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"... | knew there was but one way; for his nose was as sharp as a pen, and 'a babbled of green fidds
'How now, Sir John!" quoth |; ‘what, man! be o' good cheer." So 'a cried out, ‘God, God, God!" three or
four times. Now |, to comfort him, bid him 'a should not think of God; | hop'd there was no need to
trouble himsdf with any such thoughts yet...."
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Nether the vegetation nor peoplein this book are entirdly fictitious. But, reader, no person pictured here
is you. With one exception. You, Sr, Miss, or Madam—whatever your country or station—are Albert
Weener. As| am Albert Weener.
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[1]
ONE

Albert Weener Begins

1. I adways knew | should write a book. Something to help tired minds lay aside the cares of the day.

But | dways say you never can tdl what's around the corner till you turn it, and everyone has become so
accustomed to fantadtic occurrences in the lagt twenty one years that the ingoiring and relaxing nove |
used to dream about would be today as unred as Atlantis. Instead, | find | must write of the things which
have happened to mein that time.

It dl began with the word itsdlf.
"Grass. Gramina The family Graminese. Grasses."

"Oh," | responded doubtfully. The picture in my mind was only of a vague area in parks edged with
benches for theidle

Anyway, | was far too resentful to pay drict attention. | had set out in good fath, not for the fird timein
my career as a sdesman, to answer an ad offering "$50 or more daly to top producers” naturdly
expecting the searching onceover of an dert sdesmanager, back to the light, behind a shinytopped desk.
When youve handled as many products as | had an ad like that has the right sound. But the world is full
of crackpots and some of the most pernicious are those who hoodwink unsuspecting canvassers into
anticipating a Szz2ing deal where there is actualy only a warm hope. No genuindy highclass proposition
ever came from alayout without aggressiveness enough to put on some kind of front; working out of an
office, for instance, not an outdated, rundown gpartment in the wrong part of Hollywood.[2]

"It's only atemporary drawback, Weener, which restricts the Metamorphizer's efficacy to grasses.”

Thewheding syllables, coming in a deep voice from the middleaged woman, emphasized the absurdity of
the whole busness. The swffy gpartment, the unhomdike livingroom—dust and books its only
furniture—the unbeievable kitchen, looking like a pictured warning to housewives, were only guffaws
before the find buffoonery of discovering the J S Francis who'd inserted that promisng ad to be
Josephine Spencer Francis. Wrong location, wrong atmosphere, wrong gender.

Now I'm not the sort of man who would restrict women to a place in the nursery. No indeed, | believe
they are in some ways just as capable as | am. If Miss Francis had been one of those wellgroomed,
efficdent ladies who have earned their place in the business world without at the same time sacrificing
femininity, I'm sure | would not have suffered such a pang for my lost time and carfare.



But wellgroomed and feminine were dike ingpplicable adjectives. Towering above me—she was at least
five foot ten while | am of average height—she strode up and down the kitchen which apparently was
office and laboratory aso, waving her arms, speaking too exuberantly, the antithesis of moderation and
resraint. She was an aggregate of cylinders, big and smdl. Her shapeless legs were columns with large
flaheded shoes for their bases, supporting the inverted pediment of great hips. Her too short,
greasespotted skirt was a mighty barrel and on it was placed the tremendous drum of her torso.

"A litle more work," she rumbled, "a few interesting problems solved, and the Metamorphizer will
change the basic gtructure of any plant inoculated with it."

Large as she was, her face and head were disproportionately big. Her eyes | can only speak of as
enormous. | dare say there are some who would have called them beautiful. In moments of intengty they
bored into mine and held them till | fdt quite uncomfortable.

"Think of what this discovery means™ she urged me. "Think of it, Weener. Plants will be capable of
meking use of[3] anything within reach. Understand, Weener, anything. Rocks, quartz, decomposed

granite—anything.”

She took a gold victorian toothpick from the pocket of her mannish jacket and used it energeticdly. |
shuddered. "Unfortunately,” she went on, a little indiginctly, "unfortunately, | lack resources for further
experiment right non—"

This too, | thought despairingly. A dight cash invesment—just enough to get production started—how
many wishful times Ive heard it. | was a sdesman, not a sucker, and anyway | was for the moment
without liquid capitdl.

"It will change the face of the world, Weener. No more usedup areas, no more frantic scrabbling for the
few bits of naturdly rich ground, no more druggle to get atificd fertilizers to wornout soil in the face of

ignorance and poverty.”

She thrugt out a hand—surprisingly findy and economicaly molded, barely missng a piledup heap of
dishes crowned by a flowerpot traling droopy tendrils. Excitedly she paced the floor largdy taken up by
jars and flas of vegetation, some green and flourishing, others gray and sickly, dl condricting her
movements as did the stove supporting a glass tank, robbed of the goldfish which should rightfully have
gaped agand its Sdes and containing instead some dimy growth topped by a bubbling brown scum. |
smply couldnt understand how any woman could so far oppose what must have been her naturd indinct
as to live and work in such a datternly place. It wast just her kitchen which was disordered and dirty;
her person too was dovenly and possbly uncleen. The lank gray har swishing about her ears was dark,
perhaps from vigor, but more likdy from frugdity with soap and water. Her massive, heavychinned face
was untouched by makeup and suggested an equd innocence of other attentions.

"Fertilizerd Poo! Expedients, Weener—miserable, makeshift expedientd” Her unavoidable eyes bit into
mine "What is a fatilize? A tidbit, a pap, a lollypop. Indians use fish; Chinese, nightsoil; agriculturd
chemigts concoct tasty tonics of nitrogen and potash—where's your progress? Putting a mechanical whip
on a buggy ingead of inventing an interna[4] combugtion engine. Ive gone directly to the heart of the
meatter. Like Watt. Like Maxwell. Like Almroth Wright. No use being hed back because youve only
poor materids to work with—leap ahead with imagination. Change the plant itsdf, Weener, change the



plant itsdlf”

It was no longer politeness which hedd me. If | could have freed mysdf from her eyes | would have
escaped thankfully.

"Nourishm on anything," she shouted, rubbing the round end of the toothpick vigoroudy into her ear.
"Sow a barren waste, a worthless daghegp with lifegiving corn or whest, inoculae the plants with the
Metamorphizer—and you have a crop fatter than lowas or the Ukraine's best. The whole world will
teem with abundance.”

Perhaps—but what was the sdes angle? Where did | come in? | didnt know a danddion from a
toadstool and was quite content to keep my distance from nature. Had she inserted the ad merdly to lure
a ligener? Her whole procedure was irregular: not a word about territories and commissons. If | could
bring her to the point of mentioning the necessary invesment, maybe | could get awvay gracefully. "You
sad you were stuck,” | prompted, resolved to get the panful interview over with.

"Stuck? Stuck? Oh—money to perfect the Metamorphizer. Luckily it will do it itsdf.”
"I don't catch."
"Look about you—what do you see?’

| glanced around and started to say, a measuring glass on a dirty plate next to hdf a cold fried egg, but
she stopped me with a sweep of her am which came dangeroudy close to the flasks and retorts—all
holding dirtycolored liquids—which cluttered the sink. "No, no. | mean outside.”

| couldnt see outside, because instead of awindow | was facing a Sckly leaf unaccountably preserved in
ajar of dcohal. | sad nothing.

"Metgphoricaly, of course. Whestfidds. Acres and acres of wheeat. Bread, wheat, a grass. And
cornfields. lowa, Wisconsn, lllinois—not a state in the Union without corn. Milo, oats[5] sorghum,
rye—d| grasses. And the Metamorphizer will work on dl of them.”

I'm dways a man with an open mind. She might—it was just possible—she might have something afteral.
But could | work with her? Go out in the sticks and tak to farmers; learn to St on fence rails and whittle,
asking after crops asif they were of interest to me? No, no ... it was fantagtic, out of the question.

A different, more practica setup now.... At least there would have been no lack of prospects, if you
wanted to go miles from avilization to find them; no answers like We never read magazines, thank you.
Of course it was hardly believable a woman without interest in keeping hersdf presentable could invent
any such fabulous product, but there was a bare chance of making afew sdes just on the idea.

Theidea. It suddenly struck me she had the whole thing backwards. Grasses, she said, and went on
about wheet and corn and going out to the rubes. Southern Cdifornia was dotted with lawns, wasnt it?
Why rush around to the hinterland when there was a big territory next door? And undoubtedly a better
one?



"Revive your old tired lavn," | improvised. "No manures, fuss cuss, or muss One shot of the
Meta—one shot of Francis Amazing Discovery and your lavn springs to new life”

"Lawns? Nonsense!" she snorted, ruddy, | thought. "Do you think lve spent years in order to satidfy
suburban vanity? Lawns indeed!”

"Lawns indeed, Miss Francis," | retorted with some spirit. "I'm a sdesman and | know something about
marketing a product. Y ours should be sold to householders for thair lavns.”

"Should it? Wdll, | say it shouldnt. Listen to me there are two ways of meking a discovery. One is to cut
off a cat's hindleg. The discovery isthen made that a cat with one leg cut off has three legs. Hah!

"The other way isto find out your need and then search for a method of filling it. My work is with plants.
| don't take g[6] daisy and seeif | can make it produce a red and black petaled mongrosty. If | did I'd
be a fashionable horticulturigt, ddighted to encourage imbeciles to grow grassin a desert.

"My method is the second one. | want no more backward countries; no more famines in India or China;
no more dustbowls, no more wars, depressons, hungry children. For this | produced the
Metamorphizer—to make not two blades of grass grow where one sprouted before, but whole fidds
flourish where only rocks and sandpiles lay.

"No, Weener, it won't do—I can't trade in my vison as a downpayment on a means to encourage a
wagte of ground, seed and water. You may think | lost such rights when | thought up the name
Metamorphizer to apped on the popular levd, but there's a difference.”

That was a dincher. Anyone who believed Metamorphizer had salesapped just wasnt dl there. But why
should | diglluson her and wound her pride? Down underneath her rough exterior | supposed she could
be as sengtive as |; and | hope | am not without chivary.

| said nothing, but of course her interdiction of the only posshility killed any weskening indination. And
yel ... yet.... Afterdl, | had to have something....

"All right, Weener. This pump—" she produced miraculoudy from the jumble an unwiddy engine
dragging a long and tangling tail of hose behind it, the end lost anong mementos of unfinished meds
"—this pump is full of the Metamorphizer, enough to inoculate a hundred and fifty acres when added in
proper proportion to the irrigating water. | have a table worked out to show you about that. The tank
holds five gdlons, get $50 a gdlon—a dollar and a hdf an acre and keep ten percent for yoursdf. Be
sure to return the pump every night.”

| had to say for her that when she got down to busness she didnt waste any words. Perhaps this
contragting directness so sartled me | was roped in before | could refuse. On the other hand, of course, |
would be hdping out someone who needed my assstance badly, snce she couldnt, with dl the
obvioug 7] factors againg her, be having a very easy time. Sometimes it is advisable to temper busness
judgment with kindness.

Her firg offer was ridiculousin its assumption that a sdesman's talent, kill and effort were worth only a



miserable ten percent, as though | were a literary agent with something a cinch to sdl. | began to fed
more & home as we ironed out the details and | brought the knowledge acquired with much hard work
and panful experience into the bargaining. Ffty percent | wanted and fifty percent | findly got by
demanding seventyfive. She became as interested in the contest as she had been before in benefits to
humanity and | perceived a keen mind under al her eccentricity.

| can't truthfully say | got to like her, but | reconciled mysdf and eventudly was on my way with the
pump—atrifling weight to Miss Francis, judging by the way she handled it, but uncomfortably heavy to
me—strapped to my back and ten feet of recacitrant hose coiled round my shoulder. She turned her
imperious eyes on me agan and repeated for the fourth or fifth time the ingtructions for applying, as
though | were less intdligent than she. | went out through the barren livingroom and took a backward
glance at the scding stucco wadls of the apartmenthouse, shaking my head. It was a queer place for
Albert Weener, the crackerjack sdesman who had once led his team in a netiondl contest to put over a
threepiece duminum dedl, to be working out of. And for awoman. And for such a woman....

2. Eveything isfor the best, ismy philosophy and Make your cross your crutch is a good thought to

hold; so | reminded mysdif that it takes fewer muscles to amile than to frown and no one sees the bright
gde of things if he wears dark glasses. Since it takes dl kinds to make a world and Josephine Spencer
Francis was one of those kinds, wasnt it only reasonable to suppose there were other kinds who would
buy the suff she'd invented? The only way to sdl something isfird to sdl yoursdf and | pioudy went over
the virtues of the Metamorphizer in my mind. What if by its very nature there[8] could be no repeat
business? | wasnt tying mysdf to it for life

All that remained was to find mysdf a customer. | tried to recdl the location of the nearest rurd territory.
San Fernando vdley, probably—a long, tiresome trip. And expensive, unless | wished to demean mysdf
by thumbing rides—a difficult thing to do, burdened as | was by the pump. If she hadnt balked
unreasonably about putting the Suff on lawns, 1'd have prospects right a hand.

| was suddenly lawnconscious. There was probably not a Los Angeles street | hadnt covered a some
time—meagazines, vacuums, old gold, nearnylons—and | must have been aware of green spaces before
most of the houses, but now for the fird time | saw lawns. Neat, sharply confined, smoothshaven lawns.
Sagging, dipping, eager-to-keep-up-appearances but fighting-alodng-game lawns. Ragged, weedy,
disolute lawns. Hafbare, repulsvely crippled, hummocky lawns. Bright lawns, ingsent on former
respectability and trimness, ydlow and gray lawns, touched with the craziness of age, quite beyond dl
interest in looks, content to doze eadly in the sun. If Miss Francis mixture was on the upandup and she
hednt introduced a perfectly unreasonable condition—why, | couldnt miss.

On the other hand, | thought suddenly, I'm the salesman, not she. It was up to me as a practicad man to
determine where and how | could sl to the best advantage. With sudden resolution | walked over a
twinkling greensward and rang the bell.

"Good afternoon, madam. | can see from your garden youre a lady who's interested in keeping it lovdy."

"Not my garden and Mrs Smith's not home." The door shut. Not gently.



The next house had no lawn at dl, but was fronted with a rank growth of ivy. | fdt no one had aright to
plant ivy when | was sdling something effective only on the family Graminese. | tramped over theivy hard
and rang the doorbell on the other side.

"Good afternoon, madam. | can see from the appearance of your lawvn youre a lady who redly cares for
her garden. I'm introducing to a restricted group—just one or two in each[9] neighborhood—a new
preparation, an astounding discovery by a renowned scientist which will make your grass twice as green
and many times as vigorous upon one application, without the aid of anything else, naturd or atificd.”

"My gardener takes care of dl that."
"But, madam—"
"Thereis acity ordinance againg unlicensed solicitors. Have you alicense, young man?'

After thefifth refusd | began to think less unkindly of Miss Francis idea of sdling the uff to farmers and
to wonder what was wrong with my technique. After some understandable hesitation—for | don't make a
practice of being odd or conspicuous—! sat down on the curb to think. Besides, the pump was getting
wearisomely heavy. | couldnt decide exactly what was unsatisfactory in my routine. The suff had neither
been used nor advertised, so there could be no prgudice againg it; no one had yet dlowed me to get so
far as quating price, so it wasnt too expensive.

The process of diminaion brought me to the absurd conclusion that the fault mugt liein me. Not in my
appearance, | reasoned, for | was a personable young man, alittle over thirty a the time, with no obvious
defects a few vidts to the dentig wouldnt have removed. Of course | do have an unfortunate skin
condition, but such athing'san act of God, as the lawyers say, and people must take me as | am.

No, it wasnt my appearance ... or was it? That mongroudy outsized pump! Who wanted to ligen to a
sdestdk from amen gpparently prepared for an immediate gasattack? There is little use in pressng your
trousers between two boards under the mattress if you discount such neatness with the accouterment of
an invading Martian. | uncoiled the hose from my shoulder and eased the incubus from my back. Leaving
them visble from the corner of my eye, | crossed the most miserable lawvn yet encountered.

It was composed of what | snce learned is Bermuda, a plant most Southern Cdifornians cal—with many
profane prefixes—devilgrass. It was ydlow, the dirty, grayish ydlow of moldy[10] straw; and bald,
scuffed spots immodestly exposed the cracked, parched earth benesth. Over the walk, interwoven
stolons had been feted down into a ragged mat, repdlent dike to foot and eye. Perversdy, onto what
had once been flowerbeds, the runners crept erect, brigling spines showing fantly green on top—the
only live color in the miserable expanse. Where the grass had gone to seed there were patches of muddy
purple, patches which enhanced rather than rdlieved the diseased color of the whole and emphasized the
dying ar of the yard. It was a neglected, unvadued thing; an odious appendage, a mistake never rectified.

"Madam,” | began, "your lawn is deplorable” There was no use gving her the line about
|-can-see-you-are-a-lady-who-cares-for-lovely-things. Anyway, now the pump was off my back | fdt
reckless. | threw the whole book of sdesmanship away. "It's the most neglected lavn in the
neighborhood. It is, madam, I'm sorry to say, no less than a disgrace.”



She was awoman beyond the age of childbearing, her dress reveding the outlines of her corset, and she
looked at me coldly through rimless glassng hiting the bridge of her inadequate nose. "So wha?' she
asked.

"Madam,” | said, "for ten dollars | can make this the finest lawn in the block, the pride of your family and
the envy of your neighbors.”

"I can do better things with ten dollars than spend it on a bunch of dead grass"

Gratefully | knew | had her then and was glad | hadnt weekly given in to an impulse to carry out the
crackpot's origind ingructions. When they start to argue, my motto is, theyre sold. | took a good breath
and wound up for the dincher.

| won't say she was an easy sde, but afterdl I'm a psychologist; | found al her weak points and touched
them expertly. Even so, she made me cut my price in hdf, leaving me only twofifty according to my
agreement with Miss Francis, but it was an icebreaker.

| got the pump and hose, collecting at the same time an audience of brats who assisted me by shouting,
"What ya goin g11] do, mige?' "What's a thing for, miger?' "You goin a water Mrs Dinkman's
frontyard, miser?' "Do your teeth avwis look so funny, miser? My grampa takes his teeth out at night
and putsm in a glass of water. Do you take out your teeth at night, mister?' "You goin a put that suff on
our garden too, miger?' "Hay, Shirley—come on over and see the funnylooking man who's fixing up
Dinkman's yard."

They were untiring, shilling their questions, exdamations and comments, completely driving from my
mind the details of the actud gpplication of the Metamorphizer. Anyway, Miss Francis had been
concerned with putting it in the irrigation water—which didnt goply in this case. | thought a moment. A
gdlon was enough for thirty acres; hdf a pint should suffice for this—more than suffice. Irrigation water,
nonsense—I'd squirt it on and tel the woman to hose it down afterward—that'd be the same as puitting it
inthe water, wouldnt it?

To come to this practica conclusion under the brunt of the children's assault was a remarkable feat. As |
dribbled the suff over the sorry devilgrass they kicked the pump—and my shins—mimicking my actions,
tripping me as they skipped under my legs, getting wet with the Metamorphizer—I hoped with mutudly
deleterious effect—and generdly making me more than ever thankful for my bachelor condition.

Twdfifty, | thought, angrily squirting a fine mig at a particularly dreary spot—and it isnt even sdling.
Manud labor. Working with my hands. | might as well be a gardener. College training. Wide experience.
Alet and aggressve. In order to dribble Suff amdling Sckeningly of carnations on a wasted yard. |
coiled up my hose disgustedly and collected a reluctant five dollars.

"It don't look any different,” commented Mrs Dinkman dubioudly.

"Madam, Professor Francis remarkable discovery works miracles, but not in the twinkling of an eye. Ina
week youll see for yoursdf, provided of course you wet it down properly.”



"In aweek youll be far gone with my five dollars" diagnosed Mrs Dinkman.[12]

While this might be superficdly true, it was an unfar and unkind thing to say, and it wounded me. |
reached into my pocket and drew out an old card—one printed before I'd had an irreconcilable
difference with the firm employing me at the time.

"I can dways be reached a this address, Mrs Dinkman,” | said, "should you have any cause for
disstisfaction—which I'm sure is quite impossible. Besides, | shdl be daly in this digtrict demongtrating
the value of Dr Francis Lawn Tonic."

That was certainly true; unless | made a better connection. Degrading manud labor or not, | intended to
sl as may locd people as possble on the strength of having found a weak spot in the wdl of
sdesresstance before the effects of the Metamorphizer became apparent. For, in strict confidence, and
despite its being an undesirable negetive attitude, | was a little dubious that those effects—or lack of
them—would dimulate further sales.

3. Myalarmclod<, as it did every morning, Sundays induded, rang at sixthirty, for I am a men of

habit. | turned it off, remembering indantly | had given Miss Francis neither her pump nor her share of the
sde. Of course it was more convenient and timesaving to bring them both together and | was sure she
didnt expect meto fallow ingructions to the letter, like an officeboy, any more in these matters than she
hed in her regtriction to agricultura use.

Sill, it was remiss of me. The fact is, | had spent her money as well as my own—not on disspation, |
hesten to say, but on dinner and an inddlment of my roomrent. This was embarrassing, but | looked
upon it merdly as an advance—quite asif 1'd had the customary drawingaccount—to be charged aganst
my next commissons. My acceptance of the advance merdy indicated my fath in the future of the
Metamorphizer.

| dissolved a yeastcake in a glass of water; it's very hedthy and 1'd heard it dleviated dermd irritations.
Lathering my face, | glanced over the lig culled from the dictionary and[13] stuck in the mirror the night
before, for | have never been too tired to improve my mind. By this easy method of increesing my
vocabulary | had progressed, & the time, down to the letter K.

While drinking my coffee—never more than two cups—it was my custom to read and digest stock and
bond quotations, for though | had no invesments—the only time | had been adle to take a flurry there
was an unforeseen recession in the market—I thought a man who didnt keep up with trends and
conditions unfitted for a place in the busnessworld. Besides, | didnt expect to be draitened indefinitdy
and | believed in being ready to take proper advantage of opportunity when it came.

As aman may devote the graver part of his mind to a subject and then turn for relaxation to a lighter
aspect, s0 | had for years been interested in a stock caled Consolidated Pemmican and Allied
Concentrates. It wasnt a highpriced issue, nor were its fluctuations sartling. For Sx months of the yesr,
year in and year out, it would be quoted at 1/16 of a cent a share; for the other Sx monthsit stood at 1/8.
| didnt know what pemmican was and | didnt particularly care, but if aman could invest at 1/16 he could
double his money overnight when it rose to 1/8. Then he could reverse the process by sling before it



went down and so snowbdl into fortune. It was a daydream, but a harmless one.

Saidying mysdf Consolidated Pemmican was bumbling dong at its low leve, | rductantly prepared to
resume Miss Francis pump. It seemed less heavy as | wound the hose over my shoulder and | fdt this
wasnt due to the negligible quantity I'd expended on Mrs Dinkman's grass. | just knew | was going to
have a successful day. | had to.

In moments of fancy | often think a sdesman is more truly a cregtive atist than many of those who
arrogate the title to themsalves. He uses words, on one hand, and the receptivity of prospects on the
other, to mold a cohesive and satifying whole, a work of Art, sgned and dated on the dotted line. Like
any such work, the creation implies thoughtful and careful preparation. So it was that | got off the bus,
palishing a new salestalk[14] to fit the changed Stuation. "One of your neighbors ..." "I have just applied
.." | sneered my way past those houses refusng my services the day before; they couldnt have the
Metamorphizer a any price now. Then it hit my eyes.

Mrs Dinkman's lawn, | mean.
The one so neglected, aling and yelow only yesterday.

It wasnt sad and sckly now. The most enthusiastic homeowner wouldnt have disdained it. There wasnt a
sngle bare spot visble in the whole lush, hedthy expanse. And it was green. Green. Not just here and
there, but over every inch of soft, undulaing surface; a pae applegreen where the blades waved to
expose its underparts and arich, dazzling emerad on top. Even the runners, snuoudy encroaching upon
the sdewalk, were deeply virescent.

The Metamorphizer worked.

The Metamorphizer not only worked, but it worked with unbelievable rapidity. Overnight. | knew nothing
about the speed a which ordinary fertilizers, plant gimulants or hormones took hold, but commonsense
told me nothing like this had ever happened so quickly. | had been induiging in a little legitimete puffery in
sying the inoculant worked miracles, but if anything that had been an understatement. It just went to
show how impossbleitisfor area sdesman to be too enthusadtic.

Nervesin knees and fingers quivering, | walked over to join the group curioudy ingpecting the trandated
lawn. |, | had done this, out of the mogt miserable I'd made the loveliest—and for a pdtry five dollars. |
tried to recapture the memory of what it had looked like in order to rdish the contrast more, but it was
impossible the vivid present blotted out the decayed past completely.

"Ovenight," someone said. "Yessir, just overnight. Wouldnt of believed it if | hadnt noticed just yesterday
how much worse an the aty dump it looked."

"Bet a duff's ten inches high.”
"Brother, you can say that again. Foot'd be closer.”

"Anyhow it's uh fattestlookin grass | seen sence | lef Texas."[15]



"An the greenest. Guess | never did see such a green before.”

While they exclamed about the beauty and vigor of the growth, my mind was racing in high dong
practica lines. Achievement it worth much unless you can harness it, and in today's triumph | saw
tomorrow's benefit. No more canvassing with a pump undignifiedly on my back, no more manud Iabor;
no, bold as the thought was, not even any more direct sdling for me. This was big, too big to be
approached in any cockroach, build-up-dowly-from-the-bottom way. It was a red top ded, in a class
with nylon or jukeboxes or bubblegum. Y ou could amdl the money init.

Firg of dl I'd have to tie Josephine Francis down with an ironclad contract. Agents, dederships,
digtributors and a generd salesmanager, Albert Weener, at the top. Incorporate. Get it dl down in black
and white and sgned by Miss Francis right away. For her own good. An idedidic scientis, a frall
womean, protect her from the vultures who'd try to rob her as soon as they saw what the Metamorphizer
would do. Such awoman wouldnt have any business sense. I'd see she got a comfortable living out of it
and free her from responsibility. Then she could potter around al she liked.

Incorporate. Interest big money. Put it on a nationwide basis. A cut for the generd sdesmanager on
evary sde Besdes stock. Take the patent in the company's name. In Sx months 1'd be on my way to
being amillionaire. | had certainly been right up on my toes in picking the Metamorphizer as a winner in
goite of Miss Francis kitchen and her lack of aggressveness. Indinct, the unering inginct of a
wideawake sdlesman for the right product—and for the right market. | musint forget that. Had | been
content with her origind limitation 1'd dill be bumbling around trying to interest Farmer Hicks in some
Metamorphizer for his hay.

"Ja notice how thick it was?'
"Wil, that's Bermuda for you. Tdl me they actudly plant it on purposein Forida"
"No kiddin?'

"Yessr. Know one thing—even if it looks pretty right now,[16] | wouldnt want that suff on my place.
Have to cut it every day."

"Bet ya Toughlookin too. | rather take my exercisein bed.”

That's an angle, | thought—have to get old lady Francis to modify her formula or something. Else well
never get rich. Sow down the rate of growth, dilute it—ought to be more profitable too.... Have to find
out how chegply the inoculant can be produced—no more ineffident hand methods.... Of course the
fastness of growth wouldnt affect the sde to farmers—help it in fact. No doubt she'd had more than |
origindly thought in that aspect, | conceded generoudy. We could let them apply it themsdves ...
mailorder advertisng ... cut costs that way.... Think of clover and dfdfa—or werent they grasses?
Anyway, imagine hay or wheat as tdl as lowa corn and corn higher than a andltown atyhdl!
Fortune—thereéd be a dozen fortunesinit.

| began perspiring. The ded was getting bigger and bigger. It wasnt just a Smple matter of cutting in on a
good thing. All the angles, which were multiplying at a tremendous rate, had to be covered before | saw
Miss Francis again; | darent miss any bets. | needed a daff of agriculturd experts—anyway someone



who could cover the scientific Sde. Whatever happened to my freshman chemistry? And a mob of
lawyers, you'd have to plug every loophole—tight. But here | was without a finandd resource—couldnt
hire a ditchdigger, much less the highpriced tdent | needed—and someone else might get a brainstorm
when he saw the lawvn and best meto it. | visoned mysdf cheated of my million....

Yes... aredly fag worker—some unethical promoter willing to stoop to devious methods—might pass
a any moment and grasp the possihilities, have Miss Francis Sgned up before 1'd even got the ded
draight in my mind. How could he miss, seeing this lawn? Splendid, magnificent, beautiful. No one would
ever cdl this Suff devilgrass—angelgrass would be more appropriate to the implications of such a
heavenly green. Millionsin it—smply millions...

"Say—arent you the fdlow put this Suff on?'[17]

Hafadozen vacant faces gaped a me, the burdening pump, the caudd hose. Curiosty, interest, imbecile
amusement argued in their expression with the respect due the worker of the transformation; it was the
sort of look connected with sdlesresstance of the most obstinate kind. They distracted me from thinking
things through.

"Miz Dinkman's sure looking for you. Says she's going to sue you."

Here was an unfortunate development, an angle to end dl angles. Unfavorable publicity, the abortifacient
of new enterprises, would mean you could hardly give the suff away. My imagingion raced through
columns of newsprint in which the Metamorphizer was made the butt of reporters humor. Mrs
Dinkman's ire would have to be placated, bought off. Perhaps I'd better discuss developments with Miss
Francisright away, afterdl.

Whatever | decided, it was advisable for me to leave this vidnity. | was in no finandid position to soothe
Mrs Dinkman and it was dubious, in view of her attitude, whether it would be possible to sdl any more in
the immediate neighborhood. Probably a new territory was the answer to my problem; afew sdes would
give me both cash in hand and time to think.

While | hesitated, Mrs Dinkman, beligerency dancing like a sparkling aura about her, came out of her
garage with a rudy, ratling lavnmower. I'm no authority on gardentools, but this cresking, rickety
meachine was dearly no match for the lusty growth. The audience fdt so too, and there was a dir of
gporting interest as they settled down to watch the contest.

Determination was implidt in the sharply unnatura lines of her corset and the firm set of her glasses as she
charged into the gently swaying runners. The whedls turned rebdlioudy, the mower bit, its rusty blades
grated againg the knife, something clanked forcibly and the meachine stopped. Mrs. Dinkman pushed, her
back arched with effort—the mower didnt budge. She pulled it back. It whirred gratefully; the danking
stopped and she tried again. Thistime it chewed a handful of grass from the edge, found it distasteful and
quit once more.[18]

"Anybody know how to make this damn thing work?' Mrs Dinkman asked exasperatedly.

"Needs all" was hdpfully volunteered.



She retired into the garage and returned with a lopsided oilcan. "Qil it," she commanded regdly. The
hdpful one rductantly pressed his thumb againg the wry bottom of the can, aming the twisted spout at
odd parts of the mower. "'l dunno,” he commented.

"I don't either,” said Mrs Dinkman. "Y ou—Greener, Weener—whatever your name id"
There was no possihility of evason. "Yes, mam?'

"You made this guff grow; now you can cut it down."

Uncouth guffaws from the waiching idiots.

"Mrs Dinkmen, —"

"Get behind that lawnmower, young man, if you don't want to be involved in a lawauit.”

| wasnt afraid of such a consequence in itsdf, having at the moment nothing to attach, but | thought of
Miss Francis and future sales and that impa pable thing known as "goodwill." "Yes, mam,” | repeated.

| discarded pump and hose to move reluctantly toward the mower. Under my feet | fdt the springiness of
the grass, was it pure fancy—or did it truly differ in quaity from the lawns I'd trod so indifferently the day
before?

| took the handle. If ailing had improved the machine, its previous efidency mugst have been dight. It
went shakily over the fird inch of grass and then, asit had for Mrs Dinkman, it stopped for me.

By now the spectators had increased to a amdl crowd and therr dull humor had taken the form of
chearfully offering much gratuitous advice. "Tieinto it, Sim—build up the old musde” "Back her up and
take a good run." "Go home an do some settinup exercises—come back next year." "Got to put the old
back behind it, Bud—give her the gas™ "Need a decent mower—no use trying to cut Suff like that with
an antique.” Y eah—get a good mower—one made since the Civil War." "No one around here got an
honestogod lawnmower?'[19]

The last query evidently nettled loca pride, for soon a blithe, beamshouldered little men trundled up a
shiny, rubbertired machine. "Thidl do the business” he announced confidently as | rdinquished the
gpotlight to him with understandable readiness. "It's aregular jimdandy.”

It cetanly was. The devilgrass came irreverently above the wheds and flowed with graceful
inquisitiveness over the blades, but the brisk little man pushed heartily and the mechanism revolved with a
bardy audible dicking. It did not balk, complain or hesitate. Cleanly severed ends of grass whirled into
the ar and floated down on the neat smooth swath left behind. Everyone amiled rdievedly at the
jimdandy's triumph and my sgh was loudest and most heartfelt. | edged away as unobtrusvey as | could.

4. I have no sympathy with wesklings who complain of the cards being stacked, but it did seem as



though fate were deding unkindly with me. Here was a good proposition, coming just at the time |
needed it most and it was turning bad rapidly. Waking the short distance to Miss Francis | was unable
to settle my mind, to strike a mental balancesheet. There was money; there had to be money—Iots and
lots of it—in the Metamorphizer, but it was possible there was trouble—lots and lots of it—aso. The
thing was, wel, dangerous. What was the use of expending ability in sdling something which could have
kickbacks acting as deterrents to future sales? Of course a man had to take risks....

The door, after a properly prudent hestation, clicked brokenly. Miss Francis looked as though shed
added insomnia to her other abgtentions, otherwise she had not changed, even to her skirt and the
smudge on her left nodtril. "If youve come about the icebox youre a week late. | fixed it mysdf,” she
greeted me gruffly.

"Weener," | reminded her, "Albert Weener—remember? I'm sdling—that is, I'm going to sl the product
you invented to make plants eat anything."[20]

"Oh. Weener—yes" She produced the toothpick and scratched her chin with it. "About the
Metamorphizer." She paused and rubbed her elbow. "A mistake, I'm afraid. An error.”

Aha, | thought, a new deal. Someone's offered to back her. Sted her brainchild, negate dl my efforts to
make her independent and cheat me of the reward of my spadework. You wouldnt think of her as a fral
credulous woman, eeslly taken in by the first smooth taker, but a woman is a woman efterall.

"Look, Miss Francis" | argued, "youve got abig thing here, a great thing. The posshilities are practicly
unlimited. Of course youll have to have a manager to put it across—an executive, a man with business
experience—someone Who can tap the great reservoir of buying power by the conviction of a new need.
Organize a sdes campaign; rationdize production. Put the whole thing on a commercid basis. For dl this
you need aman who has contacted the public on every level—preferably doortodoor and with a varied
background.”

She strode past the stove, which had gathered new accreta during the night and looked in the cloudy
mirror as though searching for a misplaced thought. "No doubt, Weener, no doubt. But before dl these
romanticdly sreamlined things eventuate there mugt be a hiatus. In my haste | overlooked a deall
yesterday, trivid maybe—perhaps vitd. | should never have let you start out so soon.”

Thiswas bad; | was struggling now for my job and for the future of the Metamorphizer. "Miss Francis, |
don't know what you mean by mistakes or trivid details or how | could have started out too soon, but
whatever the trouble is I'm sure it can be smoothed out easly. Sometimes, you know, obstacles which
appear tremendous prove to be nathing at dl in experienced hands. | mysdf have had occasion to put
things right for a number of different concerns. Redlly, Miss Francis, you musint et opportunity dip
through your fingers. Believe me, | know what a big thing your discovery is—lve seen what it does."[21]

She turned those too sharp eyes on me discomfortingly. "Ah," she said, "so soon?"
"Wadl," | began, "it certainly acted quickly ..."

| stopped when | saw she wasnt hearing me. She sat down in the only empty chair and drummed her



fingers againgt big white teeth. "Even under a microscope,” she muttered, "no perceptible reection for
fortyeight hours. Laboratory conditions? Or my own idiocy? But | approximated ..." Her voice trailed off
and for afull minute the absolute slence of the kitchen was broken only by the melodramatic dripping of
atap.

She made an effort to pull hersdlf together and addressed mein her old abrupt way. "Corn or wheet?"
llAy?l

"You sad youve seen what it does. | asked you if you had gpplied it to corn or wheat—or whet?"

She was looking at me so fixedly | had a dight difficulty in putting my words in good order. "It was
neither, mam. | gpplied some of the 4uff to alavn—"

"A lawn, Weener?'

"Y-yes, mam."

"But | ssid—"

"Gengrd indructions, Miss Francis. I'm sure you didnt meen to tie my hands."

Another long slence.

"No, Weener—I didnt mean to tie your hands.

"Wdl, as | was saying, | applied some of the quff to alawn. Exactly according to your indructions—"
"Inthe irrgation water?"

"W, not precisaly. But just as good, | assure you."

"Goon."

"A terrible lawn. All shot. Last night. This moring—"

"Stop. What kind of grass? Or don't you know?"

"Of course | know," | answered indignantly. Did she think | was an idiot? "It was devilgrass.”

"Ah" She rubbed the back of her hand agang her angulaly smooth cheek. "Bermuda. Cynodon
dactylon. Stupid,[22] stupid, stupid. How could | have been so blind? Did | think only the corn would
be affected and not the weeds in the furrows? Or that something like this might not happen?”



| didnt fed like wasting any more time ligening to her soliloquy. "This moming,” | continued, "it was as
green—"

"All right, Weener, spare me your poetry. Show it to me."

"Wdl now, Miss Francis ..." | wanted, understandably enough, to discuss future arrangements before she
saw Dinkman's lawvn.

"Immediatdy, Weener."

When dedling with childish persons you have to cater to their whims. | rid mysdf of the pump—I'd never
dreamed I'd be rductant to part with the monge—uwhile she made perfunctory and unconvincdng
moations to fit hersdf for the street. Of course she neither washed nor madeup, but she peered in the glass
argumentatively, pulled her jacket down decisvely, threw her shoulders back to raise it askew agan and
gave the swirl of hair a hdfhearted pat.

"I'd like to go over the matter of organizing—"
"Not now."

| was naturdly reluctant to be seen on the street with so conspicuous a figure, but | could hardly escape.
| tried to match her swinging stride, but as she was at least Sx inches tdler | had to give a sort of skip
between steps, which was less than dignified. Searching my mind to find a tactful approach again to the
subject of proper digtribution of the Metamorphizer, | fdt my opportunity dipping avay every momen.
She, on her part, was slent and so abstracted that | often had to put out a guiding hand to avert collison
with other pedestrians or gationary objects.

| doubt if I'd been gone from Mrs Dinkman's threequarters of an hour. | had left a amdl group excited at
the free show consequent upon the too successful beattification of aloca eyesore; | returned to a szable
crowd viewing an impressve phenomenon. The homdy levity had vanished; no one shouted jovid
advice. Opinions and comments passed in whispers accompanied by furtive glances toward the lawn, as
though it[23] were sentient and might be offended by rude speculation. As we pushed through the
bystanders | was suddenly aware of their cautious avoidance of contact with the grass itsdf. The nearest
onlookers stood a respectful yard back and when unbalanced by the push of those behind went through
such antics to avoid treading on it, while a the same time preserving the convention of innocence of any
taboo that they frequently pivoted and pirouetted on one foot in an awkward balet. The very hiding of
their inhibition emphasized the new awesomeness of the grass; it was no longer to be lightly approached
or frivoloudy treated.

Now | am not what is generdly called a man of rdigious senghilities, having long ago discarded bdlief in
the supernatural; and | am not overcome at odd moments by mysdticd fedings. Furthermore | had been
intimate with this particular patch of vegetation for some eghteen hours. | had viewed its decaying state; |
hed injected lifeinto it; | had seen itin the firgt flush of resurrection. In spite of dl this | too fdl under the
spd| of the grass and knew something compounded of wonder and apprehension.

The negtly cut swaths of the little man with the jimdandy mower came to a dramatic end in the middle of
the yard. Beyond this shorn portion the grass rose in a thretening crest, taler than a man's knees; green,



aoof and derigve. But it was not this forbidding sght which gave me such a queer turn. It was the mown
part; for | recaled how the brisk man's machine had cut close and left behind short, crisp sems. Now
this piece was dmogt as high as when I'd firg seen it—grown faster in an hour than ordinary grassin a
month.

5. I sole alook a Miss Francis to see how she was taking the Sight, but there was no emation visble

on her face. The toothpick was once more in play and the luminous eyes fixed sraight ahead. Her legs
were spread gpart and she seemed firmly in pogtion for hours to come, as though[24] she would wait for
the grass to exhaudt its phenomend growth.

"Why did they quit cutting?' | asked the man sanding beside me.

"Mower give out—dulled the blades so they wouldnt cut no more.”

"Gaing to give up and let it grow?"

"Hdl, no. Sent for a gardener with a powermower. Big one. Cut anything. Ought to be here now."

He was, too, honking the crowd from the driveway. Mrs Dinkman was with him, looking a once
indignant, persecuted, uncomfortable and sdfrighteous. It was evident they had faled to reach any
agreement.

The gardener dammed the door of the senescent truck with vehement lack of affection. "l cut lots a
devilgrass, lady, but | wont tie into this overgrown suff a that price. You got no right to expect it. |
know what's fair and it's not reasonable to count on me cutting this like it was an ordinary lawn. You
know yoursdf it isnt fair.”

"Il give you ten dollars and that's my last word."

"Liden, lady, when | get through this job I'll have to take my mower apart and have it resharpened. You
think | can afford to do thet for atendollar job?"

"Tenddllars" repeated Mrs Dinkman firmly.

The gardener appealed to the gdlery. "Liden, folks now | ask you—is this far? I'm willing to be
reasonable. | understand this lady's in trouble and I'm willing to help, but | can't do a twentyfivedallar job
for ten bucks, can 17"

It was doubtful if the observers were particularly concerned with justice; what they desired was action,
awift and drastic. A generd resentment at being balked of their amusement was manifest in murmurs of
"Go ahead, do it" "What's the matter with you?' "Don't be dumb—do it for nothing—youll get plenty
business out of it." They appealed to his nobler and baser natures, but he remained adamant.

Not to be baked by his churlishness, they passed a hat and collected $8.67, which | thought a



remarkably generous admisson price. When this was added to Mrs Dinkman's ten[25] dollars the
gardener, dill protesting, reluctantly agreed to perform.

Mrs Dinkman prudently holding the total, he unloaded the powermower with many flourishes, making
quite an undertaking of ailing and adjusting the roller, setting the blades; bending down to assure himsdf
of the gasoline in the smdl tank, findly wheding the contraption into place with great spirit. The motor
started with a disgruntled put! changing into a series of resgned explosons as he guided it over the lavn
crosswise to the lines of his predecessor. Miss Francis followed every motion with rapt attention.

"Did you expect this?' | asked.
"Ay? The abnormdly stimulated growth, you mean?'
llYall

"Yes and no. Work in the laboratory didnt indicate it. My own fault; | didnt redize a once making
available so much free nitrogen would have such ingant results. But last night—"

IIYS?I
"Not now. Later."

The powermower went nicdy, | might dmost say smoothly, over the suff cut before, muttering and
chickling happily to itsdf as it dragged the panting gardener, inescagpably harnessed, in its wake. But the
mown area was narrow and the machine quickly jerked through it and made the last easy journey dong
thewal of untouched devilgrass beyond.

The gardener, without hesitation, aimed his machine &t the thicket of grass. It growled, dowed, coughed,
spat, struggled and thrashed on and findly conked ouit.

"Ah," said Miss Francis.
"Oh," sad the spectators.
"Sonofabitch,” said the gardener.

He yanked the grumbling mower back angrily, ingpecting its mechaniam in the manner of a mother with a
wayward son and began again. There was desperate determination in his shoulders as he added his
forward thrust to the protesting rhythm. The machine went at the grass like a bulldog attacking a borzoi: it
bit, chewed, held on. It cut a new sx incheq26] readily, another foot dowly—and then with jolts and
migfires and loud imprecations from the gardener, it gave up again.

"You," judged Mrs Dinkman, "don't know how to cut grass.”

The gardener wiped his sweety forehead with the ingde of his wrist. "You—you should have a law



agang you," he answered bitterly and inadequately.

But the crowd evidently agreed with Mrs Dinkman's verdict, for there were mutterings of "It's a farmer's
job." "Get somebody with a scythe” "That's right—get a scythe” "Got to have a scythe to cut hay like
that." These remarks, uttered loudly enough for him to hear, so discouraged the gardener thet after three
more futile tries he reloaded his equipment and left amidst jeers and expressions of disfavor without
atempting to collect any of the money.

For some reason the falure of the powermower lightened the atmosphere. Everyone, induding Mrs
Dinkman, seemed convinced that scything was the solution. Tenson relaxed and the bystanders began
taking in something above a whigper.

111
O. " T Hiswill just about rin our sdles” | sdid.

Miss Francis suspended the toothpick before her chin and looked at me as though I'd said dirty words in
the presence of ladies.

"Wdl itwill," I argued. "You can't expect people to have their lawns inoculated if they find out it's going
to make grass act thisway."

Her eyes might have been microscopes and | something smeared on a dide. "Weener, youre the sort of
men who peddies Life Begins at Forty to the inmates of an old peoples home.™

| couldnt see what had upset her. The last idea had sound salesappedl, but it was alow income market....
Oh well—her queer notions and obscure reactions undoubtedly went[27] with her scientific gift. You
have to lead individuds of this type for their own good, otherwise they spend their lives wandering
around in a dreamy fog, accomplishing nothing.

"I ill believe youve got something,” | pointed out. ™Y ou yoursdf said it wasnt perfected, but perhaps you
havent redized how far from marketable it actudly is yet. Now then,” 1 went on reasonably, "youre just
going to have to dilute it or change it or do something to it, so while it will make grass nice and green, it
won't let it grow wild like this"

Thefixed look could be annoying. It was nearly impossible to turn your eyes away without rudeness once
she caught them. "Weener, the Metamorphizer is ndther fertilizer nor plant food. It is a chemica
compound producing a controlled mutation in any treated member of the family Graminese. Dilution
might make it not work—the mutation might not take place—but it couldnt make it hdf work. 1 could
change your nature by forcibly injecting an ounce of lead into your cerebelum. The change would not
only be irrevocable, but it wouldnt make the dightest difference if the lead were adulterated with
ironpyrites or not."

"But, Miss Francis," | expostulated, "youll have to do something.”

She threw her hands into the air, a theatricd gesture even more than ordinarily unbecoming. "Why?*



"Why? To make your discovery marketable, of course.”
"Now? In the face of this?"

"Miss Francis" | sad with dignity, "you are a lady and my sdlfrespect makes me treat you with the
courtesy due your sex. You advertised for a sdlesman. Instead of sneering at my honest efforts to put
your merchandise across to the public, | think youd be better advised to worry about such lowbrow
things as keeping fath."

"Am | to keep fath in a vacuum? You came to me as a sdesman and | mug give you something to sdl.
Thisis ample mordity; but if such a grant entalls concomitant evils, surdy | am absolved of my origind
contract.”

"I don't know what youre talking about,” | told her frankly.[28] "Y our Suff made the grass grow too fa,
that's dl. Y ou should change the formula or find anew one or dse ..."

"Or dse youll have been left with nothing to sdl. | despair of meking the point about changing the
formulg your trust in my powers is too reverent. Again, I'm not an arrogant woman and I'll admit to some
responsbility. Make the world fit for Alfred Weener to make alivingin."

"It's Albert, not Alfred,” | corrected her. I'm not touchy, goodness knows, but afterdl a name's a piece of
property.

"Your pardon, Albert." She looked down a me with such a placatory and genuindy feminine amile |
decided I'd been fodlish to be offended. Shel's anut of course, | thought indulgently, someone whose life
is bounded by theories and testtubes, a woman with no conception of practica redity. Instead of being
affronted it would be better to show her patiently how essentid my help was to her.

"Of dl people," she went on, searching my face with those discomfiting eyes, "of dl people Ive the least
cause for mord snobbery. Anxious to get a few dollars to cary on my work—and wha was such
awxigy but sdfindulgence?—| threw the Metamorphizer to you and the world before | redized that it
was not only imperfect, but faulty. Hdl is paved with good intentions and the firgt result of my desire to
benefit mankind has been to injure the Dinkmans. Meditation in place of infatuation would have shown
me both the immediate and ultimate wrongs. | doubt if youd been gone an hour yesterday when | knew
I'd made a blunder in permitting you to go out with danger in both hands.”

"I don't know what youre getting &," | sad diffly, for it sounded as though she were regarding me as a
child.

"Why, as | was gtting, composing my thoughts toward extending the effectiveness of the Metamorphizer
beyond graming, it suddenly became clear to me I'd erred about not knowing how long the effect of the
inoculaions would lagt.”

"You mean you found out?" If she brought the thing under control and the effect lasted a specified time
there might be repeat business afterdl.[29]



"I found out a greet ded by usng speculation and logic for a change instead of my hands and memoary. |
sat and thought, and though this is an unorthodox way for a scientist to proceed, | profited by it. |
reasoned: if you change the genetic structure of a plant you change it permanently; not for a day or an
hour, but for its existence. I'm not spesking of chance mutations, you understand, Weener, coming about
over a course of generaions, generations which include sports, degenerates, atavars andsoforth; but of
controlled changes, brought about through human intervention. Inoculation by the Metamorphizer might
be compared to cutting off aman's leg or transplanting part of his brain. Albert—what happens when you
cut off aman'sleg?'

| was tired of being talked to like a grammarschool class. Sll, | humored her. "Why, then he has only
oneleg," | answered agreeably if idioticaly.

"True. More than that, he has a ondegged dispostion. His whole ego, his entire spirit is changed. No
longer a twolegged creature, reduced, he is anothe—warped, if you like—being. To come to the
immediate point of the grass: if you engender an omnivorous capacity you implant an insatiable gppetite.”

"l don't catch."
"If you give aman a big bely you make him a hog."

A chewvy coupe, gently breething steam from its radiator cap, interrupted. From its turtle hung the blade
of a scythe and on the nervoudy hinged door had been hopefully lettered Arcangelo Baréli, Plowing &
Grading.

While the coupe was trembling for some seconds before quieting down, | Sghed a double rdief, a& Miss
Francis forgetfulness of the money due her and the soothing of my fears for the lawn's edting its way
downward to China or India. The remark about gluttonous abdomens was disturbing.

"And of course there will be no further sde of the Metamorphizer,” she concluded, her eyes now totaly
concerned with the farmer who was opening the turtle with the air of a man expecting to be unpleasantly
astonished.

Mr Badli came as to a deathbed, a consoling but hopeess amile widening his narrow face only
incongderably. At the[30] scythe cradled in his arms someone shouted, "Here's old Father Time himsdf.”
Mr Bardli wasnt amused. Brushing his forehead thoughtfully with tender fingers he surveyed with
saddened eye the three graduated steps of grass. The last step, unessayed by his predecessors, rose
nearly four feet, as dien to the concept of lawn as afidd of whedt.

"Think you can cut it?" one of the audience asked.

Mr Bardli smiled cheerlessy and didnt answer. Instead, he uprooted from his hip pocket a dender stone
and began phlegmaticaly to caress the blade of the scythe with it.

"Hay, that suff's not goin to stop growin while you fool around.”

"Gat to do thingsright,” explained Mr Bardli gently.



The rhythmic friction of stone agang sted prolonged suspense unbearably. All kinds of speculation
crowded my mind while the lesurdy performance went on. The grass was growing rapidly; faster than
vegetation had ever grown before. Could it grow so quickly the farmer's scythe couldnt keep up with it?
Suppose it had been wheat or corn? Planted today, it would be ready to harvest next week, fuly ripe.
Theorigind dream of Miss Francis would pale compared with the redity. There was gill—somewhere,
somehow—a fortune in the Metamorphizer....

Ready at last, Mr Bardli walked delicately across the stubble asif it were a substance too precious to be
trampled brutdly. Again he measured the rippling, ascending mass with his eye. It was the look of a
bridegroom.

"What you waitin for?'

Unheeding, he scraped bootwelt semicircularly on the sward as though to mark a stance. Once more he
appraised the grass, crooked his knee, rested his hands ligntly on the two short, upraised handholds.
Sdidfied at length with his preparations, he findly drew the scythe back with a sweeping motion of both
ams and curved it forward close to the ground. It embraced a sudden idand lovingly and a sheef of grass
swooned into a heap. | was reminded of old woodcutsin a higtory of the French Revolution.[31]

The bystanders sghed in harmony. "Nothing to it ... should a had him in the first place ... can't beat the
old ebowgrease. No, sr, musclepower'll do it every time ... guess it's licked now dl right, dl right...." Mr
Bardli duplicated his sweep and another sheaf fdl. Another. And another....

"One of the oldest human rituds,”" remarked Miss Francis, swaying her body in time with the farmer's.
"An act of devotion to Ceres. But dl this husbandman reaps is Cynodon dactylon. A commentary.”

"Progress” | pointed out. "Now they have machines to harvest grain. All uptodate farmers use them; only
the backward ones gtick to primitive tools and have to make aliving by taking on odd jobs."

"Progress” she repeated, looking from the scythewielder to me and back again. "Progress, Weener. A
remarkable conception of the nineteenth century...."

The less intense spectators began to move off; not, to be sure, without backward glances, but the
metronomic swing of Mr Bardlli's blade indicated it was dl over with the rank grass now. | too should
have been on my way, writing off the Metamorphizer as a total loss and consdering methods for making
anew and more profitable connection. Not that | was one to leave a anking ship, nor had | logt fath in
the potentidities of Miss Francis discovery; but she ether wasnt smart enough to modify her formula, or
dse ... but there redly wasnt any "or dsg’. She just wasnt smart enough to make the Metamorphizer
marketable and she was chegting me of the handsome return which should be rightfully mine

Sheld made the suff and decelved me by an unscrupuloudy worded advertisement, now, no longer
interested, she asked arily if further effort were essentid. Who wouldnt be indignant? And to cap it dl
she suddenly gaculated, "Can't dawdle around here dl day" and after snatching up a handful of the
soythings, she left, ralling her large body from side to side, gdloping her untidy hair up and down over her
neck as she took rapid strides. Evidently the attractions of her messy[32] kitchen were more to her taste
then the wholesome air of outdoors. Pottering around, producing another mare's nest and eventudly, |
Suppose, getting another victim.....



7. BLI | couldnt leave so cavdiely. Every leaf, sem, and blade of the cancerous grass hdd mein
somewhat the same way Miss Francis intense eyes did. It wasnt an aesthetic or morbid attraction—its

bass was drictly practicd. If it could have been controlled—if only the growth could be induced on a
modified and proper scde—what a product! A fury of frugtration rocked my cusomary cam....

The dretch and retraction of the mower's arms, the swift, bright curving as the scythe cut deeper,
fascinated me. An unscrupulous man—just as a whimdcd thought—might go about in the night
inoculaing lawns surreptitioudy and appear with a crew next day to offer his services in cutting them. Just
goes to show how easy it isto make dishonest speculations ... but of course such things don't pay in the

long run....

Thelush area was being reduced, but perhaps not with the same repidity as at fird when Mr Bardli was
a the top of enthusagtic—if the adjective was gpplicable—vigor. Oftener and oftener and oftener he
paused to sharpen his implement and | thought the cropped shocks were becoming smdler and smdler.
As the movement of the scythe swept the guillotined grass backward, the tralling stolons entangled
themsdalves with the uncut stand, pulling the sheaves out of place and making the stacks ragged and
inadequate looking.

Behind me a cocky voice asked, "What's cooking around here, chum?'

| turned round to a young man, thin as a bamboo pole, degantly tailored, who yawned to advertise gold
inlays. | explained while he looked skeptical, bored and knowing Smultaneoudy. "Who would tha
flummox, bah goom?" he inquired.

"Ay?

He took a pack of playingcards from his pocket and riffled them expertly. "Who you kidding, bud?' he
trandated.[33]

"No one. Ask anybody here if this wasnt a dead lavn yesterday and if it hasnt grown this high since
morming.”

He yawned agan and proffered me the deck. "Pick any card,” he suggested. To avoid rudeness |
selected one. He put the pack back and said, "Y ou have the nine of diamonds. Clever, en?'

| didnt know whether it was or not. He accepted the pasteboard from me and said, peering out from
under furry black eyebrows, "If | brought in a story like thet, the chief would fire me before you could say
James Gordon Bennett.”

"Y oure a reporter?’

"Acute chap. Newspaperman. Name of Gootes. Jacson Gootes, Daily Intelligencer, not Thrilling
Wonder Sories.”



| thought | saw an answer to my most pressng problem. One has to stoop occasondly to methods
which, if they didnt lead to important ends, might amost be termed petty; but afteral there was no reason
Mr Jacson Gootes shouldnt buy me a dinner in return for information vauable to him. "Let's get away
from here" | suggested.

He fished out a coin, showed it to me, waved his am in the ar and opened an empty pdm for my
ingpection. "Ah sho would like to, cunnd, but Ahve got to covah thisyesh so'y—even if it's out of this
mizzble wo'ld."

"I'm sure | can give you details to bring it down to earth,” | told him. "Make it a Sory your editor will be
gad to have"

"'Glad!" He pressed tobacco into a dender pipe as emaciated as himsdf. "You don't know W R. If he
got a beat on the story of Creation held be sore as hdl because God wanted a byline"

He evidently enjoyed his own quip for he repeated severd times in different accents "... God wanted a
byline" He puffed a matchflame and surveyed the fidd of Mr Bardli's effort. "Hardworkin fdler, what?
Guess | better have a chat with the bounder—probably closest to the dashed thing.”

"Mr Gootes," | said impressvely, "I am the man who gpplied the inoculator to this grass. Now shdl we
get out of here so you can ligen to my story?'[34]

"' Sonabeesh—thees gona be good. Lead away, anigo—I prepare both ears to leesten.”

| drew him toward Hollywood Boulevard and into a restaurant | caculated might not be too expensive
for his generogity. Besides, he probably had an expenseaccount. We put a porcelaintopped table
between us and he commanded, "Give down." Obediently | went over dl the hgppenings of yesterday,
omitting only Miss Francis name and the revedling wording of the ad.

Gootes surveyed me interestedly. ™Y ou certainly started something here, Acne and/or Psoriasis.”
Humor like his was beneath offense. "My name's Albert Weener."

"Mings Mugard." He produced a plastic cup and rapidly extracted from it a series of others in
dminishing sizes. "l wouldnt have thought it to look at you. The dirty deed, | mean—not the exzemicd
hotdog. O K, Migter Weener—who's this scientific magnate? Whyre you holding him out on me?’

"Scientigts don't like to be disturbed in their researches,” | temporized.
"No more does aman in awhorehouse," he retorted vulgarly. " Story's no good without him.”
That was what | thought and I'm afraid my satisfaction appeared on my face.

"Now ledy man—no try a hold up da press. Whatsa matter, you aready had da beer and da roasta bif
sanawich?'



"Maybe you better repeat the order. You know in these cheap places they don't like to have you st
around and talk without spending money.”

"Money! Eh, laddie—I'm nae a millionare” He badanced a ful glass of water thoughtfully upon a
knifeblade, looking around for applause. When it was not forthcoming he meekly followed my

suggestion.

"Ligen, Gootes," | swalowed a mouthful of sandwich and sipped a little beer. "I want to help you get
your sory."

He waved his hand and pulled a handkerchief out of his ear.

"The point is"" | commenced, sopping a piece of bread in[35] the thick gravy, "if | were to betray the
confidence involved | couldnt hope to continue My connection and 1'd lose my chances to benefit from
this remarkable discovery.”

"Bdls" exclamed Gootes. "Forget the spid. I'm not a prospect for your lawn tonic.”

| disregarded the interruption. "I'm not a mercenary man and | believe in enlightening the public to the
fullest extent compatible with decency. I'm willing to make a sacrifice for the generd good, yet I—"

"—mug live' | know, | know. How much?'
"It seems to mefifty dollars would be little enough—"

"Hfty potatoes!” He went through an eaborate pantomime of shock, horror, indignaion, grotesque
dismay and a dozen other assorted emotions. "Little man, youre fruitcake sure. W R wouldnt part with
hdf a C for a tipoff on the Secondcoming. No, brother—you rang the wrong bell. Five | might get
you—but no more.”

| replied firmly |1 was not in need of charity—ignoring his pointed look at the remains on my plate—and
this was drictly a busness propostion, payment for vdue received. After some bargaining he findly
agreed to phone his managingeditor and propose I'd "come clean” for twenty dollars. While he was on
this errand | added pie and coffee to the check. It iswdl to be provident and I'd paid for my med in
more than money.

Jacson Gootes came limply from the phonebooth, his bumptiousness gone. "No sogp.” He shook his
head dgjectedly. "Old Man said only pity for the lower mammas prevented him from letting me go to
work for Hearst right away. Sorry."

His nerves appeared quite shattered; capable of restoration only by Old Grandad. After tossng down a
couple of bourbons he seemed a little recovered, but hardly quite wel enough to use an accent or
perform artrick.

"I'm sorry d0," | said. "Since we can be of no further use to each other—"



"Dont take a powder, chum," he urged plaintively. "What about alast gander a the weed together?!

Aswe waked back | reflected that a any rate | was saved[36] from submitting Miss Francis to vulgar
publicity. Everything is for the best—Ive seen a hundred ingtances to prove it. Perhaps—who
knew—something might yet happen to make it possible for me to profit by the freak growth.

"Needs a transfuson,” remarked Gootes as we stood on the Sdewak beforeit.

Indeed it was anemicdly green; uneven, hacked and ragged; shorn of its emerdd beauty. A high fog
filtered the late afternoon light to show Mr Bardli's task accomplished and the curious watchers gone. It
was no smoothly clipped carpet, yet it was no longer a freakish, exatic thing. Rather forlorn it looked,
and crippled.

"Pdeface pay out much wampum to get um cut every day.”
"Oh, it probably won't take long till the strength is exhausted.”
"Says you. Well, Ive got hdf a story. Cheerio.”

| Sghed. If only Miss Francis could contral it. A fortune ...

| walked home, trying to figure out whet | was going to do tomorrow.

8. I thought | was prepared for anything after the shocks of the day before; | know | was prepared for

nothing at al—to find the grass as I'd |€ft it or even reverted to its origind decay. Indeed, | was not too
sure that my memory was completely accurate; that the thing had happened so fantagticaly.

But the devilgrass had outdone itsdf and made my anticipations foolish. It waved a green crest higher
then the crowd—a crowd three times the Sze of yesterday's and increasing rapidly. All the scars inflicted
on it, the indignities of scythe and mower, were covered by a new and even more prodigious stand which
mede dl its former growth appear puny. Bold and insolent, it had repaired the hackedout areas and risen
to such a heght that, except