THE | MPROBABLE
by Charles R Tanner

(Aut hor of "Qut of the Jar," "Tumithak in Shawm" etc.)
It was all utterly inpossible. Therefore as Professor Hoopdeowdow Gal | ows
explained, it just had to happen

BOB DECKER WAS PROPCSING to Dorothy Gallon. It was not the first tine that he
had proposed to Dorothy. To be exact, it was the el eventh.

He was using the cool, calm reasoning nethod. The first five tines Bob had
proposed, he hadn't used any "method" at all. Then, seeing that he was
getting

nowhere, he decided to put a little psychology into his attenpts, and so his
si xth proposal had been the ronmantic, passionate, noving-picture type. That
hadn't worked so well, so number seven was the "cave-nman" type. That was a
fiasco.

Then in quick succession had come the carel ess, man-about-town style, the

| ove-ne-or-1-die type and the warning type. And now-this.

But Dorothy remained firmin her resistance. It was alnpst as if she really
didn't want to marry Bob Decker. But the cold, calm reasoning nethod
dermanded

persi stence, and so Bob Decker was persisting.

"You know, Dorothy," he was saying. "There's nore to |ife than just romance
Ve

must think of the future, of the days that |ie ahead. Just think how
conveni ent

it would be, if we were married. Already |I'myour father's assistant, and
could come and live at your house and work in the [ab-- And you could keep on
bei ng your father's housekeeper, just |like you are now-"

Dorothy interrupted him

"Bob Decker, this is the nost mserabl e proposal you' ve ever made. As if I'd
keep on living with father after I'mmarried. He doesn't need me and you know
it. Wth all his noney, he could hire a whole house full of housekeepers. And
as

far as convenience for you is concerned--Well, it just goes to show how nuch
romance there is in your make-up. You never think of poor little me. Al you
think of is hownice it would be for you

"But | think of love and marriage in a lot different way than you do. | want
a

bol d, strong, masterful nman. | want a hero. Soneone who can pick nme up and
carry

me off over the hill to the |and of dreanms where a castle and servants await
me--And | just can't inmagi ne you even picking me up." She glanced at Bob's
slight formin a sort of contenpt.

"No, Bob," she went on, a softer tone creeping into her voice. "I |ike you
wel |

enough, but | couldn't see you as a husband. As far as |'m concerned, you're
still just the little man who works for father."

As they were speaking, they had been wal king al ong the street on the way from
a

novi e- house, and now t hey had reached Dorothy's hone. Bob was expected to
supper, and he had a strong suspicion that Professor Gallon was going to ask
hi m

to do alittle overtime work in the lab. It was customary. Professor Gallon
never hesitated to ask Bob to work overtine when he needed him and Bob, who
nursed his job because of Dorothy, seldomrefused to work, when asked.

Sure enough, after supper, the crusty old professor's nmouth cracked into an
experimental smile as he suggested that Bob and he repair to the | aboratory.



Wth hardly a nod of agreement, Bob foll owed himdown to the cellar and donned
a

snock. Professor Gallon turned his attention to his "machine.”

This "machi ne" (and that was all Bob ever heard it called) was a huge
conplicated thing that had something to do with di nensions. Professor Gallon
had

a theory that the arrangement of the carbon atons in the nol ecul es of the
benzene series was due to their placenent in a four dimensional structure.
After

| ong study, he was convinced that inportant discoveries in nulti-di nmensional
theory m ght be made by a careful arrangenent of the benzene nol ecul e. Hence
t hi s machi ne.

And hence his keeping Bob working overtime, this Saturday night. For the
machi ne

was finished at last, and Gallon was so excited to see if it would work as he
had planned it that he al nost forgot his usual testiness. Once, Bob could
have

sworn he even saw a pl eased smile pass over Gallon's features, but this was
probably nmerely a trick of the lights in the room And then the professor
reached for a big switch and shoved it hone.

Bob expected sone remar kabl e phenomenon and squinted his eyes and hal f raised
his hands to his ears. But nothing happened. Professor Gallon scow ed. He
studied the wiring on the top of the machine. He went around behind and
opened

up the apparatus and peered into it for a long while. Then he cane around
from

behind it and scow ed at Bob over his gl asses.

"Have- - you- - been- - nonkeyi ng--wi t h that--machi ne?" he asked, firing the words
at

Bob |i ke shots froman autonatic.

Bob started to quail, decided not to, and answered truthfully.

"l haven't touched that machine since it was built," he said. "You' ve done
al |

the work on it."

"'S dern funny," conpl ained the professor, and nunbling further comrents
under

his breath, he returned to the back of the machine. Presently he gave a

pl eased

ej acul ati on and seized two wires which dangled |oosely in their places. He
sei zed them up and fastened themto two binding posts near by.

But Professor Gallon nmade a mi stake. He connected those wires to the wong
post s

and then, never noticing it, cane around and threw on the sw tch again.

This time there were results. A light began to glow from somewhere in the
interior of the machine and a hi gh-pitched whine was heard, a whine that grew
hi gher and hi gher until at |ast the sound grew too high to be heard by human
ears. Then Professor Gallon picked up a tuning fork and a small metal mallet.
"Watch carefully, now, Bob," he said tensely. "If this thing works at all,
it' Il

work when | strike this fork."

He hesitated a nonment and then struck the tuning fork with the mallet.
PWOONG

That sound had never come fromthe tuning fork! It was a trenendous sound, a
sound as though someone had plucked the | owest string on an i mense bass

vi ol !

And there was a flash of light, too, a flash so brilliant that for a noment,
Bob

was unable to see. As his eyes readjusted thensel ves, the assistant of

Pr of essor

Hezeki ah Gallon found hinself unable to believe them



For a huge maw had devel oped in the machine, an i mrense bl ack void that
seened

alnost solid in its blackness; and it was calnmy devouring the professor,
swal | owi ng hi mwhole, in fact. Yes, there went his coat, his trousers, his
socks, last of all, his shoes, heels first--Professor Hezekiah Gallon was
gone!

O --was he?

An i mage was form ng above the machine. An incredible inmge, that seened at
first to be made of haze or snoke, but that thickened rapidly and assuned
solidity. It was Professor Gallon, all right, or his living double. The
creature

was certainly alive, and it certainly | ooked |ike Hezekiah Gallon. But

Pr of essor

Gl lon had been clad in a neat, pinstriped suit, he had had his usual nean,
crabbed | ook on his face, and he had had nothing in his hands save a tuning
fork

and a mal | et.

VWhile this utterly inpossible creature, seated cross-1legged in his great

| ot us

carved froma single ruby, wore a nost beatific expression on his

count enance,

and, clad nattily in an old-style, striped convict's suit, he held in one hand
a

crowbar, and in the other an easter lily!

AT ABQUT the time Bob Decker and Professor Gallon entered the | aboratory, a
young man a few bl ocks away was seating hinself at a typewiter. Andrew
Montieth, his nane was, and he was hungry. O course, just being hungry
wasn' t

so bad, he was hungry nost of the tine, these days. Wat nade it bad was the
chance, or rather the certitude that he was going to be nmuch hungrier

For when one still has ideals at thirty-five, one is an incurable idealist.
And

i ncurabl e idealists do not accept charity, nor do they work on the WP. A |If
they are inclined to literature, they wite, as Andrew Montieth did, and
spend

foolishly for typewiter paper the noney that they should have spent for

f ood.

And when they night be witing advertising copy profitably, they pass up the
chance in order to wite the Geat Anerican Novel

So Montieth remai ned hungry. And took it philosophically, even with a sort of
a

smle. The snmile was for posterity, for Montieth had a Geat |dea. Yes, beyond
a

shadow of a doubt, he had conpleted the plot, and all the details, of what
was

certain to be the novel of the century.

If Montieth lived to wite it.

For, quite plainly, he was really starving. And, being Andrew Montieth, he

t hought not at all of hinmself, but only of his novel. Could he possibly live
to

finish it? Wuld a publisher be found soon enough, who would consider its
obvious merits? Wuld he be able to get an advance check?

Montieth inserted a sheet of paper listlessly, and typed the title of the
story.

He paused for a noment and wote his name. And paused agai n.

Pwoong! From the di stance had cone a sound |ike the twanging of a string on a
bass viol. Wiat was it, the doorbell?

Yes, there it was again. No mistaking it this time, it was the doorbell. Wth
a

scow at the alnost inevitable interruption, Mntieth rose and went to the



door.

A messenger stood there, with an envel ope and a package. Montieth wondered
what

they were, signed for them and brought them back into the room

He wondered idly which he should open first, then shook off his |assitude and
tore open the envelope. A letter fell out, and a check. He glanced at the
check

and then gasped. It was for two thousand dollars! Hastily he read the letter
nmounti ng pani ¢ sweeping over the joy at his good fortune. Wth trenbling
hands

he tore the cover off the package.

It was a book. Publishers, Keith & Wight. Author, Andrew Montieth! He turned
hastily to the contents page. There was no | onger any doubt. Andrew Nontieth
slunped to the floor in a faint.

He had col |l ected advance royalties on his great book, the book he had just
sat

down to witel

DOMN THE STREET, past the home of Professor Gallon, M. Ezekial Mrganstern
was

wal ki ng. M. Mrganstern was irritated. He had had to take the afternoon off
and

busi ness was in no condition to take an afternoon off.

I ndeed, business was never in such condition that he could take the afternoon
of f. Look what had happened the tine he had that spell of acute indigestion
Two

days of f, and Mannhei m had | ost the Hildering account. And nmonma had gotten
her

budget m xed up because he was too sick to help her with it, as he did every
night; and there were still two dollars unaccounted for

So now he worried, wondering what shoul d happen at the office while he was
gone.

O course, it was worth taking the afternoon off to bid Uncle Ben good-bye.
I't

woul d be worth a ot nore than that to get on the good side of Uncle Ben. For
Uncl e Ben was rich beyond the dreans of avarice. And this visit had
definitely

inmpressed himwith the integrity and good busi ness sense of his niece's
husband.

So when his ignorance of the city gave himreason to insist that M.

Mor ganst er n

acconpany himto the depot when he left, M. Mrganstern had sighed and done
hi s

best to arrange things so that he could be away fromthe office for that one
af t er noon.

He was wal ki ng down the street now, in the direction of his hone, where Uncle
Ben awaited him And sonmeone was calling him He | ooked around, and that
soneone

was conmi ng down the street, waving his hands. M. Morganstern waved back and
peered through his glasses until the uncertain formresolved itself into
Mannheim his office assistant. Mannhei m was panti ng.

"M . Morganstern--uh--down at the office--uh--uh--Hldering is therel He is
aski ng--uh--to see you!"

H | dering! That big account that Mannheim had lost for themlast year. If he
was

asking to see M. Mrganstern, it neant that there was a chance that they

m ght

get that account back, after all. Only--

Leib' Gott imH mel! Who would take care of Uncle Ben?

What a predicanent to be in. Two jobs to take care of, each equally

i mportant,



each equal |y unavoi dabl e. Before he had thought for a mnute, M. Mrganstern
found it necessary to clap both hands to his head. Hastily, he explained to
Mannhei m his head spinning nmore and nore as he detailed his dil enma.

Pwoong!

M. Morganstern heard the sound, but found no tine to specul ate about it.
Sounds

shoul d bother himnow, with all these real troubles. He groaned and tried to
reason a way out of his problem No chance. He groaned agai n.

"One of "emis got to lose," he decided, woefully. "I can't tend to
ever yt hi ng.

| can't be in two places at once, can I, Mannhein? It's inpossible, | should
be

intw places at once."

He suddenly realized that he felt very strange. He was standing still, but
hi s

legs felt as if they were wal king. He was facing down the street, but he
coul d

see very clearly what was going on up the street, behind his back

A man was wal king toward him Com ng up the street. A nman who was famliar,
whom

he was certain that he knew He started forward wal ki ng down to neet him-and
t hen suddenly he realized who the nan was.

Briefly, it was M. Mrganstern

The street was quite unchanged, the world was the sane old world, he was
still

wal ki ng down the street--but he was al so wal king up the street, to neet

hi nsel f.

And curiously enough, his mnd occupied the bodies of both the M.

Mor ganst er ns,

and saw everything through the two pairs of eyes.

M. Morganstern had achi eved what he had just spoken of as imnpossible. He was
in

two places at once.

BI LLY THE HEI ST had seen better days. A darned sight better. He could
remenber,

a few years back, when a guy could go out with a rod and have a century or

t wo

before he'd contacted nore than three people. And in those days, as soon as
you

fl ashed your rod, they heisted and canme across. Nowadays, it was different.
Plenty different. These hard tinmes nade it tough to get enough to live unless
a

fell ow worked regul ar hours every night. Mght as well be honest as do that.
So Billy the Heist no longer confined hinself strictly to hold-ups. This job
he

was on now, for instance. A "case" had slipped himthe dope on a house where
t he

owners were sure to be out on a certain evening, and where large quantities
of

real silver were to be found, to say nothing of jewels, nmaybe. Billy the

Hei st

had taken the job; and here he was, on a conmon burglary lay, a run of the

m ne

breaki ng and entering job.

The silver was all in the cheap suitcase which he had brought especially to
carry it. He switched off his flashlight and rose fromthe floor. He stepped
into the reception hall.

Pwoong!

Billy's heart | eaped into his nouth. What was that? Sounded |ike--1ike
somebody



had rung a bell. WAs there soneone in this house after all? Billy turned and
sped.

On soundl ess toes, he ran down the hall, flung open the door and dashed out
on

the porch. There was a flight of three or four steps that ran fromthe porch
to

the small lawn, and Billy took themtwo at a tine. After the first step, he
noti ced sonethi ng inpossi bl e.

Across the street, the houses stood, just as they always had. On this side,
to

left and right, nothing was changed. But--there was no street.

Just that! There was a place for the street to be, all right, but in place of
the street was an awful void. Enptiness stretched away horribly, and far, far
down in that enptiness wi nked the stars of the southern hem spherel

Billy the Heist wanted to shrink back fromthat awful void, wanted to flee
back

into the house and Iie on the floor and hold onto things and cry.

But the inmpetus of his exit was too much, and with a cry of nortal fear, he
tunmbl ed over the last step; and, like a character out of Dunsany, fel
screani ng

toward the unconcerned stars.

HE WAS LATE again. He sat in the street car and fidgeted, and w shed he could
make the car go faster. He searched the street for a clock as he rode al ong,
and

every time he saw one, his panic nmounted higher, and his nervousness

i ncreased.

Lord, didn't tinme fly by when you wanted it to go sl ow?

He wondered if O d Man Pickering woul d be down at the office when he got

t here.

He hoped not.
He'd be there, though. Never knew it to fail; when he was |late, that was
al ways

the nmorning O d Man Pickering chose to be early. Joe had al ready been caught
twi ce before, and last tine the old nan had been pretty sore.

CGosh, suppose he lost his job! He sinply nmust break hinmself of this infernal
habit of being late. If he got by this time, he'd make m ghty sure that he
was

never | ate again.

He rang the bell for his stop and, |leaping fromthe car, literally flew up

t he

street. He was panting as he swept through the outer office and flung his hat
and coat at the rack. He missed Clara' s cheery "hell o" and M ke's bass bel |l ow
at

once. He | ooked around, but there they were , seated at their desks as

al ways.
They had rather strange |ooks on their faces, and they replied weakly as he
forced out the usual norning salutation. Joe felt a chill go down his back

Sonet hing was up, all right.

Jimy, the office boy, popped in fromthe hallway, and:

"The old man wants to see you, Joe," he said. "He's been waiting for fifteen
m nutes. He's madder than a hatter. CGosh, I'msorry for you, Joe," he ended,
conmi seratingly.

Joe began to trenble. Inside, like. He didn't shake, but it seened inpossible
that the others wouldn't notice it. He felt Iike he was getting red in the
face,

too. But he smiled as scornfully as possible at Jimy's comm seration and
strode--bol dly, apparently--into dd Man Pickering' s office.

The A d Man was busy. He woul d be, of course. That was to nmake Joe wait, and
get

himnmore rattled. Add Man Pickering woul d have been busy, right then, if



there

hadn't been a thing on his desk. He'd have painted the walls, but what he'd
have

made Joe wait.

So Joe waited. And got nore fidgety, just like the Ad Man wanted himto. And
at

| ast, the boss | ooked up and peered at Joe over his gl asses.

"Ch, it's Metzger," he grunted. "What do you want ?"

"You sent for nme, sir. Jimy said you wanted to see ne."

"Wanted to see you? What for-- Ch, yes, | did want to see you. Want to have a
little talk with you."

He took off his glasses, w ped themvery deliberately and put them back on

He

peered at Joe |like an entonol ogi st exani ning a bug.

"You' ve been late pretty often, here lately, Metzger," he snorted. "I'm
afraid

you're running it into the ground. And, personally, |I'mgetting sick and
tired

of it."

He cleared his throat and settled down to tell Joe just what he thought. Joe
knew he was in for a long siege of w ndiness, and so he settled down, too, to
weat her the stormas well as he could.

A d Man Pickering wandered on and on; and Joe shifted fromone foot to

anot her,

occasionally answering, as well as he could, the questions that the A d Mn
fired at him He was thinking only one thing--was this tirade going to end in
a

di scharge or wasn't it? He wished the AOd Man would finish and end his
uncertainty.

A d Man Pickering was summing up. Joe, long famliar with the boss's
peculiarities, recognized the synptons. He began to pay a little nore
attention.

"The trouble with you youngsters is that you got too many other things on
your

m nd," the boss was saying. "You' ve got to forget all these distractions and
concentrate your mnd on your work, instead of forgetting it the mnute you
| eave the office."

Sonewher e beyond the door, Joe heard a peculiar sound. It was a sound that
had

no place in this office, a "pwoong," as if soneone had plucked the string of
a

bass viol. He gave it but slight attention, however, for Pickering would be
reading himhis fate in just a mnute, now And Pickering ignored it, too,
and

went on with his speech.

"I'f you ever want to make a success of yourself, young nman, you've got to

f or get

worren and cl ot hes and aut onobil es; and throw yourself into your work. Like
this!"

A d Man Pickering stood up. He carefully arranged the letters and papers on
hi s

desk. He backed away to the far end of the office, took a running junp--and
quite literally threw hinmself into his work!

The papers fluttered up into the air, scattered, and cane down over his

di sappearing body like falling | eaves. Were they touched him they seened to
suck himup, like blotters suck up ink. In a nonment, the boss was quite
absor bed

in his work, and there was no sign of himleft at all

And that was the | ast anybody ever saw of O d Man Pickering

BOB DECKER gaped speechless for all of a minute. Then he reached out and



t ouched
the ruby lotus bowl in which the astounding professor sat. It seened solid
enough, in spite of the fact that it hung, w thout support, a good foot above
the machine. Alittle enbol dened by the fact that this was evidently no
spirit,

Bob finally spoke.

"Are you--are you Professor Gallon?"

The beaming figure beamed, if possible, even nore.

"Eh?" it shouted suddenly.

Bob started back. "I--1 said, are you Professor Gallon. Professor Hezekiah
Gl | on?"

"Hezeki ah?" The professor's double cackled nmerrily. "Hezekiah! O all the
silly

nanes. No, indeed, young man. |'m not your Hezekiah. Though | may possibly be
a

projection of him But nmy name is Gall ows, Hoopdeowdow Gallows. In fact,

Pr of essor Hoopdeowdow Gal | ows. "

Bob was taken aback.

"CGal |l ows?" he stammered. "Not Gallon?"

"I ndeed, no. Gllows, | said. GAL-L-OWS. You know, Gallows, like you hang
your sel f on?"

"Li ke you--hang yourself on?"

"Sure, you know, when you go on picnics."

Bob gasped again. If this were Professor Gallon, he was apparently was

i nsane.

But the incredible "Professor Gallon," then whoever it was, was insane. But

t he

i ncredi ble "Professor Gallows,'

unawar e of Bob's astoni shment, was speaking

agai n.

"I fear an explanation is due you regardi ng ny sudden appearance. | don't
doubt ,

you've worried considerable about it during the |last few years. But it has a
very rational explanation, | assure you."

Bob was not interested in explanations, rational or otherwise. He didn't even
care to conmment on the amazing use of the word "years."

"I'f you're not Professor Gallon, then where is he?" he demanded. "And can you
make hi m conme back?"

"Ch, he'll be back, | expect, as soon as | release the warp. He's probably
wandering around in sone inpossible world or other."

"Well, release that damm' 'warp' then, and bring hi mback."

"Ch, no. | couldn't do that." The creature was shocked. "I've had trouble
enough

getting here to ever think of |eaving so soon. You see, it was utterly

i npossible for me to ever get here in the first place. So that's how | was
abl e

to do it. But nowthat |I've done it once, it's possible to do it again. So
don't suppose |I'll ever be able to acconplish the feat."

Bob was no | onger anazed. He was angry.

"I don't know what you're tal king about,"” he said, hotly. "It sounds |ike so
much gi bberish to ne. It sounds |like so nuch 'Alice in Wnderland ."

"Ch, but it's sound science. Sound science. Let ne explain."

Wth a bound, the double of Hezekiah Gallon | eaped fromhis |otus cup to the
floor. He made no attenpt at bal ance, he just threw hinmself out of the ruby
and

spread-eagl ed on the hardwood. The crowbar and easter-lily flew fromhis
hands

and slid up against the opposite wall of the room The creature picked

hi nmsel f

up and | ooked ruefully at Bob

"What a world!" he nuttered. "What an incredible world!"



He picked up his crowbar and lily and laid themon the table. Then he turned,
all smles again, to Bob

"Look here," he said. "Do you know anyt hi ng about di nmensi ons?"

"Quite a little," adm tted Bob, deciding to abandon, tenporarily, at |east,
any

attenpt to get news of Professor Gallon

"Very well then, listen carefully."

The little man assuned the air of a teacher lecturing his class.

"Here we have three dinmensions. Length, width, and thickness, if you cal
t hem

by the same name we do. And, whether you know it or not, there is a fourth
dinension. It's called tine!"

He | ooked at Bob as if Bob should be astounded, but the young fellow only
nodded

i mpatiently.

"Ch, you understand that, eh? Very well, it makes ny explanation that mnuch
easier. Do you know about the fifth dinmension, too? The di nension of
probabilities?"

Bob thought for a while.

"I"ve read specul ations about it in stories,’
it

was taken seriously by scientists.”

"Ch, but it should be! It's really a fact! Extending sidewise in tinme, at

ri ght

angles to each tine-line of the space-time series of universes is a fifth
dimension, in which lie the planes of all the realns of possibility--the
wor | ds

of "if," | might say, or the branches of tine."

"And you' ve conme across that fifth dimension from sone other possible world?"
asked Bob.

The thing that called itself Professor Gallows snorted.

"Do | look possible to you? No nore, 1'll bet, than you |l ook to ne. No, |
have

cone across the sixth dinmension!"

"The sixth dinmension!"

"Quite so. The sixth dinension is at right angles to all the others and
enbraces, inits infinity, all the events that couldn't possibly happen in
any

uni verse of probability. In short, as the fifth dinension is the di nension of
probability, the sixth is the dinension of inprobability. See?"

"No!" said Bob Decker, bluntly. "I get you all right, but | don't believe it.
Even if there was a sixth dimension, it would be inpossible for any one to
Cross

it."

"Quite so." The professor was insufferably snug. "And its very inmpossibility
made it inevitable, somewhere in the imensity of the dinension of

i mpossibility. It just happens that this is the spot where that inpossible
event

t akes pl ace."

HE PAUSED, reached into his pocket, took out a long, black cigar and calmy
began to eat it. He went on

"I am surprised, though, at one thing. How did your Professor Gallon ever
nmanage

to create that receiver, if he didn't know about the sixth dimension?" He

poi nted to Hezekiah's "machi ne" and Bob | ooked at it, puzzled.

"That's not a receiver, it's a--a--1 don't know what it is, but if it works as
a

si xth di mensi onal receiver, it's due to an accident."

"My. My." The stranger was pl eased. "Such an accident woul d have been quite

i mpossible in ny world."

he said. "But | never thought



He approached the machine and | ooked at it with a newinterest. Presently, he
frowned. "Crude," he said.
"Crude, but effective." He studied it again for a while and snil ed rather

patroni zingly. "I imagine the warp at this end is not as tight as it ought to
be," he said. "I wouldn't be surprised if a nunmber of inmpossible events m ght
happen around here, soon. Al though the spatial and tenporal warps may not
tally.

Still--"

He turned away fromthe machi ne and faced Bob

"And now, if I may, | would like to question you, a little bit, about the

conditions here in your world. Do you know much about--let's see--astronomny?
I

guess we'd better start with astronony."

Bob Decker was just about to answer when he heard a sharp crackling from
somewhere in the room The inpossible Professor Gallows paled and cried, "On,
the warp!" and rushed to his lotus cup. He al nost reached it when: "Pwoong!"
went that viol string again, and | otus cup, professor and all faded away I|ike
a

dream Qut of the machine flew a bundle of clothes which fell in a heap on

t he

floor, unwound thensel ves, and stood up. Unhurt, but amazed, it was Professor
Gal | on.

The real Professor Gallon, this time, pin-stripe, crabbed | ook and all. But
there was a cowed touch to the crabbed | ook, and the pin-stripe was a ruin.
He

| ooked dazedly around for a moment and then fled to Bob for protection

"Hold me, Bob, hold ne!" he cried. Don't let nme get back in there. |'ve been
t hrough hell, during this |ast week. But |I'm back now Thank God, |'m back!"
Bob made no attenpt to comrent on that "last week." It was on a par with the

other one's "last few years." Professor Gallon seized Bob's hand, and it

| ooked

for a mnute as if he was going to kiss him

But it wasn't the professor that kissed him

THROUGH THE DOOR sped a feminine formthat flung herself on Bob's shoul der
and

snothered himwi th kisses. It was Dorothy, and she was sobbing with joy and
relief.

"My hero!" she cried, like a heroine in an old tinme nelodrama. "Ch what woul d
I

ever have done without you?"

More ki sses and then she turned to her father.

"Ch, Daddy, Bob was wonderful. So masterful, so daring! Were would | have
been

now, do you suppose, if he hadn't rescued ne fromthose little green nen with
whi ps?”



