see,
that delivery would be made within ten days. Termswere 30 per cent with order, balance upon receipt of
goods.

The senior gnole hesitated. Shyly helooked at Mortensen with hislittle red eyes. Then he got down
the smallest of the emeralds from the wall and handed it to him.

The sdles representative stood weighing it in hishands. It was the smallest of the gnoles emerads,
but it was as clear aswater, as green asgrass. In the outsde world it would have ransomed a
Rockefdler or awholefamily of Guggenheims; alegitimate profit from atransaction was one thing, but
thiswas another; "ahigh ethica stlandard"—any kind of ethical stand-ard—would forbid Mortensen to
keep it. He weighed it amoment longer. Then with a deep, deep sigh he gave the emerald back.

He cast aglance around the room to seeiif he could find something which would be more negotiable.
And in an evil moment hefixed on the senior gnoles auxiliary eyes.

The senior gnole keeps hisextrapair of optics on the third shelf of the curiosity cabinet with the glass
doors. They look likefine dark emerads about the size of the end of your thumb. And if the gnolesin
generd set store by their gems, it isnoth-ing at al compared to the senior gnol€'s emotions about his
extraeyes. The concern good Christian folk should fed for their soul'swelfare is a shadow, afigment, a



nothing, compared to what the thoroughly heathen gnole feelsfor those eyes. He would rather, | think,
choose to be a mere miserable human being than that some vandd should lay hands upon them.

If Mortensen had not been eated by his success to the point of anaesthesia, he would have seen the
gnole gtiffen, he would have heard him hiss, when he went over to the cabinet. All innocent, Mortensen
opened the glass door, took the twin eyes out, and juggled them sacrilegioudly in his hand; the gnole
could fed them clink. Smiling to evince the charm of manner advised in the Manud, and raising his brows
asonewho says, "Thank you, these will do nicely,” Mortensen dropped the eyesinto his pocket.

The gnole growled.

The growl awoke Mortensen from histrance of euphoria. It was agrowl whose meaning no one
could mistake. Thiswas clearly no time to be doggedly persistent. M ortensen made a break for the door.

The senior gnole was there before him, his network of tentacles outstretched. He caught Mortensen
in them easily and wound them, flat as bandages, around his ankles and his hands. The best abacafiber is
no stronger than those tentacles ; though the gnoleswould find rope a convenience, they get dong very
well without it. Would you, dear reader, go naked if zippers should cease to be made? Growling
indignantly, the gnole fished his ravished eyes from Mortensen's pockets, and then carried him down to
the cdllar to the fattening pens.

But great are the virtues of legitimate commerce. Though they fattened Mortensen seduloudly, and,
later, roasted and sauced him and ate him with red appetite, the gnoles daugh-tered himin quitea
humane manner and never once thought of torturing him. That isunusud, for gnoles. And they
ornamented the plank on which they served him with abeautiful border of fancy knotwork made of
cotton cord from his own sample case.

Thiswas Clifton'sfirst published story. In it he combines, with frightening realism and
conviction, one of the oldest ideas in the history of the field, and the very latest trend in scien-tific
Speculation.

Hisherois, entirely in keeping with the general direction of s-f today, a psychologist. And his
villain, the recurrent invader of Earth, isthe old familiar bogeyman of folklore and fairy tale: the
shape-changer. It is of particular interest to note here that Mr. Clifton's occu-pation, for some
twenty years before he turned to fiction writing, was that of industrial engi-neer—during which
time he conducted more than 200,000 personal interviews of the sort described in the story.

What Have | Done?
Mark Clifton

IT HAD to bel. It would be stupid to say that the burden should have fallen to agreat statesman, a
world leader, arenowned scientist. With al modesty, | think | am one of the few who could have caught
the problem early enough to avert disagter. | have apeculiar skill. The whole thing hinged on that. | have
learned to know human beings.

Thefirst tithe | saw the felow, | was a the drug-store counter buying cigarettes. He was standing at
the magazine rack. One might have thought from the expression on hisface that he had never seen
magazines before. Still, quite anumber of people get that rapt and vacant ook when they can't make up
their mindsto achoice.

Thething which bothered mein that casua glance wasthat | couldn't recognize him.

There are others who can match my record in taking case histories. | happened to be the one who
camein contact with thisfellow. For thirty years| have been listening to, talking with, counsdling
people—over two hundred thousand of them. They have not been routine interviews. | have brought
intelli-gence, sengtivity and concern to each of them.

Mine has been adriving, burning desire to know people. Not from the western scientific point of
view of devising tools and rules to measure animated robots and ignoring the man be-neath. Nor from the
eastern metaphysica approach to painting a picture of the soul by blowing one's breath upon afog to be
blurred and dispersed by the next breath.



Mine was the aim to know the man by making use of both. And there was some success.

A competent geographer can look at a crude sketch of amap and ingtantly orient himself to it
anywherein the world—the bend of ariver, the angle of alake, the twist of amountain range. And he
can mydify by tdling in finest detail what isto be found there.

After about fifty thousand studieswhere | could predict and then observe and check, with meit
became the lift of a brow, the curve of amouth, the gesture of ahand, the dope of a shoulder. One of the
universities became interested, and over along, controlled period they rated me 92 per cent accurate.
That wasfifteen years ago. | may have improved some since.

Y et sanding there at the cigarette counter and glancing at the young fellow at the magazine rack, |
could read nothing. Nothing at all.

If this had been an ordinary face, | would have catalogued it and forgotten it automaticaly. | seethem
by the thousands. But this face would not be catal ogued nor forgotten, because there was nothing init.

| started to write that it wasn't even aface, but of course it was. Every human being has aface—of
one sort or another.

In build he was short, muscular, rather well proportioned. The hair was crew cut and blond, the eyes
wereblue, the skinfair. All nice and standard Teutonic—only it wasnt.

| finished paying for my cigarettes and gave him one more glance, hoping to surprise an expression
which had some mean-ing. Therewas none. | left him standing there and walked out on the street and
around the corner. The street, the store fronts, the traffic cop on the corner, the warm sunshine were all
so familiar | didn't seethem. | climbed the sairsto my officein the building over the drug store. My
employment-agency wait-ing room was empty. | don't cater to much of a crowd because it cuts down
my opportunity to talk with people and further my study.

Margie, my receptionist, was busy making out some kind of areport and, merely nodded as | passed
her desk to my own office. Sheisagood, conscientious girl who can't understand why | spend so much
time working with bums and drunks and other psychos who obvioudy won't bring feesinto the
some-timestoo smal bank account.

| sat down at my desk and said aloud to mysdlf, “The guy isafake! Asobvious asahigh-school
boy's drafting of adollar bill."

| heard mysdlf say that and wondered if | was going nuts, mysalf. What did | mean by fake?1
shrugged. So | happened to seeabird | couldn't read, that was all.

Then it struck me. But that would be unique. | hadn't had that experience for twenty years. Imagine
the delight, after all these years, of exploring an unreadablel

| rushed out of my office and back down the tairsto the street. Hallahan, the traffic cop, saw me
running up the street and looked a me curioudy. | Ssgnaled to him with awave of ahand that everything
was al right. Helifted his cap and scratched his head. He shook his head dowly and settled his cap back
down. He blew awhistle at awoman driver and went back to directing traffic.

| ran into the drug store. Of course the guy wasn't there. | looked all around, hoping he was hiding
behind the pots and pans counter, or something. No guy.

| walked quickly back out on the street and down to the next corner. | looked up and down the side
streets. No guy.

| dragged my feet reluctantly back toward the office. | called up the face again to studly it. It did no
good. Thefirst menta glimpse of it told me there was nothing to find. Logic told me there was nothing to
find. If there had been, | wouldn't bein such astew. The face was empty—completely void of human
fedings or character.

No, those weren't the right words. Completely void of human—being!

| walked on past the drug store again and looked in curi-oudly, hoping | would see him. Hallahan was
facing my direc-tion again, and he grinned crookedly a me. | expect around the neighborhood | am
known as acharacter. | ask the queerest questions of people, from alayman's point of view. Still,
appli-cants sometimestell me that when they asked a cop where was an employment agent they could
trust they were sent to me.

| climbed the stairs again, and walked into my waiting room. Margie looked a me curioudy, but she



only said, "There's an gpplicant. | had him wait in your office." Shelooked like she wanted to say more,
and then shrugged. Or maybe she shivered. | knew there was something wrong with the bird, or she
would have kept him in the waiting room.

| opened the door to my office, and experienced an over-whelming sense of relief, fulfillment. It was
he. Still, it waslogical that he should be there. | run an employment agency, People cometo meto get
help in finding work. If others, why not he?

My skill indudes the control of my outward reactions. That fellow could have no idea of the delight |
felt at the opportunity to get afull history. If | had found him on the street, the best | might have done was
astock question about what timeisit, or have you got amatch, or whereisthe city hall. Herel could
question him to my heart's. content.

| took his history without comment, and stuck to routine questions. It was all exactly right.

Hewas an ex-G.l., just completed college, mgjor in astron-omy, no experience, no skills, no faintest
idea of what he wanted to do, nothing to offer an employer—all perfectly norma for ayoung grad,

No feding or expression, either. Not so norma. Usudly they're petulantly resentful that business
doesn't swoon at the chance of hiring them. | resigned mysdlf to the old one-two of attempting to steer
him toward something practicd.

"Agtronomy?" | asked. "That means you're heavy in math. Frequently we can place astrong math
skill in gatistical work." | was hopeful | could get aspark of something.

It turned out he wasn't very good at math. "1 haven't yet reconciled my mathto . . ." he stopped. For
thefirgt time he showed a reaction—hesitancy. Prior to that he had been a statue from Greece—the
rounded, expressionless eyes, the too-perfect features undisturbed by thou2ht.

He caught hisremark and finished, "I'm just not very good a math, that'sal.”

| sighed to mysdlf. I'm used to that, too. They give degrees nowadaysto get rid of the guys, |
suppose. Sometimes I'll go for days without uncovering any usable knowledge. So in away, that was
normdl.

The only abnormal part of it was he seemed to think it didn't sound right. Usualy the lads don't even
redlize they should know something. He seemed to think held pulled aboner by admitting that a man can
take adegree in astronomy without learning math. Well, | wouldn't be surprised to see them take their
degrees without knowing how many planetsthere are.

He began to fidget a bit. That was strange, dso. | thought | knew every possible combination of
muscular contractions and expansions. Thisfidget had al the redlity of a puppet activated by an amateur.
And the eyes—till completely blank.

| led him up one menta street and down the next. And of dl the false-fronted stores and cardboard
houses and paper lawns, | never saw thelike. | get something of that oncein awhile from afellow who
has spent along term in prison and comes in with amanufactured past—but never anything as phony as
thisonewas.

I nteresting aspect to it. Most guys, when they redlize you've spotted them for a phony, get out as
soon asthey can. He didn't. | was amogt as though he were—well testing, to seeif hisanswerswould
stand up.

| tried talking astronomy, of which | thought | knew alittle. | found I didn't know anything, or he
didn't. Thisbird's astronomy and mine had no point of reconciliation.

And then he had adip of thetongue—yes he did. He wastaking, and said, "The ten planets...."

He caught himsdlf, "Oh that'sright. Thereareonly nine."

Could beignorance, but | didn't think so. Could be he knew of the existence of a planet we hadn't
yet discovered.

| smiled. | opened adesk drawer and pulled out a couple science-fiction magazines. "Ever read any
of these?' | asked.

"| looked through severd of them at the newsstand awhile ago,” he answered.

"They'veenlarged my vison," | said. "Even to the point where | could believe that some other star
system might hold intdlligence.” | lit acigarette and waited. If | waswrong, he would merdy think | was
talking a random.



Hisblank eyes changed. They were no longer Greek-statue eyes. They were no longer blue. They
were black, deep bottom-less black, as deep and cold as space itsdlf.

"Wheredid| fail inmy test?' he asked. Hislipsformed a smile which was not asmile—acarefully
painted-on-canvas sort of smile.

Wéll, I'd had my answer. I'd explored something unique, al right. Sitting there before me, | had no
way of determining whether he was benign or evil. No way of knowing his motive. No way of
judging—anything. When it takes alifetime of learning how to judge even our own kind, what standards
have we for judging an entity from another star system?

At that moment | would like to have been one.. of those space-opera heroes who, in similar
circumstances, laugh casudly and say, "What ho! So you're from Arcturus. Well, wdll. It'sasmall
universe after dl, isnt it?" And then with linked arms they head for the nearest bar, bosom pals.

| had the amost hysterica thought, but carefully suppressed, that | didn't know if thisfellow would
like beer or not. | will not go through the intermuscular and viscera reactions | ex-perienced. | kept my
seat and maintained a polite expresson. Even with humans, | know when to walk carefully.

"I couldn't fed anything about you," | answered his ques-tion. "I couldn't fed anything but blankness."

He looked blank. His eyes were nice blue marble again. | liked them better that way.

There should be amillion questions to be asked, but | must have been bothered by the feeling that |
held aloaded bomb in my hands. And not knowing what might set it off, or how, or when. | could think
of only themost trivid.

"How long have you been on Earth?" | asked. Sort of awhen did you get back in town, Joe, kind of
trividity.

"For saverd of your weeks," hewas answering. "But thisismy firgt time out among humans.”

"Where have you been in the meantime?' | asked. "Training." His answers were getting short and his
muscles began to fidget again.

"And where do you train?' | kept boring in.

Asan answer he stood up and held out hishand, dl quite correctly. "I must go now," he said.
"Naturaly you can cancel my gpplication for employment. Obvioudy we have moreto learn.”

| raised an eyebrow. "And I'm supposed to just pass over the whole thing? A thing like this?!

He amiled again. The contrived smile which was asymbol to indicate courtesy. "'l believe your
custom on this planet isto turn your problems over to your police. Y ou might try that." | could not tell
whether it wasironic or logic.

At that moment | could think of nothing elseto say. He walked out of my door while | stood beside
my desk and watched him go.

Widl, what was | supposed to do? Follow him?

| followed him.

Now I'm no private eye, but I've read my share of mystery stories. | knew enough to keep out of
sght. | followed him about a dozen blocksinto aquiet resdentia section of small homes. | was standing
behind apam tree, lighting a cigarette, when he went up thewalk of one of these small houses. | saw him
twiddle with the door, open it, and walk in. The door dosed.

| hung around awhile and then went up to the door. | punched the doorbell. A motherly, gray-haired
woman came to the door, drying her hands on her apron. As she opened the door she said, "I'm not
buying anything today.”

Just the same, her eyeslooked curious asto what | might have.

| grinned my best grin for elderly ladies. "I'm not selling anything, either,” | answered. | handed her
my agency card. Shelooked at it curiously and then looked a question at me.

"I'd like to see Joseph Hoffman,” | said politely.

She looked puzzled. "I'm afraid you've got the wrong ad-dress, Sir," she answered.

| got prepared to stick my foot in the door, but it wasn't necessary. "He wasin my officejust afew
minutes ago,” | said. "He gave that name and this address. A job camein right after heleft the office, and
since | was going to be in this neighbor-hood anyway, | thought I'd drop by and tel himin person. It's
sort of rush,” | finished. 1t had happened many times before, but thistime it sounded lame.



"Nobody lives here but me and my husband,” sheinssted. "He'sretired.”

| didn't careif he hung by histoesfrom trees. | wanted ayoung fellow.

"But | saw theyoung fellow comein here," | argued. "I wasjust coming around the corner, trying to
cachhim. | saw him."

She looked at me suspicioudy. "1 don't know what your racket is," she said through thin lips, "but I'm
not buying any-thing. I'm not signing anything. | don't even want to talk to you." She was stubborn about
it.

| gpologized and mumbled something about maybe making amistake.

"| should say you have," she rapped out tartly and shut the door in righteous indignation. Sincere, too.
| could tell.

An employment agent who gets the reputation of being aright guy makesal kinds of friends. That
poor old lady must have thought a plague of locusts had swept in on her for the next few days.

First the telephone repair man had to investigate an dleged complaint. Then agas service man had to
check the plumbing. An dectrician complained there was a power short in the block and he had to trace
their house wiring. We kept our fingers crossed hoping the old geezer had never been a congtruction
man. There wasamistakein the last census, and aguy asked her amillion questions.

That house was gone over rafter by rafter and sill by sill, attic and basement. It was precisely as she
said. She and her husband lived there; nobody else.

Infrudtration, | waited three months. | wore out the side-walks haunting the neighborhood. Nothing.

Then one day my office door opened and Margie ushered ayoung man in. Behind hisback shewas
radiating heart throbs and fluttering her eyes.

Hewasthetraditionaly tal, dark and handsome young fellow, with aready grin and sparkling dark
eyes. His per-sondlity hit melike adedge hammer. A guy like that never needsto go to an employment
agency. Any employer will hirehim at the drop of a hat, and wonder later why hedidiit.

His name was Einar Johnson. Extraction, Norwegian. The dark Norse strain, | judged. | took a
chance on histhinking he had waked into a booby hatch.

"Thelast time| talked with you," | said, "your name was Joseph Hoffman. Y ou were Teutonic then.
Not Norse."

The sparkle went out of his eyes. His face showed exaspera-tion and there was plenty of it. It looked
real, too, not painted on.

"All right. Wheredid | flunk thistime?' he asked impatiently.

"It would take metoo long to tell you,” | answered. " Sup-pose you start talking." Strangely, | was at
ease. | knew that underneath he was the same incomprehensible entity, but his surface was so good that |
waslulled.

Helooked at melevelly for along moment. Then he said, "I didn't think there was achancein a
million of being recognized. I'll admit that other character we created was crude. We've learned
consderable since then, and we've concentrated every-thing on this personality I'm wearing.”

He paused and flashed histeeth a me. | fet like hiring him, mysdlf. "I've been al over Southern
Cdiforniainthisone," he said. "I've had ashort job as a sdlesman. I've been to dances and parties. I've
got drunk and sober again. Nobody, | say nobody, has shown even the dightest suspicion.”

"Not very observing, werethey?' | taunted.

"But you are," he answered. "That'swhy | came back here
for thefind test. I'd liketo know where| failed." Hewasfirm.

"We get quite afew phonies | answered. "The guy drawing unemployment and stalling until it isrun out.
The geezik whose wife drives him out and threstensto quit her job if he doesn't go to work. The
plain-clothes detail smelling around to see if maybe we aren't a cover for abookie joint or something.
Dozens of phonies.”

Helooked curious. | said in disgust, "We know in the first two minutes they're phony. Y ou were
phony aso, but not of any class I've seen before. And,” | finished dryly, "I've been waiting for you."

"Why was| phony?' he persisted.

"Too much persondity force," | answered. "Human beingsjust don't have that much force. | et like



I'd been knocked fiat onmy . . . well . . . back.”

He sghed. "I've been afraid you would recognize me oneway or another. | communicated with
home. | was advised that if you spotted me, | wasto instruct you to assst us.”

| lifted abrow. | wasn't sure just how much authority they had to instruct me to do anything.

"l wasto instruct you to take over the supervison of our find training, so that no one could ever spot
us. If we aregoing to carry out our original plan that is necessary. If not, then we will haveto usethe
dternate." He was amogt didactic in his manner, but his charm of persondity ill radiated like an infrared
lamp.

"Y ou're going to haveto tell me agreat dea morethan that,” | said.

He glanced at my dosed door.

"Wewon't beinterrupted,” | said. "A epersonnd history isprivate.”

"I come from one of the planets of Arcturus,” he said.

| must have allowed a smile of amusement to show on my face, for he asked, "Y ou find that

"No," | answered soberly, and my pulses legped because the question confirmed my condusion that
he could not read my thoughts. Apparently we wereasdiento himashetous. "l wasamused,” |
explained, "becausethefirgt timel saw you | said to mysdlf that asfar as recognizing you, you might have
come from Arcturus. Now it turns out that accidentally | was correct. I'm better than | thought.”

He gave afleeting polite smile in acknowledgment. "My home planet,” he went on, "issmilar to
yours. Except that we have grown overpopulated.”

| felt atwinge of fear.

"We have made astudy of this planet and have decided to colonizeit." It was afiat statement,
without any doubt be-hind it.

| flashed him alook of incredulity. "And you expect meto help you with that?*

He gave me aworldly wise look—amost an ancient look. "Why not 7' he asked.

"Thereisthe matter of loyalty to my own kind, for onething,” | said. "Not too many generations
away and well be overpopulated a so. There would hardly be room for both your people and ours on
Eath.

"Ohthat'sdl right," he answered easly. "Ther€ll be plenty of room for usfor quite sometime. We
multiply dowly."

"Wedon't," | said shortly. | felt this conversation should be taking place between him and some great
gatesman—not me.

"Y ou don't seem to understand,” he said patiently. ™Y our race won't be here. We have found no
reason why your race should be preserved. Y ou will die awvay aswe absorb.”

"Now just amoment,” | interrupted. "I don't want our raceto die off.” Theway helooked at me | felt
like aspoiled brat who didn't want to go beddie time.

"Why not?" he asked.

| was stumped. That's agood question when it is put logi-cally. Just try to think of alogical reason
why the human race should survive. | gave him at least something.

"Mankind," | said, "has had ahard struggle. We've paid atremendous price in pain and degth for our
growth. Not to have afuture to look forward to would be like paying for something and never getting the
useof it

It wasthe best | could think of, honest. To base argument on humanity and right and justice and
mercy would leave me wide open. Because it is obvious that man doesn't practice any of these. Thereis
no assurance he ever will.

But he was ready for me, even with that one. "But if we ark never suspected, and if we absorb and
replace gradudly, who isto know there is no future for humans?”

And as abruptly asthe last time, he stood up suddenly. "Of course," he said coldly, "we could use
our dternative plan: Destroy the human race without further negotiation. It isnot our way to cause
needless pain to any lifeform. But we can.

"If you do not assist us, theniit isobvious that we will eventu-ally be discovered. Y ou are aware of



the difficulty of even blending from one country on Earth to another. How much more difficult it iswhere
thereisno point of contact at al. And if we are discovered, destruction would be the only step left.”

He smiled and dl the force of hischarm hit me again. "'l know you will want to think it over for atime.
I'll return.”

He walked to the door, then smiled back at me. "And don't bother to trouble that poor little woman
in that house again. Her doorway is only one of many entrances we have opened. She doesn't see us at
all, and merely wonders why her latch doesn't work sometimes. And we can open another, any-where,
anytime. Likethis. ..

He was gone.

| walked over and opened the door. Margie was dl prettied up and looking expectant and radiant.
When she didn't see him come out she got up and peeked into my office. "But where did he go?' she
asked with wide eyes.

"Get hold of yoursdf, girl,” | answered. "Y ou're so dazed you didn't even see him walk right by you.”

"There's something fishy going on here," shesaid.

Wéll, | had aproblem. A firg-rate, genuine, dyed-in-the-wool dilemma.

What was | to do?| could have goneto the local authorities and got locked up for being a psycho. |
could have gone to the college professors and got locked up for being apsycho. | could have goneto
maybe the FBI and got locked up for being a psycho. That line of thinking began to get monotonous.

| did the one thing which | thought might bring help. | wrote up the happenings and sent it to my
favorite science-fiction magazine. | asked for help and sage counsdl from the one place | felt awareness
and comprehension might be reached.

The manuscript bounced back so fast it might have had rubber bands attached to it, stretched from
Cdiforniato New York. | looked the little rgjection dip al over, front and back, and | did not find upon
it those sage words of counsel | needed. There wasn't even aprinted invitation to try again sometime.

And for thefirg timein my life | knew what it was to be d one—genuindy and irrevocably aone.

Stll, I could not blame the editor. | could see him cast the manuscript from him in disgust, saying,
‘Bah! So another evil race comesto conquer Earth. If | gave the fans one more of those, I'd be run out of
my office. And like the deacon who saw the naughty words written on the fence, saying, "And
mis-spelled, too."

Thefable of the boy who cried "Wolf! Wolf!" once too often came hometo me now. | was done
with my problem. The dilemmawas my own. On one hand was immediate ex-termination. | did not
doubt it. A race which can open doors from one star system to another, without even visible means of
mechanism, would aso know how to—disinfect.

On the other. hand was extinction, gradud, but equaly cer-tain, and none the less effective in that it
would not be per-ceived. If | refused to assist, then, acting as one lone judge of al the race, | condemned
it. If 1 did assig, | would be arch traitor, with an equa fina result.

For days| swdtered in my miasmaof indecison. Like many aman before me, uncertain of what to
do, | temporized. | de-cided to play for time. To play therole of traitor in the hopes | might learn away
of defeating them.

Once | had made up my mind, my thoughts raced wildly through the possibilities. If | wereto betheir
ingtructor on how to walk unsuspected among men, then | would have them wholly in my grasp. If |
could build traitsinto them, common ordinary traits which they could seein men dl about them, yet which
would make men turn and destroy them, then | would have my solution.

And | knew human beings. Perhapsit wasright, after dl, that it became my problem. Mine aone.

| shuddered now to think what might have happened had this being falen into less skilled hands and
told his story. Perhaps by now there would be no man |eft upon Earth.

Y es, the old and worn-out plot of the onelittle unknown guy who saved Earth from outer evil might
yetrunitscoursein redlity.

| was ready for the Arcturan when he returned. And he did return.

Einar Johnson and | walked out of my office after | had sent atearful Margie on along vacation with
fancy pay. Einar had plenty of money, and wasliberd with it. When afellow can open some sort of



fourth-dimensiond door into abank vault and help himself, money isno problem.

| had visions of the poor bank clerkstrying to explain things to the examiners, but that wasn't my
worry right now.

Wewalked out of the office and | snapped the lock shut be-hind me. Always conscious of the cares
of people looking for work, | hung asign on the door saying | wasill and didn't know when | would be
back.

We walked down the gtairs and into the parking lot. We got into my car, my own car, please note,
and | found mysdif gtting in asheltered patio in Beverly Hills. Just like that. No awful wrenching and
turning my insides out. No worrisome nausea and emptiness of space. Nothing to dramatizeit a all.
Car—patio, like that.

| would like to be able to describe the Arcturans as having long snaky appendages and evil,
dobbering maws, and stuff likethat. But | can't describe the Arcturans, because | didn't see any.

| saw agathering of people, roughly about thirty of them, wandering around the patio, swimmingin
the pool, going in and out of the side doors of the house. It was a perfect spot. No one bothersthe big
Beverly Hillshomewithout invitation.

The natives wouldn't be caught dead looking toward astar's house. The tourists see the winding
drive, the trees and grass, and perhaps a glimpse of agabled roof. If they can get anythrill out of that,
then blesstheir little soending money hearts, they'rewelcometoit.

Yet if it should become known that acrowd of strange-acting people are wandering around in the
grounds, no one would think athing about it. They don't come any more zany than the Hollywood
crowd.

Only these were. These people could have made a fortune as life-size puppets. .I could see now why
it was judged that the lifedless Teutonic | had firgt interviewed was thought adequate to mingle with human
beings. By comparison with these, he was a snappy song and dance man.

But that isal | saw. Vacant bodies wandering around, going through human motions, without human
emotions. The job looked bigger than | had thought. And yet, if thiswasther idea of how to win friends
and influence people, | might be successful after dl.

There are dozens of questions the curious might want an-swered—such as how did they get hold of
the house and how did they get their human bodies and where did they learn to speak English, and stuff. |
wasn't too curious. | had important things to think about. | supposed they were able to do it, be-cause
hereit was.

I'll cut the following weeks short. | cannot concelve of what life and civilization on their planet might
belike. Yardgticks of scientific psychology are used to measure aman, and yet they give no indication at
al of theinner spirit of him, likewise, the descriptive measurements of their civilization are empty and
meaningless. Knowing about aman, and knowing aman are two entirdly different things.

For example, dl those thalamic urges and urgencies which we call emotion were completely unknown
to them, except asthey saw themin anticson TV. Theideds of man were aso un-known—truth, honor,
judtice, perfection—all unknown. They had not even adivision of sexes, and the emotion we cdl love
was beyond their understanding. The TV storiesthey saw must have been like watching a parade of ants.

What purpose can be gained by describing such a civilization to man? Man cannot conceive
accomplishment without first having the dream. Y et it was obvious that they accomplished, for they were
here.

When | findly redlized there was no point of contact between man and these, | knew relief and joy
once more. My job was easy. | knew how to destroy them. And | suspected they could not avoid my
trap.
They could not avoid my trap because they had human bod-ies. Perhaps they conceived them out of
thin air, but the veins bled, the flesh felt pain and heat and pressure, the glands secreted.

Ah yes, the glands secreted. They would learn what emotion could be. And | was a master of
wielding emotion. The dream of man has been to strive toward the greet and immortd ideds. His
literature isfilled with admonishmentsto that end. In com-parison with the volume of work which tdlsus
what we should be, thereisvery little which revealsusaswe are.



As part of my training course, | chose the world's grest liter-ature, and painting, and sculpture, and
mus c—those mediums which best portray man lifting to the stars. | gave them first of al, the dream.

And with the dream, and with the pressure of the glands as kicker, they began to know emotion. |
had respect for the superb acting of Einar when | redlized that he, also, had still known no emotion.

They moved from the puppet to the newborn babe—a new-born babe in training, with an adult
body, and its matured glandular equation.

| saw emotions, al right. Emotions without restraint, emo-tions unfettered by taboos, emotions
uncontrolled by idedls. Sometimes | became frightened and dl my skill in manipulating emotionswas
needed. At other times they became perhaps alit-tle too Hollywood, even for Hollywood. | trained them
into moreided patterns.

| will say thisfor the Arcturans. They learned—fast. The crowd of puppets to the newborn babes, to
the boisterous boys and girls, to the moody and unpredictable youths, to the ma-tured and balanced men
and women. | watched the metamor-phosis take place over the period of weeks.

| did more.

All that human beings had ever hoped to be, the brilliant, the idedigtic, the great in heart, | made of
these. My little 145 1.Q. became amoron's level. The dreams of the grestness of man which | had known
became the vaguest of wisps of fog before the redlity which these achieved.

My plan wasworking.

Full formed, they were dmost like gods. And training these thingsinto them, | trained their own traits
out. One point | found we had in common. They were activated by logic, logic carried to heights of which
| had never dreamed. Y et my poor and hating logic found point of contact.

They redized at last thet if they let their own life force and motivation remain active they would carry
the aura of strange-nessto defeat their purpose. | worried, when they accepted this. | felt perhaps they
werelaying atrap for me, as| did for them. Then | redlized that | had not taught them deceit.

And it waslogicd, to them, that they follow my training completely. Reversing the position, placing
mysdlf upon their planet, trying to become like them, | must of necessity follow my ingtructor without
question. What e se could they do?

At firgt they saw no strangenessthat | should assist them to destroy my race. Intheir logic the
Arcturan was mogt fit to survive, therefore he should survive. The human was lessfit, therefore he should
perish.

| taught them the emotion of compassion. And when they began to mature their human thought and
emotion, and their intellect was blended and shaded by such emotion, at |ast they understood my
dilemma

Therewasirony in that. From my own kind | could expect no understanding. From theinvaders|
received sympathy and compassion. They understood at last my traitorous action to buy afew more
yearsfor man.

Y et their Acturan logic till prevailed. They wept with me, but there could be no change of plan. The
plan wasfixed, they were merely instruments by which it wasto be carried out.

Y et, through their compassion, | did get the plan modified.
Thiswas the conversation which revealed that modification.

Einar Johnson, who as the most fully developed had been my constant companion, said to me one
day, "Todl intents and purposes we have become human beings." Helooked a me and smiled with
fondness, "Y ou have said it isso, and it must be so. For we begin to redize what a great and glorious
thing ahumanis”

Thelight of nobility shone from him like an auraas he told methis. "Without human bodies, and
without the emotion-intelligence equation which you call soul, our home planet can-not begin to grasp the
growth we have achieved. We know now that we will never return to our own form, for by doing that we
would lose what we have gained.

"Our people arelogical, and they must of necessity accept our recommendation, aslong asit does
not abandon the plan entirely. We have reported what we have learned, and it is conceived that both our
races can inhabit the universe side by side.



"Therewill be no more migration from our planet to yours. We will remain, and we will multiply, and
wewill livein honor, such as you have taught us, among you. In time perhaps we may achievethe
grestness which al humans now have.

"And we will assst the human kind to find their destiny among the stars as we have done.”

| bowed my head and wept. For | knew that | had won.

Four months had gone. | returned to my own neighborhood. On the corner Hallahan | eft the traffic to
shift for itsdf while he came over to me with the question, "Where have you been?!

"lI'vebeensick," | said.

"Youlook it," hesaid frankly. "Take care of yoursdf, man. Hey . . . Lookit that fool messing up
traffic." Hewas gone, blowing hiswhigtlein atemper.

| climbed the stairs. They till needed repairing as much as ever. From timeto time | had been ableto
mail money to Margie, and she had kept the rent and telephone paid. The sign was still on my door. My
key opened the lock.

Thewaiting room had that musty, they've-gone-away look about it. The janitor had kept the
windowstightly closed and there was no freshnessin the air. | haf-hoped to see Margie sitting at her
desk, but | knew there was no purposeto it. When agirl isbeing paid for her time and has nothing to do,
the beach isanice placeto spend it.

Therewas dust on my chair, and | sank down into it without bothering about the seat of my pants. |
buried my head in my armsand | looked into the human soul.

Now the whole thing hinged on that skill. | know human beings. | know them aswell as anyonein the
world, and far better than most.

| looked into the past and | saw areview of the great and fine and noble and divine torn and burned
and crucified by man.

Y et my only hope of saving my race wasto build these qudities, the fine, the noble, the splendid, into
these thirty beings. To create theillusion that al men were likewise greet. No less power could have
ganed the boon of equdity for man with them.

| look into the future. | see them, one by one, destroyed. | gave them no defence. They aretotaly
unprepared to meet man as he genuinely is—and they are incgpable of understanding.

For these things which man purports to admire the most—the noble, the brilliant, the splendid—these
arethe very things he cannot tolerate when he finds them.

Defensdess, because they cannot comprehend, these thirty will go down beneeth the ravening fury of
rending and destroy-ing man aways displays whenever he meets hisideal faceto face.

| bury my head in my hands.

What have | done?

It taker some effort to conceive of intelligence in a machine, and even more (on the part of
writer and reader both) to credit metal and current with the emotions of flesh and blood.
Certainly, it should be easier to accept the fact of emotion and intelligence in an animal as highly
evolved as a dog. And yet Mr. Christo-pher's story of just one more step in animal evo-lution is
entirely credible aswell as novel and unexpected.

Socrates
John Christopher

| HAD closed the lab for the afternoon and was walking down toward the front gate, meaning to
take abusinto town, when | heard the squeals from the direction of the caretaker's cottage. I'm fond of
animals and hate to hear them in pain, so | walked through the gate into the cottage yard. What | saw
horrified me.

Jennings, the caretaker, was holding ayoung puppy in his hand and besting its head against the sone
wall. At hisfeet were three dead puppies, and as| came through the gate he tossed a fourth among them,
and picked up the last squirming remnant of thelitter. | called out sharply, "Jennings! What'sgoing on 7"



Heturned to face me, dtill holding the puppy in his hand. Heisa surly-looking fellow at best, but now
he looked thun-derous.

"What the hdll do you think I'm doing 7' he demanded. "Killing off ausdesslitter—that'swhat I'm
doing." He held the pup out for meto observe.

"Here," hewent on, "have alook at thisand you'll seewhy."

| looked closdly. It wasthe queerest pup | had ever seen. It had adirty, tan coat and abnormally
thick legs. But it was the head that drew attention. It must have been fully four timesthe size of any
ordinary pup of its breed; so big that, although its neck was sturdy, the head seemed to dangle onit like
an appleon g, stalk.

"It'saqueer one, dl right," | admitted.

"Queer?' he exclamed. "It'samonger, that'swhat it is." Helooked at me angrily. "And | know the
cause of it. I'm not afool. Therewas abit in the Sunday papers a couple of weeks back about it. It's
them dectrica X-ray machinesyou have up at the house. It said in the paper about X-rays being ableto
influence what's to be born and make monsters of them. And look at thisfor alitter of pedigree airedales;
not one that would make even arespectable mongrel. Thirty quid the price of thislitter at the very least.”

"Itsapity,” | said, "but I'm pretty sure the company won't accept responsibility. Y ou must have let
your bitch run loose beyond the inner gate and there's no excuse for that. It's too bad you didn't see that
bit in the Sunday paper afew weeks earlier; you might have kept her chained up more. Y ou know you've
been warned about going near the plant.”

"Yes" hesnarled, "I know what chance I've got of getting money out of those crooks. But at least |
can get some pleasure out of braining thislot.”

He prepared to swing the pup againgt the wall. It had been quiet while we were talking, but now it
gave onelow howl and opened large eyesin away that seemed franticaly to suggest thet it had been
listening to our conversation, and knew its fate was sedled. | grabbed hold of Jennings arm pretty
roughly.

"Hold on," | said. "When did you say those pups were born?"

"Thismorning," he growled.

| said, "But its eyes are open. And look at the color! Have you ever seen an airedae with blue eyes
before?'

He laughed unpleasantly. "Has anybody ever seen an aire-dae with ahead like that before, or a coat
likethat? It'sno more an aireddethan | am. It'sacur. And | know how to deal withit."

The pup waswhining to itsdlf, as though redlizing the futil-ity of making louder noises. | pulled my
wallet out. "I'll giveyouaquidforit,” | said.

Hewhistled. "Y ou must be mad," he said. "But why should that worry me? It's yours for the money.
Teakingit now?'

"l can't," | said. "My landlady wouldn't let me. But I'll pay you ten bob aweek if you will look after it
till I canfind it aplace. Isit aded?'

He put hishand out again. "In advance?"

| pad him.

"I'll look after it, guv'nor, even though it goes againgt the grain. At any rateitll give Glory something
to mother.” At least once aday, sometimestwice, | used to cal in to see how the pup was getting along.
It was progressing amazingly. At the end of the second week Jennings asked for anincrease of 2/6d in
the chargefor keeping it, and | had to agree. It had fed from the mother for less than aweek, after which
it had begun to eat its own food, and with a tremendous appetite.

Jennings scratched his unkempt head when he looked at it. "I don't know. I've never seen adog like
it. Glory didn't giveit no lessonsin eating or drinking. It just watched her from the corner and one day,
when | brought fresh stuff down, it set onit likeawolf. It ain’t naturd "

Watching the pup eat, | was amazed mysdif. It seemed to have more capacity for food than its
mother, and you could dmost seeit putting on weight and size. And its cleverness! It was hardly more
than afortnight old when | surprised it care-fully pawing the latch of the kennel door open, to get a some
food that Jennings had |eft outside while going out to open the gates. But even at that stage | don't think it



was such super-ficid tricks that impressed me, so much astheway | would catch it watching Jennings
and me as we leaned over the kennd fence discussing it. Therewas such an air of attentiveness about the
way it sat, with one ear cocked, a puzzled frown on that broad-browed, most uncanine face.

Jennings said one day, "Thought of anamefor himyet?' "Yes" | sad. "I'm going to cal him
Socrates." " Socrates?' repeated Jennings. " Something to do with football ?*

| smiled. "There was another grest thinker with that name severa thousand years ago. A Greek.”

"Oh," Jennings said scornfully. "A Greek . . ."

One Friday, evening | brought afriend down to see Socrates—a man who had made a study of
dogs. Jenningswasn't in. Thisdidn't surprise me because he habitualy got drunk at least one evening a
week and Friday was hisfavorite. | took my friend around to the kennels,

He didn't say anything when he saw the pup, which was now, after three weeks, the size of alarge
fox terrier. He ex-amined it carefully, as though he were judging a prize winner a Cruft's. Then he put it
down and turned to me.

"How old did you say thisdog is?' he asked.

| told him.

He shook his head. "If it were anyone but you who told me, | would cdl him aliar,” hesaid. "Man,
I've never seen any-thing likeit. And that head. . . . Y ou say therest of thelitter were the same?’

"The bodieslooked identica," | told him. "That's what im-pressed me. Y ou are lidble to get queer
fresk mutations around these new |labs of ours—double-headed rats and that sort of thing—but five the
sameinonelitter! That looked like atrue mutetion to me.”

He sad, "Mutations I'm abit shaky about, but five dike in onelitter [ook like atrue breed to me.
What atragedy that fool killed them:"

"Hekilled agoose that might have laid him some very golden eggs,” | said. "Quite gpart from the
scientific impor-tance of it—I should imagine abiologist would go crazy at the thought—a new mutated
breed like thiswould have been worth a packet. Even this one dog might have al sorts of possibilities.
Look!"

Socrates had pushed an old tin against thewall of the kennel and was using it in an attempt to scale
the fence barring the way to the outer world. His paws scrabbled in vain afew inches from the top.

"Good God!" my friend said. "If it can do that after amonth ..."

Weturned and left the kennels. Aswe came out | collided with Jennings. He reled drunkenly past
us

"Cometo feed little Shocratesh,” he said thickly.

| held hisshoulder. "That'sdl right,” | said. "Weve seen to them.”

When | dropped in the following day, | was surprised to see ahuge, roughly painted sign hanging
over thekennd door. It read:

"PRIVATE. NOADMITTANCE."

| tried the door, but it was locked. | looked around. Jennings was watching me.

"Hello, Professor," he said. "Can't you read?”

| said, "Jennings, I've comefor the pup. My friend isgoing to look after him at hiskennels."

Jennings grinned. "Sorry," he said, "the dog's not for sale.”

"What do you mean?' | exclaimed. "I bought him four weeks ago. And I've been paying you for his
keep."

"Y ou got any writing that saysthat, Professor ?' he asked. "Y ou got a bill of sae?’

"Don't beridiculous, Jennings,” | said. "Open the door up.”

"Y ou even got any witnesses?' he asked. He came over to me confidentidly.

"Look," hesaid, "youreafar man. | heard you telling your friend last night that dog'sagold mine.
Y ou know | own him by rights. Here, I'm afair man mysdlf. Here's three poundsfive, the money I've had
from you in the last four weeks. Y ou know hels my gold mine by rights. Y ou wouldn't try to do aman
likeme. You know | paid five quid stud feefor thet litter."

"It wasabargain," | said. "Y ou were going to throw the pup at the wall—don't forget that. Y ou
wouldn't even know the dog was anything out of the ordinary now, except for listen-ing to a private



conversation last night.” | found my wallet. "Here'sten pounds. That will make good the stud feeand a
little extra profit for yoursdf into the bargain.”

He shook hishead. "I'm not salling, Professor. And | know my rightsin the law. Y ou've got no proof;
I've got possession.”

| said, "Youidiot! What can you do with him?He will have to be examined by scientists, tested,
trained. Y ou 'don't know anything about it."

Jennings spat on the ground. " Scientistd™ he exclaimed. "No, I'm not taking him to no scientigts. I've
got abit of money saved up. I'm off away from here tomorrow. I'll do the training. And you watch the
theatersfor the big billboards in afew months time—George Jennings and his Wonder Dog, Socra-tes!
I'll be up at the West End insdde ayear.”

It was only three months later that | saw the name on the bills outside the Empire Thester in
Barcaster. There had been no word from Jennings during that time. As he had said he would, he had
gone with the dog, vanishing completely. Now he was back, and the hill read as he had told me it would:

GEORGE JENNINGS
AND HISWONDER DOG,
SOCRATES

| went in and bought a seat in the front row. There were some knockabout comedians fooling
together on the stage; and after them ateam of rather tired-looking acrobats. Jenningswasthethird in
appearance. He strode on to afanfare of trumpets, and behind him loped Socrates.

Hewas bigger and his rough, tan coat was shaggier than ever. His head was morein proportion to
his body, too, but it was sill huge. He looked nearer to a St. Bernard than any breed | could think of, but
he was very little like a St. Bernard. He was just Socrates, with the same blue eyes blazing that had
sur-prised me that afternoon four months before.

Jennings had taught him tricks, dl right. Asthey reached the center of the stage, Socrates staggered
up onto hishind legs, waddled to the footlights and saluted the audience. He swung effortlesdy from the
trapezes the acrobats had | eft, spelled out wordsin reply to Jennings questions, pulling a pha-bet blocks
forward with histeeth. He went through al the repertoire that trick dogs usudly follow, capping them
with an assurance that made the audience watch in repectful slence. But when he left, walking stiffly off
the stage, the ovation was tremendous. They came back half a dozen timesfor encores, Socrates saluting
gravely each time the mob of hysterical hu-mans before him. When they had |eft for the last time, |
walked out, too.

| bribed the doorman to let me know the name of Jennings hotdl. He wasn't staying with the rest of
the music-hall people, but by himself in the Grand. | walked over therelate in the evening, and had my
name sent up. The small, grubby page boy came back in afew minutes.

"Mr. Jennings says you'reto go right up,” he told me, and added the floor and room number.

| knocked and heard Jennings voice answer, "Comein!”

He seemed more prosperous than the Jennings | had known, but there was the same shifty look
about him. Hewas sitting in front of the tire wearing an expensive blue-and-gold dressing gown, and as|
entered the room he poured himsalf whisky from adecanter. | noticed that his hand shook dightly.

"Why," he said thickly, "if it isn't the professor! Always apleasureto see old friends. Have adrink,
Professor.”

He helped meto whisky.

"Here'sto you, Professor," he said, "and to Socrates, the Wonder Dog!"

| sad, "Can | seehim?'

Hegrinned. "Any timeyou like. Socrates!"

A door pushed open and Socrates walked in, magnificent in his bearing and in the broad, intelligent
face from which those blue eyes |ooked out. He advanced to Jennings chair and dropped into
immohility, head couched between powerful paws.

"Y ou seen our show?" Jennings asked.



| nodded.

"Gredt, in't it? But it's only the beginning. We're going to show them! Socrates, do the new trick."

Socrates jumped up and |eft the room, returning amoment later pulling asmall wooden go-cart,
gripping arope attached to it in histeeth. | noticed that the cart had a primitive peda arrangement near
the front, fixed to the front whedls. Socrates suddenly legped into the cart, and, moving the pedals with
his paws, propelled himsalf along the room. As he reached the wall, the cart swerved and | noticed that
histail worked arudderlike arrangement for steering. He went the reverse length of the room and turned
again, but thistime failed to alow enough clearance. The cart hit the Ssde wall and Socrates toppled off.

Jenningsroseto hisfeet in an ingtant. He snatched awhip from the wall, and, while Socrates
cowered, thrashed him vi-cioudy, curang him al thetimefor hisfalure.

| jumped forward and grappled with Jennings. At last | got the whip away from him and he fell back
exhausted in the chair and reached for the whisky decanter.

| said angrily, ™Y ou madman! Isthishow you train the dog?'

Helooked up a me over hiswhisky glass. "Yes" hesad, "thisismy way of training him! A dog's got
to learn respect for his master. He doesn't understand anything but the whip. Socrates!™

Helifted hiswhip hand, and the dog cowered down.

"I'vetrained him," he went on. "He's going to be the finest performing dog in the world before I'm
through."

| said, "L ook, Jennings, I'm not arich man, but I've got friendswho will advance me money. I'll get
you athousand pounds for Socrates.”

He sneered. " So you want to cash in on the theaters, too?"

"l promisethat if you sell Socratesto me, hewill never be used for profit by anyone.”

Helaughed. "A hell of alot | care what would happen to him if | sold him. But I'm not selling; not for
apenny under £20,000. Why, the dog'sagold mine."

"Y ou are determined about that?' | asked.

Hegot up again. "I'll get you the advance billsfor our next engagement,” he said. "Top hilling aready!
Hang on; they're only next door."

Hewalked out unsteadily. | looked down to where Socrates lay, watching everything in the way that
had fascinated me when hewas apup. | caled to him softly:

"Socrates."

He pricked up hisears. | felt crazy, but | had to do it. | whispered to him, " Socrates, follow me back
ass00n asyou can get away. Here, take the scent from my coat”

| held my deeve out to him, and he sniffed it. He wagged his huge, bushy tail dowly. Then Jennings
was back with his billheads, and | made my excuses and | ft.

| walked back—amatter of two or three miles. The more | thought, the more insane did it seem that
the dog could have heeded and understood my message. It had been anirrational impulse.

| had found new accommodationsin the months since Jen-nings disappearance; in a cottage with a
friendly old couple. | had brought Tess, my own golden retriever, from home, and they both adored her.
She was sitting on the inside window ledge as | walked dowly up the garden path, and her barks brought
old Mrs. Dobby to the door to let mein. Tess came bouncing to meet me and her silky paws were flung
up toward my chest. | patted and stroked her into quietness and, after washing, settled downto a
pleasant tea.

Two or three hours | ater, the Dobbys having gone to bed, | was sitting reading by the firewhen |
heard avoice at the door | called, "Who's there?*

Thistimeit wasalittle more distinct, though still garbled, asthough by a person with afaulty pdate. |
heard, " Socrates.”

| threw the door open quickly. Socrates stood there, eyes gleaming, tail aert. | looked beyond him
into the shadows.

"Who's brought you, old chap?" | asked.

Socrates |looked up. His powerful jaws opened. | could see teeth gleaming whitely.

Socrates said, durring the words, but intelligible, "Me. Can speak.”



| brought him in, shelving my incredulity. Sitting in the Dobbys casy room in front of aglowing fire, it
seemed more fantagtic than ever. Half to mysdlf, | said, "l can't believeit.”

Socrates had sat down on therug. "True, though,” he said.

| asked, "Does Jennings know?"

Socrates replied, "No. Have told no one else. Would only make into tricks.”

"But Jennings knows you can hear and understand things 7"

"Y es. Could not hide. Jenningswhips until | learn. Easier to learn at once.”

Hisvoice, akind of low, articulate growling, became more readily understandable as| listened toit.
After afew minutesit did not seem at al strange that | was Sitting by thefire talk-ing to ahaf-grown but
large mongrd dog. He told me how he had practiced human speech by himsdlf, forcing histhroat to
adapt itsdlf to the complexities, succeeding through along process of tria and error.

| said, in amazement, "But, Socrates, you are barely four monthsold!”

His brow wrinkled. "Y es. Strange. Everything goes so fast for me. Big—old.. . ."

"Maturity,” | supplied. "Of course there have been ‘talking dogs before, but they were just stunts, no
red intelligence. Do you redize what a phenomenon you are, Socrates?"

Thevast canine face seemed to smile. "How not redlize?" he asked. "All other dogs—such fools.
Why that, Professor?’ | told him of hishirth. He seemed to grasp the idea of X-ray mutation very easly.
| suppose one can dways swallow the facts of one's own existence. He remembered very little of that
first month of infancy. When | told him of the fate of therest of hislitter, he was saddened.

"Perhaps best not to know that,” he said. " Sad to think | might have had brothers and siterslike me.
Not to be dwaysatrick dog."

'Y ou don't need to be atrick dog, Socrates,” | said. "Look, well go away. I've got friends who will
help. Y ou need never see Jennings again.”

Socrates said, "No. Not possible. Jennings the master. | must go back.”

"But he beats you! He may best you for going out now."

"Hewill," Socrates said. "But worth it to come see you."

"Look, Socrates,” | said. "Jenningsisn't your master. No free intelligence should be adaveto
another. Y our intelligence is much more advanced than Jennings.”

The big head shook. "For men, dl right. Dogs different.”

"But you aren't even Jennings dog,” | said. | told him the story of Jennings trickery; how he had sold
Socrates to me and then refused to acknowledge the sale. Socrates was not impressed.

"Always Jennings dog," he said. "Not remember anything el'se. Must go back. Y ou not dog—not
understand.”

| said hdfheartedly, "We would have afinetime, Socrates. Y ou could learn al sorts of things. And
be free, completely free."

But I knew it was no use. Socrates, as he said, was still adog, even though an intelligent one, and the
thousands of years of ingtinctive davery to ahuman master had not been quenched by the light that
brought intelligence and reasoning to hisbrain.

Hesad, "Will come hereto learn. Will get away often.”

"And be beaten by Jennings every time you go back?'

Socrates shivered convulsively. "Yes" hesaid. "Worth it. Worth it to learn things. Y ou teach?”

"I'll teach you anything I can, Socrates,” | promised. "Can mutate more dogs like me?"

| hated to say it. "No, Socrates. Y ou were afluke, an acci-dent. X-rays make monsters; oncein a
million, million times, perhgps, something like you happens.”

The bushy tail drooped disconsolately. The huge head rested a moment between his paws. Then he
stood up, four-legged, an outcast.

"Mugt go now. Will come again soon.”

| let him out and saw him lope away into the night. | turned back into the warm firdlit room. | thought
of Socrates, run-ning back through the night to Jennings whip and | knew what anger and despair were.

Socrates came quite frequently after that. He would st in front of mewhile | read to him from books.
At first he wanted to be taught to read for himself, but the difficulty of turning pageswith his clumsy paws



discouraged him. | read to him from all the books he wanted.

His gppetite was voracious, but lay chiefly dong non-tech-nicd lines; naturaly enough, in view of the
impossibility of hisever being able to do even the smplest manua experiments. Philosophy interested
him, and | found my own education im-proving with Socrates as he led me deeper and deeper into mazes
of idealism, epistemol ogy and sublineation. He enjoyed poetry, too, and composed afew rough poems,
which had the merit of a strange non-human approach. But he would not let me write them down; now |
can remember only afew isolated lines.

Hismogt intenseinterest was in an unexpected field. | mentioned casudly one day some new
development in physical research, and his mind fastened on the subject immediately. He told me he could
see dl sorts of queer things which he knew humans could at the best sense only vaguely. He spent nearly
an hour one evening describing to me the movements of a strange spiral-shaped thing that, he said, was
spinning around dowly in one corner of my room, now and then increasing and decreasing in Size and
making sudden jumps. | walked over to the place he indicated and put my hand through vacancy.

"Can hear it, t00," Socrates said. "High, sweet noise."

"'Some people have unusua senses and report similar things,” | told him.

He made me read through every book | could find on para-normal phenomena, in search of
explanations of the oddities that surrounded him, but they annoyed him.

"So many foals," he said wearily, when we put down one book that had painstakingly linked up
poltergeistswith angels. "They did not see. They only wanted to. They thought they did.”

The Dobbyswere alittle curious at my new habit of read-ing aoud in my room, and once | saw them
glancing sus-picioudy at Socrates when he changed his speech into agrowl asthey cameinto the house
from the garden. But they accepted his strange appearances and disappearances quite easily, and
a-ways made afuss of him when he happened to turn up during my absence.

Wedid not aways read. At timeswe would go out into the fields, and he and Tess would disappear
in search of rabbits and birds and al the other things that fascinate dogsin the country. | would see them
afield away, breasting the wind to-gether. Socrates badly needed such outings. Jennings rarely took him
out, and, as Socrates spent dl the time he could filch from Jennings training activities with me, he saw no
other dogs and had no other exercise. Tesswas very fond of him and sometimes whined when we shut
her out from my room, in order to read and talk undisturbed. | asked Socrates about her once.

Hesad, "Imagineal dogsinteligent; al menfools. Y ou the only intelligent man. Y ou talk to dogs, but
you not like pretty women, even though they are fool s?*

Then, for months, Socrates disappeared, and | learned that Jennings was touring the north of
England, having a sensationa success. | saw aso the announcement that he wasto return to Barcaster
for afortnight early in November. | waited patiently. On the morning before he was due to open,
Socrates returned.

Hewaslooking asfit as ever physicaly, but mentaly the tour had been astrain for him. In philosophy
he had always in-clined to defeatism, but it had been defeat with a sense of glory. He had reveled in
Stapledon'sworks, and drawn inter-esting comparisons between himsalf and Stapledon's wonder
shegpdog. Now, however, there was alistlessness about him that made his defeatism adrab and
unhappy thing. He would not read philosophy, but lay silent while | read poetry to him.

Jennings, | discovered, had steadily increased his bouts of drunkenness. Socrates told me that he had
to carry the act by himself now; Jennings was generdly too drunk to give even the most eementary
ingructions on the stage.

And, of course, with the drunkenness came the whippings. There were nasty scars on the dog's
back. | treated them aswdll as| could, but increasingly | hated and dreaded the time when he would say,
"Must go now," and | would see him lope off, tail low, to face Jennings drunken fury.

| remongtrated with him again, begging him to come away with me, but it was beyond reason. The
centuries of davery could not be eradicated. He dways went back to Jennings.

Then he came one afternoon. It had been raining for days, and he was wet through. He would not
gay in front of thefireto dry. Therain was dackening alittle. | took my raincoat, and, with Tessfrisking
beside us, we set out. We walked on in S-lence. Even Tess grew subdued.



At last, Socrates said, "Can't go on for long. Whipped me again last night. Felt something burn my
mind. Almost tore histhroat out. | will do it soon and they will shoot me."

"They won't shoot you," | said. "Y ou cometo me. Y ou will beal right. Come now, Socrates. Surdly
you don't want to go on serving Jennings when you know you may haveto kill him?"

He shivered, and the raindrops ran off his shaggy back.

"Taking no good,” hesad. "I must go back. And if he whips metoo much, I must kill him. I will be
shot. Best that way."

We had reached theriver. | paused on the bridge that spanned it afew inches above the swirling
currents of theflood, and looked out. The river was high after the rain, running even more swiftly than it
usudly did. Lessthan aquarter of amile away wasthefal, where the water cascaded over the brink into
araging turmoil below. | waslooking &t it abstractedly when | heard Jennings voice.

He stood at the other end of the bridge. He was raging drunk.

Hecalled, "So there you are! And that'swhat you've been up to—sneaking off to visit the professor.
| thought | might catch you here.”

He advanced menacingly up the bridge. "What you need, my lad, isataste of thewhip."

He was brandishing it as he walked. | waited until he had almost reached the place where Socrates
was cowering on the boards, waiting for the blow, and then | charged him savagely. Hefought for a
moment, but | was sober and he was not. | caught one of hislegs and twisted. He pulled vicioudy away,
staggered, fell—and disappeared into the violently flowing river.

| saw hisface appear afew yards down. He screamed and went under again. | turned to Socrates.

"It'sall over," | said. "Y ou are free. Come home, Socrates."

The head appeared again, and screamed more faintly. Socrartes stirred. He called to Jenningsfor the
firs and last time, "Magter!"

Then hewas over the bridge and svimming down frantically toward the drowning man. | called after
him, but he took no notice. | thought of jumping in mysdlf, but | knew | could not last even to reach him.
With Tessat my hedls, | raced around the bank to the place where the water roared over thefall.

| saw them just asthey reached the fall. Socrates had reached him, and was gripping the coat in his
tea. He tried to make for the bank, but there was no chance. They swept over the edge and into the fury
below. | watched for their regppearance for some time, but they did not come up.

They never came up.

| think sometimes of the things Socrates might have doneif he had been given the chance. If only for
those queer things he saw that we cannot see, his contribution to knowledge would have been
tremendous. And when | think that he was less than ayear old when he died, the lost possibilities awe
and sadden me.

| cannot escape the conclusion that at hisfull maturity he would have outstripped al the specidistsin
the strange fields he might have chosen to work in.

Thereisjust onething that worries me still. Hiswas atrue mutation; the identicd litter showed that.
But wasit adominant one? Could the strength and vigor of hisintelligence rise above the ordinary traits
of an ordinary dog? It'sapoint that means agreat dedl.

Tessisgoing to have pups.

The presentation of this story is my good deed for the year. It was written some three years
ago, and has never before been published. Mr. Manning was not satisfied with the story when he
finished it, and in the course of the ensuing years, though he revised it several times, never
submitted to a magazine.

Asawriter, | know how easy it is to mis-judge one's own best work. As an anthologist, | feel
fortunate indeed that | happened to see this yarn in manuscript, and was able to persuade Mr.
Manning to let my judgment over-ride his own.

Thistoo, is a story about some BEMs. But it's hard to say who they are; this time the humans
arethealien invaders.



Good-bye, I1hal
Laurence Manning

YOU ARE 0 punctud, Ilha, I know you will be here exactly one hour after dawn, as we arranged
yesterday. | am leaving this|etter to explain why | cannot meet you. Y ou must report to World Resource
headquarters. Be quick. Rall to the place we left the skid-plane; fly with throttle wide open; you should
arrive before noon.

Claim emergency; get animmediate interview with the Di-rector.

Before the afternoon is over heisto blanket the whole area, quad 73:61 on the map, with infrared
heat. Not to kill, tell him. Raise the absolute temperature only about 10 per cent, just enough to make it
thoroughly uncomfortable. These visitors endanger our whole civilization, but | think that will drivethem
away. However, it may not, o a noon the next day push the power up to full killing temperaturesfor a
few minutes

Hewill object, but what if afew miles of sand are fused? Y ou know the area. 1t was so thoroughly
blasted during the Age of Wars that no more damage is possible, and anyway, it will be centuries before
the reclamation engineerstouch this part of our planet. Y ou can—you must persuade him, 11hal

Itisrude, | know, to begin with such urgency, omitting the traditiona greeting phrases, writing
without Limik camness or philosophy. But you may aswell get used to it, for the creatures | write about
aretotdly un-Limik—uitterly out of thisworld!

| found them yesterday about where the disturbance showed on the magnetic map, near the center of
the quad. Their rocket ship is much like the ancient onesin the museum at Prr, but larger and made of
magnesium. | hid behind asand dune until dark, when | could examineit safely. Light streamed from two
round windows and aso from atall, narrow, opening—adoor in spite of its fantastic shape (twice ashigh
asit was broad)—opening from asmall vestibule. There were two inner doors, one open and one dosed.
From the closed one came loud roarings and barkings as of wild animals, but modulated by avariety of
smacks, gargles and splutterings. | soon redized these sounds were signals—aregular code language,
like our own writing. | could sense the thought associated with each sound; but evidently the animals
behind the door, though all present together, could not. They had to make these sound signalsto
understand each other. Curious and primitive, isn't it?

There were three voices, one much stronger than the other two. | caught thought phraseslike ™l am
hungry,” "Isnot that drink cold yet?' and "When do we eat?' There were thoughts | sensed, which made
no meaning to me. There were also sounds, many of them, that had no thought behind them at dll:
"WEL-IL-BEDAM" was one, "OG-O-AWN" was another, commonest of al was asort of barking,
"HAW-HAW-HAW." All meaning dissolved when they barked, their minds seemed pleased with
themsalvesin astrange, bubbling, thought-free sort of way. "HAW HAW HAW" would go the biggest
voice and the other two (no, not its mates; | till know nothing of their reproductive customs except that
the wrappings on their bodies have something to do with it) would join "HAW HAW HAW" like s0
many flepas barking at the moon. Only flepas think sad hungry thoughts when they bark; these creatures
stopped thinking atogether.

| stood there outside the door delighted with it. | suppose it doesn't sound attractive—though | ask
you, can any Limik stop thinking—ever? But it is more than not thinking. It isthe feding that goeswith
it—alifting of the suirits, refreshing, youthful . . . Ohwdl, I'll continue.

The open door showed asmall empty room, its wallsfitted with shelves and cabinets. | tip-probed in,
hoping to learn something about this unknown species from its environment. A repulsive odor came from
abowl on thelong shelf and | climbed up—burning myself, incidentdly, for al that part of the shelf was
hot. What do you suppose was in that bowl!? Pieces torn from the bodies of living vegetables and
animds, dl stewing together in arevolting mixture. Their food! Our savage ancestors might have enjoyed
it; I wasfilled with horror and retreated a ong the shelf to the other end of the room. Here stood asmaller
metal bowl, icy cold, smdlling like our own poggle fruit. Y ou know me and poggles! | think the brightesf
pagein Limik history isour treaty with the poggle-people--we enjoy the fruit, they have their seeds better
distributed. The odor from thisbowl wasirresistible, contrasted with the grue-some stench from the other



end of the room. | dipped in my courtesy probe and drank.

It was not poggle juice, but some strange poison!

| wooshed, too late. My probe tip began to swell and throb; my fore-eyerolled so dizzily | had to
somersault tail-over--feder, putting my crippled probein tail position. Even then | could not stand up, but
fell severd times. | thought | wasgoingto die.

| know our literature demandsthat | pause hereto detail the stream of consciousness and the
philosophy. | cannot do more than outline. How invalid our pretty refinementsare! If | had been brought
up in alower-class nest such socid distinc-tions as courtesy, tail and feder would not even exiss—one
probe would be no different from another. | had no time to elaborate these ideas. While | tumbled about
on that shdlf | knocked over apile of plates. They fell to the floor with an enormous crash, and an instant
later the closed door burst open and three amazing monsters thundered into the room.

They were about six probes high, scarcely one wide—weird, attenuated and huge. They had five
probes. Two were fedlers, or perhapstails, kept covered (they call them "LAIGS'). Two were courtesy
probes ("HANS") uncovered at the tips, which have no openings (I suppose the passages have
atrophied) but are each dit into five small tentacles. Thefifth probe was short, stubby, and has no
counterpart in Limik anatomy. It endsin agreat bristle of hairs; two of the monsters had brown hairs, one
red. All had one huge opening set with even, white pieces of bone—alittle like agrinding machine. Two
eyeswerein each of these probes (migrated here from the body? | don't know. Our old bio professor
would beinterested. There may beresid-ual eyes|eft on the body, too. They keep them tightly wrapped
so thereisno way to find out).

They strode with enormous steps—sideways, not probe after probe like our amble—and swayed
awkwardly asthey came. | remember thinking that our own whed-like rolling would out-distance them, if
| could ever get afree start. But they stood be-tween me and the door. | was caught. The whole room
rolled and turned before my eyes.

They began to roar at each other sounds with no thought except surprise. "L OOK OOSERE,
WEL-IL-BEDAM," they shouted. | expected to be seized and thrown into that boiling bowl and shrank
back in despair. The only hope that occurred to mein this dreadful Situation was that perhaps they would
not kill me—at least not at once—if | could show them | wasintelligent. But how show that? They could
not read thoughts, remember. Wdll, 11ha, you know how baby Limikles bubble and gargle the soft flap in
their probe passages, and snort by half-closng thetips? That infantile exercise saved my life. | imi-tated
their sounds.

"LOOKOOSERE WEL-IL-BEDAM," | managed. Then | grew so dizzy | fell once again and
wooshed dl over the shelf.

There was an ingtant of portentous silence. Then they began barking like mad things.

"Thelittle fellow's been at our coktal, HAW HAW HAW," Big-voice roared and pointed to the
bowl. They al burst out barking with him—LAFF istheir word for it. Deafened and desperate, | raised
my probe and LAFF-ed, too.

"HAW HAW" | gasped. That set them off louder than ever. Curioudly, | felt better. Laff-ing spreads
from mind to mind likefirein apile of sticks.

Red-head came close and held out his"HANS," but Big-voice said "L ook out. Even if he can't bite,
hemay ging!"

Thethird mongter said, "AGO-AWN he'sagentle old fd-low—aren't you? Just alittle poisoned
(their word is TITE) that's al." He picked me up to nestle on his courtesy probe, squeezed againgt his
great body.

| wasterrified. My eyesrolled up dizzily; but | managed to splutter "AGO-AWN HAW HAW
HAW," and tried to add "gentle old fellow," but was nauseated again, so that un-fortunately it came opt
"Shentle of WOOSH!™"

My captor set me hastily back on the shelf. He did it gently though, and | felt safer anyway, for his
"HANS" were not too certain a support and it was easily athree-probefdl to thefloor.

They dl went off into awild storm of roaring, stamping about the room, striking each other on the
back, gasping for breath—quite insane. Then they began crying, "Pour out the drinks" and al three



drank some of the poison, but were not ill; only alittle redder and louder.

| had another bad moment when they dished out the food and began eating—suppose they found
there was not quite enough to satisfy their hunger? | need not have worried. One of them even put alittle
dish of itin front of me. | drew back quickly, but the odor wastoo strong for my control. | was
nauseated again.

"Try himwith alittlewater, BILL," said Big-voice.

My captor, "Bill," brought a container and | drank eagerly and felt better at last. | was sure now that
they did not intend to et me. | leaned against the wall, watching them. The meal ended with boiling water
and brown powder cdled "CUP-ACAWFEE"—another unpleasant odor. Bill brought from ashelf a
smdl bowl filled with white grainswhich Big-voice cdled "PASSASHUGA" and they spooned alittle of
thisinto their hot brown drink. A few grains spilled on the shelf and | investigated. To my delight it was
sugar. Sugar, 11hal The basic food of nature from which dl living tissueis derived, the synthesis of which
has made possible our Limik way of life, but used by them as a condiment!

| was hungry. Greetly daring, | imitated their sgnal aswell as| could: "PASSASHUGA." And it
worked. They HAW-HAW-ed, but in asurprised and kindly way, and Bill put alittle heap of it on the
shelf sothat | actudly shared in their amazing meal after dl, and enjoyed it too. | did not eat much, but of
course | had to have exercise a once to restore my energy balance. | began to roll tail-over-courtesy dl
down the shelf and back.

Big-voice did not LAFF, though the others did. He looked suddenly thoughtful, said, "He can go fast,
can't he," and reached out to shut the door. "We don't want to lose thisfel-low. Get down the cage, Bill."

Bill brought out a huge cage—a very room made of wires. He said, "The door'stoo small; well have
to take off the bot-tom to get him in. It hasn't been cleaned since the (something) died, hasit?' He
washed it and lifted mein. It was just about big enough to turn around in, but | didn't care, for | had gone
into my digestive stupor by then and drowsed while they carried me, cage and dll, into the other room.

Here they sprawled themselves out on cushioned frames, leaning their bodies againgt back supports.
It looked uncom-fortable—halfway between standing and lying down. Then they put little white tubes
into their mouths and set them on fire, blowing narcotic smoke about the room. They talked and |
listened.

Bill sad, "Maybethis planet isn't dl desert. We haven't seenit dl.”

Big-voicesad, "That fellow in the cage could tell usif he wanted to."

Red-head blew smoke, then said, "' thought we had agreed to |eave here tomorrow and try the other
planet in this sysem?’

"Not if thisonewill do," put in Big-voice. "Wewouldn't think much of our own world if welanded in
one of the deserts.

"This desert isbigger than any on earth,” objected Bit, "We saw enough to know that much. It covers
half the planet, anyway. Still, the other half would be big enough, at that—but how, do we know thislittle
chap isn't adesert animd?'

Big-voice said, "Maybe we can get him to talk tomorrow."

All thetimetheir thoughts ran swiftly under the dow pace of their sound-signads—and | could read
the thoughts. | sud-denly realized that these three were scouts. When they had found a good world they
would guide a horde of other "HEW-MEN" toit. All they had come for wasto find a planet worth the
trouble of taking over; if ours proved desirable they would calmly kill its present inhabitants! | caught
mental glimpses of the way they imagined other forms of life. There were only two kindsin their thoughts:
those that could be eaten and those that should be destroyed as inedible nuisances!

It was a pretty grim moment, Ilha.

| had got over my firgt fright and had actually begun to en-joy being with them before this awful
conviction was forced upon me. After that | knew | had to escape and warn our world.

They taked along time. Every so often they would burst into a chorus of HAW HAW's without
apparent reason. Thereisa contagious sort of charm in this LAFF-ing of theirs. Oh, not the sound—that
is mere cacophony—hbut the soft dissolving of dl serious thought that goeswithiit. | became very sad,
lying there, thinking how unfortunate it was that such pleasant creatures had to be destroyed.



Then came anew thing. Red-head said, "I fed like MEW-SIK," and went to a corner of the room to
turn on amachine of somekind. Oh Ilhal Such aburst of overpoweringly sweet sound came from it that
my probetips quivered in ecstasy. They are masters of sound, these HEW-MEN. Not in my life havel
imagined such an art. There was amathematicaly regulated change of pitch, recurring with an urgent
fedling of logic; there was ablending of tonesin infinite variety; there was ameasured rhythm. But none of
these will give you the dightest idea of the effect on me, when al were put together. We Limiks have
nothing inthe dightest like it. Oh well, the rhythm, perhaps. Limiklesin their nest being taught numbers by
beating sticks in 3-4-5-pattern do alittle suggest that phase of this MEW-SIK---but only as a shadow
suggeststhe solid.

When it stopped | was desperately unhappy. If these mon-sterswerekilled, | would never again hear
thismiracle. And yet they would certainly kill usif they stayed here.

Then my great ideawas born—the Blue Planet!

The ghoulish and savage Gryptrrs, unlessthey have greatly changed since our last expedition there,
deserve congderation from no Limik. Why could | not persuade these HEW-MEN to go there and
settle? Certainly, if they once saw those lush landscapes they would far prefer it to ours. Would they not,
cruel and sdifish asthey are, make far better neighbors than the untamable Gryptrrs? Moreover, they
were half persuaded a ready. | had only to convince them that our world was even more unsuitable than
it appeared.

| knew how to do that. Don't you see, 11ha? Remember in literature class that story of
Vradtr's—"Theun-Limik Letter," | think it was caled? To write one thing and think another is stupid
among oursalves, becauise the true thought is reved ed when next writer and reader come together. But
these HEW-MEN cannot see thoughts et al. All they understand is the agreed meaning of arbitrary
sounds. They even have aword ("FOOLME") for such spoken untruths. Their minds grope congtantly in
search of each other's meaning.

Wéll, tomorrow | shdl talk their language. Not too fregly; not enough to make them fear Limiks as
dangeroudy intdli-gent; certainly | shdl not tell them | can read their thoughts. | shall speak just aswell
enough to answer the questionsthey are certain to ask. And | shall answer them: Oh, we have the most
dreadful heatwaves on this desert world, lasting weeks at atime; our lives are astruggle for bare
exisgience with water our most valuable possesson! (These things are untrue. What of it? They won't
know that.)

So that'swhy | want the infrared heat—a foretaste of one of those "heat-waves' of ours. Please, I1ha,
makeit hot enough to discourage any lingering. | think this rocket ship will take off for the Blue Planet not
later than tomorrow night, if you do your part.

Speaking of night, these mongtersfal into a stupor there. Apparently they think of it asaregular
thing, every night of their lives. Their stupor lasts dl the dark hours. Last night their lights blazed afew
hours, then they began to blink their eyes and gape—as we do after each medl. They said "GOOD
NITE" to each other and went into another room, putting out dl lightsin the ship. That iswhen | escaped.

Nothing could have been smpler. | merely unfastened the cage and lifted it off me. The door of the
room was dosed, but | could just reach its fastening when | stood on probe-tip. | was out on the desert
sand!

| am not much of an athlete, but | rolled here in an hour. Of course, the desert isfairly smooth and the
ar cool a night. I shal havetimeto return more sedatdly, for it istill three hours before dawn and | have
amod finished writing.

Ohyes, | am going back. Frankly, it isnot just because my plan requires meto talk to them. It may
be hard for you to understand, Ilha, but | want to return. | like them.

| suppose from my description they must seem horrible to you. In many waysthey are horrible. | like
them in spite of that. They are not dways evenly balanced in their emotions, nor dways reasonable like a
Limik. They legp from love to hate and back again twenty times an hour over unimportant matters. We
regard every form of life with unvarying benevolence; they do not. Either they bear ahighly prejudiced
affec-tion toward others, or esethey hold them in utter contempt. True, they kill remorseesdy; but also
true, they risk their own livesfredly for those they happen to like—at least so | read Red-head's



unspoken thoughts toward Bill. No Limik, of course, could ever be capable of either extreme. On the
whole, the average between their vices and virtuesis not redly very far from our own unchanging
reasonableness; but if they happen to regard you asfriendly, they are far more pleasant—to you—than
any group of Limikswould be.

| am regarded as afriend—certainly by Bill and Red-head, though Big-voiceis not quite sure yet. |
could sense histhoughts, anticipating the trouble of feeding me, and caring for meif | wereill, resenting al
that prospective effort and yet suspecting that | might be worth it. Why? Because | look harmless and
LAFF-able! Even with afar better reason, no Limik would go to so much trouble for me—would you,
llhe?

| am back once again to their LAFF-ing. | wish | could ex-plain the sort of thing it but | do not even
know exactly what sartsit. It might be something ridiculous, or clever, or even obvioudy untrue. | have
noted afew examples, but they would not help you; it isutterly un-Limik and unreasonable. But it is
contagious. | don't suppose | could LAFF by mysalf—oh, | could bark HAW HAW but that isn't it—I
could not give myself that odd sparkling freedom of mind. It isthe most refreshing experience | have ever
had, for | have experienced it, or very nearly, when | wasin the same room with these HEW-MEN. It
warms melike afireinsgde my cold conscious-ness. The mere chancethat | may findly learnto LAFF as
fredy asthey do isaoneworth therisk of my life—worth it many timesover. It islike being made young
agan for afew minutes.

Our sober, worrying, serious ways are no doubt admirable—certainly reasonable. But tell methis:
how many of usever dieanatura desth from old age? Y ou know aswell as| that every Limik, sooner
or later, isdriven by our racial melancholy to end hisown life. Not me, though—not now! Yet | have
been melancholy of late. Life has never seemed the same since my mate Wkap died. She was different
from the other two. Mind you, they are splendid breeding partners, none better; but | won't missthem
nor they me. Each has her two other con-sorts; they will find athird to take my place before next
twin-ing-time.

So | am going back to these likable mongters. More than that, | am going to help them in every way |
can—I intend to beasmall but very loya member of their crew. | may even learn to eat some of their
food—after dl, someforms of life on their world may be so low in the scale of evolution they cannot
even think, perhaps not even fed. Just because no such life exists here does not mean it cannot
elsawhere,

| am X-SITED—which means, | think, lessthan no cdm-nessat dl, if you can imagine such agtate
of mind. It hasno equivaent in Limik writing, but then | am dmost no longer Limik.

| hope | can persuade them to leave this planet before noon tomorrow, But you must not risk our
entire civilization merely because | have taken aliking to these monsters—and it isared risk, for they are
truly dangerous. Killing hest tomorrow noon, remember. All | ask isthat you make the heet redly killing;
| have no wish to fry dowly!

For if they stay | shdll stay (and die) with them. So, either way itis. . .

Good-bye, I1ha.

In the early 'forties, for a regrettably brief period, there appeared a magazne of fantasy called
Unknown Worlds. Its editorial person-ality was so individual and different that it gave its name to
a whole new style of fantasy writing. "The Compleat Werewolf' first ap- . geared in Unknown.
Boucher, del Rey, Leiber, and “others not represented here, were main-stays of the magazine. But
among the most memorabl e of the Unknown stories were Theo-dore Sturgeon's; and when the
magazine dis-appeared, Surgeon went right on writing them. This one, which appeared just a few
years ago in Weird Tales, istypical of his best work.

THE PERFECT HOST
by Theodor e Sturgeon



AsTold By
RONNIE DANIELS

| WAS FOURTEEN then. | was sitting in the car waiting for dad to come out of the hospital. Dad
was in there seeing mother. It was the day after dad told me | had alittle Ss-ter.

It was July, warm, and | suppose about four in the after-noon. It was amost time for dad to come
out. | half opened the car door and looked for him.

Someone called, "Miger! Mister!”

Therewas ared squirrd arcing across the thick green lawn, and a man with baloonsfar down the
block. I looked at him. Nobody would call me mister. Nobody ever had, yet. | wastoo young.

"Miger!"

It was awoman's voice, but rough; rough and nasty. It was strong, and horrible for the pleading iniit.
No strong thing should beg. The sun waswarm and the red of the brick buildings was warm, too. The
squirrel was not afraid.

The grasswas as green and smooth as ajely bean.

Mother was dl right, dad said, and dad felt fine. We would go to the movies, dad and |, close
together with acloseness that never happened when things were regular, meals at home, mother up
making breskfast every morning, and dl that. Thisweek it would be raids on the icebox and staying up
late sometimes, because dad forgot about bed-time and anyway wanted to talk.

"Miger!"

Her voice waslike adirty mark on anew collar. | looked up.

She was hanging out of awindow on the second floor of anear €l of the hospital. Her hair was dank
and stringy, her eyes had mud in them, and her teeth were beautiful.

Shewas naked, at least to thewaist. She was saying "Mis-ter!" and she was saying it to me.

| was afraid, then. | got in the car and dammed the door.

"Miger! Migter! Migter!"

They were syllablesthat meant nothing. A "mis," a"ter"— sounds that rasped across the very wound
they opened. | put my hands over my ears, but by then the sounds were inside my head, and my hands
just seemed to keep them there. | think | sobbed. | jJumped out of the car and screamed, "What? What?*

"| got to get out of here," she moaned.

| thought, why tell me? 1 thought, what can | do? | had heard of crazy people, but | had never seen
one. Grown-up people were sensible, mostly. It was only kidswho did crazy things, without caring how
much sense they made. | was only fourteen.

"Miger," shesaid. "Go to—to....Let methink, now. ..Wherel live. Wherel live."

"Wheredo you live?' | asked.

"In Homeand,” she said.

She sank down with her forehead on the sill, dowly, asif some big dow weight were on her
shoulderblades. | could see only the top of her head, the two dank feathers of her hair, and the point of
an elbow. Homeland was a new residentia suburb.

"Wherein Homeland?' It seemed to be important. To me, | mean, asmuch asto her.

"Twenty," she mumbled. "I haveto remember it . . ." and her voicetrailed off. Suddenly she stood
bolt upright, look-ing back into the room asif something had happened there. Then sheleaned far out.

"Twenty sixty-five" she snarled. Y ou hear? Twenty sixty-five. That'sthe one.”

"Ron! Ronnie!"

It was dad, coming down the path, looking at me, looking at the woman.

"That'sthe one," said the woman again.

Therewas aflurry of white behind her. She put one foot on the slll and sprang out a me. | closed my
eyes. | heard her hit the pavement.



When | opened my eyesthey were still looking up at the window. There was a starched white nurse
up there with her fingersin her mouth, al of them, and eyes asround and blank asatrout's. | looked
down.

| felt dad's hand on my upper arm. "Ronnie!”

| looked down. There was blood, just alittle, on the cuff of my trousers. There was nothing €l se.

"Dad...."

Dad looked all around, on the ground.

Helooked up at the window and at the nurse. The nurse looked at dad and at me, and then put her
hands on the sl and leaned out and looked al around on the ground. | could see, in the sunlight, where
her fingers were wet from being in her mouth.

Dad looked at me and again at the nurse, and | heard him draw a deep quivering breath asif hed
forgotten to breathe for awhile and had only just realized it. The nurse straightened up, put her hands
over her eyes and twisted back into the room.

Dad and | looked at each other. He said, "Ronnie—what was—what ..." and then licked hislips.

| was not astal as my father, though he was not atal man. He had thin, fine obedient hair, straight
and starting high. He had blue eyes and a big nose and his mouth was quiet. He was broad and gentle
and close to the ground, closeto the earth.

| sad, "How's mother?'

Dad gestured at the ground where something should be, and looked at me. Then he said, "Wed
better go, Ron.”

| got into the car. He walked around it and got in and started it, and then sat holding the whed,
looking back at where we had been standing. Therewas still nothing there. Thered squirrdl, with one
cheek puffed out, came bound-ing and freezing across the path.

| asked again how mother was.

"She'sfine. Just fine. Be out soon. And the baby. Just fine." He looked back carefully for traffic,
shifted and let in the clutch. "Good as new," he said.

| looked back again. The squirrel hopped and arched and stopped, Sitting on something. It sat on
something so that it was perhaps ten inches off the ground, but the thing it sat on couldn't be seen. The
squirrel put up its paws and popped achestnut into them from its cheek, and put itstail aong its back
with the big tip curled over like afern frond, and began to nibble. Then | couldn't see any more.

After atime dad said, "What happened there just as| came up?'

| said, "What happened? Nothing. Therewasasquirrd.”

"l mean, uh, up a the window."

"Oh, | saw anurse up there."

"Yes, thenurse" He thought for aminute. "Anything € se?"

"No. What are you going to call the baby?"

Helooked at me strangely. | had to ask him again about the baby's name.

"l don't know yet," he said distantly. "Any ideas?'

"No, dad.”

We rode dong for quite awhile without saying any-thing. A little frown came and went between
dad's eyes, the way it did when he was figuring something out, wheth-er it was a definition at charades,
or an income tax report, or a problem of my school algebra.

"Dad. Y ou know Homeland pretty well, don't you?'

"I should. Our outfit agented most of those sites. Why?"

"|sthere aHomeland Street, or aHomeland Avenue out there?”

"Not aone. The north and south ones are streets, and are named after trees. The east and west ones
are avenues, and are named after flowers. All dphabeticd. Why?"

"| just wondered. Isthere anumber as high astwenty sixty-five?"

"Not yet, though | hope there will be someday ... un-lessit's atelephone number. Why, Ron?
Where did you get that number?”

"I dunno. Just thought of it. Just wondered. Where are we going to eat?



We went to the Bluebird.

| suppose | knew then what had gotten into me when the woman jumped; but | didn't think of it, any
more than aredhead goes around thinking to himsdlf "I have red hair" or ataxi-driver saysto himsdf "l
driveacab."

| knew, that'sall. | just knew. | knew the purpose, too, but didn't think of it, any more than aman
thinks and thinks of the place where he works, when he's on hisway to work in the morning.

AsTold By
BENTON DANIELS

RONNIE'S not an unusua boy. Oh, maybe alittle quieter than mogt, but it takes al kinds. HE's good
in school, but not bril-liant; averagesin thelow eighties, good in music and Eng-lish and history, week in
math, worse in science than he could beif he cared alittle bit more about it.

That day when we |eft the hospital grounds, though, there was something unusual going on. Yes, gir. |
couldn't make head nor tail of it, and | must say | till can't.

Sometimes | think it's Ronnie, and sometimes | think it was something temporarily wrong with me.
I'mtrying to get it dl straight in my mind, right from the sart.

| had just seen Clee and the baby. Clee looked alittletired, but her color was wonderful. The baby
looked like ababy—that is, like alittle pink old man, but | told Clee she was beautiful and takes after her
mother, which she will be and do, of course, when she gets some mest on her bones.

| came dong the sde path from the main entrance, to-ward where the car was parked. Ronnie was
waiting for methere. | saw him as| turned toward the road, just by the north building.

Ronnie was standing by the car, with one foot on the running board, and he seemed to be talking with
somebody in the second-floor window. | called out to him, but he didn't hear. Or he paid no attention. |
looked up, and saw some-one in the window. It was awoman, with a crazy face. | remember an
impression of very regular white teeth, and scraggly hair. | don't think she had any clothes on.

| was shocked, and then | was very angry. | thought, here's some poor sick person gone out of her
mind, and shell maybe mark Ronniefor life, standing up there like that and maybe saying al sorts of
things

| ran to the boy, and just as| reached him, the woman jumped. | think someone came into the room
behind her.

Now, look. | digtinctly heard that woman's body hit. It was aterrible sound. And | remember feding
awave of nauseajust then, but for some reason | was sure then, and I'm sure now, that it had nothing to
do with thething | saw. That kind of shock-nausea only hits a person after the shock, not before or
during. | don't even know why | think of thisat al. It'sjust something | fed sure about, that'sall.

| heard her body hit. | don't know whether | followed her body down with my eyesor not. There
wasn't much time for that; she didn't fall more than twenty-five, may-be twenty-eight feet.

| heard the noise, and when | looked down—there wasn't anything there!

| don't know what | thought then. | don't know if aman does actually think at atimelikethat. |
know | looked all around, looking for a holein the ground or maybe a sheet of camouflage or something
which might be covering the body. It was too hard to accept that disappearance. They say that adog
doesn't bother with hisreflection in amir-ror because he can't smdll it, and he believes his nose rath-er
than hiseyes. Humans aren't like that, 1 guess. When your brain tells you one thing and your eyes



another, you just don't know what to believe.

| looked back up at the window, perhaps thinking I'd been mistaken, that the woman would till be
up there.

She was gone, dl right. There was anurse up there in-stead, looking down, terrified.

| returned to Ronnie and started to ask him what had happened. | stopped when | saw hisface. It
wasn't shocked, or surprised, or anything. Just relaxed. He asked me how his mother was.

| said shewasfine. | looked at hisface and marveled that it showed nothing of this horrible thing that
had hap-pened. 1t wasn't blank, mind you. It wasjust asif noth-ing had occurred &t all, or asif thething
had been wiped clean out of hismemory.

| thought at the moment that that was a blessing, and, with one more glance at the window—the
nurse had gone— | went to the car and got in. Ronnie sat next to me. | started the car, then looked back
at the path. There was nothing there.

| suppose the reaction hit me then—that, or the thought that | had had ahallucination. If | had, | was
naturaly worried. If | had not, what had happened to Ronnie?

| drove off, finaly. Ronnie made some casud small tak; | questioned him about the thing, carefully,
but he seemed honestly to know nothing abouit it. | decided to let well enough done, &t least for thetime
being....

We had aquick dinner at the Bluebird, and then went home. | suppose | was poor company for the
boy, because | kept finding mysalf mulling over the thing. We went to the Criterion, and | don't believel
heard or saw abit of it. Then we picked up an evening paper and went home. He went to bed while | sat
up with the heedlines.

| found it down at the bottom of the third page. Thisistheitem:

WOMAN DIESIN HOSPITAL LEAP

Mrs. Hemuth Stoye, of Homeland, was found yester-day afternoon under her window at Memoria
Hospitd, Cargtairs. Dr. R. B. Knapp, head physician at the hos-pital, made a statement to the pressin
which he ab-solved the hospital and staff from any charges of negli-gence. A nurse, whose nameis
withheld, had just en-tered Mrs. Stoye's room when the woman leaped to her desth.

"There was no way to stop her," said Dr. Knapp. "It happened too fast.”

Dr. Knapp said that Mrs. Stoye had shown no signs of depression or suicida intent on admission to
the hos-pital four days ago. Her specific illnesswas not divulged.

Mrs. Stoye, the former Grace Korshak of Ferntree, is survived by her husband, awell-known printer
here.

| went straight to the telephone and dided the hos-pital. | heard the ringing signal once, twice, and
then, be-fore the hospital could answer, | hung up again. What could | ask them, or tell them?"'| saw
Mrs. Stoyejump.” They'd beinterested in that, al right. Then what? " She disappeared when she hit the
ground.” | can imagine what they'd say to that. "But my son saw it too!" And the ques-tion from hospita
officids, apsychiatrist or two....Ron-nie being questioned, after he had mercifully forgotten about the
wholething ... no. No; better et well enough aone.

The newspaper said Mrs. Stoye was found under her window. Whoever found her must have been
ableto seeher.

| wonder what the nurse saw?

| went into the kitchen and heated some coffee, poured it, sweetened it, stirred it, and then left it
untasted on the ta-ble while | put on my hat and got my car keys.

| had to see that nurse. Firgt | tore out the newspaper article—I didn't want Ronnie, ever to seeit.



AsToldBy
LUCILLEHOLDER

| HAVE seen alot of ugly thingsasatrainee and as anurse, but they don't bother me very much. It's
not that the familiarity hardens one; it israther that one learns the knack of channdling one's emotions
around the ugly thing.

When | wasachildin England | learned how to use thisknack. | lived in Coventry, and though Herr
Hitler'streat-ment of the city seemsto have faded from the news and from fiction, the story is till vividly
written on the memo-ries of uswho were there, and is read and reread more often than we care to say.

Y ou can't know what this means until you know the grim happiness that the chap you've dug out of
theruinsisadead 'un, for the oneswho ill live horrify you so.

So—one gets accustomed to the worst. Further, oneis pre-pared when aworse "worst” presents
itsdf.

And | supposethat it wasthis very preparation which found me jolly well unprepared for what
happened when Mrs. Stoye jumped out of her window.

There were two things happening from theinstant | opened her door. One thing waswhat | did, and
the other thingiswhat | felt.

Thesearethethings| did:

| stepped into the room, carrying awashing tray on my arm. Everything seemed in order, except, of
course, that Mrs. Stoye was out of bed. That didn't surprise me; she was am-bulant. She was over by
thewindow; | suppose | glanced around the room before | looked directly at her.

When | saw her pgamatop lying on the bedclothes | looked at her, though.

She straightened up suddenly as she heard me, barked something about " That's the one!™ and
jumped—dived, rather —right out. It wasn't too much of adrop, realy—|essthan thirty feet, I'd say, but
she went down head first, and | knew ingtantly that she hadn't a chance.

| can't remember setting down the washing tray; | saw it later on the bed. | must have spun around
and st it there and rushed to the window.

| looked down, quite prepared for the worst, as I've said.

But what | saw was so terribly much worse than it should have been. | mean, anill personisabad
thing to see, and an accident case can be worse, and burn cases, | think, areworst of al. Thething s,
these dl get worse in one di-rection. One smply cannot be prepared for something whichisbadina
totaly unexpected, impossible way.

Therewas nothing down there a al. Nothing. | saw Mrs. Stoye jump out, ran to the window, it
couldn't have been more than three seconds later; and there was nothing there.

But I'm saying now how | felt. | mean to say first what | did, because the two are so different, from
thispoint on.

| looked down; there was no underbrush, no flowerbed, nothing which could have concedled her had
sherolled. There were some people—a stocky man and ayoung boy, perhaps fourteen or
fifteen—standing nearby. The man seemed to be searching the ground as| was; | don't remember what
the boy was doing. Just standing there. The man looked up at me; he looked badly frightened. He spoke
to the boy, who answered quietly, and then they moved off together to the road.

| looked down once more, till could not see Mrs. Stoye, and turned and ran to the signal-button.

| rang it and then rushed out into the hall. | must have looked very distraught.

| ran right into Dr. Knapp, al but knocking him over, and gasped out that Mrs. Stoye had jumped.

Dr. Knapp wasterribly decent. He led me back into the room and told me to sit down. Then he went
to the win-dow, looked down and grunted. Miss Flaggon camein just then. | was crying.



Dr. Knapp told her to get a stretcher and a couple of orderlies and take them outside, under this
window. She asked no questions, but fled; when Dr. Knapp gives or-dersin that voice, people jump to
it. Dr. Knapp ran out, caling to meto stay where | was until he came back. In spite of the excitement, he
actualy managed to make hisvoice gentle.

| went to the window after amoment and looked down. Two medica students were running across
the lawn from the south building, and the orderlies with their stretcher, Htill rolled, were pelting down the
path. Dr. Knapp, bag in hand, was close behind them.

Dr. Cargtairs and Dr. Greenberg were under the window and aready shunting away the few curious
visitorswho had appeared asif from out of the ground, the way people do after an accident anywhere.
But most important of al, | saw Mrs. Stoye's body. It waslying crumpled up, directly below me, and
there was no doubt of it that her neck was broken and her skull badly fractured. | went and sat down
agan.

Afterward Dr. Knapp questioned me closdly and, | must say, very kindly. | told him nothing about
the strange dis-agppearance of the body. | expect he thought | was cry-ing because | felt responsible for
the death. He assured me that my record wasin my favor, and it was perfectly un-derstandable that |
was helplessto stop Mrs. Stoye.

| apparently went quite to pieces then, and Dr. Knapp suggested that | take my two weeks |eave—it
was due in another twenty daysin any case—immediaey, and rest up and forget thisthing.

| said, "Perhaps| will."

| went out to the Quarters to bathe and change. And now | had better say how | felt during dl this....

| wasterrified when Mrs. Stoye jJumped. When | reached the window right afterward, | was exactly
as excited as one might expect.

But the instant | looked down, something happened. It wasn't anything | can describe, except to say
that there was a change of attitude. That doesn't seem to mean much, doesit? Well, | can only say this;
that from that moment | was no longer frightened nor shocked nor horrified nor anything else. | remember
putting my hands up to my mouth, and | must have given a perfect picture of aterrified nurse.

| was actualy quite calm. | was quite cool as | ran to the bell and then out onto the hall. | collapsed, |
cried, | sobbed, | produced aflood of tears and streaks for my face. But during every minute of it | was
completely cam.

Now, | knew that was strange, but | felt no surprise at it. | knew that it could be called dishonest. |
don't know how to andyzeit. | am anurse, and a profound sense of duty has been drilled into mefor
years. | felt that it was my duty to cry, to say nothing about the disappearance of the body, to get the two
weeks leave immediately, and to do the other thingswhich | have done and must do.

Whilel bathed | thought. | was still cam, and | sup-pose | behaved camly; it didn't matter, for there
was no oneto see.

Two people had seen Mrs. Stoye jump besides mysdlf. | redlized that | must seethem. | didn't think
about the dis-appearing body. | didn't feel | had to, somehow, any more than one thinks conscioudy of
the water in the pipes and heaters as one draws a bath. The thing was there, and needed no investigation.

But it was necessary to see that man and the boy. What | must do when | saw them required no
thought either. That seemed dl arranged, unquestionable, so evident that it needed no thought or
definition.

| put away the white stockings and shoeswith afeding of rdief, and dipped into underthingswith a
bit of lace on them, and sheer hose. | put on my wine rayon with the gored skirt, and the matching shoes.
| combed my hair out and put it up in aroll around the back, cool and out of the way. Money, keys,
cigarette case, knife, lighter, com-pact. All ready.

| went round by the administration offices, thinking hard. A man vists the hospital with his boy—it
was probably his boy—and leaves the boy outside while he goesin. Hewould be seeing awife, indl
probability. He'd leave the boy out-side only if the woman's condition were serious or if shewere
immediately post-operative or post-partem.

So many patientsgo in and out that | naturaly don't re-member too many of them; on the other hand,
| can d-most dwaystell anew patient or visitor ... marvel ous the way the mind, unbidden, clocks and



catalogs, to some degree, all that passes beforeit....

The chances were that these people, the man and the boy, were visiting anew patient. Maternity
would be as good a guess as any, to start with.

It waswell after nine o'clock, the evening of Mrs. Stoye's death, and the administration offices were
deserted except for Miss Kaye, the night registrar. It was not unusua for nursesto check up occasondly
on patients. | nodded to Miss Kaye and went back to the files. The maternity admission file gave mefive
names for the previous two days. | got the five cards out of the patients a phabetical and glanced over
them. Two of these new mothers had other children; aMrs. Korff, with three sons and a daughter at
home, and aMrs. Danielswho had one son. Here: "Previous children: One. Agethisdate: 14 yrs. 3
months." And further down: "Father age: 41."

It looked like abull'seye. | remember feding inordinately pleased with mysdlf, asif | had assisted
particularly well in an operation, or had done abang-up job of critical firgt-aid.

| copied down the address of the Danidsfamily, and, carefully replacing al the cards, made my
vacation check-out and |eft the building.

It seemed late to go caling, but | knew that | must. There had been a tel ephone number on the card,
but | had ig-nored it. What | must do could not be done over the phone.

| found the place fairly easily, athough it was along way out in the suburbs on the other side of the
town. It was asmal, comfortable-looking place, set well back from the road, and with wide lawns and
itsown garage. | stepped up on the porch and quite shamelesdy looked inside.

The outer door opened directly into the living room, with-out afoyer. There was a plate-glass pandl
in the door with asheer curtain ontheinside. | could see quite clearly. The room was not too
large—fireplace, wainscoting, stairway in the left corner, big easy chairs, astudio couch—that sort of
thing. There was atorn newspaper tossed on the arm of one fireside chair. Two end table lamps werelit.
There was no onein the room.

| rang the bell, waited, rang again, peering in. Soon | saw a movement on the stairs. It was the boy,
thin-looking and touded, thumping down the carpeted steps, tying the cord of a dark-red dressing gown
as he came. On the land-ing he stopped.

| could just hear him call "Dad!" He leaned over the ban-ister, looking up and back. He called again,
shrugged a shrug which turned into astretch, and, yawning, cameto the door. | hid the knifein my
deeve

"Oh!" he said, startled, as he opened the door. Unac-countably, | felt awave of nausea. Getting a
grip on mysdlf, | stepped inside before | spoke. He stood |ooking at me, flushing, abit conscious, | think,
of hisbarefeet, for he stood on one of them, trying to curl the toes of the other one out of sight.

"Danids...." | murmured.

"Yes" hesad. "I'm Rondd Danids." He glanced quickly into the room. "Dad doesn't ssemto be... |
don't ... | was adleep.”

"I'mso sorry.”

"Gosh, that's dll right,” he said. He was a swest little chap, not aman yet, not achild—lessand less
of achild as he woke up, which he was doing dowly. He smiled.

"Comein. Let me have your coat. Dad ought to be here now. Maybe he went for cigarettes or
something.”

It was asif aswitch had been thrown and alittle sgn had lit up within him— "Remember your
manners”

Abruptly | fdt the strangest compulson—ayearning, awarming toward thislad. It was completely a
sexual thing, mind you—completely. But it was asif apart of me be-longed to apart of him . . . no; more
the other way round. | don't know. It can't be described. And with the fedling, | suddenly knew that it
wasdl right, it wasdl quitedl right.

| did not have to see Mr. Danids after al. That businesswould be well taken care of when thetime
came, and not by me. Bette—much better—for himto do it.



He extended hishand for my coat. "Thank you so much,” | said, smiling, liking him—more than liking
him, in thisinde-finable way—"but | redly must go. I—if your father—" How could | say it? How could |
let him know that it was different now; that everything might be spoiled if hisfather knew | had come
here?"| mean, when your father comes back...."

Startlingly, helaughed. "Please don't worry," he said. "1 won't tell him you were here

| looked at hisface, hisround, bland face, so odd with his short dender frame. That thing like asense
of duty told me not to ask, but | violated it. Y ou don't know who | am, do you?"

He shook his head. "Not redly. But it doesn't matter. | won't tell dad.”

"Good." | smiled, and |ft.

v

AsTold By
JENNIE BEAUFORT

Y OU NEVER know what you're going to run up againgt when you're an information operator, |
mesan really, people seem to have the craziest idea of what we're therefor. Like the man called up the
other day and wanted to know how you spell conscientious—"Just conscientious,” he says, "1 know how
to spell objector" and | gave him the Singsong, you know, the voice with asmile, "I'm soreee! We haven't
that infor-may-shun!" and keyed him out, thinking to myself, what a schmoe. (1 told Mr. Parker, heésmy
super, and he grinned and said it was asign of the times; Mr. Parker's dways mak-ing jokes.) And like
the other man wantsto know if he getsabusy sgna and hangs on to theline, will the signal stop and the
bell ring when the party heiscaling hangs up.

| want to say to him, what do you think | am, Alexander Graham Bell or something, maybe Don
Ameche, ingtead of which | tell him "One moment, sir, and | will get that information for you?' (not that
I'm asking a question, you raise your voice that way because it leaves the customers breathless) and |
nudge Sue and shetdls me, Sue knows everything.

Not that everything like that comes over the wire, any-thing isliable to happen right therein the office
or in the hallsto say nothing of the stage-door Johnnieswith hair oil and cellophane boxes who ask al the
girlsif they are Op-erator 23, she has such anice voice.

Likethe kid that wasin here yesterday, not that he was on the prowl, he was too young, though five
years from now hell be just dreamy, with his cute round face and hislong legs. Mr. Parker brought himin
to me and told me the kid was getting up atalk on telephonesfor hiscivicsclassin high school, and tells
thekid to just ask Miss Beau-fort anything he wants to know and walks off rubbing his hands, which |
can understand becauise he has made me fed good and made the kid fed good and has me doing dl the
work while he gets all the credit.

Not that | felt good just at that particular moment, my stomach did asmall flip-flop but that has
nothing to do with it; it must have been the marshmallow cake | had for my lunch, | should remember to
keep away from the marsh-mallow when | have gravy-and-mashed, at least on week-days.

Anyway thiskid was cute, with his pleases and histhank you'sand hislittle
amost-bows-from-the-waist like aregular Lord Cavert. He asked me dl sorts of questionsand al smart
too, but he never asked them right out, | mean, he would say, "Please tell me how you can find anumber
so fast?" and then listen to every word | said and squiggle something down in his notebook. | showed
him the a pha-beticals and the centra indexes and the assonancefile (and you can bet | called it by itsfull



name to that nice young-ster) where we find out that a number for Meyer, say, islisted asMaior. And he
wanted to know why it was that we never give a street address to someone who has the phone number,
but only the other way around, and how we found out the phone number from just the street address.

So | showed him the street index and the checking in-dex, which hasthe numbersal in order by
exchanges with the street addresses, which iswhat we use to trace calls when we haveto. And lots
more. And finaly he said he wanted to pretend he was me for aminute, to seeif he understood
everything. He even blushed when he said it. | told him to go ahead and got up and let him st down. He
sat there all serious and bright-eyed, and said, "Now, suppose | am you, and someone wants to know
the number of—uh—Fred Zimmerman, who lives out at Bell Hill, but they have no street number.”

And | showed him how to flip out the dphabetica, and how to ask the customer which one he wants
if there should be more than one Fred Zimmerman. He listened so care-fully and politely, and made a
note in his book. Then he asked me what happensif the police or somebody has a phone number and
wants the address, well say, out in Homeland, like Homeland 2050. | showed him the nu-merica index,
and hewhipped it out and opened it like an old hand. My, he caught on quickly. He made another notein
hisbook ... well, it went on like that, and dl in twenty minutes.

| bet he could take over from me any time and not give Mr. Parker aminute's worry, which ismore
than | can say for some of the girlswho have been working herefor years, like that Patty Mawson with
her blonde hair and her awful New Look.

Wéll, that boy picked my brainsdry in short order, and he got up and for amoment | thought he was
going to kissmy hand like a Frenchman or a European, but he didn't. He just thanked me asif | had
given him the crown jewels or my hand in marriage, and went out to do the same for Mr. Parker, and all
| can say is, | wish one-tenth of the customers showed as much good house breaking.

Vv

AsTold By
HELMUTH STOYE

GRACE ... Grace. . . Gracel

Oh, my little darling, my gentle, my soft little bird with the husky voice. Miss Funny-Brows. Little
Miss Teeth. Y ou used to laugh such a specid laugh when | made up new namesfor you, Cord-cache,
Cadenza, Viola-voice. . . and you'l never laugh again, because | killed you.

| killed you, | killed you.

Y esterday | stopped al the clocks.

| couldn't stand it. It was wrong; it was aviolation. Y ou were dead. | drew the blindsand sat in the
dark, not redly bdieving that it had happened—how could it happen? Y ou're Grace, you'rethe
humming in the kitchen, the quick foot-fallsin thefoyer as| come up the porch steps.

| think for awhile | believed that your coming back was the most redl, the most obviousthing; ina
moment, any moment, you would comein and kiss the ngpe of my neck; you would be smdling of vanilla
and cut flowers, and you'd laugh a me and together wed fling up the blinds and let in the light.

And then Tinkle struck—Tinkle, the eight-foot grandfather's clock with the basso profundo chime.
That was when | knew what wasreal. It wasredl that you were dead, it wasredl. . . .

| got angry at that violation, that sacrilege, that clock. What right had the clock to strike, the handsto
move? How could it go on? It waswrong. | got up and stopped it. | think | spoketoit, not harshly,
angry as| was,; | said, "Y ou don't know, do you, Tinkle? No oné'stold you yet," and | caught it by its



swinging neck and hed it until itsticking brain was quiet.

| told al the clocks, one by one, that you were dead—the glowing Seth Thomas ship's clock, withiits
heavy threads and its paired syllables, and Drowsy the alarm, and the cuckoo with the cleft palate who
couldn't say anything but "hook-who!"

A truck roared by outside, and | remember the new surge of fury because of it, and then the thought
that the driver hadn't been told yet ... and then the mad thought that the news would spread from these
slent clocks, from these drawn blinds, spread like a cloud-shadow over the world, and when it touched
birds, they would glide to the ground and crouch motionless, with no movement in their jeweled eyes,
when it touched machines, they would dow and stop; when it touched flowersthey would close
themsalvesinto little soft fists and bend to knuckle the earth; when it touched people they would finish
that stride, end that sentence, dowing, softening, and would sink down and be till.

There would be no noise or confusion as the world dipped into its stasis, and nothing would grow but
dlence. And the sun would hang on the horizon with its face thickly velled, and there would be eterna
dusk.

That was yesterday, and | was angry. | am not angry today. It was better, yesterday, the sitting in
turmoil and usalessness, the usaless raging up and down rooms so hol-low, yet still so full of you they
would not echo. It got dark, you see, and in good time the blinds were brighter than the walls around
them again. | looked out, squinting through grainy eydids, and saw aman waking by, waking eesly, his
handsin his pockets, and he was whistling.

After that | could not be angry any more, not a the man, not a the morning. | knew only the great
crud pressure of afact, afact worse than the fact of emptiness or of death— the fact that nothing ever
stops, that things must go on.

It was better to be angry, and to lose mysdlf in useless-ness. Now | am not angry and | have no
choice but to think usefully. | have lived auseful life and have built it &l on ussful thinking, and if | had not
thought so much and so carefully Grace would be here with me now, with her voice like alarge soft
breeze in some springtime place, and perhaps tickling the sde of my neck with feather-touches of her
moving lips.... it was my useful, questing, thirsty thought which killed her, killed her.

The accident was all of two years ago—amost two years anyway. We had driven al the way back
from Springfield without stopping, and we were very tired. Grace and Mr. Share and | were squeezed
into the front seat.

Mr. Share was a man Grace had invented long before, even before we were married. Hewas abig
invisible fat man who always sat by the right-hand window, and a-ways|ooked out to the Side so that he
never watched us.

But since he was so fat, Grace had to press up close to me as we drove.

There was a stake-bodied truck bowling along ahead of us, and in the back of it was a spry old man,
or perhaps aweatherbeaten young man—you couldn't tell—in blue dunga-rees and ared shirt. He had a
yedlow woolen muffler tied around hiswaist, and the smple strip of materid made dl the difference
between "clothes’ and "'cosume.”

Behind him, lashed to the bed of the truck just back of the cab, was alarge bundle of burlap. It
would have made an adequate seat for him, cushioned and out of the wind. But the man seemed to take
the wind as a heady beverage and the legping floor as a challenge.

He stood with hisarms away from his sdes and hisknees dightly flexed, and rode the truck asif it
werealivething. Heyieded himsdf to each lurch and bump, brought him-salf back with each recession,
guarding hisequilibrium with an easy virtuosity.

Gracewas, | think, dozing; my shout of ddighted laugh-ter at the performance on the bounding stage
before us brought her upright. She laughed with mefor the laugh aone, for she had not looked through
the windshield yet, and she kissed my cheek.

He saw her do it, the man on the truck, and he laughed with us.

"He's our kind of people,” Grace said.

"A pixie," | agreed, and we laughed again.

The man took off an imaginary plumed hat, svung it low toward us, but very obvioudy toward



Grace. She nodded back to him, with adight sidewise turn of her face asit went down that symbolized a
curtsey.

Then he held out his elbow, and the pose, the dightly raised shoulder over which he looked fondly a
the air over hisbent arm, showed that he had given hisarm to alady. The lady was Grace, who, of
course, would be charmed to join him in the dance. . . she clapped her hands and crowed with ddlight,
as shewatched her imaginary self with the courtly, colorful figure aheed.

The man stepped with dainty dignity to the middle of the truck and bowed again, and you could dl
but hear the muted minuet asit began. It was atruly wonderful thing to watch, this pantomime; the man
knew the ancient stately stepsto perfection, and they were unflawed by the careening surface on which
they were performed. There was no mockery in the miming, but smply the fullness of good, the sheer,
unspoiled sharing of ahappy magic.

He bowed, he took her hand, smiled back into her eyes as she pirouetted behind him. He stood back
to thelinewaiting histurn, nodding dightly to the music; he dipped ever so little, twice, ashisturn came,
and stepped grace-fully out to meet her, smiling again.

| don't know what made me look up. We were nearing the Speedway Viaduct, and the truck ahead
was just about to pass under it. High up over our heads was the great span, and as my eyesfollowed its
curve, to see the late after-noon sun on the square guard posts which bounded the €le-vated road, three
of the posts exploded outward, and the blunt nose of a heavy truck plowed through and over the edge,
to dip and catch and dip again, finally to teeter to a precarious stop.

Apparently itstrailer wasloaded with light stedl girders, one of them dipped over thetractor's
crumpled shoulder and speared down toward us.

Our companion of the minuet, on the truck ahead, had finished his dance, and, turned to us, was
bowing low, smil-ing, looking up through his eyebrows a us. The girder's end took him on the back of
the head. It did not take the head off; it obliterated it. The body struck flat and lay still, as still aswet
paper stuck to glass. The girder bit alarge piece out of the tailgate and somersaulted to the right, whilel
braked and swerved dangeroudy away from it. For-tunately there were no cars coming toward us.

Therewas, of course, along, mixed-up, horrified sequence of the two truck drivers, the one ahead
and the one who came down later from the viaduct and was sick. Ambulances and bystanders and alot
of talk . .. noneof it matters, redly.

No one ever found out who the dead man was. He had no luggage and no identification; he had over
ninety dol-larsin his pocket. He might have been anybody—someone from show business, or awriter
perhaps, on ahaywire va-cation of hisown wild devising. | suppose that doesn't mat-ter either. What
does matter isthat he died while Grace wasin avery close communion with what he was doing, and her
mind waswide open for hisfantasy. Mineis, generdly, | suppose; but at that particular moment, when |
had seen the smash above and the descending girder, | was wide awake, on guard. | think that had alot
to do with what has happened since. | think it has everything to do with Graces—with Grace's—

Thereisno word for it. | can say this, though. Grace and | were never alone together again until the
day shedied. Died, died, Grace is dead.

Grace!

| can go on with my accursed useful thinking now, | sup-pose.

Grace was, of course, badly shaken, and | did what | could for her over the next few weeks. | tried
my best to understand how it was affecting her. (That'swhat | mean by useful thinking—trying to
understand. Trying and try-ing—yprying and prying. Arranging, probing, finding out. Get-ting aglimpse, a
scent of danger, rooting it out—bringing it out into the open where it can get a you.) Rest and new
clothes and dcohol rubdowns; the theater, music and music, dways music, for she could lose hersdf iniit,
riding itsflux, feding and folding hersdf init, following it, sometimes, with her hushed, true voice,
sometimeslying opentoit, let-ting it play its colors and touches over her.

Thereisaways an end to patience, however. After two months, knowing her as | did, | knew that
there was more here than smple shock. If | had known her lesswell—if | had cared less, even, it
couldn't have mattered.

It began with small things. There were absiractions which were unusud in so vibrant aperson. Ina



quiet room, her face would listen to music; sometimes | had to speak twice and then repeat what | had
sad.

Once | came home and found supper not started, the bed not made. Those things were not
important—I am not afuss-pot nor an autocrat; but | was shaken when, after calling her repeatedly |
found her in the guest room, sitting on the bed without lights. | had no ideashe wasin there; | just walked
in and snapped on the light in the beginnings of panic because she seemed not to be in the house; she had
not answered me.

And at firgt it was asif she had not noticed the sudden yellow blaze from the paired lamps, she was
gazing at the wall, and on her face was an expression of perfect peace. She was wide awake—at least
her eyeswere. | cdled her: "Grace!"

"Hello, darling," she said quietly. Her head turned casu-dly toward me and she smiled—oh, those
perfect teeth of hersl—and her smilewas only partly for me; therest of it wasingde, with the nameless
thingswith which she had been communing.

| sat beside her, amazed, and took her hands. | suppose | spluttered a bit, "Grace, areyou dl right?
Why didn't you answer? The bed's not—have you been out? What's hap-pened? Here—let me seeif
you have afever."

Her eyes were awake, yes, but riot awake to me, to here and now. They were awake and open to
some elsewhere matters. . . . She acquiesced as | felt her forehead and cheeksfor fever, and while | was
doingit | could seethe attention of those warm, pleased, living eyes shifting from the things they had been
seeing, to me. It was asif they were watching a scene fade out while another was brought in on a screen,
so that for asecond all focusing points on the first picture were lost, and there was asearch for a
fo-cusing point on the second.

And then, apparently, the picture of Hdmuth Stoye sit-ting next to her, holding one of her hands,
running his right palm across her forehead and down her cheek, cameinto sharp, true value, and she said,
"Darling! Y ou're home! What happened? Holiday or strike? Y ou're not sick?!

| said, "Sweetheart, it's after seven.”

"No!" Sherose, smoothed her hair in front of the mirror. Hers was alarge face and her appeal had
none of the doll qualities, the candy-and-peaches qualities of the four-color ads. Her brow and
cheekbones were wide and strong, and the hinges of her jaw were well-marked, hollowed under-neath.
Her nostrils were flared and sensuoudly tilted and her shoulders too wide to be suitable for fashion plates
or pin-ups. But clothes hung from those shoulders with the grace-ful majesty of royd capes, and her
breastswere large, high, separated and firm.

Yet for dl her width and flatness and strength, for al her powerfully-set features, she waswoman all
through; and with clothes or without, shelooked it.

Shesad, "l had noidea. . . after seven! Oh, darling, I'm sorry. Y ou poor thing, and no dinner yet.
Come help me," and she dashed out of the room, leaving meflapping my lips, cdling, "But Grace! Wait!
Tdl mefirg what'sthe mat—"

And when | got to the kitchen she was whipping up adinner, efficiently, deftly, and al my questions
could wait, could be interrupted with "Helmuth, honey, open these, will you?' "I don't know, bloved;
well dig it out after supper. Will you seeif therere any French friesin the freezer?”

And afterward she remembered that "The Pearl" was play-ing at the Ascot Theater, and we'd missed
it whenit first cameto town, and thiswas the best night . . . we went, and the picture was fine, and we
talked of nothing esethat night.

| could have forgotten about that episode, | suppose. | could have forgotten about any one of
them—the time she turned her gaze so strangely inward when she was whip-ping cream, and turned it to
butter because she smply for-got to sop whipping it when it was ready; the times she had the strong,
uncharacterigtic urgesto do and fed things which had never interested her before—to lose hersdlf in
distancesfrom high buildingsand tal hills, to swvim under-water for long, frightening minutes, to hear new
and ever new kinds of music—saccharine fox-trots and atona string quartets, arrangements for
percussion aone and Orienta modes.

And foods—rattlesnake ribs, moo goo gai pan, curried sal-mon with greenrice, Padlla, withits



chicken and clams, headcheese, canolas, sweet-and-pungent pork; al these Grace made herself, and
wall.

But infood asin music, in new sensudities asin new activities, there was no basic change in Grace.
These were additions only; for al the exoticisam of the dishes, for ex-ample, we gill had and enjoyed the
things she had aways made—the gingered leg of lamb, the acorn squash filled with creamed onions, the
crepes suzettes.

She could till belost in the architecture of Bach's " Pas-sacagliaand Fugue' and in the raw heartbest
of the Hag-gard-Bauduc "Big Noise from Winnetka" Because she had this new passon for underwater
swimming, shedid not let it take from her enjoyment of high-board diving. Her occa-siond lapsesfrom
efficiency, asin the whipped cream epi-sode, were rare and temporary. Her sometime dreaminess, when
she would forget appointments and arrangements and time itsalf, happened so seldom, that in dl justice,
they could have been forgotten, or put down, with al my vaunted un-derstanding, to some obscure desire
for privacy, for done-ness.

So—she had everything she had always had, and now more. She was everything she aways had
been, and now more. She did everything she had always done, and now more. Then what, what on earth
and in heaven, was | both-ered, worried, and—and afraid of ?

| know now. It was jealousy. It was—one of the jealousies.

There wasn't Another Man. That kind of poison springs from insecurity—from the knowledge that
there's enough wrong with you that the chances are high that another man—any other man—could do a
better job than you in some department of your woman's needs. Besides, that kind of thing can never be
done by the Other Man done; your woman must cooperate, willfully and conscioudy, or it can't happen.
And Grace wasincapable of that.

No; it was because of the sharing we had had. My mar-riage was a magic one because of what we
shared; because of our ability to see ared gold leaf, exchange a glance and say never aword, for we
knew so well each other's pleasure, its causes and expressions and associations. The pleasures were not
the magic; the sharing was.

A poor andogy: you have aroommate who isavery dear friend, and together you have completely
redecorated your room. The colors, the lighting, the concealed shelves and drapes, dll areaglad
communion of your separated tastes. Y ou are both proud and fond of your beautiful room . . . and one
day you come home and find anew tele-vision set. Y our roommeate has acquired it and brought it in to
surprise you. Y ou are surprised, and you are happy, too.

But dowly an ugly thing cregpsinto your mind. The set isabig thing, an important, dominating thing in
the room and in the things for which you use theroom. And it is his—not mine or ours, but his. Thereis
his unspoken, unde-manded authority in the choice of programsin the evenings, and where are the chess
games, thefolk snging with your guitar, the long hours of phonograph music?

They arethere, of course, ready for you every moment; no one has taken them away. But now the
room is differ-ent. It can continue to be ahappy room; only a petty mind would resent the new shared
riches; but the fact that the source of the richesis not shared, was not planned by you both. This changes
the room and everything in it, the col-ors, the people, the shape and warmth.

So with my marriage. A thing had come to Grace which made us both richer but | did not share that
source; and damn, damn my selfishness, | could not beer it; if | could not shareit | wanted her deprived
of it. | was gentle; be-ginning with, "How do you fed, sweetheart? But you aren't dl right; what were you
thinking of ? 1t couldn't be 'noth-ing' . . . you were giving more attention to it than you are to me right
now!"

| was firm; beginning with, "Now look, darling; there's something here that we have to face. Please
help. Now, ex-actly why are you so interested in hearing that Hindemith sketch? Y ou never used to be
interested in music likethat.

It has no melody, no key, no rhythm; it's unpredictable and ugly. I'm quoting you, darling; that's what
you used to say about it. And now you want to soak yourself init. Why? Why? What has changed you?
Y es—people must grow and change; | know that. But—growing so fast, so quickly, in so many different
directiond Tell me, now. Tdl me exactly why you fed moved to hear thisthing at thistime.”



And—I was angry, beginning with, "Grace! Why didn't you answer me? Oh, you heard me, did you?
What did | say? Yes, that'sright; you did . . . then why didn't you answer? Well? Not important? Y ou'll
haveto redlize that it'simportant to me to be answered when | spesk to you!"

Shetried. | could see her trying. | wouldn't stop. | be-gan to watch her every minute. | stopped
waiting for open-ings, and made them myself. | trapped her. | put on music in which I knew shewould be
lost, and spoke softly, and when she did not answer, | would kick over my chair with ashout and
demand that she speak up. Shetried.... Some-times she was indignant, and demanded the peace that
should be her right. Once | struck her.

That did it. Oh, the poor, brutalized bel oved!

Now | can seeit; now!

She never could answer me, until the one time. What could she have said? Her "I don't know!" was
the truth. Her patience went too far, her anger not far enough, and | know that her hurt was without
limits

| struck her, and she answered my questions. | was even angrier after she had than | had been
before, for | felt that she had known al dong, that until now she had with-held what she knew; and |
cursed mysdif for not using force earlier and more often. | did. For not hitting Grace before!

| came home that night tired, for there was trouble at the shop; | suppose | wasirascible with the
compositors, but that was only because | had not dept well the night before, which was
because—anyway, when | got home, | dammed the door, which was not usud, and, standing there with
my raincoat draped over one shoulder, looking at the beautiful spread on the coffee tablein front of the
fireplace, | demanded, "What'sthat for?"

There were canagpes and dainty round and rolled and tri-angular sandwiches; afrosty bluish beverage
twinkling with effervescence in its dender pitcher; there were stars and flowers of tiny pickles, pastes and
dressings, alovely cord potato chip, and covered dishesfull of delicate mysteries.

Therewere dso two small and vivid bowls of cut blooms, beautifully arranged.

"Why, for us. Just for ustwo," shesaid.

| said, "Good God. Isthere anything the matter with sit-ting up to atable and esting like ahuman
being?' Then | went to hang up the coat.

She had not moved when | came back; she was still stand-ing facing the door, and perhaps a quarter
of her welcom-ing smile was frozen on her face.

No, | said to myself, no you don't. Don't go soft, now. Y ou have her on the run; let's bregk thisthing
up now, dl a once, dl over the place. The hedling can comelater. | said, "Well?"

Sheturned to me, her eyesfull of tears. "Helmuth ..." she said weakly. | waited. "Why did you ... it
was only asurprise. A pretty surprise for you. We haven't been to-gether for solong . . . you've been . .

"Y ou haven't been yoursdlf sincethat accident,” | said coldly. "1 think you like being different. Turn
off the tears, honey. They'll do you no good.”

"I'm not different!” she wailed; and then she began to cry in earnest. "I can't stand it!" she moaned, "I
can't, | can't. .. Helmuth, you're losing your mind. I'm going to leave you. Leave you ... maybefor just a
while, may-befor .."

"Youregoing to what?" | whispered, going very closeto her.

She made a supreme effort and answered, flatly, looking mein the eye, "'I'm going, Helmuth. I've got
to."

| think if she'd seen it coming she would have stood back; perhaps I'd have missed her. | think that if
she'd expected it, she would have fled after | hit her once. Instead she stood still, unutterably shocked,
unmoving, So it was easy to hit her again.

She stood watching me, her face dead, her eyes, and, increasingly, the flames of the fingermarks on
her bleached cheeks burning. In that instant | knew how she felt, what her mind wastrying franticaly to
do.

Shewastrying to think of away to make thisadream, to explain it as an accident, to find some
excuse for me; and the growing sting in her beaten cheeks dowly proved and reproved that it wastrue. |



know this, because thetingling sting of my handswas proving it to me.

Findly she put one hand up to her face. She said, "Why?"

| said, "Because you have kept a secret from me.”

She closed her eyes, swayed. | did not touch her. Still with her eyes closed, she said:

"It wants to be left done. It feeds on vita substance, but thereisawaysan excess. . . thereisina
hedthy person, anyway. It only takesasmdl part of that excess, not enough to matter, not enough for
anyone but ajealous maniac like you to notice. It lives happily in ahappy per-son, it livesrichly inamind
rich with the experiences of the senses, feeding only on what is spare and extra. And you have made me
unfit, forever and ever, with your prod-ding and scarring, and because you have found it out it can never
be left done again, it can never be safe again, it can never be safe while you live, it can never be con-tent,
it can never leave mewhilel live, it can never, it can never, it can never.”

Her voice did not trail off—it smply stopped, without arise or fal in pitch or volume, without any
norma human aura punctuation. What she said made no senseto me.

| snarled at her—I don't think it was aword—and turned my back. | heard her fdl, and when |
looked she was crumpled up like a castoff, empty, trodden-on white paper box.

| fought my battle between fury and tendernessthat night, and met the morning with the dull
conclusion that Grace was possessed, and that what had possessed her had gonemad . . . that | didn't
know where | was, what to do; that | must save her if | could, but in any case relentlessy track down
and destroy the—the— No, it hadn't aname. .,

Grace was conscious, docile, and had nothing to say. She was not angry or resentful; she was
nothing but—obedient. She did what she wastold, and when she finished she stopped until she wastold
to do something else.

| called in Doc Knapp. He said that what was mostly wrong with her was outside the field of a
medica doctor, but he didn't think alittle regimented rest and high-pow-ered food therapy would hurt.

| let him take her to the hospital. | think | was almost glad to see her go. No | wasn't. | couldn't be
glad. How could | be glad about anything? Anyway, Knapp would have her rested and fed and quieted
down and fattened up and supplied with two acohol rubs aday, until she wasfit to start some sort of
psychotherapy. She dways liked a-cohol rubs. She killed her—she died just before the second a cohol
rub, on thefourth day . . . Knapp said, when hetook her away, "I can't understand it, Helmuth. It'slike
shock, but in Grace that doesn't seem right at all. She'stoo strong, too dive.”

Not any more, sheian't.

My mind'swandering. Hold on tight, you . . . Hold. . ..

Wheream 1?1 am at home. | am Sitting in the chair. | am getting "up. Uh! | have falen down. Why
did I fal down? Because my leg was adeep. Why wasit adeep? Be-cause | have been ditting here dl
day and most of the night without moving. The doorbdll isringing. Why isthe door-bell ringing? Because
someone wantsto comein. Who isit? Someone who comes visiting at two o' eight in the morn-ing, |
know that because | started the clock again and Tin-kle sayswhat timeit is. Who viditsat two o' eight in
the morning? Drunks and police and desth. Thereisasmall person's shadow on the frosted door, which
| open. "Hello, smdl person, Graceisdead.”

Itisnot adrunk it isnot the policeit is Desth who has achild'slong lashes and small hands, oneto
hold up ablank piece of paper for meto sare at, one to dide the knife between my ribs, fed it scrape on
my breastbone . . . adrama, Enter Knife Left Center, and | fall back away from the door, my blood
leaping lingering after the with-drawn blade, Grace, Grace, treasure mein your cupped hands—



Vi

AsTold By
LAWRENCE DELEHANTY

| GOT THE cdll on the car radio just before half-past two. Headquarters had a phonetip of some
funny business out on Poplar Street in Homeland. The fellow who phoned was amilk truck dispatcher on
hisway to work. He says he thought he saw someone at the door of this house stab the guy who cameto
the door, close the door and best it.

| didn't see anyone around. There were lights on in the house—in what seemed to be the living room,
and in the hallway just inside the door. | could see how anyone pass-ing by could get alook at such a
thing if it had happened.

| told Sam to stay in the prowl! car and ran up the path to the house.

| knocked on the door, figuring maybe thered be prints on the bell push. There was no answer. |
tried again, and finaly opened the door, turning the knob by the shaft, which was long enough for me to
get hold of without touching the knob.

It had happened dl right. The stiff wasjust ingde the door. The guy was on hisback, arms and legs
spread out, with the happiest ook on hisface | ever saw. No kidding— that guy looked asif held just
been given amillion dollars. He had blood dl over hisfront.

| took one look and went back and called Sam. He came up asking questions and stopped asking
when he saw the stiff. "Go phone,” | told him, "and be careful. Don't touch nothin'.”

While he was phoning | took aquick squint around. There was afew dirty dishesin the kitchen sink
and on the table, and half a bottle of some liqueur on an end tablein theliving room, sitting right on the
polished wood, whereit'd sureleave aring. I'd say this guy had been in there some time without trying to
cleenup any.

| inched open the drawer in the big sideboard in the dining room and all the silver was there. None of
the drawersin the two bedrooms were open; it looked like agrudge killing of some kind; there wasn't no
robbery | could see.

Just as| came back down the stairs the doorbell rang. Sam came out of the front room and | waved
him back. "There goes our printsonthe bell,” | said. "I'll getit." | pussyfooted to the door and pulled it
wide open, real sud-den.

"Mr. Stoye?" saysakid standing there. He's about four-teen, maybe, small for his age. He's standing
out there, three o'clock in the morning, mind you, smiling red palite, just like it was afternoon and hed
come around to Al raffletickets. | felt aretch starting in my stomach just then—don't know why. The
sght of the stiff hadn't bothered me none. Maybe something | ate. | swallowed it down and said, "Who
aeyou?'

Hesaid, "I would like to see Mr. Stoye.”

"Bub," | said, "Mr. Stoyeisn't seeing anybody just now. What do you want?"

He squinted around me and saw the stiff. | guess | should've stopped him but he had me off guard.
And you know, he didn't gasp or jump back or any of the things you expect anyoneto do. He just
sraightened up, and he smiled.

"Wdll," he says, sort of patting hisjacket pocket, "l don't Spose there's anything | can do now," and
he smilesat me, red bright. "Waell, good night," he says, and turnsto go.

| nabbed him and spun him insde and shut the door. "What do you know about this?' | asked him.

Helooked at the stiff, where | nodded, and he looked at me. The stiff didn't bother him.

"Why, nothing,” he said. "1 don't know anything at dl. Isthat redly Mr. Stoye?"

"Youknow itis"

"I think I did know, dl right," he said. "Wdll, can | go home now? Dad doesn't know I'm out.”

"I bet he doesn't. Let's see what you got in your pockets."

Hedidn't seem to mind. | frisked him. Insde the jacket pocket was ajump knife—one of those



Army issue paratroop-er's clasp knives with a spring; touch the button and click! you've got four and a
half inches of razor stedl sticking out of your fist, ready for business. A lot of 'em got out in war surplus.
Too many. We'reawaysfinding 'em in carcasses.

| told him held have to stick around. He frowned alittle bit and said he was worried about hisfather,
but | didn't let that make no difference. He gave his name with-out any trouble. His name was Ronnie
Daniels. Hewas aclean-cut little fellow, just asnice and polite as| ever saw.

Wéll, | asked him dl kinds of questions. His answersjust didn't make no sense. He said he couldn't
recal just what it was he wanted to see Stoye about. He said he had never met Stoye and had never
been out here before. He said he got the address from knowing the phone number; went right up to the
telephone company and wormed it out of one of the girlsthere. He said he didn't remember at dl where
he got the number from. | looked at the number just out of curi-osity; it was Homeland 2065, which
didn't mean nothing to me,

After that there wasn't anything to do until the homicide squad got there. | knew the kid's old man,
this Danidl's, would have to get dragged into it, but that wasn't for me to do; that would be up to the
detective looey. | turned the kid over to Sam.

| remember Sam'sface just then; it turned pale. | asked him what was the matter but he just
swallowed hard and said he didn't know; maybe it was the pickles he had with his midnight munch. He
took the kid into the front room and they got into afine conversation about cops and murders. He sure
seemed to be anice, hedlthy, normal kid.

Quiet and obedient—you know. | can't really blame Sam for what happened.

The squad arrived—two carloads, sirens and dl, making so much noise | thought sure Stoye would
get up and tell 'emto let him rest in peace—and in they came—jphotogs, print men, and the usua bunch
of cocky plainclothesmen. They swarmed al over.

Hick wasthe man in charge, stocky, tough, mad at every-body all the time, especidly on the night
detail. Man, how he hated killers that worked at night and dragged him away from his pinochle!

| told the whole story to him and hislittle book.

"Hisnames Tommy," | said, "and he sayshelivesat—"

"HisnaméesRonnie," says Sam, from behind me.

"Hey," | says. "l thought | told you to stay with him."

"l had to go powder my nose," says Sam. "My stomach done aflip-flop awhile back that had me
worried. It's okay. Brown was dusting in the room there when | went out. And besides, that'sanicellittle
kid. Hewouldn't—"

"Brown!" Hick roared.

Brown came out of the living room. "Y egh, chief."

"Y ou donein the front room?"

"Y eah; everything | could think of. No prints except Stove's, except on the phone. | guessthey'd be
Sam's"

"Thekidsdl right?'

"Waswhen | l€ft," said Brown, and went back into the living room. Flick and me and Sam went into
the front room.

The kid was gone.

Sam turned pae.

"Ronnie!" he bellows. "Hey you, Ronniel”

No answer.

"Y ou hadda go powder your big fat nose," says Hick to Sammy. Sam looked bad. The soft seatsin
aradio car fed good to aharness bull, and | think Sam decided right then that he'd be doing hisjob on
foot for quiteawhile.

It was easy to see what had happened. Sammy |eft the room, and then Brown got finished and went
out, and in those few seconds he was aone the kid had stepped through the short hall into the kitchen
and out the side door.

Sam looked even worse when | suddenly noticed that the ten-inch ham dicer was gone from the



kniferack; that was one of thefirst things | looked at after | saw Stoye had been stabbed. Y ou aways
look for the kitchen knivesin ahome stabbing.

Hick turned to Sam and opened his mouth, and in that

moment, believe me, | was glad | was me and not him. | thought fast.

"Hick," | said, "l knew where that kid's going. He was al worried about what his old man would
think. Here—I got hisaddressin my book."

Flick snapped, "Okay. Get down thereright away. I'll cal what's-his-name—Daniels—from here
and tell him to wait for the kid and hold him if he shows up before you do. Get down there, now, and
hurry. Keep your eyes pedled on the way; you might see him on the street. Look out for that knife. Kelly,
get agenera darm out for that kid soon's I'm off the phone. Or send it from your car.”

He turned back to me, thumbed at Sam. "Take him with you," he says, "I want him out of my sight.
And if his hot damned nose gets shiny again see he don't use your sum-mons book."

We ran out and piled into the car and took off. We didn't go straight to Daniels address. Sam hoped
we would see the kid on theway; | think he had some idea of a heroic hand-to-hand grapple with the kid
inwhich maybe held get alittle bit stabbed in line of duty, which might quiet Flick down some.

So we cut back and forth between Myrtle Avenue and Varick; thekid could've taken atrolley on
one or abus on the other. We found out soon enough that he'd done nei-ther; he'd found acab; and I'd
like to know who it was drove that hack.

Hemust've been ajet pilot.

It wasredl dark on Danidls street. The nearest streetlight was a couple hundred feet away, and there
was abig mapletreein Daniels yard that cast thick black shadow al over the front of the house. |
missed the number in the dark and pulled over to the curb; | knew it must be somewhere around here,

Me and Sam got out and Sam went up on the nearest porch to see the house number; Daniels was
two doors away. That's how it was we happened to befar to the left of the house when the killer rang
Danids bell.

We both saw it, Sam and me, that small dark shadow up against Daniels front door. The door had a
glass pand and there was some sort of anight light oninsde, so al we saw was the dark blob waiting
there, ringing on the bell. | guess Danielswas awake, after Hick's phone call.

| grabbed Sam's arm, and he shook me free. He had hisgun out. | said, "What are you gonnado?’
Hewas al hopped up, | guess.

He wanted to make an arrest or something. He wanted to be The Man here. He didn't want to go
back on abegt. He said, "Y ou know how Stoye waskilled. Just like that."

That made sense, but | said, "Sam! Y ou're not going to shoot akid!™

"Jugt wing him, if it looks—"

Just then the door opened. Therewasn't much light. | saw Daniéls, astocky, balding man with avery
mild face, peer-ing out. | saw an arm come up from that small shadowy blob. Then Sam fired twice.
There was a shrill scream, and the clatter of aknife on the porch. | heard Ronnieyell, "Dad! Dad!"

Then Sam and | were pounding over to the house. Dan-iels was frozen there, staring down onto the
porch and the porch steps.

At thefoot of the steps the kid was huddled. He was unconscious. The ham dicer gleamed wickedly
on the steps near his hand.

| called out, "Mr. Danielsl Werethe police. Better get back insde.”

And together Sam and | lifted up the kid. He didn't weigh much. Going inside, Sam tripped over his
big flat feet and | sworeat him.

We put the kid down on the couch. | didn't see any blood. Daniels was dithering around like an old
lady. | pushed him into achair and told him to stay there and try to take it easy.

Sam went to phone Hick. | started going over the kid.

Therewas no blood.

There were no holesin him, either; not anick, not agraze. | stood back and scratched my head.

Danidssad, "What'swrong with him? What happened?’

Insde, | heard Sam at the phone. "Y eah, we got 'im. It wasthekid dl right. Tried to stab hisold



man. | winged him. Huh?1 don't know. We're looking him over now. Yeah."

"Takeit easy," | said againto Danidls. Helooked rough. "Stay fight there."

| went to the door, which was standing open. Over by the porch rail | saw something shining green
and stedl blue. | Sarted over toiit, tripped on something yielding, and went flat on my face. Sam came
running out. "What'sthe—uh!" and he came sailing out and landed on top of me. He'sabig boy.

| said, "My goodness, Sam, that was careless of you," or wordsto that effect, and some other things
amounting to maybe Flick had theright ideaabout him.

"Damnit, Delehanty,” he says, "I tripped on something. What are you doing sprawled out here,
ayway?'

"I waslooking for—" and | picked it up, the green and stedl blue thing. It was a Finnish sheath knife,
long and pointed, double razor edges, scrollwork up near the hilt. Blood, still abit tacky, inthe
scrollwork.

"Whereld that come from?' grunted Sam, and took it "Hey! Hick just told me the medic says Stoye
was stabbed with atwo-edged knife. Y ou don't suppose—"

"l don't suppose nothin'," | said, getting up. "On your feet, Sam. Hick findsuslikethis, hell think
we're playing mumblety-peg . . . tell you what, Sam; | took ajump knife off the kid out there, and it only
had asingle edge.”

| went down the steps and picked it up. Sam pointed out that the kid had never had a chance to use
the ham dicer.

| shrugged that off. FHlick was paid the most for think-ing—Iet him do mogt of the thinking. | went to
the side of the door, and looked at the bell push to get an ideaasto how it might take prints, and then
went ingde. Sam came straight in and tripped again.

"Pick up yafeet!"

Sam had fallen to hisknees thistime. He growled some-thing and, swinging around, went to feding
around the porch floor with hishands. "Now it's patty-cake," | said. "For Pete's sake, Sam—"

Inside Danielswas on the floor by the couch, rubbing the kid's hands, saying, red scared like,
"Ronnie! Ronnie™

"Delehanty!"

Haf acrosstheroom, | turned. Sam was till on hiskneesjust outside the door, and hisface was
something to see. "Delehanty, just come here, will you?!

There was something in hisvoice that left no room for awisecrack. | went right to him. He motioned
me down be-side him, took my wrist and pushed my hand downward.

It touched something, but—there was nothing there.

Welooked at each other, and | wish | could write down what that 1ook said.

| touched it again, fdt it. It was like cloth, then like flesh, yielding, then bony.

"It'sthe Invisble Man!" breathed Sam, bug-eyed.

"Stop talking nonsense,” | said thickly. "And besides, it'sawoman. Look here."

"I'll take your word for it," said Sam, backing away. "Any-how, I'm amarried man."

Cars came, screaming as usud. "Here's Flick."

Hick and his mob came streaming up the steps.

"What's going on here? Wheresthe killer?"

Sam stood in front of the doorway, holding his hands out like he was unsnarling traffic. He was
shaking. "Wak over thisside," hesad, "or you'll step on her.”

"What are you gibbering about? Step on who?"

Sam flapped his hands and pointed at the floor. Flick and Brown and the others dl looked down,
then up again. | don't know what got into me. | just couldn't help it. | said, "He found alady-bug and he
don't want you to step on it."

Flick got so mad, so quick, he didn't even swear.

We went insde. The medic wasworking over the boy, swho was still unconscious. Flick was
demanding, "Wdl! Wdl?Wha's the matter with him?"

"Not athing | can find out, not without afluoroscope and some blood tests. Shock, maybe.”



"Shot?' gasped Daniels.

"Définitely not," said the M.O.

Flick said, very, very quietly, "Sam told me over the phone that he had shot the boy. What about this,
Deehanty? Can you talk sense, or is Sam contagious?'

| told him what we had seen from the side of the house. | told him that we couldn't be sure who it
was that rang the bell, but that we saw whoever it was raise aknife to strike, and then Sam fired, and
then we ran up and found the kid lying at the bottom of the steps. We heard aknifefal.

"Did you hear him fal down the steps?’

"No," said Sam.

"Shut up, you," said Hick, not looking at him. "Well, Delehanty?*

"l don't think so," | said, thinking hard. "It al happened so fast.”

"Itwasagirl."

"What wasagirl? Who sad that?'

Danidls shuffled forward. "1 answered the door. A girl wasthere. She had aknife. A long one,
pointed. | think it was double-edged.”

"Hereitis," sad Sam brightly.

Flick raised his eyesto heaven, moved hislips silently, and took the knife.

"That'sit," sad Danids. "Then there was agunshot, and she screamed and fell.”

"Shedid, huh? Whereis she?'

"|—I don't know," said Danielsin puzzlement.

"Shels dtill there," said Sam smugly. | thought, oh-oh. Thisisit.

"Thank you, Sam," said Hick icily. "Would you be good enough to point her out to me?’

Sam nodded. "There. Right there," and he pointed.

"See her, lying therein the doorway," | piped up.

Flick looked at Sam, and helooked a me. "Areyou guystrying to—uk!" Hiseyesbulged, and his
jaw went dack.

Everyonein theroom froze. There, in plain sght on the porch, lay the body of agirl. Shewas quitea
pretty girl, small and dark. She had abullet hole on each side of her neck, alittle one here and agreat big
oneover here.

VII

Told by the Author
THEODORE STURGEON

| DON'T much carefor the way this story's going.

Y ou want to write astory, see, and you Sit down in front of the mill, wait until that certain feding
comes to you, hold off a second longer just to be quite sure that you know exactly what you want to do,
take a deep breath, and get up and make a pot of coffee.

Thissort of thing islikely to go for days, until you are out of coffee and can't get more until you can
pay for same, which you can do by writing astory and sdlling it; or until you get tired of messing around
and st down and write ayarn purely by means of knowing how to do it and gpplying the knowledge.

But this story's different. It's coming out asif it were be-ing dictated to me, and I'm not used to that.



It'sahaywire sort of yarn; | have no excusesfor it, and can think of no reasonsfor such aplot having
unfolded itsdf tome. It isnt that | can't finish it up; far from it—all the plot factorstie themsaves negtly
together at the end, and thiswith no ef-fort on my part a al.

This can be demondtrated; it's the last chapter that both-ersme. Y ou seg, | didn't writeit. Either
someone's playing apractical joke on me, or— No. | prefer to believe someone's playing a practica
jokeon me.

Otherwise, thisthing isjust too horrible.

But about that demonstration, here's what happened:

Flick never quite recovered from the shock of seeing that sudden corpse. The careful services of the
doctor were not required to show that the young lady was dead, and Flick recovered himsdlf enough to
dart asking questions.

It was Danielswho belatedly identified her as the nurse he had seen at the hospita the day Mrs.
Stoyekilled her-sdlf. The nurse's name was Lucille Holder. She had come from England as agirl; she had
aflawlessrecord abroad and in this country. The head doctor told the police on later investigation, that
he had always been amazed at the tremendous amount of work Miss Holder could turn out, and had felt
that inevitably some sort of abreakdown must come. She went all to pieces on Mrs. Stoye's death, and
he sent her on an immediate vacation.

Her movements were not difficult to trace, after she left the adminigtrative office, where she
ascertained Mr. Danidls address. Shewent first to his house, and the only conclu-sion the police could
come to was that she had done so on purpose to kill him. But he was not there: he, it seems, had been
trying to find her at the hospital at thetime! So sheleft. The following night she went out to Stoye's, rang
the bell, and killed him.

Ronnie followed her, apparently filled with the same un-accountable impulse, and was late. Miss
Holder went then to Daniels house and tried to kill him, but was shot by the policeman, just as Ronnie,
late again, arrived.

Ronnie lay in acomafor eight weeks. The diagnosis was brain fever, which served aswell as
anything else. He reemembered little, and that confused. He did, however, vouch for the nurse'svisit to
his home the night of Mrs. Stoye's death. He could not explain why he had kept it a secret from his
father, nor why he had had theimpulse to kill Mr. Stoye (he admitted thisimpulse fredly and without any
horror), nor how he had happened to think of finding Stoye's address through the information operator at
the telephone company.

He smply said that he wanted to get it without asking any traceable questions. He aso admitted that
when he found that Mr. Stoye had aready been killed, he felt that he must secure another weapon, and
go and kill hisfather.

He says he remembers thinking of it without any emotion whatsoever at the time, though he was
gppalled at the thought after he came out of the coma.

"It'sdl likeastory | read along time ago," he said. "I don't remember doing thesethingsat al; |
remember seeing them done.”

When the policeman shot Miss Holder, Ronnie felt noth-ing; the lights went out, and he knew nothing
until eight weeks later.

These things remained unexplained to the participants:

Mrs. Stoye's disappearing body. The witnesses were the two Daniels and Miss Holder. Miss Holder
could not re-port it; Ronnie did not remember it; Mr. Daniels kept his own counsdl.

Lucille Holder's disappearing body. Daniels said nothing about this either, and for the rest of hislife
tried to forget it. The members of the homicide detail and the two prowl car men tried to forget it, too. It
was not entered in the records of the case. It seemed to have no bearing, and al concerned were happy
to erase it asmuch as possible. If they spoke of it at dl, it wasin terms of mass hypnosis— which was
reasonably accurate, at that. . . .

Lucille Holder'smoativein killing Mr. Stoye and in trying to kill Mr. Danidls. This could only be



guessed at; it was Ssmpleto put it down to the result of anervous bresk-down after overwork.

Mrs. Stoye's suicide. This, too, was attributed to a mount-ing mental depression and was forgotten
asquickly aspos-gble.

And two other items must be mentioned. The radio pa-trolman Sam was called on the carpet by
Detective Lieu-tenant Hick for inefficiency in letting the boy Ronnie go. He was not punished, oddly
enough. He barely mentioned the corpse of Lucille Holder, and that there were witnesses to the fact that
apparently the lieutenant had not seen it, though he had stepped right over it on the way into Dan-iels
house. Flick swore that he was being framed, but let Sam alone theresfter.

The other item has to do with Miss Jennie Beaufort, an operator in the Information Office of the
telephone com-pany. Miss Beaufort won a prize on aradio quiz—acar, a plane, two stoves, afur coat,
adiamond ring, a set of SwingFree Shoulder pads, and a 38-day South American cruise. She quit her
job the following day, took the cruise, enjoyed it mightily, learned on her return that income tax was due
onthevauation of al her prizes, sold enough to pay the tax, and was so frightened at the money it took
that she went back to work at her old job.

So, you see, these tangled deaths, these mad actions, were dl explained, forgotten,
rationalized—made to fit familiar pat-terns, as were Charles Fort's strange lights and shapesin the night,
aswere the Flying Discs, the disappearance of Lord Bathhurst, the teleportatioin of Kaspar Hauser, and
the disappearance of the crew of the Mary Celeste.

| leave it to the reader to explain the following chapter. | found it by and in my typewriter yesterday
afternoon (I'd been writing this story dl the previous night). Physicdly, it was the most extraordinary
looking manuscript | have ever seen.

Inthefirst place the paper bails had apparently been re-leased most of thetime, and lettersran into
each other and lines crossed and recrossed each other with wild abandon. In the second place there
were very few capitd letters; | was reminded of Don Marquiss heroic Archy the cockroach, who used
to write long effusons while Mr. Marquis was adegp, by jumping from one key to the other.

But Archy was not heavy enough to operate the shift key, and so he eschewed the upper case
characters. In the third place, the spelling wasindescribable. 1t was amix-ture of phonetics and
something like Speed-writing, or ABC shorthand. It beginsthisway:

i mm athngg wch livz n fantsy whr tru fantsy z fond nth mynz v mn.

| couldn't possibly inflict it dl onyou initsorigind form. It took me the better part of two hoursjust
to get the pages in order—they weren't numbered, of course.

After | plowed through it mysdf, | understook afreetrans-lation. | have rewritten it twice since,
finding more rhythm, more fluidity, each time, as| become familiar with the ex-traordinary idiomin which
it waswritten. | think that asit now standsit closely follows the intent and mood of the original. The
punctuation isentirdly mine; | regard punctu-ation asinflection in print, and have treated this accordingly,
asif it wereread aoud.

| must say this: there are three other people who could conceivably have had accessto this machine
while | was adeep. They are Jeff and Lesand Mary.

| know for afact that Jeff, who is an artist, was busy the entire time with a nonobjective painting of
unusua vividness and detail; | know how heworks, and | know what the picture looked like when | quit
writing for the night, and what it looked like when | woke up, and believe me, he must have been painting
like mad the entire time—he and no one ese.

Asfor Les, heworksin the advertisng department of abook publisher and obvioudy has not the
literary command indicated by this manuscript.

And Mary—I am lucky enough to be able to say that Mary isvery fond of me, and would be the last
person in the world to present me with such anasty jolt asisinnatein thisfina chapter. Hereitis;, and
please forgive mefor thislengthy but necessary introduction to it, and for my in-trusion; this sort of thing
isgrictly againg therules.



VIII
n ?ll

| AM A THING which livesin fantasy, where true fantasy livesin the minds of men.

What fumbling isthis, what clumsiness, what pain. . . . | who never was aweight, who never turned,
coerced, nor pressed a person, never ordered, never forced—I who live with laughter, die with weeping,
rise and hope and cheer with man's achievements, yet with failure and despair go numb and cold and
slent and unnoticesble—what have | to do with agony?

Know me, mankind, know me now and let me be.

Know thewordt. | feed on you. | eat and breathe no substance but a precious ether. No, not souls
(but where asoul isstrong and clean | live my best). | take this guarded essence where | can, and thrive
onit; and when | choose ahost | am imprisoned, for | may not leave him while he lives, and when he dies
| must locate another to inhabit. And | have. . . powers.

But know thistoo: Thething that | take isthe essence of joy—and in joy is created an excess of that
which | need. | drink in your reservair, yes, but when thereis drought and the level islow, and your
needs are increased, and the water turns bitter with flavors of worry, and anger, and fear, then | shrink
and | soften, and lose al my hunger; and then if you grieve, if your spirit isbroken, if you should forget dl
the pleasure and glory and wonder of being aman—then | die. . ..

Such adeath isnot death asyou know it. It ismore awaiting unmoving within a soul'swinter, to
wake with the spring of the heart. But where people grieve over years, or let fear share their soulswith
me, then | must wait for the walls of my prison to crumble.

Then, after the death of my host | go drifting, seeking another. That ismy Search, and iniit, for me, is
the ulti-mate cold. No human can know such athing, for death, for ahuman, iskinder.

| amand | am not aparasite. | feed on your substance; yet what living thing in the world does not
feed on the sub-stance of others? And | take only excess—take only that which you radiate gaily when
youfed joy.

When you fed otherwise, then | must wait, or must deep, or must die. Whereistheevil inbeing a
parasite, when | take only a product which you never need? | demand only sustenance; thet is the right of
al living things. | ask in ad-dition athing which is smple enough—I ask to beleft to my-sdif, to encyst or
to flower or deep or bejoyful, without any devilish probing.

| do not know how old I am; | do not know if there are otherslike me. | do not know how many
hosts | have in-habited, or whether | was born or hatched, or whether, like ahuman, | must one day truly
die. | shdl, no doubt; | am dive, and nothing livesforever. | know my years are thousands, and my hosts
have been in scores of hun-dreds. | have no interest in statistics.

Y et you must know me.... | think my originswere like a plant's—an accidenta seed of sensudity
perhaps. My in-fancy was passed in dreams, in Sghtless stirrings when the stimulation merited, and
blacknesses between. | think that when my hosts passed on, my knotted insubstantia cyst just drifted like
apeta on aroiling stream, it bumped and nuzzled and at last dipped in when chance presented hosts
which qudlified.

To qudify, in those uncaring phases, men had but to show an openness and nothing more. And when
| gained experience and consciousness increased, and redlization came to me, and | was grown and had
ability to choose, | gained aswdll the power of rejection.

And &fter that | was no longer bound to sickly children, open to me through their thirst for colors,
senses, odors, vivid to them through unsaid convictions that the end was near. | becameincreasingly



meticulousin choosing; | be-came an expert in detecting Sgns of whimsy-richnessinits earliest potentia.
| have powers. . ..

Y ou have powerstoo, you human ones. Y ou can change the color of alife by vicious striking at a
stranger-child. Y ou can give away athing you treasure, making memories which later might compose a
symphony. Y ou can do athousand thousand things you never do; you never try; there is no reason to
depart from paths you have established. When, however, circumstances force you into it, you do the
"u-perhuman.”

Once my host was Annabelle, awoman on afarm. (Sheloved the birdd!) In ablizzard shewaslost;
shewas old and had a crippled knee, and could not find the road, and could not last the night. She
stumbled on a post which stood erect and lonesome on the prairie, and, without a con-scious thought of
bravery, or what mankind might say to her, she put a hand upon the weathered wood, and in the blowing
snow and hitter cold, she walked around the post— around and around, in spite of age and pain and
growing numbness, walked around the post until the sun came up in blowing gray, then growing cold.

They found her and they saved her, when in truth she saved herself. There was about her such a
cloud of pure achievement, such ajoy at having cheated wind and cold! (I fed that day; | till possessthe
energies sheradiated!) ... | have powers, dl have powers, when we're forced to use them. | have
powers, you have too, which you have never cataloged.

| have powers—now | use them!

| have no host. Such bitterness and agony as| have just experienced | never want again. My Search,
thistime, will be athorough one and for it, now, | make my sacrifice. | am unknown; but with this script,
these purposely hypnotic words, 1 shall be known! | sacrifice my privacy, my yearn-ing for the plessant
weightless dark where | have dwdlt. | challenge mankind's probing, for, through these bright words and
burnished continuities, | shall locate ahost who will defend me!

| had aman—he had me, possibly—who would have fought for me. And after him | dwelt withina
woman's mind—the richest and most magical to al. The man was one of those who, on maturing, never
lost the colorful ability to wonder like achild. And one day, miming, imitating a precise and dainty minuet
in joyful incongruity (he danced aone upon the bouncing platform of atruck) afaling girder struck him
and hedied. | had no warning and no way to make a Search; | flung mysdlf into the mind of one who was
nearby in close communion with my dead host'swhimsy.

Grace had amind that was magic throughout. Never in thousands of yearshavel seen sucha
shimmering jewel; never in thousands of pages of words found in thousands of languages could such a
trove be described. All that she saw was transmuted in sibilant subleties; dl that she heard wasin
breath-taking colors and shapes. What she touched, what she said, what she saw, what shefelt, what she
thought —these were dl blended in joy.

Shewas the pinnacle; she was the source of the heady exuberant food which in flavor eclipsed my
most radiant memories. She, like the blizzard of Annabelle—she was the suitable circumstance, bringing
about the release of the pow-ers| held all untried.

| stirred in her mind. | found | could reach out and touch certain sources of hunger—sightsthat she
never had seen and sensations she never had turned to, things which should surely delight such asengitive
soul.

| found to my joy that with care| controlled them, the hungersfor things | remembered in hostsless
responsive. | practiced this skill as she broadened her life, and | led her to music and poems and thoughts
which she never, per-haps, could have found by herself. She had every reason for happinesswith all
these riches, and I—oh, | gloried in bringing thingsto her, as many agifted composer has brought anew
MusiC to Ssome Virtuoso.

But her husband was Stoye.

Stoye was adevil. He hated me for what | was, before he could define it. His mind was quite asrich
as hers, but something curbed it. Growing with her was impossible; he sensed with rare perception that a
Thing had cometo her, and since that Thing was not of him, he hated it. It mat-tered not to him that she
was better for it. Brutally he turned awav from sharing what | brought into his home.

And she—I could not take her from him. How | tried! Poor treasuretrove, shewas at last a



battleground between that questing creature and myself. He hounded me through her, and | struck, back
by taking her to rare enchantmentsin which he could not share.

He wasthe firs—the very firs—of dl the humans| have known, to recognize me and to seek me
out. Thisrecognition wasintolerable; al my lifel have avoided it, and lived in war and secret joyfulness.
He goaded me until | evi-denced mysdlf; | never realized | could make a human speak, but Grace spoke
for mewhen she said that "It wants only to belet done.”

She might aswell have died, right then and there, for al the sustenance | got from here theregfter. |
knew that shewould kill hersdlf; between us, her and me, there was a madness caught from Stoye.

Stoye put her, numb and docile, in the hospitd. | sarted to encyst, for Grace'swell wasdry to me. |
found alikely subject in the nurse, who seemed as sendtive as Grace (but lacked that fine capacity for
whimsy) and | poised mysdlf to make the change. While waiting, then, | thought of Stoye—and redlized
that, with Grace's death, he would not rest until he found me and destroyed me, either by at-tacking dl
my hosts, or if he learned the way of it, by closing minds against me by his printed propaganda. He had
to be destroyed.

Grace killed hersdlf; her one blind foolishness, her love for Stoye, and al her stupid thoughtsthat she
had logt it, made her do it. | might have stopped her; but why should I, when | needed arelease from dl
her bitterness? Believe me, it wasjust as strong as al her joyshad been . . . be-fore she legped she tried
to warn him, tried to send some crazy message to him through ayoungster standing down below.

My connection with her was not closejust then; | am not sure; she still was set on death as an escape
but wished her husband to be watchful and protect himself. And then she legped.

And then it came—that awful amputation.

| could not kriow that Ronnie was so strong a host, po-tentially—that so well suited to mewas he
that, as | flashed upward to the nurse, to take possession, | was torn apart!

| have no substance; yet | am an entity, with limits and with boundaries. These were ruptured; while
my grester . part found room within the nurse's mind, afragment nes-tled into Ronnie's.

Atfirgt | felt atranscendentd pain and dizziness; and then | did the things | could to be protected. |
hid the crumpled body with aforced hypnotic wave (thisis no subtle mystery; athousand men can doit)
to keep the wave of terror al confused with curiosity, for terror undiluted quite inhibits my possession of
ahost.

| settled into Lucille Holder's mind and tested the controls which Stoye had forced meto devel op.
Lucillewas far less strong than Grace had been, and forcing her was easy. | was wounded, | was
maddened, and at last | drank, with purpose and anew dark joy, the thing called hate.

Stoye had to die. The man called Daniels, Ronnie's fa-ther, saw Grace leap and was awitness.
Possibly he might become too curious, with his son possessed, and be another probing devil. He must
die. Ronnie had apart of me, and | did not think he could release it while helived. So he must die.

To test my new contrals, | seiit the nurse at first to do the minor task. The elder Daniels was not
there; and when | found myself confronted with that other part of me, | nearly died of yearning. And |
realized, in that closeness, that the boy could be controlled aswell, and that he could destroy his father
quite & my convenience, while Lucille could kill him later. Satisfied, | went away.

| spent that night and all next day securing my controls, and practicing. And late the night that
followed, | killed Stoye, and two strange things happened.

Onewaswhen Stoye died; | felt awave of powerful protectiveness about him as he fled his body,
and | sensed again the fullest, richest magic that was Grace. | waster-rified of it; | had never known
before that humans could outlive their carcasses. . .

The other thing wasthe arrival of Ronnie, apparently moved by the part of me carried within him. Y et
since he possessed but afragment, his effort was late and his mo-tive was weak, and | feared that he
might make a botch of thekilling of Danidls. | therefore sent Lucilleto do it; Ron-nie, again weak and
tardy, followed my orders.

The gunshat, the bullet which shattered the neck of the nurse, were quite unexpected. | was flung
unprepared into cold, in my nakedness, cold indescribable, cold beyond bearing. Yet | was glad; for the
fraction of me that was Ronni€'s came streaming toward me as | was exploded away from the nurse. The



wrench it gave Ronnie must have been dreadful; when | settleinto ahost all my roots go down deep.

| hid Lucillesbody and searched dl the mindsin the house for a suitable host. Ronnie was perfect,
unconscious and closed. Danielswasfretful; | can't abide fear. | fought back the cold, drew inward,
contracted, and formed, at long last, anew cy<. | let Lucill€'s body be seen, and ignoring the
others—their whimsy was asflat astheir oversized feet— | withdrew.

And | have been thinking.

Some things were important that now cannot matter. | am different because of the searchings of
Stoye—I blame him for dl that has happened, and that is a thing which can no longer matter.

| know how to hate now, and how to make murder; the taste of these thingsis till bitter, but soisthe
taste of good stout when first taken, and stout has ataste worth ac-quiring. Like Grace | till have dl my
earlier qualities—the sun on amountain or watching the curve of thewing of agull (through ahost)
certainly has al the zest for methat it has ever had. Now | have more, though; and that isathing which
can matter very much indeed.

| have been sdfish. It never occurred to me, back in the days of the man who did minuetsjoyfully,
that | might do something for him whom I choose as a host. Grace taught me that, purely by feeding me
richly through her experi-ences, purely by being asubject for my schooled sugges-tions. There may have
been many who carried me, who were susceptible to my control.

| could not know without trying, and | never tried this command until Grace took mein. And since
then | hunger, | thirst for the richness and beauty and shifting and changing of colors and soundswhich
she brought me, and never again will rest and be fed and be happy to have just enough to sustain me.

| drift, now, encysted, but testing my powers when never before had | thought of them. | find | am
mobile; also, to certain degrees, | can move things—this writing ma-chine, for example, though it issow
and laborious. | find I can whisper to humans and fit some strange thoughts and ideas to each other.

| havelooked for ahost for aweary, cold while, and my energies seem to be dwindling. | till have
enough, though, to search for atime, and soon now I'll have what | need.

I'll find, soon, aperson, aman or awoman, or even asendtive child. Thisonewill bemineand I'll
lead him to wonders of sense and of music and heady adventure. | think | am learning to savor the
tartness of terror, the bloody sdt flavor of killing with purpose. My host will exist in aseries of colorful
pageants and movein aworld of emotiond riches, al of my carefulest choosing.

And for this| sacrifice that which | guarded—my passion for quiet and secret enjoy-ments. | say to
you, Know me! Suspect me! for by your suspicion you open yoursdlf to my coming. And when some
great murd is painted by some-one who never did passable work in hislife before that, suspect me. And
when in aprison some cringing psychotic says, over and over, "A voice said to do it!" suspect me.

Whenever you wak in the street and fedl a strange spasm of nausea, suspect meindeed; for then |
am injured, and what you have seen is a part-hogt like Ronnie; and know that that person must die—and
cankill if I will it.

| amso cold. . . .

| write this because in my search for ahost who is per-fect, | find that one segment of humansis
amogst entirely open. These are the readers and tellers of tales of the dark and of terror and madness.
The one who has written these chapters would serve as ahost—but | fear he would turn on me, feed on
my memories, use mefor piddling profit in plying histrade.

Besdes, he'sabit superficid for one of my tastes. | know hisintentions, however, and what he will
do with thisscript. | know heisfrightened because of the way thislong tale has unfolded, | know, too,
that nothing will keep him from seeing it printed.

When it isread, though, by thousands of like-minded peo-ple over the world, and he hears of the
music and mur-der created by someone who fell to me only through read-ing it, then he will curse and
will wish he were dead, and wish he had torn thisto pieces.



